THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART EIGHTEEN
Hilary
The next day I tried to corner John, to ask him if it had been him who’d used the ruler, but he successfully managed to avoid me so that I was left in a real quandary about the identity of my tormentor. One day after lunch I found a note on my desk with detailed instructions of what I had to do. This time I knew exactly who it came from and I shuddered as I imagined what would happen to me but strangely it never occurred to me not to obey. What does that say about me?

That night I shaved my pussy clean and searched for my schoolgirl uniform which I’d kept for sentimental reasons. I tried it on and it looked obscene because I’d put on weight, in the right places, so that my breasts strained the blouse and the pleated skirt barely covered my jutting bottom. When I looked in the mirror I blushed with embarrassment not only from the way I looked but also from the personal emotions that were brought back from wearing the uniform.

The next day I went to Mr. Barnwell’s house as instructed wearing the uniform beneath my coat which I took off before ringing the bell. Mr. Barnwell opened the door and looked me up and down, with a lustful glint in his eyes, and invited me in. I was shaking with nerves and almost tripped as I slid past him but came to a dead stop, with my heart tripping like crazy, when I was confronted by an older woman dressed in a severe, tailored suit wearing a cape and mortar-board and in her hand she held the long, yellow cane he’d used on my bottom the first time I went to his house. I shuddered with terror because she looked exactly like my former head-teacher who had been a barely-concealed sadist. Looking closer I could not be sure that it wasn’t her and I began to shake with fright as I remembered the punishments I’d suffered at her hands.

He didn’t introduce me and she took my wrist and pulled me as she marched to a door underneath the stairs and more or less dragged me down into a cellar which had been fitted out as what can only be described as a punishment chamber. I was still trying to get to grips on what was happening to me when I realised that the woman had reached for the tangle of ropes which hung from a beam. She jerked my arms up and crossed them at the wrist and, before I could resist, she looped one of the ropes around them and pulled and I was effectively a prisoner. She pulled on a rope and I was jerked up until only my tiptoes were touching the floor.

It was about that time that I realised that this wasn’t the playful thrashing that I’d suffered the first time but a darker situation which was terrifying and I could not stop tears brimming in my eyes and my lips quivering.

Mr. Barnwell walked into the cellar beaming. “How sweet, you are such a naughty schoolgirl, my dear Miss Green, and wicked schoolgirls have to be punished!”
“You’re mad. Let me go at once or you’ll be sorry!” Terror had given me courage to speak up.
“How wonderful, I do like a girl who a stand up for herself even if she knows that it’s futile.”
“Fuck off, you old pervert!”

“Oh dear, what kind of language is that from a schoolgirl who has already earned a severe caning and the quicker we get on with it the better you will learn to respect your elders. Will you please do the honours, Ms. Haynes.”

It was my old head-teacher! The woman approached me and lifted my short skirt to my waist as Mr. Barnwell watched and stroked the front of his bulging trousers. He picked up the cane as the woman tucked the hem of my skirt into the waistband before moving away. I was looking over my shoulder, watching him heft the cane, clenching my buttocks in terrified anticipation, as I remembered the pain that slender length of wood could cause.

“It pains me more than you but you have to be punished to show you the error of your ways. What kind of girl, Miss Green, goes to a boardroom naked and bends over to be used by any stranger?”
So it had been him at least that cleared that mystery but I wasn’t going to let him use me like a punishment-sponge any time he wanted. I love John and he should be the only one who could use my body for his pleasure. “Fuck off, you fat pervert. Let me go at once or I’ll sue you for rape!”

“Mind your language, young lady, I am sorry that you want to play it the hard way but so be it.”

The old hypocrite was taunting me and it took all my strength to stop myself swearing at him again but I knew that it would only earn me more pain. I’d shut my eyes, expecting the agony of the first blow, but nothing happened so I relaxed and, an instant later, my bottom exploded in agonising pain.

SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!! 
She’d caught me unawares, bringing the cane back while he was talking and then striking at that precise moment when I’d relaxed my vigilance, to leave me screaming like a banshee as shock and pain whipped through my strung-up body. I heard a snigger of appreciation from the woman as I tried to gather my senses before the next strike but I was too slow and the cane cut down, harder than the first time, and almost over the first welt. The woman laughed as I danced on the spot with my toes barely touching the floor and I realised how absurd I must look with my adult bottom wobbling inside schoolgirl panties. Tears were coursing down my burning cheeks as I realised my predicament. I was strung from a beam being caned by an old pervert’s acolyte, but that was nothing compared to being dressed in my old school uniform, balanced on tiptoes, and with my bottom exposed while my boss looked on sniggering as my old head-teacher chastised me as if I was one of her pupils.

By this time tears were streaming down my cheeks as the third stroke connected with my already-burning bottom and I could not control my shrieks and snivelling which were immediately intensified by the fourth stroke.

SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!! 
SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!! 
Those strokes were immediately followed by the fifth and sixth ones, delivered in quick succession and those had me really moving, kicking my legs about and hopping up and down on my toes as I wriggled my bottom in a frantic effort to dull the pain.

SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!! 
SWIIISSSHHH!!!  Ssssppplllaaattt!!! 
I was struggling to get breath into my lungs, taking in ragged gasps of air while choking on the mucus in my throat, and, at the same time, trying to regain some form of control over my shuddering body. Ms. Haynes meanwhile had stepped closer and she took down my panties leaving my bottom nakedly exposed and it was too much to bear and I began to blubber, sobbing and choking on the lump in my throat as shame and embarrassment flooded through me.

“Stop it! Don’t’ be such a baby!” The woman said, speaking for the first time, as she delivered two quick but very hard smacks on my already-chastised bottom.

SMMMAAACCCKKK!!!

SMMMAAACCCKKK!!!

My entire bottom was burning, an overwhelming, throbbing fire that streaked straight to my sex causing it to weep profusely so that sex juices were covering the inside of my thighs while my bum-cheeks were throbbing with pain. The rope was loosened and Mr. Barnwell guided me to a bed, in the corner of the room, and dropped me on it on my back as he grabbed my ankles and pushed them back, leaving my pussy fully defenceless. I had been unaware that he had taken his cock out till I felt it touch my pussy, bumping against my exposed clit, which made me shudder and tense my body as I remembered how gigantic his cock was but it was too late to resist as I felt the pressure of the sex-lips giving way, with a popping sound. Pussy juice dribbled down between my bum-cheeks, warm and wet and sticky, trickling over my bum-hole before pooling beneath me as a stab of incredible pain streaked through my sex.

He took no notice of my shrieks and moans as his mighty cock began to burrow further into me as he let go of my ankles, leaving my legs resting on his shoulders. Meanwhile the woman had jerked open my blouse, causing the buttons to fly off, and then she pulled down the bra so that my breasts popped out like inflated balloons dancing on my chest, and, all the while, his cock was conquering my pussy, screwing inwards with slow strokes, each one deeper than the one before until I felt the head bumping against my cervix.

He slowly screwed me until I was on the brink of what I knew would be an orgasm to remember forever but his screwing only lasted a few minutes and I begged him to leave it in as he withdrew his pleasure baton from my now-hungry pussy. I could feel my imminent orgasm receding as, again he took no notice of me as he rolled me over and manoeuvred me so that I ended up with my legs underneath me, which forced my bottom to stick out over the edge of the bed. The woman had stepped around the bed and grabbed my wrists and held them in an iron grasp as she stretched my arms out in front of me to force my face and chest against the bed which forced my bottom even higher in the air. I felt my knees being pushed apart, spreading my thighs until they could not go any further. He lifted up the short skirt exposing my naked, beaten bottom and the still open hole of my pussy and above it the tight pink hole of my bottom. I blushed with shame as I realised just how sluttish I must look with a bruised bottom and dribbling pussy.

I felt the head of his gigantic cock slide between the cheeks of my bottom, as he rubbed it back and forth, which caused his dangling testicles to slap my still-swollen clit reviving some of the fading arousal. The head rubbed against my back-hole and I heard him grunt with pleasure then I felt the pressure and realised what he was going to do, something no one else but John had ever done to me. I could not control a scream of pain as my anal ring stretched and gave way allowing the massive head to pop in. The pain was even more intense that the caning and I had to bite on the bed-sheet to stifle my screams of agony. I felt my sphincter closing behind the head of his cock as it began to slowly, rhythmically force its way deeper and deeper into my anal sheath. His hands were gripping my bottom and reviving the ache in the welts adorning the flesh. He was spreading the cheeks not doubt to allow him to watch his cock penetrating my defenceless bum-hole. I was sobbing, whining and groaning as his cock filled my rectum pressing deeper and deeper until I felt his balls nudging my pussy and his pubic hairs being crushed against my chastised buttocks and I knew that I had taken every inch of the huge member inside my rectum and had survived.

I have to make a confession. If my arms had not been held by the woman I would have sneaked a hand underneath me and gripped my clit and stroked it in time with his strokes but held I could do nothing but be compliant and hope that the touch of his crisp pubic hair and testicles against my clit would bring me off.

I truly believed that he would flood my bottom with his sperm but I was surprised to feel him pull out while, at the same time, the woman pulled my arms back, so that my torso lifted off the bed and I ended up sitting on my calves. My breasts were bouncing all over the place as I felt my bum-hole close with an obscene bubbling noise. Mr. Barnwell stepped around the bed, holding his erection in his hand, and the woman gripped my cheeks, digging her fingernails into the flesh, forcing my mouth to open. I shuddered with disgust as I realised that they had another degradation planned. I was going to be forced to take the cock that had just ravaged my bum-hole into my mouth and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I tried to resist but it was futile and, with a whimper of defeat, I felt it stretch my lips to almost tearing-point as it slipped into my mouth. I could taste my sex juices and the tart flavour of my bum-hole mixed with his maleness but I managed to control the heaving of my stomach as kneeling, after being whipped and sodomised, I sucked and perversely revelled in the degradation and the pain that was still gripping my pussy. I felt a hand brush against my pussy before skilled fingers entered my pussy while a thumb flicked my clit from side to side. At the same time three fingers slid easily into the hole so recently vacated by Mr. Barnwell’s cock.

Mr. Barnwell had gripped my hair and was using it to control me as he began to fuck my face the same way he’d done to my bottom. I was gripped by an ecstasy of submission as my old head-teacher masturbated me while my boss used me to bring himself off. I heard him grunt and he jammed his cock into my throat where it jerked as hot sperm hit the back of my windpipe. At the same time the woman brought me to my climax. I continued sucking his cock with a depraved need as my climaxing pussy opened and ejected blobs of pussy-juice. More sperm filled my mouth and clogged my throat as I fought for breath while continuing to climax. Bubbles of sperm were dribbling from the corners of my mouth as my orgasm continued to ravage through my body until I felt consciousness fading away.

I came to with my head on the woman’s lap as she mopped my forehead with a wet cloth. When she saw that I was conscious she pushed me off, stood up and walked away after telling me to get dressed and get the hell out of the house. Mr. Barnwell was nowhere to be seen. My bottom was purple and still throbbing as I walked away from the house bow-legged but knew that it had been such an intense experience that I would allow it to be repeated whenever my boss wanted.
