	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

HUSBAND TO CUCKOLD... AND WORSE!

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Internet Surfing Leads to Marital Reversal for an Unwitting Husband 


[image: ]


By

Xavier Couperin

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved

[image: ]


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.

© 2025

The right of Clarice Darling to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with section 77 of the copyright, designs and patents act 1988. This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

Contents

HUSBAND TO CUCKOLD... AND WORSE!


Internet Surfing Leads to Marital Reversal for an Unwitting Husband


Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved

“HUSBAND TO CUCKOLD... AND WORSE!”

Prologue

Robert & Gilly

Robert

Gilly

Robert

Gilly & Stella

Nirupa Devi

Gilly & Stella

Gilly & Nirupa

Gilly, Stella & ‘Robbie’

Gilly & Super Max

Gilly & Stella

Stella & Vincent

Gilly & Stella

Robert

Gilly & Nirupa

Gilly & ‘Robbie’

Stella & Robbie

Gilly & Byron

Gilly & Nirupa

Robbie

Epilogue

END

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​“HUSBAND TO CUCKOLD... AND WORSE!”

[image: ]


By

Clarice Darling

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Prologue


[image: ]


The woman was in her mid-fifties, fleshy without being corpulent and authoritative without being too overpowering – though she was, certainly empowered.

At least to the abject creature currently kneeling before her with his head lowered.

That the man was kneeling in front of her, knees themselves complaining at having to rest upon the hard and highly polished wooden floors of a home he had once thought his, this as she sat cross-legged and completely at her ease on the comfortable couch above, did not appear to seem remarkable to her. On the contrary. It was almost as if a man at her feet were no more than routine and wholly explicable.

It was made all the more remarkable by the fact the fortysomething whose home this had once been was naked in all but one respect.

That small concession to his modesty, it must be said, not being of a kind to provide reassurance he remained a man in any way but conceding to him by its unwanted presence at least a modicum of privacy.

“Your penis looks comfortable in its cage,” the woman observed to his lowered head as his eyes – and in just the way she herself had insisted – remained fixed to the toes of her shoes, hands clasped together behind his back as he adopted the position of respect she had taught him for when they were alone together for one of their monthly... chats.

Outrage, as ever, boiled close to the surface of his thoughts and even now, after so many humiliations, he could only marvel that his manhood had been so far reduced he felt unable to give voice to the many indignities and injustices being heaped upon his head on a daily basis.  

All of which, he now knew with hindsight, the woman sitting above him at her imperious ease had either suggested or introduced.

Though how she had come to know his “mummy” or gain such influence over her he had no idea.

Kneeling in front of her in such a way, naked and with his penis and scrotum restrained, being but one of them.

“Now I know it upsets you to not be able to play with the little fellow whenever the mood takes you, but it really is for the best. Good boys need all the motivation they can get from their betters if they are to stay that way and become even better boys.”

No matter how many times he listened in on himself being spoken to in such a fashion, the kneeling man felt a sense of wonder that his life could have been turned into such a proverbial pile of humiliating and emasculated shit.

And in such a dizzyingly short space of time.

“More importantly,” the woman who enjoyed emasculating him so much continued, “it provides pleasure and reassurance to not only your aunty but your mummy and her house-guest also. By being the best boy you can be for her. and acknowledging your mummy has the right to own your little cockle, in such a way you make her very proud.”

Reaching out, she stroked his crimson cheeks then took his chin in her hands and raised his head. This that she might better observe. Observe the utter shame and misery she knew was forever constant in both his eyes and his soul, that is.

“What’s this?” she clucked with mock maternalism at a man who was no more than half a decade her junior as his eyes took in her habitual and charcoal-grey two-piece costume of bolero jacket and skirt to the knee. “Not tears again, surely?”

As his eyes, the same eyes above a manhood denied release since her last visit a month ago, took in the costume that so flattered her shape and increased the shameful desire he was coming to feel for this “monster” who had played such a huge part in reducing him to his current position, he felt the first pangs of discomfort his “cage” made unavoidable. 

“Ooooh,” she cooed, noting his wince and enjoying the power she never tired of wielding over such a man; whether it be her own husband or the partner of another, “Is my good little boy getting all excited by his aunty?”

He closed his eyes to the shame reflected back at him from those belonging to his monstrous and unyielding tormentor, asking himself for the umpteenth time how he could possibly stay and be treated in such a fashion.

“No!”

Moist eyes, filled with desire as well as the most abject humiliation now, opened instantly at the negative serving as a rebuke.

“Bad boy,” she scolded, treating him exactly as if he truly were a recalcitrant and half-formed pre-pubescent in need of strict guidance. 

Ridiculous and risible as her treatment of him was, he knew also that this was no game to her and that he would be best advised to do exactly as she asked.

Unless, that is, he wanted another session over her lap as she “beat some respect” into him via a naked and vulnerable arse with a hair-brush belonging to his own wife.

The birch she had threatened to use if there was a repeat of the behaviour leading to the punishment that had soon had him bawling and begging, as if he truly were the infant they were intent upon treating him as being, had not been suggested lightly and he knew without doubt that she would do exactly as she said if he gave her cause.

The fear he felt for the woman was almost – almost – the equal of the soul-destroying and mortifying shame he felt at allowing himself to be treated in such a way.    

“You know better than to be so disrespectful to your aunty,” she was continuing. “If I give you permission to look up then that’s what you do and how you stay until allowed to do otherwise.”

Keeping his eyes upon her as directed, if with the usual and soul-cringing difficulty, the need that was a constant these days ensured he managed to flick lustful if anxious glances over and down her body as she spoke to drink in the full and matronly breasts that dominated his thoughts more and more these days. 

Not to mention her legs.

It only taking the merest fraction of a sighting for those “lustful if anxious” to be assured they looked as sexy as ever, knowing as he did that if – “if” – she gave him permission to take a longer and more considered look; and actually would if she found him... pleasing... enough; that the heels of her black courts that did so much to emphasise the somewhat muscular and still sculpted calf muscles would be waiting to greet his lips as he thanked her for the privilege. Her legs would, and as ever he knew, be clad in the sheerest of black pantyhose that felt so sensational against his penis on those occasions when she took him from his cage and allowed him to hump her leg after the fashion of the canine she insisted his desires made him. A crisp white-cotton shirt, he knew, and short but well-coiffed snowy grey hair would complete the monochrome effect and give her the appearance of a somewhat implacable, if erotic, educator or Prison Warden. 

The above impression not being contradicted by the black-framed spectacles shielding cobalt blue eyes and resting upon the chiselled nose of a face with full and plump lips but only slightly running to fat.

A slight plumpness that did nothing to contradict the impression of officiousness and authority.

“That’s better,” she cooed, his breath leaving his emasculated body with a whoosh as she reached down to cup his ringed scrotum in her hands and evaluate the fullness of his balls as if he were no more than a useful beast of the field who may require milking.

“My,” there’s a little boy not too far from here who really needs my attention, isn’t there?”

Only too aware of his humiliation and her delight in it – how could he not be – it was only with an effort of will that he kept his eyes fixed upon hers in the way he knew she required; an effort of will supplement in the main by desperation and sheer need. Her presence her was an indicator another month had passed. And he needed to cum more than he had ever felt the need before.

“Isn’t there?” she repeated, when no reply to what he thought had been a rhetorical question was unforthcoming, voice taking on an edge that, he was long past denying, frightened him.

“Y-Yes... aunty,” the levels of his sexual need forcing the humiliating and quite nonsensical honorific past his lips despite levels of shame that would be made more excruciating once that need had been met.

“That’s better,” she cooed, leaning forward to place a patronising kiss on his forehead as those matronly breasts jiggled beneath his necessarily lowered gaze and exacerbated both the pain of his erecting penis against the metal bars restraining it and the need propelling it to do so. “You really can be a good boy for aunty when you put your mind to it.”

He cringed, even as his pain intensified; his penis obviously not as outraged by her treatment of him as his male – what was left of them anyway – sensibilities.

“Your mummy tells me your behaviour is improving all the time and that she really is proud of the way her boy is adapting.”

Hearing his younger wife described in such a way in relation to him did nothing to soothe those outraged sensibilities.

Or lessen his desire.

“And she’s so pleased at how you’ve put aside all those silly feelings of anger and closet racism to treat her house-guest with respect a servant should show to someone staying in his owner’s house.”

This mention of that “house-guest” did what the woman’s other demeaning comments and actions couldn’t do and actually stopped the flow of blood to his restricted penis.

At least for a few moments.

“You do respect mummy’s house-guest, don’t you?” his tormentor asked, eyes blazing into his to inform him that this was not a multiple-choice question and but one answer would suffice.”

“Y-Yes... aunty.”

The smile that greeted a concession the woman had not doubted for a second was beatific in a way that befitted such an evil angel and her hand came out to stroke the scalp she herself had denuded of the hair he had once taken such pride in displaying.

Another act she had insisted to his wife was necessary if he were to be made to feel less... adult.

“Manly”, you will have gathered by now, being a status of which he had been stripped over the past year.

“Well, as you’re being so obedient and respectful – and you know how aunty always rewards obedient and respectful boys – I’m going to give you a nice reward.”

Despite his self-revulsion, his spirits – or, to be more exact, his lust – soared.

“That’s right. Aunty has some texting to do but, if you’re a good boy and rub her feet the way she likes while she’s doing it, she’s going to take your little winkle out of its cage afterwards and let you have a little cummy against the sole of her foot.”

Breath did not leave his throat in a rush this time but simply refused to budge as he asked the oft asked question:

“Why am I so excited?”

So excited, in fact, his “aunty” had not removed he mobile phone from her handbag before his feverish hands were removing the shoes from her feet.

Her laughter was a mix of genuine amusement and equally genuine cruelty at his eagerness and at how successful she had been in helping to reduce him to his current and abject status in a home he had once considered his.

As she closed her eyes to the glorious sensation of having an adult and subservient male run his hands over her nyloned foot, she congratulated herself for having helped lower him so far.

And in so short a space of time...  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​Robert & Gilly


[image: ]


Robert Upson was amazed.

Stunned.

Sickened.

The cause of all these reactions being the behaviour – more pertinently at this stage, words – of his wife and partner, Gilly.

Robert had been Gilly’s husband for over fifteen years and, having reached his mid- forties while she was only halfway through her thirties, he considered then a happy couple. The difference in their ages and his natural assertiveness had ensured he had led their relationship and now, though his previous business had foundered, the current one was going well and they were comfortable – though he had not been at all keen to put all assets and the new business itself into Gilly’s name; even if the previous bankruptcy would have meant his creditors coming for the assets of the new and more profitable incarnation if he hadn’t. But then, he had thought at the time, Gilly was neither interested nor clued-up when it came to such matters and he was still running things anyway. What difference did it make if it were her name and her name alone to whom their assets were assigned?

All the difference in the world, he was about to find out.

“You can’t be that surprised, Robert,” she told him as they drove home from the office party he had organised to celebrate the third successful year of his new enterprise. “You know you haven’t been coming up to scratch in the bedroom for some time now.”

She thought about it, then added:

“If ever.”

He looked at her, horrified, having known no such thing. 

Sex was good between them and always had been. 

Hadn’t it?

“You might be handsome but you’re not exactly built to give a woman pleasure, are you.”

It wasn’t a question.

Despite the fact she was the one bringing up such an unsavoury subject, not to mention ‘course of action’, it was Robert who felt wrong-footed:

“I... I’ve never pretended to be anything other than...”

“Tiny?” she offered, with a giggle full of a malice he had never heard, nor expected to hear, in his years with her.

“I was about to say ‘average’,” he corrected her.

“Well, now you know. You’re not average. You’re fucking small.”

It was, he would tell himself later when he was in a condition to think semi-clearly, a night of firsts.

First her offer and then this, the first time he had heard her swear since their meeting all those years ago.

But what had brought it on so suddenly? 

Or, more to the point, who.

She had spent much of the night, drinking and chatting, with his straitlaced office-manager and number-two, Nirupa Devi. A young Indian woman over twenty years his junior he knew couldn’t stand him and one he only kept on by virtue of her unfailing efficiency. He had long suspected the young woman was something of a man-hater and if he discovered it was something she said that had triggered this uncharacteristic behaviour in his, admittedly tipsy, wife she would be out of his company on her arse. Being efficient at what she did for him and liked by the rest of the staff while he, deliberately keeping what he saw as a necessary distance between boss and employees, was, to put it mildly, was not, would not save her.

That, though, was something he would come back to later.

For the moment, the wife who suddenly seemed a stranger to him was speaking again:

“I just think it’s time we spiced things up a bit,” she  told him from the passenger seat of their new Audi convertible; yet more evidence of the success he had made of the new company to go along with the new house and the four-wheel drive she had asked for and been given.

“By swinging?” he asked, horrified, never having suspected her to have had any such inclinations – and about to find out he was right. “By having other partners? What’s got into you?”

Thoughtfully, Gilly twisted a lock of her short, page-boy cut, blonde hair between her fingers and allowed herself a wry smile, knowing there were a lot of things that would soon be getting into her – and none of them would belong to him. 

“Actually,” she began, “I wasn’t thinking of you when I mentioned seeing other people.”

Alternating his concentration between wife and road, he gave her a quizzical look, a part of him sure this was some elaborate leg-pull she playing on him.

He would not be sure for long.

“As you have said many times,” she went on, “how completely I satisfy you when it comes to sex and how you couldn’t imagine being with anyone else,” there would hardly be any point in you being free to play the field.”

“What on earth are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about having a husband so grateful for the fact his wife rings his bells in the bedroom he is willing to remain totally loyal while she finds other partners who can do the same for her.”

“You’re drunk, Gilly,” he accused, praying as he did so that this was indeed the case.

With a motion that could not be construed as anything other than sexual and was not lost upon a husband who still adored her shapely legs as much as he obsessed over the rest of her body, she smoothed her hands down pantyhose clad thighs and began to knead the backs of her calves.

“I may have had a couple more than usual, darling, but I’m totally sober so you had better believe I’m serious. For once, I want to be taken, Robert. To have myself filled by a man with a long thick pole who knows how to use it”

With an effort of will, he managed to keep the Audi on the road, still praying that, despite her protestations, that she was not sober and that those “couple more than usual’, had indeed affected her sobriety.

It also struck him with some force that there was in vino veritas.

“I’ve emailed some stuff to your computer from my laptop,” she went on, as if she had just told him her preferences of holiday destinations and sent him the brochures.

Unable to speak, more shocked than angry – though he knew that emotion would kick in later – it was all he could do to keep himself half-concentrated on the road as she went on:

“I want you to have a good read when we get home,” she told him and, somehow, it seemed like an order, “then spend the night in the spare-room to think it over.”

“Sp-Spare room?” he managed to gasp.

“I don’t want you pestering me with your little willy tonight,” she nodded. “That’s why the door will be locked.” 
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They had arrived back in the affluent suburbs of London not speaking to each other. In fact, she had switched off from him immediately after informing him the bedroom they had shared together would be locked and she expected him to spend the night on his own.

She had been as good as her word and, after he had parked the car in the garage, she had entered the house and made her way straight upstairs without so much as a backward glance at her husband as he, unable to help himself in spite of what had happened and been said on the trip home, gazed at her lovely legs as they peaked out of the slit in her black dress and studied the soft curves of her full breasts as she turned and then disappeared at the head of the stairs.

After everything she had said to him, he still lusted after her and the “tiny” penis she had referred to was at full-mast with an inexplicable need for the younger wife he had just allowed to belittle him.

He was, as he had been in the car after she had refused to say another word to him and he had likewise fallen silent, in a condition of some unreality, numbed by what his wife had told him she wanted and even now, after she had locked him out of their own bedroom, still trying to convince himself it was some elaborate practical joke on her part or the effect of the drinks she had consumed that evening.

Free of his driving responsibilities and able to indulge in a few, and very necessary drinks of his own, Robert poured himself a generous Jim Beam and took himself off to the study where he liked to do most of his thinking of a private kind – computer on or off.

The computer!

Her words came back to him:

“I’ve emailed some stuff to your computer from my laptop.”

This evidence of pre-planning on Gilly’s part, at least reassured him on the subject of his office-manager not being the one behind his wife’s behaviour.

He thought.

He was, however, reassured in no other way.

Robert stared at the technology in question with some trepidation, then, taking his courage in his hands and placing his drink on a coaster at its side, he booted up. 

It was not and had never been his way to let a problem fester longer than was absolutely necessary and - though a hopeful part of him lent assurance his wife’s behaviour, she had never had much of a head for drink, after all, was alcohol related – this was certainly one he wanted to confront and overcome as soon as possible.

The email from her he opened began encouragingly:

“My beloved Robert...”

It was, however, as good as it was likely to get and went immediately downhill:

“After what you read here – and I advise you to read everything I’ve sent you – you might think our marriage is at an end. 

This is definitely not true.

What you will read below will make you think I no longer love you.

This also is definitely not true; though it would not be wrong to say I love you now in a far different way than previously and in a way the world as a whole might see as more than a little, well, odd.

Our marriage will go on, I am convinced. Partly because you desire me more than I desire you and partly because, well, basically, you’re pretty much screwed if you decide to leave. Don’t get me wrong on this though, as I’m quite pleased with the way you’ve run my company up to now with the help of young Nirupa, but I’ve decided if we’re to stay with each other – and I’m sure that’s what we both want – then a radical change is required in both our living arrangements and the way we react to each other from now on.”

At this last, he broke off and took a fortifying slug of the Jim beam. Nirupa? Help him? Where the hell had she got that? All the major decisions had been made by him. Sure, Nirupa had been allowed an input, he had even gone along with a couple of her ideas, but that was a long way from helping him in the way Gilly seemed to be insinuating. And what was all that about...

“My company?”

He knew also, given what he had read so far and despite her protestations of loving him still, that something fundamental was about to change with their relationship. 

Taking another swallow of the bourbon, he returned to her missive with a feeling of growing dread:

“For this and other reasons, one being that I still have feelings for you, our marriage will go on. You will, though, have to get used to it doing so in a totally different way to before. For too long now I’ve let you call the shots in this relationship. I’m pretty sure we could have avoided all the heartache of your bankruptcy if I’d taken a firmer hand – and especially if I’d had someone like young Nirupa around to advise me the way she’s advised you.”

Nirupa. 

Again.

Suspicion of the young Indian girl Gilly had spent so much of the night deep in conversation with fermented in his thoughts.

“But that’s the past and it’s time to plan what I want for our future. You’ve had your turn in the driving seat and I’ve been less than impressed. So now I’ll be the one occupying it. 

And for good. 

You’re probably wondering right now how I can be so confident about all this. Right? But that’s only because you’re probably too shocked and angry at the moment to have thought it through properly yet.

Think about it, Robert. Since the bankruptcy, you have no credit or debit cards and no chance of getting any. In fact, the only account you have is basic banking with a card and number that allows you to tap money from a hole-in-the-wall – assuming you have any money to tap out and I know you don’t have much.”

His stomach lurched as nausea joined shock and anger at the events unfolding before him – nausea made all the more potent for the knowledge she was right.

It was not about to be eased by the further accuracy with which he was about to be supplied now:

“Everything is in my name, Robert. Pretty galling for you, I’m guessing, being that you were the one – admittedly under advice from your accountant – who insisted on it. But then you never did have much faith in either my opinions or my head for business. 

That, my love, is about to change.

Knowing you as I do, I can predict your every move after you’ve read this and have no doubt you’ll be hammering on what used to be our bedroom door and is now mine the moment you finish reading. You should also know that this has been some time in the planning and I would not be going ahead now if I wasn’t utterly convinced you’ll see sense and knuckle under to your new life.”

“New life?” he muttered to himself, unreality holding him deep in its grip.

“I have no intention of losing you, you see? We have history and I still have feelings for you. Just because you’re not the man I thought you were it doesn’t mean you can’t be the man I want you to be for me. You just have to get used to the idea of being the type of man I want if you intend for me to keep you in my life.

Of course, I fully expect you to pack a bag and leave after you’ve finished this and you should know that, if you do, I won’t speak to you until I’m ready. I also expect you to be back with your tail between your legs very soon.

It’s pointless to say any more now, so have a read of what I’m going to expect from you from now on and we’ll speak, as I say, when I’m ready. 

As of this moment I consider us to be in a female-led relationship. 

And led by me in total. 

This WILL happen because I am determined to accept nothing less. 

What this means, in effect, is that, you being older than me or not, all decisions are mine to make and from now on I will be taking a totally hands-on approach to your life.

You will also – if things went to plan tonight then I will have touched upon this during the car ride home – be my cuckold and
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