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Istare at the ceiling of my elegant, expensively-furnished bedroom. My eyes fixate on the designer lamp that cost more than my first car, and I let out a frustrated sigh. I have everything I need; an amazing job that I adore, a loving husband, and a giant apartment in the best part of town. Even my adult children are crushing it in their nascent careers. Despite all this, sleep eludes me. My husband lies next to me, his heavy breathing acting as background music for my jumbled thoughts.

I look at him. He has done nothing wrong, yet we have not had sex in a while. Not since that intense session with my client, Brian.

What the fuck is going on with you, Rachel? I sigh again and try to push away the stab of guilt I feel toward my husband. I go above and beyond for all my clients, and Brian is not the first client whose fantasies I have helped fulfill, but it is the first time it has affected my sex life like this.

Get over it, girl. It was humiliating, degrading, disgusting. My inner voice fails to convince me; only one emotion remains whenever I think back to the session that had me tasting shit for the first time – arousal. It was hot. There is no other word for it. But I have had hot sessions with clients before, and the thought that Brian might have managed to push his way past my professional defenses keeps lingering.

Though my mind struggles to comprehend what is happening, my body does not. My hands start moving under the blanket as if they have a mind of their own, and while images of my body covered in shit fill my mind, my fingers find their down to my crotch and start rubbing my clit. Though the memory of Brian’ steaming turd in my mouth involuntarily makes me gag and adds a tinge of nausea to my masturbation, it also turns me on like nothing else ever has.

I clench my jaw and try to suppress the moans threatening to escape from my trembling lips. It feels forbidden and naughty to masturbate next to my husband, but it only makes it hotter, and my other hand soon starts massaging my nipples, pinching them slightly to add a little spice. Milk starts flowing gently, but it does not bother me. I am too distracted. I imagine my body covered in shit once again, and the intense humiliation that goes along with it.

I rub my clit harder. It is not sensual or elegant, it is raw and intense, just like the vivid images in my mind. As I near the climax, my hand moves from my breasts to my neck, grabbing hold and choking me. In my head, the hand is not mine, but Brian’, and the image of him smile as I reach a dirty, somewhat satisfying climax.

Fuck … you’re in trouble, Rachel. The orgasm holds me for a bit, and I soak every last drop of pleasure from it before the inevitable ennui of the whole situation comes crashing down on me.

A 55-year-old respected therapist should not be dreaming about being covered in shit by a young man less than half her age.

I have canceled my appointments for the rest of the day. I sit and stare at Brian’s name on my laptop; he is the next client. We have had a few sessions since he shat in my mouth with no sexual component, but that is not what I have in mind for today. He is making progress, but he needs to be pushed harder.

Who are you doing it for? Him or you? I scoff at the thought. I am a professional, after all, but I have to admit that the kinky, lustful side of me relishes the thought of using my body and skills to challenge Brian. I want more of him. Much more. And while I am sure he is willing to give it, I cannot mute the voice in the back of my mind that tells me that I am heading down a slippery slope.

There is a knock on the door.

“Dr. Rachel?” Brian’s head appears in the doorway. He smiles. “Am I interrupting?”

“Of course not,” I say and get up from behind my desk. “Please, come in.” I adjust the plunge-neck black shirt to deepen the cleavage and gesture for Brian to sit on the couch. As per usual, I sit across from him, crossing my legs slowly. I know there is a chance he will catch a glimpse of my pussy since the skirt is short and my underwear non-existent, but I do not intend to wear my clothes for long, anyway.

“How have you been, Brian?”

He ponders the question for a bit. “Pretty good. It’s … I’ve enjoyed the pictures I took of you.” His cheeks blush, making him look even younger than he is. “I really appreciate your help.”

I smile at him and feel my pussy getting wet from the memory of the dirty session. “My pleasure. And the confidence? Any improvement?”

He squirms in his seat. “A little, I guess. I … it’s hard, you know?”

“I do. It’s alright.” I lean forward, smiling as I watch his eyes stare at my cleavage. “You know I’m willing to do anything to help you, right?”

He nods.

“So … why don’t you ask for something?” I lean back and cock my head, waiting for the answer. It is a test, a slight push.

“For anything? I can’t … I can’t just tell you to …”

“Why not?” I observe him for a bit, thinking of a way to squeeze a little more of Brian’s endless potential from him. “You know I’m willing. I know you want to. Yet, you don’t.” I can tell that he wants me, I know that look. Most of my clients have the same look, no matter their gender. Few things are as irresistible as a middle-aged woman with a fit body, large breasts, and years of experience. “Don’t even ask me. Don’t even think. Tell me. What do you want right now?”

“A blowjob.” His face goes pale. “I’m sorry, I … fuck … that’s not …”

“Good. That’s more like it.” I tie my long hair into a tight ponytail and gently place my glasses on the small table next to my chair. “You just sit back.”

I kneel in front of him and unzip his pants. I feel a pleasant shiver as my hands sneak down his boxers and close around his flaccid cock which begins to harden immediately. I pull it out and kiss it, looking up at Brian with a smile.

“See? It’s not that hard. I want you to think about what you want while I suck your cock. I want you to think about what you want to become, Brian.”

I take his cock in my mouth while my hands slowly rub his thighs. It is the second time I have blown a client today, but it feels more significant, more enticing. I enjoy the feel and smell as his sweaty cock dances on my tongue, but I hope it will lead to more. I hope the act is boosting his confidence enough for him to demand what he deserves. What we both deserve.

“Shit, that is amazing,” he says, looking down at me with a mix of arousal and disbelief. His hand clenches the couch’s armrest.

Grab my hair. Force that cock down my throat. Make me yours, I think, but it does not happen. He is still intimidated by my presence, and though I usually relish having that kind of power over people, I want Brian to push past. I want him to take me.

I start going slower. I do not want him to come, I want him to get frustrated, to push him over the edge. I look him in the eye as I slowly move my mouth down his shaft until his cock tickles the back of my throat, and I stay there. His pubes tickle my nose and I can barely breathe as my mouth and throat are filled with cock, but it is working. He winces, moves on the couch, and opens his mouth to speak only to close it again.

Yes. Tell me. Tell me what you want.

“I wish …”

His words are frail, barely whispers. I love this moment; this is what I aim for with my clients, the magic moment when their most base desire pushes past their defenses and insecurities and shows itself for the first time. Shitting in my mouth was a step, but it was not the root of it all.

“I wish … I wish I was more dominant.”

There it is. It is not a surprise to me, far from it, I have known it for weeks, but I needed Brian to realize it himself. There is nothing wrong with being polite, but he needs to assert himself.

He nods as if he agrees with what he just said and feels the weight of the words. “I want to be more dominant. Yes … that’s it. That’s what I want.”

I release his cock from my mouth and continue to stroke it with my hand while I look at him with a knowing smile. “And I’ll help you. I will help you find the will within yourself to take charge, to take what you want. What you deserve.” Fuck, I’m wet right now. “What you need.”

I get up and stand in front of him. “Do you want me to undress, Brian?”

He nods.

“Then tell me to.”

An awkward silence fills the air between us as Brian takes a deep breath and seems to ponder where he is capable of taking the next step. It is a significant moment, a transition.

He clears his throat. “I … I want you too …”

I shake my head. “No, that is not how it sounds in your head, Brian. Demand it.” I smile. “There is a time and a place to be polite, and it is not when a woman is telling you to take charge.”

“Take your clothes off!” The words fly from his mouth with power and determination. He jumps a bit on the couch as if he just startled himself.

“Yes … Master.” I start undressing, taking my time. I never break eye contact to ensure that he understands that I want this. The shirt falls to reveal my two best assets, covered only by the black lace bra that drops soon after. The short pencil skirt is next to go.

“Leave the heels on,” he says and moves forward in his seat. His eyes are shimmering with desire as he takes in my firm, voluptuous body.

I smile. “That’s more like it.” I step forward and kneel in front of him, placing my hands behind my head. I push my chest forward and enjoy the surge of confidence that comes from being ravished by a young man’s horny eyes. “I submit to you, Brian. There are no limits – and if you somehow manage to find them, I’ll let you know. My body is yours to command, and I want you to take advantage of that. Of me.” Fuck, I want to touch myself so much right now. “My safe word is ‘cucumber’, but I doubt I will be using it. I want you to soak all the confidence you can from this, to use it to build that dominant side of you that I know is there.” I lick my lips and wink at him. “You see that cupboard over there?” I nod at the discreet white cupboard behind my desk. It is barely noticeable next to the shelves with my diplomas, awards, and books. “Open it. It is where I keep the … tools of my trade.”

Brian pulls his pants up and walks slowly toward the cupboard. I am sad to see his cock being hidden away, but my noble sacrifice is rewarded a moment later when Brian stares in awe at the contents of the cupboard. Whips, floggers, and paddles fill the upper shelf, while everything from plugs and dildos to gags and restraints fills the other shelves.

“Pick something you like and use it. Embrace the power you have over me.” I am still the one in control, even though I am kneeling naked on the floor, but part of me wants him to take over fully.

He picks out a leather collar with a chain leash. I can feel my body tense up as he walks towards me, and though he still seems insecure, there is a spark in his eyes that was not there before, a fire that tells me that I am in for an exciting afternoon.

“Put it on me,” I say, sounding more in charge than I intend. “I’m sorry … you’re in control.”

He smiles. As he closes the collar around my neck and tightens it enough for me to be choking slightly, it is as if I can feel the power transitioning from me into him. It is not the first time I have been collared by a client, but there is something about Brian, a primal power that draws me in. It has remained well hidden until now, but as he towers above me, leash in hand, his potential starts shining through.

“Take off my clothes,” he says. His voice sounds different; it is stronger and more confident.

I nod and remove his pants and T-shirt. He keeps the leash tight, ensuring that I am constantly aware of the collar around my neck. I stop a moment and stare at his cock. I want it inside me, but I no longer feel in charge.

“Lick my armpit, slave,” Brian says and yanks my chain, pulling me toward his hairy armpit.

It catches me by surprise, and the surge of lust that follows fires me up. My tongue starts licking the sweaty, musky armpit and I relish the degradation it symbolizes. His pit hair scratches my lips and my tongue, and the chain leash rattles like muted bells as I enthusiastically humble myself before Brian.

“Tell me you like it. Tell me how insignificant you are.”

Holy shit … I hesitate for a moment, overwhelmed by the confidence that is on display in Brian’s eyes. I have never seen a confidence boost this sudden before.

“Do it!”

I shriek as a hard slap lands on my cheek. Tears well up in my eyes as the burning sensation lingers. No one has ever slapped me this hard, and I am surprised that I feel nothing but arousal as the pain gives way to intense desire.

“I … I love licking your sweat … Master.” The words feel heavy and severe. “I … I’m just a slut, a worthless cunt.”

“More.” He bares his teeth in a wolf-like grin. It is still Brian standing before me, the polite, shy young man, but he is embracing his new role. I still feel safe, but there is an edge of uncertainty that turns me on. “Get on your knees, you dumb slut, and lick my asshole.”

I obey. I cannot help but smile as Brian leans forward to allow me access. I spread his cheeks with my hands. The bitter taste of his asshole, the smell, it all takes me back to our first intense session. The fact that he is commanding me to and has me on a leash only makes it even hotter. Every lash of my tongue puts a tiny bit of shit into my mouth, and the degradation threatens to send me headfirst into subspace, wrestling the last few bits of control away from me.

Focus, Rachel, I think to myself. I am a professional therapist. I try to convince myself that I am doing this to help my client and not because of my own desires, but the words fail to ring true in my mind.

“Shit on me, Brian,” I say.

Brian pulls away. He yanks me to my feet and pulls me in close. I can barely breathe as he grabs hold of my leash right where it connects to the collar and pulls it upward. “Shut up, you dumb cunt. I’m in charge now, remember?” He slides two fingers inside my pussy, and I am close to going crazy. “I control your pleasure. I control what is going to happen. Do you understand?”

“Y… Yes, Master.” Fuck, this is too hot. The realization that I can no longer get Brian to do exactly what I want is both terrifying and arousing at the same time.

“Tell me you’re a dumb cunt.”

“I … I’m a dumb cunt.”

He smiles and pulls his fingers out before pinching my clit to the point where I fear it will tear off. I scream, but once again, the pain gives way to pleasure as soon as he lets go. “Go to the closet and pick a pair of handcuffs. Put them on.”

I do as I am told. Brian lets go of my leash and sits down on the couch, watching my every move. My heart is pounding in my chest; I feel sexy and appreciated, even amidst all the verbal and physical degradation. He wants me, because he finds me attractive and intriguing, and I want to repay his affection. I peruse the wide selection of restraints in the cupboard and pick out a pair of hinged handcuffs. I feel a shiver as I close the sharp steel around my wrists and turn to face Brian.

“You said there are no limits, didn’t you?” he says with a devious smile.

I move my weight nervously between my feet. “Yes?”

“Good. I want to torture your breasts. Your pussy. I want to wreck it so you cannot stand to fuck your husband for a while.”

The rational part of me tells me that it is already going too far, but lust has taken the reins and though a tinge of fear grips my throat, I am madly turned on by the prospect of being tortured by Brian. The pain I have already felt at his hands has only served to make me incredibly horny.

“Get the nastiest flogger you have, a set of nipple clamps, and the hot sauce I noticed in there. Then come here.” He pats the couch next to him, and I go to sit down with the requested items. He pushes me back, pulling my hands over my head. “Keep your hands there. No matter what happens. And spread your legs wide.”

He gets up from the couch and watches me as I sit there, exposed and vulnerable. My entire body is vibrating, anticipating, and I cannot help but bite my lower lip. Brian takes the flogger and starts attacking my breasts. It is not sensual. It is not erotic. It is a furious, violent attack of lashes that causes me to scream at the top of my lungs. Milk starts pouring from my nipples, soaking my belly and pussy. The pain overwhelms me, and there is not enough time between the lashes for the burning to give way to pleasure, yet I do not want it to stop. I clench my hands into fists and feel the handcuffs digging into my skin, telling me that I am not in control.

“Choke yourself,” he orders while he continues to pummel my poor, large breasts. Welts and bruises are already visible on my fair skin, and for a brief second, I wonder how I can explain the marks to my husband.

I take the leash to my collar and pull it back behind my head. Tears stream down my cheeks and my lips tremble. My restricted breathing enhances the intensity of the pain, but it is nothing compared to what awaits me.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about pouring hot sauce on your pussy since you mentioned doing it with another client,” he says and puts a large helping of red sauce in his palm.

I shiver at the thought of what comes next; the only other time I have tried having hot sauce on my pussy it was only a drop, a short, harmless session, but this … this is extreme.

“I’m going to smear this on you. You’re going to endure it. No screaming. No begging. Just you and the pain.” He smiles and places his lips on my nipple. I moan as he starts drinking from me, offering a moment of respite between the pain. “And don’t stop pulling that leash.” He places his palm against my pussy and smears it all over. He pushes three fingers inside me as well before he starts drinking from me again.

I clench my jaw to keep from crying out. The burning is excruciating, and my entire body starts to shake. Brian gives my nipple a teasing bite before pulling away, sliding his fingers out of me. He applies the painful nipple clamps and sits down in my chair, a symbol of the power transition, and watches me with a mix of desire and curiosity. He starts stroking his cock with his clean hand, masturbating to my discomfort and pain.

I am pouring sweat. The tremors in my body cause the nipple clamps to shake, making them more painful, and through it all, I am fighting for every breath. I have never experienced pain on this level before.

And yet, I am turned on. By the submission. The humiliation. The pain. And when I watch Brian walk toward the cupboard, still stroking his cock, and finding a condom, I want nothing more than him inside me. I am crying and whimpering, struggling not to scream, enduring pain on levels I never thought imaginable, and though I want the pain to end, I will do anything to please Brian.

“Do you want my cock?” he asks. He stands before me, slowly sliding the condom on.

“Y… Yes, Master,” I whimper through the tears, my words barely recognizable due to the choking.

He lays me down on the couch and gets on top of me. It is oddly intimate, considering the circumstances, and though I am still suffering from a burning pussy and choking myself as he enters me, there is a hint of genuine affection in his eyes as he stares into mine.

His cock goes in deeper, taking some of the hot sauce with it. The intense burning turns into an explosion of pain as he starts fucking my tortured pussy, but sprinkled in the sea of discomfort are islands of pure, overwhelming pleasure. I am reduced to a sobbing, moaning mess, a shadow of the powerful, dignified woman that I usually am, and I have to wonder which is the real Rachel. The experience is too vivid and addicting that I am not sure that I can go back.

His cock hardens even more inside me, filling me to the brim. Every thrust carries pain and pleasure with it.

I am edging. Hard.

“Please … please, Master, can I come?” I have never begged for anything like this in my life.

“No.”

“Please … I can’t take much more.”

“I said no.” He slaps me again but does not break eye contact. He stares into my soul as he pushes deeper and deeper inside me, only to slide out just as I am nearing the climax.

“No!” I cry, only to be slapped again. I scream in pain.

He takes the condom off and strokes his cock. He is sitting astride me, a vision of power and confidence. No words are spoken as he blows his load on my face and in my hair, a final humiliation, and at the same time, he yanks the nipple clamps off me with a quick motion. My nipples explode in pain as a jet of milk shoots from them, and I start sobbing like crazy. My pussy still burns and the collar still chokes me, but I am denied satisfaction.

He gets up. He puts on his pants. “Thank you for this session, Doctor,” he says in a calm voice. He looks at me with a smile. “I want you to do something for me until the next time we meet.”

“Anything …” The professional is gone. I just want to please him.

“You’re not allowed to come until we meet again.” He puts on his coat and walks toward the door. “Oh, and next time I enter this room, I want to see you naked and collared on your knees. With your hands behind your head.” The dominant side of him is subdued; his voice is polite, but there is a confidence that was never present before. He is still in control. “Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, Ma… Of course, Brian.”

I watch him close the door. I lie there for a bit, pondering the implications of what has just happened. I am still collared and handcuffed on my couch, with cum trickling down my face. “What the fuck are you going to do now?” I whisper to myself, wincing as the burning sensation in my pussy continues without pause.

I poke at the half-eaten piece of cake on my plate and let out a sigh. It is a sunny day outside the small café, but my mind is elsewhere.

“Are you alright, sweetie?”

I look up at Anna, my best friend. She sits across from me with a concerned frown on her face. Apart from the subtle wrinkles near her eyes and a few streaks of gray in her ebony hair, she looks as young and energetic as she always has.

“What?”

“You’ll usually have devoured a cake like that by now and ordered another. Are things okay at home?”

I shake my head and take another bite. “Yeah, we’re … fine. I’m just … thinking about a client.”

The concerned frown turns into a curious smile. “Oh … are you fucking him?” The gorgeous face lights up as her eyes sparkle. Anna has never had much tact, it is one of the things I love about her.

“Anna!” I look around us to check that no one heard her. “I … you know I go the extra mile with clients to help them out. It doesn’t mean I am having an affair.”

“Help them, sure. Are you helping yourself?”

“That’s the big question …” I let out another sigh and stare out the window. I can feel a wet stain forming in my panties, but I do not dare do anything about the pent-up frustration and horniness I am feeling. I know that he would likely never find out if I masturbated, but it would not feel right.

I say goodbye to my second-to-last client of the day and close the door behind her. Another boring talk about an uneventful childhood and an unfulfilling marriage. I have always loved being a therapist, but the normal sessions suddenly feel tiresome and mundane. I stand in front of the full-length mirror in my office and undress, staring at my reflection as I do so.

“You’re just doing your job,” I say with a sigh as I allow myself a few rubs of my clit after taking off my red-lace panties. I let out my hair and take in the sight of a naked middle-aged woman whose life is rapidly spiraling out of control, despite what I am trying to convince myself. The bruises on my breasts are still visible, though they have faded, and I have had to fake a cold to explain to my husband why I have been wearing pajamas to bed for the last week when I usually sleep in the nude. “You’re a professional.” Milking myself has been pure torture.

I open the cupboard and look at my selection of collars. Most are leather of various widths, but there is a collar that I have never used, not on a client or myself. It is wide and made from stainless steel. My hands tremble as I pick it up and feel the weight, but it seems fitting for today’s session. I close it around my neck and smile as I hear a faint click. I look at the clock on the wall and get in position; he can be here any minute.

He is right on time. He opens the door and smiles when he sees me waiting for him, kneeling on the floor with my hands behind my head.

“Gorgeous,” he says and starts circling me. He seems different. More confident. More relaxed. I feel a swell of pride in my chest knowing that I helped him get there. “I have thought a lot about you. You have helped me a great deal, but …” As he speaks, his fingers start touching my hair, and my body soaks up the attention, even if a subtle anxiety has been triggered by his words. “… but I am not sure I can afford to keep coming here.”

“I’ll do it for free!” I blurt out without a moment of hesitation.

He stops and looks down at me with a smile. “You’d do that?”

What are you doing?

“Of course! Don’t … don’t stop coming here,” I say. I am not even trying to keep up the professional façade anymore. I know what he is doing. I know that this is another form of domination, but I do not mind. I am addicted to Brian at this point.

He squats in front of me. There is a subtle change in his eyes as he slides into his dominant role. “You’re pretty stupid for a well-educated professional, aren’t you?”

I nod. “Yes … Master. I am.” Why am I loving the verbal abuse so much?

He gets up and pats me condescendingly on the head. “Very good. I want to … experiment a little today. Push you a bit.” He walks over to the large window overlooking the bustling city. The sun falls on his tall body and makes him look like a god. “I noticed last time that you have some very sturdy curtain rods.” He pulls a bit at the thick curtains and smiles. “Yes … this will do nicely.”

He walks over to the cupboard. I am kneeling with my back to him, unable to see what he is doing, but the sound of rattling chains makes juices flow from my pussy and onto the expensive carpet. I hear his footsteps. I feel his body behind him.

Then the intoxicating, frightening sound of handcuffs being opened reaches my ears shortly before the cold steel snaps shut around my wrist. Fuck, yes … He pulls my hands behind my back and locks them in place. Tightly. But he is not done. He locks a pair of leg irons onto my ankles and another pair onto my elbows. He shortens the chain connecting the elbow cuffs with a padlock, pulling my shoulders back until my elbows are almost touching. It is wildly uncomfortable, and arousing, and it pushes my ample bosom forward. I have never felt this restrained before – or this turned on. I am completely helpless.

“You’re a respectable, confident professional, Dr. Collins,” Brian says as he pulls me to my feet. There is a hint of stinging sarcasm in his voice. He pushes me toward the large window which is placed in a deep recess in the wall with plenty of room for me, and a surge of anxiety hits me as I stare down at the streets below. We are on the sixth floor, and though I doubt that anyone can see me from the street, there is an office building on the other side of the wide boulevard. “At least … that’s how you’re seen by others.” He leans in and whispers in my ear: “But you’re just a horny, cheating pain-slut, aren’t you?”

I know we are playing. I know that it is part of the power play, but the words ring uncomfortably true.

Brian gets onto a chair and locks the end of a long chain to the curtain rod above me. He gets down and forces me to lean forward. He pulls my cuffed wrists upward as far as they can go until they are almost vertical. He then locks them to the chain from the curtain rod, leaving me in a brutal strappado.

“It hurts!” I cry, but I am greeted with a stinging slap to my ass in return.

“It’s supposed to.” Brian ties my hair together with a thin leather strap and pulls it, forcing me to look up and out at the streets and the office building. He then ties the strap to the chain. It causes the already tight collar to press on my neck, and the resulting choking sensation makes me tremble with lust.

God, this is painful. And hot. I feel so exposed and weak, well aware that I have no hope of getting out of my predicament unless Brian releases me. The predicament is made more insufferable when the dreadful nipple clamps are added to my hanging breasts, and Brian adds insult to injury by applying weights to them. The milk starts dripping to underline my humiliation and helplessness.

“You do look good like this,” he says behind me. I can feel his hands on my hips, and through all the pain and discomfort, I just hope he will enter me with his cock. “But I want to tear you down, to humiliate you like never before. It pleases me, and I believe it does the same for you.”

I let out a groan in response, but he is right. It feels like this is the sole purpose of my life now, to reach new heights of depravity and degradation at Brian’s hands.

“I do like this asshole,” he says. “Do you have rubber gloves in here?”

The request is sincere and polite, catching me off guard. “Eh … bottom … bottom drawer in the cupboard.”

I hear him putting them on behind m. My body sizzles with excitement as I feel his gloved finger rub my asshole. A finger enters.

Then another.

And another.

I start moaning as Brian expands my asshole little by little. I struggle against my bonds when it goes from uncomfortable to painful, but I cannot do anything to stop the anal gaping. Soon, Brian has a whole hand buried inside me, and I scream as he moves it. When he pulls it out completely, my asshole is expanded so much that it does not close again.

“Hold on to this for me,” he says, still standing behind me. Before I can consider what he means, Brian removes the glove and shoves it in my mouth. The revolting taste of latex and shit causes me to gag, more from surprise than from the taste. “Tastes good, huh? You can spit it out now.”

I spit out the glove. Brian walks in front of me and pushes his cock deep inside my mouth. He is already hard, and I struggle to breathe as he rams it down my throat. He fucks my mouth hard, pressing his bare ass against the window, not caring whether anyone can see him. The insecure young man that I started seeing a few months ago has been replaced by a confident, carefree man who is taking what he wants from me, reducing me to an object, a pitiful woman to be used and abused.

And I am loving every second of it.

He pulls his cock out and gets in position behind me, using my saliva as lube to effortlessly enter my gaping asshole.

“FUCK!” I cry as he rams into my asshole. It is painful. Intense. Wonderful. I whimper and moan, overwhelmed by the experience, but then I feel something new. Something warm.

Shit, is he pissing inside my ass?

“Embrace the experience, slut,” Brian says. I can see him grinning in the window’s reflection. “You’re tied up, helpless, exposed for the whole city to see. Your client is fucking your ass and peeing inside you. It doesn’t get much more humiliating than that, does it?”

I should be hating this … why am I so turned on? I can feel the piss spill out of my asshole and onto the carpet, and shortly after, I get to taste it as Brian rams his cock into my mouth again. The now-familiar taste of bitter shit is joined by a slightly sour note from the urine. I lick him clean as I look up at him with submissive eyes.

I’m just a horny, cheating pain-slut.

It goes on for a while. He fucks my ass, then lets me lick my shit off his throbbing cock.

I am close. Edging. Somehow, Brian knows exactly when to pull out, and it is driving me insane.

“Please … Master …” I whimper when he enters me again. “Please let me come, I beg you. I’ll do anything.”

“Did I say you could talk?”

He pulls out and walks away. I hear rustling from the cupboard, and soon, a ball-like object enters my asshole.

“This should keep you quiet.” He takes the object out of my ass and pushes it into my mouth.

A ballgag. A ballgag covered in my own shit. Fuck, this is humiliating. He straps it tightly, making it impossible for me to push it out with my tongue, and I am forced to endure the taste of my shit while he enters me again.

Then someone knocks on the door.

FUCK!

“Rachel? It’s me, Anna.”

No, no, no! Anna knows I do wild things for my client, but not anything on this scale. This cannot be happening.

“Are you busy? I was in the neighborhood and …”

“She’s not busy,” Brian says in a loud voice. “Come in!”

“Mmmmmmph!” I try to protest, but the gag muffles the words

Brian is still ball-deep in my ass when I hear the door open.

“I just … what the fuck?” I hear Anna’s surprised voice behind me, but I cannot turn to see what is going on. Fear and anxiety wash over me, muting the pleasure I was feeling just a moment ago. This is my nightmare. “Are you … what?”

“We’re having a therapy session,” Brian says. I can hear the smile in his voice. “Come closer, I won’t bite. Rachel has really helped me.”

I see Anna in the window’s reflection. “Quite … quite a therapy session. And she … she is enjoying this?”

“Of course.” Brian slaps me on the ass. “Go ahead, slut. Tell her you love this.”

I let out a moan of acknowledgment. The situation is extremely humiliating, but I do not want Anna to think that Brian is holding me against my will.

“Her breasts are probably a bit strained. Why don’t you help her out?” Brian says in a polite, nonchalant tone.

Anna ponders the offer for a bit before shrugging. “Sure, why not?” She pushes a chair over next to me and playfully yanks the nipple clamps before removing them. She grabs my garbage can and places it under my breasts before her soft, strong hands start milking me like I was a cow. “Better?”

I groan in response. It does feel good, intimate even, while Brian fucks me hard.

“Thanks for the help,” Brian says. “You’re free to sit and watch for a bit if you want?”

“I think I will.” Anna disappears from my view; I can hear her sitting down on the couch. “This is … this is pretty hot.”

“I know,” Brian groans and starts fucking me harder. “If you want to masturbate, you’re welcome to. She has always said that this is a judgment-free space.”

My mind is a confused vortex of humiliation and pleasure. Part of me is madly turned on that I am being watched, and another part is screaming at me to stop it all and run away. At the same time, I notice a few office workers across the street standing at a window and pointing at me with huge smiles on their faces.

How low can you go, Rachel? I think to myself, but any worries are soon overruled by pleasure. Brian’s cock feels too good inside me, and even the awkward sound of Anna’s moans, when she starts fingering herself on my couch, cannot quell the fire within me.

Brian keeps me on the edge until he comes inside my asshole. He roars as he stays there, ensuring that every last drop of his warm ejaculate remains inside me. My shoulders are hurting badly, my jaw is sore from the gag, and knowing that my gaping, wide asshole is now home to a disgusting mix of semen, piss, and shit is so humiliating that my mind cannot comprehend it. I want to come, badly, and I can barely focus on Anna’s smiling face when she appears in front of me, leaning down so her face is right in front of mine.

“This was … fun,” she says. Her cheeks and chest are flushed. “You and I have a lot to talk about when we see each other next time.” She kisses me on the forehead. “I’m going to go. You two have fun.”

I hear the door close behind me, and Brian finally pulls out.

“That was part one.”

I scream into the gag when he releases my cuffs from the chain and unties the leather strap holding my hair. It feels like a thousand needles are being jabbed into my arms as the blood flows back into them, and I collapse to the floor, sobbing. My body is gripped by pain and lust, and I want release. I see nothing past the orgasm, nothing else in life I want. I just want to come.

“What are you?” Brian is standing behind me and removes the gag. I can feel the heat from his body.

“A … worthless … cunt …” I sob. The taste of shit still fills my mouth. “A dumb bitch. A slave.” Are we still playing? It feels … so true.

“Correct.” He removes the cuffs from my elbows and hands, only to apply the handcuffs again in front of my body. “Go lie down on your desk. On your back.”

I get up on trembling legs and hobble towards the large, expensive mahogany desk. I lay down on top of it, across the various papers and notes from my sessions. Brian stands at the end; he grabs hold of the handcuff chain and uses it to pull my body until my head is near the edge. The symbolism is not lost on me; the desk is a sign of my craft, my professionalism, and at this moment, I am lying naked on it while Brian’s cum is trickling out my pussy and onto the shiny wood.

“Are you ready?”

I nod. I am. I know what comes next. I want it. I want it all.

“Then open your mouth.”

I do as I am told. Brian takes his cock in his hand, and soon, warm piss shoots into my mouth, onto my face, and the desk. The sour taste fills my mouth, but I know it is only the entrée, the warmup.

He crawls onto the desk.

He places his feet on either side of my torso and squats over my face.

I’m just a horny, cheating pain-slut. I watch his asshole expand and a dark brown turd appears. It is big. Huge. I open my mouth.

It fills my mouth, and I fail to swallow it fast enough to keep up; there is simply way too much of it. The warm, soft, grainy shit is squished between my perfect white teeth, and it struggles to find its way down my throat and past the tight collar enveloping my neck.

“Stuff it in. Use your hands.”

I do as I am told. My hands are covered in shit as I take the turd from his asshole and stuff as much into my mouth as I can. My eyes water as the bitter, earthy taste overwhelms me, but it is still coming too fast. Some of it lands in my hair, some on my chest, and a few bits drop to my desk.

“Eat my shit, cunt,” Brian says and groans as he squeezes the last few bits from his asshole. “Smear the rest on your body.”

I whimper as I smear the warm shit onto my breasts and stomach, as well as on my face. The handcuffs restrict me, a constant reminder of Brian’s domination, and though my body is resisting the foul stuff being rammed down into the stomach, my brain is swimming in a sea of pleasure. The humiliation and degradation are such a large turn-on that I wonder for a moment if I can come just from eating shit.

My cheeks are filled with bitter feces, but I manage to swallow it all little by little. The whole time, I stare up into Brian’s asshole, and the moment my tongue is free, I start licking his asshole clean.

“Very good,” he says and lets out a revealing moan. “Very good …” He pushes his ass down over my nose and mouth, choking me for a bit before lifting it again. “When you come home tonight, I want you to kiss your husband. Like … properly kiss him. And I want you to think of my shit in your mouth while you do so.”

God, that is so hot. So humiliating.

“Are you horny, slut?”

“Mmmhmm …” I moan into his asshole.

“You can touch yourself. Masturbate with your shitty fingers.”

I do not even pause to wonder how unsanitary it is, and I am soon rubbing my clit furiously as I lick Brian’s asshole. The stench of shit permeates the air as I slide two dirty fingers inside me. I do not care at this moment; the promise of release is too much, and I feel nothing but lust and gratitude.

I am close.

I am covered in shit.

Brian gets off the table and takes a flogger from the cupboard. “Take the fingers out of your cunt. Rub your clit. Come for me.”

The moment my fingers are out, he starts whipping my pussy. Hard. Really hard. The lashes hit my fingers as well, but it is the stinging, intense pain that overwhelms me. Every hit sends a torrent of violent agony through my body.

And drives me over the edge.

“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” I scream. I cry. I writhe on the table. The chains holding my wrists and ankles clatter, and the collar feels tighter than ever. My body explodes in the biggest orgasm of my life, and through it all, Brian does not stop whipping me. My pussy is a mess of pain and shit and my clit is raw and sore, but I still rub it until the very last drop of the intense climax turns into a hollow whimper from my quivering lips. “Fuuuck …”

I start crying. I sob uncontrollably, even after Brian stops whipping me. It is the only way for my body to process all that has happened. I am not sad; I am relaxed, elated even, but I know that the realities will soon find their way back to my mind.

Brian throws the flogger to the floor and smiles. “This … was amazing. Fun.” He starts putting on his clothes. “I really think we’re making progress here,” he says in a mocking parody of the tone I usually strike at the end of a session. “You have a great day, Rachel. Until next time.”

I do not respond. I am too exhausted and spent. I just look at him and smile, but the smile fades a little when I notice what is in his hand.

He waves the keys to the handcuffs and collar at me. “I’m going to leave these, along with your clothes, in the elevator.” He grins. “Just as a final little … humiliation.” He looks at me with a smile. “Still no safe word?”

I manage a tired smile and wipe a tear from my shit-stained cheek. “Not at all.”

He picks my clothes up from a nearby chair and leaves my office.

I should be mad. I should be terrified. But the tears turn into a heartfelt, invigorating laughter. I laugh as I lie on my desk, handcuffed, collared, and covered in feces.

Progress, indeed, I think to myself and feel an immense sense of satisfaction. Any man who can do something like that to a renowned therapist with a smile and no hint of shame has no doubt received an impressive confidence boost.

I sit on the edge of the desk and look at the clock, wondering when is the best time to walk naked and shit-covered through the halls of one of the most prestigious office buildings in the city to reach the elevator.

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.

[image: ]

-          

OEBPS/image_rsrcCJ.jpg
.
7L
' CLICK HERE TO SIGN
UP FOR THE MAILING
LIST





OEBPS/image_rsrcCE.jpg
" THE CIMPLETE JERIER
ULRIKA UDDERSON






OEBPS/image_rsrcCG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCD.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSDN

-

. " /‘

* s’

TIE

HlICUW

INSPECTUR






OEBPS/image_rsrcCB.jpg
OTHER WORKS





OEBPS/image_rsrcCM.jpg
THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

VOLUME: M
. Y HUSBAND'S PRISON

JESSICA ACKLES

INSPIRED

& WRITER'S
NDAGE

ASPIRIN
JOURNEY INTO BO

7






cover.jpeg
THE WILLING HUCOW SCAT SLAVE 2





OEBPS/image_rsrcCF.jpg
o

W

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
ULRIKA LII]I]ERSIJN





OEBPS/image_rsrcCA.jpg
PART 2





OEBPS/image_rsrcCK.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR





OEBPS/image_rsrcCH.jpg
THE

ETERNAL
HUCOW SLAVE

PART 1: MILKED BY VIKINGS
K LUCOW CROTICA






OEBPS/image_rsrcC9.jpg
IJW SLAVE

THE WILLING HUCOW SCAT SLAVE 1





OEBPS/image_rsrcCC.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

' LN
PART | BUMILIATION






