

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  tattoed, 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 sooon 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 a 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.’

‘Hmph – 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 and 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.
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