THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART FIVE:

Diane

The next day Costas summoned me to come to his townhouse. That morning I’d given myself my first enema and had made sure that my pussy was as smooth as possible. I chose a light summer dress which complimented my hair and complexion and, even if I have to say it myself, I thought I looked rather pretty and sexy. I was still finding it surprising that I had accepted my sexual servitude so easily and eagerly. Is it natural to make sure you look your best to meet the man who intends to deprave and debase you?

Costas opened the door and invited me inside to introduce me to Barry, a photographer. My Master (how easily I seemed to have accepted that he’d become my master to be obeyed without question) told me I was to go with him to be photographed. I started to protest but he shut me up by reminding me of my obligation to obey without hesitation and that I’d already earned a severe punishment for my lapse. He reminded me that I would have to obey the photographer as if it was him giving the orders. 

The journey to the studio was short and made in silence. To say that Barry was taciturn is an understatement. I had the feeling that he had been coerced into photographing me and had taken a dislike to me. He showed me where I could change and do my make-up then turned away. When I came out of the changing room I watched Barry fussing with his equipment, adjusting lights and doing other strange things with backdrops and props and he did not acknowledge my presence so I was able to study him openly. He was almost ugly, short and squat, very dark with simian features. His only remarkable feature was his eyes which were so pale blue that the iris seemed to merge with the white of his eyeballs. When he’d looked at me I had felt shivers of fear running down my spine because his eyes reminded me of zombies, as portrayed in horror films. He was also self-centred and aloof which made me want to prick his arrogance. When he'd finished setting up his equipment he finally deigned to acknowledge my presence and gruffly told me how Costas wanted me to be photographed so I took my clothes off till I was only wearing undies. He was only the third man to have ever seen me naked yet, strangely, I did not feel embarrassed as I stood, where he wanted me to stand. The lights were hot and so bright that I couldn't see him properly which I found helpful because I’d decided that, to get me through this ordeal, I would pretend that I was alone which would make it more bearable. Barry took a few shots of me in my undies as I tried to emulate the poses I'd seen in fashion magazines. It was very hot under the lights and my body became very warm and slowly I became aware that I was getting aroused as I posed for the camera. I'd never realised before that I had a streak of exhibitionism and that it being recorded on film was turning me on. Barking orders, as if he was a drill sergeant on parade, he ordered me to start taking off my bra. His tone riled me but I decided to bide my time and wait for the right moment to put him down.

Taking my time I started undoing the clasp and the garment slipped from my shoulders and fell to my waist leaving my naked breasts exposed. I posed, with my hands on my hips and arching my back, as I stuck out my large breasts. I knew that my nipples were pointing slightly upward which gave my breasts, despite their size, a cheeky, youthful slant. I cupped them, one by one, and stroked the nipples into hardness with my thumbs when he ordered me to do it. My fleshy globes seemed to be more sensitive than usual and I felt a damp stirring grow between my legs, as I tweaked my nipples. As I teased them into aching hardness with my fingers it was accompanied by the repeated clicks of the camera-shutter. I lifted a hand to my mouth and sucked on the fingers then smeared the saliva over my hard nipples. There was a definite pause before the clicking of the shutter resumed and I knew that I had made a dent in his cynical armour. Encouraged I cupped my breasts and lifted them up to offer them to the camera. I was kneading the flesh, letting it ooze between my fingers, as I licked my bottom lip, with the tip of my wet tongue, as I’d seen actresses doing in films. By this time I was no longer reluctant and had begun to really enjoy myself while turning myself on, at the same time. I had disobeyed one of the commandments and was wearing French knickers. I sat down on the chair, with my buttocks perched on the very edge of the seat, looking directly at the camera; I sensuously licked my lips as I cupped the heated mound of my sex, through my knickers. My middle finger pressed hard against my sex-lips causing them to part and immediately I could feel the gusset becoming damp with sex cream as I stroked my finger along the slit. Unwittingly I had aroused myself to the point where I was in danger of losing control of the situation and a roaring desire to climax swept through my body, like a torrent. Perversely I wanted to expose my most intimate parts even though I knew that my every gesture would be recorded on film, by a stranger, for Costas to gloat over.

For a brief moment I considered getting up and telling Barry that I'd had enough but I was too scared to heed that small voice of my conscience because I knew that Costas would punish me severely for defying his orders. I gave up any idea of resisting and instead gave in to my newly-discovered submissive and sluttish nature and slid a hand beneath the material of my panties and located the wet, heated slit of my sex while, at the same time, I pinched my nipples to keep them fully engorged and blood-red with my other hand. It felt incredibly wicked and downright dirty to be touching myself so intimately in front of a stranger knowing that each move was being recorded on film and would be later be gloated over by Costas and anyone he chose to show them to.

My pussy lips were swollen and slippery with moisture and, at the top of the slit; my fingertips lingered on the swollen bud of my clit, igniting a blaze of passion in my lower body. At the other end of its journey my fingers teased the puckered ring of supple flesh which guarded my bum hole. Exquisite sensations of blazing heat swept through my body and brazenly I spread my legs apart before moving the gusset to one side so that the camera could see how wet my shaved pussy was. I pushed the gusset to one side and used the tip of my fingers to spread my pussy lips far apart then lifted up one leg and propped my foot on the edge, which caused my pussy to yawn even wider. I was sure that the camera could see deep inside my love channel as trickle of sticky moisture slowly seeped out of it to gather round my bum hole before sliding down further to start forming a pool of sticky moisture on the seat. I became aware that Barry was closer to me, kneeling down, as he continued taking photos with the lens firmly aimed between my legs. I looked at his crotch and saw the hard length of his penis perfectly outlined by the stretched material of his trousers and it made me feel very powerful and highly aroused.

I slid two fingers deep inside my love tunnel, while stroking my clit with the pad of my thumb. I was as near to climaxing as I'd ever been and it took all of my self-control not to push myself over the edge because I wasn't ready for that yet. I was shivering, as if in the grip of a high fever, and my breasts were heaving dramatically as I gasped for breath while beads of perspiration were breaking out all over my skin as I wiggled my fingers inside my pussy. I pulled them out slowly then lifted them up to my face and saw that they were covered with silvery strands of pussy juice, whose aroma wafted up to tickle my nostrils, and then, looking straight at the camera I slipped first one finger then the other between my lips and sucked on them, exaggerating to motion to make appear as if I was sucking on a cock which had been lodged in my pussy. I slipped three fingers back inside my pussy and rooted about until they were once more coated with my sex juices then I brought them out and smeared the sticky liquid all over my straining crimson nipples so that they glistened like flashing rubies, under the strong photographic lights. Cupping my left breast in my hands I lifted it, stretched my neck and took the nipple between my lips and sucked, using my tongue to gather up my love juice. I repeated the action with the other breast before slipping my fingers back inside myself and stroked them in and out and could hear squelching wet sounds as my fingers dragged more pussy juice out of the depths of my vagina. I fully intended to prolong my obscene exhibition for a long time but the swift rise of my arousal was much too powerful to contain and I lost control. I felt my buttocks clench as my fingers slid out of my love tunnel and grasped the hard bud of my clit.

Barry was only two feet or so from me as, with a superhuman effort, I moved my fingers away from my clit to delay my onrushing orgasm but it was too late. Of their own volition they were once again gripping my clit while I used three fingers of the other hand to fill my vagina. My fingers flashed in and out of my pussy while I stretched my clit out as far as it would go and, at the same time, I was pinching it very hard. Suddenly a massive rush of wet heat engulfed my lower body, spreading to the rest of my body, as my orgasm broke. Forgetting that I wasn’t alone I screamed loudly as my pussy clenched like a fist around my fingers and my clit throbbed with each accelerated heartbeat. It was a tremendous orgasm and went on for sometime but eventually I came down from my erotic plateau and that’s when I became aware that Barry was looking at my pussy, while stroking the front of his trousers. I felt that I’d scored a victory but was helpless to stop him when he gripped my knickers and tore them off before burrowing his head between my spread thighs. He lifted up my legs and draped them over his shoulders and I had to bite on my bottom lip, to stop myself screaming with ecstasy, as he slid his tongue into the wet opening of my pussy. I felt the tip of it gather juices which he then smeared all over my clit causing me to twitch and jerk with pleasure. Licking the fleshy folds he took them between his lips and lightly nibbled them while rhythmically sliding his tongue ever deeper inside my love tunnel. My hands clasped his head and my fingernails racked his scalp as I guided his mouth where I wanted it most. Under my frantic guidance Barry concentrated on my erect clit and took it between his lips and used his darting tongue to flick repeatedly across the tip and I could not control my groans any longer and could hear them echoing in the room. His mouth left my love button and moved downwards past my sex and glued itself to my anus. Instinctively I swivelled my bottom to facilitate the penetration of his tongue. My body started to shake uncontrollably as the shock waves of another orgasm blasted through me, to fill my entire being with blissful ecstasy. My heels banged against his back and my nails tore at his hair as he drove his tongue all the way inside my rectal passage while his nose pressed into my pussy, rubbing against my engorged clit in the process. It felt as if my pussy and bum-hole were being skewered by two pricks, at the same time, doubling the intensity of my orgasm. My body felt as if it was dissolving into an erotic mass of quivering flesh as I floated in another world on the wings of a huge orgasm.

Like all good things it had to end and I floated down and became aware that his hands were holding my thighs wide part so that he could insert the head of his penis inside my pussy which was so wet and relaxed that it easily absorbed the entire length. Instinctively I responded and soon we were shagging in perfect rhythm but he didn't last long. I suppose that my lewd exhibition had fired him up but thankfully I was already climaxing when he came. His prick soon lost its hardness and slipped out of my pussy leaving my body on fire for more. Barry had remarkable recovery power and within minutes he was shafting me like a bull as I continued climaxing repeatedly.              
I’d loved the sensation of exhibiting myself to the camera so much that when we'd finished screwing I posed for more shots, with sperm dribbling out of my open pussy, and some of them were so obscene that it makes me blush to remember.
On the way home it suddenly hit me that I’d allowed another stranger to defile me and I had to pull over because I was crying so hard. However I recovered quite quickly and shifted the blame onto my husband. It was his gambling that had put me into that situation therefore how could I be blamed for doing those obscene things?

