DIARY OF A FALLEN WOMAN – PART 2
March 22nd
Where was I?

Yesterday I became so agitated, as I relived the almost incomprehensible events which have changed my life that I had to stop writing because I was so confused but I feel a little more in control today and will soldier on. I've reread the opening pages, detailing abetting my seduction and, in retrospect, I realise that it's the first time that I've admitted, to myself, that I am a slut. 

I've been unfaithful to my husband and I enjoyed it so much that I can't stop thinking about it so I suppose it makes me no better than a slut. There's something so bad but so naughty to think of one's self as a slut...a dirty slut, especially if you've been rather prim and proper before most of your life. I should feel ashamed and guilty, which I do in a way, but those emotions have been easily cancelled out by the fierce arousal from realising that all along I couldn't have been the nice girl everybody and I believed I was. Rereading what I’ve written I notice that I have stressed how wet I was and how much sex juices were pouring out of my pussy which makes me sound like some sex freak. Usually I do get very wet but only after a long time of foreplay so this new development has really surprised and shocked me beside causing hygienic problems..
If I was really the nice girl I believed I was I would have confessed my fall from grace and begged my husband to forgive me and then I would have tried to atone for my sins. I didn't do this instead, using the excuse that my emotions were in such turmoil that I couldn't get myself together enough to do so, I kept postponing it until I'd done so many wicked things that it was too late. I'm sure that deep down I’d really intended to atone for my sins and pay the price but by procrastinating the situation had already slipped from my control even if I didn't know it at the time.

I realise now that what I should have done is given in my notice and left the massage parlour as soon as possible, even if it meant massive monetary sacrifices, but I didn't do this but I don't think that would have changed anything but at least I could have claimed that I'd tried my hardest to stay cut of trouble and that giving in to depravity wasn't my fault. However there is no way I can claim that now as I had ample opportunity to bail out before it was too late but didn’t. In my defence I'm sure that Mr. White would have found out where I lived, even if I'd left work, and would have still wielded his evil influence on me, no matter what. I truly believe that once we'd met my fate was sealed!

Okay I didn't do any of the right things so I am to blame and I accept that bur I’d had no experience with the seamy side of life and being rather naive I made myself believe that I'd been taken advantage off. I remember telling myself that really I had not been unfaithful because I'd not been penetrated by a penis and that being penetrated by fingers wasn't really endangering my marriage even though I'd enjoyed the best orgasm of my entire life. Is allowing foreplay with someone who's not your husband adultery…I don't think so...well that's how I rationalised it to cope with my guilt at having been so easily seduced.

Even though the stranger had violated my body, and there was a definite possibility that he would come back, I continued working at the parlour. The next few days dragged as I seemed to be under a spell, edgy and permanently on tenterhooks expecting Mr. White to walk through the door, at any time to again take advantage of my weakness. With a supreme effort of will I'd burned his card, as if that would exorcise him from my mind, and regretted it seconds later but it was too late so I had no way to contact him. The way my treacherous body had responded to his touch haunted and frightened me but, at the same time, I could not forget the intense pleasure he'd given me. Constantly fleeting, unfocussed thoughts of carnality were supplanted in the next instant by feelings of guilt which abraded my nerves. Dread made way for anticipation which in turn made way for dread again. I was so nervous and on edge that I began to wear underwear again and toned down my lewd behaviour towards the customers and it was no wonder that my commission plummeted. My confidence that I’d been in charge had been shattered in a few minutes and I was frightened of the power that the blond man had wielded so easily over me in such a short time. As time passed and he didn't come back slowly my self esteem crept back and I began to feel that I was ready to deal with him, should he ever dare come back. I kept reminding myself that I was easily manipulating dozens of men everyday and that he'd only succeeded because I'd been taken by surprise but now I would always be on my guard so it could not happen again. Though still apprehensive I felt more empowered even though I knew that it would take some time for me to get back that sense of total power over men which I’d enjoyed before the man had stepped into my life. Every time the buzzer sounded my breath quickened and blood would rush to my face and I would feel a sense of let-down when some faceless customer walked into the reception area.

In the days which followed I scarcely took any interest in my home or husband. My nights were disturbed by vague dreams, which I couldn't recall in the morning except that they were about dominant men and girl slaves and I'd been amongst the latter. When I woke up my sex was always very wet and I had to dry myself, with my nightgown, before getting up. I started wearing panties in bed to absorb the constant stream of sex juice leaking from my agitated pussy. Though dying for the relief of an orgasm I didn't dare touch myself knowing that if I did the image of Mr. White would spring into my mind when I climaxed and probably would reinforce his hold on my imagination. 

Being so frustrated I took it out on the customers and, when I think about it, I feel ashamed of the almost vicious way I cockteased them. I felt dirty and guilty when I saw some poor bloke clutching his tackle as he followed one of the girls for his massage because I'd teased him so viciously but that didn’t stop me wielding my considerable assets to humiliate the customers and especially remember the bloke with the country accent, who seemed familiar, and the way he ran out of the place when I focussed my charms on him.

Adam, who was still anxiously waiting to hear if he got the part in the soap, seemed to pick up on my troubled state of mind and became even more irascible and contentious so that we frequently rowed and hurled hurtful words at each other. Sex was non existent but irritability was rampant.

Ten days after the stranger had brutally invaded my consciousness and shattered my self esteem one of the girls had a birthday and she invited me and some of the other girls for a drink, after work. I had a couple of G & T's in quick succession, to relax me although I'd intended to have one drink then make my excuse and leave however, for the first time since my life at been turned upside down, I felt like my old self and was having a good time, gossiping and joking with my colleagues. Wanting to prolong it I went to find a phone to tell Adam that I would be late. He wasn't too pleased and became angry and abusive and, irritated by his unreasonableness, I swore at him and slammed the phone down.

'That's not the way to treat an innocent piece of equipment, Mrs. Reeves!' A deep voice, I would have recognised anywhere, whispered from behind me. 
I felt as if my body had become immersed in ice and become rooted to the spot. I even forgot to breathe for a short while and had to take a deep breath to make up for the lack of oxygen. 'You!' I exclaimed as an iron band seemed to constrict my chest and made breathing difficult. My voice sounded strange, as if I was hearing some other woman talking. My stomach lurched followed by a sinking feeling as my heart seemed to stop beating then started again but erratically. I felt my toes curl and I started to perspire and I was having trouble focusing my eyes as an image of the way his thick penis had twitched, as he'd laid on the massage table, flashed through my mind. My sex spasmed and immediately I felt a dollop of sex juice being evicted to dampen the narrow gusset of my thong. I wanted to flee but couldn't seem to exercise any control over my body so I stayed rooted to the spot and, for the first time, understood how some animals are unable to flee their predators.

Before I could turn around, to face him, Mr. White pressed his body against my back and I could clearly feet his massive erection pressing hard against my buttocks as his hands held my hips so that I couldn't pull away. My breath caught in my throat and I felt dizzy as the head of his hard penis wedged itself between my buttocks and pressed hard into its cleavage. I'd taken my coat off so was only wearing a dress and the strap of my thong had been swallowed between my buttocks so it felt as if there was nothing between us as the bulbous crown slowly moved up and down the cleavage forcing the cheeks apart. His hands moved away from my hips, as if confident that t wouldn't try to escape, and gripped my breasts and his fingers closed around my nipples and his fingernails gouged into the puckered flesh and the pain was sharp and searing but strangely welcome and I gasped as it thundered through my body and gathered between my legs, stroking my arousal to new heights. My pussy began to throb like crazy and even more moisture oozed out of my vagina to soak the diminutive, material triangle and I knew that soon it would start to dribble down the inside of my thighs.

My worst fears had come true and I was completely unprepared to deal with such a dominant man. I was vulnerable and completely defenceless, once again at the mercy of a predator intend on seducing me. I was shocked rigid that the man could act so brazenly in a public place and it shattered any form of control I might have believed I had on the situation and I froze unable to move while my mind darted here and there and suddenly I became even more frightened when I realised that he'd called me by my surname.

How much more did he know about me and was he a stalker, I asked myself. How would I ever be able to explain to Adam, if he ever found out, that I'd made no effort to scream or tear myself away from the lewd embrace?

Guilt enveloped me when I realised that I wasn't fighting tooth and nail but I consoled myself by believing that I had no other choice but to give in as I was completely helpless.

We were in a short passage leading to the lavatories and, at any moment, someone could be making their way to the toilets and see us. I silently prayed that none of my colleagues would need to go to the toilet and see me with the stranger while, at the same time, I was hoping that some stranger would appear so that I could escape the man's clutches. I know it doesn't make sense but then what does?

Sensing that I was helpless the predatory male became even bolder and kissed the nape of my neck and the touch of his lips caused the short hairs to stand up as shivers of lust sped down my spine and became lodged in my sex. One of his hands lifted up the back of my short skirt and I could feel the air caressing my skin. I might have been in shock but my pussy was already reacting to his presence with great enthusiasm and a stream of sex cream was oozing out and swamping the crotch of the tiny garment then overflowing to start dribbling down the inside of my thighs. A hand slipped inside the front triangle of my thong and the tips of the fingers slid easily along the slit of my pussy making me realise just how disgustingly wet I already was. His erection never stopped pressing between my bum cheeks almost as if he was trying to penetrate my smaller orifice, through my garments and, despite my efforts to stifle it, a deep-throated moan came from my open lips as delicious tremors of exquisite ecstasy swept through my trembling body. A finger located my clitoris and started to strum it into a vibrating hardness, adding another dimension to my arousal while his tongue licked my ear lobe, which is one of my most sensitive erogenous zones. I felt my stomach knotting and my pussy tingling wetly as overwhelming arousal flooded through my lower body. An orgasm began rapidly building up at the back of my sex and, though my mind was scrambled by conflicting emotions, a rational part continued functioning and deduced that he must have been watching my work place for how else could he have known that I'd be at the pub.

How had he found out my name?

Again I asked myself if I was the victim of a stalker and shivered with fear. I wondered how I could get out of the situation without getting hurt but it was already too late because the man was steering me into the men’s' toilet.

I have to be honest ...l did nothing to stop him.

The door of the cubicle had hardly closed behind us before he pushed me against the toilet bowl. His eyes were hard, bright and cruel and completely mesmerising. I started to protest but his mouth covered mine, smothering the words as his tongue dug deeply inside my mouth and I soon discovered how powerless I was against his strength, boldness and my own swift arousal. The burning in my pussy became so intense that it was almost painful. He pulled my short skirt up to my waist and tugged the hem in the waistband. His mouth was still covering mine allowing no sound to escape as his hands slipped up my naked thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps on the skin. His upper body pinned me in place as he held his hips away from mine so that his hand could more easily slip under the flimsy triangle of material so that his fingers could comb through the damp, curly tangle of my pubic hair as the other hand cupped one of my bare buttocks. Strong fingers kneaded the flesh of my bum as if it was dough as fingertips parted my vaginal lips and a thick finger slipped all the way into my wetness, adding even more fuel to my arousal. I felt my treacherous vaginal muscles clamping around it as if to make sure it stayed wedged inside my wetness.

I realised that this time he intended going much further than he had before and knew that I was on the verge of committing adultery and I panicked and, in a last ditch effort to save my honour, I tried to wriggle away but to no avail. I tried to protest once again but his tongue was deep inside my mouth stifling any sounds. My strength vanished when his thumb found the tip of my clitoris and teased it expertly from its hiding place. I gasped into his mouth as I felt my taut body responding wildly to his expert touch. My love button was fully engorged and vibrating as he strummed it like a musical instrument and, to my everlasting shame, my hands, of their own accord, gripped his shoulders as I felt the oncoming orgasm growing even stronger, somewhere in the depth of my womb.

 I couldn't remember ever having been so quickly aroused except when he'd touched me up in the reception area, that first time. Even though my mind was swirling, with a million thoughts and emotions, I knew instinctively that my fate had been sealed and that the man had stamped his authority over me.

The stranger slipped another thick finger to join the one already inside my spasming vagina, while his thumb continued playing with my clitoris and I was shocked to the core when I realised that the loud squelching sounds were coming from my pussy because it was so juicy. Whether it was the realisation that he was treating me like a slut or the natural progress of my arousal but suddenly I orgasmed!

I couldn't control the squirming of my body and it felt as if my legs would no longer support me so I had to clutch him for support as my orgasm rumbled on for a long time. My vagina gripped his fingers as if trying to make sure he wouldn't remove them before I'd finished. My clitoris was vibrating and the squelching sounds were even louder as love juices sluiced out of my vagina like a waterfall, coating his fingers and palm. Once again this predatory stranger had managed to make me climax with his fingers, with consumed ease, something no other man ever had.

My orgasm began to fade and my body sagged as he removed his fingers from my dripping vagina. My legs were so shaky that, when I tried to stand unaided, I slid down and ended up sitting on the toilet.

`I can see that you've been thinking about for me, haven't you, Mrs. Reeves?' He said as he knelt next to me and slipped the top of my dress down to bare my heaving breasts.

Because I'd thought that I'd regained control over my emotions I'd begun to leave my bra off at work again and had not bothered putting one on before joining the girls for a drink. His hand closed around my left breast and made it balloon out as his mouth clamped around the nipple and he started sucking while his hands pulled my thong all the way off and, with that last obstruction out of the way, his fingers were free to slip in and out of my wetness freely. His mouth never stopped sucking on my throbbing teat keeping my arousal at a high pitch.

However some of the arousal had been doused by the orgasm and I was able to think a little more clearly about my situation. Some of the sexual pleasure had been replaced by guilt that I'd allowed him to control me so easily and I squirmed with shame. His use of my married name made me think of Adam and, driven by guilt and shame, I made another effort to extricate myself from the dangerous situation and managed to dredge up enough strength to slide away but I slipped and ended up on all fours on the tiled floor. I started to crawl away but it proved to be a huge mistake!

My short skirt was still bunched up around my waist and without my underwear my lower body was completely exposed. He picked up my thong and rammed it in my open mouth, silencing me. The scrap of material was soaked with sex juices and probably pee from the floor and I nearly choked as the pungent taste made me gag. He kept me on all fours, by pressing his left hand in the middle of my back, as he lifted his other hand. In the air
`Sluts should always be punished immediately, to keep them in their place, Mrs. Reeves!' He growled as he brought his hand down. 

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

An instant later my bottom exploded with pain. If my mouth had not been full, with the filthy thong, I would have screamed the place down. Fire consumed my right buttock as his hand lifted away from my vulnerable flesh. I tried squirming away in vain while frantically looking back over my shoulder as I clenched my buttocks in terrified anticipation. I saw his hand sweeping down and an instant later my left buttock was gripped by flaming pain.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

I heard him chuckle as I squirmed wildly as pain consumed my being as again his hand connected with my sore flesh, harder still, landing on the previous sore spot.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Tears were rolling down my cheeks and shame gripped me as I realised that I was being smacked, in a public convenience, by a sadistic stranger and there was nothing I could do about it and what made it even more shameful was that I was beginning to feel arousal rising again.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!! Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!

Two smacks, delivered in rapid succession had me really wiggling my bottom, in a frantic effort to dull the pain, as I struggled to catch my breath while trying not to choke on the mucus in my throat. Then I farted, bringing a new level of shame and a chuckle from my tormentor, as he tugged my filthy underwear from my mouth. The awful, casual way my bottom had been spanked and the image in my mind of what I must look like with my bare bottom marked with welts from the beating was too much to bear and I began to blubber, sobbing hard and choking on mucus. Tears were rolling down my cheeks and snot hung from the tip of my nose.

'Don't be such a cry-baby! I hardly touched you. All I did was warm your flesh and in half an hour there won't be a mark on your bum.' The stranger said.

He was mad! My whole bottom was burning as if I'd pressed it against something red-hot. I was tense as I waited for more punishment but instead his fingers gripped my inner vaginal lips and pulled them wide open as his other hand gripped my sore bottom and held me in place. He licked my pussy and before I could stop him his tongue delved even more deeply into my love channel, as his lips closed around my vaginal lips so that it felt as if he was French-kissing me. My head drooped down as my bum lifted further into the air and, without being conscious of it. I surrendered my body to a complete stranger, who'd smacked me into submission. His tongue greedily lapped up my sticky juices, which were flowing so profusely, then he found my clitoris and nibbled, sucked and flicked my love button so delightfully that soon I was loudly moaning with ecstasy. As he sucked on the swollen bud he slipped three fingers back inside my very wet vagina and scissored them to touch parts of my inner sex which had never been touched so exquisitely before. His three fingers were bunched together so that they almost felt like a thick penis, sliding inside my sex and I became immersed in a world of wanton pleasure as again another orgasm swiftly began building up. I was shocked rigid when his thumb pushed between my buttocks and pressed against my anal ring and, because it was so liberally coated with my sex juices, it easily breached the tightness of my virgin hole to slip all the way inside the tight passage. Through the thin membrane, separating the twin holes, I felt it brush against the three fingers lodged inside my vagina. The sensation of being skewered back and front, at the same time, after having been rudely smacked was so lewd and dirty that it triggered another orgasm. My body twisted and writhed furiously as my climax ravaged deep inside my vagina before spreading to the rest of my body. I shrieked in shock at the intensity of the spasms. I was immersed in an ecstatic whirlpool from which I never wanted to escape as his fingers continued to seesaw in and out of my twin holes. The ecstasy lasted a long time!

Immeasurable time passed before I calmed down and, when I opened my eyes, I blushed fiercely when I saw that he was standing licking the fingers which had been inside my vagina. When he saw that I was looking he presented the thumb to my mouth and automatically I licked it clean before the realisation of where it had been hit me. I shuddered with shame and disgust as I tasted the tartness of my bottom hole. He pulled me to my feet and it felt as if my body was boneless and my inner thighs were soaking wet and my sex lips and nipples were swollen with desire and throbbing like mad while my bottom was still burning fiercely. He took me in his arms and fastened his lips over mine in a long and passionate kiss, which left me gasping for air. I tasted my sex juices on his lips and it increased my embarrassment and shame but, at the same time, triggered another wave of arousal. His hands dropped to my breasts and, taking their full weight into his palms, his thumbs rubbed gently across the jutting buds of the nipples causing them to harden and throb. Like a helpless love object I just stood there as he peeled off my dress, which dropped to the floor, leaving me wearing just high heels and nothing else. I was completely exposed, flushed and breathing hard with a burning bottom and pussy juice drying on my inner thighs. I was shocked to the core by the incredible swiftness of my seduction and the pleasure I'd taken from being spanked.

He quickly unzipped his trousers and I couldn't tear my eyes from his bobbing erection as it emerged. It seemed ever bigger than when I'd seen it at the salon and his testicles were large and the skin drawn so tightly over the twin bulbs that I could see through his pubic hairs a network of blue veins intersecting like a road map on their surface. I knew that within a few seconds he would try to slip his gnarled penis inside my sex yet there was nothing I could do to stop him. To be brutally honest at that precise moment I didn't want to stop him because I wanted him to fuck me the way he'd promised ...like a slut, hard and fast till I was begging for mercy!

It is not easy to confess to such impure desires.

The erotic sensations between my legs had grown to an almost unbearable level and I clasped my thighs together to keep the juices from flowing but only managed to increase the pressure inside my sex. We kissed again and I opened my mouth wide to allow his tongue to dart between my teeth and snake wetly against mine. He pressed his body tightly against mine and I could feel his huge penis drumming against my tummy and it made my pussy flutter and weep more abundantly. He twisted me around, as he sank down to sit on the toilet, before pulling me down. My heavy breasts dangled so that the swollen nipples brushed against his face and chest and reaching up his hands cupped my orbs and kneaded them hard. He toyed with the hard nipples, roiling them between his thumbs and forefingers until they felt like ripe fruit on the point of bursting open. There was pain and there was pleasure and the two sensations blended into one. My nipples were very hard and throbbing wildly as the tips of his fingers dug into the elastic flesh as he pulled my breasts downwards and closed his mouth over the hard tip of one breast, nibbling it with his teeth as his hands cruelly squeezed the other. He transferred his mouth to the second nipple, which was already throbbing from having been fingered so forcefully, and lavished the same intense attention upon it. He twiddled the first wet nipple between his fingertips, keeping it hard and throbbing, as shards of pain swept down my body to blend with the pleasures which was overwhelming my sex.

Adam is a gentle lover and I'd always responded to his tenderness but suddenly I realised that the forceful way this stranger was handling my body had awakened a dormant desire to be at the mercy of a dominant man. I wanted him to hurt and fuck me and nothing else in the world mattered. I groaned with ecstasy as waves of exquisite pleasure raced through my body.

With his help I sat down straddling his hips and trapping his pulsating rod beneath me. He freed it and, holding it upwards, he rolled the head between the damp lips of my labia to coat it with my sex juices. Suddenly he thrust upwards and lodged his rod deep into the heated moistness of my cleft driving the breath from my lungs so that my scream was soundless. The incredible pain, of the initial and brutal penetration, was swiftly replaced by the most exquisite pleasure and, responding lewdly, I exerted pressure with my vaginal muscles to massage the pulsing flesh of his penile crown as it sank a little deeper inside me. I'd never experienced anything like it before. It felt as if a thick branch was invading my pussy, stretching it further than anything I'd ever believed was possible and the penetration was accompanied by a certain amount of pain but also by the kind of incredible pleasure I'd never experienced before.

I was committing adultery and loving every second!

I'd promised Adam, as a bride, that I would be faithful to him forever yet I was in a public lavatory with a stranger's massive penis wedged deep inside my sex and adoring the sensation so much that I never wanted it to stop. Guilt swept through me but strangely it added to my arousal instead of dampening it.

The man was breathing heavily as his hands freed my breasts and slid between my thighs so that he could stroke the lips of my wet labia and thumb the hard and slippery button of my clitoris. He grunted like an animal as I spread my thighs wide apart to give him full access to my sex. He was all male sexual aggression and I loved it. His penis pulled back so that only the tip was still lodged between my sex lips and he gripped the base of his hard rod and rubbed it savagely up and down my vaginal slit teasing my clitoris with the domed head before, without any warning, slamming it between my sex lips again. With a powerful thrust of his hips he drove the full length of his penis back into my receptive vagina until it butted against my cervix. I received the thick pole of hard flesh inside me with a howl of pain and ecstasy as my spanked cheeks scraped against the material of his trousers. My legs were jerking spasmodically as I felt the huge thickness of the shaft surge all the way up inside me, opening me up as I'd never been before, until it felt as if it would come out of my mouth. I never wanted it to stop.

He skilfully used his considerable strength to pump my body up and down so that his hard rod plunged deep into me, again and again. He buried every inch of the hard cylinder of flesh deep into my receptive wetness while, reaching beneath my clenched bottom, he dug his fingernails into my flesh and the pain caused me to heave up with convulsive jerks. He continued to spear his hard penis into my pussy with short but very fierce strokes and the pain emanating from my lacerated buttocks blended with the ecstasy from my vagina. I contracted the muscles of my vagina to squeeze his rod hard as I felt the onset of another orgasm. All my senses and emotions were centred on the thrusting rod inside my vagina but I felt shivers rippling up and down my spine and a sensation of hot, liquid heat bubbling deep inside my lower body. With an increased burst of energy he heaved upward and his body crashed against my pelvis like a pile-driver as he pumped his hard rod between the slippery walls of my vagina and the shuddering thrusts caused my breasts to wobble all over the place. I heaved my bum up and down while grinding my pulsing pussy against him, squeezing his rod with my vaginal muscles, giving as good as I received. My legs slipped around his back and the ankles locked so that my pussy was wedged against the root of his penis as it expanded and extended. My vaginal muscles alternately contracted and relaxed and the pleasure was almost unbearable. When it exploded the huge orgasm was so overwhelming that it blotted everything else completely. The pleasure flowing around the tumescent cock, wedged so deep inside my vagina, was like a maelstrom drawing in every senses in my body. I was only vaguely aware that the stranger was filling my pussy with his semen, at the same time as I was climaxing. He’d pressed his cock all the way inside me and my pussy sucked up every drop of semen from his jerking penis till, weak and dizzy from the fierce climax, I drooped against his chest exhausted. I could feel his penis still pulsating inside the sheath of my sex as my heartbeat slowed as we rested and the cubicle echoed with our ragged panting. My emotions might have been in a turmoil but I knew one thing for certain, something had happened to me and I knew that I'd given myself completely and now belonged to him forever and would do whatever he wanted. I'd been spanked and my body had been violated, my marriage vows had been shattered and I would never be the same again but I was so happy I wanted the whole world to know it.

'Mrs. Reeves that was fantastic. Your body is so responsive.' He said breathlessly. 'I knew from the moment I clapped eyes on you that you would turn out to be the most exciting woman I'd ever been with. From now on you're my property and I'm going to train you to become the best fuck that any man could hope for.'

'My name is Chantal! Please stop calling me Mrs. Reeves. It makes me remember that I have a husband. I'm already feeling guilty for having been so wicked and using my married name makes me feel worse.' I whimpered.

'You should feel guilty, Mrs. Reeves, for you are a dirty slut who's cuckolded her husband with a complete stranger, in a lavatory, and even now my sperm is filling your married cunt. Until you've been severely punished to atone for your sin I will not call you by your Christian name.’ He replied. 'You've now had a taste of the pleasure in store for you but there is still unbelievable pain to look forward to, Mrs. Reeves. Punishment has to follow the crime and you have been very bad. I will be your redeemer and will punish you severely to help you expiate your sins. As your redeemer you belong to me, never forget that Mrs. Reeves. It's my semen which is filling your dirty cunt at this very moment not your husband's!'

Every word was like a lance into my heart and I began to sob as I realised just how far I'd fallen. Just then someone came into the lavatory and I heard him use the urinals and, to my shame, it made me feel raunchy and my pussy throbbed in time with the sound of piss tinkling in the urinal. After he exited I reluctantly pulled myself off the wilting penis, which left my vagina with a pop like a champagne cork, and immediately I felt the blend of sex juices dribbling out of my sex.

I hoped that Mr. White would now treat me with some kindness since he'd had his evil way instead he forced me to my knees and ordered me to clean his penis, with my tongue. Meekly I took the semi hard organ into my mouth and, using my tongue, cleaned it. It's weird, when I think about it now, but I felt proud to have been allowed to swallow the combination of his sperm and my love juices. I felt privileged to be allowed to perform such an intimate act but it was when I felt his sperm dribbling out of my vagina and trickling down the inside of my thighs that I realised that what he'd said was true. I'd become his sex object to do whatever he wanted with and I was indeed a sinner and did deserve to be punished and he was the man to do it. I was a wicked woman and he was my redeemer.

Shakily I stood up and, grabbing some toilet tissues, started to wipe my sex but he ordered me to stop and keep his sperm inside me so that I'd be reminded, on the way home, that I now had a Master. He stood over the bowl and guided my right hand around his penis and I held it as he started urinating. I could feel the stem flexing in the palm of my hand as the golden urine flushed the remnant of his semen from his penis so that it dangled from the tip, in a long silvery strand. When he'd finished he pushed me down to my knees again and pressed the head of his sex against my mouth and meekly I opened my lips and took it inside and cleaned his penis with my tongue. His urine tasted salty yet, being so hugely degraded made me squirm with renewed shame and arousal.

How could I sink to such depths, I asked myself, but I continued cleaning his wilting cock until he pushed me away and put it back inside his trousers before pulling up the zip and telling me to get dressed. My thong was unwearable so I pushed it behind the bowl and was naked, beneath my crumpled dress, when I left the cubicle while my emotions were in complete turmoil. I left first and thankfully there wasn't anybody around to see me sneaking out of the men’s toilet. On shaky legs I went back into the bar intensely aware of the sticky sperm drying on my skin which caused it to pucker. Every step caused my sex lips to rub against one another while the material of my dress scraped against the welts his hand had left on my buttocks. Fortunately the girls were too tipsy and larking about to notice my flushed state and crumpled dress and I quickly sat down. Tremors continued pulsing inside my sex and I could feel that my clitoris was still swollen and ultra sensitive. I was trying to sort out my emotions as I kept an eye out for my ravisher but he must have gone out the back way because I didn't see him again that evening and I felt as if I'd been abandoned. I prayed that he'd be waiting for me outside, even if it meant having to suffer more punishment, but he wasn't and I was hugely disappointed.

It's hard to describe my emotions as I made my way home. It seemed as if the spanking, followed by the wicked coupling, had transformed me into an exotic creature whose only motivation was gratification. I was minutely aware of every sensation in my sex as I walked up the stairs to our flat .

Adam was angry that I'd stayed out so late but didn't seem to notice my dishevelled state and I realised that he was drunk. I was surprised but glad that he couldn't smell that I'd just been well and truly fucked and that I was hoarding another man's semen inside my sex but then I got angry. How dare he tell me off when he'd neglected me for so long, I asked myself, but I knew that I was trying to assuage my guilt by shifting the blame. I told him to get lost and locked myself in the bedroom. Actually, to be honest, I was glad that he'd picked a row because I couldn't bear the idea of him touching me as I'm sure that I would have screamed and told him that I'd just been fucked better than he'd ever managed to if he had. Safely in my room I took all my clothes off and looked at myself in the mirror. My bottom had resumed its normal hue which made the marks of the spanking stand out like neon signs and I admired them for a long while. My boobs were sore and the nipples fiery red and I could see bruises on the inside of my thighs. My sex was swollen, red-looking and, when I touched it, the lips flowered open so that I could see the sperm inside shining as it caught the light. I'd never examined my private parts so intensely before. I gripped the inner lips and stretched them wide apart so that I could see the intricate, inner folds and the semen started to dribble out. I felt more alive than I'd ever done before and, without realising I was doing it, I slipped two fingers inside my vagina and immediately they were coated with the stranger's semen. With eyes half-closed I vigorously stimulated my sex and my body trembled as fierce arousal mounted. I revelled in the wonderful sensation as I relived the way Mr. White's penis had pistoned in and out of my clutching hole sending electrifying surges through my body. I felt as if I'd been possessed by some sexually evil spirit as an increasing sense of wickedness swept aside any form of guilt or morality. As my orgasm began to break I fell down to my knees imitating the position I’d been in when I'd been spanked. When the ecstasy had abated I brought my fingers out of my sex. And they were gleaming with sperm and, like a slut, I lifted then to my mouth and used my tongue to lick them clean. As I swallowed the stranger's sperm I suddenly climaxed again and the orgasm was so strong and so sudden that my legs gave way and I collapsed on the carpet squirming and arching my back with my head tossing from side to side. My other hand was squeezing my breast very hard as spasm after spasm welled up in my sex. The ecstasy flowed through the rest of my body before finally fading and leaving me so exhausted that I fell asleep on the floor. Throughout my orgasm my mind had been filled with images of Mr. White, my new Master, spanking my bottom.

Back to the present. Having relived my sinful descend into depravity I ask myself whether is it really me who is acknowledging that a man is her Master... I'm afraid that it is!

What kind of vile, sinful creature am I metamorphosing into? 

Where is Chantal, the faithful, naive, loving wife whose only ambition was to make her husband happy? 

Is she gone forever? 

Is it too late to bring her back?

I did set out to be brutally honest with myself so I must write down my emotions as I feel and understand them. 

After that evening every waking moment seemed to be devoted to relishing my descent into subjection. I tried to figure out why accepting punishment, humiliation, degradation and debasement sent such wicked thrills through me. Not surprisingly I did not find the answer!

At work I cockteased the men even more wickedly as if taking revenge for my descent into depravity. Three days passed and no words from Mr. White and I cursed myself for having burnt his visiting card. I was like a woman possessed ...no more like an addict, being denied her fix.

Adam went for his audition and came back the next day full of joy. He'd got the part, which was a very good one, and he was like the Adam I'd first met. We went out for an expensive meal and afterwards we made love. That was a brief, happy interlude which was shattered when he announced that he would be working six days a week and that he'd decided that we should rent out the flat and move to be nearer his work. The idea that I wouldn't be available when Mr. White decided to contact me was unsustainable. I realise now that , even at that early stage, I'd been prepared to cast my marriage aside for a man I'd only seen twice. I must be crazy.

I told Adam that there was no chance that I was going to move. We had an argument about money. I think that I was convincing when I told him that I should keep on working to pay off our debts and that I really liked my job because it paid better than any other I could get. He began ranting and raving and accused me of being a whore, and other nasty insults, but what hurt the most was that, unknowingly, he was right. I was using my body to make money even if it wasn’t in a physical way and I enjoyed it. I flounced off and locked myself in the bedroom and refused to open the door even when he begged and pleaded and said we would do exactly what I wanted. I wanted to scream at him that what I really wanted was to serve my new Master and have his huge penis plunging to the hilt inside my sex while he told me what a slut I was and how I should be punished for my sins!

Looking back I can see now that it was probably my last chance to turn the clock back. I could have given up the job at the sauna and moved to be with Adam and tried to mend our marriage. I was still sane enough, at that time, to realise that being a man's sex object had no future yet I was prepared to give up my marriage for it.

Now it's too late. 

Two days later Adam left. We were barely speaking and I felt as if we'd become strangers. At first the flat seemed empty, without Adam's sulking presence, yet strangely I felt lighter and happier as if a worry had been lifted from my mind. I did experience a little guilt, after all Adam is my husband and I'm very fond of him, but I was happy to be on my own so that I could concentrate all my thoughts and energy on my nemesis.

At work my behaviour was even more outrageous and my earnings rose to new heights. On the morning after Adam went back a very distinguished, well dressed man strode in and treated me like the hired help. I remember thinking that only my Master could treat me that way so I went to work on him. I bent over, having undone one of the three buttons, and my boobs spilled out giving him an eyeful of my rouged nipples then I took my time stuffing them back inside my blouse. He was sitting on the couch so I sat behind the table and opened my legs wide to give him a perfect view of my naked pussy. I felt my inner lips flare open and sex juices begin to ooze out. He couldn't keep his eyes away off my gaping sex as he squirmed and tried to control the erection tenting the front of his trousers. Taking my time and making sure that he could see everything clearly I slipped two fingers inside my sex and rooted about until they were coated with my sex juices then I stood up and marched to him and pressed my sticky fingers against his lips and, when he opened them to protest, I slipped them inside his mouth and he was forced to lick them clean. As he swallowed my sex juices I stroked his erection, through his trousers, until he spunked in his underwear. It was a chastened punter, with a wet patch showing on the front of his trousers, who was led away by Susie.

One afternoon when I arrived back at the flat I saw an envelope and immediately recognised the handwriting. My heart thumped wildly and my entire body seemed to hum with anticipation as I tore the envelope apart.
I will pick you up from your flat, on Friday. As your husband is away you will be spending the night.

Make sure that your body is hairless, yes there too, and no underwear!

E.W.

My first emotion was elation and my second fear. How did he know that Adam was away and where I lived?

I was racked by guilt mixed with humiliation and even though I was sure that it was what I wanted I felt degraded that he was treating me like a slave at his beg and call. How could he be so sure that I was ready to accept of him as my Master? 

I fully realised that to him I was nothing more than a sex object to be used, defiled, humiliated and punished so why did I feel as if I'd won the lottery?

Stunned I sat down, holding the page in my hand, and realised that I'd begun to perspire and hot flushes were sweeping through my body. I was flustered and couldn't seem to get my head together as read and reread the terse note. How dare he tell me what to do?

I was surprise that I still had enough fight left in me to question his assumptions. I was an adult so I had a choice hadn't I? 

I could tell him to go to Hell and that would be that then I could get my life back on a sane level. I remember thinking that I didn’t have to humiliate myself like that and there was no way I would shave my pussy for any man. Really I had no choice ...he wasn't any man, he was the man, that in my heart and soul, acknowledged as my Master. If I wanted to please him I had to do everything he wanted, without thought or discussion. Was giving myself to another man simply a phase which would pass and how would I feel after it was all over knowing that I'd allowed a man to use me so vilely for his pleasure?

When it was over would I be able to face my husband with the knowledge that I'd surrendered my heart and soul to another man and expect things to return to normal?

Hundred of questions but no answers flitted through my mind.

Despite my doubts the idea of belonging to him made me shiver with fear and great longing. I didn't understand why that should have excited me so much. I'd always been my own woman dealing with men as an equal and with many of them as a superior being so why was I longing to surrender my body and mind to a man I hardly knew?

Have I always been a latent nymphomaniac and submissive and had not known?

Did this mean that Mr. White knew me better than I knew myself?

Warring emotions battled in my mind as I sat looking at the sheet of paper in my hand. I should have been numb with fear and shriven by guilt and humiliation instead the idea of what he'd ordered me to do was arousing me incredibly. Suddenly I sat bolt upright feeling as if I'd received a telepathic shock. I was going to do what he wanted and was going to do it right away. The notion of master and slave gripped me violently and send thrills running through my sex. I told myself that it was no great deal as I'd already crossed the divide and committed adultery. Having made the decision I felt as if a heavy weight had been lifted from me and felt light-hearted and happy as I slipped out of my clothes. Naked I walked into the bathroom and collected the depilation cream I used for my legs, a razor, shaving cream and a basin of hot water and a fluffy towel. Back in the bedroom I sat on the stool, in front of my dressing table, and first used my nail scissors to trim my pubic curls. By the time I finished there was a pool of sex juice on the stool and I had to use the towel to dry myself before I could apply the depilation cream to my sex mound, the crease between my buttocks and around my anus. I was shaking with excitement as I waited for the cream to do its job. Twenty minutes later I walked to the bathroom and, standing in the bath, rinsed my lower body. Most of the hair was gone but there were still some which had escaped the cream so I covered the whole area with shaving foam and used the razor. I took my time relishing the task treating it as an offering to my Master. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw that my face was flushed and that an excited glow made my eyes gleam. I felt incredibly sexually aroused and my vulva was swollen and opening and closing. Having shaved every possible place I could reach I wiped the excess foam away then rinsed it with tepid water before drying it. I looked at my bald mound in the mirror and frankly thought that it looked obscene. The last time I'd seen it like that was when I was young but now in no way did it resemble a young girl's vulva. The plump outer lips had parted so that the inner lips had dropped exposing the entrance of my vagina which seemed incredibly pink and wet. The folds were dotted with globules of sex juice and my whole sex seemed swollen and visibly pulsing. My clitoris had popped out and was sticking out like a small penis. I stood up, turned around, and bend over so that I could look at myself from behind, in the mirror. Fortunately I've never had hairs around my anus and it gleamed pinkly as it opened and closed like a tiny mouth. I ran my fingers over my mound and all around my sex and was annoyed that I could still feel tiny bristles marring the smoothness so I shaved again then dried myself before applying a soothing lotion over the area and this time the surface passed the fingertip test. It was as smooth as a baby's bottom and felt wonderful and very sensitive and I wondered why I had not done this before. I know why...because there had never been any reason for doing it before!

I looked at myself in the mirror and thought that my legs looked like ivory pillars topped by a smooth, bald mound, which gleamed like freshly-polished marble. The slit was still opened, exposing the flamingo pink entrance of my vagina and my rather large clit. For the first time I thought that I really looked like a true sex-goddess. I wanted to stroke my sex but something within me made me decide not to as I wanted to allow my arousal to simmer until the following evening.

