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Walk All Over Me

Would you risk everything for the kind of Dominant Female and potential cuckolding you’ve always wanted? 

With his workaholic wife unwilling to indulge any of his submissive desires and his sex life dried up, wanna-be cuckold husband Jay has hit 40 and believes life is passing him by. 

He fantasizes about female domination and a hotwife who would share her affections with other men. 

So when Mariella, a beautiful but self-obsessed younger woman appears on the scene and seems to offer him all he's ever dreamed of, could he resist the temptation? 

Even when he learns of her anger issues and unpredictability? And if it means risking the wrath of her jealous boyfriend and the ruin of his own marriage for a much younger woman that he’s only just met?

This 27k+ word, wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, domination and submission, foot and other body worship and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this. 

Walk All Over Me 2

What if the dominant female you were devoting yourself to wanted more than simply your obedience and submission? What if it turned her on to hurt you both physically and emotionally?

When submissive Jay wins the hand of beautiful younger woman Mariella, he believes he's done the hard part. Even with the anger issues he knows she has. He plans to marry and devote himself to the happiness of this self-obsessed would-be dominatrix. 

But when her ex, Anton reappears on the scene will Jay’s submission to this hotwife to-be extend beyond being physically disciplined & punished by her? Would he consider sharing his future wife? Even at the risk of being cuckolded by a bigger man so that Mariella can revel in his jealousy and emotional pain?

And if the girl he plans to marry can do this to him - as well as stretch him financially and treat him like a domestic servant all so she can enjoy a lifestyle of leisure, is Mariella the kind of girl to ever make a wife?

This 31k+ word, wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other BDSM activity including humiliation, domination and submission, body worship, domestic discipline, and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.

Walk All Over Me 3

When does the BDSM play of a dominant younger wife with anger issues become sadism toward her cuckold husband? 

Cuckolded before they were even married, Submissive husband Jay is more than happy to be subjected to the other dominant demands of his pretty young wife, Mariella.

He knows he had a lucky escape with the cuckolding by her ex and he doesn't want to take that chance now she’s his wife.

Jay thinks a marriage of domestic service and discipline can satisfy them both. 

But even though her ex is now absorbed by another relationship, Mariella is not the kind of wife to go unnoticed by other men. 

And a wife sharing obsession is no logical thing. Especially when a highly-sexed, hotwife like Jay’s discovers the possibilities offered by male chastity. And when she comes to the attention of a wealthy, married bull more her own age.

Will Jay be able to keep his submissive cuckold fantasies and Mariella's appetites at bay? Or will he and his hotwife be unable to resist; even if the bull seems to show an interest in Jay too?

This 26k+ word, wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other BDSM activity including cuckolding humiliation, domination and submission, body worship, domestic discipline, whipping and male chastity. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.

Walk All Over Me 4

Submissive Jay has had an all-too-brief glimpse of his wife in the arms and the bed of her handsome lover, Grant. 

The sight leaves Jay traumatized in an intense, conflict of emotions.

Grant is a wealthy and successful, ex-pro athlete. A man more Jay’s new wife's own age and someone who she freely admits is the best lover she's ever had. 

So Jay is having serious second thoughts about encouraging Mariella's romantic affair with this bull.

Yet at the same time, he's obsessed with the desire to witness more. 

But he doesn't want to have to wait at home while the woman he adores is shared. He wants to see and suffer the full torture of his own cuckolding. From the passionate start of their love-making to its bitter climax. 

Mariella though has other ideas. 

Even though she revels in treating Jay like little more than her domestic servant in his own home and keeping him locked in chastity whenever it suits her, she's still unsure about being watched in private with her lover. Instead, she insists on shocking new demands of Jay and introduces new methods to control and discipline him. 

Meanwhile, Grant, her alpha male lover, has a twisted agenda of his own. 

One which will involve more humiliation and emasculation than even this submissive cuckold husband could imagine.

This 24k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.

Walk All Over Me 5

Submissive cuckold husband Jay is locked in chastity but anxious to restore a degree of normality back into his relationship with his young wife Mariella. 

He's desperate for release and relief, not only so he can once more feel physical and emotional closeness to his hot wife. He needs it because long term sexual frustration has started to make his work suffer. 

And he's growing anxious about Mariella's intensifying relationship with her handsome young lover Grant. 

Her extra-marital affair has made her ever-more controlling and crueler with her adoring husband. And now, Grant himself is taking an active interest and involvement in Mariella's sadism. An interest that includes forced crossdressing and bisexual acts. Something Grant wants to experience at the married couple’s home. 

Can Jay balance his own conflicting submissive desires to Mariella and her lover with the need to maintain his career, his marriage, self-respect, and even his own sanity? 

This 28k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.

Walk All Over Me 6

Will Cuckolded Jay make the Ultimate Sacrifice for his Wife and their Alpha Male Bull?

Submissive husband Jay is struggling to keep a demanding young hotwife like Mariella satisfied. Her lover, Grant, now works on the other side of the country and his absence is breeding unhappiness and leaving Mariella feeling unfulfilled.

With her biological clock ticking, Jay’s restless wife becomes convinced that the time has come to move on from the past and start a family with her husband.

But cuckolded Jay could have a problem with that.

Infertility.

And when bisexual Grant hears of the married couple’s situation he conceives and suggests an unthinkable solution. One which just might be the only way Jay can hold onto a beautiful, dominant female like Mariella.

Will Jay work out a way of his own to give Mariella what she wants or will he surrender in total submission? Will he stand by and watch his wife commit the ultimate act of betrayal for any marriage?

This 22k+ word wife sharing erotica ebook adventure, written mainly from the husband’s point of view, contains explicit descriptions of sexual action and other activity including humiliation, group sex, forced bi and sissy humiliation, submission and cuckolding. Only mature adults who won’t find that offensive should read this.
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Jay

It’s gone eleven p.m. on Thursday when I return on foot to the stillness of Yew Street where I live. High up above my head, about a quarter of a million miles above to be more accurate, it’s almost, but not quite, a full moon. Even this late at night the air is still clammy and warm. There’s an irritating blanket of cold, greasy sweat between my t-shirt and skin. I couldn’t bear to walk around the block again. Not even if I thought that this time, it might finally help. 

Still no inspiration. So much for what was once, a sure-fire solution to writer’s block. This is the second time I’ve been out walking tonight and still, the creative juices won’t flow. The Sci-Fi novel I’m supposed to be working on is well and truly ‘stuck’. The same as it’s been for days.

Further down the other side of the street, our three-story detached house comes into view. The bathroom light is on upstairs. My wife Una will be getting ready for bed. 

I’m beginning to wonder how much of the problem with the novel is due to my sexual frustration. There’s been a lot going through my head lately besides how to make an intergalactic invasion of alien insects sound more convincing than it did on the first draft. 

Not that frustration in the bedroom is anything new. But this time it’s been over three weeks since Una and I did anything together that remotely resembled sex. The intervals between each occasion are getting longer too. She’s either ‘too tired’ or away on business. She never used to stay away this much before she got promoted. 

But maybe tonight will be the night. Maybe, for a change, I can get her in the mood. 

I glance down the street towards ours again. I’d even be happy with some ordinary, vanilla sex. Anything, so I don’t have to resort to my hand again to help me get off to sleep.

I pass under the orange flood of a streetlight and not for the first time wonder about other married men in my position. How many of them would join some sort of fetish or swinging website to get the kind of kinky sex they fantasize about? How many would visit a professional dominatrix? 

Sometimes I wish I was that kind of husband. But the idea of a professional mistress leaves me cold. I’d need to have some sort of feelings for any woman who was willing to hurt me. Otherwise, what would be the point? Meanwhile, I live trapped in hope that things between Una and me might change. 

Closer to our house now and up ahead on this side of the street, a silver Ford Fusion has, as usual, been abandoned half-mounted on the kerbside outside a small bungalow. Our new neighbor’s annoying parking habit. I have no idea why he can’t leave his car in the driveway like his wife and everyone else in the street does with theirs. Although from what little I’ve seen of the knucklehead, his parking capability probably shouldn’t come as a surprise. 

His wife on the other hand; from the brief glimpses I’ve had of her getting in and out of her car to go to work; she just looks pretty. Although young.

Passing the Ford now, their tiny lawn and in the dark beyond, their single-story house. Curtains to both rooms at the front closed, but one window wide open. 

Then a sound that slows my stride. A cry that stops me from crossing the road towards home. An insistent voice. My heart pounds. Then unmistakable, slow, moans. A female lost in sex.

I look around me, over to home, and then back to the bungalow. Stare towards the window and source. Rhythmic, breathless. Exhalations of a woman coaxing her lover. 

I take a single step closer, try to hear better. My heart thumps like I’m an active participant in their love-making.

“Oh...oh...ooh, do it to me,” between breaths she urges her partner, “oh...do it to me, do it to me....oh, ooh, do me.” 

I try to picture the woman I’ve seen no more than twice through the window from my desk upstairs. Light-brown hair scraped back in a pony-tail, Latin-like looks, great legs. 

“Ooh, ooh yes, ooh,” her voice is ravenous. Her tone unrecognizable as one from the screaming argument Una and I heard come from that same bungalow the day the couple moved in. 

My mouth has dried up. A frustrated pang of jealousy twists my gut. The sounds of a life that’s passing me by. Look round again, make sure I’m alone on the street. 

That girl sounds like she’s in a porn movie. My face burns in the dark. How does a man give any female so much pleasure? How can he keep going when she’s obviously so turned on? Tight-chested with resentment, I glance over to our house, check I’m not being watched. Return my focus to a now near-hysterical neighbor. 

Maybe she’s just easily pleased? Or she’s faking it; trying to get him to hurry up and finish? Whatever the truth is beyond those curtains, I’ve got a hard-on. 

I touch my cock through my pants. How can hearing some woman I’ve never even met do this to me? Maybe it appeals to the frustrated cuckold inside me. Some part of my head automatically ‘translating’ the sounds of strangers into Una with another man. 

Una with another man? Chance would be a fine thing. 

Painfully aware now that I’m lurking like some sad peeping tom, I glance over and up to our bedroom window. Check there’s no sign of my wife. The light’s come on behind our curtains but the windows are still closed. She’ll be opening the top one any second now like she always does before getting into bed. 

Incoherent, guttural female groans from the open bungalow window close to me draw my attention back. When has Una ever sounded like that? Not even when we were dating. And nor did either of the girls I was with before her. 

A curtain in the bungalow moves. The noise of sex has stopped. A shadow at the window.

“Pervert!” a male voice yells. Female laughter. The curtains shake tight together. 

Shit, did they recognize me? 

I cough and hurry away along the sidewalk. Don’t cross over to our house yet; in case they’re watching me. Act as if I live somewhere else. 

Further down the street, I do cross over and then double back to home. 

Is this what I’ve become? A sorry, middle-aged man who has to get his kicks secretly listening to another couple’s sex life? 

Back home and still semi-hard despite the fright of discovery, I’m determined not to be denied yet again by Una. I steel myself and climb the stairs. 

“Anything useful?” Una murmurs from our bed without looking up from her magazine. Her auburn hair is scraped back, face shiny with makeup remover, or moisturizer. 

“Useful?”

“Ideas,” she shrugs under the lamplight, green eyes still on the reading matter in her hands, “get any useful ideas for your novel while you were out?” 

“Not really,” I pull my damp t-shirt over my head and slide my pants down. To hell with it, why should I have to go without all the time? She can only say ‘No’ again. 

“I’m going to miss you while you’re away all next week Una.” 

My wife smiles and lowers her magazine from in front of a high-necked nightdress that covers her ample bosom. 

“Why don’t we have a little fun tonight?” I say.

“It’s nearly midnight, Jay,” she sighs and closes her magazine. 

“Come on,” I slide in alongside her, “just a quick one. It’s been ages. We don’t have to do anything kinky. Not unless you want to, of course,” I feign a laugh, pretending, in my desperation, to make light of what I long for. 

“I told you when you brought those ridiculous handcuffs home with you last time. I’m not comfortable doing that sort of thing,” Una clicks off her bedside lamp and in the half-light of the alarm-clock, turns her back on me. She buries herself under the bedcovers. 

“You used to tie me up with your stockings sometimes,” I say to her back, hopelessness pulsing through me. 

“That was a long time ago,” Una sighs.

“I don’t see why we still can’t do that kind of thing occasionally, Una.” This isn’t how I intended the conversation to go.

“Because it’s all you ever want to do Jay. You never come near me unless you want some sort of perverted sex. You always want me to talk about other men, tie you up, put pegs on your nipples, or something.”

“But it’s what I like. It’s fantasy play. All couples do it,” I say, conscious I’m whining. 

“Well, it’s not what I like.”

“You don’t even want to have regular sex with me anymore do you?” I say, to try and force some kind of reaction.

“Because I know what you’d be thinking about while we were doing it.”

“So now you’re mind-reading and telling me what I can and can’t think?”

“I’m going to sleep Jay. I’ve got an early start in the morning. I’m tired.”

“Why do I always have to deny this part of myself?” I say without expecting any reply. Harmless urges that could give me so much pleasure. I bet there are couples up and down the country who indulge one another with the same kind of mild S&M games.

For a moment I wonder about the kind of life I might have had if I’d been able to live out some of my fantasies. But the thought is too painful and in the darkness, I turn my attention back to my stalled book. 

“If you really can’t do without that kind of sick stuff,” Una says over her shoulder, “then maybe it’s time you saw a therapist.” 
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Jay

I’m on my back in bed with my eyes now fully-accustomed to the half-light. The aqua-blue digits on the clock beside me read 1:43 a.m. Even with the bedroom window open now it’s too hot to bear the duvet over me. I’ve pushed it off my side of the bed and have only the clammy top-sheet over my torso and legs. Next to me though, Una sleeps soundly. 

I’m at a loss about our sexual relationship. I’ve only just turned 40 but it feels like that part of my life is almost over. What if the best of my sex life is already behind me? What the hell will things be like between me and Una in bed in another ten or even five years?

I turn my head on the pillow to look at her back. I’m not sure why she felt it necessary to throw my fantasy of her with other men in my face. It’s not like I’ve ever tried to make her do anything about it, is it? Nothing more than a little flirting a couple of times when we’ve been out of town. And she complained long and hard about that at the time too. 

Until tonight, I had no idea how much she resented the things that turn me on. My face burns as I replay her words about the handcuffs and the nipple-pegs. 

To think, that one of the reasons I wanted this particular house before we bought it was because it has a cellar, It’s laughable now, but I imagined Una and I might one day convert into a ‘play-dungeon’! Who the hell was I trying to kid? 

Do I really have to settle for a life where I get none of what I want? Where my wife won’t even indulge me at all anymore? 

And does she actually think I need to see a shrink? Most guys have fantasies. Plenty of them are a whole lot weirder than mine. It’s not like I want to hurt her or anyone else is it? Only myself.

She says I’ve ‘got worse’. Says it started with the ‘tying up once in a while’ and ‘descended’ to handcuffs and the suggestion of a whip with me wanting that kind of thing ‘every time’ we had sex. She said to me once, that wanting her to flirt with other men is probably only a ‘precursor’ to trying to make her sleep with them. 

Not that Una would ever do anything like that. At least not with my knowledge. 

I consider for a moment, the possibility that Una may already be unfaithful to me behind my back. Maybe with her boss, or a work colleague who joins her regularly on her business trips. How ironic if she was already doing in secret what I’ve often tried to get her to fantasize about.

If I’m being honest, I could probably get some pleasure from that. As long as she then started to include me in some way. If she told me some of the details. 

Same with the way she refuses to have sex. If she’d make a ‘game’ of it, a ritual, where she was some cruel wife who mocked and refused her sex-starved husband any relief, I could probably even enjoy that too. 

But then again I guess I’d need to know she was getting off on doing it too for that to be any fun. 

I listen to her steady, deep breathing. Like she doesn’t have a care in the world. 

The sad thing is; that when I think about it, Una’s ‘bossy’ manner was one of the things that most attracted me to her when we met. I thought that ‘bossiness’ hinted at a girl who might ultimately want to dominate me. 

Of course, she does. But not in any way that satisfies me. Not in any sexual way. 

I glance at the clock again and the echoes of that lusty voice I heard from the sidewalk seep back into my head. I push away the embarrassing possibility that I may have been recognized outside their home and focus instead on what I heard. 

Such arousal and passion in those husky demands. A sexy voice, not high or shrill like when she was yelling at him that other time. No; thick and throaty. Almost like the bedroom prowess of her lover had lifted her to some other-worldly sexual dimension. 

My hand is between my legs, kneading my stiffened groin. For a second, I imagine hearing Una as aroused as our young neighbor. A bitter thought crosses my mind and I can’t help smiling to myself. The nearest I’ve come to hearing Una reach that level of pleasure is when she’s abandoned another diet and returned to chocolate again for the first time. 

Why can’t she enjoy sex like that? That couple over the street is probably only 10 years younger than us. Why can’t I be more assertive and demand what I want? 

Submissive men like me though, they don’t tend to find making make demands of their wives an easy thing to do. 

And then I’m up and out of bed, crossing the landing, fondling my hardness. Maybe part of our problem is that Una works in finance where everything is all logic. Cold hard facts and no imagination. Whereas, what I do all day, is almost the complete opposite. 

With the overhead bathroom light turned off and the room seductively illuminated by only dimmed yellow lanterns either side of the huge smoked mirror, I grip my erection. Our nameless neighbor’s husky urgings beat through my head like a witch’s chant. For a moment the picture they’ve formed mutates and the incantations come instead from Una’s mouth as she’s fucked. 

But the image is too unreal to remain. I jerk off with the chants in my head changing again. This time they fuse with the memory of the argument I heard on another night from that same bungalow. The concoction makes my excitement mount. 

‘Leave me alone you pig!’ she’d yelled, ‘I saw what you were doing! I hate you! I fucking hate you!’ Such a palpable temper and foul-mouthed, but such obvious passion for sex. 

My fist accelerates around my cock. I picture being able to rouse such extreme conflicting passions in her, or in any woman. Visualize the neighbor (or is it Una now, perhaps finally channeling her simmering resentment?). She stands over me, shouting down at me, whip in her hand after she’s been fucked by someone else.

My knees buckle, balls spasm and I groan thick jets into the pan. 

Later, almost before the spasms have ceased, guilt and self-loathing seep through me for ‘using’ another woman to fuel my fantasies. 

But what am I supposed to do? And what would readers of the once ‘great’ Sci-Fi writer Jaylend Stillman think if they knew the extent of his sex life?

Friday morning at my desk upstairs and I’ve made a resolution. The best thing I can do to keep the soul-destroying sexual frustration and disappointment at bay is to focus my mind solely on my books. 

I’m trying to work on the motivation for my male protagonist as he plots his conquest of the alien invasion. But even with an espresso and all the windows open for fresh air to revive me, my brain is sluggish after so little sleep last night. 

Outside, Una is on the driveway packing her presentation for the office into her car. She’ll come back inside the house to shout ‘goodbye’ before she leaves. She always does. 

And like ‘always’ too, there was no mention at the breakfast table of our disagreement last night. It was almost like the discussion and accusations about sex and my state of mind never happened. Which somehow makes her stubborn refusals in the bedroom all the more frustrating. I think I’d prefer some kind of proper argument in the hope that we could sort things out once and for all. 

But that’s not Una’s style, is it?

I stare at the cursor blinking on the screen of my desktop in front of me. There’s something fundamentally wrong with this alien invasion. I only wish I knew what it was. It’s boring me to tears, which means it will likely do the same for anyone who eventually reads it. But I need to get it finished. My publishing deadline is fast approaching and it’s been a long time since my last successful novel. It doesn’t feel right having to rely so much on Una’s income.

Movement on the street outside catches my peripheral vision. I look beyond the computer screen and through the window. The young guy, our new neighbor in a dark business suit. He’s coming across the street towards here. He’s coming here! My insides clench. 

What if he did recognize me outside their house last night? What if he’s coming to complain about me snooping on them? Surely he wouldn’t do that. Would he? So what the hell does he want? Neither of us has ever spoken to him or his wife before. 

I hold my breath and though I can’t see him through the window now from my seat, I hear him say something to Una. Can’t pick out his words. If he’s complaining about last night it will only confirm what she already thinks of me. 

Una’s sudden laughter sends relief soaring through me. She wouldn’t laugh if he was complaining about me. I’m sure of it. 

Push back my chair and get to my feet. Stand back at the side of the window, near the wall, so I can try and look down at them without being seen. Don’t want to risk being thought of as a snoop again. 

Catch sight of the dark, well-built man gesticulating at Una, indicating his bungalow. Now is he reporting me? My stomach knots and I slump back into my seat. If Una thought I was a pervert before, she’ll hate me now. 

But then the neighbor appears back across the street near his own house. He gets into his pavement-mounted Ford and honks his horn. A curtain moves in a window of the bungalow and the Ford roars away. 

“Jay, I’m going. See you tonight,” Una calls from downstairs. She doesn’t sound like she’s heard anything unpleasant about me. 

“Was that the new neighbor from over the road I saw here?” Up and out of the room now, I clear my throat as I reach the bottom of the stairs. 

“Yes, ‘Anton’ apparently,” Una fastens her laptop case. Her face isn’t set; she looks relaxed, not pissed with me. “They’re having a housewarming Sunday afternoon. A barbeque. He came over to invite us.”

“Invite us? But we don’t know them.” 

“They don’t know anyone around here yet. Hence the housewarming. Anyhow, I told him we’d go over for an hour. Let’s hope they can avoid another screaming match. Oh: and he apologized for his girlfriend.”

“Apologized for her?” My face flushes at what this guy might have said to Una. Did he know it was me standing outside his place last night and merely think I was in shock at the noise his partner was making? Has he been over here to make a joke about it to my wife? Perhaps someone like him couldn’t even imagine another man getting a cheap thrill from that sort of vicarious enjoyment. 

“Apologized about her in advance,” Una says without looking at me, “he said someone’s told her she has a writer living across the road. He apologized in case she bends your ear for advice while we’re over there.” 

I stare down the driveway after my wife with my brow knotted. 

“Apparently she’s always wanted to write a book,” Una looks over her shoulder at me and rolls her eyes. Then she gets into her car and waves goodbye. 
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Chapter Three
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Jay

Sunday afternoon, after two further days of frustration with my novel and similar at night with Una. I’m in front of the wall-mounted full-length mirror at the side of our bed. I’m trying on yet another polo shirt with my chinos. This time a black one. All the others made me conscious of my stomach. This one fits better. 

I study the flecks of gray in my short brown hair, check out my face and then home-in on my pale blue eyes. ‘Dreamy’ Una used to call them when we first started dating. 

Usually, I’m not a big fan of social events like this barbecue we’re going to. Not unless I know everyone else there really well. Una’s the sociable one. Comes with her job and schmoozing in the corporate world I suppose. Most of my time is spent in my own head in the company of characters or creatures of my own making. 

Hopefully, if nothing else, a couple of drinks this afternoon might make my wife more amenable when we get back home later. It’s our last night together for a week. Plus, if I’m totally honest about it, a little admiration of my career from an attractive female neighbor might be good for my bruised ego.

I stare at my reflection. Is this really how desperate I’ve become? So starved of sex that the possibility of attention from some random young woman for my handful of books excites me? 

Unless of course, they both do know it was me outside their house on Thursday night. 

I frown at myself. Maybe inviting us today is their way of having a laugh at my expense. 

No. I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t have recognized me in the dark. 

I look across the bedroom at my wife in one of her printed summer dresses. She’s fixing a diamond earring in place. 

“There’s a lot of preening going on over there Jay,” she glances back at me and laughs, “I hope you’re not planning on boring that young girl senseless about your books when we get over there.”

I laugh too, but avert my eyes and leave the mirror to look in the wardrobe for a pair of shoes. 

Thirty minutes later Una and I are outside the frosted glass and raven-black front door of our new neighbor’s bungalow. Upright twin juniper plants stand in silver-colored square pots either side of us at the edge of the pathway. I grip a bottle of chilled Prosecco in one hand and press the doorbell. Next to me, Una adjusts the shoulders of her dress while we wait. The dull thump of bass guitar and drums mixes with laughter from inside and I think, maybe outside too, around the back of the house.

“Maybe we should just go around the back,” Una nods at the pathway to the side of the bungalow.

“Someone’s coming,” I say, as a shape forms in the frosted glass window. 

“Remember; we’re not staying long,” Una whispers to me as the shape in the glass clarifies into that of a female, “I’m up early tomorrow.” 

A brunette in a crop top and printed green floral pants grins at us. She doesn’t look much like the girl who lives here. Even if she’s dyed her hair.

“Hi. I’m Una. This is my husband, Jay. From number 13, across the road,” Una indicates over her shoulder, “Anton invited us over.”

“Cool,” the woman shrugs, “but I gotta pee. Drinks are in the kitchen. Ant and Mari are out back with everyone,” she leaves the door ajar for us. 

Inside, a tiny narrow hallway three or four people I don’t recognize stand drinking and chatting. What I think is a ‘Daft Punk’ track plays from somewhere else in the house. 

“Hey, Alice,” Una spots a neighbor we do know, a friend from further down the street, one she sometimes goes to yoga with. My wife excuses herself and leaves me on my own. 

I’m about to find the kitchen and the drinks when Alice’s husband Dennis emerges into the hallway from a door directly up ahead. He pulls the door closed behind him on the sound of a flushing toilet. 

“Hey buddy, didn’t know you were coming too,” he smiles, “I thought everyone else we knew around here was away for the summer. Hardly the ideal time for a house-warming is it? Let’s get a drink,” he gestures across the wood-block flooring to the living room, “how’s the latest masterpiece going?” He leads me past a gray two-seater sofa and glass coffee table toward another room.

“It’s hardly a masterpiece and it’s going slow,” I sigh.

“I reckon you creative types are perfectionists,” Dennis says as we reach a small white and wood kitchen with views to the patio decking area and a gathering outside. The aroma of barbecued burgers or steaks drifts in from the open patio doors. 

Dennis rips a can of Miller Light from a 4-pack and hands it to me. “So what do you think of our hosts?” he asks. 

“I haven’t met them yet,” I shrug, “but I have heard them.” 

“Yeah?” Dennis laughs, “we caught the tail-end of a slanging match the other night too. Not the greatest way to introduce yourselves to a new neighborhood eh? Probably why they organized this,” he wafts his beer at the garden, “soften us up.” He watches another couple leave the kitchen and then when we’re alone, he leans towards me and lowers his voice as much as the music will allow; like he’s about to share a conspiracy, “the girl, Mariella, she was playing hell with him from what we could hear from our back garden. Calling him all sorts of names.” 

“I suppose moving home is stressful for any couple,” I say cutting the new neighbors some slack, “they look like they’re only young,” I shrug my shoulders, pleased I haven’t resorted to telling Dennis about the other nocturnal noises I heard from this afternoon’s hosts. 

“She might be a ball-breaker, but you can see why her boyfriend would stick around,” Dennis takes a slug of his beer and gestures with his eyes at two lithe young women sashaying in from the garden.

Both are blonde and from what I’ve seen of her before with her hair up and in less ‘glamorous’ work-clothes, either could potentially be this afternoon’s hostess. It’s hard to tell. But my eyes are wrenched in the direction of the female furthest away. The one in a black, tube-dress. 

Lush, caramel-blonde hair sweeps around her bare shoulders and down her back. The dress is tight. Her waist tiny. But a conspicuous bubble-butt sways from side to side as she walks. Long, largely bare, tanned legs in wedge-heels. A figure and proud walk that for a second; makes me hold my breath before I lower my eyes. 

“That’s her,” Dennis whispers and nods his head after the object of my previous attention. He grins at my face.

“Mariella?” a thickset guy in a Hawaiian shirt emerges from behind me. Anton. My wife and her friend Alice are alongside him. 

“This here with Alice is Una,” he says to Mariella, “from number 13, across the street.” 

“Hi, Mariella, lovely to meet you. Thanks for inviting us,” Una kisses the younger woman on the side of her face. A face, that as becomes clearer the longer my eyes linger on it, is strikingly pretty. 

Compelling brown eyes with her caramel-blonde hair give her the ‘Latina’ look I’d suspected. A little like how I imagine Jennifer Lopez might have looked in her twenties.

“Have you met my husband, Jay?” Una’s eyebrows rise and she points me out to our hostess. 

“I don’t think so,” Mariella replies with a husky voice, almost like her throat is sore. Lazy brown eyes with spidery lashes glance at me. Then her smile disappears from a wide mouth, almost before her head turns away. “Excuse me a minute,” she says, “I need to speak to my boyfriend,” she gestures at Anton and then at the living room. 

Who did I think I was kidding? Did I honestly expect some hot younger woman like that to be impressed enough with what I do for a living to want to talk to me about it? Ha! Probably serves me right for thinking I could get some sort of sorry kick from it. 

I take another mouthful of beer then follow Una, Alice and her husband outside to the decked patio area, the music and the clusters of other couples. 

For what feels like a lifetime, I do my best not to listen to Dennis brag about his business that he’s just sold. Instead, I continue to brood about the naive, embarrassing expectation I had on coming here. 

I begin to convince myself that our pretty young hostess and her boyfriend might indeed have recognized me as the ‘pervert’ who was called-out for lingering outside their bedroom window on Thursday night. 

Then to blot out the thought, I begin sizing-up the small lawn beyond the decking area and wondering whether overgrown borders like those are ever likely to be weeded by tenants like tonight’s hosts. 

I’m back in the kitchen, looking for another drink when something light touches my shoulder.

“Mr. Stillman, I hope you didn’t think I was rude before,” Mariella scoops an armful of her hair around her head and hooded, chocolate-brown eyes fix on me. She holds an almost empty wine glass in her other hand. 

“No, no, of course not,” I shake my head repeatedly. 

“I wasn’t thinking straight,” she says, “I had a bit of an issue with my so-called boyfriend. Anton can be a pain sometimes,” she laughs and when it fades to a smile, this time it lingers on a beautifully symmetrical face.

“Don’t worry about it. Thanks for inviting us over. And call me ‘Jay’, please,” I extend an arm towards her. 

Creamy smooth skin, colder than I expect as her hand takes mine.

I keep my eyes on her face, well away from what appears a pert cleavage, but I’m still blushing and aware of tightness in my own chest. 

“Well, pleased to meet you anyhow, Jay. I’ve never met a real-life author before.”

“I’m not sure my wife would consider me a ‘real live’ anything really, but there you go,” I say before I can stop myself. 

Mariella laughs, “Well, I’m a fan. I’ve read two of your books. I loved them.”

“Only two?” I lift my eyebrows in mock-surprise, but secretly, I’m pleased that she’s read any of my words. Most of my readers tend to be males. 

“I’d have read more, I’m but a slow reader,” she scoops her hair around again.

“I hear you do a little writing yourself?” I ask, conscious that I’m probably patronizing her, but anxious to get my own focus off the way she looks. This is ridiculous. I’m a married man and she’s so young. 

“I wish,” she shakes her head and crinkles-up the end of a perfectly straight, Roman nose, “I write even more slowly than I read.” Mariella pushes aside a swathe of drinks and plates on the worktop behind her and then she eases her prominent rear up onto the kitchen surface. She adjusts her stretchy dress around her hips and tops of her thighs then crosses one long, bare leg over the other. 

“Every author writes slowly to start with,” I say, feigning obliviousness to the newly-exposed parts of her thighs, “but it does get easier the more of it you do. Although a lot of us never lose the paranoia. Personally, I’ve never written anything that I didn’t think was total garbage most of the time I was writing it.”

Mariella laughs and finishes off her wine. “You’ll have to excuse my feet,” she says after draining her glass, “these new shoes are killing me.” She kicks off a wedge-heel which lands on the tiles below her with a thump. The other shoe follows it and a now barefoot Mariella groans lustily. 

She rubs the pale sole of one dollish, little foot all around the inside of her other slender, ankle. Then she repeats the process with the sole of her other foot. “That’s better,” she exhales and wiggles dainty French-polished toes. 

“You mind if I grab myself another drink?” I ask, conscious that my mouth is still parched, “can I get you a refill too?”

“I guess it should be me serving you, really. You’re supposed to be our guest.” Mariella laughs and hands me her glass, “Rosé for me.” 

“As long as you promise not to call me Mr. Stillman, ever again,” I smile, conscious of a troubling thrill running up my belly. 

“So if you don’t mind me asking Jay; where do you do your writing? At home?” she says from behind me while I pour her wine, “it’s so cool to think that actual published novels could have been written right across the street from where we live now.”

I return with her long-stemmed glass and place it in her open hand. Her apparent ‘awe’ of my work seems to have steadied any earlier instability in my own hands. 

“I do a lot of it at home, yes. We converted one of the bedrooms at the front into a kind of office,” I say and blot out the memory of having previously admired the person I’m now talking to through the window of said office, “ideally, I like to write somewhere more inspiring when I can.”

“That sounds exotic,” Mariella looks at me over the top of her glass. She crosses her legs again and her dress rides up a little. 

“Not really,” I shrug and keep my eyes on hers, “sometimes it can just be a coffee shop in town. Any change of scenery. But we do go to a place we have in Spain a couple times a year. When I can drag my wife away from her own work, that is. Staring at the mountains seems to give me ideas,” I say and then realize how ridiculous that the last sentence probably sounds to the young female in front of me. 

“Oh wow, you’ve got a house in Spain as well as that big place over the street?” Mariella’s eyes widen. 

“It’s only a little villa. Near the coast in the south,” I say; conscious now that I might have sounded like I was bragging. 

“I’ve always wanted to have another home abroad one day,” Mariella sighs, “especially Spain. My grandmother was Spanish. I can’t see it ever happening though. Not unless I win the lottery.”

“You never know,” I make a fingers-on-the-keyboard gesture with my free hand, “you might surprise yourself with how good you are if you give it a go. Supplement your income a little if nothing else.” Emboldened by her lowered eyes and buoyed by her yearning for something that I’ve already achieved; I peer at the flesh of her sleek legs and thighs. Then I glance at the swell of her chest before returning my eyes to that face. She’s gorgeous. 

“Maybe I could help you get started, give you some writing tips,” I shrug when her eyes meet mine again. Shit, I sounded like some old pervert. 

“My husband isn’t bothering you, is he Mariella?” Una grins and kisses my cheek as if to show that she’s only joking.

“It’s more likely it’s me bothering him,” Mariella laughs and scoops her hair around her shoulders. 

Una takes directions to the bathroom from our hostess who then turns back to me, “another drink Jay?” she makes to slide down from the worktop.

“Let me get them. Think of your poor feet,” I say and she laughs then holds her glass out to me again.

We’ve moved on to talk about story plotting when Una passes us again on her way back from the bathroom out to the garden. And as our conversation continues, I silently but repeatedly remind myself how much younger than me Mariella is at only twenty-seven. And how horrified she’d be if she knew how attractive I find her. 

I tell myself that the ‘chemistry’ I think I’m feeling in my gut, is nothing more than the fantasies of a sexually frustrated and neglected introvert with an overactive imagination. 

But I watch the way her lips slide against each other when she talks, how her hand goes over her mouth sometimes when she laughs and the way she frowns like she’s trying to concentrate and understand some of the things I’m telling her. How can a frown be that sexy? 

I tell myself that any attraction I’m imagining is all to do with the way she holds herself. Her upright posture as she sits perched in front of me. Her raised chin, and when she’s not smiling or laughing, the way the corners of that sensual mouth are ever so slightly downturned. 

Whatever it really might be, I vow to make sure my wife understands that I’m sex-starved and that it’s clearly not good for me or our marriage.

Mariella says she wishes she had the confidence and technical know-how to write Sci-fi like I do and then at one point, when she’s asking me a question about outlining, she holds her empty glass out at me again. Without even referring to it. 

My face burns, but I put her action down to being absorbed in the topic under discussion and I take the glass from her hand. I answer her question from near the fridge with a river of arousal charging crazily through me. 

“I really appreciate you giving me all this advice,” she says when I return her refilled glass to her hand.

“Anytime,” I say and I mean it. 

“I don’t want to take advantage of you just because you live across the street,” Mariella shakes her hair, “you probably want to forget all about work when you’re out socializing like this.”

“It’s fine. I enjoy talking about writing and trying to help someone who’s interested. A lot of authors have mentors early in their careers. I know I did,” I lie and my face flushes. 

“Well, only if you’re sure you don’t mind. Anton always tells me I’m wasting my time trying to write.”

“Don’t take any notice of the naysayers. You go for it,” I grin and raise my can of beer at her, “and if I can help in any way, I will.”

Mariella rolls one corner of her lower lip around with her top teeth, “It’s probably way too short notice for you, but I’m off work all next week. I was going to work on one of my story ideas while I’ve got the house to myself. I can never get any writing done when Anton’s home. Maybe you could give me some pointers?” 

She wants me to come over here when her boyfriend’s not home? 

I nod my head. “Next week’s fine. I’m not especially busy,” I lie again. 

The song on the sound system outside changes and Mariella squeals. She pushes herself forward off the worktop and now, several inches shorter than me without her heels on, she grabs my wrist, “I want to dance to this. Come on.”

Dance? I can’t dance to save my life. 

But I’m rushed outside and am surprised to see it’s turned to dusk. Others are already moving around together in time to the music.

“So, what sort of things do you want to write?” I yell above the music in a bid to keep her attention off my lack of rhythm. 

“I guess you’d call it fantasy, romance, that kind of thing,” she leans in close to me as she gyrates. 

My nostrils flood with her scent, a combination of what I think is lemongrass and white musk.

“I’m not sure how much genre-specific advice I could give you,” I say, worried now that if we did somehow get together again next week, my advice might ultimately disappoint her. What the hell could I teach someone like her about ‘romance’? Fictional, or real. 

“I don’t care,” Mariella shrugs like it’s part of her dance routine, “I’d be mad not to listen to any advice from someone like you,” she flails her hair and raises her arms, twisting around and arching her back, momentarily allowing me a tantalizing glimpse of her sizable, rounded behind before returning to face me. 

“Shall I tell you about one of my early story ideas?” Mariella yells above the music.

I nod my head and smile at her.

“Promise you won’t judge me?”

I laugh and shake my head.

“I wanted to write something that was the total opposite of fifty shades of grey.” 

“A what?” my heart quickens, convinced I must have misheard. I look around the patio at the others here, half-expecting people to be staring at her, but everyone is doing their own thing, dancing or just drinking and talking. Una is out on the lawn with some other neighbors, a plate of food in her hand. 

“It pissed me off so many women wanting to read about a girl being bossed around by some rich older guy,” Mariella shakes her head, “all my friends read it.” Now she’s stopped dancing, she’s holding onto my shoulders, talking into my ear, her warm breath in my hair, “I couldn’t finish it. I hated it. Too much like real life. Too much like being with a man like Anton who tries to control everything.” she laughs, seemingly oblivious to having disrespected her boyfriend in front of a virtual stranger. 

For a moment I try to recount how many glasses of wine she must have had in the kitchen with me earlier. 

“I’d prefer to read and try to write about a world I’d like to live in. Do you think that’s why some writers do it? Because real life doesn’t work out the way they want, so they need to create an alternative?” Urgent brown eyes meet mine, her hands still light on my shoulders.

“I suppose,” I shrug my shoulders under the delicate weight of her slender fingers, part-excited by this shared intimacy with her, but still uncertain of the exact implication of her words.

Mariella moves her hands off me and begins to circle her hips in time to the music once more, “so my idea was to write about the woman being in charge. Her lover would be a man who was secure enough to be her slave. Happy to do what he was told.” 
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[image: ]


Jay

“I will be quick,” in bed back home after the barbecue, I kiss the side of Una’s face.

“You know I’ve got an early start in the morning before I go away,” she sighs, “turn the lights out first.”

I reach for the bedside lamp and plunge the room into darkness. I slide back over to Una and we kiss. Push against the insistent mental images of Mariella cross-legged on that worktop in her kitchen and the startling thrill of what she told me when we were outside dancing. 

“Can you take this off, Una?” I caress one side of her cotton nightdress and Una sighs again. But she sits up and wriggles on the bed, pulls the nightdress over her head. 

“Mmm, you feel so good,” I groan and I mean it. I push my face into her warm, soft and now bare breasts, kissing her there and around the base of her throat. 

Head back on the pillow, Una moans. I wish she wanted this as often as me. Hell, I wish she even wanted it sometimes, I wish she’d show me she wanted it and she’d instigate it sometimes. 

I suck her nipple and gradually, it stiffens between my lips. Her fingers are in my hair. 

“Will you go on top?” I whisper.

“You know I don’t like it that way,” she murmurs.

My fingers circle her entrance, fingertips feel just inside. But she’s not yet wet.

The fingers of my other hand push a lock of hair away from Una’s eyes but my mind is still recreating pictures of our young neighbor. The way she extended her arm without a word and let me refill her drink. That single expectant act in her kitchen making my pulse soar and my cock start to stiffen. 

Guilt floods me and I focus my eyes and thinking on Una in the half-light. Kiss the side of her neck, below her ear and then turn my attention back to her chest. 

Her hand touches my hard cock. Feels good. My fingertips between her legs again. Damp now. 

“Put it inside me,” she whispers and under the bedcovers her legs part. 

I climb onto my wife but the thoughts of tonight’s hostess assault me again. And even though shame leaks inside me I can’t help myself. The snaking curve of her young waist, the plump, obtrusive swell of her backside and the shape of her breasts. She’s actually imagined a world where men are slaves. 

“Mmm,” Una moans as I push into her heat, “that’s nice.” 

“Oh yes,” I groan into her neck. 

Una’s legs tighten around my sides, squeeze me and I fondle her fleshy hips, her ass. Push into her as hard as I push back against the thought of Mariella and her book characters.

But the thoughts run away from me, “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!” 

A few minutes later Una leaves the bed for the en-suite. When the shower starts in there, I lay back with my breathing starting to slow. 

It was so good to get close to Una again like that. It’s been too long. We can’t leave it that length of time again. 

But my thoughts are coaxed back to our neighbor. 

She probably never for a minute meant what she was saying about that story idea in the same kind of way as someone like me might imagine it. Not in a perverted, kinky sex kind of way. And even if she did, it wouldn’t seriously mean she wanted to act out what she was writing about, would it? I mean, I write about intergalactic murderers invading earth or psychopaths traveling across time. If I was offered the chance to re-enact any of that for real, would I take it? Not likely. 

Mariella is most likely just a young woman pissed-off with her ‘so-called’ boyfriend and wanting to vent through her keyboard and imaginary characters. 

But whatever the truth is, I’ve got a nagging suspicion that the concept of this particular neighbor as a dominatrix is likely to feature in my future fantasies for quite a while. 

I wedge my arms behind my head on the pillow as guilt picks at me. 

But what harm do fantasies do? I wouldn’t have to resort to them if Una would indulge me a little. Instead of which, she tells me I need a shrink! And it was my wife who accepted the invitation to that barbecue in the first place. I wasn’t even consulted about it. Una was warned that Mariella was likely to want to question me about being an author and yet she left me alone with her for ages. 

By the time the shower stops in the en-suite I’ve convinced myself that it would be little more than ‘harmless fun’ to spend an hour or two giving our neighbor some more writing coaching over the next few days while Una’s away. And maybe seeing if I can’t explore some of the detail in that particular story idea of hers too... 

“They’re at it again,” Una shakes her head and glares at the bedroom curtains. I pop out of my daydream to the sound of a raised female voice coming in through the open window beyond.

Una is at the window now, back in her nightdress holding a curtain aside a couple of inches while she looks out at the street.

Another yell, this time a male voice. Can’t pick out any words but it sounds angry.

“This better not go on much longer, I need to get some sleep,” Una mutters, “don’t they realize other people can hear them?”

Judging by what else I’ve heard coming from there? No. 

“Someone will call the police if this carries on,” Una begins to sound vexed as the female voice yells again. 

“It probably sounds worse than it actually is,” I say from the bed, “let’s just put the aircon on and close the window. We won’t be able to hear anything.” 

“I don’t like sleeping with the AC on. You know that.” 

“Not even if it means you can get to sleep?” I say, but my curiosity is rising about what might have sparked the row across the street. Everything seemed fine between the pair of them when we left. 

“You’re going to have to go over there Jay,” Una lets the curtain fall straight and sits on the end of the bed, “he could be assaulting that girl. He’s a big man. Tell them you heard something and wanted to check everything was OK. Say you were worried about someone calling the police. They’ll get the message.”

“Why me?” The prospect of appearing like some prudish middle-aged neighbor interfering in the couple’s lives mixes with a curious fantasy of potentially riding to Mariella’s rescue. But as Una said; Anton’s a big guy.

“Why you? Because your wife needs to get some sleep or she won’t be able to function in important meetings tomorrow.” 

“Let’s give it a few minutes. They’ll probably stop soon and go to bed themselves. They must have work in the morning the same as us,” I say, conscious that in fact, Mariella told me she’s off work this coming week. 

A female voice screeches and Una’s eyebrows rise. She crosses her arms over the front of her nightdress.

What the hell is going on over there? I know a number of other close neighbors are away, but surely someone else must be able to hear this too?

“So are you going to man-up and get over there for me Jay, or do I have to do it myself?”

Part of me wants to suggest that Una puts some earplugs in with her sleep mask, but I know she’d only tell me again how much they irritate her ears. And in any case, I’m now starting to worry about what might actually be happening over the road. 

Dressed and downstairs in the hallway, I slip some sneakers on, adjust my hair in the mirror, and step out into the balmy night air. 

It’s all silent now as I cross the street. 

Maybe I could pretend to knock on their door. The argument seems finished. I glance back and look up at our bedroom. The curtains are slightly parted. I can’t see her, but I can feel Una’s eyes on me. And then as I hesitate on the sidewalk outside their bungalow, there’s a crash. Like something being smashed. 

Shit. 

I take deep breaths as I reach their driveway and head to the front door. Maybe they won’t hear me or they’ll ignore me when I ring the bell. 

I stand at the frosted glass where we arrived for the first time at what now feels like several days ago. Look back at our house again. Bedroom curtain twitches. I hover a finger over the doorbell. 

Hesitate and move the side of my head closer to the door. What sounds like a female sob from inside. Now I steel myself. I need to check she’s OK. 

I ring the bell. 

For a moment or two there’s no response and then a shape, a larger one than Mariella’s, emerges in the glass. Him. 

Shit.

“Hi, look, sorry to disturb you,” I grimace at the dark, frowning features of Anton in his boxer shorts. Bare-chested, his torso and shoulders look huge. “Is everything OK? My wife and I were worried someone might call the police about the noise,” I open my palms at him, “people around here can be a bit like that,” I say, feeling like a sneak and foolish for coming over here.

“Yeah OK. Right, sorry,” he snorts, “we’re going to bed now. We’ll keep it down.”

Movement down the hallway behind him and a disheveled, barefoot Mariella appears in petite, dark shorts and matching silky camisole top. Her makeup is smeared around her eyes. 

Anton glances over his shoulder, “for God’s sake Mariella, can’t you cover yourself up in front of the neighbors? You’ve already woken the guy up with your screaming. I give up.” he shakes his head and stomps off down the hallway.

“You better go,” Mariella whispers and moves towards me, reaching for the door handle. That scent of lemongrass and white musk again.

“You’re sure you’re OK?” I say softly when Anton has disappeared. I keep my eyes on hers, above the outline of her cleavage in the camisole. Pathetically, my pulse races at being close to her again. 

“Mariella, are you coming to bed, or what?” Anton yells from somewhere.

“Thanks for coming over, but you better go now before he loses his temper with you too,” she glances over her shoulder down the hallway and then lowers her voice to a whisper, “will you come and see me tomorrow?”
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