THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART FOUR:

Diane      

The day after my induction into depravity I woke up and realised that I had not showered when I got in the previous evening. My betrayer had already left for which I was thankful. I hurried into the bathroom and scrubbed my body nearly raw in an attempt to get rid of the revulsion and guilt I felt. Later I poured myself a cup of coffee and opened the envelope and found a copy of the agreement which both John and I had signed and stapled to it a piece of paper addressed to me. 

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS

1. 
Your body is now in the sole ownership of Andrea Costas and loyalty is compulsory. You will always obey his orders instantly and without hesitation.

2. 
You will not use any form of contraception.

3. 
Whatever you're doing or wherever you are you will respond to Costas’ wishes instantly.

4. 
You will always act in a way which reflects well on your Master however repugnant the act or circumstances.

5. 
You will dress as per his directions at all times.

6. 
You will keep your sex smoothly shaven even if it means doing it daily.

7. 
You will daily give yourself an enema every morning after motion. 

8.
You will never shave under your arms.

9. 
You will never divulge anything which happens to you anyone except when instructed to do so.

10.
You will be the soul of discretion never telling anyone about your private life and you will love and worship your Master above everything else, including yourself.

If you should break any of the above you and your husband will end up in the street with only the clothes you’re wearing, if they are too shabby to fetch any kind of price, and I will own everything you’ve ever treasured and you will still be my fuck-toy, so think carefully, at all times.

I read and reread the instructions and remembered the document I’d signed and knew I had no option but to adhere to them. However I did not understand the tenth commandments. Pretending to worship him I could understand but did he really believe that I would grow love him?

I slipped some clothes on and drove to the supermarket and made some purchases then came back to the house. I was on auto-pilot trying not to think about what had happened to me even though I was constantly aware of the soreness of my bottom. Although I hated myself for having given in so easily I was also in the grip of a mounting arousal as I remembered what had been done to me. Trying to ease the growing itch in my sex and my lingering nervousness I decided to take a bath, to relax, but, as I stepped out of the puddle of my clothes, I seemed compelled to inspect my nudity in the full length mirror of the wardrobe. I wanted to look at myself as if I was looking at another woman. I wanted to try to see me the way Costas had seen me when I’d stood in front of him helpless and naked. 

I've never spent any times looking at myself except to make sure that I was neat and tidy but that day I saw myself entirely differently. For example I noted the way my already prominent nipples were swollen to even more enormous size as I stretched them to their utmost limit with my fingers. I remembered how Costas had pinched them and how the pain had been excruciating yet strangely it had felt good when he had done it. I remembered how pain had made me climax more hugely than I'd ever done before, during normal sex, when Costa had deliberately tortured me. I remembered how the mixture of pain and pleasure had me writhing wildly as orgasm after orgasm had swept through my body like a hurricane. As I stood in front of the mirror digging my fingernails into my nipples, trying to emulate the way he’d tortured them, I lost control over my bladder and started to pee like some incontinent child. Instead of trying to control myself I watched it happening, in the mirror, and began blushing. Completely naked, with pee running down the inside of my legs, I looked at myself. Even if I tried to hide my satisfaction behind false modesty I could not deny that the reflection which met my eyes was of a very sexy, young and very pretty woman with long and slender but perfectly shaped legs yet with hips rounded with the firm flesh of youth and her rounded bottom pouted out into two spherical buttocks separated by a very deep crease which seemed to invite handling and pinching. I remembered, when I was growing up, having been sensitive about my jutting bottom but had come to terms with it when I realised that it seemed as if most men were greatly attracted by it. Jeremy, one of my admirers before I got married, had compared my walk to the late Marilyn Monroe's and had assured me that when he walked behind me the way my bottom had jiggled had made him want to fling me to the ground, on my face, and ram his erection all the way up my bottom. He claimed that most men fantasised the same thing as they ogled my rolling buttocks. I’d been mortified and, for a while, had tried to walk differently, to no avail. As I stood there remembering my mind locked on the idea of having my tight, virgin hole full to tearing point with Costas’ hard rod and it made my buttocks clench while the hole in question opened and closed as if it was a hungry mouth needing to be fed. I blushed as I remembered that Costas had asked if I cleaned it thoroughly after going to the lavatory. I suddenly realised the import of seventh commandment. The throbbing in my sex intensified as if a fist had been rammed all the way inside my love tunnel. I couldn’t believe it when an image invaded my mind that Costas was standing behind me ready to stuff that extraordinary fat and extra-long rod all the way into my bottom and screw me into orgasmic exhaustion. Of course I realised that it was a filthy and depraved act besides being painful and unhygienic and that I would never allow him to do such an obscene thing to me.

I'd never felt more enervated and so utterly the slave of my newly-developed sexual need for depravity, than in that moment, as I questioned the sanity of allowing a cruel man to use my body for his kinky pleasure, I felt faint To be honest something which had been lurking deep inside me had been released the previous evening and I was slowly becoming used to the idea that being punished for sinning so vilely could be voluptuous and deeply sensual. The idea of being the sex toy of a dominant man was extremely arousing and satisfying, seductive, infatuating, all consuming and eclipsed any other sensations and I felt sexual heat sweep through my naked body.

Coming out of my reverie I discovered that I was shivering all over from the lewd images which had crowded my mind. Sex had always been an act of love and I'd never envisaged that one day it would become a dark obsession and could be harnessed with pain.  Trying to regain some control over my sanity I fetched some cleaning material and mopped up the spot on the carpet which was soaked with my pee.

I remembered the sixth commandment and recently recalled reading an article, in a woman's magazine, advising that shaving one's pubic hair often turned men on and could revitalise a woman’s sex life. Fortunately the article had outlined precise instructions which I’d made myself remember as I thought that I would do it to surprise my husband on his birthday. I went into the bathroom. In the full length mirror, at the back of the door, I could see what I was doing as, first using scissors I got rid of most of my bush, then with trembling fingers I first slipped a new blade into the head of John’s razor then squeezed shaving gel over my shorn pubes. I sat on the edge of the tub, with my feet planted on the ground, so that I could see everything in the mirror. I stirred the gel into foamy lather as I worked my fingers over the whole area of my sex mound making sure that I also covered the valley of my bottom and around my anus.  I took a deep breath and pressed the razor against my sex mound, strangely it felt both sensual and naughty. It felt as if I was taking a leap into the unknown and it was scary but also exhilarating. Taking a couple of deep breaths, to steady my nerves and using one hand to keep the skin taut, I started shaving with the other. The upper part of my plump mound proved easy and a few deft strokes of the sharp blade left it cleanly smooth. The shaved skin felt silky as I ran the tips of my fingers over it. I rinsed the razor and, spreading my thighs wide apart, refreshed the lather then holding the left pubic lip, between fingertips, I stretched it and began the delicate business of shaving away the stubble around it. This part was harder and I had to be very careful, patient and frequently had to stop to take deep breath to calm myself and steady my hand. I shaved every hair from my sex mound leaving the delicate skin gleaming nakedly then shaved the few hairs adorning the bridge, between my pussy and anus, then made sure there was none left around that small orifice. By the time I’d finished my sex was as bare as when I was born. I knelt in the bath and rinsed away the remains of the soapy lather and stubble before stepping out and patting myself dry.

I stood in front of a full length mirror and really looked at myself. I spread my sex lips apart and saw how very pink my inner flesh was, in comparison to the pale outer one. I'd never realised that my inner lips were so plump and stuck way out past the outer ones. My pussy looked naked, sexy and vulnerable and I noticed that the inner lips were much crinklier than the outer ones and hung at least an inch past them and it looked very lewd. At the top of the slit I could see the tip of my clitoris; it was quite large and very pink as it stuck out from its hood. I felt very sensual as I smoothed creamy lotion over my smooth sex mound and was surprised to discover that sticky juices were oozing from my pussy. In the mirror I could actually see it seeping out in thick globules before slowly starting to trickle down my inner thighs. The sight was both lewd and very arousing and, staying in front of the mirror, I continued stroking my fingertips over the bare, smooth mound. My flesh was tingling and pulsing and soon I became dizzy with excitement. 

Still naked I went back into the bedroom and, still trying to be objective, resumed looking at myself in the mirror. My sex mound was now very smooth so that the rather prominent fleshy lips of my vagina were clearly visible and they seemed as if they were waiting to clasp a fat penis. In the past I'd always been rather self conscious about my pronounced pubic bulge and it was the reason why I didn’t wear trousers but I was beginning to appreciate it and was sure that the lips had grown fatter since I’d become a slut.  My waist is very slender and I was certain that Costas could have spanned it easily between his two large hands. Its slenderness emphasised the curves of my breasts and hips. As I admired myself I could see the ripple of stomach muscles beneath my skin as I stood shivering and imagining that Costas was whipping my pouting bottom prior to shoving his mammoth rod deep into my bowels to punish me for my narcissism. 

My breasts are much larger than fashion dictates and are arrogantly topped by strawberry-like nipples which have grown even more sensitive than they already were so that the merest touch from my fingers made me aroused. They measure three-quarter of an inch and have been the bane of my life and I’ve had to wear special pads inside my bras to stop them showing through my clothes. As I looked at their reflection they seemed to be visibly throbbing and swelling as if crying out for the pain and the pleasure of my fingertips. I thought that they looked like ripe fruit of the forest stuck to my breasts waiting to be chewed, sucked, licked and tortured. With a cry of surrender I gave in to the sexual urge which overwhelmed me as, seemingly of their own volition, my hands slipped under my breasts and squeezed them hard. I caressed the nipples with my thumbs savouring the exquisite, tingling sensations which streaked through my naked body as I rolled them from side to side. It was so stimulating, to see myself stroking my naked body, that I couldn't tear myself away from the mirror or take my hands away from my breasts. I lifted them up all the way until I could take each nipple, in turn, between my lips and suck on them as hard as I could. It was something I had never done before and I wondered where the idea had come from. I tongue-lashed the tips, coating them with saliva, and they immediately swelled into itchy hardness so I used my sharp teeth, biting hard on the swollen nub, to mix pain with pleasure in and effort to ease the pressure. This blend of sensations was something I'd never believed could be so erotic and I realised that I could use it to tame my insatiable lust. I transferred my mouth to the other nipple and subjected it to the same harsh treatment and, by the time I'd finished nibbling on them, they were extremely swollen and tingling like mad as the blood rushed into them. At last I allowed them to pop free from the constraint of my full lips and stared at their reflection in the mirror which made me go funny all over. My hands, twin initiators of erotic pleasures, slid down from my breasts over the smooth, flat expanse of my muscular belly. I extended my fingers over the plump, shaven mound of Venus and different but equally exquisite pleasures rippled through me as they pressed against the soft cushion of my newly-smooth skin. I loved the sensation of the silky skin not being marred by coarse pubic hair. I slid my fingers down farther until I could feel the heavy drops of my awakening excitation adorning the fat lips of my vagina. The dewdrops were sticky to the touch and my fingertips became instantly slippery so I smeared it around my sex lips massaging them like moist dough between my nipping fingers. My eyes were almost closed but open enough so that I could see what I was doing to myself, in the mirror. Watching what I was doing and imagining that I had an audience increased my pleasure twofold as it had always been a secret fantasy of mine to perform outrageous, sexual acts in front of an audience but being rather shy had never believed it could ever happen.

I was floating in a wonderful world of intense sexual sensations partly from what I was doing to myself and partly because my head was full of kinky fantasies of being thoroughly and obscenely exposed to strangers. In a moment of unconscious and complete surrender I spread my legs wide apart and thrust my bottom back while rocking my hips in a gesture of total surrender to my needs. Almost without knowing what I was doing yet, at the same time, aware of every nuance of my caresses I slipped my forefinger into the already opened and eager opening of my love channel and felt quivering sensations ripple along the entire length of my vagina, before it continued sweeping throughout my body to grip my lungs so fiercely that I started panting for breath. My finger churned up the slippery liquid which was fast building up inside my sheath. Breathing hard I gently brushed my puffy sex lips further open to expose the erectile nub of my clitoris, which was already poking cheekily out of its concealment, as I bent my legs slightly so that my pussy was even better exposed to my eyes, in the mirror. The obscene position made my sex completely available to my questing fingers and I began shamelessly manipulating my pussy. I flicked and stroked my clitoris to higher levels of passion and even used my sharp fingernails to clip the head. I was massively aroused and aware of how much harder I was manipulating my sex since I'd discovered the twin pleasures of pain and ecstasy. 

Before my husband's stupidity had turned my world upside down I'd enjoyed a reasonable level of pleasure and had always climaxed when making love. Okay it had not made the earth shake but it had been nice but last night things had changed. My sexual pleasure had seemed to have risen to a higher consciousness where pain becomes ecstasy and is so intense that I had lost all sense of time and place. It was highly addictive and I knew that, given the chance, I would do absolutely anything required to achieve it no matter how demeaning or obscene. The idea that I'd submitted to a stranger's wishes and was ready to do it again had filled my waking hours since and I'd veered from being very angry at my husband to curious about the things that Costas would want me to do in future.

I saw in the mirror that my sex mound was now coated with white, slimy juices which glistened wetly on my skin. I stared at my image in the mirror and it was like looking at a stranger whose eyes were glittering with sensual passion, whose naked breasts were heaving dramatically and who's inner thighs were glistening with thick vaginal juices while her full lips were open and glistening wetly with saliva as the pointed pink tongue slithered from side to side like a sexy snake searching for something to lick. I knew exactly what it wanted to lick, a big fat and very hard penis. I lifted my hand to my mouth and watched as I used my tongue to lick up all the pussy juice from my fingers which were very sweet that day so that I wanted more.

Somehow I managed to tear myself away from my reflection, with the greatest difficulty, and hurried into the bathroom. My sex clenched with the agony of not being allowed to climax and I could feel the sticky wetness of my sex juices running freely down my thighs and my pussy squishing liquidly as I moved. I was once more dying for a pee and I sat down on the loo. Opening my sex lips wide apart, with the tips of my fingers, I started peeing while looking down to see the golden liquid cascading down and pulling strands of silvery sex juice downward, with the power of the flow, and they resembled a glistening silvery, pearl necklace as they swung from side to side while being battered by the golden liquid. My fingers drifted to my clit and I gave it a hard and painful squeeze and tugged it out as far as I could before I stood up. It made me wish that I could grow a prick so that I could screw my husband's bumhole and show him what he’d sold me into. A mental image of my handsome husband on all fours, with me ramming my imaginary penis into him, flashed through my mind making me groan with guilt and excitement. I asked myself whether I'd grown so depraved, so quickly that I needed more and more degrading acts to satisfy my insatiable need for sex.

As the bath water flowed and swirled over my breasts, legs and against the excited tissues of my vagina and nipples it gently calmed and soothed me until I was almost in complete control of my desires. The itch in my sex had not faded but had become a dull throb which I could live with until I could achieve a true orgasm. After I'd dried myself I walked over to the bed. My heart was fluttering and it felt as if I had butterflies in my stomach as I took my trusty vibrator from the beside cabinet's drawer. I sat on the edge of the bed, facing the wardrobe mirrors, it was something I'd never done before, watched myself masturbating, and it felt very naughty. Staring into the mirror I twisted the end and it started to hum as I slipped the tip between my now-smooth sex-lips. I almost screamed out with ecstasy as the tip of the vibrating cylinder whipped up my juices into froth. After the initial shock my pussy relaxed and allowed the whirring, smooth cylinder to slowly ease deep inside my throbbing vagina. I opened my knees further apart and thrust my smooth mound forward, so that I could more clearly see, in the mirror, the regular in and out movement of the vibrator. I could see that my face was flushed and my eyes were round with anticipation as I began to rub my clitoris with the tip of a finger. My love button was very red and as hard as a stud. It seemed as if it only took seconds before my arousal was spiralling upward to explode in a wonderfully relieving orgasm which had me moaning and gasping as my womb imploded. It was bigger than any I’d previously self-induced and I realised that shaving had greatly sensitised my sex. It took a long time for me to come down from my peak. It was bliss and I basked in the afterglow but was staggered to discover that I was still horny. In an act of mad lewdness I decided not to clean myself up but leave my pussy all gooey with thick sex juices. I'd read that the aroma of an aroused female released a kind of chemical in men's brains which made them horny.

In a blazing moment of utter clarity everything became clear. Up till the time I’d met Costas I'd not known that I must have been born to be chastised and moulded by a superior being who would show their love by remaking me into their idea of the perfect woman. I'd married a man who was weak and ineffectual and perhaps I could have perhaps overlooked his lack of manliness but that he'd placed me in a very difficult and potentially dangerous situation was unforgivable. I decided that from then on things would change. 

