THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART SIX

John

I think that I have created a monster. I am sure that, at the beginning, Diane was extremely reluctant to give her body to Costas but now she seems to relish her subservient role and takes great pleasure in tormenting me with the gory details of what he has done to her while denying me her body.

I think that I would have lost my mind if it wasn’t for Hilary, my secretary. Since winning that money she’s been all over me like a limpet but I was in no mood to reciprocate that is until the day I went into the office, on a Saturday morning, to finish some urgent work and she volunteered to also come in to help me.

It was on a day after Diane had visited the photographer and regaled me with what they had done so, not surprisingly, I was in a foul mood. Hilary was very touchy-feely that day and still going on about how grateful she was so I kind of lost my temper.

“If you’re so damn grateful you would kneel in front of me, right now and suck my cock!” I said struggling to keep my voice unemotional, without revealing that inside I was dreading her refusal because I wouldn’t know how to deal with it.

She amazed me by swiftly obeying me and kneeling down, she went even further, and placing her forehead on the ground, with her bottom up in the air. It was the ultimate display of subservience and, remembering some of the details Diane had regaled me that she’d suffered at the hand of Costas, I reached down and bought her upright then reached for the buttons of her blouse and undid all of them and pulled it back so that arms were still encased in the sleeves then did up the buttons again so that the blouse had become a kind of strait-jacket. She was shivering and her eyes were closed as I unclipped her lacy bra and freed her firm little breasts. She whimpered as I reached out and cupped one and ran my thumb over the pale pink nipple. Her breasts were much smaller than Diane’s but were very firm and slightly up-tilted, Still holding the warm globe I leaned down and kissed her lips, for reassurance, and she responded by opening her mouth and, for a brief moment, our tongues duelled.

My confidence grew as I realised that there had been a lot of passion in that kiss, although I sensed that she was scared. I pulled her bra down her arms, as far as it would go, and it also acted as a restrain. She must have been very uncomfortable but she did not voice it but, even if she had by that stage, I would have ignored it. In my head this wasn’t Hilary in front of me but my wife and she was going to pay for the emotional trauma I’d been subjected to since I’d handed her over to Costas.

I moved behind Hilary and spoke, hoping that not seeing me would make the words more threatening. “You better be sure that you truly want to show me how grateful you are, Hilary, because I am going to pull up your skirt and take down your panties and then I will do things to you that you might not want to do but it will be too late!’ You understand what I am saying, don’t you Hilary?”

She nodded dumbly but did not speak.

“I take that as a yes,” I said as I took hold of the hem of her skirt. I did it slowly to increase her uneasiness and bared her thighs and my eyes feasted on the creamy skin above the stocking-tops. Her legs were slim but muscular and it got even better when I lifted the hem high enough so that I could see her pussy constrained in white panties, showing a wet patch at the centre of the gusset. I continued lifting the skirt up and she groaned as I exposed her bottom. Her panties were expensive and semi-transparent so that I could see the dark crease separating the taut cheeks. They were cut quite high leaving a fair amount of bare flesh showing and the flesh was smooth and very white. Once I’d tugged the hem of the skirt into the waistband I paused to stroke one of the cheeks and felt the warm elasticity ripple beneath my fingertips and she responded by lifting her bottom to make it even more prominent. There was no doubt about it her body-language was telling me that she was mine to do anything I wanted with and I decided that I no longer needed to be cautious but could move at my own speed.

I took hold of the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to below her bottom but left them spanning her thighs making it more humiliating and she whimpered a meek and submissive sound. It was then that I remembered how Diane had said that Costas describing what he was going to do to her had greatly increased her arousal and I decided to use the same tactics.

“You act like such a lady around the office, Hilary, yet here you are kneeling with your bare bottom in the air, revealing everything just like a slut. I can see your pussy and your wrinkly bumhole in all their glories and I am going to use my cell phone to take some pictures so you will never forget this day.”
She started to sob but made no move to try to extricate herself from her humiliating position. I continued to study her bottom especially her bumhole because it was kind of pretty, not brown, but pink and regular and tightly closed like a flower waiting to bloom and I assumed it was virgin. I wanted to kiss it and lance my tongue inside the tight hole but realised that, at that stage, it could offset the dominance I’d achieved. Diane had always refused to let me worship her second hole so maybe this was my chance to bring one of my deep-held fantasies to life. As tempting as that secret hole was Hilary’s pussy which was clean shaven except for a small triangle of golden hair above it resembling an arrowhead pointing down as if to make sure you didn’t lose your way was mesmerising and promised untold delights.

Despite my resolve to act as if I was unaffected by such pulchritude I just had to touch those treasures and, using my middle finger, I scraped the nail slowly down the crease lingering on the anus until it winked and pouted before tracing the shape of her pussy. A shudder swept through her as I explored her most intimate parts and I finished the tour with a gentle flick on the head of her clit which made her sob with pleasure while her body shivered as if caressed by an icy blast.

“Your cunt is disgustingly wet, you little tart, and now I am going to spank you for being such a slut! You should be ashamed of yourself going out of your way to seduce a married man.” I slapped her bottom as I spoke, not very hard just enough to make the flesh quiver and she responded by groaning passionately.
SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

Thrilled at her response I set to work slapping each cheek in turn but much harder than the first smack.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

Her bottom was starting to glow pinkly and she’d begun to squeak more loudly.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

An idea suddenly popped into my head and I stopped, leaving her panting and shivering in response to the punishment, while her pink bottom quivered in the most delightful way while I opened my bottom drawer and pulled out the table tennis bat I kept there. We had a league going and a bunch of us played most lunch times. I brought it down on her left cheek just hard enough to leave an imprint glowing on the taut skin.

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

She squeaked, her cheeks tightening then relaxing so that I could clearly see the bumhole winking at me. I began to really put some muscle into it as I began to smack her repeatedly. She had begun to shriek as I increased the force of my blows. Although her bottom was very firm it was still elastic enough so that it flattened, wobbled and bounced while colouring with only the crease staying pale highlighting the winking bumhole.

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

She was gasping so hard for breath that she was unable to scream very loudly but I could see that each blow was producing a great deal of pain and her bottom was continuously wobbling because it never had a chance to get back into shape before the next smack connected. In my head she no longer was my grateful secretary but my adulterous wife and my blows rained down as hard as I could make them.

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

“Start playing with you dirty cunt!” I almost screamed as I struggled to regain control over my emotions. “Diddle your clit while I watch your bumhole begging me to do something to it while your fat butt wobbles like jelly!”
Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

As her hand slid between her thighs from behind, which must have been painful because the blouse was still constraining her movements, I knew that she was really submitting herself to me totally and I could guess what was going through her mind as I recalled Diane’s revelations. I had used pretty humiliating imagery, like describing her bottom as fat, which wasn’t true but every woman fears that her butt is too big.

Hilary slid two fingers into her pussy and was drawing out juices to rub on her clit which she gripped furiously, elongating it and squeezing it hard as I resumed smacking her bottom even though my arm had started to ache. 

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

It only took seconds for Hilary to come, and I saw the muscles of her pussy squeeze and heard her screams of ecstasy as I continued to bring the bat down on her rudely exposed bottom with all the power of my right arm. She yelled and her bottom bucked but she kept frigging her clit even screaming for me to hit her harder and I obliged as I watched a stream of pussy cream dribbling from her open cunt.

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

I stopped and pulled her upright, by her hair, and, after freeing her arms from the blouse and bra, I guided her head between my thighs. I’d freed my cock and it was jutting out throbbing like crazy. Without hesitation she stroked the length of my shaft with loving fingers and I felt my cock throb from her sensuous touch then she moved forward and placed her tongue against the knob. Her fingers continued to stroke and knead the shaft as her mouth concentrated on the sensitive flesh of the tip. I slipped a hand on top of her head as she stroked my balls, with one hand, while the other one stroked up and down the shaft while her mouth continued sucking on the knob.

I had been tremendously aroused, while chastising her, so it was no wonder that I didn’t last long. When she felt the first pulse of my climax, she made no attempt to move away instead she slipped her lips all the way down my cock not seeming to mind the head pressing against the back of her throat. My sperm sprayed into her mouth with a hot rush and it filled it so much that she had to swallow it before more cream spurted into her oral cavity. Her fingers continued to stroke up and down the shaft, as if making sure that she had sucked every droplet of spunk, and, when there was no more, she swallowed the last dribble before allowing my deflating cock to slip out of her mouth. I watched the tip of her tongue seeking the odd stray droplets of cum clinging to her lips.

I knew that I had to do something, to keep my ascendancy over her yet I wouldn’t be ready to screw her for a good thirty minutes, and I didn’t want to go down on her because that would lessen the hold I had established over her then, as I thought of my wife, I got a wicked idea. I pulled Hilary to her feet and ordered her to bend over the desk and, without waiting for an answer; I pulled her to her feet and spun her around. Hilary snatched a startled breath as she felt me push her face down across the top of the desk. My sudden display of mastery seemed to excite her and I could her breathing excitedly as she lewdly pushed her bottom back to give me unimpeded access to her most intimate parts. I saw her brace her hands on the desk ready for penetration and wriggling her backside in anticipation. Unknown to her I’d extricated a tub of Vaseline; I kept in my drawer, which I used to keep the handle of the bat supple and smeared some of the gel over the handle. Instead of using my still limp cock I rubbed the end of the handle against her pussy and she stiffened as I began pressing it hard against her sex. She gasped and raked her nails against the top of the desk as the handle breached the portals of her sex. Before she had time to realise that it wasn’t my cock I pushed the handle even deeper inside her pussy and she released an ecstatic groan of pleasure as she felt herself filled by the rigid handle. Slowly at first, then quickening the tempo, I worked the length of the handle in and out and I could see her sex becoming even wetter lubricating the alien intruder allowing it to glide effortlessly into the depths of her cunt.

Her inner muscles clenched tightly in a spasmodic frenzy as she beat her fist on the desktop and her wordless cries echoed around the room before tapering off into guttural groans as her orgasm blasted through her body and the ferocity of her climax ejected the bat handle from her pussy in a sudden rush and it fell to the floor.

While I’d been fucking her with the bat I’d been stroking my cock back into hardness and I quickly slipped it into her still-spasming cunt. I only stroked it in and out three times before I pulled it all the way out and guided it against the small winking rose of her anus. Before she had time to realise what I was going to do I pressed hard and, after an initial resistance, the rose reluctantly opened and my knob glided inside. She gasped with pain and tried to pull away but I was gripping her hips tightly as I kept pushing more and more of my cock into her anal cavity.

The tenseness of her body relaxed and I moved my hands up her torso and gripped her breasts and closed my fingertips around the stiff nipples as I began to slam my cock in and out of her bottom. I can’t find words good enough to describe what it felt like to have my cock buried all the way inside her bottom and my only regret was that it wasn’t Diane’s bottom.

As my cock rode in and out of her bottom, a heady whirl of exquisite pleasure took control of my body and the heat of the tight passage was bringing a second climax closer with each thrust especially as she was pushing her bottom back hard against the rigid length of my cock as it drove as deep as it could inside her.

I was now twisting her nipples cruelly but the pain only seemed to increase her arousal and her body was so responsive that I felt as if it would melt. The sensation of being in control, after so many weeks of being at the other end of the spectrum, was heady and I quickened my pace as I released her breasts and gripped her hips. I knew that the force of my thrusts was squashing her breasts into the hard surface of the desk, probably causing a great deal of pain, but I didn’t care as I felt the mounting need to climax. I could feel the blood pounding in my temples as I tried to get more air into my lungs. She must have felt the tell-tale twitching of my cock, deep inside her rectum, because instinctively she clutched it tighter, with her rectal muscles, as if determined to increase my pleasure. I forced my cock as deep as I could inside her bottom as my climax tore through me and I blasted my spunk into the rectal sheath.

I felt her climax tear through her, at the same time as mine, and she screamed loudly as it squeezed the air from her lungs. My mind was lost in the euphoria of the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced and I tried to keep it going as long as I could before it vanished in the whirlpool of time. I continued to see-saw my cock in and out of the now-slick hole, even though it was already losing its rigidity, and I could feel my sperm oozing out and coating my balls. She shivered and sighted as another much smaller climax whipped through her and it caused the inner muscles of her rectum to spasm and eject my cock from the slick sheath.

I used a tissue to dry my cock then pushed it back inside my trousers and did up the zip then went around and sat in my chair. “Would you please get your slutty body off my desk, Miss Green, you’re making it look untidy.”
She looked up at me with pleading eyes as if begging for some tenderness but I was feeling guilty for cheating on Diane, I know it sounds crazy but I did, so I acted unmoved and again told her to get up and clean herself up. I saw tears in her eyes as she straightened up and turned away. She bent to pick up her blouse and undies giving me a perfect view of her still-opened pussy and anus, from which my cum was starting to dribble out, and I actually felt my cock twitch. Trying to regain some form of self-respect she exited the room.

She came back some fifteen minutes later fully dressed, with her make-up intact, and only the redness of her eyes and the slightly awkward walk hinted at what had happened. I acted as if nothing happened and we resumed working and we finished around three and I thanked her for her help and drove home.

I am intrigued about facing her on Monday.

