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Time stands still, my entire body is frozen. I am still clutching the keys to the front door, and I can feel them digging into my flesh as I tighten my grip. My mind races to find an explanation, an answer to Richard’s accusations, but none come to mind. He has shot down the one explanation I had come up with, exposing my deception. Richard has always been a kind, loving husband, supportive of me in everything, but I barely recognize the man sitting in front of me. The kind face is contorted in anger and pain, hurt by my lies, yet he still does not know how deep my betrayal goes.

He gets up. His eyes shoot lightning as he slowly approaches me, and though my instincts are yelling, commanding me to run, I am unable to move. The last time I saw him, he threw a wine glass at me as I dashed for the door to escape him, but it was the only time he ever scared me during our long marriage.

Until now.

“I asked you a question, Rachel,” he says through clenched teeth as he nears me. “Where have you …” He pauses. The anger seems to disappear for a moment, replaced by confusion. He reaches out a trembling hand and gently pulls down on the loose-fitting shirt Bethany allowed me to borrow. “What the fuck are those?” He stares at the marks left by Bethany’s whip. “Were you assaulted? Who did this to you?”

The protective man returns, and for a moment, I consider going along with it; a half-assed, out-there story of abduction and abuse appears in my mind, but I push the ludicrous thought of deceiving him even further away.

“No, I wasn’t assaulted.” I remove his hand and take a step back.

“Is that … is it sexual?” The anger returns, and I can see the muscles working in his jaw. “Are you into some fucked-up shit, Rachel? Is that what you’ve been doing?”

“It’s not … I haven’t …” I can still taste shit when I run my tongue nervously across my teeth. It is fucked up. “I’m sorry …”

Tears appear in his eyes, but the fragility they symbolize does not make Richard look any less intimidating. He seems bigger than usual, threatening, and I stare in fear as he clenches his hands into fists. “So many years, Rachel … I’ve always been truthful with you, I thought that was the point of our whole fucking marriage, and you go do something like this?”

I should feel nothing but shame as the accusations begin flying in a steady stream, but something snaps inside me. Uncharacteristic anger grows within as Richard calls me all kinds of names, and I stop moving backward, standing my ground in front of him.

“Stop, Richard,” I say in a stern voice that I have not used since our children were kids. “You don’t get to berate me for lying.”

He blinks a few times, surprised at the twist in the one-sided conversation. “What do you mean? I’ve never been unfaithful to …”

“What is your company doing in South America?”

Silence. He stops and his body seems to shrink like a deflating balloon. “What?”

“It’s a simple question.” I cross my arms. “What’s going on in South America? I’m not the only one keeping secrets.”

“I don’t … know what you’re talking about.” He was always a bad liar, but his lies never amounted to more than denying knowledge of where the last piece of cake went. “Besides, my work has nothing to do with you whoring yourself out to –“

“Shut the fuck up,” I say, feeling the anger rise. “I know something is going on, something your company doesn’t want out, and you never bothered to tell me!”

He bares his teeth in a wolf-like snarl. “You? You’re the reason someone’s been snooping around?” He raises his hand to strike.

“Are you going to hit me, Richard? Hit your wife?” I try to control the fear that is threatening to spiral out of control. “You think that’ll help your case when the media hears about it?”

He lowers his hand, but his entire body looks fit to explode. I can tell that he wants to yell obscenities at me, but he stops himself.

“I’m going to pack some things,” I say, struggling to remain calm. “I’m not going to tell you where I’m going. You’re not going to try and contact me. I’m willing to pretend that this marriage is fine if I’m asked, I don’t want to make your troubles worse, but …” I feel a sudden surge of intense sorrow and emptiness as the words ready themselves on my tongue. “… we’re done.”

The moment I get into my car and throw the hastily packed bag onto the passenger seat, I break down. The tears will not stop coming, and my entire body shakes as my mind struggles to comprehend what just happened.

My marriage is over.

I speed out of the driveway, away from the home we have shared for decades. My mind is a mess of big, overwhelming questions and silly, inconsequential nonsense.

How will I explain this to the kids? Where will I live? What would my mother think if she was still alive? Does this mean I don’t have to go to his horrible aunt’s birthday next week? I cry and laugh in turn as I drive aimlessly around the city for a while, but in the end, I know there is only one place I can go.

Anna’s place. Bethany has made it clear that I cannot just come to her and Brian’s house and I am not prepared to face any of my other friends at this point.

They are all Richard’s friends too, after all.

Your life is fucked, Rachel, I tell myself, but I cannot help but smile at the thought. “It’s been like that for a while.”

I open the door to Anna’s apartment and step inside. It is not even noon yet, but after a night of torture and torment in Bethany’s basement, I just want to sleep. I throw my bag in the corner and collapse on Anna’s comfortable sofa, only to feel something sharp dig into my back. I sit up and remove one of the cushions, revealing a pair of handcuffs.

I smile. “Anna, you naughty girl …” I pick them up and embrace the comforting sounds of the short chain rattling and the feel of cold steel against my skin. I fiddle with them, listening to the sound of the ratchet pushing through the locking mechanism again and again. It is almost meditative, and it helps soothe my troubled mind. I look around for the key but do not see it anywhere. My own handcuffs are still in the drawer next to the bed, I think to myself with a sigh. All my other equipment is at the office.

“Fuck it,” I say to myself and close the handcuffs around my wrists. I sit and stare at my restrained wrists for what feels like an eternity before I lie down on the sofa. I pick up my phone and send a text.

Hey sweetie. I left Richard, crashing at your apartment. Put on the handcuffs you left on the sofa. See you tomorrow when you get home. Love, Rachel.

I put the phone away and close my eyes, trying to calm my body by focusing on the feel of the handcuffs. But one question keeps reappearing in my mind. Now what?

***

I stare out at the city as Anna drives us toward Brian’s house. For the first time in a week, the knot in my stomach has loosened, replaced by careful excitement. I look at the happy couples walking hand in hand and sigh loudly.

“This will be good for you, sweetie,” Anna says and squeezes my hand. “I can’t wait myself.”

I nod. “Me neither. I need to get out of my head for a bit.”

“You seemed to do that just fine last night,” Anna says with a grin. “Those cuffs looked good on you, you didn’t taste half-bad either.”

A pleasant surge of arousal warms my loins at the memory. “Thanks for letting me stay with you. I don’t know what I’d have done otherwise.”

“You’ve got enough money to rent a place, but stay as long as you want. I haven’t shared a bed with someone in ages, it’s fun!” Anna glances at me. “Nothing from Richard?”

“No, he’s keeping his distance, just like I told him.” I sigh again.

“It’s for the best, you know that.” She parks the car next to Brian’s house. “You’ll have a mouthful of shit soon enough, then you’ll forget all about it. At least for a bit.”

Brian is waiting inside, alone. There is no warm greeting, no words at all. His face is stern and cold, telling us that the session has already started. It has been a while since Anna and I have been dominated together, but I know that the two of them have been seeing each other regularly. I do not mind sharing Brian with Anna, and our sessions together are always extremely intense, but after the recent turmoil in my life, I would have liked Brian to focus solely on me.

“Collar each other, slaves,” Brian orders and gestures toward two wide, massive steel collars on a table next to the door. His voice is cold and menacing with no hint of playfulness, and the sound of it both turns me on and frightens me. Anna bares her neck for me and smiles as I gently place the cold steel around her neck. It is a tight fit, and she lets out a revealing moan when it clicks into place. Damn, that looks good on her. She is still wearing the elegant, sleeveless black dress she wore to work earlier today, and coupled with her black pumps, the collar almost seems like a bold fashion accessory. I can tell from her eyes that the collar is making her horny, and she wastes no time in locking a matching one onto my slender neck.

Ah … just what I needed. The steel has an immediate effect on my body, causing a surge of adrenaline and lust to sweep through, washing away all my worries, if only for a second.

Brian walks up to us and connects the two collars with a short chain, forcing us to stand closer. It is only a little more than ten inches long, and every time Anna moves, it yanks at my collar, choking me. It is brilliant.

“Those outfits look expensive,” Brian says with a grim smile. He hands me a pair of sharp fabric scissors and gestures toward Anna. “Relieve her of them.”

I hesitate for a bit before I let the scissors make the first cut, but Anna does not seem to mind. Our breasts touch, forced together by the short collar chain, and I feel a pleasant trickle of arousal and excitement as more and more of her toned body is revealed. She shivers as the cold steel scissors touch her skin when I cut her black lace panties off and leave her naked apart from the heels. She looks amazing, and we stare into each other’s eyes while I hand her the scissors. The collars keep us close, and the moment she frees my breasts from the restrictive bra and lets our breasts rub together, the air thickens with sensual energy. Since I moved in with her, nudity and chains have been a regular part of our cohabitation, but being chained together feels very different. She moves down and closes her lips around my engorged, milk-filled breast, sucking a few drops into her mouth to warm up. I moan with relief as the milk begins to flow.

I let out a gasp when the scissors move down my torso, cutting open my shirt. Soon, we stand naked in front of each other, smiling as Brian cuffs our hands behind our backs with hinged handcuffs.

“Get moving, slaves. You know the way.”

This can’t be an elegant sight, I think and groan. Anna and I keep banging together, choking badly with every step. Brian is walking behind us with a thick cane, striking our butts and thighs with hard strikes whenever we slow down. The stairs to the basement are even worse, and fear grips me as the steps squeak beneath us, threatening to send us plummeting downward without any way of breaking the fall. The cold lights flicker on, revealing two dog bowls on the floor. We stand in front of them, anticipating our meals, but Brian seems to be in a sadistic mood; the cane rains down on our exposed breasts, filling the room with our whimpers and cries. Milk squirts from my nipples whenever they are hit, soaking the floor beneath me. Whenever one of us winces as a strike hits, the tug on the chain causes the other one to choke. I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally stops and unbuckles his jeans, squatting down over the two bowls to deliver two large, dark brown turds, one in each.

I do not like the taste.

I despise the smell.

I hate the feel of the soft shit between my teeth.

But I love the humiliation and degradation, the symbolism of it all. Any worries about marital problems vanish from my mind the moment I see the disgusting, wonderful shit waiting for me in the bowl. My entire body sizzles with anticipation, and I can tell that Anna feels the same way. Often when we do this, the tone is playful, but there is something more sinister and menacing about Brian today.

Not that I mind.

He leans in over a nearby table. No orders are given, none are needed. We hobble toward his exposed anus, desperate to lick him clean. It must look like two hungry dogs trying to get at the same food, a pitiful sight. The bitter flavor nestles on my tongue as we lick him, cleaning our master before our main meal. When he is satisfied, he pushes us away, almost causing us to fall. He stands behind us, grabbing our hair before pushing our heads violently into the shit waiting for us in the bowls on the floor. He holds us there for a bit, ensuring that it gets in our hair, noses, and all over our faces before he allows us to eat.

Humiliation. Pure, unfiltered, delightful humiliation. I can feel the disgusting, soft shit in my nostrils and on my skin as I chew, hear the groans and whimpers from Anna next to me along with the sound of the chain connecting us. We are nothing but chained beasts, ravenously eating our master’s feces. But Brian is not going to stand by and watch. I hear the familiar sound of a bottle of lube being used, and my body tense up in anticipation. I raise my ass to signal my willingness, to welcome whatever he has in store for me.

I do not have to wait long.

Shit, that is big!

A large, lubed dildo touches my asshole. I am expecting a gentle, gradual insertion, but not today. I cry out when Brian pushes it in, forcing my asshole to gape wide and receive the massive rubber cock. He leaves it there, leaves it to stretch and torment me. He does the same to Anna, who moans loudly next to my head.

He grabs my hair.

With one hand, he pushes my head once again into the shit that is left. I scream into the putrid substance when he uses his other hand to fuck my ass with the massive dildo. I feel utterly helpless, unable to resist, and every time he pulls my head back to allow me a breath of air, it yanks at Anna’s collar, causing her to cough and choke.

It is beautiful.

Anna and I are connected in our misery and humiliation, and Brian switches between us, repeatedly pushing our heads into the shit while torturing our poor assholes.

Fuck, Anna has gotten good at this, I think to myself. Her bowl is empty, and she smiles at me while she swallows the last bite. I finish shortly after, but Brian continues to force the dildos deep inside our assholes. It hurts, badly, but I love every second of it and so does Anna.

“Middle-aged, shit-stained sluts,” Brian says, barely audible due to our loud cries and moans. “You’re both a fucking mess.”

Yes. Degrade me. I deserve it. His words cut through my mind, straight into my soul, tearing apart the last remains of the life I have built and destroyed. He continues to pound my sore, burning asshole while raining down insults and degradation.

“You’re a miserable, cheating cunt, selling out your husband to please your master,” he says. I begin to cry, but I cannot tell if it is from the pain or the harsh words. “For what? So you can lie cuffed on the floor of a cold basement covered in shit while your ass is being fucked by a dildo?”

A part of me wants to defend myself, explain my reasoning, but that part is barely audible in the sea of self-deprecating, degrading voices in my mind. I do not get to defend myself. I do not get to … feel like I am a person. I am an object.

A tool to be used and abused.

The acceptance of my role sends a wave of calm through my body just as Brian pulls the dildo out, leaving my poor asshole gaping wide. I feel empty all of a sudden, waiting impatiently for Brian to tell me what to do. I wish he’d tell me how to sort out my miserable life as well.

“Get on your backs and spread your legs.” The words are cold and harsh.

We do not question it. We lie down on the cold, shit-covered floor. I can feel the icky substance get in my hair, I can feel the handcuffs dig into my lower back as the weight of my body presses against them. We lie with our heads close together, connected by the short chain.

“Let’s see which one of you has the highest pain tolerance,” Brian says. For the first time since arriving, I see a hint of a smile on his young face. He pulls a jar down from a nearby shelf; the lower half of it contains a red substance and a handle protrudes from the top. He grabs the handle and reveals a flogger with menacing knots at the end.

Covered in hot sauce.

Fuck … I know I do not stand a chance against Anna; I am a trained psychiatrist and she is a former marine. We spread our legs as wide as our legcuffs will allow.

“The one who taps out first gets to lick the floor clean. The other one gets a warm shower.” He gestures for us to raise our pelvises to allow him better access to our aching pussies and gaping assholes.

TWACK!

I scream as the flogger hits my pussy. The pain is intense, but the agony that follows is worse. It starts as a subtle burning sensation, but it soon spreads, sending a torrent of intense pain through me. Every hit seems to make it worse, causing both my asshole and pussy to burn with a fire I have rarely experienced, and the room is soon filled with our desperate screams.

I want the pain.

I want the punishment.

This is what I came here for. Not just the degradation of eating Brian’s shit, but the borderline self-flagellation of his punishment. The pain washes away my sins and worries for a moment and shackles me to the present. Tears stream from my eyes as I fight for every breath. My entire body shakes, the collar pressing harder and harder on my neck.

I … I can’t take much more. I want to win, but my body is failing me. Anna’s screams are getting more desperate with every lash of the flogger, but she is hanging on.

The door to the basement opens. Brian leaves us squirming as the hot sauce burns our genitals and turns toward his girlfriend Lucy, who walks down the stairs with a huge smile on her face.

“I figured I’d find you down here,” she says and embraces him.

“You’re home early, sweetie.” Brian’s voice takes on a completely different character.

Lucy kisses him. “I left early. I know you’re having a rough few days, I wanted to see if I could cheer you up.” She looks down at me and smiles. “I did not know you were already handling it. Can I watch?”

“Of course,” Brian says and continues the flogging.

Pain. So much pain. While Brian flogs us, Lucy dips the dildos in the hot sauce and hands them to Brian. “Don’t go easy on them. Get it all out of your system, my love.”

I scream until I have no more air in my lungs as the massive dildo fills my asshole, burning it with a hot, fiery menace that almost makes me pass out.

“Fuck yourselves with them,” he orders.

I whimper as I move my cuffed hands up toward my ass. It is not easy, but I manage to grab hold of the end and slowly move the dildo in and out. I want to beg for mercy, I want it to stop – it is too much, too painful, but I do not want to disappoint him.

And I do not want reality to return.

“I … Please stop!” I scream as my body finally gives up. “No more!”

He stops. He looks at me with a mix of sadistic glee and utter disappointment.

“Please … forgive me, Master,” I whimper as drool and tears mix with the shit on the floor.

“You can’t even do this right, can you?” He bares his teeth. “Useless cunt.” He leans down to unlock the chain from Anna’s collar and helps her to her feet. They stand there, with Lucy, looking down at my pitiful, humiliated body. I roll onto my side and lie in a fetal position while I sob. The dildo leaves my tortured asshole, but the pain remains.

I am in pain.

I am in heaven.

Conflicting emotions tear at me, and I am oddly happy that I have to stay here, chained and degraded. I do not want a shower. Anna kneels next to me and leans down. Her gorgeous breasts hang in front of me as she kisses me, penetrating my quivering lips with her shit-stained tongue. It is an island of affection in a sea of misery.

“That’s enough,” Brian says. He grabs hold of Anna’s collar and yanks her to her feet. “Leave that worthless mess here.” He stares at me with cold eyes. “This floor had better be spotless when I return to get you.”

He locks my collar to a longer chain connected to the wall and leaves with the two women.

A while later, I am kneeling in the living room. Anna is next to me, still cuffed, but at least she is clean. The worst shit has been wiped off me with a dirty rag, but I still stink, and my tongue is raw from licking concrete for nearly an hour. Lucy and Brian are sitting close together on the sofa in front of us, holding hands and looking lovingly into each other’s eyes. It is all so surreal; Anna and I are twice as old as the young lovers, but we barely count as decoration at this moment. My shoulders are sore from being cuffed like this for hours, and I am both thirsty and hungry, yet no part of me wants to interrupt them.

“I think I owe you an apology,” Brian says and turns towards us. “I’ve been very stressed lately, and I took it out on you.”

Lucy squeezes his hand and smiles at him. I remember when I looked at Richard that way. Bottomless devotion and respect.

Anna glances at me before responding. “We … we don’t mind, Master,” she says.

I nod in agreement. “We love being objectified. We are happy to help you let off steam. Use us. Please.”

Brian smiles. “Still … torture like that … I care about your wellbeing, truly.”

“Then don’t stop.” I smile at him, feeling a surge of pure love and submission roll through me. “If you care about our wellbeing, you should keep torturing and using us. Our bodies will recover.” I hope. It feels like my pussy is about to fall off.

***

A week later, the incredible session with Brian still lingers in my mind, warming my loins whenever I allow my thoughts to wander. Richard has kept his distance, as I told him, and though I have no idea where my life is heading, it has still managed to find a rhythm of sorts. Anna has insisted that I should wait a bit before looking at apartments; she loves having me around and does not want me to be alone. She comforts me, both emotionally and physically, and having a warm body next to me when I crawl into bed helps keep me somewhat sane.

“Good morning, miss,” Gerald the Doorman says as he always does, tipping his hat with a smile. “Beautiful weather today.”

“It is,” I answer. “But I have clients all day, I doubt I will get a chance to enjoy it.” I stride toward the elevators and check my watch; Mona the Masochistic Mother of Five, as I like to call her, will be in my office in five minutes, expecting me to help sort through the countless crises that have likely erupted since we last met. She prefers to do the sessions while she is hogtied on my couch, which I do not mind. Despite my status as Brian’s slave, I still enjoy utilizing my cabinet of tools when my clients need it.

Therapy can take many forms, after all.

I get in the elevator and press the button to my floor, but just when the doors are about to close, a slender body manages to squeeze through.

“Thank God, I’m already running late,” the girl says and presses the button to the floor above mine. “I didn’t want to … oh …” Her eyes widen when she looks at me. “Hi …”

I manage a flustered smile. “Hi there.” It is the girl who saw me when I was forced to pick up the clothes Brian had left in the elevator after one of our sessions. The girl that saw me cuffed, naked, and covered in shit. I should be crawling out of my skin from shame, but for some reason, I am not.

The elevator hums to life and starts moving.

The girl steals small glances at me, clutching her purse nervously. “I … I like your perfume,” she says with a sheepish smile. “You smell nice.”

“Better than last time you saw me, at least.”

She chuckles and bites her lower lip, but she does not answer.

The elevator doors open.

“Have a nice day,” I say. I am about to leave when something causes me to pause, something about the way the girl had reacted earlier. I turn and look at her; she is beautiful, young, vibrant, with an air of both class and innocence. “If you ever want to be the one in handcuffs, you know where to find me.” I wink at her and leave.

I am putting the handcuffs away after a great session with Mona when someone knocks on the door.

“Come in?” I say, wondering if the girl from earlier has decided to take me up on my offer.

My heart swells when I see Brian’s kind, smiling face appear. “Hey, sorry I’m coming over without messaging you first,” he says and enters.

“You know you’re always welcome,” I say and try to quell the throbbing in my pussy. When I am at his home, I am Brian’s slave, his to command, and though I usually take the same role during our sessions, the tone always starts polite and formal. “What’s up?”

“I wanted to drop by with a copy of the article.” He pulls a few pieces of paper from his backpack and places them gently on my desk as if he is afraid they will burst into flame. “It is going live tomorrow. It … it is big, Rachel. Huge.”

I sit down behind my desk. A lump forms in my throat as I stare at the headline. “Fortune 500 company has been hiring cartels to disrupt competitors”. My heart pounds in my chest.

“Wow … I didn’t know it would …” I take a sip of water and try to gather my thoughts. Cartels. Drug lords. That is what Richard’s company has been doing in South America. “He’s going to jail, isn’t he?”

Brian leans against the wall and nods. “Probably. I tried to keep his name out of it, but my editor insisted. Besides, even if I did, the FBI has already asked us to hand over all the information we have.”

I can feel the tears pressing to get out. “Fuck … I … I did this.” I look up at Brian. “He’s going to jail because of me.”

“He’s going to jail because he’s a criminal,” Brian says. “Don’t feel guilty. He’s been lying to you for years.”

“I don’t exactly have a clean slate myself.”

“It’s not the same thing.” He smiles. “I have to go. I know this is going to get tough, but call me if you … need me, alright?”

I nod and force a smile. “Thanks.” I watch him leave as my intestines tie themselves into a knot that refuses to loosen. I lean back in the chair and stare out of the window. This is going to suck.

The story blows up. Minutes after it goes live, my phone begins buzzing constantly. Family. Friends. Journalists. Everyone wants to talk to me, but I do not respond to any of it. It all seems to be happening in a world parallel to mine, and I feel no need to engage with it all. Brian is pulled in for interviews on national television, there are even talks of a Pulitzer prize. I swell with pride whenever I see him on the TV, nervously fiddling with the buttons on his shirt while he calmly answers their questions, a man far removed from the calm, confident sadist that so often dominates me.

***

The news channels are running updates on the case every day. I do not know why I am watching it, maybe I am hoping to see another glimpse of Brian, but it seems he is no longer of interest to them. The presenter finishes his summary of the developments before he puts on a grave face as a familiar face appears in the corner of the screen.

“… We now go live to the house of the CEO, Richard …”

I turn off the TV in my office and rub my eyes. It is dark outside, but I am still here even though my last client left hours ago. My phone is buzzing away on my desk as I stare out at the city lights, distorted by the rain running down the large windows. What if I run into someone I know? What if the journalists are waiting downstairs? My thoughts are running in circles and abandoned any semblance of rationality a few hours ago. I have not seen any journalists, nor have any relatives or friends tried to track me down, which I appreciate.

And yet, I do not want to leave.

I need a distraction, I think to myself. I need him.

I sit in my car, listening to the gentle drumming of the rain on the roof. The unseemly house looks like every other on the street, but to me, it is like a church. A place of worship, of reflection. But there is also sin. Wicked sin. And I need it right now. I need to step through that innocent-looking door and leave my worries behind, even if it is just for a moment.

What the fuck are you doing, Rachel? I sigh and stare at my phone. The screen illuminates the interior of the car with its background image showing Richard and me with the kids. Everyone is smiling. Everyone is happy. I swipe the image away and send a text to Bethany, begging to be allowed inside.

The seconds until she answers feel like hours. I know going inside will not solve anything unless Brian and Bethany are willing to keep me permanently chained in the basement. Away from everything. I smile at my foolish, preposterous thoughts, but I am unable to shake them.

The phone buzzes. Permission has been granted.

She is waiting for me. Alone. The lights in the living room are dimmed, the shadows darkening her gracefully aged face. I have had casual, pleasant chats with Bethany before, but I can tell that this will not be one of those times. Brian is my master, but Bethany has the same power over me when she wants to. The graying hair is tied into a bun, and she manages to look intimidating and ferocious despite the oversized, knitted sweater and the fuzzy slippers.

“I figured you’d come knocking sooner,” Bethany says. The voice has the cold edge that her son has inherited, but Bethany manages to add a hint of a smile to tell me that she understands. That she sympathizes.

But she knows that I do not need sympathy right now. It is not why I am here.

“It’s been … a rough few weeks.” I fiddle with the seam on my dress. “I had to come.”

“I know. Brian won’t be home for a while, but he wouldn’t want you to wait in your car.” Her eyes linger for a moment on the pile of heavy steel restraints on the coffee table between us. “But that doesn’t mean I have to make your wait comfortable.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.”

“No more talking, slave,” she says. She circles me like a hungry predator, eyeing me with cold determination. We share a connection, Bethany and I. I love her. Not in the way that I love Brian, but being near her fills my chest with a calming warmth that spreads to my loins.

There is love. Love and fear.

“Hands behind your back, cunt,” she orders. Bethany picks up a pair of shackles from the table and locks them in place around my wrists. This is what I came for, the feel of steel and the helplessness that follows. She gently moves my hair aside to make room for the wide collar, locking it onto my neck with an exhilarating click. A short chain is locked to my shackles, and she uses it to raise my hands toward the collar.

Higher.

Higher.

That hurts! Part of me wants to protest, but I know it will not make a difference. When I feel like my shoulders are about to dislocate, she locks the chain to the ring on the back of my collar.

“Can you breathe, slave?” She smiles.

“B… barely, Mistress.” The words are frail and pitiful, struggling to move past the brutal steel pressing against my throat. Every breath is a chore, bringing with it a rush of lust. I try to come to terms with my predicament while she locks my ankles close together with a length of heavy chain, leaving me unable to move. I am still wearing my tall heels and the knowledge that tumbling forward will send me through the glass sofa table without any chance of breaking the fall is intoxicating.

“Beautiful, helpless. Worthless.” Bethany walks up close to me, pressing her breasts against mine. She kisses my quivering lips; it is tender at first, then more forceful. Her fingers sneak up under my skirt, pushing past the thong and into my wet pussy. I let out a muted, whimpering moan. I want her to continue, but I know she will not – she is just teasing me. “You stand here and wait while I go get some work done. It might be a few hours before Brian comes home.”

Hours? I stare at her in disbelief, but she just smiles and leaves the room. The wave of helplessness that I so crave washes over me as the pain in my shoulders dominates my body. I should be panicking, that would be any normal person’s reaction to being left restrained like this, but the pain and discomfort brings with it a welcome sense of calm and belonging, even if Brian is not yet here. Giving up my free will soothes me, comforts me.

I want Brian to come home and abuse me. But I am in no hurry.

When I hear the door open behind me, my body is almost numb. My mind is hazy from the reduced oxygen caused by the constant choking, but it snaps back the moment Brian enters and stands in front of me. His face betrays no emotions; his mother has undoubtedly made him aware of my visit and given him ample time to get into the mindset of a harsh, dominating master. Just the man I need right now.

He stares at me. Pierces my soul with his cold eyes. He uses the silence as a means of torture along with the distance.

I want him to touch me. To hurt me.

To acknowledge me. Anything will do.

“Please … Master …” I whimper, my voice barely a whisper.

His palm lands on my cheek with a loud snap. The slap rings out in the small living room, reverberating through my body before it nestles in my genitals.

Yes.

“I … I beg you … Use me. Hurt me. Anything.”

Another slap. My cheek burns from the hard slap, which is followed up by countless more. It is the only physical contact he is allowing me, and I soak up the attention like a sponge. He grabs hold of the chain connecting my collar and shackles, using it as a way to control me. He pulls me toward the sofa; my heels scrape across the floor, I cannot walk, and I am unable to breathe when he bends me over the armrest and yanks the chain back. My vision blurs as he lifts my dress and spanks me hard.

“More … please …” I try, but the words are so quiet that they cannot be heard over the punishment. It is far from the most painful treatment I have been given, but it is humiliating, demeaning, and added to the violent choking, it is madly arousing. He pulls me back to my feet and pulls out his sharp pocket knife.

Still no words. He lets the room’s muted lights dance on the sharp blade before he uses it to cut off my clothes little by little. For a moment, I wonder how many expensive outfits I have lost to that blade at this point, but there is no regret associated with the thought. I shiver as the back of the blade travels across my skin while it cuts the uniform off, the illusion of civility.

He puts the blade away and observes my naked body. The heels are still on, but everything else is gone. I open my mouth to beg him again, but I am immediately silenced by another hard slap to the cheek, followed by several aimed at my breasts. The edges of his fingers graze my sensitive nipples, causing me to cry out in pain and a few drops of milk to escape.

He takes a step back, observing me with curious eyes and a cocked head. “How much do you want me to fuck you, slave?”

A bubble of anticipation and desire explodes in my chest. “M… more than anything, Master. Please … fuck me.” My lips quiver and tears stream from my eyes. I’m a miserable piece of flesh. Nothing but desire and humiliation.

Brian does not answer. He merely removes the chain from my ankles and drags me toward the sofa. He pushes me onto it, allowing me to rest against a plush pillow leaning against the armrest. It should be comfortable, but the shackles dig into my back, and if anything, the collar presses harder on my throat now.

But it does not matter. I am open, ready to receive him. I watch as he reveals his massive, rigid cock. He leans in over me, dominating me with his body, and the tears continue to stream when he enters me. Slowly. Confidently. I am so wet that he slides in until he can go no further, and he stays there for a bit.

“I … I love you,” I cry.

He does not respond.

He fucks me. Hard. And yet, it feels intimate. I rarely get to look him in the eye when he fucks me, but I do not see the love reflected that courses through my body and mixes with lust and desire. He fills me, stretches me, completes me. The chains rattle, the shackles scrape against my back, but nothing can pull my attention away from that magnificent cock inside me. He leans in and drinks from me, adding to the intense intimacy, and the milk flows effortlessly from me to him.

Fuck, this is amazing. I have already forgotten the words I spoke moments before. He slides in and out of me with force and power, showing me that I am merely a piece of flesh for his pleasure, just like I want it. My juices seep down my thighs, and my moans fill the room.

I cry. There are too many emotions in my body, and they overwhelm me, spilling out. I was already horny before he entered me, and I can feel myself driving fast toward the edge. I want to come but I also want it to continue.

“Please, Master … can I … can I come?” It is not my voice. It is frail and insecure, a coarse whisper.

“No.”

I scream. Holding the orgasm back turns the experience into torture as he pounds me even harder. The veins throb in my temples, and every muscle in my body tenses up. “PLEASE!” I cry. I sob. I whimper and thrash.

He keeps fucking me. No answer.

“MASTER! I can’t keep … AAARGH!”

I arch my back and bite my lips so hard that I can taste blood.

“Now.”

“FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!”

It is insane. Violent. It is pure, unfiltered ecstasy, but it brings with it a terrible melancholy and clarity. As my body is flooded by pleasure – and shame.

I said it out loud. I told him that I love him.

He pulls out and looks down at me. The face is milder, but concerned. He sits down on the bed and gestures for me to rest my head on his chest. I am still helplessly bound, but I manage to move on the sofa until my cheek is resting on his muscular chest.

“So …” he says. “About what you said.”

Fuck. All pleasure vanishes, replaced by a tight knot in my stomach. My skin itches, and I cannot breathe.

“I know you feel that way,” he says, weighing his words. “But …”

I know that he does not feel the same way, but the single word still hits me like a hammer, and the shackles and collar suddenly feel out of place and embarrassing. I want to get out, to run away.

“I care about you a lot, Rachel. I want you to know that. But not in that way. That is reserved for Lucy.”

“I … I know that.” Part of me needed to hear it. “And I accept that. Just … let me continue to be your slave.”

He kisses my forehead and strokes my hair. My body soaks up the rare affection and causes me to cry again. “Of course. Always.” He puts his arm around me and squeezes me before reaching for the keys to my restraints.

“No, Master,” I sob through my tears, my shattered pride, and my shame. “Don’t …”

He looks back at me, questioning.

I smile at him. “I haven’t eaten.”

The rejection still nestles in my body, but the thought of leaving, of going home to Anna’s apartment alone and crying is worse than staying with Brian. It is dark in the basement, but I know the way with my eyes closed by now. Since I first saw it, Bethany and Brian have moved more and more stuff out of the basement; the boxes are now stacked in a corner, shelves have been removed, and the basement more and more resembles an actual dungeon, with a growing collection of restraints hanging from the walls and a few cages, a pillory, and other items of torture welcoming me with open arms. I stare at a cage in the corner while Brian removes his pants and squats over the dogbowl on the floor. I imagine living in that cage, only coming out when Brian wants to use me, living away from all worldly worries, and I let out a sigh of longing.

“Get on your knees,” he says and pushes my head into the steaming pile of shit. It fills my mouth as I eat with ferocious determination. Brian releases my shackles from my collar, but he does not remove them; instead, he locks a longer, much heavier chain to my collar and connects it to the wall.

He wants me to stay.

I am busy eating when I hear a muted groan from Brian. I look up to see him masturbating while watching me.

“I enjoy seeing you like this,” he says as he slowly rubs his cock.

My heart beats faster. To me, it feels like a gesture of appreciation. Of love, even if it is not the kind I ache for. I continue to eat his feces, even if I would rather have his cock in my mouth. We do not speak, the only sounds in the room are the echoing moans from Brian and the sound of my heavy collar chain rattling. It is intimate. Nice. I almost feel closer to Brian than I did when he was fucking me. The bitter-tasting, soft shit is crushed between my teeth and slides with some effort down my throat, calming me with every bite.

“Look at me,” he says after a while. It is an order. I look up at him just as he shoots his load onto my face. His warm cum lands in my hair, in my eyes, and on my cheeks. A shower of love and affection. I do not dare open my eyes, instead, I just sit there on my knees, shackled and obedient, with shit in my mouth and cum on my face.

He pushes me onto my stomach, jamming my face into the bowl to finish my meal. My ankles are chained together and connected to my shackles, leaving me in a tight steel hogtie.

Then he leaves.

A mix of crushing loneliness, helplessness, and immense satisfaction overwhelms me in the darkness. This is where I belong, I think to myself as I lick the bowl clean. I roll onto my side on the cold floor and sigh. No escape. No contact with the outside world. Only Bethany and Brian know that I am here. I imagine my phone buzzing away in my purse upstairs and smile to myself.

I am half asleep on the floor when I hear the sound of footsteps on the creaking stairs a while later. The lights turn on, and I see Bethany walking toward me with confident strides. I wonder for a moment if she is here to torture me, which I welcome, but the pitying smile tells me otherwise. She squats in front of me and picks a small piece of shit from my lips.

“You’re a messy eater,” she says. “We’ll have to work on that.” She puts the small piece in her mouth. “Hmm … he tastes like his father.” Bethany meets my confused gaze with a warm smile. “I just came down here to tell you that your husband has been arrested. I figured you’d want to know.”

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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