March 23rd

I was too overcome with emotions yesterday to continue writing but I feel more clear-headed today. Is pain and sex now to rule my life?

I feel as if I'm possessed by the devil himself and there's nothing I can do to escape his clutches and maybe I don't really want to. Where was I?

Somehow I made it through the next day although l had to frequently dash into the ladies to wipe my newly-bald pussy. I could hardly believe that so much juice could ooze from my sex and at times it felt as if I was peeing sex-juice. Touching my naked mound was so erotic that it took all of my self control to keep from masturbating.

Financially I had a great day. The sight of my bald pussy, with my inner lips dangling below the outer ones and a constant stream of sex juice, seemed to drive the customers wild and they were like putty in my hands. After giving them a eyeful of my bald sex I'd suggest that they should avail themselves of more expensive treatments and most could hardly wait to hand over their money. I even allowed one man to stroke my smooth sex because he'd chosen the most expensive service available and the touch of his fingers nearly brought me off. Later the girls told me that they sucked more cocks that day than on any others.

Sexual power is an aphrodisiac and I feel that I have no choice but to surrender to its powerful demands because it makes feel so bloody wonderful. I've just remembered something hilarious.

A middle-aged man came in, around midday and he seemed very nervous as I went into my routine. Solicitously I sat him down on the sofa, making sure that my unfettered boobs were pressed against his arm, then I added an extra roll to my buttocks as I walked back to my table and, in the mirror, I could see him watching my bottom. He was sweating profusely and his face was bright red as I sat down on my chair and opened my legs widely. He looked and his eyes seemed to bulge out when he saw my bald pussy, underneath the table, and, since it had been nearly half hour since I'd been to the WC, it was swamped with sex juices so that the insides of my thighs and buttocks were covered with the stuff and catching the light. My skin was itchy so instinctively I reached down and started scratching my pussy and, the touch of my fingertips caused the outer lips to flower open and my inner lips dropped down so that my fingers ended up sliding up and down the groove between them and, when they stroked the head of my engorged clitoris, I failed to stifle a moan of ecstasy.

Truly I didn't do it to tease him!

I heard the sound of gagging and saw that he was bent from the waist, hugging his knees, making strange noises. His face was bright red, perspiration was running down his face and his tongue was sticking out of his mouth and my first thought was that he was having a heart attack or epileptic fit and alarmed I sprang to my feet and rushed over to him. I grabbed his shoulders and pushed him back, intending to give him the kiss of life, but, as he straightened up, I had my first sight of his lap and immediately realised what had happened when I saw the large, wet stain forming on the front of his trousers. Frantically he pushed past me and ran to the door, like a frightened rabbit, and was gone before I could offer any words of sympathy. Then the funny side hit me and I dissolved into laughter and laughed so hard that I lost control of my bladder and found myself peeing but fortunately managed to stop it before it made too much of a mess.

I had to take another trip to the ladies to clean up and change my skirt. Even peeing was erotic and I pressed my fingers against my pussy as the golden stream flowed into the bowl and I nearly climaxed as my clit popped out between my fingers.

I've just reread what I've written and I think I've made it seem as if I caved in from the onset but it wasn't like that at all. I spent sleepless nights veering from 'there is no way I'm going to do what he wants and how dare he treat me like that to I can hardly wait to see him and it doesn't matter what he wants me to do as long as he allows me to be with him'. I believe that it was as much my own secret masochistic nature blossoming as his obvious charismatic personality which caused me to surrender to the lure of the strange and kinky pleasures he was offering.

March 24th

I remember that day so clearly and it sends shivers down my spine. I was very nervous and tense by seven o'clock that day and was shivering as if in the grip of a high fever. I arrived home and had a bath then spent a long time on my make-up before slipping on a fresh thong then taking it off when I remembered his instructions that I wasn't to wear any underwear. Even that short contact with my sex had stained the gusset with fresh sex juice. I brushed my hair until it shone and, when I looked in the mirror, I thought that I looked gorgeous and very sexy and couldn't imagine any man not wanting me. Nervously t passed my fingertips over my sex mound and heaved a sight of relief to find that it was still baby smooth which it should have been because I'd given it a thorough going over with a razor after my bath.

At exactly seven o'clock I left the apartment, wearing a raincoat to cover my sluttish clothes, and could hardly get the front door open because my hands were so sweaty. I stood at the entrance, as instructed, and people hurried past me, on the way to who-knows-where, and some gave me a second glance but most were too wrapped up in their own thoughts to notice me. There was no sign of Mr. White and I wondered whether he'd stood me up. Part of me was glad if he had, because I was so terrified, but the greater part couldn't bear the idea that he didn't want me.

A black limousine glided to a stop in front of me and the back door opened and a male voice ordered me to get in.

When I think about it now I realise how stupid I was getting into that car because the voice could have belonged to anybody. I could have been kidnapped and nobody would have been the wiser.

As if no longer in control of my will I stepped forward and entered the back of the car and was surprised to find it empty. The door closed as soon as I got in and I heard the sound of automatic locking. The interior smelled of leather and I sank into the luxury of expensive seats then noticed that the glass partition between the front and back was opaque so that I could not see who was driving. The car eased away from the curb into the flow of traffic and, as we drove through the town, I began to worry. What if it wasn't Mr. White but somebody who'd seen me standing there and decided to kidnap me?

I felt fear course through my body, at the thought, that the car could be carrying me to torture and death in some far off place, where nobody would ever find me. I told myself that I was letting my imagination run wild and that of course it was Mr. White driving or his chauffeur but the next minute I was certain that it had not been his voice which had ordered me to get in. After making sure that there was no way I could communicate with the driver I did my best to control my panic and stop worrying and to do this I began to fantasise about what Mr. White would do to me and I felt a golden glow begin to spread through my lower body. I felt that I was ready for him, ready to do his bidding and was sure that he would be pleased with me and reward me. Why wouldn't he, I asked myself, I'm gorgeous, sexy and very willing.

I love Adam and he loves and trusts me yet, while he was earning a living, I was on my way to a rendezvous with the devil. I felt incredibly alive and aroused at the idea of once again desecrating my marriage vows and destroying the sanctity of our union, which had been blessed by the priest in front of our parents and friends.

What have I become?

If Adam was to discover how filthy and depraved I've become he would divorce me yet there is no way that I can stay the loving, faithful wife because now I know that I need the humiliation, debasement and punishment that someone like Mr. White can subject me to.

I'd been so lost in thoughts that it came as a surprise when the car slowed down and stopped. The journey had been too quick and I wasn't quite ready to meet my doom. The door opened and, without being told, I stepped outside to find myself standing in the driveway of a large, solid-looking, Victorian house. The walls were covered with ivy and the garden was large and well maintained. The place quietly spoke of wealth and appreciation for the finer things in life. The front door boasted stained glass and light shining through it enhanced the vivid colours. I was so engrossed in studying the design that I was hardly aware of the car coasting away silently, leaving me on my own and still not knowing who the driver was.

I took a deep breath, to steady my nerves, and walked to the door and the sound of my high heels clicking on the flagged surface shattered the silence. The door opened, before I reached it, and gingerly I stepped inside and my first impression was of welcoming warmth and comfort. A door at the end of the long corridor was open and somehow I knew that was where my fate would be waiting. I was startled when the front door closed behind me and I looked around but there was no one there which was rather eerie. Boldly, even though I was quaking inside, I walked along the corridor and stepped into the room which turned out to be a study dominated by bookcases crammed with books and some looked very old. The curtains were closed and the lighting came from tiffany lamps. It was a welcoming, warm and intimate room and Mr. White, who'd been sitting behind a large desk, stood up when I entered.

'Welcome, Mrs. Reeves. I'm so glad you decided to come. You took stunning but take that silly rag off, it makes you look like a suburban matron!'

The silly rag he was referring to was my Burberry raincoat, which had cost a small fortune but I bit off a sharp retort and I slipped the garment off and draped it over a chair. Defiantly I stared at him and again marvelled at how gorgeous he was. I would have liked to study him in more details but couldn't hold his gaze for any length of time so I dropped my eyes and studied the pattern of the carpet, as I waited for him to tell me what to do. I could sense a latent aura of menace around him and it scared me but it also made me tingle all over. My arousal was even more powerful than the first time I'd seen him and my entire body seemed to be vibrating as I stood meekly waiting for his orders. I was on-edge and could hear my blood roaring in my ears while heat was rising in my body as trickles of sex juice ran down the inside of my thighs. I felt as if my entire being was being charged with a sensation which was so powerful that if it didn't find an outlet soon it would cause my body to explode into a million, tiny pieces. My head was spinning as golden heat spread further through my body seeming to promise something so wonderful and strange that I couldn't comprehend the nature of it and I couldn't bear for it to fade and prayed for the moment to last forever. 

I was aware that Mr. White was staring at me because it was almost a physical sensation and I hoped that he approved the way I was dressed and the care I'd taken with my appearance. Standing in front of him, like a naughty schoolgirl in front of the headmaster, was more exciting than I could have ever imagined and I shivered all over when I realised that this was only the beginning and it could only get better and better or worse and worse. I struggled to repress the butterflies, in my stomach and slow my heartbeat down.

'That's better. What l want you to do for me now, Mrs. Reeves, is to masturbate and show me how you make yourself come!' His voice had been soft, without any traces of excitement. He could have been asking me to make tea.

It felt as if I had a lump of lead in my stomach and my head spun because his request had a devastating effect on me because it was so raw and brutal. My chest was tight with fear and apprehension and I was almost hyperventilating while my mind was swirling and my heartbeat had become erratic. Masturbation wasn't something I done frequently and had definitely never done it in front of someone else and there was no way I could do such a wicked thing in front of a stranger ...was there ...even though I was already extremely wet and aroused I couldn't do such a private thing in front of a man I hardly knew, it would be so degrading. My emotions were in a spin again because I knew that I wasn't even going to make it pass the first hurdle.

The silence stretched painfully as Mr. White patiently waited for me to do as ordered. I couldn't do it!

I saw a red light flashing just behind him and realised that it was a camcorder and that it was filming and seeing that made my mind up, I wouldn't do as he wanted because there was no way I was going to make a spectacle of myself and have it recorded for anyone to see…then how come I found myself sitting on the edge of the leather chair, with my blouse lying on the carpet and my skirt scrunched to my waist ...it's still a mystery! 

What choice did I have?

I saw him scrutinising my nakedness. My mind seemed to have blanked out allowing my lewd instincts to take over. I opened my legs as wide as they'd stretch, crudely putting my sex on display like a whore.
'A beautiful cunt, Mrs. Reeves, and so much more enticing without all that hair hiding it.' E.W. chuckled appreciatively. 'Beautiful and so very wet and as I remember so eager!'

I blushed fiercely. Trying to block my guilt and shame I squeezed my eyes shut but immediately opened them again as he barked an order for me to look at him.

'Open your fucking eyes and look at me, Bitch! Now start playing with that filthy cunt of yours, Mrs. Reeves, or go home.'

Never in my wildest dream could I ever have imagined that I would find myself in such a degrading situation but what choice did I have except to obey him so my right hand slipped between my spread thighs and I began to masturbate. I felt dirty, humiliated and degraded but at the same time incredibly aroused. I tried to make myself believe that since he wasn't touching me playing with myself couldn't be that bad even if it was being filmed. I shuddered and closed my eyes but he ordered me to open them and look at him. His face was expressionless and my obsession for him welled up through my entire being until my body was shaking with delicious ecstasy. My soul was silently screaming that it was his forever and ever and I realised that, with each breath, I took my nerves tingled with unspeakable delight. I could not stop hoarse whimpers escaping from my open mouth as my fingertips closed around the engorged bud of my clitoris and tugged it free from its hood and I could feel my sex juices running down between my buttocks and gathering around the rim of my anal portal. My eyes were locked on his and nothing else existed but him and every ounce of pleasure that my fingers were wringing from my sex was an anthem to the adoration I felt for him. The golden glow continued flowing through my veins, faster and faster and I was not really aware of the physicality of what I was doing to myself because I'd discarded any form of restrain as I sped towards a cataclysmic finale and, when I climaxed, it felt as if I was being drawn down into a maelstrom of such exquisite pleasures, so dizzying that I almost grew afraid of its power. This new experience was so unique that I was almost unable to believe that it was happening to me. My body arched and from my mouth came a shriek so high that I would not have been surprised if it had shattered glass. My hips jerked uncontrollably as I offered my orgasm to him as my sex spasmed and forced dollops of sex juice out so that it seemed as if I was ejaculating. Nothing, nothing I'd ever known before, was the equal of this new sensation which seemed to fill my body to overflowing and was it my imagination or did I really see thousand points of lights burning like super novae and a chorus of heavenly voices lifted in praise as waves crashed on a rocky shore. My orgasm began to fade leaving me trembling uncontrollably as my clitoris subsided and my juices began drying on my skin causing it to pucker.

He'd watched me orgasming dispassionately as if a woman acting totally abandoned and wantonly was an everyday occurrence. His cold indifference instead of cooling my ardour seemed to fuel it and my orgasm continued raging through my body and soul far longer than any I’d ever had previously as his steely eyes scanned my face. For the very first time I had achieved total satisfaction by myself and I was exhausted, by the time the spasms abated, then shame flooded through me as I realised what I'd done. My cheeks were burning and my bottom lip felt swollen and I realised that I must have bitten it.

'Did you enjoy wanking, Mrs. Reeves?'

Feeling guilty, shamed and embarrassed I dared not look at him and averted my eyes. O could feel that my face was flushed. I was breathless and too ashamed to speak.

'I'm sure that you will enjoy watching yourself on video.'

What kind of a woman was I who could act so whorishly in front of a stranger and I didn't know the answer to that but knew that I could never in a million years forget the pleasure I'd experienced from masturbating so lewdly in front of a stranger while being videoed.

The last traces of the girl I'd been surfaced for an instant and I wanted to grab the Burberry and run out of the room as fast as my legs would carry me but it was incredibly brief and was immediately quashed by a certainty that I didn't want to make him angry because he would punish me by never allowing me to see him again and I couldn't bear that idea. I wanted to be his and it was up to me to earn his respect so, taking a deep breath, I looked directly at him and saw that he was sitting on the edge of the desk looking calm and composed as he waited for my reply. The camcorder was still filming and, in a cheval mirror by his side, I could see myself. My face was bright red and beads of perspiration dotted my brow and upper lip. My hair was a mess and mascara had run down my cheeks and my lips looked swollen and my lipstick was smeared. My eyes shone brightly with a manic glow and my breasts were flushed and heaving wildly. I could smell the pungent aroma of my sex juices as they trickled down the inside of my legs. My bald pussy was swollen and still partly opened allowing my engorged clitoris and inner lips to stick right out. One of my stockings had laddered and I was wearing only one shoe. I looked as if I'd been put through a mangle but at the same time magnificently female. I would have liked someone to take a photo of me at that moment and anyone seeing it would have known immediately that it was the picture of a woman in love who'd just had given her all to her man. It would have been a masterpiece. My body hummed with satisfaction and my mind was swirling with fleeting thoughts. What am I doing thinking such filthy thoughts, I asked myself, then realised that the moment had been recorded on video!

There it is I admit that I adore Mr. White!

I never dared think of the word before in case it shattered my illusions but enough trying to untangle my emotions and let’s return to that evening. 
I dragged my eyes away from my reflection and looked at Mr. White, who was still waiting for my answer and I felt a wave of love for him wash through me and I knew that he was to be my mentor without whom I might never otherwise learn to feel so wonderfully alive. I instinctively knew that this was my one chance of fulfilling my destiny and that I must be prepared to do anything he wanted. Something deep in me had been awakened, roused like a sleeping tiger within my subconscious, and I felt glad to be alive and decided that I would be as submissive as he desired. I took a deep breath, as the rush of ecstasy bore me up once again, and closed my eyes and surrendered to the mysterious bliss and openly confessed my most intimate emotion.

'I did enjoy doing if but only because you were watching! It's my present for you...only you!' It was hard to believe that the croaky voice belonged to me.

'How sweet but haven't you left something out, Mrs. Reeves?'

'What do you mean...Oooohhh! I did enjoy masturbating, Master!' My head echoed with the word. What was my future and what humiliation had I let myself in for by uttering that word but instinctively I knew that it would much worse than anything I could conjure up and would I be able to bear it?

Satisfied by my answer he pointed to a piece of paper lying on the desktop and told me to stand up. Still feeling weak I dragged myself to my feet and, for a brief moment, I stood still as the room spun around me. Once my head had cleared I stumbled to the desk and a small part of my brain, which was still thinking clearly, noted that I'd made no move to cover my nudity.

He stared at me with a heart-stopping smile. 'I've prepared a contract so that there will not be any problems in the future. The wording is simple. Basically it says that you surrender yourself, body and soul, to me or anyone l stipulate. In other words you agree to belong to me and that I can do anything l want with and to you. You will a slave. If you are serious about signing it you are surrendering your freedom of thoughts and action and will belong to me body and soul and I'm a very hard master so my advice to you is that you do not sign if unless you genuinely mean it. Take it away, think about it seriously and I will contact you in a few days for your answer.' He said in a silken, mocking tone.

'Pardon me asking... Master. What happens if I don't wish to sign it?'

'Nothing! Well you... won't see me again but I don't want you to feel that you're being coerced to give yourself into slavery. You can go on living the way you are now or you can embark on an adventure which will open your mind and soul and take you to places and pleasures you've never dreamt existed. I want you to realise that up to now you've only existed and not lived but deep down you've always longed to taste the sweet pains and pleasure of being a total woman. There is a deep need in you to be mastered so that you can reach your full potential and I only want you to belong to me because that is your most fervent wish and that's why I caution you to think deeply about it.'.

I knew that things were getting out of hand but there was still time to stop the ruination of my life and marriage. It was easy all I had to do was refuse to sign such a damming document. `I...I don't...' I swallowed and stared at him. The butterflies in my stomach swarming. 'Thank you for your consideration- MMM...aster! I...l would like to have time to think about it, please, because I'm so confused.'

`I understand. It's a big step! Now let's deal with the small matter of your punishment.' He said, as casually as if he was discussing the weather. His eyes glittered like burning jewels.

'What ...what punishment?' I blurted out. I thought that I would be sick as fear overwhelmed my body. 

'Oh my, so soon. I didn't hear the word Master so that's another two strokes. You're a very silly woman and careless with it and you've got to learn the basics before we can proceed to anything more sophisticated.' Although he still seemed perfectly relaxed there was an underlying tension as if he was ready to use force if I should oppose him.

'But ...l mean ...l haven't signed the contract... Master so why am I being punished!' I bleated ineffectively.

'It has nothing to do with the contract. I told you last time we met that you'd incurred punishment for being such a slut and I always mean what I say. You are an adulterous wife, Mrs. Reeves and you've broken your marriage vows and allowed a man to spank and fuck you then you used your tongue to clean his cock. Even now you're harbouring sinful thoughts about doing things with that stranger that society would condemn. Everyday you cocktease men into parting with their money yet offer nothing in return and it is high time to realise that the only way you can live with these grievous sins, against men, is to experience the pain of atonement from your redeemer. We can do this the easy or the hard way and the choice is yours but punished you will be before you leave this house!'

What was he talking about and how come he knew about my conduct at the massage parlour?

Panic and fear swept through my body like a raging storm and my nostrils flared and were filled with my body scent which was heavy with the sweat of fear. I was genuinely frightened yet my sex was throbbing like mad and beginning to moisten again. This was crazy and was it really my voice which suddenly broke the silence?

‘I will do anything you want, Master, but please don't send me away!' My voice trailed away. There it was my shameful admission that I was guilty as charged.

'Good girl! I knew that you would see sense. Get rid of that skirt and stockings but put your shoes on again. I meant to tell you before that I am very pleased that you followed my instructions. Your bald cunt is a delight to see, Mrs. Reeves, and, should you sign the contract, l have plans to make it even more beautiful and show it off to an appreciative audience because it is a rare and precious flower and it would be a sin to keep hidden.'

What did he mean ...make it more beautiful ...an appreciative audience ...l puzzled over his words as my hands reached down and got rid of my skirt and stockings before I slipped my feet back into my shoes and stood trembling as I waited for his next move. I stole a glance at the mirror and could see that automatically I was sucking my stomach in and arching my back so that my boobs jutted out in sexy provocation. Was that the picture of a woman waiting for punishment ...would she look so proud of her sluttish body, I asked myself.

The Master picked up two small metal objects, from the top of his desk, and, seizing my right breast with one hand, he fitted the object over the nipple with the other. Looking down I saw that it was something like a clothes peg but smaller and much more elaborate. It was made of metal and shone brightly as it bit into the tender flesh of my nipple causing a flash of intense pain to streak through my breast which was so sharp that I shrieked as his hand moved away leaving the clamp fastened tightly around the nipple. Taking the other breast he repeated the process and again the pain was excruciating but strangely infused with a current of intense, sexual pleasure and my pussy started melting even as tears were rolling down my cheeks. I looked down expecting to see blood running down my breasts but, although the nipples were very red and engorged hugely, the clamps had not pierced the skin.

The Master picked up a piece of black material and wrapped it around my head. It was a blindfold and light was shut out as I was plunged into darkness and, at first, I panicked but my other senses seemed to compensate. I could hear the sound of my ragged breathing and the erratic beat of my heart, could feel the muscles beneath my skin rippling with apprehension and sensed the perspiration breaking out all over my body. I could hear him moving around but could not identify in which direction and his voice startled me when it came from behind me.

'My dear Mrs. Reeves, things are looking bad for you. You're so whorish, so wicked and so sinful that we must act quickly to try to absolve you, before it's too late. I must introduce you to a punishment regime that will allow you to atone for past sins allowing room for even more grievous ones to take their place. We mustn't lose any time; your salvation is at stake.'

I realised that the man was an expert manipulator and was playing on my lapsed Catholicism to achieve his aim but at the same time it reflected my inner turmoil. I deserved to be punished.

`I want you to bend right over, with your legs wide apart, and grasp your ankles and under no circumstance are you to change position until l tell you! If you do any strokes already given will be cancelled and we will start from the beginning again. Do you understand, Mrs. Reeves?' His voice was emotionless but carried a great deal of menace.

Never before, even when I was a child, had anybody physically chastised me except for that time in the lavatory. I couldn't speak so nodded vigorously as I bend over till my hands closed around my ankles. Bending forward caused my breasts to dangle like gourds and the weight of the clamps tugged on the pinched nipples and a sharp streak of pain swept through my boobs turning almost instantly to pleasure. I blushed as I realised that being behind me the Master now had a perfect view of my sex and because there wasn't any hairs to conceal it would appear even more obscene. The forbidden hole, nestling between my spread buttocks, was also completely exposed and I understood why he'd ordered me to do it, it was part of being degraded to bring home the enormity of my sins. Then I remembered that the camcorder must still be running capturing every second of my plunge into depravity and knowing this increased my arousal. My hair trailed on the carpet as blood rushed to my head. I cried out when his hand suddenly stroked my hip because it felt as if I'd been touched by a flaming brand. Slowly his fingers glided over my taut bottom, following the cleavage, before caressing each buttock, in turn and I knew that the position tilted my bottom upward at the perfect angle for punishment or anything else he wanted to do. As his fingertips lightly stroked across my bald pussy they must have picked up a coating of my sex juices because I felt it being smeared on the tight ring, guarding my rectal passage as a hand pushed against the small of my back making me arch my body even more. I was held firmly in that position as I heard a swish displacing the air a fraction of a second before a flaming line of incredible pain burnt horizontally into my bottom. 
Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

The stroke was so painful that it drove the air from my lungs so that I was unable to scream. It hurt so much that I froze unable to give in to my instinct to try and stand. I'd never experienced anything so painful before and the rippling movement of my body, caused by the power of the stroke, made my dangling breasts sway wildly. The initial intensity of the pain in my nipples had become a dull and not unpleasant ache but as my boobs wobbled a much sharper streak coursed through my breasts making it impossible to ignore the silver clamps. Even without any movement they initiated a range of sensations, from dull ache to intense, fiery pain which sent thrills of ecstasy directly to my pussy. Still trying to cope with the pain I was too late to prepare myself for the next stroke and I heard the sound of air being displaced too late. 
Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

`Aaaarrrggghhh!!!' Oh my God...you're killing me! Please have pity! No more... l can't take it ...it hurts so much!!!'

The cane, for that what it was, sliced across the tender mounds of my buttocks causing them to ripple and indent and, before the pain had time to be absorbed by my body and mind, I received another stroke. 

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

The three lines of chastisement intersected and the infernal pain was more intense at those points as my entire bottom seemed to swell to twice its size as it was engulfed in flames. I could sense the heat radiating out but at the same time it was streaking inward to lodge in the back of my sex. As with the initial pain I'd experienced, when the clamps had bitten into my nipples, I realised that my body had a way of converting frightful pain into exquisite, sexual pleasure.

It's easy for me to rationalise all those feelings now but at the time the pain was so excruciating that I couldn't even think. I've had plenty of time to remember that first time, and the subsequent punishments which were as severe but not as unexpected as that first time.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Oooohhh dear God it hurts! I can't stand it!!! Please ...have pity! I'll do absolutely anything you want... anything but please don't hurt me anymore!'

The fourth stroke struck lower down and was the most painful because it landed where the thighs meets the curve of the buttocks. Even though it was excruciating and almost unbearable the rush of pleasure which followed was even more exquisite and my entire sex seemed to have become molten so that I could feel liquid dribbling down my thighs, as if from a tap. My pussy was on fire and so were my nipples and I wasn't sure how much more pain I could endure. I filled my lungs with air as I concentrated on keeping my hands locked around my ankles. Being blindfolded added to the terror sweeping through me yet strangely at no point had I tried to straighten up. My earring sense was so acute that I heard the swish as loud as a musical note as the cane cut through the air.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! I can't ...can't stand it any more!!! Please have pity! I can't take anymore! I've been punished enough.'

I couldn't distinguish where that stroke fell as my entire bottom was on fire and I nearly fell forward from the power of the stroke but rocked back on my heels as the pain gradually gave way to pleasure. Where the cane had landed initiated sexual heat which vibrated through every nerve in my body and the pain from the nipple clamps only accentuated the sharpness of the sensations. I was swimming in a dimension where pain seemed to become pleasure and pleasure was pain.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhhaaaccckkk!

Another stroke landed and the sound echoed in the room as I farted as the heat radiating from my bottom was matched by the volcanic tremors pulsating from my sex. Embarrassment seemed to increase my humiliation and thus my arousal. My clitoris was so engorged that it forced its way out of hiding and was being squeezed by the outer lips while my nipples were pulsating sending wave after wave of delicious pleasure on the same frequency as the pain from my buttocks. I was on the brink of a huge orgasm and it would have only needed a touch, a caress or even another stroke of the cane to trigger it. Various warring emotions swept through me, anger, hatred, frustration, shame and guilt but only for a fleeting second because they were immediately replaced by love, devotion, pleasure and utter bliss and those emotions were so strong that I almost fainted. Mr. White had achieved complete power over me and I was his to do anything he wanted to and, with that realisation, an inner calm overwhelmed me though my body continued to hum with the need to climax.

A hand stroked my buttocks, where the lines of pain cut into the flesh, and the effect was dramatic. I almost lost my balance as ecstasy overwhelmed every other sensation. He must have put the cane down because both his hands stroked every inch of my fiery bottom erasing the pain and leaving only the pleasure and I started to weep but the tears were tears of happiness and were soaked up by the blindfold but it was the only way that I could contain my overwhelming love for him. I was still hovering on the brink of a climax and could feel the inner walls of my vagina rippling as if moving around an imaginary penis. The tight ring of my anus expanded and contracted as if begging for attention. I was a bitch on heat ready to service her Master. I was still bent over grasping her ankles and felt like a statue, seeming to have become locked in that position forever so nearly jumped out of my skin when I felt him begin to smear cool ointment over my burning buttocks. The pain gradually vanished as he spread the soothing cream on every inch of my burning bottom and even pushed some into my anus with a finger. Except for that time at the bar it was the first time any foreign object had ever been inserted in there and, though it felt strange, it was also strangely arousing. One of his hands returned to the small of my back pinning me down as I felt something spongy against the entrance of my rectal passage and it was only then that I realised what he was going to do. His huge penis was laying siege to my forbidden hole and my last virginity was in danger and panic and fright consumed me.

Although I knew that some men and women found pleasure from it I'd always believed that it was dirty, obscene, degrading and possibly the worse thing which could be done to a woman. I couldn't let him do something so vile to me. 'Oh no... Master! Not that ...please. I can't…you mustn't!' I shrieked as I started struggling to get away. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The palm of his hand landed on my buttocks reviving the heat and pain from the caning. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Shut your mouth, cunt! Don't you dare tell me what I can or can't do. That's what happens when one treats you gently. I should have given you the twenty four strokes you deserved instead of being considerate because it was your first time. There is still time for the other eighteen strokes. Is that what you want, Mrs. Reeves? Do I need to break you by force? I would prefer you to offer me your body without coercion.'

The idea of having to cope with more pain was so terrifying that I stopped struggling. I knew that it was wrong and that I shouldn't allow it to happen but what could I do! Somehow he'd conquered me body and soul and there was nothing I could do and giving up the pretension that there was something that I could do about the situation seemed to lift a weight from my mind.

I felt the knob of his penis pressing hard against my anus and the tiny hole expanded. The cream eased the passage of the swollen crown as it started to penetrate my most secret place. The pain was excruciating and I expected the flesh to tear and I felt as if I needed to shit. I was sure that there was no way such a small orifice could cope with something so big besides no one could stand such pain for it was even worse than the punishment. This was what it would feel like giving birth!

Suddenly the head of the penis was inside my anus and the pain was immense and almost unbearable. Sobbing with despair, for the loss of my innocence, I found it hard to believe that it was really happening then the pain stabilised. I was scared to move in case it revived though I could feel the warmth and the throbbing of the thick penis inside my back passage as if it had become part of me and I realised that I'd never felt like that when I'd had a penis inside my sex. The pain became sharp again as he pushed even more of his shaft into my rectum until I felt the roughness of his trousers against my bottom and realised that he'd managed to push his entire penis inside me and my anal passage was completely full with someone else's living flesh which was twitching and throbbing. It was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, weird, wicked and sinful but also satisfying and unusual and suddenly I was glad that I had something virginal to offer him. My dangling breasts had been severely jolted by the invasion but the pain from the swinging nipple clamps somehow balanced and neutralised the pain in my bottom and I hardly dared move. It felt as if an electric current was zigzagging from my nipples to my sex then into my bottom and back again to my teats.

Mr. White paused as if to give my body a chance to become accustomed to this new form of pain. Gradually I realised that the fierce pain had faded and that my rectal muscles had begun rippling up and down the length of the huge penis, as if exploring the strange intruder. His cock twitched and jerked and seemed to slip even deeper inside me as if I was sucking it in willingly but I had not moved. He was holding me tight as I wriggled and twisted my bottom against him. His cock seemed to swell even larger inside me and I was panting and sobbing, delirious with joy and pain. He leant over me and his hands cupped my dangling breasts and started to tug on the clamps and fierce pain shot through my nipples, which felt longer and harder than they ever had before. The pain caused me to ram my bottom back and my stretched anus reacted by squeezing the massive cock filling it. Disembodied pleasure flooded through my body as if it was being generated from some vast distance away. His penis expanded and contracted inside my anus again and I felt my pussy responding by flowering open and allowing dollops of sex cream to be expelled and soon my inner thighs were coated with warm stickiness. The pain was still very intense but highly pleasurable and my pussy was expanding and contracting as if jealous that it was empty while my other hole was so amply filled. His hands were still torturing my breasts and his lips were leaving moist spots on the back of my neck and I nearly swooned at the mixture of tenderness and cruelty. The impossible had happened my anus had stretched to accommodate his huge penis without tearing and I could feel every sovereign inch of it as it began slowly to move in and out. The pain was fading leaving only incredible pleasure. My heart was filled with love and I started to rock my hips back to coax him to penetrate me even deeper, although I knew that it was impossible. I was drifting into a state where nothing else mattered but having this wonderful being inside me. It was comforting to be suspended in a pre-orgasmic dimension as his huge cock slipped in and out of my tight passage. The throbbing in his cock seemed to have become coordinated with the beat of my heart, as if we'd become one being. My mind was drifting and I wanted it to last forever. Being possessed in my forbidden hole felt more complete than anything I'd experienced before for it was as if I'd kept it virgin just for this moment so that I could offer it to my Master as a token of the love I bore him.

Helped by the cream his cock was moving effortlessly as he increased the speed of his penetration. My entire body was trembling with arousal and I wanted him more desperately than ever and wanted to voice my need and confess my love but my vocal chords refused to function and the only sounds coming from my mouth were animalistic grunts and moans of ecstasy.

As if sensing my emotions he started penetrating my anus with such force that he was driving my breath from my lungs and only the hand in the middle of my back stopped me from falling on my face. Each time his pelvis collided with my buttocks it revived the pain from the caning and it was exquisite. The clamps swinging wildly at the tips of my breasts added their mixture of pain and pleasure. I started climaxing and the ecstasy was more intense than any before, almost more than I could stand. An agonised scream erupted from my open mouth as his cock relentlessly pistoned in and out of my stretched anus sending vibrations to my pussy. I kept on orgasming and it didn't seem possible that anyone could stand that level of pleasure for so long and it felt as if I was going to pass out but somehow I didn't. He continued to drive his cock into me, each stroke more powerful than the previous one and I thrust my bottom back, matching him stroke for stroke even though my body was being racked by huge orgasmic spasms. Suddenly he stopped with his cock wedged all the way inside my pulsing passage and instinctively I tightened my buttocks and made my rectal muscles grip it as hard as they could. He remained still so that the only movement came from his cock as it unloaded its sperm and I felt each jet blasting into my rectum as orgasms raged through my pussy matching each ejaculation. I lost control over my bladder and hot urine spurted out and ran down my legs. I'd thought that I'd experienced everything that there was but suddenly an orgasm so huge that it needed my entire body to contain it erupted and it was like being blasted by a nuclear explosion and I blacked out!

March 25th

Yesterday I had to stop writing because I was no longer able to grip my pen as my body was tortured by the recollection of my first anal orgasm. I can't believe that I've managed to recall the fine details and diverse emotions I experienced that fateful night so clearly. It's weird!

Writing it down is almost like reliving that evening again and I'm so turned on that I can't sit still. I've had to stop to have a cold shower to calm my nerves. It's really strange but writing down what has happened to me seems as if I am penning a fantasy, an erotic dream which really happened to someone else yet I know full well that it did happen!
After my blackout my next recollection was the sensation of something wet on my face and it took me some minutes to orientate myself before I opened my eyes. I was lying on a sofa and my Master was sponging my face with a damp face cloth. Despite lingering pain from having been trashed and an anus which felt as if it still contained his massive cock plus nipples which felt as if they were going to burst open like overripe fruit I felt absolutely wonderful.

'I knew it! From the first time I clapped eyes on you I knew that you were capable of incredible depths of passion and also knew that you would be very responsive to pain but your real nature had never been tapped. Welcome to your future, incredible pain and untold pleasures, Chantal!' There was a note of elation and triumph in his voice.

He'd used my name ...for the very first time he'd used my name and I knew that I'd passed some test or other he'd set and the sound of my name on his lips was like balm to my warring emotions. I belonged to someone…I belonged to him heart and soul and pride flooded my naked body.

With his help I sat up and the first touch of the surface of the seat against my bottom sent pain through my lower body reminding me that he'd punished me then I remembered proudly how I'd taken everything he'd dished out and had remained in the position he'd decreed. I, Chantal Reeves, had taken my first punishment like a pro!

I'm in love. A man had trashed and sodomised me and I'm in love with him! 

Enough soppiness and let’s get back to that evening. I was so deep in thought that I didn't hear my Master talking to me and before I could react I felt my body being pulled off the sofa and somehow I ended up face down over his knees.

It was unfair! 

I wanted to tell him I was only basking in the euphoria of loving him but couldn't get the words out. Fear had blocked my throat.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

His hand, as hard as wood, connected with my left buttock bringing a stinging pain which revived the earlier agony of the caning.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk! ! !

The hand immediately came down on the other cheek, hurting, stinging and burning and my euphoria evaporated as he spanked me hard. Through the pain, agony and bewilderment I knew that I was being spanked by an expert for the rhythm of the spanking never varied nor the intensity. I moaned, sobbed, begged for forgiveness but it went on and on.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

`You’re too bloody disobedient by half, Mrs. Reeves!' I could hear disappointment in my Master's voice which hurt more than the spanking. I'd let him down!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The lightning streaks of pain across both cheeks were devastatingly painful and came again and again with no chance to absorb the pain between blows. My body was writhing in protest but the pain had settled and was transmuting into a golden sensation, which drifted slowly into my sex. Tears were running down my cheeks and I was shrieking. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Oooohhh!!! Pleassssse!!! I will never disappoint you again, Master!'

'Mrs. Reeves! You have already!' My Master's cold hard voice sounded like ice as he underlined each syllable by a stinging smack.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'You will remember that this is not for your pleasure but to remind you of what and who you are. You are a slut, a miserable excuse for a woman and you must instantly obey my orders. You no longer have a will of your own. You're a sinner and must expiate your sins.'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'At no time are you to mope around like a silly schoolgirl in love but always be aware of what I require of you and failure to do so will earn an instant punishment.'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'At no time are you to act as if you're an individual. You are now a slave and must have no other reason for living except to serve your Master and anticipate his needs.'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk! ! !

'At all time you will be submissive and attentive and do everything which is asked of you with enthusiasm and alacrity.'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk! ! !

'Your only reason for living is for my pleasure and you're never to forget this for a second.' 
Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Only through pain will you fulfil yourself but that doesn't mean you have to seek it by disappointing me!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

As the pain grew it drove the message home then it was over and he released me and helped me up. Free to move I discovered that I didn't want to. Pain flared through my bottom and tears coursed down my face as I tried to control the flaring of arousal which almost drowned the pain. My bottom felt as if it was on fire, throbbing and massively swollen but the pain was nothing to the ache in my soul. I realised that the brief moment, when he'd thought of me as Chantal, had passed and I'd disappointed him and become that slut Mrs. Reeves again and she was not worthy of his attention.

'I want you to go home now, Mrs. Reeves! I want you to think about what I'm asking of you and whether you feel able to accept it.' His voice was soft and calm, as if we were discussing some beneficial therapy. 'I'm not sure that you're ready but I could be wrong. Go home, reflect on what you've learnt tonight and I will contact you in the near future after I’ve decided whether I should waste any more time on you.’ He went to the phone and I heard him tell someone to bring the car round in five minutes.
I wanted to protest, wanted to tell him that I loved him and that I was sorry and explain that it was only because I was so new to the situation that I'd erred. I wanted to beg for a second chance, wanted him to trash me to within an inch of death to prove that I could be what he wanted and that l adored him with all my heart and soul but one look from his hard eyes quelled my urge. I gathered my clothes, intending to get dressed, but he told me that I had to go home naked so that I would never forget what a slut I was. Forgetting my resolution to obey without questions I started to protest but when he looked at me I knew that if I ever wanted to see him again I would do what he wanted.

The chauffeur came in and I saw his eyes scanning my nakedness and his top lip curled in a sneer. He followed me to the front door and I knew that his eyes were glued to the marks on my naked bottom as he held the car door open for me to get in. I was blushing fiercely knowing that as I bent down, to get into the car, he could see my bald sex, even my anus which was slowly disgorging his master's semen. Fortunately he didn't speak to me during the journey and I think that I cried all the way home. Just before arriving outside my flat, through a small loudspeaker, he told me to get my coat on. When the car stopped I got out and ran all the way to the elevator. I reached my front door but I was shaking so much that it took me sometime to get the key into the lock. Once inside I slammed the door behind me and leant against it and only then did I realise that I'd left the rest of my clothes in the car. I was hysterical and sobbed, cried and whimpered for hours before tiredness caused me to fall into a fitful sleep.

March 28th

I woke up to another day of uncertainty, fear and guilt. What am I going to do?

I'll die if he doesn't get in touch with me and why was I so stupid?

I can't go on like this. I need to end this nightmare. It's my fault. I should have been attentive at all times and then he'd want me with him. I will do better if given the chance ...please God make him want me!

Never have my nipples been so sensitive and I can't keep my hands off them.

April 2nd

Seven days has passed and I still haven't heard from him and I'm desperate!

Adam came home for the day, last Saturday, and he hardly stopped talking about how great it was to be working again and enthusiastically told me anecdotes about the people he was working with. He was so full of himself that he didn't seem to notice that I hardly said a word. Thankfully he was too tired to want to make love otherwise he might have discovered the fading stripes which still adorn my bottom. Is it wrong of me to have felt happy when he left?

I am a mess, let's face it.

April 3rd

At work things have changed for the worse. Cherrie was taken to hospital, for an urgent operation, and I'm running the parlour and Susie is on reception. Her commission is much less than mine, which makes me feel good, but I miss the games I played with the customers. Yet, in a way, I am glad that I don't have to play them anymore because my heart would no longer be in playing games as I am entirely focused on my Master. He's my reason for living or maybe now that I have too much time to think I would be better off in reception?

I'm so unhappy. Why ...why hasn't he contacted me?

I did everything he wanted and it was only a small lapse in concentration and I willingly paid the price. Please let him ring me. I wonder where it will all end or even if it will end.

April 4th

He phoned at long last!

I feel as if I'm walking on air. He said that he had something very important and delicate that he wanted me to do for him and if I acquitted myself well he would forgive me and take me back to teach me how to serve him. That's right he said he would teach me how to serve and allow me to show him how much I love him. I'm over the moon. Who would believe it that it is what I want most in the world? 

It is! 

I want to serve him. Me, Chantal Reeves nee Dupont, who's had men drooling and ready to do anything she wanted is considering servitude and giving herself totally to a man!

I can hardly believe it but it's true. l told him I would do absolutely anything he wanted me to do and he’d seemed convinced by my enthusiasm and he told me he'd ring me tomorrow and give me my assignment. I am so happy.

When I got to work I could see that the girls were puzzled to see me grinning at nothing but no one said anything. I suppose having seen me moping around and being snappy for days it makes a welcome change.

 (I think it’s appropriate to insert another entry from Adam transcribed from the audio cassette at this point.)
I've had to put the diary down. I'm disgusted with myself!

My hand is covered with sperm. How could I bring myself off while discovering that my wife is yearning to be the sex slave of another man? 

He sounds dishy, perhaps I can follow her and find out where he lives. What am I going to do about what I know?

The first thing to do is clean this mess, have a drink and read some more and perhaps things will become clearer and I will know what I should do!

