

Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

“Come in love” Vic said.

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

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

“What have you got?” I asked timidly. 

“Beer, whiskey, vodka, tea, coffee”.

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

Vic went away to the kitchen.

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

I nodded nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks” I said passing her the jacket. 

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

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

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

“Right get the underwear off“, Vic said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I don’t” I said

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With that I was ushered out of the door:

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

“What a slapper”, one said.

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

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

“That was humiliating” I said.

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knelt before Tracey.

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

“Open your mouth” she commanded.

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

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

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

“No, crawl “Tracey ordered. 

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

“Yeah. I like that“.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Give it a good clean” he said. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Suit you” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

Chapter 2

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

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

“Here, take a look at this” he said.

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

“Very sexy“, I said.

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

I read the blurb beneath the pictures.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” I asked nervously.

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

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

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

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

The leader came up to me.

I hear you have fantasies about being humiliated by a bit of rough. Well I have a fantasy of fucking a posh bird like you and taking her down a peg or two - so do my mates. Everyone laughed at this. A tall blonde woman spoke, her mouth a slash of red lipstick, her breasts bulging out of a low cut top.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I heard Vic’s’ voice 

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

Chapter 3

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

a friend’s for the weekend.

“Alright Bimbi” she said.

“Fine thanks.”

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

“Maybe . Where are you going?” 

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

“I’ve never heard of it”.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where’s the loo? - I need to go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I froze in my seat -God it was me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

blouse. The audience howled with laughter. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up“.

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

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

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

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

“I most certainly will mind” I spluttered. 

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

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

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

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

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

Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

“Suck his cock” I heard Vic say.

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

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

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

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