

From Submissive Wife to Femdom MILF Hotwife:

Fat doormat Mary gets revenge on her husband by becoming a sexy femdom MILF slut

Mary had attended Weight Watchers religiously for two years. She’d been every single week. Well, nearly every week. There was that time when she’d sprained her ankle, and had hardly been able to walk, and then there was the family holiday in Majorca; but apart from that she had attended every week. And where had it got her? Well, she had lost nearly a stone in weight during the first six months. However, she had put it all back on again, with interest, and was now heavier than when she’d started. Every week she’d been inspired by the instructor, Emma’s, exhortations: had resolved to do better, to cut those calories back. She religiously counted the calories of everything she ate – and knew the calorie content of many foods off by heart. Lasagne – five hundred and fourteen calories, a portion of chips – two hundred and one, a bag of crisps – one hundred and thirty -three – but still she found herself buying the high calorie foods from the supermarket. Well, she had to – her husband, Bernie, demanded them. But, unfortunately, once she’d got them home, she couldn’t help but eat them herself. Just one biscuit, she told herself– before finding she’d eaten the whole packet. The problem was, that buoyed by her weight loss in the first year, she’d given up smoking, largely because of her husband’s, constantly expressed, dislike of it. This was a great achievement, but ever since, in times of stress –which were very frequent in her life - instead of a cigarette, she turned to food; and this wasn’t usually a piece of fruit, but chocolate or biscuits – and not just a piece of chocolate, or a single biscuit. Besides, her family had turned their noses up at the healthy meals she had served them - the vegetable bakes and salads - and demanded chips, beans, and pies. So she had to cook them, and then found herself unable to resist eating them herself. Plus the fact that it was much easier and cheaper to buy and cook the same thing for her own meal, as she cooked for the rest of the family. But, at least she hadn’t gone back on the fags – though she often felt like it, and she supposed that she turned to a piece of chocolate rather than a cigarette, unconsciously thinking it wasn’t as bad as smoking. Well, at least it wasn’t as expensive. She’d been spending the money she’d saved from smoking on the household budget, and the family would notice a definite cut back if she began smoking again.

Anyway, now she’d put back all the weight she’d lost. What was the point of going to Weight Watchers? This was something her husband often asked. And she often asked it herself. If she stopped she’d be free of all the constant calorie counting and subsequent guilt. But she feared her weight would just balloon – completely out of control, and she’d become even grosser, further and further away from her ideal figure. Plus she quite enjoyed Weight Watchers in a somewhat masochistic way. There was the social aspect: her friends she met every week – their gentle competitiveness – all of them in the same boat. Well, most of them. Once, one of their number, Jean Shaw, had been really successful, and had gone from eighteen stone to twelve, then ten. She’d been the star of the group, and had featured in the local newspaper, and then on TV. Next she had become a national celebrity, and ended up hosting a weight loss TV show on some cable channel. Well everyone had been jealous of her – but Mary and her friends just kept jogging along in the same fashion, losing a bit of weight one week, and gaining a bit the next. But they were still together – going to Weight Watchers was just a framework for their friendship.

Mary put the radio on -the news – depressing as always. She sighed, and made herself a cup of tea, then reached for the biscuit tin. A voice in her head spoke –‘don’t have one’ it said - ‘you don’t need it, and you will only consume unnecessary calories.’ She hesitated, and then opened the tin. She felt a sense of transgression, a certain vicarious pleasure in disobeying the voice. ‘One won’t hurt’ she said, placing the biscuit on a plate, before going through to living room and sitting down, dunking the biscuit in the tea. She finished the biscuit, and went and got another from the tin – and then decided to bring the tin through. She sat drinking tea and dunking the biscuits in the tea, one after another. The soft texture of tea dunked biscuits meant that one could eat a lot of biscuits before the tea was finished. By the time she had finished the cup of tea she had eaten half the biscuits, and felt mildly sick. She went and got a glass of milk, and then another biscuit – it was different eating a biscuit without dunking it – dry – less reassuring, without the warm tea taste. She ate two more biscuits and put the lid on the biscuits and took them back into the kitchen. ‘How many calories was that?’ an accusing voice inside her head asked. Well, they were eaten now – it just meant she’d have to go easy for the rest of the day – and tomorrow. Tomorrow night was Weight Watchers night. She wouldn’t enter the biscuits in the food diary they were all supposed to keep – she didn’t want to lose face before the group. In her heart, Mary knew that she would never be a wonder dieter, never feature in the local paper, or appear on TV holding up one of her old dresses, against her new, impossibly slim shape. What would her husband, Bernie say if that happened? Well, all he’d worry about was whether she’d be around to make sure his dinner was on the table. He never noticed when she lost weight – he didn’t seem to care less, and that was one reason why she didn’t manage to lose it. But Bernie had been the main reason she wanted to lose weight in the first place: ‘fat cow’ he’d called her, and the told her he was no longer prepared to have sex with her unless she lost weight. And nor would he go out with her to the pub, because he felt embarrassed to be seen with her in front of his mates. And so he went to the pub on his own, and came back drunk, and berated her for being fat, and compared her unfavourably with the women in the pub – the barmaids and his mates’ wives.

One Christmas he’d bought her some sexy lingerie, which must have cost a fortune, but he’d told her that it was in the size she’d taken when they first got married, ten years ago, and so she’d have to lose weight in order to wear it. And so she had dieted desperately – that was when she’d first gone to Weight Watchers; but when she finally had lost enough wear the skimpy red and black satin peephole bra, crotchless panties, and the stockings and suspenders, and waited to surprise Bernie when he’d come in from the pub, he’d just said ‘you look like a fucking old slapper’, and gone straight to bed and fallen into a drunken sleep.

Mary had felt guilty, as usual, as if it was her fault for not coming up to his expectations, but then one night, she’d been coming home from Weight Watchers and she’d seen him – with Sandra, the wife of Jack, his foreman at work, coming out of a pub. She’d only met Sandra once, at a darts game Bernie was playing in, but she’d stuck in her mind – as a right tart, who was always making eyes at the blokes, including Bernie. Yes, she recognised Sandra all right, with her platinum blonde bouffant hair- a little mock leopard skin bolero jacket, showing off her slim figure in a clinging black latex dress; her long legs ending in very high stilettos; face plastered in slap. So that was why Bernie had lost interest in her, and she knew then that his telling her to lose weight was just a smokescreen for his affair. Actually, the liaison with Sandra had got Bernie into trouble at work – it had caused a rift between him and Sandra’s husband, his foreman, and he’d had to change to a different shift. Bernie wasn’t very popular at work – going with fellow worker’s wife, and generally being a creep. Mary sighed, walked through to the kitchen and took another biscuit from the tin, then paused – took the whole tin through to the loungs, and ate all the biscuits one by one.

Mary went to the Weight Watchers meeting the next night. She was weighed in front of the whole class, and felt embarrassed when she was found to have actually gained weight from the previous week. 

‘Mary,’ Emma said, ‘I’m very upset with you – you must religiously write down all your calories in your diary. I’m afraid you are a black mark against the group this week, when everybody else has done so well.’

Mary blushed– ‘I’m sorry – I’m sorry to let the group down – it won’t happen again.’

Mary drove through the silent streets, it was dark and the street lights cast their amber glow. Shadows crouched in doorways – probably homeless men, bedding down for the night. It was only a few miles from the Weight Watchers meeting to her house, but she didn’t drive straight home. Instead, she drove out of the town a little way, and along a darkened country road, until her headlamps picked out a signposted turning, and she turned along it, and drove on a few hundred yards as the road went into a wood. Soon she came to a car park clearing in the trees – this was meant for walkers and tourists, who came to take in the delights of the countryside. There were several cars parked, despite the lateness of the hour. Some of the cars had their headlamps on, and Mary guided her car, and parked up. This was the dogging area that Bernie used to bring her to when they’d first got married. Then she got out, and walked towards some brick toilets at the corner of the car park, feeling self conscious. She went into one of the toilets – the one labelled Gents. Some men were standing at the urinals, and Mary went and knelt in the middle of the floor. One of the men saw her, and silently came over to her where she knelt with her mouth open expectantly, and pissed into her open mouth, then he let the rest of his stream go over her hair, and run down her face. Then the other men came over, and stood round Mary and did the same, so that she soon was soaked in piss. Then the first man put his cock to Mary’s mouth and she opened it, and began to suck it, until the man suddenly withdrew it, and directed a thick stream of spunk into her face and over her hair. Then the other men took it in turns to do likewise. No one spoke during the whole time, and when the men were completely spent, they left silently, leaving Mary to try and clean herself up as best she could with some tissues. Then she went back to her car and drove home.

When she got home, after having a bath, Mary resolved that she would stick firmly to her diet. The house was in darkness, everyone was in bed. She wandered into the kitchen, and put the kettle on. She went to reach for the biscuit tin, but stopped herself, and opened the fridge instead, and took out some tomatoes and a carton of cottage cheese. She spread cottage cheese and tomato on a crisp bread, and went and sat on the settee to eat it. She put the TV on, and sat eating and drinking tea, feeling terrible about the evening. Mary finished her crisp bread, but still felt hungry – she’d had no dinner that day. She’d reckoned that she would be less likely to weigh too much if she didn’t eat before going to the meeting.

Mary went into the kitchen to get more tea, and noticed a plate of leftover chips on the drainer – left over from Bernie’s dinner. She automatically picked a cold chip from the plate and ate it – it tasted good. Then she took another.

‘Well, I might as well eat them’ she said to herself – ‘after all I need to eat something and it would be a crime to waste them.’

She took tomato sauce out of the cupboard, and poured it over the chips, which she devoured greedily. She opened the fridge again –there was half an apple pie on the top shelf, and she took it out and broke a piece off - a small piece, and put in her mouth. Then she broke another piece off, some of it falling down her front and onto the floor. She crammed pieces of pie into her mouth, barely allowing time to swallow a piece before putting another piece in. Soon the tinfoil pie dish was bare except for a few crumbs. Mary chewed at the wad of food that filled her mouth. She opened the fridge and took out some chocolate milk, and drank it straight from the carton, washing down the pie. She went to the cupboard, looked at the shelves – took down a tin of baked beans and a packet of instant mashed potato. She boiled the kettle and mixed the potato powder with the hot water in a plastic jug, before adding some cold water from the tap. She opened the can and poured the beans onto the mixture, stirring them in – adding tomato sauce. She spooned the mixture straight from the jug into her mouth – quickly, urgently, cramming the food in. Some fell out, dribbled down her chin, fell down her front, onto the floor – but she remorselessly spooned it in until it was all gone.

She sank down into a chair, gasping, and stayed there, gazing blankly into space for about ten minutes; then  went up to the bathroom and knelt down over the toilet bowl, and put her finger down her throat. She began to retch, and poked her fingers down further, until her body was racked by vomiting. She made such a lot of noise that she worried she would wake everyone up. She put her fingers down her throat again, and again, until she was sure she had brought every last morsel of food up. The disgusting mess lay accusingly in the toilet bowl- but at least she had cleansed it from her body. Mary remained crouched on her hands and knees for a few moments, exhausted, before getting up and looking into the mirror at her puffy, reddened face….. Through eyes blurred with tears.

Mary went into the spare room to get some towels, when her foot brushed against something sticking out from beneath the bed. She bent down and pulled out some glossy magazines. She glanced at the covers and immediately realised what they were – Bernie’s porn mages. She idly scanned the pages, intending to just put them back, but then her eyes caught on the Readers’ Wives section, and she immediately felt herself filled with curiosity as to what these women were like. She sat down on the bed, engrossed now, as she looked through the pages of wives and girlfriends, each one posing for their partner’s camera, generally enthusiastically, it seemed. There were ‘wives’ of all shapes and sizes, she was intrigued to see. Then, she turned one page, and the was a woman who looked very like her – with a fuller figure bursting from her sexy lingerie; her hair teased and face thickly made up. She lay back on a bad, holding her fanny open- her stocking clad, high heeled, legs akimbo so that you could see every detail of her pink vagina. And, Mary thought, she looked very sexy. And what was more, the page was partly stuck to the one before it, and was dog eared – Bernie had obviously looked at this page a lot; wanked over the picture of this fat slut – a woman who looked much like her, plump figure and all. She threw the magazine down angrily – she would teach the bastard, she vowed.

Mary crept up to bed, and got in beside her husband, where he lay snoring and oblivious. She lay there awake, knowing that the next morning he would get up and go to work, with no idea of what had happened in his house that night, or any inkling of what his wife was going through. Why did she bother to try and lose weight – and why had she always had such a problematic attitude to food?  It was all about a self esteem, based on the approval of others – other woman, and …men. But the thing was, it didn’t really make any difference to men, and certainly to her husband, whether a woman was fat or not, or even what she looked like. She could see from his porn magazine that he was turned on by fat women, but was just bored with his own wife. She looked across at her him. It was his fault – he’d told her she was too fat in the first place. Once she’d had Harry, she’d never managed to lose the weight. She wasn’t like one of those celebs she kept seeing every time she opened the paper – who could get back to a stick thin figure within weeks of giving birth. Well, that wasn’t natural was it? But that was what everyone admired these days. It was standard that had been set, and other women themselves seemed to believe it was something to be aspired to. If you stayed fat, as she had, after giving birth, you were a loser. That was how her husband treated her – a loser.

‘You’re too fat’ he said, I’m sorry but I just won’t fancy you until you lose weight.’

So she’d attended Weight Watchers religiously, and she had bloody well lost weight. And her husband hadn’t taken the slightest bit of notice, just gone off with some tart, and wanked over women, fat ones as well, in porn magazines. Well, things were going to change round here - she wasn’t going to be a doormat any longer.

She got up and went into the room where she kept her clothes, and personal things, and looked out some of the skimpy lingerie Bernie had bought her for various birthdays. The thing was that none of it had any possibility of fitting her. Well, it was all in size 10-12, and she was a size 16. However, she was sure she could force herself into it if she tried. She pulled the crotchless panties, in some delicate nylon material up her legs. It was hard getting them over her thighs, but with much tugging she managed it without ripping them, and they gaped open at the slit in the crotch, exposing her hairy fanny. Similarly the peephole bra. It was so tight that her breasts burst out of the top, but it served to push them up and out – sexily, perhaps, she thought, while her large nipples thrust out of the openings in the bra’s front.  Then she pulled on the black stockings. Well, they went on fairly easily, though again it was struggle to get them over her thighs, but she managed to clip them to the suspender belt. Then the black latex dress. Yes, it was very tight on her, and she had to struggle to get the zip up, but nevertheless, she got it on, even if it was stretched tight across her body, emphasising every bulge. She looked at herself in the mirror – a fat tart, but that’s what her husband liked wasn’t it?

Then she looked out her makeup. It was hard to find amongst the things on her dressing table since she didn’t really special occasions, and when was the last one of those? But she found she had quite selection. She made herself up, applying the make up as thickly as possible. She stood back and looked at herself in the mirror. The tight clothes emphasised her fatness, but also, she thought, her womanly curves, and ample tits. Yes, that was a positive way of looking at it. Men would fancy her despite her fatness, like they did the women in the magazine – men other than her husband, who had convinced her that she was ugly and undesirable. Yet, she had never had any trouble getting boyfriends when she was younger. When Bernie had courted her, he had only been one of many suitors, and he’d been the one she’d picked, and had married and had a child by. Anyway looking at her reflection in the mirror, with her pretty face covered in thick make up - blue eye shadow, black eyeliner, dark mascara, dark lipliner, bright red lipstick – she could see, going by the pictures in Bernie’s magazine, that men would find her sexy. Though other women would just be critical, and only see her fatness, emphasised by unsuitable clothes that drew attention to her fatness, and would attract the derisive ‘slut’, or ‘mutton dressed as lamb.’

‘But do you know what?’ She muttered ‘I don’t give a fuck’ immediately feeling exhilarated by using the unfamiliar, for her, swear word.

‘No’ she said louder ‘I don’t give a fucking, fuckety, fuck what people think.’

She had a plan. Bernie worked at a top supermarket’s distribution warehouse, where they prepared internet orders round the clock. This month he was working days, but he often worked nights, so she knew the place would be full of men and women, working away – probably bored stiff, as Bernie often told her. It was worse at nights, he’d said, because you couldn’t even go out to the shops to buy fish and chips, or to take a walk away from the place. Mary had an idea, and decided that she was going to go to there – now, like she was, while Bernie lay, lost to the world, in sleep.

The taxi drew up at the food warehouse, and Mary got out, her short, tight dress rising up her thighs. She could see the cab driver watching her in the mirror. She paid him then teetered in the unfamiliar heels towards the building. It looked empty and silent, but she could see lights glowing from windows, hear the muffled sounds of fork lifts and occasional crashes and shouts.  She wondered how she would get in, and remembered that Bernie had told her that there was an entrance at the back. She walked around the building stumbling in the darkness, and saw a bright light illuminating a small door. Some men stood outside smoking. They looked at her as she approached.

‘Hello love’ one said warmly.

She took a deep breath.

‘Have you got a fag, please mate?’ she asked.

‘Yes, love’ the man offered his cigarette packet, and she took a cigarette- for the first time in eight months- and seductively put it in her mouth, inhaling the smoke as the man lit it for her, letting it drift slowly from her thickly lipsticked lips, then allowing her coat fall open, to reveal her breasts forced from the top of the tight fitting dress, nipples firmly outlined through the clinging fabric; the dress much too short- showing her suspenders and stocking tops.

The men exchanged glances.

‘I’d like a word with someone in charge; I’m Bernie Simpson’s wife.’

‘Well, there’s only the foreman here at the moment, but I can take you to him if you like.’

‘Yes – thank you’.

The man took her inside the building – it was hive of activity. The forklift trucks went back and forth with a loud whining, while men loaded boxes onto wooden palettes. The place was lit by bright artificial lighting. It must be soul destroying to work here Mary thought, no wonder Bernie was usually in a bad mood. She was conscious of men, and it was mainly men, looking at her as she followed the man she’d spoken to. She felt very exposed with the tight, sexy clothing accentuating her big belly, pendulous breasts and wobbly bottom. The man took her to a small office at the end of the main floor, It had an opaque window in a flimsy looking door, that the man knocked at, then pushed open, when a voice shouted ‘come in.’

The foreman sat behind a desk wearing a white coat, with pens in the top pocket. His hair was spiky and gelled in a young man’s style, though his features told that he was no longer young.

‘This lady – she says she’s Bernie Simpson’s wife - wants to see you,’ the man said.

The foreman looked up in surprise.

‘To what do I owe the pleasure?’ he said guardedly.

‘I’m Bernie Simpson’s wife’ she said ‘and I know that you have some issues with my husband, but now you can have a way of getting back at him, and helping me to too. I’ve written down what I’d like you and your staff to do to me – here it is. I hope you will be able to oblige me – in something that should be mutually enjoyable for us both.’ Mary said, and she handed the foreman a sheet of paper on which she’d written some instructions. The foreman took it and read it – ‘Blimey’ he muttered when he was half way through ‘Blimey.’

However, it was arranged that what Mary wanted to happen would happen during the sixty minute break. It was announced over the loudspeaker that Bernie Simpson’s wife was in the building, and wanted to be fucked and humiliated, and anyone who wanted to take part in, or watch or film this, was to make their way to the canteen.

And so Mary’s instructions were carried out. She was seated on a chair with her hands tied behind her back, and various foodstuffs from the warehouse– baked beans, custard, eggs, flour, tomato sauce, mayonnaise, dog food- were poured over her: the eggs smashed into her hair first of all. She felt the yolks trickling down her face, and relished her total humiliation as a fat slut. Eggs were shoved inside her knickers and she felt female hands rub them inside her bra, and over her tits, then her hands were thrust inside her knickers, and the disgusting mess rubbed into her fanny, nearly making her come.

‘Bernie Simpson’s slut wife – what a fucking state’ one of the women said, taking out a lipstick and writing ‘slut’ on Mary’s forehead, and ‘filthy tart’ across her chest

‘Yeah, fancy staying with that creep’ another answered, ‘she deserves all she gets.’

Mary gasped for air as the gunge filled her mouth and nose, and was deafened as her ears were blocked. Finally, a big tub of thick, black treacle was poured over her head, and this oozed over her head,  cutting her off from all sights and sounds, and down over her  plump body. Then a cushion was burst open and the feathers tipped all over her – in a simulated tar and feathering.

When Mary was a completely reeking, slimy mess, she was pushed over a low table where she was instructed to get on all fours, while  men, and some women who happened to have a big black strap on dildo, queued up to fuck her. At the same time cocks were thrust in her mouth for her to suck off. Soon jets of spunk joined the gunk over Mary’s hair and face. Mary felt the cocks and the dildo reaching up deep inside her, up her fanny and her arse, stimulating every sensual nerve ending, and she cried out as she experienced several orgasms in quick succession, gasping through the mess that filled her mouth- her first orgasms in months, since Bernie had given up having sex with her. Then, she was lifted into a wheel barrow, as per her instructions, and wheeled through the warehouse. As she passed men and women laughed and made obscene comments, spat over her, emptied full ashtrays over her, poured coffee dregs on her, and pissed and spat on her.

Finally, everyone drifted back to work, apart from one or two still taking photos on their mobiles –‘these will be going up on the walls, and posted on Facebook’ Jack the foreman said.

‘Good’ Mary said – she liked the thought of her public humiliation, and of Bernie’s related humiliation even more.

Finally, an old blanket was wrapped around her, and a taxi ordered to take her home.

When Mary got home she ran bath, and lay there for a bit, thinking about the night’s events, which cause her to frig herself off, having yet another powerful orgasm God, she hadn’t realised how masochistic she was.  Who cared if she was a bit fat she thought- men still wanted to have sex with her, even if Bernie didn’t. It took ages to clean herself up, but finally, she got out of the bath, finding it impossible to get all the muck out of her hair, dried herself, and, with a turban covering her ruined hairdo, slipped into bed next to Bernie, where he lay, snoring and oblivious.

‘If only you knew’ Mary whispered triumphantly ‘if only you knew?’

And as she lay there awake, next to her bovine, snoring husband, she thought of another plan, even more vindictive than the first, and smiled to herself.

The next morning, after Bernie had left for work, she phoned Jack the foreman, and put her proposition to him.

‘Do you want to get back at my husband – more than we have already, and that slag of a wife of yours?’

Yes’ he said ‘I most certainly do.’

‘Well, I’ve got an idea; why not make them contestants on this game show I read about. I only read about it online, and it’s a cable show, so he won’t know anything about it. What about your wife – does she go online much?’

No,’ she doesn’t bother with it, and we don’t have cable’

‘Anyway if they agree to go on it, it’ll show they don’t know anything about it. It’s only on an obscure cable channel, but it’s basically a porn version of Noel Edmond’s gunge tank, in which people, get humiliated by having all kinds of mess and food thrown over them, with the carrot of a chance of winning a prestigious modelling contract. But the idea is to nominate someone in your family, or a partner, and they come on unwittingly, dressed in their best outfits – to have then completely destroyed. If I nominate your wife, Sandra, under my husband’s name, then she will get her comeuppance, while my husband will also suffer– because she will blame him for setting her up.’

‘Sounds a great idea – I’m all for it.’

And so Mary nominated Sandra to appear on the show using her husband’s name. An acceptance letter came through surprisingly quickly, with instructions to turn up for a live recording before an audience in two weeks time, and, importantly, to bring a change of clothes for afterwards. Mary told her husband only that she had applied and been selected for a special show, which had the prize of a modelling contract, but that she didn’t want to appear –

‘How can I go on such a show looking like this? Do you know of a woman who’d like the chance to win a modelling contract?’ – knowing that he would almost certainly tell Sandra, who would be glad to take up the opportunity, and go with Bernie to the recording. The plan was that Sandra, when she saw an opportunity to appear in a TV show offering a chance to become a model, would want to appear, without looking into it too much. And nor would Bernie think too much about it. He would be happy, basking in Sandra’s gratitude, Mary and Jack correctly surmised, as long as he didn’t have to appear on the show himself, and remained anonymous.

The day of the recording arrived, and Sandra met Bernie to go to the TV studio. She was dressed to the nines in what she regarded as classy, but was actually really slutty. She’d been to the hairdresser especially, and her hair cascaded around her heavily made up face in blonde ringlets. Excited, the pair travelled on the underground to Soho in the West End of London, where the TV studios were. Bernie sat in the audience, while Sandra was taken away to be prepared to take part in the show, about which she had little idea –only that it was a ‘fun quiz show with great prizes.’ She sat in a dressing room until her name was called, , and she teetered nervously on stage in her low cut, red satin blouse; black, wet look, mini skirt; black seamed stockings; and black patent leather high heels. The show was billed as a general knowledge quiz, with the chance to win prices such as foreign holidays, and the ultimate prize of an audition with modelling contract with a major fashion house. Sandra was very good at pub quizzes, and thus confident in her general knowledge.

‘Sandra, here is the first question’ the oleaginous compere asked-

‘What is the capital of Morocco?’

Sandra suddenly felt her mind go blank, and all her knowledge evaporate.

‘I have to hurry you.’

The answer suddenly came to Sandra –

‘Marrakech’ she shouted triumphantly.

‘That’s the wrong answer I’m afraid – the correct answer is Rabat’ the compere said.

At that moment two scantily dressed female assistants emerged with a tray of eggs each, and proceeded to smash them all over Sandra’s lovely hair. Mary watched her TV closely as the yolks ran down Sandra’s horrified face, and over her new clothes, while the audience howled with laughter.

‘Don’t worry Sandra, perhaps you’ll have some better luck with the next question……here it is’ the compere picked a card, seemingly at random -

‘What is the world’s deepest ocean?’

Sandra struggled to organise her thoughts, despite the discomfort and humiliation she was feeling. Part of her wanted to get up and run out, but she thought this would be even more demeaning. Besides, there was the prize –

‘The Atlantic’ she wildly guessed.

‘I’m sorry Sandra that is the wrong answer. The right answer is - Mariana’s Trench is the deepest part of the world’s oceans, and that is in the Pacific Ocean.’

The two young women emerged agin, this time one had a bag of flour, and the other a bottle of tomato ketchup. One liberally tipped the bag of flour all over Sandra’s egg saturated hair, much of which stuck to it, while the remainder cascaded down her face and all over her blouse and skirt, mixing with the eggs that already covered them. The next woman squirted tomato sauce over Sandra’s saturated hair, then pulled her blouse open and squirted ketchup all over her tits. The woman then gently pulled Sandra to her feet, raised her skirt, and pulled the waistband of knickers away from her waist, and squirted the ketchup inside, where Sandra felt the stinking mess running over her freshly washed, shaved and powdered fanny.

Sandra tried to protest, but her mouth was filled with a disgusting mix of eggs, flour and sauce when she opened it.

‘Right Sandra, next question – there’s still a chance to redeem yourself and win a major prize – on what date was the Battle of Trafalgar fought?’

Sandra could hardly speak through the mess, and the overwhelming feeling of humiliation, but she attempted to mutter an answer anyway –

‘1860’ she spluttered through the mess clogging her mouth.

‘1860-is that your final answer Sandra?’

She nodded.

‘I’m sorry, the right answer is 1805.’

The two women emerged again, this time carrying buckets of thick, stinking brown slime– which was tipped over Sandra’s head, down her cleavage, and in her knickers, so that she was a complete wreck – a disgusting smelly blob – as the audience howled with laughter.

‘Sandra, you still have a chance to win the grand prize, the compere announced. The person who nominated you to enter this competition, with its fabulous first prize, wished to remain anonymous, but we are sure that he will not mind sacrificing his anononymity in order to give you a chance to win the prize. The camera turned to where Bernie sat. He squirmed – this was the last thing he wanted, for his affair with a married woman, which had already got him in enough trouble and embarrassment, to be flaunted- still he didn’t suppose anyone they knew watched this channel.

‘Come on up’ the compere said ‘if you want to give Sandra a chance to still win the prize.’

What could Bernie do? Sandra was already probably going to kill him, and if he could only help her to win the prize, then she would instead be eternally grateful. He got up from his seat and walked nervously onto the stage up a short flight of steps.

‘What you have to do to have chance to win the prize is this – you have to dress in Sandra’s messy clothes, and then put on full make up and wig, and high heels, while Sandra has to dress in your clothes. You have four minutes to do this. Are you prepared to undertake this challenge?’

‘Yes’ he said firmly.

‘And what about you Sandra – are you prepared to attempt this task.’

Sandra nodded.

‘Right -your time starts now.’

Bernie struggled out of his clothes as Sandra struggled out of hers. The messy clothes clung to her, and were very difficult to get off. She stumbled and fell trying to get a stocking off and the audience howled. But eventually she stood naked except for her bra and pants. It was a shame that she had chosen the sexy peephole bra, and crotches panties for the occasion, which Bernie had  bought her – exactly the same style he had bought for Mary, and which his wife had worn in order to have sex with his work colleagues. Sandra felt ashamed and humiliated, but didn’t have much time to think about it as she started to don his clothes. He, in turn started to dress in Sandra’s discarded outfit, and then the fun really began. It was very difficult for him to get on her clothes which were far too small for him, apart from being utterly sodden and sticky. However, he managed it eventually, than rapidly began to apply the unfamiliar cosmetics to his face. Sandra didn’t take long to put on his shirt and suit and stood, looking very sexy in her total humiliation, in the four sizes too big, male clothes, her hair and make up a sodden mess. Finally, Bernie stood – clad ludicrously in wet, filthy, female clothing- make up erratically smeared across his face, a wig lopsidedly on his head – breathless.

‘Well done’ the compere said ‘but I’m really sorry, but you didn’t complete the task in the required time limit. I’m so sorry. Give them a big hand ladies and gentlemen.’

The audience clapped and cheered enthusiastically, while Sandra began to cry, as the show finished. And the credits rolled. And, of course, Mary had ‘forgotten’ to pass on the message about bringing a change of clothes for after the show, and  Sandra and Bernie had to go home taxi in the state they’d finished the  show in. Best to say that Sandra wasn’t too pleased with Bernie!

Mary and Jack, Sandra’s husband and Bernie’s foreman, watched the whole scenario on TV, finding it not only hilarious, but a real turn on. Mary was wearing the newly cleaned lingerie from the night in the warehouse (the same set that her husband had also bought for Sandra, and that she’d been revealed wearing on the show for the world to see -duly noted by Mary) along with new black stockings and suspenders, and very high heels. Mary, now proud of her voluptuous sexuality, opened a white baker’s box and took out a huge éclair, and began to eat it, while raising a glass of expensive wine-

‘Cheers’ she smiled.

‘Cheers’ Jack, relaxed in a towelling robe after very satisfying sex with Mary, said.

The fall out from these events was that Sandra split up with Bernie after the game show, and went back to Jack and her family. However, Mary was less forgiving of Bernie, when he returned with his tail between his legs, and she now, suddenly, felt in the dominant position. Through  looking online, she had come to realise that many men loved ‘voluptuous’ women like her, especially submissive men – lusted after them more than conventionally skinny model types. She had suddenly come to realise the power of her sexuality.

‘Things are going to change around here’ she told her husband, lighting a cigarette, causing him to cough.

‘I’ve taken up smoking again, by the way. I know you don’t like it, but I don’t give a shit. Get down on your fucking knees.’

‘What?’

‘You heard –get down on your knees.’

Mary felt somewhat surprised that Bernie actual complied with her demand. She took a deep drag on her cigarette-

‘Open your mouth.’

Bernie again meekly complied, and Mary flicked her ash into his open mouth, before bringing up a big gob of phlegm and spitting in it.

‘There you go’ she said ‘that’s all you’re fucking good for.’

Then she lit two cigarettes and stuck the filter end of each up Bernie’s nostrils, after first taping his mouth with plastic tape.

As Bernie spluttered through his gag, Mary said-

‘You’d better get fucking used to the taste of my smoke.’

Bernie was shocked at the change in his once so unassertive wife, but he seemed unable to do anything about it. He was a beaten man, one who had come to realise his own weakness and vulnerability, and now he found himself strangely turned on by his wife’s aggression.

‘I thought that you looked so comical dressed in Sandra’s clothes on that TV show, but I could see the potential, so I thought that you could do it again – I’ve put some clothes out on the bed that I want you to wear.’

‘No’ Bernie said ‘no- you won’t get me doing anything like that again.’

‘You do what I fucking say now, or you’ll be on the street, going to that cow Sandra and her husband – see it they’ll put you up. Now go and get dressed up in those clothes, you know how to do it.’

Again to her surprise,  Bernie  obediently began dressing in the  women’s clothes that were laid out, and was soon barely recognisable as the bloke he had been, in pink pastels and delicate pale blues, his legs clad in stockings and heels, and his face slathered in make up, like a right tart.

‘You do look a state’ Mary said, but not completely unattractive, I must admit. Since you look just like a woman, you can act like a stereotypical one, by cleaning the house from top to bottom while I’m out.’

Bernie went to protest, but Mary said firmly-

‘Remember you have no choice in the matter unless you want to be out on the street. You made me feel like shit about myself, and I’m going to do the same to you. Remember when you took me dogging, and got all those blokes to piss and wank over me, and fuck me, well, I’m going to do the same to you- dress you like a  sissy slut, and take you dogging and let anyone that wants to fuck you up the arse.’

‘No…..I’m not doing that.’

‘You don’t have any fucking choice.’

But first of all we have to get you ready – have you lose some weight for a start. Unlike me you aren’t actually a woman, and so don’t have that cachet of being attractive to men with a fetish for large women. I mean what gay or bi-sexual man would want to fuck an overweight bloke dressed in drag?’

So, Mary did the most obvious thing - she took him to Weight Watchers. She confidently walked in wearing a skin tight, black latex outfit that emphasised her curves and bulges- her big, sagging breasts, substantial stomach, and plump bottom – of which she had now become so proud. She looked pityingly at Emma, the instructor, scrawny and scarecrow thin – who would fancy her?

‘Oh…it’s good to see you back Mary’ Emma said condescendingly.

‘I haven’t come back actually – but I have brought you a new client, and she called in her abject husband, who was wearing a pale blue trouser suit, discrete makeup, now long hair pinned up beneath a beanie cap.

‘This little sissy needs to lose weight’ Mary said, ‘I’ll be back to pick her up’ before walking out and leaving Bernie there.

At home Mary put Bernie, who she had renamed Bernice, through an intensive course of weight loss – basically by denying him his favourite foods, like chips and pizzas, and the beer he loved, and substituting salads and pulses. She also worked on his deportment and demeanour, training him to walk in heels, speaks like woman, and how to apply makeup and do his, ever lengthening, hair. During this time he also worked doing the household chores, and soon an increasingly feminine persona became apparent. But what he didn’t know was that Mary had been doctoring his meals with hormone tablets crushed into them, and the effects of these were definitely apparent in his higher voice, softer skin, and more placid, feminine manner.

He was now submissive and compliant, schooled in obeying Mary’s instructions. She now realised that he had never been very masculine really – it had all been a façade. He now, in a way, seemed far happier being a woman, and had embraced his new role, constantly looking the mirror, patting his hair, touching up his lipstick, posing coquettishly in his pretty clothes.

After a few weeks Mary decided that the time was right to implement her plan, and told Bernie/Bernice, to go and get in the car, so and she drove him to the dogging area, but not the same part that he used to take her to, but the gay area. She could see the shadowy figures moving around in the trees, and the cars with groups of men around then, pressing up to the windows.

Soon Bernice was posed over the bonnet of the car bent forward, skirt round her waist, legs apart. They didn’t have long to wait before some men became interested, and more than interested, as a cock was quickly pressed up his virgin anus. He moaned and sighed, as his sphincter opened and the thick cock slipped up inside him- pressed right up into him, causing him to moan with involuntary delight. And that was it – his virginity lost – only to be followed by three more cocks. Mary watched, realising, to her surprise, that she was really turned on herself. Just then a handsome young biker stepped forward, cock in hand, to penetrate her vulnerable, though obviously aroused, husband. The biker had huge biceps bursting from a sleeveless denim jacket, adorned with tattoos of skulls and naked women, and Mary suddenly didn’t want to be dominant. She knelt before Bernice’s naked arse, and   grabbed the man’s cock as he was about to thrust it up it, and licked at with her tongue, before guiding it up her husband. As he was penetrated she began to frig herself with her fingers, before imploring he biker-

‘Don’t fuck him, fuck me’ as she  bent over the bonnet of  her car beside her husband, and  the biker obliged by pulling his cock from the sissy’s arse, and sticking it up Mary, who  cried out in delight as she felt it deep inside her. She soon orgasmed, her body shuddering, as the man pulled his cock out and jetted a streamed spunk over her arse cheeks.

‘Bernice will clean it for you’ she said, before addressing her husband –

‘Lick his cock clean, you fucking piece of shit’ 

And Bernice got to her knees and duly obliged. But while Bernice was doing that Mary felt another cock pressing into her from behind, and she spread her legs and bent forward to further accommodate it. Soon the pair of them, wife and sissified husband was being fucked by a number of rough strangers, as the rest of the biker gang lined up to fuck them, along with several female bikers with big strap on dildos. By the end Mary felt a completely abject slut, delighted in it, and realised that she hadn’t left her masochistic leanings behind completely, but when she looked at her husband her pleasure in seeing him so humiliated made her realise that her newly dominant side was still strong, and preponderant –in his case anyway.

Mary really inhabited her new, dominant role, and Bernice began to inhabit hers – as encouraged by Mary. At first he didn’t feel he had any choice, but had to admit to himself that he was now actually beginning to enjoy and embrace it.

Mary began to meet men, and sometimes women, and bring them home to have sex with them. Bernice would be waiting to act a sissy maid – cleaning the house thoroughly beforehand, and helping assist in the sexual activity, and watch as his wife was penetrated by cocks far bigger than the one s/he possessed, and clear up afterwards. His tongue was much in use in these situations, but not his, now shrunken through lack of use and hormones, penis.

One day, as the sissy was dusting the living room in preparation for Mary returning with her latest potential lovers, Bernice thought s/he heard a familiar voice –

‘Yeah, he was always a total loss in bed’ a woman sneered.

Yes, he knew that voice, and later his suspicions were confirmed when Sandra came tottering in on six inch heels, a blast of powerful perfume preceding her.

‘So this is how the creep turned out - became a sissy, a wannabe woman. Well, I have to say that it doesn’t surprise me – It doesn’t surprise me in the slightest. He never was very masculine.’

Accompanying Sandra was a big black man, introduced as Bobby.

‘Well, you can be instrumental in the further transformation of him into a “real” woman, and I believe that Bobby can assist with that.’

‘Always glad to provide any help I can.’ Bobby said.

‘He’s got a gigantic cock, and we all know where it’s going to end up, don’t we?’ Sandra laughed unpleasantly, as her humiliated ex-lover cowered.

‘I’m in charge here now, by the way, and you have to do whatever I tell you to do.’ Mary said, suddenly stern, which shocked Sandra.

‘That’s fine’ Sandra said ‘just as long can I can get revenge on the creep of a husband of yours – though he doesn’t look very much like husband material now.’

‘He never was darling – it was just that I was so submissive and scared that he was able to dominate me – but the boot’s, or perhaps that should be the high heel, is very firmly on the other foot now’ Mary said.

Sandra laughed, opening her bright pink lipsticked mouth to reveal perfect white teeth –

‘You’re certainly right about that – actually he, or should that be she, looks like a quite a pretty woman – who would have thought it. I shall take great delight in seeing her deflowered and initiated into the art of interracial sex.’

‘I can’t wait’ Bobby said ‘she looks such a sexy little thing.’

‘I remember that game show so well – how humiliated I felt when they tipped all that muck over me – and then they still gave  us hope that we had a chance of winning the prize by further humiliating ourselves – what mugs we were.’

‘Well, I’m afraid you’re going to get a bit more humiliation now – as well as a chance to get your own back on your  ex -boyfriend, who was, and is still, married to me, when you were cavorting with him.’

‘Yes, but you’ve already got your own back, duping us to appear on that terrible game how – everyone has been laughing at me since.’

‘But what you put me through was terrible as well, making me feel like shit all that time. My husband chose you- a slim, tarty slut, over his own wife, whom he verbally abused because of her weight, and made feel guilty. So I think I’m entitled to a little more amusement from your discomfort. Anyway, that’s the deal – if you don’t like it fuck off, but stay – and you will be able to further delight in that piece of shit’s humiliation – but  in payment you will have to endure a bit of humiliation yourself.’

‘OK – just tell me what you want me to do- and I’ll obey, and so will Bobby.’

Mary picked up a big, black strap on from a coffee table, and fastened it around herself –

‘I’ve always wanted to do this, and you’re definitely someone I want to do it to. Pull your knickers down and bend over that chair.’

Sandra opened her mouth to protest, but thought better of it, and complied, bending over the chair, so that her little brown bum hole, and pink inner fanny were revealed for all see.

Mary poked the dildo up against the entrance to her cunt, and was somewhat surprised to see it glistening with wetness, and then she suddenly pressed it up deep and hard, right up inside, and pushed her hips back and forwards rhythmically until Sandra exploded with an enormous orgasm.

Mary stepped back, breathless, and let the dildo slip from Sandra’s fanny. Sandra fell forward, breathing heavily herself. Mary looked down at the   dildo shining with Sandra’s most intimate juices, and went round in front of

‘Lick it clean she said’ and Sandra obeyed, lapping at the huge dildo with her tongue. Then Mary took great delight in wanking Bobbie’s cock off into her former nemesis’s cute face, with its heavy layer of slap. As the spunk dripped down Sandra’s face, Mary said

‘What a fucking dirty slapper.’

How she delighted in seeing that woman who she’d once been so envious of, with her slim figure with its firmly prominent breasts, her blonde hair, and plumped pout- always outlined with thick brown lipliner filled in with bright pink lipstick. To see a woman whom all the men, including her husband, lusted after – unlike herself , who’d been made to feel unattractive– now getting her comeuppance, was not only very satisfying to Mary, but an incredible turn on.

‘Repeat after me’ Mary said –‘I’m nothing but a common slut and a whore- a right tart who’ll sleep with anything in trousers.’

Sandra slowly repeated the words, and Mary even felt herself feeling a little sorry for her, as she spluttered through a mouthful of spunk. But then she thought ‘why should I feel sorry for her after what she did to me – carrying on with my husband, while he made me feel like rubbish.’

Mary looked at Sandra’s bright pink lips, which had always seemed to her a symbol of everything she represented that she herself didn’t have, and picked up Sandra’s expensive designer handbag and shoved her hand inside and rifled through the contents, until her fingers grasped the cylindrical tube of a lipstick, which she took out. Then she unscrewed the lipstick until the vivid pink tip appeared, almost indecently, and wrote ‘Pig’ on Sandra’s forehead, then on her chest, just above her tits, she wrote ‘Filthy Slut.’

And now it was time for the main event, and Mary ordered Bernice to bend over the table, while she ordered Sandra to suck Bobby’s dick to make it hard. Then Sandra lubed said dick, as instructed, and guided the huge member into the entrance to Bernice’s anus. Bobby slowly pressed his big, ebony cock forward until Bernice’s sphincter opened and to receive it, moaning as Bobby banged away, to encouragement from Sandra, until he began to shudder as he shot his load right up inside the abject sissy.

‘Ha-ha, ha’ Mary laughed ‘he really is a “she” now-even if he wasn’t before. How many cocks are that she’s had?’ Mary asked rhetorically, giving Bernice’s arse a quick kick with the pointed toe of her stiletto heeled shoe.

‘Ow’ Bernice squealed, and Mary kicked it again, harder.

Mary suddenly realised that she had a full bladder, so she looked around, and seeing Sandra’s designer handbag standing beside a chair, she picked it up, crouched over it and peed into it – all over the mobile phone, make-up, diary etc., in the bag. Then she asked –

‘Anyone else wants a piss’.

‘Yeah, sure’ Bobby said and  directed his now flaccid big back cock  over the bag and let forth torrent of yellow pee, and Bernice eagerly seized the opportunity to get back at his ex mistress, by pissing in the bag too. Then, Mary picked up a full ashtray and tipped that into the designer bag.

‘Thanks very much’ Sandra said sarcastically –‘that bag cost a fortune, and it’s got an expensive mobile phone in it too.’

‘Well I told you you’d have to endure some humiliation yourself if you wanted to see Bernice humiliated.’

Sandra frowned.

‘Now I need a shit’ Mary said ‘and I want you to be my personal toilet – lay down on the floor in the bathroom, and prepare yourself for me, I’ll be in in a minute.’

‘I’m not doing that’ Sandra said.

‘So do you want everyone to read about how you fucked another woman’s husband, and tried to wreck two families? And to see pictures of your game show humiliation and your humiliation here - all over the internet? Anyway, I’ve changed my mind, I’m not going  to shit in your mouth’ and with that Mary picked up Sandra’s handbag again, crouched over it and shit inside it, using Sandra’s discarded knickers to wipe herself, before rolling them up and thrusting them into Sandra’s mouth.

Mary clicked away with her camera –

‘These photos are going straight up on the internet’ she said.

From then on Mary led a fulfilling life – having sex with lots of men, who actually found her voluptuous figure very sexy, and she became much in demand. So much so that she was able to charge a large fee for her services. Bernie/Bernice stayed up home doing all the cooking and cleaning, and had to be ready to work as a sissy maid when Mary brought men back, as she did frequently.

While Sandra, having failed to become a conventional model, was only able to get work as a Splosh and BDSM model, where she would regularly be humiliated in fetish films by having food thrown over her, or being peed on, or worse. Though being humiliated was something she had come to enjoy. Mary, on the other hand, really grew into her hotwife and dominatrix roles, and men were very keen to pay her large sums of money to humiliate them, using the skills she had acquired through dominating her husband. So successful was she, that she was able to turn one room of the house into a torture chamber – with its own live in sissy maid- Bernice, of course.  No longer did Mary worry about her weight, but  realised that  her  fuller figure was what made her attractive, and her husband, and women like Sandra and  Becky at Weight Watchers, had made her feel guilty about this, because of their own insecurities.

Bernice could often be seen in the local park pushing a baby buggy with a black baby in it. Though it wasn’t actually a real baby, but a realistic looking latex rubber doll. This was one of Mary’s little tricks to humiliate her feminised, hormonally assisted husband. For years he had badgered his wife about her failure to conceive a child, though the problem may not have been hers, since her husband wouldn’t undertake a medical examination himself. Anyway, this was another way Mary used to get back at Bernie, now Bernice, by making him/her care for a pretend baby. And s/he seemed just like any other anxious mother walking her child in the park, hair up under a pink cap; face lightly made up; heavy hips wobbling and large breasts jiggling, beneath tight black leggings and a fluffy pink top. Yes, Bernice had put on weight, and was now, on Mary’s orders, a regular at Weigh Watchers!
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