April 8th

Yesterday I was so troubled that there was no way I could have sat down to write sanely about what had happened to me the previous evening. I feel a little calmer today so will try to make sense of what happened but, more to the point, why I freely allowed it to happen. Though suffering from intense shame and guilt I will try very hard to write down everything which happened as honestly and objectively as I can. I will try not to leave anything out, as I promised myself when I started this diary. I feel ashamed and dirty but I must do it but it's so hard to actually write down one's shame and degradation. Writing it down makes it de facto and I can no longer pretend it wasn't my fault and that I didn’t enjoy it.

Even though two days have gone by I can hardly believe that it was me who acted in such an obscene fashion and was it truly me who did such a wicked and debasing thing because a man, who is still really a stranger to me, ordered me to do it? 

I did do it and moreover I did it willingly even though it was extremely dirty and depraved. I still don't quite know how I managed to go through with it without being sick but what is even much worse is how much pleasure I eventually experienced allowing those men, which I considered not much more evolved than Neanderthals, do such vile and obscene things to me. Hopefully my Master will be pleased with me and will praise me and, because I did what he wanted, he will dispense absolution for my terrible sins against my husband, womankind and myself. 

Don't dare think that what you did counted for nothing, Chantal, you mustn't or it will destroy you. 

The Master will be pleased and he will contact you to tell you so and might even reward you after he's trashed you for having been such a slut. Why is it that the thought of being beaten by him stirs up my arousal so? 

Stop these hysterics...you did well...better than you would have dreamt you could and he will contact you and probably subject you to even more depraved acts so now get on with it...you silly cow...write it down as it happened and stop being a drama queen. Okay here goes. 

Detailed instructions arrived through the post. I read then reread them until I knew them by heart even though I was appalled by the obscene act I was expected to carry out. No matter how shocked I was I knew that it was my only chance to get back into Mr. White's good books and, because I'm obsessed with the man and want to be with him even though it means signing a contract handing myself body and soul to him, whatever qualms I have I know that I can't live without him and if debasing myself is what it takes so be it. I am prepared to do anything he wants no matter how demeaning or depraved. Let me take a deep breath to steady my nerves while I try to remember exactly how I felt as I waited to fulfil his orders. 

I recall being so nervous that I was perspiring and could feel beads of perspiration dribbling from my armpits and running down my sides as I sensed more were breaking out over my top lip. My heart was pounding like crazy and I was having trouble breathing, as I sat waiting trying very hard to hide my anxiety behind a false smile but I don't think I succeeded, judging from the nonplussed expression on people's faces as they studied me. I suppose I must have seemed strange with my eyes darting wildly around while my bosom heaved with anxiety. I was shaking like a leaf so it wasn't surprising that I was getting some funny looks!

I looked at the clock; only a minute had passed, and, for the umpteen times, asked myself why I was sitting in the lobby of a large luxury hotel waiting to meet a man I'd never met before. Of course I really knew that I was doing it because another man, who wasn't my husband and who I hardly knew, had ordered me to do so!  

I knew the reason but it seemed unreal and almost dreamlike. I never stop remembering that I was a married woman and as such should not allow another man to have such a hold on me but I couldn't help myself!

It's good of you to remember that you are married, Chantal! You're such a slut. I love my husband...do you really...you bloody hypocrite? 

You love him so much that you go around cockteasing men for a living then you allow a sadist to use and abuse your body for his pleasure. Some kind of love...don't you think!

I do love Adam...I really do! It wasn't my fault that I've become embroiled in such sordid goings on!

There you go again blaming somebody else....you know exactly how it happened so why all this whingeing for it is your fault, accept it and write it all down so that it might become clearer to you that you are a slut and only behaving in character. 

I don't hold much hope but I'll try to get it all down but only if you stop bugging me. I've got enough problems without you nagging me...you sound just like my mother.

Back to that evening then. I was sitting on the edge of the seat and, as the minutes ticked by, the tension inside me grew and grew till I couldn't deal with it any longer and I made up my mind to get out of there as fast as my legs would carry me. I'd just picked up my handbag when I became aware that someone was standing in front of me, mouthing my name. The man was so unprepossessing that I would have never recognised him from the description I'd been given, in my instructions. Somehow I managed to stand up, though my legs felt rubbery, and I stuck my hand out and the man looked puzzled then took it in his and gave it a limp handshake. His palm was sweaty and it was like holding a dead fish and I shivered with disgust. I could see his black, beady eyes running up and down my body as if he was appraising cattle at auction and it made me feel even more dirty and miserable than I already felt.

I was wearing an expensive black dress which clung to my figure like a second skin, black stockings and very high heels which flattered my legs. I'd really made an effort with my dress and make-up so fully expected to see male appreciation and maybe lust in his eyes as they swept over me but they stayed expressionless. Immediately doubts about my attractiveness gripped me making me feel even more nervous which increased my wretchedness. 

There was another man with him whom he introduced but, I was so flustered, that I didn't catch his name. He was very short and his body was deformed with tiny legs. He was a dwarf and there was something extremely lecherous about the way he practically drooled as he ogled my breasts, which were in line with his face. He made me feel even more dirty and sluttish but fortunately he left shortly after the introduction. 

Doug, the name of the man, suggested we went into the cocktail bar and I asked for a gin and tonic which I downed in one gulp so he ordered me another and I only used a drop of tonic to water down the gin as I desperately needed alcohol to give me the courage to go through with what Mr. White had arranged. 

How has that man managed to gain such a hold over me in such a short time is still a mystery and why I was being nice to a man, who made my stomach churn, because he'd ordered me to added to the confusion I felt.

. 

Doug is a countryman, blunt and monosyllabic and his conversation and interests were so pedantic that, to stop myself screaming with boredom, I just kept on drinking double gins while keeping a pasty smile on my face. As I can't hold my liquor it really wasn't a wise thing to do but he seemed in no hurry to proceed further so I kept drinking and, by the time he suggested that we went up to his room, I was three quarters of the way to being very drunk.

Alcohol cancels my inhibitions and makes me very raunchy which was just as well as it was the only way I knew that I could allow that odious little toad to touch me. I really needed that crutch but even being drunk I didn't know if I really could go through with it.

There we go again…excuses...excuses. Be honest with yourself Chantal...you were drunk but it still doesn't excuse your subsequent sluttish behaviour. You are a slut so don't blame alcohol for your disgusting behaviour.

Mr. White had told me, on the phone, that he needed to win a contract with Doug's firm, to make up for having lost a great deal of business from another firm which had gone into receivership, and the man had not beaten about the bush and had told him that he would like him to fix him up with a call girl, when he came down to town to sign the contract. He made it clear that it was part of the deal, no girl no contract but it was Mr. White's evil idea that I went to the hotel and acted the part of a call girl and he quickly added, before I could refuse, that it would be a test of my true feelings for him. I knew that he had not told Doug that I really was a married woman, with little sexual experience, whom he'd snared into his wicked net and not a professional call girl. 

Let's face it if I'd not become besotted with Mr., White and he'd not become my nemesis wielding his sadistic authority over me so strongly there is no way I would have agreed to meet the man...never mind having sex with him. Doug was odious and resembled a toad and each time I looked at him it made my skin crawl. His face was all shiny with sweat, his lips were loose and gleaming with spit, his shirt collar was dirty and the end of his fingernails was crescents of dirt. It was hard to believe that this man managed millions of pounds of business and thinking about it now I have to ask myself how could I have gone through with it. 

How did do it...I don't know but I did!

My black dress hugged my bottom and, as I'd not worn any undies, the material clung to my curves like a second skin and I could feel his eyes on my bottom, as if he was physically touching me, as I staggered along the corridor in front of him. Even though he repulsed me I added an extra swing to my hips to make my buttocks roll even more pointedly. 

How could I have done that when I found him so repulsive?

That I could do it makes me want to crawl under a rock but I suppose that kind of behaviour fits in with the slut I've become.

How could you...very simple...you are a slut, a whore and doing what comes naturally, Chantal!

I had to! 

Bullshit! Nobody can make you do something like that unless you collude with them and maybe Edward White immediately recognised that you're a slut at heart and that's why he can manipulate you so successfully. He's trashed you, fucked you in a lavatory and sodomised you and you've known him less than a month. What does that make you?  

Wipe those crocodile tears and get on with your narrative.

Doug took some booze from the minibar and poured me another drink then he came to sit next to me on the bed and looked at me without any sort of expression on his face, like a reptile waiting for its prey to move within range. He licked his lips re-enforcing the image of a lizard, which had flooded into my head and I shivered all over as I have a phobia about reptiles. Doug made no comment as if waiting for me to make the next move. 

Just thinking about it makes me go cold all over. Why didn't I just walk away?

Slowly it dawned on me that I was posing as a professional tart so it was up to me to make that first move but how I managed to do it is still a mystery. I think it was the memories of my Master's hands smacking my bottom superimposed on images of his cock in my sex and the sensation of it in my bumhole and an unstoppable desire to please him which suddenly gripped me. I suppose my need to please him was so strong that it forced me to ignore my revulsion.

No that was only part of it, you bloody hypocrite. The reasons you went through with it is because at heart you are a whore to be used by dominant men and you love every minute of it and want more and more and you don't care how ugly they are as long as they have a cock!

Taking a deep breath and closing my eyes I leant forward and kissed Doug on the cheek and tasted the saltiness of his sweat. Uuuuurrrggghhh! 

Doug put his drink down and turned towards me. Trying hard to pretend that he was Mr. White I started to unbutton his shirt, with trembling fingers. I was still having a difficult time trying to come to terms with what I'd let myself in for. How could I undress a revolting toad because another man had ordered me to do it and that man wasn't even my husband? 

Talk of depravity and obscenity!

As my fingers continued to undo the shirt-buttons my lips planted small kisses on his cheeks. His skin was oily and it was like kissing a wet dish cloth meanwhile Doug continued to show no signs that he was being turned on by me. My pride was hurt. How could an insignificant, ugly man be unmoved by a sexy woman like me? 

I knew dozens of men who would have given anything to have me doing to them what I was doing to him. Any of the customers at the salon would have paid a great deal of money to have me seduce them. Every day I was the cause of throbbing erections which saluted my sexiness yet this man acted as if I was unattractive.

Doug was even more stomach-churning without his shirt on. He was wearing old fashioned Y-fronts and a string vest. Yuuuuccckkk! How tacky! 

Through the coarse mesh clumps of coarse, black hairs protruded and my courage faltered. I shuddered all over as I realised that I was there to let him use my body. His body was podgy and very white. 

How could I have allowed that odious, ugly man to use my body?

Then, to my immense horror, I became aware that the fact that he was so repulsive was making me extremely aroused and, to my dismay, I felt my sex begin to pulse and throb as moisture began to seep and moisten the gusset of my thong. What kind of a woman does that make me, I asked myself, as my whole body was gripped by fierce arousal? 

The man made no move to help me but I'd promised Mr. White to follow his instructions to the letter. I knew how important it was to him and also because I wanted to prove to him that I could be the kind of woman he was searching for so, gritting my teeth and despite feeling nauseous, I continued seducing the ugly toad making sure to brush the back of my hand against the growing bulge inside his Y-fronts as I pulled the vest out of the waistband. In my mind I was pretending that he was Mr. White who I was trying to entice to make love to me. 

Uuuuurrrggghhh! 

I've just remembered how Doug's pores were blocked by blackheads and when I think about it now I wonder how I managed not to puke. Is every woman in love prepared to go that far I wonder!

The bulge of the penis tenting the y-fronts was growing larger very quickly so at least I was having some effect on him despite the lack of expression on his podgy face. The material clung to his penis so tightly that I could see that it was circumcised and that it was very much fatter than Adam's and maybe even a fraction longer than Mr. White's. In fact now that I have time to reflect on it I'm sure that it was very much fatter than any penis I'd ever seen before. 

I remember shivering as I wondered how I was going to force myself to accept something so fat and repulsive inside my relatively inexperience vagina. I was certain that it would look like a fat, white worm and would hurt like hell. Hardly able to breathe I gripped the waistband of his underpants and tugged them all the way down and off. To do this I'd knelt on the carpet and, glancing up, I got such a shock that I gasped aloud, hardly believing what I was seeing. The purple, swollen head of his penis was in line with his navel and the shaft was definitely thicker than any I'd ever seen. I suppose a good comparison would be the size of my wrist. I could hardly believe that any male appendage could be that big and, open mouthed, I stared at the huge, gnarled shaft of flesh as it jerked only inches from my face. I could see a bead of clear liquid trembling at the very tip. His penis wasn't white like a worm but very red but I could see the blue veins beneath the skin throbbing. It was a very ugly cock yet strangely fascinating. Below hung huge, hair-covered testicles seeming more animal than human. I felt my pussy clench and become even more humid as I watched his precome dribbling down the shaft but it was immediately replaced by another bead of liquid. 

Is my life from now on going to be governed by my instinctive, sluttish reaction to erect cocks, whoever they belong to and have I become so depraved that I will do anything is required of me? 

Doug walked to the bed and lay back on it with his huge gnarled cock sticking straight up, like a flagpole and his legs were spread so that his balls rested on the bed. In that grating, nasal voice of his, which I'd begun to hate, he told me that he wanted me to suck his cock. He was treating me like a whore. 

Well I suppose I was a whore of sorts and does that make Mr. White my pimp?  

No he's a gentleman and would never stoop to such disgusting behaviour. He'd only asked me to help him because he was in trouble and trusted me and knows that I wouldn't let him down.

I was so aroused by the sheer size of the cock that strangely I forgot that its owner was so repulsive. Knowing that to him I was just a piece of meat added an extra dimension to my arousal and suddenly I wanted desperately to suck that gnarled staff into my mouth. Still kneeling on the carpet I crawled to him, like a bitch on heat, and stuck my tongue way out and licked the erect cock from the base all the way to the tip, several times and nearly climaxed from behaving so obscenely. As I licked it immediately became obvious that he wasn't a stickler for hygiene. A taste, a blend of urine, sperm and sweat, invaded my mouth and it was revolting and disgusting yet, instead of turning me off, it made me feel even more aroused and I licked even more avidly seeking the horrible taste in the folds of flesh. 

How low will I sink before I find it too much and it seems that I'm no where near that point yet? 

What is going to become of you, woman?

Doug groaned when my tongue curled around the giant, strawberry-sized knob before licking up and down his gnarled shaft. I could feel the large, purple veins throb against my tongue as I wrapped my hand around the base of the shaft before I slipped my open lips around the knob, though I was able only to take just the top half into my mouth, and began sucking on it as if it was a lollipop. It felt wonderful to have my lips stretched so wide and forcefully because it made me feel dirty and sluttish. My mouth was filled with hard, rubbery flesh and I could taste the slightly salty liquid, which was leaking from the knob. It was foul but seemed to act as an aphrodisiac and I stuck the tip of my tongue in the small slit in search for more. The man's fingers gripped my hair, keeping my face wedged firmly against him, as he bucked his hips and forced his entire knob inside my mouth, filling it so tightly that I couldn't scream. He kept pushing forward so that my lips soon reached halfway down his thick shaft. Before I could protest the knob was pressing against the back of my throat, causing me to gag and I felt as if I was going to throw up but somehow my survival instinct kicked in and I adjusted the angle of my head so that I could breathe through my nose and control my retching. The corners of my lips felt as if they were going to split because they were stretched so far by the thickness of the shaft. The vile cock twitched wildly inside my mouth and I realised that the man wasn't going to try to control himself and soon would be ejaculating and he would certainly expect me to swallow his semen. I knew that he would be very angry if I didn't and the thought of swallowing a stranger's semen made me want to gag, especially one as repulsive as Doug. 

A burst of defiance swept through me and I pulled my mouth away from the gigantic cock at the last moment. I kept my hand pumping up and down the shaft and the sticky spunk blasted against my face, instead of inside my mouth. There was lots of it and by the time he'd finished ejaculating my face was covered with a coat of sticky semen and a long glistening, silvery strand hung from the tip of his penis linking it with my bottom lip, as I pulled my face away. 

In a tone which left me in no doubt what would happen if I didn't obey he ordered me to lick it up. 
Thrills of masochist lust swept through me as I stuck my tongue out and gathered the strand so that I could take it into my mouth. It was very salty and foul tasting but acted like an aphrodisiac. Like an eager puppy I licked his cock then the hairy balls clean and when I finished I sat back, pleased with myself, fully expecting praise for my willingness and skill so I was shocked when he grabbed me by my hair and pulled me over his lap. He'd taken me so much by surprise that I made no move to defend myself and ended draped over his knees with my head dangling on one side and my feet holding me up on the other side. My position forced my bottom high in the air. Doug raised his right hand above his head and brought it down across my tensed buttocks. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! It hurts!!!' Stop it or I will scream the place down!’

The loud smack and my pitiful wails reverberated around the room as he brought his hand down, again and again. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please stop!!!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! I can't stand it...please stop!!! Let me go!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! I will do...do anything you want but please stop hurting me!!!' I pleaded as I squirmed desperately trying to escape the merciless thrashing as fire seemed to consume my bottom. The punishment was not meted out with love, like Mr. White, but with viciousness and a desire to hurt and make me suffer.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please...!!!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'I can't...Ooooohhhh my God it hurts!!!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please stop! Please!!!' I screamed as his hand struck my flaming bottom again and again so hard that it made my breasts sway and collide. 'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! No...please! Please...why...why are you doing this? I've sucked your penis, as you wanted, so why are you hurting me like this?' 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'It has to be done to teach you that you don't take your mouth away when your punter spunks!' Doug said calmly, as he brought his hand down again with a deafening smack.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'You're killing me! Please stop! I beg you...please stop!' I begged.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!!' I shrieked as his hand landed solidly on my pussy. The flaming pain fanned across my twitching buttocks as his solid hand repeatedly struck my bottom cheeks. He must still do manual work because his hands were callused and as hard as leather. My naked body shook violently under the severe trashing and my dangling breasts swung wildly, the nipples scrapping against the carpet adding another level to my pain.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! 

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please no more...I'll do anything you want!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

To my immense surprise and consternation I discovered that my sex juices were profusely decanting from my pussy and pooling on his thighs because I was so aroused by the pain. I kept on begging for mercy yet deep inside there was a part of me which was revelling in the humiliation and fanning my arousal anew. I knew that if he continued smacking me I would orgasm. It must have been the lapsed Catholic part of me which believes that you must atone for your sins. If it is why is it so sexually arousing?

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'I...I'm...please...don't...don't stop!' I could hardly believe that it was me begging him to continue chastising me because I was teetering on the brink of an orgasm and needed one more smack to trigger it. 
Instead he suddenly released me and contemptuously pushed me off his lap, as he stood up, and sneeringly told me to get out and pointed to a couple of bills on the dressing table before disappearing into the bathroom, without giving me a second glance. 

Still sniffling I vowed that never again would I allow myself to be degraded like that, no matter how arousing it had been. No matter how much I adored Edward White. I didn't want to be a whore I was a good girl who was in love.

As I lay sprawled on the carpet I breathed a sigh of relief because he didn't want anything else from me yet strangely, at the same time, I was peeved that he didn't. Although my body was still being shaken by the need to orgasm I quickly made myself presentable and adjusted my dress. I was going to leave the money but, at the last minute, I grabbed it and stuffed it in my handbag. 

I've got those notes in front of me now as I write. The wages of sin is not much considering what I had to do but I think that I will frame them to remind me of what happens to sluts. 

I ran out of the room, before Doug changed his mind and decided that he wanted to debase me further, but I didn't get very far. Waiting for me in the corridor was Doug's associate, the one I'd met briefly when I'd first arrived at the hotel. Before I realised what was happening the dwarf had dragged me into an adjoining room and locked the door before he ordered me to take my clothes off. 

I stood there with wetness trickling down the inside of my legs trying to figure out what was going on. Mr. White hadn't said anything about another man, especially a freak, having use of my body. Though it had disgusted me to suck Doug's cock it had also aroused me hugely and the subsequent punishment had fanned that arousal to great heights. The potent combination of alcohol, sexual frustration and pain had left me dizzy with frustration. The tiny man looked angry and I could see that he would brook no protest from me and, if I didn't do as told, he would force me. It was the excuse I needed to comply with his order. 

Who could blame me if I was being forced to comply? 

I was…being forced wasn't I?  

I know now that I was trying to absolve my sins by shifting the responsibility. Once a Catholic always a Catholic.

Confused I slowly undressed...well all I had to do was undo the clasp of my dress and I was naked. It was shocking that I would comply with the freaky stranger's order so submissively. Even more disgusting was the fact that I was so turned on that all I wanted at that particular moment was to have a penis all the way inside my leaking pussy and it didn't matter that I didn't know the man and that he was a freak of nature or that I'd already been humiliated by another stranger. 

Sluts don't care...do they?

As I stood in front of him the dwarf calmly started taking his clothes off, while scanning my body. When my large breasts were exposed it made his huge prick twitch wildly. Naked save for my torn black stockings, suspender belt and high heels I posed, sticking my boobs way out. My nipples were very hard and very red. Gripped by sluttishness I twirled to show him my bottom and he whistled when he saw how raw and red it was and said something about Doug being a bastard and liking hurting women. 

I gave a silent prayer that he'd not hurt me too badly all things considered. 

I’ve tried to find words to describe the dwarf’s body but they escape me and all I can think of that it reminded me of some of those nasty things from “Lord of the Ring”.

'What's it to be?' He chuckled evilly as he stroked his monstrous penis. 'Your mouth or your cunt?' He didn't wait for my answer. From an open bag he took out something and came to me and before I realised what he was doing he'd clipped two ordinary, wooden clothes pegs to my already sore nipples. It actually didn’t hurt as much as the nipple clamps my Master had used but it hurt enough for me to protest.

'You can't!' I gasped as fire seemed to devour my squashed nipples. 'Please take them off...it hurts so much!'

'Of course it hurts, that's the idea, you stupid bitch!'

'Take them off!' I cried, as I reached upward to remove them but a fierce slap on my left cheek stopped the progress of my hand.

'I'm not only not going to take them off but I'm going to use some on your filthy cunt and unless you're ready for some more punishment you'll shut your mouth.' As he said this he took one of my inner lips between his stubby fingers and stretched it out as far as it would go and attached a clothes peg to it then he did the same to the other one. I bit my bottom lip to contain the scream of agony as incredible pain streaked through my sex. I looked down and could see that a hole had been drilled through one of the arms of the pegs and a leather thong had been threaded through it. He looped the leather thong round my thigh and made a knot then did the same to the other one leaving my inner lips stretched to their maximum length and kept wide apart by the pegs. 

The man told me what he wanted me to do, as he sat down. 

Each time I moved the clothes pegs tugged at my flesh and I shuddered as a strange combination of pain and pleasure swept through my body. Meekly I straddled his legs and reached down to hold his prick up with my fingers so that it stuck straight up. My pussy lips being kept wide open by the pegs fitted neatly around the fat head of his cock, as I lowered my body and I couldn't hold back a moan of ecstasy as the knob slid between my sex lips and the shaft rubbed against my throbbing clitoris while, at the same time the pegs were painfully stretching my sex lips. I almost climaxed just from those initial brushes but kept his penis pointing upright and, taking a deep breath and not giving myself time to think, I allowed my weight to force my pussy down onto the erect organ. As the fat knob forced my vaginal passage to stretch brutally there was some pain but it was blissful but I was very wet and my weight forced my heated sex to keep sliding all the way down. I had to bite on my bottom lip, to stop myself screaming as the thick girth of the penis stretched my love passage to its limits and caused the clothes pegs to tug even harder on my sex flesh. Down and down my pussy slid to end up with the lips crushed against his balls and I shrieked as my flaming bottom brushed against the hairs of his deformed thighs as the pegs were squashed against him. 

I am a whore how else could I be able to fuck a complete stranger? 

Easy! You pretend that your being forced and therefore you're not to blame...you're such an hypocrite, Chantal!

Exerting pressure I gripped his penis hard with my inner vaginal muscles, while remaining still. The pain was turning into exquisite pleasure and I was very close to climaxing as I felt the knob pressing against the entrance of my womb, threatening to force its way inside and I knew that there was every possibility that it would once we started screwing properly. He pulled me forward, encouraging me to slide my pussy up and down on his cock. Each time my flaming buttocks connected with his thighs bolts of pain blasted through my bottom to blend with the pleasure of his cock wedged inside my sex. My breasts swayed from side to side, the hard nipples gripped by the pegs colliding and increasing the pain. I was so wet that my pussy easily slipped up and down the greasy pole of his penis.
 His mouth latched on the peg clasping my left nipple and he bit it hard so that it squashed the teat even more cruelly and the mixture of pain and pleasure once again proved irresistible and I lost control and experienced a fierce climax, which blotted out my mind and increased my inner lubrication. Nothing else in the world existed at that moment except the bliss of intense pain mixing with incredible pleasure. Even while I was climaxing his hard penis continued slipping in and out of my passage and, because my sex was manufacturing so much sex cream, it was able to slide easily till suddenly the head burst into my womb. Swiftly the first intense pain turned to pleasure and caused me to keep on climaxing. 

I couldn't seem to stop orgasming as I rode the throbbing pole for what seemed hours. I had so many orgasms that I lost count but the one I remember best was the one when the man reached his climax and jerked the pegs from my nipples then did the same to the ones gripping my sex lips.. The combination of intense pain and fierce arousal was so powerful that it nearly caused me to pass out. His spurting cock throbbed and seemed to swell to an even thicker dimension, inside my orgasming pussy. I shrieked as I held onto him for dear life as exquisite sensations swept through my body again and again. Some of his thick spunk came dribbling out of my squirming pussy and ran between my bum cheeks. He continued spurting again and again into my spasming womb. Those country men seem to have so much spunk. The saltiness of his sperm made the weals on my bottom itch, reviving the pain of the chastisement and increasing my bliss.

When I think of the times, before meeting Mr. White, when I considered that reaching one orgasm was wonderful it seems as if it that was another woman who no longer exists!

The itching pain blended with the pleasure magnifying it and I went on climaxing again and again as I clung to him as I felt his penis begin to soften inside my sex. We stayed glued together for a long time. I was gasping for air trying to regain some form of control over my mind and body stunned as I realised that this freak of nature had just given me one of the best series of orgasms I'd ever experienced and I didn't even know his name.

As soon as his penis had slipped out of my pussy he told me in no uncertain terms that I was a dirty slut and that he wasn't going to pay me. He stood up and I slipped down onto the floor, on my sore bum, and he grabbed my hair and started walking into the bathroom and I had to crawl behind him or have my scalp torn to shred. He let go and I slumped against the bath. It felt as if he'd pulled out clumps of my hair. I closed my eyes as I tried to control the pain. 

‘'I know you loved having my cock, Bitch, all whores do but your cunt was slack and full of slime and it felt like sticking one's cock into a jar full of maggots.'

It was a lie and I opened my mouth to tell him so when suddenly something wet and hot blasted against my face. I opened my eyes and saw that he was holding his cock and aiming it at me while he pissed and I had to close them again. Some of the hot, salty urine went into my mouth and the rest all over my face and hair. It seemed to go on for ages then it stopped and I felt him pull my legs open and chanced opening my eyes in time to see him fitting the tip of his cock inside my pussy to resume pissing. My sex automatically gripped the spurting penis. What was I doing, I asked myself.

I'm so ashamed!

As my drenched vagina tightened and gripped his knob, from which urine blasted inside my pussy, another orgasm erupted and I soared to dizzy heights of sexual pleasures. 

My lust for debauched sex is unending and I wonder to what depth of depravity I'm prepared to sink before it's too much. What is to become of me?

The dwarf finished urinating and his penis slipped out of my drenched vagina and I was surprised to see that it was fully erect. He pulled me to my feet and dragged me into the shower and turned on the cold water. I shrieked as the icy jet blasted my skin but he kept me in there till he was satisfied that I was clean then, still wet, he dragged me back to the bedroom and flung me down on the bed before picking up his leather belt. He ordered me to grasp my ankles and pull my legs back against my chest and I was so scared that I did as ordered. 

'Your cunt looks like a young girl and that is an outrage which must be punished. Young girls are innocent and sweet not sluts like you. How dare you impersonate one?' He screamed.

I tried to plead for mercy as he lifted his arm and brought it down so that belt crashed against my sex lips.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

The breath left my lungs leaving me unable to scream. I had never known such agony. I discovered that being punished on wet flesh makes it even more painful.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

My clitoris swelled and my sex cream streamed form my open hole like a bubbling source as pain and pleasure blended. My body was a vessel of pleasure and its sole function was to give me perverted gratification. 'More!' I whimpered as the wonderful instrument of torture thrashed my exposed sex again and again.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!! 

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!! 

Sssswwwiiissshhh...thhhwwwaaaccckkk!!!

He stopped, discarded the belt and positioned himself between my spread legs, and parted the burning inner lips even further then clipped a clothes peg to my swollen clitoris.

'No! Take it off. Please!!!'

He ignored my pleas as he yanked my burning buttocks wide apart and fitted his bulbous knob against my anal iris. Before I could defend myself the knob burst through my sphincter muscles and lanced deep into the heat of my rectum. My body jolted violently as he grabbed my hips and began sodomising me. Soon the blend of pain and exquisite pleasure had me whimpering for more. In my sexual delirium I ignored the terrible pain caused by the peg constricting my clitoris as he drove his penis repeatedly into my rectal passage. My anal iris stretched around his thrusting shaft as his heavy balls slapped against my buttocks, each time his knob rudely forced my passage to stretch. I knew that I was going to orgasm again and my womb and sex tightened.

'I'm going to fill your arse full of spunk, Bitch! Here it comes!' He snarled as he rammed into my bottom so hard that I thought that he would split me in half. 

I felt his semen gushing and lubricating his penis so that it whizzed in and out of my bottom as easily as it had in my sex. My orgasm exploded just as he gripped the clothes peg and wrenched it away from my clitoris. I believed that I was going to die from an overload of pain and ecstasy. The orgasm was huge and lasted a very long time.

Instead of withdrawing he left his penis inside my rectum and minutes later I felt it swell and, as a hot gush of liquid blasted my bowels, I knew that the perverted freak was once again pissing in me and immediately my orgasm flared up again and continued rumbling while he filled me with his golden liquid.

He withdrew his deflated penis and I felt a combination of his semen and urine flowing out of my bottom. My sex lips and clitoris were bright red from the thrashing and abuse and my breasts and nipples felt as if they had been scorched by fire and I fervently prayed that the abuse was over as I lay quivering on the bed. 

He crawled up the bed and presented his cock. I opened my mouth and cleaned it with my tongue, trying to ignore the tart taste of my bumhole blended with his sperm and urine.

'Get up and get the fuck out of my room!' The dwarf ordered as he whipped his squeaky-clean cock from my mouth. Then he picked up my dress and, grabbing my arm, lifted me off the bed and evicted me from his room. I found myself standing naked and dripping with piss and spunk in the corridor, scrambling to get my dress on. I was still trembling in the aftermath of the incredible climax when the elevator doors opened and an elderly couple walked out. I thought that the man would have a heart attack as his crinkled eyes scanned my naked body. His face went bright red and his eyes seemed to pop out. She looked furious and hit me with her handbag, calling me all sorts of vile names, and the metal clip caught my left nipple and it felt as it had been torn off. In agony and crying I ran into the elevator and pressed the first button my finger encountered. I was glad when the lift doors closed. I quickly finished dressing and ran out of the hotel, with sperm and piss oozing out of my inflamed bumhole, ignoring the startled looks of the people I passed.

I smelled like a urinal as I drove home in a daze. As soon as I got home I had a shower and scrubbed my body until it was red-raw. Later as I lay in bed I went over all the dreadful things which I'd been made to do and was shocked to discover that the danger and humiliation had aroused me so much that I was still horny. I masturbated as I remembered the vilest parts of the evening and fantasised that Doug had caught me in the lobby and, angry that I'd allowed the dwarf to use me, had bend me over the arm of a chesterfield and smacked me hard in front of all the guests before making me go round sucking all the men off before they surrounded me and pissed on me. My climax was huge as I imagined those golden jets blasting my face and body.

It is becoming clear to me that a demon has been unleashed within my psyche, one which makes me respond to pain and humiliation more potently than my emotions respond to love and gentleness. What does that make me? 

A child of Satan! 

A nymphomaniac or perhaps or even worse... 

Will God forgive me...can I forgive myself?

9th April

Yesterday morning I phoned Mr. White and described everything which had happened. I was going to hold back the episode with the dwarf but something deep in my psyche urged me to be completely honest so I confessed the shame I felt for having allowed the dwarf to screw me then piss on me and I even told him how much it had aroused me. Mr. White listened to my confession in silence then he said that he was pleased with the way I'd handled Doug then paused before adding that of course I'd have to be severely punished for my depravity. He seemed very cross that I'd let the second man take advantage of me and it dawned on me that it had not been part of the arrangements. I should have known that and probably did but I'd submitted to the repulsive creature for no other reason that I'm so wicked. Now it makes me feel quite nauseous that I'd let myself be foully used by a stranger. It wasn't my fault!

Secretly I have to admit that I am thrilled to have been so ill-used by a freak of nature and since my mind keeps drifting back to what he'd done to me and it has kept me hovering aroused.

Mr. White cut the conversation short by telling me that he would see me on Friday then he hung up. 

I still don't know if he is pleased or disgusted but I can hardly wait till I see him again though I'm rather apprehensive as to how he's going to punish me for I’m sure that it will very severe and will I be able to stand it? 

I fear yet welcome punishment. The concept of pain makes me shiver all over with terror yet it also arouses me like nothing has ever done before. I want more pain, another severe thrashing, more dirty sex and more golden shower, more defilement. 
Am I sick and should I get professional help for my addiction?

I realise that I've become an insatiable nymphomaniac and can no longer be satisfied by so-called normal sex. I need dirty sex, kinky sex, pain and degradation.

I’ve stopped writing for a short while so that I could lift my short skirt to gaze at my abused sex. If I was still the woman who’d married Adam back then I would have been disgusted by the sight of a rivulet of opaque liquid seeping from sex and pooling on the chair. My still-sore anus is opening and closing and some of my love cream is adhering to it as if waiting to be sucked inside to prepare it for the next penetration.

I'm lost! 

I feel so sinful, so dirty, so humiliated yet so incredibly aroused.  

What must I do to expiate my sins? 

Is it too late?

Is there a punishment strong enough to cleanse my soul?

I fear I’m going to Hell but it's a fear which delights and beguiles me. I want to explore the more outré form of sex and degradation. My urge is so strong that I fear that it will force me to submit to anyone who is dominant. I want to be purified but I do not want to return to my previous state of limbo. My life now seems to be driven by a perverted desire to find how low I can sink in the perverted carnality Mr. White has introduced me to. Can being sinful and very wicked be also an act of purification?

I can't write anymore because I must do something about the incredible itch affecting my pussy.
