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Ialways hated these types of events. The forced smiles, the distant stares worn by tarted-up trophy wives as they are forced to listen to an overpaid gallery owner explain to their husband why the woefully ugly painting is a sound investment – no one truly wants to go to a gallery opening, but in my social circle, it is a common obligation.

“Here she comes,” Anna whispers with a sigh and empties her champagne. “Are you ready to see true talent for the first time tonight?” Her bored face transforms into a sparkling vision of enthusiasm and joy as she turns towards our friend Heather and embraces her with a smile. “Heather! The paintings are marvelous, I don’t understand how you can keep surpassing yourself like this!”

I struggle not to laugh. Heather is a talentless hack, but with a rich husband, you do not need to know what you are doing. The three of us have known each other since college, but I was never fond of Heather.

“Aw, thank you!” Heather says as her face tries to come up with a genuine smile, but years of extensive plastic surgery cause the effort to result in a look that reminds me of a constipated rhinoceros. “Do mingle! Enjoy yourselves!”

“Aaaand … she’s gone.” Anna grabs another glass of champagne from a disinterested waiter and lets her face fall back into a look of intense disinterest. “God, how do you deal with these fucking gatherings, Rachel? I just want to suplex the smirk off these rich bastards’ faces and tell them to fuck off.”

“You’re in the private sector now. These are your people now,” I say, trying to suppress my smile.

“Fuck that. Once a marine, always a marine.” Anna looks at me with a frown. “And why are you smiling? You hate this kind of stuff as much as I do.” She leans in and grabs my ass. “Maybe you got a little prod from a young man today?”

I choke on my drink and start coughing. “Not here, Anna!” I look around me; my husband is not here, but plenty of his contacts are. I let out a sigh of relief when it is obvious that no one heard Anna. “And … yes, maybe I did.” I smile at her. “Maybe I’m still … under his spell.” I grab Anna’s hand and move it away from my ass toward my asshole.

Anna raises an eyebrow. “What do you … Oh …” She presses on the buttplug when she feels it. “You naughty girl … Certainly trying out new things. And the large watch and heavy bracelets are there to …?”

I sigh. “… there to cover up the bruises from a pair of very tight handcuffs, yes.” I absentmindedly let my fingers rub my wrists. They are still sore. The memory alone causes me to lactate, and I hope it is not enough to go through my dress

Anna shakes her head and chuckles. “I get it. I do. But it doesn’t mean I’m not still worried about you, Rachel.”

“Worried or jealous?”

She ponders the question for a while. “Maybe a bit of both. I have to admit that I’ve been … practicing.”

“Practicing?”

We both smile and wave at Heather as she makes the rounds, soaking up every fake compliment.

“I sometimes put a finger up my asshole and lick it to try to get used to the taste.” Anna squirms, seemingly uncomfortable with remembering the taste of her own shit. “I can’t explain why. I just want to get better.” She smiles. “Maybe my life has just gotten a bit boring.”

“Maybe that’s it. Maybe we’re just trying to add a little excitement to our lives.” I know it is a lie. I know it is more than that, but admitting it to Anna would mean admitting it to myself, and I am not ready to do that yet.

I am fine.

My marriage is fine.

Everything is going to be just fine.

I stare out over the city, trying to ignore the warmth spreading in my chest. It gets a little more intense before every session with Brian, but I do not want to deal with it right now. I usually plan out my meetings with clients meticulously, but Brian has been getting more and more dominant lately, and I wonder if I even want to regain some of the control. I am his therapist, after all.

“You’re just trying to help him, Rachel,” I whisper and rest my forehead against the cold window glass as the rain falls outside. The words fail to resonate, underlined by the moistness in my nether regions.

My phone vibrates on the table. It is a message from Brian telling me to go downstairs to the parking garage as well as a list of items from the cupboard that I need to pack.

I smile. He’s ready to move out of the familiar surroundings. It’s a good sign. The intense sensation in my pussy grows as I put the various items into my large purse.

He is standing next to my large black sedan wearing a raincoat and a devious smile. An odd sense of unease sneaks past my girl-like giddiness at the sight; he looks taller, more imposing, but I know it is just something I am imagining.

“Where are we going?” I ask him, putting on my professional voice. I often take clients out of the safe space that is my office to challenge them, but I sense that Brian will be the one challenging me today.

“It’s a secret.” He comes closer; my body shivers from being this close to him, and it almost feels weird to be dressed in his presence. “Hand over your car keys.”

“I’m not sure …”

He slaps me. Hard. I should know better by now, but the slap feels more brutal now that we are in a public space. No one is there to see us, but I still feel humiliated. You shouldn’t be loving this, I tell myself, but I cannot resist his power. I give him the keys.

“Give me the purse.”

I hand it over, and he finds a pair of handcuffs, leg irons, a ballgag, and a padlock, placing it all on the hood of the trunk. Next, he grabs me by the hair and forces me to bend over the trunk. My hands are pulled behind my back and cuffed.

Fuck, there are security cameras here … I know that Dave, the security guard, is likely asleep, but knowing that someone could be watching makes it all more intense, as does Brian’s hand slipping up under my skirt.

“You’re wet, my slave,” he says. “Fuck, you’re such a slut.”

I whimper in response. I cannot deny it. He pulls my panties down to my knees and makes me lick the ballgag before pressing it into my ass, leaving just the leather strap outside.

“Keep it there while I shackle your feet.”

I tremble as I hear the cuffs being locked onto my ankles. In my office, I always had a sense of control, but it is all but gone now. Despite my love of eating shit, I gag as the large rubber ball is pressed into my mouth, carrying with it the familiar, bitter taste of feces.

“Get in the trunk.”

I look at him with pleading eyes. “Mmmph?”

“You heard me.” He opens the trunk and pushes me inside. He locks my handcuffs to my ankle restraints with the padlock, leaving me in a tight hogtie.

Then the trunk slams shut, leaving me in total darkness.

I am scared. I am aroused. My mind and body are engaged in a frantic tug-of-war to determine how I feel about all this. As the engine starts and the car begins to move, I realize that I have no idea where we are going and what Brian is going to do to me; does he even intend to bring me back?

What if he doesn’t? Old fantasies from my youth of being kidnapped and held as a prisoner start replaying in my mind. Might as well try to enjoy it.

We drive for a long time. It has been a while since I milked myself, and it is very uncomfortable lying on my strained breasts. Every movement causes milk to soak my dress. My jaw hurts from the gag, and the tight restraints dig into my skin. I guess I’ll be wearing unfashionably large bracelets and one of my husband’s watches again tomorrow. I notice that the road turns from asphalt to gravel, which does not help to quell the growing fear within me, but the car stops soon after. The rain drums on the trunk as I hear Brian step out, echoing the sound of my pounding heart.

The trunk opens.

“Are you scared?” Brian stares down at me. He looks massive against the backdrop of the gray skies.

I nod.

“Good.” He unlocks my cuffs from my leg irons and helps me out of the trunk where I struggle to find my footing on the muddy ground in my high heels. “I can’t stop thinking about you, my slave. My mind is filled with ideas and fantasies, and I can feel my confidence grow after every session.” He smiles. “I am grateful. So … I want to show you my gratitude while fulfilling a fantasy of mine at the same time. I want to cause you immense pain. Terror. Humiliation.”

I look at him with a confused expression. The rain trickles down my face and soaks my expensive dress.

He grins. “I know you love this. All of it. I didn’t believe it at first, I thought you were just trying to make me feel better about my desires, but not anymore.” Brian lets his fingers run through my hair. “Am I wrong?”

I shake my head no. I sigh into my gag; I feel exposed and vulnerable, not because of my restraints, but because I feel like Brian is peeling away the layers that usually protect me from my clients getting to know me. He is seeping into the very core of my being, dominating my mind even when we are not together.

“You dress well for such a dumb slut,” Brian says and touches my dress. “Was it expensive?”

I nod.

Brian pulls out a pair of scissors. “I’m going to cut it off you. It’s drenched in milk, anyway.” He looks me in the eye, seeking my consent.

Do it. The dress is a gift from my husband, one of my favorites, and I feel an addicting rush as he cuts it off me, ruining it. He does the same with my underwear, and I am soon standing naked and cold wearing nothing but my heels. We are in the middle of the woods, but I recognize the surroundings as part of a vast network of popular hiking trails.

Hiking trails that are used by many of my friends and family members.

I start to shake. This is too much. This is too public. Having Anna walk in on my session with Brian was one thing, but this could ruin my reputation, my life, and my marriage. The handcuffs feel tighter, milk drips from my breasts, and the taste of shit in my mouth from the dirty gag makes me nauseous. But I do not stop Brian. I do not protest. I feel more alive than I have in years, and I do not want it to stop. Ever.

He leans in and closes his lips around my nipple, sucking out a few drops. Not enough to offer me any relief, though; it is only a sign of domination.

Brian removes my gag. “I want to hear you beg for me to hurt you, slave. I want you to tell me how much you deserve it.”

“I … I want you to hurt me, Master.” I watch as Brian takes a long piece of white rope from my purse and ties the end into a noose. “Please, Master … I want you to punish me. I deserve it. I am just a stupid, worthless cunt. A slut. A whore.” He tightens it around my neck, and I tremble as the rope restricts my breathing. “A slave.”

“Very well.” He pulls on the rope. “Follow me. I think we’ll take a little walk.”

We continue along the hiking trail. My heels dig into the mud, and the leg irons do not make it easier. I trip and fall several times, but Brian does not stop. Milk trickles down my body from my engorged breasts, and the jiggling only makes the discomfort worse.

“You know,” he says after a while. “I’ve … met this girl.” His voice sounds less confident, more like the Brian that first entered my office to seek my help.

“A girl?” I try to ignore the fact that my breasts and lower body are covered in mud and that I am chained and being dragged by my neck.

Brian nods, but he does not look back at me. “She’s sweet. Pretty. But … I’ve never been good at, you know … making contact. I feel more confident, but how do I even approach her?”

I clench my jaw. This is what I am supposed to help Brian with, but the feeling of jealousy overwhelms and surprises me. “Just … be yourself. Ask her out for coffee, there’s no need to make it complicated.”

He nods. “Thanks. I’ll try that. Now … shut up.”

The rain means that we have not met anyone, but I still breathe a sigh of relief when Brian leads me off the trail. He finds a large tree and proceeds to throw the other end of the rope over a thick branch. We are hidden from the main trail, but when Brian suddenly pulls the end of the rope hard, my loud cry of surprise can probably be heard by anyone nearby.

“Please … Master … I can’t … breathe.” Don’t stop. This is fucking intense. There is nothing I can do. I am completely helpless. Every breath is a struggle, and I can feel the juices running down my thigh. I am naked, dirty, and handcuffed, balancing on a tree stump.

Brian holds the end of the rope firmly in his hand as he walks up to me and starts groping my breasts. “Such a fine body …” He smiles. I desperately want him inside me and he can tell. “Such a slut. Impressive how far you’ve fallen, you dumb cunt. What good are your diplomas and your perfect life here?”

I love the verbal degradation, but he has a point. It is as if he is slowly deconstructing me by taking me away from my safe surroundings. At this moment, I am his to do with what he wants, and I would want it no other way.

He ties the end of the rope to another tree, leaving me just on the edge of unconsciousness. The rope is frighteningly tight, and my legs are already shaking from standing on an uneven, wet surface in tall heels. I watch as Brian puts on rubber gloves.

“Uncomfortable, slave?” he asks.

“Y… Yes, Master.” I do not recognize the pitiful voice coming from my lips. The choking is too severe, I can barely talk.

“It won’t get any better, I promise.” He unlocks my leg irons and puts them back in the purse.

“AAAAAH!”

I scream when he lifts one of my legs, opening me wide, but when his gloved fingers enter my pussy a moment later, it all becomes worth it. Every touch is electric, enhanced by my predicament, and I whimper like a scolded dog as he adds more and more fingers. The rain still pours onto me, but I do not notice the cold anymore.

His whole hand is inside me now. Pleasure is joined by pain as he pushes in deep, fisting my pussy violently.

“So fucking wet,” he says with a grin. “Not bad for a dried-up, old, useless pussy.”

The words do not register with me. I am too far gone. I am ready to come, but just before I reach the edge, Brian pulls his hand out and pushes it inside my asshole. The whole fist. Deeper. Deeper.

I scream. It is too big. But he keeps pushing. I can feel my asshole is close to tearing, but I still do not want it to stop.

“Right now, you belong to me, Rachel.”

I nod. “I … I know, Master.” The pain is excruciating. “Please … can I come?” Even through the pain, the pleasure keeps mounting.

“No.”

He starts moving his hand back and forth.

“Please …. PLEASE, Master, I can’t take it!”

“But you will.”

I bite my lip, I tighten every muscle in my body, but it is not enough. “FUUUUUCK!” I scream as I come from the anal torture. The orgasm is dirty, violent, and intense, and for a moment I hang from my neck as my foot slides off the stump, only supported by Brian’s fist inside my asshole. It is a glorious moment, but when the orgasm starts subsiding, I am still handcuffed and naked, still standing in the woods with a rope around my neck and a fist buried inside my asshole.

And Brian is not pleased.

“Pitiful,” he says. His face betrays no emotion. “You’ll have to be punished for that.”

I do not answer. The orgasm still ripples through me. I could protest, order him to take me down and drive me home, and he probably would, but it does not feel right. I cannot bring myself to stop it, even if all I want is a shower and a blanket at this moment. Brian takes another piece of rope and ties it to one ankle before tying it to a high branch, leaving me open and balancing on one leg again. I can tell that my asshole is gaping wide; it is an odd, painful sensation.

“First, I want you to shut up.” Brian removes the shit-stained rubber glove and pushes it into my mouth. He grabs a roll of duct tape and uses it to tape my mouth shut, preventing me from spitting out the foul-tasting latex. More tape is used on my large breasts, tighter and tighter around them until they are turned into small, strained balls that are slowly turning blue. “And now … I want to cause you a lot of pain, slave. If you scream, I’ll just hit you harder.”

He starts slapping my breasts. Milk sprays as the hits come, mixing with the mud on my body. The pain is immense; I can barely keep my balance and my vision starts to blur as I choke harder and harder. Terror grips my body, but so does lust, even when Brian starts slapping my exposed pussy as well. Harder. Harder.

Then he starts using the nine-tailed, knotted flogger I brought.

Cakes of mud and drops of milk fly through the air as it hits my breasts, drawing nasty lines across the tender flesh. My skin is stretched due to the swollen glands, and it makes the pain far more visceral.

I want to scream when the knotted ends hit my pussy. I have never experienced pain on this level before. It is blinding, visceral, and intoxicating. Everything seems to join together – the rain, the isolation, the pain, the asphyxiation, the taste of shit – all forms an explosive cocktail, and my brain enters a primal, submissive state. All thoughts of stopping it are gone, as is the fear that we might be discovered. The only thing that matters is the pain and the pleasure.

When the whipping finally stops, my breasts look like an expressionist painting and my pussy is on fire. Tears stream from my eyes and mix with the rain on my cheeks and the milk on my breasts and body. The confident, respected professional that I always saw myself as is reduced to a sobbing, wheezing painslut. I do not even notice Brian taking his pants off at first, all my energy is used trying to stay standing and conscious.

“This is perfect,” Brian says as he strokes his cock. “Thank you for this.”

“Mmmm?” I look at him, look at the genuine, affectionate smile on his young face. For a moment, the master is gone, replaced by a grateful client. A grateful client who slowly penetrates me a moment later.

My pussy explodes in pain and intense lust. The position means that he is touching zones of pleasure that I did not know existed, but when he starts thrusting into me, the rope tightens around my neck.

It is amazing. And scary. My leg starts cramping as it struggles to steady me, yet I feel oddly safe as I stare into Brian’s fiery eyes. His cock hardens and grows within me with every push, and he occasionally slaps my sore, strained breasts, sending a shock of pain through my body. He drinks from me as he fucks me, emptying my swollen breasts, offering me massive relief.

I am nothing. I am worthless. I am a slave to him and his cock. My leg screams at me. So does my neck. I whimper and moan, but the effective, shit-stained gag keeps any words from escaping me.

He pulls out, only to ram his cock into my gaping asshole. I know he is close, I can tell from his tight abs and focused expression, and he soon pushes deep inside me to deliver his massive load. He groans and pants, ensuring that all his cum is deposited deep inside me.

He pulls out and takes a step back. No words are spoken as he stands there, watching my pitiful balancing act while cum drips from my tortured asshole. I am soaking wet and I can feel the veins in my neck and head threatening to pop out of my skin, yet he stares at me like I am the most beautiful thing in the world.

I collapse to the ground when he unties the rope holding my neck and leg, coughing wildly. The noose remains firmly around my neck while he tears the tape from my mouth.

I spit the latex glove out. “Fuck, that hurt …” I look up at him. “… Master.”

He does not slap me for my insolence. Instead, he pulls my head closer and makes me lick his cock clean of cum and small pieces of shit. After the brutal treatment, licking his dirty cock feels intimate, even relaxing, but my entire body is still sore, and my breasts are still taped and hurting. He strokes my hair while I clean him, and my body soaks up the affection like a flower being watered during a drought.

“Thank you,” he says when I am done. He squats in front of me. “Do you want me to untie you for the walk back to the car?”

I consider the question for a bit. My hands are numb from the tight cuffs, my neck hurts, as do my shoulders and legs. My pussy is still burning from the whipping, and I wonder if my breasts will ever return to normal. Even so, I shake my head. “No. I’m still your slave until we get back.”

The morning after my excursion with Brian, I stand in front of the mirror for a while, staring at my naked body. My husband came home late last night after I had gone to bed, and I wonder how I will hide all my bruises before he gets up. I am used to covering marks from the handcuffs by now, but the red bruises on my neck from the noose and the bruises on my breasts are more severe than ever before. It hurts whenever I touch my tormented breasts, and I can barely sit down after the pussy torture. Brian has marked me as his own; it all made sense in the woods as he tortured me, but now it all seems excessive and reckless.

What were you thinking? I shake my head at the woman in the mirror. It will take at least a day for the marks on my neck to disappear, and I have several clients today. I cover up the worst parts with concealer before putting on a scarf. I wince as I put my bra and panties on, but despite the discomfort, every stab of pain causes me to smile.

I feel alive. Broken and battered, but alive.

I sigh as I put on my husband’s large silver Rolex on one wrist and a wide silver bangle on the other. The feel of cold steel on my wrists sends a shiver through my body that nestles in my pussy, and I cannot resist the urge to lift my dress and slide my fingers down to rub my clit, feeling the edge of the bracelet rub against my skin. My pussy is too sensitive for it to be truly pleasurable, but it just adds to the experience. Even when Brian is not near me, he dominates my body.

I stop for a moment and smile. My fingers slide out of my pussy and into my asshole, just for a bit. I think of Anna as I pull them out and put them in my mouth. I let out a muted moan as the taste of shit prickles my tongue, and I close my eyes and imagine that my fingers are Brian’s cock.

Impressive, how far you’ve fallen … you dumb cunt. Brian’s words echo in my mind as I walk into the bedroom. I stand for a bit in silence as I watch my husband sleeping. We are drifting apart, but I am not even sure he has noticed. I still kiss him. We still hug. We still say we love each other. It is normal for people who have been married for this long to not have sex, he probably just figures it was bound to happen.

I kiss him on the head and receive a mumble I interpret as “Have a nice day.” I let my smelly fingers run through his hair before I leave.

Since that day in the woods, an idea has lingered in my mind. I have tried to push it away, but I have not succeeded. It festers, itching like a mosquito bite in the back of my brain that I cannot scratch. My husband is away on business for a few days, leaving me alone in the giant house. Our house. Our home. It is something sacred, a symbol of the life we have built together.

I stare out the window next to the front door for what feels like an eternity. The sunset paints the clouds a charming orange when I see a car coming down the driveway, but to my surprise, there are two people in it.

It stops right in front of the door. Brian gets out of the passenger side, his mother, Bethany, of the driver’s side. She sees me and waves. I smile and awkwardly return the gesture. She winks at me before she gets back into the car and drives off.

I open the door and let Brian inside. He seems a bit intimidated by the surroundings, pausing to look at the plethora of family photos covering the walls in the hallway.

“Those are your kids?” he asks, pointing at the most recent picture from last summer when we went to our summer home up north.

I nod.

He chuckles. “They’re my age, it seems.”

“Yeah, they are.” I adjust the dress that suddenly feels way too short and inappropriate. I do not want to talk about my children, and luckily, it seems that Brian notices my discomfort.

“The living room?” he asks and points at a door.

I smile at him and nod. “Yes. Let us sit in there.”

“It is a wonderful home,” Brian says and sits down on the white couch. He nods at the trophies situated unashamedly over the fireplace. “Are those yours?”

I sigh. “No.” I was never a fan of those trophies. Many of them just look like brass dildos. “My husband is an avid golfer. Those are his.”

A hint of a playful smile appears on Brian’s lips, but it is gone in an instant. “Very nice.” He leans back on the couch. “Very nice, indeed.”

I sit down in a chair across from him and cross my legs. “How have you been, Brian?”

He looks at me for a bit before answering. “I’ve been good, thanks. Really good.”

I nod. “And … the girl? Any progress there?” I usually slip into the role of the therapist without issue, but it feels awkward now. I do not want to talk about the object of Brian’s affection, but I feel obligated to ask.

He smiles. “We’re going out for coffee next week. I’m nervous, but I think it’ll be okay.”

“Good. That’s good.” I look out the window. “Your mother drove you. She does not have any problem with … what we’ve been doing?”

Brian’s jaw clenches. “We don’t talk about it. It’s better that way.” He takes a deep breath before leaning forward. “Do you really want to talk about my mother or the girl I’ve got a crush on, Rachel?” His voice takes on a hard edge.

“What do you mean?”

He smiles. That dangerous smile that tells me that I am about to lose control. “You brought me to your home. Do you think it can help you retain some semblance of power in the dynamic between us to be on your home turf, Rachel? It hasn’t worked in the office so far.” He gets up and stands behind my chair. My breathing accelerates as his hands gently stroke my hair. “Tell me why you asked me to come here.”

My lips tremble. “Because … I wanted to help … you … you know. To talk … to …”

“That’s a lie.” His hands move down and start groping my breasts, squeezing a few drops of milk out. “Tell me the truth. It’s for your own good.”

My defenses crack. “I brought you here … because it’s forbidden. Because it’s … wrong.” I close my eyes and give in to his touch.

“Tell me … did you expect me to fuck you? To dominate you?”

I do not answer. One hand moves up to my neck and starts choking me slightly. I wonder what the cleaning lady will say when she sees a wet stain on the chair.

“Let me try asking you a different way … did you bring a whole load of toys from your office?”

I sigh. “Yes …”

“You dirty, little slut.” His hand grabs my neck tighter, and my body is flooded with lust. I want him. I have tried to tell myself that I brought him here for a normal session, that I wanted to get our professional relationship back on track, but my actions have pointed in a different direction. I am not wearing any underwear. My dress is low-cut and short. And there is a bag filled with cuffs, gags, floggers, and other assorted horrors from my office on the dinner table. I brought Brian here because I want to desecrate this sacred shrine to my marriage.

Just give in, I think to myself as Brian grabs hold of my hair and pulls me to my feet. I let go of any remaining pretense and feel a massive weight lift from my shoulders.

“Take your clothes off. Then go and pick out the heaviest restraints you have in that bag and put them on yourself. Now.”

I slide the short dress off, revealing the bruises still left on my skin. I can tell that the sight turns him on. I kick off my heels and walk slowly over to the bag. It is heavy, filled to the brim with restraints and chains. I pick out the now familiar steel collar and let my fingers run across the smooth steel. Months of harsh sessions have left countless small nicks and scratches on the collar, and I shudder as I remember what caused them. I close the collar around my neck with a satisfied sigh – the clicking sound always helps push me even further into a submissive state. I add a pair of medieval-style ankle shackles and matching wrist restraints. The shackles are heavy and wide, but the long chain connecting my wrists gives me more mobility than the handcuffs I am used to wearing.

I kneel in front of Brian with my hands behind my head, awaiting his command.

He locks a chain to my collar and gestures for me to crawl. “You’ve never crawled like a dog on your floor, have you?”

“No, Master.” The thick carpet is soft against my knees, but it feels like all the family pictures on the walls are staring condescendingly at me. The pictures of myself included.

Brian positions me in front of my husband’s trophies. He lets his hand run across them as he smiles. I know what he has in mind, and though the rational voice that still lingers in the back of my mind is repulsed, a smile forms on my red lips. He picks up a brass trophy depicting a golf ball on the end of a thick, round base. I have always hated how it looks.

“I want you to put on a little show for me, my slave,” Brian says and hands me the trophy. “I want you to masturbate with this. I want you to put it in every orifice.”

Brian sits down in my husband’s favorite chair, holding the end of my collar chain in his hand. I am kneeling on the floor, naked and shackled. The only sound is the chains rattling as I turn the thick, alluring trophy in my hands.

I look up at him as I take it in my mouth. The brass ball feels like a cold, metallic ballgag; it is a little wider than Brian’s cock, but I still try to push it in as deep as I can, making sure to add plenty of salivae to make the next part easier. Brian looks powerful in the wide leather chair, watching my every move with his piercing gaze. He unzips his pants and pulls his cock out. I know he does it to pleasure himself, but the sight of it taunts me and somehow makes the act of fellating the trophy more humiliating and degrading.

I lie on my back and slide the wet, cold trophy into my pussy. I groan and moan as I slowly push it deeper and deeper, I can feel every slight notch in the smooth steel as it grinds against the walls of my pussy, and I shiver when the chains from my shackles slide back and forth across my pelvis as I fuck myself with my husband’s golf-trophy while my client watches me.

“Put it in your ass.”

I obey, but even though the trophy is soaked in my saliva and vaginal juices, it is not easy to get in. The pain from the forceful insertion causes my body to tremble, but it does bring me some degree of pleasure, aided by the other hand rubbing my clit.

This is so wrong. I writhe on the carpet that my mother-in-law bought us while I fuck myself in the ass with the trophy. Brian gets up and starts walking around me, looking down at me with a smile. “Look at you …” he says, his voice dripping with contempt and condescension. I know he is acting, but his words pierce my soul and send me spiraling into a deep pit of humiliation. It is a major turn-on. “A loving wife and mother, moaning on the floor while she fucks herself with her husband’s prized possession.” He pulls the collar chain tighter, choking me. I am edging badly, aching for release. “Such a fucking slut. This is who you truly are. Not the confident, well-educated doctor. That’s just an act. You’re a miserable, worthless bitch, aching for someone else to take the reins, to dominate you.”

Yes. It’s true. This is what I am. The thought triggers something within me, a deep-seated desire. I fuck myself harder, whimpering and moaning as I do so.

“Are you close, slave?”

I nod. “Yes, Master. Can I …?”

He shakes his head. “No. Pull it out and suck it clean.”

I pout as I slowly pull the trophy out of my asshole and put it in my mouth. I should be used to the taste of my own shit now, but the trophy presses down hard on my tongue, forcing the bitter taste deep into my tastebuds. Tasting shit is always humiliating, but doing it this way, in my living room, surrounded by pictures of me and my husband, all add to the experience.

“You can put it back now.” Brian pulls hard at the chain, forcing me to my feet. I place the trophy on the shelf and stare at it for a bit, imagining my husband showing it off to our guests like he always does. “Now … I want to see your bedroom.”

I look at him. The bedroom. The most private part of the house. Somehow, it seems fitting, and I start walking toward the other end of the house, listening to the sound of the chains echoing in the corridors. A knot forms in my stomach as we enter the large master bedroom and I see the bed that I share with my husband. Brian pushes me against the wall and takes my wrist restraints, locking them to a coat rack above me.

“Spread your legs as wide as you can,” Brian says and walks over to the large closet. “Let me see that filthy pussy.”

I do as I am told while Brian starts browsing my husband’s clothes. This is wrong, I think. But … I don’t want it to stop. He grabs a wide, black leather belt and approaches me.

“I’m sure you’ve screamed in here before.” He smiles and folds the leather belt in half. “Now, you’ll scream in pain. I want you to look at that bed while I torture you, slave. I want you to feel humiliated, ashamed of the betrayal you’re committing.”

I do feel shame. I do feel humiliated. But as the belt starts pummeling my breasts, sending torrents of intense, overwhelming pain through my body, I also feel free, despite my shackles. Milk drips onto the floor of the bedroom. I scream until my lungs burn; the belt is more brutal than any flogger, and small cuts soon start appearing on my breasts, causing the following lashes to be even more painful. You wanted this, Rachel, I think just as a perfect hit causes my entire body to shake. I am desecrating the most sacred part of my house, the temple to our marriage, and I feel no regret. Shame, yes, but not regret.

Shame. And pure, undiluted lust.

The belt moves down my body. Slowly. The hits against my stomach are easier to handle than the ones to my breasts, but knowing where they are heading causes me to tense up.

“FUCK!” The first lash to my pussy causes me to tear at the restraints, almost pulling the coat rack down, but Brian does not relent. He continues to torture my genitals, and I wonder for a moment if he can tear my clit right off if he hits me hard enough. It certainly feels like it. Tears stream from my eyes as I am torn down in front of my marital bed, and when Brian finally stops, I am hanging from my wrists; my legs are no longer able to support me.

He puts a finger under my chin and lifts it. His face looks blurry through the haze of tears. My heart is pounding in my chest and my breasts and pussy are a bruised mess, but I want nothing more than his cock inside me. I want his attention, his affection.

I want to please him.

“Time for the final act,” he says and kisses my forehead. He unlocks my shackles from the coat rack. “I want you to go into the dining room and find a plate. Not just any plate – one that has meaning to you.”

I nod and get up. My body is shaking with every step. The house that I have lived in for years seems strange and unfamiliar to me in my current state, and though I am having a wonderful time with Brian, relishing the pain, torture, and humiliation, silent tears keep streaming down my cheeks. I walk toward the cupboard in the dining room and pick out a plate from the dining set that my husband and I received as a wedding gift from our best friend. As my fingers run across the smooth, expensive ceramic, the edge of my heavy steel shackles scrapes against it, leaving a dent.

Fitting.

Brian enters the room. He is naked, gorgeous to behold, brimming with youthful energy and vigor. He is stroking his massive cock, and I can feel an intense desire building inside me. He looks me in the eye as he takes the plate from my hand and places it on the floor.

“I’m going to shit on this plate, slave. If you don’t want me to piss on your floor while doing it, you better get onto the floor and drink whatever comes out of my cock.”

“Yes, Master.” Nothing in my mind questions it. My mind is in a haze as I take the cock in my mouth while Brian squats slightly over the plate. I look up at him with submissive eyes as warm piss fills my mouth. It comes fast and hard, and when I fail to swallow it all in time, some of it comes out of my nose and spills onto the hardwood floor. Just another humiliation. Another piece of the old me broken and thrown away. I wonder for a moment what will be left when Brian is done with me.

I hope he’ll never be done …

Brian delivers a large, stinking turd onto the plate. The dark brown substance beckons, telling me that my humiliation is not done.

“I want you to sweeten the meal a bit. Milk yourself onto it.” He pushes it toward me while he is still squatting.

My handcuffs scrape against my sore breasts as I send jets of milk onto the stinking meal that awaits me. Every movement stings after the brutal whipping, but it is nice to get a little relief.

Brian gets up and supports himself against the dining table, giving me access to his asshole. I do not hesitate and start licking him clean. The chain connected to my collar rattles loudly as I complete my task, and I cannot help but stroke his cock while doing so.

“Mmm …” he moans. The sound of his pleasure fills me with pride and purpose, and I push my tongue inside him for a bit as a sign of submission and affection.

Fuck, I want that cock so bad. He gets harder and harder, and my tortured pussy responds by getting wet. When he is finally satisfied with my tongue work, he pulls me away. He locks my shackles behind my back and pulls them upward, locking the chain to my collar. I love this bondage position; I am choking, my breasts are pushed forward, and I am completely helpless.

“Do you want my cock?” Brian asks while he places the plate of steaming shit on the table.

“Yes, Master.”

”Tell me how much.” He pinches my nipple. “Beg me. Degrade yourself before me.”

I let out a pitiful whimper. “I … I want your cock so bad, Master. Please fuck me.” Nothing is left inside me but the desire to ride him. “I am a worthless, overrated slut, all I want is to be fucked by you. I beg you … Please, please fuck me hard.”

He sits down on the chair in front of the plate and gestures for me to sit on him. I lower myself onto his towering erection, wincing as my tormented pussy screams in pain, but the discomfort is soon replaced by glorious pleasure.

“Eat my shit while you ride me.”

He holds on to my collar chain as I lean forward, pushing my head into the warm turd, smearing it across my face. I take a large bite of the grainy feces, filling my mouth with the soft, bitter shit. I am painfully aware that I am eating shit in the place where I have had countless family dinners while riding Brian, and the humiliating sense of taboo and shame overwhelms me, fuelling the intense pleasure coming from sliding up and down his cock. He lets go of my collar chain and starts groping my breasts. Just riding Brian while he pinches and twists my sensitive, tortured nipples with a steel collar pressing on my neck would be a wonderful experience in itself, but the intense, overwhelming humiliation and shame added by the soft shit between my teeth and the surroundings sends me into a state of pure bliss. It turns me on like nothing ever has, and I slide into subspace faster than I thought possible. Everything else seems to fade away, and only the nauseating sensation of shit struggling to slide down my throat, the smell, and the feel of Brian’s cock inside me register.

“Can’t fall much further than this, can you?” Brian whispers behind me and twists my nipples until I fear they might fall off. “You’re covered in shit. You’re bruised and broken. You’re riding a young cock that doesn’t belong to your husband.” I can hear the smile in his voice. “What’s next when you hit rock bottom?”

Oh, I’m not there yet, I think and smile to myself, embracing the despicable depravity.

I hear something buzzing nearby. A phone. My phone. It pokes at my mind and tries to force its way into my consciousness to ruin my enjoyment. My purse is standing on the chair right next to Brian who fishes it out and looks at it.

“Ah, it’s your husband.”

No … don’t …

“I want you to talk to him.” He grabs my hair and pulls me back. I am still far gone, riding the edge when I feel the phone against my ear.

“Honey?” My husband’s voice sounds strange to me.

“Y… Yes?” This feels so wrong. Brian starts rubbing my clit with the hand not holding the phone.

“Am I interrupting something?”

“N… No, I’m just …” I still have a huge chunk of Brian’s shit in my mouth. “I was just getting a snack. How … how’s the conference?”

“It’s great, making a lot of new connections here. I met …”

I struggle to keep the noise from my chains to a minimum while I continue to ride Brian. I am swimming in a sea of intense pleasure and my mouth is filled with the taste of shit while my husband drones on about his work. I am having a hard time focusing on the conversation, and Brian is torturing me by rubbing my clit faster and faster. If I come, I will scream – there is no way I can hold it back.

“Anyway, I just wanted to call to say I love you and that I’ll be home a little earlier tomorrow.”

“I … love … you too.”

“Are you alright, sweetie?”

“Yes … Just … tired.”

“Alright, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

The moment my husband hangs up, it feels like my body is torn in two by a violent orgasm. I scream, emptying my lungs of air. My entire body sizzles and shakes, the restraints feel tighter, and a moment later, I feel Brian’s warm cum inside me. I start crying. I cannot stop the tears or the sobbing. Though I have been very aware of what I have been doing since Brian arrived, it is as if the guilt does not hit me until now.

What the fuck are you doing, Rachel? I am still sitting on Brian; I can feel his cock shrink inside me. Part of me wants him to leave, the other part wants him to untie me and cuddle with me in bed.

“Was it too much?” His voice has changed. I find it impressive that he can slide back and forth between his two roles so effortlessly.

I shake my head. “N… no. It was incredible. I’m just … a little overwhelmed.” I notice that my shoulders are aching. “Can you … please release me?”

“Of course.”

Brian helps me get up. My legs are shaking and can barely support my weight. The shackles and collar are removed and falls to the floor with a loud clunk.

Brian holds my hand and smiles at me. “You know I only say those things because I get the feeling you like being degraded, right?”

“I know.” I take a paper towel and start cleaning shit off my face. “But that doesn’t mean they’re not true.” My mind is a mess of conflicting emotions, but I already know that I am not able to stop this. Whatever it is. “I … I better start cleaning up here.” I smile at him and squeeze his hand. “See you in my office next week?”

Read the next part here:
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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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