DIARY OF A FALLEN WOMAN

When we divorced my wife kept the house, the family car and I was made to pay her a generous alimony payment. I've got to admit, reluctantly, that she deserved the lot for having put up with me for longer than even my parents did. I was the original son from Hell and it is no wonder they (my parents) were hugely relieved when I left home, at seventeen. I'm an artist and my art comes before everything else. I'm completely self-absorbed and neglected my wife spending more time in my studio than I did with her and, in true artistic tradition, slept with as many women as were willing to share my bed and they were many of all shapes and size but that is all you’re going to get to know about me because this is not my story.

I have a studio in a run-down part of town and, when I was looking for an apartment, it made sense to look for one in the neighbourhood so that I could walk between home and the studio. I found one, in a large block, which was suitable and which I could afford. It belonged to an actor, I'd never heard of, but I never met him as the sale was handled by an agent and he was absent when I viewed the apartment.

I moved in but didn't spend much time there as I was preparing for an important exhibition. A year had passed before I got round to remodelling the place to my taste. I'd sold every piece at the exhibition which meant that, for once, I had time and money to spend on my home. Except for the electrics and the plumbing I had the intention of doing the work myself. The first thing I tackled was to rip out a hideous 50's, tiled fireplace in the living room and, behind it in a recess, I discovered a package wrapped in plastic. I opened it to discover a thick exercise book and an audio cassette. I opened the book and saw that it was a diary and right away realised that it was very steamy. I decided to start by listening to the cassette which had been made by the man from whom I bought the apartment. It turned out that is name was Adam and he was one of the stars of a soap opera on TV and he had discovered his wife's diary and that it was had been so shocking that it nearly caused him to have a nervous breakdown. I was intrigued and fascinated that he'd taped his reaction then again he's an actor and they do love the sound of their own voices, which might explain it.

That evening I sat down to read the diary and play the cassette in full. The secret lives of the previous occupants of the flat, Adam and Chantal, were revealed in all its sordid details and it turned me on tremendously. I've returned to it many times since with the same effect. Their surname was mentioned many times so I began watching the soap, on TV, and I've got to admit the husband is rather good looking and exudes charisma. I contacted his agent and found out that he was divorced but the man either didn't know or would not give me the address of the wife. On the Internet I searched for the man she called Gilles and discovered that he'd died suddenly, from a heart attack, about six months previously. Using clues from the diary I searched for her work-place and located it but was disappointed that the receptionist was definitely not the author of the diary. Using the pretext that there was some important mail for Chantal, at her old flat, I managed to make contact with the manageress but she was rather suspicious, about my motives, and unforthcoming. Nevertheless I persisted and eventually learnt that Chantal had left her employment, on the day that Gilles died, and she claimed that she had no idea where she'd gone. I've tried to trace various people, mentioned in the diary, but got absolutely nowhere. I know that in novels the amateur detective always gets the answers, while the professional policeman flounders around, but let me tell you that, unless you have special knowledge or are incredibly lucky, it is almost impossible to trace someone especially if they don't want to be found. After wasting a lot of time trying to trace Chantal I decided that if I changed the names it would not only make a terrific book but if Chantal was to read it she might contact me so I've made a transcript of the cassette, to fit in the right places in the narrative, so my dear Chantal, here in your own words is the shocking tale of the actor and his wife.

(The following I’ve transcribed from the audio cassette.)

My name is Adam and I'm an actor. Last year, during a long spell 'resting', my lovely wife came to the rescue by going out and getting herself a job to help bolster our fast diminishing cash flow. I've got to be honest and admit that I wasn't too happy about her working however necessity soon overcame my chauvinist objections. Even worse was the job she chose. I'm sure that most men will sympathise with me when I tell them that a receptionist in a massage parlour isn't what I would call a reasonable or proper job for a beautiful and sexy-looking, married woman.

Would you allow your wife or partner to take such a job? 

Despite my qualms and fierce jealousy the money was so desperately needed that I swallowed my pride and fears and reluctantly accepted the situation. Intellectually I might have accepted it but emotionally I was eaten by fierce jealousy and recurring anxiety.

My agent put me up for a part in a 'soap' but it can take quite a long time before they tell you whether you've got it or not and meanwhile you can't afford to accept another role in case they do select you and want you to start right away. Mind you there wasn't really a conflict of interest because I wasn't offered any other work, at that time. Actors are fragile characters and it only takes a short while being unemployed before they lose their confidence and start to believe that they will never work again.

My unemployment money hardly covered the mortgage and soon we'd used our meagre savings and went massively into debts. It was the first time since I'd married Chantal that I'd been out of work and I hated it as it left me too much time to think and nothing to do. I became depressed and they do say that the first thing which diminishes when you're down is one's sex drive and it's exactly what happened to me. Although I was aware that I was neglecting Chantal's needs I couldn't seem to find the will or energy to make love to my sexy wife. She, bless her heart, was very sympathetic and supportive but it didn't make up for my massive loss of confidence. To be up front about my emotions, at the time, I have to admit that I was madly jealous and angry because Chantal was in daily contact with so many men in a situation which frankly is almost entirely sexual. Men don't go to massage parlour just to be massaged, after all do they?

At the time I believed that my wife was faithful but I also think that everyone has a chink in their armour which can be exploited by the right person, in the right circumstances, and in her job she was in the front line for such an opportunity to arise almost daily. Because I was unable to relieve her sexual frustration my fears of losing her were heightened.

My wife is extremely beautiful and radiates that old fashioned thing, sex appeal, by the bucket load. In her capacity as receptionist she was the first woman the customers came in contact with and there was no doubt in my mind that any man with balls would lust after her like a dog after a bitch on heat. The only reason for men entering a massage parlour is a search for relief from their sexual frustration. I think that adding those factors together was a valid reason for my jealousy and anxiety.

Chantal is half French and half Swedish combining the best attributes of both nationalities. She's very elegant and, as I said before, exudes sexuality. Strangely when I first met her she never seemed aware of her effect on men and certainly did nothing to draw attention to her superb body. In a way I suppose that her demeanour could have been described as rather prim and proper in contrast with a body which most women would give their eye teeth for. She's had men drooling after her since she turned fourteen and blossomed into a beautiful woman. Strangely she wasn't interested in exercising her power over men and it was one of things which had made her even more appealing to me when I first met her. Marilyn Monroe had that quality of sexuality blended with innocence and look what happened to her.

Working as a receptionist in a sauna and massage parlour while being sexually frustrated I believed could soon start to erode her naivety and make it hard for her to resist temptation so I was doubly apprehensive. I know what I'm talking about because as an actor I'm often tempted when working with actresses who make it clear that they wouldn't object to a fling with me. Okay I'll be honest I've had more than one affair, since being married to Chantal, but they haven't meant a thing to me and anyway it's different for women. I know it's sexist but it's an undeniable fact that women get involved while men can just fuck and walk away.

Chantal was fully aware of my misgivings and went out of her way to try to dampen my fears by being extra loving and supportive. She assured me that her duties as a receptionist were to make the customer feel at ease and encourage him to spend more than he'd intended but once he had chosen the service he required she took his money before passing him on to the women who were going to take care of his physical needs. The dirty deeds took place in the basement of the establishment. When I asked what she meant by physical needs she giggled and replied that I knew and, when pressed, admitted that the women gave hand-jobs and blow-jobs. Noting my distress she took great pains to emphasise that she had nothing to do with that part of the business and that it was done out of her sight and stressed that there was no full intercourse, as if this was going to allay my misgivings. I asked her if she'd ever seen anything going on and she replied that she never went to the working parts of the establishment when it was open to the public. Despite her assurances nothing she said managed to dampen my fierce jealousy and anxiety.

I remember noticing that on the first day she started work she'd dressed rather smartly, like a professional career woman, but a couple of days later she ditched that image and began to wear clothes which showed off her very large breasts and pouting bottom. When I confronted her with my misgivings about this disturbing dress change she replied that her boss wanted her to make a sexy impression on the customers so that they would spend more money. She went to great lengths to emphasise that as she was working for a small basic wage and that the real money was the commission and that she was going to make sure the men spent a lot even though it meant flirting with them. She must have seen the expression of intense jealousy on my face because she quickly reminded me how much we needed the money and assured me it was strictly a hand-off kind of flirting and that she was only doing it for us and had no interest in any other man but me. 

Can you understand my dilemma?

Beside the uncertainty of my profession and the recent lack of roles I was very unhappy that my wife's job was to deliberately cock-tease men, even if she called it flirting. That she was supporting us greatly added to my depression. Let's face it how can a man be uplifted knowing that everyday his wife is being ogled by men who've come to her place of work to get their rocks off. Okay I know that some men do but I wasn't one of them.

Time went by and I didn't hear from the producers of the soap and my agent had no other work for me so I became more and more insecure and depressed. In contrast my wife was blooming and seemed to really enjoy going to work each morning. Too much time to think about what Chantal might be up to daily fed my jealousy and insecurity until I could hardly stand it anymore. One day, sick to my stomach with bilious jealousy, I decided to check her out even though I knew that I would betray her trust. Checking up on her could further damage our relationship but I was no longer a reasonable being and fear and jealousy were the driving force behind my desperate action.

Having been an actor for many years it was easy for me to disguise myself so that Chantal wouldn't recognise me. I was so nervous and felt so guilty, that I was betraying my wife's trust and demeaning her by checking up on her, that I threw up just before leaving the house but nothing on earth could have stopped me. All the way to her place of work I tried to control my jealousy but to no avail. By the time I reached the place I was a bundle of nerves. I paced up and down the pavement outside the massage parlour for at least half hour before gathering up enough courage to go inside. Twice I started to walk away then came back. During my vigil I counted three men furtively entering and four leaving looking relaxed so obviously the place was popular which made me feel even worse. Shaking with nerves and with my stomach doing somersaults, while sweat beaded my brow, I pressed the buzzer and the door opened. 

I entered the reception area. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered wildly when I was confronted by my beautiful wife, who was sitting at a small table with a phone and cash register in front of her. I could hardly breathe but it did not stop me noticing that Chantal had more make-up on than when she'd left the house that morning.  The use of the extra makeup made her look slutty. She was wearing a blouse, I'd never seen before, which was so sheer that I could clearly see that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her very firm breasts were clearly visible in all their gorgeous splendour with the large, pink nipples outlined by the sheer fabric. I nearly threw up when I noticed that her nipples were erect which, from experience, I knew meant that she was sexually aroused.

Looking at me Chantal smiled sexily while brazenly arching her back to make sure that I got an eyeful of her large tits. The sheer material stretched and clung to every inch of her large globes, like a second skin, and the nipples especially were prominently displayed. Of course I'd seen those fabulous breasts naked and had felt them many times however in that the setting and context plus the fact that there was another man sitting there openly ogling them seemed to make them even sexier and more desirable. Even though I was fuming inside with rage and jealousy I felt my cock swiftly stiffening as I gazed at the erect nipples topping the heavy globes of her breasts which were gently moving up and down with her breathing.

Chantal did not recognise me!

My wife stared at my crotch, as if to let me know that she was aware of my arousal, then, smiling broadly, she made me welcome. She bent across the table and handed me a list of the services the parlour offered and told me to take my time deciding. As she leant towards me her flimsy blouse billowed out and fell away from her chest as her large, fleshy globes dangled and I was stunned to see that I could clearly see the two nipples in all their naked glory and that they seemed much redder than usual. My theatrical experience quickly led me to realise that she must have used lipstick or rouge to enhance their natural colour. I've always likened Chantal's nipples to organ stops because they are so large and so sensitive but I couldn't remember having ever seen them look larger or more succulent and it made my mouth go dry with a desire to take them between my lips and suck frantically.

Shaking like a leaf I sat down next to the other man, on a low couch, opposite the table behind which Chantal sat. I'd seen him going in and had waited for a couple of minutes before following him because I wanted to see how she responded to a real customer. He paid me no attention when I sat next to him instead continued intently staring at my wife. I followed his gaze and understood why and the obvious reason why the management had arranged for the receptionist to sit at a table and not at a desk. From where I was sitting I could clearly see Chantal's lower body from the waist down beneath the tabletop. Her very short, flared skirt had ridden up or had deliberately been hiked up so that most of her legs were visible up to where the black, hold-up stockings ended and the white flesh bulged over the stocking-tops. Like most men I'm very attracted by stockings and hate pantyhose and the sight set my cock crazily pulsing.

There was no doubt in my mind that Chantal was fully aware that the other man and I were ogling her legs and, as if to underline my assumption, her thighs slowly parted and I almost gasped out loud when I saw that she wasn't wearing any panties. I was sure that the lamp, which had been placed on the floor, had been specifically positioned so that the punters would get a clear view of my wife's exposed pussy in all its splendour. I was aware that the man next to me was breathing hard as he ogled my wife's exposed sex and I wanted to beat him up and drag her out of that den of inequity. I was shocked and distressed and had to fight rage and jealousy to stay where I was.

Still pretending that she was unaware that the man and I were openly staring Chantal opened her legs even wider and gave us plenty of time to study her pussy before she closed her legs again. She'd trimmed the dark pubic hairs so that it was very short and formed a frame for the plump, sex lips. The hairy triangle was dotted with globules of liquid which caught the light like pearls and I realised that it could only be love juice denoting that she was turned on from exposing herself so obscenely to strangers. I was still struggling with my emotions when she opened her thighs again and this time her outer sex-lips parted exposing the inner folds which were vividly pink and wet-looking in contrast with the dark pubic hairs. When she's aroused Chantal's inner lips protrude at least two inches beyond the outer ones hanging like the petals of an exotic meat-eating plant waiting to trap their prey, in her case a meaty cock. They were now fully in evidence leaving no doubt in my mind that my wife was enjoying her blatant cockteasing and it increased my fury and jealousy.

We men are a strange lot. Though I was fuming and jealous I also had a raging hard-on. I guess that every man who'd been subjected to that little show must have felt the same way and, judging by the way the man next to me was openly stroking his hard-on through his trousers, my wife was a great success and I understood why her commission was so high.

There was no way that she could be so blatantly aroused and not want to do something physical about it, I told myself while my heart felt as if an iron fist had grasped it and was squeezing it hard. My stomach was doing somersaults and I had a throbbing headache as I saw a sly smile playing around my wife's lips as she watched the man next to me openly stroking his erection, through the material of his trousers, while his eyes stayed glued to her sex.

Breathily she asked him if he'd decided what he wanted and he stood up; well actually he staggered to his feet. His face was bright red with his forehead dotted with perspiration as he walked to the table and drew out his wallet to hand several banknotes to my wife. He said something in a hoarse voice that I couldn't make out. The front of his trousers bulged where his erection was trying to bore a hole through the material and a wet stain spread where the knob was pressing as my wife's eyes boldly examined this phenomenon. I saw her licking her bottom lip as if she was tempted to sample the proof of the man's arousal. I'd never see a more blatant display of cockteasing and wouldn't have been surprised if she'd reached forward and pulled his zip down but instead she stood up and came round the table to stand next to him. The short skirt barely covered her sex and, from my low vantage point, I could see that her inner thighs were gleaming with wetness. Aroused Chantal becomes incredibly wet so that her sex lubricant trickles out of her sex constantly and, if she doesn't mop it up, it eventually drips onto her shoes. Often, after we've made love, we have to change the bottom sheet which has become saturated with her love juices.

Although my profession is using words to communicate with an audience I'm not a wordsmith and it's hard for me to find the right ones to describe the pain I suffered as I watched my wife pressing her unfettered breasts against the man's arm to coax him into trying a two girl massage. It was obvious that he was reluctant to spend more money but my wife wasn't giving up that easily and I nearly screamed with rage when I saw the back of her hand brush slowly against his bulging erection as she suggested that he would really like having two women working on him, at the same time. The man looked as if he was on the verge of a heart attack as the back of Chantal's hand subtly moved up and down the length of his erection, causing the wet stain to spread even more rapidly on the material of his trousers. My wife was bending forward from the waist so that the punter had a clear view of her red nipples as she subtly continued stroking his hard-on with the back of her hand. What man could resist such blandishments well he certainly couldn't and dug into his wallet with trembling fingers and handed her another banknote as she subtly stroked his erection. As soon as she'd taken the money she stopped her lewd fondling and lifted the phone and said something briefly into it. Holding his arm, so that her breasts rolled against his arm, she led him to a door. I watched her fabulous buttocks rock and rolling beneath the short but very tight skirt. There's a Hollywood actress called Jennifer Lopez who's become famous for her bottom but believe me Chantal's is even better. My wife pressed a button and a woman, wearing a very short medical gown which left most of her legs exposed, came into the room and led the man away but not before Chantal had gripped his erection through the material of his trousers and given it a hard squeeze. The expression on my wife's face when she did that was that of a woman desperately in need of a fuck.

I could hardly breathe and my eyes had misted up with rage and felt as if they were bulging out. My fist were tightly clenched as Chantal strutted back to the table and calmly rang up the sale then turned her attention to me. As if butter wouldn't melt in her mouth she asked me if I'd made up my mind about what kind of massage I required. I hesitated not trusting that I could speak without revealing how angry I was. Perhaps thinking that I was shy or embarrassed she came towards me and mesmerised I watched her beautiful unfettered tits wobbling and bouncing. The sheer material clung to her bouncing globes like caressing fingers and it was one of the sexiest sights I've ever seen. She bent from the waist so that her tits brushed against my right cheek as she pointed to an item on the price list. I felt the heat of her hard nipple branding my flesh as sweat broke out on my brow. I stared at her through a watery red gaze of anger and jealousy not quite seeing her while I fought for control over my emotions. After clearing my throat and using a Scottish accent I asked her if she did any massaging and how much it would cost for her services. My voice was so gruff with excitement and rage that it was unrecognizable.

I'm sure that if I'd been standing up she would have stroked my erection as she'd done to the previous client. She smiled sweetly and replied that she wasn't qualified to give massages but that I would be more than satisfied with the other girls. I pressed her and told her money was no object but, still smiling, she insisted that there were other girls much more skilled than her to help me unwind. There was steeliness in her tone which would have been enough to tame any man who believed he could change her mind. My heartbeat slowed down and the lump in my throat eased at her reply but the lump in my trousers certainly didn't. I'd feared the worse but my fears had been groundless!

Muttering something about thinking about it I got up and quickly headed for the street door, while trying to hide the bulge in the front of my trousers with my coat. I then did something I had not done for years. When I got in the car I draped my coat over my lap and freed my cock and masturbated and it only took a few strokes before I was jetting my spunk into my handkerchief as in my mind I replayed everything which had happened in the reception area.

Although I was incredibly relieved to find that my wife wasn't participating in whatever was sexually going on at the parlour, at the same time, I was still wildly jealous that men were ogling my wife's most intimate parts and sometimes even having theirs touched by her. I felt that she was going much too far by touching them and surely no amount of money was worth debasing herself like that. When she came home that evening I was determined to order her to quit, after telling her what I'd done and seen, but Chantal is a fiery creature so I knew that I'd have to pick my moment and so I decided to wait. I was determined that my wife wasn't going to go on acting like a trollop no matter how much we needed the money, she was bringing in, but Fate played a trump card and I never got around to it!

The next morning I received a call from my agent telling me to get up North that afternoon for a meeting with the director of the 'soap'. The part I'd auditioned for was a man who's come out of psychiatrist hospital and goes back to his house to find that his wife has installed her lover in the family home. Talk of my being perfect for the part after what I'd just experienced!

I took the train that afternoon after having phoned Chantal at work. It's no wonder that the director was impressed with me when I did a reading as I was still trying to come to terms with the emotions my wife had engendered, by exhibiting herself so lewdly and it all came out in my acting. I was over the moon when he asked me to start right away though I realised that it was going to cause some problems because I'd have to spend at least six days a week away from home for rehearsals and shooting which meant that I would hardly ever see my wife. I stayed the night in a hotel and came home the next evening. Chantal was really happy for me and that night we celebrated and had sex for the first time in months. I would like to boast that the sex was great but it was rather a damp squib. I supposed that the argument we had before going to bed was partly to blame.

Chantal wasn't at all happy when I suggested that we should rent out our flat and move to the city where the soap was based but she said that she wasn't going to move to some small Northern town, where she knew no one. She said that she liked and wanted to keep her job. When I replied that my salary would cover our outgoing she pointed out rightly that we'd accumulated heavy debts and it would take some time to clear them so that we still needed her money. I told her that we'd manage but she'd made up her mind and we resumed the argument the next evening. Losing my temper I accused her of being a whore and she flounced off and locked herself in the bedroom. We'd struck an impasse and it had not been resolved by the time I joined the cast.

I didn't see Chantal for two weeks. When I did it was a flying visit to collect my clothes and she didn't exactly welcome me like a long lost lover. Time passed and I hardly saw my wife. I was too tired on Saturday night to make the trek home and back in time for rehearsals on Monday morning. Chantal didn't seem as distressed about it as I was but my pain and jealousy were eased by one of the small part actress then by a beautiful man called, Garth. Chantal doesn't know that I swing both ways and I think it's better that way.

Many weeks later the producers gave me a few days off, because my character was supposed to be away at a hospital being assessed for mental disorders. Although I felt our marriage was on the rocks I still love Chantal and hoped to rejuvenate it by wooing her so I looked forward to going home for some quality time with her. As I wanted to surprise her I didn't tell her I was coming. I took the early train but by the time I reached home all I wanted to do was to sleep. The carriages had been crowded and I'd had to stand most of the way. Because of works on the rails the journey took much longer than usual so that it arrived at our destination two hours later than it should have. There was a long line waiting for taxis outside the station adding to the aggro so I was already fed up, by the time I reached home, and became even more pissed off because Chantal had already gone off to work.

I decided to take a bath to freshen up before crashing out. There were no clean towels in the bathroom so I opened the airing cupboard to search for one and found a pile of clean ones and pulled the one I wanted, from the bottom, which upset the stack causing the rest to tumble to the floor. I started picking the towels up, cursing myself for my clumsiness, when a book resting on the now-bare shelf caught my eyes. I immediately realised that it had been deliberately hidden under the towels and puzzled I picked it up. It was a plain exercise book. I opened it and recognised Chantal's handwriting and saw that each page was dated and realised that it was a diary.

I'm quite particular about privacy and started to close the book when a sentence seemed to leap off the page. This was it I was committing adultery!
I staggered to a chair and sat down. I could hardly breathe and my heart seemed to be beating erratically. The book seemed to be burning my hands. I took a deep breath and opened it, at the beginning, and started to read and it changed my life forever!

(That was the first entry on the cassette, by Adam, so I will now switch to the relevant entries in Chantal’s diary.)

March 21st

I haven't kept a diary since I was at school. When I read my old diary recently, before throwing it away, it was a series of juvenile outpourings and senseless angst mixed with wishful thinking and so silly it made me blush with embarrassment. This time it's going to be different. I'm going to write down everything which has happened or is happening to me and I'm going to be brutally honest so that I can get some sort of perspective on why I've changed so much. I'm not going to censor my thoughts or action. I've got no one I trust enough to talk to but, in the past, it has always helped me to write things down to clear my thoughts and figure out a course of action. First thing I have to admit to myself is that I've changed and am no longer the naive woman I once was but I really need to get in control of my emotions if I'm going to write clearly.

Unstoppable changes have transformed me into someone I don't really know and I am having difficulties dealing with it. Like a chrysalis emerging from its cocoon I've metamorphosed not as a butterfly but more like a moth fascinated by fire and I am being inexorably drawn to self-destruction and even now I'm unsure of how it happened.

I was totally unaware that deep down the good girl, I believed I was, lurked a sinful personae waiting to blossom and eagerly explore the more sinful byways of sex and depraved behaviour.

I will try to write everything down as if I was an observer rather than the lead in this drama. 

What is love, what is sex?

I'd always believed that sex was one of the manifestations of love but since my metamorphism I've discovered that they are two entirely different emotions which coexist and sometime blend but more often follow their own paths. I really believed that I knew what love was and that I had found it with my husband. Now this new me not only betray that love but revels in the perversity of defiling my marriage vows, again and again, in the vilest ways.

I'm going to set this diary out as if it's meant for publication, though God helps me if it ever falls in the wrong hands. Where to begin?

Why don't I try to remember how it all began?

If I was a stranger reading this I would want to know something about the person writing the diary so why don't I start with that. Here goes. My name is Chantal and I'm twenty-four and married to an actor. When I first met Adam, my future husband, he was second lead in a very successful West End's musical. He's so good looking and so charming that he swept me off my feet and six weeks later we got married. My grandmother thought that I was crazy but all my girlfriends were wildly jealous. I believed that I was the luckiest woman in the whole world. Our marriage made the papers and magazines and we even had our photo in HELLO magazine. Because Adam did six shows and two matinees, per week, we decided that I should stop work so that we could spend time together, during the day. 

At the time, being tri-lingual, I was working as a translator for an export and import company but gladly stopped working to be with my dishy husband. I remember that time as being as near perfection as a marriage could be. Eventually the show closed but Adam was only out of work for three weeks before he landed one of the leading roles in a dramatic play, set in the early years of this century. He played a secret agent who dresses up as a woman to infiltrate a suffragette society plotting to overthrow the government. Although the plot was crap it was very funny and the play was immensely popular.

Adam is slim and the same height as I, 5'8", and in the play came across as a very convincing and beautiful woman. Being able to modulate his voice the audience believed that he was a woman and were always shocked and amused, at the end of the play, when he revealed that he was a man in drag. During our courtship and early marriage Adam was very gentle, kind and very tender but wasn't especially passionate during sex. Don't get me wrong sex was fine but it wasn't the kind that makes the earth shake and transport you to paradise but it suited me as I'd always thought that sex was overrated and though nice there were many other pleasures I preferred. I'd only had two lovers, before Adam, and both were far more interested in their pleasures than mine so I'd never been transported to heaven. Orgasms had been rare and whenever I did climax it was rather a gentle culmination to a pleasant sensation than an earthshaking explosion. Of course I was aware that there were such things as earthshaking orgasms which were supposed to make the woman feel as if she's dissolving and makes everything else pale in comparison, but I'd never experienced one and it didn't bother me that I had not. Adam and I were sexually well suited.

A few weeks into the run of the play Adam startled me by coming home, from the theatre, still wearing the female clothes and make-up he wore for the role. He was on a high and persuaded me to make love while he was still wearing his female apparels. For the first time his lovemaking was sensational and we had the best sex ever and I even had a climax. Afterwards as we lay basking in the golden glow he confessed that he'd always like wearing female clothes, since childhood when his older sister used to dress him in her clothes, and he asked if I minded him wearing female apparel and I assured him that if it made him happy it didn't. After that evening he invariably came home from the theatre dressed as a woman and, for a while, the sex was better than it had ever been. I found it exciting and rather kinky and one night I decided to play a joke on him. He arrived home, still in his theatrical clothes, and found me dressed in his clothes with my hair scraped back so that in the dim light I could pass as a man. I treated him as if I was a man and he a woman. He was over the moon and we managed to make love twice that night as I pretended to be a dominant man who was making his partner do things she didn't want to. Although it was exciting and I was happy that it made him very sexy I felt rather let down as I'd always thought that a man should be forceful and in charge and a woman soft and subservient.

Eventually the play closed down and he was out of work for the first time in years. At first we weren't worried, as we had some savings, but as time went by, without him being offered any work, things became critical. Adam became very moody and we seemed to be drifting apart then he brightened up, for a while, when his agent phoned up and told him he'd put him forward for a big part in a very successful soap which had been running for years. It was almost like old times but the producers said that they weren't ready to cast and Adam became more and more depressed. It didn't help that our financial situation worsened. Lovemaking was one of the first victims to his depression and, in a way, I didn't really mind as I wasn't getting very much out of sex since it had returned to normality.

Everything changed the day I was out shopping for food and bumped into Samantha. She and were at school together and had been close friends but we’d lost touch. She was very pregnant. We went to a cafe and swapped information about our lives, since we'd lost contact. She'd seen the published photos, when Adam and I married, and said how lucky I was to have such a successful and handsome husband. It was as if she'd turned the key in a lock and all my problems spilled out in a rush of words. As tears ran down my cheeks I told her all about our present situation and how I'd decided to look for a job but had so far been unsuccessful as the entire country seemed to be in recession.

Samantha is a good person and could see that I was really upset and sympathised with my position. She said that I was in luck as she could help me. She explained that she was working as a receptionist but was due to leave at the end of the week, because of her pregnancy, and her boss had not yet found a replacement and, if I was interested, I could go with her and she'd introduce me to her boss. She stressed that she was paid much better than any other job I might get in the short term. I felt better than I had far ages as I accompanied her but was shocked when we stopped in front of a massage parlour and, before I could reconsider her offer, she dragged me inside. The reception area was bright and welcoming with a couple of leather couches, a table and chair and lots of green plants. A dyed blonde of uncertain age sat behind the table and, when she stood up. I saw that she had the biggest boobs I've ever seen and the massive globes were nearly fully displayed, due to the deep décolletage of her blouse. She was still good looking but must have been stunning when she was younger. Samantha introduced me to Cherrie, her boss, and told her that I was interested in the receptionist job and that my husband was on unemployment benefits. I wanted to tell the woman that I'd changed my mind and that I couldn't work there but Cherrie was already leading me to a small office. As I followed her, my eyes were drawn to her bottom, which stretched the tight skirt to its utmost, as she tottered on the highest heels I'd ever seen which made her buttocks roll from side to side in the most mesmerising way. Even at her age her legs were fabulous.

Once in the office, in a rush, I told her that Samantha had been rather rash and that I couldn't possibly work there. Cherrie smiled and bluntly asked if it was because it was the kind of place it was or was it that I felt too good to work there. The woman didn't pull her punches and had me on the defensive. Deciding to fight fire with fire I admitted that I couldn't see myself working in such a tawdry place. She laughed and said neither had she when she'd first started. Asking me to listen and not interrupt she told me all about the services which were on offer and was completely honest about their sexual nature. She stressed that the receptionist was the respectable face of the establishment and was not allowed to be involved in the sexual side because of the possibility of problems with the police. She told me how much money I could make and the easy hours, eleven to five, and that, being married I wouldn’t have to do the evening shift. She insisted that it could be lots of fun if I approached the job in the right frame of mind. When she saw that I was vacillating she again emphasised out how much money I could make and that most of it would be in cash therefore not interfering with the unemployment money Adam received. The amount of money she claimed I could earn was enough so that we wouldn't have to worry about how long Adam was out of work. I could see that Cherrie was sincere when she told me that she would really like me to take the job as I had class and that she was sure that my looks and personality would increase the takings. She called Samantha in and my friend backed up everything Cherrie had said and assured me that she'd never been involved in anything sexual and again repeated how much money she taken home every week and that is why she and her husband had been able to start a family. I had to admit that the sum of money being mentioned was more than for any other job I could ever hope to land, even in the long term. Samantha suggested that I spend the afternoon with her so that I could see for myself how it worked. I did.

My initial conclusion was that most of the men seemed embarrassed to be there and were not at all aggressive. I watched Samantha fussing over them like a mother hen as she tried to make them feel at ease and I believed that I could do that and told Cherrie that I would take the job. She hugged me and said that she was glad and that I could start the next day so that Samantha could teach and help me, before she left.

I walked home with a spring in my step because it felt as if at last we'd turned the corner and things could only get better. Adam was pleased when I told that I had found a job and would start the next day however when I told him what the job was he became angry and insisted that no wife of his was going to sell herself. We rowed most of the evening and he was still blustering about how no wife of his was going to support him when I left for work the next day. My last sight of Adam, as I closed the front door, was him sulking, like a little boy. The atmosphere was highly charged.

As I walked to the bus stop I tried to remember when was the last time we'd made love and realised that it had when he'd heard from his agent but I wasn't able to recall any details.

By the time Samantha left, at the end of the week, I'd picked up everything there was to know and the only thing worrying me was that I wasn't sure that I could be the mother hen she'd been. Samantha is rather plump and jolly while with my figure there is no way I can stop men looking at me without lust in their eyes. Seriously I couldn't expect them to see me as a mother-figure and wondered how I would cope.

At the beginning of my third day Cherrie took me aside and told me that she admired my dress sense but that my outfits were more suitable for an accountancy firm than a massage parlour. She outlined a strategy which would increase my earnings but it meant dressing sexily and making the most of my figure. She believed that instead of being a mother figure, like Samantha, I should project a sex-goddess image. I was rather sceptical at first and laughed at the idea of me being a vamp but she asked me to give it a try and even provided an outfit to help my transformation. The skirt was very short and barely covered my sex mound while hugging my bottom like a glove, a slit on the side allowed me to take small steps. A push-up bra lifted my boobs so that they almost escaped the cups and as the blouse only had three buttons at the waist their upper parts were on full display. She suggested I leave my pantyhose off. It took a lot of persuading for me to dress like a tart but Cherrie is a determined woman and always gets her way.

I will never forget how shaky I felt, that first time, when I returned to the reception area dressed like a tart. I felt exposed and vulnerable and, when I sat down, I struggled for almost ten minutes to try to make the short skirt cover my thighs. As I sat fiddling with my skirt, behind the table, I tried to calm my fears by telling myself that no one would see my legs beneath the table anyway. 

A few minutes later a customer entered the reception area and I saw his eyes widen when he saw me. I blushed furiously and crossed my arms to cover my boobs but my gesture forced them even higher and one of them spilled out of my bra so that it was fully exposed for a brief moment. I thought that the man was going to have a fit as his eyes bulged when he saw my nipple, and he went all red and started sweating. He looked so funny that it made me giggle and with the merriment my fears vanished. Remembering what Cherrie had told me I got to my feet so that the client could see all of me as casually I pushed my boob back inside my blouse. My ego had been boosted by his admiring reaction and my confidence rose. The customer only wanted a sauna and assisted shower but, making sure that his eyes stayed fixed on my chest by subtly shimmying my shoulder so that my boobs wobbled from side to side, I talked him into also paying for a massage.

Fired by my success I used a similar stratagem with the next client and discovered that Cherry had been right. My earnings rose as I gained confidence and I began to really enjoy playing the role of a sex-goddess. I became bolder by leaving my bra off then my panties I used my body to encourage customers into paying more than they'd intended when entering the establishment.

Come on, Chantal, keep your promise that you made when you started this diary. Put it down as it really was! 

Okay!

Here goes!

I began cockteasing men into parting with their money. 

It sounds so dirty!

I became a skilled and deliberate cockteaser. You are a cockteaser...cockteaser...satisfied? 

I love that word ...cockteaser...cockteaser...meet Princess Cockteaser.

My success as a cockteaser was reflected in my increased commission.

At the beginning I was doing it for the money only but I quickly discovered that I loved cockteasing because it made me feel very aroused and powerful. I became even more blatant. I think it was the power over men which fired my libido rather than pure sexual arousal. I've just remembered a remark, I overheard somewhere, Men's brains shut down when their cocks become hard! and it seems to apply to the customers. They became reckless spenders when I cockteased them.

I've just reread what I've written and I'm blushing furiously. I realise now how easily I became a slut. Does it mean that it's my basic nature and my original prudish behaviour had been hypocrisy?

I think I've already explained that in the past I'd never been all that interested in sex but as the weeks passed I found that all I could think about was sex. I seemed to be permanently randy.

Now we come to the beginning of my downfall!

I've got to take a breather before l tackle this part. 

Maybe a cup of tea will help to calm my nerves. I've had a cup of tea, plus a strong scotch, and still feel unsure about expressing, in words, my plunge into the murky depths of sexual depravity. 

I must stop thinking about it in intellectual terms and set it down as it happened. Here goes!

I crossed over an imaginary line the day a very good looking, blond guy came in. The man's face, with its fine-cut features, seemed illuminated from within. Most men, who avail themselves of the services the sauna offers, are either nondescript or downright unattractive. Although this man was very good looking, tall and well built, it was rather his confident manner and an aura of sexual power which made me react like a bitch on heat. A chill of foreboding streaked down my spine as his lustful gaze swept from my left breast to the other. He looked deep in my eyes and smiled, like a wolf having cornered its prey and my body seemed to melt as my nipples hardened and began throbbing.

I can feel myself begin to blush again as I recall that day!

It was almost as if an electric current pulsed between us as his piercing eyes scanned my figure. Heat seemed to grow between my legs and I felt my sex begin to come alive and moisten rapidly and seconds later a trickle of sex juice slowly meandered down my inner left thigh before pooling along my stocking-top. I could hardly believe that it was happening and I felt my face flush and my hands tremble uncontrollably as l picked up the list of our services.

He smiled and the room seemed to light up. His voice was deep and caressing as he said, 'I can't remember ever having seen better boobs. They're superb and look so firm! I'd really like to see them properly and hold them in my hands while sucking on the nipples.'

His voice had the quality of dark velvet and sent shivers of fierce arousal sweeping through my body. He continued to stare at my breasts, which were lewdly outlined by the sheer material of my blouse. As my boss had taught me I'd enhanced the colour of the nipples with rouge so that they stood out vividly against the sheer material of the blouse. I know that my face shows my emotions far too nakedly so that he was in no doubt how much I was affected by his magnetic presence. My chest felt tight and my stomach was churning. I swallowed hard and nearly choked when he took the price list from my hand while casually slipping his other hand inside my blouse and cupping my bare, left breast. It had been done so swiftly and smoothly that I was too slow to stop him doing it. My breast overflowed his palm as he squeezed it while his thumb rubbed across the tip of the nipple before releasing it. His touch felt as if it was branded in my flesh and my nipple throbbed wildly while my pussy responded by clenching then releasing a wad of love juice. I felt the sticky wetness coursing down my inner thigh and blushed fiercely as I realised that it would soon be visible, due to the shortness of my skirt. Apprehension swamped through me as I realised that I wanted him to take my other breast in his hand and give it a good squeeze and play with its nipple.

The Greek god told me that indeed my boobs were wonderfully firm and that the thought of suckling my nipples was making his mouth salivate. He moved a step back and said that he'd like a sauna followed by a massage then, looking me straight in the eye, he told me that he would be thinking of screwing me while his masseuse stroked his body.

I felt faint, entranced and struck dumb and my legs felt wobbly and I was having difficulties breathing. My nipples were rock hard and almost painful as they dragged across the material of my blouse. I'd never felt so turned-on and couldn't remember ever having felt so much love juice pouring out of my sex. In fact there was so much that it felt as if I was peeing. I was embarrassingly aware that it was pooling along the rim of the stocking-taps, as we stared at each other for ages. I felt my heart clutch at what I saw reflected in his glistening eyes. 

What did I see in his eyes, beside lust?

My destiny or perhaps my doom but whatever it was I realised that I'd come face to face with a turning point in my life. Somehow, like an automaton, I managed to buzz the back office and Susie came in and I saw her eyes widen as she came face to face with the Greek god. She led him away but, before disappearing through the door, he turned around and winked at me as he blatantly stroked the front of his trousers. I almost gasped aloud as I saw the shape of his erection because it was huge!

My pussy lurched again and expelled even more love juice. A glob, of the sticky stuff, landed on the toe of my patent leather shoe and I looked dawn. I was aware that his eyes followed mine and widened when he saw the glob of milky liquid trembling on the black leather. He looked me in the face and grinned wickedly before sliding the tip of his tongue along his lower lip, as if he was tasting my juice. Blushing fiercely I watched his taut buttocks moving smoothly before the door closed behind him. I stood there far an eternity hugging myself, shivering as if in the grip of a fever. My face was flushed and the tremors in my sex arrowed into my womb like forked lightning. My chest felt tight and I was having trouble breathing as I staggered to my chair and slumped down into it. I gasped as the material of the skirt rasped my clitoris. I couldn't remember ever having felt anything like it before. There was something about that man which had sliced through my composure and triggered a conflagration of wild lust between my legs and in my mind.

Of course since working at the sauna I'd experienced sexual arousal but it had been caused by knowing the power my body had over the customers and not because I was attracted to any of them but now a man had walked in and made me feel as if I'd been bludgeoned into submission, by sheer sexual power. Being a lapsed catholic I believe that it must be similar to the saints being tempted by Satan. I was aware that my pussy was throbbing in time with my heartbeat and had become so wet that it felt as if I'd lost control over my bladder. Fortunately there wasn't any other customer, or staff, to witness my disintegration. I crossed my legs to try to ease the itch tormenting my pussy but the pressure seemed only to aggravate it. I pressed my hands against my bosom, trying to tame my rebellious nipples, but only felt burning delight as my fingers closed around them and pinched hard. I needed the pain to stop me losing my sanity so I pinched them even harder so that I had to stifle a scream of pain but all it achieved was exacerbating my arousal. Dry mouthed and wide-eyed I stood up and immediately felt another wad of love juice snaking down the inside of my left thigh. I used tissues to wipe my shoe then my thighs but the wetness was immediately replaced by more dribbling out of my inflamed pussy. My nostrils caught the unmistakable aroma of my excitement. My brain was a riot of confusion and arousal but I realised that I needed to get a grip on myself so I staggered to my feet and locked the front door before going through to the back. I planned to go to the bathroom to clean myself up and cool my fierce arousal by washing my face with cold water.

Each massage cubicle has an unobtrusive air vent which doubles up as a peephole through which the occupants can be observed by the management. The purpose is to be able to see if a customer becomes violent or try to force the girls to do something they don't want to do but in my experience it had never happened. When I passed the cubicle, that Susie was using, I took a deep breath and peeped through the mesh. I had to clamp my hand over my mouth to mute a gasp of amazement and arousal. The blond man was lying on his back, completely naked, and from his groin rose a fair imitation of the Eiffel Tower. It seemed at least a foot long and it was extremely thick and the shaft was gnarled like an ancient oak branch and topped by a knob which was the size of a small peach and I could see a clear bead of liquid shimmering on the crest of the domed head. I'd never seen such a massive penis before and my stomach lurched while my pussy clenched then relaxed forcing another dollop of love cream to pop out and slide down the inside of my leg. The blond man's eyes were closed and his massive erection swayed in time with his breathing. A wave of jealousy swept through me as Susie came into view. She was topless and holding an opened bottle of massage oil in one hand. Her eyes, as round as saucers, were fixed on the jerking penis. I could see him smiling slyly as he watched the expression on her face, from beneath his long, dark eyelashes.

I was so jealous that I don't know what I would have done had I not heard the door of another cubicle opening. I quickly fled to the loo and locked myself inside the cubicle. I was out of breath and shaking all over and my pussy was soaked and spasming like crazy. I think that I would have probably masturbated had I not heard the sound of the front door buzzer. Quickly I used toilet paper to wipe my thighs and pussy and, after splashing some cold water on my face, I hurried back to the reception area. It was a delivery and not a customer.

I checked the items then signed the delivery note. It was the first time that I didn't cocktease the delivery man. His face was bright red as his eyes devoured my body but for once I didn't respond. I'd always given him an eyeful of my body before, to cheer him up, so he looked very disappointed when he left.

During the next hour or so doing normal things allowed me to gain some control over my emotions. Two long phone calls, wanting details about our services, also helped to keep my mind off the man being massaged by Susie. There was a lull and I sat at my desk daydreaming. I couldn't get the image of the massive penis out of my mind and, without realising it, my hand had slipped between my thighs. My very short skirt was scrunched around my waist as I ran the tips of my fingernails softly along the slit of my exposed sex. My fingers, acting as if they had a mind of their own, pushed against the plump outer lips causing them to part to allow the inner ones to flare out. Thick, sticky wetness coated the tips of my fingers as they gently slipped up and down the groove on the way to freeing my clitoris from its hood. Suddenly I realised what I was doing and jerked my hand away as if my flesh was red-hot.

I felt guilty about playing with myself so lewdly almost in public. I sat on the chair trying to fight the stirring in my loins but it was quite overwhelming. Thankfully I was alone in the reception area when I finally capitulated and began stroking my boobs, rolling the hardened teats between my fingertips and I immediately began to shudder all over from the sexy pleasure it generated. In my mind it was the man manhandling my naughty bits!

I remembered how Adam had spent hours worshipping, kneading, licking and sucking my nipples and how it had been very pleasant but nothing like the way I felt at that moment as I felt thought I'd go mad with pleasure. This was when we first got married but I can't remember the last time he spent any time in loveplay. Actually thinking about it we hardly make love the normal way anymore. The only way he wants to do it is me taking the dominant male role and I am not very good at it.

Anyway back to that fateful day.

I continued to roll my left nipple, between my fingers, as my right hand slipped down my body and pushed my skirt all the way up. I thrust two bunched fingers into my sex and gasped aloud when I discovered that there was so much lubrication oozing from my sex that my bottom and inner thighs were also coated with it and the back of my skirt was soaked. A heady aroma of sexual arousal was wafting up from between my legs increasing my lust. I pulled my sticky wet fingers out of my vagina and searched eagerly for my clitoris, which was still swollen, and sticking right out and, using my lubrication, I rolled it from side to side then pinched it hard between fingertips. Even though I was trying hard to control myself I was unable to restrain my loud moaning and whimpering, as I gripped my clitoris and pulled it as far as it would stretch. My body responded to the merciless teasing by writhing wildly and my bottom twisted all over the seat as an image of the man doing this to me overwhelmed my mind. I released my breast and slipped that hand down to join the other between my legs. Still tormenting my clitoris with one hand I slipped three fingers of the other hand into the squishy channel of my sex and pumped them in and out as if they were a penis. My seething passion soared to almost uncontrollable heights and my breath hissed through my clenched teeth as I felt an orgasm beginning to grow in my womb. I increased the speed of my pumping, while pinching my clitoris very hard, and seconds later my body was arching as I reached the much-needed release. It felt as if a volcano had erupted inside me and red-hot lava swept through my body like molten fire leaving a trail of small seismic shocks. The spasms abated much too quickly and left a feeling that there was still more thrills waiting to be ignited. Just then the buzzer sounded.

I was acutely aware of what I'd done and felt vulnerable and completely defenceless as, blushing furiously, I pushed my skirt down, quickly did up the buttons of my blouse and buzzed the door open. A middle age man walked in and I saw his nose twitching and realised that he could smell me. I stuttered as I welcomed him and handed him a price list. His eyes scanned my body and I saw a bulge growing in the front of his trousers. He chose the service he wanted and, though it was just the basic, I couldn't muster enough energy to try to sell him a more expensive service before Angela collected him and led him away.

I was shattered and exhausted and ashamed of myself. As hard as t tried I couldn't keep my eyes from the clock aware that soon the blond man would be coming back into reception. I was on tenterhooks and my stomach lurched and my heart missed a beat as the inside door opened and he came out, accompanied by Susie. She looked like the cat that’d got the cream and at that moment I hated her. Later she boasted that she'd sucked him off and that there had been so much semen that she wasn’t able to swallow it fast enough and it had dripped down her chin and onto her bare breasts and she’d massaged it into her flesh.

Simpering Susie left and the man and I were alone. He was staring fixedly at me and I felt like a mouse facing a cat as he slowly walked to my table and stood next to me. I was holding my breath. 

'Stand up!' The man said in an authoritative voice.

His voice seemed to resonate inside my head and nothing else existed. Arousal, fear, expectation, anticipation seemed to follow each other, at lightning speed, then blended as a frisson swept up and down my spine and I was startled to find myself ready to obey him, my stomach somersaulting with fear and arousal. With my heart missing a beat and taking a deep breath I pushed the chair back and stood beside him. My legs were trembling and I was gasping for breath and I sensed my sex opening and the moist folds unfurling. Humiliated by my animalistic arousal I just stared at him without blinking, waiting for his next move. I felt like trapped animal with my nostrils widening with the smell of him as he calmly reached underneath my short skirt and cupped my sex mound. Two thick fingers easily penetrated my pussy, which was still soaking wet and mushy, and rooted around inside before pulling away. He lifted his hand up to his face and I could see that it was heavily coated with my thick love juice. I blushed fiercely as he sniffed his fingers before his tongue came out and licked his fingers clean.

'I thought so! Your juices are thick and sweet, perfect lubrication for my cock. For all your brazenness I believe that there is a delicacy of manner about you which hides enormous unexercised passion which I'm going to release. Lady, I'm going to fuck you as you've never been fucked before and you’ll want more and more! By the time I'm finished with you you'll beg to be fucked and will promise to do anything I want in return!'

The obscene words battered my fragile ego and made me feel faint. I was beset by uncontrollable emotions. Raw, unmediated impulses were flying like maddened fireflies within the confine of my brain. I wanted to get out of there, as quickly as I could, while at the same time I wanted to stay. I had to resist the instinct to run for my life. To run where?

Erotic spasms gripped my pussy as I watched him licking a drop of my love juice he'd missed. What is going to become of me, I asked myself, as his hand returned to my pussy and again collected dollops of my juice. Before I realised what he was going to do he forcefully pushed his fingers against my mouth and ordered me to lick them clean. What choice did I have and a little voice in the back of my head replied...none at all! 

As if in a hypnotic trance I did as ordered and like a kitten I cleaned his fingers with my tongue until there wasn't a trace of my sex juices left on his hand. I didn't even balk at ingesting my own sexual juices, which was a first for me. 

A weird change of perspective happened inside me, from mental to physical. A vision of his huge erection flashed through my brain and my body convulsed with an overwhelming need to have it inside me and I made absolutely no effort to stop his hand once again sneaking beneath my skirt. His fingers skilfully stroked my sex before three of them slipped inside my vagina while the pad of his thumb rolled my clitoris from side to side. I swear that within ten seconds I was in the grip of a huge orgasm which raked through my body like wildfire. It was so strong that my legs gave way and I slumped down in the chair as wave after wave of incredible pleasure, like I'd never known before, swept through my body. Clamping my thighs together and clenching the cheeks of my bottom I rode the waves of ecstasy like a surfer rides the ultimate wave. I really had never experienced anything like it before and it felt as if I'd been blasted into another dimension where only pleasure existed. I was biting on my bottom lip to stop myself screaming like a banshee and my eyes were closed but multicoloured rockets seemed to be exploding around me and in my head waves were crashing against rocks. I was gasping for breath as the orgasm continued rolling through my body like an unstoppable storm. I don't know how long it lasted but it seemed forever yet not long enough. Finally the spasms abated and I managed to draw air into my starving lungs and I opened my eyes to find that I was alone in the room!

My heart was in my mouth as I sat up and wildly looked around to find a sign of the man. A gleaming white visiting card on the table top caught my eye. His name was Edward White and he was a financial consultant. It didn't give his address only a phone number. A handwritten message said that he would see me soon. I could hardly believe what had happened to me. My whole world had been turned upside down and a vertiginous ten minutes were required to simply bring me back to reality. My head ached and I felt like an invalid no longer trusting in the efficiency of my body to support me. It left me giddy and unreal and the rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. I was confused and my mind was in turmoil. I was constantly assailed by hot flushes which weren't confined to the top of my body. My pussy seemed to be a volcano coming to life so that a steady stream of love juices trickled out and l used nearly an entire box of tissues, in a vain effort to stem the tide.

Fortunately Adam was out so, as soon as I got home, I had a shower and scrubbed my body hard as if that could eradicate what had happened that afternoon. Like many intelligent, congenitally introverted persons I prided myself and my powers of analysis of self and others. I was sure that the attraction I'd felt for the man was very likely temporary and knew that I had to make sure that I should never again put myself in such a situation. The blond man had discovered a weakness in my make-up that I was determined to protect at all cost. My heart beat rapidly and my hands instinctively bunched into fists as I recalled how easily the man had manipulated me and, for the first time, since I'd started working at the sauna I was frightened. I was constantly besieged by unwanted thoughts and emotions.

(I think it is right to insert another entry from the cassette at this point. This is what Adam recorded.)

I wonder if anyone can imagine or understand the way I felt when I read the opening extract of my wife's diary. If they can perhaps they can help me understand and perhaps cope with my anger and jealousy because I can't deal with it. What makes it worse is that mixed with my rage and depression is a very strong current of arousal and I was disgusted when I discovered that I'd extracted my penis from my trousers and had been holding it in my hand as I'd read the obscenities Chantal had written in her diary. My cock was pulsing like crazy and clear liquid was dribbling from the small hole, acting as lubrication for my fingers, as they slipped up and down the shaft.

I wanted to throw the book across the room but couldn't.  I wanted to burn it but couldn't do that either. What I did manage to do was to put my penis away, pour myself a strong drink then give in to the temptation and pick the book up and start to read more of the filth it contained.

I'm deeply ashamed to confess that within minutes my cock was out again and my fingers were stroking up and down my bare erection!

