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The bedroom is filled with the sound of my sharp, rapid whimpers. They echo with delicious, arousing shame while my fingers slide quicker in and out of my soaking wet pussy. The sharp metal from the handcuffs scrapes against my inner thigh, but the discomfort only fuels my lust. I feel dirty, submissive, and humiliated, yet there is no one in the room with me. I am doing it to myself.

You’re such a slut, Rachel, I think to myself and smile. In my mind, Brian is fucking and milking me while his stinging verbal abuse showers me.

I add another finger while my other hand rubs my clit. The tiny point of pleasure sizzles beneath my soft fingers while my naked body quivers. I feel a few drops of milk trickle down my engorged breasts, but I do not care.

So close. Can I come, Master? I know he is not there, but I still have to ask his permission. It would feel wrong otherwise. In my mind, he nods.

But I do not get to stay in the fantasy. A door slams.

“Honey?”

Fuck!

“I’ll be right out, sweetie!” I shout and start masturbating faster. “Just give me a moment!” The intense, sensual feeling from before is gone, but I am too close to stop. I can hear my husband putting groceries away in the kitchen, and I become painfully aware of the sound of the handcuffs’ rattling chain.

The orgasm is rough and quick. It washes over me and satisfies me for a short second, but I do not get to dwell on it. I throw a blanket over myself a moment before his kind, smiling face appears in the doorway.

“There you are,” he says and enters the bedroom. “Taking a nap?”

I nod and fake a yawn. “Yeah, I just woke up. Not feeling too good.” My hands clench the handcuff chain underneath the covers to keep it from making noise.

He sits next to me and kisses my forehead. “You do feel a little warm.” He gently strokes my cheek. “I’ll order some food. You just take some time to wake up, we’ll stay in and watch a movie or something tonight.”

I smile. “That sounds good.”

I watch him leave the room and breathe a sigh of relief. I find the keys to the handcuffs under my pillow and unlock them. I stare at them in my hand and feel a sting of shame, but not as intense a sting as I had expected. I masturbate every day now; though I still have regular sessions with Brian, I am almost constantly aroused, and I need to relieve the pressure to stay focused. I put the handcuffs back in my purse and look at my naked body in the full-length mirror on the nearby wall. The handcuffs have left nasty marks on my wrists and thighs, but they are nothing compared to the black and blue bruises from the intense caning Brian gave me yesterday. I wince as I touch a large one on my breast and try to ignore the growing guilt threatening to dilute my pleasurable experience from earlier.

You’ve got everything under control, I lie to myself as I put on clothes to cover my marks of shame.

***

My fingers travel across the keyboard with professional indifference despite the subjects being written about. Abuse, depression, crippling anxiety, all of it is cataloged and documented at the end of the day when I am done with my clients. It is not an easy job, nor should it be, but with enough experience, it gets easier to remain at least partially unaffected. I finish the last bit of paperwork and lean back in my chair.

Done for today, I think to myself and take a congratulatory sip of my coffee. I can see tired white-collar workers packing up their things in the building across from my office window, but I am in no hurry to get home.

The phone rings.

“Hey honey,” I say and empty my coffee. “Working late? Yeah, me too.” I check my watch. “No, I’ll be at least a couple of hours, I think. Emergency session with a client.” The lies flow effortlessly from my lips. “Yeah, that one. No, I can handle it, don’t worry. I’ll see you at home.” I smile. “I love you too.”

There is no more work to do. There is no emergency session. There is only me, spinning around on my desk chair in nervous anticipation. Is he going to come by today?

A knock on the door answers my question. Three knocks, then a pause before a fourth. The code. It makes me wet instantly, and I get out from behind my desk to kneel on the floor as is expected of me.

Brian opens the door and enters. I can tell that he comes straight from the gym; the sleeveless workout shirt is wet from his sweat, and his face has a healthy glow. I bite my lower lip as I look at his muscles, fighting the urge to touch myself that keeps building within me.

“Welcome, Master,” I say and smile at him.

“My slave.” His voice is harsh and cold. “I figured you’d still be here, hoping that I’ll come by.” He stands before me and places his hands on his hips. “You have no other purpose in life, huh?”

I shake my head. “No, Master. I live to serve you.”

“What does that make you?”

I swallow a lump. “A … worthless, miserable cunt, Master. A slave.” I enjoy our exchanges, I enjoy the abuse, but my self-deprecating words sound more true every time.

“I agree.”

He grabs my long, dark hair and yanks me to my feet. I let out a surprised yelp; it hurts. I can feel the heat from his body. It is like radiation, penetrating every cell in my body, disassembling my very being.

“I’m sweaty from the workout,” he says. “You know what to do about it.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

I place my hands behind my back and lean in as Brian lifts his arm over his head. The stench of sweat hits my face like a hammer; it must have been a hard workout. The smell overwhelms me, but at this point, I have been conditioned to be turned on by strong odors like this. “I just love the smell of your sweat, Master,” I say and take a deep whiff of the musky smell. It triggers me like nothing else, sending me headfirst into a different, submissive state. All I want is to be degraded and humiliated, and I feel a surge of pleasure as my tongue licks the salty, warm sweat from Brian’s armpit. The rough hairs itch on my tongue, but I know better than to hesitate when I am with him.

I try to stay in the moment, to focus on the sensation of his sweat pricking my tongue, but my mind keeps jumping forward, imagining him tying me up and fucking me. My imagination is firing on all cylinders as I move on to the second armpit. Though I am just standing in my office, my mind fills in the blanks. I close my eyes and imagine being back in Brian’s basement, collared and shackled, helpless to escape and with no other purpose but to be his toilet slave. It was an intense few days, days that I have relived in my mind’s eye over and over again. Whenever I focus, I can still feel the heavy shackles around my wrist and the cold, compact air of the dusty basement.

When I am at my most vulnerable, degraded and brimming with lust, all I want is to permanently live like a shackled slave in his dark basement to be used and abused.

“This tastes so good, Master,” I say. The confident voice that I use when I am with clients is replaced by a whimpering slut’s voice. “Please … will you tie me up?”

I shriek when he slaps me. “No.”

“Please, Master …” I want him to punish me. I want him to slap me again. “I’m such a worthless slave, I need to be restrained.”

He grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. “You’re pathetic.” He pinches my nipple, and the pain causes my entire body to flinch. Milk squirts into the room and lands on my notepad. “You don’t get to beg for things like that. Use your tongue for licking instead.”

“Yes, Master,” I whimper, disappointed that I am deprived of even a short spanking.

Brian takes off his pants, and I feel a surge of lust when his flaccid, large cock is released from the confines of his clothes. The musky smell reaches my nostrils, and without even thinking, I start moving my mouth toward it, but Brian pushes me back.

“I figured you’d be better trained by now, slave,” he says with a disappointed frown. He lies down on my couch and spreads his legs. “Lick me. But you don’t get to touch my cock. Not today.”

I sulk as I get in position between his legs. I feel like a kid that has been told that Christmas is canceled. His crotch is far smellier than his armpits, and the hair goes in my nose and mouth as I lick his perineum before moving on to his asshole.

“I love your ass, your smelly ass,” I whimper as I worship it. Every word adds to my humiliation, every word from my own lips turns me on. “I want to lick your asshole, Master. I want you to shit in my mouth.”

Being denied his cock turns me on, more than I thought possible. I want to touch myself, I want to feel something touching my pussy, but I do not dare take my hands away from their position behind my back. Won’t he at least handcuff me?

“Please, Master. I beg you …” I whimper. “Tie me up. Collar me. At least let me suck your cock, anything!”

He grabs hold of my hair and looks me in the eye. “Shut. Up. You should be thankful that I’m letting you lick me at all. Dogs don’t complain when they’re given scraps, cunt.”

“Yes, Master,” I say with an exaggerated sigh and begin licking his asshole. I start moving around the edge, being careful to cover everything. “You’re so sweaty. So salty,” I say in my pitiful voice. “Fuck, I just love licking your sweaty ass, Master.”

The salty taste joins with the musky smell in a delightfully humiliating experience, and my tongue soon peeks inside his tight hole. All I taste is sweat. I can see his cock harden with every long lick across the anus, and it makes the intense longing even more unbearable.

He wants to frustrate me. He wants to show that he is in control. Though I know what he is doing, it does not change the fact that his strategy is highly effective and frustrating. At this point, I am willing to do anything to just get a taste of his cock. As I lick him, something awakens inside me. Something that has probably been there for a while, but as my defenses crumble from sexual frustration, the egg finally hatches, releasing a host of butterflies in my stomach.

I look up at him. My eyes are swimming with affection and love.

I love him.

Fuck.

The words ring in my mind like bells of doom and destruction. A threshold has been crossed, a door has shut behind me. This was not supposed to happen.

I love him.

There is no other explanation for the swell of warmth in my body and the almost divine glow his body seems to take on in front of my eyes. Until now, I had put off my addiction to Brian as a purely sexual thing, as an aging woman’s need for attention and pleasure, but it is no longer the case. I look up at him with loving eyes.

He looks back at me. Something tells me that he sees the change and notices the new feelings tearing through me, but his cold stare does not reciprocate. The spark that I feel is not returned. I feel a tinge of disappointment, even though I know that it is how it should be. He should not return my feelings, he is my client after all. All of this was started to help him deal with his anxiety and confidence issues, and though I cannot help but feel a little disappointed, I do not want to risk ruining what we have.

At that moment, I can tell that he begins to tense up. I know what is coming, and it seems fitting as a signal for me to try and quell the new emotions.

“Yes, Master. Please … I want your shit in my mouth, all of it.” I open my mouth in preparation and soon feel the familiar warm, soft bitterness of a massive turd resting on my tongue. A fitting humiliation, a punishment for my hubris. I press my lips against his asshole, determined to take it all as the stench mixes with the musky smell of sweat, but I overestimate my abilities and soon choke on the turd. A flicker of a smile appears on Brian’s face as I struggle to contain it all, swallowing as fast as I can, but despite all my training, my body still fights me whenever he makes me do this. I feel sick to my stomach as I chew the grainy substance, but I cannot tell if it is the shit itself or the realization that I am hopelessly in love with a man half my age that does not feel the same way.

When I finally down the last bits, I lick Brian’s asshole clean, wincing as the last few bitter-tasting morsels are swallowed. I look up at him, waiting for his command, hoping for a reward, but all he does is push me away before getting up to put his pants back on.

I kneel next to him. I can feel the juices soaking my panties, and I would hump his leg if he would allow it.

“You look disappointed, my slave,” he says as I watch his cock disappear. “But you do not get to decide when I give my cock to you, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I say with a pout.

“Today, my cock is for my girlfriend only.” He looks at the clock on the wall. “I have a date in two hours. And who better to get me fired up for it than my little, obedient slave? I am thirsty, though.” Brian takes a glass from the small table next to the couch and hands it to me. I sigh as I milk myself into it; I am not even allowed to feel his soft lips on my breasts. He empties the glass with an exaggerated, pleased ‘ah’ and pats me condescendingly on the head. “You can service yourself after I leave. I have a feeling you’ve been doing that a lot lately.”

I watch the door close with a sigh. The butterflies still flutter in my body, and I am annoyed at how much being denied his cock turns me on. Part of me wants to touch myself to relieve some of the frustration, but Brian’s final comment makes me decide against it. 

I pull up in front of the house just as my husband gets out of his black Maserati. He looks handsome in the dark suit, a mature, gray-haired man brimming with charm and charisma. Most women would envy me, but something feels different as he pulls me in close for a kiss. I return it, allowing his tongue to peek inside my mouth, but the affection I have always felt toward him has suddenly been replaced by a hollowness I cannot describe. It terrifies me.

“What have you been eating, honey?” he says with a grin after pulling away.

No words come to mind. I am paralyzed by the revelation that I no longer love my husband, and instead of answering, I merely laugh and kiss him on the cheek. We hold hands as we walk inside, but the moment I get an opportunity, I excuse myself.

You should’ve seen this coming, Rachel, I think as I stare at the bathroom mirror. Tears begin to flow silently down my cheeks as my life crumbles. The perfect couple. The perfect life. Now I am just a pathetic middle-aged woman yearning for the affection of my master.

My master. At least he is still my master. I wipe a tear away and nod to myself. A burst of determination grips my body, and after refreshing my makeup, I walk out of the bathroom and grab my purse from the dining room table.

My husband looks up from his phone with a surprised expression on his face. “Where are you going?”

“Out.” I force a warm smile. “Anna broke up with a guy. You know the drill.”

“Gin and tonics?”

“Gin and tonics.”

“I’m amazed that there are still guys left in this city she hasn’t fucked.” He chuckles at his witty remark. “Have fun.”

It is not my proudest moment. It might even qualify as a new low, and I can still taste my client’s shit in my mouth. I sit in my car for nearly an hour, nervously fiddling with my watch until I see Brian leave his house. He gets in a car with his mother and drives off, and I wait a few seconds before following them.

I need to see her. I need to see them together. A pitiful, fragile voice in my mind is trying to convince me that I can let go of my hopeless infatuation and return to our master-and-slave relationship if I just see him with his girlfriend. The experienced therapist in me is shaking her head with a concerned frown, but I have no idea what else to do.

They pull over in front of a cheap pizza place, and I watch as Bethany, his mother, waves goodbye to her son. I can swear that she looks in her rearview mirror and straight at me before she drives off, but I am parked some distance away. You’re just imagining things.

Brian stands for a bit in front of the pizza place. The confident, cold man that dominated me just a few hours ago is replaced by a nervous, fidgeting young boy who checks his reflection in the storefront window multiple times and eats at least three mints before a car parks next to him. His entire face lights up as a jaw-droppingly beautiful blonde gets out and almost jumps into his arms.

Is that her? She’s … gorgeous!

The red dress accentuates her slender frame, but her breasts are huge, larger than mine, and I cannot help but feel jealous as I see her kiss Brian. I cannot hear what they are talking about, but her gesturing and laughter tell me that she is a confident, bubbling personality. For a moment, jealousy gives way to pride as I realize that this is the perfect woman for Brian.

Someone more perfect than me.

The two smile at each other before walking inside.

“Go home, Rachel,” I whisper to myself and clench my jaw. “This is pathetic.” I turn on the ignition, but I pull over when I get to the pizza place. My body refuses to listen to the rational part of my brain which seems to be getting weaker by the minute. I sit there, in my car, spying on the young couple through the window. They laugh, they chat, they kiss – there is so much love and affection between the two, so much energy, and at some point, I realize that I am masturbating. Tears stream down my cheeks as I furiously rub my clit. There is no beauty in it, no sensuality, just shame and guilt. It is humiliating and feels like rock bottom, but it only makes it better. Hotter. More intense. My skirt is soaking wet from the juices that flow from me, and when I finally come, the powerful orgasm causes me to squirt. As I sit there in a puddle of my own secretions, I struggle to come to terms with the complex emotions filling me. I want Brian to be happy, to be healthy, that was the reason for starting this, but even though I know this girl will help him achieve all that, I also want him for myself. But another part of me relishes the pathetic nature of my situation, the humiliation of being a 55-year-old slave to a younger man that she loves and can never truly have. The thought turns me on, but my thoughts are interrupted by a text from Anna.

I read it with a smile. I guess I might as well lean into my new, miserable existence.

***

A few days after my shameful car masturbation session, I am standing outside Anna’s apartment complex, waiting for Brian. There is a chill in the air, and I shiver as I hug myself. The trenchcoat does little to warm me, but my master had specific orders about what I should – or should not – wear.

A familiar old station wagon pulls up next to the curb. Bethany waves at me from the driver’s seat with a smile, and I awkwardly return the gesture. I still cannot fathom that Brian’s mother has no issue with all this. Brian gets out and grabs a backpack from the backseat before saying goodbye to his mother. He smiles at me as he approaches while Bethany drives away.

“You look cold, Doctor,” he says and slides his hand up under my coat, cupping my buttock. “You want to go inside?”

“Yes, Master.” We are not yet fully immersed in our respective roles, but it seems fitting to address him as master since he is the reason that I am naked underneath my coat. We walk inside and start the trek up the stairs. “How was your date?” I do not want to know, but I feel obligated to ask.

“It was great,” he says. His eyes sparkle as he recollects the evening. “Lucy’s amazing. Warm. Kind. Funny. Outgoing.” He blushes. “And so fucking sexy I cannot stand it.” He looks at me, observing my muted reaction. “Are you jealous?”

“Of course not.” The words come out a little too fast. “This is what I’ve always wanted for you. I just … hope we can keep up our little arrangement as well.”

He chuckles. “Don’t worry. I’ll still fuck you too.”

Even though I know he is making fun of me, the assurance does help calm my anxiety. I want more, but at least I still get to feel his glorious cock from time to time. I am tempted to ask more questions about Lucy, but I can hear other people on the stairs and instead decide to change the subject.

“And your job? How’s that going?”

“It’s alright. I like being a journalist, but they’re only giving me boring stuff to cover.” He sighs. “I hate writing fluff pieces about bakesales and anniversaries. Do you have any tips for good stories? People air their dirty laundry in your office all the time. Can you give me anything?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t break client confidentiality.” It stings to see his disappointed frown. I want to help him. “But … I …” I pause. This is a slippery slope. “I suspect my husband’s company has their hands in a few shady dealings. Nothing major, and I doubt he’s involved, but some of his colleagues are grade-A sleazebags. Maybe look into that?”

Brian’s frown dissapears. “And you’re okay with that? Me looking into your husband’s company?”

To my surprise, no alarm bells go off in my mind. “Yes, I am.”

When we open the door, I am surprised to see Anna naked and kneeling on the floor with her hands behind her back. The black hair is tied in a tight ponytail and her toned muscles look amazing coupled with her tanned skin. She seems tense, but an excited smile rests on her lips.

“Welcome, Master,” she says in a sultry voice.

Brian hangs up his jacket and begins circling his slave. “Thank you, slave. Is everything settled?”

“Yes, Master.” Anna’s voice quivers slightly. “It’s on the table over there. The deed to my apartment and a spare key.”

What is going on? I watch as Brian walks over to the table and inspects the papers.

“Everything seems to be in order. Very good.” He smiles when he sees my quizzical expression. “As a sign of her submission, Anna has given ownership of her apartment over to me. It’s symbolic, really – the rent she pays me will all go to paying off the loan, but I like the gesture. It’s like when you started doing our sessions for free.”

But a lot more severe. I was not even aware that Brian and Anna communicated directly, and I cannot help but feel that the competition is ramping up. A competition I did not even know existed. Anna looks up at me and shrugs.

Brian notices the tension. “Anna accepts that you’re my primary slave, Rachel. This does not affect that.” His voice hardens. “Do we have a problem … slave?”

The voice triggers something within me. Any objections that might have been, vanish in an instant. “No, Master. Of course not.”

“Then take off your coat and get in position next to your slave sister.”

Slave sister … I do like the sound of that. Come to think of it, I have no issue with Anna getting in deeper with Brian. I enjoy sharing this experience with her, as long as I still get to have Brian to myself from time to time. I remove my coat and kneel next to Anna. We both look up at our master, waiting for his next command. The air is electric with anticipation and sexual tension.

“You both look amazing,” he says. He walks back and forth in front of us, occasionally grazing our cheeks with his fingers. “My slaves. My pathetic, worthless cunts. Despite all your wealth, your success, and your beauty, you desire to submit to me. You want to obey my every command, to eat my shit, to humiliate yourselves until there is nothing left but shame and lust.” He pauses and looks at us both. “Am I right?”

The verbal degradation is making me tremble with desire, and I can tell that Anna feels the same way, even though she squirms a bit whenever he insults her. We both nod and say: “Yes, Master.”

“There’ll be no bondage today. No handcuffs, no collars.”

Anna and I glance at each other. I see my own disappointment reflected in her eyes.

“I want to see how submissive you both are,” Brian says. The words flow confidently, a stark contrast to the smitten, blushing boy I saw on a date the other night. “I want you to beg for every scrap of affection and attention. I want to hear you degrade yourself until there is nothing left of the confident career women you both claim to be. First … I want you to stand up and kiss each other. Pleasure each other. Show me how deep this friendship goes.”

Anna stands up immediately and pulls me to my feet. Before I have a chance to adapt to the thought of making out with my best friend, Anna’s tongue invades my mouth. Her hands begin to explore my naked body, and I soon begin to relax and lean into it. I can feel the strength in her arms as I caress them while our tongues dance a quiet, sensual tango. It is steaming hot and arousing, and more spice is added when Brian starts spanking me.

Hard.

I almost bite down on Anna’s tongue when the first hit lands on my ass.

“Close your eyes, both of you,” he commands.

We obey, and our hands begin to move downward. A few more strikes land before Brian’s hand vanishes. Not being able to see makes it more intense, and I feel Anna shudder a moment later when he starts spanking her instead.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpers, the words barely intelligible due to my tongue being inside her mouth. “Please … please punish me.”

He obliges. Hair is pulled, nipples are twisted, and hard, brutal hits land on our bodies out of nowhere. The pain becomes an explosive cocktail when coupled with the tenderness and affection from Anna, and when she slides two fingers inside me, my pussy welcomes her touch. I return the favor, and we are soon embroiled in a moaning dance of flesh and saliva. None of us stop to consider what all this means for our friendship, we just embrace the moment and the lust.

“Fuck, it feels so good, Master,” I say when he comes up behind me and twists both my nipples until I fear they might fall off. Milk squirts onto Anna who does not seem to mind. “I deserve the pain.”

“Why?” he asks.

“Because … I’m addicted to it,” I say. For a moment, I fear that I might reveal everything. “I … love … love being a slave.”

“I bet you do.”

Anna and I explore each other for a while until Brian pulls us apart, causing our drenched fingers to slide out of each other. She has empties my udders, and there is still a drop of milk on her lip.

“Go and sit on the couch,” he says. “Then pull your legs back as far as you can.”

I sit down next to Anna and lean back on the soft sofa. I pull my legs back until my feet touch the wall and my pussy is exposed. My entire body tingles with anticipation when I see Brian take off his pants, revealing his rock-hard cock.

“Two sluts on display,” he says as he walks towards us, stroking his cock. “So pitiful. I’m going to fuck you now. Do you want that?”

“Yes, Master!” we cry out together.

“Fuck us, please!” I add. There is nothing in the world I want more at this moment, but he starts with Anna. He slides into her, dominating her fit body.

“The one not being fucked will have to degrade herself verbally until I’m satisfied and find her worthy of my cock,” he says as he begins to thrust into Anna.

I moisten my lips and stare at my master fucking my best friend. I want him to switch, but for a few seconds, I am unable to form a sentence. “I …” The words swell in my mouth, refusing to come together. “I … want your cock, Master. It’s … all I want. I’m pathetic. Useless. Nothing else in life satisfies me but being humiliated, fucked, and punished by you, Master.”

He keeps fucking Anna while I use Anna’s apartment as a confessional. I air all my insecurities, degrading myself until I am nothing more than a sobbing piece of flesh. I leave out the part about being in love with Brian and spying on him, though.

When he finally enters me, I feel broken. My own words have torn me down, and the sweet, arousing sensation of his massive cock slowly filling me lights the fire within and begins to build me back up. Fuck, this feels good. Next to me, Anna tries to find the words, but she struggles more than me. When the words finally begin to flow, I am already close to coming, but Brian switches moments before I can come.

It goes on for a while. Every time one of us is close, Brian pulls out and starts to fuck the other one. Anna and I beg for more when he stops, but he does not listen. Instead, he stands back with a grin on his face. He looks Anna in the eye as he squats on her hardwood floor and leaves a large, steaming pile of shit behind. The turd lay there, a stain on the otherwise immaculate apartment, waiting for us. Waiting for two horny, humiliated middle-aged women who are used to getting their way, two women that are now begging for any semblance of attention from a man in his mid-twenties. Our desperation fuels Brian, who stands tall, proud, and naked behind his mess.

The sight makes me tremble with desire. Brian walks over to me and presses his ass against my face. I lick his asshole clean as I have done dozens of times before, relishing the fact that he comes to me. It is a humiliating form of appreciation.

“Two slaves. One turd.” Brian smiles when I am finished.“I think the good doctor has done this for long enough to take the reins for a bit.” He looks at me and smiles. “I want you to dominate your pathetic friend. Show her how it’s done. Make her do it. Get a little rough.”

I return the smile and look at Anna. I might enjoy this. I get up from the couch and grab hold of her hair, pulling her to her feet.

“Auch! That fucking hurts, Su…”

I silence Anna with a hard slap to her cheek. “Shut up, cunt.” I drag her over to the shit on the floor, leaving room on the couch for Brian, who sits down and begins slowly touching himself as he watches with a smile.

Anna tears up as she looks me in the eye, but she does not protest again. Her initial reluctance is soon replaced by pure submission; I can see it in her eyes. I know she wants to be better at eating shit, but she struggles.

“I’m going to put some in my mouth,” I say. “And you’re going to take it from me. All of it. Do you understand?”

She nods hesitantly. “Y… Yes.”

We both get on our knees. I look up at Brian as I lean down and take a large bite out of the warm, bitter-tasting turd. I chew it for a bit to show my dedication before I grab Anna’s ponytail again and pull her closer. Her face is contorted in disgust, but she still opens her mouth. We meet in a disgusting, smelly kiss. I use my tongue to push it inside her mouth. I can feel her flinching, wanting to pull away, but she has no desire to anger our master. Our lips are still pressed together while we chew and swallow; I can hear her gagging, and though she manages to get most of it down, she eventually pulls away, causing a few chunks to fall to the floor.

“Dirty, dirty sluts,” Brian says and lets go of his cock. “Spilling my precious shit.” He grabs his backpack standing next to the couch and finds two sets of nipple clamps. “I think you need a little … motivation. Put these on. Both of you.”

He throws them over to us. I pick them up, but something is different about them. I have tried nipple clamps several times before, but these are heavier and …

Are those … spikes?

I stare at Brian as a cold shiver runs down my spine.

He smiles. “Put. Them. On.”

There is so much menace and promise of further punishment in his voice that I do not dare disobey. Anna and I look at each other with fear in our eyes as we clamp the cruel devices on our tender breasts. I let out a frightened scream as the sharp spikes dig into my flesh. They do not pierce it, but it is close, and the pain is excruciating. Anna manages to not cry out, but tears begin streaming from her eyes as she clenches her jaw.

“If you disappointment me again, I’ll add weights to the nipple clamps,” Brian says and leans back on the couch. “Slave Rachel has failed as a domme and will finish the rest of the shit. Slave Anna will lick the floor clean afterward. Until Rachel is done, Anna will spank her as hard as she can.”

Man, payback’s a bitch, I think to myself as I get on all fours and begin eating the rest of the massive shit while Anna’s strong hands begin pummeling my ass. Every slap makes my breasts jiggle, causing massive pain from the clamps, and I cry as I force down the chunky, lukewarm feces. I look up at Brian, seeking his approval, and the discomfort and pain are soon joined by an odd sense of accomplishment. The revolting meal is swallowed without issue, and it makes me feel proud. Prouder than I ever felt of any other achievement in my life. The therapist in me is fascinated by what is happening, by the fact that a woman like me can feel validated by eating shit off the floor.

The slut within me is massively turned on by it.

Brian nods approvingly as I finish. My ass is burning from Anna’s punishment, and though I am close to throwing up, I manage to keep it in as I watch Anna, the former soldier, degraded to cleaning up shit with her tongue. There are still a few small chunks left, and she winces whenever she has to force them down her throat. I look at Brian, my master, and see that he is close. He keeps stroking his cock while the veins in his face strain against the skin.

“Get on your knees and put your hands behind your backs,” he says. “Both of you. Then show me your tongues, show me that you’ve swallowed it all.”

Anna finishes up the last of the shit and kneels next to me. She looks pale and sick from the taste of the shit, but there is a hint of pride there as well. We both open our mouths and stick out our tongues when Brian gets up and approaches us. We press our faces close together and look up at him as we wait to receive his load.

It comes soon after. Massive amounts of sticky, warm cum spray onto our faces and into our mouths. It spills onto our large breasts and lands in our hair, a fitting end to our humiliating session. Compared to the turd, the sperm is downright tasty, and I swallow it with delight, knowing that it pleases my master to watch me sink this low.

Brian lets out a satisfied grunt and takes a deep breath. “Wonderful. Just … wonderful.” He looks down at us. “Lick each other clean.”

Anna and I look at each other and smile. There is a welcome intimacy to the act as we use our tongues to slowly remove the cum from our breasts and faces. We shudder when the tongues graze the nipple clamps, but we do not stop until we are clean. I am incredibly turned on, aching for release, and I can tell from the goosebumps on her tanned skin that Anna is just as aroused as I am. After we are done, we stay there, kneeling on the floor while we watch Brian get dressed. His demeanor changes as he does so; his shoulders sag a little more, his eyes become warmer and more affectionate, and he slowly slides back into the charming introvert. Lucy’s a lucky girl.

“Thank you,” he says and helps us both to our feet. “I really enjoyed that.”

“So did we,” Anna says and smiles.

Brian hugs us both, but he is careful not to touch our hair, which still has cum in it. “Are you coming, Rachel?”

I shake my head. “If you don’t mind, I think I’ll stay here a little longer.”

Anna looks at me with a raised eyebrow, but she does not say anything.

Brian smiles. “Of course. You two have fun.”

We watch him leave, and the moment he is out the door, the torturous nipple clamps come off. Anna winces as she massages her tormented breasts.

“Fuck, that hurt.” She looks at me. “You want to … you know …”

I nod. “Yeah, I do. I figure we could … help each other out … before I leave.”

No more words need to be spoken. Anna takes my hand and leads me to her bedroom, gently placing me down on her bed. Soon, our bodies are intertwined in the sweet embrace of coitus, but this is not a meeting between lovers, not even between friends. This is a necessity, a way for us to cope with an intense experience. We are both incredibly horny, and it does not take many minutes before Anna’s soft, effective touch sends me into a massive orgasm. I scream at the top of my lungs, embracing the intensity and the taste of shit and cum in my mouth. I allow Anna to join me in ecstasy a few moments later as I finger her to completion, and we lie next to each other, panting and sweating as we try to process what has happened.

“What the fuck are we doing?” Anna asks after the haze of pleasure has lifted. She turns her head and looks at me.

I shrug. “I don’t know, Anna. I just … don’t know. But I don’t want to stop.” I look back at her. “Do you?”

“No. I … I don’t think I could, even if I wanted to. It’s just … such a mess.”

“I know.” I sigh. “I … don’t love my husband anymore.”

Anna whistles. “Damn, that’s heavy. Do you love Brian?”

I shake my head. “Of course not.”

“If you say so.” Anna gets up and stretches her impressive body. “I’m going to take a shower. Do you want to join me?”

“No, I better get home.”

“To your husband?”

“Shut up.” I get up from the bed and kiss Anna on the cheek before going into the living room. I hear the shower start as I stare at the wet spot on the floor and the spiked nipple clamps lying next to it. I put my coat on and leave the apartment, carrying with me a heavy burden of shame and disgust. Most other people would have used those emotions as a sign that they needed to change the direction in which their lives were heading, but not me. The shame is like a drug, and though my body is hollow and spent after the massive orgasm, I still cannot wait for my next meeting with Brian.

Is this my life now? I get in the car and stare into thin air. Just passing time until I can submit to him again?

The thought is oddly enticing.

Continued in part 7
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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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