May 29th

I am puzzled, that after going to such length to mark me as his exclusive and private property, that Master Gilles didn't order me to move into his house as his slave but thinking about it now it makes sense. If I am to be the bait, to lure Adam into his clutches, I have to keep living at our flat and continue pretending that we're a married couple. 

After modifying my body he completely flummoxed me by treating me like a favourite niece with no hint of the sadist which lurks behind his urbane exterior. He was gentle and even at time tender however not being allowed to wear any clothes reminded me of my status. Once my body had healed he called me to his study and told me that he was sending me home and that I had to report to the parlour on the following Monday but, before I left, he made it clear that he'd spent a lot of time and money to enslave me and, as a businessman, he expected to make a profit from his venture.

I was too immersed in the realm of possible depravity and too confused to dare ask him what he meant and how he expected me to pay him back. 

On Monday, at work,  it was Cherrie who told me what would be expected of me. She made it clear that my new Master expects me to continue to use my body to cock-tease the punters into spending more than they intended but that now there would be times when I would have to indulge certain customer's special needs. These special customers would present a special visiting card, on arrival, and I was to do anything and everything they wanted, without hesitation, as if it was M.G. giving the orders. She showed me a card. It was blank save for the Blanc's family crest. I still had a spark of defiance in me so I phoned M.G. and protested. 

I told him that though I was prepared to do anything he wanted I wasn't a whore to be loaned out wily nilly. I expected him to get angry but he calmly reminded me that I'd allowed quite a few men to use me because Edward had decreed it and since I wouldn't be paid for those special services I couldn't call myself a whore but would be doing it because I was his property and he'd ordered me to do it. He also reminded me that he now had a large collection of videos of me and that if I proved recalcitrant he'd have no compunction in using them to bring me to heel. I should have left it at that but I was angry and continued protesting and he ordered me to come to the house right away. 

I was too angry to be nervous and I slammed the car door and marched up to the front door which opened as I reached it. M.G. confronted me and, without any warning, his right hand slammed against my left breast and, on the return swing, collided against my right breast.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The pain was beyond belief and knocked the breath out of me so that I didn't have enough left to scream. The nipple-rings caught in the material of my blouse and it felt as if my nipples were being torn from their roots. I was in agony as he grabbed my hair and yanked me inside the house and into his study. Immediately I entered the room it was as if a spell had been cast and I felt my resistance vanish. Through eyes blurred with tears I watched him taking a cane from his desk. It was very slim and very whippy and instinctively I knew that it would hurt terribly. 

Why had I been so stupid as to challenge him, I asked myself as fear tore through me like a tempest.

In a harsh voice he told me what he wanted me to do and with shaking fingers I took off all my clothes and stood in front of him completely naked, shivering in a trance of expectation. Taking a deep breath and trying to control my terror I planted my feet wide apart and bent forward, from the waist, to grip my ankles with my hands. My bottom was hiked up, stretched with the skin taut as a drum. I knew exactly what Master Gilles could see and felt my sex lips part and swell releasing a slow trickle of sex juice.

Why oh why do I get so aroused when I know that I'm on the verge of incredible pain? 

I must be a real sicko!

Of course I knew that I deserved the punishment, because I'd been stupid, but it still didn't make it easy. I made up my mind that I would make my Master proud of me by absorbing the punishment while keeping perfectly still and quiet. My resolution almost vanished with the very first stroke!

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaaarrrggghhh! Oh my God! I can't.....' I screamed as pain unlike anything I'd experienced before streaked through my bottom. Fighting hard to hold back my tears I gritted my teeth and locked my knees hoping that my body would not betray me. Looking down I could see that my knuckles were white as my fingers gripped my ankles. My breasts dangled like heavy gourds and swung from side to side. I could not prevent my body spasming and a strangled whimper escaping my lips when the next stroke connected.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The pain was as intense and stunning as the first stroke yet my sex responded by closing then opening to expel a large dollop of sex juice which hung like a pearl necklace, swaying from side to side, but it was dislodged as the next stroke connected with my taut buttocks.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The Master only gave me six of the best but it felt as if my bottom was being subjected to white heat. The pain was atrocious but somehow I managed to hold the position but what I couldn't do was strangle my screams when the last two strokes connected with my sex and I started orgasming like crazy as the fearsome pain swept through my sex and womb..

When he'd finished punishing me he waited till my orgasm began fading then he had to help me straighten up as my spine seemed to have locked. I'm sure I could not have managed on my own then I nearly melted with gratitude as he wrapped a fatherly arm around my shoulders and held me against him, for a few seconds. Love for him zinged through me like a bolt of lightning cancelling out the incredible pain torturing my bottom and turning my ordeal into a proof of love.

'Why are you so obstinate, my dear, it only earns you more punishment? I'm very fond of you and believe that you could become the best slave I've ever had but this kind of behaviour just will not do. It's only because I think so highly of you that I trust you to use your feminine charms to help me oil the wheels of business. I would not ask just anyone to use her intelligence, beauty and body to entertain my business colleagues and gain me an advantage in our negotiations. Be a good girl and do as you're told and everything will be fine and we'll get round to Adam in due time.'

He had not said so but I felt that in his strange way he loved me and I felt privileged and so happy that impulsively I kissed him on the mouth and for a few seconds he responded then roughly pushed me away as if angry that he'd revealed a tender side of his character. He told me to tidy myself up then go home and follow his instructions. I was dizzy and all floppy with the knowledge that he felt some affection for me. 

Still naked and carrying my clothes I went into the bathroom and looked into the mirror and was shaken by the severity of the marks marring my flesh because in some places, along the glowing stripes, I could see small globules of blood where the skin had broken. I can't believe that I actually felt proud to be so savagely marked and spent some time admiring them. I had a wash and repaired my make-up then went into the cell which had been my home for a short while. I lay down on the bed to gingerly apply the special cream Cherrie had given me, which I'd left on the bedside table, and I whimpered pitifully as the pain flared up but also felt a bubble of pride that I had withstood such a terrible punishment. I traced the raised stripes with my fingers which made them sting and it swelled the strange sexual arousal building up in my womb. As I massaged the cream into my burning flesh I felt my skin cooling but my blood becoming heated so that my sex churned and produced a flow of sex juices. It took only an accidental touch on the tip of my clitoris to push me over the top. Face down on the bed I made a channel with my fingers and with my pelvis grinding and circling I thrust my elongated clitoris into it as if it was a vagina and it felt almost as wonderful as when Cherrie had used my deformed clitoris as a penis. My body spasmed, from head to toe, as the orgasm whipped through me like wildfire. My tender nipples scrapped against the bed adding pain to pleasure. I wailed with passion as the wild orgasm continued pounding through me.

It was the first time I'd used my clitoris that way and at last realised why my boss had been so envious. Sometime later I managed to drag myself to my feet and slipped my dress over my aching body and staggered to the car and drove home.

Despite the unimaginable humiliation and pain I'd suffered at his hands, that weekend, I was like a lost soul hoping that M.G. would summons me to his house so that I could prove again that I was worthy to be his devoted slave. But he didn't summon me!

June 9th

My life feels as if in the fast lane in a car without brakes. I'm back at work on reception and, though it doesn't give me the same thrill, I'm once again cockteasing the punters into spending more of their hard-earned money. I must be sending out a different set of vibes because it became clear very quickly that they are now much more aggressive than when I first started. Is the sight of my pierced nipples plainly visible through the sheer blouses I have to wear which sends a message that I'm an available and can be freely touched? 

When I first started I used to exhibit my sex as a lure to coax them into spending more money but now I'm loath to let them see it because I don't know how they'd react when they see my deformed clitoris, the golden rings and the tattoo. To make up for keeping my sex hidden I allow any man who is forceful enough to feel my boobs and pinch my nipples to coax them into spending more money. I should hate being mauled by these men, because I don't respect them, but I don't, in fact the more odious the man the more I love being humiliated by him. I constantly have to wipe my pussy to stem the flow of sex juices running down the inside of my thighs. 

At the end of the first week back in reception, late in the afternoon, Master Gilles walked in accompanied by another man who was one of the ugliest men I've ever seen. He was short and corpulent with a round face with a large hooked nose and a slash for a mouth. Several large warts from which grew clumps of dark hairs added to his ugliness. I was so surprised by M.G.'s entry that I was tongue-tied and could only stare speechless as he stood next to me and whispered instructions before telling me to come to Cherrie's office in ten minutes.

I just can't describe the emotions which battled through me after they'd disappeared in the back but foremost was arousal and fear.

Susie relieved me in reception and I went to the bathroom to get myself ready. Although I'd routinely shaved my pussy that morning I did it again. I made sure the corset was straight and from my locker retrieved my body-jewellery and fitted them onto my body. I refreshed my make-up and slipped on a new pair of hold-ups then wrapped one of the parlour's bath-gown around me before waiting outside Cherrie's office until exactly ten minutes had passed. I knocked and her voice told me to come in. I dropped the bath-gown on the floor which left me only wearing a leather corset and hold-up stockings while teetering on five inch heels and, from the rings in my nipples, dangled gold chains ending in clasps around pear-shaped rubies matching the one in my navel. Round the top of my thighs I wore the leather bands and each d-ring was linked to the rings of my inner sex lips so that every step brought with it agony. 

Master Gilles was sitting behind the desk and Cherrie and the stranger were sitting side by side on the settee. Following my instructions I went to stand in front of the full-length mirror. Cherrie and the ugly man were talking so softly that I couldn't hear what they were saying. They weren't looking at me so I took the opportunity to scan my appearance, as objectively as I could, in the mirror. Above the corset my shapely breasts were poking out cheekily seeming bigger than ever and, to my eyes, the nipples looked freakily long and thick, almost too large to be real. The gold spirals enhanced their appearance and the bars had been replaced by thick gold rings which dangled prettily. I've not only got used to them but love the way they cause my nipples to be constantly engorged. If I was allowed to wear a bra it would have to have EE cups to contain my boobs because they are so large and thankfully still very firm. My bottom has always been hard and taut, with no sign of sagging or cellulite, but since I've followed the exercise regime given to me by my Master my breasts and buttocks are even rounder and more muscular. My legs which are long and shapely are made even sexier by the very high heels. Nowadays, as instructed, I wear my hair in a way which accentuate my large green eyes. My mouth seems to be permanently pouting, very red as if eager to suck cocks. The reflection pleased me and I felt proud of my appearance. I know that men find me attractive and sexy looking and that those who visit the parlour would give their eye-teeth to screw me. 

I love sex! 

I love being a man's slave! 

I love pain! 

I love being my Master's plaything! 

I love life!

Master Gilles barked out an order shattering my reverie and, without hesitation, I obeyed. My hands moved lightly across my flat tummy till my fingers reached my smooth sex mound. My fingertips slid down so that they could frame the lips of my pussy which were being stretched so far apart by the gold chains that, in the mirror, I could clearly see deep into the pink interior of my vagina. Both sets of lips were swollen and were dotted with beads of thick, vaginal lubrication. The twelve gold rings and chain gleamed in the light and a long strand of pussy juice hung from my pussy like a pearl necklace then it broke and splashed down on the carpet but was immediately replaced by a fresh strand. I blushed when I heard a snigger and realised that the ugly man and Cherrie could also see my naughty arousal. My sex being hairless makes it seem even more obscene. My deformed clit is always obscenely long but I've noticed that, when I'm aroused, it seems to lengthen and it was happening then as I stood in front of the three people in the room.

My Master barked out another order and swiftly I slid down and lay on my back on the carpet. Following instructions I spread my legs wide apart to expose my open sex to the man and woman. Rising passion overwhelmed all sense of propriety and decorum and I gave in completely to the intense delight of being so fully dominated by my Master and being made to expose myself so obscenely to others. Exquisite sensations were swelling in my sex and womb. The gold chains pinned my sex lips back to fully expose the throbbing stem of my deformed clitoris. I know that it has grown because Master Gilles had Charles remove the first spiral and replace it with one half as long again yet there still as much of the tip showing as there was when I had the first spiral fitted. Now my she-cock sticks way out and is nearly always swollen and makes me feel like a male must feel with a permanent erection. It is so sensitive that the merest touch, whether from clothes or fingers, can make me climax so when I'm working, at the salon, I tape it to my tummy with a band-aid to stop orgasming all over the place. 

I heard the stranger exclaiming out loud when he saw my she-cock and asking Master Gilles whether I was a pre-op sex-change. I blushed fiercely and didn't hear what my Master replied. I closed my eyes as two of my fingers slowly slipped up into the clinging wet channel of my love passage, as far as they could go. This was what he'd ordered me to do in front of my manageress and the stranger and I was glad to do it because it would prove that I wasn't a transvestite. I rotated my fingers to make sure that they were fully coated with my abundant sex juices before pulling them out as ordered. Because of my fierce arousal they were indeed thickly coated with love juice which I licked off before returning my fingers to my sex. Gripping the golden loop, between my fingertips, I pulled it so hard that my clitoris was stretched as far as it was possible and it was very painful but very arousing.

Charles had measured it, after replacing the spiral, and declared that it was now over three and half inches in length in its normal state and over four inches when aroused. He’d wondered aloud whether it was physically possible to make it even longer then he'd decided that it probably couldn't but it would interesting to inject Botox into it and see whether it was possible. 

As I exposed myself so obscenely, to the three people in the room, I could hear my Master telling the stranger that I was a slut to be used for pleasure but afterwards must be punished to remind me that I was a sex slave. I blushed fiercely as I heard him describing me as the lowest of the lowest but, at the same time, was proud that he wanted to display my newly-found obedience to another person.

My clitoris seemed to be on fire and deep moans escaped from my open mouth as my bare bottom twisted on the carpet. The carpet-burn caused my buttocks to become very hot and the heat was transferred to my sex which tightly clasped the four teasing fingers even more urgently as they frantically stirred my pussy cream even more energetically. With the pad of my thumb I stroked up and down the stem of my obscene clitoris. I could feel that the inside of my thighs were moist with the pussy juices which were leaking out of my throbbing pussy and that some was leaking into my anus, which was opening and closing like a small mouth. I was on the verge of climaxing when Master Gilles, judging the moment precisely, barked out another order and, immediately and without hesitation though my body was clamouring for fulfilment, my hand moved away from my pussy. My fingers were heavily coated with my juice and I lifted them to my mouth so that I could lick it off with my tongue, as he'd ordered. That day my sex juices tasted rather creamy and sweet and I longed for more. I blushed when I realised that the man was sniggering as I licked off the last drop of the pungent cream from my fingers. 

I heard Cherrie say to my Master that I would soon find out that her juices tasted much better than mine, besides being thicker. A shiver of disgust swept through me as I realised what was in store for me. I would be ordered to lick her pussy, in front of the men, and I knew that I'd have to obey or receive a sound thrashing then still have to do it. Although my boss and I had been intimate, just after my operation, it had not involved any premeditated actions on my part and I'd not done anything to her, it had been the other way round. I believed that making love to another woman was filthy and disgusting, against the laws of nature and the edicts of the Catholic Church, and I was sure that it was a mortal sin and that my soul, which was already so tarnished, would be consigned to the fires of Hell for eternity if I allowed it to happen.

A sharp order from Cherrie brought me back to fearful reality. She'd ordered me to look at her. She was standing in front of me wearing a basque which left her magnificent but incredibly huge boobs bare. The nipples were engorged, very red and pierced with large gold rings twice the thickness of mine. She was wearing shiny, leather boots with very high heels. The outfit made her look Amazonian and frightening especially as she had a whip hanging from her waist. Her cruel, catlike eyes scanned my body causing me to shiver with fright. Looking at this persona facing me I wondered where was the woman I'd believed was my friend and mentor but realised that she wanted to impress Master Gilles and would be much crueler than he had been. Any tiny infraction would be punished so severely that I wouldn't be able to stand for a week and I made up my mind that there would not be any hesitation on my part to obey her orders.

Gruffly she told me to stand up and I leapt to my feet. I was trembling all over with fear and anticipation. I felt like a slave on a block at auction as her eyes examined me from head to toe. I shivered with fear, mixed with sexual arousal as she came to stand next to me. The tip of her long, sharp fingernails stroked the tips of my breasts and it felt as if I was in contact with a live wire and my nipples swelled with desire. The constriction by the gold spiral inflamed the sensation until they felt as if they were going to burst open like overripe fruits. My pussy was leaking like a tap and I could feel the sticky cream coating the inside of my thighs as it trickled downwards. The warmth of her breath against my skin caused it to pucker in goose bumps yet I shivered with terror and manic expectation as she took both my breasts in her hands and squeezed them very hard as if trying to get her fingertips to meet. The fierceness of her squeezing caused the nipples to throb even more violently as they clashed and I groaned with agonised delight. She scrapped her fingernails across the tip of my nipples so hard that it felt as if blood would pour out. The pain was incredible yet my body was melting with fierce arousal as once again pain acted like an aphrodisiac.

She freed my breasts and, from her desk, took out two leather straps and coiled one around the base of my left boob then pulled till my breast ballooned out obscenely before closing the clasp then she did the same to the other breast leaving both ballooning out like obscene beach balls. My boobs looked huge and were bright red and became painful as the flow of blood was impeded. Cherrie, still holding onto my nipples, pulled me closer to her. The pain was so intense that I felt as if I was going to pass out yet, at the same time, liquid heat burst inside my pussy causing even more profuse cream to trickle out. Her fingers gripped the gold rings, adorning my nipples, and tugged them very hard and I could not restrain moans of pain escaping my open mouth as it felt as if my flesh would tear open. 'Nnnnggghhh!!!'

Cherrie's eyes were blazing with lust and her full mouth was twisted with cruelty and desire as she tortured my nipples. I bit on my bottom lip to stop myself screaming then closed my eyes as I felt her full body brushing against mine and her lips meshed hungrily with mine. She lanced her tongue inside my mouth as if she was a man while she rubbed the bulging mound of her pussy against mine. I could feel the coarse hair of her pubes being crushed against my hairless mound and the tip of my very sensitive clitoris. The myriad of sensations, agonising pain and incredible pleasure, were so sensuous that it made me ache for the taste of her flesh. Her hard nipples squashed mine causing frissons of ecstasy to whip through my body then her nipple rings clashed with the rings on mine and severe pain flashed through my boobs like bolts of lightning as they became entangled.

She pulled back then her head slipped down and she brought my nipples to even fiercer erection by sucking on them and tugging on the rings with her tongue. They were fully engorged and aching like mad by the time her mouth moved further downward. Due to being so tightly constricted my breasts were pulsing with every beat of my heart and again felt as if they would burst at any moment. It was very frightening, very painful yet deeply arousing and I could see their reflection in a mirror and they looked enormous and very red. 

Two of Cherrie's fingers, using my copious lubrication, slipped inside my bottom without encountering any resistance as her mouth reached my pussy. The tip of her tongue ran up the slit collecting some of my sex juice and I distinctly heard her swallowing it. It might be a sin but my body was burning with desire and I was shamelessly pushing my shaven pussy upward toward her face not caring that she was a woman or that my degradation was being witnessed by two men. My boss shifted and slid along my body pressing hers against mine, breasts to breasts as she ground her moist sex mound hard on mine and my deformed clitoris became wedged between her sex lips and nudged her clit. Curling her fingers in my hair she pushed my face against her boobs and the soft flesh surrounded my face as her hands guided my parted lips from one nipple to the other. Feverishly I took one nipple into my hungry mouth and sucked it hard before moving to the other one and doing the same to that one. The rings felt strange on my tongue and now I knew what mine must feel like to anyone sucking them. Her nipples were glowing bright red and glistening with my saliva as I cupped and squeezed her breasts in my hands, making them balloon out, so that I could continue to ravage them with my lips and tongue and tease them with the edges of my teeth causing her body to squirm and writhe in pleasure. I tugged on the golden rings elongating her nipples to their maximum which must have been painful but she seemed to like it.  

Suddenly she pushed me away and forced me flat on my back then squatted over my face. I was aware that the muscles beneath the satiny skin of her bottom quivered as she ground her wet pussy harder and harder against my face so that my darting tongue could penetrate deep into the musky interior of her sex and collect her tangy sex juice. I should have hated it and been revolted instead I couldn't seem to get enough of her very thick and salty tasting love juice even though I was having trouble breathing.

I'd been so immersed in the carnality of the moment that I was taken by surprise when the ugly stranger joined us and attacked my sex with his mouth and fingers. Shamelessly I pushed my bottom back to smear my sticky love juice all over his face then I wrapped my legs around his head, trapping his nose, lips and tongue between the wet lips of my squishy pussy. I was sure that he was probably having trouble breathing but I didn't care. My she-cock was rubbing against his forehead and the friction was causing it to throb like crazy as he lanced two fingers into my quivering anus then added a third as he sucked my clit into his mouth and lashed the tip with his tongue.

I heard Cherrie moan with pleasure as I licked her wet, open pussy with renewed lust then she climaxed hugely. Her spasming loosened her vaginal muscles allowing her sticky love juice to flood over my face and into my mouth and I licked up every dense drop quickly swallowing it so that I could get more. She finished climaxing and I felt her relax and believed that she was going to get off my face but she slid forward and ground her anus against my mouth. I knew what she wanted me to do and, no longer able to control my vile urges, I drove my tongue as deep as I could up her bottom and licked it and continued doing this although it was dirty and perverted and tasted foul. Finally she moved away and at last I could take a deep breath while licking the sex juices from my lips. 

Cherrie said something to the stranger and he moved away and she resumed her attack on my pussy but much more aggressively using her sharp teeth on my she-cock until I was screaming with pain. As her mouth ravaged my pussy she opened my bum hole so that three fingers could penetrate all the way inside. Avidly she devoured my vaginal flesh, taking it deeper and deeper between her lips, as three more fingers penetrated my pussy while the others plundered my rectum. I felt my clit swell and become even more sensitive as it swelled between her lips and sharp teeth. My writhing body arched as my legs parted even wider to allow her complete access to my holes. Her tongue slid its way from my moist pussy to my bum hole as she removed the fingers from the tight passage so that her stiff tongue could penetrate deep inside my anus and root around before it retreated then the fingers slid back again until the knuckles were pressed against the rim. Meanwhile she had my she-cock between her lips and was sucking on it as if it was a man’s prick. She worked her tongue all over my pussy and bum hole. My clitoris was throbbing and pulsating making it feel almost as if it was a cock ready to ejaculate and I was going crazy because I needed an orgasm so badly. The sexy sensations, which her tongue created in my body, were very intense but she kept me on the brink and did not allow me to climax even though shamelessly I pressed my pussy up harder against the stiff invading tongue as she increased the speed of her sucking. She added a fourth fingers inside my pussy and it felt as if it was going to split as she moved them in and out. With great difficulty she inserted a fourth finger into my bottom also. I shrieked as I squashed my wet pussy against her face and hand while my hips pumped up and down until my whole body was swept up in violent spasms. Taking advantage of the relaxation of my vaginal muscles somehow she managed to get her thumb alongside her four fingers inside my sex then her fist plunged all the way into my pussy up to her wrist. It felt huge as it filled every space inside my sex. My rotating hips ground my throbbing she-cock into her open mouth as hot pussy juices ran down her wrist and into her mouth, down the sides of her face and even into her hair. I felt her lips sucking my deformed clitoris as her fist moved in and out of my pussy as if it was a giant cock while the fingers up my bum tried to reach even deeper inside the tight passage. 

Hands parted my buttocks and fingernails dug cruelly in the flesh of my bottom but I welcomed the pain. Cherrie's fingers left my anus. I ground my clitoris into her sucking mouth as a stiff cock penetrated deep into my rectum, in one powerful thrust. The pain was excruciating but welcome and my body stiffened and throbbed with incredible pleasure as a huge orgasm exploded in my womb. 

Cherrie sucked and licked even harder, running her tongue up and down my moist pussy, as the cock darted in and out of my bum hole, like a runaway piston. She pumped her fist all the way up my pussy while the cock did the same inside my rectum. She nipped my she-cock with her teeth causing my body to writhe frantically as I went into spasms as another huge climax surged through me in weakening waves. My whole being seemed to be centred in my gushing pussy and ravished arsehole. My eyes were tightly closed but I heard Cherrie swallowing my juices as fast as she could. The man began smacking my bottom hard causing sweet pain to blend with the pleasure of his cock reaming my arsehole. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The combined sensations of pleasure and pain were out of this world and I lunged my bottom back to entice him to slam his cock even further inside my bottom. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

For a brief moment I felt as if I would pass out from the incredible pleasure ravaging my body and soul. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I believe I did pass out sometime at the peak of the orgasm but not for long. My next recollection was my breathing returning to normal as the man pulled his softening cock out of my bottom and Cherrie slid away from my body and only then did I realise that the man had unloaded his sperm deep inside my rectum because it slowly began to pop out of my still-spasming anus. The man moved to my head and presented his deflating cock to my mouth and I saw that it was coated with his sperm. I was glad that I gave myself an enema everyday but I still felt my stomach heave as he pinched my nostrils so that I couldn't breathe. When I opened my mouth he shoved his filthy cock all the way inside and I did the only thing I could and used my tongue to clean his dirty cock and swallowed his tart-tasting sperm. 

Eventually the man moved away and my Master took my unresisting hand and lifted me to my feet. I tried to lean against him but he held me away as he handcuffed my hands together behind my back before ordering me to stand in a corner. 

I was forced to stand and watch as Master Gilles and Cherrie made love, in front of me. It was lovemaking and not fucking and I'm sure they were doing this to torture me. I had to watch as they exchanged kisses and caresses like lovers do and they took their time.
Each second was total agony for me.  My Master was demonstrating to me that I was nothing but a sex object and that I’d better remember it. 

When they'd finished I even had to clean her pussy with my tongue to collect his sperm but I didn't mind as it was his sperm and I looked forward to swallowing it but I should have known better. As soon as my mouth was full I was instructed not to swallow it but retain it then I had to kiss Cherrie and pass it into her mouth. I was incredibly jealous and wanted to murder her because he'd given her what I believed should be mine.

Master Gilles divined my thoughts. My emotions show on my face so it was plain for him to see how I felt. He pulled me over his knees and smacked my bottom hard.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

He was taking the trouble to chastise me...he would only do this if he loved me, I told myself. My bottom was on fire as he handed me to Cherrie and she led me to the desk and made me bend over the top.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

My boss was using his leather belt and it slashed into the flesh tenderised by the preceding punishment so that it felt as if I was being branded by a red-hot poker. 

'Aaarrrggghhh!!! Have pity...please!' My scream echoed in the small room as the pain flared to a blazing conflagration.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Each blow was accompanied by an agonised scream.

'Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Please have pity...please stop! I will do anything you want!!!'

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

'Aaarrrggghhh!!! I've done everything you wanted...please!!!'
I'd been right a woman is much crueler than a man and Cherrie was using all her skills and knowledge of the female body to place the blows where they would cause the most pain. My entire body felt as if it was being consumed by flame but again I was startled by the incredible arousal it was generating.

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Swwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

'Please...Master...have pity!!!'

As the sixth blow cut into my flesh I orgasmed again!

When I surfaced there was silence where there had been a cacophony of sounds. I could hear my heavy breathing and the mewling sound of my pitiful sobs. The unholy alliance of Cherrie and Master Gilles had brought a new and very cruel dimension to my life but I wouldn't have it any other way.

I know that it's hard for anybody not that way inclined to understand how a person can hand herself body and soul to another human being but it's something I need to make me whole. I'm lucky that I have found a real man who fully understands my predilection and is willing to take the time to indulge me.

June 21st

So much has happened in the last couple of weeks that I'd not given a thought to Adam, who is still away. It has also delayed me from writing in this diary.

Two nights ago a man named Nicholas turned up. He's one of the actors in that dreadful thing Adam is doing and he plays a sleazy, slimy busybody and physically he’s ideal for the role. I was getting ready for bed so I told him it was inconvenient and tried to stop him coming inside but he just barged past me. He stood in front of me and gave me a set of photos to look at. I was puzzled, at first, then realised that they'd been taken off one of the videos Master Gilles had taken. Nicholas said that Gilles Blanc was his uncle on his mother's side [E.W. is the Master's nephew on his father's side]. He's short and overweight with bandy legs and shifty eyes not exactly a Don Juan. He told me what he wanted me to do and, when I refused, he told me that he'd tell Adam what I'd been up to unless I did as I was told. I replied that Adam wouldn't believe him. He replied that he would show him a copy of the video that his uncle had given him, as proof. My resistance collapsed. 

Being forced to do wicked things seems to arouse me and I felt my body beginning to tingle with passion as he crudely told me what I was to do. I knew that he would love to tell Adam what I'd been up because, having lived with an actor, I'm well aware of the constant rivalry between them. 

After I'd fetched him a drink we sat on the large settee and he leaned closer to me so that I could feel the warmth coming from his body, a mixture of cheap cologne, body sweat and halitosis. I was on my fourth brandy and the thought of being forced to be submissive to someone who resembled a toad made me horny [I don't understand it and probably never will] and I could feel wetness leaking from my pussy as it throbbed wildly.

Nicholas said something about being more comfortable in the bedroom and a short while later I was standing in front a full length mirror with him standing behind me so that I could see him undressing me. I watched my housedress slipping down my body leaving me wearing only a sheer nightdress and, through the material; I could clearly see the bald mound of my sex and my bright red nipples which poked out aggressively as if trying to tempt him to use his mouth to ease the growing itch. I felt very nervous at the prospect of making love with a man I'd never met before and was so unattractive. 

As if not knowing him would have made any difference, you bloody hypocrite! 

You are a whore, a slut, a nymphomania, my dear Chantal.

Nicholas slipped his hands under my arms and cupped my heaving breasts while his mouth nuzzled into the angle of my neck and shoulder causing goose bumps to break out on my skin. He must have recently eaten curry because he reeked of it and it made me feel nauseous. Gradually his fingers tightened round the globes of my breasts, squeezing the firm flesh until I was shuddering with pleasure as erotic warmth flowed through my almost naked body. I hated myself when I heard me moaning aloud with pleasure as through my garment I felt his warm fingertips pressing deeper and deeper into my yielding flesh, massaging my breasts, lifting them and moulding them into different shapes. Out of breath I leant back against him with my bottom wriggling against the front of his trousers which was distended by his hard prick which nestled perfectly in the cleft between my buttocks.

The Toad began to kiss my shoulder, worrying the strap of my nightdress with his teeth until it started to slip down my arm then slowly slithered down until my right breast was almost entirely exposed. I forced my eyes to remain open so that I could watch my humiliation in the mirror. My nipple had popped into view and it was a hard as a pebble and bright red in contrast to the creamy pallor of my breast and the golden ring and spiral gleamed as it caught the light. Instinctively my body was writhing from side to side causing his prick to rub first against the inside of one cheek then the other and now and then it pressed harder inward so that I could feel the head pressing against my anal ring as he disengaged the other strap and the garment slipped down to my waist allowing my naked breasts to pop out and stand proudly in their quivering firmness. He was looking at my breasts, in the mirror as his stubby hands cupped them, and his fingertips clamped around the rings, gripping them hard enough to be able to lift my breasts upwards as far as they would stretch. It was painful but I was gasping with excitement as I watched him torturing me. My boobs bounced and swung from side to side when he released them with the teats fully engorged and sending thrills of erotic sensations to the rest of my quivering body. Before my boobs could come to rest his butcher's hands captured them again and he buried his stubby fingers into the tingling flesh as if it was bread dough. After spending a long time torturing them he released my breasts, stepped back and slipped out of his clothes as I stood there looking at his reflection in the mirror, shivering with arousal. His flesh was white and his breasts were nearly as big as mine while his stomach looked like a giant egg. Beneath the overhang he had ginger pubic hair and a prick which curved sideways and it wasn’t huge but still a good size.

The odious, fat man plastered his body against my back again and I felt his clammy nakedness and the hot, throbbing length of his erection rubbing against my backside. He took his cock in his hand and levered it through my legs so that it pulsed upwards between my thighs making contact with my dripping wet pussy. Looking in the mirror I could see the bulbous head protruding making it seem as if I'd grown a penis the length of which matched my she-cock and it turned me on so much that I reached down and plastered his cock against my pussy encountering my rings as my fingers traced its throbbing length. I rubbed the crown back and forth along the slit of my pussy, as I watched it in the mirror, and could not stop moaning as the cockhead continuously brushed against my deformed clit and the constant friction started a fire raging in the depth of my pussy.

The Toad nibbled on my shoulder as he moved his hips back and forth so that his cock slipped along the length of my wet pussy while his hands continued to knead my breasts and tug on the rings to elongate my nipples before releasing them, again and again. I felt as if I was on fire and squirmed around in his arms, slipping his stiff erection from between my thighs and urgently pressing my body against his. Staring into his piggy eyes I plastered my lips on his slobbery ones and my tongue darted into his mouth. It tasted awful but, instead of revolting me, it increased my arousal.

He seemed surprised that I was taking the initiative but I was much too aroused to stay passive and no longer cared that he was ugly and blackmailing me to have sex with him. He pushed my garment down until it fell down to my feet and, clinging together, we moved slowly towards the bed. Each step was a delicious surrender to pleasure and to him. My hands slipped down his back and gripped the flabby cheeks of his drooping bottom and held them while his hands gripped my much firmer bottom. His fingertips gripped my flesh very hard and parted my buttocks so that I could feel air wafting against my pouting anus. He levered me down on top of the bed, still gripping my bottom, and his fingertips brushed repeatedly against my anus and the small hole responded by opening and closing like a miniature mouth gasping for air. I opened my thighs very wide as one of his hands left my bottom and moved between them to slide upwards until it was just hovering on the edges of my hot pussy. His fingers worked their way slowly over the bald mound which was glistening with beads of my pussy juices. My hard, pink she-cock was quivering in anticipation as the fingers traced the plumpness of my pussy lips and I could hardly hold back a scream of ecstasy when, at last,  his fingertips clamped my deformed clitoris and squeezed hard. 

I could just see our reflections in the mirror and it made me think of Beauty and the Beast.

Whimpering like a wounded animal my hand gripped the hard length of his cock and it jerked within my grasp and wetness coated my fingers as they slid up and down the shaft. I squeezed the rubbery head, stroking the hard bulging vein all the way from the taut testicles to the bulging knob. It really was a strange cock because it felt like a slimy sausage and had that strange curve. His fingers peeled the lips of my pussy apart and liquid heat seeped out of my open slit and dribbled down my inner thighs. He inserted first one finger then almost immediately another into my pussy and they disappeared into my hole and were immediately squeezed by the muscular contraction of my vaginal muscles. I raised my buttocks from the bed, swivelling my hips to try to get his fingers even deeper into my wetness. I'd never felt so rude and uninhibited and didn't care if he thought I was a slut because I needed his cock in my pussy as quickly as possible as it had been a long time since I’d been used by a man.

His other hand had continued to explore the furrow of my bottom easing the cheeks wide apart, as I raised myself off the bed, he seized the opportunity to slide one, wet finger deep into my anus while the others teased the bridge between the two orifices. He wasn't skilful or tender but the fact that he was a repulsive stranger handling me so rudely made it even more arousing. As his fingers ravaged both my holes, at the same time, I continued to stroke his hard shaft, using his sex juices as lubrication. Our irresistible passion mounted simultaneously as we played with each other's bodies and it was clear that we'd reached that point where only the insertion of his hard cock into my cunt would do. By this time he had four fingers delving so deep into my pussy that they could stroke the other three fingers seesawing rudely in and out of my smaller hole. My entire lower body was alive with a million tiny prickling sensations and felt as if it was going to burst at any moment. Grunting he withdrew his fingers from my pussy as his body slipped on top of mine, pressing it down into the bed. 

This was it...this was the point where I was going to allow a repulsive blackmailer's cock to penetrate my pussy and I couldn't wait. Once again I realised that I was no better than a hooker!

Unaware of the tumult in my head the fat man's body crushed mine as his jerking cock slid along the inside of my open thighs. My lolling boobs were squashed by his fat chest and I could feel his chest hair tickling my erect nipples and the rings becoming entangled in the curls. He moved his hips until the bulging crown of his curved cock was aimed unerringly at the wet opening of my pussy and I felt it pushing against the parted lips with short jabs which caused my she-cock to be stroked at the same time. I nearly screamed out as intense ecstatic bolts of pleasure streaked through my body and I was not far from climaxing as he added a fourth finger to the three fingers wedged inside my smaller hole and moved them in and out causing fiery heat to spill into my pussy.

At last and gloriously his hard cock slid halfway into my cunt and I climaxed. It came out of nowhere devastating my body then fading as quickly as it had exploded but it relaxed my pussy so much that the walls stretched fully and easily allowed the curved cock to fully penetrate my cunt. It was dirty and sensational and I never wanted it to stop.

As his cock slid fully into my welcoming cunt I again raised my bottom, off the bed, while at the same time bending my knees to make it enter me at an angle which would cause the shaft to rub against my engorged she-cock. The friction was bliss and I nearly swooned as I felt another small orgasm blast through me.

It was evident that the tightness of my cunt around his cock was giving him great pleasure and he deliberately delayed completely inserting his cock into my wetness. With his cock wedged halfway inside my cunt he moved his four fingers in and out of the other hole, effectively fucking it and it made my cunt flex and clench even more tightly. However he was as aroused as I was and could not keep this up for long and slammed the rest of his cock all the way into my pussy, in one mighty thrust, which had me moaning and gasping for breath as all the air left my lungs. He paused as my pussy became used to being filled by his cock then he fastened his mouth hungrily on mine, pushing his tongue deeply between my lips as I began to move beneath him. My bottom rose and fell as I urged my pussy up to meet his thrusts and twisted my hips so that the crown of his cock rotated inside me. He kept changing the angle of his thrusts so that I experienced an amazing variety of new sensations as parts of my pussy which had never before being touched were stroked and teased by his curved cock. I started orgasming again and just kept on orgasming. 

The Toad moved me around. He took me on all fours, kneeling on the bed, then he fucked me spoon-fashion, he drew me on top of him so that I could ride his cock like a horse rider then he switched us into a sixty nine position so that his cock was deep in my mouth and I could suck his cunt-smelling pole while he lashed my she-cock with his tongue before spooning out my sex juices. Every nerve in my body was activated and I came repeatedly. Finally he rolled on top of me again and rammed his cock all the way into my cunt and skewered it in and out in time with his fingers reaming my other hole and drove me into an even more frenzied orgasm which caused my senses to reel as an explosion of pure and exquisite ecstasy racked my mind and body. At some point, during this orgasm, he spunked copiously into my spasming pussy discharging a thick flood of sperm deep into the heart of my cunt as we clung on to each other, not disengaging. Later the tremors of passion slowly subsided and his sperm began to ooze out and trickle into the cleft of my bottom.

He told me that he wanted me to clean his cock with my mouth. Without hesitation I slithered down his body and took the heavily-coated shaft into my mouth and used my tongue to swipe away the combined sex juices as his hand clamped the back of my head, keeping my face firmly wedged against his groin. I felt his limp cock twitch then, despite my frantic attempt to pull away, he started to pee inside my mouth. I tried not to swallow it but couldn't breathe so was forced to do so and, by the time the pungent jet diminished then stopped, I felt as if I'd swallowed gallons of it but some had run down my chin and onto my naked body. I felt my stomach heave but managed to control it. He freed my head and I dashed to the bathroom and spat out the remains then gargled with mouthwash but even after I'd got rid of the physical evidence of the obscene act I was aware of the amount filling my stomach. I felt abused and debased but strangely also horny. 

I can hardly believe that I felt horny because some bastard had emptied his bladder in my mouth! Is my guilt so strong that it revels in being debased? 

After douching my sex to get rid of the Toad’s sperm I slipped into a dressing gown but, when I entered the bedroom, I found it empty and so was the living room. The bastard had left without a word and taken the photos with him.

I woke up sometime during the night with my body tormented by sexual longings. I'd dreamt that I'd been captured by a band of men and they'd taken turns ravaging my body. After all the sex I'd been getting lately I would have thought that it would be the last thing I would dream about. I looked at the clock and realised that it had only been a few hours since the fat man had screwed then debased me by pissing in my mouth. I tried very hard to keep my fingers away from my throbbing sex by pulling my nightdress down to cover my sex but the tugging action caused the silky material to drag across my prominent nipples and immediately they grew hard and taut. I couldn't stop one of my hands reaching up to try to ease the itch and, as hard as I tried, I could not force my hand away. Slowly my fingers crept over the curves until they were cupping the fleshy globe. I could feel the hardened nipple punching hard against the palm and my fingers closed round it and pinched the hard button hard as if pain would put an end to my torment. It didn't work because the pain increased my arousal instead of dousing it. It left me feeling dirty and guilty however I knew in my heart of heart that I'd already lost the battle. 

I needed to pee and somehow made my way into the bathroom and sat on the toilet, I closed my mind to guilt as I gripped and twisted the ring, adorning my nipple, savagely. I could feel the hot waves of erotic pleasure throbbing through my body. I was gasping for breath as lust raged through my supine body. There was no way now that I would stop playing with myself until I got some form of relief. My other hand, as if acting on its own accord, had crept down and was rubbing my pussy through the silk nighty. I could already feel a wetness seeping through the material. For as long as possible I kept my tense thighs firmly together, inadvertently causing my pussy lips to stand out even more prominently for my fingertips to stroke. The silky material was deeply trapped between my buttocks and was pressing so hard against my pussy that it had forced its way between the twin lips. I tugged on it and it seesawed along my damp slit and rubbed against my she-cock, causing my bottom to jerk forward. My fingers were slowly moving up and down the wet slit. I could feel both the heat and the moisture seeping through the silky material so that my fingertips became rather damp. I knew that once again I'd crossed that invisible line and could no longer stop myself. Sighing deeply I allowed my thighs to relax and separate. The hem of my nighty slipped up and bared my pussy. My fingers slit around the wet puffy lips, separating them completely exposing my hole. My forefinger slipped all the way inside lubricated by the juices which were flowing freely and I gasped with pleasure as I added another two fingers.

I tried to ignore the guilt and distaste that crept in because I was touching myself, something my Master had specifically forbidden me to do. 

In response instead of moving my bunched fingers in and out, as I longed to do, I kept them fully wedged inside and gently turned them around in slow circles which caused the pads to stroke the sensitive inner lining of my pussy until I was feverishly teetering on the brink of a climax. Meanwhile my fingernails were raking my nipple causing shards of pleasure mixed with pain to rake my upper body.

My Master was right I am a slut and would have to be punished. I hope he will be extremely severe. I knew that I was going to confess that I'd allowed my brother-in-law to fuck me then had done the same with a complete stranger, who claimed to be his nephew. Added to those infractions I was breaking his commandment and playing with myself. I fully realised that it would make him very cross and he would punish me like I'd never been punished before but the idea of the punishment, I had not idea what it would entail, increased instead of dousing my ardour. 

My hips were rocking backwards and forwards as I slid further forward so that my pussy was now fully accessible to my fingers. I lay there completely defeated by my nagging frustration, writhing up and down as I pushed my fingers in and out of my pussy while using my thumb to tease my she-cock until it was fully swollen and pulsing wildly with arousal. I was rocking furiously. I knew that I was going to reach an orgasm at any moment so swiftly I got up and ran into the bathroom. I sat down on the toilet, with my legs splayed wide apart, and pressed my fingers into my pussy then seesawed them furiously in and out while my other hand stretched backwards, reaching  beneath my bottom to scrabble at my pussy from the rear. It made me feel as if I was on top of a man with his cock wedged all the way inside my pussy while his fingers played with my bare bottom. My fingers became soaked with pussy juice which, by this time, was flowing like a river and the middle finger slipped into my other hole easily. Moving all my fingers furiously in and out of both holes, at the same time, I started pissing. 

In my imagination I was surrounded by a bunch of men who were pissing on me and it was their combined piss which was streaming out of me and I climaxed hugely. I tossed about so wildly that I slipped off the toilet and ended on the floor, still peeing, so that urine flooded the floor. I sat there for a long while in the puddle of urine mixed with sex juices, before quieting down. I felt ashamed and dirty but strangely sated. I had to clean the bathroom and take a shower before returning to the bedroom. I drifted off into a deep sleep with my fingers still wedged firmly inside my holes.

June 30th

Something pretty awful happened to me yesterday and it's so bad and so perverted that I'm not sure I can write it down but I know that I must if I'm going to be true to my original intention of making this diary a true and complete account of my thoughts, actions and state of mind. 

Where to begin?

It had been a normal kind of day. I'd boosted my commission by getting four customers to pay much more than they'd budgeted for. After my shift at the parlour I drove home and parked my Mini in the car-park, at the back of the flats. I suppose that it was around a quarter to six when I got out of the car but I didn't get very far because I found that I was blocked in by a large, older man wearing jeans. He was anywhere from fifty to seventy, kind of good-looking in a weather-beaten way with washed-out, pale blue eyes and white hair which curled over his collar. He stood only a couple of feet from the car looking at me with a sneer on his face and he seemed quite at ease. There was something familiar about him but I couldn't place him but what was certain was that he wasn't going to get out of my way.

'Can you please get out of the way!' I asked mildly not really worried but not wanting to start an argument.

'I don't think that I will!' He replied casually still barring my way while his eyes scanned up and down my body as if he could see right through my clothes.

'What do you want?' I asked getting miffed while at the same time becoming worried for my safety even though it was still daylight.

'Isn't it obvious?' He chuckled, his lecherous eyes focusing on my boobs. 'You must be stupid if you think that you can go around cockteasing men then not come though with the goods. You might get away with other men but you're way off base if you think I'm one of those so I'm here to give you what you need. After seeing you flouting your tits and your shaved cunt that Susie was rubbish and I only spunked because I was thinking of you.'
I looked at him more intensely and suddenly recollected that he'd been a customer at the parlour in the last ten days. I remembered him because he'd strolled in all cocky and, from the smell of alcohol which surrounded him, he was drunk. I’d wanted to get rid of him but had realised that his jollity could turn to anger in the blink of an eye so reluctantly had processed him. He’d come on with all the chat, boasting that he was going to do me a favour by allowing me to take care of him personally. He went on to tell me that once a woman had been with him she didn't want any other man so wasn't I the lucky one. Although I was eager to pass him I also wanted to put him in his place so foolishly I'd teased him rotten. I had even let him squeeze my boobs as I stroked his erection through his trousers [I remember thinking that it was a very large one and wasn't it a pity that its owner was so old and such a dickhead]. Just when he'd thought he'd scored and I was going to take care of him personally I'd handed him over to Susie. He'd called me a cockteasing bitch and had been rather angry as he followed her but had seemed more affable when he'd left. Susie told me that she'd wanked him for what seemed hours with no success so had to resort to sucking him to bring him off. 

As he stood menacingly in front of me it was clear that I'd wounded his ego and he'd decided to make me pay for humiliating him and I knew that I was in deep trouble. I looked around for help but there wasn't a soul anywhere to be seen. Trying to quell my rising panic I decided that attack was the best form of defence.

'Look, you pathetic wanker, you'd better clear off before I start screaming! You don't want to have to deal with the police, do you?' I said trying to sound tough.

'Why don't you do that then I can tell all your neighbours what you do for a living. I'm sure they would really love finding out that you work in a sauna and spent the day cockteasing men into parting with their hard-earned money.'

'I'm a married woman and am not ashamed of what I do so you've got nothing on me. I'm just a receptionist and have nothing to do with what happens at the back. Now piss off before I make enough noise to alert the neighbours.'  My words might have been tough but my insides were contracting with fear as I imagined what he intended to do to me if I weakened and let his implied threats cower me.

'I know you're married but I bet your husband doesn't know exactly what you get up to. So you think that I'm all mouth and trousers?' He said as he pulled several photos from his pocket and showed them to me. 'Perhaps these will change your mind and you'll learn some humility.' 

The situation felt unreal, the sun was still shining brightly as I stood in the car-park of a quiet suburban block of flats studying the photos he'd handed to me. I felt faint and the world seemed to spin around me when I saw that they were snaps of me at the parlour going through my cockteasing act which must have been taken with a concealed cell phone. In one pic my naked pussy, in all its glory, was plainly visible and you could even see the glinting of the gold rings and the wetness trickling down my inner thighs. In another the gold rings, adorning my nipples, were plainly visible through the flimsy material of the blouse and my mouth was pouting as if I was on the point of kissing the person who'd taken the photo. A third pic showed my hand gripping a client's prick, through his trousers, as he handed me some banknotes and I blushed furiously as I remembered that there had been another customer waiting when the man had walked in and he'd been rather a tight wad and I had to really work him up to get him to part with more money and I'd gone rather too far. The photos were very incriminating and I realised that no one would believe that I wasn't on the verge of having sex with the man. By the time I looked at the last pic I was shit scared and had started trembling as I realised the kind of trouble I was in.

'Where did you get these?' I asked tremulously. 

'You may well ask! I've been a keen photographer since I was a youngster. I especially like taking candid shots so I bought several tiny cameras which can easily be concealed allowing me to take photos without anyone being aware of it. I've won quite a few awards for my work but I consider these as some of my best. You must admit that the quality is very good considering the circumstances. I like the one with your cunt juice dribbling down your legs. You might not see it clearly in these but when I blew up the area around your cunt I was gobsmacked, first by the size of your clit then that it seemed to be sheathed in some kind of metal. Look let's cut to the chase and get down to the why I am here. I've got you by the short and curlies so get back into your car and I'll tell you where to go.'

'You must be crazy if you think I'm going somewhere with you so that you can rape me. You could be a homicidal maniac for all I know!' I mewled with fear.

'Don't be bloody stupid why would I want to kill somebody as sexy as you. I'm not into necrophilia. Stop farting about and get into the car. Anyway I doubt very much that it will be rape because any woman who goes around with a shaved cunt adorned with gold rings and who has pierced nipples must be a whore and the last person to resist the inevitable. I'm really getting pissed off with all this chit chat. Get into the car!'

From his tone I knew that he was getting agitated and I didn't want him getting really angry and hurting me. I knew that there was nothing I could do to get me out of the situation without exposing myself to ridicule and scandal so I got back into the car and he opened the passenger door and sat next to me. We drove out of the car-park and, except for directions, he didn't speak again. I kept looking at him out of the corner of my eye and saw that the tight front of his jeans was bulging from his obvious arousal. Though I dreaded what he might do to me I felt my sex becoming wet and my deformed clit had begun pulsating as it stuck all the way out so that the tip was rubbing against the material of my panties. We parked in the allotments not far from where I used to live and it seemed deserted at that time of day. He took my elbow and steered me through the various patches of vegetables into a large garden shed and switched on the light and I saw that the window was blocked by a Venetian blind so no one could see in. He made a great show of turning the key in the lock and dropping it into his jeans' pocket leaving me in no doubt that I was now his prisoner and that my only way out was to do everything he wanted.

'Take your blouse off!' He ordered as he stood leaning against the door looking at me nonchalantly as if he didn't care one way or the other whether I did or not.

I knew that the safest thing for me to do what follow his orders. I told myself that after all what did it matter if another man forced me to have sex as I'd already admitted to myself that I'm a slut, a nymphomaniac, a slag so how could one more man using my cunt for his dirty pleasure make any difference. Under the fear I felt excitement begin to build as I unbuttoned my blouse and let it fall to the ground and shivered as my naked breasts spilled out and came to rest with the nipples fully engorged and pointing at him in defiance. I saw him licks his lips as he gazed at the way the metal spirals elongated my teats and the way the gold rings caught the light as they swayed gently. He told me to get my skirt and panties off which left me only wearing flat pumps. Despite being afraid the prospect of crude sex was arousing me and my sex was already swollen and a slow trickle of sex cream had begun meandering down the inside of my right thigh.

He dragged some bags of fertiliser to the middle of the floor and, at one end, piled another one on top of the crude bed he'd constructed. He ordered me to lie face down on the improvised platform and to make sure that my hips were on the higher side which caused my naked bottom to protrude lewdly in the air. My bare sex mound was pressed against the slimy plastic of the bag causing the rings to tug at my flesh. He was standing behind me and I knew that, because I was clean shaven, he could see the splayed lips of my sex bulging between my parted thighs and the tight ring of my anus surrounded by the flaming tattoo. The humiliation of knowing that a strange man is staring at my secret hole always makes me aroused and this time was no different actually it was probably even stronger because he was forcing me to expose myself so obscenely. 

The man knelt down and ordered me to grip the side of the bag beneath me and not let go under any circumstances otherwise he'd thrash my backside till I couldn't take anymore. The mention of punishment had my sex pulsating even more madly forcing even more of my lewd lubrication to seep out and coat the plastic beneath my pelvis. I nearly jumped out of my skin when I felt his fingertips sliding over my buttocks before dipping in the yawning valley between them and crudely yanking my bum cheeks further apart. I felt something liquid splash against my exposed anus but it took me several seconds to realise that he'd dribbled his saliva onto my lewdly exposed secret hole and the humiliation sent a quiver of intense arousal through me. I felt the tip of a finger, lubricated with spit, pressing against my private hole and my stomach somersaulted as he pushed it easily as far inside as it would go. The plastic below my sex mound had become so slimy with my flowing sex juices that my pussy slid around as his finger explored the inside of my anal passage. Instinctively my rectal muscles gripped the invader so that, when he pulled it out, it was accompanied by the humiliating sound of a fart. He leaned over my back and presented the finger to my mouth. I knew what he wanted me to do, I was still giving myself an enema everyday so I knew my back passage was clean, but even a slut like me as to draw a line somewhere.

'You must be joking if you think I'm going to lick that! Take it away!' I snarled while a little voice in the back of my head urged me to give in to the abuse.

He didn't reply to my outburst instead he grabbed my arm and pulled it to the middle of my back until it hurt so much that I groaned with pain. Feebly I threatened to go to the police and accuse him of raping me and I heard him chuckling with amusement a second before he started to spank me. The first blow landed so swiftly that I had no time to prepare myself. I’d guessed that he was some sort of gardener and from the calluses on his hands I believed that I was right.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I screeched and bucked as the first slap landed on my unprotected right buttock. It was very powerful and the hardness of his hand made it even worse. I didn't even have time to recover before the second slap landed on my left buttock.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

A third slap landed on my stinging right buttock again increasing the pain.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The pain was streaking through my bottom before I'd had a chance to prepare myself and because he was strong it really hurt. Tears poured down my face as I begged him to stop but it only seemed to provoke him and four, very hard slaps landed in quick succession on my already-aching bottom.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I tried to wiggle my hips to escape the pain but to no avail because he had a leg across the middle of my back pinning me down. There was nothing else I could do but start begging in earnest. 'Please...please stop, you're hurting me! I'll suck...suck your finger but please stop hurting me! I can't take anymore...please...I beg you! I'll do it!'

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

'You should have thought of that before defying me now get on all fours and stick your arse in the air,' the man ordered.

I knew that he was serious so I scrambled to get into the position fully aware of the blatant obscenity of the position. I peeked back and saw the man's eyes were glued to my bum and knew that he was studying the tattoo surrounding my bumhole then he focussed his attention on the chain threaded through the gold rings which dangled from my pussy. I watched him undoing his zip and instantly his angry erection sprang out and it was a very large one. I was going to be fucked and though I should have tried to get away I didn't want to anymore because being taken against my will by a stranger is still one of my enduring fantasies even though I've already been used so vilely by so many men.

The man knelt behind me and the bags of fertiliser squeaked as they took his weight. I felt his muscular stomach nudge against my upraised bottom and his pubic hairs tickled my bottom which had been left extra sensitive after the spanking. I wiggled it involuntarily and heard him chuckling again and realised that he'd taken it as a sign that I wanted him to abuse me...and he was right. The more he humiliated me the better and somehow he seemed to know this because once again he spat into my bum-cleavage before his stiff cock slid between my spread buttocks and the tip nudged my anus and stayed there. I knew that he wanted to increase my humiliation by feeding his cock into my bottom and that resistance was futile and I relaxed my anal ring but there was still a certain amount of pain as his very large cock went in only lubricated by his spit. It glided all the way inside my stretched hole until his balls met my sex lips. My bum cheeks were splayed against his pelvis as his hands held my hips steady and he began to fuck my bottom as if it was my sex. He moved his stiff cock in and out of my stretched bumhole, at a leisurely pace, while talking to me.

'I hope that this will teach you that you can't go around cockteasing men and not suffer the consequences. How to you like having your arse full of cock? Stupid question it's obvious that it's not your first time which is a pity as I would have liked to be the first but never mind it's tight enough for me. I do like the way the flames are rippling because it makes it look like your arsehole is on fire but don't worry I'll put it out with a good dose of spunk then you can clean my cock with your mouth.'

The humiliation of his commentary really got to me as he indulged his perverse pleasure and I felt an orgasm begin to build up and had to admit to myself that I was in heaven because a not very clean, old man was ramming his considerable cock all the way into my arse after having spanked me. My eyes were shut and my mouth was open in breathless ecstasy as I felt my orgasm continuing to rise as his cock seesawed into my bottom. I could feel my pussy-chain jiggling from side to side from the power of his strokes pulling at the rings causing a certain amount of pain to blend with the pleasure. I sneaked a hand beneath me and squeezed my deformed clitoris between the tips of my fingers as his cock pistoned in and out of my arse and that squeeze was all it needed to finally nudge me over the edge. Wave after wave of exquisite ecstasy swept through me and it was so intense that I could hardly breathe. The bliss was so overpowering that I was barely aware that my bumhole had gripped the man's cock so hard that it had triggered his climax and it wasn't till I heard him grunt and suddenly a spray of sticky semen blasted into my rectum that I knew that he was coming at the same time as me. For one exquisite moment we were both swept up into the ecstasy of a simultaneous orgasm and nothing else existed but the pleasures we were giving each other.

We stayed glued together for a while as his cock slowly lost its hardness and my anus relaxed its grip. He slowly pulled back and our bodies reluctantly parted and I heard his cockhead pop out of my hole like a cork from a bottle of champagne. I was sweaty and covered in dust and my bottom felt hot and raw while my sex was leaking like a faucet. I was so exhausted that I stayed as I was with my anus and sex fully exposed to my ravisher's eyes, not caring.

He rose to his feet and grabbed a bottle of beer from a shelf and opened it then started swigging from it as he walked round my prostrate body examining me like a farmer buying a cow at auction. He paused behind me and knelt down and seconds later I felt the neck of the bottle pressed against my sex and, before I could do anything it to stop him, it was sliding inside me. It was bigger then most cocks and I felt my pussy having to stretch widely to accommodate it and it caused my bumhole to spasm and evict a dollop of the man's sperm. He kept pushing the bottle in and, despite the pain, it soon was almost completely wedged inside my sex and I blushed furiously as I realised what a rude sight it must look to see a woman being fucked by a bottle. When the glass cylinder was fully wedged in he kept it in there by tying the two ends of my pussy-chain together then I heard a whirr and realised he was taking pictures. He took all his clothes off then turned me on my back and squatted over my head and, for a brief moment, I had time to study his deflated cock and the dangling balls, still wet with the blend of our juices, before he pushed it inside my mouth and ordered me to clean him. I had to swallow the mixture of my sex cream and his sperm before he moved forward and sat down with his bottom on my face. My lips were pressed against his bumhole and, before I realised what I was doing, I was kissing it then I poked my tongue inside and began to lick it fervently and he grunted then chuckled before speaking.

'That's right, my little cockteaser, stick your tongue all the way up my arse and eat my shit. I had a curry last night so it should be nice and tangy.  He chuckled wildly as he verbally abused me.

I could hardly breathe and was mortified by what he was forcing me to do but nevertheless responded to his verbal goading by probing my tongue even deeper into the rank cavity of his bumhole. For a while he stayed still as my tongue lanced deeper and deeper into his bottom then he shifted slightly forward and began to press against the bottom of the bottle so that it went in even deeper and my cunt eagerly absorbed the cylindrical object. I could hardly breathe but still kept on stabbing my tongue as deep inside the tight hole as it would go even though the taste was strong in my mouth and caused my swallowing reflexes to gag. Part of my heightened excitement was the vivid picture in my head of how obscene I must look with him enthroned on my face and my tongue deep in his bumhole while my sex was full of the beer bottle which was discharging some of its content deep inside the spasming hole. Again the desire for an audience to witness my humiliation swept through me and increased my arousal.

The man's balls were rolling on my chin and I became aware that his cock was slowly hardening then he dismounted. 'Roll over, cunt!' He ordered and, when I did, he slapped my helpless bottom a couple of times very hard and revived the former pain. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

‘Stick your arse up, Bitch!' He ordered as he landed two more slaps on my burning flesh.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I swiftly did as ordered, to avoid any more punishment, and I lowered my head on the smelly plastic and hoisted my bum high in the air. I felt him undo the knot in the pussy-chain and the bottle left my pussy like an rocket. My sex was still gaping wide open as he stuck two fingers inside to collect some of the abundant sex cream before pushing them against my bumhole. His touch was electrifying and I relaxed my sphincter so that the fingers could slip inside my bumhole without any pain. I heard them sloshing about in the spunk he'd deposited inside my bum. My bumhole was gaping wide open and more than ready for his cock and I was sure that it was the way he wanted to take me again but he didn't seem to be in any hurry. I suppose that being old it would take a long time for him to conjure up a second erection. I was pushing my bottom back to invite even deeper penetration but frustratingly his fingers slipped out.  I arched my bum, with my sphincter completely loose, to welcome his cock but got the shock of my life when I felt something hard pushing inside it and it took me a few seconds to realise that he was pushing the beer bottle inside my anus. Being coated with my sex cream the neck easily slipped inside and it wasn't till the body of the bottle tried to follow that the pain started. I tried to pull away but he easily pinned me down with his free hand as he continued pushing the bottle inside stretching my bumhole to breaking point and I felt beer blended with spunk oozing around the body of the bottle as it continued to slip deeper inside until it was almost buried all the way in my bumhole. There was a great deal of pain but it was easily balanced by the pleasure of being so hugely humiliated and I found myself wishing that there had been a mirror so that I could have seen the base of the bottle stretching the ring so wide that it felt as if it would never close again. I wondered whether my tattoo made it seem even more obscene. It was incredibly humiliating to be kneeling on my front, with a bottle buried all the way inside my bottom, and was made even worse when a bright flash of light caused my eyes to close. I turned my head and saw that the man was advancing the film in the camera he was holding. He was recording my humiliation and abasement and I knew that he wouldn't hesitate to use it to blackmail me in the future to do anything he wanted.

He put the camera down and shuffled forward and I felt the head of his cock bump against my sex then it was pressing into me. Because of the bottle filling my bottom my pussy was incredibly tight and it felt as if I was losing my virginity all over again as pain blended with the pleasure. I groaned aloud as my pussy was slowly filled with his hard cock which forced the bottle even deeper inside my bumhole. Once his cock was fully embedded he held my hips and started to fuck me as hard as he could and it felt as if I was being penetrated by two cocks at the same time and I surrendered myself completely to his will revelling in the sensation of being so crudely used. I cast off all sense of decency and gorged my senses on depravity. He showed no consideration at all for me but rode me furiously making my body and soul reel with dirty pleasure. The obscenity of looking down and seeing a bottle buried deep inside my bumhole, while his cock rammed in and out of my cunt, must have been so arousing that he didn't last long and I felt him pumping his semen deep inside my sex while grunting and calling me all sorts of vile things.

'Take this, you cockteasing bitch! I'm filling your filthy cunt with my spunk the same way I did your arsehole. This will teach you to cocktease me!' He finished coming and pulled out. 
I saw that his cock was glistening with a blend of our sex juices as he grabbed my hair and used it to dry it and I felt a delicious swelling of pleasure as he deliberately soiled my hair. It was too much to bear and I knew that I had to trigger the climax that was hovering inside my womb. As he got to his feet I reached down and shoved four fingers all the way in my pussy while using my thumb to stroke my deformed clitoris and I used my other hand to make sure that the beer bottle stayed firmly wedged inside my bumhole. He looked down at me and I saw an expression of scorn which became disgust cross his face as I rammed my hand in and out of my sex. He made a noise in his throat then spat phlegm in my face and it was so humiliating that I shrieked with pleasure and rubbed harder causing the approaching orgasm to swell up even more.
He seemed nonplussed by my reaction to having phlegm dripping down my face then his hand reached down and grasped his cock and pointed it at me and, even as I realised what he intended to do, a jet of golden piss erupted from the tiny slit landing full on my sex, splashing against the back of my hand before moving up. I started to orgasm from the combination of being sodomised by a beer bottle, having been fucked by a complete stranger then spat and  pissed on as I lay spread on bags of fertiliser in a filthy garden shed. I shrieked as a huge orgasm whipped through me like wildfire. He laughed as he directed the hot stream of piss on my boobs then on my face. I closed my eyes to protect them from the acrid liquid as I rode my orgasm, screaming as I grabbed my huge clit and tugged hard on it. Soon my mouth was full of pee and I swallowed it to avoid being suffocated. I felt my bumhole contract, loosen and contract again and the beer bottle flew out like a jet-propelled missile. I was completely out of my mind floating on a plateau of ecstasy which was so powerful that it felt as if I couldn't bear it any longer without losing my mind. A while later I slowly came down from my peak as my climax died leaving me gasping and dizzy.

The man was kneeling next to me holding the beer bottle in his hand and he grabbed my hair and held my head steady as he rubbed the surface of the bottle all over my face especially on my lips.

'Lick it clean, Cunt!' He ordered brusquely.

I stuck my tongue out and did as ordered and swallowed the mixture coating the bottle even though it tasted foul. I blushed fiercely as I felt arousal once again gripping my senses.

Why is it that the more dirty and obscene the act the greater the arousal?

When the bottle was clean he spread my legs and rammed it all the way into my sex then stood up and, without a backward glance, left the shed leaving me exhausted while trying to make sense of what I'd allowed him to do with me. I realised that I'd have to tell my Master what had happened which I was sure would lead to a terrible punishment. I felt genuine repentance followed by a sense of shame that I could be so weak and such a slut. I was wallowing in self pity when suddenly the light from the open doorway was blacked by a shadow.

'I hope you believe me now, you bastards!' I heard the man's voice say.

I focused my eyes and saw that he was flanked by two men about the same age as him. It was obvious that they’d been gardening because they were covered in earth.

'S'truth she's weird and it stinks in here!' I heard one of them exclaim.

'I think she must be one of those sex slaves and that her master must have done those things to her body but she's a right good shag. She's all yours, fellows, she'll do anything and everything you want. She's the dirtiest slut I've ever met and just adore having it up the arse. Forget about the stink I think it must be those bags of fertiliser.' He replied with a lewd chuckle.

I swallowed as panic gripped me. The two men entered the shed while opening their zips and I had just managed to get to my knees, in an effort to escape, when the bald, fat man came to stand in front of me. He held his good-sized cock inches from my face in his dirty hand. 

A few seconds later it started. They took turns with me, all three of them, one after another then together. When I'd sucked all three to full hardness my abductor lay down grasping his cock and holding it vertically as the others lowered me down. His cock slipped inside my still distended sex like a hot knife through butter till I was fully seated on his hips. He gripped my shoulders and pulled me forward so that my bottom was presented to one of his friend. I knew what they intended doing and shivered with apprehension and delight as I felt the man kneel behind me then his cock was nudging between the splayed cheeks of my bottom. I fervently hoped that my abused bumhole wouldn't be too sore after having been so stretched by the beer bottle. His cockhead pressed opening my sphincter and I relaxed to accommodate it hoping it wouldn't be too traumatic. The insertion burned as my bumhole stretched to accept the full width of the large cock then it was fully inserted and the pain and discomfort was forgotten in the blissful ecstasy of once again being so hugely humiliated. Once his cock was fully embedded in my tight bumhole he leant forward and reached to grab my sticking out clit and started to wank it as if it was his cock, as he started to bugger me. The other man heaved his hips up to match his mate's rhythm so that I had two cocks inside me shuttling back and forth in my sex and anus while my clit was being manipulated. I was in heaven and closed my eyes tight but my mouth was wide open drawing much needed air into my starving lungs but it did not stay empty for long and was soon filled by the other man's cock. He held my head steady by grabbing a handful of hair. He had a short stubby cock so it was easy for him to bury all of it into my mouth as I breathed through my nose. I had three cocks at the same time and, being the slut I am, I made the most of it and concentrated on my own pleasure. 

The men were very excited from having a young woman that they could treat like a whore and quickly began to show signs that they would not last long. The man fucking my bottom was the first one to lose the rhythm. He stretched my clit to its maximum length as he jammed his cock all the way in so that his pelvis slapped against my buttocks, with each hard thrust then he grunted and his cock exploded deep up my bottom and filled it with spunk as he held me against him for a long time before slowly pulling out, leaving my bumhole open and very sore. The first man continued to heave his hips so that his cock slid in and out of my pussy not seeming to mind that his mate's spunk had begun to leak out of my bum and was lubricating his thrusts. He abruptly gripped my hips and lifted me off his cock and, for a moment, I wondered why but soon found out when he guided the head to my bumhole, which was slick with sperm and it went in easily. My bottom was really sore from all the abuse it had received so my pleasure was mixed with pain as he began to move inside me with short, jerking thrusts which made my body bounce on his. The third man had a firm grip on my hair and continued to fuck my mouth as if it had been my sex. Just when I thought there was nothing more that could be done to me incredible pain invaded my bottom as a bamboo cane, wielded by the bald man slashed deep into the flesh of my buttocks.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

I thought that I would die as my bottom seemed to be consumed by flames. The force of the blow forced my body down so that the cock went even deeper inside my bottom.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

If my mouth had not been filled by the hard cock I would have screamed the place down.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

I suppose it was only right that I should be punished for being such a slut!

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

My abductor beneath me grabbed my hips and pulled me down hard on his erection and came just as another blow slashed into my bottom.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

My sex convulsed and my arsehole gripped the spurting cock fiercely and I heard him groan with ecstasy as he was fully drained his cock into my bowels. He slumped back and his cock slipped out of my bottom just as the third man jerked his cock from my mouth and swiftly slipped behind me. I knew what was coming but was too exhausted to try to stop him. The first man twisted under me until his face was beneath my sex and he pulled me down so that he could take my she-cock into his mouth as the other man steadied my hips and pushed his saliva-coated cock against my bumhole. His cock was smaller than the other two but it still stung as it slipped all the way inside. For the fifth time that evening my bum was full of cock and, as the other man sucked my she-cock as if it was a real one, he rode me fast not caring that it hurt me. I could feel his belly slapping against my bottom adding another layer of obscenity to the proceeding. He was grunting and swearing until he let out a long sigh of bliss and, though I didn't feel it, I knew that he'd spermed my bumhole before his cock pulled out slowly leaving my bumhole with a noisy plop. My anus was really sore but the pain was obliterated by the way the man was sucking my she-cock. I started to move my hips up and down and soon I was fucking his mouth with my deformed clitoris. I'd forgotten about the third man till I heard the swish of the bamboo cane through the air and an explosion of flaming pain swept through my exposed bottom as it landed between my spread cheeks onto my sore bumhole.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

This time I did scream and my body jerked wildly as my legs kicked in an involuntary response to the pain.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

The first man continued sucking my she-cock as the other waited until my wriggling and sobbing had died down. The pleasure from being sucked was washing through my body when suddenly my bottom was consumed by fire when another blow came down.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

My bottom had started to glow and, although the pain was fierce, the heat of the punishment had swept into my pussy and had become pleasure. As another stroke smacked between my blazing cheeks and connected with my abused bumhole, teeth nipped my clit and I climaxed hugely. I screamed even louder than I had when the cane had cut into my flesh as the orgasm consumed my entire being.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...ssslllaaassshhh!!!

Another stroke landed on my bottom hole. 'Aaaarrrggghhhh....Oh God....aaaarrggghhh!!!'

I came so hard that everything around me became blurred before I sank into a deep pool of darkness and lost contact with my surroundings.

I came to sometime later to find myself alone with the first man. He looked worried as I opened my eyes then grinned when he saw that I was okay.

'I told you you'd get the fucking of your life but if you think it's over I got news for you!' He said proudly.

'Please...no more! I can't take anymore...please have pity!' I begged.

'You have to pay for being such a whore. Ah! Here come the boys!'

I turned my head and saw that the other two were now wearing gardening gloves and carrying sheaves of freshly plucked nettles. Deeply afraid I managed to haul myself up on my knees but they surrounded me and I knew that there was no escape and that the nightmare wasn't over. The bald man leant forward and I flinched involuntarily as he slowly drew the bunch of nettle across my heaving breasts leaving a trail of acidic stings on my skin. I moaned and begged but he took no notice and brushed the bunch across my aureoles and nipples causing them to erect fully. He brought the bunch back this time across the underside of my breasts and, by this time, the first two rows of stings had begun to burn and I threw my head back and shrieked like a banshee. My boobs seemed to be growing huge from the effect of the nettle sap and my nipples felt as if they were about to burst, each one a concentrated nub of agonising pain as they swelled and tugged on the spirals. Then the underside of my boobs began to throb and burn and they seemed to swell to twice their normal size and felt as if they were on fire. I screamed and screamed.

The old men were laughing in sadistic relish at my pain. The second man had been standing behind me watching his mate torturing my breasts and, before I realised what he was going to do, he shoved the nettles he was holding on my bottom and between my legs. Because my skin was still tender, from the caning and my sex hugely swollen and still opened from having been used so dramatically, I could not have been more vulnerable. The leaves brushed against my abused bumhole and between my open sex lips and it felt as if a million tiny pinpricks blossomed at once on my tender flesh. I screamed as my entire bottom seemed to swell then began to burn like crazy. I fell back on the fertiliser bags with my legs wide open and both men began to rub the nettles between my legs as I continued screaming. The stings consumed my labia, bumhole, inside my sex and worst of all my erect she-cock. The pain was incredible and I thought that I would die so could not believe it was happening when I started to orgasm, screaming and shrieking in an unbearable blend of exquisite ecstasy and fiery pain, far beyond anything I'd ever experienced before.

I climaxed again and again then again as my body twisted from side to side and it lasted for a very long time then it took me a long time to come down from my peak. I was drenched with sweat and my throat felt hoarse from the screaming and my body was on fire. The pensioners were looking down at me with awe on their face as they examined the angry spots which covered my boobs, pussy and buttocks. It was clear that they'd meant to punish me instead they'd discovered that they had a monster on their hands, one who could absorb fierce punishment and turn it to immense pleasure, so it was no wonder that they were gobsmacked.

'Did you learn your lesson?' The first man asked in a shaky voice as he wound the film on making me realise that he'd photographed my humiliation.

'Yes!' I murmured weakly because it was all I could manage.

'So will you go on cockteasing your customers?'

'Yes!'

'Bloody hell! Let's get out of here, the bitch is a maniac.' The man mumbled as he followed the other two out of the door. He turned his head and took one last look before disappearing and closing the door behind him leaving me on my own.

As I lay there I contemplated the shameful way I'd carried on. The agonising smacking, being spat and pissed on, the repeated sodomy and the caning then the application of the nettles which was making my body throb and burn and I knew that I should have been ashamed and in deep despair instead I wanted to crawl to them, still naked and beg for more. My pride had vanished, swept away on a tide of sexual need for more pain and humiliation. At that moment I would have taken on a regiment in return for more abasement. Eventually I returned to some form of sanity and hauled myself to my feet and gathered my soiled clothes and tried to tidy myself up but it was impossible so I stayed in the shed till it was dark. All the while my body seemed to be on fire as the sap from the nettles continued to eat into my flesh.

I practically crawled to the car. Sitting down was agony and I don't know how I made it back to the apartment because every movement was agony and the journey was at least three miles long. Fortunately I had a large bottle of calamine lotion in the bathroom cabinet and I smeared it all over my affected areas and it did ease the agony a bit. I was so exhausted that, despite the pain, I slept for nearly twelve hours but, on waking, I was once more humiliated when I discovered that sometime during the night, I'd lost control over my bladder so that I was lying in a pool of my own piss. I suppose it is a fitting ending to a shameful experience.

July 3rd
I still can't make myself believe that I've allowed strangers to dominate me like that and, looking back through what I've already written in this diary, it seems a sentiment which I often express in this sordid tale of my descent into hell and depravity. It's obvious that I still haven't got a handle on what is happening to me...I wonder whether if I ever will!

I think that Master Gilles will have to look for even kinkier ways to degrade me further while at the same time testing my willingness to obey his orders without hesitation. When this nightmare first started I'm almost sure that I would have obeyed E.W., no matter how outrageous his orders because I was smitten but I don't love this new Master in fact I think that I hate him but that makes my arousal even sharper. I think that I'm kidding myself by believing that I'm obeying him because I'm terrified of him and because he would harm Adam or me if I didn't. 

Let's be honest, Chantal, there is no doubt that fear is part of your reasons but there is also the knowledge that Master Gilles will humiliate and debase you as you never even dreamt possible and that turns you on. Remember when you went to the reference library and looked through those sex encyclopaedias and you read about masochists...and how you fitted the profile perfectly. That's what you are a masochist and you've found your counterpart...a ruthless sadist. 

You're a masochistic slut and you don't have to love the man to do as he orders in fact it's even better if you don't so stop trying to rationalise your behaviour and put down what happened without making lame excuses.

July 14th
Yesterday evening Master Gilles took me to a bar in a salubrious part of town that even the police think of as a no-go area after dark. As we drove there he told me what he'd wanted me to do. I'd mildly protested because what he wanted me to do was not only disgusting but I believed extremely dangerous but he became very angry and told me to shut my mouth. When we'd parked in the car-park of the bar he draped me over the bonnet of the car, lifted up my very short skirt, and spanked me hard then took his belt off and gave me six very hard lashes on my bare buttocks and three on my sex and anus. Fortunately there was no one else in the car-park. My bottom and pussy were on fire as I walked into the tavern. From past experience I knew that the stripes would continue glowing redly for ages so was so aroused that love juice was profusely dribbling down the inside of my thighs.

My Master had decreed that I must wear a corset under a short flimsy dress which hardly covered my crotch. From each golden ring, adorning my pussy dangled a small bell and I was constantly aware of the faint tinkling so no wonder it drew puzzled look from people as they passed me. I don't think I stopped blushing from the time I entered the place to reaching the counter. 

My orders were to flash my bald pussy and pull a man then go to the car-park with him and let him do anything he wanted to me and Master Gilles would be somewhere observing and judging whether I was doing well or earning another punishment by being reluctant to do whatever the man wanted promptly and without delay. 

My stomach was doing somersaults and my heart was tripping like mad as I looked around the room. I saw only rough looking men and most of them were looking at me openly with lust-filled eyes. A spattering of brassy looking females were glaring at me no doubt not liking the competition. I shuddered when I realised that I had to choose one of those coarse men. A young man, sitting at the bar, was a shade more presentable than the others and about my age and, although his head was fully shaven, he had quite a handsome face even if his eyes reminded me of a snake's. He had a gold earring dangling from his left earlobe and tattooed arms. I sat down on a stool, not far from him, and ordered and the bartender poured me a beer then moved away. Pretending that I was looking around I turned to face the young man and, following orders, I lewdly flashed my naked pussy at him and saw his eyes widen when he saw that my pussy was bald and adorned with gold jewellery but I'm not sure whether he could see the tattoo. He was with an older man and he directed his companion’s attention to my exposed pussy. His companion looked then an expression of disgust twisted his face and he spat between my legs, before turning away. I could feel spit coating the upper part of my feet and couldn’t remember having felt so humiliated. Tears blurred my sight and I was on the point of running out of the place, notwithstanding the harsh punishment it would incur, when the young man made his move and came over. He had a hard, raspy voice as if from too many cigarettes and his speech was uneducated and punctuated by obscenities. His teeth were yellow and his face was pock-marked and stubbly and I observed black moons of dirt beneath his fingernails. His clothes were almost clean but a smell of unwashed body odours filled my nostrils as he leant towards me. He was revolting and I wondered how on earth I was going to go through with my assignment. Although I find many revolting things sexy dirt and stale sweat is not one of them. 

He bought me a drink and had me drink it down, almost in one swallow, before grunting something about me following him to his car. As he walked ahead of me his mates cheered obviously knowing what had transpired between us and I heard several telling him to give me one for them and other obscene suggestions. Everyone there seemed to know that I was going to allow him to do filthy things to me so I was blushing even more fiercely by the time I reached the door. Confused I tripped on something and lurched forward and my very short skirt swirled up and exposed my naked bottom to some of the men and raucous cheers and more obscene remarks assailed my ears as I fled through the door. It was obvious that some of them had noticed the weals left by Master Gilles's belt on my bare buttocks because they'd passed lewd comments about it. 

Still blushing furiously and with tears blurring my vision I followed the young man as he crossed the car-park. As soon as we reached his car he reached down and unzipped his fly then pulled his erect prick out and held it proudly in his hand. 

'You want this, don't you Bitch? That's why you go around without knickers and flash your naked pussy at men. I can see that some man has put his mark on you. Well I'm going to give you what you obviously need! I'm going to give you the fucking of your life but you must earn it!'

I blushed fiercely because he was right I am a slut and I did want to be fucked senseless. I couldn't tear my eyes away starring fixedly at the still-stiffening veined length of his uncircumcised penis, which he was stroking with his fingers. He was being very crude but somehow it was what I needed, dirty sex without any romantic frills. 

Depravity as an aphrodisiac and punishment for my sins these were the emotions which forced me to let myself be degraded by this vile specimen of man who was only one rung up the ladder from an ape.

'Well Bitch, what are you waiting for get down on your knees...do it and show me some respect by sucking my cock! Do it and maybe I’ll fuck you.' He said, in a tone of voice which brooked no opposition, as he continued stroking that ugly cock.

I felt as if I was in the grip of a sexual nightmare as I sank down on my knees in front of him. Fearfully I glanced around the car-park to make sure we were alone and that no one could see us but I couldn't spot Master Gilles but I was sure he would have followed and was watching. I almost could feel his eyes on me as I knelt like a subservient bitch, shivering all over. The tarmac was scraping my knees and I sensed that my short skirt had racked up far up my hips because I could feel the cool air on my naked buttocks and exposed pussy. What if someone else came out of the bar or even worse a car drove in with its headlights illuminating my depravity?

I'd known that I've always had an exhibitionist streak, how else would I have been able to take the job at the parlour. however I'd never envisaged that I would end up with a vile stranger acting like a whore in a public car-park where anybody could see.

The brutish young man came to stand in front of me, still gripping his fully erect prick in his fist, and he'd peeled the foreskin back and the leaking head was only inches from my face. I gulped as I realised that I had to do what he wanted. I was feeling humiliated and frightened and berated myself for once again allowing someone to place me in a dangerous situation.

Oh Chantal, you do go on, any one would think you're pure as driven snow instead of a slut! 

What don't you describe how horny you were from being so humiliated and how thick pussy juice was streaming out of your cunt like a waterfall or describe how your filthy cunt was opening and closing and your mouth salivating for that dirty cock and what about your arsehole, wasn't it opening and closing like a mouth begging for a big cock?

I decided that I couldn't do it because, even after all the things which had happened to me, this was too vile and I turned my face away looking wildly around for a means to escape but it was already too late. The young brute bent down and his hands cupped my face as he moved even closer to me so that my lips were barely an inch from the swollen knob of the naked penis.

'You know what I need, Bitch! What you desperately want, so let's not play games! You need my cock and you're going to get it but not before you give it a good sucking, so get on with it! Take it in your mouth and give it a good sucking and maybe I'll fuck you!' He said gruffly as he turned my face up to an angle which would bring my mouth in line with his prick. 

I was gasping for breath and my mouth was open as the young man moved his hips. The bulbous head of his prick brushed along my bottom lip, smearing it with the sticky secretion which was oozing from the small slit.

'Open them up, Cunt! Open you mouth and take my big cock inside or I'll thrash you senseless! Get sucking I haven't got all night. The missus will be wondering what's keeping me.' The young man ordered.

I felt light-headed as I opened my mouth wider and the fat knob slipped between my lips. I heard him groan aloud with triumphant satisfaction as his swollen prick slid over my bottom lip and into my mouth. My tongue was pushed down against the bottom of my mouth as more hard flesh entered my mouth as he continued pressing forward until the head bumped against the back of my throat, causing me to gag. I tried to pull away but his hands held my face fast. It was clear that he didn't believe in washing and my nostrils were assailed by a rank scent emanating from his groin. The portion of his cock normally protected by the foreskin tasted of urine and other filth and it was so revolting that it made me gag as it tried to force its way into my throat and I wasn't sure that I would be able to control my urge to vomit.

'That's it, Cunt! Start licking and sucking. Don't stop until I tell you to!' I heard him snap as even more of his hard prick filled my mouth.

Somehow my throat had adjusted to having something so thick pressing into its entrance and I managed to bring my instinct to vomit under control even though his cock was so thick that I could hardly move my tongue against the underside of the shaft. The tart juice which trickled from the knob onto my tongue tasted salty and bitter, it was horrible. 

I know that men just love having a woman on her knees sucking them off because it gives them a sense of power and it was obvious that the young man intended to use my mouth for his pleasure whatever I thought. I wondered whether he intended to come in my mouth and whether I could cope then I remembered that he'd said that he was going to fuck me senseless so at least I'd be spared that degradation.

As those thoughts and others in the same vein flooded my brain I realised that I'd been wriggling my tongue almost completely around the lewd thickness of his penis. My treacherous, obscene inner self was taking over and I heard the brute groan again in approval. His hands were still cupping my head, holding it in position, as he started to move his pelvis back and forth so that his prick was seesawing in and out of my mouth and each thrust caused the knob to butt against the back of my throat, threatening to choke me. He was like an animal fucking my mouth as if it had been my sex. My lips could barely stretch wide enough to properly accommodate the thickness of his erection as they slid along the bloated shaft and I kept trying to move my tongue around the shuttling shaft to make it even nicer for him because some depraved desire, deep in my psyche, urged me to show him that I could be as good as and even better than any other woman he'd ever had. Deeper and faster his prick slid over my tongue and I continued to control my natural reaction to gag as every thrust threatened to choke me as the fat head kept slipping into my gullet. Desperately I breathed through my nose as I cocksucked him like a whore. A perverse almost obscene thrill blasted through my womb and pussy because I was behaving like a bitch in heat, no better than a paid slut and enjoying it!

The pungent masculine taste of his prick and the sticky sensation of his juice as it dribbled down my throat seemed to underline the obscenity of my position while, at the same time, I contemplated how low I'd sunk. I realised that I loved the sensation of being degraded by someone with the I.Q. and manners of a rodent. Don't ask me why but it really makes me hornier than anything else except perhaps being punished. 

Mind you being punished is only another form of degradation. I'm a slut, a nympho created to pleasure men and the proof is that I allow a sadist like Master Gilles to dominate me.

So there I was on my knees and painful it was. I could hardly breathe because my mouth was fully filled with hard male flesh and the jolts caused my knees to scrape on the rough ground. I swallowed hard just as the young man thrust his prick into my mouth extra forcefully and it slithered wetly down into my throat and I was shocked when I realised that I'd taken most of his large penis inside my mouth and throat and my lips were being tickled by his pubic hair. He began to move his hips back and forth as hard as he could with no consideration that it was my mouth and not my pussy that he was pummelling, while his hands gripped the side of my head keeping it firmly in place. The head of his prick kept slipping down into my gullet and incredibly I was able to take it and not choke. I realised, from the way he was groaning and grunting, that he was becoming more and more excited and was on the verge of climaxing but I still wasn't sure that I would be able to cope with it as I realised that he'd gone too far to pull out and would want to shoot his semen down my throat! 

How could I swallow it and keep from being sick, I asked myself?

Chantal, you bloody hypocrite. You've swallowed gallons of the stuff since you've began wallowing in the slime of dirty sex, so what do you keep going on about questioning whether you will or wont. You will swallow anything that's put in your mouth, you dirty slut!

The young man was completely lost in his own pleasure and had no idea of what was going through my mind and why should he. Like a male animal he drove his prick all the way into my mouth and the head kept slipping into my throat but there was no more discomfort. I felt my swallowing muscles clasping his penis tightly as I heard him urging me to keep sucking and not stop because he wanted to come in my throat and fill it with his spunk. His obscene words thrilled and scared me when I realised that very soon he would indeed be blasting his semen into my mouth and throat. I didn't feel any revulsion just a sort of anxiety that I wouldn't be able to cope. The gnawing heat of sexual arousal, which was gripping my womb and pussy, had overcome any feeling of shame or revulsion. My pussy was pulsing like crazy and a stream of cunt juice was trickling down my inner thighs because all I wanted was for him to fill my mouth and throat with his semen. I find it hard to comprehend how I'd become such a slut in such a short time! 

Here we go again don't you get tired of repeating the same platitudes, again and again? 

Get on with it, Chantal!

I could hear the faint tinkling of my pussy bells as they swung from side to side due to the power of the man's thrusts which travelled through my kneeling body. I struggled to keep from gagging as I took the fat head of his prick deeper and deeper into my throat, again and again. His prick kept going all the way down my throat and the force of his thrusts caused my breasts to wobble crazily so that the rings in my nipples scrapped repeatedly against the material of my dress causing the buds to become extremely sensitive. My pussy was still throbbing and so wet that I could feel even more sticky love juice trickling down the inside of my thighs. I felt light-headed from the smell of his sweat and sex which invaded my nostrils but it only seemed to excite me that much more. The burning in my arse had turned to pleasure and even the pain in my knees was welcome. 

I've got to put it all down even my most intimate thoughts even though I still believe that I must have been crazy to let a stranger use me like a whore in a public car-park!  

The young man was making me do things which had always revolted me in the past yet I loved it and wanted more so I am a slut and it is right that men should treat me as such and I don't want anyone to feel sorry for me but instead be glad that I've found my role in life. 

It's clear that I deserve to be a slave and am thankful that I have found someone as ruthless as Master Gilles yet somehow I must foil his plan to hurt my husband.

I felt the muscles in the young man's thighs tense and knew that he'd reached his crisis. He moaned and I felt the length of his prick swell even more as he shoved the bulbous head of his penis way down my throat so that he could spurt his semen in the tightness of my gullet.

'Suck every drop of my spunk and don't stop until you've got it all, Bitch! Suck...suck my cock! Take my spunk, whore!’ I heard him grunt.

I gulped his spurting semen by the mouthful and the muscles of my throat were working overtime to absorb all of the viscous semen down into my belly before it choked me. I craved his sperm and wanted it all and managed not to spill a drop till eventually he finished spurting. A last lazy drop broke off from the head as he pulled out his deflating penis from my mouth so I cradled his cock, in the palm of my hand, and licked it spotlessly clean, catching the last glistening drop of his semen on the tip of my tongue. The young man twisted his hips making his softening prick slide away from my lips and it brushed against my skin leaving a trail of wetness on my cheeks and chin. I was still savouring the bitter taste of his sperm as he held the base of his cock when I saw him straining then felt the first blast of hot urine hit my face. Oh no, I thought.

'Thought you could make a monkey of me, did you? You're just a filthy whore!' The young man hissed through clenched teeth as he continued pissing on my face.

Why was he so angry with me I'd done what he wanted.?

His warm urine was dribbling into my mouth and over my nose making it hard to breathe. It was dribbling down my neck into my dress and over my breasts then down to my belly and suddenly I was convulsing as a huge climax exploded. Being debauched and humiliated and treated like a toilet was making me climax! 

How sick can someone be? 

He finished pissing on me and tucked his prick back into his trousers before doing up the zip. He said something about me being a first class cocksucker and dropped a five pound note onto the floor and it landed in the pool of his piss. He walked away and, without looking back, got into his car. I stayed on my knees not believing that he thought I was a hooker. I was crying. His piss had soaked my dress and the smell was revolting. He drove out of the car-park while I stayed kneeling and sobbing.

'That was quite an exhibition, young lady, but you chose the wrong man. Young men have no sensitivity, no ideas how to treat a woman but you’re lucky that I'm here. I watched you cockteasing him in the pub. I've got it all on video! I'm using special lenses and infrared tape so that everything will be very clear.' I heard a deep, male voice say.

It wasn't Master Gilles's voice. 

I twisted my head and saw an older man leaning casually against a car looking down at me and, in his hand, he held a camcorder and it was pointed at me and the blinking red light told me he was filming. From where he stood he had a perfect view of my bare bottom and fully exposed pussy. He was silver haired, good looking, dressed in a grey pinstripe suit and looked like a prosperous businessman.

I was so ashamed that I blushed fiercely as the tears continued flowing.

He stopped filming, put the camcorder on the hood of a car, and reached down to help me to my feet then, using his handkerchief, he picked up the money and slipped it into my handbag. When I tried to pull my skirt down he told me to leave it as he liked to watch my bottom. He showed me where there was a tap in a corner of the car-park and made me take my dress off. He tried to unlace the corset but discovered that it was impossible due to the small padlock so he gave it up. He washed me down with cold water and it was freezing but it made me feel clean. He tossed my dress into a nearby bin leaving me naked save for my corset, hold-ups and shoes. From behind he steered me toward a large limousine parked in the shadows. A chauffeur was standing next to it and opened the boot and took out a blanket and handed it to the man who used it to dry me before he opened the back door

'Get in!' He commanded. 'I want to fuck you and show you that not all men are like that ungrateful pup!' 

Apprehensively I stood facing him with my body shuddering with passion. I was aware that my hold-ups were full of holes and ladders, from having knelt on the rough ground, and that I looked like a drowned rat. I stepped into the car and saw that the man had handed the camcorder to the chauffeur.

Where was Master Gilles and why was he allowing another man to use me like a whore? 

Had I not did exactly as he'd ordered? 
Why wasn't he interfering? 

I was still frantically looking around for Master Gilles as the man took his trousers off and got into the back of the car. He left the door open and the chauffeur took up a position from where he could film the action. The car was large and roomy and the older man lay me down on the seat then lifted my legs up. I expected him to take me right away instead he slipped to the floor and planted a searing kiss on the very wet lips of my pussy and I groaned as his lips brushed against the heated flesh of my slit. Grasping the bells he used them to pull my inner lips further apart and I heard him exclaim with wonder when he saw my deformed clit. He took it between his lips and sucked it as if it had been a cock and I nearly went mental as climax after climax ripped through my sex. He pulled his mouth away then his tongue slipped deep into the wet, clinging tunnel and my hips automatically rose to meet his face as my lower body squirmed with the sweet agony of his lewd kiss!

'Yesss...yesss...oh that's wonderful! Please don't stop! Mmmm..I... love it don't stop!' I heard myself whimper as ecstasy swept through me. 'I really need it! Do anything you want to me. I'm a filthy slut...punish me I deserve it!'
I could hear the liquid sounds as his tongue scooped out some of the love juices from my pussy and transferred it to his mouth. The bridge of his nose was squashing my abnormal clitoris against my pubic bone as he continued to dig his tongue deeper and deeper into my sticky pussy, exploring the brimming hole, licking up the oozing liquid and teasingly pushing the tip of his tongue through the loop adorning my clitoris. He was driving me out of my mind with mounting lust and incredible pleasure but suddenly his mouth left my pussy, leaving my clitoris fully erect like a small cock and, opening my eyes, I saw that he was now towering over me with his fist encircling a very large, circumcised erection which seemed even larger than the young man's. He pushed my legs all the way back so that my knees were pressed hard into my wobbling breasts and I shuddered all over as I felt the head of his prick slipping along the very wet slit and bumping against my engorged clitoris then felt his hardness sliding into my hole brushing against the bells and it felt huge. I'd never felt so in need of hard fucking and my body contorted with pleasure as I felt as his prick-head reach bottom. 

At first he was gentle. He paused while I got used to having his large erection filling me but he soon he began thrusting into my pussy with deep thrusts, which jarred my body and caused my breasts to bob about like buoys on a stormy sea. His thrusts were accompanied by the tinkling of my pussy bells. My clit became trapped between our pelvises, at the end of each thrust, increasing my arousal. I was gasping for breath overcome by the sensation of being so wonderfully filled with so much hard prick while having my clitoris titillated at the same time and it made me feel dizzy. Looking down between my spread legs I could just see the thickness of his prick as it seesawed in and out of my vagina and above it my clit sticking out like an obscene cock. His hands covered my breasts and his fingers gripped the rings adorning my hard nipples and pulled hard and it was painful but the pain turned to pleasure increasing my lust even more. His lips pressed down on mine and I yielded eagerly as his tongue slipped into my mouth and I could taste the strong taste of my love juices still clinging to his lips and tongue and that excited me even more. He began to screw me powerfully. His body was rocking up and down on top of mine as he sent his hard penis right up against my cervix adding a twist to his thrusts so that it felt as if his prick was corkscrewing into my pussy and up into my womb till his pubic hairs crazed the tip of my clit.

'Oh yes! Yesss..oh... yes I love it...love having, love your...your cock in my pussy! Please don't stop!' Fuck this slut! 

I heard him chuckling as he continued moving on top of me and steadily powered his prick deep into my pussy again and again. He was skewering it very deep with each thrust, burying it to the hilt inside my heated pussy flesh as he continued to screw me hard and fast while my pussy lips clung around the shaft each time it sank all the way inside me and it made my she-cock rub against his shaft. Gradually his thrusts increased in power and speed. My whole body was writhing in lust and I pushed my pussy up to meet his thrusts and impale it on the hardness of his skewering penis with all the enthusiasm of a nymphomaniac. I climaxed hugely! 

It felt as if an explosion had been detonated deep in my womb before spreading to the rest of my body. Lights flashed behind my eyelids and my head seemed to spin dizzily and it was as if I was spinning out of control as the savage intensity of my climax ravaged through me. Tears were running down my cheek as the man continued to pound his hard prick into my pussy and I continued climaxing.  Strange sounds and loud groans poured out of my mouth. His body tensed against mine and I realised that the man was ejaculating and, instead of fading, my orgasm flared up again and the intensity of the increased sensations were so intense that it felt as if I was going to pass out.

When it was all over we lay together for a short time as we slowly recovered our breath before reluctantly separating and it was only then that I realised that thankfully he'd used a condom. He said something to his chauffeur and the man handed the camcorder to him before helping me out and leading me to the front of the car where he pushed me down on the bonnet so that my boobs were squashed against the warm metal. 

'I think it's only right that you reward Perkins for his patience, don't you?' The older man said.

I felt too weak to argue as I felt the chauffeur parting my legs then felt the head of his prick sliding along my slit as his hands gripped my buttocks and pulled them wide apart. Using my own lubrication he shoved his prick hard into my arsehole but thankfully his cock was slim and it didn't hurt much as it slid all the way into my bottom. I was aware that his employer was standing next to us filming his chauffeur sodomising me but I didn't care. I was so emotionally exhausted that I just relaxed and allowed then to do whatever they wanted.

Each time the man rammed his slim cock into my arse it caused my clitoris to rub against the hot metal of the car and soon I was once again in the throes of incredible arousal. The chauffeur was obviously very worked up and it didn't take long before he shot his sperm all the way into my rectum and he kept his cock in there until he'd finished then pulled out turned me around and forced me to kneel. He pressed his prick against my mouth and dutifully I opened my lips and took his rank tasting cock into my mouth. It tasted horrible but I couldn't work up the energy to try to twist away and I licked his cock clean before he pulled it away and tucked it into his trousers before handing me the blanket which was wet and smelled of urine. 

His employer gave me his card and told me to phone him at work if I'd like to meet him again then he escorted me to my car and gave me a lecture. He said that I was very lucky that I'd not fallen in the wrong hands and that I'd taken a hell of a chance and I knew he was right but he didn't know that Master Gilles was watching over me.

I can't stop thinking about that manic evening of kinky lust.

Master Gilles emerged from the shadow, after the man had driven away, and pulled me to my feet. He clamped weights to my nipple-rings and I had to bite on my forearm to stop screaming blue murder. He ordered me to spread my legs and attached weights to the end of the chain linking my pussy-rings then clipped one to my clitoris ring and I staggered with pain as he led me to his car and opened the boot. He told me to get inside as he wasn't going to have his car stinking of piss. The ride back to my place was pure hell.

He made me walk to my front door, without the covering blanket, and, once inside, made me take an ice cold shower. He would not allow me to dry myself. He told me that I'd disobeyed his orders by letting the older gentleman and his chauffeur have me as he made me bend over a table and tied me to it then caned me hard.

Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Sssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Because my skin was dripping wet the pain seemed to be doubled. Each stroke caused the weights to swing and pull on my nipples, sex lips and she-cock so that it felt as if the flesh was tearing and I screamed as impossible-to-describe pain gripped my naked body. Master Gilles only gave me six strokes but they were so painful that I was teetering on the brink of passing out when he stopped.

Ssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Ssswwwiiissshhh!!! Wwwwaaaccckkk!!!

Without saying a word he left the room without untying me. Spending the night laced up in the drying corset with my bottom on fire and the weights tugging at my sensitive flesh was sheer agony but he came by and released me in the morning. 

I had to take a taxi to the bar so that I could collect my car and I nearly died when I saw that someone had daubed it with graffiti. Cocksucker, arse licker, whore, shit eater were some of the more conservative expressions. I bought some turpentine and managed to smear most of the writing so that it couldn't be read before I drove the car home. I will have to get a respray before I can use it again.

(I must admit that what I’ve read so far borders on fiction yet I know that it is the truth. Adam seemed to have had the same problem. Transcribed from the tape.)

It's getting worse!

She must be making it up. No woman could be so obscene. I mustn’t fool myself! 

I know that Chantal hasn't the imagination to make up something like this. It takes first hand knowledge to describe the things she's allowed those animals to do to her. Face it your wife is a slut, a whore, a masochist and you're being shafted.

The problem I'm having is that I'm being turned on by her obscene behaviour and can't stop reading this piece of filth. With all my heart I wish I could have been there as that brute pissed all over her because I would have probably joined in and made her take my cock in her mouth so that she'd have to swallow my piss. Just thinking about it makes me hard.

I must not forget that Gilles is still plotting his vengeance and will soon try to get at me personally but I don't know what to do about it but keep reading and see what the present state of the relationship is and how he's going to try to use it to get at me. At least it seems as if that slut wants to prevent Gilles harming me.

July 19th

Master Gilles phoned me from New York and ordered me to make myself available to one of his clients. I'm his puppet and will do absolutely anything he wants, no matter how depraved so I prepared myself to do exactly what he'd ordered but somehow I can still hardly believe that it is the way I feel about someone I loathed when I first met him.

I love him! 

I hate him!

I worship him! 

I detest myself for feeling this way!

He's my Master!

I’m a sex slave and what could be lower?

On the way to the rendezvous I sent up a silent prayer that the man wouldn't be as odious as Doug or Nicholas. 

You're such a hypocrite, Chantal because the thought that the man could be even worse than Doug or Nicholas had you creaming all the way there and you were on the brink of orgasming as you looked around the lobby and spotted a really ugly man loitering in a corner!

He wasn't the ugly one and actually the man, who was waiting in the lobby of the hotel, was extremely handsome and so sexy that he made me feel breathless. My knees were knocking and my stomach churning because he was so dishy and I thought that maybe this time the man would be different and would treat me like a lady and not abuse me.

We had a drink in the bar and chatted and it felt as if we'd known each other for ages. My sex was pulsing madly and my inner thighs were coated with my sexual secretions by the time Dean took me up to the room. I was shaking like a leaf, hot flushes swept through my body and my heart was beating so frantically that I felt as if I was going to faint then I remembered how I'd felt the first time I‘d seen Edward, the lying lizard, and it was so similar than that alone should have put me on my guard. 

Dean was gorgeous. He did indeed treat me like a lady so that I felt as if I was on a date rather than an assignation arranged by my Master. Once the door closed, not bothering with small talk, he grabbed me and kissed me on the mouth. I kept my lips closed as his tongue licked my bottom lip then slowly relaxed feeling like a young girl receiving her first grownup kiss and my lips parted and his long tongue slipped between them and began exploring my mouth while his hands stroked my back. He was a fantastic kisser and soon I was almost on the verge of climaxing as I pressed my body against his and could feel his long penis beneath his trousers hardening and pressing hard against my pubic mound. I responded by wiggling my hips seductively against it. Even more profuse wetness spread swiftly between my legs, dampening the insides of my thighs and gathering along the stocking-tops needing only a few more drops to spill over and snake down my stockings in thick, white rivulets. 

As I write this. looking back on my shameless behaviour, I've come to the conclusion that maybe I am a whore at heart or perhaps just a nymphomaniac. Okay Dean is gorgeous but after knowing him less than fifteen minutes I would have allowed him to fuck me even if it had not been arranged by my Master and that shows how much I fancied him.

How surprising that you would be willing to let a gorgeous man fuck you considering how many men who have been rather ordinary or even plug ugly you've allowed to debase you so far!

We continued kissing with our bodies grinding against each other's while his strong hands slipped all the way down my back to cup and squeeze my buttocks through my thin dress. It felt as if there was nothing between our flesh as I pressed myself even harder against him, rubbing against his hard throbbing pole with my sex mound. Frantically I grabbed his muscular buttocks to pull his body harder against mine but he broke the kiss leaving me breathless when he pulled away from me. 

From the time I'd said hello to him in the lobby twenty eight minutes had passed!

His hands flew over my body taking my dress off but leaving my self-supporting stockings and high heels on the he lay down on the carpet and made me kneel on all fours over him. His head slipped between my parted thighs, while his hands gripped my bare bottom, and he began to kiss and lick my pussy while his hands parted the cheeks then let them snap together with loud fleshy sounds. He lapped up and down the wet fleshy folds of my pulsing sex while his thick fingers were exploring the deep cleft between of my bottom. He seemed fascinated by the rings and kept flicking them with the tip of his tongue. Each time his stiffened tongue slid between the swollen lips of my pussy it flicked over the tip of my she-cock sending huge quivers of pleasure burning through my entire body and the pleasure was so strong that it was convulsing my womb and melting my insides and forcing my vagina into a series of violent spasms which presaged orgasm. My sex wept trickles of slippery juices which lewdly bubbled out and his tongue gathered the flow and transferred it to his mouth. I was trembling with passion and my legs felt as if they'd turned to jelly as I clamped my thighs firmly around his head and clutched his face firmly to press his face harder into my pussy. I wriggled my hips, urging my pulsing sex even harder against his sucking mouth as his tongue played up and down the fleshy slit to drum against my erect she-cock. Passion furiously built up until it could not be contained anymore and I climaxed!

My pelvis jerked back and forth ramming my pussy hard against his face as my love juices flowed out of my vagina into his sucking mouth, like thick cream. My deformed clitoris felt as if it was burning and grown to the size of a huge cock and it crashed against his nose while my pussy tried to engulf the whole of his tongue deep inside its throbbing folds. His fingers gripped my taut buttocks fiercely, the fingernails gouging the flesh, as I felt fingers probing into my anus then, using my own love juice, they eased their way inside. He continued sucking my enlarged clitoris into his mouth, the same way I would have sucked his cock, and lashed the tip with his tongue. 

Thinking about it now I realise that men must feel that way when their cocks are sucked and it's no wonder they're so crazy for it and I will have to thank my Master again for having me altered so that I can enjoy a form of pleasure no other woman can. 

As he sucked my she-cock, as if it was another man's cock, the intensity of my orgasm grew even stronger seeming to set my body on fire and I had to scream loudly to release some of the pressure as my pussy and womb were wrenched by incredible shudders. 

Dean continued sucking and licking my sex and ravaging my anus with his fingers throughout my climax only pulling his mouth away when I'd finished coming.  He looked up at me and I saw that his face was shining with traces of my sex cream on his lips, chin and even on his nose but he didn't seem to mind.  Unlike most men, who are only interested in their pleasure, he'd taken the time to make sure that I enjoyed what we were doing.  

He stood up and led me to the bed and pushed me down onto it so that I was lying on my back. My pussy was still throbbing with the aftermath of my orgasm and the love juice coating my skin had began to dry and flake. I parted my legs as wide as I could to expose myself lewdly for him as he took his clothes off.  He leant over me and covered my naked body with his and his erect prick felt huge, thick and long as it slid along my inner thighs leaving a trail of wetness on my skin. I grabbed it and squeezed hard and my fingers rubbed its length from base to crown as I wrapped my legs around his hips and guided the knob into the wetness of my sex which sucked it inward with greedy hunger, the way a mouth would. The hard length sank into me fairly easily and my pussy flesh closed around it and gripped it fiercely as he began to thrust it even deeper into me. My she-cock was squashed against my pelvic bone at the end of each thrust adding to my arousal and within seconds I was climaxing again! 

My womb convulsed violently sending ecstatic shudders through me as the orgasm kept surging in waves as his rigid prick continued ramming deep inside me and, as it slid back and forth, it slithered across my she-cock so that each jerking thrust seemed to induce a fresh orgasm in my womb. My pelvis collided against his as my thighs hurled my lower body off the bed to meet his fierce thrusting. My pulsing, wet pussy was crammed so full of his hard meat that it felt as if it would never come out again and my vaginal muscles sucked on it fiercely as it pounded in and out. As my womb seemed to melt into liquid heat and my stretched pussy throbbed and expanded with pleasure I experienced  multiple orgasms!

Dean continued to ram his cock into me and I continued to climax. I could feel the wetness of my love juices being jerked out of my pussy and splashing onto my inner thighs then oozing down into the cleft between my clenching buttocks. I could not stop ecstatic cries of joy bursting from my open mouth. I vaguely felt his cock leaving my pussy then a pressure against my anus before he slammed his cock all the way up my bum and the mixture of intense pain and pleasure made me climax again. Dean's body tensed on top of mine as he speeded up the rate of his thrusts into my bottom and I sensed his hard prick jerking wildly inside me and knew that his semen was spurting deep into my spasming rectum. I clung to him as he continued ejaculating his spunk into my climaxing body until he'd finished. He fell back onto the bed exhausted but his prick was still firmly wedged inside my pulsing bumhole as we rested, recovering from our exertions. Our combined sweat glued our naked bodies together and I felt absolutely marvellous and happy and silly thoughts of romance and tenderness flitted through my head. I was so woozy with romantic ecstasy that I didn't feel Dean's cock leaving my bottom.

He slid down my naked body and his open mouth nuzzled against my sex and the sudden tingling shock of his tongue sliding deep into my pussy made me gasp and jerk violently. He didn't seem to mind that my throbbing pussy was dripping wet when he sucked my vaginal flesh deeply into his mouth. My head spun with amazement as his tongue moved out of my hole and onto my swollen she-cock but I could no longer stay passive and, holding his face between my hands, I jerked my pelvis upwards, forcing his lips and tongue even harder into my moist sex as I fucked his mouth with my she-cock. I was trembling all over with desire as I teetered on the brink of another climax then his lips clamped around the base of my deformed clitoris and I started to orgasm again. A wild notion made me wish that I could shoot spunk into his mouth! 

My fingers were twisting wildly in his hair as he nibbled on my she-cock and lashed the tip with his tongue. I could feel the rings being squashed into my flesh which blended pain with pleasure. I was on the verge of fainting as again the powerful sensations of a huge orgasm ravaged my body and brain. It lasted for ages.

Dean moved away.  I could see the play of muscles under his skin as he moved and I wanted him again. I could see how excited he'd grown by the way his prick was quivering and jerking, against his flat stomach. Looking at it made me shiver all over with fresh arousal and I knelt up on the bed and Dean stood next to it. I eased his dirty into an horizontal position, with both hands so that the swollen knob was against my lips, and, after taking a deep breath, I opened my mouth really wide so that I could get my lips around the width of the knob. I heard him grunt with pleasure as I closed my lips and swallowed as much of his knob and shaft as I could. It tasted tart and sour but I loved it. I relaxed and allowed myself to enjoy the sensation of having so much throbbing flesh filling my mouth to capacity. At first I struggled with the sheer amount of cock-meat lodged inside my mouth but managed to control my gagging as I became totally absorbed in what I was doing. There was a certain satisfaction to be able to contain and suck such a big cock and it made me feel wanton and increased my arousal until I felt as if I was going to climax again. I sucked and slid my lips up and down the shaft as far down as I could until the crown became wedged in my throat. He moved back and forth so that his knob pressed firmly against the sloping roof at the back of my mouth, blocking the entrance to my throat but, by breathing through my nose, I managed not to retch. I sucked hard and tried my best to use my tongue, even though there wasn't much room to do that because his thick penis filled my mouth to capacity. I realised that he was pushing his pelvis more forcefully forward so that the fleshy knob of his penis blocked my gullet and, somehow I managed to control the heaving of my stomach and the spasming of my throat as the knob glided slowly into my gullet. The thought that soon he might be ejaculating his sperm inside my mouth was extremely exciting. He reached down and gripped the rings adorning my nipples and tugged on them so that pain flowed through my elongated breasts and I found myself sucking even harder on the shaft as the fat knob slid in and out of my throat much more easily now that I'd relaxed. His prick was able to move freely in and out of my mouth and throat as I ran my tongue over his shaft and knob as they seesawed in and out of my mouth. I heard a muffled moan as his prick surged all the way down into my mouth and throat and started to jerk wildly. The fat knob became firmly wedged in my gullet as he started ejaculating and I tried to gulp his spurting cream as fast as it blasted into my throat and mouth and thankfully he pulled his prick back so that the crown rested on the flat of my tongue. There was too much sperm for me to swallow and some of it escaped my lips and dribbled down my chin but I kept swallowing so that most of it slipped down into my stomach. When I'd collected the last drop of his semen he pulled his wilting penis out of my mouth and rolled away. I felt so proud and so mushy that I wanted to tell him that I loved him.

I was shocked out of my romantic reverie when the bathroom door opened and a blonde woman, wearing a tight leather corset which nipped her waist in and forced her naked breasts outward while lifting them high, stepped into the room. Her boobs were huge and topped with dark brown aureoles and the nipples were thick, long and dark brown. A leather suspender belt held black leather stockings in place which disappeared into knee-high shiny leather boots with four-inch heels. The suspender straps framed a triangle of dark pubic hair which was so thick that the pink edges of her sex were barely discernible. From her right hand a vicious looking whip hung loosely. She looked formidable and very scary as she stepped forward. And I slipped off the bed in an attempt to escape when I saw that the expression on her face promised extreme pain and debasement if she got hold of me.

'Why are you standing, Whore, surely you've been trained better than that? Hasn't Master Gilles told you that when faced with a superior being you get down on your knees and keep your eyes to the floor, you fucking slut!' She barked.

As if she'd punched a button I reacted instantly and fell down on my knees and bent my head in submission. 

'Did you really think that you could use my husband for your perverted pleasure and not pay the price? If you did you're more stupid than I thought, Slut! You're going to pay for your insolence.'

'I didn't...I mean...I was sent here by my Master and only followed his instructions and didn't even know that he was married.' I whimpered.

'You're a fucking liar and how dare you not address me properly! I am Mistress Barbara and I promise you that by the time I've finished with you you'll remember it!'

Master Gilles had not mentioned anything about a Mistress Barbara or that she would be present while I serviced her husband and I realised that I'd been set-up. My heart was pounding loudly as I realised that I was in for a torrid time and I felt my skin tingling with fear. I looked towards Dean and saw a wolf-like grin spreading across his handsome face which caused a cold shiver of terror to run down my spine.

'You really made the bitch howl, my Dear. What a marvellous lover you are.' The woman said as she turned to her husband. 'I am very jealous and now I think the slut must pay for the pleasure you gave her, pleasure which should be mine only!'

The loving expression on the woman's face changed and became vicious and hard as she pulled back her right arm, lifting the whip, and, before I could dodge it, the  pliant leather landed across my naked breasts and caught my nipples.

Sssswwwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

As the leather cut into the tender globes of my breasts, making them wobble, I gasped and contorted with pain but did not dare cry out even though it felt as if somebody was using a blow torch on my boobs.

'Oh you think you're tough and can take it, do you slut? Well, by the time I'm finished with you you'll be begging for mercy but it will be a waste of time. Dean, use your tie to truss her up.'

Her husband swiftly got off the bed and within minutes had used his tie to trap my hands behind my back then he used a hand towel to gag me. He knelt in front of me and pinned my shoulders down so that my bottom was hoisted up in the air.

Ssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The whip came down with such ferocity that it caused me to lurch forward and only Dean forcing me down stopped me sliding forwards. Unbelievable pain flowed through my bottom then through my body and it was so fierce that it forced the air from my lungs

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

A second vicious slash across my buttocks burned deep into the tender flesh where buttocks melt into thighs making me scream with agony but the sound was muted by the gag.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The blows were so painful that I felt myself going dizzy and I prayed for oblivion. I even tried to pull away but to no effect.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

My eyes were full of tears. The pain was so horrific that I was certain that I could not bear anymore but there was no escape and  I realised that I would have to suffer whatever punishment the woman decided on and I nearly lost my sanity as I envisaged even more pain.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

I wanted to beg for forgiveness and mercy but knew that my words would be absorbed by the gag and even if they had not been would have only reinforced her sadistic joy. I could not move and could no longer try to control my emotions. There was nothing more I could do but absorb the punishment until I lost consciousness. The pain was so intense that it rolled through my body in huge, uncontrollable waves which seemed unending.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

Then, when I’d believed I'd reached the end of the road, my emotions and sensations began to change and I sensed something happening within me. I discovered that I'd begun to lift up my bottom to meet the whip and instinctively opened my buttocks as the temptation of pain becoming pleasure sucked me into a pit of filthy depravity. I splayed my legs wide apart and exposed the throbbing flesh of my sex as if tempting the woman to do her worse and I didn't have long to wait!

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The tip of the whip snapped across the tender flesh of my sex and flames of blended ecstasy and pain whipped through my body. I writhed with bliss as an ecstasy of powerful pain streaked through my lower body and made my sex open and discharge dollops of sticky sex cream. It was so delicious that I wanted more!

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

I absorbed the blow and was so inflamed for more pain that I opened my legs wider and exposed my sex and anus even more blatantly. She must have seen her husband's sperm starting to ooze out of my bumhole because the next blow was even fiercer than the others.

Sssswwwiiissshhh...whhhaaaccckkk!!!

The leather strand landed along the groove of my sex and against the rim of my anus and I felt the rings adorning the inner flaps of my sex biting into my flesh as gushes of sex cream spilled out of the twin holes. The pain was fierce but I wanted more but suddenly the whipping stopped. If I'd not been gagged I would have pleaded for more because I was on the brink of a massive orgasm and needed the pain to make it explode. As I writhed with frustration I felt the handle of the whip sliding between my spread buttocks and probing against my anus, which dilated under the pressure.

'The bitch wants me to fuck her filthy arsehole the way you did so well, my dear, can you believe it?' The woman exclaimed to her husband.

'Well there's plenty of my spunk in there to make it possible.' Dean replied with a snigger.

I wiggled my buttocks and pushed hard against the handle and the end slid in. As soon as she felt my rectal muscles gripping she twisted the leather grip so that it felt as if she was tearing my insides out. The twisting motion was extremely painful but there was no way I wanted her to stop torturing me and I dearly wanted to stroke my sex and grip my she-cock while she ravaged my anus with the whip but could not do so because of the way they'd tied my wrists and could only suffer the frustration of being immobilised. In an effort to increase the pain and pleasure I squeezed my buttocks together so that my rectal passage clamped the whip fiercely.

'What a whore you are. Take this, Bitch!' The woman grunted as she tried to jerk the whip from my bottom.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

The fire in my bottom soared as her hand crushed the weals left by the whip. My body lurched forward under the power of the blow yet my anus still gripped the handle of the whip.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

As her hand connected with my buttock she managed to twist the whip further inside my bottom. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

My taut, rear cheeks were set on fire by the continuous smacking.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Despite the terrible pain I lifted my bottom even higher, forcing my scorched buttocks to meet the terrible punishment while my anus slid further along the rough handle of the whip. The combination set me off and I climaxed so hugely that I lost consciousness.

I woke up sometime later with no idea how long I‘d been unconscious. I was lying on my front on the carpet and the gag had been removed and my face was lying in a pool of spit and my hands were still tied behind my back. My anus was throbbing and I realised that the whip was still wedged deeply inside it. I furtively looked around but could not see either Dean or Barbara. I listened to find out if they were in the bathroom but no sound came from there. His clothes were gone and I realised that they'd left which surprised me as I'd expected the woman to make me pleasure her. How could I free myself? 

My arms had been tied behind me for so long that I couldn't feel them. I rolled over and eventually managed to get to my knees then shakily to my feet. My bottom was burning fiercely and my anus felt raw and incredibly sore as the handle of the whip stretched it. The leather thong shimmered like a tail as I moved. It took me nearly half an hour of twisting and tugging to release myself and my wrists were raw and bleeding by the time I'd finished. The blood rushing back into my arms was so excruciating that I howled with pain.

The humiliation which had been heaped upon me was so severe that it should have made me feel wretched instead it made me feel aroused again. I sat on the corner of the bed and, gripping my she-cock, I masturbated as I slid the leather whip in and out of my bottom until I experienced a huge climax. 

Oh Chantal...what a slut you've become! 

What is it with me that I've become addicted to men debasing and humiliating me? 

I've got a perfectly good and loving husband. He's a tender lover when I let him be himself so why do I crave the excitement of pain and humiliation from people I normally wouldn't give the time of day to?

(The diary stops here and though I've searched the flat, for another hidden cache, I've not found another book or audio tape so I presume that Chantal stopped writing, after the death of Master Gilles but I still wonder whether she overcame her need to be humiliated and dominated or did she find another master, maybe the surgeon?

I wish I knew and maybe publishing this account will bring some results but I won't hold my breath until it does.)

