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Corporate Bodies Pt. 01: Dishonesty

Prologue

I stared at the over-sized computer monitor as if transfixed.

On the screen in front of me, a strikingly pretty blonde dressed only in sheer black hold-up stockings and high heels, was bent over a large, expensive hardwood desk in a large, expensive wood panelled office. Her feet were parted wide, her hips were flexed and her naked bottom with its dark, damp cleft was presented brazenly.

Behind her, between her long, spread legs stood an older, unattractive, overweight but expensively tanned man, fully naked from the waist down. His left hand rested proprietarily on the woman's bare left buttock, while in his right hand, he held the shaft of a long and impressively thick erection, the tip of which he was rubbing up and down her slit as if searching for her entrance.

I watched in horror and amazement as he found his target, grinned lasciviously then, with a crude, almost animal look on his ugly face, thrust his hips forward hard.

The woman's body tensed, and a high-pitched yelp escaped her lips as the man's erect penis penetrated her body. Her head was fling back and her mouth opened wide in pained surprise, as the swollen head of his mighty cock was forced into her slender body from behind.

Her knees buckled for a moment, and her hands tightened on the desk's rounded edges as she sought to steady herself against the huge, invading phallus. Encouraged, the man grabbed the blonde by her hips with both hands, and in a single powerful thrust, drove his long, thick cock deep into her vagina.

The woman's body arched as she was forcefully impaled, her belly was bent downwards, her hips thrust high, her back arched as if trying to raise her vulva to meet the rapidly invading shaft.

The camera angle switched, and the woman's pretty face filled the screen. Her eyes were closed, her features contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain as the ugly, fat man began to thrust in and out of her body, fucking her slowly but in strong, confident strokes that built rapidly in speed and power.

His rhythm was relentless as he slammed into her, his pudgy hips slapping noisily against her firm, pale buttocks. Low female wailing from the computer's sophisticated sound system filled the room where I sat motionless, spellbound; completely unable to tear my eyes from the compelling images in front of me.

The blonde was being fucked hard and expertly, her head rising and falling with every second thrust, her long blonde hair falling over her pretty face, all but obscuring her strong, distinctive features. Behind her, the fat man was taking his time, clearly in charge, his own passion and arousal kept tightly under control as he thrust repeatedly and rhythmically into the woman's vagina.

This would be no quick wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am screw. The tanned man knew how to fuck a girl and was doing it well -- very well if her rapidly-increasing arousal was anything to judge by.

The camera angle changed again, this time showing the mating couple side-on.

The man's rounded paunch was hanging grotesquely over the woman's taut buttocks. His belly wobbled with each purposeful thrust of his hips but despite this, his monstrous erect cock was clearly visible beneath his shirt tails each time he pulled it from the girl's moist, open cavern.

Her arousal was mounting even more rapidly now, her blonde head lowered until her long hair hung close to her small breasts. Despite the difference in their ages and fitness, she was clearly tiring.

Undeterred, the speed of the man's thrusts increased further, his fingers digging deep into the woman's slim hips as the wet, slapping sounds grew louder. Her face contorted, her eyes blinded by lust were open but seeing nothing.

His pace increased once more, this time accompanied by a series of hard slaps from the palm of his chubby hand on her bare, bony buttocks.

Smack! Smack Smack!

The sound of flesh striking bare flesh filled the room.

Then with a loud moan, the pretty woman raised her head until her closed eyes pointed to the ceiling. A moment later a long, low wail filled my ears as a powerful orgasm ripped through her slender, athletic body.

"Oh my God! Oh Jesus!"

The woman's voice was hard and coarse, barely feminine, twisted by the first wave of a mighty climax. She began to pant noisily, her arms trembling as the man's flabby hips slammed into her buttocks relentlessly, his pace quickening to match her arousal but still entirely under control.

"Oooh! Oh Yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeee!"

A second, much stronger wave of orgasm washed over the blonde's body; still the ugly man maintained his unyielding, unforgiving pace.

The woman was completely out of control now. I watched in awe as her mouth opened wide, her knees gave way and her whole body began to twist and writhe as she came and came, harder than I had ever seen a woman cum before.

"Mmmmmnnnnnnnggghhhhh!"

The woman was all but incoherent now, her body no longer hers, entirely at her lover's mercy. I watched her arms begin to buckle and her long blonde hair fall over her face as a third and still more powerful wave of orgasm robbed her of speech entirely.

Sensing her complete surrender, the man hissed something in a language I couldn't understand. The camera angle changed once again to bring me face to face with the monstrously climaxing, totally unresisting woman's expression. Her stunning, deep blue eyes were open wide in astonishment, her mouth twisted, first wide open then tightly closed in an ugly grimace as she came wildly and helplessly silently in front of me.

My cock was rock hard in my pants as I stared at the image on the screen; at the beautiful young woman being brutally and expertly fucked by this fat, ugly man; the woman who even now was being totally overwhelmed by her orgasms; the woman who had reluctantly taken on the role of whore that she now played so very, very well.

The woman that I called my wife!

Chapter One

I was sitting in my Boss's office in a well-known firm of Accountants and Management Consultants. Let's call it 'Sandersons'; I'll keep the real name to myself.

To all appearances I was like many young men in the City of London; well off by most peoples' standards, fairly good looking though I say it myself, and successful, with all the trappings that success involved. I had a large, detached house in a desirable village, two Mercedes cars, the membership of the right golf club, two attractive young kids, a dog and to crown it all, a stunning, trophy wife.

You see young men like me in bars and restaurants around London every weekend, talking to each other while their wives discuss fashion, shopping and their children's schools.

The big difference in my case was that Amanda was a trophy wife only in her stunning physical appearance. In every other respect, she was a very long way from being the kind of bimbo so many of my colleagues seemed to desire.

Indeed, the very word bimbo was an epithet she hated more than anything else in the world. Amanda viewed the name Mandy as the ultimate bimbo appellation and throughout her entire academically brilliant life, had firmly requested anyone unwise enough to use it in front of her, to refrain instantly.

So what possible chain of events could have led to me sitting there that fateful July morning watching a recording of my lovely, highly intelligent, formerly faithful wife being fucked half senseless by an ugly, fat man who was almost a stranger to us both?

The story is a long one, and to begin properly we need to go back to our College days to understand both my wife's extraordinarily strong character and my own lamentably weak one.

Intellectually very much my superior, Amanda and I had met in our first year at University and had taken an instant dislike to each other. I was studying English Literature; one of very few boys in that department and consequently the focus of a great deal of female attention. This I adored, but it made me rather self-satisfied and spoilt. To make things worse, I was blessed with my father's good looks and attractive personality too. Unfortunately, modesty came a lot later, which was partly the reason for my downfall.

Bright eyed, intelligent and with a jaunty, almost rakish demeanour, I had attracted a lot of the girls on my course and in the Hall of Residence where I lived in during my first year. I had bedded a good number of them too, though in one of the few good decisions in my life, I had made it a rule never to 'kiss and tell'.

Amanda was studying Psychology at the time. We met through mutual friends and I was immediately struck by her extraordinarily good looks. Tall, slim and blonde, with small but firm breasts and legs that seemed endless, she was a permanent fixture in the University hockey and netball teams which kept her in great physical shape.

She was exceptionally bright too, and really loved her studies whereas I only tolerated mine. As a result, she was expecting a strong, First-Class degree, way ahead of my hoped-for Upper Second.

But what struck me most when we met, were her extraordinarily deep blue eyes which she would fix on me during the few, but highly animated conversations we had. As well as being devastatingly attractive in themselves, they gave her an aura of mystery, as if her mighty intellect could see right through me, judge my deepest motivations, and find them wanting.

I deeply hoped she couldn't actually read my mind; the thoughts I was having about her were very far from pure and intellectual, but I did my best to appear the perfect student.

Unfortunately, this almost psychic ability also made her immune to my seductive charms, as my complete lack of success in getting anywhere near her panties amply demonstrated.

Because of those extraordinary looks and magnetic personality, Amanda had more than her fair share of admirers, but she came from a rather strict and traditional upbringing, was extremely careful about her reputation, and even more circumspect about who she was seen with and where.

Consequently, she was still a virgin at nineteen.

Of course, for me, this apparent inaccessibility only heightened her already considerable appeal, to the extent that over time, I became completely infatuated with her. Every word she spoke, every look she gave me even when turning me down for a date once again, merely deepen my infatuation.

Gradually I lost interest in the other, more attainable girls around me. Well, perhaps not all, but even as I bedded them, I knew it was Amanda's face and body I really wanted to see on the sheet beneath me.

In the end, it took three months of almost complete celibacy on my part, and all the persuasive charms I could muster before she would even agree to go to the movies with me. It took all my self-control not to push my luck in the darkness, but I did, and was rewarded with a second date during which we actually held hands.

It was two dates later before we actually kissed, and I can say without hesitation it was the sweetest kiss of my entire life.

Progress from there onwards was frustratingly slow but, driven by a series of tiny successes, I persevered. On many occasions I was obliged to deal with my sexual urges myself after we had parted, but to me, falling deeper in love by the day, any progress at all was unbelievably rewarding.

From a light peck on the lips, we began to kiss open mouthed, then finally with tongues.

From holding her hand, I gradually progressed to touching her breasts; at first covered, then eventually to sliding my hand under her shirt and caressing the bare flesh of her small, firm globes.

From simply stroking her thighs, it took months of stealthy, inch by inch progress before my searching fingers finally made contact with her panties, and it was many weeks more before I was allowed contact with her bare slit.

Fortunately, once that barrier had been broken, my progress became faster. Amanda quickly discovered that, far from being unpleasant, she really enjoyed being fingered and could climax easily. I already knew how much I enjoyed doing it, so we were perfectly matched, and it soon became a regular part of our courtship.

Many was the morning I woke with my hands smelling strongly of vaginal juices; a distinctive aroma which, as most boys know, is very hard to wash away.

We were less well matched when it came to repaying the compliment. It was a long time before Amanda took my cock in her hand and brought me to what was a very rapid and messy climax of me own.

It was nearly a full year later at the age of twenty-one, when we were head-over-heels in love and with an engagement ring firmly in place on her third finger, that Amanda finally surrendered her virginity to me.

It was an evening that reduced us both to tears, and which I will remember for the rest of my life. I had waited so long and been so patient that at first, I was afraid that either one or both of us would be disappointed.

I need not have worried.

When the long-awaited moment finally arrived, both physically, emotionally and in every other way, making love to Amanda turned out to be everything I had dreamed it would be, and more. When I heard her gasp beneath me as I entered her, and soon afterwards, felt her fragile hymen tear under pressure from my agonisingly erect cock, all my previous conquests faded into insignificance.

I was lost then, and despite all that has happened since, I still am!

Once the dam had been breached and her virginity was gone, our relationship changed profoundly. For a long time and at Amanda's insistence, we made love almost every day - sometimes several times a day -- pausing only when her periods came.

True to her competitive, high-achieving personality, she was as lightning-quick a student in bed as she was in study; eager to learn and excelling in both technique and enthusiasm. More than once I was left astounded after a lengthy session of energetic love making, her fit, athletic body more than a match for the wettest of any man or boy's dreams.

At the same time, an undercurrent of sexuality crept into her already strong personality, making her, if it were possible, even more attractive to the rest of the world, as well as to me, her pussy-whipped fiance. I positively glowed when we were out together, side by side, holding hands, proud of our relationship and the ring on her finger, believing myself the luckiest man alive.

I felt luckier still when shortly after graduating with her well-deserved First Class and my just-sneaked-over-the-line Upper Second degrees, she became my wife in a traditional church ceremony, and we set out on our life as a couple.

For me, work began immediately. I had secured one of the few, and highly coveted training positions with Sanderson Brothers, a small, but highly prestigious and influential firm of accountants and management consultants.

A few weeks later, Amanda began teacher training in a nearby college. We moved into a small apartment in an unfashionable part of the city, and for the next two years were poor and tired, but happy and very much in love.

With both of us working so hard, our sex life inevitably moderated a little but remained adventurous. We still made love most days of the week and would occasionally spend entire mornings or afternoons at the weekend in bed with the phones switched off.

At work, my training programme gradually took me through most departments within my company. I quickly realised just how much money could be made, even by people with only modest talent, if they were ruthless enough.

Of course, I confidently believed my own talent to be anything but modest, and as I saw what was going on around me, my ruthlessness grew to match it. In a short time, I became determined to carve out quickly a lifestyle that more befitted a man with my exceptional abilities than the meagre living we were enduring at the time.

And if there were casualties on the way, well, that was just the way the world worked; the survival of the fittest.

Meanwhile Amanda was positively thriving in her work. A natural teacher whose penetrating gaze generated as much awe in her students as it had in me, she qualified first in her class and took up a full-time role in a nearby High School.

But it wasn't all great. I quickly realised that, though teaching brought Amanda great joy and satisfaction, it brought little financial reward. It was soon apparent that, although a happier wife certainly meant a happier life, if we were ever to enjoy the good life financially, it would be down to me to provide it.

So, I began to plan.

Chapter Two

Never a patient person, my two years' training at Sandersons seemed endless, but eventually it finished, and I was promoted to a junior role in Accounts. The Accounting Department of a consultancy firm wasn't what I had in mind for myself as a glittering and financially rewarding career, but at least it did represent a significant increase in salary.

Add to that Amanda's slowly increasing pay packet, and we were able to move from our tiny flat in the city to a small fixer-upper detached house in one of the less fashionable suburbs.

The financial constraints of our first mortgage meant that most evenings and weekends were spent decorating and renovating - when not in bed or out with friends - but things went well, and after only a year we were able to sell the house at a good price. With the profit from that and a goodly stretch of our next mortgage, we were able to move into a much larger house in a much better area.

Then Amanda fell pregnant.

It wasn't planned but wasn't entirely unwelcome either, and all our parents were thrilled when nine months later we produced their first grandchild. However, it did mean that from now on, Amanda could only work part-time, so our income fell noticeably, making things much more difficult financially.

Fortunately, a short time later I was promoted to Manager of the Accounts Department, a much more senior role with more responsibility and a much better salary that more than made up the difference.

As a result, when Amanda fell pregnant for a second time only months after our youngest was born, it was no great hardship for her to give up paid work altogether. She moved, as middle-class yummy mummies do, towards volunteering with local charities and with seeing her increasing circle of polite, middle-class friends.

After that, a vasectomy ensured that there would be no more little surprises in the baby department!

My new role did however, involve some new duties. As a Manager I was obliged to attend many more social functions and to entertain clients as the business demanded. In this role, it was often essential to have a partner and it soon became clear that my beautiful, highly intelligent wife couldn't have fitted the role more perfectly.

Still strikingly attractive thanks to hours spent running and in the gym, Amanda could easily hold any potential client spellbound in intelligent conversation for as long as the situation demanded.

Soon we were being invited to many more company events, and meeting more senior managers too. I could feel my career developing around me and the good life began to beckon even more strongly.

I suppose my undoing began with my insistence that Amanda should always dress the way in which I believed befitted the wife of a man with my bright, successful future. Although she was unsure at first, it didn't take long to convince her to increase her spend on clothes dramatically and take even more care over her appearance than before.

Amanda had always dressed well, instinctively choosing the right lingerie, the latest styles in dresses, jackets, shoes and skirts, but all purchased carefully and within a strict budget. All I had to do was persuade her that the budget had increased quite a lot, and within a few weeks her wardrobe had been turned over.



Unsurprisingly, it turned out she had really good taste in designer clothes too. The result was simply stunning. Already strikingly attractive, the new outfits she chose complemented her slim, athletic figure even more perfectly. When we were out at the theatre or at a party, she turned the heads of most men and attracted the envy of many of their wives too.

I felt even more proud to be seen out with her, and inevitably, she attracted even more attention from the senior managers whose influence my career so badly needed.

Amanda seemed to enjoy most of the attention she received, but was never fully aware of the effect that she had on those around her, male or female. As a result, she remained modest and never indulged in anything more than harmless flirting despite having many opportunities presented to her.

On that subject, despite the flirting, I had never really worried about my wife's fidelity. Perhaps it was an arrogant belief in my own extraordinary desirability, perhaps it was because of our highly active and exciting sex life at home, but Amanda had never given me cause for concern. As a result, I basked confidently in the admiring glances she received from other men, and enjoyed the envious looks they gave me, believing that it simply added to my own status within both the company and the community.

Admittedly, there had been occasions when she had been forced to repel the advances of men who had misread the situation and been a little too enthusiastic in their admiration, wanting to carry the relationship beyond simply a social one.

Most often on these occasions, she would simply turn those penetrating, deep blue eyes on her would-be seducer and watch him wither away, much to my amusement. On other occasions, she let them down more gently, but still made it clear that she was a one-men girl who did not stray in her marriage.

This worked well for most of my male colleagues, but unfortunately for us both, one of her most persistent admirers was the firm's founder and Senior Partner.

At least twenty years older than me, and decidedly old school in attitude, Andrew Sanderson believed in the City of London adage 'my word is my bond'. He had a simply awesome reputation throughout the industry both for achieving results and of course, for keeping his side of any agreement, whatever the consequences.

'Andy keeps his promises!' was a phrase I had heard on a weekly if not daily basis throughout my training.

Like me, Andrew Sanderson had been a high-flyer in his youth and, along with his older brother Michael, had been personally responsible for the meteoric rise in success and influence of the company they had joined when it was merely a mid-sized accountancy firm.

Indeed, the two brothers had become so synonymous with the business that its ultimate change of name to theirs had seemed only right. The two had run the business as partners with offices side-by-side for many years until Michael had been involved in a terrible road traffic accident a decade before.

Though he had survived, it was rumoured that his car had caught fire leaving Michael so badly disfigured that he had never been seen in the company's City of London offices again. Though in theory he retained a desk next to his younger brother's, in reality, he worked from behind the high walls of his impressive period home in a pleasant village an hour's fast drive from the City.

Michael remained an invisible but highly influential member of the small and secret Board of Directors that now met only at his home, but on a day-to-day basis the business was to all intents, being run solely by the younger brother Andrew.

Tall, fit, imposing, impressive and of indeterminable age, at first, I had found Andrew Sanderson rather intimidating. But his management style was reassuring as well as demanding; he knew every employee on first name terms and through this attention to detail, managed to bring the best out of his colleagues.

As a result, he rapidly became a hero of mine. I suspect he saw me as resembling himself when he was my age, because to my delight and my colleagues' envy, he seemed to take me under his wing as a kind of protégé.

This did my career no harm at all.

Always warm and friendly in a disarmingly informal way, he insisted both Amanda and I called him Andy, though I was much more comfortable using the more formal Andrew when at work.

Whatever his mysterious age might be, he was still remarkably good looking, very rich, fit, childless though three times divorced, and had quite a reputation amongst the staff as a ladies' man. He was rumoured to have a substantial endowment in his pants too and was known to have left a trail of conquests behind him.

A woman as attractive as Amanda couldn't possibly escape his notice, and he very soon began to pay her rather more attention that we were quite comfortable with. Several times at company events, after feeding my wife a few large drinks, he had casually tried to add her name to the impressive list already on his bedpost.

Amanda had been forced to be very firm in her refusals, especially on one occasion during a company party in a smart hotel, when he had suggested the two of them went upstairs to a room he had booked specifically for the purpose.

At first I was both angry and horrified; after all he could control my future career progression, but Amanda assured me she had gently but firmly rebuffed his attempts at seduction and anyway, his insistence on addressing her as 'Mandy' no matter how many times she corrected him, had made her dislike him intensely, however good his looks and influential his position.

For many months, life went on and went on well. Our kids grew older and started at an expensive private school that Amanda and I believed would be best for them, but which cost a fortune. What with expensive foreign holidays for all four of us too, our finances were very strained, but with care we could just about manage it all.

Then our dream house came on the market.

Barely half an hour's drive from the kids' school, it stood on a road known locally as Millionaires' Row and was simply perfect. Originally built in the 1920s and standing in its own acre of ground -- huge by UK standards. It had just the right mixture of ultra-modern facilities and original architectural features; Amanda and I had admired it ever since we had moved into the area.

With its five bedrooms and impressive front entrance, it would put us firmly in the top echelon of local society and would have been the fulfilment of all our social dreams - if we could have afforded it. But no matter how many times Amanda and I pored over our finances, we couldn't make the numbers add up to anything like a realistic offer.

Night after night we talked through option after option, but without success.

Then one day, to our horror we saw the sign 'Under Offer' go up outside the house.

Amanda was beside herself in disappointment. She tried hard not to let it show but I knew her too well. Though disappointed myself, the idea that a man of my talent and ability could not deliver his wife the one thing she desired most was unthinkable.

It was time for desperate measures so, when I came home from work the following evening, I broke the good news as Amanda was getting dinner for us and the kids on the table.

"I talked to Andy today," I began uncertainly.

"Oh yes?" she asked, distracted by the food and the kids squabbling. "Andy who?"

"Andy at work?" I retorted sarcastically. "Senior Partner Andrew? My Boss? Your would-be boyfriend?"

"Sorry," she grinned sheepishly. "Go on!"

"Yes, well ... I... um... I told him I deserved a pay rise."

"What?" This news stopped her dead in her tracks.

"Yes. I told him I had been approached by a competitor offering a bigger salary." I was gaining momentum now. "I said I would prefer to stay at Sandersons, but couldn't ignore the package they were offering."

"What did he say to that?" she asked, frozen. "It's not true, is it?"

I blushed.

"No, but he doesn't know that. Anyway, he called me into his office as I was leaving tonight and told me they've decided they don't want to lose me. They're going to give me a substantial increase from next month."

"How much is it?"

I told her an amount.

"Wow!" she said, as astonished as I had expected.

"You know what this means?" I said eagerly before she could ask any more questions. "It means we can put in an offer on the house first thing in the morning!"

Amanda yelped for joy then ran to me and threw herself in my arms. Dinner was a delight, even the kids behaved and when we went up to bed, the celebration sex made me exhausted and sore for two full days.

Chapter Three

Three months later, the fabulous house was ours and our dreams had come true. Well, Amanda's dream had come true. She was teaching part time again and had even started preparing for her PhD.

For me though, the nightmares had just begun. Or so I thought; little did I know what nightmares really were!

What I had not told my wife that fateful night, was that I had not asked my Boss for a pay rise and Andy had not given me one. I had simply 'borrowed' a little money -- little by corporate standards -- from the company.

In my role as Accounts Department Manager, I had access to most of the company's bank accounts, and after all that training, I knew my way around the books better than anyone. It was easy for me to set up the odd non-existent employee and the occasional ghostly contractor to improve my income considerably.

Well, it was easy in practical terms, rather less easy on the conscience.

I told myself it was just a temporary loan. I persuaded myself that I was well overdue a promotion to Junior Partner and the salary that entailed. I assured myself that my partnership was sure to happen during the next twelve months anyway, and when it did, I would be able to begin paying back the money.

All l had done was take a little advance on my new salary and bonus.

The company would be no worse off in the end, so it wasn't really wrong, was it?.

The more I said it to myself, the less like fraud or theft it sounded. But no matter how hard I tried, I could never quite convince myself completely, and from time to time needed just a little Scotch whisky to help ease that last niggling pang of conscience.

Meanwhile, things at work and home continued to get even better. My reputation within the business was soaring, thanks to my stumbling upon the solution to a systems glitch that had plagued the Accountancy and Finance Department for several years. An increase in salary followed this triumph, but of course was immediately absorbed in more spending.

At home, the new house was every bit as great as we had hoped, though inevitably after a few months we started to find fault. The driveway wasn't quite big enough for four cars; the conservatory was a little too narrow; there was no swimming pool; Amanda's walk-in wardrobe wasn't quite large enough for her rapidly increasing collection of designer clothes.

It's amazing how quickly one's standards change, and all these vital improvements demanded money. Of course, having once crossed the border into dishonesty, it was obvious to me where the extra money should come from, and having been successful once, my conscience offered little resistance the next time.

It took only a few weeks to create a couple more ghost employees and a new fictitious contractor. The resulting extra income meant that, even with my soon-expected Junior Partnership, it would now take several years to replace all the borrowed cash. But, I reasoned, I was with the firm for the long run and it would all still be okay in the end.

It would just take a little longer, that was all.

As my Junior Partnership grew closer and the business developed, our social engagements increased too, both within work and with our increasingly rich and glamorous circle of friends. We were frequently called on to look after important clients too. Amanda's stunning looks, obvious intelligence and sparkling personality made her a favourite with male and female guests alike, and we were soon spending at least one evening every week entertaining.

It was fortunate that Amanda's parents lived close by and could babysit at short notice.

Unfortunately, this socialising also gave my Boss Andrew even more opportunities to make real-but-supposedly-pretend assaults on my wife's fidelity. At this stage, it was annoying rather than worrying; after all, Amanda had only ever slept with me, our sex life remained very active and, although he was still very good looking, Andy wasn't her type.

Add to that his dubious reputation with women and his continued insistence on calling her Mandy, and it was clear that she wasn't going to succumb to his charms, though a surprising number of other Company wives seemed to have done so if the many rumours were true.

"I just wish he'd leave me alone," Amanda complained one evening when she had finally been able to remove his hand from her bottom during yet another important but tedious corporate event. "And he keeps calling me that name!"

"I know and I'm sorry," I told her. "If you could just put up with him until I get my Partnership..."

"Well, okay! But it had better come soon!" she had replied.

I wanted that Partnership badly too, but for very different reasons. The amount of money I had borrowed from the company had increased alarmingly in recent months. The house, and Amanda's expensive taste in clothes weren't helping at all, and if I was ever going to repay it, I needed that Partnership badly and quickly.

I have to say, my wife had looked particularly stunning that evening in a sparkling beaded black dress with shimmering stockings and black patent heels. Her blonde hair had been raised and sculpted high on her head; making her look more like a movie star on Oscar night than the wife of an Accountant. It wasn't at all surprising that Andrew had tried his luck again.

Fortunately, he had been quite relaxed about Amanda's continued resistance to his charm and didn't seem to have taken any real offence at being rebuffed yet again.

He had however, hinted that she might not always feel this way about him and that the change of heart might not be far away. Amanda had been puzzled by this, but before she could ask what he meant, he had moved on to talk to Yvonne, the short, dark-haired, overweight wife of a senior colleague.

Yvonne and her husband Mike had been good friends to Amanda and me throughout my career with Sandersons. We had been to each other's homes on many occasions, and our kids were friends both inside and outside school.

Mike had been a couple of years ahead of me on the Graduate Training Scheme. He had worked in a different sector of the business to me, but we had been able to provide low-key support for each other during the difficult first years in our new jobs. Our wives were firm friends too, often meeting for coffee -- less often in the gym; a place Amanda adored, but which pretty-but-plump Yvonne had never really enjoyed.

Just why Amanda and Yvonne should have become such close friends was something of a mystery. Unlike my wife, Yvonne was no intellectual, having left school at sixteen with few qualifications. Worse still, she was handicapped by an unfortunate baby-doll voice and strong regional accent which tended to prevent colleagues from taking her seriously.

Amanda often said that this was as much their loss as Yvonne's, and that it was a mistake to underestimate her good friend.

Yvonne was working as a clerical assistant in the Audit Department when Mike had met her and had been, if the photographs in their lounge were anything to go by, an absolutely stunning, full-figured brunette. Clearly very able, though lamentably under-confident, she had been rather star-struck by Mike, the rising Corporate Star who had wooed, wedded and bedded her in record time, if not in that order.

Over time, living the Good Life and having two children had taken its toll, and Yvonne's already curvy figure had become even curvier to the point where she was now decidedly chubby. But, although she was as far from Amanda's tall, slender figure and fiery personality as I could imagine, she remained bright, friendly and surprisingly attractive,

Andrew clearly still found Yvonne worth paying attention to if their current body language was anything to judge by. I watched the pair of them for a moment as I sipped my drink in silence.

"Can we go home now?"

Amanda's voice whispering in my ear brought me out of my reverie, her tone mirroring perfectly our daughter's 'are we nearly there yet?' that we heard on every car journey. She was a good mimic and I laughed out loud.

"Sorry," I grinned. "Well done diverting Andy. I see he's moved on to new ground." I nodded in the direction of Yvonne who appeared to be completely engrossed in whatever he was telling her. "It would be good if the two of you could get on better though. It would do my Partnership chances no harm."

"I'm trying my best," she protested. "It would be easier if he kept his hands to himself."

"I know," I agreed. "He's a bit 'hands-on' with all the wives." I nodded at the way he and Yvonne were talking happily. "They do get on well, don't they? That won't do Mike's prospects any harm."

Amanda gave me a furtive look, then glanced left and right as if to make sure she couldn't be overheard.

"I don't think you'd like Andy to get on with me quite as well as he does with Yvonne."

I started then stared at her. She opened her deep blue eyes very wide.

"You mean they're..." I asked amazed.

Amanda nodded slowly.

"Since when? I mean, how do you know? Did she tell you?" I demanded, genuinely shocked.

"Not in so many words," my wife confided. "But something has definitely changed. She talks about him more now. And differently." I must have looked doubtful because she added. "Trust me! We psychologists can tell these things!"

I stood in silence for a moment, watching Andy and Yvonne chatting animatedly. Their body language certainly suggested they were comfortable in each other's company, but surely she was just being friendly to her husband's Boss. Surely I was reading things that weren't there?

"How long has it been going on? Does Mike know?" I asked, remembering how often we had been to their house without any hint of trouble between the two of them.

"I'm not sure, but I'd guess it started before Christmas last year just before Mike got his promotion. I know Andy gave her a surprisingly good Christmas present."

I raised an eyebrow in silent question.

"Next time you're close, look at her neck. That's a gold necklace she's wearing. She always wears it to work do's and sometimes when she's out with Mike. Three stones on a gold chain; two clear ones separated by a larger, darker stone. Very tasteful and very expensive. She told me the Company owns three of them. They took them in lieu of payment from a Client that went bust. If they're real diamonds, they must be worth a fortune."

She continued talking, but I wasn't listening because at that moment, I noticed Andy lean forward and very quickly whisper something into Yvonne's ear. She paused, nodded and they separated. It looked casual, as if they were simply going to circulate around the other guests, but there was something furtive about Yvonne's movements that, given what I had just learned, caught my attention.

Moments later though, I lost track of her in the crowd but over Amanda's shoulder, I watched Andy working his way to the back of the room, then disappear down the corridor that led to the lifts. A few seconds later I scanned the room thoroughly, but Yvonne was nowhere to be seen.

Puzzled, Amanda and I returned to the throng to look after our important guests



***

It was nearly an hour later when the closing speeches were being made that we next saw Andy. He looked his usual smart, professional self and I began to wonder whether anything had happened at all, or whether it was all just a silly misunderstanding on Amanda's part.

That idea was dispelled fifteen minutes later when, the guests having departed, we employees were having a post-party debrief. As Amanda and I were collecting our coats at reception before heading home, we saw Yvonne leaving the lift alone and making a beeline for the front door.

She was obviously trying to get away without being noticed, but when she caught sight of us watching her she froze in her tracks. For a moment she seemed to panic, then looked as if she was about to run back the way she had come, but finally realised that she had been well and truly spotted and, with a deep breath, crossed the lobby to join us.

She seemed to be walking awkwardly, and as she drew near, Amanda nudged me and nodded towards Yvonne's bosom. At first, I noticed the necklace Amanda had described hanging down in the V of her top. Close up, it was both distinctive and beautiful and looked very valuable, but then I saw the state of the chest on which it lay, understood my wife's meaning, and all my attention was grabbed by our friend's condition.

Yvonne's face and chest were flushed pink, her lips were puffy, her hair was slightly dishevelled, and it looked like her make-up had been recently and clumsily re-applied. There was no mistaking it; our friend had had sex; very passionately, very recently and if her flushed complexion was anything to go by, very satisfactorily.

I stood open mouthed, staring at the woman I had thought I knew so well, but who now stood apparently freshly-fucked right in front of me.

Fortunately, before my gawping could cause too much offence, I was rescued by my clever wife who weighed in with chat about how well the evening had gone and the important contracts the company was trying to win on the back of it. Yvonne responded, clearly thankful for the diversion and a minute or two later, her husband arrived with their coats.

Mike either didn't notice his wife's dishevelled appearance or chose to ignore it because he bade us farewell as if nothing had happened.

Chapter Four

Amanda and I talked about little else in the car on the way home, both of us shocked that a close friend of ours could do such a terrible thing in such a brazen fashion, and amazed that her husband either couldn't see what was happening or else cared so little about it.

When I returned from taking the babysitter home, Amanda was already in her night dress and was brushing her hair. I undressed quickly and joined her under the duvet. It was too late for any reading and a moment later the lights were off and the room in darkness.

But sleep would not come. After half an hour's tossing and turning, a pained voice came towards me from across the bed.

"Please keep still. I'm trying to sleep!"

"Sorry. I just can't settle," I apologised.

"Neither can I with you shaking the bed like that. What's the problem?"

"I just can't get the image out of my mind," I confessed.

"Which image?"

"Those two!"

"Who? Oh, you mean Yvonne and Andy?"

"Yes. I mean, he's supposedly had so many women at work -- and outside it I guess -- it just seems strange that he should want her."

Amanda chuckled. "Maybe she's really good in bed. Have you thought about that?"

I laughed too, but I could tell it wasn't really a joke.

"I suppose she used to be a lot better looking. Remember their wedding photos on the mantelpiece? She looked pretty hot back then! Ouch!"

Amanda had poked me hard in the ribs.

"She's not your type," my wife said firmly.

"How do you know?"

"I'm a psychologist, stupid!"

"So, what is my type then, Professor?" I asked, rolling onto my side and stroking her tummy through her night dress.

"Well," she began in her 'professional' voice. "Based on a long term, in-depth analysis of your past history and expressed tastes... Mmmm that's nice..."

My fingers had strayed upwards to her small firm breasts and were toying with her nipples through the cotton of her nightie. They had instantly hardened under my touch. I rolled them gently in my fingertips then cupped the firming cones from which they grew.

"I'd say... I'd say that you prefer... mmmm... the less educated woman," she continued. "Someone more... mmm, that's very nice. Someone more compliant. Someone less intelligent than you maybe... less of a threat to your own intellectual status... And with much bigger boobs of course!"

I chuckled, my fingers stroking her tummy and descending to her lower belly.

"Lets' see if I'm right!" she said playfully. "A good theory has to be tested!"

I felt long slender fingers working their way into my boxer shorts and ticking the underside of my cock as it lay on my belly, semi-erect.

"Hmmm... there's evidence to support this but it's... inconclusive," she said, her voice low and sexy. "Let's see... she should definitely be someone less challenging academically," she continued. "Perhaps with a fuller figure, not slim and athletic like mine... Ouch!" I had prodded her in the ribs again, but she carried on teasing me.

I felt her fingers close around my shaft and she squeezed it firmly. It resisted her grip, hardening quickly.

"I'd say we were on the right track, wouldn't you? Definite signs of arousal here!"

Her voice in the darkness and her soft hands were so intense that I had abandoned stroking her lovely body and was selfishly enjoying the wonderful sensations she was bringing me. Amanda's fingertips traced along the ridge under my smooth swelling head, then down to my tight scrotum and back.

"Certainly, you'd enjoy someone softer and more cuddly than me; someone less bony when you're in bed with her; someone perhaps with larger, heavier thighs for your hips to slap against when you thrust into her!"

My cock was now very hard in her hand. I felt my shorts being lowered then the hidden hand began to pump my shaft slowly but rhythmically. My head filled with disturbing images of Yvonne talking to Andy, then Yvonne naked, her curves exposed, her thighs and tummy generously proportioned.

To my astonishment, I realised I was getting really aroused by the idea. Amanda must have noticed because she pulled back the duvet, exposing my bare midriff to the low light. My erection was mostly covered by her hand but as I watched, she lowered her sweet, blonde head towards my groin.

The next moment my swollen, sensitive head was engulfed by a warm, wet cavern containing a magic beast that writhed and squirmed all over its smooth end.

"Oh God! Amanda!" I breathed out into the darkness.

I felt a small, dainty hand cupping my balls, gently massaging them, running one over the other as her tongue sought out every secret cavern and indentation in my cock. From the tiny lips at its tip down to its thick hairy base, it felt like every cell on my shaft was being aroused all at once as she licked up, down and around its length.

"Can you picture it?" she asked, pausing for a moment in her expert ministrations. "Close your eyes!"

There was another kiss on my sensitive tip.

"Can you imagine..." one of my balls was sucked into her mouth. "Her doing this to him!"

The flat of her tongue passed over the sensitive skin of my sack in its warm cavern. It felt incredible for a moment then she spat it out and drew the other ball between her lips where it enjoyed the same treatment.

I let out a low moan.

"Mmmmm Ammmmannndddaaa! That's soooo good!"

"And you've been sooo bad thinking about one of our closest friends in that way," she teased as her middle finger slipped down between my thighs and tickled the sensitive place just above the cleft between my buttocks.

"Ohhhhh... that's amazinggggg!" I murmured.

A moment later, her attention had moved from my groin to my mouth. I could taste a little of myself on her lips as her tongue was thrust between my teeth. My hands rose to her breasts, but she brushed them away, raising her nightgown high above her waist as she rose on her knees and straddled my body.

"You don't deserve this," she smiled, reaching between her slender, athletic thighs and positioning the head of my rock-hard cock at the entrance to her vagina. "Don't you dare cum until I've finished with you!"

Slowly, agonisingly, she lowered herself down onto my shaft, her vagina monstrously lubricated but still wire-tight despite having given birth to two kids. My aroused, anxious pupils were fixed on her eyes, whose deep blue appeared black in the darkness.

Slowly, her svelte body swallowed my entire manhood in a single smooth stroke until her sparse, tightly curled pubic hair was pressed hard against my coarse wiry triangle.

"Aaahhhhhh!"

Amanda paused and sighed, fully impaled on my monstrously erect cock. Her extraordinary eyes twinkled mischievously just for me, the only man who had ever known what it was to be inside her most precious place. I could feel my swollen head pressing hard against her cervix and the powerful walls of her vagina gripping me tightly.

And then she began to fuck me!

There is no other way to describe the vigour, passion and skill with which my beautiful, intelligent wife rose and fell, rose and fell, over and over again, driving my erection deeper and deeper into her body with every descent.

"Oh God!" I moaned, "Amanda that's... that's..."

"Fuck me!" she growled as the room filled with the wet slapping sounds of our colliding bodies. "Shut up and fuck me!"

My hands reached out for hers, our fingers entwining. I could feel her nails digging into the back of my hands as she continued to rise and fall. Inspired, I began to clench my buttocks rhythmically, thrusting myself upwards in time with each of her descents, hammering the head of my cock violently into the entrance to her womb, stretching her tight, wet inner lips around the thick base of my shaft.

"Yes! Oh Yes! Oh fucking yes!"

Amanda's growled words grew louder and louder as her arousal rapidly increased. A strong smell wafted from her groin towards my face and I looked across my own flat, athletic tummy to the place where our bodies were joined. Even in the low light, I could see the rim of thick white cream that surrounded the base of my shaft, felt my cock beginning to swell within her sweet body and the rising heat in my lower spine that told of an imminent climax.

"Notyetnotyetnotyet!"

Amanda clearly knew my body almost as well as I did myself. I tried hard to beat back the arousal, counting backwards in my head, imagining fat, ugly women and old male politicians in a desperate attempt to stop myself cumming before she had reached her peak.

Still her body rose and fell, slamming into mine messily and noisily as the unmistakeable smell of a woman's impending orgasm grew stronger and stronger.

"Yes! That's it! Don't cum yet! Dontcumyet Dontcumyet Dontcummm... Oh...my...GODDDD!"

He words were choked away as the strength of the orgasm she had largely given herself, robbed her of the power of speech. Her deep blue eyes closed tightly then sprang alarmingly wide open as she came silently but violently above me.

With all this happening, I could not control myself any longer and with a moan so loud it surprised even me, I surrendered myself to one of the most powerful and intense orgasms I had ever enjoyed. My throat seized up and my chest went so tight that I was sure I was having a heart attack, as my lovely wife flexed and twisted in the throes of a climax as intense as any I had ever seen, even in porn moves.

Thick, pungent juices oozed from her slit and were spread across my upper thighs as her spasming vagina clamped and released my pulsating shaft over and over again. Again and again, semen spurted from the swollen head of my throbbing cock buried deep within her body, was smeared over her open cervix and pumped into the womb beyond.

The mixture of pain and pleasure was exquisite, but of course this intensity of orgasm could not last long. As the last few drops of my seedless semen spurted upwards into her smooth, toned body, I felt the grip of her knees on my chest loosen and the tightness of her hands on mine begin to relax.

Blood finally began to return to my fingers as her riding slowed to a halt.

Amanda was still for a while, her long blonde hair falling over her pretty face, her pink-flushed chest rising and falling as she panted for breath. I felt my erection softening inside her, then slipping messily from her loosened vagina accompanied by a torrent of sticky goo which spread all over my lower belly.

Amanda stared down at the pool between her spread thighs and giggled. I rose on my elbows and stared at it too. It was a very big pool.

"How much of this stuff can you produce?" she asked, pulling her hair away from her face and grinning.

"It depends on the incentive I have," I replied smiling, running my fingers from her knees towards her pink, open slit. "Besides, some of it came from you."

She leaned over and we kissed long and deeply before she lifted her shapely leg over me and lay alongside me on the bed. I reached across to the bedside table and, taking a handful of tissues, cleaned myself up before, exhausted, we both rolled over and tried to sleep.

***

An hour later, Amanda woke to find me staring at the ceiling in the darkness.

"What's on your mind?" she asked softly. "If you're after a second helping, I'm much too tired!"

I laughed.

"It's Yvonne and Andy, I suppose," I replied though my head was full of odd thoughts.

"You're still thinking about them?"

"Sorry. It's just that... well, it's Yvonne! I know Andy's supposed to have had lots of affairs, but she and Mike are two of our oldest friends. We've known them for so long, and I'd never guessed she was cheating on him."

"It surprised me too," Amanda agreed. "I suppose you never know what's going on behind closed doors."

"Poor Mike," I sighed.

"Maybe he knows. Maybe he's known for a long time and has decided to live with it. It's not doing his career any harm, is it?" my lovely wife said with uncharacteristic bitterness. "He can't have failed to see what she looked like tonight. If we could tell when she was dressed..."

She left the rest unsaid.

"It's weird," I frowned. "I mean, you think you know someone well and they bring out a surprise as big as this!"

"How well can anyone ever know anyone else?" Amanda asked quietly. "We're all capable of doing surprising things, given the right incentive. Everything is down to the right incentive -- and incentives can be positive or negative. Undergraduate Psychology, year two, term three."

She laughed at herself.

"I know you're right, but I still can't really believe it," I pondered aloud. "I mean, if nothing else, just look at her!"

"Don't be so nasty," Amanda scolded me. "Okay, she's put on a bit of weight with the kids but she's still an attractive woman and..."

"That's not what I meant!" I interrupted. "I meant she's Yvonne! You know, as in Mike and Yvonne! She's normal; just like us, not a scarlet temptress! She's got two kids like ours and a house like ours!"

"Just what do you think a cheating wife should look like?" Amanda demanded, laughing at my stupidity. "That she'd have devil's horns or maybe dress like a street hooker? She won't have the word 'slut' tattooed on her forehead, you know!"

"No, of course not, but..."

"But nothing! Psychologically speaking, there are plenty of reasons why a wife might sleep with another man. There are reasons why Mike might be okay about it too; he might even want it to happen. You can't judge someone's motivations and their relationships by the job they do or the address they live at! Everyone's different!"

I paused for a moment, silenced by her little tirade and of course, by the truth in what she had said.

"You're right," I conceded. "As you always are. It's just... unsettling. I mean If Andy can get into Yvonne's knickers, and they're just like us, then..."

"Then he might be able to get into mine too?" she completed my thoughts with razor sharp accuracy.

I nodded, ashamed of myself and my sudden insecurity.

"He's got a real thing about you, you know that."

Amanda just looked at me indulgently and took my hand in hers.

"You don't need to worry. There are simply no circumstances in which I'd let Andy, or any other man get his hands, or any other part of his anatomy, anywhere near the places you've just been."

I squeezed her hand in the darkness, relieved.

"Especially if he keeps calling me Mandy!" she added angrily.

That comment broke what little tension was left.

"Well, that's good news!" I said, smiling broadly in the darkness.

"Do you feel any better now?" Amanda asked indulgently.

"A lot better," I replied, rolling onto my side until I was facing her. "I love you, Amanda!"

"I love you too. I love you much more than you realise, you foolish man! Now go to sleep!"

As I drifted happily off to sleep, I began to understand just how very, very much I loved her and how very, very right she was about my foolishness.

Neither of us realised how very, very wrong she was about Andy!


Corporate Bodies Pt. 02: Discovery

Editor's note: this story contains scenes of non-consensual or reluctant sex.

*****

Chapter Five

It was late December and we had been invited to dinner at Andy's house for his traditional Christmas Party.

It's hard to convey just how exciting this invitation was. Only Partners or prospective Partners were ever invited into his home, so it could only mean one thing; I was finally going to be offered the promotion I had craved for so long.

This would be the greatest achievement of my career to date and would move me into the big league as far as my future was concerned. If I was right, it would make me the youngest Partner in the history of the Company.

I deserved it, had worked hard for it both in the office and outside, and Amanda had supported me like a rock on the important social side. The fact that it would also help repay the less-than-ethical loans that I had awarded myself, was an added bonus.

I had concealed my illegal activities well, and having succeeded for so long, was arrogant enough to believe no-one was clever enough to uncover me. Even so, I could never really feel relaxed.

The timing was perfect. Sandersons was coming out of a rather rocky patch following the global financial crisis and was moving into an important new field, that of advising, auditing and reporting on the efficiency of Governments. Every developed country was desperately trying to cut its deficit and do things cheaper and better. That's where we came in.

After a few smaller contracts with Local Government had gone well, Sandersons had undertaken more ambitious ones for a National Government. Those had gone well too, and we were now on a small list of organisations the EU would recognise as external advisers.

The main project we were bidding for at that moment was with the Turkish Government, assessing their progress on the road towards EU membership. Things are very different now of course, but at that time, this was foremost in both Governments' plans.

If we were successful, the reward would be a major project in which teams from Sandersons would work in the UK, Ankara and Istanbul, monitoring the progress that the country had made towards countering high level corruption, and reporting our findings to Brussels.

What was most exciting for me was that a new Junior Partner would be needed to manage this project. Andy had more than once hinted that, if I played my cards right, the role would be mine.

The project was right up my street; if anyone knew their way around financial systems and the illicit extraction of large sums of money, then it was me. I had worked harder on this than on anything in my career, and now it looked like the contract would indeed be awarded to us and the Junior Partnership might well be mine that very evening.

Needless to say, Amanda was equally excited, and for several weeks had planned and re-planned what she should wear for the evening.

To my relief, the prospect of my Partnership seemed to have completely over-ridden her reluctance to be anywhere near Andy. Perhaps the knowledge that most other Partners would also be there had helped reassure her too. In any event, she seemed pleased rather than wary, more concerned not to be outclassed by the wives of the other guests in terms of appearance.

She could outclass us all in terms of intellect any day of the week.

A huge amount of money had been spent on the designer dress she finally selected on her third shopping trip to London's West End, but it was worth it. A background of deep blue silk that matched her eyes, half concealed behind a screen of black lace. It hugged her slender figure from her shoulders to her upper thigh where it stopped short, framing her long slim legs to perfection.

I had never seen anything like it - or paid anything like the amount it cost.

When the party finally arrived, we parked our kids with Amanda's parents at lunchtime to give us plenty of time to prepare. She spent a couple of hours at the beautician - a pointless exercise, as her skin was already flawless - then bathed and began to dress.

I always enjoyed watching my wife getting ready, but that night was a special treat. Amanda had always preferred stockings to tights, and that evening had selected sheer black hold-ups and an ultra-thin black thong because she 'couldn't risk a VPL'. Add to this a tiny matching black bra and slip and you get the whole sexy effect.

Doing her make-up took a lot longer than usual so, having donned my dinner suit and tie, I was sent downstairs several times to top up her champagne glass 'to help with her nerves'. By the time she had finally donned her dress and heels, and sorted her hair, she was just a little tipsy.

I carefully ran the long zipper up her slender spine and stood back in admiration.

"Well? Will I do?" she asked, posing in front of the full-length mirror.

"Unbelievable! You look absolutely amazing!"

It was no more than the truth; my lovely wife looked simply out of this world. The blue dress matched the penetrating blue of her eyes to perfection, and followed the lines of her slim, fit body like a second skin. Its shortness, along with her highest heels made her appear even taller, and showcased the long, slender legs below. Her make-up, though light, highlighted her strong, attractive features superbly, and toned well with her newly straightened blonde hair.

The effect was mesmerising; when she looked directly at me, her pupils huge and black, my knees literally trembled with admiration.

"My God, Amanda. I've never seen you looking this good," I whispered.

"Good enough to be a Junior Partner's wife?" she teased.

"Good enough to be a President's wife," I smiled, stunned once again by the extraordinary woman I had married.

I truly was a lucky man.

***

Less than an hour later, we pulled into the driveway of Andy's large country home, parked our nice but relatively nondescript car alongside the large BMW and Mercedes limousines already there, and rang the bell nervously.

The door was opened by a uniformed housekeeper who quickly ushered us into a large living room where the other guests were gathered for cocktails. We were greeted warmly by all the Partners, reinforcing my belief that this would indeed be the evening I joined them on the Board.

Of course, this made both Amanda and me even more nervous.

Andy himself seemed to pay us extra attention too, making sure that our glasses remained full at all times, that the canapés passed us by often enough and that we were formally introduced to all the Main Board members and the firm's most prestigious clients.

He even remembered to introduce my wife as 'Amanda' rather than the Mandy she hated so much. She, of course, revelled in the event, her bright intellectual conversation and striking looks catching all the men and many of the women by surprise.

I felt immensely proud to have her at my side as we circulated through the crowd.

After the introductions, dinner was announced, and we filed through to the dining room. The table was large and there were name cards to show where everyone should sit. I was amused to see that Amanda had been seated between me and Andy, and that he paid her a great deal of attention throughout the meal.

His hands strayed to her arms and thighs on many occasions. True to form, Amanda took this in her stride, knowing better than to create friction on what could well be my Big Night. I was amused to see that, though she gritted her teeth, she did tolerate a lot more physical contact than usual, even when stroking fingers reached as high as her hem line.

The food was excellent as were the wines and afterwards, we adjourned to the terrace where coffee and post dinner drinks were being served. Andy was again solicitous, making sure we were never without a full glass, though I noticed he had slipped back into using the name Mandy again.

Amanda had apparently given up correcting him. She was even beginning to show signs of tipsiness, but in ways only I would notice.

For the next hour, Andy continued to steer us from guest to guest, his hand increasingly on my wife's back, with occasional forays to her buttocks. I silently prayed she wouldn't make a scene in front of the Partners, but she read the situation well and kept her temper, even when he caught her in a secluded corner and playfully lifted the back of her dress.

"I can't take much more of this," Amanda hissed when we managed to get a moment to ourselves. "I'm not a bimbo or a sex toy, and if he calls me THAT name again...!"

"You're doing brilliantly," I assured her. "Just keep playing the trophy wife for a little while more. There can't be much more to go before he makes the announcement."

IF he makes it, I added to myself anxiously.

"What?" Amanda jumped slightly, turning round suddenly.

"Why don't you two come into my study for a chat?"

The voice suddenly at my elbow was Andy's, as was the hand on my wife's bottom that had surprised her. She flashed her blue eyes at me in anger, but I remained calm.

"Of course," I replied.

My heart leaping with excitement. Had the moment we had been waiting for, actually arrived?

"Come this way!"

Chapter Six

Andy led us through the crowd, back into the house and into a large, old-fashioned room which looked more like a library than an office. It was full of books and had a large mahogany desk at one side, facing the curtained window. A smart computer and a large flat screen TV were almost the only concessions to modernity.

"Relax," he began, closing the heavy hardwood door behind us.

Amanda and I stood nervously on the large carpet, exchanging anxious glances.

"You've been with us for a long time now," he smiled at me. "You know I have always been impressed by your work and your dedication, as well as by your lovely wife."

He laughed as if it was a joke, but his hand fell onto Amanda's bottom again as he spoke. I saw her flinch at his touch, but she gritted her teeth and said nothing while I basked in his praise.

"What you don't know, is that I've taken a special interest in your work over the past couple of years," he continued. "The hours you and Mandy here have put in outside the office and without recognition, have been considerable. Dedication like this deserves a reward and tonight I hope we can put things straight between us."

"Thank you, Andy," I began but he cut me short.

"Have a look at the desk. I think you'll see something there to interest you."

With a tummy full of butterflies, I crossed to the desk and looked closely at the display of papers assembled there.

"What... What is this?" I asked, suddenly puzzled.

"Perhaps I should ask you that," Andy replied, his voice suddenly hard and devoid of its former friendliness. "Those are details of the fictitious staff, contractors and suppliers you have set up over the last few years in order to defraud the Company."

Amanda gasped. My blood ran cold, and my heart seemed to freeze.

"There might be earlier ones," Andy continued. "And I might have missed one or two, but those I am sure about suggest you've helped yourself to a good seven figures of my money."

The blood drained from my face and I felt faint, painfully aware of my wife's deep blue eyes boring into my soul as she learned brutally, the kind of man she had married.

But there was more to come.

"You covered your tracks well, but your arrogance eventually let you down. For the last six months you have been over-confident. Unlike your lovely wife here, your intellect isn't as top-notch as you think."

He stood closer.

"It never crossed your mind that I might be just as clever as you, did it? That I might be able to unravel your little network without you knowing? Did you honestly think I could have built a business this strong by being as simple as you seem to believe?"

I was gobsmacked! I had been so careful; taken such pains to hide my deception. Clearly, I had been wrong, and Andy was right. It hadn't crossed my mind that he would suspect me, let alone see through the financial smokescreen I had carefully constructed.

"Is this true?" Amanda asked sharply, her face an expression of mistrust, her body language a mix of anger and disillusion. "You didn't negotiate a raise? You're been stealing? You lied to me?"

"Indeed he has, Mandy," Andy addressed my astounded wife. "He's lied to us all."

"Amanda!" she corrected him automatically without thinking, but he barely noticed.

"Your last few years have been an illusion. The two of you have been living the high life on the firm's stolen money. You married a crook, Mandy."

She looked at me in disbelief, waiting for me to deny the allegations and defend myself.

"Say something!" she demanded, but I had no defence. There was nothing I could say.

Amanda looked at me thunderstruck. I looked pleadingly into those amazing blue eyes but could see nothing but disillusion and contempt.

"So," Andy continued. "You are going to jail. There are three security operatives waiting outside to detain you until the Police arrive." He turned to my wife. "I'm sorry to do this to you Mandy. You know how much I respect and admire you."

"Andy! Please," I begged. "Isn't there something we can do about this? I was going to pay the money back as soon as I got my Partnership. If you've found out this much, you know it's still possible!"

"How can I let you get away with it?" he demanded. "How can I work with someone I can't trust?"

"Please Andy! Let me prove it to you! Please don't do this to my wife and kids. I'll do anything..."

"Anything?" he demanded.

"Anything!" I felt desperate.

There was a long pause as if he was thinking carefully.

"Well, perhaps there might be a way..." he spoke quietly and slowly.

Amanda and I stood motionless, listening to his every syllable.

"Maybe there is a way to reach an... accommodation with the pair of you."

He stressed the word 'pair' ominously, but I missed its significance.

"What do you mean?"

I was really shaking now. The thought of a trial and then jail had me terrified. Any deal had to be better than that, and I clung to the idea desperately. Andy began to walk slowly around the room, his hands active as if explaining a fine point of financial law.

"The deal is this. The two of you have a simple choice. On the one hand I walk through that door and return with Security. You leave with the Police who will see nothing but embezzlement and fraud. They will prosecute you; we will provide the evidence and you will go to prison."

I felt my chest tightening but there was worse to come.

"Then when the Police have finished, our own Lawyers will get to work on you too. As you know, they are ruthless. They will take your house, your cars, your furniture. Your kids will have to leave school." He turned towards Amanda. "They will bankrupt the pair of you, while your husband languishes in prison."

He turned back towards me, his open hand pointing at Amanda.

"What will your lovely wife and family do for the five years you're in jail? That's the very least you'll get for a fraud on this scale."

I felt light-headed, my heart thumping in my ears. There was a stillness in the room as Andy paused for a long time.

"The alternative," he continued. "Is to come to some kind of special arrangement between us; something that benefits us both. I could still walk out of that door and announce that we have a new Junior Partner, as they are all expecting. You could still stay out of jail - that can't be bad for a start - and I could cover your misdemeanours here."

His words brought a shaft of daylight into my emotional darkness, but what would he want in return?

"In exchange, you would become 'my man' in Accounts. You would turn over all your unofficial income to me; and would start repaying the loans you took until they're all returned - with interest."

I hung on his every word, thankful for any sign of relief.

"It will take years," he went on. "But I could continue to cover for you during all that time, and when it's over things will be as if it never happened. You would keep your house, your place in the community, and your kids and neighbours would never know anything."

I stood with my mouth open, feeling Amanda's tense body alongside mine and her deep blue eyes burning angrily into me.

"You're thinking, why would I bother to do this for you? What incentive do I have to let a thief go free?" he continued.

I nodded, ashamed.

"Well, it's not the money of course, I already have plenty of that. No, what I get is a Junior Partner who will be completely and utterly loyal to me during the next few year, come what may. The way ahead is going to be very difficult, and the Board is not as uniformly loyal as they should be. I need your one hundred percent commitment to whatever plans I need to put in place, however questionable or unorthodox you might believe them to be."

This made sense; he would need unswerving support throughout the period of change Sanderson's was going to go through over the next few years. I could happily live being Andy's placeman in the Accounts division and compared to all I had already done and the potential ruination of my family, a few underhand tricks at work seemed well within my moral grasp.

I began to feel relieved. But he hadn't finished; the greatest and by far the worst demand was yet to come.

"And finally, of course," Andy said calmly but firmly. "The real incentive for me is that I get to sleep with your lovely wife every week until the debt is fully paid."

It took a few moments for the reality and magnitude of his words to sink in.

"What?!" I heard Amanda exclaim. "No way!"

Andy turned to speak directly to her.

"You might want to think about this for a moment, Mandy. The consequences of a refusal are significant. This is your best - your only chance to save your husband and your family. Besides, what's it to you? I'm very discreet and as they say, 'a slice off a cut loaf is never missed'".

"Don't include me in your dirty little deals. I'm not a prostitute; you can't buy me like a whore!!"

"Mandy! You wrong me! I wouldn't want you if you were simply a whore. Beautiful, fortune seeking women are ten-a-penny when you're as rich as I am. No, it's because you are so sweet, innocent and faithful that I'm even contemplating this deal at all."

Amanda's body language showed clearly how outraged and angry she was. Much of it was directed at Andy, but enough was coming my way for me to be unable even to look her in the eye.

"You're horrified now, I understand this," Andy continued. "The idea repels you, but please understand, if you agree to this little arrangement, there must be no more rejections, Mandy. I have been patient, but if this is to work, there must be no more contemptuous looks for me; just sweet, smiling whole-hearted enthusiasm - in and out of bed."

I stared at the two of them, open-mouthed.

"And you never know," he smiled. "You might even enjoy it. I'm told being in bed with me isn't an entirely unpleasurable experience."

Amanda stared at him, then at me, her piercing blue eyes full of fear, horror and accusation. But Andy still hadn't finished.

"I understand it's a difficult decision; jail or freedom; prosperity or destitution; fidelity or fornication. It's up to you two, but I'm not going to wait very long for your decision." He looked at his watch. "No longer than half an hour, in fact. Any longer than that and my guests will think something has gone seriously wrong"

Amanda looked at me again, her eyes pleading and accusing at the same time though she said nothing.

"I can't go to jail!" My voice sounded half-crazed with desperation. "We can't lose everything! Please Andy, there must be another way!"



"Sorry, this is the only deal on offer. It's the best I can do and it's better than you deserve."

He turned to Amanda.

"And what would it really cost you, Mandy? A few afternoons in bed? An acceptance that you're not really any better than the other women who have enjoyed my intimate company. It's not a lot to ask, and just think of the benefits! The lifestyle you and your family have learned to enjoy can continue without the fear of exposure!"

Still not a word passed her lips. Then Andy calmly picked up a new bottle of Scotch and, cracking it open, offered it to me.

"Why don't you pour a couple of glasses and talk it through? I'll be outside with my other guests."

He put the bottle down, walked towards the door then turned back towards me.

"Half an hour, no more!"

Chapter Seven

The door closed, and for a moment we stood in a terrible, tense silence. I filled two large glasses with whisky and carried one over to where Amanda was standing, a horrified look on her pretty face. My hand was shaking as I offered one to my wife.

To my surprise, she took it and downed a long draft. For a moment I could say nothing, silenced by the tears welling in her eyes. Finally I said quietly and pathetically:

"I'm so sorry Amanda."

"How could you?" she asked coldly, her eyes burning into me. "What kind of man are you, lying to me for so long? Have you got any other dirty little secrets I should know about? A mistress perhaps?"

"Christ, no!" I insisted. "This is all of it, I swear!"

Desperate to avoid her penetrating gaze, I looked anywhere except into her eyes as I pleaded.

"I just wanted us to have a nice life. I wanted to give you and our kids the best and... and the Partnership just wasn't coming fast enough. I did it for you too!"

"Don't try and blame me," she shouted then looked at the door before dropping her voice to a more discreet volume. "I didn't ask you to steal anything; that was your decision. All yours."

Amanda began to pace up and down in front of me, her anger growing by the moment.

"I've been married to a thief for how many years?"

I told her when it all started and how. It did not improve her temper.

"And you really thought you could get away with it? You really thought you were cleverer than anyone else? The arrogance alone is criminal."

She was right and now that it was too late, I could see it too.

"And now you've been caught, who has to pay the price? Not the thief; that would be far too easy. No, his stupid, gullible, trusting wife has to pay, that's who!"

Again there was no arguing. Again my devastatingly intelligent wife had hit the nail on the head.

"Now I have a choice; either become a whore or lose everything we have worked so hard for!"

She turned away as if to draw breath after her tirade. I couldn't think of anything to say; should I tell Andy to go to hell? Should I take my medicine and go to jail?

"We could say no; we could go bankrupt and..."

"And the kids get put out on the street and their father goes to prison," she sneered. "Everyone would know too. What it would do to them I can't begin to imagine! What kind of life would they have?"

Silence fell for a long time. The tension between us was electric. When Amanda eventually spoke, her voice was soft as if she was on the verge of tears.

"I've never slept with anyone but you, remember?"

"I know. I'm so, so sorry!"

The next few minutes were some of the worst of my life as I watched my lovely wife, the bright, intelligent, devastatingly attractive woman I adored, gradually adjust to the new reality that had been thrust upon her.

Her wonderful life, her beautiful dream house, her cars, clothes and holidays had all been built on fraud. She had married a crook and was faced with the prospect of losing it all or paying for it with her body.

Tears flowed freely, but she wouldn't let me comfort her, shaking my arm away several times. Disillusionment washed over her like a wave. It was almost unbearable to watch but throughout it all, the accusing brightness in her deep blue eyes remained.

"Two minutes!"

Andy's muffled voice came through the door. I stared imploringly at my wife and the mother of my children, watching the agonised expression on her sweet face change to one of resolution and determination.

"I don't have a choice, do I?" she stated, her voice angry but controlled.

"You mean you'll do it?" I asked, almost unable to believe my ears.

She took a long, deep breath.

"Yes I'll do it!" Her voice was hard and bitter but despite this, a wave of relief washed over me before she added: "But I'm doing it for myself and for the kids, not for you, understand?"

"Amanda, I don't know what to say."

"Then don't say anything! Let me try and come to terms with it all. I hadn't bargained on a career as a whore. It will take some getting used to."

There was a knock on the door and Andy entered with a broad smile on his face.

"Time's up! The others are getting curious and Security are asking whether we need the Police after all."

He turned to Amanda.

"What's it to be?"

I looked into my sweet, faithful wife's eyes one last time before replying. She paused then nodded silently.

"We agree!" I mumbled.

"Sorry?" he asked, as if he hadn't heard.

"He said we agree!" Amanda snapped.

Andy stepped back and clasped his hands together.

"Splendid! You've made the right decision - however hard it feels right now."

Amanda and I looked at each other again as Andy moved to my wife's side.

"Oh, I'm not saying there won't be a few teething troubles between you, but in a year's time you'll be pleased you agreed to this tonight." He ran his fingers through her long blonde hair. "It will be tough to begin with, but you'll soon get used to our arrangement."

"So, are we finished now?" Amanda asked sharply, stepping sideways away from his reach. "Won't your guests be feeling abandoned?"

She moved towards the door and I made to follow but before she could put her hand on the doorknob, Andy stopped her with a word.

"Wait!" he called. "Don't worry about my guests. They'll be fine; the fireworks are about to begin."

He crossed to the table and poured himself a Scotch then turned towards Amanda and took a long sip.

"Which leaves us just enough time to seal our agreement."

We both turned to face him, wondering what other secrets he might have hidden up his sleeve.

"As an act of good faith," he said slowly and clearly. "If this deal really is agreed, I think I should take the first payment on account."

"There's no way I can get that kind of money at this time of night!" I protested.

Andy laughed, genuinely amused.

"It's not that sort of payment I had in mind!"

Amanda and I stared at him, eyes wide. "What do you mean?" she asked, horrified.

"It's simple; we're going to seal the deal right here, right now!"

"What?"

"I mean Mandy, that our first fuck will take place here, now, in this room!"

"No!" she turned to me. "Say something! Do something!"

"What can I do?" I pleaded helplessly. "He's got all the cards!"

"Spineless bastard!"

"He's right Mandy," Andy interjected. "Think about it. You either go along with my plan or face the consequences. Besides, would your first extramarital fuck really be worse here and now than any other time?"

The look she gave me was so cold it could have frozen a bottle of vodka.

"Think of it as a gesture of goodwill," Andy said. "Just in case you have... shall we say 'second thoughts' about fulfilling your side of the deal after the Partnership has been formally announced!"

There was a long tension-filled silence before my wife finally spoke.

"Well, if that's what you both want," she said slowly and precisely, her blue eyes hard and looking at me contemptuously.

Andy smiled triumphantly. My chest ached. My lovely wife was about to let my Boss fuck her, the only man other than me ever to do so.

And it was all my fault. Full of self-pity, I picked up the bottle of Scotch and started to walk towards the door.

"Wait!" Amanda's voice rang out behind me. "If I am going to be forced to do this," she turned to Andy. "Then I want you to make him watch. I want him to see just what a sacrifice he's forcing me to make. If I don't have a choice; if I have to humiliate myself, then I want him to suffer too."

Andy smiled, clearly enjoying his victory.

"You're wasted in teaching, Mandy. A mind like yours should be working here. A woman like you deserves better than being married to a petty criminal."

He turned to me.

"Yes, you should stay and watch. Let's see how good all that stolen money feels when your lovely, sweet wife is fucked right in front of you. Lock the door!"

Chapter Eight

Stunned, I turned the key and heard the bolt slide across with a terrible finality. I turned back to face Andy and my wife, my heart thumping.

"Shall we begin?" he said as he turned towards Amanda. "Let's see what you're wearing under that wonderful dress. Let's see what you've been tantalising me with all evening. Lift it up!"

To my amazement, without argument Amanda slowly turned to face him, her back towards me and nervously taking the hem of her dress in both hands, raised it until her stocking tops were just visible.

"Hold-ups, my favourite," Andy smiled approvingly. "A little higher please! And the slip too!"

Silently Amanda did as she was told, raising the hem of her dress higher and higher until it reached her waist, and the pale skin of her upper thighs was clearly visible above her hold-ups. Her tiny black lace thong contrasted perfectly with the whiteness of her exposed skin.

From my place behind her, I could see her small firm buttocks clench with nerves.

"Turn around slowly!" Andy commanded.

My wife complied, her skirt and slip still held high, her lovely legs and hips and buttocks on full display to his openly admiring gaze.

As she turned her bottom towards him, her face was towards me and for an instant, our eyes locked together, her deep blue eyes burning into mine. I could feel the mixture of fear, loathing and humiliation racking her brain before I lowered my gaze, unable to look her in the face any longer.

"You really are an astonishingly beautiful woman, Mandy," Andy said softly. "It's such a pity we have so little time. Never mind; we'll make up for it another day."

Amanda closed her eyes and took a deep breath. I could feel her steeling herself for whatever demand was made next. It was not long in coming.

"I think we'd better lose that lovely dress," Andy said, turning to me. "She'll probably need a little help."

Dumbfounded, I padded over to where my wife stood, her dress still raised, her panties still on display. As I reached her side, she dropped the hem then turned her back towards me. Silently I took the top of the zipper in my fingers and smoothly drew it downwards. The dress fell forward along her arms and she caught it against her breasts.

"Does it feel good, helping your wife strip for me?" Andy whispered in my ear. My throat was too dry to reply. He laughed. "Let the dress go, Amanda. We don't want it to get... soiled, do we?"

Amanda let go of the dress. It slipped easily down her tall, slim figure and gathered around her ankles. She stood anxiously in her tiny black bra, thong, stockings and heel, the dark silk contrasting sharply with her pale skin while her straightened blonde hair fell smoothly down the length of her back.

Had I really married such a beautiful, sexy woman? And was I just about to lose her? My stomach churned.

"Very impressive," Andy said, walking around to view her body from every angle. "Now take off the bra."

Amanda slowly but obediently reached behind her back and flicked the bra's clasp. The loosened straps slid over her shoulders and down her arms. Instinctively she held the loose cups against her breasts to cover them.

"I appreciate your modesty Mandy, but I think it's misplaced," Andy said, amused.

He gently took my wife's hands in his and drew them slowly away from her chest. She offered little resistance and a moment later her bra had joined her dress on the floor at her feet. Amanda tried instinctively to cover her bare breasts with her hands, but he held her wrists firmly and guided her arms down to her sides.

My heart was thumping in my chest as my beautiful wife stood upright before him, bare-breasted, her small boobs firm and proud; their large dark nipples hardening in the warm, still air.

"Your breasts really are delightful," he said. "As small things so often are."

He took her right globe in his left hand and cupped it, kneading it gently until the nipple stood out even more firmly, before toying with the dark teat at its tip. Then his right hand took her left breast and toyed with its teat too, until both nipples stood proudly forwards.

I could see Amanda's hard, silent stare softening slightly under his touch. Her chest heaved as he fondled her and there was a slight tremor in her long, slim legs.

Was she getting aroused by all this?

Andy's expert fingers caressed and tweaked my wife's nipples until even I could see their extreme hardness. Then he suddenly them both and sighed.

"It's such a shame to rush things, but I must consider my other guests," he said sadly. "It's time to take off those tiny panties, Mandy. Slowly!"

She hesitated as if unwilling to take the next bold step of exposing her most private place to a stranger. So far, my wife hadn't revealed much more than her tiniest bikini would have displayed on a beach. On a very few occasions, she had even sunbathed topless, but exposing her naked vulva to another man would be a big step into the unknown.

Amanda looked across at me as if for support, but I could provide none.

"Come on, Mandy," Andy said impatiently. "We haven't got all night. If you've changed your mind, I'm sure Security are still waiting outside those doors!"

My wife took a deep breath then, to my amazement, slipped her fingers into the side of her thong and quickly pulled it down, over her smooth buttocks and along her slender, stockinged legs until it lay around her ankles with the rest of her discarded clothes.

As she rose to her full, impressive height, she tried to cover her sparse triangle of pale pubic hair with her hands. Andy simply chuckled.

"Again so modest, but it's not necessary. Take your hands away!"

She hesitated then I saw her hands tremblingly slip from her groin to her sides, leaving her naked pubic triangle fully exposed to Andy's view. From behind I could see her buttocks tense again and her stocking-covered knees trembling, but she stood, still and exposed in front of him, exactly as he had commanded.

"You are simply beautiful, Amanda!" Andy whispered, staring directly at my wife's groin. "And a real blonde too, I see! What a refreshing change!"

He laughed, but I could tell he was genuinely impressed with my wife's body. And who wouldn't be? Always tall, slim and blonde, her exercise and gym sessions had kept her fit and athletic despite having given birth twice.

For a moment I felt perversely proud that it was my wife's body standing there, naked and exposed in front of this powerful man. But then the appalling reality of my situation hit, and a double dose of guilt washed over me.

Meanwhile Andy's hand had dropped to Amanda's tummy where he was running his palm admiringly over her soft skin. A moment later, his fingers had descended to her thighs. For a moment I saw her struggle for balance, stepping out of her rumpled dress and panties to stand more steadily in her heels, her legs a little further apart.

Andy's probing fingers stroked up and down her legs, then suddenly dived deep between them until the flat of his hand was pressed firmly against my wife's groin. His arm moved and my wife winced; he must have touched her vulva for the first time.

Unsighted and powerless to intervene, I could do nothing but watch and imagine.

Andy's hand moved deeper between her thighs, again my wife winced, but this time instead of standing rigid and tense, her legs parted a little further, her knees bent slightly, and she began to rock forwards and backwards in time with the movement of his arm.

She was being fingered! My lovely, innocent wife was being fingered right in front of me.

Whatever her brain might have thought about this outrageous invasion of her private places, her body was clearly enjoying the experience. Spellbound, I slowly moved to get a better view. Andy watched me out of the corner of his eye but said nothing; continuing to explore my wife's most sensitive areas with his fingers.

Suddenly the muscles of his arms bunched. Amanda gasped. Oh my God, he had thrust his fingers deep into her vagina. He repeated the move with the same response, then began to move his hand back and forth, round and round, his hidden fingers expertly working inside her dampening female flesh.

Amanda gasped, and her legs opened wider still. I stared transfixed; was she simply trying to retain her balance, or was she instinctively offering him better access to her vulva?

I moved again, until I could see my wife's face clearly. Her eyes were closed; whether with pleasure or in horror I couldn't tell, but I could see Andy's fingers working unhindered, hard and fast in her groin. Amanda was clearly fighting against her rising arousal, but it was a fight she was losing and as his fingers rose to her clitoris, her knees trembled dangerously, and she grabbed his shoulders to steady herself.

"That's better!" he murmured. "I promised you would enjoy it!"

Amanda's eyes opened and immediately fell on me as I stood watching. A look almost of desperation flashed across her face, then vanished instantly as his deftly moving fingers found her clitoris once again and another bolt of shuddering pleasure passed through her.

"Mmmm!"

The sound that came from her mouth could have been pleasure, pain or protest, but whatever it was, it was not followed by any sign of physical resistance. My eyes flew to her groin to see both her vulva and his hand glistening with moisture as she lubricated copiously onto his expert fingers.

"Don't worry about him Mandy," Andy whispered, looking me straight in the eye. "Just relax and enjoy!"

He lifted her face to his and tried to kiss her on the lips, but despite her mounting arousal, she moved her mouth away and his lips touched her cheek instead. He tried a second time with the same lack of success.

"Very well Mandy, if you want to keep this business-like, I think it's time for me to fuck you properly, don't you?"

Releasing her vulva, Andy quickly unfastened his belt, lowered his zipper and in a single movement slid his trousers and shorts to his ankles.

"Jesus!"

I gasped aloud as the biggest cock I had ever seen sprang out from between the front flaps of his shirt.

Hearing my exclamation, Amanda looked straight down at Andy's groin, coming face to face with the monster erection that he proposed to stick into her.

"Oh God! Please no," she begged. "I've never... I've only ever... my husband's... It's too big!"

Andy smiled, clearly pleased with our joint reaction.

"Don't worry, I'll be careful. I know how inexperienced you are," he reassured her.

"But I've never..." she began, but he put a finger over her lips to silence her.

The finger must have smelled of her arousal because my wife immediately pulled a face and tried to move her nose away from his hand.

"Trust me! I'm very experienced," Andy said, amused at her reaction. "There'll be no permanent damage, I promise."

He took her trembling body by the shoulders and backed her up against the edge of his large, mahogany desk. I could see from her expression that Amanda was both afraid and angry, but at the same time driven by the unexpected strength of her arousal.



Andy eased her gently backwards until she was leaning with her buttocks perched on the desk's edge. As he manoeuvred her into position, Amanda's deep blue eyes reached out for mine as if screaming for me to stop this from happening.

But I could do nothing. Frozen to the spot, all I could do was watch as my wife was lifted onto the desk's large, varnished top. Seeing my helplessness, something within her seemed to snap and with a hard, determined expression on her face, she leaned back on her elbows.

As her deep blue eyes burned into mine, her unspoken words filled my head:

'This is all your fault. Your weakness and dishonesty put me here; don't you dare look away now. I hope this humiliates you every bit as much as it does me!'

My mouth opened and closed but no sound would emerge. I cowered beneath her relentless, accusing stare as she slowly opened her long, slender legs...

Chapter Nine

With a completely compliant woman before him, a look of triumph and determination spread across Andy's cruel but handsome face. Moving between my wife's open thighs, he prepared to mount her, raising and parting her stockinged legs even wider, giving him full, unimpeded access to her vulva and providing me with a clear view of her waiting, glistening sex.

It was already swollen and dripping with moisture, its well-fingered lips pink and parted.

I watched helplessly as Andy took his monster cock in his right hand and began to slide it up and down her slit until her had located the entrance to my wife's vagina. A moment later he had positioned its tip firmly between her inner lips.

He paused, his erect cock poised and ready to take my wife's fidelity. She gasped again and I felt my chest tighten frighteningly, my heart thumping until I thought I would faint.

An unbearable agony of anticipation flowed over me. I could feel Amanda's piercing blue eyes boring into me. If I looked into her face, I knew I would see the terrible mixture of pleading, fear, accusation, disgust and contempt that I, having put her in this position, fully deserved.

In all her life she had slept with only one man. She had been faithful; she had kept herself pure.

Now, thirty short minutes after learning how false and fragile our lifestyle had been, and how weak and dishonest the man she had married really was, she was about to pay the price of that dishonesty with her body.

In a few seconds time, she would know how it felt to have a bigger, more powerful man with a bigger, more powerful erection thrust inside her body. Andy would know what up till now, only I had known; how my wife's smooth, deep, tight, vagina felt wrapped around his shaft.

My sweet wife's precious fidelity and purity would be gone forever, she would become a different, disillusioned, despoiled woman, and all because of my greed and dishonesty.

Amanda called my name; despite my fear I looked up. Her deep blue eyes caught mine full-on and she fixed me with her penetrating gaze. However much I wanted, I couldn't tear my eyes away as between her spread thighs, Andy's body tensed and, slowly but firmly, he began to force his cock into my wife's wet, open vagina.

"Oh my Goddd!"

Amanda gasped in astonishment as Andy's thick, smooth head was thrust past her inner lips and plunged a short way into her deep, dark passage.

"Nnnnnghhh"

She moaned, part in pain, part in pleasure as her body tried to adjust to his unfamiliar size. I gulped, my eyes fixed on the mating couple, my chest so tight I could hardly breathe.

It had actually happened. Right there, right then, another man's erect cock was actually inside my beautiful, sexy wife's vagina.

And it was all my fault!

"Oh God! Oh Jesus!"

Andy had pulled himself back until just his smooth head was still between her lips, then thrust himself forwards again, this time plunging deeper until two thirds of his substantial length was buried inside her.

"Oh my sweet God!"

Amanda cried aloud as a wave of overwhelming and completely unexpected pleasure surged through her newly penetrated body. Her deep blue eyes short from mine to fix on Andy's, her body rigid, her hands reaching out towards his waist, as if trying to push him away, but not quite being able or willing to do so.

"Please! It's too big!" she begged, her raised legs trembling.

Whether her plea was to me or to Andy I will never know, but there was to be no rescue. I stood, frozen to the spot, watching my lovely, innocent wife's face contorted in a new mixture of pain, pleasure and surprise. Andy drew back his shaft for a third time, then thrust himself slowly but inexorably into her defenceless vagina once again, this time pausing with only an inch of his extraordinary length still outside.

"Please," she begged again. "It hurts! It hurts!"

"Shhhh!" he whispered. "You'll be fine. Trust me, you can take it all."

"But..."

"Relax, you'll enjoy it, I promise."

I could see a momentary look of relief on Amanda's face as he pulled back one final time, before driving himself powerfully forward again. The force of his thrusting hips lifted her legs even higher and wider apart until his coarse pubic hair ground roughly against her downy triangle and he was finally there, his huge cock fully embedded in my wife's vagina.

"Christ! Oh Jesus Christ!"

Amanda wailed as Andy's hips smacked hard against the underside of her buttocks, driving her bodily up the desk, sending a pile of papers onto the floor above her head.

For a moment, the whole room froze. I stared helplessly at the couple on the desk; the most beautiful woman in the world lying there, her newly violated body impaled on this man's thick, dark shaft. She was panting as her body tried to adjust to the huge, unfamiliar invading phallus, her eyes open wide in fear and anticipation.

And then he began to fuck her!

Slowly at first, so slowly I could see her lips stretched tightly around his wet, shiny shaft, Andy began to move in and out of my wife's vagina. Beginning with short strokes, his speed and power built slowly but inexorably, his cock growing wetter; glistening with her juices as his thrusts grew longer and deeper.

Helpless beneath him, Amanda began moaning in time with his strokes, her stockinged legs flailing wide, then curling around Andy's back as if to hold him closer to her as his speed and power increased.

"MMMM!!"

Her hands, which had at first appeared to be pushing him away, now grabbed at his upper arms, her fingernails dug into his biceps as he fucked her harder and faster. As his speed increased, her moans grew louder too until, to my amazement, her head was thrown violently forwards, her back arched, her hips tiled sharply downwards and her whole body erupted in an orgasm so powerful and so completely unexpected that it seemed to frighten all three of us.

"AaaaaaaahhhhhhhHHHHH!"

I couldn't believe my eyes or ears! In all our years of adventurous lovemaking, Amanda had never responded this quickly or strongly before. This was an orgasm as intense as any I had seen.

And he had barely started fucking her!

"Good girl!" Andy whispered, as she spasmed beneath him.

"Please..." she wailed.

Ignoring her feeble protests, his powerful thrusts continued relentlessly and a dozen strokes later, another wave of orgasm rippled visibly through her body. Amanda called out my name as she came, but in her ecstasy, I couldn't tell whether she needed my help or wanted to torment me with her pleasure.

In either case, intervention was impossible. I was incapable of doing anything other than watch spellbound as my lovely wife was fucked hard and expertly before my helpless eyes.

As soon as the second wave of her orgasmic trembling began to fade, Andy resumed his slow deep thrusting. His cock glistened with the juices that now flowed freely and messily from wife's body, pulling back until just the head of his cock was at her entrance before plunging forcefully into her again.

The response was immediate. New, deeper moaning sounds filled the room in time with each thrust as Amanda's arousal began to soar. The speed of his thrusts increased; her moaning increased in rhythm and a new sound began to make itself heard; that of two highly lubricated bodies colliding every time Andy's erect cock bottomed out inside my wife's vagina.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

"OhmyGoooDDDD!"

Climaxing freely and helplessly, Amanda's legs wrapped themselves around his waist, then rose high up his back before falling helplessly and grotesquely apart as the force of his thrusts drove her bodily along the desk's slippery surface.

She grabbed wildly at his arms, then at his shoulders, then his face, her deep blue eyes locked fully on her lover's as she came closer and closer to a third and much more intense climax.

I moved slowly towards them as if in a dream. My sweet, faithful wife was being fucked across my Boss' desk like I had never seen anyone fucked before. As I drew closer to their mating, the deep, pungent smell of a woman in full heat grew stronger and stronger until it was overwhelming, filling my nostrils and fuddling my brain.

I stared at my wife's violated groin and the thick shaft that was plunging into it again and again. A rim of white foam had formed around its base as her flowing juices were churned into a thick, strong smelling cream.

Small, high-pitched yelps of pleasure escaped her lips each time his cock bottomed out within her body, plumbing her deepest recesses and battering her cervix mercilessly until finally, she reached the massive, mind-numbing, all-consuming climax that had been building within her.

"Ooooooohhhhhhhh!!"

"Cum for me, Mandy! Cum for me!"

Andy's voice was low and harsh, his thrusts brutal and completely merciless.

"Ooooooowwwwwjeeesssussss!"

The sound that broke from my wife's mouth as the first wave of her most powerful orgasm broke over her, was unintelligible and incoherent but sent a message loud and clear even to my dazed brain. And when the next, even greater wave struck, depriving her of the power of speech entirely, there was no doubt in my mind that my sweet wife was having the orgasm of her life.

On her back, on my Boss' desk, dressed only in hold-ups and heels and with me, her husband watching every thrust, she was being fucked to within an inch of consciousness.

Her hands flew to her breasts as she came, then to Andy's hips, then to his face, then back to his shoulders as wave after wave rolled over her, sending violent tremors throughout her sweet body.

His thrusts were growing wilder too, shorter, faster and uncontrolled, his rhythm broken as his climax approached. Even in my dazed stupor, I recognised what was about to happen but still my mind and body would not react.

"NnnnnNNNGGGHHH!"

Andy's hips were almost a blur as he slammed into Amanda's vagina with his final short, sharp thrusts and his own climax descended upon him. Any resistance that remained, evaporated in an instant as the final, overwhelming tsunami of orgasm wracked her body.

My mind screamed at me that another man was about to cum in my wife. That in a few seconds, the body that had only known my semen would be awash with Andy's. That the womb that in which our two wonderful children had grown, would soon be flooded by a stranger's sperm.

Something deep within me cried out that there was still time; that if I acted quickly and decisively, I could still save her. But something deeper and stronger drowned out that plaintive voice, leaving me frozen, completely incapable of action even at this late stage.

Then suddenly it was all too late. The decision was taken out of my hands as Andy's climax began in earnest. His back tensed, his buttocks clenched, and his body went into spasm as he slammed himself violently into the red, raw, meat that was my wife's vagina.

Amanda's long, slender legs were gripped tightly in his arms, pulling her bodily onto his thrusting cock, forced every last millimetre of its length as deep into her as it could possibly go, grinding his pubic hair hard against hers, grunting hoarsely with every thrust before, with a loud triumphant moan, he finally began to cum.

I held my breath, still incapable of movement as Andy began to ejaculate inside my wife's exhausted body. Completely unprotected, his semen flowed freely within her open body, cascading against her battered cervix as his cock and balls discharged their sticky cargo.

"Oh fucking YYYEEESSSSSS!"

Andy's ejaculation seemed endless. Unable to tear my eyes away, all I could do was watch as his throbbing cock pumped rope after rope of semen into my still-climaxing wife. Amanda's hands were on his arms, on his shoulders, on his hips, pulling him deeper into her body with every stroke as if desperate not to miss a single drop of his precious fluid...

Then finally and mercifully, his thrusting slowed to a halt. For what seemed an age they remained motionless, Amanda on her back, legs spread grotesquely wide, her lover's cock buried deep in her body, his buttocks twitching slightly as the final spasms of ejaculation faded.

Then it was over.

The room fell silent as Andy slowly withdrew his softening cock from my wife's gaping vagina, both gasping for breath. As his body left hers, I heard my wife sigh in instinctive disappointment before her body went limp and she fell back onto the desk.

Andy stood above her panting, gazing down on his most recent conquest. On his face was an expression of admiration and respect on his face.

"That's quite a wife you've got there," he smiled at me as he pulled his shorts and trousers back over his red, flaccid cock. "I can see this is going to be a great deal for at least two of us."

Stunned, I took a step forward to look down at the inert body of my conquered wife as she lay limp and exhausted on the desktop, her legs spread wide, her sweet face flushed pink from her many orgasms.

"Are you okay?" I asked, my voice trembling.

Amanda opened those deep blue eyes to look into mine and nodded slowly. There were tears in them now as she lay spread-eagled, her sticky red vulva grotesquely displayed, a trickle of juices pooling on the desk beneath her bottom.

She whispered my name, and I raised my eyes from her puffy, sore vulva to her face. Her deep blue eyes were still dreamy, but she offered me her hand. I took it, helping her to her feet where she tottered unsteadily on her heels, leaning on my arm for support.

I scooped up her bra and she slipped it back on, her hands shaking so badly I had to fasten the clasp for her. I gathered up her designer dress then helped her into it, drawing it slowly and carefully up over her still-trembling hips then smoothing it down as best I could.

Her make-up was smudged, and her hair tousled. The pink flush in her face and chest and the powerful aroma of recent sex that emanated from her body, screamed out her recent penetration and multiple orgasms.

"Well, how was your first instalment?" Andy asked, straightening his shirt and pulling on his jacket, "Not as bad as you'd feared, I would guess."

Neither Amanda nor I could respond or even look at each other. Andy saw our discomfort and chuckled, then stooped to pick up something from the floor. He turned and pressed it into my hand.

I looked down to see it was Amanda's tiny thong, scrunched up and very damp.

"Keep this as a souvenir," he said, looking me straight in the eye. "You're going to have quite a collection by the time all that debt is paid off."

I slipped the panties into my trouser pocket.

"Every Wednesday, four pm, Mandy," he said to my wife then turned to me. "This is the address."

He reached into his jacket and produced a small card with a hand-written address on it.

"She doesn't work Wednesday afternoons, does she? It will give her plenty of time to look her best - and we know how good her best can be! Perhaps she can wear some of those expensive dresses that I appear to have bought her!"

Amanda shook her head, trying to look him in the eye but failing. There were tears running down her cheeks.

"There's a sink and a mirror in the closet there," he said softly, nodding towards a compartment half concealed by the bookcases. "Take your time and straighten yourself up. We don't want everyone to know about our little arrangement."

Amanda nodded, then tottered unsteadily towards the closet, her eyes lowered. I watched her stiff, unfamiliar gait and my stomach churned.

My head was spinning as Andy turned to me cheerfully and took me by the arm.

"Come on then. Cheer up! I think I have an announcement to make now, don't you, Mister Junior Partner?"

He led me towards the study's main door leaving my dazed, freshly fucked wife alone in the room.


Corporate Bodies Pt. 03: Reality

Chapter Ten

The hour after Andy led me out of the room and into the waiting crowd passed in something of a daze.

The study door closed behind us with a clunk, leaving Amanda alone to deal with the messy physical aftermath of her unexpected copulation. The emotional aftermath would have to wait. As Andy and I passed into the main room, the expectant guests turned to greet me.

Then, with a short speech and much backslapping, my promotion to Junior Partner was announced.

Had my head been in the right place, I would have enjoyed the many and sincere congratulations that came my way. But it wasn't. Stunned by all I had just witnessed all I could do was smile dumbly and try to feel the goodwill around me.

A glass of champagne was thrust into my hand. I downed it almost in one. It was immediately replaced and as I sipped the second more slowly, I noticed my wife slipping out of the study door and trying discreetly to make her way around the crowd to the Ladies' Room. She was unsuccessful in this, the eager wives of other Partners drawing her reluctantly into the crowd where more champagne was thrust upon the pair of us.

Amanda looked very uncomfortable indeed, though she had fixed her make-up almost perfectly and was playing the happy, supportive wife as well as her traumatised body and newly unfaithful mindset would allow. Only I could see the pain and sadness in her eyes, especially when her warmly congratulating female friends told her over and over again how lucky she was to have a confident and successful man like me for a husband.

The expression on her face when her eyes caught mine was enough to prevent me being anything but humble.

Eventually I had to escort her to the Ladies' Room myself before being drawn into the celebrations once again. She remained there for a long time before emerging. Twice more in the next hour, I saw her head to the Ladies again but at the time, didn't grasp the significance.

It was after midnight when we drove home together. Amanda sat silently in the front passenger seat for almost the entire journey, her body language making it clear that conversation with me was unwanted. We were nearly home before I could contain myself no longer and spoke hesitantly to the huddled form in the seat alongside me, staring through the passenger window and into the darkness of the night.

"Are you okay?" I ventured.

It was a pathetic start but at least the ice was broken.

"How the Hell do you think I am?" Amanda snapped. It was uncharacteristically aggressive, but I deserved it.

"I... I'm not sure," I stammered.

The response was immediate and shocked me.

"You just watched your Boss fuck your wife to save you from jail, and you're not sure if she's okay?"

She was hissing with a passion I had never seen before. I had hardly ever heard her use the 'f' word, let alone with such venom.

"Amanda I..." I began but she cut me off.

"And I've got to let him fuck me every week for God knows how long until you've paid back all that money! You've just turned your wife into a whore, and that's all you can say is 'I'm not sure'?"

"I'm so sorry. I'm really, really sorry. I just don't know how to say it."

"So it seems!" her voice was quieter now but hard and controlled.

There was a long pause. I didn't dare speak; anything I might say would almost certainly be wrong.

"Still, you're the Big Man now, you're the Junior Partner," Amanda eventually said bitterly. "Did you enjoy all the congratulations and back-slapping."

"How could I have done anything else?" I protested, trying weakly to defend myself.

She ignored me completely, staring me angrily ahead as her voice became even colder.

"You just stood there drinking champagne while I had to try and stop your Boss's semen trickling down the back of my legs. In front of everyone!"

Oh my God! Of course, all those times had she tried to escape to the Ladies' Room!

Christ! Andy must have left one hell of a lot of cum inside her.

"I'm so, so sorry," I repeated, trying hard to keep the car straight on the road. "I don't know what else I can say. "

"It doesn't seem to have crossed your mind that he didn't use any protection and I'm not on the pill!"

"Jesus, Amanda!" I gasped.

She was right. In all the excitement and humiliation, it really hadn't occurred to me. But it was true; after my vasectomy we hadn't had to think about birth control at all. Andy had fucked Amanda bareback and cum copiously in her entirely unprotected body.

"Think about it now, 'Junior Partner'!" she hissed angrily. "Do you like the idea of your wife getting knocked up by your Boss?"

We travelled in silence for a few minutes, my mind spinning. On top of all I had just seen, could she really be pregnant too?

"It's not my fertile time," she said eventually, calming down a little. "I'll get the morning after tablets first thing tomorrow, and go back on the pill properly next week, okay?"

"Thank you," was all I could manage to say.

There was another pause followed by a long sigh.

"It looks like I'm going to need birth control for a long time now, doesn't it?"

Her words, though justified, hurt badly. But I breathed a silent sigh of relief as we drove home in silence, the air in the car pungent with the smell of recent sex.

Once home, Amanda immediately took herself upstairs. A minute later I heard the shower running. I made fresh coffee in the kitchen then carried two mugs upstairs along with two large brandies. As I entered our bedroom, my wife had just come out of the shower and had a large white bath towel wrapped around her lovely slim body.

"Do you feel any better now?" I asked, offering her the tray.

She chose the brandy, drank it down in one gulp then grimaced.

"I feel cleaner," she replied, sitting on the bed. "On the outside at least." She shrugged. "I guess this is something I'll have to get used to."

"You have every right to feel angry," I said, ashamed.

After taking off my jacket and tie, I sat close by her on the mattress. She smelled fresh and clean, but her face and chest were still flushed from her recent orgasms.

"I think I deserve the whole truth now, don't you?" she asked quietly but firmly. "Absolutely everything."

She was right and I knew it. In truth, it was a relief to get it all off my chest; to confide in her all the stratagems and subterfuges I had used. Andy's investigations had been very thorough indeed, but even he hadn't uncovered all of my illegal efforts.

For the next hour we went through all I had done in detail, over and over again. This time I was completely open about how I had deliberately defrauded the company to give us the lifestyle we wanted for ourselves and our kids.

I tried to explain that there really had been a plan to repay the money - at least at first - but that it had all got out of hand, and now even those good intentions had been thwarted by being discovered.

Amanda's incisive mind asked all the difficult questions I had dreaded. All I could do was answer honestly and directly. When I had finished, she could not believe I had been so stupid and now, of course, neither could I.

"You could still pull out of the deal," I told her when she had asked all she wanted. "It might not end in jail."

"Jail or no jail, it would mean bankruptcy," she replied. "How could we live then? Everything would change. Think of the damage it would do to the kids if it got round that their father was a crook. No, there's no way out of this apart from Andy's deal."

I hung my head in shame.

"Besides," she added with resignation. "The damage is already done! I'm a whore now, aren't I? I've been fucked for money. Have you thought how you're going to feel about that because I have no idea how I'll live with it!"

I reached across and held her hand. Her body tensed at first, then relaxed a little.

"You're a wonderful wife and mother who cares about her family." I insisted, very much aware that it was my actions that had put her in this invidious position. "What you were prepared to do for us is beyond belief!"

"What you did was beyond belief too," she hissed.

"I know. I'm so, so sorry. I'd do anything to put it right."

"He doesn't want you though. He wants me!"

"I know. I'm sorry."

"For Christ's sake stop saying you're sorry. I know you're sorry. I'm sorry! We're all sorry!"

There was a pause. I tried to hold her hand, but she bunched them both into fists.

"What if it changes things between us?" she eventually asked. "What if you can't bear to live with a whore? How will you feel when I come home afterwards, and you know what I've been doing? What if you can see the signs on my body? He's going to fuck me every week for what could be years, remember that!"

"I swear, Amanda, I will never leave you or think less of you for doing this. If you'll stick with me, I'll stick with you, no matter what happens."

"You swear?"

"I swear!"

I took her in my arms and hugged her as closely as she would let me. The towel fell away, and I could see her orgasm-flushed chest clearly. My heart and loins ached.

"They say Andy always keeps his promises," I said in a vain attempt to comfort her.

"I guess we're going to find out," she replied quietly.

Chapter Eleven

Hours later I lay awake, watching the clock on the dresser counting away the night hours. Beside me, Amanda slept fitfully, exhausted but troubled.

What had I done to her and to my family? Had I really turned my wife into a whore? Had I really made myself a cuckold too?

Could our marriage possibly survive this onslaught?

My mind tormented me with vivid images of all I had seen that night; of my wife's first ever infidelity; of the look of shock on her face as for the first time in her life, another man's erect penis entered her body. Of the extraordinarily conflicted feelings that flashed through me as I had watched myself both being cuckolded and saved from jail at the same time.

But the images that simply would not go away were those of my sweet, intelligent wife and the mother of our two children reaching orgasm after orgasm on another man's cock in a way she had seldom if ever achieved on mine.

"Are you awake?" Amanda's voice was soft and slightly dreamy.

"I can't sleep," I replied. "Can you?"

"Not really," she replied. "I'm too mixed up, too confused."

She sounded it too. In the stillness of the night, her entirely justified anger of earlier had completely gone, replaced by a wounded, insecure vulnerability that was as unfamiliar as the anger had been.

"I'm sure you are. I'm so sorry this has all fallen on you. If I'd known..." I began, but then stopped.

It had all been said already. Silence descended for a while then, just as I thought she had fallen asleep again, she spoke.

"How did you feel, watching me?" she asked in a low, quiet voice.

"What?"

"Did you enjoy watching me being fucked?"

"Of course not!"

Part of me was stunned by her continued free use of the 'f' word; something that had never happened before in all our relationship. My reply was automatic, but as the words left my mouth, I knew they weren't true.

What was more, I was sure Amanda knew it too. My bright, intelligent wife knew that beneath the horror of watching her being fucked to orgasm by another man, I had found the whole thing incredibly, unbearably, almost frighteningly arousing.

This disturbed me more than I could understand; certainly, more than I could tell her.

"You didn't even try to stop it happening. You just stood and watched him do it to me," her voice was still soft, but the accusation was clear.

"I know. I don't know what came over me," I told her honestly. "At first it was shock, I guess. Then perhaps it was fear of breaking the deal before it had even started."

"There was more to it than that," she insisted. "The look on your face when he... when I..."

Her voice faded to silence. I gulped nervously, knowing only too well what she meant, but unable to say the words aloud. I could barely admit them to myself. To my shame, I tried to deflect some of the blame back onto my wife.

"Maybe I should have felt differently," I replied nervously. "But we had both agreed it should happen, and once it had started; once he was actually inside you, it looked like you were really enjoying it. It didn't look like you wanted me to stop it."

Amanda shuddered visibly. I expected her to scream at me again but instead she fell silent for a full minute.

"Was it that obvious?" she eventually asked.

I almost choked in shock.

"What?" I said once again, sitting up in surprise. "You mean..."

She nodded, her eyes unable to meet mine. There was a long pause. My heart was thumping in my chest as the terrible words came out of her sweet mouth.

"I did enjoy it. I didn't want to; I thought I would hate it as much as I hated him. I didn't want him to even touch me, let alone fuck me, but one he had started..."

"You just couldn't help yourself?" I suggested.

I felt rather than heard her nod her head alongside me.

"I wondered whether that was it," I continued. "I've never seen you cum as hard as that in your whole life! Not once in all our years of lovemaking have you come anywhere near the orgasms Andy gave you!"

"It's true. I've never felt like that before."

"And at the end, when he came, you wanted that inside you too, didn't you?"

There was another movement which I took for a nod.

"You were reaching out for him, pulling him into you, wrapping your legs around him..."

I felt her shoulders move again, and realised she was crying in the darkness.

"Darling," I whispered, holding her stiff body tightly.

"Are you disgusted with me now?" she sobbed.

"Why would you think that?" I asked, stunned.

There was a long pause.

"Because I'm disgusted with myself."

I had not been expecting this. Anger, yes. Resentment and accusations; of course, but self-disgust?"

"That's ridiculous," I insisted sincerely. "You could never disgust me. Never. You did what you had to do. We agreed, there wasn't a choice, was there?"

"But I should have hated it," her voice was getting louder and more emotional. "It's bad enough being fucked at all; I shouldn't have let it happen like that. I shouldn't have allowed myself to enjoy it so much.

"I feel dirty, I feel soiled, disgusted. I feel ashamed."

She continued to sob. I squeezed her tighter.

"Amanda, look at me. It's good that you enjoyed it. I'm pleased you got so much pleasure, "I whispered, though it was an outrageous lie. "It would have been far worse if you'd hated it, wouldn't it? You mustn't feel guilty. I'm the guilty one here."

"Do you really mean it?" she asked through her tears. "You still feel the same about me?"

"Of course, I do."

It was a lie. No man's feelings could possibly remain unchanged after all that had happened, especially if he was responsible for the whole sorry thing.

She cried a while longer, her chest rising and falling under the duvet.

"Will you make love to me?" she eventually asked.

"You really want me to?" I asked, surprised.

"I need to believe you still love me," Amanda replied, her deep blue eyes full of pain. "Even though I'm soiled now."

"I will always love you, no matter what you have to do. I swear it," I insisted, this time with more conviction. It was nothing but the truth after all.

"Then will you? Please?"

In reply, I rolled over and gently mounted her battered body, raising her night dress to her waist. Her long legs parted for me and a moment later I was positioned at her entrance, ready to penetrate her recently violated vagina.

Even in the darkness I could see how puffy and distended her outer lips had become, how raw and open her slit still was and the dark hole of her gaping entrance.

"Are you sure you want this?" I asked.

"I need to feel you inside me," she replied. "I need to know we're still... still us!"

I gently pressed myself forward, my very-erect cock parting her inner lips. She gasped and wriggled her hips. I pressed forwards again, opening her entrance and smoothly penetrating her well-used vagina.

Amanda winced as I entered her, the discomfort clearly greater than she had expected. I backed off immediately, but she pulled me towards her again.

"It's okay," she whispered.

"But it's hurting you..."

"Please. I need you!"

Slowly and carefully, I pressed my hips forward, driving my erect cock deeper and deeper into my wife's vagina. There was no hint of resistance; I slipped full-length into her in a single smooth thrust. As I bottomed out inside her, my pubic hair ground against her mound.

Amanda winced again and bit her lower lip hard as my erection found its place within her body.

"Sore?" I asked. She nodded.

The pain was clearly visible in those deep blue eyes, but there was something else there too; something new and for both of us, entirely unexpected.

What in God's name had he done to her? Amanda and I had enjoyed passionate, energetic sex many times, but I had never left her as raw or open as this. Her usual tightness was completely gone, her dark cavern loose and slippery around my shaft.

My head span as, for the first time in my life, I tasted the bittersweet pleasure of sloppy seconds.

The vagina in which my cock now lay, and which until that night had known only my erect cock, had only hours before been fucked hard by another, much larger, much more effective tool. Worse, another man's semen pervaded the strong-smelling juices which even now surrounded my rock-hard shaft and swollen head.

I knew some men fantasised about becoming a cuckold; of letting or even watching their wives have sex, make love or be fucked by other men.

I was not one of them.

My contempt for Mike when I learned he had actively brought about his wife Yvonne's infidelity with Andy, had been absolute. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined anything like this could happen to me; to us.

Never had I imagined that before my horrified eyes, I would become a cuckold myself, helplessly watching my wife's fidelity being torn from her, then eagerly taking whatever leftovers her lover chose to leave.

And yet there I was. There we were. The deed had been done and could not now be undone. My heart ached and my stomach churned as images of the night's terrible ordeal flashed through my mind.

The shame weighed heavily on me, the emotional pain was almost unbearable, but despite this, there was no denying the extraordinarily arousing sensations that were flowing through me, radiating outward from my groin.

"Be gentle, please!"

I was as loving and as gentle as a husband could be with a wife he had just watched being fucked by another man. My natural male instinct was to fuck her hard and violently, to reclaim the woman that had been taken from me; to reassert my position as Alpha Male in the household.

But it would have been entirely the wrong thing. Fighting hard against those feral passions, I thrust myself as calmly and rhythmically as I could, in and out of my wife's semen-smooth, gaping vagina. She was too open and too wet to provide the tight stimulation I would normally enjoy, but my arousal was as high as it had ever been, and after less than three minutes of slow, smooth strokes, I added my own spermless semen to the remains of Andy's cum that must still have been inside her vagina, if not her womb.

"You didn't cum," I said as I withdrew from her body and rolled alongside her.

"It's okay," she said.

But I could tell it wasn't okay at all. After the orgasms Andy had delivered, I wondered whether she would ever cum with me again.

Moments later I heard another soft sob.

"Amanda," I urged her. "Talk to me! Please! You know you can tell me anything! Anything that will make you feel better! Tell me how much better he was in bed if it would help! I could see it was good for you!"



"That's just the problem," she finally said, gazing up into the darkness and taking a deep breath. "It wasn't just good; it was unbelievably good. It was like nothing I've ever experienced before!"

Her eyes were wide open now, staring blindly into the darkness.

"Perhaps that was because it was new; because you had only ever done it with me before," I suggested.

"Maybe," she replied anxiously. "But whatever the reason, it was by far the best sex I've had in my whole life. I never dreamed sex could be that good! Never! He made me feel... Oh my God! ... like nothing I've ever felt before!"

My mind was spinning now. What had my loving, lovely, previously innocent wife just told me?

But she hadn't finished.

"Can't you see? I'm ruined now! I never expected to feel this way with anyone! I never knew I could feel this way at all! If that's what having sex with Andy feels like, I'm not sure I can ever turn my back on it. Part of me wants it even now! Part of me needs it badly! Part of me wants him to fuck me again and again!"

"Oh my God, Amanda! What are you saying?"

She looked me full in the face, her deep blue eyes glowing in the darkness like I had never seen before.

"Amanda!" I exclaimed, astonished. "My sweet Amanda..."

"That's just the point," she interrupted. "I'm not just your sweet Amanda anymore. After tonight, part of me has changed; maybe forever. Can't you see that?

"You mean..."

"I mean part of me isn't dreading seeing him next week. Part of me is looking forward to it!"

"Amanda!"

"It's true," she started into my eyes. "Right now, part of me actually wants to be Andy's whore!"

Chapter Twelve

I woke later than usual the next morning after a few hours of troubled sleep. It took a moment or two for the reality of our new situation to rush in on me. The bed next to me was empty and I could hear the shower running close by. My wife must be ridding herself of the last remnants of evidence of her infidelity and the messy copulation with me that had followed last night.

Last night!

Was it really only hours ago that I had set off for the party, full of excitement and expectation, my sweet, innocent, beautiful wife at my side? The night had brought so many changes it was impossible to know or even guess what might happen next.

I lay on my back and tried to gather my thoughts.

On the positive side, after years of hard work and careful planning, I was definitely now a Junior Partner in firm. It had been formally announced and would be very hard for Andy to back out of. Ahead of me lay a considerably higher salary, a huge year-end bonus, car, holiday; pension, and of course the social and professional status that went with it.

What was more, the 'unofficial loans' I had awarded myself over the past years could be paid back over time and the threat of being jailed for fraud was, for the moment, lifted.

Of course, it meant I had to back Andy's position with the Board on the major takeover events that were planned for the coming years, but I would probably have supported him anyway just out of loyalty.

But there was a downside to this 'deal with the devil' that was hard just to think about; let alone accept.

Few husbands could be happy with the idea of their wives sleeping with another man at all, let alone on a regular basis. But as if that wasn't bad enough, Andy and his extraordinary cock had apparently done such a comprehensive job of fucking my wife that she had reached heights of orgasm more extreme than she had ever dreamed existed and had never come close to achieving before.

And I had watched it all happening right in front of me.

Amanda's confession in the small hours that having experienced such incredible sex once, she was now worried she wouldn't be able to live without it would be difficult for any man to hear, harder still for the husband of a bright, intelligent, stunningly attractive woman who had up till then known only one lover.

The sound of the shower in the bathroom came to an end. I shook my head to clear the remaining fuzziness as the en-suite door opened and Amanda entered the room looking sweet and innocent with fresh white towels wrapped around her slim body and wet hair. She looked tired too, but otherwise there was little to indicate the momentous change that had occurred in our relationship.

"Oh! You're awake," she said.

Her tone of voice wasn't exactly affectionate, but it wasn't angry either. It reassured me, though I didn't deserve it. I looked at her closely, seeking signs of the emotional turmoil that had so surprised me in the night. But there was none; she was moving and talking with her usual confidence; a confidence that belied the tearful self-doubt and self-disgust that had racked her during the night.

"How are you feeling now?" I asked, pulling off the duvet and perching on the edge of the mattress.

"Sore and confused," she admitted with a frown. "But getting better. I've been for a run. It's amazing how the fresh air helps give a clearer perspective."

"Is that perspective good?" I asked apprehensively.

"I'm not sure. I learned a lot last night; a lot of it about you. I didn't like some of it at all."

I hung my head. If our marriage wasn't over, it had to be damaged at the very least. In many ways, I knew I deserved to be abandoned to my fate, but my wife's next words suggested this wasn't what she had in mind.

"But to be honest, I learned a lot about myself too, and I didn't like some of that either."

"Do you think we can get through this?" I asked, hoping against hope that her co-operation with Andy meant that she still cared enough for us to stay together. "Do you still want to?"

"I've thought about it a lot,"" she replied.

"And come to a decision?"

She sighed deeply.

"I don't see that I have much choice. I can't face losing everything we've built together, even if it wasn't honest. And there's the kids too, I can't let them get hurt. But it won't be easy."

"That's a serious understatement," I snorted.

"It won't be easy for either of us," she said coldly. "I can't ever again be the person I was before last night, physically or emotionally. And I won't be able to think of you the way I used to..."

Oh God! My heart began to sink as I waited for he to finish.

"But the only chance we have of getting through this is if we face it together."

The relief was palpable.

"I'm so, so pleased you said that," I replied, relieved beyond description.

I hugged her and kissed her on the forehead, holding her damp, near-naked body tightly in my arms as if she might change her mind and try to escape. She didn't relax into my embrace, but she didn't fight it either.

"You're an incredible person, Amanda."

"I just hope that I'm right!" she said when I eventually released her from my grip.

"I'll do anything! Anything you want!" I promised.

She smiled at me wanly, dropped the towel from her naked body and reached into her dresser for underwear. As she turned, I saw her vulva with its golden triangle and my chest went tight. Her outer lips were still very red and puffy, her labia still distended. Andy's fucking must have been extraordinary.

To my surprise and shame, a thrill passed through me as I stared at the evidence between her thighs.

To my horror, my cock began to harden too.

As she fastened on her bra and began to pull on her tightest jeans, I slipped into the bathroom before my wife could see the shameful swelling in my sleep shorts.

***

An hour later, shaved, showered and breakfasted, in a nearby town where no-one would recognize us, I sat in the car while Amanda sneaked into a small pharmacy. She emerged twenty minutes later with two courses of the morning after pill, one dose of which she took immediately.

Having dropped off her new designer dress at a backstreet dry cleaner to have the marks from her post-coital semen leaks removed, we headed off to the Grandparents' house to collect our two young children.

Thank goodness for kids!

We had promised them a trip to a local science park that Saturday and a promise like that to children cannot be broken, however bad their parents are feeling. Over breakfast we had been dreading the trip after all that had happened but in truth it was a real boon. Faced with two excited youngsters, two doting Grandparents and a lot of really interesting exhibits, we were too occupied with our immediate surroundings to dwell on our problems and to my astonishment the day flew by very pleasantly.

We ate an early dinner at the Grandparents' house too, so it wasn't until later that evening when we were back home with the kids tucked up in bed that the house fell silent and the strange new atmosphere returned.

"Are you okay?" I asked for the umpteenth time that day.

We were sitting in the lounge in front of the TV. I for one had no idea what programme was playing, too lost in my own thoughts.

"Ye-es," Amanda replied, the answer obviously being 'no'.

"Are you having second thoughts?"

"Well, I'm not looking forward to Wednesday, if that's what you mean!" she said.

"You might enjoy it as much as the first time," I said bitterly.

"It's not that," she replied, oddly detached. "However good or bad it feels, that part's just physical."

It was going to feel good and we both knew it.

"I'm really worried about the strain it will put on our marriage," she explained. "I'm worried how you'll react knowing I'm sleeping with your Boss every week. I'm worried how you'll feel and how you might change."

I already had a good idea how I might feel, but shame prevented me from telling her.

"And I don't know how I'll feel having a regular lover, if that's the right word." She laughed hollowly. "Though there won't be any actual love involved, however good he is in bed."

The same thoughts had occurred to me too, but I had not gone beyond the guilt, shame and worry stage. Having seen her reaching new heights of orgasm with Andy, it was impossible not to worry that my wife might quickly become disillusioned with my own amorous efforts.

"I don't want to go through all this, just to have our marriage break up anyway."

"What can we do?" I asked helplessly. "Everything you say is true, but we only have one way out. If I'm in jail, what would that do to our marriage?"

"I know. I can't see any way of avoiding sleeping with him either," Amanda replied. "But we might be able to limit the damage it does."

"How?" I asked, looking into her deep blue eyes eagerly. "You have an idea?"

"It all depends whether I can do for myself what I would advise other people to do," she replied enigmatically.

"Tell me, please," I asked, desperate for anything that might keep my lovely wife mine.

"Well in Psychology, there's something called dissociation," she began, immediately more comfortable when talking about her undeniable area of expertise. "It can mean a number of things, but in this case, it would mean trying to separate the things I'm going to have to do with Andy from the relationship I have with you and the kids."

I was very sceptical about this psychological mumbo jumbo but could see that my wife was convinced - and she was probably the cleverest person I knew.

Not probably, I corrected myself; definitely!

"Go on," I said, trying not to let my doubts show.

Amanda explained her idea in baffling detail. Cutting through the reams of jargon, her plan was to build on Mandy - the highly sexual alter ego that had unexpectedly emerged during the extreme heights of her orgasms with Andy.

She would try to convince herself that all the unwanted but unavoidable sexual activity was happening to Mandy the whore, and not to Amanda the wife and mother.

It would be Mandy visiting Andy every week for their appointments, not Amanda. It would be Mandy being fucked hard every Wednesday afternoon. Mandy could do anything he demanded of her, and enjoy it too, as had happened in Andy's office.

Afterwards, Mandy the whore would simply disappear, letting my sweet, untarnished wife Amanda resume her home life with me and our kids.

"It sounds a bit unlikely," I said doubtfully. "Can you really separate the two personalities so clearly? I'm not sure I could."

"Well, you're going to have to!" she snapped. "It won't work unless you do it too. Unless you treat Amanda exactly the way you always have, and let Mandy be Andy's whore, then the strain on me and on our marriage will be intolerable."

"What makes you think it will work? It's a lot to ask from both of us!"

"I'm a Psychology graduate, remember?" she said impatiently. "If we can both keep Amanda and Mandy compartmentalized; really keep separate in our minds, then we might just have a chance of keeping Andy from destroying our relationship."

I felt unconvinced and must have looked it.

"From what I saw, when Andy was fucking you, it was the most important thing in your entire universe. I've never seen you cum so hard before. You won't easily put all that out of your mind just because we call you a different name!"

"Please," she begged. "Don't talk about it like that. I know what happened to me. I know what I said and what I did, and to be honest it really scares me! I didn't know I could feel like that, or cum like that, or lose control like that either. I'm still trying to come to terms with the whole thing, understand? That's why I need Mandy!"

I stared at her face, flushed pink from the memory of what Andy and she had done.

"I'm trying to keep our marriage and our family intact," she growled, suppressing her anger to avoid waking the kids. "You don't have a choice. You've got to help me do it! Don't tell me it won't work; it's got to work!"

"I'm sorry," I said, ashamed. "I know you want the best for us; believe me, so do I."

"So, you'll try?"

"Amanda, if it's what you want, of course I'll try. I'll do anything at all to get us through all this!"

There was a pause in which she seemed to be carefully assessing both me and my words.

"You must promise me solemnly that you will never ask me what happened when I see Andy," she eventually said slowly and precisely. "It's fundamental. If Amanda doesn't go to his apartment, then she can't know what goes on there. Only Mandy will know, and we'll try and make sure you see as little of her as possible. Can you do this? Can you promise?"

I thought for a moment. It sounded weird. I couldn't see how she could possibly keep the two entities separate in her mind, after all it would be the same body being fucked...

But, if it really was what she wanted, what choice did I have? After all, it was my fault we were in this situation and it was my future as well as hers she was rescuing.

"Of course!" I replied, hoping the doubt wouldn't show in my face. "I'll do anything to make it easier for you. For us both."

"And above all you must never, ever try and see what goes on. I just couldn't bear it if you saw me... saw her again."

"I promise, I swear!"

She smiled. It was the right answer.

Later that evening we made love. For me, it was simply beautiful.

Amanda didn't reach orgasm, but she assured me she had enjoyed it and happily, she looked as if she had.

Chapter Thirteen

Monday passed almost as if nothing had happened. We woke the kids, got ready for school and work then went off to our separate schedules. In my case the day was dominated by the changes my new promotion had brought about; a new office, more staff, a Board meeting in which Andy smiled contentedly at me though to be fair in every other way he behaved exactly as he had been the previous week. There was nothing in his demeanour to suggest he had conquered my wife and now had such a hold over me.

After work things were, as usual, hectic with after-school activities and dinner so it was only late in the evening when I noticed something different.

I was putting my toothbrush away before joining my wife in bed when I noticed an opened pack of birth control pills in the bathroom cabinet. My heart stopped and as the implications rushed in on me, the butterflies returned to my tummy again.

As I climbed under the duvet alongside Amanda I whispered:

"You've gone on the pill..." I began but she cut me short.

"Shhh! They're Mandy's, okay?"

I understood. Mandy didn't answer questions, so I had better not ask them.

It was Mandy, Andy's whore who was preparing her body to receive regular and copious amounts of his sperm-filled semen, not my lovely wife Amanda. It was Mandy who had to worry about getting pregnant. I had to understand that and live with that.

Not surprisingly I had difficulty getting to sleep.

***

Tuesday passed uneventfully too. My new role at work was going to be even more demanding and time consuming than my previous one, and for less reward too, I thought morosely as I set up the transfers from our bank accounts to start the process of returning the 'borrowed' money.

Fortunately, I had little time to think of these things because the new EU deal was starting in earnest and as its new Guiding Partner, I had a lot of work to do. The contract was by no means won, and there were a lot of negotiations to manage over the next six months, not least with the Turkish Government. I could see my work cut out for me for a long time ahead but was confident I was up to the task and, thank God, it did help take my mind away from our new and unwanted domestic situation.

Amanda taught in school all day on Tuesdays, and the kids had yet another after school activity on the run-up to Christmas, so as we lay side by side in bed that evening, I had almost forgotten the fate that awaited her the following afternoon.

My wife clearly hadn't forgotten and insisted on going over with me the logistical arrangements for picking up the kids and what to do with them during her appointment.

It seemed that the new rules allowed us to discuss preparations for her absence, but nothing about what Mandy would be doing while Amanda was away.

I was learning the new rules fast, but in case I ever forgot our fate, the slowly decreasing number of birth control pills in the pack in our bathroom served as a powerful reminder.

***

The first fateful Wednesday dawned bright and fresh, with no ominous storm clouds or drizzling rain to suggest the importance of the day's planned events. I awoke after a restless night to find Amanda already sipping tea.

"How are you feeling?" I asked.

"Apprehensive," she replied. "I'm just glad I've got a busy morning at school and lots to do with my thesis to keep my mind off it."

"I bet. I'll pick you up at three-thirty, right?"

"I could drive myself."

"I don't think your car should be seen outside his apartment too often. Besides, I want to support you as much as I can as it's your - um, Mandy's first proper..."

My voice faded.

"Mandy's first proper fuck! Say it like it is!" she said coldly. "It's not a date; Mandy's been ordered there to be fucked!"

"Chances are she'll love every minute of it."

It was unkind, but my wife's brutal words had brought the day's terrible events into my brain with a vivid brutality, sending a wave of quite unjustified bitterness through me.

"That's not the point," she countered angrily. "Whether Mandy enjoys being fucked or not is irrelevant. She's doing it reluctantly and entirely because of your pathetic dishonesty, remember?"

I was ashamed but knew that this was Amanda talking. I suspected Mandy would feel very differently when Andy's cock penetrated her that afternoon.

But I didn't dare say anything.

***

My day at work was almost unbearable. Despite a busy schedule, I could not stop remembering how my wife had looked when Andy had first fucked her and imagining how she might be later that afternoon. To my shame, the terrible internal torments resulted in an almost permanent erection which tangled in my pants and kept its dreadful presence constantly in my mind.



God alone knew what was going through my wife's mind. Her behaviour gave me few clues when I arrived home to take the kids to their Grandparents for a few hours, then take my wife to her appointment. The atmosphere was tense, and by the time I pulled the car to a halt in the car park outside Andy's apartment at five minutes to four, we had exchanged only perfunctory, one-or-two-word replies.

The journey itself had passed in complete silence. What on earth could I say to my wife and the mother of my children as I drove her to be fucked by another man? The etiquette books were strangely silent on that subject.

Instead, as we drew closer and closer to Andy's apartment, my chest grew tighter and tighter, my heart thumped louder and louder, my cock became painfully hard and tangled in my underwear, and I became angrier and angrier at my helplessness.

I pulled into an empty space and switched off the engine. We sat in silence for almost a full minute before Amanda looked at her wristwatch and drew in a deep breath.

"Mustn't be late; not for the first appointment."

It was the longest sentence she had spoken to me since breakfast. My anger broke out.

"First what Amanda? Say it like it is, you told me."

My reply was hard and bitter, using her own words cruelly back at her. It was cruel and unjustified, but I couldn't help myself.

She simply laughed hollowly at y obvious discomfort.

"Okay, Mister Junior Partner. If you insist, Mandy mustn't be late for her first fucking, must she?"

A bolt of pain passed through me. Although I had asked for it, the words were still painful to hear.

There was another long pause during which I took a last long look at my wife. Dressed in a short black cocktail dress over dark lacy lingerie, and with her long blonde hair tied back, she looked sexier than I had seen her since that terrible first evening. Her extraordinarily long legs were once again clothed in black silk stockings and she wore high black heels on her dainty feet.

It was ridiculously formal for four o'clock in the afternoon, but simply stunning.

As I looked, the full realization that my wife had dressed sexily for her lover, struck home hard. During the next two hours, this lovely woman - my own sweet wife - was going to be fucked half senseless by my Boss Andy's massive cock.

Although it was my stupid, dishonest actions that had put her in this situation, she had accepted her fate. Bathed, shaved and now on the pill, she had prepared herself to enjoy or endure two hours of whatever pleasures or pains Andy had in mind.

A small whimper of unhappiness escaped my mouth.

"Will you be okay?" she asked.

"You're sure you've got everything you need?" I said, avoiding answering.

She nodded and glanced at the small suitcase behind her.

"I'm think so."

"If you want to back out..." I began.

"We've been through all this," she interrupted impatiently. "This is the only way out. You know it; I know it and Andy knows it. Let's not prolong the agony."

She put her hand on the door and pulled the lever. It swung open and she stepped out, retrieving her case from the car's rear seat.

"I'll be back at six," I said, grasping her hand almost in desperation. She leaned into the car and kissed me on the cheek as I whispered: "Good luck... Mandy!"

"Thanks. I'll be back before you realise it," she said.

Then, drawing herself to her full, impressive height, she turned and without once looking back, walked along the path to the apartment block's main door. There she pressed a button on the wall and spoke into a stainless-steel panel.

A moment later I heard a faint buzz, my wife pulled the door open and stepped inside.

A moment after that, Amanda was gone and somewhere inside the building, Mandy had arrived.

As the door slowly closed, I felt a sudden urge to leap out, run after her, pull it the door before it could lock and drag her back to the car. To rescue her from her fate in the way I had completely failed to do at the party when Andy had first fucked her so very, very hard.

But I was weak and remained in my seat, gripping the edge of the steering wheel with all my might.

Chapter Fourteen

For the next two hours were hell on earth!

At first, I drove back home, but could not settle. Everything reminded me of Amanda and what was going on at that moment. Her coat and bots in the hallway, her academic books in the study, her apron and handbag in the kitchen.

Far worse awaited me in the bedroom, where the sight of her clothes on the bed and in the closet brought new agonies. Terrible images flashed through my mind; of the way she looked as she entered the building, of the look on Andy's face when he realised the treat he had in store; of him stripping the sexy dress she was wearing from her body or worse, of her voluntarily baring herself for him.

I had to get away from it all.

Our poor dog had already been walked twice that day, but I dragged him outside on yet another tour of the neighbourhood, wondering with every step what was going on in that apartment.

Had they kissed?

Was she naked yet?

Had he fingered her as he had done at the party? There had been no concealing the way she had enjoyed that!

Had she spread her long, slender legs to let him into her most private places? Or had he opened her forcibly, exposing once again the vulva that by rights, only I should ever have seen?

Was his cock in her pretty, sweet mouth? Was his tongue inside her weeping slit? Or even both at one?

Was she on her back on the bed? Or on her knees on the floor? Or perhaps bent over a desk or table?

Had he penetrated her yet? Had that long, thick cock once again found its way into her sweet, tight vagina, only the second time in her life that any cock but mine had been in that special place?

And of course, had she already had one of those incredible orgasms that I had been astonished to see in Andy's office? How could she not be affected after feeling pleasure as intense at that? How could she possibly remain the wonderful wife and mother she had been only a matter of days ago?

Could our marriage really survive this clinically planned and executed infidelity? Would we really be able to separate Mandy the whore from Amanda the wife and mother afterwards?

And above all, it was all my fault! My stupid, stupid fault!

I could feel big tears of regret and remorse welling up in my eyes. I tried hard to blink them away, but they kept on returning.

I thanked God the kids weren't home, or they would have thought their father had gone insane.

But nothing last forever, though it might feel like it. At long last my watch told me it was time to collect Mandy from Andy's apartment. I returned home, settled the dog with one of his toys, washed some of the redness from my face and set out in the car.

At six o'clock, as agreed, I was sitting in my car outside the door to the block in the exact same place I had dropped her off. My stomach was churning horribly as I watched the car's digital clock count down the minutes; five fifty-nine; six o'clock; one minute past; two minutes past; three minutes past...

At four minutes past six, the back door of the car was pulled open sharply, making me jump. A small suitcase was thrown onto the back seat and a moment later, the front passenger door was opened, and my wife flopped heavily into the seat alongside me.

We sat in silence for a few seconds. Amanda's body was tense; her long, slim legs pressed tightly together, her hands on her knees. Her head was lowered and her long blonde hair, now freed from its bonds, fell like a curtain concealing her face from me.

For a moment I was struck dumb; what does a man say to his wife when she's just been fucked by someone else? Fortunately, the decision was taken out of my hands.

"Take me home!" she said, her voice cold.

"Are you okay?" I asked, my voice trembling, then added questioningly, the name "Mandy?"

She nodded.

"Don't look at me. Just get me home quickly. Please!"

She didn't speak another word throughout the journey to our house. I tried not to stare, but my curiosity was unbounded so I took every opportunity I could to glance across as I drove. I even angled the rear-view mirror so I could watch her more closely.

Mandy was wearing the designer dress she had arrived in, but from its still-pressed look I guessed she had not worn it for long during her appointment. Her long, slender legs were bare; her black stockings gone. Her knees remained tightly pressed together, and she fidgeted uncomfortably throughout the journey. Her hair was ruffled too, and from the little I could see in the mirror, her make-up was either smudged or gone.

But what struck me most was the vivid pinkness of her flushed face and chest. This could only mean one thing; Andy had taken her to those extraordinary heights of orgasm once again. My wife had cum recently and cum hard, a fact reinforced by the powerful aroma of recent sex that, by the time we reached home, had filled the car, my nostrils and my brain.

At one point when I looked in the mirror, I saw tears running down both her cheeks. I reached across to squeeze her hand and console her, but she swivelled herself away and refused my touch.

No sooner had the wheels stopped turning in our driveway, than she was out of the car and half running to the house. Carrying her suitcase, I unlocked the door. She pushed past me, ran across the hallway and up the stairs, leaving me to inhale the heady aroma of expensive perfume mixed with a woman's orgasmic vaginal juices.

It made my head spin.

Barely a minute later I heard the shower running. It ran for a long time.

***

It was a full half hour before Amanda came downstairs, during which the kids had been returned, happy and well fed, by their Grandparents. Dressed in jeans, a tight, high necked sleeveless top and completely devoid of make-up, she looked the sweet, innocent, pretty wife and mother that she had been until so very recently.

"How are you now?" I asked.

I handed her a glass of wine, hoping she wouldn't notice the painful, persistent swelling in my pants. She took the glass rather more eagerly than usual.

"I'm okay," she replied, downing half the wine in a single sip.

"Was it..." I began.

"Please stop!" she interrupted loudly, then carried on in a more measured voice. "Sorry, but Mandy's gone now. I don't want to remember or even think about what happened to her. Please don't ask me anything about it. If I can't keep the two separate, then you won't either and..."

She didn't need to finish. I understood, though it was almost more than my frustration and curiosity could bear. But I bit my tongue hard and resigned myself to remaining in frustrated ignorance and studying her as closely as I could without incurring my wife's justifiable wrath.

Her still-flushed face and slightly stiff gait were the only indications that anything had changed, but they were enough to push my imagination into overdrive. Nothing could distract me; everything I read, or heard, or saw on TV reminded me that something terrible had happened. Not even helping with the kids' homework or the trickiest of work papers could take my mind from the fact, and my body did nothing to help, maintaining an almost priapic erection throughout the whole evening.

Meaningful conversation was impossible. Unsurprisingly, the rest of the evening passed in stilted, awkward, trivial exchanges of words.

At bedtime, Amanda changed into her long night dress in the bathroom, which was not her usual habit. Try as I might - and believe me, I tried hard - I could not see whether the rest of her body bore any marks of her fucking.

Of Mandy's fucking, I corrected myself.

For a long while I thought my wife couldn't sleep. I lay awake, my cock still unbearably hard, waiting and hoping that she would want to talk about her ordeal, if indeed it had been one. But if she was still awake, she kept the fact to herself and did not say a word.

The frustration was unbearable. In the end I had no option but to go to the bathroom and, for the first time in many years, masturbate in front of the mirror in semi-darkness. I was so aroused by visions of my wife orgasming under Andy's onslaught again, that it took barely two dozen strokes of my hand to bring myself to a spurting, knee-trembling climax.

Physically relieved, I wiped the sticky, pale cum from my hand and the mirrored glass, then pulled my shorts back up and sneaked back into the bed where Amanda was still asleep - or at least, pretending to be.

Eventually, a long, agonising time later, I did fall asleep.

The terrible day had ended. Mandy's first fucking was over, and I was still married, though whether to Amanda or Mandy was by no means clear.

What was clear, was that whatever she had experienced in that apartment, it would it have to remain a mystery to me.

And that it was all my fault.


Corporate Bodies Pt. 04: Fidelity

Chapter Fifteen

If I ever needed proof of my wife's genius as a psychologist, then the next few weeks provided it in bucket loads. However doubtful I had first been about the principle of separating Amanda, the sweet wife and mother from Mandy the whore, they were completely dispelled. I could see it working in front of me.

After a few hastily corrected slip-ups, it was clear that with hard work and patience she really could switch her mind between the two personalities and as she managed to do it, so I was increasingly able to do so too.

It's amazing what the human mind can come to terms with if it really tries, and after two weeks of anxious, broken nights, I could feel my mind grudgingly adjusting to our new relationship.

Though I would be lying if I said I was in any way happy with it.

True to his reputation, Andy kept his word and never referred to his relationship with my wife either directly or by implication. In a surreal way, work carried on as it always had; with the calm professionalism that Sandersons was famous for, making it astonishingly easy to forget during the working day, that I was actually a major fraudster who was being cuckolded on a weekly basis.

At home it was much less easy to forget, but life was just about tolerable. On the rare occasions that Mandy was mentioned at all, it was only in the third person, as if she was a guest who occasionally came to visit. Whatever was going on inside her head, to outward appearances my beautiful wife was carrying on as if nothing had changed. To my relief, it looked as if our kids were totally unaware that their parents' relationship had moved to a new phase.

All kids can be self-centred and unaware of what's going on around them, but for once this selfishness was a boon.

In practical terms however, we did have to make some changes to accommodate Mandy's regular presence in our lives, and over the first few weeks, several things happened to change our lifestyle.

Amanda taught at her school on Wednesday mornings and before Andy's revelation, she used to work out at the gym around lunchtime then spend the afternoon on her PhD until the kids came home from school.

Now every Wednesday just before four o'clock, she - or more accurately Mandy - would leave home to go to her appointment at Andy's apartment carrying a large sports bag that contained whatever she needed. The previous hour would have been spent bathing and getting her hair, nails and make-up to a position where they could quickly and easily be finished off in the apartment's bathroom when she arrived.

Amanda always wore her gym kit as she left the house in case the kids or indeed any of our friends became suspicious, only changing into whatever outfit she had chosen - or had been ordered to wear - when she arrived.

I was not allowed to know, or even ask what those outfits were and had to fight my curiosity hard.

While Mandy was away being fucked, it became my responsibility to look after the kids after school. This meant working from home for part of the afternoon, but my new role as Junior Partner gave me a lot more flexibility and of course it wasn't a problem for my Boss, Andy who was 'otherwise occupied'.

After her first visit, Mandy chose to drive herself to and from her assignations, but at my insistence parked her car a street or two away from the 'scene of the crime' to avoid comment from any friends or colleagues who might notice its frequent presence.

When she returned home soon after six, she was usually in her gym kit again but was always distracted, often a little dishevelled, and her face and chest were usually flushed pink. To outward appearances she looked as if she had simply been exerting herself in the gym.

Of course, the freshly fucked aroma surrounding her body revealed the real direction her exertions had taken; exertions of a very different nature indeed, but only I was ever close enough to know this and always greeted her affectionately for the kids' sake.

Still in her 'Mandy' mode, my wife would not kiss or hug me properly until she had showered, dressed and become Amanda once again.

But I made sure I got close and inhaled deeply whenever I was near her. The distinctive aroma of recent sex that surrounded her on her return, made me shiver with pain. But at the same time and much to my shame, I could not deny that it gave me a perverse new sexual thrill and massive arousal too.

Mandy would then take herself off for a long bath or short shower, depending on how stiff and achy her exertions had made her.

When she came back downstairs, she was 'Amanda' and 'Mum' again. Apart from whatever small physical marks her adventure and exertions had left on her body, she was to all outward intents the wife and mother she had always been.

To all outward intents perhaps, but definitely not to me!

For me, the author of our misfortunes, there could be no relief. There could be no separation of Amanda and Mandy for her guilt-ridden, cuckolded husband. As far as I was concerned, my wife was being fucked by another man, was reaching orgasms I had seldom if ever provided, and it was all my fault.

After dinner and when the kids had gone to bed, she would then spend an hour or two in the study working on her PhD while I worked on my laptop in front of the TV until bedtime.

The merest suggestion of having sex on Wednesdays after Mandy's fucking would be met with hostility, so I soon stopped suggesting it.

At first, and to my considerable frustration, Amanda changed into her night clothes in the bathroom to hide her freshly fucked body from me. But as the weeks passed and her infidelity became part of our lives - albeit an unwelcome part - she became less anxious to conceal herself.

As a result, I could often see how red, inflamed and distended her vulva usually was after Andy's attentions; something sex with me had only rarely produced even in our younger years. On a few occasions, I could tell she was having discomfort sitting or walking too, especially on Thursday mornings when her body had stiffened up overnight.

My mind boggled as I tried to imagine what she and Andy had been doing.

There were other marks on her body too. On one Thursday morning I saw small dark bruises on her upper thighs and on her breasts, another time her buttocks bore thin red stripes as if they had been whipped with something long and slim. Once when I hugged Amanda goodnight, squeezing her breasts against my chest she yelped with pain.

I could only imagine what she and Andy might have done that could have left her nipples so sore.

My frustration at not knowing was almost unbearable, but as we had agreed and as I had solemnly promised, I never asked for any details about what had taken place during Mandy's appointment. Though by now my curiosity was almost physically painful and it took all my rather weak self-control to keep my questions to myself, I kept my promise.

After her eleventh appointment she was unusually coy, even for Amanda, wrapping herself in towels going in and out of the shower and wearing a full-length night gown in bed afterwards. It wasn't until two days later that I noticed her sparse blonde pubic hair had entirely gone, leaving her smooth and pale, almost child-like between her slender thighs.

For some reason this deliberate alteration to her body to please her lover disturbed and aroused me more than any of the previous signs of infidelity. No doubt Amanda could have explained the psychology behind both Mandy's actions and my responses, but of course this too was one of the many questions I was not allowed to ask.

Unsurprisingly, our previous, near-daily sex life slowed down considerably. As I have explained, sex straight after her dates with Andy was unthinkable, but over time, the rest of our lovemaking began to suffer too. Daily sex became weekly; weekly dwindled to monthly and then even less frequently.

And when we did make love, Amanda seldom reached orgasm anymore, no matter what I did in the way of foreplay or penetration. Even our favourite, most successful positions proved ineffective. Only my very best efforts at cunnilingus could bring her anywhere near the releases I so badly wanted her to enjoy, and even these orgasms didn't seem close to the incredible climaxes the state of her body suggested Andy was now routinely giving her.

I noticed a gradual change to her wardrobe too. On a day-to-day basis there was little to show; perhaps her newer skirts were just that little bit shorter or her tops a little tighter, or she carried herself a little differently, but that could have just been my imagination. However, one day when I was replacing freshly ironed jeans in her closet, I noticed a bundle of unfamiliar items in a bag at the back.

Looking carefully around and with guilt written all over my face, I opened the bundle and looked inside, my heart thumping. The garments had clearly been worn but I had never seen them before. Presuming they had been bought for Mandy's appointments with Andy, I pulled them out to look at, curious.

At first all I found were two cocktail dresses, one red, the other blue. Both were much shorter than my wife would usually wear - the blue dress would barely have covered her bottom - but as I searched further, I discovered more hidden purchases.

Beneath the rails I found a box containing a pair of ludicrously high heels; so high they could not possibly have been used on the street, although the scuff marks on their soles suggested otherwise.

I looked further and found, concealed at the far left-hand end of the closet rail, a handful of very short, very tight skirts unlike anything I had seen her wear in all our marriage. In a low drawer I found some new lingerie too.

The skirts were so short and of such cheap, tacky material that I was sure she would never have worn them in public, at least not when out with me. And the lingerie? Well, in addition to expensive matching silk bras and panties, there were other, cruder items including, to my amazement and horror, a pair of crotchless red knickers and a tiny black bra with no ends to its cups. My wife's long, sensitive nipples would have poked straight through them.

All these items had clearly been used and from their condition, more than once.

As I bent over to close the bottom drawer, the large, hard erection that had been pressing painfully through the seam of my underpants made its presence impossible to ignore. My head spinning, I took the crotchless panties into the en-suite bathroom, lowered my trousers and underpants, then wrapped them around my cock and, once again, masturbated in front of the mirror.

My reflection looked at me contemptuously as I pumped my rock-hard erection, first slowly, then with increasing force and vigour as vivid images of my wife's body being pounded by my boss tortured my mind.

Of her lying on her back, legs raised and spread as his hips slammed into the soft underside of her buttocks. Of her climaxing freely and helplessly as his cock battered the smooth peach of her cervix. Of her begging him to fill her with his seed, her orgasmic enjoyment putting my own efforts deep into the shade, ruining her forever as far as our rapidly waning sex life was concerned.

The pain was both exquisite and unbearable, but blessedly did not last long. Soon release overtook me and I began to cum noisily, my whole body shaking as a full-on, copious ejaculation began. Semen spurted wildly from the tiny lips on my rounded end as my pumping hand became a blur, spraying the silvered glass with thick, creamy sperm-free fluid.

Afterwards, my body still tingling, I wiped the bathroom clean of all traces of my ejaculation, then carefully replaced every item of clothing exactly as I had found it.

I did not mention any of this to Amanda when she came home later that day - though it took all my self-control.

***

As we lay in bed that night, sleep was impossible; my head was overflowing with images of Amanda, Mandy or whoever my beautiful, intelligent wife wanted to be.

Of her parading herself in front of my boss, her pointed nipples standing proud through the bra's tiny, half-filled cups, her crotchless panties displaying her newly shaved vulva like a wanton slut.

Of her lying, legs spread beneath the man who had taken my place as her only lover, her slender, sweet body being repeatedly and willingly penetrated by a cock as thick as her wrist, her eyes open, her mouth, her body and soul begging to receive his seed.

And throughout the agonising hours of darkness, as these horrific images burned themselves indelibly into my mind, one dreadful though prevailed.

It was all my stupid, stupid fault.

Chapter Sixteen

Perversely at work, things were going better than I had imagined. I was adapting well to my new role, though the workload was enormous as the proposed date approached for signing the contract with the Turkish government.

As expected, negotiations had been complex and tortuous, involving both the EU and Turkish authorities on multiples levels and I had made several visits to both Brussels and Ankara to deal with important issues as they arose.

This meant that I had to spend more and more time at the office or working from home late into the night. One unexpected benefit of this was that it helped take my mind off my wife's now regular Wednesday afternoon assignations with Andy, if only for an hour or two. It also felt good to know that, however important Amanda's sexual compliance had been in getting my promotion, fundamentally I was there because I was bloody good at my job!

The negotiations from the Turkish side were being handled by a team from their Finance Ministry headed by a Senior Minister, Mr. Pamuk. Their objective was to get as much approval from the EU monitors as possible without giving away any more information than absolutely necessary. The EU team headed by Mme Flauret was considerably more idealistic and wanted to know and understand every last intricate detail of the Ministry's operation.

My job, in brief, was to get more information out of Ankara than they wanted to give and to persuade Brussels that the information I had gleaned was more valuable and detailed than it actually was. It was not going to be easy.

In true EU style, the negotiations were punctuated regularly by social events such as drinks evenings, presentations and the occasional dinner. Amanda played her part to the full on these occasions, being both extraordinarily attractive and extremely well-informed company. Mme Flauret, a tall, ascetic, slightly unworldly blonde in her late fifties took to Amanda well and the two of them spent long periods engrossed in lofty intellectual conversation, much to the disappointment of Mr. Pamuk who was clearly attracted to my wife for rather more earthly reasons.

Amanda had to play a delicate game with Pamuk, one in which she spent just enough time with him to appear polite, attentive and flattering, but not long enough for him to feel encouraged enough to press his attentions further. His somewhat dubious reputation suggested his would certainly happen at some point.

Considerably shorter than both Amanda and me, and considerably overweight into the bargain, our evenly tanned Turkish colleague was nonetheless pleasant, well-educated and interesting to talk to. His English faultless, he had been part of the Government for less than two years and his rise had been meteoric.

His current position was by no means secure though and as a result, he was keen to show quick success in his dealings with the EU via Sandersons. For Pamuk, this success involved maximizing his personal publicity in Turkey for consumption by the more traditional, orthodox sector of society that had delivered him his small but workable majority in the recent elections.

His considerable history of philandering was not well known outside a small group of associates but among those 'in the know' he was infamous, especially in his ability to entice, persuade or intimidate the wives of colleagues into his bed. Through my growing network of contacts, I was well aware of this and had warned Amanda on many occasions to beware.

"He's always charming with me," she insisted whenever I mentioned the subject. "I'm perfectly capable of looking after myself in this type of situation."

I knew this to be true but having once seen my wife 'in flagrante delicto' with Andy and knowing that for many months he had been fucking her - or rather, fucking Mandy on a weekly basis - had changed me.

Having seen with my own eyes the orgasmic heights which my wife could reach in the hands of the right man, I knew I would never feel quite secure in our marriage again.

To my relief I did notice that Amanda spent as little time with Pamuk as politeness required, preferring to talk to Mme Flauret, or Elodie as we were now permitted to address her.

It was June by the time the complex negotiations with the Turks had been completed. All that remained was the final approval and, of course the formal signing of the contract. There was an excited buzz around the Sandersons building, not least in my own office as one by one the objections were dealt with and the possibility of success became first possible, then probable, then almost certain.

I had to keep reminding myself that the signed contract was really just the beginning of the hard work, but the feeling of relief and elation as the date approached after so many months of tortuous negotiation made me light-headed.

The actual agreement was due to be signed in our offices on a Friday late in June. The whole Turkish contingent including Mr. Pamuk would be there, along with a substantial number from Brussels. There was to be a dinner and reception on the Thursday night followed by the formalities of the Agreement Signing on the Friday morning. After that, the weekend was available for our guests to enjoy all that London had to offer at the expense of the EU.

I was able to tell my wife truthfully that both Mme Flauret and Mr. Pamuk had expressed considerable pleasure at the news that she would be at the reception, along with the other Partners' spouses. Amanda had positively glowed with delight at the opportunity to move in such exalted and intellectually stimulating circles again.

To my chagrin, my wife's appointments in Andy's apartment had continued throughout the months of negotiations, his workaholic nature apparently applying to the bedroom as much as to the office. Mandy had barely been given a week's release from her sexual obligations since they had begun, and that had been for our single seven-day holiday.

Thanks to my wife's strength of character and the continued existence of her alter ego Mandy's, against all the odds Amanda and I were still married and, astonishingly, still relatively happy together though the 'elephant in the room' of her infidelity did raise its head from time to time. Although the intensity of my own work regime coupled with Amanda's extraordinary ability to separate Mandy's activities from her own had made the arrangement just about bearable, it was by no means acceptable.

My own character was much weaker. Nevertheless, by focusing on my job and the kids, for days at a time I was able to forget that my wife was routinely having sex with another man, and that my own dishonesty had led directly to this terrible situation. Whenever the reality hit me, for example on one Thursday morning when Amanda woke up with two large 'hickeys' on her neck, I had to remind myself severely that, if I was to continue avoiding prosecution and maybe even jail, neither she nor I had any choice but to live with the current bizarre arrangement; one with which Andy seemed increasingly content.

Given the amount of work that had to be done that week before the signing of the contract, I had hoped that he would release Mandy from her obligations on the Wednesday afternoon, but that was not to be; just before four o'clock she left for her appointment as usual dressed in her gym kit. I was far too busy to work from home that day, so Amanda's parents had come over to take care of the kids while, unknown to them, their bright, highly intelligent daughter was being fucked hard by her husband's Boss.



When I returned home shortly after eight o'clock, Mandy's assignation had been over for a while and Amanda was back in residence, all excited about the following evening's reception and the crowning success of my Junior Partnership.

As we sat watching TV with the kids for an hour or so, I did notice she wasn't as flushed pink as she so often was after Mandy's fucking. Perhaps this time she hadn't had the extreme orgasms she often experienced at Andy's hands.

For some reason this strangely pleased me.

Chapter Seventeen

The following day; the last before the signing, was hectic from start to finish. I was at my desk before seven o'clock, working flat out on the final paperwork and the last few points of clarification. Our clients were due to arrive after lunch and the afternoon was to be filled with meetings at all levels. I had to mediate several times between the two parties during the day - there was considerable mistrust of the Turks generally and Mr. Pamuk in particular by the EU contingent - but by five o'clock all seemed to be going well.

By six I was able to tell my clerical staff to draw up the final documents for signing the following morning.

The relief was amazing and permeated the building. We were on the verge of major success and a move into the corporate big league. What was more, everyone knew it was me that had spearheaded the project. It was my glory and although the press releases would place the credit on the heads of the EU and Ankara teams, anyone who mattered would know who had really done the work.

I was already on something of a high when Amanda joined me in the large lobby area for the evening's reception. She had surpassed herself, dressed in a brand new and very short black, lacy designer dress that simply clung to her svelte figure. Its high hemline added to her black stockings and high heels made her legs appear endless. Her long blonde hair was styled around her head rather than its usual cascade and with just the right amount of gold jewelry she looked breathtaking, like a Greek goddess.

My wife was clearly pleased by the look on my face as she crossed the room and gave me an air kiss.

"Will I do?" she smiled.

"Wow! Amanda!" I gasped. "You'll cause a riot!"

"Well, I didn't want to let you down tonight of all nights," she said in my ear. "I know how important this is to you - to both of us!"

Andy joined us soon after and once again I was amazed at how my wife could compartmentalize her life. They chatted for quite a while without either their words or body language suggesting any intimacy, let alone that they had been having sex every week for over six months.

My wife really was an extraordinary woman. I was a truly lucky man.

Once the guests arrived, the evening passed in something of a blur. Now that all major issues had been agreed, it was safe for those not directly involved in the negotiations to join the group, so the lobby thronged with cheerful, noisy people. Most of Sanderson's senior management was there too, along with their spouses, including our friends Mike and Yvonne

Still very much on duty and working the room in my role as joint host, my time was very heavily occupied and for long periods I lost track of my lovely wife in the crowd. I did notice her chatting with Elodie several times, their faces strangely serious and concerned, but then I saw her with Mr. Pamuk and his team too. The Turk's hands seemed to stray onto her body with a regularity and familiarity that annoyed me, though Amanda seemed to have the situation well under control.

Dinner was excellent; our Turkish guest was clearly delighted that protocol required my wife to sit alongside him and I have to say Amanda seemed to enjoy his company too, if the laughs and smiles were anything to judge by. I myself was seated next to Mme. Flauvet who proved a very entertaining companion indeed, and a good deal more attractive and flirtatious than her demeanor during negotiations had suggested.

Andy, sitting on her other side, was clearly impressed with her too, and the two of them spent a great deal of time talking animatedly throughout the meal.

By the time we were enjoying after-dinner drinks on the office's rear terrace, the mood was very mellow and as Andy drew the formal proceedings to a close with a short, well-judged speech setting the scene for the following day's signing, the more hardened drinkers set in for a longer evening's session.

Just after eleven o'clock, the numbers began to thin out, tiredness began to hit me. I longed for my bed. I looked around for Amanda, but she was nowhere to be seen and I realized I hadn't seen her for some little time.

I began to go around the lobby and onto the terrace in search of her but without success. I couldn't find Andy or Pamuk either, though Mme. Flauvet, donning her coat at reception, told me she thought she had seen Andy and someone else leave in a taxi some time ago.

I frowned, anger building inside me. The haze of tiredness and elation around me began to clear. It was obvious what had happened; Andy had failed in his attempt to seduce Elodie Flauvet, so had called on his second option to close the evening properly - my wife!

This was not our agreement!

The thought went through my mind over and over. Okay, we had agreed he could have her once per week, but that appointment had taken place the previous day. We had not agreed that he could call on my wife's sexual services as and whenever he chose. It had been humiliating enough accepting him fucking her at all; the thought that she had to be available at his whim was not acceptable!

Waving away the last few congratulations from colleagues, I strode angrily out to the car park and threw myself in the driver's seat, pushed the start button angrily then with a squeal of tyres, sped out onto the road, my face burning with anger.

How could he do it? We'd done everything he had asked! Wasn't it enough that I had to let him fuck my wife every week and pay a fortune to him every month? The truth that I had stolen the money in the first place didn't enter my mind, neither did the fact that Andy had arranged a huge promotion for me to cover the payments. All I could see was that he was treating my lovely wife as an unpaid whore to be fucked wherever and whenever he wanted!

The lights were on in Andy's flat as I pulled the car into a vacant spot and leapt out, not really knowing what I intended to do but knowing that, as a man, I had to do something. Enough was enough!

Walking briskly around to the front door of the building I realized my first mistake. There was an entry phone system, and the door was locked. Shit! How could I get in? Was there a fire escape? There must be!

I ran around the back to see if I could reach it, but then noticed a drunk young man wobbling his way towards the doorway. Running up behind him as casually as I could, I made a mental note of the code he clumsily entered onto the pad then pushed past him and ran up the stairs. They were softly carpeted, so I made little sound as I climbed up to the second floor and the door to Andy's flat.

There I found my second mistake. This door was closed too. In frustration, I put my ear to it and thought I could hear low music playing. Checking there was no-one around to see me, I dropped to my knees, opened the letter box cover and pressed my head against the slot to hear more.

Then I heard it; the soft, repeated sound of a woman's voice moaning. It was low and muffled but unquestionably the sound of mounting arousal.

'Amanda!'

The name ringing silently round my head was all I could think of. My wife was in there, being fucked as I stood in the doorway.

What should I do? Confront them? Stop them? Attack him?

I recalled vividly that terrible night so many months ago when I had been forced to watch helplessly as Andy fucked Amanda for the first time in his office, on his desk.

Could I really bring myself to watch them doing it again?

But could I just turn my back and leave them fucking?

The answer to that last question was provided by the swelling in my pants and the tightness in my chest. I could not leave without knowing more. Desperately I looked around for a way to find out, running up and down the landing and corridor for any means of seeing into Andy's apartment.

Then I saw it. The apartment block was expensive, even by London standards. Every room had either a balcony or a railing, including the landing and room from where the low glow was coming and presumably, the noises were emanating.

The walls had been made of patterned panels, with horizontal ridges between them about six feet apart. If I climbed over the railing on the landing and very carefully worked my way sideways with my toes in one ridge and my hands gripping the one above, I could perhaps, step by step, make my way to the window of the room in which my wife was even then being fucked.

It would be tricky; perhaps even dangerous, but it might work - if I dared.

I returned to the locked door and put my ear to the letter slot once again to help steel myself. The sounds of female arousal and pleasure were louder now; much more intense. My captive erection responded in kind, providing all the persuasion that I needed.

My heart thumping, I looked around to ensure there were no witnesses, lifted first one, then the other leg over the landing railing and began the twenty-foot journey towards... towards who knew what?

The ridges were small but blessedly not slippery. Several times either one hand or one foot slipped, but thank God, never both at once. After what seemed an age, and without looking down once, I inched my way along until I reached the window then quickly climbed over the rail and into the relative safety of the balcony.

Panting with exertion and with my heart thumping even louder, I gingerly aside my head and looked into the bottom corner of the room's window.

A large venetian blind covered all the glass, preventing anyone in the other apartments from seeing in, but up close, things were different; the horizontal slats had not been completely closed. Eyes as close to the glass as mine, could clearly see through the window and into the room beyond - if they dared.

What's more, one of the windows had been partly opened, presumably to bring fresh air into what could only be a sweaty, steamy, sex-infused atmosphere in the room. Through this small gap, the sound of moaning seemed to be coming, louder now and more passionate.

Amanda! What was he doing to her? Whatever it was, she was clearly enjoying it more and more.

Should I hammer on the glass and bring their copulation to a premature end? After all, this was way beyond our agreement. Andy had no right to be fucking my wife that night.

But what would they do if I did? What would Amanda - no, Mandy, think of me bursting in as she climaxed?

I had to see inside first. Slowly, gingerly, I raised myself on my knees until my eyes were just over the windowsill and peered through the lowest gap between the blind's slats, blinking as my vison adjusted to the room's low light.

It was indeed a bedroom. There was a large divan in full view opposite the window. A familiar man clad only in a white towel round his waist was circling the bed, his back towards me blocking my view of the bed and its moaning female occupant.

It was Andy!

I stared at him; whatever his age, his body was in great shape. Lightly tanned, well-muscled and fit, he made me feel ashamed of my own physique and, from the heavy tenting of the towel, was struggling to contain a huge erection.

Every few moments he leaned over and did something on the bed after which another muffled moan filled the room. Each time he reached out, the moans grew stronger and louder, building in intensity until finally as the muscles of his shoulder flexed, they merged into a loud, high muffled squeal of orgasm.

Amanda! Mandy! What in God's name was he doing to make her cum so hard? He hadn't even mounted her, and yet there she was, orgasming helplessly on his bed!

"Good girl!" he whispered. "I thought you'd enjoy that!"

Andy moved from the foot of the bed to the side, clearing my field of view and there, lying full length on the bed, her body still shaking with the aftermath of her first orgasm, was...

Yvonne!

Chapter Eighteen

It wasn't Mandy on the bed at all!

A huge feeling of relief washed over me, partly because Andy hadn't cheated on our deal after all, but mostly because, thank God, I hadn't burst into the apartment with all guns blazing and destroyed our one route out of bankruptcy and prison.

Now at least I had a chance to take stock of the situation and with luck, get away undiscovered. But when I looked again at our close friend as she lay twitching with post-climactic after-shocks, my eyes nearly popped out of my head!

Yvonne was naked, lying on her back in the middle of the large king-sized bed. Her arms were raised above her head, her wrists tied together and secured to the headboard by what appeared to be the necktie Andy had been wearing earlier that evening. Her bare legs were spread wide apart, each ankle tied to a corner of the bed's frame by what could only be either torn tights or stockings.

A large pillow had been placed beneath her buttocks, thrusting her chubby belly, hips and groin upwards, parting her heavy thighs even wider and leaving her dark, wet, hairless slit obscenely and clearly displayed in the reflection.

Christ! Yvonne! What the hell are you doing...?

My friend's head rested on the mattress, her face partly obscured by her large, shapeless breasts which flopped on her chest, their nipples huge, dark and apparently grossly deformed.

I stared at them, puzzled. Wait! Those weren't her nipples.

I looked again through the slats. Yvonne was writhing on the bed, apparently in extreme pleasure. I looked harder still, then blinked in astonishment. A cruel-looking, metal-jawed clamp was attached to each of her large, dark teats, crushing it cruelly and pulling the globe beneath it horribly out of shape.

Oh, sweet Jesus! What had I walked in on?

I tore my eyes away from those tormented breasts, across the generous folds of her chubby tummy and down to her crotch where something large protruded from the top of her dark, gaping slit.

Surely no-one had a clitoris that large or that deformed!

I stared again and again but couldn't quite make out what it was that stood so proud and so ugly from her vulva. Then I lost sight as her body flexed and squirmed in another powerful orgasm.

"I love it when you cum like that," Andy's voice was amused but still soft and seductive. "Shall we try a something a little stronger now?"

A strange, muffled sound of assent emerged from Yvonne's mouth.

"You really are a slut, Yvonne."

With those words, Andy leaned over, raised his hands to her groin and before my watching eyes, attached something black and plastic to whatever the object was that protruded from her slit. Then he squeezed it half a dozen times in his fist.

There was a series of soft sucking sounds, then body on the bed convulsed wildly, muffled choking sounds coming from my friend's mouth as either a bolt of pain or another wave of orgasm struck her.

"That's better!" Andy whispered, removing the plastic device. "Cum as hard as you can, Yvonne! There's no-one above or below us tonight. We're all alone; you can make as much noise as you want!"

As he stepped back, the low light from the lamp shone onto Yvonne's plump, wide open thighs and hairless vulva. There was a dark patch high up on the inside of her right thigh that might have been a birthmark. For a moment I couldn't make out what it was, my attention focused so heavily on her crotch - from where I could now clearly see a small glass cylinder sticking out at an obscene angle from between her legs.

Something large and dark filled the lower half of the tube.

Jesus, it was a suction cup! And that was Yvonne's clitoris. Andy had pumped it to a monstrous size, and my friend was loving every second of it!

Oh, my fucking God!

I had heard of this of course and on business trips had seen had one or two porn DVDs where they were being used, but had never dreamed I would see it happening in real life. Nor had I any idea just how effective clitoris pumping could be - which was certainly impressive if Yvonne's convulsions were anything to go by.

Andy flicked the cylinder with his fingers. I watched in silent awe as another wave of orgasm struck the helpless woman, pulses of pleasure rippling through the plentiful flesh of her thighs, belly and breasts. Yvonne raised her head in confused ecstasy, and for a moment I saw the red silk neckerchief which was tied around her mouth to muffle the volume of her moaning.

"Beautiful!" Andy's low voice filled the room.

Then with a mischievous smile he reached over and twisted the glass tube between his fingers, now two thirds full of Yvonne's grotesquely distended clitoris. Her body immediately bucked wildly, and she squealed into the gag. He did it again, though this time slightly more firmly and with an even stronger reaction from the tied woman.

"Even better than last time, Yvonne!"

He moved to her breasts where he tugged on her nipple clamps. I could see the teats being cruelly stretched before he let go of the jaws.

"Is this what you wanted? Is this what you deserve?" he asked with a slightly malicious tone.

Yvonne's head rolled from side to side in what could have been either pleasure, pain or even both mixed inextricably together. Another low moan filled the room.

"My pleasure, my dear," Andy smiled. "And speaking of my pleasure, I think it's my turn now, don't you?"

He stood upright and his towel fell to the floor freeing his erection which sprang forward and upwards.

I gasped despite my predicament then slapped my hands over my mouth.

Months ago, when he had first fucked Amanda, his cock had been mostly obscured by his shirt tails but even then, I could tell it was an impressive appendage. It's immediate effect on my wife as it entered her body had testified brutally to this.

Now, with him totally naked, it stood hard, firm and despite his age, boldly erect, as if bursting from the small patch of tightly curled hair at its base. Long, thick and dark, it looked intimidating even to me, and for a moment all I could think was how Amanda must have felt when it was first thrust into her tight, inexperienced vagina.

"Let's get this thing out of the way," he smiled.

He reached over and pressed something on the top of the glass tube. There was a tiny hiss of air as the vacuum was lost then he gently slid the glass off Yvonne's cruelly misshapen clitoris. She gasped loudly into the gag. Whether this was in relief or disappointment, I couldn't tell, but its removal suddenly allowed me to see the short, dark, grossly swollen female phallus that stuck grotesquely upwards from the apex of her slit.

But as if this wasn't shocking enough, it also revealed that the dark mark on her inner thigh was not a birthmark at all, but a small black tattoo in a very familiar shape; a shape the I saw literally every working day of my life.

A small but distinct salamander had been inked high up on Yvonne's inner thigh, close to where her pubic hair would have been, had it not been thoroughly removed.

For a moment, I was taken aback. Did Yvonne really have the Sandersons logo tattooed on her crotch?

Or was it Andy's tattoo? Andy's stamp? And if it was, what did it signify? Ownership? Control?

There was no time for speculation because a strong male voice sounded loud and clear through the open door.

"You want me to fuck you now?"

I didn't need words to know that the mumbled reply meant not only consent, but desperate desire.



I watched as Andy climbed almost casually onto the bed and positioned himself between Yvonne's helplessly parted thighs, lining his hips against her pillow-raised vulva.

"You really want it? You want me to stick my cock in your cunt?"

Another muffled moan of anticipation.

"Your clit's pumped up and swollen, you know it's going to hurt like Hell?"

The moan that followed sounded almost desperate.

"Well, if you're sure, let's see how this feels."

I watched as he leaned over her, taking his weight on one hand, the other directing the head of his cock. Andy's muscular body was now between the window and Yvonne; all I could see was his strong back, tight buttocks and thighs and one of her chubby spread legs either side.

There was a movement of hip hips followed by a louder moan as if of pain.

A moment later, I saw the muscles of his buttocks contract, his hips were thrust forward and a loud wail from Yvonne filled the room.

"Nnnnnnngggghhhhh!

Yvonne's muffled cry as Andy penetrated her pumped, grossly swollen pussy was rich, full and passionate. This time there could be no mistaking the pleasure she was feeling as his long, thick shaft was thrust deep into her plump body. He paused halfway, withdrew slightly, then with a flexing of his buttocks, drove his full length into my friend's body until his pubic hair ground against her protruding, engorged clitoris.

The squeal that emerged from Yvonne's mouth as her distorted, hugely swollen nub was first touched, then tickled, then crushed by Andy's pubic bone could have broken glass, despite her gag. The force and violence of the spasm that rocked her went beyond anything I had seen even in porn films. Her whole body bucked wildly, first downwards as if to pull her sensitive parts away from the invading cock, then wildly upwards, driving her vulva powerfully upwards against the huge organ on which it was impaled.

Andy didn't move, he simply held his body firm and still as again and again, Yvonne drove herself violently and uncontrollably up and down against his motionless shaft, fucking herself on his thick pole, her spasms of orgasm getting more and more extreme with each passing moment.

Only once her bucking had subsided a little did he begin to thrust, slowly and steadily into her vagina. I watched spellbound as her body began to flex, raising her head off the pillow as far as her tethered arms would allow.

Andy's pace and power began to build; Yvonne's face contorted, and her eyes closed tightly as wave after wave of climax rocked her body. I stared open mouthed at the reflected scene before me, the risk of discovery no longer in my mind. There, on the bed merely yards away from where I hid, my wife's best friend was thrashing on the bed, pulling wildly at the restraints that bound her as my Boss pounded her helpless, bound body.

I could see she was beginning to tire, but Andy gave her no respite, thrusting faster and deeper into her body, forcing her heavy thighs wider still. Yvonne's head was lolling from side to side, exhausted by her many orgasms but Andy was relentless and merciless.

"Mmmmggghhhh! Mnnnnggghhh!"

Even from where I crouched, I could tell that Yvonne's voice, though muffled by the scarlet gag, was pleading. Given her exhausted condition I supposed she was begging him to slow down or stop, but how could I possibly know?

Whatever her intention, Andy's response was to begin the slow speed-up towards his own climax. The session was going to end and end soon. The wet slapping sounds in the room grew louder and faster, the bed creaked as if in pain.

As Andy's thrusts became the short, sharp stabs that I knew heralded a messy climax and copious ejaculation, I heard Yvonne starting to orgasm one last, exhausted time.

Before my watching eyes, her body flexed, her head rose from the mattress, her eyes flew open...

And she looked straight through the gap in the blind and directly into my watching eyes!

For a split second our eyes locked together, her pupils huge, dark and glazed. My heart thumped in my chest and my breathing stopped dead.

I froze, desperately hoping it hadn't happened, but knowing without doubt that it had.

And then the spell was broken as with a loud grunt, Andy's rhythm broke, and he began to cum in Yvonne's plump, open, fecund body. As his hips slammed violently into my friend's inner thighs and pubic mound, her eyes rolled back in her head and a long, low, final wail emerged from the lips of the woman being inseminated beneath him.

There was no time to inch my way back along the ridge to the landing and escape the way I had arrived. There was only one possible route; over the balcony's edge. I looked into the darkness below. I knew there was a grassed lawn beneath me, but the drop must have been twenty feet.

The sounds coming from the bedroom were fading as their climaxes receded. If Yvonne really had seen me, it might only be a matter of moments before I was confronted by two angry lovers. There was no option other than to jump.

I climbed over the balcony rail, crouched as low as I could holding onto the uprights then dropped like a stone.

Chapter Nineteen

Twenty minutes later I limped up the driveway and let myself quietly into our house so as not to wake the kids or Amanda's babysitting parents, shedding my muddy shoes in the hallway and padding upstairs in my socks. My left ankle had been badly twisted in the fall, but mind was still spinning so wildly from all I had seen and could not avoid imagining, that I barely noticed.

Once in the bedroom, I undressed and donned my sleep shorts, then cleaned my teeth before sliding under the duvet, my tummy alive with nerves.

For a long time, I lay on my back, alone in our marital bed, the soft bedside light glowing romantically. My head was buzzing, quite incapable of sleep.

What on earth had just happened? And what on earth was happening now?

On the eve of what should be the greatest triumph of my working life, all I could think of were the evening's bizarre events.

There were so many unanswered questions; about Yvonne and Andy; about Yvonne and Mike; about my wife and Andy; about my wife and Pamuk; about myself. The only good thing was that I hadn't stormed straight into Andy's apartment as I had originally planned. The thought of what might have occurred then sent a shiver down my spine.

Most importantly, where the Hell was Amanda now? Her mobile went straight to voicemail and, after all I had just seen, I knew for certain she was not with Andy.

And what in God's name had I just seen? Had I really seen our friend of so many years, the woman with whose family we had been on holiday so many times, tied to a bed, her body humiliated and exquisitely tortured, climaxing wildly at Andy's hands and in his cock?

And had Yvonne really seen me through the window, or had it just been her orgasm-glazed eyes and my own guilty imagination?

And even if she hadn't seen me, how on earth could I face her and Mike tomorrow knowing what I now knew?

My mind raced as a cold realization washed over me.

What about Mandy's appointments with Andy? Had my own sweet wife been in Yvonne's situation too? Had Mandy's long, slim legs been tied to the bed like Yvonne's, her slender thighs spread wide, exposing her most private places for Andy's pleasure?

Had my wife's small, firm, pointed breasts suffered the grip of those evil-looking clamps? Had the teats that had fed our children felt the merciless grip of those steel teeth? I remembered clearly how sore her breasts had been one Thursday morning; the thought made my chest ache.

And dear God, had Mandy's tiny clitoris been sucked into that glass tube too, drawing it cruelly out until it protruded long and proud from between her labia? Had the sweet nub I had licked and sucked so often been abused and tormented as badly as Yvonne's?

And then, with her clit massively engorged, had my sweet, beautiful wife reached orgasm as freely, frequently and uncontrollably as I had just seen comfortable, homely Yvonne do? Had Mandy climaxed through the pain as she had been penetrated by Andy's massive cock too?

Sleep was impossible! There was nothing I could do except lie there and wait for my wife to return.

***

It was a little after two in the morning. I was lying, still awake in the darkness of our bedroom when I heard the purr of an expensive car's engine as it pulled into the driveway. Its door was quietly opened and there was a low murmur of voices before it was closed again softly. The car's engine rose in tone and as the sound of the departing vehicle faded away, I heard the house's front door being carefully opened and closed, then the sound of feet padding up the stairs.

A moment later the bedroom door was silently pushed back and a dark figure slipped into the room. I lay motionless, breathing slowly as if asleep, though sleep was the last thing I could do right then. My half open eyes were well adjusted to the low light and I could see Amanda approaching the bed on tiptoe, shedding her designer clothes as she came closer to my still, apparently sleeping body.

I felt her rummaging under the pillow, drawing out her pyjamas then wriggling quickly into them before slipping silently and cautiously into the bed alongside me. She lay very still as if listening carefully.

I breathed slowly and deeply, pretending to be asleep, not knowing whether it was Amanda or Mandy lying next to me, afraid of learning what had delayed her so long, and yet desperate to know every sordid detail.

After a few minutes the aroma of recent sex washed over me. It was faint, and half concealed by the smell of shower gel, but to my expert nose, was unmistakeable.

The aroma from her body announced without doubt that my wife had been fucked and fucked hard. The faint but distinctive taint to her breath told me that she had reached orgasm recently and frequently.

But who with? I swore silently in agonised frustration.

She couldn't have been with Andy because I had seen him with Yvonne in his apartment. It must have been someone else. Someone at the reception? Someone who disappeared about the same time she had vanished?

I thought hard, but only one name came to mind.

Surely not! Surely it couldn't have been that slippery fat bastard, Pamuk?

But why would she do it? Why would a woman as tall, slim, beautiful and intelligent as my wife let a short, overweight, lecherous old man fuck her? And even if she did, could a man like that really make her cum as hard as she obviously just had?

I rolled onto my back and felt Amanda's head turn towards me, staring as if trying to decide if I was awake. Not feeling strong enough or clear enough in my mind for this encounter, I forced myself to breathe slowly and deeply again, sucking in lungfuls of the sex-infused air in the room.

Eventually, apparently satisfied I was asleep, her head fell back onto the pillow and her body relaxed. Shortly afterwards I heard her breathing match mine but unlike me, she was really asleep.

I lay listening for hours, my tummy churning, a pain in my chest and tears of frustration forming in my eyes.

What had she done? Why had she done it?

And why did the thought make me feel so massively aroused?


Corporate Bodies Pt. 05: Depravity

Chapter Twenty

Amanda was still fast asleep when I left the house very early the next morning after a sleepless night. She was still clearly exhausted, and the room's faint smell of recent sex had turned stale. Even in the low light I could see that her chest and face were still flushed pink from the previous night; whoever she had been with had delivered orgasms at least as comprehensive as those she had been receiving from Andy for so many months.

With the huge expectations of the day ahead -- no less than the actual signing of the deal with the Turkish Government - I knew Andy would be at his desk well before seven o'clock and I wanted to catch him before there was anyone else in the building.

My painful, swollen ankle was not making my temper any better and provided a constant reminder of the evening's dreadful discoveries. I was as angry and spoiling for a fight as I had been the previous night but this time, I was sober and had serious justification.

Andy had cheated on our deal!

My lovely wife had been set up. Andy had put her in a position where she couldn't refuse being fucked by a client. This was not what our agreement had been. My previously innocent wife had now enjoyed two other men's cocks and felt two other men's semen inside her, both of whom had apparently brought her to heights of orgasm I had never even come close to.

The first was Andy. We had reluctantly agreed to him, but the second? No way!

As I drove too quickly to the office, I heard my mobile phone beep and saw that a text message from Yvonne had arrived. I threw the phone onto the passenger seat without reading it, and two minutes later parked my car in its reserved space in the underground car park.

A minute after that I limped straight past the guard on reception and took the elevator directly to the Partner's floor, my blood boiling.

Andy's coat was on the stand behind his PA's empty desk so I knew he would be in his office. I threw my jacket on the chair and stomped up to his door, throwing it open angrily and bursting into the room.

"We need to talk now!" I shouted as I strode towards him.

Andy was sitting behind his desk -- the desk on which he had first fucked my wife -- with papers strewn all around him and two video screens glowing.

"I know we do. Try and calm down!" he replied, rising to his feet and coming around the desk to meet me face to face. "I expected you to be upset. Take a seat; we'll talk it all through."

"I don't want to sit," I fumed. "I want to break your fucking nose! What did you make Amanda do last night? She's obviously been fucked by someone, and I know it wasn't you!"

"Calm down!" he tried again. "I'll tell you everything, but not if I'm going to get attacked. Don't make me call security!"

His hand was on the desk phone. I breathed deeply and tried to regain control, dimly aware of my fists opening and my chest loosening. But I still didn't sit down.

"Did you make my wife fuck someone last night?" I asked directly, my voice hard and low.

"Pamuk? No, I didn't!" he replied immediately.

"He didn't fuck her?" I asked, suddenly puzzled. "She was definitely fucked by someone. I can smell it all over her!"

"Oh, Pamuk fucked her all right," Andy continued.

"Bastard! You just said..." I began to protest.

"He fucked her, okay? That happened. It's just that I didn't make her do it."

"Then who fucking did?"

Andy took a deep breath.

"She did!"

"What?"

"She decided all by herself!"

This unexpected revelation took a lot of the wind out of my sails, but not all. Sensing my continued fury, Andy chose his next words carefully.

"Mandy deliberately put herself in a position where Pamuk would try and seduce her. It seems he was unexpectedly successful."

"That was NOT our agreement, Andy!" I snarled. "She's not a whore; fucking clients was NOT part of our deal!"

"Maybe not, but things change," he said, trying to keep his voice calm. "Talk to Mandy, she'll tell you."

"I'm talking to you!" I growled aggressively; the worm now turned. "It's hard enough knowing you've been fucking her all this time, but this? She's not a whore, Andy! I'm not going to let you pimp her out to anyone you fancy! The deal's off!"

Andy's eyes flashed with anger.

"You're in no position to negotiate! You want to go to jail; just go ahead, back out and see what happens!"

I was too angry and disgusted with myself to reply as Andy went on:

"Get real! Your lovely wife's been whoring herself for you for months. She's been fucking me just to save your thieving ass. Why shouldn't she whore herself for me too if she wants to? Or for the Company? Or for herself? She's a free woman. It's her body after all."

"Bastard!" I yelled but knew better than to try and hit him.

"She's damned good at it too," he went on. "Mandy is one of the best fucks I've ever had, and believe me, I've fucked beautiful women all over the world! Your wife is as amazing in bed as she is out; you should appreciate her more!"

The last thing I needed at that moment was another man telling me how good my wife was in bed, even if he did mean it as some kind of perverted compliment. I stared him straight in the face.

"The deal is over, Andy! I'll take my chances with the Police and the Lawyers. Leave my wife alone. You've fucked her for the last time."

There was a silence in the room. Andy took a deep breath then seemed to come to a decision.

"I think you should see this first," he said calmly, turning one of the desktop screens towards me.

"What is it?" I asked.

"It's a piece of video. It's not finished being edited yet, but I think you'll recognise the main characters."

"What's it got to do with this?" I demanded.

"Just watch," he said meaningfully, clicking the mouse on 'play'.

I was about to tell him where to stick his video when the action on the screen silenced me instantly.

The footage appeared to have been taken from a ceiling mounted camera, because the first thing I saw was a door opening and a man and a woman entering a room. The picture quality was excellent; this was no standard security set-up, and there was good quality sound too. I could clearly hear their voices and make out most of the conversation.

The room was Andy's office, the room in which I was standing now. The man was the overweight Turk, Pamuk, the woman was my lovely wife Amanda in the dress she had worn for the first-time last night. With her blonde hair down and in her highest heels, she looked as stunning as I had ever seen her.

As I watched, they crossed the floor to Andy's leather-topped desk where several small piles of paper were lying.

I felt Andy pat me almost paternally on the shoulder.

"If it gets too painful, just stop the video. You don't need to watch it all if you don't want to."

I silently sank into his large leather chair and began to watch the two characters on the screen poring over the piles of paper in turn, talking animatedly. There were plenty of smiles, especially from Pamuk who I noticed kept touching Amanda on the arm and back rather more frequently than he had done during the more public receptions I had attended too.

For about a quarter of an hour there was little else to see; but as the camera angles changed and conversation continued, I noticed Pamuk's hands straying more and more frequently onto my wife's body, at one point actually sliding from her lower back onto her buttocks.

I smiled as the remarkably clear image showed my wife taking him by his chubby wrist and moving his hand away; though I noticed she only moved it higher up her back, not off her body altogether.

As the conversation on screen continued, I quickly turned my head, scouring the room for signs of the hidden cameras that I had completely missed before. I could see nothing, not even using the on-screen angles as a guide. Whoever had installed this set up had been a real expert. From the multiple camera angles I had seen so far, there must be at least half a dozen lenses scanning this office, maybe more, most of them showing the large desk in great detail from every conceivable direction.

Back on the screen, Pamuk's hands had once again strayed to my wife's bottom and had once again been moved away, but even through the camera I could see the half-hearted way in which she had reacted; almost as if her objections were a formality.

This puzzled me; why on earth should Amanda put up with this fat, ugly man groping her at all, let alone allow him to think his attentions might not be entirely unwelcome?

The conversation moved on to a set of documents towards the back of the desk. Common sense would have led anyone to walk around the side to get closer to them but instead my wife leaned right over the desktop appeared to be straining to reach the small pile of papers. As she reached out, her already short dress rode up higher.

I gasped, sitting back in my chair in surprise as her stocking tops and panties came clearly into view. Black stockings, hold-ups as usual, and microscopic black thong panties barely discernible in the cleft between her smooth, firm cheeks.

This was no accidental exposure; she was deliberately taunting the man!

No-one who had risen to Pamuk's level in any political establishment would fail to take advantage of an opportunity, and Pamuk rose to my wife's apparent invitation like a shot. Moving quickly behind her bending body, he placed both hands on her freshly bared buttocks cupping them boldly then paused, his palms flat against her smooth skin as if waiting for her to remonstrate with him or worse, slap him in the face.

She did neither. To my astonishment, my sweet, formerly innocent wife stayed exactly where she was, bending over the desk, taking her weight on her arms an allowing the fat man's hands to remain on the bare flesh of her bottom.

I gulped as adrenalin surged through me. Part of me wanted to rush to my wife's defence and punch the ugly man in the face. Another part of me desperately wanted to see what would happen next, knowing full well that there was only one possible outcome; the one I had smelled on her body only hours ago!

Pamuk's hands massaged Mandy's unresisting buttocks slowly and tentatively. Then, encountering no resistance, his fingers began to run up and down her cleft, over the thong of her panties. Still, she stood motionless, taking no positive steps herself, but allowing her body to be explored.

The camera cut to her face. It was almost expressionless, her deep blue eyes opening and closing slowly.

The camera cut back to Pamuk, whose hands had now begun to reach around her slender waist to her groin. Slowly, Amanda pushed herself to her feet so that he stood at her back. Several inches shorter than her, the chubbiness of his body was accentuated by my wife's slimness.

I watched as his hands began to explore her body, reaching round to cup her breasts through her dress while he showered the back of her neck with kisses. My wife made a half-hearted attempt at removing his probing fingers from her upper body but each time she slid them downwards, they returned within seconds and eventually she abandoned all resistance, allowing him to knead and massage her breasts freely.

Through the thin fabric I could see her nipples standing hard and proud.

A moment later he had turned her round to face him, his hands on her waist. I could see the blue flash of her eyes again, sparkling in the low light and telling me clearly that, despite her supposed resistance, she was getting significantly aroused.

A pulse of anger surged through me accompanied by an equally strong surge of my own arousal. I tried to suppress it, but my erect cock betrayed me.

Pamuk leaned forward to kiss her; she turned her head slightly at the last minute, so his lips met her cheek. He tried again with the same result then to my amazement, he abandoned this line of attack, placed his hands on her shoulders and gently but firmly pressed downwards as if trying to make her kneel before him.

"No! I growled aloud, immediately understanding his intentions.

To my relief, Mandy resisted. Pamuk pressed gain, this time harder. She still resisted, shaking her head and mumbling something I couldn't make out. Then he leaned forward and whispered into her ear.

Amanda's legs immediately gave way and before I could even guess what had happened, my lovely wife was on her knees in front of this fat man, her pretty face merely inches from the bulge I could see tenting his trousers.

"No, please! Amanda!" I whimpered, knowing my words were useless; what was going to happen had already happened. It was far too late for any protest from me.

I felt almost physical pain as I watched my wife's slim dainty fingers fumbling with the fat man's belt, then with the clasps on his straining waistband. Pamuk's trousers sprang open as his huge belly escaped. Mandy jumped away in surprise then, recovering her composure, she slid first his trousers then his ridiculous yellow boxer shorts down to his ankles.

"Wow!" I gasped, astonished.

The man's reputation wasn't just a fairy tale. From beneath and between his front shirt tails, a long, thick, coffee-coloured erection stood horizontally. It was brutally ugly, curved sharply upwards and had veins prominent all around its long, twisted shaft. The head was almost purple in colour and surprisingly small given the huge shaft on which it sat.

My wife was obviously taken aback too. Her mouth fell open and I could see a look of fear in her blue eyes.

Was this monstrous appendage really going to penetrate her? I already knew the answer and I suspect at this stage my wife did too because a strange, glazed look came over her face, her eyes went a little cloudy and her body shook a little.

Was this Mandy appearing? Was I actually watching her alter-ego taking over?

Chapter Twenty-One

It could well have been the case because the next thing I knew, her dainty hand was wrapped around that thick shaft, sliding up and down slowly. The camera kept switching angles to try and get the best view but when her mouth opened, and her lips closed around Pamuk's smooth, dark head my imagination needed little prompting.

With an expertise I never imagined she possessed, my sweet wife delivered a world class exhibition in oral sex, her hand, lips and tongue working in harmony on that man's horribly ugly erection. One moment her lips were sucking his tip, the next her tongue was in the groove below its head, her hands all the time either caressing and fondling his large, full sack or encircling the thick base of his shaft.

Pamuk's moans of pleasure came low and clearly through the monitor's sound system and I couldn't tear my eyes away. Amanda and I had been adventurous in our sex life but when had she learned to give head like this? My own erection had never received treatment this passionate and professional in all our marriage.

Eventually he must have decided that, however good it undeniably was, a blow job was not going to satisfy him because he gently took Mandy's face in both hands and brought her incredible oral ministrations to an end.

She looked up at him, his cock still in her mouth. I could see those big blue eyes almost pleading -- but for what I could only guess.

Pamuk took her hands in his and raised her to her feet, making another unsuccessful attempt to kiss her lips as her face drew level with his. Not pleased by this failure he tried a second, then a third time but in every case was presented only with a cheek.

Annoyed by this apparent lack of success, Pamuk had clearly decided it was time to claim the ultimate prize because, after a very brief exchange of words I strained unsuccessfully to hear, my wife was once again turned to face the desk. She tried briefly to resist but the man was apparently too strong for her because a moment later she was bent over, face down, her bottom pressed against the monstrous erection sticking ridiculously out from under his shirt.

I stared at the large computer monitor as if frozen. On the screen in front of me, Pamuk had roughly pushed my wife's head down onto the desk and was holding her neck with his left hand while his right fumbled with the hem of her dress, trying to raise it onto her back. Mandy was putting up a little resistance, but it seemed only for effect because he was making headway fast.

After a couple of failed efforts, her dress was raised, revealing the firm, toned flesh of her buttocks and the tiny thong panties that concealed next to nothing. I heard a chuckle followed by a low mumble of protest then the panties were simply torn away in a single proficient movement.

Pamuk paused for a moment as if inspecting the treasure he had uncovered. From the camera angle I could see most of what he could see and for a moment felt perversely proud that my wife could look so good; so incredibly sexy with her bottom and hairless vulva so obscenely displayed. Shame followed immediately, made worse by the terrible tangled swelling in my trousers.

My mind suddenly flashed back to the night six months ago when in that very office, on that very desk and with his own pants round his ankles, my Boss Andy had fucked the woman I loved for the first time, beginning a journey that had led to the terrible scene on the screen before me.

There was a sudden movement on the monitor that brought my eyes immediately back. Apparently delighted by the quality of the vulva he was about to enjoy, Pamuk had moved directly behind my wife and was crudely kicking her feet apart. The camera changed back to side view and zoomed in to where the action was about to take place.

His belly bulged forwards under his tight shirt but under its tails I could see Pamuk's right hand holding the shaft of an impressive erection, the tip of which he was rubbing up and down my wife's slit, searching for the entrance to her vagina.

"But I'm married... You're married..."

Mandy's face was still held down on the leather-topped desk. I could hear her protests but even I could tell they were at best half-hearted and would be to no avail. As I watched, the man quickly and efficiently found his target.

I saw his flabby buttocks flex, pressing his hips forward. Mandy's body tensed, her head raised, her mouth opened as if in pleasurable surprise.

Then almost in slow motion, I watched Pamuk release my wife's neck, grab her by her hips with both hands and with a single powerful thrust, drive his long, thick, misshapen cock deep into her vagina.

Mandy's body arched as he penetrated her, her belly pressed into the desk's leather top, her hips thrust high as if she was trying to raise them even higher to meet his incoming shaft. A loud, high-pitched yelp escaped her lips.

"Ooooohhhhh!"

The camera angle switched to show Mandy's face, her eyes closed, features contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain as Pamuk began to thrust into her, starting slowly then building in speed and power.

"Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!

Harder and harder he slammed into her, his rhythm rock steady, his hips slapping noisily against her pale slender buttocks. Low wailing sounds from the computer's sophisticated sound system filled the room where I sat motionless, spellbound; completely unable to tear my eyes from the compelling images in front of me.

For the second time in my life, I was watching another man fuck my wife. I had done nothing to prevent it the first time, but this time was different; it had already happened; there was nothing I could do. The terrible action on screen had already taken place, the damage had already been done and there was literally nothing I could do to protect her. Nothing!

My bright, intelligent wife had already been fucked; all I could do was watch and feel the empty sickness growing in my belly.



There was no way I could tear my eyes away from the screen either, staring helplessly as the fat, ugly man fucked my wife hard and expertly, taking his time, clearly in charge, his own passion and arousal kept tightly under control as he thrust himself repeatedly and rhythmically into her vagina.

This would be no quick wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am fuck. This man knew how to fuck a woman and was doing it well; very well if the speed of Mandy's increasing arousal was anything to judge by.

A grudging, unwanted but unavoidable respect for him began to grow inside me.

The camera changed again, this time showing the mating couple from the side. Pamuk's rounded paunch hung far over his erect cock and my wife's slender bottom, his bloated flesh wobbling grotesquely with each purposeful thrust of his hips. Crushed under his weight, Mandy's arousal was mounting rapidly, her protests silenced, her head falling until it hung close to her chest where her small breasts dangled almost comically downwards.

Then with a loud moan she raised her head high until her closed eyes pointed to the ceiling. She was beginning to cum!

Sensing her impending climax, Pamuk's thrusts grew faster and deeper. A long low female wail filled my ears as the first of what I instinctively knew would be many orgasms rippled through my wife's slender, athletic body. She began to pant noisily, her arms shaking as Pamuk's flabby hips slammed into her buttocks relentlessly, his pace quickening to match her arousal but still entirely under control.

"Oh my God! Oh Jesus!"

Her voice was hard and coarse, barely feminine, twisted by the first wave of her orgasm.

"Oooh! Oh Yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeee!"

A second, much stronger wave of orgasm washed over her and still the ugly man maintained his unyielding, unforgiving pace.

"Mmmmmnnnnnnnggghhhhh!"

My wife was almost incoherent now, her body out of control, entirely at her lover's mercy. I saw her arms buckle, her long blonde hair fell over her face and a third, even more powerful wave of orgasm robbed her of speech entirely.

Her surrender now complete, Pamuk hissed something in a language I couldn't understand. The camera angle changed once again to bring me face to face with my wife's, twisted and contorted expression as she climaxed monstrously, her body totally unresisting, completely at this man's mercy. Her once beautiful mouth was first wide open then tightly closed, then twisted in an ugly grimace as she came wildly but silently before my eyes.

I stared at the image on the screen; at the beautiful young woman I had married being brutally and expertly fucked by this fat, ugly man; the woman who even now was being totally overwhelmed by her orgasms; the woman who had reluctantly taken on the role of whore that she now played so very, very well.

If it really was still just a role she was playing.

From what was taking place before me, the distance between performance and reality; between Amanda and Mandy could not be great. After this total surrender, could she really separate what was happening to the body they both shared?

And having seen all this, could I?

Chapter Twenty-Two

Pamuk's thrusting into my wife's vagina slowed then stopped. They both paused, chests heaving, as if gasping for breath. I gulped in air myself, realising I had been holding my breath; wondering for how long; doubting my reeling senses.

For the second time in less than a year, I had watched my bright, pretty, highly intelligent wife being fucked by another man. The first time, my guilt had rendered me helpless. This time, the terrible scene had been on video and had already happened.

I had been incapable of intervening on either occasion, but for very different reasons.

But there was more still to come! From what I could see with the poor camera angle I guessed the Turk hadn't ejaculated yet and felt instinctively that all was not over. I was right. As the camera zoomed in again, I saw his cock, still huge and very much erect, being slowly withdrawn from my wife's vagina.

Mandy sighed in what to my horror, sounded like disappointment as the thick shaft left her body. There was a movement of the man's hands and hips and a moment later, she let out a sharp squeal of pain and her hands flew back as if trying to push Pamuk away.

A cruel smile crossed the Turk's lips; he thrust himself forward again, producing an even louder yelp from my wife, whose fingernails dug hard into the flabby flesh of his lower belly.

Mandy's voice was low and distressed; I couldn't make out her words, but she was protesting. Pamuk's voice was equally low but had a persuasive, reassuring tone. I couldn't make out his words either, but he continued to stroke her buttocks lovingly with both hands as he spoke, teasing the cheeks of her bottom apart and running a finger up and down her cleft.

He could have had only one aim in mind and was clearly determined to achieve his goal: nothing less than the penetration of my wife's rectum by his oversized cock. At no time in our marriage had we even attempted this, nor would I ever have dreamed of suggesting it.

As far as I knew, Amanda or Mandy or whoever she was right then was still a virgin as far as that orifice was concerned. But it was clear that her status quo ante, if it still existed, was not going to remain for long.

To my shame, I wished hard that the camera would get in closer so I could see better. My erection was now almost painful; was I really watching my wife being induced into anal sex and being turned on?

What kind of man was I?

To my frustration, the camera didn't zoom in. Instead, its angle changed again and in close up, I saw Mandy raise herself onto her elbows then reach for the small evening bag she had placed on the desk alongside her head.

Still pinioned over the desk, she fumbled inside it then pulled something out, waving her find towards Pamuk. The man took her offering, laughed in obvious pleasure, then began to fumble with it and with his groin.

The cameraman had clearly tried to get a better view but to my extreme frustration I was unsighted. When finally, Pamuk's flabby body moved out of the line of sight I could see that the index finger of his right hand was deep inside my wife's anus, turning rapidly from left to right. As I watched, he squirted something onto the top of her cleft from a small plastic tube and worked a second finger alongside the first, twisting and turning, loosening her tight, puckered sphincter.

Lube? My wife had brought lube with her! Had she come that night expecting to be fucked!

Oh Jesus! Had she known was going to be fucked in the ass when she left home? My stomach twisted in anguish.

Less than a minute later, the head of Pamuk's cock was once again at my wife's now well-oiled anus. Again, he thrust himself forward, again there was a squeal from Mandy but this time it was cut off in mid wail as the man's smooth, rounded head finally passed through her loosened sphincter and into her rectum.

"Oh, my Goddd!"

The camera switched to Mandy's face. I could see the shock, pain, humiliation in her expression but there was something else too. Maybe it was resignation, maybe surrender, but to me who knew her so well, it looked almost like delight, perhaps even triumph.

As Pamuk pressed himself further into her back passage, there was more discomfort, more humiliation on her face but by the time his pubic hair ground against the soft skin of her buttocks there was an expression of pure lustful pleasure on her once familiar, formerly innocent features.

I sat back in my chair, shocked to the core. An ugly, fat, old man had just sunk his large, erect cock into my wife's rectum -- something I had never been allowed to do in all our married life -- and she had very obviously enjoyed it!

The action from then on was inexorable. As he had when deep in her vagina, Pamuk began to thrust into her in his calm, measured, controlled way. With his hands on her hips and beginning with slow, shallow strokes, he gradually but relentlessly built up both the speed and power of his thrusts, his cock plunged into Mandy's ass over and over again.

Her moaning began low, mixed with short yelps of pain but quickly grew into a sustained soft wail, reaching a crescendo every time his cock bottomed out in her rectum.

"Yes...Yes...Yes...YES!"

My wife's voice matched her lover's strokes, growing faster and louder as his pace increased, her face twisting and contorting as the powerful sensations grew and grew until all sound was choked off by the arrival of the first real, anal orgasm I had ever seen.

The camera cut to her face again; the look of surprise, astonishment and fear that this apparently wholly unexpected climax had brought was unlike anything I had seen on my wife's face before. Mandy, Amanda or whoever else she now was had clearly not been expecting this to happen. As a second then a third wave shook her impaled, helpless body she choked and gasped for air, her fists clenched then opening wide as her head rose and fell, twisting from side to side.

In all my life I had never seen anyone climax as completely, as uncontrollably or as violently as this before, even in the most extreme of porn movies. Whatever his appearance, the fat man was clearly a sexual expert and was giving my beautiful, sexy wife the full benefit of his considerable talents.

And all this had happened here; on the desk at which I was now sitting, less than twelve hours ago!

On the screen, Pamuk's thrust were growing faster and faster, though he was still very much in control. Beneath him Mandy's knees had long since given way and she was lying flat on the desk, face down, her legs grotesquely splayed, her body now totally compliant with whatever her lover wanted.

I heard him speak again. I couldn't make out the words, but the response was clear.

"Please... Please... Enough...!"

His pace then increased again, becoming short, sharp and much more violent. My wife squealed in pain then moaned loudly as Pamuk began the rapid strokes that surely must bring him to climax.

Loud, wet, slapping sounds from the computer's sound system filled Andy's office as I stared at the screen, rooted to the spot. A moment later Pamuk's fat, ugly face contorted as my wife's had done and with a coarse, almost animal grunt his body began to shake and spasm.

He had finally started to cum; deep in her rectum, growling crude, violent words in a language I could not understand as his body flexed and spasmed, emptying its thick creamy load deep into my wife's bowels.

After what seemed an age, the thrusting slowed for a final time, then stopped. Mandy's moaning was replaced with the sound of heavy breathing. Pamuk leaned heavily against my wife's grotesquely presented bottom, his chest rising and falling as he recovered his breath, his cock still buried in her rectum.

I watched as he ran his palms admiringly over her long smooth back, then around her slender her hips before reaching up to stroke her shoulders with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with the violence with which he had just buggered her.

My lovely wife lay with her head on the desk, her breasts crushed, her bottom sticking awkwardly upwards, still impaled on Pamuk's softening cock. Her face was turned to one side, facing the camera. She looked drained, dazed, perhaps still in some pain but with that strange, triumphant expression still on her normally pretty features.

The camera changed to the rear once again as Pamuk leaned heavily on Mandy's hips and pushed himself upright, still panting. A moment later his flaccid member had slipped messily out of her rectum and a small stream of dark messy goo was running down the back of her pale thighs, the thin dark line eventually merging with the dark lacy top of her hold-up stockings.

Stroking her buttocks gently, he took half a step back, his cock now long, soft and hanging darkly between his thighs, his shirt front almost obscuring the dark tangle of pubic hair above his now-useless member.

Pamuk murmured something which I couldn't quite catch. My wife slowly raised her head from the desk and achingly pushed herself upright, her dress still bunched around her waist, her panties twisted around her ankles.

Her most recent lover took her fingers in his, steadying her as she wobbled unsteadily on her high heels. Releasing one of his chubby hands, she reached for the box of man-size tissues on Andy's desk and began to wipe between her legs.

I saw her wince as the tissue touched her violated anus and my tummy ached.

Then she bent over and with both hands wriggled her tight-fitting dress back down over her slender hips until it covered the elastic tops of her hold-ups once again, then smoothed herself down until there were few clues remaining as to the extraordinary events that had just occurred.

Pamuk took her by the hands again and spoke. His voice was very soft, almost loving and certainly reassuring. My freshly violated wife smiled rather bashfully as if at a profound compliment.

Then he leaned in to kiss her on the mouth again. For an instant it looked as if she was about to offer him her lips and I felt a surge of pain in my heart, but to my relief, she merely presented him with her cheek as before.

After all I had just seen him do to her, why had this tiny degree of restraint mattered so much to me?

There was a brief conversation between them during which the fat man looked several times at his watch. Then he lifted her hand to his lips, kissed it and with a strange, formal bow, left her alone in the room.

I stared hard at the screen to see what she would do now it was all over.

My poor wife stood dead still next to the desk for a long time, her chest heaving. I wanted to see her face; to see the look in her eyes; to see if there were tears and if there were, would they be tears of shame and humiliation or elation and joy?

But the camera angle denied me.

After a while, she took her mobile phone from her handbag, sent a brief message to someone then walked stiffly and unsteadily towards the closet where the washroom was concealed.

The video ended. I stared blankly at the screen.

***

"You have an amazing wife." Andy said softly.

I had barely heard the footsteps approaching from behind. There was no irony in his voice.

"How long have you had cameras?" I began.

"A couple of years. They were for originally for security, but I had them upgraded and, as you can see, several of them are remote controlled."

"Are they always on?"

"Almost always, and there are some in other offices too. In fact, they're one of the ways I was able to catch you and your little earnings scheme."

He chuckled at the irony as troubling thoughts buzzed through my mind.

"Why did you do this?" I asked quietly.

"You know the risks of this contract. You know how much money we could make or lose. It if goes well, the business takes a giant leap onto the international stage, we all get a huge bonus, and your little misdemeanour gets a lot closer to being dealt with. If it goes badly, we lose millions, and I won't need all the Junior Partners."

I nodded silently. The threat to the business was real. The threat to me and my liberty was even more so.

"Pamuk was a weak spot. He presents himself at home as a straight, reliable, religiously sound, family man. He was elected on that belief. Overseas, he has a well-known reputation for welching on deals at the last minute. What's less well known is that he also has quite a reputation for persuading other men's wives into bed.

"We needed to have some hold on him in case the contract went sour. Now we have it."

"So, my wife's reputation has to be destroyed? She has to be exposed publicly as a whore in order to help the business?"

"It probably won't be needed at all!" he insisted. "And if we do need to use it, I'm sure he'll come into line without any need to air the video outside these walls."

I had not expected this.

"Your wife is a very intelligent and attractive woman. You're a lucky man."

That might have been so, but right then, it didn't feel like it.

"Did you know he would actually..."

I couldn't bring myself to use the words, but the grimace on my face told him what I was thinking.

"That he'd sodomise her?"

The word was much harsher than I would have chosen, but I nodded.

"We knew his tastes ran in that direction, so it was always a risk. That's why she had the lube in her handbag. But Mandy was sure she could handle him and that it wouldn't come to that." He shrugged. "Clearly she was wrong, but to her credit she saw it through to the end and everything turned out all right."

If that was Andy's idea of 'all right' then he lived in a different world from me.

"Talk to her," he said, encouragingly. "Let her tell you what happened. I understand it's difficult for you..."

"You're bloody right about that!" I hissed.

There was a long pause as we looked at each other. Then a disturbing thought suddenly occurred to me.

"Hold on! If the cameras are always on, does this mean you have video of..."

"Me and your lovely wife at the Partnership party? Yes of course I have. I was going to use it if you refused my deal, but as it turned out, I didn't need it. And the way things are going with that remarkable woman, I suspect I never will!"

He turned the laptop screen towards himself and began to play the video again. The figure of my wife's face filled the screen, bent over, her long legs spread and with Pamuk's hips thrusting backwards and forwards as he drove his cock into either her vagina or her rectum.

From the camera angle I couldn't tell which but from the pained look on her face I guessed it was the latter.

"This is still just raw footage," Andy said as he paused the video with a full screen image of Amanda's normally pretty face on the screen; her eyes and mouth were open wide and contorted, obviously in the throes of a full-scale orgasm. "The video of our first night has been properly edited now, and by a professional. Don't worry, he's very discreet. It makes a great fifteen minutes' viewing; I can assure you."

Andy laughed then added, "If you do ever see it, I'd better warn you that you look more excited and interested than outraged. It's kind of revealing."

He turned and looked me straight in the face.

"Go and talk it through with Mandy. Let her tell you all about it. I know you two have certain rules about our... arrangement; I would hate to undo the good work you two have done so far."

It was a dismissal and, my anger now largely dissipated, I shuffled towards the door, stunned. As my hand fell on the handle he called out:

"She still won't kiss me, you know. I've fucked her every week for six months. She and I have done things that take even my breath away, but she still won't kiss me on the mouth. I thought you should know that too!"

I closed the door behind me and walked blindly to my office where I sat at my own desk, stunned. For a moment I took out my phone meaning to call Amanda but then put it away, unsure what on earth to say to her.

I barely noticed the four new messages from Yvonne that had arrived.

Chapter Twenty-Three

The rest of the day passed more slowly than almost any day I can remember despite all the excitement of the impending 'Turkish Deal'. I was desperate to go home and confront Amanda with all I had learned and to hear her side of the story, but the deal was my responsibility and the main reason I was a Junior Partner at all.

There was no way I could possibly leave until it was all done and dusted. Three times I got halfway through calling my wife on the phone, but all three times I gave up before the call rang out.

I did, however, finally read Yvonne's increasingly frantic messages.



'Was it you?'

'Answer me. Was it you last night?'

'Please answer me. I can't stand it!'

'I know it was you. We've got to talk'

'Oh my God I can't bear it. Please can we talk? Please answer!'

I should have replied straight away and reassured her, but my heart was like stone. All I could bring myself to say was:

'Very busy today. Maybe tomorrow.'

It was cruel, I know, but right then I was incapable of anything else.

All day long, the meetings dragged. For long periods my concentration was in pieces, but I forced myself to endure it and eventually, at five minutes past six in the evening, all the necessary signatures were on the contracts.

It was finally done! A real triumph both for Sandersons and for me.

But I barely felt the congratulatory slaps on my back, and the champagne with which we toasted our success might have been vinegar.

There was a further reception later to which, thank God, wives were not invited. Pamuk was all smiles and several times asked where my 'beautiful, intelligent wife' was. It was all I could manage not to punch him in his smug, flabby mouth, but I kept my hands in my pockets and my mind on the substantial prize that the contract represented.

It was late when, as soon as protocol permitted, I absented myself from the group and drove home, pulling into our long, tree lined driveway and coming to a halt far enough from the house for the security lights not to come on.

For a minute or two I sat in the darkness, poring over all I had seen and learned that morning.

My lovely wife, the mother of our children had deliberately put herself somewhere she knew a known womaniser would try and seduce her. She had then let him fuck her -- in places even I had never been -- and had apparently enjoyed it immensely.

And all this had quite deliberately been done on camera.

With Andy there had always been the supposed coercion, but this time there really was no such excuse. My sweet, intelligent, formerly inexperienced wife had willingly allowed herself to be fucked by a stranger.

Whatever the reason or justification, she had become a whore.

My tummy ached with the pain, and I blinked away the tears that kept forming in the corner of my eyes.

As I sat frozen in the driving seat, my phone buzzed for the umpteenth time. I looked at its screen to find yet another message from Yvonne.

'Thank God you replied. When and where shall we meet? Please answer I'm going out of my mind!'

This time I knew I had to put the poor woman out of her misery.

'Country Park. Eleven o'clock tomorrow. Bring the dog'

Yvonne's response was immediate, as if she had been waiting, phone in hand.

'I'll be there.'

***

One job done, now it was time for the much harder task. Steeling myself, I put the car back in gear and drove the last few yards to the front door. The house looked warm and inviting and the security lights came on to greet me as if nothing had changed.

In a daze, I let myself into the hallway, put my briefcase down and crossed to the lounge where I could hear the late-night business news on TV.

At least the kids would be asleep, I thought as pushed open the door and silently entered the room.

'... and in the City this evening, Sandersons the prestigious, secretive Management Consultants have just announced the signing of an important deal with the Turkish Government as part of their EU accession plan. A spokesman for Sandersons said...'

Amanda was sitting on the sofa dressed in dark blue leggings and a blue and white long-sleeved top. She looked as she used to look; pretty, sweet, an innocent wife and mother. As unlike a whore as I could imagine a woman looking.

Her appearance wrong-footed me and for a moment, I wondered whether the morning's incredible revelations had been some kind of dream. But deep down I knew they had been real, as real as her weekly assignations with Andy. Somewhere underneath those normal, everyday clothes, would be the physical evidence of her guilt.

As I approached, she looked up at me and smiled.

"Congratulations!" she beamed at me, her deep blue eyes sparking with delight. "You did it! They're talking openly about another promotion soon. You're the man of the moment!"

"How do you know that?" I began.

"Andy called," she replied. "He's thrilled of course and taking the credit for appointing you in the first place."

I crossed to the armchair and sat silently watching as the news bulletin ended.

"Are you okay?" Amanda asked cheerfully. "You must be exhausted."

"I'm more shocked than tired," I sighed.

"Why shocked?" she asked, apparently surprised. "I thought you'd be on top of the world tonight!"

I took a deep breath.

"I know what you did last night, Amanda."

Her mouth fell open in horror, but she tried to cover her shock.

"What... what do you mean?" she asked, unconvincingly.

"I know what you did with Pamuk?"

"With Pamuk?"

"Don't play the innocent. I've seen the video, for Christ's sake," I snapped in a cold, numb tone.

"Oh my God!"

My wife stood up like a shot, turning to face me, her body rigid with tension.

"When? How?" she stammered.

"Andy showed it to me this morning."

"Why did he have to do that?" she demanded angrily.

"Why did HE have to do it?" I asked gobsmacked. "Why did YOU do it, Amanda? Isn't that more important?"

There was a pause while she wrestled with the horror of being found out.

"How much did you see?" she eventually asked.

"All of it!"

"All of it?"

"Every last thrust!"

"Oh my God!"

"In close up!"

"Jesus Christ!"

"That about covers it," I replied. "How could you do all those things? And with a fat slob like him?"

The surge of emotion that suddenly overwhelmed her shocked me and reduced Amanda immediately to a sobbing, tearful wreck. No matter what she had done, all I could see was the woman I loved in terrible anguish. I rushed to her side, took her into my arms and hugged her close as her shoulders shook with sobs.

She smelled sweet; the sour odour of old sex long gone from her body. All I could smell was the familiar soft aroma of my lovely wife and mother of our children.

"It's okay... it's okay..."

It most certainly was not okay and we both knew it, but the love I felt for my wife was far stronger than my anger. I whispered into her ear over and over again, holding her close until her trembling had started to subside. Then I put my finger under her chin and turned her head until those big blue eyes met mine.

They were red and her cheeks were tear stained. My lips touched her cheek, then her neck then I kissed her wet, salty mouth.

"Did you really watch it all?" she asked anxiously once she had recovered some composure.

"Yes. I was so angry I told Andy the deal was off. There would be no more visits from Mandy. I told him that he could stick the Police and his Lawyers up his arse! That's when he showed me the video."

"Then you know what..."

"Yes, I know what you let him do," I interrupted.

There was a pause during which I could feel the strength returning to her body.

"It wasn't supposed to happen," she insisted. "It went too far, too quickly. You weren't supposed to know anything about it!"

"Did you really think I wouldn't notice you'd disappeared? And did you really think I wouldn't know you'd been fucking when you came home? How stupid do you think I am?"

"There wasn't supposed to be any fucking," she insisted. "And I was only supposed to be gone a short time. We only needed enough physical contact to look bad on the video."

"So, what went wrong?"

Amanda took a deep breath.

"It seems he was more insistent that she expected, and Mandy got carried away. Once she'd been aroused, she couldn't stop herself going all the way, even though she knew it wasn't right."

"I can't believe Andy even suggested it," I said angrily. "It's way outside our deal and put you... her at terrible risk. He's a cruel bastard!"

She froze for a moment then looked away.

"Andy didn't suggest it. It was my idea."

"Yours?"

"Mine. I'm supposed to be the Psychologist," she said wryly. "Andy's not the monster you think he is."

Her voice was soft and low, but her words sent a chill through me. Even though it was exactly what Andy had told me, I still couldn't quite believe my ears.

"That's what Andy told me, but I didn't believe him."

"It's the truth. We needed a hold over Pamuk, an insurance policy in case things went wrong with the contract. You told me how slippery he was, and you were right."

"What happened? The whole thing was ready to sign."

"He told Andy that there was a problem."

"What problem? When?"

"Last night. He said another firm had come in with a better offer at the last minute."

"Why didn't he tell me? I'm the one negotiating."

"Because Andy's in charge. He said he could make the problem go away if Andy sold five percent of Sandersons to a secret Swiss based company this morning."

"Andy would never part with any of the business."

"Right. He told me what had happened. I knew about Pamuk's reputation with married women and came up with the idea. He'd been touching me up all evening so I had a good idea he would take the bait."

"You expected him to try and seduce you even though I was there?"

She nodded again.

"The slimy bastard!"

"He's not the first of your colleagues to try, is he?" she challenged pointedly."

Given she had been having sex with my Boss for over six months, this question required no reply. Her point well and truly made, she carried on.

"This deal is the most important thing that has happened since Andy caught you. We couldn't afford to lose it. It simply had to work.

"Andy had already explained. Pamuk's completely dependent on religious orthodox voters. I thought it would be enough just to have him on video groping and trying to seduce a Western woman. We thought we could put pressure on him by threatening to make it public back home.

"Mandy didn't need to get fucked for us to have a hold over him. The way the religious parties are getting so strong in his country, just being seen alone in a room with her would have been a serious problem for him. With his family and his hardcore voters. And if it looked like he was trying to seduce her too..."

She paused. It did have an awful logic about it, I had to confess, but she hadn't finished.

"We really believed that all Mandy would have to do was let him grope her; maybe strip her a bit at most. And even then, just enough to get a few good, incriminating minutes on tape. Then she would break away and call foul."

She sighed and shrugged.

"But it went wrong?" I suggested.

"I misjudged both him and Mandy. She thought she could control him. I thought I could control her. Wrong on both counts."

"What happened?"

"I underestimated him and overestimated Mandy," she said shamefaced. "I just hadn't bargained on such an ugly man being such an efficient seducer. Or frankly, on Mandy taking over so completely. She was supposed to be cold, calculated and cynical. Instead, once it had started, she couldn't stop herself. She didn't want to stop herself. She just let him keep going and going until... well until it had gone much too far."

She laughed mirthlessly, then added:

"It seems I can understand everyone's psychology except my own. I got it wrong. Spectacularly."

Spectacularly was the right word. The image of that man's cock ploughing into my wife's vagina and anus was burned into my mind and would remain there forever.

"I didn't do it for pleasure," she insisted firmly. "If you and I are ever going to get out of this Hell, then the deal had to go through. I did what it took, however bad it might look now."

That much was undeniable.

"And I suppose I thought if she helped Andy out in something this big; if Mandy did something this important for him then he might think again about how often he..."

"Fucked her himself?" I completed her sentence bitterly.

She nodded. I thought for a moment. This was plausible too, if very naïve. I believed it.

"Andy doesn't trust the Turks or the EU," she continued. "That's why you were put in charge of the deal. It turned out he was right not to trust them. Pamuk tried something so we needed a solution quickly. I had an idea that might just work. It seemed obvious. We had to act fast, but the risk was low, or so I thought!"

"It was a big price to pay in the end," I said bitterly.

"Maybe," she said enigmatically. "It was enough to get the deal through. The video must have been good enough."

"You haven't seen it?" I asked, amazed.

"No. And I don't want to."

"Well, you can take my word, it shows everything!" I laughed hollowly.

Amanda sighed. She was still subdued but her confidence was definitely returning.

"Then it's what we needed. It worked."

There was a long pause.

"Did it... Did it hurt?" I eventually asked. "You and I have never done... that sort of thing before."

I couldn't bring myself to say the words; to point out that despite our adventurous sex life, she had never offered her anus to me. To my surprise, my wife flushed pink and her deep blue eyes flicked away from me towards the window.

I understood the meaning immediately. The thought made me feel slightly sick and very jealous.

"It wasn't your first time," I said coldly. "You'd done it before. Andy's already fucked you up the arse. He took your virginity."

If I had expected her to deny it or be ashamed, that idea was immediately quashed. Amanda's body tensed, then to my surprise, she looked straight at me again, her expression defiant.

"Before you pass judgment, just remember who put me in this position," she said slowly and clearly. "Do you really think I wanted that fat man's oversized cock in my rectum last night? Do you think I wanted to be humiliated like that, knowing it was all being filmed? Do you think I wanted to bleed into my panties all day today?"

She was getting angry herself now.

"Yes, Mandy's been fucked up the arse, as you so crudely put it. More than once if you really want to know. Sometimes it hurts but sometimes it feels amazing! She's done other degrading things and some of them felt amazing too, but before you get all self-righteous, remember this.

"If Mandy's a whore it's because you're a thief. It's your stupid dishonesty that made her one. She didn't have a choice, remember!"

Her blue eyes were wide open now and fixed on mine.

"You think she wanted to have a strange, ugly man stick his cock down her throat, in her cunt and up her arse? Do you think she liked losing all self-control and self-respect when he made her cum, however much she tried not to? You think she liked having her body fucked so hard that she nearly peed herself?"

I stared at her, stunned. Was this what sex with Pamuk had been like?

"Of course, she didn't!" Amanda hissed in fury. "But she did it anyway."

"But you looked like..." I began, but she cut me off.

"Okay, some of it does feel good. I can't deny it. Sometimes with Andy it feels so very, very good that I...that Mandy can't control herself. Sometimes it feels better than she dreamed sex could ever feel, but that's not the point."

I didn't want to hear this; it was almost unbearably painful -- more so because I knew it was nothing but the truth.

"And why shouldn't she enjoy it?" she snarled. "Mandy has no choice but to let them use her body, if I... if she can get a bit of real physical pleasure from the whole sordid thing, I would say she deserves it, wouldn't you?"

She looked me hard in the face, her deep blue eyes burning into mine, her voice low and cold.

"Don't ever forget, Mister Junior Partner, if I've become a whore," she hissed, abandoning all pretence at being Mandy. "It's because I would do anything - absolutely anything to protect my family."






Corporate Bodies Pt. 06: Cruelty

Chapter Twenty-Four

Saturday morning dawned bright and sunny as if nothing had happened to darken our lives. The world still turned, the kids still needed taking to their sports activities and Amanda and I started the day as if the extraordinary events of the last two days had not taken place.

The terrible anger of the previous evening had resulted in wild, passionate sex, as if both of us were trying to expunge the memories of all I had seen, and all Mandy had done in Andy's office.

Neither of us able to wait, there was no foreplay; no romance, no oral sex given or received. Instead, our bodies came together with a brutal, feral energy that burst from deeper within us than I at least was prepared to contemplate.

Amanda had thrown herself into our copulation with a lust and energy that had been all but missing since her first fucking by Andy, tearing at my clothes as I stripped away hers and meeting my barely controlled lust blow for blow.

As more and more of her body was revealed, I could see the faint but unmistakeable marks of Pamuk's assault that it still bore. There were small bruises around her waist and hips where his fingertips had gripped tightly, pulling her bodily onto the powerful forward thrusts of his cock over and over again. There was a sore pink patch at the tip of the cleft between her buttocks too, presumably where his wiry pubic hair had ground hard against her soft skin as her anus was brutally penetrated from behind.

My wife knew this and knew I had noticed, but she was undeterred. Indeed, there was fire in her deep blue eyes as she stood naked before me, challenging me, as if demanding to know what I proposed to say or do about it.

To my shame, I said nothing. Far from driving me away, this clear evidence of her recent infidelity simply drove me on to even greater efforts in my lovemaking - though that is hardly an appropriate word for the violent, passionate coupling that followed on both sides.

I fucked my beautiful, intelligent, half-whore of a wife fucked me - or perhaps she fucked me - with a frenzy I hardly recognized as my own, slamming my cock into her already-sore and still-swollen vagina with a violence I had never suspected lay within me.

Driven by perhaps the most basic male instinct to assert my claim over her body, spurred on by my wife's unrepenting attitude and the cruel, taunting gleam in her eyes, I took her like a man possessed.

Amanda offered no resistance as I almost dragged her towards the bed, kissing her hard on the lips, my tongue thrusting deep into her mouth as our teeth clashed clumsily. She responded in kind, sucking and biting as her own tongue writhed over and around the invading creature.

My hands moved to her small firm breasts as we kissed, crushing them cruelly in my fists. She gasped, then grabbed my head in both hands, pulling my mouth away from hers and directing it towards her tightly gripped globes.

Taking her right breast far into my mouth, I sucked on and bit into its long, dark nipples. Amanda gasped again and raked my shoulders with her nails as began to nip her teats between my front teeth, pulling and twisting them as my fingers kneaded and pinched the smooth pale globes on which they stood increasingly proud.

Amanda bore it all, sucking me with a passion and energy I had not seen in her for many months then complying with every demand I put on her. On her back, on her knees, astride me and beneath me, my unfaithful wife allowed me free, unfettered rein over her well-used body.

I took full, cruel advantage of the opportunity, hammering my painfully erect cock into her from every angle I could imagine, and with a force that had never before featured in our lovemaking. Like a crazed demon, I fucked her face and breasts, but most of all her well-used vagina, her slit still gaping wide between angry red, freshly shaved outer lips.

The only time she objected was when I rolled her onto her front parted her legs with my knees and for the first time in our relationship, tried to thrust my cock through the tight ring of her battered, still slightly gaping anus and deep into her rectum; the darkest of her caverns and the one into which I had never ventured.

Once, twice, three times she took my swollen head firmly in her fingers, directing it away from her bruised sphincter and into the gaping mouth of her vagina once again, thrusting herself powerfully backwards each time as if to ensure no diversion from its intended target would be permitted.

"Please! Not there!" she hissed into the pillow. "I'm too sore!"

Frustrated at being denied her back passage, I fucked her loosened vagina even harder from behind, my mind filling with images of Andy and Pamuk, the two men whose erect cocks had succeeded in going where mine had failed.

Had they looked down on the same long, smooth back and flowing blonde hair? Had they gripped the same tight, athletic waist and hips in their fists? Had they pulled her bottom back onto their cocks with every powerful thrust as I was doing now, barely giving a thought to her pleasure or pain?

And what had her tight rectum felt like, wrapped around their thrusting cocks, gripping them tighter and tighter until they had ejaculated deep within her body?

Brutal it might have been, but my assault of Amanda's body was successful. For the first time in many months, my wife actually climaxed beneath me, her vagina clamping hard on my cock as she began to cum, biting hard on the pillow to stifle the animal noises that escaped from her open mouth.

Driven by a jealousy this powerful, the strength of my climax and the volume of my own ejaculation that soon followed hers were as intense as any in my life, before or since. I became almost violent as it struck, thrusting my spurting cock into her as if in a passionate determination to re-assert my supposed rights over this incredible woman's well-used body.

As I joined her in near-simultaneous orgasm, biting my lips to silence my own climactic grunts, I wished with all my love and lust that the semen I was ejaculating deep inside her body still contained the sperm needed to make her pregnant and truly mine once again.

And then it was over.

Amanda fell forward into the mattress then rolled onto her side of the bed, panting for breath, her face and chest both pink. Sweating and with a sorer cock than I had known for years, I lowered myself alongside her.

No words were spoken. None were necessary; our actions had said all that needed to be said. The fury of her resentment and my jealous anger were for the moment, spent.

With our kids asleep close by, neither of us had been able to let ourselves go as freely as we needed, but for me at least, it was the most passionate but most deeply disturbing copulation I had enjoyed for many years.

And Amanda had been an enthusiastic participant every step of the way. Except one, I corrected myself.

Following so quickly after her ordeal with Pamuk, Amada was exhausted by her experience with me and fell asleep without dressing or even cleaning the sticky evidence of our copulation from her slender frame and hairless vulva.

I lay awake alongside her for a long time, severely troubled. Although at the time it had felt simply amazing, there was no escaping the fact that since her enforced infidelity, Amanda's bedroom performance had been transformed. Always a delight to make love with, my sweet, pretty wife had acquired stunning new sexual skills that at times had literally taken my breath away.

The woman I had just fucked so hard and who had fucked me every bit as hard in return, had looked like my wife and had spoken like my wife; she had even smelled like my wife, but in bed had been very, very different from the woman to whom I had believed I was married.

I began to understand what she had meant when she told me that sex with Andy had been better than she had dreamed sex could ever be. If this evening was anything to go by, it had been better than I had dreamed it could be too.

I had just been given a glimpse of what my wife could be like in bed with the right man.

I had to accept that the right man might no longer be me.

***

Amanda had been sore when our lovemaking had started and was sorer still the morning after, but despite this, as we went about our usual Saturday morning chores, her demeanour was astonishingly normal. I could see she was walking stiffly, and her frequent, visible wincing when sitting down or bending over was a constant and painful reminder to us both of all that had occurred, but she said nothing.

As we shared a coffee at the kitchen table mid-morning, she was very much Amanda again. No one seeing us together would have guessed what had happened over the last forty-eight hours; even I found it hard to believe at times, but I knew how important it was to keep up appearances.

The fiction that Amanda and Mandy were two different personalities had to be maintained if our marriage weas to survive.

Once again, I understood what an extraordinary woman my wife was. Her ability to compartmentalize her life was uncanny. When she was Mandy she could be as much a whore as she needed to be without shame or regret and, as I had twice witnessed, often with considerable enjoyment.

When she was Amanda, Mandy the whore simply didn't exist.

I smiled as she told me once again what my duties were as far as the kids' sporting commitments were concerned. It was banal, normal and just what we both needed. It did indeed look like we might have come through another major watershed in our lives still together.

The definition of what 'together' meant for us had been forced to change a great deal over the past half year. To my constant amazement and relief, though Amanda's enforced infidelity had seriously strained our marriage, it was still far from broken. Perversely, it sometimes seemed to have actually united us, at least in a determination to progress my career as far as it could possibly go, and through whatever means were available to us.

The problem of the stolen money still remained. Despite the payments I was making to Andy, at this rate it would be at least two more years before I had paid off even half of the unofficial loans I had unilaterally taken from the Company. My stomach churned as I realized that, if I couldn't find a faster route out, Andy would have fucked my lovely wife over two hundred times before our agreement came to an end.

This was something I couldn't bear to contemplate. Another plan was clearly needed and urgently too but no matter how hard I tried, nothing with even half a chance of success had so far come to mind. I had therefore resigned myself to a prolonged period as a reluctant but helpless cuckold.

Having lost control over one part of my life, the need to assert myself in others became overwhelming. I resolved to throw myself into my work with an even greater passion than before; to run, cycled and train in the gym with renewed energy. To be he best, most involved father to our kids that I could be.

No doubt my psychologist wife could have explained in exhaustive detail, but for me all I knew was that having had my position as Alpha Male in our bedroom taken away, I needed to feel that some form of sexual dominance still existed in my life.

I no longer had first call over my wife's amazing body; those deep blue eyes no longer focussed only on mine in moments of passion but despite her new-found desires and sexual prowess, I still hoped that this painful period of infidelity would only be temporary. I still believed that Amanda and I could once again be the close, loving, faithful couple we had until so recently been. I still prayed that an opportunity for escape from our predicament would present itself before the damage to our marriage was too great to heal.

There was no sign of any of these things happening any time soon. I badly needed a distraction if I was to keep my jealousy under control and remain sane.

But first, there was Yvonne to deal with. It couldn't be put off any longer.

I dutifully performed all my domestic chores as instructed and Saturday morning's activities proceeded with their usual smoothness. As eleven o'clock approached and there was a two-hour lull in the children's-taxi-driving obligations, I took the dog's lead from the wall and watched him go crazy with excitement.

"Another walk?" Amanda asked, looking up from her ironing.

"He's been fractious all morning," I replied. "He needs wearing out a bit."

She grinned at me.

"Rather you than me. I'm still shagged out. Where will you go?"

I loved her accidental, almost Freudian sexual allusions and grinned back, but Amanda didn't seem to realize what she had said.

"The Country Park probably. There are a good few steep hills there. That'll fix him!"

"Have fun!"

***

Fifteen minutes later I pulled into the car park, the dog bouncing off the car's walls and roof in excitement. When I opened the tailgate, he ran in crazy little circles until I could get him on the extending lead. Five minutes later we had passed through the large deer-proof fence and were working our way up the steep hillside.

As we rounded the first corner a short, plump figure holding a long dog lead was standing alongside the path, waiting. It was Yvonne who had obviously planned to accost me in the quietest spot on the only route into the park.

I could feel the tension in her body. She was dressed as she would usually dress to walk the dog; her plump figure covered by tight black leggings, a long jumper, jacket and knee-high boots. Her dark hair had been brushed until it shone; indeed she would have looked very pretty indeed had her face not been so pale and her expression so worried.

"Hi!" I said greeting her warmly.

"Hi!" she replied but without her usual enthusiasm.

"How are you?" I carried on as normally as I could.

I noticed she made no attempt to kiss me on the cheek as she would usually have done so I bent over and kissed her instead. She smelled sweetly of bath oil and light perfume.

"I'm okay. Thanks for... for coming," she began.

"You look good!"

"She frowned, "I haven't slept much since Thursday."

"I can imagine," I grunted. "Shall we...?"

We walked on through a side gate and onto a little-used path through old woodland. The trees were thick, the path private and secluded and for a few minutes we walked in silence as our two dogs showed how pleased they were to see each other in the usual doggy ways, totally ignoring their two owners.

"I thought it was you that night," she said after a long pause as if summoning up her courage.

I made no attempt to deny the fact.

"I'm surprised you could tell, you looked so..."

"Please don't!" she interrupted. "This is hard enough for me as it is!"

"I'm sorry."

There was a pause. It was going to be a morning of pauses.

"How long were you watching?" she eventually asked.

"Long enough, I'm afraid."

"You saw...?"

"Pretty much everything that happened on the bed. You were already tied up when I arrived."

"Jesus!"

Small tears began to form in the corner of her eyes.

"Does Mike know?"

There was a long pause this time.

"He knows I see Andrew, but he doesn't know anything about what we do." She stopped in her tracks. "And he mustn't ever know! Never!"

She looked up at me with a strange pleading look on her face. Then she burst into tears.

"Please don't tell anyone! Please! I'd do anything... anything to keep that secret. Please!"

"Hush, Yvonne," I said quietly, slipping my arm around her shoulders in a rather weak attempt to comfort her. "I haven't mentioned what I saw to anyone yet; no-one at all; not even Amanda!"

"And you won't? Promise me you'll never tell anyone!"

I ignored her question and held her until she recovered a little composure. We began to follow the dogs again and after a while I moved the conversation on a little.

"Those... those things he was doing to you," I asked a little hesitatingly. "Is it... what YOU like to do? Is it what you enjoy? Or is it just what Andy goes in for? Is he abusing you, Yvonne?"

I tried to sound concerned but of course my main motive was to find out if my own wife had endured or enjoyed such brutal but effective attention at Andy's hands. The thought had of course brought another unwanted and ill-concealed erection to my trousers.

Fortunately Yvonne appeared to take my questions at face value. She blushed, staring at her feet as she replied.

"No! It's not Andrew, he's lovely. It's... it's me. Once I get started, I just get carried away. I can't explain it but when he does those things to me - when he hurts me - it makes me feel sexy and attractive again, like I'm getting a man's attention like I used to."

"Does it hurt? Badly I mean?"

"Not badly. It does hurt but it's not like real pain at all. It feels... I can't describe it, it's... amazing! It makes me feel... attractive - maybe even exciting again!"

The idea of needing sexual pain to make her feel attractive and interesting was far beyond my limited imagination. Amanda could no doubt have explained it in great psychological detail, but she was the last person I wanted involved in this sordid little episode.

"Sometimes I feel it's what I deserve," Yvonne mumbled into her ample bosom, then stopped walking again and turned to face me.

"You can't mean that," I protested.

She rounded on me, her eyes wide and angry

"You've seen the wedding pictures. I used to be gorgeous once, didn't I? Slim and shapely? I used to be the one the girls envied, and the boys all wanted. I used to be the one turning down dates with the fittest guys in the sports teams!"

She hung her head.

"Now look at me: fat, short, old and tired. At least when I'm with Andrew, I'm the one getting all the attention again - and you have to agree he really IS gorgeous!"

It was twisted logic but at least it was logic of a kind. We carried on walking along the wide but rough path. Yvonne suddenly seemed anxious to talk; anxious for me to understand why she had got into this situation.

I wondered if she had anyone else in the world she could talk to in this way.

It must be so, so hard for her. I thought of my own wife and her relationship with Andy. Did Amanda need to talk more too? Or was her alter-ego Mandy enough of a barrier? Clearly Yvonne had no such emotional defence; she was speaking from her heart.

"At first he was just charming," she carried on. "You know how smooth he can be! He flattered me and paid me more attention than I was used to. It made me feel good; really good. Mike said I should try and ingratiate myself with him because it might be good for his career." She laughed hollowly. "At least that turned out to be true."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Remember Mike's promotion the Christmas before you got your Partnership? Well, that was the first time Andrew and I... did it. It was in his office earlier that afternoon."

His first time with my wife had been there too; clearly Andy had found a successful formula and was sticking with it.

"Did Mike know anything about it?"

She took a deep breath.

"Mike was there when it happened. Outside the door, listening." She frowned. "He set it all up!"

"He did what?"

Chapter Twenty-Five

Yvonne paused in her walking, turned and looked up into my eyes, her voice resentful.

"Mike took me there knowing full well what was likely to happen. He even fed me wine at lunch to make sure I was half drunk when I arrived. What with the alcohol and Andrew's seductive powers I never stood a chance! He had me on my back across his desk within fifteen minutes of the door closing!"

She sighed.

"And then he gave me the best fucking of my life!"

She paused, then added, her eyes dreamy.

"At least, the best I'd had up to then! I've learned so much since."



"Jesus, Yvonne!"

We carried on trudging up the hill as she continued.

"I know. I'm not proud of myself. It was the first time I had cheated on Mike since our wedding."

"What did Mike say afterwards? Did you tell him?"

"I didn't need to; he couldn't have missed it. There was no way I could hide it, anyway. He only had to look at me to know what had happened."

"How did he react?"

She shrugged,

"He made out he was shocked and angry; that I had done a very bad thing, but it was all a put-on."

"Why didn't he stop it?" I asked.

"He pretended he didn't realise what was going on at the time. But he must have heard everything and just let it all happen!"

She looked at me and frowned.

"Basically, he pimped me out."

"Jesus Yvonne. And it's gone on from there?"

"I've seen Andy almost every week for nearly two years. Usually on Fridays first thing in the morning, but he calls me other times too. And when he calls, I always go!"

"Why do you go? Does he have some kind of hold over you?" I asked, hoping to learn anything that might help my own terrible situation.

"You don't get it, do you?" she said coldly, stopping dead in her tracks. "He's got nothing on me! Nothing at all! I go because I want to go! I love what he does to me... and for me... and with me! I love the way he makes me feel!"

"But I saw you! It looked humiliating," I began.

"I know it looked humiliating! It WAS humiliating! I LIKE being humiliated! I WANT to be humiliated! It's what I deserve, I told you!"

There was no right response to this outburst, so I made none, I just patted her shoulder and we walked along a little further.

"I suppose if it's doing Mike's career no harm..." I said eventually.

She laughed in relief at the brief release of tension.

"Andrew always keeps his word," she said in a ding-song voice. "Everyone knows that. Even if the deal's distasteful, he delivers on his promises. Mike will get another promotion soon, I've been assured."

"So, it's vital no-one gets to know about your... arrangement." I said flatly.

"Christ! Please don't let it slip. Not even a hint! There's Mike and my work and, my God! What if the kids found out? Or the teachers or other parents at the school? I'd do anything! ANYTHING to make sure it stayed secret!"

"You really mean that?"

"ANYTHING!" she insisted, staring straight into my eyes pleading desperately.

We walked in silence for a minute or two, the dogs grudgingly following at a distance.

"You've been very lucky for the last two years," I eventually told her. "Keeping an affair going all that time without being found out."

"Until now," she said unhappily. "And busted by our closest friends too. When I think of all we've done together, with our families. What you and Amanda mean to us as friends. After all we've all been through with the kids."

She looked downwards, ashamed.

"After what you saw, I can barely bring myself to look you in the eye."

I sighed and thought for a moment before replying.

"It was a bit of a shock to be honest. I'd no idea you were into that kind of thing."

"We all have our... preferences, don't we? And what the hell were you doing outside Andrew's window anyway?" she asked, suddenly annoyed.

"He'd left some important papers at the reception, so I brought them straight round. When I reached the door, I heard... noises, and had to find out what was going on."

"You heard us... doing it?"

"I heard someone," I replied, embarrassed. "For a minute I thought it might be..." My voice faded.

Now it was Yvonne's turn to look perplexed.

"You thought it might be Amanda in there?" she asked in disbelief.

"I suppose so," I confessed.

She laughed out loud.

"As if your perfect, goody-two-shoes wife would ever let herself get into a situation like that!"

Looking back, this would have been the perfect moment to assure her I understood her situation only too well; to confess that Amanda and I were just as trapped as she and Mike were, though for different reasons. If I had been a proper friend, I could have helped her come to terms with what had happened and protected her.

But I didn't.

There's nothing like knowing your wife is being regularly fucked by another man to give you a much harder, much less moral perspective on the world. If Andy could make himself so very successful using and controlling other people through their wives, I reasoned, why shouldn't I do it too?

Instead of helping my closest female friend, to my shame, all I could think of was the prospect of having a major hold over my closest female friend, and through her, over her soon-to-be-promoted husband too.

"Well, if you had to be discovered, you were lucky," I said meaningfully.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean it wasn't Amanda and me that saw you, it was me on my own."

"You can't imagine how embarrassed that makes me!"

"I'm sure it does Yvonne; at least it does now. But I could see you were enjoying it at the time; really enjoying it. I'm sure you'd like to go on enjoying it too, and you can."

"Sorry? I don't understand," she asked suspiciously.

"Right now, no-one else in the world knows about your tastes and your little arrangement. I can make sure it stays that way."

"Oh thank you! Thank you!" she said, grabbing my hands. "But can I really trust you? Of course, I can trust you; we've been friends for years. What I mean is, can I rely on you never to let it slip out even by accident!"

"I'm sure you can, Yvonne," I said slowly. "I can keep secrets as well as you can. Maybe even better. But if I'm going to keep your cheating secret, we're just going to have to come to an arrangement of our own, that's all!"

She stopped dead in her tracks.

"An arrangement?"

"An arrangement; an agreement between friends if you like; something that benefits us both."

"What do you mean...?" she began slowly.

"Yvonne," I interrupted her, speaking equally slowly and with a strange feeling of confidence building inside me. "You and I have been friends - good friends for a long time, haven't we?"

"Yes of course, but..."

"And you want me to support you in your little affair by keeping silent. Doesn't that deserve a bit of reward?"

I paused again for my words to sink in.

"What sort of reward?" she asked suspiciously.

"Well, I would expect the husband of a special friend like you, to support me at work; to make sure things always went the way I wanted them. To back me unconditionally without asking questions."

"I don't know if I can promise that. Mike's his own man and..."

"Your relationship with Andrew suggests otherwise."

She turned the idea over in her head and from the look on her face seemed to find it at least worth considering.

"Is that it?" she asked.

"Not quite," I smiled. "You and I share something special now, don't we? Something secret? A shared secret as potentially damaging as this is bound to cause a few changes. Perhaps our relationship might change? Perhaps become a bit more like the one you have with our mutual friend."

I could see Yvonne's brain trying to come to terms with what I had said. First there was realization, then denial, then amazement and finally outrage.

"You mean you want to..." she could hardly force out the words.

"To spend a little private time with you too? Perhaps. That might come into it sometimes."

"You must be mad!"

"I assure you I'm not. Think about it! You're already deeply involved with Andy, it's not as if I'm asking you to be unfaithful for the first time, or to do anything Mike hasn't already persuaded you to do."

"I can't believe I'm hearing this; not from you! I thought you were my friend!"

"I am very much your friend, Yvonne. And Mike's. If I wasn't, Mike and most of the company would know all about you by now; maybe even the parents of your kids' best friends. Think what that would do to your family."

"You're a bastard! A cruel bastard!"

"Far from it, Yvonne. I didn't make you do the things you do with Andy. I didn't turn you into the kind of woman you now are. No, I'm just the friend who is going to keep your little secret safe; safe from Mike; safe from work; safe from your kids. I'm the one on your side, Yvonne."

"Oh my God!"

"God has very little to do with this, Yvonne."

"But I'm... I'm..."

"You're a very lucky lady, I told you. Not only can you continue your very enjoyable arrangement with Andy, you can continue to help your husband's flourishing career too!" I chuckled, "All you have to do is add me into your busy diary from time to time. You never know, now I know your darkest desires, I might be able to accommodate them too? How many middle-aged, overweight mothers get an opportunity to fulfil their deepest fantasies with two men?"

She just stood and stared at me, her eyes filling with tears.

"Think about it, Yvonne. It's a good deal. I'm in a position to help Mike's career too remember, and if the Turkish deal goes well, I'll be even better placed."

I could see her thinking hard. I knew from my own wife's situation that fidelity is like virginity; once a woman has broken it with one lover, it is so much easier to take another - though that wasn't exactly what I had in mind.

Even so, she was clearly hesitating. It was time for the final push to send her over the edge.

"If you're wise and agree to something that could be very pleasant and productive for both of us, the video need never see the light of day!"

"Video? What video?" Her voice sounded numb; stunned.

"Oh, didn't I mention it? I used my phone to record everything I could see through the window. It's not a great reproduction, but you can clearly see what's going on." I paused to let my words sink in. "Who's doing it!"

She began to tremble; I thought she might faint or throw up and for a moment I almost relented; almost ran over and hugged her and told her not to worry. But I didn't; I simply stood my ground and watched the dogs playing while I waited for her to regain some control.

After a while she seemed to have recovered a little because she stood more upright, held her head higher and her shoulders lost their cowed appearance. Then she looked at me with something more akin to respect than fear in her eyes.

"What do you have in mind?" she asked though her voice still trembled.

"Well, I'm not in Andrew's league of course, so shall we say once or twice a month? And not regular, that would be asking to be discovered. I'll call you if I want you."

I could almost see her mind working. Once the initial horror had passed, the thought of adding a second lover to her life - a lover who would only call on her a couple of times each month - didn't seem so bad a deal, especially when the alternative was ruin, public humiliation and the destruction of her family.

"And of course, I'll expect Mike to back me without question at work. I'm sure you can influence him there, can't you?"

Again, from her expression it seemed that, compared with the alternative, this didn't seem too bad either.

"And you swear you'll keep this all secret. Not even Amanda will know?" she asked.

"I have to be honest with you; Amanda had already guessed that you and Andy were, shall we say, involved, long before I saw you in his flat. But you have my word, I haven't told her anything at all about that night."

There was an even longer pause.

"Can I think it over?"

"Certainly," I looked at my watch. "You can have ten minutes. After that I'm going back to the car with my phone and..."

I didn't need to finish the sentence.

"No wait! Please! Okay!"

"Okay to come back in ten minutes?"

She took a deep breath.

"No! I don't need ten minutes. I meant okay, you have a deal!"

I couldn't suppress the huge smile that crossed my face and the warm glow of success that filled my body. I felt almost ecstatic. My first attempt at blackmail had worked!

"That's great Yvonne, you've made the right decision. I'm sure you won't regret it."

"I already regret it," she growled but there was no conviction in her voice. "Now let me get back to my family while I still have one."

She called her dog to heel and began to slip the training collar around its neck.

"One moment!" I stopped her.

"What is it?" she asked, now suspicious of my every word.

"I think," I began, trying to remember Andy's words of so many months ago. "I think I'll take the first instalment on account, right now."

She turned to me stunned.

"You don't mean...?"

"Actually, I think I do!"

"What? Here in the woods?"

"Right here in the woods!"

"But what if someone sees us?"

"You enjoy humiliation, you told me!"

"But..."

"I'd hate you to change your mind overnight, not now we've come to such a... productive agreement."

"But..."

"Take off your boots," I told her in as commanding a voice as I could muster.

"Here? Now?"

"That's right Yvonne! Here and now in the trees. Take them off!"

Chapter Twenty-Six

Yvonne stared hard into my eyes as if waiting for me to say more but when I didn't respond, her whole demeanour changed. Her eyes fixed on mine, a strange half smile of satisfaction spread over her face as she sat slowly down on a fallen log and carefully removed first one boot, then the other.

"There! Now can I go home?" she asked, placing her sock-covered feet on the leafy floor, her tone of voice telling me she knew instinctively that there would be further instructions.

"Now the leggings, Yvonne!"

She hesitated. The strange look on her face grew stranger; not with the anger and hatred I had expected though I couldn't yet tell what it was.

"The leggings, Yvonne!" I said firmly.

I saw her hastily looking first left and then right. I laughed cruelly at her.

"There's no-one around to see you. Well, probably no-one."

"Bastard!" she hissed.

"I thought you enjoyed humiliation!"

Her eyes still fixed on mine, Yvonne slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and, raising her bottom from the log, eased the skin-tight garment over her buttocks until the elastic gripped the top of her chubby thighs.

"Right off, Yvonne!" I said calmly, wondering where on earth this cruel streak had come from.

She breathed in deeply as if steeling herself, then slowly rolled the leggings down her heavy thighs, over her knees and down to her ankles before, one leg at a time, tugging them over her feet.

"No knickers Yonne? Afraid of panty lines?" I chuckled.

"There! Happy now?" she hissed sitting on the log, naked from the waist down, her knees pressed tightly together in a futile attempt at modesty.

"Not quite," I replied calmly. "Spread your legs!"

The odd look on her face became even harder to read.

"Now, Yvonne!"

Her eyes fixed steadfastly on mine, I watched as Yvonne's knees slowly and obediently parted, her feet spread wide apart on the leafy woodland floor, her bare bottom resting on the damp wood of the log.

"Wider!"

With a strange look on her face that could almost have been pleasure, she obediently complied, opening her legs until they were spread grotesquely wide. I looked at the women who had been our friend for so long; though naked from the waist down, her vulva was invisible, hidden by the front hem of her shirt.

"Now the shirt," I commanded, "undo those buttons and let it hang open."

Without a word of protest. Yvonne raised her fingers to her chest and began to unfasten the shirt buttons one by one. Her eyes burned into mine but there was no hatred now; it had turned into something else entirely; something that made them sparkle rather than glower.

When the last button had been undone, she pulled the front open wide revealing an ample bust supported by an off-white bra above the pale pink of her flabby belly.

"Is this what you wanted?" she asked quietly but clearly. I was sure I could hear something of a thrill in her voice.

I looked at the woman who had been a close friend for so many years as she exposed the most private parts of her body to me in the deep green woodland. Her shaved vulva was partly concealed by the rolls of flesh on her tummy but her slit and the dark salamander tattoo were a clearly visible dark gash against the pale flesh at the top of her chubby thighs.

"Have you seen enough now?" she hissed, making no attempt to cover her nakedness.

"Not quite. I'm sure you're feeling a little... sensitive down there after all Andy did. Why don't you touch yourself and find out?"

"What?"

"I asked you to touch yourself!"

"Here?" she asked but it was more for clarity than in protest, as if she wanted to hear my command again for its own sake.

"Right here in the wood! Open those soft lips and touch yourself!"

A strange sparkle came into her accusing eyes as her right hand slowly and tantalizingly descended to her groin. She paused, her eyes still fixed on mine for a long time then slowly drew her long middle finger the full length of her slit from its base to her clitoris.

"Mmmm. You mean like this?" she asked, her voice low and excited.

I nodded. Yvonne immediately repeated the action, then fingered herself a third time then a fourth, her breathing becoming deeper with each stroke. I moved closer until I was standing only a few feet away then crouched down in front of her, my face level with her vulva.

"Does it feel good, Yvonne?" I hissed as she continued to slowly stroke her slit.

I could see the lubrication beginning to flow, glistening in the afternoon sunlight.

The sound of voices drifted towards us as if a family were some distance away but approaching. For a moment I saw Yvonne flinch and look at me, but I shook my head.

"Keep going, Yvonne," I said coldly. "This is what it's all about, isn't it? The risk? The danger of being humiliated in public?"

I heard her sigh noisily and her fingers worked harder between her thighs.

"I've never... done this... in public before..." she whispered.

"In the open? Where anyone could see you?"

She shook her head, her breathing growing deeper and noisier.

"N... Never!"

"But you like it, don't you?"

She nodded.

"Mmmm... Yesssss," she agreed, her fingering growing faster. "MmmmMMMM!"

She moaned loudly; I realised that she had slipped a finger deep into her vagina and was working it back and forth and from side to side. Her eyes closed and a look of effort and concentration came over her face as she conspicuously thrust a second finger alongside the first.

A wet, slurping sound rose from her groin as she bent her wrist and thrust the two invaders deeper and deeper inside.

"Yes! Oh yes!" she moaned.

The nearby voices were growing louder and closer; an older man's deep tones, at least two children's voices and the yapping of a small dog which our two hounds found immediately fascinating and went off to investigate.

"They're getting closer, Yvonne," I hissed. "Does that excite you?"

"Mmmm yes!" her voice was almost a growl as her fingers flashed across and inside her vagina.

"What if they see you?" I hissed. "What will they see?"

"Mmmm oh yes..."

"What will they see Yvonne?" I insisted.

"Ooohhhh... a slut... they'll see a slut..."

"Is that what Andrew calls you?"

"Mmmm... It's what I am... I'm a slut!"

Her eyes opened then closed again as her fingers delved deep into her vagina, her arm and shoulder bent awkwardly as she searched awkwardly for her elusive g-spot. I moved closer until my mouth was alongside her head.

"That's right Yvonne. Tell me again!" I whispered hoarsely.

"Mmmm yesssss... I'm a... a slut... a fucking slut!"

"And what are you doing, slut?"

"Fingering..."

"fingering what?"

"Fingering my... my cunt."

"Your what?"

"My cunt!"

"Louder... Yvonne!"

"My CUNT!"

Her voice was almost a howl as her fingers moved faster and faster between her chubby thighs. Even from a distance I could see the lubrication oozing from her vulva and the faint but distinctive aroma of a woman on heat wafted towards me.



Despite the risk and humiliation, my friend was perversely but very clearly enjoying herself.

"You like that, slut?" I growled.

"Oh God, yes!"

"You need to cum?"

"Yes! Yes please!"

"You want to cum? Even with people nearby?"

"Please yes! I need to cum!"

I leaned closer until my mouth was next to hear ear.

"Then you'd better cum now, hadn't you?"

"Aren't you... going to... going to fuck me?"

Her voice sounded pained, disappointed, almost alarmed but her fingers continued their work between her fat thighs.

"Why would I want to fuck a slut like you, Yvonne?"

"But I need to..."

"If you need to cum then you'll have to do it yourself." The voices and yapping were close now, barely the other side of the thick hedge. "And you'd better do it quickly!"

The response was immediate; Yvonne's chubby thumb rose to the top of her slit and began to play with the large dark nub now clearly visible. Within seconds it had swollen and firmed, protruding grotesquely from her between her puffy lips.

Images of Andy's apartment filled my mind; Yvonne lying there, tied to the bed, her clitoris swollen, huge and angry as the pump drew it mercilessly into the glass tube between her thighs. It was growing quickly now, swelling like a man's erection as Yvonne's expert fingers explored its every sensitive part.

"Mmmmmm!" she moaned, her fingers moving faster and faster.

"How does it feel now?" I asked softly into her ear.

"Mmmmm... gooooodddd!" she moaned again, her fingers moving quickly and positively over and around her engorged clitoris.

"You like frigging yourself out here in the woods?"

"Bastard!" she croaked but there was only arousal and lust in her voice, "MmmmmmMMMM Yes! Yes!"

"Then cum now, Yvonne! Right here in front of me! Cum on your hand right now!"

"MmmmmmMMMMMMMM GODDDDDD! YYYEEESSSSSS!"

And then to my astonishment, the close family friend I had known for so long brought herself to a massive orgasm right before my eyes. Her head fell back and her mouth opened in dumb surprise as a huge wave of climax ripped through her body. I saw her eyes close tightly, then spring wide open, her pupils huge and dark, the whites bright and staring as incoherent noises escaped her throat.

"Let yourself go, slut," I hissed, "Let it happen!"

A second shudder of orgasm rippled through her, making her whole upper body shake and her chubby thighs twist and turn as her active fingers abandoned her nub and plunged deep into the caverns below, twisting left and right, reaching deep into her soft body.

"OooooohhhmmmyyyGoooddddd!!"

In a second, the fingers that had brought so much pleasure from within returned to her dark, hard clitoris where they became a mere blur. Seconds later a third wave of orgasm washed over her chubby body as the approaching family reached the gate into the woodland.

I clicked my fingers twice; to my relief the dog came to heel first time. Yvonne's third climax had exhausted her, and for a moment she sat panting helplessly on the fallen log, gasping for breath. I could smell the tang of her vaginal juices in the air, on her hand and between her still-spread thighs.

She raised her head and her eyes met mine. For a split second I saw a mixture of pleasure, relief, satisfaction and total submission on her familiar face and for a moment wondered if, despite years of supposed friendship, I had ever known this woman at all.

Then she dissolved in a frenzy of leggings, hiding in the undergrowth, desperately trying to cover her wet, puffy nakedness before she was discovered.

She made it by seconds.

***

Barely five minutes later we were walking back to the car park, my friend's red face, flushed chest and unsteady walk the only indication that anything untoward had happened.

As we kissed goodbye by the cars, I inhaled the strong scent of recent climax on her body, so similar and yet so very different from my own wife's incredible post-orgasmic aroma.

"When will you call?" Yvonne asked, a note of pleading in her voice.

"When I want you," I replied, deliberately vague, then added: "Did you enjoy it?"

"Couldn't you tell?" she smiled, embarrassed.

"It won't be too unpleasant a duty for you then," I stated rather than asked.

She smiled again and squeezed my hand.

"I think it might work out well for both of us," she paused. "Master!"

The word unsettled me; this type of relationship was new to me and I hadn't asked to be called anything other than my name.

But from that moment I knew that she wasn't just Andy's whore; she had become mine too!

What I had just become was less certain.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

"I'm home!" I called out cheerfully as I entered the kitchen through the back door, preceded by a tired but enthusiastic hound.

The kids were seated at the kitchen table, talking and arguing while their mother served them a late lunch. To my surprise, on the worktop next to the fridge stood a very large and very attractive bouquet of flowers. I crossed over and read the card which declared they had been sent 'with sincere gratitude' by the Turkish Embassy.

I looked across at Amanda and raised an eyebrow. She nodded and smiled ruefully, then passed me a long narrow box that also bore the Embassy's seal. I opened it and inside found a long, very expensive and hallmarked solid gold necklace along with a small handwritten card to 'the beautiful, intelligent lady with the deep blue eyes.'

"He's nothing if not appreciative," I said somewhat sarcastically.

Amanda shook her head anxiously and nodded at the kids, but they were too involved in their squabbling to notice us. I looked at her, then at the necklace and an icy coldness entered my belly.

"This isn't the end of it, you know?" I said quietly .

"That's what I'm afraid of," my wife replied.

"I can't see him wanting me to travel to Ankara without you, not now," I continued. "How do you feel about that? There'll be... expectations! Could you go through all that again?"

Amanda looked into my eyes and sighed deeply. I saw sadness and resignation amidst the deep blue. With her body still in discomfort from her first encounter with the man, could she really contemplate a second performance, this time longer and more carefully planned?

"I'll have to," she eventually told me. "Whatever it takes. Mandy will see through what she started, however unappealing it might be."

She paused, looking carefully at me.

"You just make sure you're up to it too!"

Strangely, this time I knew I could and would handle it. With both my wife and now Yvonne prepared to prostitute themselves for my career, I could see myself going a long way. Perhaps there were others I could influence in a similar way, if I tried hard enough and looked in the right places.

I had taken an important step that morning with Yvonne. She and Mike were our very closest family friends; a couple - no, a family we had known for years, celebrated birthdays and been on holiday with many times.

And yet she had let me humiliate her out in the park with barely a murmur of protest. What was worse, it was almost as if she had expected it. She had certainly enjoyed it!

I sincerely hoped she still could remain a good friend, but after Thursday night and this morning, things between us must inevitably change. We would have to see just how far and how fast the changes would go and where they would take us.

Suddenly I realized how cold and calculating my feelings had become. Perhaps I had started to behave as Andy would behave. Perhaps the more I behaved like him, the more I would think like him. And perhaps the more I thought like him, the further I would progress.

Perhaps there were worse role models in life!

After all, it wasn't Andy who had defrauded the company for so much money, it wasn't Andy who was willing to let his wife be fucked on a regular basis just to save her thieving husband from jail and help his career.

Perhaps Yvonne had been right; perhaps the real bastard was me after all!


Corporate Bodies Pt. 07: Complicity

Chapter Twenty-Eight

There can be few more beautiful sights than the early morning sun rising slowly over the majestic and ancient city of Istanbul. Despite my current anxieties, my chest tightened with emotion as I stood on the balcony of the five-star hotel and watched brightening sunlight gradually drive the shadows from the dark streets and iconic buildings.

It would have been close to romantic perfection to have been able to share this view with the woman I loved and respected so much, but that morning I was alone with my thoughts, those thoughts were troubled.

Somewhere out in the city Amanda, my beautiful, intelligent wife was in bed with a man, probably fat Pamuk, helping secure our future by playing her alter ego 'Mandy the Whore' for all she was worth.

Pamuk; the man on whom my future career and our family's financial success still depended. The fat, ugly Turk with a taste for sodomy who had already brought my sweet wife both vaginal and anal orgasms the like of which I had never seen before, but which I had been forced to watch in extreme close-up on video by Andy - my Boss, my blackmailer and my wife's regular lover.

A terrible but now familiar nausea passed through me as I fought to reconcile two conflicting forces; the purely masculine mixture of raw anger, green-eyed jealousy and an overwhelming desire to protect the mother of my children and reassert my status as the Alpha Male in her life pitted against my growing feelings of helplessness, of impotence, of meek acceptance of my position of obligate cuckold.

Worse still, along with these dreadful emotions came a powerful and unwanted arousal at the thought of my wife's complicity in her own degradation, along with an overwhelming desire to watch her sweet body being violated and inseminated by another man once again.

Amanda's transition into Mandy was by no means the only transformation that was taking place in our marriage.

Amanda and Pamuk had left last night's smart reception together well before midnight after it had been made clear to us both that a repeat performance of their previous meeting had become obligatory, if the goodwill that had developed between the two negotiating teams was to continue.

We had left our home and children knowing that something like this was inevitable, it was just a matter of when and how. Her acceptance had been unspoken; Amanda's agreement to accompany me to Istanbul was all the confirmation I was to get that my bright, intelligent, stunningly attractive wife would do whatever was necessary to protect our family.

Her absence had left me to entertain the various Government functionaries that international deals always entailed, knowing that elsewhere, my wife was once again entertaining their Boss in quite a different manner.

From previous experience, I had a good idea what form that entertainment would take but once again, I tried to close my mind to the horror and concentrate on my own part of our arrangement - securing 'the deal'.

Knowing that the professional part of my life was probably going to turn out well was some consolation. There were still few a details to be agreed, but the big contract with the Turkish Government that would secure both my own and Sandersons future, was now on the cusp of being signed.

All it needed now was the Minister's signature; the Minister was Mr. Pamuk; Mr. Pamuk desired my wife sexually; she was in bed with him now.

My wife...

Of one thing I was certain; having made her decision, Mandy would not let us down. She would leave Pamuk a happy and satisfied man, whatever toll it took on her.

From there the agreement would move towards ratification where there would be more pitfalls. Though by no means conclusive, Pamuk's liaison with my wife would certainly help oil the wheels of Government. The deal would go through, though I wasn't naive enough not to expect at least one round of last-minute gangplank negotiations, either from the Turkish government, the commission in Brussels, or both.

With a sigh, I looked at my watch, then at the bed in which I had passed a largely sleepless night.

I had expected Amanda to return to our hotel an hour or two after leaving with her lover, but instead I had spent the night alone, watching the clock until the small hours when exhaustion had finally overwhelmed me, and I had fallen asleep.

For the first time, Mandy had been gone all night. Now, with breakfast time approaching, she still hadn't returned. My jealousy turned first to irritation, then to anger, then to concern.

Where the Hell was she?

Images of my lovely wife and that overweight slob of a man in bed together all night tortured my mind. The video of him fucking then sodomising her across the desk in Andy's office and the incredible orgasms that this brutal handling had induced in her were burned on my memory forever.

Whatever psychological techniques Amanda was using to separate her 'home' self from Mandy the Whore, I was quite unable to differentiate the two of them. In my heart and mind, they were the same. There was no Mandy; it was my wife and the mother of our children who was being fucked by other men and my God, did it hurt!

The fact that it had been my stupid dishonesty that had brought this about, made the pain, humiliation and anger much worse! The knowledge that I now held influence over our friend Yvonne and her husband Mike did help me feel a little less powerless, but that relationship remained to be properly tested and besides, was I really the kind of man who would exploit a family friend?

Who could say? It wasn't long since I would have laughed in, or even punched the face of anyone who had suggested I would connive at my own wife's prostitution.

And yet there I was, waiting both for her return and the profits I would receive from the sale of her body.

To my wife, I had become little better than her pimp.

And what about Yvonne, what had I become to her? Her blackmailer? Her Abuser?

If so, she was hardly a reluctant victim. Since our first and only sexual encounter in the country park, she had messaged me a dozen times, asking when we might next get together, inviting me to use her however I wanted, as if welcoming a new, exploitative presence in her life.

Coming from a woman I had thought I knew well and had considered a close family friend, that offer alone was unsettling enough. But worse, what I actually wanted from her was unclear, even to me. Although the feeling of having power over her and her husband both then and in the future had been a thrill, I had no pressing desire to hurt her or fuck her.

The only woman I really wanted to fuck was blonde, had deep blue eyes and at that moment was being fucked by someone else, somewhere in the city.

Perhaps if Yvonne had been with me then, I could have taken out some of my anger and frustration at being cuckolded once again on her plump, compliant body. I had seen Andy do it with a powerful effect.

But neither she nor Amanda were there. I was alone with my nightmares; nightmares made far worse by the near permanent erection that had tented my sleep shorts throughout the sleepless night, that no amount of shameful masturbation could satisfy, and which had continued unrelenting into the early morning.

I picked up the phone and ordered breakfast for two from room service, then turned away from the world-famous view, went into the en-suite bathroom, undressed and looked at myself in the mirror.

It was not a pretty sight; I looked like what I was - a man who had just spent a tortured night awake. Physically I was in good shape; the time I spent running and in the gym to keep up with my newly inspired wife was paying dividends but could not distract me for long from the predicament I had put us into.

I was shaving carefully in an attempt to look professional for the day's work, when I heard what I thought was Room Service at the door.

"Come in!" I called hoping desperately that breakfast would help me feel more human.

My shave over, I stepped straight into the shower without risking displaying my nakedness to the attendant. A few minutes later I returned to the bedroom with a large white towel wrapped around my waist to find a linen-covered trolley bearing croissants and hot coffee standing in front of the window.

I poured a large cup of the strong black liquid and sipped it, staring out of the window once again. The sun had risen higher now, the permanently gridlocked roads were noisy and colourful, and the river traffic had become even more chaotic.

I turned to look at the clock on the bedside table wondering how long I should wait before calling the Ministry to try and trace my missing-presumed-fucked wife.

"Amanda!" I exclaimed in astonishment as I saw a familiar shape in the bed.

The sight of her slender body curled up under the thin duvet took me by surprise; she must have slipped silently into the room along with the breakfast while I was in the shower. She looked so slight, her hair was fanned almost angelically over the pillow and her face was all but invisible under the white cotton cover.

"Mmm?" she moaned incoherently.

"Are you all right?" I asked anxiously, "I was so worried."

"I'm okay... just tired... need to sleep..."

Her voice was slurred, almost as if she was drunk.

"Did it go... okay?" I asked hesitantly, bending over her inert frame and knowing her reluctance to discuss anything to do with Mandy.

"I'm back. Isn't that enough?"

"Sorry," I mumbled in apology. "I was worried, that's all."

"It's okay," she replied dozily, "I'm sorry too... I just need to sleep!"

Reluctantly, I left her in silence and finished dressing for the day's important meetings.

If things went well today, especially if Pamuk was in a good mood after his long night with Mandy, we might even close the deal that morning. I tried to keep my eyes on the prospect of a bright future for us all, and not even to think of the night my wife had just spent in bed with the fat, ugly man on whom our futures depended.

Needless to say, I was not successful but five minutes later I was a smart, if bleary-eyed businessman again, and the bedside clock demanded my departure.

Amanda would normally have accompanied me to the negotiations but today she was obviously in no fit state.

I crossed to her side of the bed, stumbling over the mess of discarded clothes on the floor as I passed, and looked down on the sleeping body of my pretty wife. The bed sheet was almost transparent in the morning light and through it I could tell she was naked, the white cotton moulding itself to the contours of her slim, athletic frame. Her breathing was slow and deep. She was indeed exhausted.

I bent over and planted a kiss on top of her head, inhaling deeply as my lips brushed her hair. I could smell alcohol as I had expected, but along with it came expensive perfume, a little sweet sweat and the familiar, distinctive aroma of recent sex.

My stomach churned.

Slowly straightening up, I silently picked up the discarded clothes, one by one. The short, tight fitting designer dress that had showcased her long, slender legs; the small-cupped, silky bra that had presented her breasts so well; the heels that had given her such a graceful and sophisticated bearing as she had chatted to the Government Officials at the reception; the tangled suspender belt and torn stockings fit only for the bin.

There were no panties to be found anywhere. For a moment I wondered when and at what stage in the evening she had removed them. Had she worn any to begin with? And if they had been removed, had it been her that had made that decision?

The powerful aroma of sex that now filled the room made it clear that her body had not been exclusively hers.

The flashing bedside clock brought me out of my reverie. I was almost late, no time for questions now.

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Istanbul being the ancient Gateway to the East; the point at which Europe and Asia meet geographically as well as politically, it had seemed to all parties the appropriate place an agreement such as ours should be signed. Ratification would take place later in Ankara.

The journey to the Ministry building in which this important event was to take place was predictably slow. My cruel mind used the time to torment me with yet more images of my whore wife, but eventually we arrived, and the meetings began.

The last-minute negotiations were tortuous, as expected. From both sides, an entire new raft of concerns and conditions emerged but though hard, the morning's work was productive to the point where, as lunchtime approached, it looked like a deal was within our grasp.

All that was needed was the EU Commission to agree a few minor changes to the main document text.

My lunch break was clearly going to be spent on the phone to Brussels.

It says a great deal about the confidence I had in my wife and the huge importance of the proposed deal, that within a few minutes of the negotiations beginning, the terrible images had faded. It was hours before Mandy's role in the process hit me again. In fact, it wasn't until late morning when Pamuk himself joined us in the meeting room that the reality struck, and anger began to build within me.

He looked smart and self-satisfied, but at least had the decency to look a little tired. To my annoyance, he had the temerity to look me straight in the face, his eyes twinkling knowingly as he shook my hand and sat opposite me.

It took all my self-control not to punch his smug, self-satisfied face, but our family's future depended on the success of these talks. It would have been a betrayal of all my wife had done if I had blown everything through a loss of self-control this late in the day.

I told myself to keep my eyes on the prize though my stomach was churning.

The rest of the morning's negotiations passed quickly. When we broke for lunch, I found a quiet office in which to make my calls to Brussels. It did not go as smoothly as I had hoped; the latest proposals still fell short of their requirements, but I was given a clear indication of the least that would be acceptable.

The afternoon's session would be tricky.

I called Amanda on her mobile but there was no reply. I left a voicemail. Five minutes later I left a second message, even more adoring than the first before returning unsatisfied to the fray.

An hour into the afternoon it was clear that we had reached an impasse. When I attempted to break it by proposing the intervention of the Head of the National Bank himself, Pamuk seemed surprisingly pleased. Picking up the phone, he summoned the official to the meeting.

Mr Turen was a smartly dressed man with much darker skin that suggested he hailed from one of the distant parts of the country. Attractive and, in sharp contrast to Pamuk, tall and slim, he exuded an aura of power that made me surprised he had so quickly complied with Pamuk's summons.

Beside him was his Deputy who he introduced as Yasmin. To my surprise she was a tall, very striking woman dressed rather severely in a Western-style skirt suit but with a neat scarf covering her head. I guessed she was in her early forties but whatever her age, her English was faultless.

Within minutes it was clear that her role went far beyond that of mere interpreter; the woman possessed an intellect far superior to my own or that of her smooth, sophisticated and attractive Boss, who she subtly and impressively managed.

In that respect, she might even have rivalled my own wife's extraordinary intellect.

Thanks largely to her quiet interventions, an alternative proposal was soon placed on the table which I believed might satisfy both parties. Even better, its implementation would also result in a highly lucrative contract for Sandersons.

I realised immediately that unless it was explained carefully, this aspect of the deal could be misconstrued by the EU as profiteering. Nothing short of an immediate personal visit to Brussels could move things forward. There were no flights available, so I was offered use of the National Bank's private jet.

This time when I phoned Amanda, she answered straight away.

"How are you feeling?" I asked.

"Stiff and sore," she replied. "But I'll get over it."

"Was it very bad?"

"I don't want to talk about it. I'm just glad it's over."

"Can I do anything...?"

"Just make sure you do the deal, okay? I want to go home."

I explained the way the day had gone. To her credit, Amanda rallied strongly at the prospect both of leaving Istanbul and of doing so inconspicuously in a private jet, but I suspect any plan that involved leaving Istanbul would have been welcome.

"Can you pack our bags and join me in an hour?" I asked.

"A rather intimidatingly attractive woman has just visited me and suggested I did just that," she replied. "I believe she's your Bank Manager's Deputy."

This amazed me. Why would Yasmin have done this? Was there something going on behind the scenes?

"Goodness! What did you think of her?"

"She appears to have a very good opinion of you," my wife replied acidly. "But to be honest, I rather liked her. She didn't patronise, soft-soap or treat me like a bimbo."

We ended our call. Another half dozen calls later all was in place for the important trip to Brussels. All I needed was for Amanda to join me and we would be on our way. With only half an hour to go before the flight, I was relieved to see her enter the Ministry lobby accompanied by Turen's much admired Deputy.

My wife looked simply stunning in a closefitting dark skirt, jacket and heels, her gleaming hair tied back, her lovely face bearing no signs of the ordeal her body had so recently been through. She was walking a little stiffly, but only someone as close to her as I was would have noticed.

There was a distinct aura of mutual admiration about the body language of the two attractive, intelligent women, mixed with more than a little envy. I smiled inwardly; a little competition had clearly done Amanda no harm.

"This must be your wife," Turen smiled as Amanda and her glamorous escort approached the small group in which I stood. "I have heard a great deal about you."

I could see Amanda's face freeze in horror for a split second before her professional smile returned.

"From your husband of course," he explained. "And from my good friend Andrew in Sandersons."

"It's a pleasure you meet you," she replied taking the proffered hand. "My husband speaks highly of you too."

His smile appeared genuine, and his eyes sparkled. For a moment I could see how attractive this man might be to any woman and was pleased that I would soon be taking Amanda away from the city.

At that point, a junior civil servant appeared at Turen's elbow and whispered something discreetly.

"It seems that your transport is ready but there is some time pressure to meet the take-off slot. If you have your luggage with you..."

He shepherded us towards the door where his deputy was waiting alongside an impressive, official-looking limousine. The uniformed chauffeur opened the door, and I began to help Amanda into the vehicle when Turen took a half-step forward and put his hand on my arm.

"I think it would be better if your wife remained here in Turkey," he said slowly and firmly.

Amanda and I exchanged glances. I looked at Turen, puzzled.

"My friend Mr. Pamuk speaks highly of you both. Your wife is apparently a remarkable woman, and it would be foolish of me to miss an opportunity to get to know her better. While you are away it would be an honour if she would consent to stay in my official Ministerial residence on the coast."

I could feel Amanda's deep blue eyes burning into the back of my head but didn't dare turn to meet her gaze.

"Given her background, it might interest her to visit some of the schools and the University there to see for herself how women in Turkey can be considered equals in an Islamic culture." He nodded towards Yasmin at his side. "My Deputy in particular is keen to present all that our country can offer to a professional woman."



I looked into my wife's eyes and for a moment saw a plea for help. I could only look back at her in despair.

"Perhaps on our return..." I began but he cut me off mid-sentence.

"It would be difficult for me to give your proposals the attention they deserve without the presence of an educated, native English speaker at my side," he said, looking me straight in the eye. "It would be a pity if the agreement were to fail at this late stage as a result of a mere misunderstanding."

Amanda's eyes burned into me again.

"And I'm sure, in your absence, your lovely wife will continue to improve the cordial relations that have developed between our organisations. My Deputy in particular would like to understand more of the psychology of being a successful woman in what remains stubbornly a man's world."

Perhaps I had misjudged the situation. I raised my eyes to meet my wife's stare. There was pleading in my own eyes but resentful anger in hers.

"May I speak to my husband in private?" she asked.

The request was duly granted with a reminder that time was now of the essence.

"You know what he wants. I can't do it," Amanda hissed under her breath as soon as the distance between us and Turen was large enough to prevent overhearing.

"Amanda," I began, "It might not mean..."

"You know exactly what he means so don't pretend you don't!" she interrupted angrily.

"You're right," I confessed, my heart thumping in my chest. "It's too much to ask. It's just..."

"Just what? I'm supposed to be your wife! Do you expect me... expect Mandy to fuck anyone who wants to if they can help your career?" she hissed angrily under her breath. "Wasn't last night enough? I'm still sore, you selfish Bastard!"

"I'm afraid I must hurry you," Turen's soft smooth voice insisted. "The plane must take off on time or it will miss its landing slot in Brussels."

"But we're so close to the deal," I insisted to Amanda, my voice low. "We're nearly there. Once the deal is done our lives can change forever."

"I can't believe you're asking me to do this," she hissed again. "How many men ask their wives to become whores? How many men let their wives get fucked just because it's good for business?"

"It's not like that," I tried to protest.

"It's exactly like that!" she croaked.

"Of course," Turen's smooth voice broke through again. "It would be in all our interests if the role of your wife in these negotiations remained, shall we say, confidential. If the agreement is signed, I can promise this. Unfortunately, were the negotiations to stumble at this late stage, it might be difficult to guarantee the confidentiality of all that has taken place so far."

My heart thumped; though smoothly delivered, this was a threat. Turen clearly knew about Pamuk's relationship with my wife and was threatening to make it public if she did not comply with his wishes.

I could feel the horror in Amanda's glare. If Mandy's bedroom antics becoming widely known, the world in general and our friends and family in particular couldn't possibly understand it - or the division between her two personalities.

"I'm trapped!" she stated coldly.

"On the contrary," Turen countered. "The choice is entirely in your hands. You have to weigh up the possible consequences of each option."

Amanda glared at him angrily then stared hard at me, her eyes aflame. There was a long pause.

"Very well," she finally said, her voice hard and cold. "Mr. Turen, I would be delighted to visit your official residence and see more of... your country."

She turned away from me as strong hands bundled me into the car and closed the door. The last thing I saw as it pulled away from the Ministry and sped towards the airport was Yasmin, the glamorous Deputy wrapping an expensive shawl around my pretty wife's slender shoulders.

She didn't look back.

I closed my eyes as we sped through the traffic.

So, this is how it worked; the gloves were off. Turen, the outwardly urbane, sophisticated man was no different from Pamuk or even Andy. He too needed a hold over me; to assert the power of his masculinity over mine by taking my wife before my eyes.

And once again I had connived at my own humiliation.

What kind of man was I? The answer to that was becoming more obvious by the day.

Chapter Thirty

It was grey and raining in Brussels six hours later when my taxi drew up at the large, glass-fronted EU building. The weather matched my mood as I entered the lobby loaded down with briefcases and an overnight bag, and with a deep frown on my face.

I had only flown in a private jet twice before; the experience had done something to improve my mood though I was still deeply unhappy.

By now Amanda would be on the coast at the official residence of the Head of the National Bank, Mr. Turen.

I had heard something about it from Pamuk during breaks in our lengthy negotiations. Built in the traditional Ottoman style, it was large but unostentatious and offered old fashioned levels of comfort and hospitality.

His collection of carpets was apparently one of the finest in the region and his chef was simply superb. In other circumstances, my wife would have found both them and the culture fascinating, but I suspected she would have little opportunity to indulge her interests this time.

My mind raced and my heart thumped wondering what might be in store for her.

The EU ministry team were assembled in the smart metal and glass meeting room, and we got down to work straight away. I buried myself in the discussions and negotiations; desperate to have something to take my mind off what might be happening back in Turkey.

After nearly four hours we had thrashed out a formula which looked as if it might suit all parties; satisfying the EU desire for transparency, the Turks' need for confidentiality and of course ensuring that only Sandersons could possibly provide the security and reassurance needed by both sides.

It was one of the most difficult and complicated negotiations of my life and despite everything else that happened, to this day it is still the one of which I am most proud.

Confirmation of the proposals by the Commission could only take place the following morning so it was with some reluctance that I went to my solitary hotel bedroom that night.

I called Amanda on her mobile to hear that the phone was out of range. I tried again an hour later with the same result. I tried a third and a fourth time but to no avail so lay on my bed with the TV screen giving the room an eerie monochrome glow.

I tried to doze but it was impossible, my mind constantly wondering what would soon happen in the next and hopefully final stage of discussion in Turkey, and what might actually be happening now to my wife.

After another sleepless night I tried to recover some composure in the shower, then dressed in a fresh, clean shirt and caught a taxi to the Commission offices where the EU team were already waiting.

The hours that followed seemed interminable. At times it felt as if everyone in Europe had been asked for their opinion and would not be satisfied unless the documents were amended exactly as they wanted.

Bureaucracy had surely gone mad, but at least it kept my thoughts away from the tribulations Amanda might be facing.

The entire morning was wasted in this disheartening way but eventually a compromise was reached. Even so, it was late when I caught the plane back to Turkey and later still by the time I had followed my wife's journey to Turen's coastal residence with the final precious agreement document in a locked briefcase.

Well after midnight, my car pulled up outside the impressive gates of the retreat. Documents were inspected and my face scrutinised before I was politely admitted, searched by unsmiling security guards then escorted by a very pretty young lady to one of three self-contained lodges within the compound where I was told, my wife had slept the previous night.

Once alone, I looked around the lodge's main room. It was sumptuously decorated with white walls, rich hangings, deep carpets and a great deal of gold-coloured ornamentation. The lighting was low, there was the low hum of air conditioning but despite the hour, there were no sounds of habitation.

Turen was clearly a wealthy and powerful man if his second home was as opulent as this.

I entered the bedroom and looked around. The bed was low and large but again showed no sign of recent use. There were no signs of my wife's toiletries on the dressing table either and none of her clothes were in the walk-in closet and her suitcase stood in the corner as if she had just arrived.

Puzzled, I returned to the lounge and looked for a telephone with which to call the staff. Then I remembered I was in a private home, not a hotel. There was no telephone; there would be no reception desk. If I wanted to find my wife I would have to go and look for her. I lowered my briefcase and overnight bag to the ground alongside Amanda's suitcase then pulled off my tie, opened my shirt collar and stepped out into the darkness.

Though narrow, the well-swept pathways were lit by occasional low lights so there was no risk of tripping, but most of the compound was in darkness. Almost the only light - and that was a low glow - came from a larger lodge a short distance from where I stood.

I approached it slowly, not wanting to intrude on my host's privacy but needing to know what had happened to my wife. There was no sound coming from within. I tried the door; it was solid and heavily bolted, but light still streamed onto the grass from gaps around the window drapes.

I circled the lodge, trying without success to find a vantage point before eventually finding a small, completely undraped ventilation hole only a couple of feet from the ground.

Moving silently around the lodge's perimeter, I dropped to my knees and peered through it into the chamber beyond. It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the low light within but when the scene before me came into focus my heart almost stopped.

The room was large and low-ceilinged with old oil lamps placed around its walls giving it a deep orange glow. The floor was covered in exotic Turkish and Ottoman rugs and was dotted with richly patterned cushions and blankets. There was a large incense burner on a low table on which also stood a silver coffee pot and an unlabelled bottle alongside three small glasses.

It looked like a set from a harem scene in a 'fifties Hollywood movie.

But what froze me to the spot wasn't the decor or the heady aroma which was filtering through the hole into the night. No, my eyes were drawn immediately and inexorably towards the activities taking place on a large, scarlet carpet in the centre of the room.

Exotic, beautiful and intelligent, the tall, intimidating Yasmin lay on her back on a white sheet which had been thrown over the rich, thick rug. She was naked apart from the thin black choker around her neck and an equally thin gold chain fastened around her right ankle. Her small, uniformly tanned breasts were firm and pointed with large deep-brown nipples. Her head was thrown back and her long, dark hair was fanned out over a gold embroidered pillow.

The contrast between the darkness of her skin and the whiteness of the sheet was striking but I was only dimly aware of this because my gaze was fixed firmly on her groin.

Yasmin's legs were splayed wide, her mouth was open, her eyes tightly closed and her back arched in ecstasy as, between her thighs, a blonde female head slowly moved from side to side and up and down.

It was a blonde head I knew very well; my lovely, intelligent wife was performing oral sex on another woman as if she had been born to it. Mandy was giving pleasure to the intimidatingly intelligent and successful Banker with a skill nothing in her previous life had even hinted she possessed.

Even as I watched, Yasmin's upper body convulsed, her thighs closed and her hands gripped Amanda firmly by the hair as a powerful orgasmic pulse passed through her.

I stared in astonishment; there, before my eyes, my extraordinarily attractive wife was on her knees between Yasmin's spread legs, dressed only in dark blue thong panties. Her parted buttocks were raised obscenely high, and her chest and shoulders were almost on the floor as she buried her face firmly in the woman's groin.

Her long blonde hair was pulled back between her shoulders and tied with a dark blue ribbon that matched her panties. Her hands were behind her back; I gasped when I realised they too had been bound with the same blue ribbon, but she showed no sign of reluctance or hesitation as her active mouth went about its task.

Yasmin's next orgasm was building before my eyes. She tipped her head back; tilting her dark-skinned, hairless vulva towards my wife's eager mouth and the tongue that was showering it with pleasure.

My heart thumped, my chest felt tight and the bulge in my trousers grew and grew.

The air filled with the sounds of mounting female pleasure until, as I watched helpless and spellbound, the clever, sophisticated, capable Yasmin was brought to another mighty climax. Her legs closed hard but fruitlessly on her lover's pale skinned body, her hands gripped Mandy's head tightly, first pulling her face onto her pulsating vulva, then pushing it away again as a fresh wave of orgasm rolled over her and her body pulsed and flexed wildly.

But Mandy was relentless. Barely breaking rhythm, she kept tonguing and tonguing until wave after wave of climax washed over the woman and she fell backwards helplessly on the cushions. My wife's head swiftly followed her lover's pulsating groin, shuffling on her knees until her bottom was presented directly towards the hole through which I was watching.

Her buttocks raised high, this new position spread my wife's buttocks wide, the dark blue fabric of her thong stretched tightly around the pale skin of her waist and down the open cleft between her smooth, pale cheeks.

I could clearly see the dark patch at its base where her lubrication had saturated the thong. However reluctant she might have been to stay; my wife was clearly not finding this lesbian experience entirely unpleasant. Her obvious ability in that direction suggested it was far from being her first such encounter, but when could she have honed her undoubted skills - and who with?

But those thoughts were halted abruptly when my eye was caught by a movement in the corner of the room, and I realised that the two girls were not alone.

Sitting very still in a deep, comfortable chair and watching the couple on the carpet was a tall, slim, deeply tanned man I immediately recognised.

Chapter Thirty-One

Turen appeared to be naked apart from a dark-coloured towel wrapped around his waist and was toying with what looked like a cruel, curved knife as he watched the two girls. I ducked down from the widow to avoid being spotted, but his attention appeared to be focused solely on the action on the rug before him.

As I watched, he rose to his feet and slowly approached the two writhing female bodies. His lips moved as if he was speaking but his words were inaudible over Yasmin's low moans.

He drew closer, smiled then bent over and slit the blue ribbon securing Mandy's wrists with his knife. It must have been razor sharp because it parted almost without resistance. My wife shook herself free of her soft bonds, barely acknowledging his presence as her hands rose to join her mouth buried deep in her lover's crotch.

Ignored by the two lovers, Turen backed slowly away and re-took his seat.

A moment later, though partly unsighted I saw my wife slide her left hand underneath her own chin. The muscles of her arm flexed and from the sudden bucking of the Turkish girl's body that immediately followed, I guessed she had thrust her fingers into Yasmin's vagina.

Apparently satisfied with the result, Mandy's muscles bunched, and her shoulders flexed again. Yasmin bucked wildly again and again as my wife's determined fingers were thrust repeatedly into her vagina.

A moment later, she raised her blonde head leaving the dark-skinned woman's vulva in full view.

I stared, amazed at the glistening, pale right hand that was half buried in dark, weeping female flesh then watched spellbound as before my eyes, my sweet wife began to finger her new bed partner with an expertise I had only ever seen in porn videos.

Her hand was over the girl's mound, partly cupping her vulva but I could tell at least two fingers were buried deep in her vagina. Mandy was working those fingers hard, jerking her hand up and down, I guessed seeking and stimulating the woman's hidden g-spot hidden in a way I had tried many times to achieve but with limited success.

Mandy's prowess must have far exceeded my own because the effect on her companion was instant. Yasmin's dark-skinned legs fell wide apart and her head flopped helplessly backwards then her whole body convulsed, the muscles of her tummy contracting, hauling her helpless head and shoulders upwards where they shook and trembled obscenely.

Between her thighs, my wife's fingers were working overtime on her companion's vagina. Yasmin fell helplessly back on the pillow again, her whole body bucking and contorting with the intensity of her orgasms. The room filled with the sound of a woman's moaning, then squealing then all sound was cut off as her convulsions robbed her of breath.

But nothing this intense could last forever. Eventually Mandy's arm and hand began to slow and Yasmin's spasms began to ease. She lay on her back gasping for breath, the aftershocks of her climax rippling through her slender body as Mandy or Amanda, still on all fours, admired her handiwork.

There was a brief stillness, then I became aware of another movement from the corner of the room. Turen was on the move again.

Casting aside his towel, the big man approached my wife from behind, the knife still in his right hand. Frozen to the spot, I found myself incapable of even the slightest movement, not knowing where the greatest danger lay.

The sharp, cruel weapon in his hand was long, thin and twinkled in the low lamplight.

The meaty weapon that hung between his legs was on a different scale; long, dark and, to my anxious eyes, almost as thick as his powerful wrist.

I watched helplessly as he knelt on the carpet behind my wife's kneeling frame then slipped the blade of the dagger under the thong. A flick of his wrist later and the strap between her buttocks had been neatly severed.

The blue waistband slipped quickly up her smooth back until it bunched loosely around her waist, the thong disappearing instantly between her thighs to reveal a glistening, inviting slit between her parted cheeks, dark, puffy and simply weeping juices.

Turen moved his powerful body into place behind my wife's inviting buttocks and exposed, readily accessible vulva. I could sense her bracing herself for what must inevitably follow. Her arms tensed, her neck stiffened and her eyes closed but she made no attempt to move away from her soon-to-be penetrator.

If anything, she seemed to raise her bottom a little higher and open her knees a little wider as if to make his entrance easier.

My chest ached as I watched the woman I had married and the mother of my children preparing herself to be violated by another man. There was no hint of resistance or reluctance; as far as I could see, she wanted it and wanted it badly.

A broad smile passed over Turen's handsome face as he took the end of his monstrous cock in his right hand and, placing his left palm on my wife's left buttock, began to work its smooth, rounded head up and down her slit from behind.

Mandy's head dropped between her arms as the huge dome was rubbed up and down her lips, then her whole body tensed as Turen found his target. An expression of pleasure crossed his brow and a look of fear flashed across my wife's pretty face as the man's large right hand joined his left on her buttocks.



Then, before my eyes, slowly but with inexorable force, the Turk thrust his hips forward, driving his monstrous cock hard into my anxious wife's waiting vagina.

She gasped, her head rose until she was staring sightlessly at the ceiling as he entered her, biting her lip and opening her eyes wide, whimpering as if in pain. He paused at the sound, then pulled back before thrusting forward a second, then a third time.

The huge shaft began its inexorable journey into my wife's soft, sweet, pale, slender body again. It clearly still hurt but there was to be no going back now. Her continued discomfort was obvious, but she still made no objection, merely panting away the pain, her small breasts dangling down, rocking gently forwards and backwards as, with a slow, sawing motion, the mighty cock sank deeper and deeper into her.

Finally, there was no more shaft to see; Turen had bottomed out inside my wife's vagina. His lower belly was pressed against her pale, bony buttocks, his balls against her clitoris.

My heart was thumping so loudly that I was amazed they couldn't hear it. I could see Amanda's chest heaving as she tried to adjust to the monstrous presence within her.

Then the fucking began.

Turen withdrew until only his head was inside her body, then thrust himself full-length into her in a single powerful stroke. Amanda yelped in shock as the entire shaft entered her quickly and irresistibly. He pulled back and thrust again with the same result.

Then he began to fuck her and fuck her hard. In long, deep strokes he began to pump his cock into my wife's vagina, quickly establishing a rhythm that spoke of long practice and an intention to keep fucking her for a long time.

Amanda's body must have been adjusting to the penetration at speed; the sounds of his body striking hers quickly became wetter and more earthy as her lubrication began to flow in earnest.

Turen's pace increased but he was still fully in control. The same could not be said for Mandy whose body was reacting to the man's presence with increasing intensity. The yelp of surprise was quickly replaced by soft moans of pleasure; the moans became louder and coarser; then became gasps.

"Oh God! Oh my God!"

The smile on Yasmin's face as she watched her erstwhile lover being fucked by her Boss was a picture. Envy at Mandy's pleasure and anger at having her new female lover taken from her were mixed with triumph at seeing this sophisticated Western wife reduced to little more than a whore by her handsome, virile Turkish employer.

On the carpet, Mandy was reaching what I could see would be only the first of many orgasms. Her head was thrown forward, her back arched, her arms trembling as the first powerful tremors of climax rippled through her.

"Oh God yes! Oh God yes!"

Turen's thrusting was relentless; his speed increasing but still well under control. A second, more powerful climactic wave passed through Amanda's helpless body, her arms nearly giving way, her legs and hips shaking so wildly that the man had to grab her hips in both hands to prevent her falling forward.

SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP!

His thrusts were deep now and as violent as I had ever seen a man fuck a woman. As a third wave of orgasm surged through my wife's body I saw a look of pain flash across her climax-contorted face and her head was thrown violently back by the force of his thrusts.

My wife's head thrashed from side to side in helpless surrender to the pleasures wracking her body, those deep blue eyes I knew so well flashing dazedly around the room until...

Until they found mine staring back through the window.

I froze as Mandy's huge black pupils locked onto my helpless eyes with an intensity that showed beyond doubt that she had seen me and knew I had been watching.

Even if I had tried, I would not have been able to avert my gaze from the action taking place before me.

But I didn't try; instead, my eyes flicked from my wife's constant, accusing, penetrating stare to her lover's hips and back as faster and faster, Turen's cock pistoned into her, telegraphing his intention to cum and cum soon. The sudden change of pace must have hurt; Mandy's eyes bulged then were screwed tightly shut, breaking her accusing gaze and giving me a moment of relief from guilt.

But it was short lived; her eyes locked back onto mine as her back arched and she came once again.

There before me, my wife; the mother of my children was on her knees being fucked by a man we barely knew; prostituting herself to help further my career and for the good of our family.

I should have been ashamed, have averted my eyes, perhaps even hammered on the wall to stop it... But right then all I could think of was how unbelievably arousing the entire scene was, and how painful the erection that was tangled in my underwear.

The slapping grew louder and faster; he was about to cum. in a few seconds, Turen would flood my wife's battered vagina with his seed. From the expression on her face, Amanda must have realised this too but made no attempt to prevent it, merely bracing herself with her arms as the violence of the assault reached its peak.

Then it happened.

As I stared unblinking into my wife's deep blue accusing eyes, Turen's climax struck and he began to cum. His head rose and coarse, harsh words in a language I could not understand spilled from his lips as deep inside my wife's body, semen began to spurt from the tip of his cock.

"Amandaaaahhh!"

Turen's ejaculation was long and copious, his contorted body slamming violently and repeatedly into my wife's buttocks over and over again as he emptied himself into her fully compliant, unresisting body.

And throughout her entire, unprotected insemination, my wife's eyes never left mine, her accusing gaze tearing a hole through my dazed mind and penetrating into my soul.

Suddenly there was a noise close behind me. I froze; for the first time dragging my eyes away from the terrible scene. There was the light of a torch fifty yards away, coming not directly towards me but definitely getting closer.

It held my breath and stared into the darkness. There was the flare of a cigarette lighter followed by quiet male voices. In the light of the flame, I saw two security guards about fifty yards away, guns on their hips.

I looked anxiously for signs of a guard dog but to my relief could see none.

It was time to leave and leave quickly.

I glanced back into the room to see three naked, panting bodies lying on the carpet on which the action had taken place but could watch no more.

Terrified of discovery, I crouched against the lodge's wall, keeping as still as I could until the guards had passed into another part of the garden. Then, when the coast was clear, walked silently through the grounds to the lodge where Amanda and I were supposed to be asleep.

My head was spinning; I felt sick.

The night was warm and the lodge was beautiful, but there was a chill inside me as I unpacked my overnight bag, washed and readied myself for bed.

I lay in the darkness, wondering how long she had spent with our hosts; how long she had been part of his harem, how long she had been lost to me, whether I could ever win her back...

And whether she might ever be able to forgive me.

Chapter Thirty-Two

I rose at six, alone, unslept, unrefreshed and tried to revive myself with a short run along the seashore.

As I passed the cabin where I had watched my wife being so comprehensively fucked, I halted, made sure there was no-one around to see me then dropped to the ground and peeped in through the low hole once again.

My heart thumped; two female figures curled together like spoons lay on the carpet-covered floor, draped in a sheet. They were breathing slowly and deeply, asleep.

One had dark hair and darker skin, the other was paler and blonde.

I watched for a full minute before rising unsteadily to my feet and running swiftly onwards, as hard and fast as I could, trying to ignore the hardening cock within my running shorts.

Amanda hadn't returned to our lodge by the time I left. I was relieved; after all I had seen, I was in no way ready for the conversation.

And Amanda knew I had seen it.

In Turen's private jet, the journey to Ankara had been fast and efficient. The sole other occupant of the cabin was one of the Banker's young male assistants with whom I made rather stilted small talk, as if both of us were trying to pretend nothing untoward had happened the previous night.

I had gone to the Embassy for some last-minute confirmations and discussions with Brussels and was relieved to find all was still in place for the formal signing planned for later that day. All the time trying desperately to put all I had seen out of my mind and concentrate on the important task front of me.

After a very brief lunch with the Junior Consul, he accompanied me by limousine to the city's administrative area and made sure I was in the right place at the right time to meet the right people. I was ready, well prepared but very much aware that, from the moment the young man left me lone in that room, the mission's success or failure was down to me - and to my extraordinary wife.

Both Turen and Yasmin were bright-eyed and alert when I joined them and Pamuk in the meeting room early that afternoon. The atmosphere was cordial and friendly, but I couldn't help feeling that there was an undercurrent of triumph emanating from my hosts.

The two men were dressed in expensively tailored business suits as befitted their powerful positions. Yasmin was also in a professional looking, tight-fitting skirt suit with headscarf but still wore the black choker and gold anklet I had seen before.

It was hard to imagine this smart, efficient woman being the same one I had seen the previous night. She was poised and confident, her dark hair positively gleaming with health, but I couldn't help noticing a slight flush on her face and chest that suggested her most recent orgasm had not been too long ago.

"I trust you slept well," Pamuk began, shaking my hand. "With such a late arrival last night and an early start today, you can have had little chance to rest."

For a moment I wondered whether he knew how little sleep I had had and why, but there was no sign of this on his face.

"There will be time to relax once the agreement is signed and ratified," I replied, gritting my teeth. "We have all worked hard for this. We deserve a bright future."

"Indeed we do," Turen chimed in, beaming as he too shook my hand. "I'm so pleased everything has proceeded as we all desired," he continued. "In matters such as this there are so often last minute... difficulties. I'm pleased that your wife was able to play such an important part in ensuring these did not arise."

He gestured behind me. I turned and to my amazement found Amanda standing quietly and meekly towards the back of the room. She was dressed like Yasmin in a smart, tight-fitting business skirt suit and high heels, but her long blonde hair was uncovered and pulled back into a business-like ponytail.

She bowed slightly in acknowledgment, her eyes lowered submissively as her lover of the previous evening praised her and I noticed she too now wore a black choker and anklet.

"You have a remarkable wife," he added.

"Thank you," was all I could think to say.

I tried hard not to stare but could not fail to notice her rather stiff, awkward movements as she bowed, or that she appeared to have a stiff neck. It wasn't hard to imagine how those injuries had come about.

"I have arranged for her to visit some of the more unusual sights and museums our city has to offer," Pamuk stepped in. "Rarer exhibits not normally open to the public but which, with her education and intellect, I believe she will really appreciate. Will that be acceptable?"

He had addressed his question to me but instinctively I looked towards my wife for confirmation. Her deep blue eyes flashed angrily and resentfully at me. However compliant she was pretending to be with our important friends, she was still very much the fiery Amanda inside - a fact I would no doubt soon see only too well.

But that would have to wait. With considerable courtesy, my wife was spirited away by Pamuk's staff and the meeting began.

Looking back, it could hardly have gone better. All three of the key Turkish representatives were in good, expansive moods and their junior staff took a lead from their superiors. With only minor modifications the counter proposal from the EU was finally accepted and less than three hours later a series of handshakes sealed the agreement, subject to ratification.

I could scarcely believe it had happened. Professionally this was the greatest success and the greatest day of my career thus far. I had succeeded in bringing both sides together in a deal that was good for all and at the same time had secured lucrative contracts for Sandersons from both parties.

I was a success. Sandersons would be rich. Once we had paid back the money I had stolen, Amanda and might even become rich too.

But this success had come at some considerable cost as far as my wife's reputation and fidelity were concerned. From what I had seen, it had not been entirely unpleasant for her but all the same, there would be a price to pay for her extraordinary compliance.

***

"I'm not sure how long I can keep this up," Amanda growled.

We were driving from the airport to my parents' home to pick up our kids after returning to the UK early the following afternoon. The flight home had passed in near silence, the tension between us almost tangible.

"Did they hurt you?" I asked anxiously.

"THEY didn't hurt me," she said ominously. "Anyway, physical injuries heal quickly."

She didn't need to say any more. My regret did not even begin to acknowledge the immense service she had done for me and indirectly for us both.

The fact that she had apparently enjoyed acquiescing to her hosts desires didn't change the fundamental fact; my wife had once again prostituted herself for what I tried to convince myself was our benefit.

I owed her so much.

"At least it worked; at least the deal has gone through. We will get a lot out of this, Amanda," I said in a weak attempt to pacify her.

"So you say," she said coldly.

"What?" I asked anxiously.

She turned in her seat to look at me, her deep blue eyes full of the fire I was seeing more and more frequently.

"You came very close to treating me like a prostitute. Okay, it wasn't a bad experience, but you didn't know it would be like that!"

"I'm really sorry," I told her and meant it.

"Don't ever forget that it's my... Mandy's body. If I choose... if she chooses to use it then that's her decision. You can't just tell me who to fuck and when. I'm not your whore, okay?"

We drove northwards in silence, Amanda staring out of the window while I wondered whether she would mention the fact that I had actually watched her in action with her lovers. That I had seen her with my own eyes and knew that she had been getting considerable enjoyment from the experience.

"As long as I can keep Amanda and Mandy separate..." she eventually said. "If I can just hold it together until we've paid Andy back, maybe our lives will be our own again."

Our lives might be our own again, I thought, but they would never be the same. I loved my wife desperately but after this much infidelity, our relationship couldn't possibly go back to where it had been before.

"Andy will be pleased," I agreed. "Maybe we can cut back your dates and..."

"Maybe," Amanda interrupted with an unenthusiastic sigh. "Right now, all I want to do is sleep, okay?"

"Of course," I smiled. "I love you!"

She did not return the compliment.

I turned the radio on low while Amanda dozed and for the next hour tried as hard as I could to concentrate on the road and on the bright future ahead for both Sandersons and for us.

I tried desperately not to think of my sweet, highly intelligent wife and the mother of my children with her pretty, blue-eyed face buried in another woman's cunt while her own was being fucked hard and expertly by yet another stranger.

I tried even harder not to picture the look of pleasure and excitement on her pretty face as she was brought to orgasms more intense than any I had ever supplied, over and over again.

Not surprisingly, I did not succeed!

