

Susan’s Ever Greater Humiliation

MILF Risks All in Her Continuing Compulsion

Towards Humiliation

Chapter 1 – Susan’s Humiliation Compulsion

This is the story of Susan, and her ongoing compulsion towards sexual humiliation. A compulsion over which she seems to have little control. This has had hugely detrimental effects upon her life and relationships. Now we find her, having split up with her husband, and approaching fifty, with a new partner, Clive, a man who has no knowledge of her addiction to degradation, and Susan has no wish to involve him. But he has an eighteen years old daughter Lucy: someone who is suspicious of Susan, and her intentions towards her rather naïve father. Lucy thinks that Susan isn’t all that she seems.

You’ve heard of fat shaming, and read of the, justified, concerns most women have about being judged on their weight. All the pressures to conform to the slim stereotype. Well, Susan was a woman who had always struggled with her weight, struggled with the feeling of humiliation when you try a dress on in a shop and the assistant says disapprovingly –‘I think madam needs to try 16, the 12 is a little too tight for madam now, perhaps.’

Of course, you know all about this if you’re a woman. But I bet you’ve never actually sought out that humiliation – sought out men, and women, who would emphasize that, by throwing custard, baked beans, cooking oil, paint, treacle, flour over you - over your nicely coiffed hair, and smart new clothes, making them filthy and disgustingly unflattering, and clinging to your body in all the wrong places; then photographing or filming you, and putting these photos and films online, for people to see, maybe buy. Photos of you at your worst, rather than best, as an old, ugly, fat, degraded slut: hair hanging in messy ribbons around your smudged make up, gunge-stained face, for everyone to laugh at – and get off on the humiliation of it. While you, too, got off on the humiliation – were compelled towards it, sought it out, in fact.

Well, that, was Susan, a high status, professional woman, with a loving partner with a teenaged daughter, who was risking this relationship, her career, and the respect of her family, if anyone found out about her secret life. She’d thought she was safe – who would look in the niche, fetish places where her videos and photos appeared? and even if they did, no one would recognize her, covered in gunge and crap……. she hoped!

But Susan hadn’t reckoned with her partner, Clive, daughter’s, adolescent curiosity. Her compulsion had blinded her, made her take risks, because she didn’t want to accept that it wasn’t safe for her to indulge these desires. And anyway, the danger and excitement were one aspect of the things that drove her to  indulge them.

This is the true story of what happened. I admit that it barely seems credible, but I assure you that it’s the truth.

Chapter 2 – Wet and Messy Splosh Humiliation

A wadge of thick, rank, oozing mud was slapped onto Susan’s, so carefully coiffured, blonde hair, now already ruined by smashed eggs and flour, running down over her sluttishly made-up face. She gagged at the smell, as mud ran up her nose and into her mouth. A greasily obese, middle-aged man sneered –

‘You do look sexy, now my dear, what an improvement,’ while his friend, also overweight and middle-aged, with a bulbous, red, drinker’s nose said -

‘She most certainly does, mud definitely improves her hairstyle, it was a bit too tartily bright and garish before.’

‘Yes, it did need toning down a bit – don’t you agree, dear?’

He addressed the hapless MILF, whose head and hands were locked in old fashioned style stocks.

Susan was totally humiliated, yet really turned on. She couldn’t answer the man, because mud was running over, and into, her scarlet lipsticked mouth, as well as ruining her new hairstyle: she’d recently had her hair dyed blonde in an expensive, Marilyn Monroe, style, which cascaded in waves around her still pretty face, and which she’d always wanted, but never before had the courage to get; but recently she’d thought, ‘Damn it, who cares if people call me mutton dressed as lamb.’ And it did make her look very glamorous, but now her hair hung limply around her face – a reeking, filthy mess.

Before she could attempt to answer the man’s question, through the mud, hands from behind unzipped her skirt, removed it, and she was now clad in public, before strangers, in just a corset and stockings, as the watching men, and some women, laughed gleefully.

This was what Lucy, the eighteen years old daughter of Clive, Lucy’s partner, had, out of curiosity, begun watching: having found the video recording on a memory stick, that she’d inadvertently found in a drawer, while looking for a missing bracelet.

It wasn’t the sort of video she usually watched, but she had been pursuing an interest in women’s erotic fantasies, for a college project she was writing, about the appeal of BDSM porn for women. She’d wondered if there was anything of importance on the stick, to make the material worth retaining, and inserted it into her laptop to check its content. Ah, it was some sort of film, an old movie? But then she jerked upright in her chair at what she saw, as well as the tingling it caused between her thighs: a late fortyish woman was on her laptop screen, but this woman’s head and hands were locked in some stocks, like you might see in an old movie. She was bent forward, and Lucy only saw a glimpse of her face when a custard pie was smashed into it, then a tin of beans tipped over her beautifully cut and blow dried, blonde hair; more gunge and food followed, and the woman’s dress was ripped down, revealing her breasts, stained with muck, pushing out of the top of a black and red basque. She was also wearing suspenders, black stockings and six-inch heels. Lucy found her very sexy, but was also aroused by watching her humiliation: she’d never seen anything like it before.  But something troubled her about the woman, the glimpse of her face at the start, her distinctive bright blonde hair, and more glimpses of her features as she wiped the mess away with her fingers. She wound the stream back to the beginning, gazed at the woman’s still clean face, paused it –

God yes, it was her- Susan, her dad’s current girlfriend, with her new, totally inappropriate for her age, blonde hair style – she’d wanted to look like Marilyn, she’d said: and she was someone whose relationship with her father Lucy had never been happy about, or trusted.

Now Lucy was absolutely appalled, disgusted at Susan for engaging in this: someone who always talked to Lucy of feminism, and spoke out about the objectification of women. And here she was, in some humiliating porn film; where the   humiliation of women, their degradation, was presented for erotic titillation. She decided to confront Susan about this. Did her dad know what his girlfriend was like? – was he into this creepy sexist rubbish!

But yet, Lucy realised that she was becoming wet between her legs: she was turned on by Susan’s humiliation, as well as being appalled. Did she want to be treated like that herself, or take part in humiliating Susan? Or both? Her feelings made her feel confused and angry: how she wished her dad had never met this woman. But her fingers went, unbidden, to between her legs: she could hardly remember feeling so aroused before.

Later that day, Lucy was home when Susan returned from work. She noticed that she was wearing one of her many wigs. This wasn’t unusual -she often wore them. And Lucy always had thought that maybe she was in a rush, and her hair was a mess; or she wanted to look smart for a meeting. Nothing wrong with that. But now, she suspected that the reason might have been something darker. That she may have had her hairstyle destroyed in some bizarre humiliation scenario – one that had been filmed for public consumption.

‘Something wrong with your hair today? – I see you’ve got a new wig.’ Lucy asked.

‘Yeah. A bit of a mess, haven’t had a chance to go to the hairdresser, and I was seeing important clients today, so just put a wig on since I didn’t have much time.’

‘And just after you’d just had your hair done, dyed blonde, with that Monroe look, that was so glamorous.’

‘I know – my hair, it’s a law unto itself, so hard to keep it nice.’

‘So, there was no other reason for wearing a wig, nothing you want to talk about?’

‘No, whatever reason could there be?’

‘Hmm – it wouldn’t be because you’ve allowed pervy men to pour all kinds of revolting substances over your hair, like eggs, flour, mud, paint and worse– substances that it is extremely difficult to get out?’

Susan paled, the colour draining from her face –

‘What a crazy idea. As if I’d ever let anyone do something like that to my hair. I just couldn’t do anything with it today, that’s all, no mystery about it. It must have happened to you, or are you one of those irritating women whose hair always looks immaculate?’

‘My hair doesn’t always look great, certainly, or immaculate, but it’s never so bad that I have to wear a wig to cover it up for days, even get it cut off, so that my boyfriend, someone whom I’m supposed to trust and be open with, won’t find out just what I’ve been up to.’

‘Well, I haven’t been up to anything, certainly nothing as ridiculous as what you claim anyway. You must have got me mixed up with someone else.’

At that, Lucy opened her laptop, switched it on, and opened a file – a file of photos- and showed them to the now visibly alarmed woman.

‘Who is this, then?’

Susan looked at the photos and film stills, and could clearly see her face, just before eggs were smashed all over her lovely hair, and a custard pie smashed into it. In further photos baked beans and flour were added to the eggs, then rank black mud and paint – her attractive hair and features disappearing beneath a torrent of the kind of substances that most women would run a mile from, rather than allow them anywhere near their hair.

Lucy noticed that Susan’s face was reddening beneath her heavy makeup.

‘Are you blushing?’

‘Certainly not, I haven’t done anything to be ashamed of. That’s not me.’

‘I’m certain that it is, and wonder what my dad will say when I show him this video.’

‘Oh, please don’t, I beg you.’

‘But I thought this wasn’t you.’

‘Ok, it is me, I agree, but I’m trying to do something about this compulsion to be humiliated that I have – In fact I’m not taking part in this kind of thing again. Your father would be so hurt if he saw this – it’s my shameful past, that I’m trying to give up.’

‘But this vid is dated last month, and how long have you been in a relationship with my dad – eighteen months, two years? So, you took part in this with these men, behind his back. When he was away on business, as he often is.’

‘What can I say – I’m so sorry, but I’m going to change, I swear.’

Susan looked again at the photos on Lucy’s phone: there she was, in all her degradation- hair, face and body covered in the most disgusting mess, then giving a blow job to one of the sleazy looking men.

‘Do you expect this relationship with my father to continue, without him knowing about what you get up to behind his back?’

‘Please’ Susan said ‘I do love your father, but I just have these compulsions – to be humiliated, but my relationship with your dad is separate from all that. I didn’t want to involve him. My relationship with him is helping me deal with my problems. Just give me chance. Don’t you think that I’m making your father happy?’

‘Yes – but he would be very unhappy if he knew what you’d really been up to – what the woman he loved was really like, consorting sexually with all these strange men.’

‘I’m going to stop, I promise.’

‘Well, I actually don’t want you to stop right now – not until I’ve got as much as I can from this secret of yours – and then you can fuck off away from us. My dad could definitely do better than you, you old slapper.’

This put a different complexion on matters for Susan.

‘Just what do want from me, apart from my promise to stop my awful, compulsive behaviour?’

‘Actually, at the moment, I want you to get involved in more things like this, even greater humiliation. I’ve got some ideas, you see, that would be great online, have a lot of appeal.’

‘And what about the appeal to you, yourself? Do you want to take part in my humiliation?

‘Yeah, that’s part of the appeal, too, I admit, but mainly I think we could make money out of this.’

‘So just what do you have in mind for me to do.’

‘I want some money from you for a start -you to pay me to keep quiet: this material I have could destroy you, your career, your relationship with my dad, everything. The other thing is – yes, I want to take part in your humiliation. The idea turns me on – also I think there is money to be made from this sort of thing.’

‘But that would make it harder to keep a secret from your dad, or anybody else for that matter.’

‘Well, you’ve managed to keep it a secret for I don’t know how long, despite your activities being filmed, and presumably sold and watched by other people, and it was only by chance that I’ve discovered the secret. You don’t have much choice do you. My dad never looks at the internet anyway.’

‘This was the younger generation for you’ Susan thought. But at least it gave her a bit of time to make some sort of plan about what she might do about this situation.

Though her humiliation compulsion hadn’t gone away; in fact, the opposite now, with the added humiliation of Lucy’s controlling her, and actually getting a kick out of seeing her humiliated in various scenarios; and this really did make her wet between the legs, despite also being appalled by it – Lucy being her partner’s daughter. But what if Clive ever found out, and his daughter’s involvement, and talk of starting a porn business out of his girlfriend’s transgressions, just made that prospect all the more likely she thought. It was a mess.

But Lucy had an idea - that she’d got from Susan, in fact, over a late-night conversation over a couple of bottles of wine, talking of sexual fantasies. Susan had said that she’d read about a woman who fantasised about paying homeless down and outs to have sex with her – this woman was aroused by the humiliation of this apparently. Susan had remarked how weird this was, saying nothing of her own masochistic fantasies. In actual fact, this was a fantasy that Susan had often masturbated to - paying a homeless down and out, the filthier and grosser the better, to let her wank or suck him off.

Chapter 3 – Susan Pays to Perform Oral Sex on a Homeless Beggar

Lucy drove slowly into the city centre: noting how many homeless people there were around now, often begging, some selling their paper the Big Issue.

‘We want the rankest, smelliest one possible, for maximum humiliation,’ Lucy said.

‘Y-Yes,’ Susan answered nervously, though secretly turned on by the excitingly humiliating aspect of the venture – putting one’s fantasies into reality, though she found it hard to admit this to the other woman. But yes, the most disgusting looking one suited all her masochistic desires – to be treated as worthless, a piece of shit, and paying to be so treated which made it doubly humiliating.

Lucy pulled the car up, near to a square where there seemed to be a lot of beggars. That made Susan even more nervous, as well as furthering fuelling her fantasies of abjection and degradation.

‘Look, they look likely.’

Lucy indicated a small group on a derelict site, around a fire.

One man particularly rough looking, in an old coat, tied up with string, was swigging from a bottle, and singing. He was also quite big and muscular looking, she noted, and maybe had a handsome virility beneath the grime. He certainly seemed an Alpha male amongst the down and outs.

‘That’s the one’ Lucy said ‘I bet he’s not adverse to earning a bit of money from being sucked off by an MILF like you.’

‘Thanks,’ Susan muttered, though again feeling the masochistic tingling between her legs at Lucy’s demeaning words. She was dressed as sluttily as possible, with Lucy’s help: wearing one of Lucy’s own skirts: a pink lycra number too short and garish, Lucy said, even for her to wear in public, but particularly demeaning for the middle-aged Susan to wear; along with a sheer white top, also of Lucy’s, through which the shape of her nipples poking through her, especially bought, peephole bra, was apparent.  Lucy had also given her father’s lover the sluttiest makeup job imaginable: eyes outlined in black, with dark wings in the corners, huge false eyelashes, and scarlet lips, outlined in dark pencil. Susan really felt like ‘mutton dressed as lamb.’

‘Who’s going to make the proposition?’ Lucy asked.

‘Don’t know if I can,’ Susan said.

‘Maybe it adds to the seediness of it if I do it -I can say you’re my mother. Pimping my mother out,’ she giggled ‘except you’re not really my mother, thank God.’

‘Fine, just do what you have to.’

By now Susan was weak at the knees with excitement and nervousness: at the transgression and illicitness of it all, which she found so exciting.

Lucy, with her tight jeans, four-inch heels and leather jacket; black hair swept back from her pretty face, darkly outlined eyes and dark red lips, strode up to the man, who was regaling his fellow down and outs with a story that was causing them much hilarity.

‘Excuse me,’ the man turned to see an attractive young woman addressing him. After first looking around to make sure it was him, she was talking to, he answered –

‘Yeah – what you after?’

‘Can I speak to you a moment; I’ve got a business proposition for you.’

He looked suspiciously at her.

‘OK – what is it?’

‘Can we go somewhere a bit more private.’

The man realised there was another woman there – an older woman, dressed up to the nines, and looking really sexy, like a cheap hooker. He felt his cock becoming hard, despite the drink he’d taken. He’d always fancied older women, though he didn’t think he had much chance with any woman, apart from another homeless woman, the state he was in.

‘We can go round behind that wall there,’ he said.

Lucy and Susan followed the man around behind an old, crumbling wall, covered in obscene graffiti.

‘So, what is this proposition?’ the man asked, not expecting the reply he got.

‘See my mother here – she’s desperate for sex, hasn’t had any since my dad died, so she wants to pay you twenty pounds, if you let her suck you off.’

‘Is this a trick?’ the man said, ‘a police set up, or is it a press stunt?’

‘Neither. I promise, it’s all as I say. I’ll pay you twenty quid, and she produced a twenty-pound note from her pocket, if you let my mum here, suck you off.’

‘Ok’ the man said, ‘but money first.’ Lucy handed the note to the man, aware that he could now run off. But he didn’t, but instead pulled down his trousers, revealing a pair of grimy, stained white underpants, from which flopped a particularly rancid looking, semi-stiff, cock.

‘Come on then, you fucking slut’ he said grinning, as Susan shaking, but almost overwhelmed with excitement, stumbled in her six-inch heels over the rough ground, and fell to her knees in front of the man, her skirt rising to her thighs, revealing her frilly, pink, crotchless knickers, as she did so.

She reached up and clasped the man’s cock with her bright red painted fingernails: it was greasy to the touch. She jerked at the man’s cock for a few seconds, and felt her power as he moaned, before pressing her red painted lips over his shaft. She was aware out of the corner of her eye, of Lucy discretely filming the scene on her phone: filling her with even more shame, which, in turn, served only to make her caress the man’s growing cock with her tongue, even more enthusiastically: little darting movements, which her ex-husband had enjoyed so much, before taking the stinking cock deep into her throat: almost gagging as he pressed it in as far as possible, before pulling her head back, and using her mouth and fingers together. She kept moving her mouth up and down the man’s surprisingly massive, shaft, until she felt him about to cum. He suddenly erupted, his hot cum hitting the back of her throat. Something made her pull the spurting cock from her mouth, and let it stream over her face, where it ran down her chin and over her expensive sheer blouse, carrying on to stain her skirt.

She pulled her face back, feeling totally humiliated, but at the same time craving more.

‘She loves having her hair messed up’ Lucy said helpfully, indicating some thick, oil sodden mud, near their feet, which they’d narrowly avoided stepping in – slap a dollop of this muck over it.’

If you want me to…’ the man, panting, said ‘it’ll be extra.’

‘OK an extra twenty, if you piss over her hair too.’

The man held out his hand, and Lucy thrust a twenty pounds note into it. He pushed it into a pocket, then reached down and grabbed a handful of the oozing, smelly mud, and slapped it right onto Susan’s lovely hair, where it trickled to join the cum on her face. Susan coughed as it went up her nose and into her mouth. The man then stood over the hapless MILF, and directed a stream of yellow pee over her head, which cascaded over her hair, and soaked her blouse – which became completely transparent, showing her big, middle-aged nipples.

Susan got groggily to her feet.

‘Thank the man for giving you what you deserved, ‘Lucy said.

‘Thanks’ Lucy muttered, head bowed, so that more of the rank mess, and pee, ran off her hair onto her face.

‘Thank him fully,’ Lucy said sternly.

‘Thank you for giving what I deserved’ Susan said meekly.

‘Anytime, darling,’ the man said.

‘Do you want a feel of her tits’ Lucy asked the man.

‘Yeah, why not.’

‘Give him a feel,’ Lucy demanded of Susan, who dutifully undid her sodden top, revealing the peephole bra, through which her erect nipples stood out.

‘Look the old tart is turned on’ the man laughed, roughly grabbing a nipple with a filthy hand, and tweaking it.

‘Always happy to oblige an old slag like you.’ He turned to Lucy –

‘I reckon your mum enjoyed it.’

‘I guess so’ Lucy said, as she took her ‘mother’s’ arm and led her away. Susan was feeling both totally degraded, yet totally aroused, and wanting more.

Susan thought they were heading towards where the car was parked, but Lucy led her away, through the shopping precinct. Susan wished that the ground would open up, walking amongst the crowd of shoppers, noticing the glances, half hearing muttered remarks and sniggers, hoping no one who knew her was there: with her filthy hair, and soaked, now see through, blouse, covered in cum, pee and mud, but also dizzy with arousal at this total humiliation.

‘This is what you crave isn’t it? To be so humiliated. I’m turned on by your humiliation too.’ Lucy said.

Susan’s, totally inappropriate for her age, short, pink vinyl skirt, black stockings and six-inch heels, were also a source of humiliation to her – as men openly leered, greedy with desire, while their wives and girlfriends scoffed and tutted.

By the time Lucy led the way back to the safety of the car, Susan was starting to feel cold in the soaked clothes, her hair now a reeking, gluey mess.

‘Well, you told me you have a thing about getting your hair messed up’ Lucy said, with a laugh.

Susan could only nod, smiling faintly.

Clive, Susan’s partner, and Lucy’s father, was away on a business trip, as usual, and the house was empty when they arrived home, and Susan made a dive straight for the shower. As she soaped herself, washing all the disgusting mess from her hair and body, she relived her recent experience – and felt the familiar wetness between her legs, making her thrust her fingers urgently to her fanny and wank herself off, while at the same time feeling shame and self – disgust.

‘I’m a mess she thought, and not just outwardly, my mind is a mess: why am I compelled to do these terrible things, to risk everything?’

And how did she feel about her relationship with Lucy? Well, it was an added humiliation to have this eighteen-year-old girl exercising such power over her, both arranging and taking part in her humiliation; and so, also an added turn on: she felt a surge through her thighs as she relived that moment of having this teenage daughter of her lover forcing her to pay to give oral sex to a homeless man. What else might she do? Where would it end? she thought, as she began masturbating. At that moment, the shower room door opened, and Lucy, now clad only in bra, suspenders, stockings and heels, entered –

‘You really got off on that today, didn’t you?’ she said.

‘Looks like it, doesn’t it,’ Susan groaned, in the throes of her self -pleasuring.

‘Let me help you with that’ Lucy said, indicating the big, black dildo, strapped to her thighs.

‘Eighteen-year-olds ARE sophisticated these days’ Susan gasped.

‘The internet’s a wonderful thing’ Lucy replied ‘now bend over that chair, you slut, while I give you a good fucking, then you can suck me off.’

Later, as the two women relaxed over a glass or two of wine, Lucy said –

‘I’ve got a great idea for your next humiliation.’

‘Oh Ok, what’s that,’ Susan asked uncertainly.

‘Pony girl’ Lucy said. ‘I’ve read about these women who are aroused by being used as ponies, with harnesses on and everything, and tails stick up their asses.’

‘Really -you think I’d like that do you?’

‘No, I think you’d hate it – that’s the point.’

Dogging is another idea – putting posters on trees in the dogging area, and having cards printed to hand out at BDSM club, advertising you.’

These suggestions really appealed to Susan’s urge for humiliation, as well as completely appalling her. She tried to appear neutral about it all, though.

‘Hmm – when will I have paid my debt, or whatever it is you want from me?’

‘That’s up to me, isn’t it? You just have to comply with whatever I say. Have you ever been to a gay club, had a relationship with another woman?’

This rekindled some vivid memories, of becoming an adult baby to a woman she’d met in a BDSM club.

‘Yes, I have.’

‘What about that messy scene you’re involved in – having all that food and gunge over you, destroying your clothes and hair, total humiliation -what’s it called? Sploshing, WAM, or something– that’s what I’d really like to organise, make it extreme, film it.’

‘You know that that humiliation turns me on, that’s how we got here in the first place, but I’ve told you that I’m trying to move away from it. Plus, this obsession with filming stuff – I thought was agreeing to go along with you in all this so that you wouldn’t tell anyone. If you make a film, sooner or later Clive and everyone will know about it.’

‘Well, it’s up to me what happens isn’t it? You have no say in the matter.’

The thing was, was that Lucy was almost as compelled towards taking part in this humiliation scenario as Susan: her as a protagonist and Susan as a participant. She was confused as to her own wishes and motives, but she had the upper hand. And with Susan’s partner, and Lucy’s father, Clive, so often away on business, as Susan’s ex-husband had been – providing plenty of opportunity for her to indulge her needs.

Chapter 4 – Ultimate Wet and Messy Splosh Humiliation

Out of the coroner of her eye, Susan saw her lover’s daughter, Lucy, standing above her, a look of contempt on her face –

‘Here you are, hope you like your eggs scrambled, you fucking slut,’ she laughed, smashing an egg over Susan’s lovely blonde hair, then another, and another: watching yokes and shells run down her heavily made-up face – heavily made up by Lucy herself, with especial emphasis on creating as slut like a look as possible.

‘That’s a big improvement – you look better now.’ Lucy said.

Next, red nose man took Susan’s hand and she found herself walking up some steps onto a small stage, her breasts wobbling, and threatening to pop out the top of her basque, unsteady in six-inch heels. She realised to her horror that one of her nipples was already exposed, and became aware of a cheering, laughing audience, and a camera’s eye staring straight at her. What the heck was she doing here, again? but she found herself unable to turn back, as if compelled. The wine helped, of course, but she was little prepared for what happened next. She was pushed forward onto her knees, and her crotchless knickered arse, exposed to the room. She imagined her fanny and little brown bum - hole naked and open, waiting to be penetrated, and this made her wet.  But with her hands cuffed she couldn’t touch herself, which made her even more aroused.

A man with a bushy black beard approached, taking a deep puff on a cigar, and blowing the smoke right into her face. She coughed and her eyes streamed. The he held the cigar up to her mouth, putting it between her lips, and she sucked the putrid smoke straight into her lungs. He removed the cigar and put it in his own mouth, so the smoke was still going into Susan’s face –

‘This is going up your fanny’ he said, then pulled down her basque, leaving her tits completely exposed.

‘Oh, your nipples are hard, shows how this turns you on. Where’s your lipstick?’

Susan tried to think –

‘In my hand bag’ she said as if dredging up a long-forgotten memory. She was roughly pushed into a chair, and the cuffs clipped to her wrists, were locked together tightly behind her back. She heard coarse laughter.

‘Give me her handbag’ red nose said, and Lucy picked it up from the floor where it lay, and presented it to him.

He thrust his huge paw inside, throwing everything out – phone, money, photos, until he found a lipstick, and then he turned the bag upside down, so that the rest of the contents fell on the floor, and gave it back to Lucy, who grabbed a nearby tin of soup, and tipped it into it: Susan’s new, designer handbag that cost a fortune!

The man unscrewed the lipstick, and wrote on her naked tits –

‘Suck’ on the left one, and ‘Here’ on the right.

Then he ripped her basque completely open, exposing her stomach –

‘You write something’ he said to Lucy, passing her the lipstick.

‘Fat Slut,’ she wrote, and just beneath it, with an arrow pointing downwards, ‘Stick cock here’, and Susan felt herself becoming even wetter between her legs.

Then Susan heard another male voice, and thought she recognised it, although she struggled to see anything through all the gunge -

‘Trash the filthy slut’ the voice shouted, squirting brown sauce onto the congealed mess of Susan’s hair, then tipping a bag of flour over her head.

Susan managed to open her eyes enough to see the man’s face: it was Clive -her lover, and Lucy’s father.

Her humiliation was complete, as now on all fours, Susan received Lucy’s lubed big, black dildo up her little brown bum-hole, while Clive, her now, likely, erstwhile, lover, watched and encouraged his daughter –

‘Go on, give the slut what she deserves,’ he cried as Susan moaned with pleasure, while Red Nose tipped black treacle over her head, enveloping it, so that her breathing came in urgent bubbles, as she erupted in a tremendous orgasm.
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