THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART NINETEEN
Diane

I've come to accept that being punished is what I deserve and need and I thirst for it even when I am terrified of the pain. It haunts my waking hours. When I spitefully described, in graphic details, what Costas had made me do but left out the part about me enjoying it more than anything before, my husband's reaction stunned me. Instead of being angry and jealous he'd become extremely aroused. Disgusted I told him that I was leaving him but he pleaded with me to forgive him and stay; he begged me to allow him to serve me anyway I wanted. I made him sweat then finally agreed to stay but on the condition that from then on he would be my slave and that I would handle all our financial affairs. He was so grateful that he would have agreed to anything. Our entire relationship has changed and, in a way, he has become a mirror image of me and my Master. I'm Costas’ sex slave and my husband is mine and so is Theo. It almost unbelievable to have two men at my beg and call.

I've trained John to suck me to orgasm and he's become so good at it that often his mouth is flooded with a mixture of someone else’s sperm and my sex juice when I climax and he has become so adept that he doesn’t lose a drop. I shiver all over with obscene excitement as I remember the first time I peed into my husband's mouth. He’d discovered me chastising Theo and I’d made him suck him off then dismissed him while I used Costas’ son as a human dildo eventually going to bed exhausted. I slept right through the rest of the night until the afternoon and woke up around six and heard noises from the kitchen and knew that my husband was home and had started on his domestic tasks. I felt the warning twinges from my over-full bladder. The previous day Costas had been incredibly spiteful and, even though I’d taken it out of his son and my husband, I still needed to exorcise my pain and humiliation by treating someone as bad as I’d been treated for what had been done to me. That’s when I remembered what Louisa had done to me and I decided to do it to my husband. Just thinking about the wicked act I was planning to perform was making me shiver all over, with sexual excitement, but it still took me some considerable time to pluck up enough courage to actually go through with it because I was still not used to acting so outrageously. Before my husband had sold me to Costas I'd been the sweet little wife but now I am not sure who I am. 

Without bothering to dress I stepped out of the bedroom and went downstairs, despairingly trying to control my urgent need to pee. John was in the kitchen doing the dishes which I’d not bothered to tackle. I posed at the door and saw his eyes glaze over as he stared at my naked charms and I realised just how eager my husband was to serve me. He reminded me of an eager puppy, he had the same mournful, brown eyes begging for attention. He might be weak but he still had a conscience and guilt is a powerful tool which can be manipulated by someone bent on revenge.

Sweetly I ordered him to lie down on the kitchen floor and I had to stop myself giggling as he hurried to obey me. I squatted over his face and I felt my sex start to twitch while my bumhole opened and closed so that it felt as if I was going to defecate, as I strained to pee. I closed my eyes and gave myself up to the delicious sensations sweeping through me as I strained but, for a brief moment, nothing happened except a sensation of delicious heat invading my entire lower body as I continued to hover on the brink of an orgasm. One of the things I have learnt is that sexual power is a potent aphrodisiac, even more powerful when it is blended with pain and degradation. Suddenly the pee rushed out of me with the force of a water-jet, from a fire hose, straight into his open mouth. Some of it hit the golden ring in my clit which caused it to spray all over his face. I shivered with delight on hearing him splutter, as he tried to keep that hot liquid off his face, but I held him too firmly by the ears to allow him any respite. Soon he was drenched in my pee as I moved my pelvis back and forth. My sex was throbbing like crazy as my yellow urine blasted out of me and somehow, in my mind, it felt as if I was ejaculating and that concept was enough to push me over the edge and I climaxed hugely as the last drops of urine were forced out of me by my straining muscles. I saw it splash on his upturned face, unfortunately missing his mouth because I was writhing so violently. It was such a huge orgasm that it had me shrieking like a banshee! 

Then it was over and it faded leaving me weak and drained of energy but I stayed squatting over his face for some time and allowed him to use his tongue to clean me up. He's become extremely skilful with his tongue and has learned the right places to stroke or lick mastering the right amount of pressure to give me exquisite pleasure. When I felt the tip of his tongue slide into my bumhole I nearly lost control but somehow managed to stop being thoroughly depraved and quickly stood up. I pointedly ignored his pathetic vows of eternal love and, in my most disdainful tone, I told him to clean himself up.

Both my sex and bumhole were sending urgent messages to my brain that they needed to be screwed urgently and, at that point, even my husband's average sized penis would have done but I was still very angry with him and there was no way I was ready to forgive him. I think the worse thing to have happened between us is that I’ve lost any kind of respect I used to have for him. I'd learnt that ignoring him, after I'd subjected him to an obscene degrading act, was my most potent weapon for it brought tears in his eyes as he looked at me with his big brown eyes, for approval and a sign of love!

My husband went off to clean himself up.

I was extremely turned-on and it became even more extreme as I remembered what I’d done. They say that you're either a sadist or a masochist but I've discovered that I am both. I revel in taking and giving punishment and have grown to need it desperately. My flesh quivered hotly at the mere thought of it. My sex seems to be permanently in flood.
Yesterday I got the confirmation that I dreaded I’m pregnant and, from my hurried calculations, the father could be Costas or it could be the photographer Bryan and I must not forget Naseem and his brother and then there was Christos and his two sons and what about all those men at the party, all twenty-two of them. One thing that I am sure of is that my husband is not the father!

Having been brought up in the catholic faith a termination is out of the question which means that, at some stage not too far in the future, I will have to reveal that I am pregnant. Costas will no doubt deny that he could be the father moreover he will probably be angry because it might curtail some of the dastardly plans he’s conceived to humiliate me further. Theo probably could be persuaded to acknowledge the child as his but his father and mother would step in and all hell would break loose. Christos and his sons can be discounted for the same reason. Naseem and his brother can be ruled out unless the child is born with a brown skin. 

Which leaves my husband, John, who I can manipulate, at the present moment because it was he who got us into this situation, but he is no fool and will easily work out the time of conception and realise that it could not be is and the only thing I can hope for is that he loves me enough to accept another man’s child otherwise I am up shit creek without a paddle.

