THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART NINE

Diane

I came to some time later. I was alone but still teetered to the trestle. My anus and pussy felt as if they were on fire and my bottom was throbbing. I could feel thick, sticky liquid seeping from both holes to trickle down my legs where it cooled and dried, puckering my skin. The pain in my boobs had become a dull ache. I felt completely wrung out but wonderfully sated and happy. Gradually I became aware that there was something lying on the carpet in front of my face and, when I focused my eyes, I saw that it was the twine, which had bound my breasts, and the weights, beside them there was a set of digital photographs. I studied them and realised that they were pictures of me being simultaneously buggered and screwed by the brothers. Others showed my anus and pussy, wide open, filled with white sperm which was welling out looking like cream. The explicitness of the photos left no doubt that I'd been well and truly taken in both holes. While I was trying to come to term with seeing myself so obscenely exposed Louisa came into the room, fully dressed, and she carried a cup of tea, which she put down on a table. Without speaking she undid the bonds, which still held me captive, and helped me to my feet. I could hardly straighten up and she had to help me to the settee because my legs threatened to buckle under me. Blood flowed back into my limbs and it felt like liquid fire invading every nerve-end and brought tears to my eyes and sobs from my mouth. I sipped the hot tea as I tried to pull myself together and come to terms with what had happened to me. Naseem and Ravi walked in and they were also fully dressed and it made me feel even more degraded when they paid me no attention as they discussed a TV program. My female tormentor took me into the bedroom. I really thought that my ordeal was over for the night but Louisa had other ideas and was going to press her ascendancy home.

“Lie on the bed and show me your filthy cunt.” She said calmly as she sat down in a chair opposite me.

I shuddered as I realised that there was going to be no let up. I looked down the length of my body which felt as if every muscle had melted and was incapable of reacting and my skin felt as if it was still on fire. My boobs were bright red and my nipples were as bright as strawberries and seemed at least twice their normal size. I felt drained of energy and wearily I did as she wanted. I slipped my hands, between my spread thighs, and felt the wet, slippery lips, still burning from the whipping, and my fingertips traced the outline of my pussy.

“Stop fucking about and open it wide and show me!” Louisa said spitefully. “Even wider than that, as far as it'll stretch!”

I stretched my vaginal lips as far as they would go hardly believing that I was doing it. The lips were so wide apart that they were aching from being so painfully stretched and I could feel cool air bathing the inside of my vagina.

“Your clit, bring it out and show it to me.”

It felt as if it was on fire as I plucked it out into the open. I could feel the blood flooding into my face and throat as I blushed fiercely while my hips rose higher thrusting my sex forward. My nipples were hugely swollen from the beating and handling. I heard myself moaning louder with a note of supplication but knew that soon a desire to orgasm would flood into me again as I felt the sex lips thickening against my fingers and the clit beating hard with every heartbeat. My nipples throbbed with the same arousal. 

She pushed my hand away and grabbed my clit and stretched it to its utmost, almost lifting my hips, then she did something with her other hand and an indescribable pain seared through that ultra-sensitive nodule. Through my tears I looked down and saw her holding something which resembled a hand-gun and, glinting brightly, a gold ring shone at the base of my clitoris. The bitch had pierced me!
While I was trying to deal with this new outrage Louisa took off her clothes and joined me on the bed and thrust her hips forward as she grabbed my hands and guided them to her bottom. I wrapped my arms around her so that my breasts were squashed against her thighs and I could feel my nipples throbbing, as if they would burst, while the pain in my clit caused my sex to convulse feverishly. She barked out an order and I slid down and opened my mouth wide so that I could run my tongue under the thick pouch of olive folds. I forced my tongue between the lips and tasted the musky juices bubbling out of it and became lost in the eroticism of the crinkly hair, the plump lips, the cream oozing onto my tongue, all this stirred me into frenzy, heightened when I heard the frantic sighs coming from tormentor's mouth. Frantically I licked and stabbed my tongue into the wet pouch, as if I was starving for the delicious musky juices, then hooking the clit with the tip of my tongue I sucked on it with all the pressure and suction I could exert. Her crinkly, wet pubic hair crushed against my mouth and nose, drenching me in musky scent as I tried to stab my tongue even deeper into her love tunnel. I licked and sucked, stroked and nibbled on her clit until she was spreading her thighs further apart and tilting her hips while groaning and moaning loudly.

Obscene images flooded my brain of Louisa punishing me, egging the men to whip me and torture my breasts, making them take me back and front at the same time and instead of making me feel angry it made me want to pleasure her even more. I fed from her well, slurping up her juices with my tongue, burrowing into her sex until she cried out and her body went rigid as she orgasmed. I kept my mouth welded to her climaxing pussy until she grabbed me by the hair and yanked my head away from her sex.

“Enough!” She said as she sank back onto the bed and then she made me lie down and ordered me to pull my sex lips wide open. I did as ordered as she straddled me and lowered her sex till it was only centimetres from mine. I expected to resume servicing her instead I saw golden liquid spurting out and blasting inside my wide open pussy. “Don't you dare try to move away! If you do I will piss in your mouth.” Louisa snarled as I made a move to roll away. 
The acidic urine increased the pain of the piercing and fat tears rolled down my face as I tried to cope with the intense pain. She finished peeing then stood up and straddled my face and plastered her pussy against my mouth. I felt as if I was going to be sick as I used my tongue to clean her up and swallowed the mixture of sex cream and urine. When I’d finished she pulled me to my feet and ordered me to get dressed but she would not let me have a wash. She escorted me to the cab she'd ordered to take me home. Completely conquered I walked to the car, taking small steps because my bottom and sex were burning as if they were on fire. They felt swollen to twice their normal size and, with every step, the pain from the beating and piercing was revived by the rubbing of my thighs. I could feel her urine drying on my skin and the smell made me feel dizzy. 

Before I left Louisa told me that she would see me soon and that I should tell my husband what had happened. She reminded me that beside the photos she'd videoed the entire episode and I understood the veiled threat behind her words.

I was so exhausted and drained, by the time I got home, that I didn't wake John and went straight to bed in the spare room, not bothering to undress or wash and I was asleep in seconds.
