

Susan’s Humiliation

Chapter 1

My name is Susan – a wife and mother aged 42 – still attractive, I like to think, but whose life had got into a bit of a rut. I am a successful career woman, as well as a wife and mother, who seems outwardly to have all the benefits of a professional, middle-class lifestyle. So, you might ask, what possessed me to seek out humiliation at the hands of strangers I would never usually mix with in real life. Well, the answer is…I don’t know, but all I know is that it became a compulsion for me. I’d been feeling invisible: my husband and children ignored me – as well as holding down a part time job as a research analyst, I was expected to do all the household chores, and put their dinners on the table with barely a thank you in return. I began to trawl websites late at night when my husband was in bed. Adult Dating websites, that catered for people who wanted illicit sex outside of their everyday relationships. All kinds of swingers, fetishists and fantasists advertised on these websites, often posting graphically sexual photos of themselves. Suddenly I felt desires and compulsions I’d  hardly been aware of, and I found myself posting my own  sexy photo, face obscured , of course, with a  plea to be contacted by a couple who wanted to meet and  humiliate  a “posh, sexy MILF” like myself – and the replies poured in.  And that is how I came to be visiting Vic and Tracey. What made me choose them? Well, there was something about them – their complete difference to my own social circle. Vic, a barrel chested, shaven headed man with a huge beer gut, and tattoos, posed in pair of skimpy leopard skin trunks, while his younger partner Tracey, was the stereotypical blonde slut, in her basque, stockings and suspenders. I immediately began to fantasize about being humiliated by such a couple, and, with trembling fingers as I typed; I made arrangements with them to go to their home. Little did I realize that my wildest fantasies of debasement and humiliation would be fulfilled, and then some.

I told my husband  that I was spending the evening at a  jewelry making evening class, that I’d enrolled in, and I’d bought some cheap jewelry from a  charity shop in case he asked me what I’d made there when I  got back. Though, he barely showed any interest, and hardly looked away from the TV when I left the house. If only he knew where I was really going.

God, I felt so nervous, that first time I visited Vic and Tracey. What, I wondered, would my husband, Simon, and Phillip and Mark, my two kids, think, if they could see me here, walking down a filthy, urban street, with my hair freshly coiffed at a top West End salon, and wearing an expensive pale grey trouser suit.  Here I was - in downtown south London, an area that I would never normally be seen dead in. I didn’t know why I was there, but all I did know is that I couldn’t turn back. I’d come this far and felt compelled to carry on in spite of myself, and an insistent voice that kept saying “turn back, you shouldn’t be doing this”.

Anyway, I found the right street, and walked slowly down it, trying it find Number 23.  It had an overgrown garden and a cracked footpath. It looked more down at heel than the other houses in the street. I had a sudden urge to run away, but something forced me inexorably on. I was in the porch - I pressed the buzzer. After what seemed an eternity I heard the door being opened.  The door was opened by a man I recognized as Vic. He was taller and burlier than I had expected. I could see his powerful shoulders through his black t-shirt, as well as his large stomach. He looked very strong and manly compared to Simon, with his skinny build and stooped shoulders, and I felt my stomach churn with anticipation.

“Come in love” Vic said.

I followed him through a dark passage into a large dimly lit room. I recognized Tracey sitting in an armchair. She was wearing a black and red basque and black stockings.  Her opulent, creamy breasts were squeezed out of the top of the basque, and there was a glimpse of white thigh above her stockings. She languidly puffed at a cigarette. She looked the type of unashamedly tarty woman I had always slightly envied, though publicly criticized. I felt myself being really attracted to her although I had never had sex with a woman. 

“Take a seat” Vic said. “By the way we’ve given you a new name, which is the one we will address you by when you’re with us - one that’s more appropriate to your station here. It’s Bimbi. So, what would you like to drink Bimbi?”

“What have you got?” I asked timidly.

“Beer, whiskey, vodka, tea, coffee”.

“Vodka and orange, please, if you‘ve got it” I said.

Vic went away to the kitchen.

“So you want to be humiliated do you love? Tracey asked - an amused tone in her broad cockney accent

I nodded nervously.

“Well, we thought a good start would be to have you dressed up as a right slapper. A bit like me in fact. I know it would be humiliating for you too dress like me -especially in public”. She laughed. I felt myself recoiling in horror at the last bit.

Vic walked in with my drink, and he also carried a handful of brightly colored material. He gave me my drink and threw the material onto the floor at my feet. This is what you’ll be wearing. He laughed. And I realized that the material was skimpy clothing. I quickly drank my drink - I needed it. Vic observing that I had finished said -

“Right let’s get down to business. Got those posh clothes off and those things on - that’s your new identity -a right slut. Go on”, he said, noticing my hesitation -“we’re in character now; you want to be dominated and humiliated don’t you? Well you’ve got to do whatever we say“.

“Where can I get changed” I said in a small voice.

“Here” Tracey said, “We want to watch your transformation from a stuck up bitch into a right little tart who’ll shag anything in trousers“.

With trembling hands I undid the buttons of my expensive grey suit jacket and slipped it over my shoulders.

“Where shall I put it?” I asked lamely.

“Just put your clothes on the chair and I’ll take care of them” Tracey said.

“Thanks” I said passing her the jacket.

Tracey got up and took it in her hands with their bright red fingernails, and sat down. Then she took a drag of her cigarette, flicked the ash off and applied the burning end to the fabric of the jacket. I watched in horror as a hole appeared in the fabric.

“Oh so sorry“, she laughed before dropping the jacket onto the floor.

“Carry on” Vic said as I looked on, shocked. I unzipped my trousers and sat back down heavily in my seat as I struggled to get the legs over my feet. I was mortified with shame, but incredibly excited as well.  I dropped the trousers onto the floor and stood in my underwear before them I was so self-conscious about my body - my saggy breasts and my flabby stomach and thighs, and now I was showing it off before complete strangers, and feeling excited as well as ashamed.

“Right get the underwear off“, Vic said.

I undid my bra and let it slip to the floor. Then I pulled down my knickers -now they could see everything.

“The collar and cuffs don’t match“, Tracey said, looking at my light brown pubic hair which was opposed to my head of reddish tinted, expensively coiffed hair.

I picked up the underwear that Vic had brought in - cheap red and black fabric. I pulled on the knickers and realized that they were crotchless. Similarly, the bra was peep-holed. Next was a suspender belt and black seamed stockings which I had to sit down to ease up my legs. The feel of the fabrics on my flesh was very sexy, as the fact that two strangers were watching me. The outfit was completed by a flimsy diaphanous black nylon top, and a red PVC mini skirt. Tracey reached down beside her chair to a shoe box. She opened it and took out the highest pair of black heels that I had ever seen and passed them over to me. I put them, got up, and wobbled about precariously. I couldn’t believe I was wearing such clothes - I did feel like a complete tart - as if I had sloughed off one identity with my clothes for another, darker, but more liberated one.

“Right, I’ll do your make-up“, Tracey said. “Sit down“.

I sat and Tracey came around behind me with a bag of cosmetics, and began to apply make up to my eyes: blue eye shadow, black eyeliner, mascara. Then she outlined my lips with a pencil, before filling them in with bright red lipstick. God I couldn’t believe the transformation: a dark rimmed eyed, red lipped harlot looked back at me from the mirror.

“Cigarette? “Tracey asked, proffering a packet of Benson and Hedges.

“No, I don’t” I said

“Well you do now. All sluts like you smoke“.

I gingerly took a cigarette out of the packet and numbly put it in my mouth. I had never really smoked -just a couple of experiments at school and college when I decided I hated the vile taste. Plus I had always been keen on taking care of my health. However, I had always seen smoking as vampish and sexy looking, and had had a certain envy of women who looked cool and provocative smoking. Taking a cigarette and putting it in my mouth made me feel really sexy, especially the way I was dressed.

Tracey lit the cigarette and I took a puff and coughed - it was horrible. I looked around for an ashtray to stub the cigarette out, but Tracey motioned against it.

“You have to smoke while you’re Bimbi” she said. “Bimbi is a smoker“.

“Right, Vic said. “We want you to go on a little errand down to the shops“.

“Shall I put my clothes back on?” I said.

“No -you’re to go as you are, that’s part of it the humiliation. We want you to go to the newsagent on the corner and buy a magazine from the top shelf - a Readers’ Wives magazine“.

“Here’s your bag“, Tracey said handing me tiny shoulder bag, “it’s got your cigarettes and make-up in it and enough money to buy a magazine. That’s all you need. .And here’s your jacket” - she handed me a skimpy, plastic, mock crocodile skin bolero jacket, which was incredibly cheap and sluttish looking.

With that I was ushered out of the door:

“Don’t throw your fag away - we’ll be watching you out of the window“. I click-clacked down the path and out onto the street. The heels were so hard to walk in. I couldn’t believe I was allowing, no encouraging, people to make me go out in public dressed like a prostitute. I took a tentative puff of the cigarette - it made me feel dizzy. A group of young lads passed me, leering –

“What a slapper”, one said.

. I felt very self conscious, tottering down the street. I thought that I must look ridiculous as well as like a tart. The vinyl skirt barely covered the tops of my stocking. I had to pull the little jacket around me to stop my nipples from showing through the flimsy blouse fabric. Eventually I saw the newsagent. I walked to the door. A man in front held the door open for me, ogling me as I walked by him into the shop. I gazed, terrified, towards the rack of newspapers and magazines- forcing my eyes up to the top shelf.  I felt that everyone in the shop was looking at me. I tottered over to the magazine shelf and quickly surveyed the adult magazines. I just felt like grabbing the first one I could, but I remembered that I had to get a Readers’ Wives one. I saw one – ‘Razzle Readers’ Wives’ - The Original and Best’, I reached quickly and snatched it down. There was a picture of a semi-naked woman on the front with her nipples blacked out. - “Grab a handful” - the garish print said. As if in a dream I walked to the counter. Fortunately there was no -one ahead of me. The newsagent stared blatantly at my breasts, and took the magazine and put it in a brown paper bag. He handed it to me – “£3.75” he said “Are you in there yourself then love?” I blushed as I fumbled for the money and rushed from the shop and back up the road as fast as I could walk in my heels. The short walk to Vic and Tracey’s seemed to take an age; however, I eventually turned into the path leading to their front door.  The door opened just as I was walking up it. Vic held the door open for me:

“We were watching for you from the window” Vic said. “You got it then?”

“That was humiliating” I said.

“Good” Vic replied, “that’s what you wanted isn’t it?”

I nodded.

“Take a seat love“, Tracey patted the settee.

I sat on the settee with Vic and Tracey either side of me. The magazine was on my lap.

“Let’s have a look inside” Vic said, reaching over me and opening the magazine to a page at random. There were several photos of Jackie, 45, from York. She was dressed similarly to me in a black bra and stockings, but with no knickers, and sat with her legs apart holding her fanny open with damply glistening fingers. She was by no means pretty or conventionally attractive - she was plump with an ordinary face underneath heavy make-up, but she was undeniably sexy. She was outside of all the norms of what we are taught, as women, is attractive and acceptable in our society, but there was something liberating about her  sexiness, although I knew rationally that  such objectification of women was completely wrong – but there was nothing coldly rational about what I was doing. I felt incredibly aroused by the fact that I, too, could be sexy if she could, and men would buy the magazine to ogle my picture.

“I think we should photograph you like that Vic said and send the picture to the magazine“. At the same time he eased his hand up my leg and began softly stroking my pussy. I felt myself growing moist as Vic’s fingers expertly caressed my clit through my knickers. I thought briefly that he seemed to know far more about arousing a woman than Simon.

“Ah” he said “nice and hairy, just what I like”.

Before I knew it Tracey was easing my panties down, unclipping my stockings then clipping them back again as my knickers were pulled over my shoes. I didn’t protest - I was just overcome with desire - desire to be used in every possible way by this filthy couple.  I obediently followed Tracey’s instructions to copy the woman in the photo, and I found myself holding my wet pussy open to Vic’s camera as he snapped away. I felt like a completely wanton harlot as I pouted at the camera. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

Tracey put a cigarette in my mouth and lit it. I coughed, but spontaneously blew out the smoke in what I tried to make a sexy manner, as Vic snapped away.

I posed in variety of positions, holding my pussy open, stroking it and my engorged nipples, then with my backside to the camera - exposing my wet pussy and little brown bum hole. Those intimate places that only my husband usually saw - now I was exposing them to the whole world.

Soon Vic said, “Right, that’s enough - we’ll send them to the magazine. You’ll get a bit of money - about 50 quid, depending how many they publish.”

I tingled involuntarily. Yes, I would like to be like the woman in the magazine - there for anyone to masturbate over.

“Right get on your knees - here” Tracey said, pointing to the floor in front of her.

I knelt before Tracey.

“Right” she said, “you’ve become a smoker and now you’re going to become an ashtray -you won’t be so hoity -toity then“. She put her cigarette between her thickly lipsticked lips and drew heavily on it.

“Open your mouth” she commanded.

I opened my own crimson lips and felt the hot ash on my tongue as Tracey flicked her cigarette ash into my mouth. I coughed and spluttered at the acrid taste. Then I coughed again as Tracey blew smoke into my face. Then she took another two puffs, creating a long tube of ash, which she balanced before flicking it into my mouth which I obediently opened. My knees were aching from kneeling. I felt completely abased, but somehow I felt as if I had come home, home to a delicious enjoyment in my own degradation, where all my dreams had come true. Then she put the filter of the cigarette into my mouth. I coughed and spluttered on the smoke, almost choking. After a few seconds she took it out and put it into her own mouth taking a long drag before blowing a plume of smoke into my face and then flicking the ash into my mouth again. Next she picked up her ashtray overflowing with lipsticked stubs and ash, and deposited it over my head. I gasped as the mess ran down my face.

.“Right“, Tracey said, “I want you to suck Vic’s cock“.

I looked over to where Vic sat grinning. He had now taken his cock out of his trousers and was fondling it. It looked enormous to me as I went to get up.

“No, crawl “Tracey ordered.

I crawled over to Vic and tenderly grasped his huge cock. I so wanted to pleasure him. I bent my mouth to the throbbing cock and kissed it, catching a faint whiff of pee, which excited me even more. Simon had liked me to suck his cock in the days when we used to have sex together - and I had done it rather dutifully, but at least I had some experience. This time I certainly wasn’t being dutiful though. Vic groaned as I sucked at his engorged bell-end.

“Yeah. I like that“.

I sucked vigorously away, massaging his cock with my hand at the same time.

“Now lick me out“, I heard Tracey’s voice from across the room, so I crawled towards her, giving Vic a good view of my little brown bum hole and my pussy.

Tracey’s pussy was surrounded by thick brown hair. She sat with her legs wide open, holding her wet gash open with her fingers with their scarlet fingernails. I put my mouth to her pussy -another powerful smell, this time the distinctive aroma of woman. I probed with my tongue, finding the little pink pleasure button, and began to dart my tongue enthusiastically around it.

Just then I felt something touching my own pussy, pressing its way inside. I realized that it was Vic’s cock. Gradually he eased it into me, and I realized how wet I was. He began to fuck me rhythmically, while I continued lapping at Tracey’s pussy. Her juices were running down my chin and she was moaning louder and louder, until she shuddered to a climax. A moment later, she said -

“Now lick my arsehole. Put your tongue up my arsehole and lick it out“. She turned over and awkwardly got onto her knees -presenting me with her flabby, white bum cheeks bulging out of her crotchless panties. I could see her wrinkled bum hole - was I really going to do something so illicit as put my tongue up another woman‘s anus. My trembling excitement told me that I was. Vic pulled his cock out of my pussy.

“Go on - lick her arsehole” he exclaimed. “Stick your tongue up her arse“.

At the same time I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to my own most intimately dirty place, slowly trying to press inside, while I probed Tracey’s brown, wrinkled bum hole with my tongue. How disgusting, I was being anally penetrated while putting my tongue inside another woman’s anus. Since I was a young girl I had been taught that bottoms were dirty and disgusting never to be revealed to anyone., and to be so abused had been the subject of my most taboo, and therefore most exciting, fantasies.

As I pressed my tongue inside Tracey she let out a loud fart which stank. Then I winced as I felt Vic’s cock penetrating me, gradually going up inside my back passage - the ultimate humiliation I had so craved.  I pressed myself back as if I was going to the toilet, then felt Vic’s cock pop inside my most shamefully, secret place. It seemed as if my whole being was being filled, as if Vic’s cock was going right up into my brain. I licked inside Tracey’s anus as Vic got harder and harder, and I groaned with pain. Suddenly I felt him come. A man had ejaculated up my arse. I could feel his semen trickling down onto my pussy.  He then came around in front of me and pulled my head away from Tracey’s bum, and stuck his filthy cock in my mouth.

“Give it a good clean” he said.

Now I was truly defiled. Nevertheless, I licked and sucked away at his cock, licking his cum off of it, tasting my own dirt at the same time. I felt his cock growing hard again in my mouth. Tracey was still on all fours, her bum hole gaping open, and Vic suddenly turned and pressed his cock firmly against it. I watched as it slowly went up inside Tracey hearing her gasp. He thrust his cock up inside her several times before turning back to me, back to my mouth. I tasted Tracey’s dirt on his cock as I enthusiastically sucked away. I felt something at my fanny - it was Tracey’s tongue, licking my sloppy fanny, darting at my throbbing clit. Suddenly, I shuddered to an enormous orgasm, my body shaking and trembling. At the same time Vic pulled his cock out of my mouth and jerked at it with his hand – his orgasm exploding into my face. A jet of cum blinded me in one eye while another spurt went over my already soiled hair. Then Tracey was grasping me by my filthy hair, pulling my head to her fanny - where I commenced licking at her swollen clitty until she suddenly juddered to another climax. She fell back onto the floor and a stream of steaming liquid cascaded over her. I looked round to see that Vic was peeing  on her fanny - just in time to receive a jet of the hot liquid over  my face, some going into my open mouth and making me splutter, while more went over my ruined hair. God, I really was a satiated, humiliated, disgusting slut. My wildest fantasies had come true.

I cleaned myself up as best I could with the tissues Tracey handed me, before disappearing with Vic. I went to the bathroom but the door was locked. I heard the sound of a shower from within, and went back to the living-room to wait my turn. Before long Tracey appeared. She was showered and changed.

“If you give me my clothes Tracey, I’ll get cleaned up, then be off”.

“I put them in the bin -outside in the garden. If you want them you’ll have to get them out. You’re not allowed to get cleaned up here. That‘s part of your humiliation“..

“I’ll have to get my clothes - I can’t go home like this“.

“Suit you” she said.

I looked down at my laddered stockings, filthy mini skirt and soiled, transparent blouse, revealing my left nipple poking out of my peephole bra. It was bad enough that my hair was matted and filthy and stinking of pee.

I went out into the garden, and took the black rubbish sack out of the bin.  It was raining as I tugged at the knot of the black, plastic bin bag, eventually managing to open it after breaking a red fingernail in the process. I looked inside. My clothes were there mixed up with a mess of rotting food and rubbish. I gathered my things together and went back into the house.  I pulled my suit jacket and trousers and shoes out and my heart sank - they were filthy and covered with stains from the rotting food. They also stank.  However, I had no choice but to wear them, since they would at least cover me up. Back in the house Vic offered to ring me a taxi as I struggled out of my tart’s outfit and into the rancid ruined suit. Soon the taxi arrived and I tried to keep out of the taxi driver’s eye line as we drove home.

When the taxi drew our outside my house I quickly paid the driver and rushed inside, glad that my husband and kids were out at work and school. However, I knew that I had to get cleaned up quickly so that I could prepare the dinner for when they got in so they wouldn’t think anything was amiss. Well, it was highly unlikely that they would ever suspect that their dutiful, dull wife and mum had been involved in torrid, humiliating sex with a couple she had met over the internet. However, I must keep things as seemingly normal as possible. I threw off my clothes and ran myself a bath. Soon I was luxuriating in the hot water scrubbing myself clean of the filth. I felt guilty and ashamed - and, consequently, incredibly fulfilled. Vic and Tracey had realized all my fantasies of complete abasement. I thought that they were going a bit too far by making me travel home in such a state, but I realized that that was the sort of thing I wanted. As I toweled myself dry I glanced at my face in the mirror -it looked sad and vulnerable: totally unattractive and unglamorous. Yet I had just felt so attractive and sexy.  I thought of Vic’s massive cock and Tracey’s plump, sensuous body and wet, hairy fanny. How had I been so turned on by people like that, yet I had, and I was getting a tingling in my pussy thinking about it, and ……..and I felt compelled to see them again.

What was it that compelled me? I didn‘t know, but, how I had relished it - relished the exquisite experience of being humiliated: it felt so gorgeous, such a masochistic expiation of guilt, to be so free to surrender to my deepest desires because someone else had made me, and to be such an abject slut -to be used and abused at will. Yes, I must see Vic and Tracey again, I thought as I prepared dinner.

That evening Simon and the boys carried on their normal banter about football - as if I was invisible- as usual. I smiled secretly to myself.  If only they knew, I thought, If only they knew.

Chapter 2

I had arranged to see Vic and Tracey in two weeks time., and I was so excited when the time came and I went to their house, again telling Simon I was going to my jewellery class (he’d been impressed with what I’d ‘made’  the last time)

“We’re going out tonight “Tracey said, as she helped me dress in similar tarty clothes and make-up as before, as I again felt the tingling excitement and fear I the pit of my stomach. However, before we went out Vic passed me an open magazine:

“Here, take a look at this” he said.

I took the magazine and looked - a picture of an extremely tarty looking woman holding her pussy open with one hand, while with the other she held a cigarette to her red lips. Then other pictures of the woman stroking her pussy and breasts, and showing her bum to the camera. She looked incredibly self-assured and sexy. I felt a pang of jealousy.

“Very sexy“, I said.

“Do you know who it is?” Vic asked. I looked closer and suddenly realized that it was me. I felt a tingle of excitement - God. I looked such a sexy tart.

I read the blurb beneath the pictures.

“Bimbi, 34, of London - her fantasy is for a readers of the magazine to wank all over her photos“.

I imagined men all over the country looking at my photos and becoming aroused. Leaving their work stations to sneak of to the office, or factory toilets to masturbate. Then leaving the soiled magazine in the toilet for the next man to come in and get hard looking at my picture.

We were soon sitting in a seedy pub. I had noticed the motor bikes parked outside, and realized that the clientele included a large group of bikers and their girlfriends, who leered at me contemptuously.

I felt most uncomfortable as I sat at a table with Tracey while Vic got the drinks in, crossing my legs so that no-one could see up my skirt, and thus revealing my stocking tops. I tried to pull my skirt down but couldn’t. I was clearly available, putting myself on show for any man who wanted to put his cock up me.

What would my friends in the reading group think, and what about my family. They’d be shocked and amazed. I noticed that Vic was having a word with one of the bikers, and as he bought the drinks over he had a huge grin on his face. He put down the drinks on the table.

“We’ve arranged a surprise for you Bimbi - something you’ll really enjoy“.

“What?” I asked nervously.

“Drink your drink and you’ll find out.”

I quickly took a large gulp of my double vodka and orange. Tracey offered me a cigarette and I took it and put it in my mouth, coughing as Tracey lit it., which spoilt somewhat my desire to look cool and sexy. I noticed that the biker Vic had spoken to was laughing with some of the others and they were all looking in my direction. I caught his eye and reddened, and he raised his glass and grinned. He had long oily black hair and a black beard, but was definitely sexy in his leather jacket and tight jeans. Some of the women wore similar garb whilst others had short skirts and high heels - I look just like them I thought, suddenly ashamed. I tried to smoke like them with a cool, tarty insouciance.  But I knew I was nothing like them - I was an impostor, and they knew it.

“Do you fancy them?” Vic said with a leer. “Well, your luck’s in -drink up.”

I finished my drink and Vic got out of his seat and motioned me to follow him. We went into a large room at the back of the pub, where some of the bikers were playing pool.

The leader came up to me.

“I hear you have fantasies about being humiliated by a bit of rough. Well I have a fantasy of fucking a posh bird like you and taking her down a peg or two - so do my mates.”

Everyone laughed at this. A tall blonde woman spoke, her mouth a slash of red lipstick, her breasts bulging out of a low cut top.

“I’m going to enjoy this -come on girls, let’s get her ready”.

Suddenly I felt hands grabbing me and forcing my body over a conveniently situated builders’ trestle. My knickers were simultaneously pulled down and my hands tied behind my back with a stocking. .

One of the women took out a lipstick and grinning wrote something on my forehead. I later discovered this was “slut“. She then went behind me and wrote something on my naked bum (it was “stick cocks here and here“, with arrows pointing to my pussy and bum hole).

The women held me from each side forcing the top half of my body down and also ripping open my top and feeling my breasts through the peephole bra. A wadge of black sump oil was slapped onto my freshly washed and teased hair. I was incredibly aroused and incredible ashamed at the same time, which made me even more aroused. To think that I was exposing my pussy and bum hole to a pub full of bikers was like an orgasmic dream.

“Go on Len, go on my son,” I heard a shout Then I felt the tip of a cock on my fanny which began swelling and opening, while another huge cock appeared before my face. I could smell stale sweat and pee, before it was eased into my mouth. I was being penetrated at both ends, whilst simultaneously being groped by the women. I felt fingers on my clitty -expertly stroking it. I jerked with excitement, despite the awful things that were happening to me. I never thought that things would go this far, but now they had I must admit I was really turned on. I felt a scratching at my bum hole, that delicate secret, shameful place which was now so exposed, and then I felt what felt like a finger up push into the brown wrinkled little hole. I realized that it was on of the women’s fingers, for I could feel her long fingernail scratching my back passage. I felt my anus open as the finger probed and popped inside.  I involuntarily tightened my ring on the finger and felt

the fingernail sharp inside. I felt a thick wetness inside my back passage, which I later discovered was a wad of black engine oil on the end of her finger. The cock in my mouth, its base being caressed by a woman’s hand, was starting to shudder, and suddenly it was pulled out and the woman holding it directed several thick jerks of cum into my face and hair. Cum stung my eyes and trickled off my nose and chin. A second later I felt the cock pull out of my pussy and a huge jet of cum spurt over my back. I could still feel

the finger inside my back passage but it was pulled out leaving a thick wedge of black grease behind. I knew what was going to happen next. I could hear the women discussing who had got the fattest cock. And sure enough the next thing is I felt was a huge penis being eased into my anus. I grunted with pain as it was slowly pressed up into my most intimate place. I pushed backwards as if I was going to the toilet because I knew that this was the only way I could take it - and, yes I did so want to take it, although it was such a disgusting thing to do. I heard a woman’s voice calling me a “tragic old slapper” and I grunted with pain again as the massive cock was eased inside. Slowly it went up as the watchers cheered loudly. Then it was finally inside me, right up inside, and then the man began his remorseless rhythm - faster and faster. My whole being was filled with cock, my head was throbbing and my eyes bulging as they focused on a man unzipping his flies and quickly wanking his cock a few strokes before coming in my face, and into my gaping mouth. I coughed and spluttered and moaned with pain as the massive cock banged into me from behind, and then I felt the wetness of spunk inside my rectum, and the man withdrew his limp cock. Straightaway he came round my front and stuck his filthy cock inside my mouth for me to lick and clean of my own filth. I didn’t care -I was such a wanton slut, while simultaneously another man put his cock up my wet fanny. Then it was a blur of cocks up both my holes and in my mouth and over my face. Of women fingering me, spitting in my face and using my mouth as an ashtray. Finally, the men spent of cum, they lined up and then took turns to piss in my face and over my matted hair. I felt the hot piss running down my face, stinging my eyes and into my mouth. I was a reeking, unrecognizable mess. Covered in black oil and stinking of cum and piss.  I felt completely, abjectly, humiliated, yet at the same time incredibly turned on.

Suddenly every one was gone as if they had just melted away. I heard the sound of motor bikes revving up.

Then I heard Vic’s’ voice

“Enjoy that love“. He and Tracey took an arm each and straightened me up. Cum and pee were dripping down my face and off of my chin. My clothes were soaked and tattered and black with oil, my stockings stained and laddered.  Vic and Tracey lead me out of the pub and down the street for the short walk to their house. A group of young lads laughed as I passed them. Soon I was sitting in a chair in Vic and Tracey’s house, what an abused and humiliated tart I was, I thought - and how completely satisfied I felt.

Chapter 3

The phone rang and I answered it. It was Tracey. Fortunately it was Saturday afternoon and I was alone in the house - Simon was away on business and the boys were staying at

a friend’s for the weekend.

“Alright Bimbi” she said.

“Fine thanks.”

“Cool. Why don’t you come out with us tonight? Just a normal social evening -- getting to know each other“.

“Maybe. Where are you going?”

“Well we’ve got tickets for a TV show -Messy Funtime- they’re filming it in front of a live audience”

“I’ve never heard of it”.

“It’s on cable -it’s a great show, really funny -you’ll love it”

Why not? I hadn’t had a proper night out for ages so I agreed to go.

I’d secretly been buying some new clothes. Nothing as tarty as Vic and Tracey got me to wear, but far sexier than I’d wear normally. Tonight was chance to wear them. I put on my new black lacy underwear and black stockings (the first pair of stockings I had bought for years), a red, satin blouse and a black, lined pencil skirt with a knee high slit up the side. I had also bought a pair of high heels -black patent leather, pointed stilettos with a four inch heel. Also some tarty make-up, which I hadn’t done since I was a teenager.

I had a long shower and sprayed on the expensive perfume that I had bought.  Then I put on my new underwear, I was very pleased when I looked at myself in the mirror. I slipped my high heels onto my stockinged feet. Mmm I thought, I even fancy myself. I took out my make up and felt a thrill that I hadn’t felt since I was 15 -before I thought of it as symbol, of women’s enslavement by men. Was I betraying my deepest beliefs - a sudden pang of guilt chilled me. I pushed the thought away, but the thought that I was doing something completely illicit gave me more of a frisson as I unscrewed the cap of the eye shadow, and applied its vivid blue to my eyelids. I did my eyes then applied the scarlet lipstick to my mouth. I looked so gorgeously, decadently tarty. I took out a cigarette from the packet I had bought for the occasion - I still never smoked with anyone I knew from my “normal” life- and put it in my mouth and lit it, letting it hang at an angle from the corner of my mouth. God, I fumbled with my fingers at my pussy, stroking it briefly. I took a couple of puffs of the cigarettes and stubbed it out. I had to get ready. I put on my satin blouse feeling the sensuality of the fabric against my skin, then my black skirt and my heels. I looked at myself in the mirror: smart but sexy.  I was very pleased. For ages I had only bought clothes that that were designed for comfort or business appeal, rather than looks, and would have scorned anything remotely sexy. I picked up my new handbag and put my cigarettes in it and my makeup in case I needed a touch up. God, how I’d changed.

I’d arranged to meet Vic and Tracey at Leicester Square underground station - I needed to have a pee and had intended to look round for a toilet but they were already there when I passed through the barrier, Vic in Nike sportswear, Tracey in a leather jacket, tight jeans and boots, which made her look like one of the biker’s girlfriends of the other evening.

“Right Bimbi“, Vic said -it’s just down Wardour Street. We walked through the early evening crowds to Soho. We found the TV studio and showed our tickets and were ushered into the foyer of what seemed like a cinema. It was probably an old porn cinema.  I realized that I urgently needed a pee -

“Where’s the loo? - I need to go.”

“There’s not time” Vic said “the show will be starting in a minute”.

We took our seats in the auditorium. We were in the front row, and I hoped that there was no audience participation expected in the show.

A comedian came on and told some dire jokes. He was the warm-up man and I wondered what to expect when the show started.  There was loud music and a countdown from the producer, then the star of the show - Frankie Kaye, whom I’d never heard of - ran onto the stage.

“Hi folks, welcome to another edition of Messy Funtime, the show where you nominate your nearest and dearest to get the sploshing of a lifetime. They’ll be some surprised faces in the audience tonight when they here they’ve been picked. But if you are you’ll have the chance to win five grand.” The audience cheered at this.

“Right, let’s get on with the show. Angela let’s have the first nomination“.

Angela, an alarmingly sexy young blonde in a black PVC dress and six inch heels who seemed more appropriately dressed for a fetish club than a game show, read from an autocue:

“Well the first nomination is from the workers at Wilmington’s glass factory” - a big cheer went up from the audience-“their nomination is for Donna, their supervisor. Step forward please Donna“.

There was cheering and shouting and a glamorous, middle-aged woman was ushered out of her seat and onto the stage. She was obviously part of a works party on a day out, and had dressed up for the trip to London in a pastel pink blouse, red jacket and a black, pleated skirt. An outfit probably purchased especially for the trip. Her hair was dyed blonde and her immaculate make up, thickly applied. She was obviously mortified with embarrassment as she climbed onto the stage.  Next up was a man nominated by his two young daughters.  Then I suddenly jerked in my seat at what the compere said -

“And next up is Susan -known to her close friends as Bimbi”

I froze in my seat -God it was me.

“She has been nominated as a friend of Vic and Tracey for being stuck up and boring. Come on up Bimbi“.

I slowly got out of my seat and walked to the stage as if in a dream. I was directed to a seat where I sat down alongside the other three.

“Right, the first person to answer the question gets a point, and anyone who gets it wrong gets a penalty.” The audience cheered.

I sat in daze; I had no idea what was going to happen.

“First question - what is the capital of Peru?”

“Lima“, the man quickly answered to applause from the audience.

“Correct John, you get a point, while the others get a nice omelet“.  The audience was howling with laughter and I wandered why, when I noticed that the young assistant was behind me. Suddenly I recoiled as she smashed eggs onto my expensive new hairdo, while I could see out of the corner of my eye the same thing happening to the expensively coiffed Donna. The eggs ran down my face and over my brand new jacket and

blouse. The audience howled with laughter.

“Right, next question -who plays Rita in Coronation Street?”

Donna tried desperately to answer but only managed to splutter through a mouthful of egg as Tom’s voice boomed  “Barbara Knox”.

“That is the right answer” Frank said “a point and a big hand for Tom- while the other two get a nice bucket of baked beans each.”

I felt another mess being poured over my head -it poured over my face, ruining my hair, clogging my eyes with make up and into my nose. Baked beans cascaded down my new clothes and onto my skirt, running down my stockings onto my new shoes. Through the mess I looked across the Donna and saw that her hair and outfit were equally ruined. I couldn’t help feeling a thrill run through me as I looked at her dripping hair and trashed make-up and clothes, and realizing that that was just what I looked like.

I didn’t hear the next question, but was completely unable to make any attempt to answer it.  Anyway I couldn’t hear hardly anything through my clogged ears; just the howling of the audience as something else thick and gooey was poured over my head. Next was something sticky and syrupy. My hair was now completely ruined, as were my new clothes.

Next I heard the assistant’s voice in my ear.

“Stand up“.

With her help I staggered to my feet, and felt my dress lifted up revealing soaking knickers and stocking tops. I couldn’t see properly, but felt my panty waistband pulled out, and something soft and runny poured inside them -custard as I later found out. Then, just at that moment my hold on my full bladder gave out, and pee gushed through my soiled knickers and down my stockings. It cascaded forth in a yellow stream that didn’t seem to end - making a big puddle on the studio floor. I was completely mortified - my humiliation was complete. The audience howled and cheered even more, as I wished that I could disappear into a hole. I realized that this was no ordinary TV channel as Donna also had custard poured into her knickers. Then some people came on stage carrying buckets of smelly, brown slime which were hurled over Donna and me until we were both completely covered in mess from head to toe. We had both gone from being glamorous and expensively dressed women to brown blobs covered in stinking muck. Completely humiliated for a live audience- and for TV I thought with horror. God, I could only pray that no-one I knew inadvertently stumbled across this TV station, which must, I thought, only be on the most obscure, trashy cable channel.

“Let’s give a big hand to the losers” I heard the compere saying. It was the end of the show. I was in shock. I looked at Donna, her head bowed, the hair -do and the outfit she had spent so much money on - ruined, which I must admit, gave me more than a frisson of excitement. We were led backstage. A brisk young woman approached me and handed me a small towel with which I wiped my eyes.

“Here are your friends” she said as Vic and Tracey arrived -“they’ll have some clean clothes for you. Have you got her clothes?” she addressed them.

“Oh no“, Vic said, “We forgot them. She won’t mind going home like that -she likes to feel humiliated you know”.

“I most certainly will mind” I spluttered.

“Well, you’ve got no choice” Vic said “It’s all part of it - part of what we agreed”.

So that was how I ended up hailing a taxi in the west end of London whilst completely covered in stinking food and brown  gunk, and wet with pee. I had to try and ignore the stares of passers by and hope that a taxi would actually  take me - which one did - eventually, after I assured the driver that I would give him fifty pounds above the fare to pay for his cab to be cleaned. I was really angry when I got home and vowed never, ever to see Vic and Tracey again.

However, when I stripped and got in the bath the wetness of my pussy made me realize how turned on I’d been. I realized how deep down I’d loved being humiliated like that in front of an audience - having my brand new, sexily expensive clothes and hairdo completely ruined. Having my  custard poured into my knickers, and the ultimate humiliation  - peeing in public, while others watched and laughed - and got turned on with what more they’d like to do to me. Yes, I wanted more of this, despite the voice that told me I was mad, and should immediately desist from such behaviour.  Vic and

Tracey had spoken of the fetish clubs they used to go to, and I asked them if I could attend one

“Of course that can be easily arranged”, Vic said, winking at Tracey. And that was how I came to have my first experience of a London fetish club.

Chapter 4

I was led into the club on all fours, with a collar around my neck attached to a dog lead wearing a shiny black basque, suspenders and stockings and six inch heels. I was aware of my flabby bum - exposed to everyone’s gaze. Someone wrote “fuck” on one bum cheek and “me” on the other in lipstick. I became aware of how filthy the floor was. I couldn’t look up properly - all I could see was people’s shoes - women’s high heels and men’s shiny black brogues and trainers - and the dirty, stained floor. I felt a familiar sense of excitement and anxiety in my stomach. That excitement and fear of the unknown. I shuffled along on my hands and knees. I could hear people laughing and making comments, but couldn’t make out what they were saying. I assumed that they were laughing at me and making deprecating comments - well that gave me the familiar tingling feeling in my stomach   -besides being deeply humiliating.

Vic bent down and spoke to me - he had to bend down for me to hear, “They want you to lick their shoes.”

Two pairs of shoes were presented before my face - a pair of black stilettos and a pair of shiny, black man’s shoes.

I bent down and began to lick the pointed toes of the stilettos. I licked up to where the leather met the nylon of the stockings. It tasted bitter, horrible but I wanted to do it -I wanted to do it more.

“Slap my arse I moaned, slap it, stick something up it“. Sure enough I felt a sharp stinging in my bum cheeks as someone slapped them hard.  Then a finger pressed against my fanny, making it even wetter than it already was - and then I felt the finger go up inside me. I made an involuntary moan, but carried on licking, relishing my abject humiliation. The stilettos were replaced by the pair of shiny, black man’s shoes - obediently I began to lick at them

“Suck his cock” I heard Vic say.

I raised my head. The man’s erect cock was sticking out of his trousers. I grasped it put my lips round the bulbous red, shiny head, and began to suck voraciously, while massaging the shaft with my hand. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a woman masturbating a man. The man I was sucking suddenly withdrew his cock from my mouth, directing spurts of his cum over my face and into my hair. I gasped and then felt more cum hit me from the other man’s cock as the woman directed it towards my face. Then cock was presented before me and I dutifully took it in my red painted mouth, while another two men masturbated over me. My knees were aching and cum dripped down my face from my sodden hair. God, what an abject, used slut I was, and how I loved it. When I was covered in men’s cum  two pvc clad women lifted me by the arms and I was half carried, half dragged to a bench  and strapped over  it with my  arms extended and my wrists strapped so that I was leaning over with my fanny and bum hole revealed. One of the women took a thin cane and began to whip me - right across the lower part of my bottom. I cried out at the awful stinging. I received six strokes before the caning stopped. Then I felt a hard cock eased up my sore fanny easing into my now slimy opening, my secret place, that was now available for all and sundry to use for their pleasure. The owner of the cock pounded away before pulling it out and directing hot cum over my now red striped bottom. Several other cocks followed up my slippery hole, causing me to orgasm again and again.

“Now you have to thank everyone for deigning to pleasure a slut like yourself.” Vic said.

I was led around on the collar and lead to each person in turn and had to say “thank you very much sir -or madam”, though I couldn’t see their faces from my vantage point. It was the early hours of the morning when I finally got home. I had told Simon that I was at a reading group meeting, and I sneaked in quietly, sure that he would never suspect what his demure, boring wife had been up to.  As I eased into the bed beside him after my bath, I felt a pang of remorse, both at my debasement and at guilt towards Simon. Yet this was overcome by my excitement as I remembered the thrill of the experience, and a need to repeat it.

I continued to see Vic and Tracey and their friends for some months, until eventually Simon found out. But this didn’t stop me, oh no – instead Simon himself became enticed into this underground world, and ….well, let’s say he discovered he wasn’t the man he thought he was, and nor was I as submissive as I believed, finding a new dominant side of my personality to be explored. But to find out what happened you’ll have to read the next episode of my adventures.

Susan’s Further Humiliation

I heard the phone ring when I was on the way to the supermarket to get something for the family dinner. It was Tracey, the female half of a couple I’d met over the internet, who’d helped fulfil my compulsive need to be sexually humiliated – a need previously hidden deep beneath my veneer as a respectable, forty something,  middle-class wife and mother.

‘Hey Bimbi’, which Tracey’s her and her partner Vic’s demeaning name for me – ‘why don’t you come over to Earls Court next weekend, we’d like you to help out at our stand.’

‘What stand?’

‘It’s the BDSM/Fetish Exhibition and we’ve got a stand, and we think you’d enjoy helping us out.’

‘Well, what does that involve- getting humiliated in public by being covered in food like last time, and then having to take a taxi home covered in stinking mess?’

‘No, nothing like that this time. It’s just helping run the stall- displaying our range of toys and clothing, helping customers with their inquiries, that sort of thing.’

I wasn’t at all sure if I was ready for another dose of Vic and Tracey’s humiliation fantasies put into very real practise.

‘I’m busy at the moment.’

‘Oh come on. We haven’t seen you for ages – you’ll enjoy it, be a break from the boring, domestic routine with your unappreciative family who think you’re invisible.’

‘Well, when is it?’

‘Are you free at the weekend?’

‘Well, I could come on Saturday – Simon’s taking the kids away to a match. But I’m not sure I want to come, not after last time.’

‘But you loved it really – that’s what turns you on – being humiliated in public. See you Saturday about eleven’.

The phone went dead.

I had to admit, the thought of seeing Vic and Tracey again was making me feel excited, though surely there’d be no hanky panky involved in such a public event, but it might be fun – better than sitting at home doing the ironing anyway, while husband and sons were away enjoying themselves.

Saturday arrived, and I wondered what I should wear. What did one wear for such a thing? Something quite smart like sales assistant in an upmarket shop might wear. I chose a smart navy suit, with a crisp white blouse, stern black heels and…well why not wear the new, seamed stockings I’d bought. I put them on with the black and red suspender belt, and peephole bra and crotchless panty set I’d also  purchased as a result of my escapades with Vic and Tracey – who’d given me a new awareness of the power of my mature sexuality. Then I put on far thicker make up than I would normally wear, as I always did when I met them. I also stopped of at the corner shop to buy some cigarettes; again this was something I only did when meeting that incorrigible pair, whose ways were so different, and so much more exciting to me, than those of my usual social circle.

It was a dull November Saturday when I set out by tube from Tufnell Park, my north London home, for Earls Court, with a familiar tingling of fear mixed with excitement, though I wasn’t expecting the day to be anything other than a relatively unexciting day of working on an upmarket market stall. It would probably be a bit boring, but I still had a sense of expectation and trepidation in the pit of my stomach - a certain sense of nervy anticipation.

I arrived at the Exhibition Centre and managed to find my way inside. Well Vic and Tracey had told me where to go, round to the back entrance, where they had left a pass for me.  I walked into the huge arena. Various stalls and exhibits were being set up, and there was much hammering and bashing and the hum of voices.

I looked around, and then I heard a familiar voice – ‘Oi Bimbi, over here’.

I looked round to see Tracey, clad in skin tight, shiny black trousers and heels, and skimpy denim jacket, waving to me - her hair blonde and tousled against her tanned and heavily made up, pretty, thirty year old face. I walked over to her -

‘How are yer Bimbs love?’ she asked, in impeccable south London tones.

‘Hi, I’m fine thanks’.

‘Well we’ve got a nice job for you today. One we think you’ll like.’

I felt my face redden slightly, and I felt suspicious at the knowing tone in Tracey’s voice.

Suddenly I heard Vic, although I couldn’t see him.

‘Yeah, you’ll love what we’ve got in store for you today,’ Vic laughed his dirty laugh, and I turned round to see him looking up for from where he knelt, adjusting something with a screwdriver.

‘That’s good’, I said, rather half heartedly, wondering what I’d let myself I for. What do you want me to do?’

‘Well you don’t need to do anything at the moment, but you can try on the special demonstrator’s costume we’ve got for you.’

‘Ok’, I said tentatively – I just thought dressing up smart would do – maybe a white coat over my suit?’

‘No – you have to wear a special sort of uniform – to fit into the sprit of things.’

‘OK’ I said, immediately, embarrassingly, aware of how turned on the sight of Vic made me.

Tracey and Vic had grossly humiliated me, and given me a good fucking, along with a biker gang and their girlfriends, and members of a BDSM swingers club, and I suddenly remembered this with a mixture of shame and pleasure.

‘You can get changed in the toilets’ – Tracey threw me a plastic bag of some things, which seemed suspiciously flimsy for a demonstrator’s outfit. I felt stirrings of suspicion as I walked over to the toilet, suspicion mixed with nervous excitement, and when I went into a cubicle to put the things on my suspicions were confirmed. The uniform comprised a black satiny basque, with attached suspenders, stockings and very high black, patent leather heels.

Typical, I thought, even as I slowly, against my better judgement, started to take my clothes off... but now I would have to walk in this ridiculous outfit back across the hall from the toilet – was there really no private space at the stall area? (There was, I found out later). And I wasn’t by any means, a slim young thing like some of the lingerie models I’d already seen lounging around, who would grace such an outfit, and I didn’t even like to wear a swimsuit, let alone a bikini, at the beach.

I took out my phone and rang Tracey’s mobile.

‘Yes’.

‘Look Tracey – I can’t wear this outfit, not in public anyway.’

‘You have to wear it. Its part of our agreement – that we humiliate you – which is what you want from us isn’t it?’

‘Yes, but I didn’t think it was going to be one of those kind of days – I’m not mentally prepared.’

‘Well, you can go home if you want – we thought you’d like the thrill of unexpectedly being treated like this -thought you’d find it fun. But if you’re not up for it…’

‘But I’ve got to walk back across the exhibition floor.’

‘Well either fucking do it, or fuck off home.’ She put the phone down.

I knew that part of me really did wanted to dress in this ridiculous slut’s costume, and that I had a deep need to publicly humiliate myself, which Vic and Tracey knew, despite the fact that consciously I didn’t want to do this at all.

The wetness between my legs informed me that I was turned on already by the thought of appearing in public in the outfit, with my saggy- two kids, forty plus year old - boobs crammed into a basque, and podgy tummy and arse cheeks, outlined for all to see, and snigger at - as well as, often, I’d discovered through Vic and Tracey, finding very sexy.

With trembling hands I took my clothes off, folding then in a neat heap, and then I put on the tight fitting Basque, clipping the dark stockings to the suspenders. Then the shoes – six inch heels, far higher than I was used to. I left on  my crotchless knickers, wishing  they weren’t crotchless, though they wouldn’t reveal much while I was upright, I tried to convince myself.

‘Well, here goes,’ I told myself, tottering out of the toilet, one hand hovering before my fanny, and across the floor to Vic and Tracey’s stand.

I noticed a few looks, and heard a laugh, and a male workman’s voice, sneering lecherously-

‘Look at the state of that- wouldn’t mind giving it one, though’, as well as a wolf whistle, as I teetered across in the unfamiliar heels.

‘You look great Bimbi,’ Tracey said, ‘really sexy.’

‘You’re making me hard’ Vic laughed, ‘I’ll have to fuck you later.’

I blushed.

‘I feel ridiculous’ I said.

‘Any bloke would want to fuck you’ Tracey said ‘and a few women too.’ Anyway Bimbi – this is what’s happening – we’re demonstrating various sex aids that we sell, and then we’ll  focus on various little known fetishes that people indulge in - like wet and messy food fetish, or sploshing.’

‘Oh no I said, oh no….’

‘Oh yes Bimbi’ Tracey said assertively ‘you know you love it really.’

‘Look, I’m not being a model to be practised on and humiliated.’

‘Why not Bimbi? Look it’s not going to open to the general public, only a select few. It’s going to be through there’ she indicated a door ‘and tickets are given to those with the right credentials. Strictly no pervs - it’s all for trade – a professional buyers’ crowd. You’ll love it – a chance to show off your charms in public, which we know you love’ she slapped my ample bum, which quivered slightly, like a jelly.

And so, before long I found myself on all fours on a low table, knickers around my knees, showing my flabby arse cheeks and hairy fanny to a small audience. What utter humiliation I felt, to have my most secret places, exposed to public gaze – but also how thrilled it made me.

‘This is the smallest of anal butt plugs,’ Tracey was saying. She was now smartly dressed in a black skirt, stockings and heels, and a white top – just the way I’d planned to be dressed.

‘First of all she continued, we use this one, this is to get the anus ready for initial penetration.’

I winced as I felt the lubed, rubber butt pug being inserted into my bumhole.

‘We have deliberately selected for our model someone who is unused to anal penetration, to give a better demonstration of the effects of each aid.’

She pulled the plug out.

‘And now we have a bigger version.’ Again I gave a slight moan as I felt the plug go in.

‘And next, we have the largest.

God, I could really feel this one going up inside me, and, embarrassingly, I felt my pussy growing wet.

‘You can see that our model is becoming stimulated by the use of these aids,’ Tracey kept her voice sounding dryly professional, but I could hear sniggers from the audience.

‘As you see,’ she said as she pulled it out, ‘the anus is now sufficiently relaxed and opened to take penetration from a large penis.’

There were murmurs of assent from the audience, and I imagined with horror my bum hole gaping open, along with my glistening fanny, for all these people to gape at.

Tracy continued ‘As you can see our model is becoming aroused, and this is a good time to demonstrate out range of dildos and vibrators. Here, you see a smaller, anal dildo – just put a bit of lube on it – and you can see how easily it goes up our model’s anus, after the preparation with the plugs.’

I felt the increased thickness and length of the dildo compared to the butt plug, as Tracey eased it up me, and let out an even louder moan than before, and was aware of my fanny becoming wetter. I was someone who wouldn’t even allow my husband to have anal sex with me before meeting Vic and Tracey – and now look at me.

Then, I was helped by Tracey from the table and into a kind of sling device with stirrups for my feet, like you might have for a vaginal medical examination, so that I was laying back with my fanny gaping  wide open to the audience, who would be able to see how wet it was. I felt completely helpless and vulnerable.

‘As you can see our model does not shave her vaginal area - she is a more mature lady and prefers, unfashionably, not to shave, and we believe many men find this more attractive.’

There were murmurs of approval from the audience.

But although she is unshaven, we still have good view of her open vagina, and you can also see her enlarged clitoris, she said pointing to my clitty, red and throbbing with excitement. I was now being fully turned on by the experience.

Tracey took up a big black dildo and slowly inserted it into my fanny. I couldn’t help but let out another moan, embarrassed as I felt.

‘We see how successful this aid is at stimulating the model,’ she said.

She moved the dldo back and forth slowly in and out of my fanny. I began to moan in spite of myself, as I grew wetter and wetter, and Tracey rammed the dildo in faster and faster, until I exploded in a mighty orgasm that sent shudders through my body.

‘So we can see how successful this device is in manual stimulation’ Tracey said calmly, as my juices trickled down my legs, and I let my head fall back, panting.

I was helped out of the device and behind a curtain by a young woman, who I later found out was Tracey’s kid sister, Natalie.

Vic was waiting, and he instructed me to put on my own suit, and underwear rescued from the toilet where I’d been duped into changing; for, I realised, I could have done it here. I just blindly complied with Vic’s instructions – I was in the zone of being dominated, without a will of my own and relishing my own humiliation and abjection, while simultaneously hating it and myself, which turned me on even more, if you know what I mean.

Tracey introduced the next demonstration –

‘And now we present a fetish that is gaining in popularity, that of wet and messy food humiliation, also known as sploshing. This is a fetish that has its origins in slapstick comedy – the films of early, silent greats like Laurel and Hardy, the Three Stooges, etc, where a glamorous woman, often someone of importance, would be comically humiliated by a custard pie in the face. Many of those who watched these films grew up to develop a fetish about seeing women so humiliated, and often of being so humiliated themselves, and this became a fetish with enthusiasts making photosets and  videos to service this niche market. 

Many women, such as me and our model also enjoy this fetish- its appeal to women is to subvert the emphasis on always having to look perfect and glamorous. Thus, the woman to be sploshed will get glammed up to the nines, or very smartly dressed in a formal suit, like our model tonight: hair washed and groomed, and lots of make up, and then have this glamorous façade destroyed in a humiliating, though humorous way – often involving role play scenarios - like a woman going into a restaurant and being humiliated by the waiters, and having her food poured over her, because of her arrogance; or a woman going to beauty parlour for pampering for a special occasion that day, and getting a ‘special’ beauty treatment from the resentful  beauty therapist, such as a raw egg shampoo and  custard pie facial, all topped with a heavy sprinkling of flour.

I myself have fantasies of being at an important event – I’ve spent hours over choosing the correct garment, and on my hair and makeup, and then I’m suddenly surprised by having eggs broken, and baked means poured, over my head, my expensive new outfit, and in my knickers, until I become a stinking wreck - but who is also incredibly turned on, and I end up having sex with those who have so humiliated me.’

Vic gave me a shove in the back, and I felt myself propelled forward, and, trembling, I walked out and sat in the seat provided-

‘So he we have Bimbi, our model, back again to help demonstrate this fetish.’ Tracey said, to a spattering of applause-

‘Speak for yourself’  I’d muttered when Tracey had said  how much I enjoyed this fetish, remembering the last time I had been subjected to it, completely  out of the blue, at a messy game show on some seedy cable channel, and how I’d had to get a taxi home alone  and completely covered in gunk and slime. How humiliating had that been, and yet, afterwards, as I sat in a bath getting cleaned up, which took an age – especially my hair, I realised how turned on I’d been by the uniquely humiliating and transgressive experience.

Next to the chair I was sitting in was a table of food items: large, creamy pies, cartons of eggs, bottles of tomato sauce, opened cans of beans, jars of honey, and bags of flour.

‘First of all’ Tracey said, we will humiliate Bimbi by writing on her face, and she unscrewed a bright red lipstick, and wrote ‘wam slut’ on my forehead.  ‘Next, we will give her a conditioning raw egg shampoo’, and she suddenly smashed several eggs over my head in quick succession, and I felt the slimy mess running down my newly washed and teased hair -which I’d just spent a fortune on at the hairdressers -over my face, down my expensive new suit, and down the back of my neck.

‘Now, Tracey said ‘we will demonstrate that traditional staple of slapstick, the custard pie. And to make Bimbi look more even more like the hoity- toity lady she actually is, she will smoke a cigarette in a long holder.’

I’d never smoked before I’d met Vic and Tracey, and they had introduced me to the sexy looking potential of smoking, and still only smoked when I was with them, and now Tracey produced a long holder with a cigarette in it, put it in my mouth and lit it. I inhaled the unfamiliar smoke, and just at that moment Tracey smashed a thick creamy pie right in my face. I exhaled the smoke through a mouthful of pie, which clogged my eyes and my nose, as the audience howled with laughter.

‘Keep smoking’ Tracey whispered, and every time I took a puff of the cigarette, Tracey smashed another pie in my face, causing me to cough smoke out of my clogged mouth. My hair and face became covered in sticky white gloop, and I could hardly see the audience, who were laughing hysterically. Well at least it seemed basic slapstick humour was still very amusing to people, and I certainly felt humiliated – as a woman, who typically spent so much time and effort on how she looked, and thought her appearance was so important.

‘Well, to see how enjoyable it is to take part in this fetish, perhaps members of the audience would like to come out and tip some of the food available over Bimbi. It can be over any part of her – her lovely hair and face, down her sexy cleavage, in her knickers’ – what! I thought to myself – ‘in her shoes- don’t worry she loves it, the more grossly she is humiliated, the better.’

There was silence from the audience, until one pretty young woman got up-

‘I’ll have a go’ she said and picked up a jar of honey and tipped it over my already ruined hair, which I’d had expensively styled and tinted only the previous day. I felt the sticky substance running over my face, clogging my eyes with makeup, up my nose, into my mouth, as I took another puff on my cigarette in its holder, as instructed by Tracey; and this was soon followed by the contents of the can of beans the woman had picked up.

Then another woman came up, unbuttoned my now filthy suit jacket, opened my expensive new white blouse and squirted tomato sauce down my cleavage, and as she did so her hand came up and went inside my blouse, caressing my swelling nipple, prominent through the peephole bra, then manipulating my breast out of the bra, so that it was revealed naked and glistening with eggs, honey and tomato sauce, the nipple dark and swollen with excitement.

‘Oh God’ I heard myself splutter.

Then I felt my dress being pulled up around my waist, and the waist band of my knickers being pulled open and honey poured inside. The same hand, a man’s, cracked an egg into my panties, which were soaked not just with food mess, but my own juices, and to add to that, I lost control of my bladder, and a stream of pee spurted forth, soaking me even more and adding to my abasement – and seeming to arouse even more hilarity from those watching. Soon I was completely covered in the various foodstuffs, including thick, white flour, unable to see much through my food and make up clogged eyes, as a cock was thrust into my mouth and I began to suck it.

Then its owner, Vic I later discovered, withdrew it and spurted its load of sticky white semen to add to the mess over my hair and face, while other men followed suit, and soon I was like a bukkake slut, as well as a splosh model as more men, aroused by my ‘demonstration’, masturbated over me, while fingers, some of them female, were at my fanny, thrusting inside me, as I furiously rubbed my clitty with my own fingers.

Then, I felt something warm running down my face, and through one eye I just made out Vic holding his cock and directing a stream of pee over me. He was followed by several other men, until I was completely soaked. I had so much pent up frustration from the morning’s events, even though I’d already orgasmed, that I fingered myself to a juddering climax, and loud moans, to clapping and cheers from the audience– those who were sat watching, and those taking part.

‘Thanks for coming,’ Tracey deadpanned, as the audience trickled out ‘and I think our model enjoyed herself too. Please feel free to purchase our sex aids, and copies of our guides to various fetishes. Thank you.’

I sat there, wiped out – a humiliated, satiated slut soaked in slimy foods and covered in semen and pee. Well, it had certainly been a more intense experience than being a shop assistant! But then my mind turned to practicalities – the clothes I had travelled here in on the tube were completely wrecked, as were my hair and make up. I needed a shower and a change of clothes in order to get home.

‘Is there anywhere I can clean up?’ I asked ‘you’ll have to lend me some clothes Tracey’

‘Sorry love, no can do – Vic’s orders.  Its part of out agreement, that we completely humiliate you, and part of that is having to get yourself home as you are.’

She handed me a box of tissues ‘you can use these, but I’m afraid I haven’t got any spare clothes to lend you, even if I could.’

‘Can’t you give me lift home?’

‘No – you know the rules, besides we’ve got to be somewhere else I’m afraid.’

I felt tears come to my eyes. This was too much. Why did I let myself in for this type of thing again and again? Because I was silly cow, who couldn’t keep away from Vic and Tracey, that was why. Even then, it wasn’t until Vic and Tracey got into their car and drove away that I realised that I really did have to go home on my own, in the state I was in... I looked around the hall, and caught the eye of a man who was browsing the different stalls. He was fat, middle aged and scruffy, and dressed in an anorak, jeans and dirty trainers -

‘God, what happened to you’ he said.

‘I was involved in a demonstration of sploshing, and it got a bit out of hand.’

What’s that?’

‘Oh it’s some fetish, involving pies in the face and baked beans over the head.’

‘Sounds disgusting.’

‘It is.’

‘Actually I’m in bit of  a fix– I need a lift home, otherwise I’ll have to travel back like this –I don’t  even know if a cabby will take me. You couldn’t give a lift could you?

‘That depends…’

‘I’ll make it worth your while.’

‘How?’

‘I’ll give you a blow job,’ I couldn’t believe I was saying this, as if I was a common whore.

‘OK then. Where do you live?’

‘Tufnell Park.’

‘Posh eh? I live in Walworth – the other side of the river...’

‘All right then, you can fuck me too if you want.’

‘Right I’ll take you.’

‘We went to his car, and I saw it was brand new model. Have you got an old blanket to put on the seat’ I said?

‘Don’t worry – I’ll get it cleaned.’

Guiltily, I eased my slimy backside onto the slippery leather seat. I realised that was I beginning to stink. Catching myself in the mirror I was appalled – matted hair, black make up running down food stained cheeks. What a sight. Tracey and Vic would pay for this – it wasn’t on.  The man drove off – ‘Suck me off while I’m driving’ he said, so I obediently got to my knees and unzipped his fly, and took his fat slimy cock in my mouth. I couldn’t believe I was doing it, though I must admit to again feeling my pussy moistening, I sucked away until I felt the  man’s cock about to climax and pulled it out and let his semen spurt over my face – well it couldn’t make much difference to  my trashed state. Sitting there, with this strange, unattractive middle aged man’s semen dripping off my already filthy face, I  was the epitome of  degraded  sluttiness, and yet I also felt incredibly, masochistically,  satisfied, as I frigged myself to another orgasm.

And then to completely comply with my side of the bargain, I did something else I’d never done before, and which I’d regarded as taboo – I invited the man into my home. Well, what else could I do, and I knew no-one else was at in. I let him fuck me, filthy and disgusting as I was, in the marital bed, and it did give me an added thrill, I must admit. In fact, although the sex was perfunctory, it really gave me a great sense of transgression to be fucked by a complete stranger in the bed I shared with my husband. I felt just like a cheap whore, having sex in return for services rendered, and it made me realise that this was another new sexual option I’d like to pursue –   picking up complete strangers and screwing them for money – to actually be a whore like Catherine Deneuve in the film ‘Belle de Jour,’ about a middle class woman who prostitutes herself with strangers because it excites her, and who also gets messy, in fantasy at least, having strangers hurl shit at her, while tied to a tree wearing a white dress. I remembered how I’d always found that scene so sexy, and now I was fulfilling that very fantasy myself, thanks to Vic and Tracey – the bastards! I fantasised about this later after the man had gone, as I played with my fanny again, remembering the day’s events.

In a few hours my husband and sons would return, and as far as they were concerned their boring wife, and mother, had spent the day ironing and shopping. If only they knew. Though, it took me those few hours to clean myself up as best I could. My hair was the main difficulty, the eggs, flour and honey combination had set and turned it into a matted mess, which was very difficult to wash out. I had to resort to  a makeshift turban, telling my family that my hair needed washing and I’d missed my appointment at the hairdresser, which  actually I’d attended the day before the  ‘demonstration’, and which had cost me ninety-five pounds. In fact, I had to go to the  hairdresser again, not my usual one  where they knew me, to get  my hair cut much shorter, though I hated short hair, because I couldn’t get  it clean of the gunk. Now that was another fantasy I had, I mused, getting my hair so filthy and messed up that it had to be shaved off – but what would hubbie and kids say to that, I wondered.

I resolved that I wouldn’t have anything more to do with Vic and Tracey –  it just seemed too much beyond the pail, like some crazy addiction – which my compulsion to be humiliated was, I suppose. How could I continue behaving like this? – someone who knew me, one of my respectable neighbours, might see me somewhere with Vic and Tracey, dressed as a slut, or in some compromising situation, and tell my husband.

But then, when Tracey rang a couple of weeks later, I must admit that, after a couple of boring weeks as a wife and mother, catering to everyone else’s needs but my own, I couldn’t help being interested in what she had to say, despite myself.

I had secretly begun to accumulate some sexy clothes. The sort I would never in a million years wear before Simon or anyone we knew. These weren’t discretely sexy clothes that a ‘milf’ like me would wear. No, they were real mutton dressed as lamb apparel, more like the sort that a teenager out to shock, or someone on the game, might wear. See through black tops, little PVC skirts, black seamed or fishnet stockings, really high heels, and of course, thick layers of garish slap – bright red lipsticks, dark eyeliner, mascara, and blue eye shadow. And it gave me real thrill to wear it – to break all the boundaries of taste concerning what someone my age, and figure should wear, and which was completely inappropriate and humiliating, but which I had also realised, turned men on, whatever they might say.

I’d long had a secret fantasy – of having sex with a group of ugly, old, fat men -of being passed around amongst them. They would be definitely unattractive, and so fat I had to lift their bellies to find their penises. Well, I suppose my attraction to this kind of man had been a reason that made me pick Vic and Tracey on the internet adult contact site, for Vic was decidedly fat, and hairy, and ugly too, though very masculine – in fact, the kind of man who really turned me on, though I had never liked to admit it, and had, alas, gone out with conventionally slim and handsome, middle-class professional men, like my husband Simon. But I had mentioned my fantasy to Tracey, and, surprisingly, she remembered it-

‘Hey Bimbi, did you get home ok the other day?’ She said when she rang me, catching  at a time when my resolve  not to see Vic and Tracey was weakening, so boring had my life been since I last saw them.

‘Well I did in the end, no thanks from you, and I had to pay in kind –give the man a blow job, and fuck him-and he wasn’t an attractive young guy by any means-he was some scruffy, middle aged loser.’

‘Well, you got a lift and a fuck – you’re learning Bimbi is all I can say. We did you a favour then.’

‘Humph.’

‘Well, we all know that that’s really how you want us to treat you – what we agreed upon when we first met. Anyway Bimbi – that fantasy you have about being passed round by a group of obesely fat blokes – well we’ve arranged it for you.’

‘What - really…?’

‘Yes, really – all your dreams are coming true with us.

So I arranged to meet Vic and Tracey again at Charing Cross, where they picked me up in their car and took me to an unprepossessing semi in Surbiton. I shown to a small box room, and instructed to get changed into the sexy undies I had bought with me – brand new, since the other set had had to be binned after my sploshing session: the slutty black stockings and suspenders, red and black satin open crotch knickers and peephole bra that I loved.

‘I’m going to put the big butt plug up you’ Tracey said ‘to prepare you, like we demonstrated the other day. And put this dog collar on, I’m going to lead you in.’

I knelt on all fours, and Tracey duly inserted the plug inside me, it felt even bigger than I remembered, and clipped a chain on the collar. Then, she led me into the room on all fours with me struggling to keep up with her.

She led me around the room for all to see. Several grossly fat men lounged naked on the settees and armchairs, drinking wine and smoking large cigars – and the air was heavy with the smoke, making me cough.

Tracey ordered me to kneel in the centre of the room, and the men, disgusting in their flabby nakedness, surrounded me, smoking their cigars and blowing foul smoke directly into my face.

‘Open your mouth Bimbi’ Tracey ordered ‘you’re a fucking piece of shit, only useful as receptacle for other people’s waste.’ ”

Tracey’s abuse turned me on, and I obediently opened my mouth, only to have the ash from a big cigar flicked into it, followed by a stream of smoke blown straight down my throat. I coughed, my mouth clogged and burnt with ash, my lungs filled with thick smoke. One of the men roughly groped between my kneeling legs, pushing them apart and revealing my soaking fanny through the crotchless panties. He inserted the unlit end of his cigar into my cunt, pushed it in and out a bit, to my moans, then took it and thrust the end, wet with my own juices, into my mouth.

‘Puff it ‘, Tracey ordered, and I duly puffed at the cigar, that was so big I could barely get my lips around it. The smoke was acrid and I coughed, but I puffed away, emitting clouds of toxic smoke.

‘Suck them all off one by one’ Tracey instructed, taking the cigar from my mouth, and flicking another load of ash in it, before passing it back to the man.

Obediently, I went straight to the first man, feeling nervous, but incredibly excited – his cock was hidden by his flabby belly, and I had to lift it and push it up to get my mouth to it, which had been part of my fantasy.

His thighs were so fat, that I had to squeeze my head between them, as I applied my red lips to his cock. He smelt of pee and sweat which turned me on even more.

I sucked away, getting faster and faster as I felt his cock hardening, until,  suddenly I felt his hot semen hit the back of my throat, and then he pulled is cock out of my mouth and directed the rest of his load over my face and hair. I crawled on hands and knees as instructed to the next man, who was if anything even fatter, then a third and fourth, until my hair and face and tits were covered in sticky semen.

‘Get her on the coffee table’ someone said

And I was instructed to kneel on the glass coffee table, the butt plug was pulled out, and a cock was shoved in my mouth and one up my fanny. I was so slippery I could barely feel the cock thrusting in and out, but I did feel it as its invisible owner thrust harder and harder, his huge belly bashing against me, and panting, then pulled out and came all over my bumhole and arse cheeks, dripping down onto my stockings.

Next I felt another man’s cock at the tight, brown opening of my anus, easing up inside me. The cock seemed massive in my back passage, despite the butt plug preparation, filling me up, and then thrusting in and out, before finally squirting its wet load right inside me. The cock was pulled out, and I could feel the semen trickling down the crevasse of my cheeks towards my fanny.

Then I looked up to see Tracey, clad in suspender belt, stockings and six inch heels coming towards me. She had a huge strap on dildo dangling between her legs, and I knew where that dildo was going to go, and I was right, as I felt it eased up between my legs and into my back passage.

‘Take it right up, you fucking slut’, Tracey said.

It was massive, and hard, and I felt her thrusting right into me, and I came in a massive orgasm, with loud moans that I couldn’t control.

Then the men took in turns to ram their cocks up my fanny and bumhole, one pulling his cock from my anus, and coming round for me to suck my own filth from it. Covered in semen and sweat, I felt like a used and abused rag doll. Both openings gaping and sore, dripping with my own juices and the men’s come.  I felt a true slut, truly shamed, as, of course, I knew I deserved to be, and I embraced my sluthood.

I was then take  by the arms and escorted into the bathroom, where I was ordered to lie in the bath, while the men took out their  now flabby cocks, and stood around the bath peeing all over me – over my already filthy hair and face, over my tits, my fanny – until I was soaked and stinking.

So, I later reflected, Tracey and Vic had enabled me to fulfil one of my most prominent fantasises – one which I’d never told anyone about before, and which I’d always been ashamed of. And I did feel ashamed of allowing myself to be used by these men, but I had to admit that I had I also gained deep satisfaction from it.  Now I could carry on with my vanilla life with Simon and the kids, go on being their boring, conventional wife and mother, while they did all the ‘exciting’ things, like attending football games, and going on camping expeditions.

I wasn’t interested in any excitement of risk, they thought – well, that’s what they thought, but little did they know how exciting and risky my life had become, and would hopefully, continue to be, despite my shame and guilt at my activities with Vic and Tracey. But I was hooked on humiliation like any junkie, and, what was the alternative – a life of stultifying boredom and invisibility as a suburban wife and mother, maybe having a sordid affair with a neighbour.

Now where was that ‘Belle de Jour’ DVD? –it might give me some exciting ideas.

Mrs. Chambers Gets the Builders In:

Tales of mature MILF humiliation

I think it was that incident with the builders that truly bought out my dormant masochistic personality. My desire, even need, to be completely sexually humiliated. I’d completely lost interested in sex with my husband, William, though I’d never been that interested in conventional, missionary position sex, anyway. But through the liaison with the builders, I also realised how an ‘older’ woman like myself was still sexually attractive to much younger men, and that led to a whole new, liberated, sex life for me as an MILF – one who craved, despite my better judgement perhaps, the masochistic humiliation of BDSM role play.

Yes, that fine summer’s day, I looked out of my bedroom window at the builders working away. They were very conscientious, no doubt about that, and they had definitely done a good job, just as my neighbour Emily Markham- Smythe said they would. But as I watched Ron, the craggy foreman, walking around, sizing everything up; Liam the huge Irishman, with shirt off, revealing  his enormous stomach and huge biceps; and young  Jack, lithe, heavily  tattooed, and full of energy; I was thinking other, naughtier thoughts: of how I would  so love to be taken, and sexually ravished,  by  such rough men. Emily had, in an unguarded moment, after one too many glasses of  red wine, told me that she that was how she had paid them for the work they did- in kind as it were, and  what an immensely satisfying experience this had been. Well, today was the final day of the job, which was now completed, and it had been agreed at the start that full payment  was to be forthcoming immediately on completion –‘We’re a small company’ Ron had said ‘so it’s important that our customers pay up as soon as the job is completed, to the price agreed. Please don’t employ us if you are unable to do this.’

Well, I’d been out earlier to the shops, and paused when I walked past the bank, paused, but then walked on – because an idea, a particularly powerful idea, was forming in my mind.

I could see that the group was now tidying up, and getting their equipment together, so I went downstairs, and immediately Ron approached me when I went out into the garden.

‘Mrs. Chambers, we’re about to pack up now – I hope you’re pleased with our work- I think we’ve done an A1 job. Here’s an outline of the costs of materials and labour, including vat.’ He passed me a sheet of printed paper, and I scanned it, not really taking anything in, but the final price seemed reasonable, and in line with what we’d agreed.

I took a deep breath ‘I’m afraid I can’t pay you today, we just haven’t got the funds in the account, and my husband’s away in Europe on business, and I can’t get hold of him.’

‘Humph – this wasn’t what we agreed – which was full payment immediately on completion if you were happy with the work. You are happy aren’t you?’

‘Yes, completely – you’ve done a good job, everything I asked you to do.’

‘Well, you saying you can’t pay us now, isn’t on, it isn’t on at all.’ Ron said.

I took another, deeper, breath- ‘I’ve got a proposition for you - I’d like to pay you in the way my neighbour Mrs. Markham- Smythe paid you, when you did some work for her recently ’

Ron’s expression suddenly changed – the anger left his eyes, and a faint smile creased his craggy features.

‘What, in exactly the same way as she did?’

‘Yes, exactly the same way.’

‘You definitely want the same treatment?’

‘Yes definitely the same- exactly the same.’

‘OK– we’ll pack up here, and you might want to slip into something more….’

‘Alluring’ I proffered. ‘Yes, more alluring – and you can meet us down the end of the garden, behind the apple trees in half an hour.’

‘Fine ‘I said ‘I’m looking forward to it.’

I watched Ron speaking to the other two, and they turned and gave me lecherous glances. I went up to the bedroom that I shared with my husband William, who was away on business, trembling with excitement. I poured myself a large glass of red wine, and thought carefully about what I should wear. Obviously, I wanted to look as sexy as possible, and was thinking ‘slut’- the tackiest, cheap tart type looking clothes I possessed -that I wouldn’t be bothered about if they got ruined. But then I thought that a lot of the thrill for them would be ravishing a posh bitch such as myself, and bringing her down a peg or two. From a drawer, my special drawer, I took the some of the expensive silk lingerie William had bought me for various birthdays and anniversaries, and which I’d hardly worn. Well he bought it for me to wear to turn him on, but I somehow I’d never gotten round to wearing it much, and our sex life had continued on its downward spiral into almost non-existence. But now I found a thrill in putting it on, as I felt the delicate fabrics caress my naked skin, and glanced at myself in the mirror. Well, I knew I was on the plump side, with a decidedly fuller figure, but Emily Markham-Smythe was definitely matronly in comparison with me. Well, a lot of men liked a curvier figure apparently, rather than some young, skinny slip of a thing.

Then from the wardrobe I took the red satin designer dress that William had bought me back from Paris that time, and that I’d only worn a couple of times- at my daughter’s wedding, and my son’s graduation. I felt really sexy as I slid the black stockings over my freshly shaved legs, and clipped the tops to the suspenders attached to the lovely black silk suspender belt that must have cost a fortune. This was the sort of thing men such as the builders would like, I thought. Then I took extra time to tease and brush my reddish tinted, no longer completely natural, brown hair. I’d actually been to the hairdresser especially, just two days before, in anticipation of just this moment, though I hadn’t been sure it would ever really take place.  Then I carefully made up my face, making it much thicker than the makeup I would normally wear, with plenty of eyeliner, mascara and eye shadow, and, of course, thickly applied, bright red lipstick.

God, what did I look like? I don’t know what the neighbours or my husband would say– a forty-eight year old respectable, middle class woman dressed and made up as a complete tart – but I was sure that the men would fancy me like that. Then I put on the highest pair of heels I had, and surveyed myself in the mirror. I really did look like a tart, with the, once fairly modest, designer dress, now  too tight and too short on me, and revealing too much of my ample cleavage, before teetering down the path to where I’d agreed to meet the men.

I stumbled on the uneven path in my heels, because I was so nervous. Nervous and highly excited at what might be in store for me – what it was I had no idea?  Emily Markham -Smythe had found her treatment at the hands of these builders ‘absolutely wonderful, darling’, but would I enjoy the same kind of thing as she did. But the thought of having sex with these rough men, men whom I’d never normally mix with, let alone be intimate with, was highly exciting.

The men were waiting, standing smoking and laughing. Liam looked at me and said something, and the others laughed.

‘You want exactly the same treatment as Mrs. Markham-Smythe, right, and that will be payment for the work we’ve done.’ Ron said.

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘exactly the same- do what you want with me.’

He turned to the others ‘Remember how we enjoyed giving that other rich bitch a good seeing to. Well, I’ll set the ball rolling.’

He took his work knife out of his belt, and pulled my lovely, expensive dress away from my breasts at the nipples, before inserting the point into the delicate fabric and cutting a hole in it – first one side, then the other. He poked his finger into each hole and widened it, exposing my breasts, clad in the expensive silk bra. Then he roughly tweaked my nipples through the bra, making me cry out slightly, before pulling the bra fabric away from them and  inserting the point of the knife and  gouging holes in both sides where my nipples  touched, then letting the bra snap back into place, leaving my, rapidly growing, nipples, exposed to all and sundry.

‘Get down on your hands and knees’ he ordered, ‘arse in the air.’

I felt thrilled to be so spoken to and looked around for a dry spot on the wet ground.

‘There’ Ron commanded ‘in that muddy bit.’ He pointed to the muddiest piece of ground, over near the compost heap. I walked across, struggling in my heels, as the wet mud oozed over them, soaking my feet, and nearly sucking my shoes off.

I tentatively, and with some distaste, began to slowly myself down into the big puddle Ron had pointed to.

‘Come on -faster, you fucking slag, we haven’t got all day, we’ve got another job to go to – get on your hands and knees.’

I knelt in the  wetness, feeling the  mud beneath the puddle, watching it ooze over my  manicured hands with  their  vivid red nails, that I’d just spent so long painting, as the cold, filthy water soaked into my stocking clad  legs.

Next Ron took his knife from his pocket, unceremoniously pushed my dress up around my waist, and then went behind me, pulled my knickers back from my arse cheeks, and slit the gusset with his knife, so that I suddenly felt the cold air on my fanny.

Then, I started as I felt his rough calloused finger at the tip of my, surprisingly wet, cunt, poking up inside me.

‘She’s real wet’ he said, as he wiggled his finger around inside my most intimate place, and I heard Jack snigger. The casualness of his remark made me excited and humiliated at the same time.

‘I want to fuck her right up her fat arse’ Jack said.

‘Not yet, not yet,’ Ron said, ‘get your cock in her mouth; let her give you a good sucking off.’

Jack came round in front of me, and unzipped his jeans. His cock was long and thin, with a dribble of come bubbling out of the eyehole. He pressed it to my thickly lipsticked lips, and I opened my mouth obediently, greedily, to let it in, and began to suck it.

At the same time I felt Ron’s finger withdraw from my fanny, to be replaced by his cock, which felt massive. I groaned, feeling like a complete slut – relishing my abjection at the hands of these men.

Jack was moaning and I could feel that he was about to come, so I worked harder with my mouth and tongue-

‘Don’t come inside her mouth’ Ron shouted to Jack ‘spunk all over her face and hair.’

Jack pulled his cock from my mouth, wanked it with a couple of strokes, and I felt the thick stream of his spunk hitting my face, going into one of my eyes, and dripping down my cheeks, before he directed  another load into my freshly washed, expensive hairdo.

At the same time Ron withdrew his own cock from my fanny, but instead of releasing his load, he poked his thick finger up my arsehole, poked it right up to the knuckle, making me wince, then he spat as he pulled his finger out, and I felt a thick gob of phlegm on the entrance to my back passage, before Ron slowly pushed his cock into it. It was painful at first and I winced. He spat again into the hole in my ruined silk panties, and I felt my sphincter open to accommodate his cock. He grunted, and I felt my ring give way, the fat width of his cock suddenly in my rectum, and then began to feel immense pleasure as his cock penetrated deep inside me, as if to the core of my being. Liam now had his cock in my mouth, and I was sucking away at it, when Ron exploded inside me, the warmth of his spunk pulsing into me, as I came myself, with the most tremendous orgasm.

Ron withdrew his cock and slapped my arse ‘you enjoyed that didn’t you, you old slapper. She’s just like all the old slags round where I live, just loves cock.’

It thrilled me to be spoken to and of, in such a way, is if I was a common tart. Now Liam withdrew his cock, and directed his load over my already spunk covered face and ruined hair.

Then he was pushed aside by Ron, who pushed his semi limp dick towards my lipstick smeared lips – ‘lick it clean you stuck up bitch,’ he ordered and I obediently lapped at his cock, stinking as it did with my own rank juices. Then, Ron turned and thrust his bottom into my face –‘clean my arsehole as well’ and I willingly poked my tongue into his gaping hole as he bent in front of me – licked his coarse hair, matted with sweat and his own dirt, then thrust my tongue up his anus.

‘She loves the taste of my arse’ Ron crowed with delight, as I felt Jack’s cock in my fanny, then once lubricated with my juices, poked up my now  once secret, now gaping, bum hole. I could feel him hard up inside me, as my tongue flickered inside Ron’s vile tasting arse. I felt Jack’s warm spunk jetting up inside my back passage, and groaned with pleasure as my senses were set on fire. Next, I felt Liam’s hairy, ape like bulk pressing against me, as he fucked me with his big, fat cock, coming deep inside my fanny.

No wonder Emily had been so enthused I thought, but the three hadn’t finished yet.

‘Are we doing exactly what we did to Mrs. Markham-Smythe? Liam asked.

‘Yeah, exactly, is what she agreed.’ Ron said.

Liam bent down and picked me up bodily, and carried me over to the compost heap, a dropped my in the middle. My face went straight into a pool of stinking, liquid matter, and I couldn’t help but swallow some. Ron picked up a large, rotting carrot –‘Look he said, this is going straight up your arsehole – get on all fours.’

I duly complied and the carrot was inserted into my now wide open anus, much to all the men’s amusement.

Then I felt something thick and smooth slowly running over my lovely, new, but now ruined hair do, and trickling gloopily over my face.   That smell what was it – and I suddenly realised that it was a large tin of white paint. Which completely ruined my hair and make up, and my dress and underwear. More was poured over my breasts and onto my filthy fanny. I would have to wash my hair in turps, or shave it off, I realised. The humiliation felt glorious, but I wondered how I would explain the bald head to William.

Then Ron picked up an old toilet seat that was lying on the muddy ground, and put it over my head, so that it hung there like horse’s collar.

Open your mouth he instructed, and stepped back. Then he unleashed a stream of piss towards my open mouth. At first the stream splashed over my face, but then he found his distance and steadily streamed his pee into my mouth.

‘Have go lads’ he said ‘its good fun,’ and all three of the men stood round and peed in my mouth, as well as over my face and hair.

‘Now lay on your back’, Ron commanded. I complied meekly, and he squatted over my face, and I could see his brown bum hole twitching …….. The final defilement: I truly was a degraded, humiliated slut.

‘Do you still want the full Mrs. Markham-Smythe treatment’ Ron said?

‘Yes’ I murmured. I couldn’t believe that I had just been used as a toilet by rough workmen.

‘Get the wheel barrow Jack.’ 

Jack bought the wheelbarrow from down the garden, and I was picked up by Liam and dumped in it on my backside, my legs were pulled apart and a rotting courgette from the greenhouse was stuck up my fanny, and Ron lit a cigarette and placed in the corner of my mouth, and I had no choice but to puff on it, though I hadn’t smoked for over twenty years, and it made me cough. As I did so mobile phone cameras snapped away –

‘This photo is going to a well known top shelf magazine for their Readers Wives section – don’t worry no one will know who you really are – no one will recognise you anyway beneath all that crap’ he laughed a sneering laugh. ‘What did we name the photos of Mrs. Markham- Smythe? Sharon from Birmingham wasn’t it.’

I could no longer stop myself, and my hand went to my fanny , and I began to furiously frig myself off, while Liam and Jack began to wank their cocks, finally  releasing the contents of  my their ball sacs over my now completely ruined face, hair and tits, as my whole body shuddered with my own enormous orgasm.

Finally,  Liam connected the hose, and I was still frigging myself, and experienced an amazing orgasm, as a stream of freezing water hit me, as they hosed me down, just as if they were hosing down their van after day’s work. That was what I was to them – a mere object existing for their satisfaction, and it really turned me on.

Soon afterwards, I lay in a steaming bath, an array of luxury shampoos and cleansing products on the side, sipping a large glass of wine, as I frigged myself off again – my fanny seemed unlimited in its capacity for pleasure today. If I had to shave my head so be it, I giggled, it just would just add to the pleasure of my humiliation. I’d tell William that it was a spur of the moment decision after a bad haircut: ‘Women’, I could just hear him muttering, and rolling his eyes.

I raised the glass of wine and sipped it -‘Here’s to Emily Markham-        Smythe’ I said.

I had terrible trouble getting my hair free of paint, and I had to wash it in neat turps, as I anticipated, and it stank, and wasn’t even completely clean. I wondered how Emily had coped with this, as my treatment was exactly the same as hers, according to Ron. I couldn’t imagine Emily as anything other than immaculate, and I would never have thought she was someone who would like to have her appearance besmirched in such a way. I knew that she, like me spent a fortune at the hairdresser’s, probably a lot more than me.

I picked up my phone-

‘Yes’ I heard her Emily’s familiar dulcet, upper class tones, unruffled as always.

‘Hi, it’s Sarah Chambers here. Well, you know those builders you told me about, said how good they were – I’ve just had them in, and…well, I paid them in exactly the same way you did.’

‘Exactly the same way?’

‘Yes.’

‘And did you find the experience worthwhile?’

‘Yes, I did – definitely. Very worthwhile indeed.’

‘Well done to you. Yes, it was highly pleasurable as far as I was concerned.’

‘But there’s one thing I wanted to ask you – did you have the paint poured over you? And if so what did you do about your hair- how did you get the paint out?’ I asked.

‘Well darling, I didn’t bother getting it out, I just phoned my hairdresser and asked him to come out especially – I made it worth his while, you know- and to bring his clippers and a selection of wigs – and he just shaved my hair off, left me bald a as coot, and fitted a lovely wig, and no one ever knew anything about it…until now that is.’

‘How did it make me you feel, having to shave your head?’

‘Well, it was part of it, that wonderful humiliation that I craved, from those rough men – even though I probably spend more on one meal at Claridges than they earn in a week. But its fulfilling a fantasy isn’t it? How often does one get that opportunity?’

‘That’s true, and I’d like to thank you for giving me the opportunity.’

‘Don’t mention it –it gives us something in common doesn’t it. Our husbands have their work and their golf, and now we have…. Look, why don’t you come over for a glass of wine or two –I’ll show you some of my wigs, if you’re interested.’

‘Yes, OK, that’ll be great. When?’

‘Right now would be fine, I’m here alone all week – Gerald’s away in Brussels.’

‘Me too – I mean William’s away as well. OK I’ll come over.’

I dressed quickly in an old shift dress, white blouse and worn brown cardigan, after carefully disposing of the clothes I’d worn for my liaison with the builders, in the rubbish. It seemed such a shame – William must have spent a fortune on them: the silk underwear and haute couture dress from Paris. But it had been worth it, and William would never notice that they were gone. I wrapped a turban around my head, to cover my stained, stringy hair, and walked around to Emily’s, up her forbidding drive, and rang her bell, hearing the loud chimes. She was so conventional; it was still hard to believe that she’d encouraged the builders to treat her in such a way.

The door opened, and Emily stood there, looking as solidly bourgeois as always, in a wool tweed suit and pearls, hair and make up immaculate. I wondered what she’d worn when she met the builders.

‘Do come in’ she said ‘I’ve got a bottle of white chilling nicely.’

I went in to the lounge, and sat down in one of the opulent armchairs.

‘I just need to turn out the oven. Perhaps you like to watch a film while you’re waiting.’

‘No, it’s fine.’

‘You might as well, it might interest you.’ She handed me the remote control. So I pressed the button and the TV flickered on, and I idly glanced at the screen as Emily busied herself in the kitchen. I watched as two young women dressed as maids, in skimpy dresses that revealed the tops of their stockings, and frilly aprons, with little caps on their heads, and very high heels, busied themselves with feather dusters. Then an older woman came into the room, and began chastising them for not cleaning the house properly. I recognised that voice, and looked more closely at the screen – it was Emily! The  maids took umbrage at what she said, and next thing was one had taken two huge, black strap on dildos from a bedside drawer, and put one on, and Emily was bent over a chair while her knickers were pulled down, and a strap on was donned by one of the maids, and rammed unceremoniously up Emily’s hairy fanny. The other maid put on the second strap on, and then stuck it in Emily’s mouth for her to suck. Emily moaned, as the strap on was thrust rhythmically up her fanny before the two women changed places. The woman who had been fucking Emily’s mouth now thrust her dildo up Emily’s anus, while the other woman put her strap on in Emily’s mouth, and she came with a loud cry. Then she was pushed into a chair and her hands tied behind her back with a stocking, and her wig pulled off to reveal stubble across her scalp. The women mocked Emily calling her a ‘fucking bald old slapper,’ before forcing her to lay on her back and squatting over her to use her mouth as a toilet.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, as Emily coughed as a stream of pee was directed directly into her mouth. Not only was Emily deeply masochistic, but also had lesbian inclinations! Just then she entered the room, with two glasses of wine.

‘So you’ve managed to watch our little film she said, did you enjoy it?’

I realised how moist I was between my legs – ‘I certainly did’ I said.

She sat next to me on the sofa, and clasped my hand in hers – I noticed the wrinkles and brown spots of aging on it, though it was very soft –

‘Have you ever wanted to explore having sex with another woman?’

‘Yes, I’ve thought about it, but never had the opportunity’ I said, nervously, though also excited.

‘Well, now’s your chance’ she said, turning to me and kissing me full on the lips, and forcing her tongue deep into my mouth.

I responded, and we kissed passionately for what seemed several minutes, Emily’s hand going inside my cardigan and blouse and grabbing my breasts, pushing them from my bra. I caressed her saggy tits, and full belly, turned by the attentions of an older woman, who seemed like a favourite Aunt I had had a crush on in my adolescence. Next thing, my dress was roughly pushed around my waist, and her hand was between my legs, and inside my knickers.

She worked on my clitty with expert hands, before easing down my panties, and getting to her knees, and burying her head between my legs, her tongue at my fanny, licking it softly with long stokes up the length of it, before starting on my clit with little darting jabs from her tongue. I moaned, I was so aroused, before I juddered to a climax right in her face.

‘I can be sub or dom’ she said, before producing from somewhere, a big black strap on, identical to  the ones in the film, and attaching it her waist, before turning me over and spreading my arse cheeks. I felt the hard rubber at the lips of my fanny, easing inside it. I was so wet it went in very easily. Emily banged away with surprising vigour, and she also began abusing me

‘You’ve always been a fucking slut, with ideas above your station, and it’s about time you were treated as you deserve Missy.’

I orgasmed, again, tremors running right through my body.

‘Right, slut, get in the chair’.

I complied, and Emily ripped off my turban revealing my hair in all its paint streaked, turpentine reeking, glory. It hang around my face in rats’ tails – and to think I’d spent so much time and money at the hairdresser only days previously. Emily produced a pair of large scissors, which she just happened to have to hand! And began to chop away at my hair –

‘I’d rather not have it cut off’ I whined.

‘Who cares what you want?’ Emily said, cutting away. I just sat, transfixed, as my hair was cut to stubble, and then Emily produced electric clippers, and shaved the rest off down to my bare scalp. I felt tears come to my eyes as I looked at my bald head in the mirror.

‘That looks better’ Emily laughed ‘you can choose a wig later. Now lick me off’.

She forced my onto my knees, pulled down her knickers, and forced my head between her legs. Her fanny was soaking, and her juices tasted bitter, musky, with a strong smell of piss mixed with talcum powder. I lapped away at her, until she came violently, shuddering into my face.

After that we relaxed, and sat on the settee together sipping wine.

‘Did you like my video?’ Emily said.

‘I certainly did’ I said ‘but I was surprised I can tell you.’

‘You didn’t think I was like that – well, there’s a lot about me you don’t know. I can introduce you to a few people, and activities.’

‘I think I’d like that.’ I said eagerly.

‘I think you would too. Don’t worry, discretion is my middle name. How do you think I’ve gone all this time with my husband having no idea of what I get up to? As far as he’s concerned I’m a champion of the Women’s Guild, and you can be the same with William.’

‘Sound great’ I said.

I looked at myself in the mirror, shocked by the bald head that stared back at me. Emily brought in a selection of wigs, for me to choose one. My hair was normally chestnut brown, with the help of more than a little dye to cover up the grey that had began coming though, but these wigs were striking, in tones of red, blonde and jet black. Also, the styles were quite elaborate, compared to the simple bobbed style I usually wore.

‘You have to choose one of these, they are all I’ve get, besides I’d like to see you looking glamorous.’

I eventually chose a red wig, since it was nearest to my actual hair, and it did look glamorous, with waves cascading down my face – like a sort of fifties movie star.

‘You look fantastic darling’ Emily said kissing me. Then she put metal clamps on the engorged nipples of my still exposed tits, and began flicking them-‘Ow, that hurts’ I cried.

‘It’s meant to hurt – you deserve to be punished for being such a slut’ and my masochistic self didn’t disagree with her.

‘In fact’ she said ‘I think you need a good beating. Bend over that chair. I bent forward uncomfortably over the ornate dining room chair, and Emily produced a  riding crop, just like the one I’d used as a child when I took riding lessons, which had been the first time I remembered  having an orgasm  - through the friction of my fanny on the saddle. My pants were pulled down, and I heard the swish of the whip through the air, before feeling the pain as it landed on my bare arse cheeks.

‘Argh’ I cried.

‘It’s meant to hurt; it’s a punishment for being a slut.’

Emily proceeded to give me another five cuts of the whip, and my arse was stinging and sore. Later on I saw in the mirror that there were red weals across my bottom, livid against the pure white flesh.

‘The way those builders treated you was the way you deserve to be treated’ Emily said.

I thought of replying by asking if she thought she’d also deserved to be so treated, but the pain in my bum stopped me saying anything.

‘Now you’re to go to bed without any supper’ Emily carried on. She pulled me to my feet; I was surprised at how strong she was. She quickly stripped my dress off of me, and pulled a short, pink chiffon nightdress over my head.

The she grabbed something that looked like white towelling material and put an end between my legs, and then wound it around my middle. I realised it was a nappy – an old fashioned towelling nappy. Emily pinned the nappy in place with large safety pins. Before grabbing me by the arm and forcing me along a passage, and pushing me into a small room, and closing the door behind me, and turning a key in the lock. I tried to open it but it was locked.

Suddenly, I realised that I had an urgent need to pee. I banged at the door, and shouted, but there was no answer. There was nothing for it but to go in my nappy. I crouched down and opened my bladder with relief, feeling the warm pee flowing into the nappy, around my fanny, some of it escaping and dripping onto the floor. Just what was Emily up to? I reflected. This was obviously some kind of femdom fantasy she was acting out, with me as a willing participant. Well, she assumed that, and I suppose I was – always, after my recent experiences, looking for new ways to be turned on. However, I did feel a bit miffed, locked in this room with nothing to do, and not knowing when I would get out, and my arse was stinging, to boot, and even more so now, with the hot pee on it. I looked around the room – it was empty, except for one piece of furniture – an old fashioned cot, with railings up the side. Well, I was very tired after the wine, so I managed to open the cot at the side, clambered into it, and lay down to sleep, pulling the pink flowered duvet over my head.

I didn’t know how long I’d been asleep, but I woke up and the room was pitch black. I realised what had woken me up when felt a queasy feeling in my stomach.

I needed to go, and remembered that it was no use trying to get out of the room, so I just lay on my side and let my bowels open, and felt a soft squishiness emerge into my nappy. I had to admit that this wasn’t unpleasant, and gave me quite a secure feeling somehow, reminding me of my childhood back in rural Devon. I actually felt aroused, I fact, and my hand went inside the nappy to my soaking fanny. God, what a dirty girl I was.

Eventually, I dozed off in my own filth. Next thing I was awake, and the sun was shining through the blinds. I heard the key in the lock, and looked up as Emily entered the room.

She came over to me, and sniffed the air.

‘You’ve been a naughty girl again – you’ve messed your nappy.’

‘But I didn’t have any choice’ I protested, ‘I shouted and banged on the door when I first wanted to pee, but no one came.’

‘Liar -all you had to do was give me a shout, and I would have let you out. You’re just a filthy little slut.’

‘But I did shout, and bang on the door.’

‘Nonsense – lying’s a sin you know – that’s extra punishment for you. Get up’

I got out of the cot, and Emily, who just happened to have on a pair of latex gloves I noticed, undid my nappy, and took it off, and glanced in it in disgust.

‘This is what we do to naughty girls who soil their nappies’ she said and grabbed my head by the hair and forced my face down into the soiled nappy. I coughed and spluttered as my own rank filth went into my face and mouth. God, how absolutely degrading, but I was also aware that I loved it, in a powerful way, too.

Emily bought my head back up, and I took a deep breath, automatically searching with my hand for a tissue. Emily gave me one, and I dabbed at my eyes and mouth.

‘Eugh’ I said ‘disgusting.’

‘Well, I hope you’re learnt a lesson young lady, now go and have a shower, and clean yourself up.’

I didn’t say anything – I was prepared to go along with Emily’s role play scenario – after all, I had been really turned on last night, and still felt aroused by the situation. Emily, despite the maternal/auntie role she seemed to be playing, was this morning dressed in a slinky black pencil skirt, black satin blouse, and full makeup, with stockings and heels, of course. She certainly looked sexy, and great for her age – or any age come to that. No wonder the builders had been so keen to have their way with her, and carry out what they considered taking her down a peg or two. Of course, being taken down a peg or two was just what she wanted –in the most humiliating way possible, and that’s just what she’d got. Then she’d gone back to her opulent mansion, while the builders had gone back to their much smaller houses and tough lives in the poorer parts of town.

Anyway, Emily had rekindled my desire for other women, which had lain dormant through most of my marriage, and today I certainly fancied her.

The shower she had directed me to was not the main bathroom, but a below the stairs one, which was far shoddier in design and furnishings. As I stood under the rather tepid water, I reflected on how erotic I’d found this whole session with Emily. Who would have known she was like that? But I determined that I would have more contact with her and her secret world.

As I said, I discovered that I masochistically like to be sexually humiliated – I can’t help it; it gives me such a complete thrill. I need it. In my normal life I like to be in control. True, I am married – to a traditional upper –class man, but although he thinks he’s in charge, I have means of getting him to do what I want. I greatly enjoy the fruits of being married to a very rich man, while, as far as possible I do my own thing.  The thing is William doesn’t satisfy me sexually – I need far more than what he has to offer. And what I want is risk, excitement – like the excitement of being used by rough builders I’ve just described. Well, I hope you enjoyed reading about it, and perhaps you might also enjoy reading about this next experience that I’m going to describe.

Although I didn’t need to work, I had a part-time job, working on a women’s lifestyle magazine. A glossily expensive offering that many women seemed to lap up, with its aspirational pieces about the rich and famous. That day I’d been to an editorial meeting. It had been an unusually hot day in London, and the air conditioning in the magazine’s offices wasn’t working properly, and I could feel my unsuitable clothing of dark red jacket, fairly low cut black dress, black stockings, and high heels; and, as usual, a thick mask of make up, which was almost melting in the heat. All this was because I had arranged to meet my husband around teatime, at the Royal Festival Hall on the Southbank; because we had tickets for a Mahler concert, and my intention had been to kill time after the editorial meeting, maybe a glass of wine or three with Jenny Hague, if she was there. The thing was, Jenny wasn’t there – she phoned to say she was ill. I imagined her in her back garden, in a bikini, lounging by the pool, slavered in sun screen applied by her latest toy boy. None of the other women at the meeting were much interested in drinking – they were all too busy, and obsessed with making money, to allow themselves to unwind in a cool, shaded pub. As I didn’t fancy going to the pub on my own, I decided to walk down by the Embankment, and maybe sit by the river for a bit.

So there I was, walking down Villiers Street, trying not to hobble in my heels, although my feet were killing me in the heat, and envying all the other women who passed in their sandals, and summer frocks. I turned onto a path that led to the walkway by the river, when I passed them – the drinking school, crowded around a bench, swilling cheap cider.

‘Can you spare some change darling’ a rough voice said.

I ignored it, and carried on walking past, determinedly not looking at them.

‘She’s a stuck up bitch’ another, Glaswegian accented voice said ‘thinks she’s too good to have anything to do with the likes of us.’

‘Give me a hand job, you stuck up bitch’ the voice shouted, to much laughter.

I shuddered to think of the rank, unwashed cock – of me wanking it like I did William’s, of it in my mouth, my tongue lapping away at it, the spunk spurting to the back of my throat, or all over my immaculate hair and make up. I would feel a completely degraded and abased abject slut. I was walking slower now, not sure where I was going, striding out so quickly, when I had so much time to kill. I’d had a vague idea of wandering along to the Tate –but how tiring and dull it seemed for such a hot summer’s day. What I did feel though, was horny, but the only offer I’d had was from a filthy wino- someone completely repugnant to me. Yes, what could be more repulsive than a smelly old tramp, whom no woman would touch with a bargepole, especially someone like me – an attractive, well dressed, well bred middle-class woman. But that hadn’t stopped me going with those builders, had it? And a lot of the appeal, and what had made that such a memorable sexual experience, was being humiliated by rough, uncouth men, from a lower social background to oneself. I suddenly realised that I had grown moist between my legs. I stopped, turned and looked back - the winos were still at their bench.

‘Give me a hand job’ that one had demanded, the Scottish one – but he probably wouldn’t even be hard enough, with all the drink he’d consumed. Nevertheless, some inexorable power seemed to cause me to turn, and I felt myself walking back towards the group, as if I was watching myself in a dream. I could see the man who’d spoken to me so suggestively – short and squat, with powerful shoulders, and a massive belly beneath a sagging, grimy suit; with greasy red hair, and an unkempt red beard. His voice was louder, more insistent, more masculine, than all the rest.

‘Yeah, I gave a stuck up tart one once, at a building job I was doing in her house.’

I approached, and felt my pulse racing with excitement. I caught the eye of the Scotsman ‘It’s the stuck up bitch again’ he said. ‘Changed your mind about a hand job then, darling?’ he said mockingly.

‘I’d like a word with you’ I said, and it was as if I was hearing an actress speak the lines in a film. The man left the group and came towards me, as I walked down the tow path a few yards.

‘I’ll wank you off’ I said ‘like you wanted.’ just saying the crude words made me feel turned on – ‘Is there somewhere we can go?’

‘How much? The man demanded – I’ve got a few quid, you know’

‘What do you think I am- a whore?’

‘Well, you are aren’t you?’

‘Yes’ I said, spontaneously ‘I’ll wank you off for fifteen quid.’

‘OK’ the man said ‘follow me’, and he led the way along the path, to a smaller path that led into some bushes. He led me to space behind the bushes, which was hidden from the path, and from the road on the other side, although it was virtually next to it.

‘Do it here’ he said ‘I’ll pay you after you’ve done it.’

‘How do I know you’ll pay me?’ I heard myself saying, and found it hard to believe it was my own voice.

To my great surprise he pulled a greasy roll of money from an inside pocket of the stained jacket he was wearing, and peeled off a ten pound, then a five pound, note. I took the money, hoping he wouldn’t notice my hand trembling, and quickly tucked it in my shoulder bag, which I placed in some long grass.

‘There you go’ he said ‘get on with it –you’d better do a good fucking job, you tart’ he patted his crotch, and watched as my hand tentatively unzipped his trousers, and saw his cock bulging out through his grimy underpants. I fumbled with them, pulling out his rapidly swelling member, and was immediately hit with the almost overwhelming stink of urine and stale sweat.

I was immediately repelled, but also, somehow, compelled. I put my hand on him, and noticed how small and pale my manicured hand with its gold rings, and scarlet painted nails, looked against the massive, wrinkled, brown girth of his cock.

I knelt in front of him and began to slowly wank him, feeling a wave of nausea come over me, but also something else …a message from my rapidly moistening  fanny to my brain - a message of being very aroused, despite my puritanical conscience’s abhorrence at the situation I’d got myself in.

‘You’ve got nice tits –big like I like them’ the man said.

I moved my hand quicker – I wanted him to come, to get it over with quickly, since I could clearly hear the voices of passers by on the other side of the bushes, and was terrified of being caught.

‘You like my tits’ I said.

‘Yeah – I love a pair if big ‘uns like yours.’

I fumbled with my substantial cleavage with my left hand, and eased my breasts from the constraints of my bra, letting them flop over the top of my dress, with their, I was appalled to see, hardening nipples. I wanted to turn him on so that he came quickly.

‘Fucking lovely’ he said ‘you’re a right sexy tart aren’t you?’

Suddenly, he grabbed the back of my head and pushed it down into his crotch.

‘Come on, suck me off’ he said. All I could do was open my mouth and let his stinking cock inside, and begin sucking away.

‘Aw yes – that’s more fucking like it.’ The man muttered.

I sensed he was about to come, and lapped urgently at his cock with my tiring tongue. He grabbed my hair again, and pulled my head back away from his crotch, before exploding over my face and hair. His cock pulsed away for what seemed an age, pumping his spunk over me. Not just my face, ruining my make up, but in my hair, and down my dark dress.

God, now I was in a right state – and I was to meet my husband later.

The man took a swig of the cider bottle he’d brought with him – ‘Like a drink?’ he asked.

‘No – no thanks’ I said tersely, though my sopping knickers told me how much I’d secretly enjoyed the experience.

‘I’d use you again he said. ‘Come down here another time, I’ve always got a few quid.’

‘Great’ I muttered, but somehow flattered that I’d provided satisfaction. ‘What’s happened to you’ I mumbled to myself as I walked quickly away – ‘now you’re getting off on having sex with tramps, and flattered that they enjoy it.’ I needed to find somewhere to get cleaned up. I dabbed away at my hair and face with a tissue. My make up was destroyed, lipstick and eye shadow smudged, spunk in my hair and down my dress. And my knickers were soaking. I’d have to do something before meeting William. Back in Villiers Street, I went into the first pub I came to, and headed straight for the Ladies, where I did a quick repair job, using a lot of toilet tissue. I cleaned face and hair up as best I could and repaired my makeup, but I couldn’t get rid of the stains on my dark dress, and my expensive red jacket was also badly marked.

Well, I had to get a taxi up to Oxford Street to traipse round shops and spend a fortune on a new outfit, though at least I’d earned fifteen pounds towards it, I reflected with a wry smile. And that experience, which  I did find highly arousing in its humiliation, gave me the idea of playing the role of a common tart, and accepting money for degrading sex, with all kinds of unsuitable men, and even women.

I was thinking about this later, as I sat in the foyer of the Festival Hall drinking coffee when William arrived, breathless and a bit late.

‘So sorry I’m late. I expected you’re bored stiff after hanging around all afternoon after your meeting.’

‘Yes-it has been a bore’ I answered with a sigh, but smiling inwardly…….

I sat in the corner of a seedy bar, short skirt rising above my knees, and placed a cigarette into my heavily lipsticked mouth, and lit it. I wasn’t normally a smoker, but I was for my present purpose – that of being a cheap tart, in the bar to pick up men for sex.  This was the scenario that my recent experiences had led me to embark on, and I felt excitement, as well as fear, tingling in the pit of my stomach. The pub was situated in the middle of Smithfield Market, and was thus open even though it was early in the morning. What was I doing here at this time, the only female there? Well, I‘d read book by a woman called Mary Parking, someone who’d been quite a celebrity in the fashion and art worlds, and who had written an autobiographical book which, amongst other things, detailed her sexual adventures; which had been many and various, since as young woman, she‘d broken away from the strictness of her repressive childhood in Wales. Like a lot of other women, a repressed childhood with very strict rules about how young ladies should behave, had driven her to a life of complete lack of restraint and abandon. She had also become an alcoholic, and it was while she was drinking very heavily that she turned up at Smithfield Market early in the morning, and let the porters there have their way with her. I wasn’t an alcoholic, but I had always found the scenario presented highly arousing – so much so that it had become a favourite fantasy of mine. And now, in my own newly liberated sexual state, where I was determined to explore every avenue of sexual humiliation open to me – since that was what turned me on – here I was in a pub in Smithfield market, having made the effort to get up unusually early, telling William that I had an early  editorial meeting in town.

‘I thought that that lot didn’t start until ten’ he said.

‘It’s urgent – something about sales figures being down.’

I wasn’t drunk, like Mary Parking, although I was already on my second glass of wine to give me a bit of Dutch courage. I took a drag on my cigarette, and exhaled the smoke through crimson lips. I’d taken especial care on my makeup this morning – making sure that it was very thickly applied. I wanted to look like a complete tart. The bar wasn’t very crowded, but some of the men had begun to glance over, and then their curious glances lingered into blatant stares. I allowed my dress to slip up a little more, and realised that I might not have been as drunk as Mary Parking, but I was definitely tipsy. Then, one of the men came over to me. He was certainly a well built chap – tall and imposing, with darkly rugged good looks. These porters were definitely a macho, rough bunch of men – real working-class types, as tough and coarse as they come.

The man took a seat at my table and put down his drink-

‘All right if I sit here for a minute’ he said politely.

‘That’s fine ‘I said.

‘It’s just that me and the lads were wondering what you were doing here – we don’t get many women in here at this time of the day, like.’

‘I’m a visitor to London, and I wanted to see the historic Smithfield meat market.’

‘It’s historical all right. I could give you a guided tour later, if you want.’

‘That’d be great, but to be honest that’s not why I’m here.’ I paused, and took a deep breath, might as well go for it – ‘It’s just that I read this book by Mary Parking and she said that she used to come here for sex with the porters.’

‘Ah yes, Mary– I remember her – she used to come down here completely pissed, and come on to us, and we used to gang bang her – all with her consent, of course.

‘Well, I’d like that.’

‘To be gang banged.

‘Yes.’

‘If that’s what you really want, then I’m sure quite a few lads here will be up for it.’

And that is how I ended up on a table in a, temporarily closed to the public, Smithfield pub, with a queue of men lining up to fuck me. And fuck me they did – every which way, I had cocks up my fanny, up my arse, , in my mouth, men wanking over me, until finally I was just a  reeking, spunk and piss covered mess, having had so many orgasms I lost count of them. Apparently, tickets, using a book of raffle tickets, were sold – five pounds each – and the man I’d first spoken to, who’d organised everything handed me fifty pounds, as a percentage. The landlord of the pub had to be paid, he explained. Now I really did feel like a whore, and it thrilled me.

After that I became even more emboldened I my sexuality, and registered with an escort company to have sex with men, and women, for money. I managed to work at this only when William was away, and was very discrete, even though men used to come to my house sometimes. Once I thought I saw Emily looking out of her window as a car came up my drive. Did she have an idea what was happening, I wondered.

And speaking of Emily, I actually started going to lesbian BDSM clubs with her, where she paraded me round on my knees, with a chain attached to a collar around my neck. I was forced to lick the shoes of club members, but forbidden to lift my head to look at them. Women spat on me, and then I was instructed to lie on my back and let women spit in my mouth, and use me as an ashtray and a toilet. My experience at with the builders, and at Emily’s, had left its mark on me – and now I craved that kind of humiliation. To be peed on, and worse, had become my fetish ideal.

Then, when William was home I would carry on escorting him to dinners, concerts, etc, as if nothing had happened, and I don’t think that he ever noticed how much happier I seemed! Anyway, I had many more exciting and humiliating adventures, and still am. It’s been liberating for me to again to explore this aspect of my sexuality, when I thought I’d just lost interest in sex – well, I certainly had with William. It’s also been empowering to realise that men, and women, still find me sexually attractive, even ones much younger than myself. I’m relishing my role as an MILF, even if my children have long since left the nest, and I’m having so much fun I don’t care what anyone thinks. Though I’m very discrete, and I don’t think William has any idea what his boring, docile wife is getting up to.

I Am Mutton Dressed As Lamb

Hi, I’m Marie, and I am ‘mutton dressed as lamb’. Well, I’ve often been called that. I’ve had it written across my bare boobs in lipstick. I’ve been laughed at, called a desperate old slapper, an MILF, an old banger, a tragic slut. And you know what? - I don’t bloody care. In fact, I enjoy it. Because, you see, I’m a masochist, a submissive, and I love being humiliated and verbally abused. The more, and grosser, the better.

It’s Saturday night, and you can find the same scene all over the country inside female bedrooms. Freshly showered and perfumed, a bottle of wine, and cigarette, on the go, plastering the slap over my face, teasing and spraying my newly washed hair. The same, only with a difference. Most of those other rooms are inhabited by girls and young women in their teens, or twenties, and I am…….. Forty-six years old.

Now, I’m trying out different costumes, just like a teenager trying to attract the boys. I’m putting on an inappropriately short skirt that barely covers my bum, a very tight top, cut too low, and thus revealing my ‘ample’ forty plus year old cleavage. I’m definitely ‘mutton dressed as lamb’ – and I wish I had a pound for very time I’ve been called that – often by other women.

You probably think that I’m some council estate loser, worthy of your sympathy, or contempt -a junkie or an alcoholic, getting ready to go out on the game to buy drugs, my kids in care. But you couldn’t be further from the truth. In fact, I live in a well appointed house in a nice part of town, with a gleaming, new car in the garage – all paid for by my substantial earnings as a lawyer. When I go out at weekends, I wear a long coat over my slutty clothes, and a big hat to hide my heavily made up face, on my walk from front door to taxi. To the neighbours I’m just like any other of the respectable, middle class, Mumsnet type women of the area, who’s split up with her partner, with two lovely kids away at university. My kids have no inkling of my secret life, and that is how I propose to keep it. To them I’m just ultra boring, past it - Mum.

Yes, it’s a typical Saturday, and I feel the familiar tingle of expectancy in my stomach. The fact that I know I’ll be verbally abused, called an old slapper, a slut, sneered at, as I sit I at the bar in city centre pub. I’m old enough to be the mother of most of the other pub clientele, and they might sneer, but they are definitely not adverse to seeing me, arse in the air, knickers around my ankles, skirt around my waist, bent over a dustbin in a pub car park, while they take it in turns to shove their young, virile dicks up my fanny and bumhole - often while their young, attractive date for the night, sits inside the pub – oblivious to what her boyfriend is getting up to.

I feel excited by my image in the mirror: so different from my usual sober, everyday look, going to work in a dark business suit; little make-up; hair up; sensible shoes; rarely drinking and never smoking. Now the dark business suit has been replaced by a red PVC mini skirt, with a tight, black, low cut top; little make-up replaced by inches of thick slap; and the  sensible shoes with four inch stilettos; temperance by heavy smoking and drinking.

I’m wondering where I’ll go tonight. I’ve got a few favourite places - the aforementioned city centre bar; a pub mainly used by black guys in a well known Afro- Caribbean area; or some of the local dogging sites. I get a sense of excitement and anticipation just thinking about these places. They all have their merits for me.

The city centre pub - well, I’m sure to get plenty of verbal abuse, laughed at and hit on by drunk teenagers; but I’ll quite likely end the evening on my back in the car park, with a gang of lads queuing up to fuck me, come over me, or piss on me, all the time filming the scene on their mobiles to masturbate over later, or to have a laugh at with their mates.

One morning after the night before, I woke up in some student house after a party, lying on the floor, my hair clogged with something sticky, reeking of pee and semen, wearing only a peephole bra and crotchless kickers and stockings- and with little memory beyond being asked to a student party when I was in the pub. I had various disgusting things written on my body in coloured marker pens– like ‘stick cock here,’ with an arrow, above my fanny, and my nipples coloured in red. I located my clothes- screwed up and sodden with pee, in a corner of the filthy room. And that wasn’t all- when I managed to find the  bathroom to try to clean myself up, I noticed to my horror my  face was daubed with marker pen – ‘slut’ in red on my forehead; a  curly, black moustache above my  top lip; and a goatee beard on my chin. It was impossible to get the marker off of my face. Fortunately, I found my bag with my mobile and purse, but someone had poured the contents of an ashtray into it, and peed in it, and the phone wouldn’t work. None of the occupants of the house seemed to be awake, and I had no wish to meet them, so I walked out of the house having no idea where I was, or how I was going to get home.  Thankfully there were few people about at that time on a Sunday morning –but I happened upon a dog walker, and asked him how I could get to the city centre. With typically English politeness, he pretended not to notice the state of me, and gave me directions to the bus stop and the nearest cab office. I got to a cab office and tried to look as dignified as possible under the circumstances. In these situations you just have to brazen it out, and pretend that nothing is wrong. And so within the hour I was back at my house, sneaking in quickly with head bowed and collar up, hoping that the neighbours were still in bed.

That time I really did wonder if I’d gone too far, and if I should curtail my behaviour. I’d had too much to drink at the party, and I knew I was putting myself at risk, and felt, as I attempted to scrub my face and body clean, degraded, and disgusted with myself. But, later, when I was lying in a hot bath, having taken a couple of Valium … I became really turned on by thinking about what had happened – imagined being used and abused by the students at the party in the most abject way, and my soapy hand was inexorably drawn to my fanny…….

As I said another of my favourite haunts perhaps, the favourite, is the pub where the customers are mostly black men, and a few white women. Well those guys always treat me with respect, buying me drinks – though with the acceptance of drinks is  an  agreement that  there will be a pay back later in the evening, which I’m happy to  agree to – it’s why I’m here in the first place. And so I usually end up, up an alley with a black guy, or several of them, bent over, and having a big black cock rammed up my fanny and bumhole, with my mouth stretched around another.  There’s nothing beats the feeling of a huge black cock going up inside you, filling you up, and going right to the centre of your being. The gorgeous humiliation of being so penetrated, and being made to suck off your own filthy juices.

Then there’s dogging. I usually drive up to a well known place, and sit in my car. It’s not long before men start strolling over to my side window, furtively unzipping their trousers and pressing their cocks against the glass. It’s such a thrill to be desired by all those anonymous men, just becoming an object of their lust, a receptacle for their juices -to feel absolutely degraded, and used.

Speaking of anonymous sex, there was the time I was invited, through dogging connections, to a big party at a vast country house. A special kind of party. I was to be in the hall, when the guests arrived, but not to meet and greet them in a conventional way. No, I was sat on a small stool, blindfolded, hands cuffed behind my back, clad in black basque, stockings, and heels, with no knickers – my fanny open to all and sundry. Around my neck was a sign saying –‘welcome to the party -do what you want to me.’ Across my chest, just above my plump breasts, pushed up by the too tight basque, which displayed every embarrassingly lumpy bit of my body, was written in lipstick ‘mutton dressed as lamb’.

What could be more humiliating – yet, at the same time this was what I craved. And even more humiliating was what the guests did to me as they entered. Unseen, anonymous hands, male and female, groped my fanny and tits, while making disgusting remarks about me; some put their cocks in my mouth for me to suck, which I did – with them spurting semen over my face and hair. During the party guests would come out into the hall, after having had too much to drink, and pee and masturbate over me, and get me to suck them off again. By the end of the evening I was a stained, soaking mess – make up running down my face, hair sticky with semen, and wet with pee. Some kind soul even cracked several eggs and squirted half a bottle of  tomato sauce, presumably raided from the kitchen, over my already ruined hair, then walked away cackling loudly. As eggs and sauce, ran down over my blindfold and my already filthy face, pooling onto, and down inside, my cleavage, I thought about how there is an extra frisson to being so treated when you are chained up, and blindfolded, and can’t even see the people who are treating you in such a way.

One of my most shockingly degrading experiences was when I met two lesbians, Pam and Julie at club. After a few drinks and some flirtatious chat I ended going back with them to their house in prosperous part of town. Pam was a domina and Julie her sub, and it was agreed that I would allow Pam to dominate and humiliate me, and that as soon as I entered the house the role-play would begin. As soon as we were inside the front door, Pam told me I was to receive a sound spanking to knock the inherent insubordination out of me.

‘Bend over  that table’ Pam barked in her strident Scottish accent, and I meekly complied, with genuine alarm, as Julie pulled my knickers down to my knees, so that my fanny and bumhole were exposed to the gaze of these two women whom I’d only just met.

‘Right – let the chastisement commence’ Pam said, swishing what I later found out was a riding crop, then swiping my naked bottom – causing me to yelp as it cut into my flesh.

‘That hurt’ I cried.

Of course it hurt Pam said it’s meant to hurt. Come on keep in position,’ she said as I heard the whip swish through the air a second time, and cried out as it hit me again.

‘Don’t be a baby’ Pam said ‘Julie never makes this much fuss’ giving me another stinging blow. I felt tears well up in my eyes and roll down my cheeks, as I succumbed to another four blows. It was really painful and very humiliating to be so thrashed by this aggressive stranger. Why did I let myself in for such things? I thought, not for the first time.

‘OK, the chastisement is completed now, you may stand’ Pam finally said. Relieved I straightened up, my bottom was sore and I felt ridges on the bare skin of my bottom, when I touched it with my fingers.

‘You’ve marked me’ I said.

‘The marks fade – eventually’ Julie said in a manner that was meant to be conciliatory, I thought, but did nothing to appease me.

‘Right get her ready for bed,’ Pam ordered Julie.

‘Come along’ Julie said, and led me by the hand up some stairs to a small room, with me struggling to pull my knickers up so that I wouldn’t fall over.

‘You’re to wear this’ Julie said, almost apologetically, as I stood in the room, which had what appeared to be an oversized children’s cot in the middle of the room, handing me what looked like a piece of towelling. Well it was a piece of towelling – it was, in fact, an old fashioned nappy, or diaper.

‘I don’t know why I’m  putting up with this’ I grumbled as I allowed Julie to help me strip, and put the nappy on, pinning it around my crotch and waist with huge safety pins. And this was followed by a voluminous, fleecy nightgown, with pink flowers on it, which Julie helped me pull over my head.

‘You look lovely’ Julie said.

‘I feel ridiculous,’ I said, but it did turn me on to be so treated, and gave me a strange sense of security. Julie kissed me, and pressed her body against the huge bulge of the nappy, arousing me, and making me wishing things could go further.

‘That’s your bed, Julie said pointing to the cot, and you’re to be locked in for the night.’

‘Can’t you stay?’ I said softly, ‘please.’

‘I’d love to, but Pam would go mad’ she said apologetically.

I got in and lay down on the plastic covered mattress, as the sides of the cot were locked in place by Julie. The sides were high, making it difficult for me to climb out, if I so wanted.

‘Well, good night then, God bless and see you in the morning,’ Julie said, going out and closing the door. I heard a key turn in the lock. So this was me, locked in this room in a cot, which would be hard to clamber out of, wearing a nappy, with no access to toilet facilities, and a sore, abused backside from being forced to bend over, and take a caning from a mad Scottish lesbian I’d recently met in a club. A typical weekend then!  I lay down to sleep, feeling strangely excited. Of course, having spent the evening in the club, it was not long before I woke wanting to pee, and I felt the warm stream flow over my thighs as I released my bladder. My nappy was soaked, and it gave me a thrill at my humiliation. Even worse than that, the second time I awoke, I needed a poo as well as a pee, and, all I could do was do it in the nappy – and again I felt the thrill of transgression as the warm slime filled the back of the nappy, and oozed around my fanny, filing the air with its awful smell.

I lay in the warmth of my own mess, my whipped bottom stinging, feeling a sort of security in these rekindled memories of childhood. A Proustian moment perhaps. I resolved to see more of Pam and Julie for their special kind of humiliation, and hopefully other experiences, as lesbians that they could provide. I’d always had longings to be humiliated by other women -to be dominated by a tough woman, and Pam certainly filled that role, while Julie was lovely, and very attractive.

In the morning I heard the key in the lock, the door opened, and Julie walked in with a cup of tea, and some toast.

‘I thought you might like some breakfast’ she said ‘it doesn’t matter if you don’t want it.’

‘Oh great’ I said but I need to clean myself up first, I’m  afraid I’ve  messed my nappy.’

‘That’s what it’s for’ Julie smiled, caressing my cheek, and then kissing me lightly. ‘You need to be examined by Pam before you can clean yourself.’

I wasn’t sure if I felt like eating after she told me that – I just had that nagging sense that I needed to get cleaned up and put some clean , dry clothes on before I could relax - turned on by the experience of  being in a nappy and messing myself as I had been. I took a couple if sips of teas and refused the toast.

‘I’m sorry, I’m not hungry’ I said. Surely Pam wouldn’t see fit to punish me again for something that wasn’t my fault, I mused, but I couldn’t help feeling worried.

‘It’ll be all right.’ Julie said, before going out and returning with Pam.

‘I hear you’ve messed your nappy’ Pam said sternly.

‘Well, yes, what else could I do?’

Pam looked at my bulging nappy, unpinned and unwound it, with great disdain. I became aware my own disgusting stink.

‘My, you are a bad girl’ she said ‘such a messy little slut.’

‘I couldn’t help it’ I heard myself whimper.

‘Well, you know what we do with messy little sluts?’

She suddenly thrust the soiled pad of the nappy in my face, and over my hair, leaving me spluttering and coughing through the rank mess.

‘That’s what we do’ she said. ‘Now go and clean yourself up.’

Take her to the utility toilet’, she instructed Julie, we don’t want her soiling the bathroom.

Julie led me to the room – I was blinking through the mess, scarcely able to believe what had occurred -reflecting that the punishment was very unfair. In the bathroom, there was a large, utility style sink, and nothing else. Julie donned latex gloves, and helped me clean myself as best I could with the tepid water. I couldn’t help but feel aroused by Julie’s touch, though I’d rarely felt so abject, as now – body, hair and face covered in my own stinking filth. I wiped myself with toilet roll, then wet it and tried to clean my hair and face, while Julie helped me clean my body, and let her hand linger over my fanny. I pressed her hand closer, and she began to stroke me with her gloved fingers, until I came in a glorious orgasm – ‘try not to make too much noise’, Julie whispered, ‘we don’t want Pam to hear.’

It seemed we’d been away ages, and I was aware of not wanting to annoy Pam. As soon as I’d cleaned myself as best I could, I put my clothes on, which Julie brought me, and let her lead me to the living room where Pam was waiting.

‘You’ve benefited from our hospitality’ she said, and now you are free to go.’ She turned her face away, back to the book she’d been reading, and I realised that I was dismissed. Julie smiled at me awkwardly and escorted me to the front door.

‘Goodbye, it’s been lovely having you here,’ she said, kissing me.

‘Can I come round again?’ I asked.

‘That depends, Pam can be a bit funny about things, I’ll see what we can arrange. I’ve loved having you anyway, and would love to see you again, personally. Perhaps we might get a little more….. friendly’ she said.

‘I certainly hope so’ I said, and in that moment I realised the problem – Pam’s jealousy and possessiveness.

I walked down the road towards the subway station, worried in case I had some of my own mess still in my hair, and kept touching it self consciously, and sniffing for a smell of poo; but I managed to get home unscathed, and immediately ran myself a bath. It had certainly been an experience, I thought as I lay in the warm suds, my fingers automatically going to my clit, and I hoped to repeat it before too long – it would be such a shame not to see Pam, and especially Julie, again. But, I’m sad to say that, so far at least, I haven’t heard from them. Perhaps, I’ll go back to the club where I met them, and hope to bump into them.

Probably my least favourite places are the Divorced, Singles and Separated clubs– desperate places of lonely people, who pass like ships in the night; where you find middle aged men who’ve split up with their wives. At least if you’re a woman you can get a bloke just by putting on a load of slap and some heels and short skirt. They might call you a slut, but they still want to fuck you.  These middle aged men can’t get a woman – well only someone like me, a tart that’ll go with anything in trousers. Sometimes I go home with one of these men because  they are usually nice guys, who treat you like a lady, and  I know these are the sort of men  I should be having a relationship with. But they just don’t turn me on. I need to be desired by men, who are able to find better, younger  models than sad , old me- and who treat me like shit basically, but who go with me  because I’m ‘easy’ – and this feeds my need to be used and  humiliated.

It’s addictive. The more humiliated I am, the more I want it. So I can’t lose really. Though part of me hates myself for it, of course…

Well, it’s complex. You have to experience it yourself to understand it- what it’s all about. Humiliation and masochism is like a surrender of the ego, or that sense of self esteem you never really had anyway.  You don’t matter –it’s just existing for someone else’s amusement - and that’s your purpose – and thus it gives you pleasure to have that feeling reinforced.

It was the same with my two husbands. I knew what they were like, but I pursued them, rather than the nice men I met, and married the bastards – so do I secretly want to be punished? I suppose masochism is a lot do with guilt – the guilt we have, as women, at our own sexuality, perhaps– can we only enjoy it if we are being punished for enjoying it at the same time? My activities are also an escape from the  pressures of my very  responsible , stressful life – with a tough, competitive job, and  two kids at college, I always have to be strong and in control. But in my out of work activities, I relinquish control- become a stereotypically feminine, submissive creature to be used and abused by men, and other women, I can never be in my normal, everyday, life.

Anyway, that’s me –‘mutton dressed as lamb?’ MILF? Tragic slut? Slapper? Or an older woman enjoying her sexuality in her own way; and, also, using the terms of abuse and social censure, to her advantage: I think to myself as I go off to work on Monday morning, after experiences such as I’ve described above, which many would find appalling, but which gave me an enormous sense of release and satisfaction in my very humiliation, and to which I’ve become thoroughly addicted -and listen to my colleagues of a similar age to myself talking about their weekend – shopping, watching TV, or gardening. ‘And what did you do Marie?’ they say rather pityingly, and I just smile quietly to myself – ‘Oh, you know, just a quiet weekend with a book and a glass of wine, as usual’….. If only they knew ……!
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