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The distinct smell of the summer rain hitting the dry soil in the flower bed outside the open window reaches my nose. I am still naked, trying to stay hidden behind the curtain while I watch Brian get into his mother’s car. Bethany is smiling, probably asking him how his night was; it all seems so surreal. I stand there until the car has disappeared and let out a sigh. My footsteps are heavy as I walk across the carpet where I used my husband’s golf trophy as a masturbatory aid earlier in the evening. The large mirror on the wall reflects the visage of an exhausted woman with disheveled hair, red bruises on her breasts, and small shit stains on her face and chest.

Is this rock bottom? Now that Brian is no longer here, the guilt and shame no longer feel as arousing. I pick up the collar and shackles from the floor and hide them away in the bag I brought from my office and start cleaning up.

Then I stop.

The plate with Brian’s shit on it is still standing on the dining table. I stare at it for a while as the shame grows in power. There is a wet stain on the expensive dining chair where I rode him, a combination of my juices, breast milk, and his cum. There are still a few crumbs of feces left, and my first instinct is to just flush them, but for some reason, I just stand there and stare.

What is happening to me? Eating shit is part of the dynamic between Brian and me, a sign of submission and degradation, but even though he is not there, I find myself sitting down on the stained chair and eating the last few bits of Brian’s feces off the plate. They are dry and unpleasant, causing me to gag, and though tears start streaming down my face and I want to stop, I cannot. I lick the plate clean and sit there for a while, sobbing to myself. Images of the deplorable acts I have committed with Brian flash through my mind, causing me to feel both ashamed and aroused. I am still sobbing when my fingers start rubbing my clit.

I can tell that Anna has something on her mind as she strides through the small café towards me. The expressive eyes glisten with determination, and I can feel her body trembling when we hug. She throws her handbag onto the chair next to her and sits down with a loud sigh.

“Are you alright?” I ask with a concerned frown.

She rolls her eyes. “Do I look alright?”

“No, you look like shit.”

“Funny. ‘Shit’ is part of the problem, and it’s your fault.”

I chuckle. “My fault? How so?”

“If you hadn’t gotten involved with Brian, everything would’ve been fine.” She rubs her temples and leans back in her chair. “I can’t sleep, Rachel. Ever since that session in your office, I’ve been obsessing over it.”

I feel a tinge of jealousy, something I have never felt toward Anna before. “Obsessing over … Brian?”

“No, not him. Not exactly.” She leans in over the table. “I … I got such a kick out of being told what to do, out of being humiliated like that. My pussy and clit are fucking raw from all the masturbation I’ve done lately just because I keep thinking about it.”

“You want more?” I breathe a sigh of relief that Anna is not trying to poach Brian from me.

“No. Yes. I don’t know … I’m not used to feeling like this.” She shakes her head. “I think I want more. I want a lot more. I don’t want to intrude on what you two have, but I … I want to feel that humiliation and submission again, just … more of it.”

I fiddle with the edge of a napkin. Anna is my best friend, and I did enjoy our mutual session with Brian, but I cannot ignore the fact that I feel more and more possessive of him every day. Ironic, since he is the one dominating me.

“I … I’ll talk to him. I’m sure he’d like to … interact with you again.”

Anna smiles. “You’re a good friend.”

“Being shackled together while eating a young man’s shit might need a new term than just friendship, sweetie.” I sigh and wave at the waiter. “Speaking of, let’s see how the food is here, shall we?”

I have been wondering lately if my insistence on still having somewhat normal therapy sessions with Brian is for his benefit or mine. I am still convinced that our sexual interactions help his confidence and anxiety, but I can no longer fool myself into thinking that I will break it all off if I am convinced he no longer needs my help.

I adjust my glasses and fold my hands in my lap. “I’m glad to hear that you’re doing well, Brian.”

“I am.” He sits in front of me on the couch. His legs are spread, he is leaned forward, and there is a sly smile permanently etched onto his lips. When we first met, he refused to meet my gaze, but the roles are reversed now. “You’ve done well.”

“Thank you.” I feel myself blushing, and his dominating presence makes me wet. It is odd how I can handle all my other clients without issue, but whenever Brian enters the room, I just want to kneel on the floor and beg him to command me. Even my breasts react to his presence and fill with milk just by being near him. “By the way, I … met with Anna yesterday.”

“Yes?” The smile widens.

I clear my throat. “She … would like to meet you again.”

Brian leans back on the couch. “And how do you feel about that?”

I smirk. “I’m not the one having a session here, Brian.” I take off my glasses and place them on the table next to me. “I’m fine with it. Dominating a fierce woman like Anna is a logical step in your journey.”

He laughs. “I like that you’re still trying to make this about my confidence issues, Rachel. I’m not buying it.” He leans forward again and places a hand on my thigh. I can feel a dizzying warmth spreading through my body from his touch, and breastmilk begins to press through my bra. “I’d love to have another session with Anna. But don’t worry, you’re still my number one slave.”

I know that he is teasing me, but the assurance does calm my worries.

“However …” He digs his nails into my thigh, and I let out a pitiful whimper in response. “I’ll be doing you a favor. And I know how you’ll repay me. I want you to stay at my house for a few days. As my slave. As my … toilet slave.”

I should object. I should object to him calling it a favor when he cannot wait for Anna to submit to him. I should object to him assuming that I will go along with his ludicrous suggestions.

“Of course.” The side of me that still thinks all of this is a bad idea, a side of me that is weakening by the minute, lets out an exasperated sigh. A toilet slave, Rachel. You’re going to lie to your husband and make up an excuse to go stay at the house where Brian lives with his mother so he can shit and piss in your mouth for days?

I smile. It sounds amazing.

Brian gets up and approaches the cupboard next to my desk. He opens it and finds a thick cane, bending it in his hands while he looks at me. “We’ll go visit Anna tomorrow evening. But for now …” He points the cane at the floor. “Get on your knees, slave.”

The seafood risotto is almost done. I dip a teaspoon into the creamy substance and put it in my mouth to taste if I need to add more salt, but the delicate flavors fail to push through the taste of shit and mouthwash that dominates my mouth. I give up and turn off the stove a moment before I hear the front door opening.

My husband comes into the kitchen. He smiles as he approaches me, embracing me with warmth and affection that makes me feel appreciated and loved. “There’s my beautiful wife,” he says and kisses me. “Mmm … that smells good.”

“I hope you’re hungry.” I kiss him again. Despite all the guilt I am feeling toward him, I still love my husband. “How was work?”

“Busy.” He starts setting the table. “The factory in India made a massive error, I’ve been on the phone all day. Everything is sorted now, though. And you?”

“Just another day at the office.” I can barely walk because a man half your age utterly destroyed my pussy with his massive cock.

He walks over to me and kisses my cheek. He grabs my butt and squeezes it. I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out; my butt is one big bruise after Brian’s brutal caning. “You’ve been working a lot lately, sweetie.”

“I know.” I look him in the eye and smile. “Anna suggested that she and I go to a spa next weekend. Really pamper ourselves. I think I need that right now.”

His face lights up. “Of course! That’s a fantastic idea! You deserve it, sweetie.”

“So you’re okay with it?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” He kisses me one more time and sits down at the table. “I’m leaving for Paris that Sunday anyway, so I won’t be here when you get back.”

“Great. I’m going to visit Anna tomorrow night, I’ll figure out the details with her then.” I wince as I sit down across from him. “Let us eat.”

I pick up Brian outside his house the next evening. The warm weather means that the streets are filled with smiling, laughing youngsters heading toward the parks and beaches. I notice Brian staring at a group of cheerful guys as we drive by.

“Would you rather be going with them?” I ask him.

He shakes his head. “No.” He sighs and leans back in his seat. He smiles. “Those guys would give anything to switch places with me right now.”

“They would?”

He looks at me. “Are you kidding? They’ve got an evening of drunken frivolity ahead of them, all of them hanging on to a sliver of hope that they might get to take some girl home with them tonight. I, on the other hand, have two hot cougars willing to do whatever I tell them to.”

I turn off the busy streets toward Anna’s apartment building. “I guess.”

“I do see people my own age, Rachel, if that’s what you’re worried about.” He leans forward and looks up at the impressive apartment buildings. “I’m even dating.”

It feels like an ice-cold hand has taken hold of my throat. “The girl you mentioned?”

“Yeah. We’ve been on a few dates now. It’s going really well.”

“I’m … glad to hear it.” Fuck. “And you don’t have an issue … balancing … you know …”

“Dating her while fucking and dominating you?” Brian smiles. “No. What you and I have is not a relationship, Rachel.”

I guess not. I don’t know what the fuck it is …

We park on the curb outside Anna’s building. Just as I am about to exit the car, Brian grabs hold of my arm and pulls me back.

“Not yet. Rachel stays in the car.” He finds my heavy steel collar and hands it to me. “My slave gets to go upstairs.”

The familiar kick of adrenaline and anxiety fills me as I stare at the collar. I do not know any of the people in Anna’s building, but having to walk the brightly-lit halls populated by the city’s wealthy elite while collared makes my skin sizzle. But I do not try to back out. I lock the collar around my neck and feel a tinge of arousal when he attaches a leash to it.

When we finally stand outside Anna’s door, I feel like I have run a marathon. Apart from an older woman we passed in the hall who stared at me with condemnation and confusion, we have not met anyone, yet I am ready to crawl into a hole in the ground from shame.

Anna opens the door and smiles when she sees my collar. “Ah, the master and his pet. Come on in.”

I have always found Anna’s apartment to be a nice reflection of her personality. There are no ornaments or knick-knacks on the few shelves, no sentimental pictures depicting her life except for a few group pictures from some of her countless missions while in the army. Anna has always been about the present, and she does not want to waste her time cleaning more than she has to. The apartment is sparsely furnished, and though the few pieces of furniture she has do look good and give the apartment a nice, minimalist aesthetic, they are all functional and hardy.

“It’s a lovely place you have here.” Brian looks around with a smile and pulls me inside the apartment. “As lovely as its owner.”

Anna leans against the kitchen island. “Thank you.” I can tell that she can barely contain her anticipation and excitement about what is about to happen, and I get a little annoyed at the compliments Brian is throwing her way.

Not much I can do about it. The collar around my neck seems to block a part of my personality, leaving only the submissive behind. I do not even say hello to Anna, I just follow Brian around like a pet.

“So … when do we start?” Anna asks, nervously rubbing her elbow.

Brian smiles. “Impatient, are we?” He looks at Anna. “Are you sure you want this? If you consent to it, I want to push you further than your time in the military did. I want to hurt you.”

Anna takes a deep breath. “I want that. I want to feel true pain. Helplessness.” She smiles. “I want to be humiliated. I miss those aspects of my military service, back when they tried to shape us into soldiers.”

“Very well.” Brian looks at me. “First, I need to make sure my slave here is taken care of. Strip for us, slave.”

I nod and start taking off my clothes. I am only wearing a thin summer dress and flats, so it does not take long. I have undressed in front of Anna countless times, but this feels more intimate, and I am not able to look her in the eye as I do so.

When I am done, Brian cuffs my hands behind my back and locks my leash to a radiator near the window. I notice that Anna’s eyes linger on the bruises on my butt and back, but she does not try to back out. It feels odd to be placed on the sidelines like this, but I am still sore and exhausted from yesterday.

Brian turns toward Anna. I can see the devious inventiveness sparkle in his eyes, and his back straightens as he faces the imposing soldier. Anna is tall, taller than both me and Brian, and though she spends most of her working life in a fancy office now, the broad shoulders and toned arms uncovered by the thin tank top make her look formidable.

“Strip.” He crosses his arms. “Slowly. I want you to look at me while you do so.”

Anna is hesitant at first. I know she wants this, but it is not a role she is used to playing; it has been years since others pushed her around, most of her army life has been spent as a leader. She pulls off the tank top, revealing the firm, round breasts underneath that most women our age would be jealous of. No pregnancy has ever ravaged her body.

“Place your back against that pillar.”

Brian nods at the supporting pillar in the middle of the large living room. Anna does as she is told and leans against it, facing me. She smiles at me, but there is a hint of uncharacteristic nervousness in her eyes.

Brian takes another pair of handcuffs from the bag we have brought and pulls Anna’s arms behind her, locking them together behind the pillar.

“I never thought to use the pillar like this before,” she quips, but she is stunned a moment later when Brian slaps her. Hard. “What the fuck?”

He slaps her again. “Shut up, you useless cunt.” He places a hand on her throat and pushes her head against the pillar. “I’m in charge now. You do not speak unless spoken to, do you understand … slave?”

I can see that Anna is torn, but she finally calms down and nods. “Yes … Master.” If someone had talked to her like that in any other situation, she would have knocked them out.

“I think you need to be punished for that.” Brian walks into the kitchen and opens a few drawers before his face lights up in a sinister smile. He takes a bag of rice and returns to Anna before sprinkling a thin layer on the floor at her feet. “Kneel.”

I can tell that she wants to protest, but Anna bites her lip and obeys. She winces as her knees rest on the uncooked rice. To ensure that she does not stand up, Brian uses a pair of legcuffs to lock her ankles behind the pillar before padlocking the chain to the handcuffs.

“You’re not going anywhere now.” He squats in front of her and pinches her nipple. “Not much you can do, is there, soldier? Years of training, years of being the toughest person in the room, and now you’re just a useless slave to a guy half your age?”

Tears are forming in the corners of Anna’s eyes. She squirms and moves, but she cannot get off her knees, and the torture is already getting to her. Brian takes a step back, observing his new toy. From where I am standing, the position seems mild, but I imagine that the rice is making it unbearable. Brian is not done, however, and finds a metal collar in the bag. It is not as wide or heavy as the one I am wearing, but it seems to be a tight fit when he locks it onto Anna. He attaches a chain to it and pulls it upward, locking it to a crossbeam in the ceiling.

“Is it hard to breathe, slave?”

Anna tries to nod, but she cannot. “Y… yes, Master.” Her head is tilted to the side, and the veins on her neck and temples are visible against her tanned skin. I get a little jealous; I love choking, I love the rush it creates, and I slowly move away from the radiator to feel my leash tighten.

Though she is uncomfortable, Anna seems to be enjoying herself. Her eyes shimmer with a fire that I have only seen when she has either found a new man she wants to fuck senseless for a few months or when there is a sale on protein powder. She is in a lot of pain, causing her body to tremble, but when Brian grabs a flogger from the bag and starts tearing into her exposed breasts, she does not beg for him to stop.

“FUCK, YES!” she screams when the first hit graces her nipple. I have to wonder if the neighbors can hear her, but I know she does not care. The chains holding her rattle as she leans into the hits that keep coming. She whimpers, she cries, and tears spring from her eyes, but the smile never fades. She is loving it.

And I love watching her. Anna has always been beautiful with her expressive eyes, amazing body, and that long, raven-black hair, but in this state, with her body tense from trying to handle the pain and unforgiving steel holding her, she looks divine.

The torture continues. Brian takes a few breaks in between the whippings, but he leaves Anna on the rice for more than an hour. The enthusiastic cries are now just whimpers, and Anna is reaching her breaking point. Her body glistens with sweat and is covered in marks from the whip. She tears at her handcuffs, but there is no escape.

“Please … Master …” Her voice is hoarse and her eyes red. “Please … no more. I can’t take it.”

He smiles and wipes a bead of sweat from his brow. He has never whipped me that hard. “Are you already reaching your limit, slave?” He throws the flogger onto the couch and takes a drink of water. “I’m just getting started. See, your friend here is exhausted today, so I need you to endure all the pain I would otherwise have inflicted on her as well.” He walks over to me and pulls me closer. He smells sweaty, which only serves to turn me on. “Are you enjoying the show, slave?”

“Yes, Master.”

“So you’re not jealous of your friend?”

“No, Master.”

He slides two fingers inside me. I am so wet that he could probably get his fist inside without any issue. “You’re soaking wet, you lying cunt. You want to trade places with her.”

Kind of, yes.

He smiles. “Do you want to punish her? To let a little of that jealousy out of your system?” His fingers push in deeper, causing my body to shake. His lips close around my nipple and sucks out a few mouthfuls of milk.

“Yes.” I smile as I look at Anna, who is a sobbing mess. “Yes, I want to punish her.”

Brian finally releases Anna from the pillar. Deep red marks are visible on her knees from the rice, and she can barely walk when Brian once again handcuffs her hands behind her back and drags her toward the large dining table by her neck. He bends her over the table and uses two lengths of rope to tie her ankles to the table legs. Anna does not try to fight it, she is too far gone, but the smile has returned.

“Now, it’s your turn,” Brian says and looks at me. “I had my mother dig out an item from her personal collection for us to borrow which I think suits the situation perfectly.”

I stare at the large double-sided strapon that Brian finds in his backpack. There is a thick, long dildo on each side of the straps, made to pleasure the user while she fucks her victim, and I shudder with delight when Brian slides it inside me and closes the straps. He unlocks my collar from the radiator and pulls me toward Anna.

Fucking her? That’s the punishment?

My disappointment vanishes a moment later when the diabolical bottle of hot sauce is placed on the table. I am still handcuffed behind my back, so Brian pours it onto the strapon’s outer dildo. He then walks around the table and squats in front of Anna’s face.

“I think there’s a true painslut inside you, my slave,” he says, gently stroking her hair. “And now, we’re going to break her out of the prison you’ve built for her. Your friend is going to fuck you. Hard. And it’s going to hurt more than you can imagine. Do you understand?”

Anna nods. “Y… Yes, Master.”

I see Anna’s hands curl into fists in anticipation.

“And while she does that, I want you to eat my shit.”

Anna smiles. “Of course, Master.”

I know she has been practicing, but I wonder if she is ready for it. All of it. I slowly direct the rubber cock toward her pussy, and Anna cries out the moment I just touch her labia.

“FUCK, that HURTS!” Her lips quiver, her body shakes, but I do not stop. She is just as wet as me, and the sauce-drenched dildo has no problem sliding inside her. When I am fully in, I stay there, allowing her tortured pussy to embrace the blinding pain. Milk drips from my engorged breasts and onto her back.

“No, no, no …” she mutters, but the smile is still there.

The moment I start fucking her, Brian pulls a chair over in front of Anna and stands on it before squatting down on her face, pressing his ass against the side of his face. Anna cannot escape or do anything as a thick turd vacates Brian’s bowel and slides down her cheek. She manages to get a few bites in before the rest lands on the table.

Lucky girl. My thrusts become harder and harder, and the table complains about the rough treatment. The dildo inside me feels amazing as it moves along to the rhythm. Anna cries and moans as she struggles to keep the large mouthful of shit inside her.

“Harder,” Brian says. He is standing behind me, naked from the waist down. “I want her to come from the pain and humiliation.

Sweat pours from my body as I push deeper and deeper inside Anna. Her screams and cries fill the room. Her face is smeared in shit.

And she comes. Loudly.

“AAAAAAAAAAAARGH!”

Her scream pierces my brain, and I wonder if the table is going to break beneath her. She thrashes her head back and forth, smearing the shit over herself and the table. The moment she starts calming down, Brian pulls my collar, yanking me back and out of her. He does not speak, he merely bends me over the table next to Anna and starts fucking me in the ass.

“That table is a mess,” he says in between his muted grunts. “You two better start cleaning it.”

We do as we are told. It feels good to have Brian inside me, and part of me relishes the fact that Anna does not get to feel his cock this way. I’m still his main slave, I think to myself with a smile as I lick the bitter-tasting shit off the table.

I am not granted an orgasm, but I do not mind. When Brian comes inside me, I feel a sense of accomplishment for pleasing my master. Brian pulls us both up from the table, but instead of releasing us, he locks our handcuffs to our collars behind our backs, put us in leg irons, and makes us stand in the middle of the room. Anna’s body is still shaking from the pain, but her shit-smeared face cannot stop smiling.

“Not a bad performance from two old sluts,” Brian says after I have licked his cock and asshole cleans. He finds two ballgags and rubs them over the table which is still covered in shit. He pushes them into our mouths and straps them tight, making it impossible for us to push them out with our tongues. “I think you need a little rest now.”

What’s he doing?

Brian takes two ice cubes from a tray in Anna’s freezer and puts them in one of the socks Anna took off earlier. He then climbs onto a chair, hangs the sock on a protruding nail in one of the crossbeams in the ceiling, and places the keys to our restraints on a padlock before locking it on the sock above the ice cubes.

Anna stares nervously at me. “Mmmph?”

Brian puts on his clothes. “Thanks for the ride, Rachel, but I’ll just take the subway home. You two enjoy each other’s company. I’m sure you have a lot to talk about when the ice melts and the keys drop so you can get free.”

He leaves, closing the door behind him.

That’s … brilliant. I cannot help but feel proud. I never would have thought that the meek young man that entered my office all those months ago would someday have the confidence and creativity to do this.

That does not change the fact, however, that Anna and I are now helplessly shackled in her apartment, our faces are covered in shit, and we cannot do anything but stare at the sock in the ceiling and wait for the keys to drop.

Nearly two hours later, the keys finally drop. Anna and I are sitting on the floor leaning against each other, and it takes us a while before we manage to unlock one of the handcuffs.

“Fuck, that was intense,” Anna says when she takes off the shit-stained gag. The handcuffs are still dangling from one of her wrists. She smiles. “I’ve never tried anything like it.”

I remove my gag and massage my sore jaw. “How’s your crotch?”

“On fire.” Anna unlocks the other handcuff and starts removing her leg irons. “But I’m still horny; being chained for two hours like this turns me on.”

“It’s a dangerous road you’re treading,” I say, massaging my bruised wrist. “It can get addicting fast.”

“It already is.” Anna sighs and throws the leg irons into the corner. “I … I get it now, Rachel. I do. I don’t want to ruin what you two have, but I hope I can be a part of it as much as possible.”

I lean in and kiss her on the lips. It seems appropriate after the ordeal we have been through. She reciprocates by breastfeeding for a bit, relieving some of the pressure.

“I don’t mind you being a part of it,” I say. “Do you want to share a shower and then find something to eat?”

“I’d love that.” Anna gets up from the floor and helps me to my feet. “Just not anything brown. I love the humiliation, but eating shit is still really hard for me.” She massages her bruised breasts and sighs. “When are you seeing him again?”

“I … I’m staying at his place for the weekend.” I feel a knot in my stomach and stare at the floor.

“Rachel … seriously?” Anna places her hands on her hips. “I get why, but what about …?”

“He thinks you and I are going to a spa.”

Anna smirks. “So I have to cover for your infidelity?”

“It’s not a relationship, it’s …” I pause.

“What?”

I shrug. “I have no idea. But I need it. Besides, the stay is in exchange for him having this session with you, so you owe me.”

Anna laughs. “I guess I do. Let’s go get that shower.” She nods at the strapon I am still wearing. “And … leave that on.” She winks at me.

***

Knowing that Anna has my back should make this easier, but I still feel like I can throw up when I park my car outside Brian’s house. I am not concerned that anyone in the neighborhood will recognize me, but I still hurry up the path to the front door and ring the doorbell.

“Rachel!” Bethany hugs me the moment she opens the door. She smells of lilacs and freshly-baked bread. “It’s so wonderful to see you again, come in! I love the dress.”

“Thanks, Bethany,” I say and hurry inside. I adjust the short summer dress and kick off my heels in the narrow hallway before walking into the living room.

“It’s so nice that you want to stay with us for a bit, we don’t get many visitors.” She pushes a lazy cat off the couch and gestures for me to sit. “Please. Just for a bit. Brian won’t be home for an hour.”

“He won’t?” I start fidgeting with the large watch on my wrist; the bruises from my night at Anna’s are still visible, and I have had to cover them for days. I keep wondering how much Bethany knows, and I am constantly surprised at her indifference.

Bethany shakes her head. “He’s been busy lately, it’s good for him.” She puts on a pair of reading glasses and picks up a piece of paper from the end table. I sit and stare at the mysterious woman; she is gorgeous with her snowy hair and pearly white smile, but even though I have worked as a therapist for decades, I cannot figure her out. She has no issue with her son being involved with a woman roughly her own age, and though she seems sweet and innocent, she apparently owns at least one strapon. “Brian left instructions. They seem simple enough.” She turns toward me and takes off her glasses. “Take your clothes off.”

“What?”

“The instructions are very clear.” Bethany’s voice is still sweet, but there is a hint of seriousness underneath that makes me feel like I am shrinking. “Take your clothes off. Now.”

I stand up and obey. It feels odd; Bethany is smiling at me as I do so, and the moment my dress and underwear are off, she picks them up and folds them nicely. “You’ll get them back when you leave. Now, follow me.”

I follow the enigmatic lady through an old door under the stairs and down into the basement. A flickering light bulb illuminates several shelves with old boxes, food items, and other stuff you would expect to find in a basement, but as we walk past the shelves, the light reflects off a piece of metal.

A collar. It looks heavier than the one I usually wear, and it is attached to an anchor point on the wall by a thick chain in a dark corner.

“Brian asked me to do a little shopping before your stay,” Bethany says in a carefree tone and picks up the collar. “I think this one will look great on you.”

I am speechless as Bethany locks the heavy collar around my neck. It is a snug fit, and the weight is overwhelming. A pair of matching heavy shackles and leg irons are added a moment later.

“Now you look like a proper slave,” Bethany says and pats me on the cheek. “Enjoy your stay.” She nods at a wooden bucket on the floor. “I’m sure you can guess what that is for.”

I stare in disbelief as the kind, energetic woman turns around and leaves. She turns the light off, and I soon hear the door to the basement lock. What the hell just happened?

I sit in the darkness. Reflecting. Wondering. Crying. The restraints are heavy and seem to burden my soul as much as my body. I keep switching between moments of pure arousal where I cannot help but rub my clit, embracing the helplessness and imprisonment, and moments of crushing doubt and shame where I think about my husband sitting at home, believing that I am at a spa instead of chained in a dark basement. There are even moments where I fear that I will never be released, where I imagine Anna coming to look for me only to be chained down here as well and no one else ever finding us.

And what scares me the most is that part of me is attracted to that scenario.

When the door finally opens, I feel like I have been there for an eternity, even though it has likely only been an hour or two. The fickle light seems blinding as I watch a familiar silhouette approaching.

“There’s my slave,” Brian’s voice sounds. “Enjoying your stay?”

“I …” I pause for a moment. “I’m not sure.”

“Do you want to stop?” His voice changes in an instant. “I’ll give you this one chance. Say the word, and I’ll release you right away. If not, you’ll have to stay two more days.”

I ponder the offer for a moment. The restraints hurt, my mind is a mess, but the lust that has been building inside me since I arrived wins in the end. “No. I want to stay.”

“Then stop talking, slut,” Brian says and slaps me hard. “You’re here as my toilet slave. You’ll drink my piss, you’ll eat my shit, and I get to fuck you whenever I want. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” The doubt begins to fade. I love this.

“Open your mouth.” He unbuttons his pants and whips out his cock.

I open my mouth and soon feel the warm, wet sensation of his piss in my mouth and on my face. I cannot drink it all in time, and the piss spills out of my mouth and onto my body. The moment he is done, he pushes his cock inside my mouth.

“You can touch yourself while you suck my cock, slave.” He grins. “But if you come … you’ll be severely punished.”

I know I will regret it, that the edging will drive me insane, but I cannot resist the offer. I start rubbing my clit as I feel his cock grow in my mouth, pushing in deeper as he fucks my mouth. I can smell his piss on me, and I look up at him with submissive eyes as my tongue dances enthusiastically up and down his shaft.

Is this what I am now? I wonder in a brief moment of clarity before lust overwhelms me once again. Not a successful therapist and loving wife and mother but a worthless slave to be used and abused in a dark basement?

“Now … milk yourself onto the floor.”

I do not stop sucking his cock as one of my shackled hands move away from my pussy and onto my breasts. It adds another layer of humiliation as my milk spills onto the floor.

Brian grabs my hair and forces me to deepthroat him. I feel his warm cum pushing its way down my throat for a second before he pulls out and sprays the rest on my face and in my hair.

“So pitiful,” he says as he tries to catch his breath. He pulls out his phone and takes a picture while I am still masturbating and milking myself while cum trickles down my face. “If you come without my permission, this picture will be sent to your husband. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” I let go of my clit with a groan. I have no idea how Brian would find out if I disobeyed him, but I do not intend to risk it. I lick the last few drops of cum from his cock.

“Now I’m ready for my date tonight.” Brian hides his cock away in his pants. “Thank you for helping me relieve the pressure. I’ll tell my mother to bring you something to eat later.”

Once again, I am left alone in the darkness. I am drenched in piss and cum, my pussy is screaming for attention and release, and my master is going on a date with another woman. A woman his age, a woman that fits him. The humiliation is palpable, and I lean back against the cold concrete wall with a frustrated sigh.

A sigh and a smile. I feel like a tool, a pet, something to be used and abused, but I am not sure how I feel about the effect it has on me.

It turns me on. A lot.

Bethany comes down a few hours later with a sandwich and a bottle of water. She pulls out a stool and sits for a bit and watches me with a smile. I see no hint of judgment or disgust on her face. Without a word, she finds a small bucket nearby and holds it under my breast while she milks me. It is both humiliating and intimate, and the absurdity of eating while I am being milked by my master’s mother is not lost on me.

“Bethany …” I say after struggling to swallow a bite, the collar is very tight and restrictive. “… I’ve got to ask …”

“Ask me why?”

I nod.

Bethany puts the bucket down. She leans back and folds her hands in her lap, not unlike the position I usually sit in when I am with a client. “I’m pretty sure it’s not suitable for a slave to ask questions, but alright.” She sighs. “I’ll do anything for my son. Anything. And I see no harm in a consensual … whatever this is. I’ve done some … unorthodox things in my time, too.” Her eyes narrow. “I could ask you the same question: Why?”

I take a sip of water. “I’ve been asking myself the same question a lot.”

“Have you found an answer?”

I shake my head. “Not really. I want to help Brian. I do. But I’m also addicted to …” I smile. “Whatever this is.”

Bethany stands up and takes the empty plate from me. “Addictions can be dangerous.” Her voice hardens. “But I won’t let you hurt my son. He’s my top priority. I hope you can sort yourself out without that happening.”

The weekend is like a haze. Brian comes downstairs several times a day to relieve himself inside me or on me. He wakes me in the middle of the night by peeing on me, he watches me force his shit down my throat and makes me smear the rest all over my body if I fail to swallow it all. He drinks from my breasts, milks me into a bucket and makes me drink it. He fucks me over and over in all orifices, slapping my breasts hard if even the slightest bit of shit or piss touches him; most of the time, I am made to bend over with a towel over my body, causing me to feel like nothing more than a hole to be fucked.

God, why is this so arousing? I think to myself as he fucks me in the ass. The chains rattle with every thrust, and I can barely stand the smell of myself at this point. I have not been allowed to wash, and my body is covered in dried cum, stale milk, and shit. I feel disgusting, humiliated, degraded, and yet horny. I am constantly edging, unable to keep my hands away from myself, but I always manage to tear them away right before I climax out of fear of reprisal. The toilet bucket next to me is half-full, having not been emptied since I arrived, and the stench is overwhelming.

He comes inside me. Then he leaves. The only words I hear from him are degrading and demeaning, and though I ache for affection, I find the treatment fitting. I lie on the floor, drowning in my lust for more and my shame over what I have become. I can feel his cum spilling out of my sore asshole as I curl up in a fetal position.

Just a worthless slave.

It is the last day. My body is spent and filthy, and I feel relieved when he comes down the stairs. He must be here to release me. On the whole, I have loved my stay in the basement, but I need a break.

But the latex gloves on his hands tell me that I am not getting one yet.

He is so clean. Handsome. A contrast to the mess in front of him.

“Stand up, slave,” he says.

I stagger to my feet. Every movement hurts; my neck is badly bruised from the heavy collar, and lying on a concrete floor for days has wrecked my body. Brian pulls over the stool that his mother sat on a few days ago. He picks up the disgusting toilet bucket and places it on the stool next to me.

“I figured we needed a fitting finale to your little stay here, slave,” he says and grabs my hair. “You’ve been a good little pet, so now I’ll reward you.”

Please … just … let me come.

He pushes my head down toward the bucket. I almost throw up from the smell. He lets go of my hair, and I can hear him removing his pants behind me. My mind is ready to explode in elation when I feel the tip of his cock against my pussy. He teases me, laughing as I try to rub against him in desperation, drawing out the anticipation.

“Please, Master … I beg you … please fuck me.” From renowned therapist to whimpering, begging slut.

He finally enters me.

“Yes! Thank you, Master! Tha…”

He pushes my head into the bucket, holding it there. My nose and mouth are filled with my own shit and piss, and I cry out when he finally pulls my head back.

“So filthy,” he says as he fucks me harder. He keeps dunking my head into the disgusting substance as he laughs. “Doesn’t get lower than this, does it, doctor?”

I cannot answer. My senses are overloaded, and the humiliation seeps through my body, fueling the lust and arousal along with his cock ramming deeper and deeper inside me. Just when I think I cannot take any more, his other hand enters my asshole. He has lubed it, but it still hurts as he buries his fist inside me.

It is too much. Or is it? I cannot tell anymore. His fist is deep inside my asshole, his cock is fucking my pussy, and he continues to dunk my head in the filth. Every time I come up to breathe, I can feel the liquid shit coming along with every labored breath.

“Can … Can I …”

“Yes. You can.”

“FUUUUUUUU….” My scream is muted when I am submerged again. My body thrashes and writhes as I come in a violent, explosive orgasm.

My mind and my body does not seem to cooperate anymore. I just follow along. I know that everything that is currently happening is wrong, too much, but the part of me that loves the humiliation is firmly at the wheel.

The actual wheel. Of my car.

He has not allowed me to shower. My hair is still dripping with shit and piss. My breasts have not been milked for a bit and are leaking down my body.

My gaping, sore asshole hurts as I drive.

My hand and legs are still shackled. I am still wearing the collar.

He sits next to me, holding my leash.

“Drive home.”

The words echo in my mind, but I do not react to them. I just obey. No part of me wonders how I will ever get the smell out of the seats, what I will do if anyone sees me. It is dark outside, and the risk is low, but even if it was the middle of the day, I would not have stopped him.

I am too far gone for that right now.

The massive orgasm refuses to let go of me. My skin still buzzes. In a desperate effort to cope with the overwhelming experience, tears stream down my cheeks, but I do not feel sad. I do not feel anything other than humiliation and lust.

My husband is not home. Brian knows this as he pulls my chain, forcing me to walk inside my house in my sorry, shackled state.

“There’s one thing we did not do the last time I was here,” he says with a smile. He is beaming with pride and playfulness, relishing the depths that he has made me sink to. “One last defilement of your home and marriage.”

Yes. Master. Whatever you want. I am yours.

He pulls me into the bedroom. Pushes me onto the bed I share with my husband. He puts on a fresh pair of latex gloves and pulls my wedding ring off my finger. I do not protest. I do not object. Why would I? I get so turned on by the shame and guilt that I just want more.

He ties a piece of string to the ring. “Get on all fours, you miserable, stinking piece of shit.”

I obey. The degrading words ring true in my mind. I look at the wedding picture on the bedside table, look at the two happy, young lovers as Brian shoves the wedding ring into my gaping wide asshole. The final insults. The final defilement. He stands on the edge of the bed, pulling me closer before he enters me. I cry as we desecrate the bed, torn between shame and lust. I love it. I love it so much. I have never experienced something this hot and nasty before. I feel disgusting, like the lowest human being on the planet, reduced to a sobbing meat sack covered in shit, cum, and piss, and I want the moment to last forever. Brian feels bigger than ever, more magnificent, and he fucks me harder and harder, occasionally tugging on the string to remind me that the symbol of my marriage is buried deep inside my asshole.

“How does it feel, slut?” Brian groans. “How does it feel to sink this deep?”

“H… humiliating, Master,” I whimper. “Wonderful. Terrifying. I love it as much as I hate myself right now.”

He pushes in deep and deposits his load inside my pussy. While he does so, he leans down and takes my nipple in his mouth, biting it hard as he sucks. I scream in pain. He slides out with a loud, delighted sigh and pulls my collar chain to make me turn around.

“Mmm … that was nice,” he says as he looks down at me, watching me lick his cock clean. “I’ve had a wonderful weekend.”

I do not answer. It is not my place.

“You might want to clean the sheets before your husband gets home,” Brian says with a grin. His voice changes, and a hint of compassion sneaks into his eyes. “Are you going to be alright after I leave?”

I smile. “I think so.” I usually mean it, but this time, I am not so sure. “Don’t worry about me.” That is my job.

“Good.” He puts his pants back on. “I’ll leave the keys to your restraints on the dining room table. I’ll see you next week for our session.”

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others?

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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