THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART TWO:

Diane

I jumped when I heard the doorbell ring although I'd been expecting and dreading it. I swallowed hard and took a deep breath to try to control my nervousness. I could feel that my palms were clammy and that butterflies were fluttering in my stomach. As I always do I'd taken great care with my appearance even if the circumstances were rather vile and I believed that I looked good. I hurried to the front door and opened it, after taking a deep breath to try to calm my jittery nerves. The man standing on the doorstep had the swarthy good-looks of Mediterranean men. Tall with dark hair going silver at the temple, a deep tan and bright, white teeth and a small moustache. He reminded me of male film-stars of the 40’s and I was stunned as I'd not expected him to be so good-looking. In my mind I'd construed a picture of a short, fat man sweating profusely with beady eyes and fat lips. Costas was impeccably dressed in a custom-made suit and he was smiling as he handed me a bunch of red roses. I stared at him unable to find words to greet him.  I'd expected a dirty old man and my presumptions were shattered by his good-looks and manliness and I was speechless.

“You're even more stunning than I remembered and I'm greatly looking forward to our evening!” He said as I took the bouquet from him.

The same way I'd assessed him he did the same and took his time scanning my body. From the expression on his face I was aware that he was taking in my voluptuousness and probably thinking how he was going to use my body for his pleasure. I was very shaky and, though aware of his scrutiny, without realising I took a deep breath but it wasn’t until I saw him staring at my chest that I realised that it made my large breasts stick out even more prominently as if I had done it on purpose to tease him. 

“Er...would you like to come in for a moment?” I asked, the words catching in her throat.

“I'd like that. Is John at home?” He asked.

“Er...no he isn't...is that a problem?” I asked as he stepped past me into the living room and looked around.

 “No problem it’s just that it confirms my opinion of him. I like the way you've decorated this room it reflects your elegance and beauty.” 

Like a schoolgirl I found myself blushing from the compliment. 

“You've got a lovely home and I can understand why you'd want to do anything to keep it.” He said as if he was an estate agent appraising a property. I shuddered as I understood the veiled threat reminding me why he was here.

 “Would you like a drink?” I asked nervously.

“I don't think I'd better as I'm driving but please do have one if it would help.”

“That's very wise and considerate. Not enough people take drink and driving seriously. I have to admit that I'm nervous so I will have one, if you don't mind?” I knew that I shouldn't as it would be my third that evening but I really needed the alcohol to bolster my wavering courage. I downed a very large scotch before turning around and smiling at him. Immediately my eyes were drawn to the front of the man's trousers because it was tented out leaving me in no doubt that he was aroused by my body. It was a very sizeable tent and I blushed fiercely when I saw his sly smile as he realised that I was staring at his groin. I didn't know where to look as suddenly he closed the space between us and pressed his body against mine. I'd expected that we would dine and talk then go to his house where he would exact the price of the agreement so was shocked by his sudden move. I could not control the shiver of pleasure which swept through my body when I felt the hardness of his body against my more pneumatic curves. I almost gasped aloud when the massive length of his erection pulsed against my lower tummy because it felt twice the size of my husband's. Costas lowered his face and kissed my lips and, before I could turn away, his tongue started exploring my mouth. I felt shivers of sensual excitement racing up and down my spine as he continued to kiss me deeply and I surprised myself by returning his kiss while pressing my pelvis forward so that it was rubbing against the hard shaft of his penis. As the kiss lingered I became aware that my sex was pulsing like crazy and that the crotch of my panties had become very moist. I couldn't remember ever having felt that way before and chastised myself for reacting so sluttishly with a complete stranger. This is ridiculous, I told myself, to feel aroused by a complete stranger who has coerced us into allowing him liberties only my husband has a right to take.

Costas stepped back and casually sat down on the sofa. Casually he reached inside his jacket and brought out an official-looking document, which he opened, before producing a fountain pen.              “Before we enjoy ourselves would you be good enough to sign this document, Mrs. Gibson.” 

“What is it?” I asked. My legs felt all wobbly so I sat down next to him. My heart was still beating wildly from the passionate kiss and I was breathing shallowly. My thigh was pressed against his and I was aware of his manly heat and it kept my arousal mounting.
“Oh nothing much just a document restructuring your husband's debts, which he's already signed but I would prefer it if you could sign it also though it's not strictly necessary but it would make everything that bit tidier.”

I sat next to him and took the pen and document from him. “I suppose I'd better read it through before I sign.”

“You could but I promise you that it's very boring and John has already read through it, several times, and you'll find his signature on the last page.”

I flipped to the last page and indeed saw my husband's signature so decided that since he'd signed it, it wouldn't make any difference if I waded through the legal jargon so I might as well sign it. It only took a few seconds to add my signature to John's and Costas’ but, in that short space of time; unknowingly I'd signed away my body and soul. Costas took the document from me and returned it to his inside pocket then he shocked me tremendously by smiling wryly as he unzipped his trousers. With some difficulties he pulled out his fully engorged penis into the open, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do so in a married woman's presence, someone who he’d only met a few minutes previously. I could hardly believe he'd done such a gross thing and I watched it, my eyes widening and my mouth dropping open, too startled to speak. I'd not expected anything like that to happen, not in my home and not so soon. What made it worse was that he was looking at me as if waiting for me to make the next move. His thick, erect penis was sticking straight up in the air like Cleopatra’s Needle and seemed at least a foot long and very thick. I estimated that it was perhaps half as long again as John's and whereas my husband's penis is neat and smooth, with a mushroom-shaped cap, the one confronting me was gnarled like a branch with the head the size of an apple and almost purple in colour. From the small slit beads of clear liquid were oozing out and catching the light like jewels/
He smiled and winked at me. “Well, my dear, I believe you and I should get better acquainted before we go out. I would like you to wrap your lips around this and give it a good suck.” He said smoothly as he pointed to his twitching sex organ.

“I...I...couldn't, I don't...don't like it! I just couldn't do something so loathsome!” I stuttered trying to find appropriate words to refuse such a vile proposition with dignity.

He laughed then said. “Oh I'm sure you can, Mrs. Gibson! You have such a lovely cock-sucking mouth and I can't wait to see those luscious lips wrapped around my cock.”  He laughed again as he moved his fist up and down the shaft causing more gleaming drops of precome to pop out of the small slit. 
To say that I was shocked to the core is a vast understatement. The situation was completely repugnant to me and I couldn't allow myself to believe that a man could act so crudely in front of a married woman, in her home, what ever the circumstances. I asked myself where was the gentleman who'd brought me roses and had made my heart flutter with his good looks and passionate kiss. I looked down at his penis and cringed...surely he didn't expect to suck that...that revolting thing! I couldn't visualise anything more sordid or dirty, it was something only a whore would do and certainly not a respectable, married woman. Though John had tried to coax me to do something like that, not long after we got married, I'd never lowered myself to do anything so vile even though he's my husband yet this stranger expected me to behave like a slut because we were in his debt. I was about to tell him that I wasn't that kind of a woman and how insulted I was that he thought I would stoop to do such an obscene act with a stranger but, as I started to open my mouth, he reached behind me and, clasping the back of my neck, he forced my head downward.              
“Please...I...I...what....” I stuttered as my face collided with the spongy head of his penis. I opened my mouth to scream but, before any sounds could emerge, my oral cavity was filled to bursting with his hard, male organ. “Mmmmppphhh...” I grunted as the pulsing shaft slid over my lips pressing my tongue down and muting my scream. I tried to pull away but he easily defeated my efforts and kept me firmly in place.

“You see, my dear, you can do it and very soon you will begin to like it! Seeing your lips wrapped around my cock is even better then I'd imagined. Now start sucking, Mrs. Gibson!”  I heard him order.

Again I strained to pull my head away from his groin but the hand, behind my neck, kept me firmly wedged down and the more I struggled to get free the more deeply his penis seemed to reach into my gullet until the head was almost blocking my throat. “Mmmmppphhh!” was the only sound to come out as I attempted to scream. 

I swallowed hard and breathed through my nose as I tried to calm myself down so that I could figure a way to extricate myself from the vile situation. It was then that I became aware that the penis tasted nothing like the way I'd imagined, it wasn't revolting and it tasted sort of nutty. I even took notice of the texture of the flesh filling my mouth and was surprised that it was silky yet as firm as rubber but also pliable. My mouth seemed to fit around it like a glove. At the same time as I registered those various sensations I was stunned to feel a growing heat in that intimate place between my thighs and the longer the penis stayed in my mouth the hotter and wetter it became. Costas pushed my head down even harder onto his penis until the head butted against the back of my mouth leaving about six inches still uncovered. Instinctively I responded to the forceful act by adjusting the angle so that it wasn't all that uncomfortable and I could still breathe. In a way it felt good to have it in my mouth like nestling and comforting a small animal. It was a unique sensation and, without realising I was doing it, I'd began to suck on the invader. My head was bobbing as if it was the most natural act in the world to suck a stranger's penis and incredulously I noted that I was even being careful not to let my teeth harm the warm, throbbing flesh. I discovered that if the shaft was generously coated with saliva sucking it became even more pleasurable. For a brief moment I wondered whether John's penis would taste the same. The more I sucked on the throbbing pole the more I liked it and the more I did it the more I wanted to continue doing it. It was a sensuous circle which kept getting better and better. I concentrated on what I was doing. I became aware of the bumps and ridges along the length of the shaft as I felt them with tongue and lips. The fire burning between my thighs had become a cauldron of passion, so hot and steamy that I'd spread my thighs wide apart in an effort to cool it down. I could feel my sex opening and closing expulsing dollops of sex cream. Pride had entered the equation and I began to suck with more skill and precision, tightening my lips as I moved them up and down the shaft. I had become determined that since there was nothing I could do about escaping my fate I would be the best fellatrice he'd ever had. It also occurred to me that if I could bring him off I wouldn't have to go out with him.

“Wow! For someone who claims to hate it you're really good! You're a born cocksucker, my dear Mrs. Gibson.” Costas exclaimed as he looked down and saw my blonde head bobbing up and down, driving my lips up and down the shaft of his straining penis. He reached down and captured one of my breasts and squeezed it through my dress and I felt the nipple immediately harden. I couldn't get over how I'd been coaxed to do something so vile so quickly and, instead of being outraged and ashamed, I was strangely aroused and didn't want to stop doing it.

“I'd love you to keep sucking my cock till I filled your mouth with spunk but we have a reservation at the best restaurant in town and if you're more than fifteen minutes late they give your table away.” Costas said as he grabbed a bunch of my hair and pulled my mouth off his penis. His erection was glistening with my saliva and I could see a ring of lipstick circling the base. Quickly he shoved it back inside his trousers before standing up and pulling me to my feet.              “Go and freshen up and make it quick and, by the way, take your panties off you will not need them.”
It didn't occur to me not to do exactly as he'd ordered and five minutes later we were driving to the restaurant which proved to be as special as its reputation. He treated me as if we were on a first date. He was witty, charming and made me feel all woman. Romantic notions swept through me completely obliterating the fact that I was married to somebody else and that earlier he'd forced me to suck his penis. When we left the restaurant, two hours later and drove to his town-house, it didn't seem to matter that I was married and was on the way to a place where the man beside me would use my body for his sexual pleasure. We stopped in front of his town-house. I walked behind him and felt genuinely pleased to be with such a charming man as he ushered me into the house and I was surprised by its sheer sumptuousness.

“Oh my! This place is fabulous.” I gasped as I spun in a complete circle to take in the richness of the living room.

“That's nice of you to say so. It's my retreat from the sordid world of finance. I come here when I want to be alone.” He replied. He held my chin in his hand and lowering his face kissed me softly on the mouth. It wasn't a passionate kiss but rather a tender meeting of lips which ignored the fact that I'd performed fellatio on him earlier. I was very surprised because the kiss seemed out of character and I felt myself melting with romantic notions as his hands cupped my breast, through the material of my dress, and gently squeezed. He stepped back and looked me up and down. 

“Get that fucking dress off now before I tear it off!” He shrieked, his face was contorted with rage.

The change in demeanour startled and frightened me and I wondered what I'd done to cause this sudden change. The gentleman had been replaced by the lustful brute who'd forced me to suck his penis earlier. Ironically I discovered that the harsh tone was very exciting and that my pussy seemed to flower open and evict dollops of sex cream while my nipples became as hard as stones. I was amazed and puzzled by how aroused I was from being treated like a slut and that it seemed to be increasing with each passing second. I didn't seem to have any will of my own. My hands fumbled at the buttons of my dress and undid them so that the garment gaped open exposing my bosom. He closed the space between us and bent his head so that I felt his hot breath against the cleavage between my breasts. My boobs tingled and the hard nipples throbbed. His fingers fumbled behind me, my bra zinged opened and he whipped it away from my body before I had time to do anything about it. I gasped as I felt his tongue explore the swells of my breasts then shivered when an electric current zigzagged from my torso to the secret places between my legs causing the sex lips to hinge open even further as lubricant seeped out. He undid my skirt and slipped it down in a smooth motion till it was around my ankles. Because I'd followed his order I wasn't wearing any panties. He quickly slid down to his knees and his fingers grasped my sex lips and pulled them further open so that the clitoris was exposed, stripped of its fleshy protection. His head darted forward and his lips wrapped themselves around the pearl of flesh while the tongue flicked across its sensitive surface. My husband had tried to do that to me and I had pushed him away with the rebuke that it was unchristian and unsanitary yet my body responded to the vile man as if it had been waiting for this all its life.
I lost control of my senses. My hands came down on top of his head and grasped the back of his neck as he continued to tease my clitoris. A scream hovered at the base of my throat but was trapped by my need to get as much air as I could into my lungs as I spasmed against him. My knees buckled and I felt weak and faint but his hands were circling my hips holding me upright. His lips and tongue continued to create more intense spasms until I was certain that he'd wrung every involuntary reflex from me. His hands moved away from my body as he stood up and effortlessly lifted me up to carry me upstairs into a bedroom. It didn't take him long to undress. I felt his hard body flow over mine and obediently I opened my legs and raised my knees so that he was nestled in the cradle I'd made. I felt the very essence of the man slowly enter me, inch by breathtaking inch. Because he'd prepared me so well the enormity of his penis did not seem to matter and all I experienced was the sensations of being full, complete, all woman, all love goddess with every nook and cranny in my sex filled by his throbbing lance as they had never been filled before. He began to move rhythmically and his penis slipped in and out of me slowly, exquisitely, commandingly causing an enormous pressure to build at the back of my sex till it was too intense to bear and it broke. The dam burst and I felt the breath rush out of my lungs in a huge liberating scream. My arms wrapped around his chest as my legs laced round his hips. I felt his fleshy lance penetrate so deep inside that if felt as if it would come out of my mouth. My head flew back as my body was blasted by the successive detonation of orgasm after orgasm. I arched my back, shouting unintelligibly, tossing from side to side clawing his back as climax after climax welled up inside me and flowed over and around the huge pole of manly flesh filling me so completely. At that precise moment I was in love with the man who'd managed to give me my very first multiple orgasms and I never wanted him to exit from my body. I felt warm and cosy and all I wanted was for him to take me in his arms and cuddle me and tell me he loved me. 
However he pulled his still-erect cock out of my clutching pussy and stood up, pulling me up with him and then he sat down on a chair and swiftly dragged me across his lap so that my feet rested on the carpet and my fingertips did the same on the other side. My bare bottom was the highest part of my body. I was still drifting in the euphoric aftermath of orgasm and wasn't really conscious of what was happening. I shivered with pleasure when I felt a thick finger tracing the length of the cleft between my buttocks.

“Alas in this world nothing is free, Diane, and one always ends up paying for enjoying pleasure, especially sinful ones. Mrs. Gibson you're a slut who has just committed the sin of adultery so you have to be punished to atone for it.” He said, as he continued to stroke my bottom as if testing it for firmness and elasticity. “You have a delicious bottom made to take a great deal of punishment and I'm looking forward to teaching you how enjoyable it can be. It's clear that your husband has never wielded his authority over you...silly bugger! If you were mine I would thrash you regularly and keep you happy.”  He chuckled, a really dirty sound which penetrated the fog of my euphoria. 
My mind cleared and it was then that I realised the undignified position I was in. I blushed fiercely and began to whimper and shake as I tried to stand up. As if sensing my sudden awareness of my undignified situation he laughed. He caught my left arm and twisted it up into the small of my back by locking my wrist in his hand. I was helpless and naked across his lap with my bottom hoisted way up in the air and I didn't have to wait long.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

That first smack landed across the crest of my uplifted bottom and made the flesh ripple. I yelped because it was very hard, a solid wallop which sent a shockwave right up my spine to my jaw so that I nearly bit my tongue. The smack left my bottom smarting horribly. Physically it hurt but it was bearable but the damage to my dignity was insufferable.              
“Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Stop it you brute...let me go at once. How dare you treat me like that?” I shrieked.

He laughed at my indignation and gave me another, even harder smack.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

As the burning pain in my bottom intensified I asked myself how could have I ever been so stupid as to get myself in such a sordid situation. “Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...no more! Please it hurts.” I pleaded.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

Four more hard smacks landed on the helpless surface of my naked bottom and I lost control of my dignity and kicked, squealed and wriggled in a desperate response to the fierce chastisement. He chuckled and continued spanking me while commenting on the obscene display of my reddened cheeks and the way my sex was discharging a stream of sex juice. Endorphins, sparked by the pain, was streaming through my body but it was the way he used crude words to describe my sex and anus and what he was going to do to them which really triggered my fierce arousal. I'd never like obscenities, was even frightened of their power, but suddenly I discovered that they could be a source of excitement. The crude way he was describing how I was being demeaned turned me on.

“Your arse is bright red and I can see your arsehole winking at me. You know what they say about us Greeks and it's true. I'm sure your stupid husband has never given you one there. I bet your arsehole is virgin.”

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

“Your cunt is gaping wide open just waiting for my cock but it will have to wait until I'm ready but I can see that it's juicing up nicely in anticipation.”

As his filthy language heightened my arousal I became desperately in need of an orgasm as the pain emanating from the spanking continued to heighten my excitement. I instinctively twisted my body so that my sex, still sensitive from the earlier penetration, was in rude and intimate contact with the rough hairs on his thigh.

“Stop that! You'll get that filthy cunt-slime all over my leg, you fucking bitch!” He exclaimed.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

He punctuated his words with even harder smacks causing my bum cheeks to bounce as my pussy slammed against his thigh. Suddenly he cocked his knee up so that it was jammed into my sex as the tempo of the slaps on my bottom accelerated and moved downward to the most sensitive spot where buttocks join the thighs.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

The pain was excruciating but my swollen clitoris was rubbing against his coarse knee, with each smack, and the ecstasy easily cancelled out the pain or more precisely blended with it and became something new and beyond description. It was an ecstasy at a level I'd never believed existed and I wanted more.

“My..my!! You do love this, don't you Mrs. Gibson? You love being punished on your bare arse after having been fucked like a bitch on heat. I wonder what your up-tight friends would say if they knew that you love to display your dirty arsehole and your juicy fuck-hole to strangers. I can see everything. Your cunt is still stretched from my cock so that I can see right up to where the filthy slime is bubbling up. Get that filthy arse further up, you slut, and spread the cheeks so that I can see your dirty arsehole. Have you cleaned it properly after having a shit today or is it still filthy? Should I open it and have a look inside, Mrs. Gibson?' Should I open your arsehole and see if it's full of shit?”

His obscene words were punctuated by a flurry of smacks. Using my married name increased my sense of shame which in turn fuelled my arousal.

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

“You shriek like you hate it but you're still rubbing your cunt against my leg to bring yourself off. You should see yourself. The pretty, respectable housewife bent over another man's knees and every time she's smacked her arsehole opens like a mouth begging to be fucked! Well you will see it when we watch the video tape together then you'll know what I'm talking about, Mrs. Gibson.”

The filthiness of his words were too much for me and on the words 'begging to be fucked' I started to climax and missed the part where he told me that everything which was happening was being recorded on video tape. While bucking my pelvis frantically, to accelerate and increase the friction on my clit, every muscle in my body seemed to become taut simultaneously as my back arched. To relieve the intense pressure I screamed as I began to climax.               “Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Yeeeessss!!! Oh yes...I'm cooommmiiing! I'm coming!!!”
SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

The smacks landed on the sweet spot at the apex of my cheeks and thighs squashing my bottom and causing my clitoris to be crushed against his knee as I reached the apex of my pleasure. “Aaaarrrggghhh!!! It's...it's too much! Oooohhh yessss!!! Don't...don't stop!!!' please...please don't stop punishing me...I love it! I'm coming again!”
SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

SSSSMMMAAACCCKKK!!!!!!

My legs kicked and my bottom rippled as more fierce smacks fuelled my peak till I felt as if my body would explode into a million tiny pieces. The wave rose, crested then it slowly started fading. He'd stopped smacking me and I was slumped across his lap, limp and exhausted and thoroughly chastened. Slowly I returned to reality and realised that I was naked, across the lap of a stranger, with my reddened buttocks thrust high in the air and my legs spread so wide apart that my sex and bumhole were fully exposed. What an obscene and utterly shameful posture for me to be in, I thought. My bottom was burning as if I'd stayed out in the sun too long. Costas straightened his legs and I rolled off his lap and landed on the carpet. He reached down and manoeuvred me to my knees and pushed my head towards his erection. I didn't have the energy to resist and soon could smell the rich aroma of sex and realised that his penis must still be coated with my sex juices. I tried to swivel my face but he had a firm grip on my neck. I opened her mouth, to protest, but suddenly my mouth was full of his penis which was slimy and salty and slightly bitter yet instinctively I began to suck, as my lips closed around the shaft. As if I'd done this all my life I moved my head up and down, each time managing to take a little more of his sex pole into my mouth. As if he knew that I would now be compliant he relaxed his hold on my neck and started to stroke my hair. I liked that because it made me feel wanted and loved. It didn't occur to me that he would have done the same to a favourite pet.

I pulled his hips forward and altered the angle of my head. Keeping the knob in my mouth I nibbled on it while stroking my hand up and down the shaft. My head moved up and down even more quickly as I increased my suction no longer caring that I was swallowing my sex juices and his. His knob was bathed by saliva as my tongue twirled around it. I felt his hand tightening at the back of my neck again and instinctively tried to pull back but it was already too late because his penis was jerking and suddenly my mouth was full of thick, slimy sperm. His twitching penis kept spurting its load into my mouth until I started to gag and I was forced to swallow the slimy stuff. I finally managed to pull back a little but it was a mistake because the next spurt splattered against my face and the next got caught in my hair. By the time he'd finished ejaculating my face and hair were covered with a slimy coating of sperm. There was even some hanging from the end of my nose as he returned his cock to my mouth and dutifully I used my tongue to clean it. He eventually pulled it out of my mouth accompanied by the same kind of noise as a champagne cork being extracted from the bottle. Costas stood up and raised me to my feet before leading me to a mirror.

“Look at yourself, Mrs. Gibson! What do you see? I'll tell you what I see. A well fucked woman who's been punished for her sins so that her bottom is bright red and smarting. Her cunt is so full of cunt slime that’s dribbling down her legs. Her face and hair are covered in a man's spunk and the inside of her mouth and throat is coated with the same stuff. In other words what I see in the mirror is a slut, a whore, a bitch on heat, a sex slave who is going to serve her new master for one year and one day as from today and will do anything and everything he wants without hesitation.”

As he described me I stared at my reflection and agreed with his assessment then the end of his sentence sank home. “What are you talking about a year? Tonight is a one off and I expect you to keep your word. John told me that if I was good to you tonight you would agree to extend the loan so I don't understand the year bit. Please explain yourself.” I said haughtily.

 “Come on, Mrs. Gibson, you can't be serious! Do you really believe that one night with you is worth all that money? Is your cunt made of platinum, is your arsehole lined with gold, are you the best fuck in the world, is your cocksucking divine? Spare me your stupidity. You should have read the document you signed tonight then you would have seen that in return for extending the loan you are to do anything I want for one year and a day. In other words you are my property, my sex slave during that time to do anything and everything I want. Believe me the contract is binding and I fully intent to get my money's worth. If your wimp of a husband has not paid the debt in full by the end of our contract it gets extended for another year and a day and so on. It's not my problem that your wimp of a husband did not fully apprise you of the arrangement he willingly signed.”

I knew he was speaking the truth and started sobbing as I realised what I'd let myself in for. Even more devastating was the knowledge that John had made the obscene deal yet had not told me the whole truth when he'd coaxed me to agree to such a biased agreement.

“Come on, Diane! It's not time for crocodile tears. Think! I know that you just enjoyed the best sexual experience in your entire life. You've discovered all sorts of new feelings and sensations and have finally come alive and this is only the start. Believe me you can look forward to experiences and sensations you could never have imagined existed. I will take you to Hell and back and you will thank me for it and beg me for more. Enough of this, I've to be somewhere so get dressed and I'll drop you off at your house!”  
He reached and closed his fingers round my nipples and cruelly pulled them very hard stretching my breasts from my torso before letting them go. The pain was so intense that I screamed blue murder as I sank to the floor gripping my breasts. As the blood began to flow back into my tortured teats I thought that I would die because the pain was so fierce. Not bothering to see if I was alright Costas gathered his clothes and disappeared into a bathroom.

Eventually the pain lessened but I was still sobbing while dressing as I realised how much I'd be demeaned and abused. The moneylender escorted me to the car and, when I sat down on the front seat, I winced as my bottom came in contact with the leather, reviving the pain in my buttocks. All the way home my burning bottom reminded me of my ordeal. Costas did not speak until we reached the house then he handed me a white envelope.

 “Take this and read it carefully it's your instructions and I expect you to learn and obey them without hesitation. Thank you, Mrs. Diane Gibson, for a wonderful evening. You are a beautiful and sensual woman and I look forward to our next meeting. I will phone you. Oh, by the way, if you want to get your own back don't forget to describe everything we did to John. He doesn't deserve you!”  He chuckled as I opened the car door. Without looking back or speaking to him I walked to the front door but I could hear him still laughing as he drove away.

I went upstairs and saw that John was in bed feigning to be asleep. I took a shower then locked myself in the spare room and cried myself to sleep.

