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Ilie on the floor for a bit, trying to calm my breathing. My fingers run across my naked body, dragging a trail of cum and shit after them. It has been an intense session, filled with humiliation, pleasure, and pain. I wince as I remove the clamps from my nipples and gently massage my sore breasts. Milk trickles from my engorged, bruised nipples, and I wipe a drop and put it in my mouth, welcoming the sweet taste as a counter to the bitter aftertaste. There is always a moment of unpleasant clarity after a session with Brian, a moment where the disapproving voice in the back of my mind manages to break through the fog of lust and ask me what the hell I am doing.

Living my life, I think with a tired smile as I swallow the last bit of shit left in my mouth. I dread the next part; even though Brian has left to go on a date with his girlfriend Lucy, the most humiliating and terrifying part of my afternoon still awaits.

I sit up and adjust the heavy steel collar around my neck. It is tight, always present, as are the handcuffs and leg irons. I stare at the door, desperately hoping that he has changed his mind and come back, but I know that it is not likely to happen.

“You’ve done the walk of shame plenty of times in college,” I whisper to myself and get to my feet. But not like this.

I catch a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror next to the door. Shit is smeared across my face and chest, and there is cum in my hair and all over my naked body. Dried-up breast milk has formed two rivers down my body. To most people, this would be a horrifying sight, their worst nightmare, but I can feel the arousal build within me. I love the humiliation. I love being restrained and helpless.

But I still dread leaving my office like this.

I open the door carefully and push my head outside. I know that I could go shower in the bathroom connected to my office before heading out, which would make it a tad less embarrassing, but it would go against his wishes. He’d find out. Somehow. I step into the corridor; it is late in the afternoon, and the chance of running into someone is slim, but I still scurry along the wall as fast as my chained feet will allow. Most of the other tenants on this floor of the building are therapists like me or small businesses, and they do not tend to work late. It is not the first time that Brian has taken my clothes and the keys to my restraints with him and placed them in the elevator, but I have rarely been this dirty when I have gone to pick them up.

Come on … I press the elevator button again. I flinch at every sound and keep looking over my shoulder while the number above the elevator nears my floor.

The door opens.

I stare into the surprised eyes of a beautiful young woman. Her gaze travels up and down my body a few times, and her nose curls as the smell hits her.

“Hi there,” I say, trying to smile, but I can see in the mirror behind the woman that my teeth are stained brown by the shit I have been eating. “Don’t mind me, I just need to … get my things.”

She moves to the side when I step inside the elevator to pick up the pile of clothes in the corner before stepping outside again.

“Are you … alright?” she asks. She tries to reciprocate my smile, but her lips only show disgust. She clutches her purse and takes half a step back.

“Me? I’m fine.” I wink at her. “I just like eating shit.” I place a finger in front of my lips. “It’ll be our little secret.”

She nods and presses the button in the elevator again and again. The crushing sense of humiliation and awkwardness hangs in the air between us for a moment before the doors close again. I smile. The disgust on the woman’s face only managed to turn me on even further, and the moment I close the door to my office behind me, my fingers start rubbing my clit.

Fuck, that was humiliating. And hot. No part of me thinks of the possible repercussions, I merely soak in the adrenaline and lust brought on by the experience. I manage to wrestle my fingers away from my clit for a bit, but they tremble so much from the excitement that it takes me multiple attempts to remove my handcuffs.

The meeting with the woman lingers in my mind when I enter the shower a few minutes later. I milk myself into the drain, finally relieving the pressure. The collar is still locked firmly around my neck while my hands begin to wander, causing the small bathroom to fill with my moans and whimpers. My imagination runs wild as I fantasize about being humiliated in public by Brian. I have yet to understand why I am so turned on by humiliation and degradation, especially since I have always found it important to keep up appearances. And yet, my mind is filled with fantasies of being dragged on a leash through crowded places while I am covered in shit.

***

I stare at the door for a bit after the day’s first client has left. I have had multiple sessions with the young Hannah; she is a beautiful girl who is struggling with confidence issues, and I had to bite my tongue not to suggest that she should let her boyfriend shit on her. My odd relationship with Brian has taken over my mind and much of my life, and it is starting to affect how I approach my work, which is causing a blaring alarm to go off in my head.

But I am way past the point of no return. Instead of using the time until my next client arrives to reflect, I pick up my phone and call Brian. A tiny surge of adrenaline rushes through my body when he picks up.

“Hello, slave.”

Good, he’s alone.

“Good morning, Master.” The hand not holding my phone automatically slides up under my skirt. “I got caught.”

“You did? Do tell.”

“There was a woman in the elevator yesterday. She saw me.” The fingers slide inside me. I am already wet. “Cuffed and covered in shit and cum.”

There is a short pause on the other end.

“Hmm … and how did that make you feel?”

Who’s the therapist here? “Horny, Master. I … I’ve masturbated three times since it happened.”

“Did I give you permission to do that?”

I smile. “No, Master.” That was the whole point. “Are you going to punish me?”

“I might have to.” I can hear the smile in his voice. “Come by my house when you’re done with work today.”

He hangs up, not waiting for a response. It is just what I had hoped, and though my juices are dripping onto my desk chair, I manage to force my fingers away from my pussy. I want to save myself for what is to come.

I find it hard to focus during the following appointments. My eyes keep being drawn to the locked cupboard filled with collars and handcuffs, and even though I open it to cuff and whip a middle-aged woman to help her get over her fear of pain, the session does not bring me the satisfaction it usually would. I want to be on the receiving end. I want the pain. The humiliation. The abuse.

My skin is sizzling with anticipation as I park my car a few houses away and walk toward the innocuous little house. I wonder if Bethany, Brian’s mother, will be the one to open the door when I ring the doorbell, but at this point, the woman has seen me in every embarrassing situation imaginable without seeming bothered, so I am not even sure that I care anymore. I look down at my expensive, business-like dress and heels, smiling at the knowledge that I may have to throw the clothes out when Brian is done with me. Now that I think about it, a lot of my wardrobe has had to be discarded due to stains and tears since I met Brian.

I adjust my ponytail and take a deep breath before ringing the doorbell. Brian opens the door shortly after.

“Hello, Ma…” I begin, but Brian just grabs hold of my hair and pulls me inside, pressing me up against the wall. I can feel a few drops of milk being pressed out, soaking my bra. He does not speak as he tears my clothes off before pulling my hands behind my back and handcuffing them.

Oh, fuck yes … No part of me wants to protest. At this moment, I am a slave, and what I desire or want is not important. The cold steel around my wrists is like a jammer, something that turns off a part of my personality. He gags me with a large ballgag and closes a steel collar around my neck with a leash attached before dragging me into the living room. Bethany is reading on the sofa, and she just smiles at me as I am being led naked and shackled through her house toward the entrance to the basement.

I wonder what awaits me, I think to myself as I descend the staircase into the musty, dark basement. I have not been here since I spent a weekend as Brian’s toilet slave, but seeing the heavy chains still locked to the wall in the corner brings back fond, intense memories.

“Sit down on the ground,” Brian orders and points at the old concrete floor.

I wince as the cold ground touches my genitals. Brian tightens a set of heavy, thick leather manacles around my ankles and attaches them to either end of a metal bar, forcing my legs apart. He then grabs a weird remote from a table and presses a button. A winch whirs to life above me, lowering a chain that he locks onto the middle of the bar keeping my legs apart.

“Mmmmph?” I look up at him. I know what he is about to do, but I have never tried something like this before.

He just smiles as he presses the remote.

First, my feet are raised off the floor. I rest on my elbows as my lower body follows until I am finally suspended from the ceiling, dangling back and forth. The strain on my ankles is severe, but the thick leather makes it bearable. The leash connected to my collar scrapes against the floor, and I have rarely felt this vulnerable. I get dizzy for a second as the blood rushes to my head, but my throbbing pussy still manages to hold on to a good bit of it.

Fuck, this is intense. The gag makes it hard to breathe, and the heavy collar presses on my neck. My arms suddenly feel heavy, but the handcuffs prevent them from hanging.

Brian grabs my ponytail and pulls it, causing my body to swing back and forth. He looks down at me with a sadistic smile as he begins to undress, and I stare at his erect cock that is placed right in front of my head. He takes hold of the leash to my collar and pulls it until I choke. He removes my gag with the other hand.

“Suck it, slave.”

I open my mouth and try to reach his cock, but I have no way of getting closer. I extend my tongue and manage to lick the tip, but a moment later, he lets go of the leash, causing me to swing back again. When I return, he grabs hold of my body and rams his cock into my mouth. It feels odd at first to have it rubbing against my tongue this way while his balls hit my nose, but when Brian starts slapping my pussy, all thoughts of the awkward position escape my mind. The stinging sensation from my pussy spreads throughout my overloaded body, giving me an intense, wild rush.

“Fuck, that feels good …” Brian says and clenches his jaw as he fucks my mouth, thrusting hard and deep down my throat. “Isn’t it nice to be fucked like a piece of meat hung up to dry, slut?”

“Mmmm …” Saliva trickles down my face and into my eyes. I do feel like a piece of meat. I just want Brian to punish me, to use and abuse me, and the strenuous position deepens my submission and brings forth my masochistic side.

He keeps growing inside my mouth, and his thrusts become more violent, making breathing even more difficult than it already is. I am close to passing out when I feel his warm seed inside my mouth. I cannot contain it, causing it to spill out; it goes into my nose and hair, underscoring my humiliation. I whimper when he pulls out, and he uses the tip of his cock to smear the cum all over my face.

“A nice … start,” he says as he tries to catch his breath. He opens a water bottle nearby and empties it with a pleased sigh. “Thirsty?”

I nod. My eyes are closed; I do not want to risk the pain of getting cum in my eyes. “Yes, Master.”

“Then open your mouth.”

I do as I am told. Shortly after, my face is sprayed with a warm liquid, and the somewhat salty, bitter taste tells me that Brian is pissing on my face. I swallow the few drops that enter my mouth and dare to open my eyes. A little semen has entered them, causing them to burn like hell, but I still manage to keep them open and look up at my Master.

My Master. My crush … I have tried to suppress the love I feel for him, knowing that he can never be fully mine, but without success. I am helplessly in love with him, and the pain it causes me furthers my humiliation. I am not just his middle-aged slave. I am a miserable, love-stricken woman who is cheating on her loving husband with a man half her age who will never return her affection the way she wants.

It's an addiction.

I smile. An addiction I cannot do without.

Brian kneels in front of me and begins to drink from my strained breasts. The intimacy is welcome, and I sigh with pleasure as the milk flows from me and into his mouth. He empties them both as well as he can before finding a pair of nipple clamps with a small connecting chain and meticulously applies them to my massive udders that jiggle with every movement. I wince as the sharp steel digs into them, made worse a moment later when he applies small weights to them. Despite being almost empty, the pressure causes more milk to drip from my udders.

“Does it hurt, slave?”

“Y… yes, Master.” I grit my teeth and groan.

“Good.”

“FUCK!” I scream when Brian grabs the connecting chain and pulls it, causing my breasts to strain as my body is pulled forward. It is both amazing and terrifying at the same time.

“Tell me how much you deserve this, you worthless cunt,” Brian says. “Tell me why.”

“I … I deserve to be punished, Master!” I cry as my entire body trembles. “I’m a worthless slave, a miserable cunt that deserves nothing more than pain.”

“Why?”

“Because … because I am a cheater. A whore.” Tears start dripping onto the floor from my eyes. “A woman who … pretends to have everything sorted out but just wants to be fucked, abused, and shit on.”

He smiles. “Exactly. A dirty cheater. You’ve defiled your marriage again and again, and now, you’re going to tell me everything I want to know about your husband.”

I have suggested it myself. Suggested that Brian interrogate me to get the information on my husband’s company that I am more than willing to give him, but now that I am hanging upside down and naked, it feels wrong. It feels like an actual interrogation. I do not mind giving Brian information to use in his journalistic work when we are just talking, but now I find that I do not want to think about my husband in the middle of a session.

Too late to back out now.

“How long has your husband worked at the company?” Brian pulls the nipple clamps hard.

“AAAH! 20 … 21 years!”

“Which is it?”

More pain. “FUCK! 21! It’s 21!”

He lets go, causing me to swing wildly back and forth. He starts slapping my breasts hard, which makes me spin around in circles. When my back is toward him, his palm attacks my buttcheeks, and I get madly turned on by the barrage of hits.

“Pain is not the only way to get answers,” he says and steadies my body. He buries his face between my legs.

“Oooooh …” I moan loudly. “Th… thank you, Master.”

His tongue finds its way inside me, exploring the inside of my pussy. His chin rubs against my clit, and my entire body shivers with arousal. It feels incredibly intense, and he spices it up by tugging at the nipple clamps.

Then he stops.

“No! More, Master, please!” I whimper in a pathetic voice.

“How often is your husband away on business?”

It is humiliating to be this horny and forced to talk about my husband. But it is also arousing. “Once … sometimes twice … a month.”

His tongue gently traces the outside of my pussy, teasing me. It is torture. He has barely licked me yet, and I am already edging hard from the intense bondage and pain.

“For how long at a time?”

At this point, I am willing to give him anything. The questions are harmless, but the situation feels like a matter of life and death as I swing gently back and forth. “Only … a few days. Please … Master … lick me, I beg you!”

He obliges. He pushes me further and further, but by now, Brian knows every twitch that my body makes. He keeps me on a knife’s edge, and I have no way of pushing myself into the orgasm. I squirm and beg as the arousal becomes torturous.

Brian takes a step back and watches as I thrash in frustration. Sweat pours from my body, and my lips tremble as I beg him again and again.

“Where does he go?”

I whimper. “Europe, mostly. Often Paris.”

“That’s not true. You’re lying to me.”

What?

Brian grabs a cane and starts hitting my breasts with all his strength. I scream as the pain tears through my body. It is overwhelming, and though I love pain, it feels more intense than ever.

“Tell me the truth!” Brian shouts and lands another flurry of strikes right on my pussy.

I cry and scream, unable to form a sentence until he pauses. “I … I don’t know!”

“I used a few connections.” Brian exchanges the cane for a whip and continues to strike at my pussy. “Your husband does fly to Europe – and then to South America.”

He does? I struggle to comprehend what Brian is saying. The pain is too much. Too intense.

I am at a loss for words, but Brian is not done torturing me. He leaves for a bit and finds a heavy dumbbell. He places it beneath my head and locks the chain connected to my collar to the dumbbell, shortening the chain until the weight is lifted off the floor.

“Can you breathe?”

I nod. “B… barely.” The steel collar chokes me, and I let out a loud, drawn-out moan when Brian starts fingering me a moment later. My words turn into unintelligible whimpers.

My body is sore and covered in marks from whips, canes, and paddles. Once in a while, he takes a break from the punishment to finger or lick me, but he never lets me come.

The door to the basement opens. Bethany comes down the stairs, whistling to herself. A content smile nestles on her full lips. “Brian, sweetie? You haven’t had dinner, so I brought you a sandwich.” She places a plate on a table nearby. The elegant, aging woman leans against the table and watches me hang there while Brian takes a large bite of the sandwich.

No words are spoken. While my master eats, his mother watches me hang there. Something in her eyes tells me that part of her wants to join on, to grab the whip and lay into me, but she just smiles and walks away again.

Brian turns toward me. I have answered countless questions about my husband and his work, and no matter how I have answered, pain has been my reward.

“Do you want to come, slave?”

I nod. “Please …” My brain has almost ceased to function. The intense signals from my body have overruled any rational thought and have entered a primal state. I just want to come.

He pushes his cock into my mouth and leaves it there, almost like a gag. He grows inside me while his tongue once again lashes at my clit. It only takes a few seconds before my body tenses up for a beautiful, short moment, only to relax in a massive explosion of lust and pleasure. His cock muffles my screams as my entire body shakes.

It keeps going, but even though the orgasm still pulses through my body, the release lifts the fog that has settled on my mind. Signals from my tormented body start hammering my brain, telling me that I am getting woozy from all the blood flowing to my head, that my ankles are screaming, and that Brian probably managed to break my skin in a few spots when he whipped and caned me. He stands there for a bit, keeping his cock inside my mouth as a sign of dominance.

“You belong to me,” he says.

As if it needs to be said.

He places an old, worn mattress under me before pressing the remote, lowering me to the ground. Though rusty springs poke my back when the weight is finally taken off my ankles, the mattress feels amazing. I am exhausted and tired, and I let out a sigh of relief when the leather manacles are taken off, but I remain collared and handcuffed.

And yet, despite the massive orgasm and tiredness, I feel like I am missing something.

I look up at Brian. “Please, Master … won’t you fuck me?”

He smiles. “After all that?”

I nod. “I need your cock inside me. Badly.” I flutter my eyelashes and pout. The ambitious career woman is reduced to a begging, horny slut. “Please?”

He squats in front of me. I cannot take my eyes off the massive, flaccid cock dangling between his legs. “I’m not done punishing you, so no fucking. Not yet.” His smile takes on a more sinister edge. “What are you doing tomorrow night?”

More time with Brian? “Nothing, Master.” I fail to hide my enthusiasm.

He slaps me. “Wrong. You’re going out for drinks. Tomorrow, I want you to go shopping for the sluttiest dress you can find. I’ll text you the address where we’ll meet up.”

My cheek burns, but the thought of being publically humiliated by Brian is a huge turn-on. A warmth spreads through my body, and it only increases when Brian lays down next to me, pulling me close. It feels like I am lying next to a furnace, he is so warm, but the tenderness is welcome, yet it is accompanied by a sting of sorrow, knowing that most of his cuddling is reserved for someone else. I am suddenly very aware that I am a mother of two and a loving wife who is handcuffed, naked, and covered in dried cum, lying on a smelly mattress in a basement, desperate for the tiniest sliver of attention from a man half my age. My life took a weird turn somewhere. A normal person would run away, but not me.

It is too late for me.

Instead, I start rubbing my pussy against his thigh, aching for any form of stimulation. He lets me, at least for now, seemingly amused by my moaning, sweating humping. But the pitiful display is interrupted shortly after by Bethany who calls from upstairs to say that she has prepared the couch for me.

***

I feel a knot forming in my stomach as I stare at the mannequins in front of me. The small shop is bustling with activity, filling the air with laughs and chatter, which only makes me more uncomfortable.

“Who are these people?” I ask through clenched teeth.

Anna takes a see-through red dress off the rack and looks at it with a grin. “Prostitutes. Strippers. Daring influencers. Young girls who want to get laid. Times have changed since we were young, Susie.” She smiles at me. “How about this one?”

I look at the red dress with a frown. “I need a slutty dress, yes, but I have to be able to get to the bar without being arrested for public indecency first.”

“You’d wear it if he ordered you to.”

I sigh. “Yeah, I would.”

“A while ago, I’d have berated you about taking orders from a young client …”

“And now?”

Anna frowns. “Now … I get it. How far we’ve fallen, huh?”

“Fallen or risen?”

She laughs. “Fair point. I never thought I’d be a financial, or literal, slave to a man half my age, but it has certainly spiced up my life.”

I let my fingers run across a latex dress nearby and feel a pleasant shiver that nestles in my loins. “Do you still see other men?”

“I did for a bit, but nothing gave me that … rush.” Anna bites her lower lip. “I’m thinking about going to a BDSM club, to offer myself up to the masses. But none of them is going to compare to Brian.”

I smile. “No, he’s pretty amazing. Charming. Handsome.”

Anna puts the dress back and crosses her arms. “You’re in love with him, aren’t you?”

I can feel the blood rush to my head. “I …” I consider denying it, but Anna knows me too well. “Yeah, I am.”

“Fuck …”

We spend a few moments in silence, staring at the voluptuous young women in the store.

“Are you going to leave …” Anna starts, but I interrupt her by shaking my head.

“No. I love my husband.” I sigh. “And Brian is with Lucy. He’ll never see me as more than a slave.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I have to be. I can’t live without him.” I send Anna a look to tell her that she should not inquire further. At that moment, my phone buzzes in my purse. I pick it up and feel a surge of adrenaline as I read the text. “It’s from him. An address and a time.”

Anna reads the message and smirks. “Not the kind of place you’d normally frequent, huh?” She grabs a dress off the rack next to her and hands it to me. “This one will be perfect for that place.”

I rub my arm and sneer. “I’m not sure, Anna. Meeting him in public … and in a place like that. It’s a bit much.”

“Are you getting cold feet?” she asks and raises an eyebrow.

“No … maybe. I don’t know.” It all feels so real all of a sudden. The places he and I usually meet are all closed off and private with few exceptions, and I am torn between the horny part of me that wants to see what he will do to me in a public place and the career woman who worries about meeting a client.

“So meeting a woman in an elevator while you’re covered in shit and shackled is fine, but wearing this dress in a dive bar in another town is too much?” Anna chuckles. “You’re weird.”

I sigh. “You’re right.” I take the dress out of her hand and stare at it for a bit. “My tits are going to jump out of this one.”

“I know. That’s the point.” She kisses me on the cheek. “You’ll have a great time. I’m a little jealous, to be honest.”

***

Ramshackle homes zoom past outside the taxi windows while a blues guitar wrings out the soul of the cuckolded singer on the radio. The taxi swerves for the tenth time since the driver picked me up. I cannot help but feel a little flattered by the fact that I can still cause a man to be distracted by my looks, but I would prefer not to die in a fiery car crash. I meet his gaze in the rearview mirror, and he smiles sheepishly before forcing his eyes back onto the road.

I pull down my dress, but there is hardly anything to pull, and my sizeable bosom is already struggling to stay inside. The plunge-neck cut causes my cleavage to extend to just above my navel, exposing a lot more skin than I am used to. I guess that is the point, I think to myself and sigh. I am both excited and scared, and I have to fight the urge to touch myself. I imagine Brian cuffing me the moment I walk into the bar before offering me up to everyone there.

He wouldn’t do that … would he?

The place is exactly as I expected, maybe even a bit worse. The sign above the door says “The Drunken Goose” in flickering neon letters, half of them broken. A man sits against the wall outside with a bottle of whiskey in his hand and manages a sleazy smile when I walk past. The interior is no more appealing than the outside; the sweet stench of spilled beer and a thick cloud of cigarette smoke assaults the senses, and I feel woefully out of place. Though the music is loud, I feel like every click of my tortuously tall heels on the wooden floor makes another person turn and leer at me. You’re a renowned psychiatrist and therapist, Rachel. Your husband is a pillar of the community. What the fuck are you doing here?

The moistness in my pussy answers my question.

Where is he? The place is crowded, and I feel self-conscious in my skimpy outfit. I am close to giving up when I sense movement behind me. The first thing that hits me moments before slender, strong arms embrace me in a bear hug is the fragile scent of a woman’s perfume.

“Rachel!”

The voice is unfamiliar, and so are the arms. The woman releases me from the hug and turns me around. I stare into a young woman’s smiling face, crowned by thick, blonde waves of hair. The eyes are impossibly blue, shimmering with enthusiasm and vigor. I recognize her, but before I can say her name, I remember that I am not supposed to know who she is.

She smiles at my perplexed expression. “I’m Lucy! I can’t believe I finally get to meet you!” She hugs me again, pressing her giant breasts against mine. Her outfit is more tasteful than mine, but it does little to hide her bosom. “Brian has told me so much about you.” Lucy takes a step back and looks at my body. Marks from the caning and whipping the day before are clearly visible on the parts of my body not covered by the slutty dress. “Wow … those marks … that is so hot.” She bites the tip of her thumb, and I can see the lust in her eyes. “Come, he is over here.”

Lucy takes my hand and leads me to a table in the corner where Brian awaits. He looks amazing; I am not used to seeing him like this, and knowing that he likely dressed up for Lucy and not me brings a sour taste to my mouth.

He gets up and hugs me with a grin. “Welcome, Rachel! I see you’ve met Lucy.” He lifts my dress and slides a finger in between my legs, rubbing my pussy in front of his girlfriend. I glance at Lucy who just smiles gleefully. “Come, sit!”

It is painfully awkward at first. Brian is confident, but just like I had seen when I stalked him and witnessed the two lovers meeting outside a pizzeria, Lucy is the talkative one of the two. At first, the conversation is harmless; she asks about my work, my husband, she tells me about her studies, how she met Brian and mundane topics like that. Brian offers few remarks and mostly spends the time holding Lucy’s hand while his other hand rests on my thigh.

Damn … that girl is amazing. I am forced to begrudgingly admit to myself that Lucy is an absolute delight. Her bubbling personality is disarming, she looks like a goddess and her ability to engage in conversation with genuine interest and humor is mesmerizing.

I get it. I get it now. I feel like a clump-footed, bumbling old hag in her presence. And yet, she makes me feel welcome and appreciated.

“Brian tells me you’ve helped him come out of his shell,” Lucy says and squeezes his hands. “I can’t thank you enough for that. He’d probably never have found the courage to ask me out if you hadn’t.”

“I just couldn’t resist him.” I smile. “I mean … resist helping him.”

She laughs. A genuine, warm laughter that brightens the room. It is infectious. Brian starts laughing, and so do I. I laugh until one of my breast pops out. I hunch over and raise my hand to push it back in, looking around me to see if anyone noticed, but Brian grabs my wrist and stops me.

“Leave it out.” The warmth has left his voice and taken on a cold edge.

I glance nervously at my breast, then at Lucy, but she does seem put off by it. If anything, she seems excited.

She wants to see him dominate me.

“That’s hot …” she says and bites her lower lip. “You’re really his slave.”

I swallow a lump and nod. “Y… yes. I am.”

Lucy rubs up against Brian and kisses him on the cheek. It turns her on, and she makes no attempt to hide it, but it is obvious that their relationship is equal, if not skewed a little in her favor. I can see it in his eyes whenever he looks at her; he adores her, loves her, will do anything for her.

“Ma’am?”

I look up at a barmaid who has come to clear the empty glasses off our table.

“Please put that away,” she says with a smile and leaves.

Brian nods at me, and I can feel my cheeks flush as I hide my breast away. I wallow in the humiliation for a bit, using it to fuel my desire, and I can tell that the whole situation sparked something in Brian as well. He looks at me, holding me fast with his piercing eyes.

“Meet me in the disabled bathroom in two minutes,” he says to me. “Lucy, you can come join us if you want after.”

She smiles. “Oh, I’d love to. Just to watch, right?”

“Of course, sweetie.”

I’m just a tool. Just a sex toy. Tonight’s entertainment meant to fire these lovers up before they go home to fuck. I sigh. Why the fuck am I okay with this? Why does it turn me on so much?

The bathroom is dirtier than I could have imagined. The mirror is cracked, the lightbulb in the ceiling flickers, and the dark, rust-colored discoloration inside the toilet makes my stomach churn, not helped by the piercing smell of old piss.

Suitable.

He stands in front of me with his arms crossed. Lucy slips into the room behind me and stands in the corner, doing her best to be quiet, but all my attention is focused on him and the handcuffs in his hand.

“You want me to push your limits,” he says.

I nod. “Yes, Master.”

“Do you remember your safeword?”

My pussy starts throbbing. “I do.” I look him in the eye as I slip off the revealing dress. I kick off my heels and kneel before him, placing my hands on my head. I arch my back and push my breasts forward to show him that I want this. I submit to him, as I have done so many times before.

A genuine, warm smile spreads on his lips, and for a short, magical moment, it is just the two of us. I forget about Lucy and soak in the affection streaming from him. He strokes my cheek, and the gentle touch makes my body tremble.

Then he slaps me. Hard. The shock tears through me, coursing through my veins until it ends up in my loins.

“Again, Master,” I say and keep eye contact. “Please.”

He obliges. He does not hold back, and the burning sensation lingers on my cheek long after the slap has landed. I let out a gasp when he finds a pair of nipple clamps and places them on my nipples. They are heavier and meaner than the ones I am used to, with a small spike on the inside. They are close to piercing the skin, and every slight jiggle of my massive breasts causes a stinging pain.

“Milk yourself.”

I look up at him, confused. “But, Master … the clamps.”

He slaps me again. “Do it.”

I scream. The milk squirts onto the ground, but every time I pull at my breasts, the spiky clamps send a surge of pain through my body. I am shaking and crying, begging Brian to let me stop, but he does not answer. When he is satisfied, he grabs my hair and pulls me toward the disabled bar next to the toilet. He handcuffs me to the rusty bar, leaving me helpless and unable to escape. The familiar feel of cold steel around my wrists almost has a calming effect; it feels like coming home. I glance at Lucy, who stands in the corner, swallowing every movement with her eyes.

“Those look good on you,” she says with a smile. “And I love your body.”

I want to answer her, but I am not in control. I am just a submissive slave, and no matter how jealous I am of Lucy, I understand how much is at stake here for Brian. He is letting Lucy into an intimate part of his life, he wants to show her what he is capable of and how much control he has over this pitiful, lovestruck, middle-aged slut. He looks at me while he pulls his cock out of his pants, slowly stroking it as he approaches.

“Worship it.”

“Oh, I like that,” Lucy says. She does not attempt to hide the fact that she is rubbing her clit over her dress.

I slowly rub my cheeks against the soft skin of his cock. I kiss every inch of it and feel it grow from my touch. The handcuffs dig into my skin as I get closer, smelling the mix of cologne and sweat coming from his body. I rub my nose in the moist pubes at the root of his cock while I lick his balls. The humiliating ritual is just a warm-up, and while I smell his balls, I can tell that he is getting ready for the next part.

“Open up, slave.”

Yes.

I open my mouth and look up at him, my eyes brimming with submission and love. He grabs hold of my hair, yanking my head back a little before he rams his cock deep down my throat.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Lucy exclaims as her boyfriend starts fucking my face. I can see her out of the corner of my eye, fired up and horny, and for a second, I wonder why she has no problem with her boyfriend’s cock being deep down his therapist’s throat.

Then it hits me. I am not a threat. I am barely a person right now. Would she be threatened by a blow-up doll or another masturbatory aid?

The degradation and objectification hit me like a truck, causing fluids to spill from my pussy and down my legs. The shame and humiliation I feel should cause me to run away, but instead, it turns me on like nothing else. Brian adds to the sensation a moment later when he pulls out of my mouth for a second, only to take the chain connecting my clamps and put it over his cock before ramming it back inside my mouth.

“MMMPH!” I cry; every thrust yanks at the chain, and the torturous device causes me agonizing pain.

“I love it when she screams like that,” Lucy says from the corner. Her running commentary adds an odd dimension to the proceedings, but coupled with the grimy, disgusting bathroom, it seems fitting. “Fuck her face harder, my love.”

Deeper. He grows and grows, thrusts harder and harder. I can barely breathe with so much cock in my mouth, and the constant, piercing pain in my nipples makes tears stream from my eyes. I whimper when he finally stops and steps back, letting go of my nipple clamps with a smile. He removes his clothes until he stands naked and proud in front of me.

“What do you want next, slave?”

He is not inviting me to guide the session. There is only one right answer. He wants to demonstrate to Lucy just how far he has made this woman fall.

“I … I want to eat your shit, Master.” The words roll off my tongue with ease. “Please …”

He turns his back to me, placing one leg on the toilet before leaning forward. He supports himself against the other disabled bar. His asshole is right in front of my face, beckoning me, and I do not hesitate. I begin to lick it, relishing the bitter taste that reminds me of what is to come. A few revealing moans escape his lips. I can feel the expansion in his asshole, telling me to get ready. A dark brown turd peeks out, and I open my mouth and press it against him. The thick, warm fecal matter pushes into my mouth, triggering my gag reflex, filling my cheeks as it pushes past my teeth. The grainy texture is familiar, as is the bitter taste and crushing feeling of humiliation.

Eating shit in a dive bar’s disabled bathroom while handcuffed and naked.

I begin to cry. I am not sure what is triggering it, but every time I bite down and chew, more tears press out of my eyes. The soft, brownie-like substance overwhelms my senses and my emotions, becoming a symbol of everything I have become. The rancid smell joins the others already in the room. The shit keeps coming, and I have to pull back a little to keep from choking on it, causing chunks to fall onto my breasts and the floor. To underline how pitiful I am, Lucy wrestles herself away from her corner and walks over in front of Brian, kissing him passionately.

More tears. The handcuffs burn my wrists. My mind is filled with whispering, condescending voices telling me what a miserable, useless cunt I am, that I have thrown everything away by walking down this path, and that I can never recover the parts of me that I have lost.

And I have never felt this horny before.

The contrasts tear at my body, threatening to break it.

I lick his asshole clean while sobbing. Lucy sends me a smile and returns to her corner while Brian turns toward me with a sadistic grin creasing his full, beckoning lips. God, I want to kiss those so bad. But they are not for me. Those lips belong to Lucy.

He uncuffs one of my wrists and grabs me by the hair. He pulls me in front of the toilet bowl, and I get to look into the sickening, murky water inside it. The water level is high, and it seems that most people have refrained from flushing tonight, explaining the unpleasant smells in the room. My knees are already sore, scraping against the rough floor and the shit I could not manage to eat.

“I’m going to dunk your head in that toilet, slave,” Brian whispers in my ear. His warm breath is like gasoline on a fire. “Do you deserve it?”

“Y… yes, Master.” The tears are still flowing. My stomach turns at the smell, but the safeword remains locked away in the depths of my mind. “I deserve to be punished. I’m a worthless cunt.”

“How many of my shits have you eaten, you disgusting whore?”

I am surprised by the question, and for a few seconds, I am taken out of the moment. Dozens of humiliating experiences flash through my mind. Lucy has moved up next to the toilet, and she stares at me with a curious, inquisitive stare while one finger sneaks up under her dress.

“I … maybe 22 times?” You’re disgusting.

I do not know if it is the right answer. I think it is. It all blurs together. Brian responds by violently pushing my head into the filthy water. It burns my eyes and my nostrils. He keeps me there until I am close to drowning before pulling me back out. I gasp for air. I want to throw up; the smell is too much, but I barely have time to recover before being pushed back into the horrible toilet water.

I feel the tip of his cock against my asshole while I blow bubbles in a desperate attempt to keep the water out of my mouth. He enters me. All the nerve endings in my asshole explode in a mix of pain and pleasure, and it elevates the whole experience, making me embrace the crushing shame. I begin to gargle the nauseating concoction as he thrusts into me, fucking my ass hard and fast. He flushes the toilet while my head is down there, but the half-clogged toilet is unable to completely replace the water.

It does not matter. Not anymore. Lucy cheers us on as her boyfriend pounds my asshole with all his might.

When Brian finally comes, filling my asshole with his cum as he lets out a loud, satisfied grunt, I am spent. My hair is soaked in piss and the skin on my face sizzles. He lets go of my hair, and I collapse to the floor the moment his massive cock pulls out of me.

“Fuck, that was amazing, darling,” Lucy says and kisses him while I try to catch my breath. My asshole is burning, and the handcuffs are still dangling from my right wrist to add a little sprinkle to my degradation. “Can you make her do more?”

“Of course.” He looks down at me. “Lick the toilet clean. And while you do it, I want you to shit on the floor.”

I look up at him with tired eyes and a fragile smile. “Yes, Master.” I get back on my knees and lick the edge of the toilet and the parts of the bowl I can reach. Parts of the porcelain are worn and rough to the touch, and I gag when someone’s disgusting pubes enter my mouth. While the two lovers make out, I squat on the floor and manage to press out a medium-sized, light-brown turd. It hurts to do it; Brian’s cock has made a mess of my asshole, but it seems fitting.

“Eat some of it,” Brian says, not taking his eyes away from the radiant beauty in front of him. “Smear the rest on your face and in your hair.”

That sounds about right.

“Want to come back to my place?” he asks Lucy while the first small chunks of my shit are squished between my teeth. I am just a backdrop to their conversation.

“I do.” She smiles. “I am so turned on by all this.” She bites her lower lip. “Can I … can I suck you clean, my love?”

He raises an eyebrow. “Honey, let me shower first, I don’t want you to …”

“Please? I just want a small taste.”

I did not know there was another level to my shame and humiliation until now. I have a mouth full of shit and am smearing it into my wet hair while I get to watch Lucy suck Brian’s cock. I lock eyes with her; she pities me, I can see it, and she winces as the bitter taste of my ass on his cock hits her tongue.

He helps her to her feet. “Are you okay?” His voice is filled with love and affection.

She nods. “Yeah, it was fun. Not sure about the taste.” She chuckles. “Let’s go to your place and take a shower, then fuck like bunnies.”

Brian begins putting his clothes on with a smile. “Sounds like a plan.” He looks down at the pitiful mess on the floor that is me. “I’ll see you outside the bar.” He picks up my dress and shoes from the floor and leaves with Lucy.

The door slams. I sit down on the floor and lean my head against the toilet with a sigh. How did it come to this? I fiddle with the shit-stained handcuffs hanging from my wrist. The shame hangs over me like a dark cloud, but I cannot stop smiling, even as the tears moisten the edge of my eye. Even now, I do not want to end this insane relationship. The smelly porcelain cools the back of my head, and even though I know that Brian is waiting for me outside the bar, I allow my shit-stained fingers to wander. The edge of the handcuffs rubs against the inside of my thigh as I rub my clit, the fire inside me fueled by humiliation, shame, and the burning sensation in my tortured asshole. Every time I think I have hit rock bottom, Brian finds a new way to deepen the pit, making it even more difficult for me to escape his grasp.

Not that I want to.

“You’re such a fucking slut, Rachel,” I whimper to myself as my fingers move faster. “You’re a dirty, disgusting cunt.” I imagine how it will feel to leave the bathroom, to walk out of the bar with everyone staring at me. Will anyone stop me? Will they laugh? Will the bartender call the police? Fear grips my body at the thought of being arrested while naked and covered in shit. I imagine my mugshot on the cover of the newspaper, the swarm of emails from disgusted clients firing me, and my husband filing for divorce. And through it all, my shit-covered fingers grind at my clit until it is raw and sore, bringing me to a dirty, shame-filled climax. I clench my jaw to try to keep the orgasmic scream inside; it reverberates in my body, flushing back and forth like a freak wave that cannot find a way to escape, and I fight to retain the rush for as long as I can, knowing that the clarity that follows will be unwelcome and depressing.

Fuck.

I stagger onto my quivering legs and look at myself in the broken mirror. The hair that was perfect earlier in the evening is now wet with piss and caked with shit. For a moment, I consider trying to wash myself clean, but it would take ages to clean myself with the puny water pressure in the old faucet, and no matter what, I am still naked.

I reach for the door handle. My hand is shaking, causing the handcuffs to rattle ominously. I stare at the restraints; I love handcuffs, I love what they symbolize, but the steel suddenly feels heavier than ever. I take a deep breath, but before pushing the handle down, I pause.

No. If you’re going to do this, you’re going to do it right. I move my hands behind my back and click the other cuff shut around my wrist. Walk out proud.

Dozens of eyes turn to stare at me when I walk out into the crowded bar. A group of gruff-looking bikers in the corner leer at me, cheering and laughing. The barmaid that commented on my wayward boob earlier looks at me with a mix of concern and disgust. She picks up a phone as our eyes meet, pointing at it with a questioning glance. I smile at her and shake my head, and I feel a rush of relief when she puts the phone down while rolling her eyes. Noone approaches me. They step aside, unwilling to touch the filthy woman that still has piss dripping from her hair and shit on her face, but though I can see that the smell disgusts them, the eyes of most of the men, and a few of the women, are filled with lust. The sight of a middle-aged woman utterly humiliated and naked turns them on, and the knowledge makes me smile as I walk out.

I walk fast. A few manage to get their phones out to take a picture, but I am past them before they succeed in capturing my moment of shame, leaving only my messy hair and shapely butt on display. I hope.

Brian and Lucy await me outside. She cannot stop touching him; she is fired up by all she has seen, and she smiles at me when I approach them.

“You’re so brave,” she says.

I smile at her. I did not really have a choice.

“Do you want a ride home?” Brian asks me. They are standing in front of his mother’s car, but it seems he has driven himself.

“I might have trouble hailing a cab in this state.”

He smiles. The warmth is back. He opens the trunk and gestures for me to get in. “I figured you might want to. I laid out some plastic just in case.”

Relegated to the trunk. People look at me from the door to the bar as I awkwardly crawl into the car with my hands cuffed behind my back. I let out a sigh when the door to the trunk slams shut, leaving me in darkness.

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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