

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, 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.
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