THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART TWELVE

Diane

I made it to the hotel and entered the cocktail bar as I'd been instructed to do by Costas. It was still early and the place was almost empty. I made my way to a higher level so that I could look down and watch people as they came in. After making sure no one was looking I lifted up my short skirt so that my bare bottom was in contact with the seat helping to cool my overheated pussy, a little. What I'd not counted on was that soon my love juice began to spread on the leather seat and formed a pool of viscousness beneath my bare buttocks.

I ordered a Campari soda from the waiter who, being obviously gay, did not leer at me, the first man that day and, in a strange way, it annoyed me. I looked around me and, except for three men, who were sitting at table directly beneath me, and were staring hard at me, the place was empty. I figured that Christos had been delayed and would make his appearance at any moment.

After my unexpected sexual adventure on the train I was still in heat and had an overpowering urge to do something outrageous to ease some of the stress and then a wild notion made me catch my breath....what if I was to flash my pussy in the direction of the three men and show them how aroused it was. I tried to tell myself not to be stupid but the urge was so overwhelming that I could not suppress it. I was aware that one of them had hardly taken his eyes from me so, pretending to be studying the cocktail menu. I opened my thighs wide apart which caused my short skirt to ride even further up my bare thighs. I watched the group of men, from beneath my eyelashes, and saw that the two younger men were engaged in conversation but the older man's eyes were still glued on me and they snapped wide open while his mouth gaped open as he realised that I was not wearing any underwear and that he could see my shaved pussy in all its aroused glory. A huge thrill swept through me at his reaction fanning my arousal to an even greater pitch. I was shaking all over as gently, so as to make it look accidental, I slipped forward in the chair so that my buttocks hung half off the seat knowing that from his lower vantage point the man could now see my dripping sex and bottom very clearly. He continued gaping as I flexed my vaginal muscles causing my pussy to open and close like lips as it expelled a dollop of sex cream. I watched him pull himself together when he realised that he wasn't dreaming and he nudged his companions but, before they could get a proper look at my intimate bits, I snapped my legs quickly together so that all they saw when they looked in my direction was a pretty girl in a summery yellow dress which enhanced her tanned skin, demurely sipping her drink.

Covertly I saw the two younger men telling the older one that he was having them on and he seemed confused. The two young men looked away, trying to attract the waiter's attention, but the older man kept on staring at me and I could see, by the expression on his face that he was wondering if he'd dreamt the whole thing. He looked crestfallen and, as I still had the devil in me, I decided to give him a boost so I crossed my legs, raising them much higher than necessary, causing the back of my thighs to frame the dewy, hairless triangle of my sex and squeezing it which made the fat lips swell out provocatively. I knew full well that the inner fleshy folds and the white beads of my pussy cream were standing out clearly against the darker hue of my sex lips and were further enhanced by the glitter of the gold ring. Once again I saw his eyes widen and his jaw drop and he jabbed his elbow excitedly into the man on his left and pointed at me but, by the time he looked, I'd crossed my legs once again and pulled my skirt down and was demurely sipping my drink. The three men stared at me hungrily making me feel as if I was on stage with an excited audience waiting for me to display my aroused pussy for their sexual arousal.

I poured the last of the soda in my glass and pressed the cool bottle against my flushed cheeks, rolling it back and forth trying to cool my sex-fever. Suddenly a wicked thought leapt into my brain and I tried, just for a brief moment, to stop myself acting on it but to no avail. I was too much in the grip of depravity to resist. I slipped the nozzle of the bottle between my open lips, doing it very suggestively, slowly and languidly as, from beneath my eyelashes, I made sure that the three men were watching and they were, intently! I tilted my head back, creating a straight line from my mouth to the base of my neck and slid the bottle further into my mouth so that the neck went down into my throat until only the base was still showing outside of my lips then I moved the bottle in and out with a skilful twist. I knew that they would imagine that it was their hard, throbbing cocks slipping all the way inside my mouth just like the bottle was doing. I know that few men have experienced deep-throating yet it's every man's fantasy to find a woman who can take all of his cock into her mouth without gagging. I had discovered that I was that woman in a million and could take a ten-inch cock all the way into my throat without retching or gagging. The demonstration of my fellatio skills was all over in a flash. The bottle was back on the table while once again I was sipping from my glass as if I'd never done anything unusual. I knew that it had happened so fast that the three men weren't at all sure that it had happened at all. 
Cockteasing had created an incredible arousal in my nearly naked body and it felt like hornets buzzing in my head and I needed a hard cock, needed it more than I'd ever needed one before, and if my husband had been there with me I think that I would have let him fuck me even though it would have meant losing the power of my growing domination over him, that's how desperate I was to be fucked. My entire sex area was throbbing with arousal and I parted my thighs once again and felt the sex juice sticking them together reluctantly stretching before breaking. I decided to pay a visit to the WC so that I could bring myself off with my fingers to try to relief some of the incredible and almost painful tension which had built up inside me. I was so wet that there was a loud sound of suction as my sex lips snapped together. I felt sticky wetness not only coating my inner thighs but my pussy and buttocks also and realised that I was literally sitting in a pool of squishy, viscous sex juices. I kept one leg still and swung the other, preparatory to getting up, but paused, for a brief moment, to give my enraptured audience a fleeting ball-wrenching view of my crotch. My thighs were spread as far as the skirt would allow in fact so far that my fat outer sex lips had opened wide displaying the slick inner ones, vividly pink and the whole sexual confection was hot and dripping wet from my arousal. I knew exactly what they were seeing because I'd practised in front of a mirror. I could feel that my hole was still drizzling slimy goo down between my parted bum cheeks and that my bumhole was coated with it. Looking down I saw that I was leaving a very wet, slimy patch glistening on the leather seat and wondered what the waiter would think when he saw it.

The show was over and I was up and striding toward the Ladies with my boobs jouncing up and down like storm-tossed buoys and the nipples rubbing against the material of my dress causing them to become so sensitive that they send messages of accelerated arousal to my still-throbbing clit. Glancing at the three stunned-looking men I saw the effect that my shameless exhibition had on them, three cocks as stiff as flagpoles tented their trousers and their eyes were glinting with feverish lust. I'm sure that if we'd not been in a public place the three men would have pounced on me like a pack of wolves and ravaged my body until they'd satisfied the lust I'd aroused by my cock-teasing exhibition. However being in a public place I felt safe! 

How wrong can one be?

