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Iclose my eyes for a moment and focus on the soothing sound of the rain outside. It has been a long day at work and after a simple dinner in my own company, I feel like I have earned a little time in front of the television. A serious news anchor’s voice mixes with the meditative drumming of the rain outside, but I find it hard to focus on either. My life has been unraveling for a while now, and the one thing that seems to keep me sane, my increasingly crazy sessions with Brian, has been denied me for a while now. He has been on holiday with Lucy, leaving me behind, despite my half-joking suggestion that I could be part of his carry-on luggage, handcuffed and gagged in a suitcase.

At least we have a session booked next week, I think to myself and sigh. I think back to our last session a few weeks ago. It had taken days for my pussy to recover after he had put clamps on my labia and added heavy weights to them, but it had been worth it. For once, he had fucked me – it was a rare thing these days, ever since he had started getting serious with Lucy, and I shudder with delight as I remember the feel of his cock inside me. I fiddle with the clasp on my watch, imagining that the wide steel band around my wrist is a shackle instead of a timepiece.

I hear a car door slam, and it pulls me back to the present. I turn the television off and get up, but I am still touching the steel watch when the door opens and my husband walks in.

“Hi, honey,” I say and kiss him on the cheek. I laugh as I look at his wet, miserable expression. “How do you manage to get so wet walking from the garage?”

He smiles. “It’s pouring down, I’ve never seen anything like it.”

I help him take off the wet coat and put it on the rack. “Well, you’re home now.” I hug him now that he is out of the wet jacket and am distracted by a tinge of sadness when I feel that there is no love left in me for the man standing before me. I have known it for a while, but it stings every time I notice.

“Thanks, honey.” He sighs. “Did you have dinner?”

“I did, but there are leftovers in the fridge.” I cock my head to the side and raise an eyebrow. “What’s wrong? That crease you always get between your eyebrows when you’re worried is there.”

“I’ve never been able to hide things from you,” he says and tries to smile.

I think we’ve both hidden things. “What is it?”

“Nothing you should worry about, just a journalist snooping around. Everyone at the firm is on edge. I’m under a lot of pressure right now.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I say, doing my best to push the guilt I am feeling into the background. “But there’s nothing to find, right? Won’t it just blow over?”

“Of course.” He nods. “It’ll just blow over. I … I need to make some calls, I’m behind on a few things. Is that okay?”

“Sure, I don’t mind. I’m going to take a shower and then read in bed.”

I walk into the bathroom, leaving the door slightly ajar behind me. I remove my makeup and unbutton the black shirt before pulling my gray pencil skirt down. I usually lock the door when I shower to avoid my husband seeing the many bruises and marks I often have after sessions with Brian, but there are none at the moment. A shame, I think to myself. Seeing bruises and marks on my skin are like small reminders of my intense sessions, and I love seeing them whenever I am naked. I hope he’ll whip or cane me hard next time I see him. I smile at the thought and step into the shower. I can hear my husband yelling in the office; I cannot make out what he is saying, except for the words ‘South America’. I may not love my husband anymore, but I cannot help but feel a little guilty that I sicced Brian on my husband’s company. I just never thought there could be that much going on behind the scenes.

I turn on the shower and let the warm water wash away the stress of the long day. I shampoo my long hair, but when I begin to wash my body, it is as if every touch feels more intense than usual. My recollection of the last session with Brian still lingers in my mind, expanding my sense of touch, and I let my fingers glide back and forth over my nipples. They are strained, brimming with milk, and I watch as the white liquid mixes with the water on the floor and disappears into the drain; milking myself is routine when showering, after all. A slight trickle of arousal seeps through my body, aiding the warm water in calming me, but the calm only lasts until my fingers reach my clit.

I think of him. I think of the inescapable chains holding me, the feel of the heavy steel collar on my neck. I think of the whip and its relentless flurry of strikes.

The drops of water roll down my body while a muted moan slides across my lips, and the warmth comes as much from within as from the shower. My mind keeps wandering, imagining Brian standing in front of me. He is strong, confident, and unreachable. He grabs me, pushes me onto the ground, and lies down on top of me. I slide two fingers inside my pussy, imagining them to be his throbbing cock. I imagine his powerful thrusts, and I gasp for air as I rub my palm against my clit while my fingers explore the inside of my wet pussy.

I come just as I get to the part where Brian squats over me and shits on my face. The orgasm is pleasant and welcome, adding to the water’s soothing effects. I turn the water off and step out feeling calm and relaxed, even if my genitals are still buzzing slightly from the orgasm. I put on a pink satin negligee and listen near the half-open door. He is still on the phone in the office, but he has closed the door, and I cannot hear any of what is going on.

I am lying in bed reading when he comes in. He looks tired and frustrated, but he forces a smile when he sees me.

“Are you wearing your watch to bed?” he asks with a grin, nodding at my wrist.

“Oh … no, of course not.” I slide the heavy steel watch off my wrist and place it on the nightstand as I would usually do. “I just … forgot to take it off.”

He slides in under the covers, scooting over to my side. His breath smells like wine, and I know what that sly smile means. Oh, no. He kisses me on the neck and grabs my breast; he has always been a gentle and considerate lover, but he is inebriated and frustrated, and all subtlety has gone out the window.

“No, Richard, not … not tonight,” I say with a disarming smile and push his hand away from my breast. “I’m tired.”

“Come on, baby, it’s been months.” He tries to sound nonchalant, but the accusation is thinly veiled. He begins groping my inner thigh. “Let me drink from your tits before we make love.”

“I said no, Richard.” I still try to sound calm, but I am firmer when I remove his hand.

“What the fuck is going on, Rachel?” He sits up on the bed and looks at me with a scowl. “Are you fucking some client or something? We used to have a good sex life, but now it’s like a fucking desert in here.”

“That’s preposterous,” I say, hoping that the dim lights hide my blushing. “I just don’t want to!”

“Come on, I need the relief. Don’t you want me to feel better?” He crawls on top of me and grabs me by the wrists, but I manage to slide out of his grasp and get out of bed.

“Fuck you, Richard!” I storm out of the bedroom. I do not know where I am going, but my fast pace is taking me toward the front door. I can hear him behind me.

“Where the hell are you going, Rachel?” he yells.

“To Anna! Maybe a nice wank will help you calm down and stop being such an ass,” I reply. Anna is out of town, but she is the only person that comes to mind. Just as I grab my phone and my car keys from the kitchen table, I hear a whooshing sound when a wine glass flies past me and shatters against the wall. I turn and look at my husband. Terror and anger grip me, and though I can tell that he is horrified and stunned by what he just did as well, the anger is still present in his eyes.

I gotta get out of here. I dash toward the door and run across the yard. The gravel digs into my bare feet, but all I am focused on is getting to my car. I look over my shoulder, but he is not pursuing me, and I breathe a sigh of relief when I close the car door and drive away from the house.

I drive for an hour. I am shaken and angry; tears stream down my face, but I have a hard time figuring out what exactly is causing it. Is it guilt? Fear? Hundreds of different emotions tear through my body, and I suddenly feel very alone. Without even thinking about where I am going, I drive until I stop in front of a familiar house. The rain drenches me as I walk up the path to the front door.

“Rachel?” Bethany, Brian’s mother, opens the door. “Dear, you’re soaking wet! And you’re practically naked!”

“I … I’m sorry, Bethany, I just … I didn’t have anywhere else to go.”

“Come in, my dear, you’ll catch a cold if you don’t.” Bethany pulls me inside with a comforting smile and leads me into the living room. Brian and Lucy are sitting on the couch watching a movie, holding hands. They are cute together, two young lovers with their lives ahead of them. They look up at me, a soaking wet, middle-aged woman in a satin negligee.

“Rachel?” Brian says, but he does not get up from the couch. “What’s going on?”

I consider telling the whole story, but I feel like an intruder. Besides, only one thing comes to mind when I see my master. “I … I want you to dominate me, Brian.” Tears begin streaming. “Please … I need it.”

Brian looks at Lucy who nods with a smile. “Alright,” he says. “Strip naked and get on all fours in front of us.”

I obey. A welcome calm washes over me the moment the order leaves Brian’s mouth. This is my safe space. Bethany goes and sits in a lounge chair next to the couch, as always unaffected by her son dominating a woman twice his age. I get on all fours. Brian and Lucy put their feet up on my back and continue to watch the movie as if I am not even there. Am I just a piece of furniture now? I think to myself, but to my surprise, I do not even care.

A while later, Bethany has left and is sitting in the other living room, leaving me alone with Brian and Lucy. From time to time, they place glasses under my hanging udders and milk me, adding to my humiliation, but it feels nice to get attention.

Brian gets up from the couch after a while. “I’m going to the bathroom,” Brian tells Lucy and kisses her. He looks at me with a cold, calculating gaze that tells me that something exciting and frightening is coming my way. “And I’m taking the slave with me.”

I get up and follow him in silence. Part of me wants to explain why I am here. Part of me needs a friend, a shoulder to cry on, but it is not my place to do so without being asked. Out of habit, I place my arms behind my back while following him, even if I am not handcuffed. As we walk into the bathroom, I hope he will order me to suck his cock, or, even better, press me against the wall and just fuck me. I ache for him in a way I have rarely done before, but he makes no move to remove his pants when we enter.

“Get in the bathtub, slave,” he orders.

“Yes, Master.” I shiver as I lie down in the cold, empty bathtub.

I tremble with expectation when he takes his pants off and reveals the cock I have fantasized about for weeks. I can feel myself getting wet just by looking at it, but instead of offering it to me, he positions his feet on the edges of the bathtub, balancing above me. I stare up into his hanging balls and his anus. I know what is coming, and I welcome the distraction. I open my mouth in preparation when I see his asshole opening. A massive turd reveals itself, and though I try to catch it all in my mouth, a lot of it lands on my face. The smell is overwhelming, and I have to close my eyes to ensure that none of it gets in my eyes.

“Keep eating it. All of it.”

“Mmmhmm …” I cannot speak. My mouth is full of shit. After so many sessions with Brian, my body is conditioned to get turned on by the unpleasant texture and bitter taste.

He starts rubbing my pussy and clit. The touch of his soft hands is welcome, sending waves of pleasure through me. Squeaking sounds can be heard when my naked body scrapes against the tub, and my moans join in. I use my hands to press the shit into my mouth, feeling the soft, warm substance disintegrate between my teeth before I force it down. I have done it so many times by now, but my body still fights it every time.

God, that feels good.

His fingers slide inside me while the other hand continues to rub the clit. For a moment, my crumbling marriage seems like a distant worry. My pleasure is all that matters, at least for now. Brian does not speak, and he does not stop fingering me until I erupt in a loud, intoxicating orgasm. It feels like such a relief that I cannot stop smiling, at least not until his fingers disappear, the orgasm subsides, and I find myself naked in an empty bathtub, covered in shit.

“Finish eating the rest and wash up before you come back in.” Brian stands up and looks down at me. “You dirty, miserable whore.”

More. Please. I deserve it.

“Can you sink any lower, slave?”

“I … I don’t know, Master.” I have pondered that question countless times, and I somehow always find a way to tunnel through rock bottom and down to a new level below it. I continue chewing the last few bits of shit as I watch him leave, shutting the door behind him.

Lucy and Brian have resumed the movie when I return. Lucy looks up at me with a smile.

“You … you have a little something there,” she says and points at the corner of her mouth.

I lick off the piece of shit I have missed. Lucy looks at Brian and keeps eye contact with him while she gets up and walks toward me. She pulls me in close and kisses me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I can feel her wincing as she gets a taste of the shit that is still there, but she does not pull back. Her tongue is warm and the kiss sensual, and I find myself getting turned on, even if I know she is not doing it for my sake.

Her arms are still wrapped around me when she smiles at Brian. “You like that, my love?” She stares at his crotch. “I think you do.”

He is hard. His pants cannot hide the growing bulge. He smiles sheepishly, and for a moment, he comes off as younger than he is. He is a little awkward around Lucy, but in a cute way that would have melted my heart when I was young. You’re in love with him even now, I tell myself and frown. I can see how attracted he is to her, and I cannot blame him. She is wonderful. And a fantastic kisser.

The two laugh together as she sits back down, and before long, I am once again relegated to being a footrest.

When the movie finally ends, I notice that Lucy’s hand is resting on the bulge in Brian’s pants. The two lovers kiss with a passion that I envy.

“Let’s go to bed,” Brian says and pulls Lucy in closer.

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Lucy looks down at me. “Let’s take her with us. She can watch.”

“Yeah?” Brian cannot hide his enthusiasm at the suggestion. “Slave, follow us upstairs. On all fours, of course.”

I do as I am told. I crawl after them like a dog hoping for a treat, my large breasts dangling beneath me like a cow’s udders. It is humiliating. I am not sure how I feel about being made to watch Brian fucking Lucy, but I do not feel like I have a choice.

“Can I cuff her?” Lucy asks when we enter the room. Her eyes are fixed on my naked body, and she is practically jumping on the spot with youthful glee and enthusiasm. “Please?”

Brian grins. “What’s mine is yours, my love. Do with her whatever you want.”

Lucy helps me to my feet. Brian would have just pulled me up by my hair, but Lucy is gentler, more caring. She finds a pair of handcuffs in a drawer nearby, and seeing her open the steel restraints makes me wonder if Brian has started using them on Lucy as well. She turns me around and presses me against the wall before pulling my hands behind my back. I shudder when I feel the handcuffs closing around my wrists, and in an instant, my worries are gone. The handcuffs send me straight into the submissive state I love so much.

“Very good,” Brian says and kisses Lucy. “You just want to leave her like this?”

Lucy turns me with my back against the wall and shakes her head no. “No, I don’t want her to be able to leave.” She finds a wide leather collar and tightens it around my neck, tighter than I am used to. The choking feels nice. “Was that too much?” she asks, but I do not know if it is directed at me or Brian.

“Don’t ask her that,” Brian says. “She doesn’t matter right now. She’s your toy, your property. You can do whatever you want with her.”

The words seem to get Lucy fired up. She attaches a chain to my collar and locks it to something above my head that I cannot see, but it forces me to stand on my toes to keep from choking even harder. She is talented, I’ll give her that.

“This is fun!” Lucy says and claps her hands. She leans in and places her soft, full lips on my nipple and drinks for a bit. It feels intense and intimiate, a welcome relief, but the choking causes her gentle breastfeeding into an arousing experience. She wipes a drop off her chin and smiles. “I’ve wanted to do that for a while.”

“Put these on her now.” Brian hands Lucy a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps with a connecting chain. He shows Lucy how to put them on, and I groan when I feel the sting of the clamps. I am like a mannequin, a tool for their entertainment, but no part of me is opposed to it. I do envy Lucy the waves of affection she is receiving from Brian, who cannot stop smiling at her enthusiasm and willingness to learn. Part of me wants to join in the conversation, but Brian gags me with a giant ballgag a moment later.

Lucy takes a step back and observes me. “She has such a gorgeous body. A shame she doesn’t get any pleasure from standing there.”

“Oh, she loves it, don’t worry.” Brian kisses Lucy on the cheek. “But we can add another element if you want her to have more … fun?”

I am helpless to stop the two lovers from tying my legs together with rope after placing a vibrator against my pussy. I moan loudly when they turn it on, and I struggle to stay on my toes while my legs are tied this closely together, putting even more pressure on my neck.

Lucy and Brian watch me for a bit, but it does not take long before their attention is solely on each other. Tender kisses become more passionate, tongues intertwine, and before long, they are naked on Brian’s bed. His tongue lashes at her nipples while his hands grope her massive breasts. Again and again, they look into each other’s eyes with so much love that it distracts me from the intense waves of pure pleasure coming from the vibrator resting against my clit. Suddenly, I feel empty. As if I am missing something significant. For a brief moment before the vibrator powers through my dark thoughts, I feel a crushing sense of humiliation and depression at the fact that I stormed out on my loving husband to be chained and gagged in a young man’s room while I watch him make love to his girlfriend.

Then the first orgasm tears through my body. Drool drips from my gag and onto my clamped breasts while Brian goes down on Lucy and her moans drown out mine. He has licked me before, but not like that. They are not having sex; they are making love. Lucy’s fingers are lovingly traveling through Brian’s thick hair while my orgasm gives way to massive discomfort.

“Mmmph!” I cry, but the vibrator is relentless. The movement makes me momentarily lose balance and hang from my neck, but I quickly recover.

Brian looks at me. He has switched places with Lucy, who is now sucking his cock. He smiles, but I only have his attention for a brief moment before he returns to Lucy.

This is torture. I do not know what is worse; the continuous vibration or being forced to watch the man I am in love with make love to his girlfriend. The discomfort lessens as the vibrator continues, but the emotional pain and humiliation only increase when Brian lies down on top of Lucy and enters her, melting their bodies together in passionate lovemaking. Her massive breasts bounce as he thrusts into her, and their tender kisses and smiles are filled with love.

She comes first. Her loud gasp of pure joy fills the room, and he stays inside her, kissing her, helping her gently out of the orgasm. If it was me, he would have continued fucking, but not with Lucy. Instead, she once again takes his cock in her mouth and swallows his load a few minutes later. Afterward, they cuddle and kiss while the vibrator and my moaning whimpers act as background noise.

They … they fell asleep? I stare in disbelief at the lovers; Lucy’s head is resting on Brian’s chest. My body is shaking after several orgasms, and I feel nothing but discomfort now. I consider waking them, but I cannot bring myself to interrupt the beautiful moment, nor do I want to risk angering my master.

“Rachel?”

I look toward the door that Brian has left slightly ajar. Bethany’s kind face appears in the doorway, smiling at me. She looks over at Brian and Lucy before sneaking inside.

“Looks like you’re in a bit of a bind,” she says with a grin. “Want me to get you out? I don’t think he’ll mind.”

I nod, and a wave of relief washes over me when Bethany turns off the vibrator and unties my legs. She unhooks the collar chain and leads me out of the room. My legs tremble beneath me as the kind, middle-aged woman pulls me downstairs.

“Brian asked me to get the couch ready for you,” she says. Her voice is darker than usual, and I feel a knot form in my stomach when we enter the living room and I see that the couch is untouched. “But I didn’t. Sit down.”

That was not a request. That was an order. I sit down on the edge of the couch, and the handcuffs suddenly feel even more restrictive. We are almost the same age, but right now, the relationship is far from equal. Instead, I feel like I am about to get a talking-to.

“I like you, Rachel,” she says and lets her soft hand run over the rope marks on my thigh. “And I cannot thank you enough for all you’ve done for Brian, even if it seems like you’re more in need of therapy now than he is.”

“Mmmph …” It is hard to disagree, even if it hurts to hear said out loud. My moaning causes a long strand of drool to escape my gag and land on Bethany’s carpet.

“I’ll remove your gag in a bit, but I still have a few things I want to say without being interrupted.” She smiles. “I support the idea of Brian having his own little harem. He deserves it. Heck, I don’t care if he owns you and Anna. He’s all that matters to me, you know?”

I nod.

“So … I do like you, Rachel, but I don’t care how much it wrecks your own life to be his slave. If you hurt him, you’ll answer to me.” Bethany stares into my soul. Her voice is not unkind or menacing, but I believe every word, and the mild-mannered woman suddenly takes on a whole new depth of character in front of my eyes. “I know you’ve been stalking him.”

What? “Mmmmph???” Cold fear grips me, and the leather collar seems to tighten around my neck. Bethany removes my gag, but even unrestricted, I cannot find any words.

“I saw you after dropping off Brian.” Bethany throws the gag on the couch. “And now you show up at our house unannounced.”

“I …” I stare at the ground as the tears begin to flow. ”I’m sorry. Please … please don’t tell Brian.”

“You’re a mess, Rachel.” Kindness sneaks back into Bethany’s voice. “I won’t tell him, but I won’t let you mess up what he has with Lucy. Don’t show up unannounced again, at least text me first to check if it is alright.”

“I will.”

“I believe you.” She leans in toward me and grabs the chain connecting my nipple clamps, yanking them. I cry out from the pain. “But it does not change the fact that you stepped over the line. And what do we do with slaves that do not know how to behave?”

“Punish them?”

“That’s right. Do you deserve punishment?”

I nod. “I … I do. Wait … you’re not going to release me, are you?”

Bethany shakes her head and smiles, but the smile is not as warm as it usually is. “No. I’m not. I need to make sure that my words stick in your mind. That you understand the seriousness of it all.” She gets up, and she suddenly looks very intimidating. “I’m taking you to the basement. And you’ll stay there until tomorrow.” She smiles. “This could be fun. For me.”

I struggle to comprehend what is happening as Bethany leads me down the stairs. It is not my first time in the basement, but going there without Brian feels weird. The single lightbulb in the ceiling cannot quite illuminate the room, but I notice that the large workbench has been cleared of the cardboard boxes usually standing on it. Bethany leads me to the end of the room where a chain hangs from the winch in the ceiling.

I look at Bethany. She is wearing her pink, fluffy bathrobe, and she seems out of place as she starts finding belts and chains from a crate nearby. She places them on the workbench and looks me in the eye.

“This … is going to hurt. And you deserve it all.”

“Yes … Mistress?”

She nods. “That’s right.” She removes her bathrobe, revealing a short latex dress underneath that barely covers her pussy and shows off her amazing body. “What? You look surprised.”

“I … I just wasn’t …”

“Expecting this? You thought me punishing you would just be like a slap on the wrist?” She laughs. “You have no idea what is coming.” She picks up a brutal harness gag and pushes the ball into my mouth. The buckles tighten around my head, making it feel like I am trapped in a tiny cage.

She has done this before. The realization hits me hard, but even though I am staring at a gorgeous woman in tight latex, I cannot ignore the fact that it is my master’s mother who is chaining my legs together.

“I’m confident that Brian is good at all this,” she says and begins to tighten belts around my breasts before locking two chains to them. “But he is not a woman.” She once again yanks my nipple clamps before removing them. “He doesn’t know how much pain and discomfort you can actually cause a woman.”

With those words, she locks the two chains connected to my breast straps to the chain hanging from the ceiling and turns on the winch. I cry out when my feet let go of the ground, and I wriggle like a caught fish as the pain intensifies. The collar that Lucy overtightened makes every breath a chore, and I want the pain to end. I scream into the gag and look down at Bethany with pleading eyes. Milk squirts uncontrollably from my nipples and onto the floor with every movement.

Bethany laughs. “It’s a punishment, slave. It’s not supposed to be pleasant. But I suspect you’ll manage to coax some pleasure from the experience.”

I … I can’t! It’s too much!

Bethany pushes me, causing me to spin, which only makes it worse. “There she is. The pillar of the community. Part of the perfect couple. Hanging like a piece of meat at my mercy.” Every laugh pierces my body like needles, but she is not content with only abusing me verbally. She finds a mean nine-tailed whip and begins to whip me. “How does it feel, slave? To have fallen this low? Tortured in a basement while the man you’ve fallen for sleep in his lover’s arms?”

I scream in pain as the lashes hit my breasts again and again. Every hit is perfect, and my strained breasts are on fire, and the milk will not stop flowing. But it is the stinging words that make it hurt the most. It feels like my skin has been peeled away and that I am more naked than ever before. But through the haze of pain, the humiliation also triggers that primal submissive within me. I feed off it. It’s not like she is wrong.

But just as I am starting to find a rhythm between the pain and pleasure, she stops me from turning and unlocks the chain holding my feet together. Instead, she locks a pair of metal shackles around my ankles before adding chains and pulling my legs wide open. Somehow, it puts even more strain on my breasts, but I am also painfully aware of how exposed I am. And I know what she has in mind.

“MMMMMMMPH!”

The first lash of the whip tears into my pussy like a lightning bolt. Bethany is a master at controlling the whip, and I never get time to recover before the next hit causes my body to shake in pain and another desperate scream to escape my lips. The pain overloads my brain, and for a while, I almost have an out-of-body experience. It is as if I am torn from my body, feeling weightless and carefree, only to be pulled back a moment later by a rush of pain.

But after a while, pleasure joins in as well. Embrace it. All of it. It’s a cleansing. You deserve this punishment.

I scream until I have no breath left. The gag muffles most of it, but not all, and the room shakes from the sound. Bethany nods approvingly, but she does not stop.

Not for a long time.

When she finally lowers me, I am a sobbing mess. Tears and drool mix on the ground beneath me as I fall to my knees. I suddenly feel tired; it is late, but I can tell by the look in her eyes that Bethany is not going to let me go.

“I’m going to give you a break,” she says. She grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. “Of sorts. Get up.”

I stagger to my feet. Bethany removes the belts around my breasts which are both blue from the torture. I cry when she twists my nipples, using her grip to pull me in before placing a humiliating kiss on my gagged mouth. “It feels great to torture a woman again, it’s been years. I do love seeing other women in pain.” She smiles. “Get up on the workbench.”

She unlocks my handcuffs and helps me sit on the workbench. I am still sobbing when she takes the gag off, but before I can massage my sore jaw, Bethany pushes a massive dildo-shaped gag into my mouth. It pushes past my tongue and triggers my gag reflex, but I can do nothing as she tightens the strap. The gag has a large dildo on the front of the panel holding the gag dildo in place, and I do not need more than one guess to figure out why.

Bethany unlocks my handcuffs and gestures for me to lie down. “I think I want something that feels a little more … permanent. Brian asked me to buy these a while ago, but he hasn’t had a chance to use them yet.” She finds a set of U-shaped metal devices in different sizes, and I can feel myself getting wet when I realize what they are for. She pulls my hands slightly above my head and places two of the U-shaped, wide metal devices on my wrists before fixing them to the workbench with screws. The sound of the power drill makes me shudder, but the effect of the U-shaped cuffs is profound. With cuffs and shackles, there is usually room for some movement, but there is no give with these. My wrists are fixed to the table, and the experience is made even more intense when she bolts my ankles to the corner of the table, leaving my legs spread as wide as the table allows.

She runs her fingers across my skin. Her touch is intensified by the rigid position, and I gasp when she touches my clit, even if it is only in passing. “You look good, slave. But one thing is missing.” Bethany removes my leather collar before taking the largest of the U-shaped devices and pressing it down on my neck.

I cannot help but scream when she turns on the power drill so close to my face, and feeling the steel press against my neck, tightening as the screws go in is both terrifying and madly arousing. I have never felt this restricted before, but Bethany seems to think that it is not enough. Heavy chains are placed across my waist and on either side of my breasts and locked to the workbench. I can barely breathe, but I am still more comfortable than when I was suspended from the ceiling.

Bethany smiles. “Perfect. I bet this feels more intense now.” Her hand moves up between my legs and begins rubbing my pussy and clit. It is as if her touch is electric; the sudden flood of pleasure causes me to try and arch my back, but the steel prevents me from moving at all, and the overwhelming sense of total immobilization is incredible. “Good. But I don’t care about your pleasure.” With those words, she crawls onto the bench and lowers herself onto the dildo attached to my gag. She has a flogger in her hand, and though it does not look menacing, the pain it causes when she whips my pussy is excruciating.

I scream while she rides my face, pleasuring herself on the dildo. It is humiliating and painful, but I have no way of stopping any of it.

And I do not want to. Even if I find it hard to coax any pleasure from the whipping at this moment, the pain is almost therapeutic. I want to be punished, I want to feel pain. I deserve it all, and when Bethany comes after a while, letting out a shriek of pure pleasure while her pussy squirts onto my face, I almost feel vindicated somehow. She stays on the workbench and removes my gag. Her chest is flushed, but I can tell from the spark in her eyes that even if she has just come, she has more in store for me.

“I’m going to shit on your face, slave,” she says in a cold voice. “I’ve never done so before, it’s more Brian’s fetish, but it seems suitable for this situation. And then I’m going to leave you here for the night. Do you understand?”

I am unable to nod. “Yes, Mistress.” Tears form in the corner of my eyes, but I am not sure why. “Thank you, Mistress.”

A devious smile spreads across Bethany’s perfect lips. “We’ll see if you still thank me in the morning.” She squats over my face. First, she pisses on me. The warm fluid catches me by surprise and makes me cough, but Bethany does not give me time to catch my breath before she delivers a thick, stinking log onto my face. Though I manage to get some of it in my mouth, she makes sure that I cannot get it all in. It smears onto my face and I have no way of removing it. She steps down from the workbench and uses a paper towel to wipe herself while she smiles.

“That was fun.” She disappears from view, but I can her struggling to lift something heavy. It lands between my legs with a loud thud that makes the workbench shake. “It suits you to be covered in shit, you worthless cunt. I want you to reflect while you’re lying here, really think about how your life has turned out. You’re my son’s slave, his property. You don’t get to come knocking on his door whenever you please, and if you do, I can think of much worse punishments. I still have connections from my … past, so to speak.”

I whimper when I see Bethany dig out the spiked clamps that Brian has used on my breasts a few times. The whimper turns into begging when she walks past my breasts. Her soft fingers separate my labia, and I scream when the spikes dig into my sensitive flesh. It is a constant pain, but a moment later, I feel something soft pressing against my pussy, and I moan when the gigantic dildo pushes inside me a moment later until it can go no deeper. I do not mind it; having a dildo inside me for the night is far from the worst thing I can imagine.

But then I feel another at my asshole. It is not as big, but big enough to cause me to cry out when she pushes it inside.

A switch is flicked. The two dildos begin to move in and out of my holes, fucking me without pause. The speed is slow, and the pleasure it causes is incredible. I moan and whimper, fighting my restraints just to feel the helplessness. It is wonderful.

Bethany appears next to my shit-covered face. “You like my old friend? I come down here once in a while when I’m in the mood for its company, but I figured I’d use it on you.” She smiles. “I’m going to turn the speed up before I leave.”

“Leave?” A panic begins to spread throughout my body. “No … no, please! Bethany, you can’t …”

I am silenced by a hard slap to my cheek. Bethany puts her fingers in her mouth and sucks off the small amount of shit that got onto them. “Shut up, bitch. Down here, I’m your mistress, and your begging does nothing. You’re staying here until morning. Enjoy.”

I beg and scream as Bethany turns up the speed on the fucking machine and leaves. The light is turned off and I hear the door to the basement lock. The dildos pound my pussy and asshole relentlessly, and though it feels beyond amazing at this moment, I know that it will become torturous soon enough.

Hours. I am going to have to endure this for hours.

Orgasm upon orgasm, one dirtier than the other. As the night goes on, pleasure gives way to pain, and even the orgasms themselves become a tool of torture. My pussy is raw and my asshole is burning, threatening to tear. I have no more tears left, and when I finally hear the door opening, I barely register it.

Bethany releases me. Makes me wash the dried shit off my face. She gives me another whipping to bring me back to the present, but my body is so broken that it is almost numb to the pain. She smiles at me, tells me that I endured her punishment, that the slate is clean. I milk myself into a sink nearby; every tug causes me to wince in pain, my breasts are bruised and battered, barely recognizable. We hug. I cry without tears. She reminds me never to stalk Brian again or to come around unannounced, but all I can focus on is the comfort of her embrace. Bethany turns back into the kind, loving mother who is always welcoming and warm, even if she makes sure to lock a shiny, heavy steel collar onto my neck.

“Breakfast is ready,” she says with a smile and kisses me. “But slaves eat naked and collared.”

I nod. “Yes, Mistress.”

“It’s Bethany now.”

I smile and touch the smooth steel around my neck. I am exhausted and sleep-deprived, and right now, the last thing I want is someone, anyone, touching my genitals. The chains that have held my body have left visible marks on my skin, and there are deep grooves on my wrists and ankles. The collar is heavy, but it serves as a reminder of my position when I am in this house. I am not Bethany’s friend. I am her son’s slave. I am not equal to anyone here, and they are all free to use me however they see fit.

It is liberating.

Bethany has to help me up the stairs; my legs struggle to carry me. I see my phone lying where I left it the day before upon arriving. There are more than 30 missed calls from my husband. I stare at the phone for a while, wondering what I am going to do now.

Bethany is setting the table and looks over at me with a serious expression. “You have to go home, Rachel,” she says. Her voice is not without warmth or empathy, but she is making it clear that I cannot stay. “But eat first.”

For a moment, I consider asking her if I can just stay in her basement forever as a chained prisoner. Just feed me a few times a day and empty my toilet bucket, and I’ll be content. I push the tempting fantasy away and sit down at the table, even though it hurts the moment my tortured pussy and asshole touch the surface.

Brian and Lucy come down shortly after, both smiling and holding hands. Neither of them asks why I am naked and collared with visible bruises, and their conversation soon turns to stories from their holiday. I do not speak. It is not my place. I am just a piece of furniture, but right now, it is perfect. I know I have to face my husband soon, and I have no idea what I am going to say.

Bethany lets me borrow some of her clothes to help cover up the bruises and marks before I head home. Brian comes to see me off.

“I’m … sorry that I just came by, master,” I say, staring at the floor. “It won’t happen again.”

He nods. “Good.” He crosses his arms and leans against the wall. Bethany and Lucy are in the kitchen cleaning up. “I suspect my mother made sure to … make you understand why it is not okay.”

I nod. “She did.” I put my hand on the doorknob, ready to leave, when I pause and turn toward him. “How is the story going? The one about my husband’s company?”

“It … it is going well,” he says as a dark shadow falls on his kind face. “It’s much bigger than I thought. It’s coming out soon, I’ll tell you more then.”

The drive home is torture. Not just because every speedbump causes me to cry out in pain, but also because I do not know what is waiting for me. I hope that he is not home so I can pack a few bags and check into a hotel until Anna gets back from her trip, but I know it is only postponing the confrontation. We are still married. Yes, he went over the limit when he tried to have sex with me, but his frustration is understandable, even if he handled it wrong. I have loved him for many years and he does deserve answers.

I just do not know which answers to give him.

You just got scared and spent the night at Anna’s place, I tell myself. A lack of sex drive is normal at your age. In my head, it all makes sense. There is no need to mention Brian.

Richard’s car is parked outside when I return home after a massive detour. I stay in the car for a long time, staring at the door to the house we have shared for so long. I know that he is there, waiting for me. I know that he has heard the car. I take a deep breath and try to ignore the signals from my aching pussy that reminds me of what I have done.

I open the door and walk inside. It is quiet; he usually listens to music when he is alone, but there is nothing.

He is waiting for me in the living room, sitting in his favorite chair with a concerned frown on his face.

“Hello, honey,” he says.

“Hey.”

“Where have you been?” His tone is calm and normal, but his eyes are burning with anger.

“I told you. I went to Anna’s place.”

“No, you didn’t.” He leans back in the chair and clenches his jaw. “I drove there, wanting to talk to you and sort all this out. But there was no answer.” He bares his teeth. “Her neighbor told me that Anna won’t be home for a few days. So … I ask again … where have you been?”

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others?

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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