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Description:

Submissive couple Neil and his young wife Lisa's cuckold marriage sinks to shaming levels of humiliation and submission. Older man Mick starts to use the submissive wife for his financial gain whilst Neil is forced into the dark heart of domination and cuckolding by the old alpha male and bull. 

As if this were not enough, the submissive couple are finally subjected to the ultimate in blackmail demands by their middle-aged neighbour and his perverted obsession with the younger woman. 

How will the watching husband deal with his unfaithful young wife being put to work by the bull and the degrading demands which will be made of him?

This 8600 word short story ebook adventure, written from the husband’s point of view, contains very explicit descriptions of sexual action & activity including submission, voyeurism, cuckold humiliation, male chastity, and some rough treatment. Only mature adults who won’t find this offensive should read this..
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My wife Lisa is outside trying to leave for her evening shift but Derek from next door is keeping her talking again. He seems to appear every Friday night now when she’s going out to her new job. It’s not surprising really, given the way her boyfriend Mick makes her dress for work at his club. Her mini skirt is more than half-way up her thighs and her 36” breasts are tightly squeezed into a very low cut top. 

It’s so difficult for me to see Lisa looking like this when I can’t have sex with her.

From what I can tell here at the living room window our middle-aged neighbour is asking my young wife about the new auburn color of her shoulder length hair. She shrugs and runs her fingers awkwardly through it. I bet she doesn’t tell him the new shade was her boyfriend’s idea. No wonder Lisa looks uncomfortable talking with Derek. Even from here I can see it’s my wife’s cleavage he really has eyes for, not her hair. She can’t stand the guy.

Eventually she manages to get away from him, but his stare lingers after her. His eyes crawling over the shape of her ass in her tight denim skirt then her bare legs and heels as she gets into her car. 

She’s started working for Mick again in his new club on Friday’s when she finishes her day job. She says it’s to help him “Get the new place off the ground.” He tells me that her role is “a bit of tasty-looking pussy to bring in the punters.” 

Once I’d have felt insulted and humiliated hearing someone say that about my Lisa. In a way I still do. But when you’re a submissive husband locked in chastity and denied sex with your own wife for long periods you think very differently. Insults and humiliation create peculiar sensations. 

Thankfully, I should be released later tonight when Mick comes back with Lisa and stays over. Hopefully this time I can convince Mick to let me actually have sex with her. Last month I only got to jerk-off.

Lisa’s car is barely out of sight when Derek makes his way across our lawn to our front door.

“Lisa got off alright then?” he smiles without separating his lips. “Love her new hair color, makes her look even prettier. Not that she needed it of course.” 

He looks at the ground and sniffs. “Neil, I was wondering if you could come over to my place for a couple of minutes. I got something to show you.” He turns and walks back to his house without waiting for my response. 

With a sense of unease I grab my front door key and follow him. At least if he wants me to go to his place, he’s not demanding another visit to our bedroom to inspect Lisa’s clothes, or asking me for more photographs of my wife. 

Inside his house with its heavily patterned carpets and floral wallpapers there’s a strong smell of garlic and cigarette smoke. 

“Beth, I’m going to show Neil from next door something in my office” he shouts to the kitchen and source of the garlic. A heavily built brunette wearing an apron sticks her head around the kitchen door and waves.

Up his stairs past pictures of kids who have left home for college, we reach an off-white colored door. Derek takes a key from his pocket and turns it in the lock. “Can’t have the wife poking her nose into what don’t concern her”. He mutters, opening the door. 

The room smells musty and strongly of stale cigarettes. It’s very dimly lit by one desk lamp. Derek locks the door behind us. 

“Make yourself at home, please” he offers me a seat in front of a battered wooden desk covered with papers, a full ashtray and an old square-screen PC. 

“Look Derek, I’ve got plans for tonight so can we cut to the chase and you show me what you brought me here for?”

“Well, its good to know you won’t be staying in alone pining for that lovely young wife of yours while she’s off out God knows where again – dressed like God knows what.” He takes a seat on the sofa close to the desk. 

“Neil I really thought those photos you posed Lisa in for me would have been enough to get this guy with the slut website off our backs.” His voice trails away; his words starting to unsettle my stomach. 

“Thing is...” He stands and leans over me, left clicking the mouse on the desk in front and sharing the smell of a shirt that badly needs washing. The screen lights up his craggy face and dilated pupils. I turn to the monitor and see my wife’s wide brown eyes looking seductively back at me. She’s dressed in black stockings and suspenders, lying on her stomach on our bed when her hair was blonde. 

“She’s on his website, ready to go live. Look at the title he’s given her.”

Above my wife’s picture the heading “Married Slut Lisa gets ready for Fucking” followed by her full name, postal address and phone number. 

My face burns as Derek clicks a link revealing more of the pictures I took for him of Lisa pouting and posturing in her underwear on our bed. I feel sick for stupidly believing the blackmailing demands would stop after his first request.

Derek clicks on the word “Swimwear” and there’s a page full of my wife in our back garden clearly taken from this house. In some she’s in her purple bikini, the string thong buried deep between her rounded ass cheeks as she relaxes on a sun-bed. In other pictures Lisa is in her white swimsuit and in yet more, my wife is topless. 

“How did your buddy get these as well?” I turn to look up at his illuminated face.

“And then of course there are the money shots”. He clicks through to countless images of Mick’s car at the dogging site with Lisa being mauled and fucked from behind by her lover. The heading is “Married Slut Lisa takes Cock while Husband Neil Waits at Home.” Full contact details are again listed beneath. 

“You bastard” I spit at him turning away from the screen “There never was any ‘buddy’ threatening to expose Lisa was there? It was always just you wasn’t it?”

“I guess I owe you an apology” Derek mumbles walking across the room and turning on a wall light. The sight of the wall itself halts my anger in its tracks. There are poster-sized images of Lisa all over it. Pinned up amongst them are two pairs of lace panties, one white and one black with a matching bra. 

“From when you showed me round her room. I hand-washed them myself. ” He tilts his head to admire Lisa’s underwear. 

“I always thought of her as untouchable. You know? Young married woman, way too pretty to be interested in some old fart like me. The kind of girl us old married guys only ever get to fantasise about. But then the big dude started coming around didn’t he? Taking her out. Staying over. Hell, taking her dogging.” His mouth sounds dry, as if the words are sticking inside as he talks. 

“I’ve even heard them in bed together while you’ve been out there cleaning his car. Neil, I’m not ashamed to admit it; I get jealous. Jealous of him getting what I want. I’ve known Lisa a lot longer than he has. But it’s me that has to make do with jerking-off watching her sunbathe or looking at her pictures...or her underwear. “His gaze returns to the wall.

“Derek, what the fuck?”

“It ain’t enough no more Neil. It ain’t fair. She’s driving me crazy. I need more. Just talking to her on the driveway before got me hard. Can you believe that?” He shakes his head. “I want her to see how hard she makes me.”

For a moment I feel almost sorry for this old man. He sounds emotional about my wife.

He gets back into his seat and looks anxiously into my eyes.“I dream about her Neil. I just want to put my hands on her. I want to feel those big titties of hers.” 

How am I supposed to respond to this? 

“Look Derek, I understand how you feel... Really I do. I’ve seen the effect Lisa can have on other men, ever since I first met her at high school. “I open my palms at him, leaning forward trying to reason with him, trying ward off his insane request. 

“I’ve gone along with what you wanted up
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