11th April

Last night I went to Mr. White's house as ordered. And he was waiting in his study looking very stern. He led me to a sofa and made me sit down then sat in a chair opposite me. The camcorder was filming and he ordered me to tell him about my meeting with Doug and to leave nothing out. He probed and questioned me until he not only knew the physical details but also my mental state at the time. He was almost clinical in his questions and it added a sense of unreality to the tension I was already under. 

When I confessed that I'd been so turned-on, by having been so foully abused, that I'd masturbated, against his express wishes, while reliving my ordeal in my head he stood up and yanked me forward.  Why that should make him angrier than my letting strange men impose their will on me is puzzling. 

I don't really know exactly how it happened but I ended sprawled helplessly across his lap, staring down at the Persian carpet with my skirt bunched around my waist leaving my naked bottom completely exposed. Before leaving I'd bathed, shaved and applied a soothing lotion to my skin. I'd examined my bottom and seen that the marks left by the belt had almost faded. As I lay across his lap I could feel cool air wafting across my buttocks and knew that he could see my most intimate parts and the vestiges of the beatings. I was scared which accentuated my arousal.

'You've been very wicked indeed so your punishment will be very severe, Slut!'

My head spun dizzily as sweat broke out on my body and I felt my face flush. This was what I wanted yet I was terrified. 

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Suddenly a sharp blow landed on my left buttock then before my body could react to the sudden shock another landed on the other buttock. 
Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...don't!!!'

The loud sound alone sent terror through me. He wasn't using his hand. It felt like a ruler and the pain was atrocious almost as if flames were leaping from one buttock to the other. My bottom was wildly squirming trying to avoid the blows as they continued to rain down so quickly that I could not think and couldn't seem to catch enough breath to scream. I was helpless. I whimpered and begged but he paid no heed to my pleas. 'Please...I can't stand it...you're killing me!'

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

The instrument he was using was very flexible and covered a large area of my bottom causing the pain to flare out through my entire body and soon my buttocks felt as if he'd stripped the skin from them. I was sobbing, screaming, writhing and even struggling to get away yet there was a powerful sense of arousal gripping my body and soul partly fuelled by knowing that I was powerless and that the chastisement was being dished out by the man I wanted to belong to. 'Oooohhhh...I can't...can't stand it!!! You're...killing me...please...please stop! I beg you please...I've had enough. Please Master! Aaaarrrggghhh!!!'

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

'I promise...oh please...aaaarrrggghhh!!! I promise I will never again...again do anything without your consent!'

Mr. White continued to punish me and part of me loved him for it. He was truly my Master and I had been very wicked and deserved to be chastised and should be thankful that he deigns to touch me. 

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Oooohhh…my God!!!' I screamed as the pain became almost unbearable. I was bouncing on his lap as delicious sensations spread to my pussy which was rubbing against the material of his trousers and the muscular thighs beneath. I felt as if I could not endure anymore pain yet loved it and wanted more. I felt helpless in the throes of incredible arousal as my Master imposed his exacting will on my body and soul. Realising that I was powerless to stop him and would have to endure the punishment until he decided to stop had me trembling on the brink of an orgasm. I continued sobbing and screaming even though I'd realised that they inspired him to greater efforts. 'Please...Mmmaster...please!!! Aaaarrrggghhh!!!'

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

The fierce punishment was beyond anything I'd imagined, ten times worse than the first time and it felt as if I was entering a dimension I'd never known existed. I wanted to hoist my bottom in the air to facilitate the dreadful beating and was ashamed of such wanton emotions but at the same time terribly excited. My body was overwhelmed with lascivious sensations as I gave up my entire being to his will and shamelessly gave voice to my masochistic ecstasy. I freely offered my bottom to the harsh punishment, as a sacrifice to the love I felt for him.

'Yes...yes Master...don't stop! Punish me and show me just how unworthy I am to have such a Master as you. Please!!! Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Punish my filthy cunt...strip my arsehole raw...rip my nipples off but please love me...Master!'

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...thhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Suddenly the blows stopped. And I lay like a wet rag draped across his lap, weeping and sobbing because the heat raging through my bottom was incredible now that the blows had ceased. I was ashamed to discover that my pussy, inner thighs all the way down to my knees were coated with sticky, love juices. 

He stood up and carried me to the end of the sofa and draped me over the arm so that my flaming bottom was hoisted shamefully high in the air. I was still sobbing as his hands spread my burning buttocks apart and I felt thoroughly humiliated and ashamed. I felt a nudging against my rectum and something within my anus contracted then opened. Thrills pulsed through my insides and I shivered in anticipation of what he was going to do to me. Suddenly his cock penetrated me, cleaving through the ring guarding my anal passage and the pain was excruciating. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! It hurts!!!'
His penis forced the tight passage to open up almost to tearing point and I clutched the arm of the sofa as scream after scream burst out of my open mouth. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Oooohhhh noooo!!!'

The pain was really bad but at the same time exquisite. His cock pushed in deeper and deeper till he paused before it was in to the hilt. I felt the material of his trousers brushing against the back of my thighs and realising that he was still fully dressed added to my shame, humiliation and arousal. I was impaled by his cock like an insect by a collector's pin. Mr. White pressed forward a little more and his entire cock was absorbed by my rectum so that the front of his trousers rubbed against the raw flesh of my buttocks. I felt helpless as the pain streaked through my whole body while pleasure pulsed through my anus and pussy and I couldn't believe that once again I'd let him debase and humiliate me and moreover was loving it and never wanted it to stop! 

I could feel the heartbeat in his cock against the walls of my rectum as slowly he pulled back. The walls closed in as the massive cock retreated and I breathed a sigh of relief as I felt cool air wafting against my buttocks but as his cock reached the entrance he suddenly whipped his hips forward and this time his cock seemed to reach even further inside me until his pelvis collided with my upturned buttocks. The pain was almost unbearable and again I screamed as tears rolled down my face. 'Oooohhhh God! Aaaarrrggghhh!!! You're killing me!'

He ignored my pleas and settled down to a steady rhythm ravaging my rectum with his enormous cock. The pain in my buttocks grew in intensity and the flames consuming my bottom and the fire in my rectum seemed to converge somewhere at the back of my pussy. I was gasping for breath as alternative waves of pain and pleasure rippled through my body till an explosion detonated in my pussy which rocked my body and soul and it seemed bigger and more intensive than anything I'd experienced so far and, for a brief moment, my mind shut down completely as my insides convulsed and contracted, opened up and closed, again and again. It was an orgasm of huge magnitude and it lasted for an eternity and left its imprint on my soul forever.

Slowly I surfaced and discovered that my bottom was still on fire and burning abominably and my Master's cock felt gargantuan within my anus yet I loved the sensation of fullness and pain. Slowly I felt it lose its hardness and only then did I become aware of wetness seeping around his shaft. My Master had ejaculated and deposited his offering inside my bottom and I felt so proud, so fulfilled, so much in love with him that I was disappointed when his cock slipped out of my rectum, leaving an emptiness which I knew would stay until his penis returned. I stayed draped over the arm of the sofa catching my breath and savouring the ache in my anus and the pain in my buttocks.

Mr. White pulled me to my feet and turned me to face him. He was staring at me and his eyes were gleaming with an expression I'd never seen before.  Could it be love? 

He opened his arms and I flew into his embrace. He held me against his body and it felt as if I entered heaven and I clung to him until he gently pushed me away. He held me at arm's length. He looked so masterful and so manly. 'I hope you've learnt a lesson, Mrs. Reeves...Chantal!'

'I have. I...I love you, Master! I am yours forever!' 

'Yes. I believe you do. Do you want to sign the contract now?' He asked gently as he opened a drawer and pulled a copy out.

'I belong to you already do I really have to sign?'

'There you go! I thought that we had an understanding. I felt that you were ready to really go forward then you start talking like some brainless bimbo.'

'Please! Please...Master...I'll sign. I love you so much that it scares me. Don't be cross with me. I'll do anything you want...anything! I belong to you. You're my Master!' I pleaded.

'I hope you've read the copy I gave you carefully before you decided to agree, Mrs. Reeves, because once you've signed it there is no going back. I urge you to read it again so that there will be no recriminations in the future!' He pushed the piece of paper towards me and handed me a pen. 

To tell the truth I'd glanced at the copy he'd given me but had not really studied it. Without reading the contents I signed and added the date for I didn't care what the stupid paper said the only thing that mattered was that he wanted me as his slave. He really wanted me...the Master wanted me! 

I'd sealed my fate!

I was euphoric and felt very slushy so was completely unprepared when he grabbed me and pushed over the arm of the sofa again. Thinking that he was going to take me again I lifted my bottom high in the air and eagerly I spread my legs wide apart to expose my sex and anus for his delectation. Love washed over me as I waited for him to use my body again for his pleasure and it wasn't till I heard the sibilant sound of air being displaced that I realised that sex wasn't what he had in mind.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...sssppplllaaattt!!!

Something very solid but extremely pliable cut into the sensitive flesh, where my bottom and the top of my thighs meet. The pain was so intense that, though my mouth opened to scream, not a sound came out. It felt as if a branding iron had been applied to my flesh and the intense heat was burning through skin, flesh and sinew into my womb. The pain was worse than anything I'd ever experienced before and took my breath away.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...sssppplllaaattt!!!

The second stroke intersected the first one and the combined pain was too great for my mind and body to bear and I passed out!

I don't know how long I was unconscious but when I surfaced my Master was spreading ointment over my bum cheeks and its coolness eased some of the heat but the pain was still horrific and tears flooded my eyes.

'Why? What did I do?' I blurted out stunned by his change of mood.

'Very simple, Mrs. Reeves, I've punished you because you do not seem to have learnt that there is no questioning my wishes and that you have to obey instantly. It must become second nature for you. I've just used the ultimate weapon, a cane made from the same material as the poles used in pole-vaulting and it transmit the full power of the stroke without loss of velocity and causes the maximum pain without the skin breaking. The welts will outlive the ones from the ruler by days and will remind you that you are now my sole property and that you have much to learn. I should give you four more for making me explain this to you but I'm in a good mood so I will let you off, this time. Now get dressed and go home. I will contact you when I want you.'

My heart felt as if it was going to explode and I was shaking all over as I pleaded for forgiveness. I wanted to throw myself on the floor and beg for more punishment, wanted to crawl and kiss his feet until he said that I was forgiven. I felt so guilty yet so fulfilled with my sinfulness.

(I think this is a good place to reveal Adam’s reaction to reading this part of his wife’s diary. Transcribed from the cassette.)

My wife is a whore! 

A sadistic man has turned my wife into a pain-loving whore and she loves it. The bitch has signed a contract to that fact and my heart is breaking. It seems as she cares nothing for her marriage vows. She doesn’t love me anymore. I can't stop crying yet at the same time I can't stop jerking my cock as I imagine watching her being chastised by that man. I should hate him but I have to admit that I admire him. 

Chantal is a proud and liberated woman and I'd always believed that she wouldn't allow any man to think that he was better than her yet a man has tamed her and so easily it seems. It makes me angry and jealous but also very envious. I must meet him...I must. I would have loved to see her on her knees in front of that man, Doug! 

I've just realised that the man she calls her Master has videoed her fall from grace. I would give anything to see it. That's for later now I must go on reading!

13th April

My Master was right the minor welts lasted for a day or so but the more severe ones still adorn my buttocks and I can’t resist looking at them in the mirror and tracing the ridges. The pain has faded but I can still remember what it felt like yet having given my body and soul to him has brought a kind of peace. I miss him because he’s gone away abroad on business so I haven't seen him since that evening. 

Cherie is still away so there's not much excitement for me at work.

17th April

I'm still all shaky and don't know if I can really write this fall from grace down. How could I’ve allowed it to happen, how could I have been so bloody stupid and how will I explain this to my Master?

He will punish me and I am sure it will worse than anything I’ve experienced before.

Last night was Adam's only night home this month and, because I felt so guilty, I'd made up my mind to be extra nice to him yet I didn't want to go to the party. Despite everything that has happened to me and the obscene things I've done I still love my husband. I really wanted to spend some quality time with him I suppose in a way I wanted to atone for my sins and had intended to use some of my newly discovered sexual skills to make our lovemaking extra special. Despite my pleas for us to stay home he said that there was going to be a handful of producers and directors at the party and he could do some useful networking. Even after I’d pleaded with him he said that he was going whether I went or not. Networking my foot it's more like arse licking! 

Adam was adamant so reluctantly I put on my glad rags and drove us there. The party was in full swing when we arrived and my husband immediately disappeared somewhere in the crowd. We'd had a row before leaving the house and we didn't speak all the way there so I was in a foul mood. As soon as we arrived I began drinking and soon was quite tipsy. I hate show-bizz parties because huge egos are on full display and the only thing anyone there is interested in is themselves. Try talking about anything but show business and they act as if you're talking a foreign language. It doesn't help that I usually feel that the other women there are prettier than me. Let's face it with their budget I could be just as glamorous!

After downing quite a few drinks quickly I was not only tipsy but desperately needed to pee so decided to go in search of a bathroom. The lights had been dimmed and you could hardly see your hand in front of your face as I started weaving my way through the dancers. Being unsteady on my feet I tripped over somebody's feet and would have fallen flat on my face if hands had not grabbed me and held me upright. One of the hands was grasping my left breast and was slowly squeezing it and didn't seem in any hurry to move away as I tried to clear my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra and the fingers kneaded my flesh and the nipple, being trapped between two of them, became very hard and flashes of pleasure streaked down to my groin. With eyes blurred by alcohol and handicapped by the lack of light I could hardly make out the face of the man who was holding me. Thinking back I believe that he was young and dark but I'm not sure. He held onto my breast still squeezing it forcefully and backed me into an even darker corner even though I tried to twist away but I was no match for his strength. I leant against the wall, to steady myself, as a wave of dizziness swept through me. I was still having trouble focusing my eyes and controlling my limbs and it took me some time to realise that the man had released my breast and was calmly unbuttoning the top of my dress. It almost was as if it was happening in slow motion yet I was so stunned by his cheek that I couldn't react quick enough to stop both my naked breasts flopping out into his hands. He cupped the elastic flesh while four fingers closed round the nipples which were already swollen from the way he'd been handling them. I opened my mouth to protest but found it suddenly covered by his lips. He tasted of booze as he kissed me hard and his thick tongue darted between my lips and explored the inner part of my mouth and my protests were muted. His cheeky hands continued squeezing my naked breasts while his fingers teased my nipples into even stronger throbbing hardness. Despite my outrage I found myself feverishly returning his passionate kisses and arching my back to make my breasts even more prominent for his defilement.

Is there no end to your sluttishness, Chantal?

I dimly realised that we were in a crowded room and that Adam was somewhere nearby and knew that I should pull away but my body refused to cooperate. I could do nothing to prevent him squeezing my naked breasts and titillate my pulsing nipples so that liquid fire blazed in the depths of my pussy. Because I wasn't wearing panties I felt the sticky trickle which was flowing from my pussy begin to run down my inner thigh. New feelings of guilt swept through me and desperation gave me strength to resist. I lifted up my hands, with the intention of pushing his face away but instead of fending him off I ended stroking his face as his tongue duelled with mine. The stranger must have taken this as permission to do what he wanted with me because one of his hands left my naked breasts and slipped down between our bodies and seconds later it was slipping beneath the hem of my short dress and stroking along my thigh till it reached my pussy. He gasped in my mouth as his fingers discovered that I wasn't wearing any pants and that I was clean shaven. My pussy was pulsing so strongly that it caused wads of love juice to spurt out and cover his fingers.

I've had to ditch all my panties because Mr. White has forbidden me to wear them. 

The man's fingertips stroked up and down my slit helped by my profuse sex juices. I felt defenceless yet highly aroused as two fingers sank deep inside my wet hole and started churning around. I blushed furiously glad that he couldn't see it in the dark when, even above the blaring music, I could hear the loud squelching sounds as his fingers moved around. The trickle of pussy juice had become a deluge and was snaking further down my inner thigh as he moved his fingers in and out. He added a third finger and all three shuttled in and out as his thumb located my clitoris and stroked it rhythmically. My love button was by then extremely swollen and ultra sensitive. My inner conflict came to an end when I felt a huge pulse of sinful yearning flood through me taking control, welling up till I was completely helpless and I stopped trying to get away. Everything began to spin around me as I surrendered my body to an anonymous stranger. 

I'm blushing now as I think of how I allowed that man to do whatever he wanted.  I blame Adam. If he'd not pissed me off I would have been in a much stronger position to fight back. 

There we go again...blaming someone else for your own sluttishness, Chantal...I despair! 

The man pulled his mouth away from mine and, as I clung to him, he whispered that he was going to fuck me like I'd never been fucked before. His fingers continued to work on my pussy and, holding me tight in his arms, he rubbed the hardness of his erection against my sex mound which was only protected by the thin fabric of my dress. I was so horny by then that shamelessly I pressed my pussy against his hardness while his hand stroked my bare bum. His sticky fingers explored the deep valley between my buttocks and I went rigid with shock as one of his fingers started to circumnavigate my anus before slowly pressing inward causing that tight hole to open and allow the tip inside. It also caused my pelvis to jerk forward so that my sex rubbed even harder against his erection. A flow of ecstasy swept through every part of my shaking body and I quivered and gasped as I tried to draw much-needed air into my lungs. My bare breasts rolled against his chest and the nipples scrapped against the roughness of his shirt and pain blended with pleasure.

Why is it that since Mr. White has taken my anal cherry all men want to penetrate my bum hole? 

Is it because it's forbidden and their partners will not continence it or is it because they can sense that I'm a slut who will allow them to do anything they desire to me?

The finger gently twirled inside my back hole as the hardness of the penis pressed against my pussy. The combination of the lewd sensations made me go weak at the knees as the very rude man grabbed my wrist and guided my hand to his crotch. He'd undone his zip and my fingers automatically closed around the throbbing shaft of his erect penis. Still holding my wrist he made it clear that he wanted me to stroke his penis while he continued to play with me and automatically I found myself adopting a rhythm which matched the way he was rubbing my pussy and the way his finger was sliding in and out of my bottom. I was pierced by his fingers both front and back at the same time while my clitoris was stroked and whimpering softly I unashamedly opened my legs even wider to give him full access to my most intimate parts. His three fingers were shuttling in and out of my pussy faster while his thumb moved inside my bum making me feel as if the two holes had become one and I was impaled by a huge cock. I felt as if I was drowning from inside. We masturbated each other as couples around us danced, not paying us any attention. It was exciting beyond anything I'd ever experienced. 

What is there about a man taking advantage of me in public which makes me so hot?

My body turned to liquid jelly as I felt the massive orgasm gathering strength before it whipped through my body like red-hot lava before exploding in my sex. My head was spinning as waves after waves of exquisite pleasure blasted through my body again and again, from head to toe and back again. The man's expert fingering was driving me wild. I felt his penis slide between my fingers as if he was fucking me and suddenly my hand was being covered with sticky juice making me realise that he was ejaculating in my palm. I was hoping that the man would continue caressing my pussy and bring me off again but my hopes were dashed when he pushed me away and disappeared into the crowd leaving me standing there with my boobs fully exposed and my hand dripping with his semen. Thankfully it was so dark that no one seemed to notice. With fumbling fingers I managed to do up my dress. 
I was still dying for a pee which had been made even worse by my orgasm so I made my way upstairs on shaky legs. The light in the first floor corridor was bright and I blushed fiercely when I saw the white stains of semen on my black dress and the glistening wetness on my hand. I never reached the bathroom!

As I passed an open door a man grabbed me and pulled me into an unlit bedroom and I don't think it was the same one as the one who'd brought me off downstairs. Thinking about it now it couldn't have been because the man was sporting a huge erection as I was roughly pushed backward onto the bed so that I ended lying on my back. I was still trying to clear my head when I vaguely became aware that my dress was around my waist and that my top was once again gaping open. 

'Please...please let me go!' 

'Shut the fuck up you fucking whore!' The man snarled as he pinned me to the bed. 'Only a whore would go around without underclothes so don't pretend with me and take what's coming to you.'

When I tried to explain he didn't even let me finish but smacked me so hard across my left breasts that I didn't have enough air in my lungs to scream.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

It hurt like hell and so did the next blow on my right breast.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

While he was smacking me the stranger had guided the head of his hard cock to my pussy. Having been so worked up by the man downstairs it was very wet. I felt the cockhead slide up and down between my splayed pussy lips and brush against my clit and couldn't suppress a moan of pleasure. He slipped his hands beneath my buttocks and, gripping the flesh, viciously lifted my bottom off the bed. The head of his penis was poised at the entrance to my pussy and, as he lifted my hips, it slid inside my hole like a greased piston in its cylinder. Still holding onto my bottom he started to move his cock in and out of my very wet pussy in a steady rhythm. I could hardly believe that minutes after a man I'd not ever seen before and couldn't recognise had made me jack him off another one, equally a stranger was fucking me and I was not resisting. 

Chantal, you're a nymphomaniac.  What's going to happen to you?  

How is it that men know how available you are?

The stranger's mouth found my naked breasts and sucked my nipples inside and he used the edge of his sharp teeth on the swollen nub as his cock moved in and out of my squelching pussy. The pain heightened my pleasure and, like the slut he'd called me, I clung onto him with my hands as my second orgasm exploded like a neutron bomb.  He continued fucking me throughout my climax and instead of fading it continued exploding and the individual explosions ran into each other becoming just one huge climax which went on and on. The pressure was so intense that shamefully I lost control over my bladder and started peeing at the same time as I was climaxing. It was filthy but sensational and beyond anything I'd ever experienced before and I strained in ecstasy as my head banged against the bed-head as his strong hands continued kneading my buttocks and pulling them apart then releasing them. I could feel the hot urine running between them before dripping onto the bed. His teeth were scrapping my nipples as his cock ravaged my pussy, again and again and, unable to control myself, I continued peeing and climaxing and the combination was awesome. I was shaking like a leaf. I could hardly breathe and my head was spinning.

Suddenly he pulled his cock all the way out of my pussy and left me stranded like a fish out of water. He stood up then roughly pulled me up and, by pushing hard on my shoulders, caused me to slip down so that I ended kneeling on the carpet. I felt his sticky, wet cock brush against my face and realised what he wanted me to do so obediently I curled my fingers around the base of his shaft and stuck my tongue out to prod the small slit in the puffed-up crown with the tip. A mixture of his juice, my love cream and urine coated my tongue but I didn't care. I opened my lips and gave it a kiss before taking the knob into my mouth and beginning to suck hard on it not caring that it tasted vile. I took more of his cock into my mouth as my closed lips slid down the shaft, inch by inch until I had almost half of the hard cock was filling my mouth. I felt the swollen shaft pulsing against my tongue as the knob pressed against the back of my mouth at the entrance to my throat and my lips met my fingers which were curled round the base of the shaft. I knew that I wouldn't be able to take any more of the cock inside my mouth without choking but that didn't stop him trying. One of his hands was gripping the back of my head directing the way I should suck his cock. I bobbed my mouth up and down then he started to fuck my mouth, the way he'd fucked my pussy. Love cream and drops of urine were still trickling down my legs as I knelt in front of him gripping his hip with my free hand as his thrusting became fiercer. Surprisingly I managed to take even more of his cock into my mouth and throat until I felt his hand tighten on my neck as it swelled even more and I realised that he was nearing his crisis and tried to pull my mouth off his cock but he was holding me too tightly. Seconds later I received a massive load of warm, sticky spunk and more spurts followed with such speed and ferocity that I couldn't swallow fast enough and was forced to pull my mouth back which caused his cock to slip out so that the rest of his spunk splattered against my face. He gripped his cock in his hand and used the head to smear his sticky love juice all over my face then returned it to my mouth so that I could lick it clean. When he was satisfied he moved back with his hand still curled around his cock. Before I realised what he was going to do he started peeing and the hot urine blasted against my face with the strength of a fire-hose. My mouth had opened in surprise and became filled with the acrid liquid. As I spluttered and gagged he began laughing and told me that he was paying me back for pissing over him. His hand guided his cock so that I was covered from head to toe in the acrid, golden liquid. When he'd finished pissing, without a thank you, he moved away leaving me kneeling with spunk and urine dripping down my face and coating my inner cheeks and throat. Pussy juice was still dribbling from my pussy as he left the room without a backward glance. 

I wanted to know who he was, wanted to tell him that I would meet him again because he was a man who obviously knew how to treat a slut like me but he was gone!

I dragged myself to my feet, pushed my naked boobs back inside my top and pulled my dress down before making my way to a bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and looked exactly as if I'd just been well and truly raped and pillaged. I managed to sponge most of the sperm and urine from my clothes before I washed my face and used the hostess's make-up and, on her dressing table, I found a bottle of Chanel and doused myself to hide the smell of piss, before returning to the party. I definitely felt more sober and madly guilty. 

I searched for my husband and found him hanging on to an older man's words as if it was the Sermon on the Mount. I recognised him as being a famous director and I was disgusted by Adam's arse-licking behaviour remembering how he'd slated the man to me a few weeks before. 

We left not long after. 

Thankfully Adam didn't seem to realise what had happened to me because he was too full of himself telling me how the director had said how wonderful he was and that he would become a huge star. I felt like screaming at him that I'd just been fucked by two strangers and pissed on while he was arse-licking some faggot but fortunately managed to restrain myself. 

I realise, as I write this, that once again I've been victimised by men. Is it ever going to stop and do I want it to stop? 

How do they know that they can do those vile things to me with impunity? 

Why do I let them do it? 

So many questions so few answers. 

Maybe I should consult a psychiatrist? 

I'm certain of one thing I will have to tell Mr. White that I let those men use me. I'm his property so he will surely punish me very severely. 

How will I bear the pain?

I'm a slut, a dirty tart and deserve to be punished! 

The idea of my Master punishing me is making me feel hot. 

I think I'm dammed. 

I've lost my soul and will go to Hell and there's nothing I can do about it.

It's no easy trying to cope with the shock of realising that I have, of my own free will, signed a contract with a man I hardly know which gives him total power over my body and mind. It's utterly daft and unbelievable so I think that I'm either mad or well on the way to being. I ask you...what sane person would do such a thing? 

If there had been at least one person I could talk to who perhaps could have talked me out of it and shown me how insane my behaviour was I could have chosen another path.

April 20th

Yesterday being Sunday Adam was home for the night. He was in a foul mood, something about someone having more lines than he. Who cares because I don't! 

I know that I should, because he is my husband, but I don't. I have my own problems which are much more important than his petty squabbles!

Adam being an actor is supposed to be sensitive, able to feel and express nuances of emotions ordinary men can't so why is he so blissfully unaware that his wife is in the grip of a huge emotional crisis which threatens our marriage but then again that's the problem with actors...although they're unusually sensitive, for men that is, it's only about themselves and they remain callously unaware of other people's emotional needs and, I suspect, don't really care unless it affects them directly.  In other words the bastards are selfish and self-centred. Mind you if Adam really knew what was happening to me and how it affects him I'm sure he would scream and rant and perhaps he would even try to do something about it then again maybe he's as weak as I think he is and wouldn't. He didn't actually cover himself with glory during his layoff.

That's enough about Adam, let's get back to me.

My husband was stomping about the place ranting about the actor having more lines than him and I was getting more and more pissed off then, to cap it all, his younger brother Simon came to stay the night. It was the final straw to make the day completely miserable. 

My brother-in-law lives in a small town. He owns an antique shop and often stays with us when he comes to town to attend auctions. Normally I quite enjoy his visits because he's a rogue and makes me laugh even though there's something about him that I've always distrusted, put it down to feminine instinct. He's always very nice and witty but underneath his cool exterior I'd detected a streak of meanness and cruelty. To give him is due he's always made it clear that he would be only too happy to screw me, should I ever give him the chance, and being married to his brother is certainly no handicap as far as he is concerned.

At my wedding reception he'd manoeuvred me into an empty room and as I'd been rather tipsy wasn't aware of the danger until somehow he managed to pull my breasts out of my wedding dress. His hands cupped them and his fingers strummed my nipples and immediately I became turned-on. As my pussy churned with arousal I’d started returning his passionate kiss, before I realised what I was doing. Fortunately we heard some people approaching and he’d released me and I managed to get away. Ever since he's felt free to keep trying to seduce me so I've made sure that we are never alone. Some brotherly love! 

Mind you the two brothers are highly competitive. There's only twenty months separating them so it isn't surprising that they are still locked into the upmanship game. I wouldn't have been surprised if Simon only wanted to make love to me just to put one over his brother. He's as good looking as Adam but much more macho. I have to be honest and confess that more than once I'd wondered what it would be like to make love with him but never, in a hundred years, would I give him a chance to find out...or so I thought.

Back to last night. Simon began to tease Adam about his role in the soap which is rather wimpish and they started bickering like schoolboys and the insults became really ugly and it seemed as if they were getting ready for a punch-up. Trying to ease the charged atmosphere I suggested that we play scrabble. 

Wrong move, Chantal!

Simon won handsomely and I came second and Adam stormed off muttering about going to bed. He's a terrible loser and I've seen him thrash a room because he didn't win at Trivial Pursuit. I sighed with relief then realised that it left me alone with Simon. Terrified I put away the game and said that I was also tired. I told my brother-in-law to make up the sofa-bed in the living room. I made sure the kitchen was tidy and everything was turned off, bid Simon goodnight, and hurried upstairs. Adam was asleep on the chesterfield in the spare room, which we normally use as a study, and it made me realise how much we were drifting apart. He must have been really angry not to sleep in our bed when he was in town for only one night, I thought.  

Perhaps he doesn't love me anymore. Does he suspect anything? 

No, I'm sure he doesn't otherwise all hell would have broken loose! 

It's my guilt which makes me so anxious. I'm sure he was just being petulant because his brother had beaten him at scrabble and had rubbished his acting. 

Feeling guilty I took my clothes off and, as I wiped my make-up off, I made a deal with myself that I must be nicer to my husband. I know that I'm being a hypocrite but I do love him still and I have to make sure that he doesn't suspect my liaison. I decided that I would start bridge-building by bringing him breakfast in bed before he left for the station and perhaps we would make love...it had been a long time. 

Although I'm now another man's sex slave I still love Adam and don't want to lose him. I know that it doesn't make sense but then this whole situation doesn't. I do know that I need my marriage for stability and, let's be frank, it's an escape route. 

I shed a few tears of self-pity before going to sleep. 

Christ, Chantal, you're a daft bitch. You claim to love your husband but are prepared to do anything some sadistic bastard wants you to do. Spare us the crocodile tears and sentimental claptrap and put down on paper what really happened without trying to couch it in psychobabble. 

You're a slut who's hanging on to her husband because otherwise you'd be sitting on your own waiting for your Master to ring so that you can hurry to him and let him do something really depraved to you. 

No...No I do love Adam...I do…go away, leave me alone!

Sometime during the night I woke up slowly, from a deep sleep and opened my eyes. The room was in darkness although there was enough light coming through the window so that I could see the shape of the furniture. I felt very dopey but could have sworn that a hand had been kneading my left breast and fingers had been toying with the nipple, causing it to harden and become very sensitive. I touched the nipple and found that it was fully engorged and pulsing and so sensitive that I whimpered with arousal. Adam's side of the bed was empty and I remembered that he'd gone to sleep in the spare room. I blushed as I realised that I must have been playing with myself, in my sleep, and had become so aroused that it had woken me up. Once again I wondered how come I'd become such a slut obsessed with sex. 

You are becoming a bore. Stop it! You know exactly what and how and how much you love it!

A warm, erotic heat seemed to be coursing through my nude body and I could feel traces of dampness on the inside of my thighs but was too drowsy to wake up fully to do anything about it and quickly slipped back into sleep. I couldn't have slept for long that second time before I woke to discover that I was writhing from side to side because an orgasm was blasting through my sex and womb. I couldn't remember having a dream which could have caused this to happen yet could feel sticky wetness freely leaking out of my pussy as the shock waves of the orgasm blasted through my body and set alight every nerve end and I bit the back of my hand to mute my cries of ecstasy. As the spasms began to fade I sensed a movement next to the bed and twisted my head to the side and nearly jumped out of my skin when I found myself staring directly into Simon's laughing eyes. There was enough light so that I could see that he was smiling evilly. He was kneeling by the side of the bed and seemed to be naked and I became aware that he had three fingers immersed all the way into my sex while his thumb was slowly stroking my swollen clitoris. His other hand was kneading my left breast and the fingers were twirling the hardened nipple. I opened my lips to protest but the words were choked by his mouth clamping down on mine and his tongue invading my mouth and the orgasm, which had begun to abate, flared up again. I could hardly believe it was happening when I climaxed a second time, as his tongue ravaged my mouth while his fingers pistoned in and out of my churning pussy and his thumb continued stroking my clit. 

My bottom heaved off the bed forcing my pussy even tighter against his hand as the unwanted climax raged through me like an inferno. As I writhed and twisted, in the ecstatic pleasure of climaxing, I vaguely felt the sheet being lifted to be followed by the warmth of his naked body against mine. I whimpered as I felt the hardness of Simon's penis slipping along the length of my thigh, leaving a trail of drying wetness on my hot skin. I wanted to wrench my mouth away from his to tell him that he had to get out of my bed and to remind him that Adam, my husband, was next door however the pleasure, which was continuing to sweep through me, seemed to drain my willpower and I was unable to gather enough strength to push him out of bed. Taking advantage of my weakness Simon shifted his body on top of mine, pinning me down with his weight. I could feel his hard penis throbbing hotly along the inside of my left thigh and my treacherous body responded by spreading my legs even wider apart. His hands stopped stroking my body and clamped around my bare breasts and his fingers found my nipples again, rolling and pinching them hard causing me to whimper into his mouth with pain and pleasure.

I kept telling myself that I mustn't let him get his way otherwise I was lost but the problem was that I was so horny that I couldn't muster enough strength to resist the oncoming violation. 

Could you resist any man…I doubt it very much!

Okay I'm a horny slut and I admit it. It's not my fault that I've become addicted to pain and that it makes pleasure so much more incredible and irresistible. Simon is as beautiful as an angel and as wickedly charming as a devil. 
The way he was tormenting my nipples made me crave to be fucked even though a little voice, in the back of my mind, reminded me that I was married to his brother and that I would be committing a deadly sin if I allowed it to happen. The sensation of his hard maleness nudging the wet lips of my pussy apart was my final undoing. The crown slipped between them allowing my sex juices to dribble out and coat his flesh as if inviting it to go all the way inside me. Everything else seemed to have fled from my mind and all I wanted was a big, hard cock inside my sex and that desire cancelled out any thoughts of morality or guilt. 

Face it, you slut, any cock would have done.

The sensation of his flesh against mine made me weak and breathless and I could no longer pretend that I didn't want to surrender to him. Feeling like that there was no way I could remain passive and, as if to remind me that it had already made the decision, my body continued moving erotically against his. My tummy undulated as my thighs opened further. His glans slithered silkily up and down my sex groove and my vagina pulsed as if trying to entice it into its dank interior.

Simon pulled his mouth away from mine. His face was too near mine to see properly but I sensed that he was looking down at me with a triumphant smile on his handsome face.  He knew that he was going to fuck me and that I would not only allow him but respond enthusiastically. It must have been a moment of supreme triumph for him and it's now wonder he paused to enjoy it. Then he whispered that if I wanted his cock I would have to put it in. He started to move his hips again causing his penis to slide up and down my slit, all the way from my clitoris to my vagina. The rubbery head brushed against my swollen love button causing me to shudder and gasp as if I'd been touched by a live electric wire. The glans was spreading the viscous liquid leaking from my vagina all over my pussy and even onto my other secret hole. Instinctively I was moving my hips to try to tempt his penis to enter my gaping, leaking hole but the bastard somehow resisted the temptation to keep up the slow teasing. He was driving me insane with lust. 

He broke the silence as he spoke, in a whisper. 'My dear sister-in-law you're so wet, so hot, so ready to fuck. Could it be that my prim and proper sister-in-law wants my hard cock all the way inside her very wet cunt? Naughty...naughty and with your loving husband sleeping only a few feet away. What would Adam say if he heard us or better still if he saw the way your body is begging for my cock? I know that I've always been a better lover than him because I've fucked nearly all his girlfriends and they've told me so and now, dear sister-in-law, you're going to find out for yourself because I'm going to fuck you stupid.' He whispered hoarsely, in my ear.

'No! It's not so...no! Please get out of my bed! You've got nothing I want…I'm your brother's wife...it's not right that you should try to force me! You took advantage of me when I was asleep, it's not fair.' I protested, trying to keep my voice down in case Adam heard. 

My words were contradicted by the movements of my body which was still trying to entice the penis to slip deep inside my vagina. What I really wanted to say was that I was desperate to feel his hard pole wedged deep inside my pussy and could he please hurry up and shove it in and bugger Adam for I desperately needed fucking and he had the cock to do it with and I wanted it! 

'Tut...tut...tut…I think the lady protests too much. All's fair in love and war beside I'm not trying to force you to do anything you don't want. If I'd wanted to take advantage of you, you would already be skewered on my cock. I think that, my dear Chantal, when you say no you really mean yes. What you really want to say is please fuck me, Simon, so why not put an end to your agony by asking me nicely to fuck you the way you've wanted me to do ever since we met? Why deny the sexual chemistry? Just to help you make up your mind and appease your conscience you should know that I know all about you and Edward! He's a close friend and we had dinner last night and he told me how you blatantly use your body to make him spent money, at the sauna, and how you arranged to meet him at the bar where you dragged him into the toilet so you could have your way with him. He told me how you nearly drove him insane, with your phone calls, until he agreed that you should come to his house. Mind you I have to give Edward his due he sure turned the table and I have got to tell you that I nearly creamed my boxer shorts when I saw the video of him punishing you then forcing his huge cock into your arse. I've had fantasies about whipping your arse, to punish you for all those times you acted as if you were too good for me, then fucking your arsehole and now, that I know that you love it that way, because I've seen it, I can't wait to slip my hard cock all the way up your shit-hole and fucking it until you're screaming for mercy. Think how wonderful it will feel to have your hot cunt full of hard cock-meat again then to finish off having your arsehole filled with hot spunk before being ordered to use your mouth to clean my dirty cock! '

I nearly fainted as he told me that Mr. White had told him about my fall from grace. The bastard had made it seem as if I'd been the one chasing him. It wasn't fair but there was no way I could deny it had happened if Simon had seen the video.  My mind was in a whirl and his obscene words were causing me to blush as tears rolled down my cheeks because my Master had betrayed me!

While he'd been talking Simon’s penis had slid down my sex groove until the head was poised against the mouth of my vagina. I could feel it throbbing as I heaved my hips up in a vain attempt to get it to penetrate me but he moved his hips back so that the head stayed against the entrance but did not penetrate. I knew he would go on doing this until I gave in and begged him to screw me.

'Stop trying lying to yourself, Chantal. You know what you've got to do if you want to feel my hard cock filling your hungry, adulterous cunt. Imagine it, dear sister-in-law, imagine the way your pussy is going to cling to my big cock as it slowly slides in and out. Imagine the orgasms which are just waiting to explode. They'll make the ones you've just experienced seem like gentle tremors. Beg for my cock, sister-in-law, and I might give it to you and tomorrow I'll phone Edward and tell him all about it so that he can device a fiendish punishment because you've being unfaithful to him. Beg me to fuck your adulterous cunt, Slut!' His voice was hypnotic and every word reflected the way I felt.

I couldn't help it...I really couldn't! 'Fuck...oh God! Fuck me, please Simon, fuck me! Don't make me beg...give it to me...please! Shove your prick inside me...please do it before I go mad!' The traitorous words spilled out of my mouth before I could restrain them. In the back of my mind my conscience reminded me that Mr. White would definitely punish me for allowing another man to use my body for his pleasure and yet I could hardly wait to give him cause!

Simon laughed, as his hips bucked, and his hard maleness slid easily into my vagina, amply greased by my sex juices. On and on it penetrated until it filled my vagina to capacity, with the head butting against the neck of my womb and once his penis was fully buried inside my treacherous sex he stopped moving as if to allow my pussy to become fully enamoured with being so wonderfully filled. My vaginal muscles clamped around the cylindrical hardness, like a vice, and suddenly, like lightning striking, I was climaxing again. 
I couldn't remember ever having come so swiftly before. It started the moment his glans started sliding upward and, by the time it pressed against the end of my vagina, the force of the detonation was blasting every nerve end in my body into smithereens. My spasming sex contracted, the muscles locking in spasmodic clenching around the hard cylinder of male flesh, as my body arched off the bed and, for a brief moment, I was supporting his entire weight with only my shoulders and feet. Had his mouth not been clamped over mine I would have screamed with ecstasy and probably woken Adam and all hell would have broken loose. My climax ravaged all my senses as Simon stayed on top of me not moving while it ran its course. The only part of him moving was his cock jerking inside my sex sheath in response to the clutching power of my vaginal muscles. As the orgasm started fading my body relaxed and fell back onto the bed and he came down with me and then his hips started moving pumping his penis slowly in and out of my slack vagina. His cock felt as hard as an iron bar and seemed to reach further inside my vagina than my husband's penis ever had because, at the end of each inward stroke, it butted against the neck of my womb. His prick pulsed, throbbed and jerked then suddenly I started to climax again as the base of his hard pole rubbed against the tip of my clitoris.

I'd never experienced more than one climax at any one time, before meeting my Mr. White, now I'd had three on the trot and was already embarking on a fourth. It was just incredible and I was having a hard time believing I wasn't having a sexy dream. I’ve always had a hard time reaching a climax with Adam and when I did it had been gentle but with his brother it was completely different much more animalistic and savage.

My demon lover had settled into a strong regular, pumping action. His cock was coming almost all the way out before being strongly rammed back inside until his pelvis crashed against mine. I could feel his testicles swinging and banging against my bum cheeks, at the end of each thrust, while my clitoris was being stroked, at the same time, and the combination of the multiple sensations was driving me wild. I had to tear my mouth away from his because I was having difficulties breathing.

Simon was supporting his weight with one arm and using his free hand to pinch my nipples very hard and the mixture of pain and pleasure was incredible and merged with the ecstasy radiating from my pussy. Once again the dichotomy of incredible pain and extreme pleasure bemused, fascinated and hugely aroused me. I moaned and sighed as I felt myself coming again, stronger and more cataclysmic than before and turned my head so that I could bite on the pillow to stifle my screams. 

My arms were wrapped around his chest and I clung on to Simon while my climax blasted through my entire body. My sex clenched around his penis like a hand milking a cow's udder and it was as if my body wanted and needed his sperm and was prepared to do anything that was required to get it. I'd never felt that way before, had never felt so uninhibited, so avid, so greedy, so willing to allow my baser instinct to float to the surface. I was a woman on heat and I wanted sperm to flood my pussy, wanted to feel his hard penis jerking and throbbing inside my vagina as it unloaded its thick load, wanted to climax at the same time as him. I needed sperm to put out the sex fires which were threatening my sanity so when my climax faded I decided to concentrate my efforts on making him come. At the back of my mind was the knowledge that after a climax a man is at his weakest and I intended taunting him about being a one-shot lover, to try to regain some of my self-respect. 

Simon continued to pump his hard penis into my very wet vagina and my muscular convolutions made my sex sheath become so tight that I felt his pumping falter. I relaxed and allowed him to pull back and stayed submissive as he drove his cock all the way inside, until the glans banged against the neck of my womb, and, at that precise moment, I gripped his entire penis by exerting pressure with my vaginal muscles. He groaned loudly with pleasure before pulling his hips back forcing his penis to drag my inner pussy folds back with it, as it retreated. I felt the glans reach the entrance and relaxed my grip, he paused then drove his hard sex pole all the way back inside me, deeper than any penis had ever been. This went on for a short while then I felt his body go rigid, heard his breathing catching, and his penis began to jerk inside my sex sheath and I knew that his sperm was at last flooding my thirsty vagina and it caused me to climax again!

I clung onto him for dear life as my pussy milked every single drop of sperm from his sex hose while I bit his naked shoulder to stop myself screaming the place down as ecstasy like I'd never experienced before swept through my writhing body. I'd read about the kind of intense pleasure that is achieved during simultaneous orgasms but had always put it down to wishful thinking on the part of the author. Now I was experiencing it, without it being blended with pain, and it was beyond description. I wanted much more.

I realise now that a huge part of the intensity was due to the fact that I was committing such a sinful deed as fucking my husband's brother while Adam slept in the next room. There is something about illicit sex which seems to increase the pleasure.

For a time I was lost in space and time where only ecstasy existed and only slowly regained awareness of my surroundings. Simon's body was still on top of mine but now his weight was becoming uncomfortable and I shifted. As if sensing my discomfort he rolled off me and his limp penis left my vagina, where it had acted like a cork, and immediately sticky wetness began to leak out and a sense of emptiness made me want to beg him to put his cock back inside where it belonged. I lay on my back still shivering and dizzy from the intensity of the series of climaxes I'd experienced. I felt wonderfully sated but also madly guilty and strangely this increased my satisfaction. I'd forgotten my plan to humiliate him.

Simon took me in his arms and we kissed but this time much more tenderly, as my hands explored his muscular back. He broke off the kiss and lay back gathering me in his arms. He cuddled me with my head resting on his heaving chest and my lolling breasts flattened against him. My hands of their own accord slid down his body and started caressing his wet penis, touching it softly, stroking it like a beloved pet while his mouth traced wet circles on my neck before his lips closed round my earlobe. Breathlessly he whispered that he wanted me to take his cock into my mouth and suck him back into hardness. His breath was hot on my skin and his fingers caused the hairs on the back of my neck to bristle as they stroked. Reacting as if his every wish was my pleasure I slid down his body, whimpering as my very sensitive nipples brushed his sweaty skin. He smelt of sweat and sex, an erotic masculine odour which seemed to act as an aphrodisiac and I felt desire once again course through my sated body. Though his penis was glistening wetly, with a mixture of his sex juice and mine, I touched it with my lips tenderly, on the very tip of the domed head. I rested my mouth for a short while over the tiny slit as the tip of my tongue gathered up the bead of his thick juice clinging there and then I smothered the length of his shaft with slow, wet and lingering kisses, pressing my lips around the cylindrical shape while my tongue gathered up the slimy cream and it started flexing as hardness began to return. I swallowed the heady cocktail of sex juices then slid my lips all the way to the top, opened my mouth wide and closed my lips around the domed head, licking it as I began to suck hard. Beads of silver fluid popped out of the small slit and I swallowed them eagerly as I felt his penis lengthen and become rock hard. I moved my lips further down his shaft sliding my tongue against the underside vein before, slowly taking more and more of his hard pole into my mouth until I had all of his length inside. The head was deep into the back of my throat and my lips were buried in the tangle of his pubic hair and I was astounded that I'd managed to do this as I'd never taken Adam's penis so deep inside my mouth even though it wasn't as thick or as long. I was breathing through my nose and my throat muscles were completely relaxed allowing his penis to slide down into my gullet without causing me to retch.

Simon guided his penis in and out of my mouth, the same way it had slid in and out of my pussy earlier, and I could hear him gasping for breath as my lips slid effortlessly up and down his shaft. He reached out and turned on the bedside lamp then brushed my hair away from my face. I knew he'd done this so that he could watch his penis disappear into my mouth and it thrilled me and made me feel even more enthusiastic. I continued sucking and licking, flicking my tongue over his glans at the end of every withdrawal as the taste of sex filled my mouth. His penis drooled its sticky fluid onto my tongue as he thrust his hard cock into my mouth, as hard as he'd done in my pussy, so that the glans slid deep into my throat at the end of each thrust. I could feel his penis throbbing and twitching and realised that he was on the verge of coming again and was surprised that he was ready to come again so soon but I wanted his penis back into my pussy and tried to pull my mouth off however the hand cupping the back of my neck held me fast as he continued to thrust his hard, pulsing penis rhythmically in and out of my mouth and it seemed to grow thicker and harder. I relaxed so that I wouldn't choke as his glans slid that bit deeper into my throat. 

He pulled his cock all the way out until only the glans rested on top of my tongue as his body went rigid then my mouth was flooded with spurt after spurt of creamy sperm. I increased his pleasure by sucking gently and rolling my tongue round and round the glans as he emptied out his testicles. I drank the thick, creamy sperm, as if it was nectar, and kept on sucking until I was sure that not a single drop remained and, even after his penis had wilted, I continued to lick it clean. 
Simon relaxed and sighed with pleasure as his breathing slowed down as I crawled back up the bed, my naked body sliding against his, until once more I was sheltering in his arms. We kissed gently and I shuddered as I realised that surely he must be tasting his sperm on my tongue. He broke the kiss and slid down my body and his fingers opened up the lips of my pussy and an urgent moan of pleasure escaped from my lips as he started to lick my labia. His tongue slid up and down the outer ones before licking the inner ones, causing me to shudder with ecstasy. I'd not realised how excited I'd become while sucking him off till then. His tongue dug into my wetness causing me to groan with pleasure as my thighs closed around his head. He clamped his lips around the swollen bud of my clitoris and my senses were overcome by a tidal wave of orgasm as my fingers grasped his head as my bottom lifted off the bed. My mouth was open but no sound came out of it as I pushed his face hard into my pussy. He was grunting like a feeding animal as he sucked my clitoris into his mouth while his tongue slipped as far as it would go inside my vagina.

The orgasm was so powerful that it took all my strength from me and for a long moment I seemed to be weightless and floated somewhere on a peak of ecstasy so incredible that nothing else existed. I was vaguely aware that strange sounds were coming from my open mouth as I tumbled down the other side of the peak and slowly began to regain awareness. I lay in a cocoon of bliss and peace as my mind drifted and my body relaxed.

When I emerged, from my dream state, Simon was alongside me nuzzling my neck as his hands stroked my breasts, as if gentling a wild animal. I turned my head and stared into his blue eyes then kissed him gently on the lips and licked my own sex fluid from his mouth. It felt as if we were sealing a pact.

He lifted my legs up and folded them so that my thighs were squashing my boobs and I felt his renewed erection slipping along the slit of my sex to briefly penetrate my vagina then it was pressing against my anus. I knew that he was going to make his earlier threat come true but there was nothing I could do about it. I felt the tips of his fingers closing around my clit and pull it out as far as it could be stretched then he squeezed it very hard and searing pain lanced through my love button at the same time as he launched his prick all the way into my bottom. The combination of intense pains, back and front, made me climax again. Throughout my huge orgasm he shuttled his penis in and out of my bottom, using my own sex juice and his semen as lubrication. He gripped one of my nipples, between the fingers of his free hand, and subjected it to the same kind of torture my clitoris had to endure. The pain was excruciating but I couldn't seem to get enough of it and my rectal muscles gripped his prick in a vice-like grip as I climaxed again and again.

'I told you I'd fuck the arse of you and that's exactly what I'm doing...I'm fucking your arse, dear sister-in-law, and it's fantastic and from now on I'm going to fuck it every time I come to town. I'm going to fill it with hot spunk. I'm going to spunk into my brother's wife arse.' He grunted as he kept shuttling his hardness in and out of tight bottom. His strokes speeded up then I felt him ejaculate what little there was left of his spunk into my bottom and I climaxed so hugely that I blacked out.

Simon was gone when I woke up, in the morning. I lay in bed going over what had happened and felt my body begin to heat up and I could feel sticky semen leaking from both my orifices as my body softened with longing. The door opened and Adam came in, looking sheepish. He was stark naked.

'I'm sorry about last night, Chantal. I dumped my problems on you. I was a complete shit but Simon always gets my goat. Please forgive me.' He said as he lifted the sheet and slipped under it to press his naked body against mine. I was so scared that he was going to discover that his brother had left his calling card inside my vagina and anus that I went rigid. I realised that I had to do something quickly so I rolled him over. Gripping his penis, it immediately became fully erect, I held it upward and lowered my sex on it and it slid all the way inside my well lubricated passage. I'd only done this to cover my wickedness but suddenly realised that my husband's penis was now completely coated by his brother's semen and it was such a vile thing to do to a man that I freaked. I knew that semen from my bottom was dribbling on Adam's balls and I shrieked as fierce arousal swept through me and I climaxed. My orgasm triggered his and he added his semen to his brother's, as I continued orgasming wildly.

I knew that I was booking my place in Hell but sinning was so delicious that I didn't care.

When he'd finished coming Adam kissed me tenderly and told me that he loved me then he left the bed and gave me a loving smile before exiting the room. Like the slut I've become I lay with my legs wide open and when the semen began oozing out I used my hands to gather it and transfer it to my mouth. It was as if I was possessed and wanted more so I dug my fingers deep inside my sex searching and, like a glutton, I feasted on the blend of the two brothers' semen and my sex juices and when it was all gone I scooped it out of my bottom and like a starving animal I gorged myself on Simon's sperm even though it was blended with my effluvia and tasted foul. While I was wallowing in decadence and depravity I was climaxing, again and again. 

Eventually I was so exhausted that I fell asleep. When I woke up I remembered that I was going to make breakfast for my husband and I quickly slipped out of bed. I had to pause to control a wave of dizziness then threw a robe on and hurried to the kitchen. Adam was fully dressed and drinking coffee, with his suitcase by his side and I went to him and tried to sit on his lap but he told me that he had to hurry to catch his train. He gave me a peck on the cheek, told me he loved me, and left.

How can I be so devious and act as if I was still the faithful, docile wife? 

How could I have allowed my brother-in-law to do such vile things to me? 

My life is disintegrating before my eyes so what am I going to do about it? 

I still love Adam. Does he know what a slut I've become? 

So much turmoil so little peace.

(It is just the right point to insert Adam’s reaction to reading the above entry. I can sympathise with the poor sod. Transcribed from the cassette.)

He does now!

Her husband knows that she's done it with his brother! 

The shame, the anger, the frustration!  

I'm going to kill her! 

I'm going to kill him!

Is there no end to this woman's infamy?

All my life my brother has seduced my girlfriends but I truly believed that Chantal disliked him and would be the last woman on earth to fall for his bullshit. In a strange way I can understand how she fell under the influence of that Edward White, he sounds my kind of man, but my brother! 

She knows that my entire childhood was blighted by Simon being better than I at everything and now he's slept...no let's be blunt...he's fucked my wife. She's sucked him off then he fucked her arse and she loved it and even ate her own shit afterwards! 

She’s never let me use her arse for my pleasure but now it seems as if every man can have it because she adores the humiliation of having spunk blasting in her arsehole. Wait, before I go off the rails, she did say...let me find the page...yes there it is. 

I still love Adam! 

Mind you does her actions reflect this love...it doesn't but then I don't really know this woman I was proud to call my wife. She's fucked my brother and sucked his spunk, she’s had his cock in her arse then she compounded her vile sins by pretending, the next morning, that she wanted me while all the time she was trying to hide her obscene behaviour. To think that my slipped in and out of her cunt lubricated by my brother's spunk!

Uuuurrrggghhh!!!. 

For me she'll be ever tainted and I don't ever want to fuck her dirty cunt again. 
I want a divorce.  I hate her! 

I'm going to kill her, the vile bitch!

I must calm down before I go off half half-cocked and I must continue reading and perhaps I will find a way to get my revenge. 

I wonder how Edward punished her for her shocking behaviour. I hope he really hurt her, the bitch...I hope he whipped her till she was bleeding.

This is getting sick. 

Who is this woman I'm married to? 

Is there no end to her depravity? 

I'm only about a third way through the diary so obviously there is much more horror to come. Can I bear to continue? 

What will I find out, if I do?

Maybe I'm being too harsh and must try to be dispassionate as if I'm not involved.  

I find it strange that she writes as if she has a twin, who talks back to her and is the voice of morality and honesty. Maybe she suffers from multiple personality’s syndrome and that's why she can so easily allow herself to be so vilely degraded?  

I'm going to have a stiff scotch then will continue reading before making up my mind about what to do.

April 22nd:

I'm not proud of what I did! 

I'm a whore, a slut and know there's nothing I can do about it. Of course I can try to delude myself that I couldn't help myself but let's face it I could have. I allowed it to happen because at that precise moment I wanted it more than anything else in the world. ]

What is really scary is realising that allowing Simon to fuck me has put me in his hands and he's the kind of man who'd have no qualms about blackmailing me and forcing me to do really depraved things. In a way I suppose I have acquired another Master but one that I don’t love.

April 29th

When I got home from work there was a curt message on the answer-phone from, Mr. White, summoning me to his house tomorrow evening. 

May 1st
I can't describe the agony and ecstasy I've endured during the last twenty four hours. Every bone in my body was longing for Mr. White yet I knew that I'd earned his displeasure, by my lewd behaviour with Simon; it was a certainty that I would be punished severely because I'm sure that my brother-in-law was on the phone, as soon as he got home, and told my Master that I'd seduced him. It's the kind of malicious thing he would do to make sure I was severely punished and he will probably ask Mr. White for a copy of the video, of me being punished, so that he can gloat.

Why was I so bloody stupid?

I had a shower and made sure my pussy was as smooth as a baby’s then took great care with my appearance before driving to my Master’s house. I felt the palms of my hands slipping on the steering wheel because I was perspiring so much because I was in a blue funk terrified of what was waiting for me at the house yet anxious to get there. Instinctively I knew that I'd been summoned not for pleasure but to explain my depraved behaviour. I parked the car and sat still for a very short while, trying to calm the pounding of my heart and then I took a deep breath, got out of the car and walked up to the front door on rubbery legs. Before I could press the bell the door opened silently and I was greeted by the man who'd driven me home the first time. His hooded eyes looked me up and down as if I was a piece of shit and he was sneering as if he knew all about me and I found myself blushing fiercely.

'You're late. The master is waiting for you!' he said tersely before I could speak. 'Follow me, Bitch!' 

I remember thinking…how dare a servant talk to me like that. 'I'm on time! Who the hell do you think you are talking to me like this? You're just a servant! I'll tell your boss how impertinent you are.' I blurted out in anger.

My instinctive reaction had been to become angry because I was shocked that he felt free enough to call me names but when I calmed down I realised that he was only treating me like that because my Master had told him he could. I realised that I should have never talked to him like that as I was already in trouble and now I feared that it was going to be even worse than I'd envisaged because I'd disrespected the chauffeur.

The haughty man did not react to my outburst instead he turned on his heels and led me down the corridor and knocked on the door of the study then waited for my Master's voice bidding us to enter before opening it. Mr. White was standing behind his desk and his face was impassive greatly unnerving me. I was conscious that the chauffeur [butler], if that was what he was, was beside me watching me intently and I glanced nervously in his direction and saw that his face was impassive but a malicious glint sparkled in his eyes.

'Eyes front! Come here and kneel in front of me, Mrs. Reeves!' The Master ordered imperiously.

Quivering with a mixture of terror, shame and arousal I took a few steps forward and fell to my knees with my head bowed. On entering the room I'd been aware that the video camera was on and realised that once again it would record my humiliation and degradation and I shivered as I realised that Simon had seen the first one but was he the only one or was there a multitude of people who'd enjoyed watching my degradation. How many, I asked myself.

'Mrs. Reeves, I don't know what to do with you! Your wayward and obscene behaviour is beyond belief and breaks the rules, you freely agreed to observe. To lure your brother-in-law to your bed and coerce him into fucking you then to perform the most obscene act to tempt him into doing it again is almost beyond belief. It's almost incest. What am I going to do with you?'

'It...It wasn't like that at all!' I blurted out as the unfairness of his interpretation overcame my caution. 'Simon took...'

'Shut your lying mouth, you whore! You will not speak again unless I give you permission. If you do I will punish you so severely that you will not be able to walk for a week. Is that understood, Mrs. Reeves?'

'Yes Mas...' 
Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The words were cut short by the hard slap landing on my left breast causing my body to rock sideways. The power of the blow galvanized my entire being, as pain flowed through me, and brought tears to my eyes. I dared to look at him and shivered with fear when I saw that he was showing no emotion on his face.

'Don't you ever learn, Mrs. Reeves? I've just finished telling you not to speak again until I gave you permission and what do you do...I'm beginning to despair and ask myself whether I'm wasting my time. Maybe you haven't got the potential I believed you possessed and it would be better if you went away right now and stopped wasting my time. I think that I might have misjudged you, believing that you had intelligence, and you're just another scrubber not worth the effort.'

I heard the muted sound of sniggering and knew that the odious servant was taking great delight in my humiliation. Then what Mr. White said got through to me. The man I couldn't live without was going to send me away and never see me again and I knew that I'd die if that happened. How could I live without him and what must I do to convince him that he was wrong but my reverie was shattered by his hand connecting with my right breast.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Pay attention when I'm speaking. You're really pathetic, Mrs. Reeves, but I'm a patient and fair man and am prepared to give you a last chance, although frankly you don't deserve it. Perhaps it's my fault because I've been too lenient but that can easily be remedied' He said with a sigh as he opened the top drawer of the desk and took out a long, slender cane which was brown with age and seemed to emanate evil vibrations as if it had been used many times. He whacked it down on the leather top of the desk as if to make me aware of how it would hurt my flesh. I jumped at the loud sound but managed to stay kneeling although every instinct in my body knew that flight was the only sane alternative. 'Gilles, why don't you help Mrs. Reeves take her clothes off, I can't bear to touch her!'

I blushed fiercely as I realised that the sneering man was going to take part in my punishment and humiliation and prayed that a hole would open up and swallow me as I felt the older man's hands gripping the twin, front panels of my dress and jerk them apart so hard that the buttons flew away and the garment slid down my body. As I'd been ordered to I wasn't wearing anything else but self-supporting stockings and high heels. He pulled me to my feet and I could feel the man's warm breath against the back of my neck and felt the erection, behind the front of the trousers, pressing into my bare buttocks as he sandwiched himself against me so that he could hold my elbows back to force my chest forward.

Using the tip of the cane Mr. White traced a path down my breasts, pausing to stroke my nipples before slipping it between my spread legs and I shuddered as the tip lightly flicked my engorged clitoris. My nipples were like bullets sticking out lewdly seeking pleasure as the cane traced the length of my pussy and my sex lips flared open allowing sex juices to dribble out and coat the wood making me wonder how much sex fluids the wood had absorbed over the years.

'I didn't tell you that you could enjoy this, slut! Get down and lick my boots!' The Master snarled.

The tone of his voice was like being doused with icy water and fear overpowered my arousal. Gilles loosened his grip and I went down on all fours. The cane lightly struck my shoulders and I crouched even further down even though I knew that it elevated my bottom so that the servant could clearly see my bald pussy and my most secret hole. Even though I found the man odious the idea of him looking at my very private parts sent a wave of arousal through me as, like an eager puppy, I ran my tongue over my Master's patent leather, riding boots. This ridiculous act was something I'd heard about but of course had never done and I remember thinking that it seemed a silly thing that anyone would want someone to do but I soon learnt how spirit-breaking and demeaning it really is and it was made more degrading because there was a witness who was able to leer at my pussy and bumhole while I was doing it. When I'd licked every inch of his boots, including the soles which nearly made me vomit, my Master ordered me to sit in the armchair and masturbate. 

Gilles stood next to him as I lifted my legs and draped them over the arms and slid down the seat till my bottom was perched on the edge. The obscene position allowed the two men to clearly see my most private parts. My Master adjusted the camcorder and ordered me to start. 

Once again humiliation and fear had sparked huge arousal within my body and soul and eagerly I peeled my sex lips further apart with my fingers and then furled back my inner lips so that I could grip my clitoris with my other hand and tug and pull it till it was sticking right out. I slipped three fingers deep inside my gaping vagina and moved them in and out and, as my sex passage was already flooded with love juice, it allowed the fingers to easily glide back and forth. 

My Master's face was impassive but Gilles's mirrored my arousal and I could see a huge bulge tenting the front of his pin-stripped trousers. Even though I was ashamed and embarrassed, to be so obscenely exposed to a servant, it also fuelled my arousal so that it only took a minute or two before I climaxed and the two men watched intently as my body convulsed and abundant, sex juices bubbled out pass my fingers to trickle down to my bumhole. When my orgasm faded, as ordered, I sucked the juice from my fingers. 

I was ordered to stand up and Gilles stepped forward, holding nipple-clamps, and a shiver of terror whipped up and down my spine as I realised that pleasure I’d just experienced was going to be followed by immense pain.

'Well you've had the enjoyment now it's time to pay for it, Mrs. Reeves. You're so sluttish and so predictable that you're beginning to bore me so Gilles can do the honours tonight. Get down on you knees and crawl to him. Do it now!' He snarled as he saw how deeply humiliating his order was.

Not wanting to disappoint him and hoping that it would somehow redeem me, without hesitation, I fell to my knees and crawled like a cowering animal to the butler. My face was flushed with shame and embarrassment. My whole being was longing for my Master's touch to let me know I was forgiven but it was denied me. When I reached him Gilles ordered me to kneel up and I saw that he was holding the cane. My nipples stiffened even more when he stroked them with the tip of the cane before, leaning down, he opened one of the nipple-clamps and fitted it around my left nipple. When my Master had fitted nipple-clamps around my nipples he'd allowed them to slowly close around the stems, dampening some of the pain, but Gilles let go abruptly and it felt as if the serrated teeth had bitten right through my nipple and a full throated scream escaped from my wide open mouth, echoed a few seconds later by another as the second nipple-clamp gripped my right nipple in the same violent manner. I don't think I'd ever endured so much pain and my entire body twisted as tears rolled down my cheeks and I looked down expecting to see blood flowing from my tortured nipples but, although they were bright red and very swollen, the teeth had not broken the skin. Slowly the initial fierceness calmed down but the pain stayed constant and any movement caused it to flare up again and it felt as if my nipples were being ripped from their areolas. 

Through my tears I looked at my Master and blanched when I saw that his face was still impassive.

Gilles fiddled with the nipple-clamps and, when he stepped back, I felt my nipples being pulled painfully downwards and again I shrieked as the pain increased to a new level. I looked down and saw that he'd fitted two lead weights to the clamps and as my sobbing caused my breasts to heave the weights swung and pulled downwards causing the teeth to bite even more fiercely into the stems of my nipples. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Before I could dodge it the butler's hand smacked my right breast and once again a scream of agony rend the air because it felt as if the nipples were being wrenched away from my boobs as the weights swung sideways. 

'Stop that at once! You're such a cry-baby. We haven't started punishing you and already you sound like a caterwauling cat. Now lift your breasts high and squeeze them together so that we can start with the real purpose of this evening.' My Master said, as if he was asking me to pass him a cup of tea. 'Do it now, Mrs. Reeves! You're only making it worse for yourself by making us wait.'

Shaking like a leaf I cupped and lifted up my breasts then, using both hands, I pushed them together and higher which forced the weights to swing from side to side immediately reviving the intense agony in my tortured nipples. I managed to contain the scream of agony but still whimpered like a wounded animal as I felt as if my nipples were on fire and being savagely torn from their roots. Gilles stepped forward and handcuffed my wrists so that I couldn't pull my hands apart. I still wasn't sure what they were going to do to me but feared the worse. Trying to pull myself together I shut my eyes and took a deep breath and it was only when I heard the cane whistling through the air and felt the air being displaced, as it swished past my face, that I realised what they'd planned and were doing.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!

The fiery agony which gripped my breasts, from the cracking impact of the slender cane across the upper slopes, was so great that I felt as if they'd been cleaved in two. My agonised scream shattered the silence as the air was driven from my lungs. Instinctively I tried to pull my hands away from my breasts put soon realised how futile my efforts were. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! You're killing me...please...oh please Master...have mercy! Oooohhhh God...it hurts!!! It is the worse ever...please have pity!!! I promise to obey you to the letter...please don't hurt my breasts...please!!!' I screamed...in vain.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

A second blow landed on the upper slopes of my breasts followed instantly by four more and the last one clipped my right nipple and it felt as if it had been sheared off. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Oh God!!! I can't...can't stand it!!! Please have mercy!'

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Each blow was echoed by my screams of sheer agony and fierce pain streaking from my breasts to the rest of my body. 

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! You’re...killing me...please stop!!! Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Aaaarrrggghhh!!!'

The weights swung wildly and I was sure that my nipples were being torn to shreds adding that extra agony to the caning. I was on the verge of passing out having never endured such pain before and I prayed for death. Only a mini-second away from real injury the punishment stopped abruptly and there was silence, except for my loud sobbing. I opened my eyes and through tears saw the six, fiery-red lines branded in the soft ivory flesh of my upper breasts. My nipples which normally are larger than most women looked enormous and bright red as if having been painted with crimson paint. Pain was settling to a steady fierce throbbing and I could not but be amazed that, at the same time as my body was trying to cope with the pain, I could feel strong arousal coursing through me. I became aware that streams of sex juice was trickling down my inner thighs. 

How can such agonising pain be pleasurable and it's a mystery which eludes me.

'You've partly redeemed yourself, Mrs. Reeves. Congratulation you took the first part of your punishment fairly well, even though your screams would have woken the dead but fortunately we are quite isolated here.'  Mr. White chuckled as he stepped forward, undid the handcuffs, then pulled my arms back and snapped the steel cuffs around my wrists again, trapping my arms behind my back. 
Once more I was helpless. My aching breasts were thrust forward and every movement of my body was accompanied by fierce agony as the weights dangling from my nipples tugged at the clamps and I whimpered like a wounded animal.

'Stop making such a fuss, Mrs. Reeves. You'll soon learn to put up with such minor discomfort as having your nipples almost torn away from your breasts. Now Gilles I believe that her bottom is ready for its share of punishment. Please proceed.'

Gilles lifted me to my feet and guided me to a narrow, antique stool and he made me kneel down so that my stomach rested on the narrow, wooden seat with my breasts dangling on the other side. The weights dangled freely from my stretched nipples, exacerbating the agony lancing through my breasts but I knew that it would get worst once they started whacking my bottom. Gilles passed a leather strap underneath the seat and buckled it in the middle of my back so that there was no way I could escape.

'You must admit, Gilles that her bottom is one in a million and begs for severe punishment. I think six strokes would enliven our little slut. What do you think, Gilles?' My Master jovially asked his servant.

'Whatever you say, Sir, although I think that you are too soft-hearted. If it was left to me I would double that and even then it wouldn't be enough to make up for her disobedience!'

'No...please...no!' I shrieked. 'Please! I'll do anything you want but I don't think I can take anymore punishment tonight! Please have pity! I will be good...I promise.'

'I think the slut feels that six is not enough, Sir!' The odious Gilles said to his employer. 'I'm sure she knows deep down that you've lost face because she's betrayed you by allowing other men to use what is your property and that it merits a punishment she'll never forget. This is a woman who can't resist temptation, Sir, and only the fear of punishment will keep her on the straight and narrow.'

'I think that you are right, Gilles, and I was being a little too lenient so let's make it a baker's dozen.'

This time I was wise enough not to voice my fears but I clenched my buttocks and bit on my lower lip, preparing myself for the inevitable although I should have known that there was no way to minimise the agony. I could hear the creaking of the floorboards as Gilles set himself up then the whistle and the movement of air before he delivered a savage blow which caused my buttocks to quiver like jelly. 

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!! 

I could no more stop the scream escaping from my mouth than stop breathing. 'Aaaarrrggghhhhhh!!!!! You're killing me! Please have pity!' A line of fire burnt the tender surface of my buttocks even as the resilient flesh sprang back, when the cane moved away, as if inviting its return.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!! 

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

My screams and pleas for mercy echoed round the room in counterpoint with the sound of the cane slashing into my buttocks. The thrashing seemed to last forever and each stroke of the cane seemed to burn my tender flesh more fiercely than the previous one and the agony mingled with the fierce pain from the swinging weights deforming my dangling breasts. I would have never dreamt that any human being could take so much punishment, without passing out, but not only did I take it but after the fourth or perhaps it was the fifth stroke the pain became so agonisingly pleasurable that I wanted more. I was appalled to discover that instinctually I was lifting my bottom up to meet the cane and, by the time the beating stopped, I was teetering on the brink of an orgasm and one more stroke would have pushed me over the edge but it was denied to me. Being unable to climax was emotionally more agonising than the fiery physical pain which was ravaging my bottom and boobs.

Gilles moved in front of me and pushed his foot against my face and, without being told, I knew what he wanted me to do and I began licking his shoe like a grovelling slave. I knew then that there was no turning back

'I don't think you need me any longer, Gilles, I leave you to deal with Mrs. Reeves. I'll be in the playroom and when you've finished bring her there.' My Master said before leaving the room.

I was now in the hands of the odious Gilles and I felt my stomach heave with revulsion. Shame made me want to die because I'd thought that Mr. White felt something resembling love for me. Giving me to a servant, as if I was no better than a bitch needing to be taken for a walk, was the most degrading thing I'd ever experienced.

Gilles lifted me up to my feet. I looked at his face and saw the impersonation of evil on his features which made me shudder all over and start to cry.  How could my Master give me to this evil man, I asked myself as I saw Gilles's expression change to fury when he saw how much I despised him. He hauled me towards the desk, even as I kicked and struggled, and flung me across the top, on my front. Before I could prepare myself his hard hand descended on my naked bottom, reviving the pain of the caning. 

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I shrieked as my bottom was consumed by pain again. Being treated like a child was even more demeaning than being caned and I thrashed around as his free hand pinned me down on the desk. The initial smarting had morphed into darts of pleasure which invaded my sex and caused it to open and close and sex juices began oozing out to pool on the desktop.

'You have no right to treat me this way! I don't belong to you. Let me go, at once!' I shrieked, hoping that his servant mentality would cause him to stop and allow me to go.

He ignored me and his hand came brutally down again.

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!!

Once, twice, three times, landing on each helpless buttock in turn each one reviving the pain of the previous smack. I could hear his heavy breathing and smell a combination of sweat and maleness as his hand continued beating a tattoo on my buttocks. The pain had transmogrified into intense pleasure and each blow fed the insane hunger and I wanted more. It's crazy, I thought, then I was caught up in the madness of the moment as Gilles carried on smacking me viciously. 

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...please!!!' My bottom was on fire. I yelled, whimpered and cried hating my body for so eagerly responding to such an odious man.

'You want me to make you come, don't you, bitch?' Gilles hissed as his fingers plunged all the way inside my sopping wet pussy, as easily as a hot knife through butter.

I nearly climaxed there and then but managed to control it because I didn't want to give him the satisfaction but my pussy was gripping his fingers in a steely grip desperate to keep them wedged inside. 'I don't want anything to do with you! You're despicable. How dare you put your hands on me? Let me go at once!' I screamed, refusing to submit to my treacherous body's foul instincts.

He didn't reply instead he smacked me again. 

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The pain of the hard slaps rushed through my blazing bottom like thunderbolts and, as if incensed by my denial, Gilles gripped my clitoris and rubbed it till my sobbing turned to moans of ecstasy. I heard him chuckle as his fingers left my clitoris moments before I could climax. I was writhing wildly trying to exert pressure on my love button which would push me over the brink and trigger my longed-for orgasm. He slipped three fingers into my vagina and rooted around then pulled them out and spread the sticky juices into the cleft of my bottom and I shrunk and gasped with fear as I felt him smearing the liquid around the rim of my bumhole. It was like being impaled by an iron rod when he pushed two fingers deep into my forbidden hole. 'Stop it at once! You're hurting me.'  I shrieked.

'Stop blubbing, it's not like it's the first time. I loved the video of Mr. White taking your anal virginity. I think I must have played it a hundred times, at least. Each time I would pretend that it was me and now my fantasy is coming true and I'm going to fuck your arsehole and fill it with spunk, Bitch!' He hissed malevolently as he moved his two fingers in and out, forcing my sphincter to relax and allow even deeper penetration.

'Please...I beg you...please don't!' I wailed, appalled that my loins were already responding to the unnatural breaching.

His fingers pulled out and for an instant my bumhole stayed opened as if waiting for their return. I looked over my shoulder and was aghast to see him unbuttoning his trousers because I knew that I was helpless and there was no way I could stop him sodomising me. He drew out his erect penis and to say it was enormous is an understatement. It was by far the biggest I'd ever seen. I know that I’ve said that before but ever since my first fall from grace I’ve been exposed to cocks so big that they defy description and Giles’ was definitively the biggest.

Imagine a huge, fleshy spear with its massive tip adorned by a quivering globule of clear liquid. The shaft resembled a gnarled tree branch with thick, blue veins throbbing along its surface. The head was the size of a small peach. He was running his fingers up and down the shaft and it seemed to grow fatter and longer and I knew that there was no way my tight rectum could accommodate anything that size and began to fear for my life. I whimpered with fear when he stood behind me and gripped my hips forcing my bottom higher in the air. He slid his monstrous cock along my sex, to gather lubrication, before pressing the huge purple head against the portal of my rectum. I screamed as my whole body was wracked by pain though he'd only inserted the tip inside the sphincter and it was then that I knew then that because of its size the agony would outstrip the pleasure. I begged and pleaded, promised to do anything he wanted but he took no notice and continued pressing more of the head inside my aching hole before withdrawing it a little then pushing it back in but a little deeper each time. I have to give him his due he took his time and didn't ram it in viciously. Mind you I think the slowness of the insertion was more painful than a sudden push and it took ages before he managed to get the entire length of his huge erection inside my very tight bottom. I felt as if I needed to shit and the agony was incredible yet again it was slowly being tempered by pleasure engendered by being so thoroughly humiliated and debased by such a odious man. My anus felt as if it was going to tear at any moment as it gripped his shaft yet strangely waves of incredible ecstasy had started billowing through my body and activated my sex into weeping even more copiously. He started to piston his huge cock in and out of my rectum, as hard as if it had been in the proper place, and instinctively I pushed my bottom back to meet each stroke. 

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

His hand landed on my right buttock then on my left one as, in counterpoint, he drove his cock all the way inside my straining rectal passage. My body danced to his tune as my bottom heaved up to meet each thrust. The weights dangling from my nipples swung wildly so that my teats felt as if they were on the point of being torn free from my breasts and that pain blended with the pleasure and increased my erotic insanity. Tears spilled down my cheeks but they were as much from happiness as pain. I was in Heaven or was it Hell?

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

His hard hand connected repeatedly against my buttocks as he bent over my back so that his teeth could gnaw at my neck and shoulders with animalistic fervour. Pain and pleasure, bliss and agony and the sum of the two was greater than anything one could ever imagine. I tried to hold on to my sanity but everything around me seemed to darken then a fierce lightning bolt of sensation seared through me. Without warning a terrifying climax exploded within my body and soul. I believe I was screaming like a wounded animal as I lost consciousness.

May 3rd

I had to stop writing as my emotions overcame me. The last two days have been rather boring but it gave me time to get my act together and I'm now a little calmer and can concentrate on describing the rest of my sordid ordeal. Casting my mind back to the way my Master had callously handed me over to his servant makes me cry with unhappiness and shame. What galls me is even worse is that odious man had made me climax so hard that I'd passed out. It was very traumatic but much worse was to come.

I came to very suddenly as ice cold water cascaded over my naked body. The shock was so strong that it took me a few seconds to realise that Gilles must have carried me to the bathroom and dumped me on the floor of the shower then turned the cold water on full strength. I spluttered as I managed to pull myself to my feet. I started shivering as the cold invaded my limbs and I went to turn the water off but Gilles's voice stopped me. He ordered me to wash myself and be quick about it. I grabbed the bar of soap and began soaping myself. The suds aggravated the weals on my bottom and boobs so that they stung furiously. I looked at the bar of soap in my hand and saw that it was carbolic. Was there no end to the sadism I would be subjected to, I asked myself. 

The only good thing was that the nipple clamps had been removed, while I was unconscious, sparing me the agony of the blood flooding back into them. By the time I left the shower I felt wretched and, to make matters worse, Gilles handed me a coarse towel whose roughness made my skin red raw. After I'd dried my hair and brushed it, still naked, he led me back to the study and, as I followed the servant, my burning bottom hole felt as if it was still being hugely stretched by his enormous cock.

My Master was sitting behind the desk and another man sat on a chair. I blushed furiously as the stranger scanned my naked body. My nipples were very red and swollen, from having been clamped for so long, and they throbbed as did my sore bumhole.

'You were right, Edward, she's a real beauty mind you by the time I've finished she will be even more beautiful. If it's okay with you I think that I will get to it straight away unless you've changed your mind.' The man said while his eyes never left my nakedness.

'No I haven't changed my mind, I'm really looking forward to it so please carry on, dear chap. I can't wait to see your handiwork. Gilles will help you.'

The man stood up and placed a leather bag similar to a doctor's on the desk and opened it and took out a strange device which resembled a gun then a jewellery case which he opened revealing gleaming objects which seemed to be made of gold. He told Gilles to bring me nearer and the later prodded me in the back until I was standing in front of the stranger who reached out and pinched first one nipple then the other very hard before I had a chance to defend myself.

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!' I squeaked as fierce pain gripped my very tender nipples.

'Incredibly hard and large I won't need to firm them up.' He said as his fingers continued to palpate my teats.

'Yes she has large nipples but their present size will be the result of the nipple clamps.' My Master told him.

'I'm sure you're right but I believe that even in their natural state they are longer than most. You know I like to keep records so before I start I'll measure them.' The stranger said, as he took out callipers and proceeded to measure the length and width of my swollen nipples. 'Seven-eight of an inch long, diameter five-eights. The only bigger one I've ever come across was a girl from Africa and they were so long and thick that she appeared deformed and weren't as well shaped as these. You've got yourself a wonderful specimen here, Edward, and I envy you!' 

'Thank you! Wait till you see her clitoris, Charles.'

'You don't mean...I can't wait but let me finish with these first. Are you sure you don't want me to use the spray?' Charles asked.

'She doesn't need it. The clamps will have desensitised her nipples and anyway the bitch loves pain so much that she actually seeks it. Please proceed.' 

I was still groggy so the conversation didn't mean much to me except that somehow I was aware that there was more pain to come but had no idea what form it would take.

Gilles grabbed my elbows and pulled my arms back so that my chest was thrust forward and Charles took my right nipple between the fingers of his left hand and tugged it till it was fully stretched while, at the same time, he placed the barrel of the gun-like apparatus against the side of the stem and suddenly indescribable pain lanced through my teat and I screamed because my nipple felt as if it was being seared by fire. 

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!! Oooohhh…dear God it hurts!!!!'

Charles had moved to the other nipple and seconds later that one felt as if it was being set on fire. He stepped back, picked up something from the table and seemed to be screwing something against my nipples then he did something with small gold rings and pliers. Hot tears were rolling down my cheeks and blurring my vision so it took me some time to see what he'd done but, when I looked down, I could see that both nipples were now pierced by a tiny gold rod which was finished on each side by gold balls so that it looked like a miniature of old fashion barbells. I'd heard about piercing but had never seen any example. Behind the rods was a series of concentric gold rings which caused my nipples to stay stretched to their outmost dimension. I stared down not wanting to believe that my nipples were now pierced and stretched to their utmost length by gold spirals but the evidence was there right before my eyes. The terrible pain had settled to a dull ache but my emotions were in chaos.

'Bravo! It's always a pleasure to watch an expert at work, Charles. Gilles will you please arrange Mrs. Reeves on top of the desk.' 
'You can't...I mean...Oh God what have you done to me? I'm a married woman...what...what am going to say to my husband when he sees how you've mutilated me. Oh please take those things off. I didn't give you permission to do those things to me.' I bleated as the enormity of what they'd done to me sank home.

'I tell you what I've done, Mrs. Reeves! I've put a mark of ownership on your sluttish body. If you'd read your contract properly you would know that I can do anything and everything I want so shut your mouth otherwise I will cane you until your bottom is bloody. As to what you tell that wimpish husband of yours that is your problem. I will not remind you again that you're not to speak unless invited to do so. Gilles please carry on.'

Gilles easily lifted me onto the top of the desk then pushed my legs back and ordered me to grasp my ankles and once I'd obeyed he quickly looped leather tongs round ankles and wrists so that I was now effectively fixed in that position with my sex fully exposed. I was ashamed and troubled to note that though the pain of the piercing had been atrocious, sticky sex juices were already dribbling out of my pussy and coating the inside of my buttocks. The butler made sure the leather straps were tight before stepping around the desk and pressing my shoulders down onto the desktop. I was completely helpless and terrified as I realised that they were going to do something horrible to my sex. I wanted to protest but knew that it would only bring even more pain. Defeated I closed my eyes and prayed that the pain wouldn't be too bad.

I sensed that Charles and my Master were standing between my legs looking down at my sex then I felt fingers pushing the cowl back to expose my clitoris and at the first touch my love button quivered and became fully engorged making me blush fiercely. Making my shame even worse was the knowledge that dollops of sex juice were dribbling out of my now-open pussy and trickling down between my splayed buttocks. I felt the cold touch of steel and knew that there was no way that they would not realise what was happening and, when I opened my eyes, I saw that Charles was measuring my clitoris with his callipers.

'In his 'Difference Between a Man and a Woman', Theo Lang mentions that there was a recorded instance of a woman having a clitoris two inches long, in its normal state, and that it grew to three inches when fully engorged. I believe that the clitoris of a black woman was measured as being nearly four inches. However the norm is about a quarter of an inch. I only mention these facts because your young lady's clitoris is one and five eighth inches long engorged and as fat as my little finger which makes it the biggest I've ever seen. As you know clits do not become erect like cocks but swell giving an impression of erectness and because of the size of this one its hood is very tight fitting so are you sure you want me to ring it? I think that the ring will stop it retreating into its hiding place so that it will be permanently exposed and will mean it being almost constantly rubbed and stimulated keeping her constantly aroused.' The man said as if he was giving a lecture.

'I knew that she had an extraordinary clitoris but didn't realise how special she is. Please go ahead with what we discussed, Charles. Having the bitch in a constant ferment of arousal will be fun however you have my permission to use a deadening agent to ease the pain as I believe it will be a prolonged process and I'm tired of listening to her screaming.'

My mind could hardly cope with the information I'd overheard and I was teetering again on the brink of unconsciousness when I felt something cold being sprayed all over my genitals then they became numb. I was aware that Charles was doing something to me but couldn't feel a thing. Time seemed suspended as I lay there with my pelvic region numb and my breasts on fire. Some time passed before Charles stepped back and asked my Master to examine me.

'Oh Charles, you are a genius. I'm so grateful. Her cunt is now even more beautiful and I can't wait to exhibit it to our friends. Let's ask Mrs. Reeves what she thinks of your art.' 

Gilles made me sit up before he wheeled the cheval mirror nearer so that I could see my reflection. My legs were still pushed way back so that my sex was pushed forward. I gasped with horror and shock when I saw that my clitoris was now sporting a thick gold ring halfway down its length which kept it exposed as it stopped the coil of flesh from enclosing it. I shrieked with panic when I saw that my inner sex lips were now pierced by a row of small gold rings and I counted six on each side and threaded through one side was a fine gold chain which looped at the back and emerged through the rings on the other lip so that the two ends dangled about four inches below my sex. At the end of the chain clasps gripped black pearls and even though I was shocked and horrified I could see that it was very sexy and beautiful.

What was going to be Adam's reaction when he saw his wife's body pierced like a slave but it was too horrible to contemplate and I put it at the back of my mind? I could hardly cope knowing that I'd been disfigured for life without worrying about what my husband's reaction would be.

'I love the way the inner lips hang well pass the outer labia, it's unusual but not rare. If I was you, Edward, I would attach weights to them so that eventually they would stretch and hang permanently past the outer ones even without the rings. The men in some African tribes will not choose a woman unless her inner lips protrude at least two inches past the outer ones. It's called the Hottentots apron or mfuli and I've been told that the extra sensation of having the labia engulfing one's shaft and balls during penetration is quite special. Have you found it so, Edward?' I heard Charles telling my Master.

'I think I will do as you suggest, Charles. Having those lips dangling at all times would look sensational and I'm sure would be much appreciated when I show her off at our meetings. Look I'm really grateful so please take Mrs. Reeves to the bedroom and use her anyway you want and find out for yourself whether it's as sensational as it's rumoured..'

'I think I might just do that. The bitch really excites me. Before I do so let me tell you about a new procedure. I have been experimenting with a derivative of Botox and it would be very interesting to inject it in her clit and those fabulous inner lips. ' Charles said.

‘That sounds really interesting, let me think about it. Anyhow I think she’s had enough for today. Have fun!’
Gilles undid the leather tongs and helped me to my feet then handcuffed my hands behind my back. He gripped my elbow and led me out of the room. My breasts ached and the feeling had returned in my lower body so that my pussy felt as if it was on fire as the rings clashed and the dangling chain tugged on the fleshy folds. Gilles pushed me into a bedroom and the man called Charles came into the room and Gilles left closing the door behind him but not before I'd seen the smirk on his lips. Charles pushed me down on the bed, on my front, and stood beside the bed and, making sure I could see, he methodically began to strip himself naked. He had an extraordinarily long penis which looked as long as a twelve inch ruler but almost as slim as a pencil. It was longer than any other I'd ever seen including Gilles's but lack thickness. Pre-seminal fluid was oozing from the tip as he took his erection in his hand and stroked it expectantly as I squirmed and wriggled on the bed. His right hand left his cock and came down in a solid slap across my raised buttocks reviving the pain of the previous punishment. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Three more followed and fire blasted through my bottom and I whimpered into the pillows. He pulled back and smacked my bottom again, even harder than before.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...please have pity! I've been good.'

He smacked me again and again and the pain reverberated in my pussy making the love juices flow. I could feel the chain looped through the rings of my sex lips swinging wildly as my body writhed frantically. My breasts were pinned down against the bed and the rubbing of the material against my pierced nipples was atrociously painful.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

In a fluid motion he leaned forward and grabbed me and spun me over onto my back. He pushed my thighs as wide apart as they would go then threw his weight forward and buried his long cock to the very depths of my tight, tender, anal canal. It was the first time I'd been sodomised from the front and it made it even more demeaning but thankfully his penis was so slender that it wasn't as painful as when Gilles had sodomised me.

'Aaaaarrrggghhh! Get off!' I screamed.

His iron hard weapon seemed to split me in half as it forced its way into my most intimate and secret depths but it was his weight crushing me into the bed which was more painful. 

'Aaaaarrrggghhh! You're killing me! Please...please get off!'  

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Two hard smacks landed on my breasts catching the jewels piercing my nipples so that it felt as if they were being torn away from my breasts.

'Stop that noise! Would you prefer it if I shoved my cock in your cunt? I promise you that my cock rubbing against the rings and pulling at the wounds would cause you agony such as you can't imagine! If you prefer that I'm game! He hissed in my ear as he started to pull his penis out of my bottom.

'Please don't...don't stop!' I pleaded.

The penetration had been brutal and violent. The sudden surge of his hard cock inside me caused intense pain and although his cock was thin because of the position I was in it seemed as my anal membranes were grabbing at his cock even harder than it had done with Gilles. He paused at the end of the first thrust and it allowed me to realise just how deep his cock was buried inside me. I trembled beneath him like a deer that has been wounded and awaits death. My breasts were pushed hard into the back of my thighs and I could feel the pain from the piercings spreading through my upper body as he began to pump his hips back and forth in long and relentless strokes, forcing the incredible length of his hard pole into the tight haven of my rectum again and again. I caught my breath sharply as his hands gripped my buttocks and began to knead the flesh, still smarting from all the punishment it had endured. I felt the dewy drops of his seminal emission beginning to grease his cock and acting like a balm as he continued pumping into me mercilessly and I realised that my bottom was opening for him against my will. His cock was so long that the head kept butting against some organ or other which caused my sex to open and close like a wounded mouth.

'Aaaaaarrrggghhh!' I screamed as his fingernails scored the flesh of my buttocks reviving the hurt from the punishments I'd suffered.

'Oh yes, you sweet bitch, yesss...your arse is wonderfully tight! I'm going to fill it with spunk.'  He hissed as he shoved his surging cock even deeper and harder than before and at the same time he smacked my bottom twice.

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Then he pulled back so that only the knob stayed wedged inside my anal passage and smacked my buttocks soundly with his right hand.

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaaaarrrggghhh!' I can't...can't take any more. Please!!! I shrieked, writhing in pain and shock.

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Up!' He commanded fiercely. 'Get that arse of yours here, Bitch! Higher! Come on kneel up!'

Swiftly hoping that it would spare me more punishment I turned around and knelt on all fours, on the bed, with my bottom jutting up.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

He was like a ringmaster dealing with a savage animal, a proud animal that had been caught and subjugated. I trembled in pain beneath him but obeyed willingly and I raised my bottom so that it jutted obscenely in the air. He stroked his cock as he sat back on his heels as if to enjoy the sight of me cowering in total submission. I could almost feel his eyes on my intimate parts and I instinctively began to sway back and forth on my knees, teasing him deliberately with my sexual vulnerability. My pussy was a seething cauldron of confused emotions because I both wanted him and hated him at the same time. 

In letting him do this to me I was proving that I really was my Master's most obedient slave wasn't I?

I knew that my anus was gaping open and beneath it the spread inner lips would allow him to see all the way inside my squelching cunt while, at the same time, he also would be able to study his handiwork.

I didn't see him do it but he must have drawn his arm back because suddenly his hand smacked violently across my open, oozing pussy.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaaaarrrggghhh!' No...please no!!!' I screamed as flames seemed to consume my sex. Beside the direct pain from the blow there was the added agony of the golden rings tugging at the wounded flesh.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

As his hand landed on my buttocks I felt him fitting his knob against my anus. 'Nnnnnnhhhh!' I gasped as his cock streaked up my bottom like a firebrand. It felt like fireworks had exploded inside my bum, sending jolts of pain and pleasure up the whole length of my rectum until I thought that the top of my head would blow off. My bumhole was still tight but because I was on my knees and the downward angle of my passage afforded extra pleasure. My face was buried in the pillow and my chest was crushed against the bed making it hard to breathe.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

He started to work his cock in and out of my bottom in a steady rhythm, pumping like a piston and forcing me to submit to his will. The more relentlessly he pumped into my sensitive membranes the more I felt myself giving in to him, in spite of myself. From my open pussy a stream of sticky, pussy juice dribbled onto the bedclothes. He grabbed my bum-cheeks and pressed his fingers deep into the aching flesh causing pain to blend with the pleasure. He took his pleasure as masterfully as my Master does as he drove his extraordinary long cock relentlessly into the tight mouth of my anus, again and again. I was whimpering helplessly, writhing like a delicate butterfly stuck on a scientist's pin as I felt even more of my sex juices pouring out of my sex and dribbling down the inside of my thighs. My body trembled all over as my orgasm began to grow in my pussy before it exploded and streaked through my body like rocket fuel. Bright colours flashed before my eyes and all breath left me as I teetered on the verge of oblivion. I felt his cock swell then his juices blasted into my bottom, jolt after jolt so that it felt as if my soul was being sucked out. When he'd finished ejaculating instead of taking his cock out of my bum he kept it inside and I felt him strain then hot liquid blasted up my rectum and I realised that he was pissing inside me and my mind couldn't take any more defilement and I sank into darkness.

I woke up to find that I was lying on the bed alone and it took me some time to orientate myself. My body was aching all over and my breasts, pussy and bottom felt as if they were suffering from severe sunburn. I looked down and saw that my clitoris was still fully exposed because the ring wouldn't allow it to retreat into its hiding place anymore and it felt extremely sensitive and very sore. Above me I discovered that the ceiling was covered with mirrors so that I could see myself. The reflection of a dishevelled, naked woman with swollen nipples and puffy pussy looked back at me. Her breasts were scored by red weals and I could see the bars through the nipples and the rings through the vaginal flesh clearly as the gold caught the light and gleamed brightly. I was shocked when I discovered that I was preening and admiring the effect of the vicious disfigurement. 

Is there no depths that I wouldn't allow myself to be debased by vicious, sadistic men?

My narcissism was disturbed when the door opened and Gilles came in. The expression of disgust on his face, as he looked at me, made me recoil.

'Mr. White wants you to go home. Here's a bathrobe. Your clothes are unwearable. Hurry up! I want to go to bed!'  The odious man snarled as he threw the bathrobe on the bed.

I quickly got up and slipped the bathrobe on. It was too big but it hid my nakedness. I found my shoes and followed him down the stairs. He preceded me to the car and opened the door and I slipped into the driver's seat and closed the door. He signalled for me to wind down the window and I didn't want to but knew that if I didn't my Master would hear of it, probably greatly exaggerated, and I would be punished so I wound the window down.

Grinning wickedly Gilles stood next to the car and I saw that he'd unzipped his trousers and fished out that monstrous cock of his which was semi erect and he ordered me to suck it before leaving. I was too scared to refuse so I leant forward but his cock was just out of reach. As I strained through the window I saw the little hole in the helmet open and, before I could dodge, my face was blasted by his golden piss. He cackled like a maniac as his hot piss splashed against my face and into my open mouth before running down my chin and dribbling on the bathrobe and interior of the car. By the time I got my act together and wound the window up he'd almost finished pissing but he unloaded the rest against the window.

The car smelled strongly of ammonia as I drove away with squealing of tyres. In the driving mirror I could see him doubled over with laughter. Tears ran down my cheeks as I drove because I felt so humiliated and wretched and it was just as well that it was almost two o'clock in the morning because I could hardly concentrate on driving. When I got home I dumped the bathrobe in the garbage bin then had a long shower and washed away the smell but not the sense of humiliation. I was still sobbing when sleep overtook me.

(I can’t imagine what Adam felt like as he read how his wife had been body-modified but it sure turned me on. Let’s find out - transcribed from the cassette.)
It's like reading a pornographic novel...I can't believe that I'm reading something which is supposed to have actually happened to my wife!

I'm so confused that it makes me feel dizzy. On one hand I'm furious while on the other I'm hugely turned on! 

No wonder that the bitch has claimed that she's got a woman's problem so that we couldn't make love. Obviously she's putting off the moment when I discover that she's allowed herself to be disfigured by some other man...a sadist to boot! 

Mind you I have to be honest...I'm dying to see her piercings. I've always been amazed by the way her inner lips protrude when she's aroused and, if I'm right, now they are permanently sticking out and so is her clitoris. I liked the bit about the butler pissing on her. I might take a leaf out of his book when she begs me to be forgiven for being such a slut. I still don't know what I'm going to do but meanwhile I'll just go on reading.

May 15th

I was really fed up yesterday morning. I really don't like working in the office because I seem to spend my time having to listen to the girls whingeing and whining about their love lives and commission then I have to try to sort their problems out. I have to do the books and the banking which is a bind and not my sort of thing. I realise now just how much I loved working as a receptionist, loved cockteasing all those men, loved being horny all day and I really miss those heady days when men fawned over me and I spent the day in heat. 

However two pieces of news helped to cheer me up yesterday. Samantha gave birth to a boy weighing 6lbs. 7ozs. and Cherrie should be back the week after next then I can return to reception and make up for all I've missed. 

My piercings have healed and though no longer painful I am aware of them every minute of the day. 

Adam is still away and he no longer bothers to come home on his free days. It is just as well as I have not figured out how I can explain what has been done to my body. I haven't spoken to him for four days. Is this mean that our marriage is over? 

I still love him and wouldn't want that to happen but what can I do about it? 

What stops you joining him at the weekend and spending a couple of days with him? 

You're such a hypocrite, Chantal! You know that you don't do the right thing because you want to wait in and hope that Mr. White rings and ask you to come to him so that he can debase and humiliate you further. 

You're right and I can hardly bear to think of what is going to happen to me!

May 17th

Friday evening, around five, I stepped out of the parlour and saw that the Rolls was parked against the kerb with Gilles holding the door open for me. The disdainful way he looked me up and down caused me to blush fiercely especially as I recalled what he'd done to me the last time I'd seen him. A tremor swept through my body and I nearly died with embarrassment when I felt my pussy twitch with arousal as I recalled the way the acrid liquid had blasted my face and penetrated my mouth. 

Is there no end to my capacity for debasement and what kind of a woman become excited because a man pissed on her?

Blushing fiercely and without speaking I scuttled into the back of the car and the odious Gilles closed the door. A few seconds later his voice came through the intercom and told me to take all my clothes off. I hesitated then decided that it must be my Master's wish so I took my dress, stockings and shoes, off and sat back stark naked in the comfortable leather seat. I was gently perspiring and my buttocks stuck to the leather seat. In the smoky glass, separating me from the chauffeur I could see my reflection and caught the glint of gold shining on my nipples as my breasts gently swayed in tune with the motion of the car. I opened my legs and saw the ends of chain strung through the twelve golden hoops dangling and I gripped them and tugged hard so that my inner lips slid out pass the outer ones. They flared open so that I could see that the inner flesh was already dotted with beads of sex juices. Looking out of the side windows I could see people striding along and wondered what they would think if they could see me sitting naked with all my goods completely exposed. The thought made me feel horny and I pulled at my clitoris-ring which caused more blood to flow into my love button and greatly increased the sensation of arousal which had already invaded every nerve-end in my body. We stopped at a traffic light and a motorcyclist stopped next to the car and peered at it. For a moment I thought that he could see me but of course he couldn't. With childish glee I lifted up my breasts and presented them to him. He was no more than eighteen inches from them and only the tinted glass and his helmet separated his mouth from my nipples. 

What if I was to wind the window down and allow him to see my nakedness and the idea sent a frisson of arousal through my body. Would he freak out when he saw the concentring gold rings compressing and elongating the teats and be gob-smacked when he saw the barbells glinting in the sunlight with the rhythm of my breathing? 

I was never to find out because the lights changed and he sped away. I'm sure that my nipples are already longer than before due to being permanently stretched by the golden spirals. 

I played with them for the rest of the trip so that my pussy was soaked by the time we reached our destination and love juice stained the leather seat. The car stopped and, a few seconds later, the door opened and Gilles ordered me to get out and follow him. I heard him snort with derision when he saw the large, wet patch of pussy juices glistening on the leather seat and he ordered me to clean it up. I went to pick up my clothing but he indicated that he wanted me to use my tongue so, like a tame animal, I knelt on the floor and cleaned up the seat with my tongue until he was satisfied then he ordered me to get out of the car. The gravel hurt my bare feet but I didn't dare complain as I followed him. Once in the house he didn't lead me to the study but instead opened the door beneath the stairs and told me to follow him into the basement where he showed me into a small room which had been furnished as a bedroom. The furniture was utilitarian and sparse. I noticed that it had no window but was air conditioned and that the door seemed to be made of steel and could only be opened from the outside. It didn't take a large amount of brain power to deduce that it could be used as a prison cell and I shivered with fear

'I have to get you ready for the master, come here, Bitch!' Gilles snarled.

I was genuinely frightened and hurried to stand in front of him. He stroked his fingers over my sex mound and again snorted.

'You were told to keep it smooth, at all times! Why can I feel stubbles, Bitch?' His question was punctuated by a hard slap against my sex which squashed my clitoris and caused the rings to tug on the flesh.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Ooooommmmpppphhh!!!' It felt as if I'd been kicked by a mule and I doubled over as I struggled for breath. I shave my pussy every morning and that morning had been no different. I'd stroked my pussy several times during that day and it had felt as smooth as a baby's bottom to me. I resented his slur. 'I shaved this morning! I always shave every morning!' I swear! I blurted out, annoyed that a servant would dare pass judgment.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The first smack landed on my left breast and was immediately followed by another to my right breast. It took a few seconds to register then the pain was so intense that tears rolled down my cheeks as flames seemed to engulf my boobs. The bars and rings dug into the sensitive flesh of the nipples increasing the pain twofold.

'You speak only when told to, Bitch! Do you think that hairs stop growing because you've shaved it? You should shave twice a day in case your Master summons you but even better you should have arranged to have electrolysis treatments to make it permanent. I was told you’re intelligent but you don’t seem to use your brain to keep out of trouble.  Anyway go into that bathroom and do it now and be quick about it before I punish you again for making me wait!'

I knew there was no reasoning with him so I scurried into the bathroom and found a safety razor and shaving cream. When I passed my hand over my mound I did feel the very faint sensation of stubbles but it was so fleeting that I felt aggrieved that it had led me to being told off by that odious man. Looking in the mirror I saw that my sex mound and inner thighs were gleaming with my female secretions and once again I asked myself why it was that I produce so much sex liquid. None of my girl friends had ever complained or mentioned a similar problem so it made me feel like a freak. Maybe I am a true clinical nymphomaniac!

Wanting to please my Master I shaved again, making sure that there was not a trace of hair from pussy to anus and by the time I'd finished my lower parts were as smooth as a baby's bottom and I massaged lotion into my skin and, when I was happy with the result, I came out of the bathroom.

Gilles was pacing the room and curtly told me to stand still then he knelt in front of me. At the touch of his fingers on my skin my flesh seemed to crawl with disgust but I didn't dare move. After running the tip of his fingers over my skin, to make sure I was completely smooth, he fitted two leather bracelets around the top of my thighs. Looking down I could see how the flesh bulged on each side of the leather bands which were adorned by rows of steel D-rings. He unscrewed one of the pearls, fitted to the end of the last link, and pulled out the chain which was strung through my pussy-rings and tossed it casually onto the bed. From an open box, on the bed, he pulled out a thin gold chain which ended at both end in small clips. He clipped one end to the first ring adorning my pussy then, from the box, he pulled out another chain which he clipped it to the first ring on the other side. He continued doing this until twelve chains dangled from my twelve pussy-rings. I was standing in front of a mirror so could see everything that was being done to me and I was nonplussed but didn't dare ask questions. The next thing he did was clip the loose end of the first chain to one of the rings on the leather band around my right thigh and he continued doing this until the six rings on my right sex lip were linked to the leather band on my right thigh. He did the same with the left side until all twelve chains were linking my pussy to the leather bands round my thighs. The chains were so short that they forced my inner lips to flare out and stretch as far as they could. The effect was incredibly obscene and in the mirror I could see a long way up my vaginal channel and I blushed as I saw rivulets of sex juices dribbling out and hanging in silvery loops. 

Suddenly a scary thought came to me...if the chains were already so taut what would happen once I started walking or when I sat down. My imagination caused chilled shudders to sweep up and down my spine as I realised that my immediate future would be shrouded with pain.

Gilles clipped two longer chains to my nipple bars but did not attach the other ends to anything. He banded my ankles with leather anklets which also were adorned with D-rings. He seemed satisfied with his handiwork and he stood up and, from a shoe box, he handed me a pair of red stilettos and told me to put them on. The heels were a good six inches high and, as I slipped into them, I discovered the purpose of the chains linking my pussy with my thighs. Every movement caused them to tug and pull so that my inner lips were distended way past their full, natural extent and it felt as if my insides were being pulled out and the pain was so intense that I was terrified that the metal rings would tear through my flesh. I was unable to stifle moans of pain as my inner, sex-lips were stretched to incredible lengths as I stood there teetering on the impossibly high heels.

Gilles picked up a red corset from the bed and fitted it around my waist then moved behind me. The corset ended just below my breasts but two stiff platforms forced them further outward and upward, without covering them. The garment stopped just above my navel. I felt him lacing the cord through the hoops at the back then he started pulling and the corset began to constrict my waist and ribcage. Gruffly he told me to pull my waist in as he placed a knee against the middle of my back and pulled the cords tighter and tighter and I felt as if he was going to cut me in two and could hardly breathe by the time he was satisfied that he couldn't get them any tighter. Looking in the mirror I saw that my waist was now tiny while my bosom bulged obscenely and my naked bottom pouted out like a huge ripe peach.

I saw a smirk cross Gilles's face as he told me to follow him. The height of the heels caused my bottom and chest to jut out and the corset made me hold my back straight. I could only take small steps but each was agony as the chains pulled and tugged on my sex lips. More than once I had to stop because it felt as if the rings were tearing loose from my flesh while the constriction of the corset affected my breathing and made me feel faint. Each time I stopped Gilles turned around and slapped my breasts hard and told me to hurry. 

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

My breasts were on fire and the pain streaked through my body and seemed to become lodged at the back of my pussy were it transmogrified into pleasure.

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Sssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The power of the slaps made the chains, dangling from my nipple-bars, swing wildly and tug on the stretched stems and I was still trying to cope with the pain when we entered another room. What had been a wine cellar, in Victorian days, had been turned into a so called playroom but, as soon as I entered, I realised that it was in fact a torture dungeon fitted with a multiple of contraptions meant to inflict intense pain. I saw whips and paddles, canes and restricting instruments hanging on the walls as Gilles led me to a kind of trestle in the middle of the room. It was tall but narrow and one end was lower than the other. He told me to lean over it lengthwise and the triangular, padded top fitted below my breasts and ended just below my navel. My breasts dangled free and, because of the incline, my bottom was projected upwards. Kneeling down Gilles gripped the chain linked to my left nipple-bar and, pulling it taut, clipped the other end to a ring-hook screwed into the foot of the trestle then he did the same with the other chain. I was now bent over, from the waist, with my breasts chained to the trestle and any movement would cause the chains to pull on my nipples. I was effectively a prisoner unable to move in fear of the terrible pain which would sweep through my breasts if I did. Using the ankle-bands he chained my ankles to the other legs of the trestle with my legs spread very wide apart exposing my pussy and my anus and there was no way I could close them. I was in a blue funk and trembling all over as I realised just how helpless I was and how any movement would cause me pain.

Gilles wheeled a television set in front of me before he sat down in a comfortable leather chair and I was surprised because I'd expected my Master to walk in and take over now that I was immobilised. The servant turned the television on and I saw myself stretched out on the trestle and realised that he was videoing my humiliation. There was more than one camera because the screen was split into four and each showed a different angle. My abasement and humiliation was being videoed from every angle.

'My dear Mrs. Reeves I believe that it's time that you found out what's being planned for you. First let me introduce myself. My name is Gilles Blanc and I'm not a butler or for that matter a chauffeur. This is my house!' His deep, rumbling voice said.

'What do you...' I blurted out not quite comprehending what he meant.

'You're a slow learner, Mrs. Reeves. How many times must you be told that you don't speak unless invited to do so and that each time you break the rules you earn more punishment? Do not speak or interrupt me, Mrs Reeves, or I will have to gag you and, as I want to hear your pleas and cries of pain, if you force me to gag you I will have to make up for the lack of sound by punishing you even harder. Make no mistake I mean every word. Do you understand, Mrs. Reeves? You may speak.'

'Yeess...but...please don't punish me I promise to be quiet but I don't understand what is happening!'

'Don't be so stupid and listen and you will understand. As I was saying I own this house and Edward is my nephew. He chose to anglicise Blanc to White. He's a junior partner in my businesses. His father died when he was in his early teens and I've been his guardian and mentor since and he's a nice lad but doesn't have the moxy to make it on his own but he's clever enough to realise it. Don't look so surprised, Mrs. Reeves. He and I have a perfect understanding. Women find Edward incredibly attractive, unlike me, so I use him to lure women into my web so to speak. My playing the servant is all part of the charade and when my victims find out who really is the boss it greatly enhances their terror, humiliation and my pleasure. I think I love causing fear more than having sex. Anyway enough of my pleasures, let's get back to the subject. 

As I said earlier Edward is a nice boy but he lacks the true cruelty of the sadist but never mind his participation in the scheme of things is only temporary and in your case has ended. Remember the document you signed...of course you do!  Well if you'd taken the time to read it properly you would have realised that you were signing indentures to me and not to Edward. It's all perfectly above board. Edward did ask you to read it first but you were so horny that you couldn't wait to give yourself body and soul to him so didn't bother. By the way it's all recorded on video if you're thinking of claiming that you were coerced into signing. I do like your enthusiasm for pain and pleasure, Mrs. Reeves, and I'm sure that in time you will feel the same devotion to me that you felt for Edward but it will be even stronger because I believe that once you've been truly tamed and trained you will belong to me mind, soul and body even though at the moment you hate me. I can see by the expression on your face that the idea it appals you and it really thrills me because there is nothing I like less than a fully compliant woman at the onset. My pleasure is taming an unruly spirit and moulding her into the most compliant of sex slave. To strengthen my claim to owning you I have a full collection of video tapes of almost everything that's happened to you in case you think that I'm not serious but I give you credit for being perceptive so am sure that some of this doesn't come as a complete surprise and the episode with your husband's brother should convince you that I'm prepared to show the videos to others, if it suits me.'

I was so startled and dismayed by his words that my head jerked up and caused the chains to stretch and elongate my breasts to incredibly painful length and I shrieked and quickly lowered my head because the rings seemed on the point of tearing through the fleshy nubs of my nipples. I could feel incredible pain pulsing through my nipples as I stared at the monster who continued speaking as if having a woman in incredible pain next to him was the norm.

'I think that I must be losing my mind!' I blurted out.

'No you're not, you're perfectly sane and we will talk about that when there's time but as I was saying, before you rudely interrupted me by screeching like a scolded cat. Oh! By the way that's earned another six of the best. Oh my…already you've earned enough punishment to be split into two sessions. Yes...now where was I. Oh yes I was just telling you how you're my slave and have signed a contract to do absolutely anything I want. Your signature on the document, which you signed of your own free, will support that and I assure you, Mrs. Reeves, that the sentence "doing anything and everything the Master want" means exactly that and...I want a lot! You can compare Edward to a pussy cat while I'm as cruel as a rogue tiger. Pity is not part of my make-up but spite and viciousness are. You think that you've stumbled into this situation by chance but let me put you straight...you haven't!

I'm an actor, a very good one but not considered first rank...alas. I get enough work to satisfy my ego but I realised early enough in my career that I would never make enough money to support myself through acting because my looks were against me so I used my money and a small legacy from an aunt to speculate in property and now I have enough money to buy and sell most people. In other words, Mrs. Reeves, I'm filthy rich and, beside property, I own many businesses, one of them being your place of employment.’

My place of business! 

‘Don't look so surprised, Mrs. Reeves, you'll soon see that what's happened to you wasn't random. Because of my unassuming looks and slight physique I've always been cast in minor roles, policeman, servant etc. and that's how I met Adam. Please, Mrs. Reeves, stop screaming it hurt my ears.'

His disclosures that he knew Adam had me trying to rise and once again my nipples felt as if they were being torn off causing me to scream in agony. 'Aaaaaarrrrrggggghhhhh!!!!!' I managed to stifle my sobs as my head dropped and the vicious tugging on my nipples eased.

'That's better, Mrs. Reeves! Do I need to tell you that your punishment has been increased by the proverbial six, no I see that I don't!  Anyway let's get on with my narrative. I had a small part in the play "The Breakthrough." You remember the play I'm sure because it was the one where Adam dressed up as a woman. Your husband is gorgeous and even more so when he was dressed for the part. Oh by the way I'm bisexual and I fell for your husband like the proverbial ton of bricks. I'm not good looking but I can project my personality so that people like me for myself and forget that I'm not physically attractive. I really went all out to become close to Adam and succeeded. Mind you nearly all the actresses in the play had the hots for Adam but I got to give the boy his due he resisted the temptation and often reminded the lusting bitches that he was married and that he adored his wife. So you see, dear lady, Adam does love you and, for a time was faithful but he's rather naive and didn't realise that I was stalking him. I noticed that Adam was very reluctant to change at the end of the play and would often go home still wearing his female persona. Did you like that, Mrs. Reeves, having your husband transformed into a beautiful woman? 

Don't answer because I don't really care. Anyway I decided to play up to his fantasies and treated him as if he was a beautiful woman. I bought champagne, chocolates and jewellery and, though he pretended that I was being silly, I could see that he was extremely flattered and would act like a coquettish woman as I flattered his ego and played to his feminine side. One afternoon, after a matinee, I took him back to my flat. Of course he was still dressed in character as a woman which was delightful. We had a light repast with lots of champagne and he got quite tiddly and became even more feminine in his actions. He stood up to go to the toilet and I could see that he was quite drunk so I made my move. Under the pretence of helping him I took him in my arms and told him how much I cared for him and he giggled and told me not to be silly but when I kissed him on the mouth, after an initial effort to pull away, he responded as passionately as any woman would have. My omnipotence thrilled me as I felt Adam's tongue lance deep inside my mouth and duelling my tongue. Passion burned in me like an insatiable hunger and I wanted to fuck and possess him right there and then but curbed my impatience. My hands cupped your husband's taut buttocks and I could feel his erection pressing against mine through the dress. I greatly savoured the sensation of my erect cock clashing with his as I pictured his mouth closing over my swollen cockhead and sucking. My body yearned for release and I hoped that Adam could feel my urgency and want to respond because I longed for our union of flesh.

That first kiss lasted an eternity and affected your husband as deeply as me and, when we parted, he slid down to his knees as if his legs were too weak to support him. Hoping that I wasn't being too hasty I quickly undid my belt and allowed my trousers to fall down and, as I wore nothing underneath, the upraised tribute of my cock was only inches from his face. His reaction surpassed anything I could have wished for. His tongue slid out and stroked over the surface of my dangling balls then up my shaft until his lips closed over the head of my cock.'

'No! You're lying! Adam would never do anything as disgusting!' I screamed out again forgetting my situation and only the flames invading my nipples reminded me of it. ‘Aaaaarrrrrggggghhhhh!!!!! Oh God it hurts!!!'
'Why should I lie, Mrs. Reeves?' He said calmly. 'However I will show you proof once I've finished telling you why you are here. So where was I? 

Oh yes!  Adam's tongue was swishing round and round my cockhead, slurping and sucking as I rocked back and forth then his mouth took more and more of my cock inside as I buried my hands in his hair. As you are aware, Mrs. Reeves, my cock is larger than most and I was very surprised that Adam didn't seem to have any problem taking it into his mouth and seemed to be quite adept at cocksucking. Encouraged I started to seesaw my hips in a steady rhythm until most of my cock was buried into his hot mouth. Only about three inches remained outside. Looking down I could see his lips circling my shaft and the elation which swept through my body was indescribable. Mind you he was such a convincing woman that it could have been one sucking me. I tried to force even more of my cock into Adam's mouth but he choked and pulled away, gasping out that my cock was too big but it didn't stop him returning his mouth to my erection. His cheeks bulged as he sucked vigorously and succeeded in taking another inch or so inside his throat so that his lips were nearly buried in my pubic hair. I felt my knees buckling as I felt that surge begin, which caused my cock to twitch and swell and I roared, like a lion, as I discharged a flood of spunk into Adam's throat. To my amazement he took it all and it was clear that he savoured its taste before swallowing it. Greedily he licked up the droplets which had escaped his lips and with his finger caught that last elusive drop popping out of my slit and transferred it to his mouth. It was perfect!

I lifted him to his feet, kissed him then lifted up the skirt and saw that the tiny knickers he wore were transparent due to the amount of precome which had leaked from his fully erect cock soaking the material and I pulled them down and sucked him off. After I'd swallowed every drop he paid me the compliment of saying that he'd never had his cock sucked better.

We became lovers and met at my apartment everyday. The only fly in the ointment was that he would never let me fuck him. He managed to convince me that my cock was much too big and that it would make him feel defiled and dirty to be taken that way and he explained that he was bi orally but had never gone all the way and didn't want to. The clincher was reminding me that he was married. At first I was so enamoured with him that it didn't really matter. Our oral sex was so fabulous that I managed to control the urge to penetrate him. Everyday we would suck each other off. I don't know how but somehow we managed to keep our trysts from the rest of the cast. My lonely nights were haunted with images of him fucking you and I hated you and longed for something to happen to you to remove you from the scene because I'd convinced myself that if you were out of the way he would turn to me and we would go all the way and I would penetrate him with my cock and make him my paramour.

Then I had a bad cold and was away for three day. An understudy played my role and I told Adam to keep away from me in case it affected him. When I came back I noticed straight away that he'd changed and that he was trying to avoid me and would go to any length not to be alone with me. 

How can I describe the agony I was in? 

There is no way. 

I wrote him letters but he didn't reply. 

I was at my wits' end and started making mistakes, on stage, even forgetting my lines and eventually they replaced me. I don't blame the management but I do feel that it was Adam's fault because if he'd been straight with me I think I could have coped but the way he broke off our affair was cruel and weak. I tried to keep away from him but couldn't and I bribed the stage doorkeeper to allow me in the theatre so that I could watch Adam on stage, from the wings or up in the Gods.

One afternoon, during the matinee, I fell asleep because I was so tired due to my nights being sleepless as I pined for your husband. It had been a poor house, only about half full, and I'd sneaked into the balcony which was not in use. After the performance no one came to clean the balcony so I wasn't disturbed and didn't wake up till six. Except for a light on the stage the auditorium was dark. Believing that the theatre was deserted I decided to take the opportunity to sneak into Adam's dressing room and leave him a message, where he would be sure to find it. As I walked through the back of the stage I became aware of strange sounds coming from the dressing rooms. A door was partly opened and light spilled out into the corridor and, when I realised that it was Adam's, I silently  crept up and looked inside.' 

Gilles's voice faltered and I saw that he was in the grip of a powerful emotion. I thought that I detected a glint of moisture at the corners of his eyes. He must have gained control over himself because he calmly went on.

'What I saw turned my world upside down! In the room were three figures. Two naked men, whom I recognised as the director and the stage manager, were standing and what seemed like a partly dressed female was bent from the waist, with her hands resting on the director's thighs. It was he who was ramming his erect cock into her mouth and the stage manager who was fucking her from behind. They adjusted their position and I was able to see that the cock was flashing in and out of the woman's arsehole. Suddenly I was shocked to notice that where her cunt should have been was a fully erect cock and two swinging balls. I would have known that cock and balls anywhere. You've guessed it! 

It was your husband being fucked by two men...at the same time!’

I couldn’t believe I’d heard right but Gilles continued talking not seeming to notice my distress.

‘Jealousy followed by an emotional pain I would not wish upon my bitterest enemy, gripped my body and soul. The man I loved, who'd persuaded me that he wouldn't go all the way because it would make him less of a man, was allowing two men to fuck him senseless!

I couldn't bear to watch it and crept away. Tears were rolling down my cheeks and I could hardly breathe. I don't want to go into the story of my nervous breakdown but can tell you that when I got better I vowed that I would get my revenge. I followed Adam's career waiting for the right moment to strike. I used my influence to make sure that he wouldn't get another part in the theatre. Unfortunately I don't have many contacts in television so I was unable to stop Adam being cast in that crap he’s in now. I employed a private detective to keep tabs on Adam and that's how I learned that he had money problems and had become very depressed. As I have already told you I own a chain of massage parlours. The detective. researched your background too and learned that you and Samantha had been school-friends so it's no coincidence that you bumped into her. The rest you know. 

You are to be my Trojan Horse and my way to get my revenge. 

By the way Adam, since he started appearing in that crappy soap, has shagged one of the actresses, the one who plays Lisa, but now is having an affair with one of the young men in the cast, John. That's probably why he's been so indifferent to your charms of late.'

His disclosures were almost too much for me to take in and my emotions veered from disbelief to desperation to anger then back to disbelief. 'Noooooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!' You're lying, you filthy bastard!’

'I'm afraid that it's yes and every word is the truth. My religious mother would have been very hurt that you thought her son was a bastard!' Gilles said mockingly as he stood up and fitted a video tape in the VCR then sat down again and, using the remote, started the tape. 
The screen was filled with a giant cock shuttling between a pursed set of lips and it only took seconds for me to recognise Gilles's almost deformed, gigantic cock. The camera panned back and slowly the identity of the cocksucker was revealed. Adam, dressed for his role as a woman, was on his knees and avidly sucking Gilles's cock and it was then that I realised that everything Gilles had said was true and deep despair flooded through me. He fast forwarded the video and, though it was slightly blurred, I saw my husband, on hands and knees, being buggered by a man while another used his mouth. More fast forwarding and images of my husband making love with the woman playing Lisa filled the screen followed by more obscenity as Adam was buggered by a blond, young man whom I recognised as having a part in the soap. The action was different to the previous ones because it was clear that the men really cared for each other and acted more like lovers than men having sex for pleasure. The screen went blank then was replaced by pictures of me stretched on the trestle.

'As you've seen I still employ the private detective and I've got many tapes of Adam and his various trollops. I hope that you've now got an idea of how ruthless I am and how I will go to any lengths to get my revenge. Discovering that you're a natural submissive has been a bonus but even if you'd been straight you would still have found yourself in the position you're in, my dear. 

You, Mrs. Reeves, are going to be the instrument of my vengeance. I'm sure that when it sinks in how your husband has cheated on you and treated you like a disposable item you will be more than willing to help me. Even if you don't you still will do exactly as I want. It's up to you whether you wring the maximum enjoyment from the situation or do it unwillingly. I'm leaving the room now to give you a chance to think.'

He stood up and stroked my upraised bottom almost affectionately, as he walked past and the touch was light but it was enough to re-ignite the fire in my bottom. The lights went out and I heard the door close behind him. I was left alone with my thoughts in pitch darkness.

Even now I shudder as I remember the terror which gripped me in the stygian darkness. I knew that I was completely helpless in the hands of a monster who'd just divulged how he'd stalked and caught me. He'd left me in no doubt that he was completely ruthless and would do absolutely anything he felt needed to be done to achieve his revenge on my husband. I felt sorry for Adam then remembered how the bastard was cheating on me with men.

Uuuuggghhh...why couldn't he chose a woman to be unfaithful with? 

Like a video various scenes of my husband having sex with men scrolled through my mind and made me feel nauseous. The shattering revelation that my husband was bisexual and indulged his predilection with other men struck at the heart of my womanhood. To add to the monstrosity of what I'd been told was the fact that, Edward, the man I'd given myself to so eagerly, was only a minor player in the plan and was controlled by Gilles. The knowledge was so devastating that it shattered any emotion or love I'd felt for him. I knew that the older man was completely ruthless and would not respond to pleas or reasoning but at least he was honest. I was now the prisoner of a sadist and would stay that for as long as he wanted and I further realised that beside Adam and maybe Simon no one would wonder where I'd got to. Since Gilles owned the parlour it would be easy for him to make them believe that I'd just upped and gone away and no one would have any idea where to.

Tears ran down my cheeks as the hopelessness of my situation hit home. I was more scared than I'd ever been at any time in my life and I seemed to lose the ability to breathe and found myself gasping for breath. Perspiration broke out all over my body although it felt as if my blood had turned to ice. I lost control over my bladder and, because my sex-lips were splayed out by the chains linking them to the leather bands around my upper thighs, instead of spurting out the hot liquid ran down my thighs making me feel dirty and uncomfortable. I was so miserable that I began to sob even louder. As I felt the liquid drying on my skin and the strong odour of it assailed my nostrils I found myself praying for death to deliver me from this nightmare however I knew in my heart that it wouldn't happen and from then on my life would be hell. 

A horrifying sense that I had become the plaything of pure evil possessed me and deep, primordial terror, which went beyond fear, swept through me and it seemed to fuse my mind and distorted my reasoning process. 

I don't know how long I was left in the dark with my thoughts but it seemed forever and, just when I felt as if I was going to lose my sanity, I heard the door open and light flooded into the cellar. Relief and a sense of deep love flooded through me. I can now understand how hostages feel when their captors show them any sign of kindness. At that moment I loved this man even though he was the one who'd put me into this situation. 

Writing it down doesn't make it clearer. 

Gilles switched on the T.V. and, on the screen, I saw him wrapping a leather belt around my midriff which he buckled beneath the trestle so that I was now completely pinned to the wooden contraption. I should have been going mad with fear but strangely I'd begun to be infused by a weird kind of peace. I was in no way in control of the situation so I could not be held responsible for anything I participated in or colluded with and it gave me the freedom to allow the dark skein of dirty sexuality, I'd not dared to think about, to be exploited to the full. The constricting of my upper body by the corset had me panting for breath while my hips undulated as Gilles looked down at me. My stretched nipples tingled and I was, by then, so seeped in depravity that I even pulled my shoulders back so that pain lanced through my breasts like bolts of fire to remind me that I was a mere sex object. 

Gilles went to the left side of the room and took a vicious-looking bull whip, from the display on the wall, then came back and stood in front of me to show me the instrument of torture. It consisted of a heavy rawhide plait about five feet long tipped with metal on one end and a short handle on the other. It looked old and seemed to have been used frequently. He made it undulate so that it seemed to have become a swaying, hissing snake. 

'I think that before I ask you about your conclusions, on what you've just learned, I will give you a taste of what's in store for you!' He said matter of factly.

Before I had time to react he'd moved behind me and, on the T.V. screen, I saw him raise his arm then the whip sliced through the air and landed across my raised buttocks, with a loud crack.

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

First numbness and then a sense of shock followed by a streak of searing agony had me screaming and bucking, against the belt holding me to the trestle, which in turn caused the multiple gold rings to wrench deeper into my labia and nipples adding even more fuel to the terrifying pain streaking through my body. There was no pause and the next blow landed further up my buttocks cutting into the soft flesh.

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!!' My piteous scream only seemed to spur him on and the next lash crisscrossed the first two so that all three seared my flesh, at the same time. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!!! For God's sake have pity you're killing me!'

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The pain was so fierce that my body felt as if it wasn't being cleaved into a million pieces but fortunately the leather band around my waist stopped my body lifting too far otherwise I'm sure the gold rings would have torn loose from my labial flesh and nipples leaving gaping wounds. I had to bear two more lashes!

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!!! Oooooooohhhh!!!' 

A slight pause then the last lash landed just below the cheeks into the soft flesh at the top of my thighs.

Swwwiiissshhhhh...whhhaaaccckkk!

The breath had been driven out of my lungs so that I didn't have enough air to scream. I was hanging across the trestle on the edge of fainting when I felt his hand slip underneath my sex and his fingers gripped the ring adorning my clitoris and tugged it all the way out so that he could stroke the very tip with a finger. I orgasmed in a fierce rush and screamed out my ecstasy, pain and terror and sheer happiness before I slipped into an all enveloping darkness.

(Another excerpt from Adam’s contribution to this tale. Transcribed from the cassette.)

Shock is an inadequate word to describe what I'm feeling now, as I read my wife's diary and discover the extent of her fall into depravity and slavery. It gets worse and worse! 

Gilles Blanc...Gilles Blanc...that man is my nemesis! 

I'd heard tales about his ruthlessness but had never believed them as he'd always been so nice to me, even after I'd dumped him. How can I ever forget his cock? 

It's by far the biggest and thickest I've ever seen. I'd been genuinely afraid to let him fuck me which had been the factor in my deciding not to continue my affair with him. I knew that, with his charm and slyness, in time he would have eroded my resistance until I allowed him to fuck me with that monster. To think that Chantal has had it ploughing her rectum is both amazing and frightening. My cock is as hard as it has ever been and it's throbbing wildly in my hand. I should be terrified knowing that Gilles has vowed to get his revenge and so far as been very successful recruiting my wife as his "Trojan Horse". I am but at least I now know what's going on and knowledge is half the battle! 

However I am also more aroused than I've ever been. If Chantal was to walk into the flat now I'd rip the clothes from her body and would ram my cock all the way into her arsehole, without even bothering to lubricate it. With each thrust of my cock deep into her bottom I would smack her bum cheeks with my right hand while tugging on her clit-ring with the other. I would drink in her cries of pain and outrage and I'm sure that I wouldn't last long but it wouldn't matter as I'd make her take my cock in her mouth and make it hard again then I'd make her drink my spunk then my piss. It's obvious that I'm in great danger and that I have to do something about it quickly but I'm dammed if I know what! 

Perhaps if I go on reading I'll get a better idea of what Gilles is planning.

May 18th

I've just reread what I wrote yesterday and it reads like some sleazy pornographic novel but every word is true.

I don't know how long I was unconscious but when I came to I discovered that Master Gilles had left the room and I was alone. The room was in darkness except for the flickering T.V. screen which continued to show that I was being videoed in infrared. My bottom felt as if it was engulfed in flames and I was aware that my clitoris was aching madly. Tears ran down my cheeks as I remembered the plot Master Gilles had concocted to revenge himself on my husband. I'd been left in no doubt that he was completely ruthless and unless I did everything he wanted he would punish me so severely that I might spend the rest of my life as a cripple. There was no way I would allow that especially for a lying, unfaithful shit like my husband. Finding that Adam is bisexual is bad enough but that he now prefers a man to me is unpardonable.

I intend to make him pay but for the present I've got to control my rage. I've made up my mind that I am going to be perfect sex slave and help Master Gilles to bring his plans to fruition. Although I'm crushed by what I've learned I feel an exhilarating sense of lightness as the burden of guilt is lifted. I have been a helpless victim and my fall into depravity wasn't of my own doing so it gives me the freedom of indulging my newly discovered perversity!

As I lay in the darkness going over everything Gilles had revealed a sense of disgust enveloped me when I realised that I actually became aroused when I thought about giving myself body and soul to such a cruel man. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that the pain had faded and been replaced by sexual excitement. I have no idea of how much time passed before the door opened and I heard someone come in. I looked at the T.V. monitor but the cameras were zoomed on my body so I couldn’t identify the person. I heard another set of footsteps and realised someone else had entered the room and a shiver of apprehension travelled through me. In the past whenever a third party had been present it had meant more humiliation and debasement for me.

‘'What a delightful sight, Gilles! The beautiful Mrs. Reeves is as sexy as ever I note. How did she take the revelation that you are the boss and Edward a mere minion?'

'It doesn't matter how she took it as long as she realises that from now on I'm her master.'

'True…true. She's such a sexy woman and her bottom is really one in a million but you should be careful not to treat it so harshly after all you don't won't to mar its beauty, do you Gilles?'

I recognised the voice straightway it was the man who'd pierced my body and I shivered with fear as I wondered what kind of torture I was in for.

'She is beautiful but she still hasn't learnt her place. I have to keep punishing her for not paying attention but that's by the way. I take you point and will make sure that any marks are temporary. I believe she's ready for the next step and I'm thankful that you were able to spare the time, Charles. Did you bring your instruments?' I heard Gilles answer.

'I have and am really looking forward to make her even more beautiful than she already is. Those rings adorning her cunt are very fetching and I especially like the way her clitoris sticks out so cheekily. You know, old man, I really envy you. I know that I've already made the offer but I'd like to make sure that you realise that I would be prepared to take her off your hand anytime it suits you and make sure you are fully recompensed for your efforts.'

'My dear Charles I can't think of anyone who would be better suited to take her over but I haven't finished with her yet, as you well know, but once I've accomplished my revenge you may have her for your pet. I can't be fairer than that, can I?' Master Gilles replied.

'Thank you, Gilles, you don't know how much I'm looking forward to that. With her fantastic body I can turn her into a living sculpture.'

It was obvious that Charles's presence meant that even more disfiguration had been planned and my blood ran cold as my resolve to be the perfect sex slave wavered. It's all Adam's fault because if it had not been for him I would never be in the position I was in! 

He's going to pay for this, I promised myself!

'I know that Edward said that Mrs. Reeves can stand and incredible amount of pain and I've witnessed this as you recall but I'd still like to sedate her. It would make it easier for me to take my time and make a good job of it. I really don't won't to have to deal with the distraction of a screaming, writhing woman while I'm working.' I heard Charles say to Master Gilles.

I was so terrified that I can't find the words to describe it. What was the sadistic actor planning to have done to me that it needed me to be fully anesthetized? 

My mind envisaged the most terrible torture and I whimpered with terror.

'I would agree with him, Mr. Blanc. While the bitch might be able to stand the pain she would not be able to control the movements of her body and could spoil the overall effect. As you know I was a matron before I came to work for you and have been assisting Mr. Charles ever since he became interested in the S. & M. scene. We've done a few of these operations but I'll never forget the one we did without anaesthetic. It was nearly a disaster and I had to sit on the woman to pin her down and even then she bit the inside of her mouth so badly that it needed stitches. I would urgently advice that you reconsider and heed Mr. Charles's suggestion.' 

I nearly died of shock when I heard a feminine voice as I'd not heard her entering the room. The voice was familiar and I looked at the T.V. screen and could just make out a blonde woman, standing with Charles and Master Gilles but couldn't see her well enough to recognise her. Her presence added an extra dimension to my terror.

'Oh very well I would be a fool not to heed your advice, Charles, although I was really looking forward to watching the bitch squirm and to hear her scream. Do what you have to do! I know that you're a perfectionist and that you will do a terrific job and let's face it there will be many a time I can enjoy her screaming.'

'Thank you, Gilles, I knew that you would see sense it really is for the better. As far as you know has she had anything to eat or drink in the last four hours or so?' Charles asked.

'No! She's been here just under six hours and I certainly haven't given the bitch anything.'

'Good! Cherrie, will you please prepare the patient while I arrange my instruments. Perhaps you'd be good enough to explain to Mrs. Reeves what we are going to do.'

'Must you?' Gilles asked Charles, a note of peevishness tinting his voice. 'Wouldn't it be much better if she didn't know so that her imagination can work overtime?'

'Of course I must, Gilles, after all I am a surgeon! I wouldn't operate on anyone without giving them the full picture, it would be unethical. This is no different!' You really are a fiendish sadist, my friend.' Charles said haughtily and I could hear a note of exasperation in his voice.

The woman was Cherrie, my boss! The plot thickened and I was terrified and shaking all over.  What were they going to do to me?  

I can't quite recall all the horrific pictures which went through my mind but they were so vivid and terrible that I lost control over my bladder and had to endure the embarrassing sensation of hot urine running down my inner thighs and loudly splashing on the wooden floor.

'The bloody bitch is at it again! Look at her she'd pissing like some animal. Let me punish her before you start.' Master Gilles growled when he saw the spreading puddle of my urine on the floor.

'You can't blame her, the poor girl is terrified. I'll clean the mess. I think it would be better if you leave us to it and we will let you know when it's finished.' Cherrie quickly interceded and, not waiting for an answer, used a cloth, soaked in warm water, to wash my legs and pussy and between my buttocks. 

'Let me explain what Mr. Charles is going to do you, dear. Your Master wants him to tattoo a design around your anus and on your sex mound. It's a beautiful design which he specially commissioned for you from an artist and I'm sure you'll be proud to wear it when you see it. We're going to knock you out so you will not experience any pain. Of course there will be pain, when you wake up, but I'm sure you will be able to bear it easily. I will leave a pot of arnica cream for you to massage in the area and you will find that it will enable you to heal much more quickly. When he's finished the tattoo Mr. Charles is going to perform a small operation on your clitoris. You might not know but the part you see is but one third of the organ and the operation Mr. Charles has perfected is to free the rest so that almost the entire organ is visible. I can see that yours is very large already and am looking forward to seeing it after the operation as I think that it will probably be at least four inches long. Of course it will no longer be hidden and will stick out but that is a small price to pay for beauty. He will also inject his special formula in your inner lips and clitoris to enlarge them further. Thinking about your clit sends shivers down my spine when I think what you could do with such a wonderful appendage. Why you could actually fuck a woman or even a man with such a wonderful clitoris. You're a lucky girl and if I was you I would thank Gilles and Mr. Charles for being so good to you by making you unique.'
I could hardly believe what I was hearing. It was ten time worst than I'd imagined. They intended to mutilate me and adorn my body with designs which would last the rest of my life. I became very angry which helped to neutralise my terror and I was about to protest when I felt the prick of a needle in my left buttock. Immediately my senses were pulled down into a dark abyss, before I could say anything.

The first sensation which hit me when I woke up was the dryness of my mouth. My throat felt as if it had been scrapped with sandpaper and the second sensation was a nagging pain in my bottom and sex. It was bearable but I realised that it was probably because the anaesthetic had not yet worn off. There was a strange sensation in my left arm. I opened my mouth to speak but only a croak came out. I opened my eyes and saw that the Cherrie was hovering over me wearing a nurse's uniform which was too small so that her huge boobs were almost entirely exposed. She slipped her arm under my shoulder and lifted my torso up as she pressed the rim of a glass against my mouth. Cool liquid swirled around my mouth and trickled down my throat relieving the terrible dryness but she made sure that I could only take small sips. Looking around I realised that I was in the small room adjacent to the playroom and that a drip was connected to my left arm.

'How do you feel, dear? I know it will take a little time for you to feel normal. Everything went like clockwork and Mr. Charles did a terrific job. You're a lucky girl, Chantal. Mr. Blanc was so impressed that he's agreed to everything my boss suggested so for the next two days I'm going to stay with you, so that I can change the dressing and make sure you're well looked after. Susie will look after the parlour. Most of that time you'll be sedated but don't worry everything is fine and it's the best way to let you body heal. Now I'm going to give you an all-over wash then you can go back to sleep.' 

I can't remember much of the next few days. Everything is blurry. I was aware that Cherrie was there but that's about it. Later I found out that it wasn't two days but three before I finally surfaced and became fully aware of my surroundings. Cherrie was on hand and she helped me to the toilet. There was a pad covering my sex mound but nothing between my buttocks and only a small niggling pain remained. I saw something winking in the light and realised that where my navel used to be now a brilliant red jewel filled the small crater. I didn't give it too much thought as I believed it had been glued in. I wanted to see what else they'd done to me but Cherrie told me that Master Gilles had given strict instructions that he was to be present at the unveiling. She had her back to me so I tried to see what they'd done to my bottom, by looking at its reflection in the bathroom mirror, but, before I had a chance to spread my buttocks and look, Cherrie twisted around and slapped my left boob very hard then immediately dealt the same punishment to the other one.

Ssssmmmaaaccck!

Ssssmmmaaaccck!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! That hurts!' I screamed more from shock than pain. 

Cherrie had always been so nice to me that I'd never expected her to be so cruel. My breasts felt as if they were on fire as the pain spread.

'I'm sorry, Chantal, I had to do that because there is no way I'm going to be punished because you can't obey your Master! Unlike you I can't stand pain so there's no way I'm going to let you get me in trouble.' Cherrie hissed as she dragged me back into the other room. 'Be a good girl and everything will be okay. There is one thing I can tell you. The jewel in your navel is a ruby and extremely valuable which I think demonstrate how much Gilles values you. It's been grafted into your skin so that it's permanent and can only be removed with another operation.'
While I was still reeling with the import of what she'd told me she helped me slip into a pair of silk pyjamas then puffed up the pillows so that I could sit up in the bed. She walked to the far wall. I could see that on a table was a microwave and, a few minutes later, she brought me a plate of hot food. I have no idea what I ate but was so famished that I ate every scrap and drank two glasses of orange juice. After I'd finished she helped me brush my hair and put on some make-up. Although I was still aware of small nagging pains in my bottom and sex I felt really well and rested.

Cherrie used the internal phone and a few minutes later Master Gilles entered.

'Good morning, Mrs. Reeves. You do look ravishing today.'

I'd never seen him smile before and it startled me because it made him look so different, more like a kindly uncle that the sadist I'd got to know.

'Cherrie, I must thank you for your help, you've done a marvellous job. Thank you! You will find a bonus in this month's pay cheque.'

'I've only done what I'm trained to do. Actually I have to confess that I really enjoyed myself. Chantal is such a beautiful woman but now I must get my things together. My job's done and I must return to the parlour.'

'Again thank you but please stay for a few minutes while I show Mrs. Reeves how Charles has made her even more beautiful.'

Although I could have done it myself Master Gilles insisted on pulling the bottoms of my pyjamas off. The ruby caught the light and scintillated and perversely I was thrilled by the effect. Carefully he lifted the sticky strips holding down the pad over my sex mound. Cherrie meanwhile had fetched a mirror and she angled it in such a way that I was able to see between my legs. There was a dramatic pause before Master Gilles lifted the pad away from my groin. 

The first thing I saw was a tiny blaze of colours on the bottom of my tummy then, as I focused my eyes, I made out the pattern. Seeming to crown the top of my sex was a discreet heraldic shield with three golden towers and a chevron against a red background. Later I was to learn that it was the family crest of the Blanc family and that the Latin motto roughly translated is "What is mine shall always be mine". 

Once I realised that I was permanently marked I screamed that he'd maimed me. I couldn't believe that someone could be so cruel as to stamp his ownership in such a permanent and visible way on another person. I remember thinking what would a doctor think if he had to examine me when I was old. I'd have to grow my pubic hairs to hide it. 

Do tattoos fade with age?  

Can they be removed?  

What is Adam going to say when he sees it? 

I'll never be able to change in public again! 

I know it doesn't make sense but those emotions swirled around my brain as I looked at what had been done to me. 

I nearly jumped out of my skin when Cherrie extended a finger and lightly touched my sex. The sensation was so strong that I could not help but moan aloud as my sex opened and closed violently. I looked down and, for a moment, could not believe what I was seeing. My eyes must have been on stalk as I studied the mini tower of flesh which was protruding from my sex. It was the thickness and length of my middle finger, very red and three quarters of its length was encased in a spiral of gold wire which ended in a loop. The ring which had formerly adorned my clitoris had been removed but the loop, at the end of the spiral, replaced it as a substitute to clip a leash or hang weights from it. Tears ran down my cheeks as I realised how deformed they'd made me. I sobbed even louder when Cherrie used her fingers to close my sex lips and I saw that the part of the stalk, not covered by the golden metallic swirl, was sticking right out like a miniature penis. I felt like some mythical creature, half-man half-woman.  A circus freak!

'Stop that caterwauling immediately! I don't know why I bother with you? You're not only disobedient but ungrateful!' Master Gilles growled as he gripped the ring piercing my left nipple and tugged. 'You are now the most exotic creature any man could wish for and all you do is cry and moan.'

'Aaaarrggghhhh!!! Please noooo!!!!' Incredible pain flashed through my breasts turning my tears into ones of pain.

'Cherrie please show the ungrateful Mrs. Reeves how the portals of my pleasure have been enhanced.'

Cherrie grabbed my legs and forced them wide open before pushing them all the way back so that my knees were squashing my boobs. She angled the mirror so that I could see between my spread buttocks. Flames seemed to be coming out of my anus and were so realistic that for a brief moment I felt sure that I could feel their heat. I looked again and to my immense surprise really liked the design because it turned my anus into a wicked aperture to Hell and Damnation. I clenched my rectal muscles and it seemed as if the flames were dancing. I did it again and kept on doing it as I watched the reflection in the mirror. At least they would not be visible when my buttocks were clenched together!

'Well, there's at least one thing that Mrs. Reeves seems to like but I'm sure, that after a while she will be proud to sport your mark of ownership, Mr. Blanc. I can see the time when having learnt the pleasure and power her new-look clitoris can give her you'll have to curb her enthusiasm.'

'I'm sure you're right, Cherrie, and it will give me great pleasure to keep her in check. Now I have to go to town so can I drive you to the parlour?'

'Yes please, saves me catching the train. I've packed already so it will only take a minute.'  She replied.

'I've got to get some papers from the study and make a couple of phone calls so I will meet you in the front in say...forty minutes? Please make sure the door is securely locked when you leave as we don't want Mrs. Reeves to go walkies, do we?' He was still chuckling at his own joke as he left the room.

My thighs were still squashed against my boobs and, before I could straighten up, Cherrie gripped the back of them to hold me in that position. She leant forward and closed her lips around my deformed clitoris and sucked it into her mouth. It was an incredible sensation, one I find hard to describe, nothing like I'd ever experienced before. I could feel her rolling my deformed clit around with her tongue as her lips stayed firmly clasped around its base while below it both my anus and pussy clenched and relaxed as violent spasms gripped them. I believe that I'm not exaggerating when I say that I climaxed within fifteen seconds of her sucking my clitoris into her mouth. My orgasm was huge and completely overwhelming. I saw stars and heard angelic choirs and all that shit and it was only the sensation of warm flesh being pressed against the back of my thighs that made me focus on what was happening. Cherrie had slipped her panties off and was impaling her pussy on my clitoris. With disbelieving eyes I watched it disappear inside her sex and felt her vaginal walls closing around it. My deformed appendage was long enough to penetrate past her inner lips. She adjusted her position and started to move up and down and disbelievingly I saw my clitoris seesawing in and out as if it had been a man's cock. As most of the sensitive nerves of a woman's vagina are situated at the entrance it was no wonder that Cherrie was reacting so strongly to being penetrated by my deformed clitoris. 

If men bothered learning more about a woman's physiognomy they would stop being obsessed by the size of their penis. 

I could feel my swollen clit being rubbed by the rippling walls of her vagina and realised that it must be the same sensation that a man must feel when his cock is moving in and out of a cunt. The realisation that in future I would be able to be both man and woman blew my mind and I orgasmed so hard that I nearly toppled Cherrie off my body. It was only by gripping my breasts very hard that she managed to stay impaled on my she-cock. 

Yes that's what I'm calling to call my clitoris from now on "my she-cock"!

The pain of having my breasts clawed and squeezed enhanced my orgasm. I was barely aware that Cherrie was also coming until she fell back and released me.

'Now, my dear, you know exactly what I was talking about and the pleasure it will bring you. You lucky girl! If I was you I would thank my Master again and again for having been so generous to give me an incomparable gift to be able to satisfy men and women equally. Even if you don't realise it now you're ready to demonstrate to Gilles and everyone else that you are a submissive and obedient slave and that your willingness has nothing to do with his wishes but because that is what you really want to be. Remember that you have to obey Master Gilles without hesitation or question. In other words it will not be much different to the way you obeyed Edward only I know that Gilles's imagination is much darker and kinkier than his nephew's. I'm sure that he will often expect you to service his friends and business associates when he feels that it will sway them to give him an advantage. As long as you perform with enthusiasm and without regard to your person you will live in luxury and be pampered. Tell me what will you do when your master asks the unthinkable?'

'Anything! There's nothing I would not do for him. I will beg for his instructions and follow them to the letter. I will plead with him for tests of obedience.' I blurted out.

'But don't you have a will of your own?' Cherrie asked.

‘My only desire is to please my Master and to absorb any pains he inflicts for my disobedience.'

‘Now there's one more thing I must do before leaving. Follow me!' Cherie said.

She led me into the bathroom and ordered me to kneel on all fours in the tub. I noticed a douche bag hanging from the shower-fitting obviously full of liquid from which the thin hose dropped to the hard nozzle which lay on the bottom of the tub. I knew what she was going to do.

'You must be joking...this is going too far!' I exclaimed.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

She was a powerful woman and the two blows rocked me and hurt especially as my body was still sensitive from the orgasm she'd given me. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...no more!!!'

'I really thought that you'd learnt your lesson and I am very disappointed but I don't have time to deal with your disobedience so behave yourself and we'll get this done as quickly as possible.' She said as she slowly inserted the thin nozzle into my bottom, planting it very deep before she opened the valve. Immediately I felt a warm flow of liquid rising in my rectal passage and my tummy began to swell. It felt uncomfortable and slightly painful and, when I looked at the bag, I saw that it was only half empty.

'It hurts I can't take anymore...please take it out!'

'Stop whingeing. There's plenty more room.'

The pain increased as more liquid caused my tummy to distend until it looked like I was pregnant. I felt faint and concentrated on breathing deeply. 

'There I told you so. Now I'm going to take it out but you have to control yourself and keep all the liquid in.'

I felt the nozzle sliding out and my natural reaction was to loosen my bowels but I knew that if I did it would bring severe retribution. I fought to keep the liquid inside and the pressure intensified till I felt as if I was going to explode.

'Gilles will expect you do keep your bumhole scrupulously clean so you will have to learn to do this everyday after you've done your business. Now stand up and I'll help you to sit on the loo.'

Cherrie helped me sit on the throne and, though I was cringing inside to be doing something so private in front of another person, the relief was so huge that I just let go and the liquid burst out of me like a torrent. When I'd finished she made me get into the bathtub again and, using the shower head. cleaned my bottom then dried me before taking me back into the other room.

‘Well I must be going. I'm sure I'll see you soon. Cheerio!' She grabbed her bag and left the room and I heard the locks turning and once again I was on my own.

I was glad because I had so many things to think about and so many problems to resolve. I straightened up but my body was still buzzing and, not really thinking about what I was doing, I reached down and gripped my she-cock, between my fingers. It really did feel like a small, slim cock when it's only half-hard. I stroked it and immediately was flung into the maelstrom of another orgasm as it swelled. It happened so swiftly that it caught me by surprise. 

'Oohhhhhhhhh my gawddd!!! Oooohhhh!!!!' I choked as I seemed to lose the power to breathe. I quickly released my she-cock as if it was a red-hot poker. 

Not only had my clitoris being turned into a she-cock but it had become so sensitive that the merest touch triggered an orgasm and I realised that I would have to deal with that in everyday situations as I couldn't go around climaxing all over the place.

Out of the blue a memory from the past emerged. 

When I was about twelve I'd been gripped by religious fervour and decided that I was going to be a nun so had devoured books about the saints. I liked the ones who died under torture and I'd been especially fascinated by the pictures which had accompanied the text. The artists had depicted, in loving details, men and women being horribly tortured and maimed and their faces had been contorted into expressions which now I knew where very much like the ones on my face when I climax. Those pictures had aroused me and I remember playing with myself as I thumbed through the books though I'd never achieved a climax. 

Maybe even then I'd been ready to be enslaved?

I tried to arrange my emotions and thoughts into some sort of order but was so exhausted by my discoveries and the orgasms I'd experienced that I drifted into a deep sleep.

My body has been turned into a temple of obscene sex and I know that my life is going to be a sexual odyssey of untold perversion. I fear for my sanity. I have terrible desires and thoughts which are so shameful that it makes me cringe. 

I have tasted the cane and the whip and have so enjoyed the pain they gave me that I want more. I have been spanked and smacked and no matter how much it hurts I want more. I'm so bad, so wicked, and so sinful but am I truly evil?

I hope to be cleansed by pain because I'm so bad.

(I really want to meet Chantal. I don’t care that she’s a slut because I could make her happy. Anyway here is Adam’s contribution. Transcribed from the cassette.)
Bloody hell! Is there no end to that bastard Gilles's sadism? 

I have just read the last section of Chantal's diary twice because the first time it read like a porno novel. It is hard for me to believe that she was writing about actual events. 

Let me see if I've got the picture. Yes...there it is...her description. 

Her nipples, which were always long and very thick are now even bigger and are partly encased in spirals of gold wire which keeps them jutting out and they're pierced with large barbells from which all sorts of things can be made to dangle. 

Moving down.  A red jewel, purporting to be a valuable ruby, has been grafted to her navel drawing attention to the flat plane of her tummy and the bald mons which is now adorned with Gilles's family crest. Her clitoris has been operated on so that now it's as long as an index finger and sticks right out like a cock and more than half its length is encased in gold wire which no doubt holds it erect and doesn't allow it to retract. It is now so sensitive that she climaxes from just having it touched. A woman has used it as a substitute cock and it was big enough to give her a huge orgasm. Around her arsehole a tattoo makes it appear that flames are emerging from the hole and licking the inside of her buttocks. Her arse has been fucked so often that it can now be used as an alternative fuck-hole. She loves being buggered as much as being fucked. I can't believe it's true, it's too monstrous!

Wait before I go off the deep end I must get this in perspective and find how it can work to my advantage. 

It's true that my wife had been mutilated but that's Chantal's description. Cherrie, Charles and Gilles describe it as being adorned and improved. I like that better even though I haven't seen it my cock is throbbing like mad and I can't wait to have her standing in front of me stark naked. Imagine what I will be able to do with her once I've disposed of Gilles. Her guilt will be so strong that she will obey me without hesitation. 

This diary is like a manual enabling me to exert the same power over Chantal that Edward and Gilles have done. 

Okay she'll still bear Gilles's mark but maybe there is a way of changing it into something that will announce my ownership. Anyway its presence gives me a weapon to browbeat her with. How dare she let another man claim her body as his own while she's married to me? 

She'll have to spend a long time expiating her sins. I'm sure I can dream up even more extreme experiments than that old phoney Gilles. What I must do is figure out how to break Gilles's hold on Chantal and use what he's done to her to make sure he can't affect my career or interfere in my affairs again while, at the same time, I must use Chantal's lapsed Catholicism to make her feel so guilty that she will do absolutely anything I want, in the hope of absolution.  Maybe I'll use her as what Gilles call a 'Trojan Horse' with producers to get better parts!

I foresee incredible times ahead.

