THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL             

PART ONE:

John

John Gibson pulled into the driveway of his suburban house and stopped in front of the garage doors and turned the ignition off but instead of stepping out he sat in the car. He glanced out of the window at the well-maintained lawn and at the profusion of rose bushes, a testimony to his wife's efforts and green-fingers. As he stared at his wife's handiwork he felt like the lowest of the lowest as the memory of what he'd done brushed aside any feeling of satisfaction he might have felt at having such a great wife. John was a compulsive gambler and he'd been having a bad run so he’d borrowed money from a shady moneylender, to try to recoup his losses, but his luck had not changed and he'd lost that also. That very day the moneylender had ordered him to come to his office and pressurised him for immediate repayment. The long and short of the abrasive meeting was that John had sold his beautiful and loving wife, Diane, to the moneylender in return for the period of repayment being extended for a year and a day. 

As he leaned back in the comfortable, driving seat he sighed with remorse as he wondered how he was going to explain the situation to Diane. In a million years he would have never dreamt that he could do anything as sleazy and underhanded as this but then he'd never been in such a dangerous situation before. He tried to console himself by thinking that it had been a life and death decision and he'd been at his wits' end and very frightened. When he'd borrowed the money he had been sure that even if he didn't start winning on the horses he would be able to repay the loan from his yearly bonus but his run of bad luck had extended into his professional life. Because it had been a bad trading year the company had decided not to pay a bonus this year. He’d then tried to get a loan but the bank had turned him down because they believed that he was already overextended. In desperation he had tried to borrow the money from friends with no success and then turned to the only available option.

He slid out of the car and wearily walked into the house. The table was laid for dinner and a delicious aroma of roast meat wafted from the kitchen. He opened the door and saw his beautiful wife stirring something on the stove. She was so adorable. ‘How could I do something so vile?’ He agonised and winced with guilt as she turned her head around.
“Your late, love,” she said as she looked over her shoulder and smiled. “Dinner will ready in ten minutes. I've prepared your favourite, pot roast. Why don't you open the wine?”
Although preoccupied John couldn't help but admire her curvaceous, hourglass shape with the narrow waist and long legs but he felt his stomach lurch as he realised that those strong thighs and sculpted calves could soon be wrapped around the moneylender's hips and that her sex would be filled with another man's sperm.

“Sorry, I had some business to take care off and the traffic was diabolical.” He replied.

Diane put down the wooden spoon and stepped towards him to wrap her arms around his neck. 
He could feel her firm, upstanding breasts squashing against his chest as she kissed him on the lips. They traded tender kisses before she pulled back and smiled brightly. 

“Mmmmm you're such a good kisser but let's eat! You must be exhausted after such a long day at the office. Sit down and I'll bring the food in.”

He winced at the thought of what he had to do. Yes he was exhausted but it wasn't physical and it wouldn't go away by resting. His wife immediately tuned in to his mood and noted the tenseness of his body. 

“Is there something wrong, John?” She asked, a frown creasing her pretty forehead.

This was his chance to tell her everything but he hesitated. How does a man go about telling his wife that he'd sold her into sexual slavery? “Er...no...It’s just that I'm tired.” He muttered, chickening out.

 “I can hold the dinner and run you a bath and I'll give you one of my special massages then we can eat when you're relaxed.” 

She was so sweet and trusting and he was such a heel, he told himself. He knew that there was no good way to tell her and that the best was to do it as soon as possible. There really wasn't any sense in prolonging the inevitable and it was best to get it over as quickly as possible. He took a deep breath as he continued holding her. “Do you remember the money I borrowed last April so that I could buy your car and pay for that holiday you wanted? We'd already taken a top-up mortgage to pay for the conservatory and, because our credit cards were maxed, I borrowed it from a moneylender. I was due to repay the loan last month but as you know we didn't get our usual bonus so I couldn't meet the deadline. Having to borrow outside the normal channels has also meant that the interest rates are usurious so that I'm due to pay almost twice what I borrowed.”  He blurted out, mixing lies with the truth to try to shift the blame away from himself.

John's wife looked confused. She'd always left financial matters for her husband to deal with and wondered why he discussing this with her now. Diane didn't know that her husband was a compulsive gambler.

“Er...maybe you should turn down the stove so that we can go into the living room and sit down.”  He said. “I'll try to explain to you what we have to do to get us out of this mess.”
Diane made sure nothing would burn then followed John and sat down right next to him, on the sofa, and pressed herself against him still unaware of the seriousness of the situation.              “I'm sure you will sort it out. I'll make some savings on the housekeeping and we'll stay in and save that way too. I'm so happy that I married you...you're the best husband in the world. I love my car but if we have to sell it so be it. I'll get my bike out and use that to go to the shops. Mmmm...” She murmured as she planted butterfly kisses on his neck and cheek.

Bloody hell she was making it even harder for him and he felt as guilty as hell but there was no other way but coming right out with it. “Er...my love...it's not as simple as that. If I asked you to do something very important for me...I mean for us, would you?”

“Of course I would! I'd do anything you wanted...you know that. You're my husband and my mother brought me up to obey my husband. What is it that you want me to do? How can I help?” She replied naively.

He gulped knowing that this was the moment he'd dreaded since Costa had stated his terms.              “What I am going to ask you to do is very unusual and if there was any other way I would never ask you to do anything so bizarre.”
“Come on don't make me wait I'm dying of curiosity.” She said with a giggle.

“Costas, the man who lent me the money, saw us when we were at the garden centre choosing plants. You probably don't remember him but he thinks you're the most beautiful and sexy woman he's ever seen and he would like to spend some time with you in exchange for extending the loan for another year.”

 “I don't understand...why do you mean by spending time with me?” Diane asked, puzzled by the suggestion.

 “Well...for example he would like to take you out to dinner then he wants to show you his new house.” John answered wondering how a man tells his wife that he managed to stretch the period of his loan in exchange for allowing another man to fuck her and do anything he liked to her.

“That doesn't sound too arduous. What’s he like?”

John could tell that his wife still had no idea what he was asking her to do. “He's very nice and handsome, in an older way, but I don't know him that well. It would not only be dinner you would also have to be extra nice to him.” He mumbled.

“I don't understand...what do you mean by extra nice?” Diane genuinely seemed bewildered.

“How can I put it? If he gets amorous I want you to respond and do anything he wants!” John blurted out. There it was said and he braced himself ready for her anger.

“John, what the hell are you suggesting? Surely you're not suggesting that I allow him to make love to me?” Diane blurted out as she leaned away from him looking at him through narrowed eyes as finally the import of his word registered.

He knew that there was no other way to say it and braced himself for the expected response. “It's exactly what I mean!” John's hands were bunched into fists and he could feel that the palms were wet with perspiration and that's when he noticed that he was so tense that he was having trouble breathing. Butterflies seemed to be fluttering in his stomach. He wanted to be anywhere else but beside his wife even though he knew that there was no way out. He had to tell her what he'd agreed with the moneylender or he might as well drive his car into a tree but even if he did that he was sure that Costas would move in on his widow and use his debt to force her to give in to his obscene demands. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. “In return for not having my legs broken and everything we own being taken from us I agreed that you would become his mistress for a short time.”

“You...what?” Diane shrieked not sure that her ears had not played tricks.

“Er...I told him that you would do anything he wanted in return for an extension for the loan.”

Diane realised that she'd heard correctly the first time and felt the blood drain from her face. She hurriedly stood up and wrapped her arms around her midriff, hugging herself as if she was suddenly very cold. She was unaware that the gesture caused her breasts to bunch and project further out accentuating the narrowness of her waist and making John cringe with guilt. Looking down at the carpet she paced back and forth saying nothing as she tried to come to terms with the vile thing her husband was asking her to do. She sat down in the easy chair as the full significance of what John had told her registered. Tears were running down her cheeks as she understood the enormity of his betrayal. “John! How could you?” She sobbed “I'm your wife...your wife...doesn't that mean anything to you?”

John was a coward and an opportunist and he saw an opportunity to try to use her goodness and innocence to trick her into agreeing to the vile proposition. “If you didn't mean the world to me, Diane, there is no way I could ask you to do anything like this. It's because I love you so much that I want to preserve our marriage and home. I really need your help, love! I really need you to do this!”
“If you really loved me you wouldn't ask me to do something so...so vile!”  She shrieked, almost spitting out the last word.

John was taken aback by his wife's fury as he was accustomed to her gentle and loving nature. He'd never envisaged that she could get so angry and was stunned by her reaction and frightened that his lifeline was unravelling before his eyes.

“You can tell your sleazy moneylender friend that I'm not going to do it!” She shrieked. “I'm a married woman and I take my marriage vows seriously. It's a sin!”

“He's no friend of mine and...It’s more complicated than you understand, Diane.”

“What do you mean?” She sobbed, more confused than ever.

“I signed a contract that if I didn't or couldn't pay the money back on time he would take the house, cars and anything else of value instead and I would still owe him the money. There is no way out and his kind of people has their own way of enforcing compliance.” 

Her lovely home would be taken from her and the shock seemed to stupefy her mind. She leant back trying to absorb this revelation. Having been brought up in a trailer park owning her own house had been her overwhelming ambition and dream. She now had a wonderful house and John was telling her that it was going to be taken away from her. “Tell me that you didn't do such an idiotic thing!” She pleaded.         

“With hindsight I know it was stupid but it was the only way I could get the money and you so wanted that car. If my bonus had come through there would have been no problem. I'm sorry, love.” He lied.

“Oh, John!” She sobbed. “I could have managed with the VW even though it was clapped out and the holiday was great but I could have easily lived without it. I'm so disappointed in you.”

“I'm disappointed in myself but believe me there is no other way. I do love you more than anything in the world and I would never knowingly do anything to hurt you but I'm desperate and really need your help, my love.” He replied concealing a sigh of relief now certain that he was well on the way to convince her to honour the pledge he'd made to Costas.

“What kind of love is that when you ask me to sleep with a stranger? What about our marriage vows...don't they mean anything to you?” She whimpered as tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Of course they do especially the part about you obeying your husband. Believe me if there was any other way I would never ask you to do such a thing. Do you think that it's easy for me to let another man touch you? The thought of it turns my stomach upside down with jealousy. I've tried to borrow' money from the bank but there's not enough equity in the house to cover any sizeable loan and it is the only way to save our home, I'm afraid.”

“Trust you to ignore the other promises and only remember the one about a wife obeying her husband. It's my body and I gave it to you freely but it did not mean that you could barter it away!” She hissed with renewed anger as she ran her hands down her body for emphasis. “My body...not yours! Not yours or your moneylender but mine. What if I refuse to go through with it?”

That she would refuse had never entered his mind. He'd anticipated a certain amount of resistance but had taken her eventual acquiescence for granted. “I wouldn't...wouldn't do that if I was you.”

“Why not?” She shot back as she faced him. Her eyes were bright with anger even though tears continued to flow down her cheeks.

“Because we would lose everything we own. I would be injured so badly that I probably wouldn't be able to work again so that we would never get back on our feet. Do I need to remind you that you've never worked, never had to, and that you have no qualifications so what kind of job do you think you could get if you left me?”

Even through her anger Diane realised that her husband had a point and the prospect of losing everything was a shade more appalling than what he proposed. 

“But...I mean what would this man want me to do?”

“I don't exactly know but probably no more than what you and I do. It just means closing your eyes and thinking that it’s me making love to you.” John replied hoping that making it into a joke might lessened the enormity of what he wanted her to do. The image of his beautiful wife impaled on Costas’ cock was strangely exciting while at the same time it made his stomach lurch.

“If I agree when is this abomination suppose to take place?” She asked as she hugged herself around the waist again as tears continued to trickle down her cheeks.

“I have to ring him and arrange it but the quicker the better, don't you think?”

“There seems to be no way out so I want to get it over as soon as possible.” Diane hissed through clenched teeth as she glared at her husband and, at that moment, hating him with all her heart.

He realised that if looks could kill he would have been blasted into smithereens right then and there. Although it felt as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulders it also hurt his shaky ego that his beautiful wife was agreeing to give herself to another man, even though he'd demanded it of her and had made it impossible for her to refuse. He realised that he was an idiot and deserved to suffer but did it have to hurt so much. How could he have agreed to be a party to something so sordid? He felt like shit but at the same time he breathed a sigh of relief. His luck must turn and soon he would have enough money to pay back the debts then he would stop gambling and try very hard to make Diane forget his lapse.              
“I'm sorry, love. If I could undo what I've done I would do it.” He said lamely.

“Then do it!” She challenged.
“I can't! I would if I could but I can't! It's just as hard on me as it is on you.”

“It's not your body on the line. Oh well then let's get on with it!” She screamed as she hurried out of the room.

She climbed the stairs and went into the bedroom and locked the door before lying on the bed and concentrating on controlling her emotions. She'd always been a dutiful wife and had always sought ways to please her husband, her first and only lover. He had provided her with a wonderful house and, up to now, a worry-free lifestyle. She was fully aware that she lived a lot better than most of her classmates who were stuck in substandard housing with a bunch of whining kids and with no future or hope of ever getting out while she lived the good life. Now there was the threat that it would all be taken away and she would join those women at the bottom of the heap. The thought of living back in the trailer park made her shiver with disgust. John had always been very generous and loving and she had no doubt that he'd always been faithful and now he was asking for her help. She knew how much her husband loved her so she was sure that asking her to give her body to another man must be the only way out. She was certain that he would never have asked her to do anything so sordid if it wasn't a matter of life and death. If he wanted her to do something so...wicked to save their marriage and lifestyle she should do it and be glad that there was something she could do to show him how much she loved him and how grateful she was for all the nice things he’d done for her. If she played her cards right she might persuade the money lender to cancel the loan then John would be proud of her. She'd been a loving and devoted wife but sex had never been the kind of experience she read about in women's magazines so would it be such a big deal to sleep with another man. Perhaps it wouldn't be so bad letting the man use her body for his gratification because she wouldn't get any pleasure from it. It wouldn't really affect her and she was sure that she could remain mentally and emotionally detached during the act, in fact it wouldn't be much different to the way she was when she and John made love. Having made up her mind that the experience wouldn't be as vile as she'd first imagined she felt much better but decided to let her husband stew with anxiety to punish him for his betrayal. She kept the door locked and, when he asked to come in, she told him to sleep in the spare room.

Next day John made all the arrangements. The moneylender was so eager to have his way with Diane that it was arranged that he would pick her up that evening and take her out to dinner. John left the house fifteen minutes before Costas was due arrive. He was so beset by jealousy that he had a hard time controlling an urge to throw-up.

