THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART SEVEN

Diane

A few days later I received another letter but this one was even more shocking than the previous one, because enclosed were several grainy photographs of me servicing Costas, and it was signed by someone called Louisa Costas. I read it several times and discovered that she was his wife and she'd watched a video of her husband and I and now was ordering me to visit her if I didn’t want it posted on the internet. She gave time and date and even told me what to wear. I tried to contact Costas but could only reach his voicemail, I left a message but he didn't phone back. I was in a quandary and, as there was no one else I could turn to, I decided that I had to do as she'd instructed and, at least, I would find out what she was after. 

I dressed very carefully, following her instructions. Some of the items I didn’t have in my wardrobe so I’d gone to the Mall and visited Victoria’s Secrets. I was wearing a very tight black, boned-corset which narrowed my waist to an incredible slenderness while, at the same time, pushing my firm breasts even higher and further out than normal. It had the same effect on my bottom. I could hardly breathe but soon discovered that the only way to cope with the severe restriction was to breathe shallowly. My nipples weren't covered so I knew that they would rub against my outer garment, as I walked, causing them to stay erect and itching all evening and no doubt showing through my top. After a while the sensation of constriction around my waist and torso became pleasurable. The garment also served as a suspender-belt holding up sheer, black stocking which hugged my legs like an additional layer of skin. Very high heels made my legs look even more sensuous and longer than they were, like a Las Vegas' showgirl. Even though I was being compelled to dress that way I felt beautiful and sexy. Although the Ten Commandments forbade me to wear them I slipped into a tiny black triangle of lacy material with very thin straps which masqueraded as underwear. The triangular piece of material sheathed my shaven sex mound, like a second skin, but left my entire bottom naked because the thin strap had disappeared into the depth of my bum-cleft, pressing against the tight ring of my anus and stimulating it as I moved. The pressure reminded me of how much I'd liked having my bottom smacked and how I’d begun to enjoy the daily enema. A few minutes after I'd slipped the garment on I could already feel a patch of dampness beginning to grow larger on the tiny triangle of material, hugging my sex mound. Over these sexy undergarments I wore a short, figure-hugging dress with a tiny flared skirt. I reminded myself that I had to be extremely careful walking because it could easily swing up to expose my bottom and pussy for anyone to see. I was sure that it had been chosen to make me feel even more vulnerable than I already felt.

When John came home, from the office, I told him I was going out and he didn't dare ask me where. Wanting to make him suffer I stood in front of him, with my back turned, and bent over which I knew would expose my naked buttocks. I knew that this would make his mental agony even worse as he wondered where I was going and who I was meeting dressed like that. In fact I saw his penis twitching and jerking furiously, behind the front of his trousers, as his eyes devoured the sight of my bulging, naked buttocks. I could see the pain in his eyes as he imagined me being used by Costas and it made me glad he was suffering.

Twenty minutes later my stomach was doing somersaults as I stood nervously on the doorstep of Louisa Costas’ house. I rang the doorbell and a very handsome Indian man opened the door. He looked me up and down then complimented me on my outfit but his eyes held a different message, as he ushered me into the house. From his expression it was clear that he would have liked to throw me down and ram his hard rod into me and screw me until he and I were exhausted. I was well aware that his eyes were glued to my bottom, as I climbed the steep stairs, and I realised that he could see most of my bottom because my short, flared skirt swung back and upward as I climbed up the steps. Wickedly I exaggerated the swing of my hips to make the short skirt flare up even higher so that he would be able to see my all of jiggling buttocks and even the bottom bit of the tiny triangle of material, where it had become trapped between my pussy lips. I felt even more warm wetness dampen the tiny triangle, which served as my underwear. The heat from his eyes, boring into my pussy and bum, was almost physical and I wished that I'd not worn anything at all so that he could have seen my anal hole winking at him and just how wet my pussy was. I shivered as those naughty thoughts went through my mind and asked myself why I had become such a slut in such a short time.

As I walked into a tastefully furnished living room I was sure that I could actually hear my pussy-lips squishing together as I moved. Mrs. Louisa Costas sat in a deep leather chair looking very gorgeous and sophisticated. She was dressed in a simple, but obviously expensive, white dress with a single strand pearl necklace offsetting its chic simplicity. The short skirt was hiked way up her thighs so that I could see most of her slim legs clad in sheer stockings. Her full lips were painted bright crimson. Her dark brown eyes were so dark that it seemed as if she didn’t have pupils and it was very disconcerting. She looked very exotic, sexy and cruel.

“You're late!” She snarled, as she rose from her. White suited her as it brought out the warmth of her skin tones like an exotic jungle flower, beautiful but very dangerous.

“I took a cab and he was late then we got stuck in traffic. Please accept my apologies.” I stammered defensively.

 “You should have foreseen this and left your place earlier. You will have to pay for your discourtesy later.”  She said, as she stood up. She sounded and looked like Cruella Deville and a shiver of fear coursed through me as she walked around me scrutinising my body, like a farmer assessing cattle. As she glared at me, from the corner of my eye, I saw the young man adjusting his erection which was clearly visible beneath the material of his silk trousers. Despite being terrified knowing that the young man desired me made my pussy twitch and pulse and I felt wetness dripping against the tiny gusset of the minuscule garment. If I wasn't careful the material would become so saturated that my thick, pussy juices would overflow and start to run down my inner legs.

After that show of pique she invited me to sit down. It felt very civilised and no one could have ever guessed that I was there under duress. She introduced the young man as her secretary. After aperitifs and nibbles we had dinner, accompanied by wonderful wines. The Costas employed a wonderful cook. Louisa was a fashion designer and kept us amused with anecdotes about various famous people and their antics. It was very relaxed, intimate and almost normal and my earlier apprehension faded and I nearly forgot why I was there. Then Louisa, who was sitting next to me, placed her hand high on my thigh. I was shocked to be touched so intimately by a woman and my first reaction was to push her hand away but, in time, I remembered the reason I was there. I felt the tiny triangle of silk, which had been sucked inward by the opening and closing of my sex lips, became even more saturated with my sex juice as she stroked  the flesh above my stocking-top. My quivering buttocks squirmed and the flimsy scrap of material gave up the unequal struggle and allowed the profuse juices to overflow and slip between the cheeks of my bottom and I sat there rigid, hoping fervently that the back of my skirt wouldn't become so wet that the stain would be visible when I stood up, as she continued delicately to stroke my thigh.

We finished our meal and returned to the living room. Coffee and liqueurs were served then Louisa told the staff they could have the rest of the evening off. I realised that I was a little drunk and I was dying to go to the toilet so I asked the way to the bathroom. Louisa insisted on showing me where it was and, to my consternation, she did not leave the room but leant against the wall watching me as I lowered the seat. I was literally bursting and couldn't wait any longer so, gritting my teeth, I slipped my tiny underwear down to my ankles, before sitting down. I was intensely aware that Louisa was staring at me and suddenly I became extremely excited. No one had ever watched me urinating before and it made me so excited that I slipped my bottom forward, along the seat, and actually opened my legs wider than was necessary and knew that she would be able to clearly see me peeing. I stared back at her defiantly as the first drops came out immediately followed by a veritable deluge which seemed as if it would never stop. 

Now comes the really disgusting and shameful part which I'm sure that if I had not been inebriated I would never have done something so sluttish. I had become so randy, from the obscene way I was showing my pussy off to another woman, that almost unconsciously I’d slipped my hand down and my fingers forced my sex lips to open even wider. Knowing that the woman was able to see where the fountain originated and below it my love hole and perhaps even my bumhole caused me to teeter on the brink of a climax as the torrent of pee tinkled in the bowl. 

Louisa's bosom was heaving dramatically and her large, dark eyes were glistening with lust as they scanned my pussy as the golden jet tingled into the bowl, like a gusher. Streamers of sex juice were dangling from my sex and were being buffeted by the golden stream. The tip of my forefinger was resting on the hood, concealing my clitoris, and stroking briskly and I could feel my love button throbbing as if eager to escape its confinement so that it could be properly manipulated. I could hardly believe that, in a fit of drunken lust, I was lewdly playing with my pussy while continuing peeing in full view of another woman. Louisa's eyes stayed firmly riveted on my golden stream. I made sure that every last drop had been ejected, by keeping my sex-lips well parted with my fingers, then I ripped off some toilet tissue and slid it along the slit, gathering up not only drops of pee but stray globules of sticky sex juices. I did this several times hoping that my sex lips would stay wide open and obscenely expose the inner pink flesh to her eyes. My large clit had escaped its covering and was also plainly visible, due to its size and I allowed her to have a long, uninterrupted look. I felt as if I’d gained some power over the woman for I was certain that she desired me.

The cosy scenario I’d constructed in my mind was shattered within seconds. Before I had a chance of dropping the toilet tissue in the bowl she reached forward and wrenched it from my fingers and then pulled me to my feet. She grabbed my wrist and pulled my left arm behind my back. It was painful and I opened my lips, to protest but the words never came out because she’d jammed the tissue into my mouth and it tasted terrible but the look in her eyes stopped me trying to spit it out. Knowing that she had me under control Louisa sat on the edge of the bathtub, only inches from me. My pubic mound was in line with her eyes as I swayed on rubbery legs trying to come to terms with her sudden change of mood. She reached out and trailed her fingertips lightly over my sex mound, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. I'd never been so intimate with another woman before but realised that I loved every touch of her fingers on my skin because it was so wicked and exciting. I was fascinated by the way she was staring so intently at my pussy as her fingertips parted my sex lips further to allow my clitoris to pop all the way out then she just brushed the head lightly, with the tip of a finger, and it felt as if I was receiving a massive voltage of electricity. I went weak all over and felt my anal hole clench in sympathy. I grasped the wash basin to stop myself falling as ecstatic waves of pleasure filled my body as Louisa grasped my prominent clit, between a finger and thumb, and squeezed and stroked it as if it was a miniature penis. She did it hard and fast, using my own sex juices as lubrication while her fingers twisted my sensitive nodule this way and that and pain blended with the pleasure. Two more strokes of her clamping fingers would have brought me off but she stopped abruptly, leaving me hanging in no man's land, with my whole body screaming silently for release. My pussy was opening and closing expelling even more sticky juices. 
My guilty conscience had kicked in, by this time, and I was glad that she had punished me for my lewdness by forcing the toilet tissue in my mouth and I found myself sucking on it as if it had been immersed in ambrosia rather than the wastes from my body. I moaned with disappointment when she didn’t continue to tease my clit. She smiled slyly and ordered me to follow her, as she stood up and left the bathroom and, like an obedient puppy, I followed her on unsteady legs as she led me to a gorgeously appointed bedroom. I'd left my tiny, soaked underwear on the bathroom floor and had walked to the bedroom with my skirt around my waist so that my bare bottom and pussy were fully exposed. It had made me feel extremely naughty and secretly I’d wished that her secretary could have witnessed the way my buttocks were clashing against each other. I’m sure that he would have been able to see the trickles of sex juices which were slithering down the inside of each leg as I strode along behind his employer. Perhaps he could have also seen the head of my clitoris sticking out like the head of a miniature cock and finally the way my bumhole was opening and closing like a miniature mouth, its rim coated with beads of foamy sex juice.

When I walked into the bedroom Louisa was already sitting on the edge of the bed and indicated that I was to sit next to her. I was shivering all over with apprehension and rising passion. I did not even bother to pull my skirt down. Her slender fingers unbuttoned the top of my dress and caressed the upper slopes of my breasts. I gasped at her touch and my breasts swelled as surges of pleasure twinkled through my body. Her touch was so different to a man's, so knowing and so much more gentle. I could hardly get enough air into my lungs as her fingers explored the contours of my breasts. I was enjoying the touch of her fingers made even more sensual because she was another woman yet, at the same time, I was quaking inside wondering what she'd planned to do to me.

“You're boobs are so beautiful and firm,” She said. “My husband likes breasts almost as much as I do and yours are so big and firm, not like mine it's no wonder that he wanted you!”            She undid the buttons of her blouse and it gaped open revealing her large, pear-shaped breasts, topped by large nipples like organ stops, which had begun to sag, though she wasn’t that old, and, though not perfect, I found them were very arousing. It was almost as if they were full of milk just waiting to spurt into the mouth of anyone bold enough to suck on the nipples. "Play with my breasts, suck them, Diane!" She ordered and it was as if she’d read my wicked thoughts.

It never occurred to me not to do as she ordered and obediently I reached out and began to caress the silky flesh. My white fingers and bright-red fingernails on her olive skin seemed to emphasise the lewdness of the caress. Immediately the brown nipples swelled and deepened in colour as my fingers ran over them. I massaged her breasts then concentrated on her fat nipples while mine were in turn gently caressed by her slender fingers. I suddenly became aware that we were no longer alone because Naseem, her secretary, had slipped silently into the room. I turned my head to see that he was standing leaning against the door gazing at us, slowly undressing. I was shocked by his presence but Louisa didn't turn a hair.

“Take off your clothes!” She softly ordered as she continued looking at me and took no notice of Naseem’s presence.

Again it never occurred to me not to do what she wished. I stood up, as if in a dream, and did what I was told. As I stood erect, completely naked save for my corset, stockings and high heels I noticed that Naseem was now also completely naked. Not particularly muscular he was still well formed, a dancer’s body, and from the way his semi-erect penis jutted out he was enormously endowed. As I looked from him to Louisa I wondered what would happen next. She was slipping out of her clothes and soon was as naked as Naseem and I. I was shaking with apprehension as I tried to guess what they would do to me. 

Louisa grasped my wrist and pulled me onto the bed. I wasn't sure of how she wanted me but as she'd done, from the beginning, she orchestrated my every move. I straddled her torso and sat gingerly on the soft cushion of her pendulous breasts. She grasped my buttocks and drew me toward her head until my sex mound was brushing against her face. Her hands left my buttocks and cupped my breasts so that her fingertips could squeeze the already-erect nipples extremely hard. The pain was exquisite and it took all that was left of my pride not to beg her to hurt them even more. I wanted her long, sharp fingernails to dig deep into my aching teats until blood flowed then wanted her to take my nipples into her mouth and suck the blood as if it had been mother's milk. I looked down to see her slim fingers digging into my flesh and twisting my nipples cruelly. For a brief moment I wondered how she'd figured out that pain gave me pleasure...maybe I was sending unseen signals that I loved being hurt then remembered that the video must have shown my degradation in every sordid detail. Louisa examined my vagina and I heard her murmuring, vile obscene words which set my blood on fire. This was even wilder than I'd fantasised. Abruptly she raised her head slightly, while at the same time forcing me to slide my pelvis slightly toward her, and I shrieked loudly at the sensation of searing bliss which blazed through my womb, when her tongue licked into my vaginal opening. Of course I'd been licked out by men previously but it was different and nothing like the searing thrills her tongue was wringing from my vagina. I looked down and could see her greedily licking into my widely-spread labia and scooping out my sex juice, with the flat of her pink tongue. Out of the corner of my eye I saw her secretary approaching the bed. 

“She's got a marvellous touch, hasn't she?” He asked as he stood beside the bed and watched my pussy lips close around his employer's sucking mouth.

Her slim hand grasped his prick and, without halting her delicious and salacious sucking, she stroked it to a full erection. I was gasping for breath as a pleasure so intense that it was close to pain gripped my body. Wave after wave of constantly building pleasure surged within me and I felt myself rising to the heights of orgasm in a way I'd never experienced before and suddenly the dam burst! 

The floodgates of released passion opened within me releasing a tidal wave of bliss which swept right through me and made me scream out in total ecstasy. Unknown to me at the time it was the first time in my life that experienced what is called ‘squirting’ and her face was covered with my sticky juices. I was vaguely conscious that she was still licking my inner folds while also nibbling on my clitoris, with the edge of her sharp teeth. I felt something firm but rubbery brush against my lips and I opened my eyes and was confronted by the sight of her secretary's throbbing sex organ only a few centimetres from my face. It was simply enormous even larger than Costas’ and the colour made it seem more potent. I opened my lips and allowed the leaking knob to penetrate inside my mouth while I was being swept into a world of pleasure so intense that I lost contact with my surroundings. I was only aware of the scurrying sensations of impossible pleasure, Louisa was wringing from my clitoris with her tongue, lips and fingers, because ecstasy was blasting through my womb then throughout my entire body. I wanted to prolong the ultimate sensation as long as I could so that each small tingle of sensation could be savoured to the utmost of its erotic intensity. Even though my lips were stretched to the limit instinctively I sucked on the fleshy organ in my mouth while caressing Naseem's muscular thighs and buttocks. I could only accommodate a portion of his penis in my mouth and throat as his testicles bounced against my chin. I kept my eyes open because I wanted to see my fingers slide over his jewels and my wet lips slide up and down the end part of his throbbing pole, leaving it glistening with my saliva. At the same time that I was sucking on his prick I felt his employer using my own copious sex juice as lubrication to insert at least two fingers all the way up my bumhole, in a smooth insertion. Once buried inside she moved them in and out as her tongue continued to lick out my pussy and her teeth nibbled on my clitoris adding pain to the ecstasy. She slipped another finger to join the first two inside the convulsing sheath of my rectum. I felt certain, as I floated in my euphoric state, that this was the ultimate pleasure to have a woman screwing my bumhole with her fingers while she continued nibbling on the clitoris as her lover's rod plundered deep into my mouth and throat. I was locked in a warm world of pulsing flesh, giving and receiving all that could be experienced. My clitoris, my labia, the delicate nerves of my inner vagina, my tight anus were all being stimulated as they had never been stimulated before while at the same time my mouth was full of the hard flesh of a man.  As I floated on a cloud of pure bliss there was a change of rhythm. Louisa's mouth pulled away from my hot flesh, leaving me feeling bereft. I could vaguely hear the groans and half formed words coming from her signifying that she was once again orgasming. I looked over my shoulder and only then did I realise that Naseem had all of his hand, up to the wrist, buried in her sex and was pumping it in and out, as if it had been his prick. I could just about imagine what his fingers must be doing inside her sex-sheath and it heightened my own excitement. I'd never seen anyone being fisted before, never had even thought it possible, and I climaxed from the lewdness of it as I imagined it being done to me. Almost simultaneously the throbbing tube of flesh in my mouth suddenly swelled and sticky jets of semen splattered over my tongue and down my gullet. 

Louisa firmly shut her lips on my soft labia and squeezed them together to put incredible pressure on my clitoris, while her employee spurted his sticky spunk into my gulping mouth. Naseem grunted with pleasure as the last drop of semen dribbled out of his rod then his penis began to soften in my mouth. I'd swallowed his thick slimy sperm and milked the last drop with a hard compression of my lips before I licked his softening penis clean. It popped out of my mouth as Louisa continued to clamp her lips firmly on my vaginal flesh as she added the sharp sensation of her teeth nibbling on the sensitive flesh of my clit. Again I was brought to the pinnacle of release. Naseem clamped his hands on my swaying breasts, squeezing my nipples hard between his fingers as she used her teeth on my clitoris and her tongue in my vagina while her bunched fingers continued to ravage my bumhole. The triple sensations merged and a colossal climax exploded deep in my womb and I became extremely dizzy, as incredibly sharply intense sensations chased each other through my thrashing body and swamped my mind. I saw lights in front of my eyes and rockets seemed to go off inside my brain as I collapsed on the bed, still twitching and climaxing like crazy. My heart was contracting and palpitating. My nipples throbbed as if they were being whipped and desire cascaded through my taut body. My mind was filled by a blinding white light as I dissolved into an incredible ecstasy. I sensed tightness in my throat as, for a brief moment, I realised the immensity of my surrender! I shivered spasmodically as my sex tightened and I struggled to stay conscious and save my sanity.  

How long I lay there I'm not certain but I came to when I felt the head of a penis pushing insistently against my pulsing sex and I gasped with pleasure as I felt the head pop through my sex-lips then the shaft sank slowly and easily deeper and deeper within my scalding flesh. Although it was larger than Costas’ I was so relaxed from my orgasm that it was only slightly painful. I spread my legs wider and wider to allow the hard penile flesh deeper penetration but it moved once or twice inside my sex then withdrew completely. A second or so later the head was pressing against my bumhole, which offered no resistance, and the slimy rod slipped fairly easily inside and I realised I’d lost the last of my virginities. I screamed as I felt the hard flesh open my anus to capacity. The penetration was maddeningly slow as inch after inch very slowly slipped easily into my quaking flesh, spreading, stretching bringing with it pain and pure ecstasy which was unbelievably sharp and sweet. I felt fingers stroke my breasts and grip my nipples as the rock-hard flesh drove deep within my back passage before it withdrew then surged inside again. It was seesawing in and out of my hole, with ease and smoothness, sending jolt after jolt of pleasure erupting through me. Each time his pelvis jolted against my buttocks it caused my pussy to clench and open which forced globules of pussy juice from its depth to ooze out so that it hung down on long pearly strands swaying to and fro in time with his thrusting. The power of Naseem's thrusts also caused my dangling breasts to wobble about and collide with loud fleshy sounds. The sensation of the hard penis pounding in and out of my bumhole drove me toward another orgasm. All the while feminine fingers were grasping my clitoris hard and tugging it away from its root sending surges of incredible pleasure through me which filled every corner of my brain and body. This was the ultimate thrill.

How loud I screamed I can't be sure. I only remember that I did as I came hugely. A huge tidal wave of orgasm spasming within me which made my mind snap as again I squirted and then I passed out!

