

Addicted to Humiliation:

Sarah’s Confession

By

Sarah Millward

Hi, I’m Sarah, a forty-five-year-old woman. An MILF, I suppose. I know that men still find me sexy, despite my fuller figure, with its incipient belly, big tits and bum and the lines of experience on my face. Or maybe because of those things, in the case of a lot of men. I’m married, not sure if I could say ‘happily’, to Ben, a successful businessman, who travels away a lot on business, leaving me to my own devices. Well, as a writer, I work from home mainly, though I do often have to travel into town to meet my publisher, and my agent.

I’m also, I have to confess, addicted to sexual humiliation, feeling compelled to seek this out: outside my marriage, since   Ben isn’t into that sort of thing at all. My experiences also help to fuel my writing of erotica, and this is my account of some of my adventures, though misadventures might be a more appropriate description. I want readers to find my account entertaining, though I hope he/she will suspend judgement on me, and try to read my story with empathy and understanding. I expect some readers will find my behaviour disgusting, though others might even be turned on! I’m not really a bad person, but do feel guilty about cuckolding my husband, I must admit, but every time I resolve to change, something happens to prevent this. Though present circumstances, have meant both me and Ben’s lives have changed dramatically, but I’ll leave it to the reader to decide if this is for good or ill.

Anyway, here is my story. Some of the names and places have been changed to protect the innocent, as they used to say on American cop shows when I was young!

I wish to emphasise that all my experiences described here, took place with my full and enthusiastic consent, and I took great pleasure in them. In fact, I needed to behave as I did.

I looked with satisfaction on my face in the mirror. The bright red lips, outlined with heavy dark lipliner, the eyes also outlined in dark pencil, with heavy black mascara, and dark blue eye shadow. My cheeks, thick with blusher, the hair teased and tousled into a Monroe style blonde mane. I looked a complete slut, which was just the look I’d intended to obtain, despite never usually looking like that at all. I was a professional woman, who in my usual daily life, wore only a little makeup, discretely applied - a hint of lipstick, and a little foundation and blusher.

I looked down at my clothes – also a lot different from what I usually wore to the office, when I travelled to meet my literary agent, or my publisher. Well, I never usually wore clothes like I was wearing now, even for my husband, though he’d bought me some of them. But I could hardly be bothered to get dressed up for vanilla sex with him. A tight, black vinyl miniskirt, exposed the embroidered tops of my stockings, while my blouse was of deep red, low cut satin, revealing several inches of buxom cleavage. Though ‘buxom’ was not a word my husband, or anybody else, would normally use to describe me, but my new push up bra gave that, so sexy, impression.

My husband, Ben. He was away on business for a few days in Scotland, or was its France, and would be appalled if he saw me going out looking like this, and wondering why I didn’t dress like up this for his benefit. He’d be even more appalled if he knew what I now intended to get up to.

A thrill of excitement ran through me, and I felt wet seeping through my silky black, crotchless panties, and I had to struggle not to touch my fanny, since I need to finish getting ready. But it was the thought of what was in store for me, that really made me excited. The thought that my so carefully worked on appearance - my clothes, hair and makeup, could soon be destroyed in one way or another, and I would become a thoroughly humiliated mess. That’s what I hoped for anyway, on past experience, of times when I’d been summoned to meet the Captain. Yes, I was going to meet a real Captain - Captain Hugo Montefiore of the Queen’s Hussars, to be precise. Commander of my husband’s old regiment. That’s when the affair had begun, and my husband had no inkling of it – well, I hoped he didn’t. But Ben, my husband, was such an admirer of the Captain, almost as if he had a homoerotic crush on him, that he thought he could do no wrong.

I got out of the tube at Leicester Square station, as instructed by the Captain on the phone that morning. As I stood nervously on the escalator, feeling self-conscious in my tarty get up, although I was wearing a long coat over it, but aware that I was an older woman, dressed as cheap tart, for everyone could see my ridiculously high heels, as well as my heavily made up face and coiffured blonde hair. But the humiliating aspect of this contempt, merely turned me on. As I stepped off the escalator at the top, careful not to get one of my stilettoes caught in the escalator, where it disappears into floor at the top, I saw the Captain, lounging near the entrance. He was immaculate, as always, in a dark pin striped suit, complete with regimental tie, looking very distinguished. I immediately felt a tingle surge through me body, at the Captain’s saturnine good looks. My husband never made me feel like this.

‘We ‘re attending a TV show’s filming’ he said, when I met him. ‘I hope you got dressed up, as I asked you to.’

‘Yes’ I nodded.

He told me that we’d be going to watch a game show being made. One of those ones where people are offered money to do very humiliating things. Often the money isn’t even that much, but it’s amazing what people would do for money, or to be on TV. One young woman had even agreed to have a genuine, permanent tattoo of the word ‘slut’ on her neck. I think it was for a thousand pounds. How could anyone agree to do something like that? I thought, for so little. I don’t think any money in the world would be enough to make me go that far. Of course, I might have known that we weren’t just going to the show with the intention of watching, and laughing at everyone else’s humiliation. I might have known that the Captain would have other ideas in mind. Anyway, we arrived at the TV studios, a dowdy looking building, down a shabby Soho side street, and filed in with the rest of the audience.

The glibly oily compere came onto the stage, slicked back black hair, glinting greasily in the lights, and acted as a warm up, with some unfunny jokes, which the rest of the audience howled at with laughter. Then, the compere asked for a female volunteer who wanted to become a clown. Before I could say anything, I felt the Captain’s hand propel me up out of my seat, and I found myself escorted up some steps, by a muscular young man, naked to the waist, onto the stage, a camera filming me. There I was standing before a cheering, jeering, laughing crowd, cameras on me. The compere said that I could win a bet by agreeing to be made into a clown, and getting pies thrown at me. The catch was that I would have the centre of her head shaved, in clown fashion, before clown make up was applied, though he mumbled that quickly -

‘No.’ I shook my head. Becoming a clown on live TV? God no, but then the thought of the humiliation gave me familiar tingle. But heck, I couldn’t agree to do this on a live TV show, even if it was on some obscure channel – what if my husband found out about it? And did he say something about shaving my head? No way. But even as I shook my head, the man was taking out wads of money, and saying, ‘I’ll give you two hundred pounds to do this’ and the audience yelled their advice – ‘take the money’, and ‘don’t do it -’from mainly female voices, while others shouted raucously  ‘hold out for more,’ really enjoying my embarrassment. ‘Five hundred pounds.’ The man offered, holding up a wad of money. I felt as if I was in a dream, but shook my head at each amount offered to me. The compere went up to nine hundred pounds, but I still had no intention of going through with this, even though the humiliation of the whole thing was making me wet between my legs. But I felt unable to speak, and could hardly think, above the audience’s loud shouts and cheers at each offer. Then, as another amount was proffered, I heard above it all the Captain’s deep, bass voice above the hubbub, urging me -

‘Take the offer Sarah, take it.’

Was it really my own voice nodding a ‘Yes,’ then scribbling my signature on a bit of paper thrust into my hands?

‘Right, you’ve agreed to have your head shaved like a clown, and be custard pied and gunged, and to give my assistant a blow job, for one thousand, three hundred pounds.’  The compere said, to even louder audience cheers. I was confused, what exactly was it I had I just agreed to do?

Before I knew it, I was sitting in a chair on the stage, my wrists shackled to the arms of the chair, a spotlight on me. Suddenly, I glimpsed the muscular young man standing before me, and felt the cold of electric clippers against my head, and my hair falling over my face, and onto the floor. A ‘no’ was stifled in my throat, as the clippers began to cut through my hair straight down the middle. The audience cheers and laughter raised the roof. It was like a dream, but it was when someone held up mirror to my face, that I realised the reality of the situation, when I saw how completely ridiculous, I looked. A broad swathe had been cut through the middle of my once lovely, now thoroughly destroyed, hair, that I’d taken such trouble over, leading up to this meeting with the Captain, paying a fortune at the hairdresser’s. Now making me, indeed, look like a ridiculous clown.

I felt more wetness between my legs, despite my complete horror at my degradation. What would my husband say if he saw me now, and how would I explain my hair, were two thoughts that leapt into my confused brain. The muscular young man, then took a lipstick, and outlined my mouth in a grotesque clown like smile. I was dimly aware of the audience howling with laughter while he did all this. Then clown make up was quickly applied – thick white greasepaint across my now bare head, and my face, with bright red around my mouth, as said, and my eyebrows, which had also been shaved off, now high, thick black, arched lines, with red and white circles around my eyes, and a red blob at the end of my nose. My remaining hair was quickly dyed bright pink. Then a mirror was again flashed in front of my face. God, I nearly swooned with arousal at the utter humiliation. My still pretty, if aging, face, with its lovely blonde hair, now a ridiculous clown’s face. My clothes were quickly stripped off, to loud wolf whistles and cheers from the audience, who all glimpsed my nipples through my sexy peephole bra, and my fanny though my open crotch panties, my black, seamed stockings and suspenders. Sexy underwear, bought for me by my husband, who’d rarely got to see them, and now selected for the Captain’s delight, and only intended for his eyes. But now I was exposed to the whole world. I then had to struggle into a clown outfit of baggy yellow suit with red polka dots, with a ruffed neck. My high heels replaced with huge, comic clown shoes I couldn’t walk in. I watched as my expensive clothes were thrown into a bin, full of some kind of slime, to more audience laughter.

Then members of the audience were invited to step up onto the stage, and humiliate me by pouring various messy foodstuffs over my head. The first volunteer, a huge, fat man, stepped up, and I felt something cold on the top of my head, then running down my face, as a bucket of baked beans was tipped over me,  followed in rapid succession by eggs , flour, tomato ketchup, more eggs, more flour, soup, and cake batter as members of the audience volunteered to gunge me, all seeming to delight in my humiliation. Cream pies were then handed out, and these were summarily slapped into my face, and over my bald, now gunge covered, head with even more glee.

I was a disgusting, degraded mess. But I felt so wet between my legs: a truly degraded slut. But more degradation was to come. Unable to see, and barely able to breathe, through the mess, the first thing I was aware of what was to happen next, was tip of the muscular assistant’s cock on my lips.  I shook my head, but simultaneously opened my mouth to receive his huge member, and enthusiastically sucked away at it, as the audience roared, as if at a football match. This was certainly a game show with a difference!

‘You husband said you’d like this’ the compere said, to more applause.

What a liberty by the Captain, I thought. But he wasn’t wrong, I also thought, as I orgasmed, as the assistant’s cock erupted in my mouth, then was directed into my face, where his cum blinded me in one eye, before it ran down my chin over my clown costume, mingling with the rest of the disgusting mess. The crowd cheered even more loudly, and my wrists were unlocked, and I was helped to my feet-

‘Take a bow’ someone said. I couldn’t possibly see who, through the mess, but I did, to more loud cheers.

What a shameless hussy, I thought guiltily to myself. How would I explain my hair to my husband and friends? And what if anyone I knew saw this broadcast, though I thought it highly unlikely that people who knew me would watch such a sleazy porn channel, which exploited people for money. Not that I felt myself exploited, since the humiliation was what I craved, and I’d been incredibly aroused by the whole experience. If anyone had exploited me, it was the Captain, and that was also with my full consent. He walked with me back to the tube station. At least he’d held my long coat for me, which now covered my soaked, stinking clothes, because there’d been no facilities to get cleaned up, and I was a filthy sodden mess. But most humiliating of all, was my shaved clown head, with the pink hair hanging down each side. I hadn’t been able to remove the clown makeup either.

‘I can’t travel on the tube like this.’ I protested to the Captain.

‘Get a cab then – you’ve definitely got the money now.’

Of course, I was now one thousand, three hundred pounds better off. It had been stuffed into my bra by the compere, after I’d removed the clown costume, and staggered, stunned, off of the stage clutching my clothes. At least the TV company had kept that side of the bargain. I stood back out, as the Captain hailed a cab, with my coat collar pulled up around my face as far as it would go.

I slipped into the cab seat quickly, and let the Captain instruct the driver through the window, but I noticed him staring at me in his mirror. However, soon I was home. I gave the driver a big tip – well, I could afford to now! I rushed up the path to my house, so that no one would see me. Inside I immediately went to the mirror. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, as I gazed at my once lovely hair, my pride and joy. Now it just looked ridiculous, with the huge bald area down the middle, with some straggly, hanks hanging down at the sides, and even these were still thick with the dried mess, and still vivid pink with the dye, neither of which I’d been able to wash out.  If my head hadn’t been shaved, I would have needed to shave it anyway. I looked just like a clown.  I couldn’t go out like this, or to my agent’s, but a wig would solve things I thought, and I could shave off the side bits to so that it grew out evenly. A woman with a shaved head was a lot more acceptable than what I had now – no-one would remark on it. My friends would though, and most importantly, my husband when he returned from his business trip, would. I couldn’t wear a wig the whole time, so how would I explain the shaved head. Well, I obviously couldn’t, and wouldn’t pretend I’d had an illness, as I might say to a stranger, but what other explanation could I give. That I was fed up with it, wanted a new start, let it grow from scratch. I could say that. He’d probably think it odd, considering my vanity about my hair, but I didn’t see why he would be suspicious, or have any inkling of what I’d been up to. Unless someone told him, of course. Who might he know who knew us both, and might see me on that TV show? I was suddenly filled with foreboding.

Anyway, first of all, I had to get rid of the clown look. I looked out my husband’s electric hair clippers, and got to work, shaving off the pink, ugly hanks of hair, hanging from the sides of my head.  I still couldn’t help getting wet between my legs, when reminded of the humiliation of it all. Once again, I felt the man’s cock in my mouth, in public, before an audience laughing at my total humiliation. A stranger’s cock, filling my mouth, almost making me gag, as tried to   tease it with my tongue, and then the feel as the cum hit the back of my throat, and squirted over my face, and mixing with the   awful mess that already covered it.

I hated looking at myself at the moment, though it turned me on at the same time to feel so degraded. An ugly clown, with my lovely tresses despoiled. How grotesque and comical did I look, with my head shaven down the centre like that?  I had to bite the bullet and shave my head completely.  I’d also finally decided that I would get a wig, that my husband would probably not even notice that it was a wig, only that I’d been to the hairdresser and changed the style and colour. I had to get something quickly so I ordered a cheap wig from eBay, because I could get next day delivery. When it came, it did look just like a cheap wig: garish blonde, much brassier than my own hair, with cascading ringlets. Most women would recognise it as a cheap, tarty wig, but would my very unobservant husband? I had to hope that he wouldn’t. I’d have to sleep in it, but make sure it didn’t come off. When I was alone in the house, then I could remove the wig and wash it. I laughed hysterically at the absurdity of the situation I’d created for myself. In a way I was enjoying the transgression of it all, though still terrified that my husband would discover my awful secret.

So, when my husband arrived home from his trip the next day, he saw his wife resplendent in a new seriously slutty, blonde wig.  Would he even notice that my hair was different to when he left?

Well, he did -.

‘I really like your hair like that, so blonde’ he said ‘suits you, looks very sexy.’ Then, as if realising what he’d just said, he said -

‘I mean makes you look even sexier, of course.’

‘Thank you,’ I answered, relieved, and certainly not taking offence –

‘I just fancied a change, you know.’

‘I approve.’ He said, as he walked into the kitchen, and grabbed some food.

I heaved a sigh of relief.

My husband made love to me that night, he seemed aroused by my new ‘hairdo’, and I had an orgasm, but all the time he was fucking me, I was thinking of my experiences at the weekend, when my head had been shaved, and I been turned into a ridiculous looking clown. All kinds of mess   poured over me, pies, smashed into my face, and a cock thrust between my painted clown grin lips. And then there was an image of the Captain, who’d organised this humiliation, and watched me as I took part in it.

Ben wasn’t into anything like that. I’d tried to suggest role play, often, but all he wanted was straight sex: wam, bam, thank you Ma’am, and it just wasn’t enough for me. And as Ben slept, post fuck, I lay thinking of the Captain, and imagining my next adventure in being humiliated, and playing with myself as I did so. So active was my imagination, so strong my frustration, despite just having been fucked by my husband, that I found myself, as if taken over by some demonic outside force, getting out of bed and wandering through to the next room where my wardrobe was. I looked at myself naked in the full-length mirror, my somewhat droopy, middle aged tits, incipient belly, the wig slightly askew on my bald head. What a sight. I began to dress, a pair of black, seamed stockings, tight sex shop, vinyl mini skirt, black, low cut, satin blouse. Then I applied makeup to my face – I didn’t hold back: thick bright red lipstick, loads of eyeliner, mascara, eye shadow, lipliner and lip-gloss. Next, I selected a pair of long. dangly earrings- the sort I’d never usually wear. I selected my highest heels – six inches, and put them on, finding it hard to adjust to walking in them at first. Not that that mattered, since I didn’t intend to do much walking. I completed my outfit with a little mock leopardskin jacket, that I never usually wore. I went out into the silent street, dimly lit by the muted glare of the street lights. All was silent. I again felt the thrill of transgression, as I unlocked the car door, got in and drove away. I still felt as if taken over by some alien force, as I drove towards a street next to the local common, famous for streetwalkers plying their trade. I parked up a little way from the street, then tottered toward it in my heels, I could see a twos and threes of women in the distance: dark shadowy figures under the streetlights, and the glow of their cigarettes. So, I stayed away from them, up at one end of the road, in the shadows of trees and bushes. I felt a bit scared, and fumbled in my little hand bag, to make sure I had my phone with me.

‘Just what am I doing?’ I asked myself. Was I mad? A caring husband back home in a warm bed, and here I was, out on the street, seeking sex with an anonymous stranger, actively wanting to prostitute myself. Wanting to degrade myself.

I was sheltered from the other women’s view, but would be visible to any cruising punter, I hoped. Or maybe nothing would happen, and I could just get back in my car and drive home. Well, I could do that anyway if I wanted to. Maybe I should just do that, I thought as I pulled my tarty little mock leopardskin jacket around me, shivering in the night’s chill. But the thrill of transgression, and the crazy compulsion towards humiliation, spurred me on.

I’d been right in choosing this place, for I’d only been standing there for five minutes when a car drew up –

‘Doing business love?’ a middle-aged man asked from the car window.

‘Yeah,’ I answered, making my accent as rough sounding as I could, and dizzy with apprehension and the thrill of transgression -

‘Tenner for a blow job, twenty for straight sex.’ I said, trying to sound as casual and professional as possible, though my heart was pounding. I had no idea how much I should charge, but realised that these prices were probably pretty cheap, probably undercutting the other women, whose main source of income this likely was.

‘Got a place to go?’ the man asked.

‘Yeah’ I answered, over there, indicating a nearby copse of bushes on the common, which I’d already reconnoitred.

‘OK’ the man said, ‘lead the way, I want a fuck.’

I when we go to the bushes, I instinctively unzipped the man’s trousers, and took his hard cock in my hands, and began to wank him off, then I knelt before him, and began to suck his cock. He grunted, ‘I wanted a fuck.’

I pulled my mouth from his cock.

‘OK’, I said before my putting my lips around his penis again. Then I   let go of the throbbing member, now dripping with pre – cum, and bent over a nearby tree stump. I felt his warm cock go up deep inside me, and nearly orgasmed straight away, whereas I’d barely managed to cum when my husband fucked me just hours earlier, and that was only because I’d been thinking of the weekend’s humiliation, and the Captain. The man came quickly, and I could feel his hot seed squirting up inside me. Of course, I thought too late, I should have used a condom, but by then I was in the throes of an orgasm myself. The man threw a twenty-pound note onto the ground beside me, before quickly disappearing. I got gingerly to my feet, the man’s spunk running down between my thighs, mingling with my own. I walked back to the road. Some of the other women had neared, and were staring aggressively at me. I walked quickly to my car, got in and drove home.

Soon I was sliding into the warm bed next to Ben, who was still fast asleep. This time I was able to sleep myself, despite my guilt as I looked at Ben’s peacefully sleeping face, as if I’d done what I had to do, even though it was so wrong. So wrong, yet so right for me, if you know what I mean.

The next morning, I heard Ben in the shower, as he got ready for work. I eased myself out of bed, feeling relaxed after the previous night, but my imagination was already working overtime, though not quite so intensely as before the night’s events. I couldn’t believe what I’d done, and got away with it again. Well, I hoped I had got away with it, anyway. But part of me suspected that things were too good to be true, and   my crimes would return to haunt me at some point. However, I put these thoughts from my mind, as went into the shower. To be honest, I hadn’t showered after my experience of being a whore – I’d just thrown my clothes off and got into bed next to Ben. This was partly due to exhaustion, but it also gave me a kick to lie next to my husband, with a stranger’s sperm still inside me, and on my skin. Was I a very bad person?

‘Yes, you are. A very bad person’ -

I said to my reflection in the mirror, ‘and you deserve to be punished.’

But just the word ‘punished’ made me have erotic fantasises again. God, was there no hope for me?

I’d really enjoyed being a streetwalking slut, if only for briefly, and definitely wouldn’t want to really have to do it, like the women I’d seen looking at me from up the road last night; but it had excited me so much to indulge that fantasy, and I wanted to do it again.

But what was wrong with me - I was a feminist, a voracious reader of feminist texts and novels. A successful career woman, happily married to a caring, successful man, but I was willing to risk everything with my behaviour. I vowed to reform. I needed to stop seeing the Captain, for a start.

I decided what to do. I looked on Google, typed in ‘local women’s group’, and several answers came up. One was quite near me, and meeting that night. Right I would attend that meeting – this was going to be the new me.

I told Ben when he got home, and he said -

‘OK dear, hope you find it interesting.’

So off I went. I’d dressed down, even from my usual work clothes, in jeans, baggy sweater, and shoes with only a slight heel. I’d swept my hair, my wig that is, back, and pulled a cap over it. My makeup was minimal.

In half an hour’s time I sat in the sparsely attended group, in an upstairs room in a local pub. The woman leading the group. Saskia, welcomed me, and got everyone to introduce themselves. I recognised a neighbour and smiled at her, and she smiled back, rather tightly I thought.

Anyway, the meeting began with a lot of procedural business – minutes of the last meeting, work in local schools - a lot of the group members seemed to be teachers, plans for a stall at the local arts festival, and proposals to give talks on the history of feminism. I felt myself beginning to doze off. Well, I hadn’t had much sleep the previous night.  I forced myself awake. Now they were talking about writing competitions – and someone read a poem out.  It sounded OK, if very worthy, but I was unable to fully concentrate. After what seemed ages the meeting drew to a close.

‘Anyone who fancies a drink can join me in the bar afterwards, otherwise see you all next week, I hope.’ Saskia said

A drink, that sounded a great idea, and joined Saskia, and a few others in the bar. I’d bought myself a large G and T - I needed it.

I felt fairly excluded from the conversation. I didn’t feel I had much in common with these women, except that, well, we were all women.  I found myself gazing around the bar.  It was an old fashioned blokey pub. The only place with a cheap meeting room available I suspected, and a couple of men standing at the bar were staring at us, laughing and making jokes. They looked like builders, or similar, who’d just finished work. Completely unlike my husband, or the other women in the group’s husbands probably.  So completely unsuitable, rough, uncouth, non-PC, men. I felt my fanny becoming wet at the humiliating things they might do to me.

‘Anyone fancy another drink?’ I said, getting up.

All the women declined, and I went to the bar. the two men looked at me and one said something rude sounding, which I couldn’t quite make out. I made the briefest of eye contact with them, as I stood at the bar an ordering my drink. They certainly seemed interested, despite my resolutely unsexy clothes.  Well, they’d probably shag any woman given half a chance, but I bet they saw me as a trophy – posh totty, who wouldn’t normally give them the them the time of day.

An idea came to me in flash. I Although I didn’t normally smoke, I ordered cigarettes and matches from the barman, and made a big show of unwrapping the cellophane from the packet, and taking out a cigarette. Then went outside, and lit a cigarette, while still in view from the bar. Sure, enough the men emerged, and lit up cigarettes themselves.

‘Nice night’ Man A said.

‘Yes, I said, ‘quite a pleasant evening.’

‘So, you in that group upstairs?’ Man B asked – ‘What is it, women’s lib, or something?’

‘Yes,’ I said ‘something like that.’

There was silence, and I wondered what else I could possibly do.

‘I’ll suck you both off for a fiver’ I said suddenly, the words just emerging from my mouth, as if someone else had said them.

The men looked amazed, as if struggled to decide if the offer was genuine, and take advantage of it.

‘OK’ Man A, said slowly, taking out a wad of notes –

‘Here’s a tenner. We can go round the back where it’s quiet –that’s if you really mean it,’ he said.

‘Yeah – lead the way.’ I said.

I followed the men around the back of the pub, which meant walking through some slimy mud, which oozed over my shoes.

‘Not worried about a bit of mud are yer’ Man A said as he beckoned me to stop. We were standing in a very wet and muddy spot, and the man immediately unzipped his trousers, revealing his rapidly hardening cock.

‘No, I don’t mind’ I said, kneeling in the morass, and taking his fat, smelly cock in my mouth. I sucked away and he came quickly, withdrawing his cock, to spurt cum in my face and hair. He stepped back, and Man B, came forward, cock erect before him, and I sucked at it enthusiastically, and he came even more quickly, giving me another face full of cum.

‘You do well for a posh bird’ Man A said, ‘so you like a bit of rough?- I bet you like to get real down and dirty don’t yer,’ and with that he pushed me just as I was getting my feet, and I fell, back into the mud, face first. As I lay there spluttering through a mouthful of mud, I felt a boot on the back of my head, which pushed my face back down into the slime.  Then I felt the men’s hot piss, flowing over my face, soaking my clothes. As I raised my face from the choking, stinking bog, and began pulling myself to my feet, I could hear the men guffawing loudly as they strutted off.

I only had a couple of tissues to attempt to clean myself up. How could I go back into pub like this? Would the men tell the other customers, and the barmaid, what had happened? Fortunately, I still had my handbag with me, which I carried slung across my shoulders though it was now covered in thick, black, smelly mud, and soaked with slime and pee. So, I walked quickly to my car, got in a and drove off, not intending to ever return to the women’s group.

When I got home, Ben was still up, watching TV in the lounge. I’d hoped I would be able to get up to the bathroom, and clean up before he noticed anything, but he called out –

‘Have a nice evening dear?’

‘Fine’ I said ‘I need the bathroom, talk to you later,’ and I scurried up the stairs, and locked the bathroom door quickly behind me.

‘I’ve done it again,’ I said to myself, as I stood beneath the warm shower, my filthy clothes, piled on the floor, reeking. Now I really was a disgrace to feminism, I thought to myself, while at the same time the sight of my filthy, sodden clothes made me aroused, and I soapily fingered myself to a massive orgasm, that sent shudders through my whole body. My efforts at self-improvement had gone to pot, and instead of basking in a warm glow of self-righteousness, I felt awful again, hating myself, and resolving to turn over a new leaf.

However, I wasn’t planning on the humiliation I experienced when I had to go into hospital for a minor ‘female’ problem, and how this would turn me on so much. So that I would again feel compelled to seek out further humiliation. Well, any humiliation is sexually stimulating to me, I suppose. But because the hospital humiliation was caused by a strict female nurse, this gave my imagination further avenues to explore.

The hospital ward I was placed in was one of those new, mixed sex ones, which I hadn’t expected. I realised this as I sat, waiting for the nurse to see me. It seemed that at least half of the other patients were middle aged men, and some were already staring lecherously at me. They certainly seemed the type for me to fantasise about having humiliating sex with – beer bellied, hairy in body and bald of head, with missing front teeth and tattoos of hearts and mermaids, from the time when tattoos weren’t fashionable. They were mostly gross, and unattractive, and that only saved to fuel my humiliation fantasises.  Just then the nurse arrived. She was about the same age as me, and regarded me disdainfully –

‘I thought you’d have got undressed by now, missy. Come on, I haven’t got all day. I’ll be back in two minutes. ‘

She stalked off. A man in the opposite bed was definitely leering at me. I looked up at the curtain rail, and I reached up and grabbed the curtain to pull around the bed, but it fell off the rail, and hung down, uselessly.  The nurse was scary though, and I began to remove my blouse, and placed it neatly on the bed. I then unzipped my skirt, glimpsing what seemed several male patients watching me intently. I felt like a stripper. This was humiliating, for sure, and I felt myself blushing as I removed my tights, and left my bra and panties on. But just then the nurse came back.

‘Bra and knickers have to come off too, this will cover you.’ She threw down a nylon hospital gown.

‘Come on, I haven’t got all day, you know. There are other patients who need my attention – sick people.’

I unclipped my bra, then pulled down my panties – my fanny was exposed to the world, for what should have been mere seconds. But I struggled to put on the hospital gown, which seemed to take an age. The more I struggled with the too short sleeves, the more tangled it became, all the while giving a display of my nakedness to the ward. The gown hardly covered me, and hung open year at the back, not offering much more protection than the curtain would have done.

The nurse returned. She frowned as she raised the gown –

‘You’re very hairy down there,’ she said, ‘you should keep it trimmed down there, for hygiene reasons.’

She pulled something along a rail above - a pair of stirrups swung into view. Right let’s get your legs up, so that I can shave you, but have you used the bed pan by the way?’

I shook my head –

‘Sorry I murmured but I don’t need to.’

‘You should have used it. You’ll have to now - we can’t have you having an accident while I’m preparing you. She thrust the bed pan at me, and I squatted over it, eventually managing to releases a yellow stream into the pan. A couple of male patients stared at me intently, they had a grandstand view, right up my fanny, and I expected them to clap, as my pee streamed into the pan. Next my feet were pulled into the stirrups, and I lay there, my womanhood wide open to the world, as the nurse vigorously lathered my fanny and bum area with carbolic soap, then shaved me with a vicious looking cut throat razor. I just hoped that her hand didn’t slip.  The humiliation of it all, making me wet. I hoped the nurse didn’t notice, but when she’d finished, and my fanny still glistened after she’d roughly dried the water from it, she muttered –

‘Can’t control yourself. Absolutely disgusting.’

And she poked a latex gloved finger inside me, and masturbated me, just to get rid of my arousal. I couldn’t help but orgasm, of course, and my body briefly shuddered.

The nurse tutted loudly –

‘No self-control at all,’ she muttered again. ‘Now we have to give you an enema’ she said sternly.

‘No – no, I’m all right, I went this morning when I got up.’

The nurse ignored me, as she grabbed a nearby trolley and wheeled it over, thrusting   the end of what looked like slim hose pipe up my anus. Water was pumped into me, and my stomach swelled. Now my fanny really was exposed, and I even heard some female, as well as male, sniggers, as I suddenly exploded: filth and dirty liquid, gushing out of me, into a bucket, held by the nurse.

I seemed to have given the whole ward a show, and found it hard to believe that the nurse hadn’t humiliated me on purpose. Could she not at least have found a bed where the curtain worked? But images of my degradation, provided a hot fantasy for me afterwards, and I often masturbated to it, and couldn’t help but crave more public humiliation. Which didn’t even necessarily involve having sex, though the hospital experience, with the vicious nurse, and leering men watching, as well as some women, was definitely sexual. I had a fantasy of lying there on my back, legs forced into the air, and the men queuing up to fuck me, supervised by the nurse, with the female patients watching and shouting encouragement. Though I hadn’t actually had sex with anyone, and not done anything my husband could feel betrayed by

It just goes to show, how humiliating experiences, which are highly arousing, can occur in the most unexpected places. Actually, during my short stay in hospital, I got talking with the nurse who dealt with me in such humiliating fashion, in that first examination, and found out that she a lesbian and into BDSM; and, yes, she really had wanted to humiliate me in front of the other patients. She deliberately put me in a bed where the curtain didn’t work, right in from of a couple of the most lecherous men, whom she knew would be bound to wank themselves off beneath the sheets, while watching me.  She herself had gone to the toilet to masturbate afterwards.

I told her turned on I’d been, especially when she brought me off so aggressively, as a sort of punishment. I wasn’t a lesbian, but had realised how turned on I could be by being so treated by another woman. The only similar thing that had happened to me before, was being spanked by my Aunt Lydia, who I visited every so often, just for that.

‘I’m into all that’ Mary, the nurse said ‘Get in touch after you leave hospital, and we can meet up. I’ll introduce you to some friends with the same tastes.’

That was how I ended up in a BDSM club, hogtied, after being led in by Nurse Mary, who’d written ‘slut’ on my forehead in lipstick, on all fours on a dog lead attached to a collar around my neck, wearing a crotchless corset, and suspenders and black stockings, and six inch stilettoes. Then I was placed on a small table, ball gagged, and a bowl of baked beans, custard, tomato sauce, and the most disgusting substances you could imagine, thrust beneath my face. I had to struggle to hold my head above the mess, since my hands were behind my back and tied to my ankles.  It was impossible to hold my head up for long, and my face kept sinking into the stinking mixture, which began to choke me, and I had to keep lifting my face from the gross mixture for air, only for it sink back into in again.  Meanwhile, I felt a dildo thrust up my fanny then my bum hole, from behind, while eggs were smashed over my head, followed by baked beans, flour, then batter mix, which all ran over my face, making breathing even harder. A man peed over me from above, then a woman squatted over my head, before directing a golden shower over my already stinking hair, that ran down my face.

Of course, I had several orgasms.

At the end of the evening I went home with Mary, who pulled my sodden knickers down, bent me over a specially designed trestle, and administered ten hard swipes with a riding crop, which made me yelp with each stroke, and left my bottom with angry red stripes. Some of the strokes were aimed across my fanny, which made me cry out even louder, and also made me even more aroused. Then Mary, wanked me off with a latex gloved hand, just like in the hospital, which I certainly enjoyed, then removed my stinking clothes, and made me dress in some kind of nappy, before putting me into a small cage, like a toddlers’ playpen for the night. Even worse, I wasn’t allowed access to the toilet, so I ended up lying in my own mess.

In the morning Nurse Mary woke me up early, though I hadn’t slept very much. Well, this was mainly because I was so aroused, my mind consumed with constant fantasies of humiliation at this woman’s hands. When Mary unlocked my cage, and saw the state of me, she reacted with mock horror –

‘My, you are a dirty girl, aren’t you?  I’m afraid I’ll have to punish you even more severely for this kind of behaviour.’

‘What do you expect, when I didn’t have access to the loo?’ I said, and couldn’t help my voice rising with indignation, as if this whole scenario was real, rather than consensual role play. Though Nurse Mary made it seem pretty real, as if I was back in the hospital.

Then, she pushed me back over the trestle, and administered a further whipping, of fifteen strokes this time, and even harder than before, if that was possible.

I came several times, my fantasies fulfilled, my red striped arse evidence of my humiliation, which   kept me turned on for a couple of weeks afterwards every time I looked at it in the bathroom mirror.

‘I suppose you want some breakfast now, Nurse Mary said.

‘Please’ I nodded.

She pulled me up off of the trestle, and plonked me in a chair, which had shackles attached to the arms, and she closed these around my wrists, and locked them.

‘’Wait here, and I’ll get you some food.’

Well, I didn’t have much choice but to wait, and sat there full of    both foreboding and excitement, loving the humiliation, but also wondering what Nurse Mary would do next.  She returned with a box of eggs, and a bowl of something that seemed a lot like porridge.  She then slowly smashed the dozen eggs all over my head and so that the yokes ran down over my face and onto my breasts, which were now naked, since the nappy had been removed. Then the porridge, which I found out was cold, was emptied over my head, mingling with the eggs. This was followed by a tin of spaghetti hoops, then cake batter. I found it difficult to breathe through the mess, unable to wipe my face, since my hands were shackled. I grunted through a mouthful of gunge, and Mary picked up a bottle of water and squinted it into my face. I coughed and spluttered, but at least my nose was cleared, and I was able to swallow some of the water and wash the mess down.

‘Because you’ve been so naughty, messing yourself like that, you don’t deserve anything to eat’ she said.

Of course, the whole thing really turned me on, and I began to see Mary regularly, and attend her BDSM club.

I felt the need to tell someone about all my recent experiences, a sort of confession I suppose, and I obviously couldn’t speak to my husband, so, I phoned the Captain. He listened intently, as I told him about being a whore, and my experiences at the women’s group and in the hospital, and then going to a BDSM club with Nurse Mary.

‘My, you have been busy, and all without me, but we always knew how you like that sort of thing didn’t we?’

‘Yes, and it’s expanded my horizons a bit’ I said.

‘I’ll see what I can come up with in that direction, then’ he said.

But my next experience again came about without the Captain’s auspices, but from my daily life. It was three months later and my hair had grown back enough for me to go the hairdresser, and treat myself to an expensive new hairdo and colouring. I noticed that the woman next door, Diane Cummings, a glamorous fifty-five-year-old, had had a patio installed. It looked professional job, in these days of cowboy builders, and I agreed with Ben that I would find out who’d done it, and how much it had cost. I was unusually interested in getting a new patio, because I’d seen Diane Cummings drinking champagne with the builders after the patio had been finished. When I next saw Diane Cummings out in the garden, I went out and asked her about it.

She looked surprisingly nervy at my   innocent query –

‘Oh, it was quite reasonable – Barker and Sons was the company,’ she stammered.

‘You seemed VERY pleased with the result. I saw you drinking champagne with the workmen after it was finished.’

Did I detect a blush spreading across Diane Cummings’s heavily rouged cheeks?

‘Well, it was sort of special, what they did – a personal service, with extras.’

Just what were these ‘extras’? I was intrigued.

But Diane Cummings seemed to want to hurriedly change the subject, as if she felt that she’d divulged too much, and began talking about a trip to the Opera she had planned with the husband. Thus, also giving me the message that she was happily married, of course.

There seemed something suspicious in this, but I won’t quite sure what. But who toasted their builders with champagne for building a patio? Hmm. Anyway, I phoned the builder’s number, but Diane had, accidentally(?), given me the wrong number. However, when I finally got through, the builder agreed to come and give me an estimate, which he did. We agreed on the price, and it was decided the work would start on Friday morning. Ben was away on business again, and I was alone in the house.

It was nice spring day, the sun was shining, and I felt a spring in my step, as the men began work. I looked out of the window admiring the muscular, tanned body of the youngest man, about twenty, stripped to the waist as he mixed cement. But the others were typical builders, with builders’ bums in low cut jeans, huge beer bellies, tattoos, and all. My fanny tingled – just what special service had made Mrs. Diane Cummings so happy.

I spoke to the man in charge, Tommo, whom I’d already met when he priced the job, and seen the glint in his eye, as he appraised me, as well as the work to be done.

‘I’d like a patio just like Mrs. Cummings’ next door. She said she’d had the special service.’

‘Ah,’ Tommo said ‘you want the same as Mrs. Cummings, the deluxe treatment.’

‘Yes, that’s right’ I said, wondering what I might be letting myself in for, but experiencing a tingle of excitement, though I wasn’t at all sure why.

‘Exactly the same as Mrs. Cummings?’

‘Yes, exactly the same.’

‘Right’ the man said with a bit of a twinkle in his eye, I thought.

‘I’ll go and tell the lads. They’ll be pleased.’

Hmm, just why would they be so pleased, I wondered.

I watched the men through the window as they began work. the young man, muscular body glistening with sweat, Another, older man, pushed a wheelbarrow, and I could see the huge, tattooed biceps in his arm. Then there was the boss, Tommo, himself – tall and dominant as he gave orders– he was clearly used to being in control, and I couldn’t help fantasising about him controlling me. The men were very industrious, and hardly stopped the whole day. Whenever I looked out of the window, they were hard at it. I took them tea and biscuits a couple of times, and they were very polite, and respectful. I began to wonder just what was the special service Mrs. Chambers had spoken of. Still, they had done a good job, I thought, as I walked out into garden, seeing that they seemed to have finished, and the cement was drying on a brand, spanking new patio. As I walked out, the boss, Tommo, walked towards me. I noticed his big, rough hands, and strong body. Even his huge belly hanging over his trousers, gave an impression of power and brute force.

‘You said you wanted the special service, the same as Mrs. Cummings.’

‘Yes, that’s right’ I said.

He turned and called to the others – hey lads she wants exactly the same service as we gave to Mrs. Cummings next door, and she wants it now.’

The men murmured enthusiastically.

‘Meet us down end of the garden in half an hour in a nice, sexy outfit’ the Tommo said.

I went up to the bedroom, trembling with excitement. From the wardrobe I took the expensive, designer dress- low cut, figure hugging, fine fabric, in a delicate pale blue, just above the knee, that Ben had bought me for our wedding anniversary, six months ago. From a drawer I took out some of the expensive silk lingerie he’d bought me too. Well he bought it for me to wear to turn him on, but somehow, I’d never gotten round to wearing it much, and our sex life had continued to its downward spiral, and I had begun to seek to other, more satisfying encounters of a humiliating nature. Unknown to my hubby, of course, Well, now I was going to put the clothes he’d bought me to good use. I felt awfully guilty, as I walked out of the house back into the garden, my face now plastered in full slut makeup, and wearing black stockings and my highest heels, which stuck in the mire, as I walked towards the muddy back of the garden. The men were standing in a group, smoking, but turned, as one, to stare at me.

‘Cor blimey – talk about mutton dressed as lamb’ the youngest one said. I think they called him Jason. I began to feel wet between my legs, imagining his cock up me.

‘She really is an auld whore, just like that Mrs. Cummings,’ Pat, the Irish guy, who was built like the proverbial brick outhouse, exclaimed, rubbing his crotch.

‘She’s a real painted lady now – I like that. She scrubs up nice, and wearing a lovely, sexy dress too. But I think it needs a bit of eggshell white added to the blue don’t you lads?’ Tommo declared.

‘I think you’re right boss,’ Archie, a typical middle aged, worker, cigarette dangling from the side of his mouth, balding and beer bellied, said. Then -

‘May I do the honours?’

‘If you wouldn’t mind Archie, with your knowledge of dress design and innate sense of colour’ Tommo said, in a mock posh accent.

With that Archie picked up a large tin of white paint, stepped forwards and tipped it over my elaborately coiffured hair do, which having finally grown back, I’d just paid a fortune for in the hairdresser.

The paint cascaded over my hair, and face, making it hard to breathe, and over my dress- my husband’s expensive present that I’d hardly worn, down my stockings and over my designer heels.

Before I had time to think, I was bent over an old barrel, the rotten wood creaking as I put my weight on it, and  I felt the cold breeze on my skin, as  the back of my dress was cut open with pair of shears, and my knickers ripped apart, so that my fanny was revealed, glistening through the paint.

Then I felt   Jason’s hard young cock up me, thrusting away vigorously. After several thrusts up my fanny, he pulled his cock out, and rammed it into my little brown bum hole, and I gasped to feel him, as my muscles relaxed to accept him thrusting into the core of me, it seemed. Then, through the paint, I glimpsed his cock coming at my mouth, and instinctively parted my lips to receive it, and sucked away, at his sweaty vigorous young penis, with my own stink now on it. At the same time, I felt another cock up me from behind, then another, while I was invited to lick them clean, after they’d been rammed both of my most intimate places.

‘Get the wheelbarrow, Jase’ Tommo ordered.

Jason bought the wheelbarrow from further down the garden, and I was picked up by Tommo and dumped in it on my backside, my legs pulled apart, exposing my paint soiled fanny, knickers half hanging off. Mobile phone cameras snapping away. Tommo wheeled me to the nearby compost heap, and tipped me out of wheelbarrow, and I fell headfirst into the oozing, fetid morass, of rotting food and vegetation. Now hair and clothes really were destroyed. I truly felt an abject slut, but worse, or better, from my point of view, was to come, as the men took it in turns to wank and pee over me.

Back in the house I gazed at my destroyed appearance in the mirror. My new designer dress, a special present from my husband was now completely destroyed, as was the expensive lingerie, and were fit only to be burnt or for the bin. My new, expensive hair do, was similarly ruined. How would I get my hair clean? Would I need to shave my head again? I thought guiltily, at the same time as feeling incredibly aroused by it all.

Later, the Captain rang me –

‘How’s things, you humiliation addict?’

‘Fine actually.  But my hair’s a mess again,’ and I told hm all about my experience with the builders in vivid detail.

‘Sounds just like your sort of thing. Wish I’d been there. Look, I’m coming up to town for a few days, and I wondering if I could stay with you and your distinguished husband.’

My mind was in a whirl.  Wouldn’t Ben become suspicious? Just what was the Captain up to, I wondered.

But I knew that he’d always had some sort of hold over my husband, but had no idea what it was, just that Ben was in awe of him, and also a bit scared. But what could I say to the Captain ‘s request –

‘Yes, sure, you can stay with us. Ben will certainly be pleased to see you.’

And that is how I came to be bizarrely sitting with my husband, and my lover in the drawing room of our house, making them cups of tea, and passing around cakes. The Captain took a bite of his cream cake, and said to me, without warning –

‘I know you’d love me to smash this cake in your face and hair.’

I blushed and Ben looked confused – he had no idea of my predilections.  I just hoped the Captain did not enlarge upon them now.

‘Oh, you, mean like those clowns in the circus, I never liked them’ I said, and laughed nervously.

‘Me neither’ said Ben, they used to scare me.’

My hair was still recovering from being covered in thick white paint by the builders, and Ben had wondered as to why I’d suddenly started wearing a turban, seeming to accept my explanation of ‘split ends’ as if he even knew what such things were.

The Captain quickly crossed the room, pulled my turban off and smashed his portion of cake over my still paint stained hair, and into my face –

‘She loves humiliation,’ he addressed Ben, ‘hasn’t she ever told you, about how she secretly loves to be a clown, have her head shaved, and get pied and have gunge thrown over her.’

I looked through the cream splattered over my carefully made up face. Ben looked astonished.

‘Has she never told you about her humiliation compulsion? the Captain said.

‘Er, no, no she hasn’t.’ Ben said, bemused.

‘But you enjoy that sort of thing yourself’ the Captain said. ‘Don’t you?’ He continued –

‘That Christmas in the Gulf – when you dressed up as a woman, and a real sexy one at that, and gave everyone in the Officers’ Mess a blow job.’

Now it was my turn to look astonished –

‘What?’ I said beneath my breath, half waiting for the Captain to laugh at his own joke, or Ben to laugh, or at least say something in denial. But no, he just grew redder and redder, and seemed unable to speak.

Was this the secret the Captain held over my husband? I’d always know there was something.

‘Is this true?’ I asked Ben, indignation creeping into my voice, but also aware of the secrets the Captain could have told my husband about me.

‘Well it was years ago, and everyone was drunk.’ Ben replied.

‘But you made a heck of a good lassie, Smithy old boy, as if to the manor born. Why don’t you’ he turned to me ‘dress and make him up as a tart now, for old times’ sake, as a bit of fun.’

I don’t know what to say. I was frightened to protest too much at anything the Captain said, because of what he could reveal about me. But what did my husband think?

‘Would you really like me to do this to you?’ I turned to him?

‘Yes, yes, he most certainly would. Well, I would really like it, if you did it to him, so that’s enough. You always obey your Captain don’t

you Smith, and I order you to allow your wife to dress you up as a slut, a cheap tart. Then you’ll be two sluts together.’

God this was turning into a nightmare.

We emerged from the bedroom, Ben tottering in pair of my heels, me in my own six inch stilettoes. The Captain sat back on the sofa, and I nearly fainted when I saw that his trousers were gaping open, and his big, fat, veined cock, stood erect before him, like the regimental flag, when going into battle.

‘Give me a blow job, just like you did that Christmas in the Gulf, Smith, or Betty, as you were known then.’ The Captain said.

Ben hesitated, and I was sure he wouldn’t go through with the Captain’s instruction, but then he continued –

‘That’s an order, Smith, and you know full well the consequences of disobeying an order.’

‘With that, my now sissified husband, teetered across the room, and knelt before the Captain, then bowed his head over his ex -commanding officer’s cock, and began to suck it with his lips, I’d just applied my reddest lipstick to. I could hardly believe my eyes.

All, I knew was that I was becoming wet between my legs, as Ben, a name which seemed completely inappropriate now, coughed as the Captain’s cum hit the back of his throat, and pulled his face back, receiving another load of spunk in his eyes, which ran down his   heavily made up face. My fingers went inadvertently to my fanny, and began frigging it through my knickers, over which a big wet patch had now spread. I was dimly aware of Ben now licking the Captain’s, now soft, cock, clean with his tongue.

‘Right’ the Captain said later. ‘I am commandeering this billet as my own private headquarters. I need it as a London base, to carry on important work.’

‘But you can’t stay here,’ I began to say.

But Ben interrupted me –

‘Certainly Sir, please tell us how we might make your stay as comfortable as possible.’

‘Well, I want to fuck your wife whenever I like, and humiliate her in the ways that I know she loves, and needs.’

‘I’m not sure that I’d be too happy about that, Sir.’

‘I don’t give two fucks whether you’re pleased about that or not Smith. This is an order.’

‘Yes Sir. You can fuck my wife whenever you want to Sir, If she’s up for it.’

‘She’s up for it all right – she has been for years.’

‘OK Sir, that’s fine then.’

The Captain turned to look at me –

‘OK with you?’

Now I did feel humiliated, and even more so on my husbands’ behalf, whose own humiliation turned me on.

‘Yes Sir’ I said, touching one of my tits, feeling my nipple, hard with arousal.

The Captain made us pose together, both dressed in full slut mode. You had to look closely to tell who was the ‘real’ woman. He’d made us write on each other’s faces in lipstick, and Ben had written ‘whore’ on my forehead, and I’d written ‘insert cocks here,’ with an arow, around his thickly lipstick covered mouth.

‘I’m going to send this to all the former members of the regiment, for old times’ sake.’ the Captain said.

Was I now competing with my own husband for the attentions of the Captain?

My humiliation was complete. But would I finally begin to feel fulfilled, or would I seek ever great degradation?

But at least I’d gained plenty of material for several new books.
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