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Istruggle to breathe in the tight dress and wonder for a moment how women in ages past managed to wear a corset and have polite conversations at the same time. Everyone around me is impossibly elegant and dressed in designer dresses and tailor-made suits, and though I have always fit in well with this type of crowd, I now find them tedious and superficial. The dress presses against my breasts, and I wonder how long it can keep them in. Thank God I milked thoroughly before we left.

I take another sip of my champagne and sigh. The elite is present in full force. I smile at the mayor when he passes me with another young, hot influencer on his arm, and several local millionaires strut their blindingly white smiles and botoxed faces while they brag about their newest sports car or yacht. My husband, the center of attention, the birthday boy, is thriving, pretending to laugh at the lame jokes told by his business contacts.

Living the dream, I think to myself and raise my glass when my husband looks my way. A true power couple. Top of our respective fields. If he knew the kind of depraved, kinky stuff I engage in with my clients as part of their therapy sessions, he would die. I love him, dearly, but the relationship has been routine for a while now.

My phone buzzes in my purse. I always have it near me in case a client needs advice, but I rarely get calls this late. I check my watch; it’s almost midnight.

I feel a surge of adrenaline when I see who the caller is. “Brian?”

There is no response at first, merely a groaning sigh. “Doctor … Rachel … I … I had to call you.”

“Are you drunk, Brian?” I back away from the crowd and find a quiet place. “Are you alright?”

“No, I’m not. Not alright, that is.” He chuckles. “I can’t say no to the drunk part. I …” He takes a deep breath. The knot in my stomach tightens. “I’m so sorry about … everything. The way I’ve been treating you. It’s not … it’s not okay.”

“What are you talking about? You’ve done nothing wrong.”

“That’s not true. I … I can’t see you anymore, Doc.”

“No!” I say, breaking the professional façade for a brief moment before recovering. The thought of ending our weekly sessions causes an unpleasant panic to spread in my chest. “I told you that you don’t need to pay for the sessions anymore.”

“And that’s just another way I’ve treated you badly. I’m sorry, Rachel, I can’t …”

“No, Brian. You can’t stop now. You’ve come so far. Tell you what, come on Monday. We’ll talk it over. Now is not the time to make big decisions.”

There is no answer. Come on, don’t do this, Brian.

“You’re right. I’ll come on Monday.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “Good. I’m glad to hear it. We’ll have a nice, slow session together.”

“Alright. Good night, Rachel.”

“Good night, Brian.”

I stare at my phone for a bit before putting it away. I can feel myself getting wet just from thinking about Brian, and I can almost taste the shit in my mouth. I take a deep breath and adjust my dress before walking back in. I steer through the crowd and straight toward my husband. His face lights up in a smile as I approach him. I grab him by the back of his neck and pull him in for a kiss. As my tongue explores his mouth, eliciting chuckles from the men surrounding us, all I think about is Brian’s bitter shit in my mouth. It feels forbidden and wrong, but it is what I need right now.

I want to show Brian that everything is alright. That he has done nothing wrong. I cannot shake off the anxiety as I pace around my office, waiting for him to arrive. I stare at myself in the mirror one more time; I am usually never this obsessive about my appearance before a session, but then again, I am usually not naked when the client arrives. The brown hair flows elegantly onto my shoulders, and the wide steel collar is a snug fit. It looks good on my slender neck, and had it not been for the ring on the front, it could probably have passed for a bold fashion statement. For a moment, I wonder how my husband’s guests would have reacted if I had worn it for his birthday.

I look at the clock on the wall. He’s never late. I suddenly feel foolish, standing naked in my office wearing a steel collar, but I decide to give him another fifteen minutes.

Why am I this nervous? He’s just a client, I try to tell myself, even though I know that it stopped being true a long time ago. I am addicted to Brian, hopelessly attracted to his character, and to his understated magnetism, and I know that what we are doing is helping him. It is just a bonus that helping him means that I get to experience some of the most kinky, fulfilling sex I have ever had.

He is not coming. The realization sinks in as I fall into my chair. I suddenly feel cold, but a stubborn determination grows inside me. No. He doesn’t get to end it like this. I put on my white button-down shirt and a short leather skirt and head for the door, only to catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the way.

I am still wearing the collar. My fingers run across the smooth steel as I smile. It stays on. I want to show him how much I want to please him. I grab a scarf from the clothes rack and put it on to hide the collar before leaving.

It is wonderfully arousing to walk through a busy office building wearing a 2-inch wide steel collar under your scarf, wondering if anyone will notice, and I am still tingling all over when I park my car outside Brian’s address. The house is small but nice, and the garden is well-kept. The fragrant tulips are in bloom, and their scent tickles my nose as I ring the doorbell.

“Yes?”

I freeze when the door opens. That’s not Brian. Though the woman answering the door has white hair, she does not look older than me. Her face is kind, and her eyes sparkle with vitality.

Brian’s mother. I had forgotten that he lived with her.

“Hi … I … I’m Dr. Col…”

”Rachel!” The woman’s face lights up, and she grabs my hand and pulls me in for a hug. “So nice to meet you!”

I manage to keep my neck from touching her shoulder; it would be hard to explain the feel of hard steel. “Nice to meet you too?”

She lets go and smiles. “I’m sorry, it’s just … you’ve done so much for my Brian.” She wipes away a tear. “The change he has been going through … I cannot thank you enough. Please, come in. I’m Bethany, by the way.”

She leads me into the cozy, minimalist living room and gestures for me to sit on the couch. Pictures of Brian adorn the walls, but all I can focus on is making sure that my scarf still covers the collar.

“Is he here? He didn’t turn up for our session today.”

Bethany nods. “He’s upstairs. He’s seemed a bit … down for the last couple of days.” A tinge of sadness mars the beautiful face. “I cannot believe you’ve come all this way just to check up on him.”

“I worry about him,” I say with a smile. It is true; I do want what is best for Brian, but part of me refuses to accept that it can happen without him and I having a sexual relationship.

“I just have to ask …” Bethany sits down next to me and looks at me with narrow eyes. I can swear that her gaze lingers on my neck. “How do you do it? How do you manage to create such a change in my son in such a short time?”

I wring my hands and clear my throat. The collar feels tighter all of a sudden. “Oh, you know. I … listen to my clients. Helps them to accept who they are, the good and the bad.”

Bethany chuckles. “Impressive. It must be hard to take that much crap sometimes.”

I look at Bethany, wondering how much she knows. “Yes … there is a lot of crap sometimes.” I get up from the couch. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to go talk to Brian. It … might take a while, I hope you’ll allow us some privacy.”

“Of course! I’ll be in the garden if you need me.”

I can feel my heart beat faster with every step up the stairs, and I pause for a moment outside the door to Brian’s room before knocking.

“Come in,” a low voice sounds.

I open the door. The room is not much more than a bed, desk, and closet, but all my attention is drawn to the object of my obsession lying on the bed wearing a T-shirt and jeans. Brian’s eyes widen when he sees me, and he jumps up from the bed.

“Rachel! What … what the hell are you doing here?”

I close the door behind me and fight the urge to embrace him. I need to stay professional, at least for a little bit. “You didn’t come in for our session. I got worried. Can we talk?”

Brian scratches the back of his neck and looks at the door, likely wondering if he should just run away. He eventually abandons the idea and sighs. “I guess.” He gestures at his desk chair and sits down on his bed with sagging shoulders. The confidence that I have spent months helping him build seems to have vanished completely, drowned in a sea of unnecessary guilt.

“I assume you’re feeling guilty about the things we’ve done?” I say and remove my scarf.

Brian stares at the collar for a bit. “Why … ehm … yeah, I am.” He winces and looks like he is trying to squeeze himself in between the pillows on his bed in an attempt to disappear. “That’s why … I’ve left so suddenly after our … intimate sessions. I felt guilty. I felt … wrong. Part of me just wanted to hold you after, but as you know, I tend to flee when I get uncomfortable.”

“There’s no reason for that, Brian.” I smile at him and fiddle with the ring on my collar. “I consented to everything. I encouraged you. Do you feel like I’ve been taking advantage of you?”

He shakes his head. “No! Never! You’ve … fulfilled every fantasy I ever had, you’ve been so amazing, but …”

“… but you still feel like it’s wrong? I can understand that. It’s a natural feeling after sex, even when it’s not as … kinky as what we’ve been doing.” I get up from the chair and sit down next to him. “But I’m an adult, Brian. So are you. We take responsibility for ourselves. We had a safe word, remember? It’s there for a reason. I was the one who coaxed out your dominant side, and I knew what I was doing.” I place a hand on his lap. “You did nothing wrong. Quite the contrary. You took responsibility for your own well-being. I just helped you. Come here.” I pull him in, placing his head on my chest while I stroke his hair. “Let me tell you something … I’ve never come as hard in my life as I have with you.”

“Really?”

“Yes. And I’d hate for your progress to have been for nothing. Maybe I should’ve been the one to insist on a ‘debriefing’ after our sessions. If anyone is to blame, it’s me.”

“No, never,” Brian says. “You’re … perfect.”

I smile. “Then let’s not stop what we both enjoy. I think we have time for a little session.”

He sits back up and stares at me in disbelief. “What, here? Now?”

I send him my most sultry, seductive look, a look I have trained over many years. “I didn’t wear this collar for nothing … Master.”

There it is. There is that fire I’ve been aching for. I can see it in his eyes. The spark is back. I unbutton my shirt and take his hand, placing it on my breast. He starts groping it, sending a gentle trickle of arousal through my body.

“Spank me, Master,” I say in a low, husky voice. “Please. Let that anxiety that has been building inside you out. Take it out on me. I can take it. And if not …”

“… the safe word is ‘cucumber’.” He smiles and kisses me. A gentle, tender kiss that sends a shiver down my spine. I can tell that this session will be different, more intimate, but I am ready for it. I lie down across his knee and smile to myself. I am a 55-year-old married woman about to be spanked by a man half her age while I can hear his mother whistling to herself in the garden below the window. It is perfect.

The first slap is a test, a way for him to get his aim in. It does not even hurt. The next is a little harder, but he is still holding back.

“Please, Master. Harder. Let it all ou… AUCH!” I wince as a hard, precise slap hits my ass, grazing the edge of my pussy. “Like that.” Fuck, this is hot. It is not as extreme as being shackled in a painful strappado while an entire office building can see me, but there is still an intensity to the experience that is driving me crazy with lust.

Another slap, this time on the other cheek. The burning sensation lingers for a bit, and I have to clench my jaw to keep from crying out, fearing that Bethany might hear me. I feel like I am a teenager again, trying to have quiet sex in my boyfriend’s room.

The spanking continues, ramping up in terms of pain and speed. I can tell that Brian is getting into the groove, and I cannot help but whimper when he hits the same spots twice in a row. The rhythm is almost meditative, an addictive beat consisting of equal parts pain and pleasure. I stop encouraging him and give in to the experience, embracing my submissive side.

I enter subspace. I know it is what is happening, even if I have never experienced it before. It feels like everything around me disappears, and I feel nothing but the slaps from Brian’s firm hand. He occasionally takes a short break to lightly finger my pussy, keeping me on the edge for a bit before the spanking continues. It is highly effective, and I feel myself getting lost in the haze.

After a while, the gentle touches lessen and the slaps get harder and more painful. I can feel his body tensing up; he is accessing the deepest parts of his frustration and anxiety, exactly as I had told him to, but the pain starts pulling me out of subspace. It begins to overwhelm me, and I am given less and less room to recover in between the stinging hits.

“Brian … it … AUCH … it hurts,” I whimper, but the hits keep coming. “Please … stop … AAAAH … CUCUMBER!” The last hit drives me too far. I have been in more pain than this, but something about the continuous hits overloads my brain.

He stops.

“I’m so sorry!” he says.

“Don’t be.” I try to catch my breath and look up at him with a smile. “That’s why we have a safe word. You did nothing wrong.”

The panicked expression fades from his young face. “Alright, good.” He leans down and kisses my sore ass, stroking it gently with his soft hands. “Better?”

“Yes, Master,” I say with a pleased sigh. “It’s perfect. Did it help to spank me?”

“I think it did. Thank you.”

I look up at him again. “I’m still yours to control, Master.”

“Then lie on your back.”

I slide off of his knee and lie down on the soft mattress. I look up at my client, my master – I love how he looks as he stands in silhouette against the afternoon sun washing in from the window. He walks to his closet and finds two wide leather belts.

“Put your hands out in front of you,” he says. The confidence is back, and just the timbre of his voice makes me wet. My asscheeks are still burning, but it is a pleasant sensation. I look him in the eye while he ties my hands together with one of the belts. The leather feels good against my skin. He ties the other belt to the ring on my collar and adjusts it so the ring is on the side instead of in front. He puts the other end of the belt into my tied hands and smiles. “You know what to do …”

I nod and pull the belt, causing the collar to push against my throat. While I choke myself, Brian pulls off my skirt and spreads my legs. He starts licking the inside of my thigh, moving excruciatingly slowly toward my aching pussy. I writhe and whimper as he tortures me with his slow pace, but the gentle drops of lust soon turn into a small stream as Brian’s tongue inches closer to my vagina. At first, he explores the outside, playfully licking the edge of my labia.

Fuck, that feels good. I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning loudly. I can feel Brian smile as he pushes his face into my pussy. His stubble scratches my skin as the long tongue buries itself deep inside me. It is hot. Intense.

Fuuuuck … It feels like my pussy is ready to explode when Brian jams three fingers inside and starts finger-fucking me just as his tongue starts lashing at my clit. Soon after, he moves up. He raises my shirt and pulls one of my breasts out of the bra. I have been too distracted to notice how much I need to be milked, and I moan loudly when he begins to drink from me.

“Thank you, Master,” I whimper as the milk flows. “Thank you …”

Waves of lust wash over me, and the frustration I feel when Brian pulls away a moment later is replaced by pure joy when he enters me right after.

He is hard. Big. He lies on top of me, dominating my body with his large cock, and he is in no hurry as he pushes deeper and deeper inside me. He stays there, asserting his power, his control, while he stares into my eyes.

I am his. At this moment, I belong to him.

He takes the belt from my restrained hands and uses it to control my breathing. The leather creaks as I struggle against my bonds; I am not trying to escape, not really, I just want to feel helpless. I want to feel like a slave.

“Honey?”

The door opens, and Bethany’s smiling face appears in the doorway.

What the hell? How often can this happen to us?

Brian does not respond. Instead, he starts fucking me.

Bethany does not flinch when she sees his son fucking his therapist who is tied up and collared. “I’m going to the market to pick up a few things for dinner, but you two have fun.” She is about to close the door but hesitates. “Oh, and Rachel …”

I look up at her with a mix of confusion and shame.

“I love the necklace.” With those words, she closes the door, leaving me completely flabbergasted and confused, but Brian’s effective thrusts soon turn my mind back to the present.

Damn, he is good at this. I do not know if it is chemistry, talent, or experience, but Brian manages to find new zones of pleasure every time he pushes into me, and he uses the leash to control my breathing like a masterful conductor. I fall deep into subspace again, and I only surface for a few brief seconds a while later to utter the fateful words.

“Master … can I please … come?”

“I am close,” he groans. “Endure for a bit. I’ll count it down. 5 … 4 …”

My entire body tenses up while I stand on the edge of the abyss.

“3 … 2 … 1 … now.”

Even if Bethany had still been gardening outside, I would not have been able to keep the scream inside. All the pent-up lust and arousal spills out of me, even if Brian is choking me hard. Tears stream from my eyes, moans and whimpers escape my lips, and I squirt wildly, soaking Brian’s sheets. At the same time, I feel his warm cum filling my pussy.

He stays inside me for a bit as we catch our breath. He leans in and drinks from me again, adding to the tenderness of the moment.

“That … was amazing, Rachel,” he says, gently easing out of his dominant role. He slides out and lies next to me, resting his head on my chest. He unties my hands, allowing me to embrace him as a form of mutual aftercare. It is warm and intimate, but despite the intense, affectionate sex we have just had, he still does not feel like my lover, nor is he just my client. I give up trying to define it and just enjoy the moment.

I stroke his hair as I hold on to the last few shards of the orgasm before it leaves me. “So … will I see you at the usual time next week?”

“Yes, I believe you will,” he says.

We lie there for a while before I get up and start getting dressed. “I think this was another productive session, Brian,” I say. “I’m glad you’re feeling better.”

“Ehm, Rachel …”

“Yes?”

“The collar?”

I am halfway out the door and stop. “Oh … I left the keys in my office …”

It is not a bad picture. The lighting is good, my hair is on point, and the tight dress makes my rack look even bigger than it is. And yet it fills me with shame. The headline says “Still a hot couple after all these years” and shows me French-kissing my husband during his birthday party.

“Don’t the local newspaper have more important stuff to write about than a wife kissing her husband?” I say with a sigh and throw the newspaper onto the chair next to me.

“You’re known throughout the country for your books on anxiety and therapy and your husband owns the biggest company in the city.” Anna smiles; she is enjoying my misery. “Of course, people want to see you inspecting his tonsils with your tongue.”

“Oh God,” I say and start massaging my temples.

“Come on, it’s cute! It’s not like back in college when you managed to get into the college paper because we streaked across the quad right when the board of directors was visiting.”

“Well, it doesn’t feel cute.”

“Why not?” Anna leans back in her chair and takes an uncharmingly large bite of her muffin.

I lean in over the table. “Can you keep a secret?”

“Oh, I think I’m already keeping a few of those for you, you little bondage-bunny.” Her smile softens. “But go ahead.”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about Brian’s shit in my mouth the whole time I was kissing my husband.”

Anna nearly spits out her muffin. “You let him shit in your mouth?” She looks up at the waiter who just walked by. “What? Keep moving, nothing to see here.”

I can feel the heat in my cheeks from embarrassment. “Yes. And I love it. It’s so … dirty.”

“It’s unsanitary, is what it is.” Anna cocks her head and gets that frowny wrinkle between her eyes that indicates that she is about to tell me what I am doing wrong with my life. “I know you’re saying that you’re doing it to help him, and I love your dedication, but …”

“I know. It’s getting a little crazy, but I cannot abandon him now. I’ve seen how fast he can relapse.”

Anna sighs. “But at what cost? You’re basically having an affair with a man half your age.”

“It’s not like you haven’t had plenty of those.”

Anna scoffs and pretends to be insulted. “And I’ve married a few of them, it’s not my fault it never lasts.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Hey, do what I tell you, not what I do.”

“Good advice.” I take the last bite of my chocolate cake and lean back in the chair. “And it’s not an affair.”

“You’re fucking him.”

“Yes. But … I don’t know how to explain it.”

Anna wipes her mouth with a tissue and bites the end of her thumb. Her eyes flicker and sparkle with barely contained deviousness. “Then maybe … I need to experience it myself to understand.”

“What, you want to watch us again?” I am surprised to find that the thought does not repulse me, even if Anna’s arrival at my session with Brian terrified and embarrassed me at the time. It feels nice to have someone to share this with.

Anna shrugs. “Watch. Participate. I’m not sure yet. I have to admit that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you tied up and fucked like that.” She leans forward, wiping a strand of hair from her face. “And I doubt Brian will mind.”

I text Brian about Anna’s proposal, and he seems enthusiastic, as long as he gets a little time alone with me first. I am still not completely sure how I feel about it. I love Anna to death, but I can tell that I am getting possessive of Brian and do not want to share him. The professional in me ends up convincing my inner skeptic that having two women present is a great way to test Brian’s confidence and see how he manages the situation, even if Anna only ends up watching.

A twenty-something living with his mother juggling two middle-aged, confident career women. I smile to myself as I get ready for the session; Brian has certainly come a long way. I put on a subtle perfume and red lipstick, and for once, I choose not to be naked when Brian arrives. Something in me relishes the taboo of the whole situation, the forbidden nature of it all, and I feel delightfully naughty as I put on the red lace lingerie consisting of a bra and thong that my husband got me for our anniversary. I never wore it before, an opportunity never arose. It suits my fit body well, and I catch myself staring at my reflection for a bit before I apply the final touch.

The collar.

It has become a symbol of my submission to Brian, and I have found that it occasionally finds its way onto my neck when I work alone in the office after my last session of the day. It is heavy and tight, but I get aroused whenever I hear the lock click and feel the cold steel against my skin. The shiny steel goes well with the red lingerie, and I feel confident and sexy when I assume my position on the floor of my office.

He does not knock. He enters, taking control of the room immediately with his smile and his posture. I am already wet from sitting in the submissive position with the collar around my neck, and I think he can tell.

“There she is,” he says. “My therapist. My slave.” He starts circling me slowly, swallowing me with his eyes. “Thank you for bringing me back. I’ve looked forward to this, to … repaying you.” His fingers graze my hair, and it sends a shiver down my spine. “But first, I want to get to know you a little better.”

I look up at him with a curious stare. This was not what I had expected. “What do you mean?”

A hard, painful slap lands on my cheek, causing me to shriek. “Try again.”

If my husband had slapped me like that, I would have stormed off and never come back, but at this moment, the pain only adds to the wet stain on my thong. “What do you mean … Master?”

“All this time, we’ve talked about me. My fantasies. My desires. I know almost nothing about you.” He stops behind me. “I want to know your secrets. I want even more power over you.” His voice is steady and confident, and I shudder when I feel his hands around my neck. “This collar is just physical control, my slave. Don’t you agree?”

“Y… yes, Master.” Something about it all both terrifies and arouses me, but I never once consider using the safe word. Even though what Brian is suggesting is stepping over several of the limits I set for myself when I started this type of session with clients, I do not want to stop.

“Very good. Stand up.”

I get up and balance on the tall heels with my hands on my head. Brian proceeds to lock my wrists behind my back using a pair of handcuffs, but he does not stop there. A short chain is locked to the ring on my collar which is then turned so the chain rests on my back.

Then Brian pulls my handcuffs up. I wince as my wrists are raised until they can go no further, only to be locked onto the chain with a padlock.

“Describe how it feels, slave,” Brian says and stands before me.

I try to move my wrists, but there is no give. “It … it makes it hard to breathe, Master. My wrists and shoulders hurt, I … I like it.”

“And I like your outfit. Nice to see you dressing like the slut you are,” Brian says and slides a finger down the thong. “Mmm … you’re soaking wet. Perfect. I noticed a toy in your cupboard last time that I’ve been aching to use on you.”

Oh … fuck, I think to myself when I see the toy in question. I never intended for that device to be used on me. I used it twice on a very uptight, conservative woman that wanted to try and challenge herself, which worked, but as he slides the thick steel device into my pussy and use the thong to hold it in place, I can feel beads of nervous sweat trickling down my back.

“Sit down on the couch, slave,” Brian says.

Sitting down only serves to press the steel device even deeper inside me, and my lips quiver as I watch Brian sit down in my chair, crossing his legs in an obvious mockery of my usual routine. The roles have switched now. He is the one with all the power.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, and I want you to answer honestly,” Brian says. “If I’m not satisfied with the answer, I’ll shock your cunt.” He waves the remote to the device at me with a smile. It is the strongest unit on the market, and the box came with more warning stickers than a box of enriched uranium. And now the steel cock capable of massive electrical shocks is inside me.

“Now … for how long have you been married?”

I hesitate. Wearing the lingerie my husband gave me is one thing, but talking about my marriage somehow seems more forbidden. I have been a psychiatrist for long enough to know that Brian is using my trade against me, that he wants more power, and the thing that troubles me the most is that I am willing to give it to him.

“29 years,” I say.

Brian nods, but he presses the remote anyway.

I scream. An intense, stinging pain hits the walls of my pussy and fades as quickly as it appeared.

“You took too long to answer. And you once again forgot to say ‘master’.” He smiles. “Let’s try another one. Do you love your husband?”

“Yes, Master.”

“I believe you. Does he know that you act like a horny, dumb cunt when you’re with clients like me, degrading yourself like this?”

The verbal abuse triggers something inside me, something primal, and the device inside my pussy suddenly feels like a welcome presence. I move a bit on the couch to make it rub against my insides before answering. “No, he doesn’t, Master.”

Another shock. Higher voltage. It feels like my pussy is about to explode, and the pain causes me to pull on my restraints, choking me harder. My body does not know how to cope, and wet stains re starting to form on my dress as I begin to lactate Fuck, this is intense.

“That was for keeping secrets from your husband,” Brian says with a superior grin. He watches me for a bit, enjoying the look of my trembling body and silent tears. “Now … have you ever fantasized about sex with your friend Anna?”

“What?” I scream at the top of my lungs when another shock hits me, and I wonder for a second if the office is soundproof enough. There are plenty of other companies and businesses in the building. “Please … Master, it hurts so much.”

“You heard the question. Answer it.”

“Maybe … once or twice. But just a fleeting thing, Master.” I feel very vulnerable being questioned like this. Anna is probably the person that knows most about what is going on inside my head, but Brian is in a position to force the doors wide open.

He leans forward in the chair. He makes a point of showing me that he is turning the thing inside me to its highest setting. “This one is important: What is your deepest, darkest fantasy? You fulfill the fantasies of others all the time, but what do you want?”

I stare at his finger hovering over the shock button. The question catches me off guard; I rarely give thought to things like that, and for a second, my mind is blank. But the shock that tears through my body when he holds the button down causes every cell to explode in pain and forces an answer out of me.

“I just want to be a slave! I just want to be fucked, used, and abused!” I cry, barely able to get the words out. The shocks stop. I curl up in a fetal position on the couch while I sob, my hands still tied uncomfortably behind my back. “I … I just want a break from all this responsibility. I just want to be tied up and told what to do for once. I want to feel something. Pain. Pleasure. Humiliation …” The words flow from my lips without pause, without consideration as my body shakes from the pain. It dawns on me that though I am addicted to Brian’s character and magnetism, I have needed the outlet he offers me for years. He was just the one to trigger the desires that had been building within me for decades.

He sits next to me and strokes my hair. It is a welcome sign of affection after the intensity of the last few minutes, but even more welcome is his finger gracing the outside of my pussy. I feel emotionally exhausted and exposed after baring myself, and I cannot shake the feeling that Brian owns something of me now that I cannot get back.

I do not mind it, though.

“Master, I …” I begin, but I am interrupted by a knock on the door. I have completely forgotten about Anna.

“Come in, Anna.” Brian gets up from the couch and greets my friend with a smile. I manage to sit up again, but it is not an elegant maneuver the way that I am restrained. “So glad you decided to join us.”

Anna stares at me for a bit, but there is no shock or fear in her eyes, only curiosity. “Me too. What are you two doing?”

“I’m using this remote control to torture Rachel’s pussy with electric shocks. I’ve gotten her to reveal some … interesting things about herself.”

I whimper in response.

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” Anna says and takes off her jacket. The black hair is tied in a tight ponytail, and she is wearing an elegant sleeveless dress that shows off her toned arms; she only recently quit her long career in the military to become a consultant in the private sector. “Can I try? I have something I want to know.”

“Sure, why not?” Brian hands the remote to Anna who sits down next to me with a devious smile on her face.

“Rachel, my dear,” she says, sliding her thumb teasingly back and forth across the button. “You’ve denied this for years, but I want a straight answer … did you fuck my boyfriend Greg back in college?”

Oh, fuck you. I cannot help but smile at the question and the absurdity of the situation. “I didn’t … AAAAAAARGH! FUCK!” I scream and writhe on the couch when Anna presses the button. “FINE! Yes, I did it! Once!”

Anna laughs. “I knew it!” She hands the remote back to Brian. “Thank you.”

Brian looks at Anna with a furrowed brow. “You don’t want to punish her more for that?”

Anna shrugs. “Nah, sleeping with Greg would have been punishment enough, he was horrible in bed. Anyway …” She rubs her thighs, and for a moment, the confidence fades. “How … how do you want to do this?”

“It’s up to you.” Brian smiles. “You can watch, if you want, just like last time … or …” He nods towards me. “Or you can submit to me.”

Anna stares at me for a bit. Her eyes linger on the collar around my neck. “I don’t know you, Brian.” She bites her lower lip. “But that kind of makes it hotter. I’ve never tried something like this.”

“Your safe word is ‘orange’,” Brian says in a calm, emphatic voice. “If anything goes too far, you use it, and I’ll stop. I’ll check in on you from time to time to make sure you’re having a good time.”

I swell up with pride; Brian is handling this amazingly, and I am not surprised when Anna nods a moment later.

“I’m in. Tie me up … Master.”

A few minutes later, Anna and I are both kneeling on the floor in front of Brian. He is naked, gently stroking his impressive cock as he looks down at his two slaves. A leather collar has been locked around Anna’s neck, she is naked, and her cuffed hands are connected to the collar behind her back same as mine.

“This … this is like a dream come true,” Brian says as if he cannot believe that he has the two of us tied up and waiting for his command. He has not found it necessary to remove the device from my pussy, but at least the remote is lying on the table. “Two naughty, horny sluts at my command. We’ll start slow. New slave, drink from your friend’s massive udders.”

Anna licks her lips and looks me in the eye as she gets in position in front of me. She keeps eye contact as she takes one of my nipples in her mouth and forms a vacuum. My body shivers as she drinks; her lips are soft, but she is not afraid to use her teeth to tease me. Is it pleasant and intimate, and I love knowing that my friend is drinking from me. It turns me on, and I whimper when Brian pulls Anna back.

“Very good.” He stands in front of Anna. “Suck my cock, new slave. Let us see what you’ve got.”

Anna does not hesitate. Without protest or pause she begins to suck Brian’s cock like her life depends on it. I have never seen her as a submissive type, but it comes naturally to her. She probably enjoys this for the same reasons I do.

Brian looks at me. “And you … lick my asshole.”

I walk on my knees until I am right behind him. He uses his hands to spread his asscheeks, revealing his asshole to me. I refuse to be upstaged by Anna, and I start licking the asshole with vigorous enthusiasm. Brian cannot hold in the moans as we pleasure him.

“Good … yes … like that,” he groans. “Get your tongue in there.”

I do as I am told, forcing my tongue inside him. The familiar, bitter taste of his shit pierces my tongue, and I feel waves of lust rolling through me, aided by the massive steel cock moving inside me.

Brian grabs hold of Anna’s hair and pulls her head back. “Not bad. I’m going to fuck you now, okay?”

Anna nods and smiles, and I cannot help but feel a little jealous of her, which I assume is part of Brian’s plan for us. He wants to deepen my dependence on him, make me work harder for his affection – I have no real doubt that I am the one he truly wants, but he wants to sow the seed of doubt in my mind.

It is annoyingly effective.

He bends Anna over the couch’s armrest, pulling away from my tongue. I can do nothing but watch as he slowly enters my best friend and starts fucking her.

“Rachel, go kiss Anna. Make sure to ram that shit-covered tongue deep down her throat. I want her to get a small taste of it.” He pauses for a moment to allow Anna to comprehend what I have just been told to do, but she does not protest.

I get onto the couch and approach her. The taste of shit dominates my mouth, and I can tell that Anna is not too happy about it, but she did not come here to stay safely within her comfort zone.

We kiss. I can tell that she is gagging as my tongue enters her mouth, but she endures it. The taste of shit lingers, mixes with the sweet taste of my breastmilk in her mouth, but the kiss soon turns into something more passionate and intense. Fuck, she’s a good kisser.

“Rachel, get up here and bend over the armrest next to Anna.”

“Yes, Master,” I say with a smile. My shoulders are sore, the handcuffs dig into my wrists, and I can barely breathe, but I want nothing more than Brian’s cock inside me.

Anna sends me a subtle smile as I get in position next to her. She winces when Brian starts spanking her hard, but she does not use the safe word. Brian pulls out of her and leans in over us both.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

I nod. “Yes, Master. Please …”

He grins. “Too bad your pussy is already occupied.”

I do not have time to comprehend the words before I hear the condom being put on behind me and the sound of a bottle of lube being opened. Soon after, he slides effortlessly inside my asshole. I do not know why, but he feels bigger than ever, and I both moan and cry as he starts fucking me hard. My hips crash into the couch, and while he punishes my asshole, he starts fingering Anna. Our moans join together in a heavenly choir, and at this moment, I am happy that Anna is there with me.

Brian soon starts switching between our assholes. Anna screams when he first enters her; I know she has never been a fan of anal, she has told me as much, but something about the situation makes her endure it, and I notice a smile forming on her face. While he fucks her, he starts shocking my pussy again, but the voltage is far lower now, and I find to my surprise that I am enjoying it immensely.

“It … is … time,” Brian groans as he pushes deep inside Anna’s asshole. “For the finale.” He grabs hold of Anna’s hair and forces her to look up at him. I can tell that the movement causes her collar to tighten; the veins on her neck are visible under the skin, but she cannot hide the arousal building within her. “Do you want to eat my shit, Anna?”

It is a genuine question. He is allowing her to sit the next part out.

Anna hesitates for a moment. “I … I’d like to try it, Master. Just … just don’t force me.”

He nods. “That is fair.” He pulls his cock out of her and stops shocking my pussy. “Kneel on the carpet in front of the couch, both of you.” Brian lays out a towel from the bathroom on the couch. He sits down before leaning back to get in position. “Rachel will start. Anna, you give it a try when you’re ready.”

I lick my lips in anticipation. I hate the taste. I hate the texture. I hate the feeling of the shit as I swallow it. But I love the rush of pure, unfiltered degradation and humiliation it triggers within me. Nothing else comes close. When the turd peeks out from Brian’s asshole, I take a bite of it and start chewing. It continues to come, and I rub my face in it, smearing it all over me to show my submission. I can hear Anna whimper next to me. I take another large bite and embrace the feel of the grainy substance in my mouth, the horrible stench, and the feel of the warm shit on my face.

Anna approaches hesitantly. Her hands are still securely cuffed behind her back; I have to admit that she looks good in bondage. She takes a small bite of the next turd exiting Brian’s ass. Her face contorts as she chews it, but before she has a chance to swallow it, she throw up on the carpet.

“Fuck! I’m so sorry …” She spits a few times. “I’m sorry, Master …” She looks over at me. “How the fuck do you do it?”

I smile at her. So does Brian.

”It’s alright, Anna,” he says. “You don’t have to eat more. Do you want it smeared over your body?”

She nods. “Yeah, that’s alright, Master. Thank you.”

He looks at me. “Take some more in your mouth. Smear it across her breasts and face.”

I nod. I am still struggling to swallow the large amounts of shit already in my mouth, but I manage to force it down and fill my mouth with the last turd coming out of Brian. I start smearing it across Anna; the dark brown substance paints her tanned body, and it feels good to rub my lips against her face. It is filthy and intimate at the same time, and we are soon covered in shit.

I know I have one last thing to do.

“Mmm … very good,” Brian says while I lick his asshole clean. “When you’re done, kneel next to Anna.”

I lick the last bits of shit from his asshole and do as I am told. Brian gets up and starts stroking his rock-hard cock.

“You’ve both done well for a pair of upper-class cunts,” he says with a smile. “Open up to get your final reward.”

We both lean forward and open our mouths while we look up at him. Our faces are close together when he comes, blowing his massive load into our mouths and onto our faces. It is the final humiliation, the final display of power. Brian lets out a satisfied groan as he smears the last few drops of cum into my hair. He smiles at me.

“Thank you, Rachel. For all of it.”

I swallow the shit and cum cocktail and smile back. “It’s my pleasure as always.”

“And mine too,” Anna says.

Brian rubs the back of his neck. “I … I want to …”

I nod. “I know, Brian. It’s alright. I wouldn’t hug us right now either. I’d appreciate it if you uncuff us before you go, though.” I rattle my chains to underline my point. “But don’t feel guilty, okay? We’ve both had a great time.”

The warm water feels good against my sore body. My pussy is finally free of the diabolical device, and the last few lumps of feces are slowly washed away. I look at the red grooves left by the handcuffs. Two soft hands take hold of my wrists and gently massage the marks.

“Those won’t be gone until tomorrow,” Anna says and smiles at me. The water trickles down her naked body, and I rub a tiny streak of shit from her cheek.

I nod. “Neither will yours.”

“I know. But I’m not married. I think you need to borrow my watch and bracelet to cover them up.” Anna smiles and lets her fingers run through my hair. “Thanks for this. I had fun.”

“Me too.” I sigh. “I … felt jealous when he started fucking you.”

Anna lets go of my wrists and takes my hands in hers. “Rach … are you sure you’ve got this under control?”

I shrug. “I’m not sure. I don’t think I can stop, but it does help him. I … I’m considering becoming his long-term… slave. To ensure that he can retain the confidence. It’ll take a long time, but it’s worth it. He’s a good man. He deserves it.”

“He is. And I’m sure you’ll enjoy it as well,” Anna hugs me. “But can you untangle yourself when it is all done?” She begins to milk me, and I sigh as the relief washes over my body.

I do not answer. I do not want to think that far ahead. For now, I just want to feel my friend’s naked body against mine and swim in the intense, erotic memories of what we have just experienced together.

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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