THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART SEVENTEEN
Hilary

John came into my office and I could see that he was tense and angry. I tried to show him that I cared and that I was prepared to share his problems but he remained unapproachable and told  to keep away from him. Later I found a note on my desk telling me to stay after work and come to the boardroom, when everybody had gone. The note was unsigned but it could have only come from John.

All day I fretted and worried about why John was being so beastly to me and concluded that maybe Mr. Barnwell had shown him the photos and perhaps told him about what had transpired at his house.

When I came back from lunch I found a note with instructions which scared me yet also ignited that perverse flame of arousal within my sex. It was almost seven before everybody had left and I hurried to the boardroom and took all my clothes off and dragged a straight-backed chair and placed it in front of the long table. I knelt on the chair, bent forward and placed my elbows on the table humiliatingly aware that I was fully exposed to anyone entering the room. I’d parted my legs so that my most intimate orifices were openly exposed and I felt my blood pounding from a mixture of terror and arousal.

I heard the door open but, following instructions, I did not look back and desperately hoped it was John. I saw a hand reach for the long ruler that was resting on the tabletop and the first stroke landed, before I could prepare myself, landing low down on the under-curve of my left buttock. It was the most painful blow I’d ever received and I straightened up, bug-eyed and shrieking at the sudden blaze of pain and rubbed frantically at the spot with both hands. It felt as if a branding-iron had been pressed into my flesh.

SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!!

I heard a growl of disapproval from behind me and I quickly bend over once more before incurring his disapproval. I was determined to control my reaction and prove that I could be what he wanted. The second stroke landed just as I was taking a deep breath in readiness and somehow I managed to stay bent over and felt a little pang of pride even though the pain was excruciating. The blow had mirrored the first one but on the other leg.

SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!!
The blows followed rapidly on alternative sides, each one higher up than the last, until the ruler had covered the surface across both buns and over the crest to my lower back and below onto my thighs.
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I had no idea of how many blows landed, I was only aware that my entire lower half was on fire, and that my breasts felt as if they were swollen so hugely that they were going to burst by the time the blows stopped. Then the ruler connected with my flesh again but this time gently as it slid between my spread thighs and pushed rudely into my gaping pussy. I climaxed! Like bolts of lightning a shameful pleasure wracked my body causing me to scream and sob as I collapsed on the carpet, trembling and shaking all over. I was unable to control the spasm in my pussy and bladder and felt a spurt of urine trickle down inside my thigh and blushed furiously when I heard a snigger coming from behind me as my shameful lack of control was noticed.

It took me some time to recover. I became aware that there was a complete silence in the room as I straightened up and looked around and saw that I was alone. I quickly hurried to the bathroom and did something quite disgraceful. I sat on the bowl and, as I began to pee, I rubbed my clit furiously and within seconds I was climaxing while still urinating imagining that it had not been John but someone else who’d punished me. The more I thought about it the more I became convinced that it wasn’t John for he would have screwed me after the punishment, so who could it be?
