

Judith Caldwell’s Humiliation:

A tale of MILF humiliation and femdom degradation

I’ve always had thoughts, unwanted thoughts, untoward thoughts – thoughts that I’d love to be humiliated – and the more extreme the humiliation the better. Even a recent experience I had in hospital.

I’d gone into hospital for a routine examination – one of those female matters to do with down below that we never speak of.  What I hadn’t realised was that the wards these days are of mixed sex. A particularly stern Irish nurse ordered me to get undressed-

‘Come on – quick, get your clothes off so that we can examine you.’

I looked to the curtains surrounding the bed – expecting that they would be pulled around. The nurse caught my gaze and tutted, but raised her hand to the curtain and swiftly tugged at it. She tugged so hard that the corner of the curtain came away, and most of the curtain fell down, so that it wasn’t protecting me from the gaze of the ward’s male patients, of whom there seemed quite a few.

‘Never mind – nobody here’s interested in anything you’ve got’ the nurse said – ‘we’ve all seen it before.’

I felt myself blushing, as I slowly undid my blouse, and folded it on the bed. I caught the eye of a fat, bald man in the next bed, saw the shape of his hand moving under the sheets, and he quickly turned away.

‘I just need to get on with it’ I said to myself ‘pointless making a scene.’

I unzipped my shirt and slipped it down over my legs and stepped out of it.  Now I stood in tights and bra, and I thought I could feel the eyes of every male in the ward upon me. But I shrugged these feelings off. The nurse came back-

‘How are we doing? - come on, get those tights and knickers off, we haven’t got all day you know. There are other patients who are really ill who need my attention.’

‘Sorry’ I felt herself murmuring guiltily, but I wasn’t guilty was I?

I felt my anger rising, but I suppressed it. There was nothing I could do to protect my dignity- my most intimate places were revealed to everyone because of the fallen curtain.

‘Turn over the nurse said’ and I obediently complied, and realised to my horror that my naked bottom was on show to the whole room. The nurse left me like that while she pulled on latex gloves, and took a thermometer from her pocket, then pulled my bum cheeks apart.

Straight away I realised where the thermometer was going, and screwed up my eyes in anticipation, as the cold thermometer was unceremoniously inserted into my anus, and my cheeks released- holding it in place.

It seemed like hours, even though it was probably only seconds that I had to lay there, on display to the whole ward: the men lecherous, and the women sniggering. Then the thermometer was jerked from my bum, and the nurse read it and murmured to herself, without bothering to tell me the results. Well I was only the patient, wasn’t I? An inconvenience to the smooth running of the ward.

‘Sample please’ the nurse said brusquely, holding out a bed pan.

‘I’m sorry – I don’t think I can’ I mumbled, my voice sounding to my own ears like that of a naughty child, rather than of an assertive, confident, mature woman.

‘Of course you can’ the nurse said ‘are you going to do it or will we have to catheterise you?’

I tried to pull the thin sheet up to hide myself, while I peed into the container, but failed miserably, and it slipped from my fingers. As the pee cascaded from me like a waterfall. I heard a sneering laugh from one of the male patients, and a murmured remark, and felt completely abject.

‘I don’t know why you’re so bashful. Everyone will see exactly what you’ve got when you’re shaved.’ The nurse scolded me.

The words brought a further chill to me, and I looked on incredulously, as the stirrups were prepared, and my feet hoisted unceremoniously into them. Now I really was totally vulnerable and exposed- my fanny, and little brown bumhole, wide open to the gaze of the other patients in the ward.

The nurse took a bar of revolting looking, and smelling, carbolic soap, and began to rub it hard against my fanny, working it up into lather with her rough fingers. She soaped the hairy lips of my fanny, and down between my bottom cheeks, to get at my pubic hair. I felt, to my horror, my fanny growing wet with its own juices, at the nurse’s vigorous rubbing, as my hair was shaved painstakingly and thoroughly-

‘You ought to be more careful about hygiene, and shave and trim yourself down there’ the nurse admonished me. Although she didn’t actually say –

‘You’re a fucking, filthy slut’ I knew that that was exactly what she meant.

Finally, I lay there, my fanny pink and open, on display to the whole ward.  If they wanted to, the male patients could line up and fuck me one by one, and I would be powerless to stop them......they could stick their fat cocks up my naked fanny, then my shorn anus, and I would soon be sloppy with their cum, I fantasised, and this only made me grow even wetter, and thus even more ashamed, than before. 

Just then, the nurse returned, and I found myself smiling at her falsely, as if I wanted to win her approval – which I hated myself for admitting- I did.

‘Have you moved your bowels today?’ The nurse demanded.

‘Hmm- no, I haven’t.’ I muttered.

‘Right turn over.’

‘Turn over?’

‘For your enema’ the nurse said pityingly, as if addressing a spoiled child.

‘No, I’m sorry, not here….’

‘So you expect your own private facilities do you? Well, I’m afraid that’s doesn’t happen in this ward. You’ve been a real pain all along, making simple procedures very difficult. I’ve just about had enough of you acting the lady – and if you don’t comply with my reasonable requests, all regarding your own well being, I’ll get the porters to come in and hold you down, while I give you the enema forcibly.’

‘No – no, it’s all right – I’ll comply’ I said miserably.

A stand was pulled over, from it hung what looked a like cheap hot water bottle, bulging with water. A tube led from it, with a nozzle at the end.

The nurse dipped her latex gloved finger into a tube of lubricant, and then stuck the finger up my anus. She poked around with her finger, until she decided I was open enough, and then the nozzle of the tube was inserted up into my anal cavity. A tap was turned on and water flooded up my anus, swelling my belly. All I could think of was how everyone could witness my humiliation, and this thought also made me wet with my own sex juices- which in turn made me even more ashamed.

Then, I was made to expel everything into a bucket, splashing behind me in full view of the leering audience. When the whole mess and muck was finally evacuated, the nurse dabbed me with a rough tissue, suddenly realising that I had become aroused.

‘How absolutely disgusting’ she exclaimed – ‘some people have no control over themselves.’

Then the nurse’s fingers were at my clit, mechanically wanking me to get rid of my inconvenient arousal. I imagined the nurse announcing

‘This is what you deserve for your snooty attitude lady’, before sticking her latex gloved finger back up my anus and inviting all the men in the ward to Stick your cocks up here’ –

and I came with a loud squeal of complete ecstasy, combined with feelings of awful humiliation, burying my head in the pillow to muffle the sounds– the final degradation. But the nurse had already turned away, and was talking to another patient.

The whole mortifying experience was one that caused me to masturbate every time I thought of it in private. If I thought of it me public I had to wait until I went to the loo before frigging myself off. It was a key moment in my realisation of how I was turned on by public humiliation.

In fact, I became obsessed by the fantasy of being given an enema in public– of being completely humiliated in public, and having my beautiful clothes and hairstyle completely ruined. But how could I make that happen? But I would do things that were deliberately humiliating in public – put myself in those situations. I would go out dressed in skirt inappropriately short for my age, and the time of day – to the shops or something. A skirt that would rise up and reveal the tips of my stockings, or even my knickers at embarrassing moments, and be completely humiliated by the leering comments and sniggers of strangers, but also completely turned on by knowing they were probably fantasizing about sticking their cocks up me.

I no longer desired my husband, Henry, and only had sex with him occasionally – more out of a sense of duty than anything else. To be honest, although I had been impressed by his having previously been an army officer when I met him, and we’d fallen madly in love, and were soon married- I’d come to realise that he wasn’t  really that masculine, and he no longer turned me on. I wanted a real, tough man, like Henry’s army friend Tommy, for instance, but he always seemed to have a nubile playgirl on his arm. But since I’d been fantasising about my recent experiences, Henry thought that it was because of him that I was suddenly having such intense orgasms, but it was because I was fantasising about the humiliating situations I had been in, and imagining being gangbanged by stern nurses wearing strap ons, and sweaty, pyjama clad, fat men with huge, sweaty cocks. But I wanted more than fantasy; I wanted some of my fantasies to come true.

I wondered who might be able or willing to bring my fantasises to life. It would have to be someone I could trust, but also someone who was genuinely tough – someone who would delight in humiliating me. And the thing couldn’t be staged – I shouldn’t know when it was going to happen, that would negate the whole point. It would have to be something that took me by surprise – to bring maximum humiliation when I was least expecting it.

Searching my memory, I did think of someone who might fit the bill, and it was that friend of my husband I mentioned above – his old ex- army friend, Tommy. He and my husband had served together in Kenya, but my husband had left the army to pursue his business interests, while Tommy had stayed on as career a soldier, serving in ‘Special Forces.’ He was a real character, and as macho and hard as nails, but charming with it, with a string of female conquests in his wake. I’d also realised that there was something dark, and never spoken of, in the history of Henry and Tommy – something shameful to my husband; and that Tommy seemed to have some hold over him – but I’d never discovered what this was – and nor did I really want to know, to be honest. But, anyway, now I thought Tommy might be interested in what I had in mind, and have the wherewithal to implement it.

It wasn’t that hard to arrange to meet Tommy, as all I had to do was mention his name to my husband.

‘Have you heard from that army friend of yours- what’s his name –Tommy?’

‘’What made you think of him?’ Henry replied, and I thought I detected a note of caution in his voice, and a faint reddening in his face – he seemed embarrassed.

‘Nothing’ I said – ‘an item on the news about private security firms in Iraq – wasn’t he involved in something like that?’

‘Yes, he was, trust him to be involved in that sort of thing – at his age. But that’s where the money is.’

‘Why don’t you give him a ring, invite him, and whoever he’s with, over.’

‘Good idea- haven’t seen the old bastard for ages, I think I will.’

And so it was that Tommy arrived at our house one Sunday afternoon, with a glamorous, young, permatanned blonde on his arm. I’d always fancied him, and once we’d had a quickie, at my daughter’s wedding reception – we’d sneaked outside, and he’d had me in a doorway, up against the wall, knickers down round my ankles. Afterwards, I’d asked him to pee on my fanny – and he’d obliged. But then I’d had to explain away my wet stockings – a malfunctioning faucet in the Ladies was my excuse.

Anyway, I could see him glancing at me all through dinner, but Henry didn’t seem to notice, so busy was he keeping everyone’s glass filled, especially Tommy’s – whom he seemed very solicitous about. In a moment when Henry and Tommy’s girlfriend were out of the room, I’d told Tommy to ring me when Henry was at work. And on the Monday afterwards, he did. I explained what I wanted him to do, and he agreed to do it – in fact, he sounded positively enthusiastic.

‘Yes, he said –‘it’ll be a complete surprise when it happens, and definitely humiliating. And after that, who knows what other of your fantasies I might be able to fulfil.’ He said with a leer in his voice, which made me go weak at the knees.

Tommy was definitely attractive – far more so than my husband, whom I’d come to think of as somewhat effeminate. But I was frightened of my husband finding out about things, and, perhaps, of rejection from Tommy – with his new bimbo girlfriend. Though, he must feel some attraction still towards me, or he wouldn’t have agreed to my proposal. Now I probably wouldn’t see him again until whenever he implemented my fantasy – if he ever did, of course.  I found the uncertainty delicious, but I would have to find other things to satisfy me until whenever Tommy managed to fulfil my fantasy.

However, they were fulfilled sooner than I had expected. Though, I had partly forgotten about my fantasy. Well, I still had the fantasy, but I had pretty well given up hope of it ever being fulfilled. But then came the night of the Hunt Ball. This was a huge event in our village, where everyone, or everyone that mattered anyway, got all dressed up for a big social event to celebrate the start of the hunting season.

It was very important to be seen, and to impress with your outfit – it should be obviously expensive, as well as being haute couture: usually the same thing in my experience. My husband was also keen that his wife looked good for the occasion, to show off his wealth and status, so he always ensured that I bought something really nice.

I managed to get the most gorgeous gown from a West End shop – scarlet silk, with a lace bodice, cut low to show off my ample bosom. I teamed this with a shimmering jacket of black and silver; black, seamed stockings; and six inch, black, patent leather stilettos. I also had nay hair done especially for the occasion at a top London salon. I put on my best jewellery, and made myself up carefully, if rather heavily, and did feel pleased with the results. I could tell my husband was impressed, and proud to escort me on his arm.

The evening was going swimmingly, and we had sat down for dinner at a long table, and I was near the top, with my husband, amongst the local VIP’s. Everyone had complimented me on my appearance, and the new dress, and I was feeling relaxed and happy after a couple of glasses of champagne, when then there was a commotion in the hall- shouts and cries, and suddenly several young men burst in wearing black clothes, their faces masked with hoods –

‘Ban hunting’ they shouted ‘save the fox.’

Then they came up round the top of the table where I was sitting with my husband, and suddenly one raised a large bucket he was carrying and tipped the contents over my head. I could feel the slime running down my face, all over my new dress – it absolutely stank. It was a bucketful of farm muck, and was completely disgusting. I felt thoroughly humiliated – my hair and outfit ruined. I even thought I heard some sniggers, amongst the condemnation, as the culprits were quickly hauled away by the stewards, and some of the guests- members of the local rugby team- to doubtless receive a good hiding, before being handed over to the police.  Yes, I was totally humiliated, but part of me was also really aroused.

As I stood there, covered in stinking muck, I felt a touch on my shoulder–

‘Come on dear, let’s get you cleaned up.’

It was Miss Bulmer, a stalwart of the Countrywomen’s Guild, and she guided me into a side room. 

‘Now let’s get you out of these clothes’ she said, and I let her undress me. She was a stout, heavy breasted woman, with short brown hair and large hands, which seemed to linger a little too long over my tits as she removed my bra. The muck had gotten through to every crevice of me it seemed, and my expensive new underwear and stockings were also ruined.

‘Come on dear, just let me get these filthy knickers off – such pretty things they must have been’ she said, gently touching the little bow at the front, and as she eased them down my thighs I felt myself growing wetter.  She noticed this, and delicately touched my fanny –

‘Sometimes we get aroused in the most inopportune circumstances’ she said, and pressed her hand onto my pubes, and, when I didn’t knock it away, gently pushed a finger inside me. Somehow this reminded me of the hospital and the Irish nurse, and I groaned as her finger pressed gently into my fanny, then located my clit and began to caress it.

‘Let’s get you clean first’ she said and took me into the small bathroom, and began to wash my hair and face, every so often her hand went back to my fanny, or brushed my nipples. I was completely turned on by now, and  once my hair and face were as clean as she could get them, I let her kiss me, and felt her tongue inside my mouth, as I greedily responded- my fingers  going up her  heavy blue skirt, and inside her baggy knickers, locating her very hairy fanny. She moaned, and we were embracing, sinking to the floor, as we kissed and caressed each other. Then she was above me,  her mouth on my mouth, then on my nipples, and  then on my fanny: her tongue tickling my clitty, causing me to almost immediately come in her face, as she  lapped up my juices.

The whole thing only took fifteen minutes or so, so no-one’s suspicions were aroused.  She gave me some spare clothes of her own – voluminous white knickers, baggy blue trousers, thick check shirt and a dark green, cable knit jumper, in which three of me would have fitted. Then my husband drove me home. He was very concerned about my well being, and I had to pretend that I was completely mortified and upset. I jumped in a warm bath when we got home, and immediately frigged myself off, thinking of the whole humiliating, but ultimately masochistically fulfilling, experience.

A couple of days later, when my husband was at work, Tommy rang me –

‘I heard you had a terrible experience at the Hunt Ball.’

‘Yes, I did’ I said ‘terrible.’

But something you really liked, deep down.’ I could hear the amusement in his voice.

‘Maybe I did’ I laughed ‘Did you arrange it?’

‘Yes’ he said. I encouraged the local hunt saboteurs to do it, and bribed one of the kitchen staff to leave a back door open. So you owe me….and I also had a word with Miss Bulmer.’

‘You scallywag’ I laughed delightedly ‘How can I repay you?’

‘In kind, of course.’

‘What about your new, glamorous, partner?’

‘What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her – the same with Henry. Look- can you make the 24th? There’s a party coming up.’

‘Well, I could make an excuse I’ve a feeling that Henry might be away on business that weekend anyway.’

‘OK –I’ll be in touch.’

A week later Tommy got back to me. The party was a Masked Ball, at which everyone was to be anonymous, though the guests would include many famous and successful people, and at £500, a ticket would all be rich and successful –

‘But you won’t have to pay that’ Tommy said, just as I was worrying about how I what I would say to my husband at such expense ‘you’ll get in free as my guest.’

‘Where’s the catch?’ I asked suspiciously.

‘No catch- you’re my guest.’

‘Really…’

‘Yes, my own ticket allows me to take one guest.’

‘What about your girlfriend?’

‘She’s washing her hair that night.’

‘Oh’ I said, suspecting a rat. But such was my excitement at seeing Tommy – and more than merely seeing him I very much hoped, and going to such a party, that I chose to ignore my suspicions.

And so it was less than a month later that Tommy picked me up in his smart red sports car. I got in, hardly able to contain my excitement. We drove out of town for some time, before we turned into the drive of a large manor house, and were directed by an evening suited retainer into the car park. I looked around at the other cars - all expensive, top of the range models, with even the odd chauffeur driven limo, complete with driver reading a newspaper in the front seat. It had taken me an age to get ready, and I’d bought another special dress for the occasion – the last one I’d bought had been ruined at the Hunt Ball. So I’d gone mad again, on my husband’s credit account, and I knew I would have some explaining to do when he saw his bank statement, but what the heck. So I had on the most beautiful iridescent blue, sheath dress, made of shimmering satin, with a deep decocollatge showing off my breasts. It was slightly above the knee, inviting the eye to follow my black stocking clad legs down to six inch, high, patent leather stilettos. I’d again had my hair done expensively, and it fell to my shoulders in red tinted ringlets. My make up was heavily applied, with plenty of foundation to hide the lines of age, and scarlet lipstick, my eyes outlined in black, with blue eye shadow. I thought I looked pretty good, although I said it myself, as I peered through the mask Tommy provided– well, anything to impress Tommy.

Tommy – resplendent and very sexy in his uniform, whose arm I now, held, as we walked from the car to the mansion steps, where a silver haired, aristocratic figure, masked of course, greeted all the guests. I looked around me – everyone looked sleek and beautiful, and tantalisingly anonymous behind their masks. Was that a famous female movie star, there in a fur stole; and was that the well known politician, I wondered as I glanced around me.

On the steps, the man greeting us bowed to Tommy and kissed my hand – very glamorous – and we walked on into the   reception area, which bustled with people.

‘I’ll take your coat’ Tommy said, handing it into the cloakroom – ‘now follow me, I’ve got a little surprise for you.’

My heart beat harder; I wondered what it could be as I followed him down a long corridor, with portraits of famous ancestors lining the walls.

Then he opened a door and led me in to a large room. I looked around –it was white tiled, then I noticed the urinals and cubicles …it was a toilet. I well appointed one, with gold plated taps, but a toilet nevertheless.

‘I’m obviously well aware of your fantasises, and this really will make them come true. Lie down on the floor.’

With some hesitation I complied, awkwardly getting down in my tight dress, feeling my face flush with embarrassment.

‘Lay down on your back, with your head facing the door’ Tommy commanded- the tone of his voice had changed and was sterner now- commanding.

‘Why?’ I asked, nervously.

‘Just fucking do it –it’s all in a good cause, and is something you will like.’

I lay on my back, and Tommy produced from a corner a strange device – like toilet a bowl with locks and straps attached. As I lay there he placed the device over my head and locked it in place to fittings on the floor, so that I was trapped – lying there looking up at the room from the bottom of a toilet bowl. Then he put the lid of the bowl down, and all was darkness.  All I heard was his echoing footsteps as he walked off……and his laughter-

‘Have fun –I know you will’ he called back over his shoulder.

I don’t know what to think as I lay there. Well, I felt angry and hurt. Yes, I’d wanted Tommy to satisfy my fantasies, but tonight wasn’t going to be about that –it was, I’d hoped, about a romantic liaison with Tommy.  Now here I was locked into a toilet bowl. But I realised that I had already grown wet, that I felt an illicit excitement at what was going to happen – whatever that might be. The very fact that I’d longed for a romantic evening with Tommy, had been duped into thinking that was the case, but was now being so degradingly treated, was itself a turn on  for a masochist like me.

Then I heard footsteps, voices – a flash of light as the lid of my prison was lifted – a male face looking down at me.

‘God, Tommy was right – the old bugger, we have a tart acting as a toilet. Seems like I’m going to be the first to christen it. The next thing was that he opened the fly of his evening dress suit trousers, and took out a stubby, pale cock.

‘Open your mouth darling.’

I found myself obediently complying, as the man directed a stream of hot yellow piss, straight into my mouth, which I struggle to swallow, and tried to turn my head aside as far as I could, so that the piss ran over my masked face and into my hair. Finally, what seemed an endless stream trickled down to a few drops, which dribbled into my cleavage. The man put his cock back in his trousers, zipped up and turned away – but I heard his voice, brayingly posh-

‘Come on darling – use the human toilet, its great fun, and she loves it Tommy says she’s a total slut, and it’s her fantasy to be used and humiliated.’

There were giggles, then a young, pretty, female face appeared above me, more giggles, and the young woman turned and pulled up her skirt and   jerked down pair of pale blue, frilly knickers, and her white bottom appeared above me. First of all a thin stream of piss, directed over my face, some going into my mouth, some over my breasts, soaking my expensive new dress that I’d taken so much time to choose-and then I saw her little brown bum hole twitching……. More giggles and the woman disappeared. The evening carried on like this for what– with a steady stream, pardon my pun, of men and women using the ‘toilet.’ Every so often someone world come in and wipe my face, only for it to be replaced by more from more guests. At the end of the evening my face, hair and tits were covered in stinking pee.

Then, I heard Tommy’s voice –

‘Bet you enjoyed that.’

I couldn’t say anything from my toilet bowl, beneath all the mess. But I heard the device being unlocked, until I was finally free.

‘Don’t say I never do anything for you’ he said ‘that was another surprise that you weren’t expecting wasn’t it?’

I grunted.

‘And there’s more surprises to come’ and he beckoned me follow him, after giving me a towel to wipe my face and hair. Now we were in a big room, with guests milling about, and the hum of conversation, punctuated frequently by laughter, and bursts of song. He took me into a small side room, where there stood a low table.

‘Get on that he said, and I climbed on, and knelt on all fours. I could see the restraining devices at each corner, and Tommy duly locked my wrists and hands to the table. Then he unceremoniously went behind me and lifted my dress to my waist and tugged my knickers down, so that my arse and fanny were naked for all to see – my fantasy of public humiliation. Then he wrote something on my bare arse cheeks- 

‘Put cocks in cum dump’ with an arrow pointing at my fanny, in red lipstick. I was blindfolded, but the next thing I felt was a cock pressing into my fanny, and Tommy’s voice saying-

‘I’ve been waiting for this – to fuck you, you old slapper, and I felt him huge inside me, penetrating me. I moaned in delight at my abjection and arousal, as he quickly screwed me, before withdrawing his cock and directing a thick stream of spunk up the back of my new dress, and into my hair.

Then he came around in front of me –‘lick my cock clean’ he demanded, and I opened my mouth to let his slimy cock inside, and lapped away at it with my tongue. While I sucked Tommy’s cock, I felt another cock enter my fanny – it thrust in and out, and then was soon pulled out and pressed into my anus, greasy as it was with my own juices. Tommy became hard again in my mouth, withdrew his cock, stroked it a couple of times and came right in my face, forcing me to close one eye as his come squirted directly in it making it sting.  More cocks were stuck up me from behind and I took more in my mouth. Then I heard Tommy’s voice –

‘Make way for the Princess.’

And I heard a very posh, female voice –

‘I must have a try at this- I’ve always wanted to take part in a gang bang.’

Was the voice familiar, I wasn’t sure, but the voice’s owner donned a huge strap-on dildo, and I felt the hard rubber deep inside me. My imagination ran riot as I imagined that I was being fucked by royalty, and I cried out loudly as I exploded in an orgasm.

I regularly saw Tommy after that at periodic intervals, though maybe not in the way that I had been hoping, but he certainly helped fulfil my fantasies of humiliation. And the whole time my husband had no idea of what his wife was getting up to….or did he? Did his good friend Tommy really give him no inkling of what was happening? But perhaps it turned him on. As I said, sexual relations had been non existent between us for some years, but now he seemed to have gained renewed interest, and became passionate in his love making in a way that I remembered from when we first met. However, although I pretended, I wasn’t aroused by him at all. All I could think of were my experiences of humiliation at the hands of Tommy and his friends. I couldn’t help it – they turned me on in a way that I needed to be turned on: I was compelled, whereas my husband did little for me sexually. I remained married to him basically because of the security provided by his wealth and status, and because his frequent absences, and seemingly little curiosity about what I got up to when he was away.

Whereas I was very attracted to Tommy, but he only wanted to have sex with me as part of a humiliation fantasy – mine, and, I came to realise, his own: he enjoyed humiliating the mature, respectable wife of one of his old friends behind his back. And did he also enjoying humiliating Henry? And what was the secret between my husband and Tommy? And it also gave him kudos with his wealthy friends – who seemed to occupy another, higher, level of the social strata to our own.

I began getting ever frequent phone calls from Tommy, now asking if I was free to attend some party or other – invariably small private functions. Here, I would end up being humiliated in some way, and end up having sex with a number of men and women, and Tommy would also take part in this. And was one of the people involved the ‘Royal Princess’ from the masked ball? I began to realise that there was something in this for Tommy other than just his friends’ gratitude at him doing them a favour – that maybe he was getting paid. He was pimping me out, as a high class whore. I realised this when after one occasion he handed me a wad of money for “expenses” ’.

How did I feel about becoming a prostitute at my age and status? Well, I liked it – liked the idea of being nothing but a whore to be used and abused - it fed my masochistic fantasises. And the money Tommy regularly gave me gave me thrill – even though I had no need of money, of course. Though I did use it to buy increasingly expensive clothes, bags, shoes and makeup etc, without having to worry about what my husband thought of the expense or what I was getting up to, all the time.

Anyway, it wasn’t until my husband and I were invited by Tommy to a reunion dinner at their old regiment, that the relationship between my husband and Tommy became clearer. This was one of the few recent occasions where we were going to a social function together as a couple, where Tommy would also be present. I must admit that I was a bit nervous after what had happened. However, I got dressed to the nines again, and this time I had my husband’s permission to buy a new dress. Henry looked very smart in an evening suit and bow tie, and we hired a limo to take us to the event down in Epping.

Tommy greeted us as we arrived, shaking Henry’s hand, and briefly embracing me. I had to admit that Tommy looked magnificent in his uniform, which he was still entitled to wear, unlike Henry for some reason that I wasn’t sure of.  Something seemed to have happened while he was in the army that he hadn’t told me about, though I had heard hints from Tommy. Did I detect a gleam in the old rogue’s eyes as we sat down to dinner- all very civilised for me after my recent experiences: which I felt glad of, as I relaxed and enjoyed the ambience and the lovely food. Then there were the usual after dinner speeches, which grew increasingly near the knuckle as the drink flowed. I certainly felt a bit tipsy. Traditionally the wives left the room at this point, and went off to their own place provided for them, to chat amongst themselves, but as I was going out Tommy called me back – ‘We don’t want you to go’ he said.

I wondered, with a nervously excited feeling, what this meant, but agreed to stay. So there I was in a room with these soldiers and ex- soldiers, including my husband, all a bit merry with drink, and the man who had arranged my recent sexual humiliation.

‘I’ve held Judith back because I wanted to make a toast to her separately- what a woman.’

‘He raised his glass – to Judith’ and everyone raised their glasses, and ‘to Judith’ rang out, much to my embarrassment.

‘We all know that Judith is a…. very obliging woman, although she is happily married to my old friend and comrade Henry.’

Everyone laughed at this, including me, rather nervously. I looked at my husband, and he had a thin smile on his face.

‘The thing is-is that Judith just loves to be humiliated, and  to have  several men at once, and Henry, her husband loves to watch her being fucked by other men.’

‘What?’ I muttered, and looked at Henry, but he seemed quite calm.

‘So I wonder if Judith would oblige us by getting on all fours on the small table there, and if those who want to fuck her would form a queue, while Henry sits over there and watches his wife get fucked.’

And that’s what happened. I was fucked by all these men, while Henry sat, wanking, in a chair, and didn’t have me himself.

He had been aware all the time of what was going on, and had often been secretly present, watching from behind a screen, when I took part in Tommy’s organised gangbangs –which fulfilled his own fantasies of humiliation. So Tommy, unbeknownst to me, was actually fulfilling mine and Henry’s fantasies-as well as his own, of course, and making his wealthy acquaintances happy.

And Henry was  also perfectly happy, in fact he was very keen, on me continuing to be a high class tart, as long as I came back to tell him all about it, or, even better, let him watch – as he always did when I had clients come to our place, as I now did.

But then Tommy told me the truth about my husband. How in the army he’d been known as Henrietta, because he would dress up as a woman, and give Tommy and his friends blow jobs. He told me that Henry was also masochistic and submissive, like me, and liked to be ordered to do humiliating things. I, surprisingly, found myself very turned on by this. The idea of Henry being sexually submissive to Tommy and other men really aroused me – in fact, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I actually felt a need to dominate my husband – me who was usually so submissive. I wanted to dominate him, then for us both to be dominated and humiliated. So I thought I would exercise my newly discovered dominant streak at one of Tommy’s parties to which we were both invited, which was now common, and ordered Henry to suck Tommy’s cock, and make him hard before he fucked me, and he, to my astonishment, complied. So, from then on, it was agreed that Henry would dress in a sissy maid’s costume when I was entertaining guests, and would act as a fluffer for me, preparing the guests, both male and female, for sex with me.

Thus, I began to become dominant in my marriage, with the money I was earning, and the shift in power relations. However, I was still fundamentally submissive, especially when it came to ‘real’ men, like Tommy, and amongst whose number I’d never really counted my husband.

Anyway, things began to progress and Henry became more and more involved, and to inhabit a submissive, sissified role. It’s hard to explain how  amazing it was to see my once dominant, ex-soldier, businessman husband, as a tarted up sissy slut – culminating in him bending over to receive Tommy’s cock up his arse, while sucking off a guardsman, while I lay  with my legs open,  awaiting  their cocks when they’d finished with him.

I was also very impressed by Tommy’s connections – just who was the mysterious woman at the Masked Ball, was she really a Royal Princess? Had I really been penetrated with a strap on dildo by royalty? I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and mentioned it to Tommy.

‘Well, I think you might encounter the lady again’ he said mysteriously.

‘But who is she Tommy? Come on, tell me’

‘Sorry, I’m just not able to divulge that information – it would mean I was no longer trusted, and my reputation for discretion is fundamental to my reputation. If word gets out that I’m giving away client confidentiality, my name will be mud – and there’ll be no more parties.’

‘Oh, OK’ I said forlornly. ‘But I’ll look forward to my future encounters with this woman anyway.’

A month later and the phone rang: it was Tommy –

‘You know that lady you’re interested in?’

‘What lady?’

‘The Royal one. Well, she really likes mature women, MILFs – like you. In fact, she likes you a lot.’

I felt myself blush, even though I was on the phone-

‘I’m flattered – well, I suppose I’ve never actually met her, although I know her intimately, you might say – or she knows me intimately, anyway.’ I giggles -realised that I was gabbling, speaking rubbish in my confusion.

‘So – she’d like to see more of you.’

‘I’m sure I can accommodate that’ I said.

‘But you must never know who she is – never.’

‘I’m ok with that.’

Well, the Princess’s fantasy was for me to be a pig in a sty, rolling in the muck, and then for her to fuck me. I had to wear a basque, stockings and six inch heels, and a pig’s snout. The sty was very muddy – and worse – and Tommy told me to roll in the cold, wet muck, which I did, turned on by my own humiliation. I felt the mud oozing through my skimpy clothes. It was freezing, as Tommy and some of the other guests picked up lumps of slime and threw them at me, aiming for my head, so that my hair, face and clothes were, again, a filthy mess. Apparently, the Royal guest was watching from a window. The scene was also being filmed, for her to watch later.

Henry was dressed in his sissy maid’s costume, and I was led by him into the vast drawing room. How  weird was that – to see my distinguished husband, teetering  before me in high heels, as he pulled me along  in my filthy lingerie, wearing a pig’s  snout and with ‘pig slut’  written in red on my forehead, into a room full of wealthy, powerful men and woman.

In the room there was a contraption suspended from the ceiling, which was like the stirrups in the hospital, I soon realised as I was lifted up into it – so that I was hanging from the ceiling with my legs in stirrups and wide apart, and my fanny wide open to everyone – which gave the same mixture of humiliation and arousal as I’d had in the hospital. I was able to lift my head and look ahead with some difficulty, and I saw, walking towards me, the masked Princess, blonde hair high on her head and held in place with a glittering tiara, lips painted blood red- in a latex corset, suspenders and stockings, tottering on very high heels, milk white breasts resplendent, with engorged nipples peeping from the top of her basque. But my eyes mainly dwelt upon the huge strap on penis that hung between her legs. She walked up to me, and pushed the dildo, glistening with lube, straight up my open, wet fanny-

‘Take this right up you, you fucking slut’ and the words sounded especially shocking  spoken in such well modulated tones – tones which I couldn’t help thinking I’d heard  somewhere before – other than at Tommy’s parties.

In my mind I was being fucked in a humiliating fashion by Royalty, even though this may not have actually been the truth. But why would such great efforts be made to hide this woman’s identity – and she did seem to have a lot of power – this whole scenario had been arranged for her.

I was aware of the all the people in the room watching me – many were masked, and some wore animal heads – of sharp beaked birds, or long whiskered felines, goats and vulnerable looking deer. It felt almost as if I was in a dream, and I wondered for a moment if I was. But then the sheer sensual delight of feeling the ‘cock’ go up inside my vagina was all too real, as I let out a moan –‘fuck me, fuck me hard’ I heard my voice say involuntarily, and the woman thrust even harder –

‘I’ll fuck you all right, you slag bitch’ she said in her incongruously posh accent, as shocking as if the Queen herself started swearing during her Christmas day speech.

The feeling of complete humiliation and subjugation to such a powerful figure was such a turn on, and I came in floods, my juices squirting from my sopping fanny, onto her ladyship’s outfit.

‘I don’t want your fucking tart cum on me’ she said, your husband will have to lick it off’ and this gave me another shiver of excitement.

She pulled the dildo from my fanny, and Henry was led over to me, and forced to his knees, so that he could lick my cum off the woman’s corset. I couldn’t believe how  it turned me on, to see my own husband so  degraded.

The party continued, with guests mingling, while I remained in suspension, my now glistening fanny wide open. People were allowed to come over to me and do whatever they wanted.  A women with a squirrel’s head on, or some kind of similar furry animal anyway, came  across, and  extended a  pointed, red finger nailed finger into my fanny, and began stroking my clit, her  long nail painfully scratching me. She began skilfully bringing me off – I moaned –‘yes, yes – make me cum’ but then she leant over me, and released a large globule of saliva into my open mouth, and walked away, leaving me literally hanging. Though a man wearing a goat’s head stepped forward, his cock erect, and thrust it up my fanny, making me orgasm almost instantly. He pulled his cock out and came over my already filthy basque. More humiliation followed, as guests, male and female, fucked me, poured wine and the contents of an ashtray over my head, and wrote-

‘I am a fuck pig’ in lipstick on my tits. Three men stood around me smoking fat cigars, and ordering me to open my mouth so that they could flick their ash into it. Photos were taken too.

So there I was covered in  stinking muck, being fucked by a dominating woman, in a far superior social position to me –in public as well, with  many  prestigious  men and women watching, and also doing degrading things to me, including  a man I was  highly attracted to, and my own husband, dressed as a sissy maid.

Finally, Tommy took the microphone, and announced that in my honour a recreation of Henry’s time in the regiment would take place as a culmination of the evening’s events. There was a hushed expectancy as all the men lined up in a row………and pulled their trousers and pants down, and Henry had to go along the line on his hands and knees and suck each one off. There were great cheers every time he successfully brought a man off and they came in his mouth, or more often, pulled their cock from his mouth and directed their stream of cum into his heavily made up face. How could I possibly ever again have any respect for my husband, with the knowledge that this must have happened regularly during his army career.

Next, it was announced that Henry was to be presented with an honour ‘for his valiant service,’ and he had to stand to attention –looking utterly ridiculous in his latex maid’s outfit, stockings and heels, long blonde wig topped by a little, frilly cap on his head, and face slathered in makeup – and now also glistening with many men’s come. There were sniggers as Tommy presented him with his honour ‘for many years service for Queen and Country’, and hung a tampon on a pink ribbon around his neck, to loud cheers.

‘And Henrietta is to get an extra special award, from our own representative of the Royal family.’

At this the Princess stepped forward, the big, black strap-on hanging between her thighs.

‘Bend over you sissy, faggot bitch’ she commanded my husband, which he did, bending down before her, his arse facing her. He knew what was going to happen, and a minion jerked his frilly knickers down around his ankles, as the Princess pressed her dildo into his back passage – pressed it until his sphincter gave way, and the phallus went up inside him, making him moan with pleasure.

If I’d thought I’d seen it all before I’d been mistaken, as I watched my husband humiliatingly  fucked by a Royal Princess, much to his evident enjoyment.

Then it was my turn to be honoured –

‘They say that behind every, ahem, great man is a great woman – so we also take this opportunity to show out appreciation of the woman behind Henrietta, his wife Judith.’

I stepped forward, wondering what was in line for me, and watched with some horror as something was carried forward- I wasn’t sure what it was- but soon found out as the full chamber pot was emptied over my hair, and then placed over my head, to loud applause.

‘Speech’ someone shouted, and Henry said, through his covering of spunk ‘I’m very happy on behalf of myself and my good lady to be presented with these awards and will treasure them always.’

And there we stood – a couple of completely humiliated and abject sluts – objects to be used and abused by those socially superior to us – and it was such a turn on.

Later, we received a formal contract through the post –as Tommy had advised us –‘you’d better sign it’ he said.

‘Don’t worry – we’ll be glad to’ I told him.

The contract was to the effect that Tommy and I were to become the property of Lady XXXXXX, Princess of XXXXXX, and we were therefore to make ourselves available for her disposal whenever she required our services. I signed it, and told Henry, who was now in a completely submissive role to me, to sign it too.

And thus we both became Royal whores, always ready to provide sexual services for the aristocracy whenever they wanted us to – which was frequently. Eventually we were required to get tattoos with ‘Property of the Princess’ indelibly inscribed on each of our lower backs- ‘tramp stamps,’ but ‘tramp stamps’ with a difference, as they were topped with the official Royal crest.

It was very exciting for me to be so owned, though it meant a completely new life than either of us had known before. Well, maybe Henry had known it with his army experiences – just to be a  plaything for  another’s whims, to be humiliated  by them and their friends, giving up all free will of one’s own, was a dream come true for me. Henry also seemed to like his new role, and it was real turn on for me to me see him so humiliated, while Tommy, and a series of ‘real’ men ensured I had plenty of sexual satisfaction – more than any woman could hope for, while my sissy husband was locked in a chastity cage, and the key was held not by me, but by the Princess. Henry, who was now commonly referred to, as he had been in the army, as Henrietta, could only have sex when permission was given by Royalty – which wasn’t very often I can assure you.

On his birthday Tommy had been assured that he would finally be released temporarily from chastity, and he had been really looking forward to this – but this just meant that he was allowed to watch me being penetrated by first the Princess, and then Tommy, and had to lick Tommy’s come from my vagina, and was then given fifteen seconds to wank himself off – which he unfortunately didn’t manage to complete in the time, and was placed back into chastity unfulfilled – much to his bitter chagrin.

Then Tommy notified us of a Royal communiqué regarding Henry. He was to become completely feminized, and was to undertake a course of hormone injections, already arranged at a private clinic. He was at the same time also to have lessons in female deportment, dress and speech, and possible surgery, so that he became a fully feminized woman, which it was adjudged that he needed to fulfil his true identity.

‘Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted, deep down?’ I said to him-you should be glad this is all being organised and paid for – a golden opportunity for you really.’ And I knew it was what he really wanted.

But I did think to myself that this was showed the full extent of what it was like to be ‘owned’, and this gave me a shiver of excitement and masochistic delight.

Anyway, Henry went ahead with the hormone treatment, and the surgery, embraced it, and she is now an attractive woman, in her element, with fantastic tits and figure, fully able to assist me in my activities: acting as fluffer and general maid, while available to give oral sex or even be penetrated himself, or rather herself – open to all humiliation that is heaped upon her, and always ready for more. While the Princess always wears a pair of small gold plated balls as earrings, when she comes to visit us…….

In most other ways, apart from being the key holder, I was in control of my husband in our everyday life. I discovered a previously hidden dominant aspect of my personality. But I was also fulfilling my predominant submissive side, of course, and I was, like my husband, under the control of the Princess – her wishes communicated through her representative, Tommy, whom I’d discovered was a Royal fixer, helping the Royals to engage in activities which they weren’t suppose to engage in, and which would have caused great controversy if they had been exposed. Tommy was at great pains to tell me that there would be severe consequences if I or Henry ever went public about our Royal experiences. Well, I had no intention of doing such a thing, so excited and fulfilled did being owned by Royalty make me.

So my fantasies of humiliation were fulfilled, and all because I remembered that Tommy was my husband’s friend, but little did I imagine what my request to Tommy for his help would lead to, and how my, and my husband’s, life would be completely transformed.
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