THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART THREE:

John

John Gibson had indeed left the house, some twenty minutes or so before Costas’ arrival, but he had not gone very far. He’d driven out of the driveway and parked the car a little way up the road from where he could see the front of his house. As he sat waiting he again asked himself what had made him agree to sell his wife into sexual slavery. Of course he knew very well the reasons he’d done it but being a shallow and selfish man he was prone to blame everybody and everything but himself for his problems.

He watched a shiny, black Bentley smoothly drive up his driveway and park and Costas emerged. He was surprised to see that the man was carrying a large bunch of flowers. What was the bastard playing at, he asked himself, he is not on a date he’s there to ravage my wife. The front door opened and the money-lender stepped inside and John left his car and surreptitiously made his way to the side of his house. Before leaving he had closed the living room’s curtains but had made sure to leave a gap at the bottom through which he would be able to see into the room, from the outside. He crouched down in the flower bed and saw his wife walk into the kitchen with the flowers and a little later she returned to the living room.  She was plainly but elegantly dressed and knowing that she had done this for another man made him feel sick. Forgotten was that she was doing this to save his bacon.
Diane and Costas were talking but he could not hear what they were saying. He wished he’d had the presence of mind to leave the window slightly open. He was puzzled when Diane walked to the side board and poured herself a large scotch but did not pour one for Costas. The way she downed the drink told him that she was nervous which wasn’t surprising under the circumstances but it worried him as his wife was very susceptible to alcohol and it didn’t take much to make her tipsy. He was still apprehensive because he could not be sure that his wife would not change her mind, at the last minute, and refuse to go along with the devilish pact he’d made with the money-lender. Suddenly Costas closed the space between him and Diane and took her in his arms. From the way her eyes widened and her mouth opened it was clear, to John, that she was startled by the move and this could have been the reason why she made no effort to move away when the man started to kiss her on the lips. Costas’ hands were stroking up and down her back in a possessive way and he saw them exploring his wife magnificent backside.

Although he was a weak man and totally self-centred John felt intense jealousy grip him, his stomach knotted and he began to sweat as he watched another man kissing his wife and stroking her body as if it belonged to him which it did for the next year and one day.

The money-lender broke the kiss and stepped back, sat down on the sofa leaving Diane standing with her large bosom heaving dramatically. Costas reached inside his jacket and brought out a document, which John immediately recognised. Why had Costas brought the agreement with him, he asked himself, then his question was answered when he saw him talking Diane into signing it, before he returned it to his inside pocket. Any hope that somehow he could somehow cheat on the agreement he’d signed evaporated when his wife signed the document.
John’s eyes were on stalks as he watched Costas unzipping himself and bringing out his erection into the open and he quickly realised that it was much thicker and longer than his six-inch cock. He turned his attention to his wife and watched the expression on her face become incredulous as she watched the man lewdly stroking his massive cock. Costas was talking and his wife answered then he laughed as she continued looking at his cock as if not believing that it was happening. A moment later the man grabbed the back of Diane’s head and pulled it down so that her face was only inches away from his rampant cock.

Despite his jealousy John became deeply aroused as he watched the money-lender’s crude advances. He smiled to himself because he knew that Diane would never do what obviously Costas wanted her to do. It was a small victory which made his many defeats at the hands of the money-lender less painful and, for a few brief seconds, he enjoyed his supposed triumph. 

Diane had always refused to suck his cock and had called him a pervert when he’d suggested that she do it which was why he was sure that she would never ever do it for another man. Imagine his shock when he saw the head of Costas’ cock disappearing inside his wife’s mouth. He could see that she had been taken by surprise and was trying to pull her head away but the man kept her firmly pinned down. There was a pause then the man pushed even more of his cock into Diane’s mouth. John was shocked rigid when his wife began bobbing her head up and down. Her full lips were stretched fully around the money-lender’s swollen cock and moved smoothly up and down the shaft leaving him with no illusions that she was not doing it voluntarily. Costas reached down and cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it as she continued sucking his rampant cock. John was so shocked that he could hardly breathe as he watched his wife cock-sucking another man’s cock if not with obvious enjoyment but without being forced. Costa grabbed Diane, by the hair, and pulled her mouth off his cock. John could see that the gnarled stem was shining brightly with his wife’s saliva and that there was a ring of lipstick halfway down the huge cock. He was not sure but he could have sworn that she tried to take the cock back into her mouth before the man put it away and zipped up his trousers and then he said something to Diane as he pulled her to her feet. She went up the stairs and came back a few minutes later. Her hair had been brushed and her make-up freshened. She grabbed her wrap and she and Costas climbed into the Bentley and it smoothly drove away.

For a moment John was tempted to run to his car and try to follow them but he resisted the urge and instead entered the house. He walked into the living room and stared at the sofa as if it would yield some clue to his wife abnormal behaviour. He poured himself a large scotch and sat down and tried to figure what was going on. He had fully expected his wife to go through with what had been arranged but, not for one second, had he ever believed that she would do something like cocksucking a stranger’s cock so willingly and only a few minutes after having first met the man. What did it mean?

As he pondered the unquantifiable elements of the situation he continued drinking scotch and soon could hardly string two thoughts together so he made his way upstairs and managed to get his clothes off before crawling into bed. He was out of it by the time his lovely wife came home, after having been thoroughly abused by the money-lender and it was only the following morning that he realised that she had slept in the spare room. He opened the door softly and saw her lying beneath the sheet sleeping peacefully. There was a strange smell in the room and it took a little while for him to realise that it was a blend of perspiration and the pungent smell of sex. He wondered what had happened and again he could feel jealousy tingeing his emotions as he remembered how she had sucked Costas’ cock. He thought about making a cup of tea and bringing it to her but he thought better of it. He left the house and drove to the office leaving his wife still asleep.

As he walked through his secretary’s office she rose from her desk and threw her arms around him and plastered a sloppy, wet kiss on his lips. “How can I thank you, John”’ She squealed as she pressed her buoyant breasts against his chest.

John was startled by her enthusiasm and wondered what had caused it. Though he had been lusting after her for a long time she had always kept him at arm’s length. “You can begin by telling me what this is all about”’ He replied relishing the sensation of her breasts against his chest.

“I followed your advice and I put the money on the horse, you recommended, and it came in at ninety to one and now I have enough money to take my mother on holiday and still have enough left to fix my car!” She said triumphantly.

Although he had vowed to himself that his gambling days were over, after his run in with the money-lender, he had been unable to make himself forgo it totally. He’d continued to follow form although he had managed, so far, not to place a bet. It also helped that he’d been blackballed and no one would have taken his bet anyway. Hillary, his pert secretary, had come to him and asked whether she could have an advance on her salary because her mother was recovering from an operation and she wanted to take her on holiday to speed up her recovery. The finance department had turned the request down and Hillary had started crying. If there was one thing that John could not handle was a woman crying so in desperation he had suggested that she take any money she could rake up and place it on a horse he fancied to win. 

As Hillary hugged him he silently bemoaned the fact that he had not placed a bet however he was almost certain that if he had the horse would have tripped over or run the other way, the way his luck was running.

His secretary pulled away and looked up at him earnestly. “I mean it with all my heart, John. I’ll do anything you want! You’ve saved my mother’s life.” 

