THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL 

PART ELEVEN

Diane

I can’t say that life returned to normal after the evening with Louisa but it was quieter. My husband and I barely spoke to each other and I noticed that he’d started drinking too much but I was too wrapped up in my own problems to try to reason with him. Two weeks later I received a note telling me to phone Costas and, when I did, he ordered me to go to a certain hotel to meet his brother. I didn't want to and it immediately brought threats of a terrible punishment to be administered immediately to my husband and I then of us being thrown out of our house. It really scared me and broke my will and I surrendered the last vestige of my independence and told him that I would do exactly as he wished. Giving in made me feel strangely free and light-hearted and, once again, I realised that I was willing to do anything no matter how degrading or painful it turned out to be to keep my home. Secretly I know that it goes even deeper than that, I think that I'm a masochist and love being dominated and punished. Costas wouldn't give me any other information except that I was to meet his brother, Christos, in the bar of a hotel in the centre of the town and that I must do anything his brother wanted, without hesitation or question.

The next day I was very anxious and could feel my skin itching as I started nervously to perspire as I drove away from the house. Once again I was wondering what I was getting myself into and how it had come about but I knew the answer to that question. My world had been turned inside out by my husband's profligacy yet it had brought out a side of my character I'd never known existed, it had brought out my submissiveness and caused me to plumb new dimensions of depravity. It had also revealed a cruel streak deep in my psyche when I torture my husband with a word-image of what had been done to me and many a times I’d been close to orgasming from seeing the pain on his face. It felt as if at last I'd discovered the real me! 

Before Costas was introduced into our lives I’d been a loving, submissive wife but now the memory of that first time made me feel all weak with sexual desire. I've got to confess that though I'm still very angry that my husband has put me in such a precarious situation it has allowed me to freely accept being debases and humiliated because I was being forced to do it. The responsibility was on his shoulders not on mine therefore how could I be blamed for doing the vile things I’ve done and would do?

Here I was going out into a hostile world on my own; a completely different person than I had been a few weeks ago with no idea of what was going to happen. I shivered with apprehension and excitement as I imagined the depraved things I might be ordered to do. Since having been punished, tortured and ravaged by the Costas family I couldn't imagine that anything worse could be done to me, however I was extremely nervous and apprehensive but, at the same time, very excited as I set out for the rendezvous. I could feel that my nipples were very swollen and throbbing as they rubbed against the thin material of my dress because I wasn’t wearing a bra. My pussy was already wet and very puffy with excitement. I've always lubricated freely and profusely, from the time I had my first period, but since my ‘new’ self emerged my sex seems to be permanently leaking and I always keep a box of tissues handy to wipe up the trickles of juice which runs down my legs. Being forced not to wear panties doesn’t help the situation.
I was anxious and knew instinctively that Costas would know everything which transpired between his brother and I and, there was no doubt in my mind, that he would punish me severely if I didn't perform faultlessly so I was determined that he would find no fault with my behaviour. I suppose that in a way I was being tested and I wanted to pass with flying colours no matter what vile things I would be asked to perform. I think that I still love John but it isn't the same way as before. Discovering that he could endanger our marriage so thoughtlessly then listen to me relating how I’d been debased and allowing it to happen again and again has changed that love. Now I feel as if he is a beloved pet rather than a husband and I can't imagine ever wanting to make love with him again although parts of me wants to return to a normal uncomplicated life. However I sense that I could never live with John as a normal husband and wife again because of my growing need to punish him for having betrayed our love and my obsession with being punished by a dominant male. It's like a drug causing a dependency and I have a craving for more and more and am hooked on sexual pain. 

I parked the car at the station because I was taking the train for the rest of the journey into town.  It was a hot summer afternoon and I was wearing a wispy little yellow dress, the colour complimented my tan, which showed off my bulging breasts and long legs. Beneath it I wasn't wearing any underwear, as ordered by Costas, and my naked breasts reacted to any movement by lolling excitedly under the flimsy top causing my nipples to rub against the material, which kept them throbbing and fully erect and blatantly showing. I felt extremely vulnerable almost as if I was parading stark naked which I suppose I was in a way being shielded only by the flimsy material of my short dress. Incredibly I was very excited by being out in public like that, my pussy was throbbing and of course leaking so that I could feel the wet trickle snaking down the inside of my left thigh as it slowly made its way downward. The ring through my clit acted as a constant source of arousal and I’d had to tape it to my skin to stop having continuous orgasms.
It was close to the rush hour and the train was very crowded and I ended up being sandwiched between a grey-haired executive-type and a young, muscular labourer wearing a T-shirt and jeans who smelled of sweat. As the train careered down the track the two male bodies, book-ending me, swayed against my body. The labourer's body was wedged against my backside so that his thighs and groin nudged my buttocks repeatedly while the executive's chest was crushing my boobs and my pussy mound continually brushed against the back of his hand. Because my dress was so thin it felt as I could actually feel the skin of his hand against my shaved mound and it was sending hot flushes through my loins causing my pussy to dilate and expel more dollops of vaginal juices to lubricate the swelling lips which had flowered open allowing my clitoris to pop out and break the restrain of the strip of tape.

If anything so blatantly sexual had happened to me before my life was turned upside down I would have somehow huffily moved away from the men but now I was a different person. I was a creature steeped in an insatiable need for sexual release, a nymphomaniac who couldn't get enough sex and had learned that she could reach unbelievable ecstasy from being defiled. The new Diane gave herself up to the eroticism of the situation and she allowed the movements of the train to seesaw her between the two men while pretending to be absorbed in her thoughts and seeming unaware of the physical contact which caused her erogenous zones to be titillated.

The young man behind me was soon sporting a huge erection in his jeans which became partly trapped between my bum cheeks as he pressed his hips forward. Even if I'd wanted to there was no place for me to move away as I was being pushed backward by the man standing in front of me. Maybe because I had not moved away...as if I could...the labourer type assumed that I was willing to have him rub his hard cock against my bottom and soon I could feel him rotating his hips as he pressed his erection even more blatantly and firmly into the cleft between my barely covered buttocks. Meanwhile the executive-type, making no pretence that it was accidental, was rubbing the back of his hand up and down my pudenda while keeping his chest firmly against my rolling boobs so that the buttons of his jacket kept catching my nipples. Pain mixed with pleasure and the sensation was sending a lava flow of desire to my pussy and my clit throbbed even more wildly. I realised that I was well on the way to reaching a quick climax as I felt my sex opening and closing like a hungry mouth demanding to be fed as it ejected more of my sticky sex juices out of my slit in anticipation. My legs felt like jelly and I'm sure that if I had not been sandwiched between the two men I could have easily fallen to my knees and dissolved in a puddle of sex juices. Without revealing that I was fully aware of what was going on I spread my legs apart which caused my bum cheeks to part more widely and I pushed my bottom backwards and the young man's erection became firmly wedged between my buttocks. The swollen knob pressed firmly against my anus, which was gulping open then closing as if awaiting penetration, and, as if jealous, my clit popped out even further of its hiding place throbbing wildly and pressing against the back of the hand wedged against my sex mound causing the ring to tug on the morsel of flesh adding acute pain to the melange.

As the train careered along the track, swaying from side to side, I flexed and relaxed my quaking buttocks effectively massaging the hard cock with my elastic cheeks while the spongy knob pressed firmly against the rim of my anus, which was still opening and closing like a small mouth ready to absorb that rigid stem of flesh. My bumhole seemed to be very greedy as if it was in direct competition with my sex and, secretly, I wished that the young man would be bold enough to lift the back of my skirt and take his cock out of his jeans and press its nakedness against my bare bottom. In the mood I was in I would have allowed...no let me rephrase that...I would have helped him to penetrate my sex or even my bumhole right there in the crowded carriage. If he'd only known how I felt!

His breathing was harsh and hot against the back of my neck as he flexed and straightened his knees driving his erection up and down between my spread buttocks. The material of my thin summer dress was no obstacle to the pleasure of feeling the hard cock repeatedly nudging my flexing bumhole which was still opening and closing like a mouth dying to wrap itself round the thick shaft. Meanwhile the executive type had twisted his hand around and was blatantly rubbing his fingers up and down my pussy and pushing the material of my dress between my splayed sex lips so that it kept brushing against my straining clitoris. I was having a hard time stifling the moans of pleasure which were rattling in my throat. How could I not respond when I had a hard cock riding between my buttocks, constantly rubbing against my hungry anus while rude fingers prodded my pulsing sex and rubbed against the tip of my aroused clitoris?

Suddenly the man behind me grunted and, from the way his cock jerked and twitched within the cleavage of my bottom, I realised that he was unloading his sperm into his pants. Even though I was hugely disappointed, that he had not been bold enough to avail himself of my sex, I flexed and clenched my buttocks around his hardness to increase the pressure on his ejaculating cock to make it even nicer for him. Meanwhile the older man had located my clitoris and was openly drubbing it with his fingers, through the thin material of my light dress. He had me on the brink of climaxing when he began tugging on the ring but, before that could happen, the train slowed down and stopped at my stop. I was nearly swooning with sexual excitement and my sex was sopping wet while my bumhole was opening and closing wildly and I fully expected that at any moment I would feel a gusher of my thick love juice roll down my inner thighs and betray my arousal to all and sundry by splattering on my patent shoes. 
Somehow I managed to extricate myself from the male sandwich but could not resist the urge to brush my hand against the front of the older man's trousers to give his erection a good squeeze before I stepped out of the carriage. I looked back and saw that the two men were red faced and the older man was sporting a very visible erection in the front of his pin-stripped trousers while the younger man was trying to hide the wet patch spreading across the front of his jeans. I knew that nothing as exciting as this had ever happened to them before and it would live in their minds for the rest of their days. It made me feel sexually excited and very powerful and I gave them a sexy smile and twitched my hips as the doors began to close making my buttocks roll exaggeratedly within the confine of my pleated skirt.

My throbbing pussy was swollen and very tender reacting to the scissoring movements of my legs by leaking more and more love juice and the sticky stuff was running down the insides of my thighs. A strange weakness swept through me, as if something within me had melted, and it seemed to grow until it was infecting my heart, mind and soul. I wished that I could finger my sex to relieve the incredible pressure which had built up in my womb even if it was in public. Even being able to wipe my thighs dry with my fingertips would have been a help before it started to dry on my skin making it taut and uncomfortable.

I reached the escalators and stepped on the first step. A few seconds later I was wondering why the man standing further down behind me was audibly gasping in excitement and, when I turned around, I realised that his excitement was caused by being able to see all the way up my very short skirt because the back had ridden up. I could easily imagine his disbelieve at first when he'd glanced up and had seen that I wasn't wearing any underwear and that he could clearly see my naked buttocks and probably my oozing pussy as well clearly visible under my skirt. The sex juices adorning my plump sex lips and the inside of my thighs must have reflected the light and made the contrast between the inner pink fleshy folds of my semi-opened pussy and the outer skin seem blatantly obscene. I was sure that he was also able to see the gold ring shining brightly against the coral hue of my open sex and, from the way the old man was wheezing, as he continued to leer up my skirt watching my pussy opening and closing forcing out more love juice which then dribbled down my thighs, he was a probable candidate for an early heart attack. Once at the top I hurried out of the station before he could accost me. 

I hurried along the street with the air rushing over my bare sex and bum cooling and soothing the sexual heat. I was aware of the lusty way men were looking at me and it was no wonder the way my unfettered breasts were bouncing like yo-yos and the obviously erect nipples kept hard by the way they kept brushing against the material. Men also looked at my bare legs which were almost completely exposed by the shortness of the skirt and when they'd passed me I saw, reflected in shops' windows, that many of them turned around to take a look at my jouncing buttocks. It made me very excited and I wondered what they would do if the wind lifted up my very short skirt revealing that I was not only not wearing underwear but dripping wet and pierced. It was scary to realise that, in the intensely aroused state I was in, I would not have resisted any man bold enough to accost me and declare his intention to fuck me. I would have gone with him and would have let him fuck me anywhere and anyhow he wanted and fully co-operated with him. Passing a building site I was deluged with a torrent of obscene suggestions everyone one of which could have come true if they'd only realised how I felt. The power that my body wielded on those men was seductive, heady if terrifying but at the same time I realised perfectly my helplessness and vulnerability to the male sex.

