THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART FIFTEEN

Hilary

One morning I found an envelope on my desk which contained a grainy photograph, that was still sharp enough to show John screwing me in his car, and attached was a note telling me to turn up at an address, the following day, unless I wanted the photographs and others to be sent to my mother and John’s wife and posted on the company’s bulletin board. I was shocked and petrified when I realised that it was somebody who obviously knew us so it wasn’t hard to guess that it must be one of our co-workers. I thought about telling John but decided that I would face it on my own. I kept scrutinising all my co-workers, that day, to see if one of them seemed smug or knowing to no avail.

The next day, a Saturday, I went to the address. I was shaking and not far from tears and more than once was on the point of turning back but knew that it would only put off the inevitable and might even acerbate the situation.

I rang the bell and the door opened and I was faced with the unmistakable portly figure of my boss, Nigel Barnwell. He is every inch the archetype of a dirty old man; a red face with beaded sweat, fat lips like sausages and beady eyes that were scanning my figure like a laser beam.

“Do come in, Miss Green. It is so nice to see you and you’re looking so pretty.”
I didn’t bother answering him but stepped inside and he led me into what could only be described as an old fashioned parlour. Suddenly the buffoon seemed to grow and become a towering figure as he spoke. “Oh dear, you have spoiled my day by wearing jeans, ladies should always wear skirts or dresses, and I am afraid I am going to have to punish you. Not a good way to start a relationship Miss Green.”
I knew too well to try to dissemble and decided to play up to his master chastising his servant scenario so I apologised meekly for being unsuitably dressed while hanging my head and folding my hands in my lap appearing to be full of remorse and contrition.

“Your apology is accepted, Miss Green, but you must realise that I still have to punish you not only for the dress code violation but also for fornicating with a married man on company property.”
There it was out in the open leaving me in no doubt that he could be utterly ruthless unless I did everything he wanted. I nodded miserably.

“I am glad we’ve got that straight, Hilary, I may call you Hilary?’

“Yes…Sir.”

“That’s good, now, Hilary, you’d better get rid of those frightful jeans and, at the same time, your undies then you can bend across the arm of the chesterfield and we’ll deal with the punishment so that we can proceed to more exotic pleasures.”
I shuddered at the thoughts of what he meant but nevertheless knew that I had to do as he asked and I started to undo buttons with trembling fingers. I swallowed a lump in my throat as I pulled down the zip of my jeans then turned my back to him as I stepped out of jeans and my panties. From the corner of my eye I could see his beady eyes watching as I bared my bottom. On shaky legs I strode across the room and bend over the arm so that my bottom stuck out and I shivered with fear as I realised how exposed and unprotected I was.

“That’s good, Hilary, what do you think your partner in crime would say if he could see you now?”
His words caused a shiver to streak along the length of my spine and I began to wish that I’d spoken to John. Mr. Barnwell did not seem to need an answer and he continued talking,

“Very fetching,” he remarked. “You have a delicious bottom and I can see your sweet pussy lips and did you know that I can also see your anus, Miss Green?”
My sense of humiliation was beginning to spread at the thought that he could see my most secret and intimate orifice and instinctively I flexed my buttocks before realising that, from his point of view, it would seem as if I was teasing him.

He came around and showed me what he was holding in his hand, a long, yellow cane with a crooked handle which had only one purpose which was inflicting pain. I heard him chuckle as I braced myself instinctively, clenching my bum-cheeks, only to let them fall apart again because the pressure was making me feel as if I needed to pee. I wasn’t really ready when the cane came down with a horrible swishing sound before a stripe of agony sprang across my buttocks.

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!

The pain was much worse than the spanking John had administered and it was only my sense of preservation which stopped me straightening up. It was the knowledge that I was offering my bare bottom to a dirty old man, with my pussy pouting out and my bum-hole on show, because I’d committed adultery with one of my colleagues that kept me glued to the leather arm awaiting the next blow.

It wasn’t long in coming and the cane came down again, creating another stripe from which the pain radiated to the rest of my body.

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!

The strokes had been hard and they stung mightily, and with two stripes decorating my bottom I could feel them throbbing and pulsing. The third stroke was lower, just below where cheeks meet thighs, and it stung more than the previous two and my scream of pain echoed in the room and I heard Mr. Barnwell chuckle with pleasure and I realised that I was in the hands of a sadist.

I had just relaxed my bum-cheeks and was gasping for air when the fourth stroke came down and I was surprised to hear pleasure mix with pain in my scream as a weird kind of arousal began to tamper the pain, making me feel blatantly sexual.

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!
He reached out and pushed my blouse all the way up then undid my bra so that my breasts spilled out to hang under my chest. I’m not that big, in the breast department, but they felt huge and swollen and I noticed that the nipples were fully engorged. I was now fully exposed adding to my humiliation. He stepped back and whipped the cane across my bottom, the power of the blow jamming me into the armrest and setting my breasts jiggling.

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!
I opened my mouth to scream but did not have enough breath left in my lungs to make a sound and was quite unprepared for the next stroke which was hard and accurate and the dreadful pain shot through my body blasting the last of my reserve of courage and I burst into tears.

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!

SWWWIIISSSHHH!!!  THHHWWWAAACCCKKK!!!!

The last two blows were almost unbearable and tears were streaming down my face and I was sobbing and gasping for air as white heat swept through my body like thunderbolts.

“Good girl,” He said as one of his hands gripped my bottom, squeezing the hot cheeks, then the other, before pulling them apart. “Well we’ve started with the traditional six and you’ve taken them well and you’re displaying a proper humbleness which is very important in a woman and us gentlemen so appreciate it.”

I realised that the man was mad and that I’d better do anything he wanted but it wouldn’t be as arduous as it could be because I could feel a weird kind of arousal coursing through me as he continued a minute inspection of my bottom and especially the hole nestling within its crack. It occurred to me that he was going to bugger me and I wondered why he and John were so fascinated with that orifice.

“I trust that you’ve realised that from now on you will be at my beg-and-call 24/7 or suffer the consequences.” He said as he stepped back, “If not, we can always add some more lines to that delectable bottom, Do you think it will be needed…I do hope so!”
“No, sir I will do anything you want, please don’t punish me again.”

“Very well, I am very pleased with you but there is a service you can render for you see I have to confess to having become somewhat aroused and so need relief and you will begin by taking my penis in that sweet mouth of yours.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Barnwell sat down, making himself comfortable in a straight-back chair and spreading his heavy thighs to display the bulge in his trousers, as I slipped to my knees. He was looking at me benignly as I pulled the zip down and a feeling that I was about to do something revolting began to grow and excite me. I’d been humiliated, bare-bottomed and caned by a dirty old man, and now I was going to suck his penis, suck it until he filled my mouth with his seed.

I freed his penis from his underwear and was astounded by its size though it was not fully erect. The shaft was covered by a multitude of small warts and heavily veined and the head was comparable in size to an apricot. I knew that he had only two years to go till he retired and he was fat and out of condition but his penis reacted like a teenager’s and it came fully erect in my hand and I judged that it was as much as nine if not ten inches long and was so thick that my fingertips did not meet. As my arousal grew I leaned forward, opened my mouth and managed to encompass the swollen head, sucking like the chastised chattel I was supposed to be, beaten into submission and sucking the penis of her tormentor, and it made me feel good.

I continued to suck as much of his gigantic cock into my mouth, while rolling my tongue around the rubbery dome, and I sneaked a hand between my spread thighs to stroke my pussy, which was soaking, and it would have taken only a few strokes for me to climax but I wanted it to time it with him coming in my mouth so I moved my hand away to explore my fiery bottom. I traced the lines of raised skin, where the cane had bitten into my flesh, and they stung, a hot, sharp pain welcomed now that I was aroused. Reaching between my cheeks I touched my bumhole, feeling it open in welcome, and smeared the entrance with the dew I’d collected from my pussy. It was almost as if I was preparing it for Mr. Barnwell to use when he got tired of me sucking his penis. The obscenity of what I was doing proved too much and my hand returned to my pussy and I slipped two fingers all the way inside it while using my thumb to strum my clit.

As if responding to my wickedness Mr. Barnwell gripped my hair and started to fuck my mouth with his monster cock and I rubbed harder, hoping to get the timing right, revelling at my grovelling obedience to a blackmailing, dirty-old man.  My womb seemed to be pulsing and my pussy felt swollen to twice its normal size and very wet as I lost the battle and came first and, even as my pussy clenched, I was glad that I was such a slut for enjoying the beating and humiliation, for being so lewd and rude. My climax was long and glorious and it was still in full flow when Mr. Barnwell’s cock jerked in my mouth then pulled out so that he could ejaculate full in my face. The humiliation was complete!

Frantically I opened my mouth and took his cock back inside sucking up the sperm as hard as I could as my ecstasy slowly faded, before rising to a second if lesser peak, and then fading again. My face was a mess, with sperm closing one eye and some hanging from the tip of my nose as well as in my mouth, lips and chin. I must have looked a sight but I felt good after the caning, with my self-confidence high and a warm glow heating my bottom.

Mr. Barnwell rose to his feet, gathered my clothes, and courteously helped me to my feet and led me to the bathroom. After he’d left I looked at myself in the mirror and couldn’t help but giggle when I saw the cane marks glowing brightly on my bottom and my one eye shut by a big blob of sperm and a long strand of it dangling from the tip of my nose. I had a shower and found some lotion which I rubbed into the cheeks of my bottom before getting dressed.

When I returned to the parlour I found Mr. Barnwell reading a newspaper as he sipped whisky from an elegant glass. He ignored me and I stood silent not knowing what to do. It must have been close to ten minutes before he looked up and spoke.

“Why are you still here, Miss Green?” he asked. “We have concluded our business for the day but be sure that I will be in touch, in the near future, and we will continue your training. Now you can go and close the door after you.” He resumed reading as I made my way out of the room and the house.

I was so frustrated that I cursed him all the way home but beneath my  pique I was revelling in the fact that he’d treated me no better than a prostitute and wondered what plans he was cooking up for me.
