THE ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

PART TEN

Hilary

Since that time, when I gave myself body and soul to John, he has treated me rather icily and rebutted any advances I made so I decided to cut my losses and return to the kind of relationship we had before he helped me win the money so I was surprised when one Friday evening he offered to give me a lift home.

I stared into the uncompromising depths of his blue eyes and realised that I’d better accept. The thought that he might punish me again was simultaneously frightening and exciting but I didn’t want to give in to either of those emotions for fear of my hopes being once again dashed.

John more or less pushed me into the front seat of his car, which was parked in a dark corner of the carpark, and then he sat down next to me and placed fingers beneath my chin and turned my head to face him. “We have to talk!” He said.

I was still smarting from his treatments of me so I glared defiantly as I challenged him “So talk and you never know I might even listen but I don’t promise!”
The slap seemed to come out of nowhere and I felt the stinging blow and my head rocked backward and my courage just evaporated.

“I’ve wanted to tell you about my situation at home, for a while,” he said. “But it is difficult to speak about your wife cheating on you but somehow I felt that you could help me cope with the situation but I just couldn’t find a way to broach the subject.”

“John, I don’t want to know what your wife is doing, I don’t care all I care for is you and gave you my body and heart and you rejected me.” I said stiffly. “You didn’t offer to take me home just to tell me about your troubles, did you?”

“Very shrewd,” he said. “I only mentioned the problems at home because I wanted you to know that I am going through some weird shit so I am not always thinking straight.”

I wanted to say that I understood but decided that we had already used too many words so I slid across the seat and kissed him on the mouth. Our tongues met and I felt pleasure streak through me as I realised that we were taking the first steps towards reconciliation. His hands were cupping my breasts and the tips of his fingers were stimulating my nipples. 

I could hear his breath deepening as I pulled away from him. “Tell me about your problems tomorrow now is not the time.” I said.
My words seemed to unleash his passion and his hands, which had been caressing my breasts so deftly, began kneading the flesh with animalistic brutality. I gasped excitedly and tried to stroke his face but he roughly pushed my hands away and grabbed my blouse and tore it open and I heard the ping of the buttons striking the car. I made small sounds of protest as the blouse was roughly pulled from my shoulders and hurled into the back of the car. That day I wasn’t wearing a bra so I felt his mouth against my left breast and the warmth of his lips and tongue against my sensitive flesh sent shivers through my entire body. I was aware that his hands were working on my skirt and it somehow slipped off and lay pooled at my feet. I felt his hands scrambling at my panties and with effortless ease he tore the skimpy garment from my hips and it fluttered down to join my skirt. Except for my sandals I was completely naked while he was still fully dressed.

I knew that he could whatever he pleased to me and the thought sent my pulse racing as his hands stroked my naked body, over my breasts down to my waist until they pushed my legs far apart until I felt the tips of his fingers roughly pushing into my sex. There was no tenderness, no preparation and I realised that he was acting for his own selfish purpose and, instead of repulsing me it fuelled an even more intense arousal. I could feel my nipples tightening and my pussy becoming moist even though his fingers were hurting me as they scrambled to plunge even deeper into its depths.

I’d never realised, till that time in the office, that I could be turned on by pain and humiliation and after I’d wondered whether it had been a one-off thing but I was now realising that it must have been something lurking deep within my psyche which had been released and now needed to be fed.

John pushed me back into the corner as his mouth moved downward and I felt his breath wafting through the small patch of hairs above my sex. My body tingled with goose-flesh as I felt the wetness in my pussy intensify. My need for him was even greater than I’d imagined and, as the desire intensified, I thrust my hips towards his face.

I heard him grunt as his mouth moved lower. His hands were holding my buttocks, squeezing the cheeks with callous disregard for their sensitivity while, at the same time, he flicked the tip of his tongue against the excited nub of my clitoris, which was already peeking out. I could not stop a moan of pleasure from escaping my mouth and I used my hands to push his head closer to my sex.

Suddenly he changed position, leaving my pussy, and his mouth fastened around one of my nipples and, from the way he was moving, I guessed that he was shedding his clothes and I trembled in a mixture of fear and excitement at the thought that we were in a public place and it was conceivable that, at any moment, someone could walk into the carpark and be intrigued by the movement of the car, in the dark corner.

Once out of his trousers he pressed his body against mine and I felt his erection dig into my lower stomach as he pulled my body hard against his. He wriggled into a more comfortable position as he pulled me so that I was now half-lying across the seat with one foot resting on the floor. His mouth became attached to mine and, as his tongue entered my mouth, I could feel the tip of his cock parting my sex-lips and begin its journey into the depths of my pussy. As his cock plunged deeper into me I had to tear my mouth away from his so that I could gulp air into my lungs. He soon reached a rhythm, as the length of his cock ploughed strongly and repeatedly into my sex, and the car began rocking to the same tempo.

I was so excited by his forcefulness, the chance of being caught and the knowledge that we were committing adultery that an early orgasm was inevitable and I felt the rise of the explosion deep inside my womb before it progressed to my entire lower body. Frantically rocking my hips backward and forward I took every inch of his cock inside me as the climax finally reached its peak. The world around me ceased to exist as I felt myself being hurled to a plateau of indescribable pleasure.

My hands were clawing his back like talons and I heard him growl in a mixture of pain and pleasure. The more passionately I clawed at him the harder he retaliated with powerful thrusts of his cock into my depths. Instead of my climatic peak ebbing I felt it increase until it drove all the breath out of my body and invaded every cell in my body. The pleasure of being treated so brutally and forcefully was incredible and I offered no resistance when I felt myself being roughly turned around. His wonderful cock left my body leaving an empty spot between my legs and I whimpered with disappointment, that the pleasure had ended so abruptly and I was about to beg for more when he pushed my shoulders down which caused my bottom to lift. I felt the throbbing tip of his erection brushing forcefully against the rim of my bumhole and I knew that he intended to finish inside my bottom and, even though I knew that once again I would suffer pain, I knew that I wanted him to use the one place only he’d ever used to reach his pleasure.

I drew short breath, anticipating the pain of the entry and my hands grasped the edges of the seat to steady myself, as his hands grasped my hips as his hips propelled his cock into me. I could feel my bumhole being stretched by the thickness and the discomfort was not as bad as the first time and was soon cancelled out by pleasure. I sensed that he was near his climax as he began to ram his cock in and out without any regard from my comfort. The need to have him spray his sperm inside my bottom was so great that I dared to squeeze his cock with my rectal muscles and my body was suddenly filled with sensations so intense that I thought I couldn’t bear them.

Wonderfully we climaxed together, shrieking and grunting loudly not caring that we could be heard. The car rocked in counterpoint to our frantic movements. I have no idea how long it took to come down from my peak but it seemed like ages and, when he pulled his wilted cock from my sheath, he turned me around and kissed me. I giggled happily and pressed my body against his as the shivers which had accompanied the aftermath of my orgasm faded. Not wanting to spoil the moment with words I clung onto him enjoying the sweaty warmth of his body.

From the corner of my eye, I saw a dark, solitary figure walking away from the car, across the carpark, before disappearing around the corner and a cold shiver swept aside my euphoria.

Someone had watched us. Who could it be and what price would we have to pay for our foolish impetuosity?

