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He is already sitting on the couch when I walk into the office. Quiet. Nervous. Anxious. He is rubbing his hands, but he manages to look me in the eye and smile.

“Nice to see you again, Brian,” I say and sit down. I cross my legs and adjust the short skirt before leaning back in the chair. This is my domain, my home turf, and I feel confident and relaxed, a stark contrast to the young man sitting in front of me, but I intend to change that. “Are you ready for our session?”

“I … I think so.”

Oh, I like the shy ones. I give him a warm smile and look over my notes from the previous sessions. He has made decent progress, but I have a feeling that I will get to the root of it all today; the question ‘fetishes?’ is underlined on my notepad.

I spend the first part of the session easing him into it all, going over a few of the things we have discussed before. His shoulders are lower now, he is more relaxed, and the words flow effortlessly.

“Do you have an active sex life, Brian?” I ask, looking at him over the edge of my dark-rimmed glasses. I can tell that the question brings him out of balance, which was the intention, and I lean forward to lay a calming hand on his leg. I can feel his muscles tense up for a moment under my palm.

He shakes his head. “Not … not really, no.” He rubs the back of his neck and stares at my hand on his thigh.

I cock my head to the side and smile at him. “Does that embarrass you?”

“A little.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Brian.” I pat his lap and lean back in the chair again. “Is one of the reasons that you’re holding back in that department that you have … desires … that you don’t think others will understand?”

He stares at me. His expressive, lovely eyes grow bigger and bigger, and his mouth is left slightly ajar.

Jackpot. I smile to myself. I have found the opening, and I am going to take advantage of it. “What is it, Brian? This is a safe space.” I wink at him. “Trust me, I’ve heard it all.”

He clears his throat. “I … ehm … I’m turned on by … feces. On a woman. And … and breastfeeding” His lips tremble. “I want to shit on … on a woman. And drink from her.” His eyes refuse to meet mine as his body tenses up. “God, this feels so wrong to say out loud.” He buries his face in his hands.

“That must be hard for you,” I say. “There are harmless fetishes, Brian, ones you did not choose yourself.” I take off my glasses and place them on the table. “And I think it’d be a shame if all the progress we’ve already made is blocked by something like that.” I let out my hair and unbutton the top of my white shirt.

He blushes. “I … I don’t understand.”

I smile at him. “I think it’s time we take the next step in your treatment.”

Every lick of my tongue is followed by a pleased sigh or moan from Brian. I look up at him from my kneeling position on the floor and see a young man who can barely believe what is happening. I can tell that he had not expected to lie naked from the waist down on my couch while being rimmed by his 55-year-old therapist, but the ecstatic look on his face tells me that he is not likely to protest.

A voice in the back of my mind tells me that I should feel disgusted and humiliated, but I am loving every second of it. The slightly bitter taste does not disgust me, quite the contrary. Brian is not ungroomed or dirty in any way, but the act still feels forbidden.

It turns me on. The naughty stuff always does. It is one of the reasons why I am the best therapist in town, willing to go the extra mile for my clients. I meet them at their most vulnerable and deconstruct their shame to help them establish a healthier relationship with their kinks and fetishes. And the fact that I never stopped lactating since I had my children has come in handy more than once.

“Fuck, that feels so good …” Brian moans and bites his lower lip. “I’m sorry if it’s not clean enough, I …”

“Don’t apologize, Brian. This is about you.” I push my tongue inside his asshole, causing his body to twitch with pleasure. The tight opening embraces my tongue, and I wriggle it around in there for a bit before pulling it back out. “I’m having a wonderful time.” I stand up. I tower above him; nature has granted me long legs, and the tall heels only add to my impressive height. “But you want more, don’t you?” I unbutton my shirt and reveal my large bosom. His eyes are fixed on my bouncing breasts as I remove my bra. They have always been one of my most attractive attributes, and it would be a shame not to take advantage of them.

“Drink from me.”

He does not protest. I lean in over him and shudder when I feel his lips close around my nipple. The milk starts flowing, slowly, but surely, creating an intimate moment between us. He lowers his shoulders and lets out a pleased sigh as he drinks from my large udders.

“Do you want to shit on me, Brian?”

He lets go of my breast. “Yes, Dr. Collins, but …” He winces. “I don’t want to …”

I waggle my finger and shake my head. “You’re entitled to your desires. A woman just asked you if you want to shit on her. That’s an invitation.” I wipe a drop of milk off my nipple and put it in my mouth. “I want you to shit in my mouth, Brian. I want you to shit on my body.”

He cannot believe what he is hearing. I love having this effect on people. I kneel in front of him again and open my mouth wide. I can see his cock hardening from the excitement as I place my mouth next to his asshole. I let my soft fingers stroke his erect cock to assure him that it is okay, that this is what I want, and I stare with nervous anticipation at his sphincter. It starts expanding, and I brace myself for what is to come. How will it be? I have never tried something like this before; I have put diapers on grown men. I have allowed a man to torture my pussy with hot sauce. I have choked a young woman to within an inch of her life as part of her therapy, but this is the first time that I have let a client shit on me.

There is a first time for everything, I think to myself with a smile as a few of my other kinky sessions flash before my eyes.

His asshole opens to reveal a light brown turd. It fills my mouth, and I struggle to contain it. It is warm and soft, but apart from the bitter taste caused by the bile, it is the smell that overwhelms me, not the taste. It feels surreal, out there, and the humiliation and degradation turn me on. I can feel myself getting wet as I choke on his shit, as my teeth dig into the grainy, soft substance. It spills out of my mouth, and small chunks nestle on my chin, settling in the corners of my mouth. Some fall onto the floor, and for a short moment, I wonder how I will explain this to my cleaning lady.

It keeps coming.

I look up at him as I take the next turd with one hand and smear it on my face and breasts. The other hand is still stroking his cock which seems to grow bigger and bigger as he watches me dirty my body for him. I fight the urge to throw up and force the mouthful of shit down my throat, never breaking eye contact with the young man having the time of his life. I make sure not to stroke his cock fast enough for him to come; I am not done with him yet.

“You … you’re amazing,” he mutters between moans.

I smile at him and lick a bit of shit off my chin and lips. I know. My shit-stained hand runs through my soft, long hair. The skeptical voice in my mind is gone, drowned out by intense arousal – I feel filthy. Dirty. Naughty. I am loving every second. I can tell that it is working, that my degradation is making a difference in the way this young man sees his fetish, and I want more.

And yet, there is still a twitch near his eye.

“Are you alright, Brian?” I smile. “Am I not filthy enough?”

He winces. “It’s not you. You … you’re amazing. I just …. I feel dirty.”

“Oh, Brian. You’re not dirty. Not at all.” I smear more shit on my chest. “I am. You’re clean. Beautiful. Pure.” I start licking his asshole clean to underline my point. “See? Clean.” Licking shit off his young asshole makes me wildly aroused. This is so forbidden, I love it! I know I should not do it, it is unprofessional, but I cannot resist rubbing my clit as I lick him, but it does not look like he notices. I embrace the torrents of intense lust washing over me as my masturbation combines with the excitement of doing something taboo, something so far removed from what is expected of a woman like me.

I wrestle my tongue away from his asshole for a moment and look up at him. “Why don’t you take a few pictures with your phone, Brian?” I say and put one of my smelly fingers inside my mouth to suck it clean.

“Are … are you serious?”

“Of course, I am.”

He frantically finds his phone and starts taking pictures of me with a look of genuine disbelief on his face. I was a model for a while in my younger days, but I never thought I would utilize my talents while covered in stinking shit. I flirt with the camera, lift my tits to my mouth to lick them, and I use my fingers to massage my hard, shit-covered nipples, mixing it with the milk that starts trickling from the pressure.

“You can watch them whenever you feel anxious.” I smile. “I think it’ll help you.”

I stand in the shower with a smile on my face as I watch the lumps of shit dissolve in the water beneath me. Having a bathroom with a shower connected to my office comes in handy surprisingly often. I struggle to get the shit out of my hair, but it was all worth it. The water mixes with the juices trickling down my inner thigh from my soaking wet pussy, as well as the milk coming from my breasts, and I cannot help but let my hands wander as my mind remembers the first part of our little session.

Two fingers slide effortlessly inside my pussy as I lean against the cold tiles and let out a breathy moan. The taste of shit still dominates my mouth, and I make a mental note to brush my teeth before going back inside.

I bet he is staring at the pictures right now, I think to myself with a smile. It makes me feel attractive and appreciated, and it only helps to turn me on even more. By now, the water has turned clear, and I turn it off before exiting the shower.

“Time for round two,” I whisper to the woman in the mirror and smile at her. She looks good for a woman in her mid-fifties, with wavy brown hair, a confident stare, and firm, large breasts. A respected therapist, a known face in the community. An esteemed, dignified woman who just let a man more than half her age shit on her.

I love my job.

He is staring at his phone when I enter, still naked from the waist down. I have not told him what we are about to do, and I love the look of awe and gratitude he sends me as I walk sensually toward him wearing nothing but heels.

“Did you enjoy our little … exercise?” I ask him. I sit next to him and place my soft hand on his cock.

He nods as his body struggles to figure out if it should send blood to his cock or his blushing cheeks. “Yes, ma’am. I … it was incredible. I cannot thank you enough.”

I lean down and kiss his cock, causing a shiver to run through his body. “Oh, but we’re not done, Brian. Not even close.”

His eyes widen. “We’re not?”

I shake my head and push him back on the couch. “Let me just warm you up for a bit.” I stroke his cock with my hands while I kiss the tip. My tongue starts licking it before allowing it to peek inside my mouth. I can feel the member harden against my tongue, filling my mouth more and more. My tongue dances up and down the underside of his shaft, and I make sure to produce plenty of salivae. I look up at him; I am the one in control, I am the one directing it all, but I still feel submissive as I suck the young cock.

“Wow …” he says.

“Are you hard enough, Brian?”

“For what?”

“For you to put it in my ass?”

A sheepish smile spreads on his narrow lips. “Y… Yes!”

I crawl onto the couch and get on all fours. “Fuck my ass, Brian. Fuck it hard.”

He gets up and positions himself behind me. He is careful as he rubs the tip against m asshole, and I cannot help but smile at his politeness. His saliva-drenched cock slides inside me without much resistance, and I let out a genuine moan of pleasure as he fills me little by little.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I moan and bury my head in a pillow. There is a tinge of pain as he buries his cock inside my asshole, but it only serves to fuel the fire within me. Nothing like having a young, virile man fuck me in the ass, and when he starts thrusting, I feel like I am ready to explode.

But my pleasure is not what is important right now.

“You’re doing great, Brian,” I say, looking back at him with a smile. “But you want to put it in my mouth, don’t you?”

“I do, but …” He pulls out and stares at his cock. “It’s covered … in your shit.”

“Exactly.” I turn around and take his cock in my mouth once again. “Mmm … it tastes bitter. I love it.” I lick his cock clean, take it deep in my mouth, and I love seeing the disbelief and ecstasy on his face. “Put it back in my asshole. Repeat as many times as you want. I just want your cock, Brian. I want you to pound my ass as hard as you can.”

He obliges me. I scream and moan as Brian lives out his deepest fantasies, switching between fucking my ass with increased force and ramming his shit-covered cock into my mouth. The degradation of eating my own shit sends torrents of lust through my body, but I do not want Brian to stop until he comes; when I orgasm after a few minutes of intense anal sex, I make sure to mute my cries of pleasure as to not discourage him from proceeding.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he says while deep inside my ass.

“Do you want to come on my face, Brian?” I ask with a smile.

“God, yes!”

I turn around after he pulls out and kneels submissively in front of him, opening my mouth as I look up at him with love and admiration in my eyes. I only have to stroke his cock twice with my hands before he shoots his massive load all over me. The cum lands in my hair, on my face, and in my mouth, and I use his cock to smear it all over, mixing the shit left on his cock with the warm ejaculate. His legs can barely carry him as I lick his cock clean, ensuring that there is no shit left, and when I finally let go of it, he collapses onto the couch with an elated smile, panting.

I get up and use a tissue to wipe the worst cum and shit off my face, but there are still remnants of it when I sit down on my chair and cross my legs. The leather feels good against my naked butt and cools my sore asshole. I take my notepad and scribble a few things down as I allow Brian to recover.

“I think that went well,” I say. The confident, professional therapist once again takes control and leaves the middle-aged, horny woman behind. “Don’t you agree?”

Brian nods. He does not seem to be able to form sentences at the moment.

“Good.” I look at the clock on the wall. “I think that marks the end of today’s session.” I wink at him. “Same time next week?”

***

I stare 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. The contrast of the intimate breastfeeding and the humiliation of the rest of the session lights a fire within me.

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. I imagine Brian drinking from me, 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 and milked 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 real sexual component apart from finishing with a little breastfeeding, 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. Collins?” 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 brown 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 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 while you milk yourself.”

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, Suzanna, 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.

One of my hands starts milking my engorged breasts. I have deliberately refrained from relieving myself all day, and the milk soon starts squirting onto the carpet.

“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.” His lips close around my nipples. He bites down on it while he drinks from me, causing me to wince in pain.

“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 breast. 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. 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.

Milk starts spraying as the hits keep coming. My breasts are still brimming with milk, and he knows it. The strained, sensitive skin can barely take the pain.

“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 when Brian takes a short break and drinks from me for a bit before he applies clamps to my poor nipples. 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 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.

I clench my jaw to keep from crying out. The burning is excruciating, and my entire body starts to shake. Brian 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, 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, milk squirts everywhere, 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. Milk flows down my body, soiling the couch. “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. Is 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.”

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.

Brian pushes a chair over next to me. He takes a decorative bowl from a nearby table and places it under my hanging breasts. Then he starts milking me. I feel like a cow, unable to escape, but the relief offered by the milking is welcome, even if the act is humiliating. He hums to himself as he empties my breasts, and his soft hands feel good against my skin.

When he is done, he takes the bowl and drinks it all. “Ah … refreshing. Nothing like milk from a filthy, chained cow.”

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.

“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.

“You’re free to sit and watch for a bit if you want?” Brian says in a polite, nonchalant tone.

Anna ponders the offer for a bit before shrugging. “Sure, why not?” She 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. He leans in over me and starts sucking my tits. There is not much milk left after the milking earlier, and it soon becomes painful, which I assume is the point. He bites down on my nipple, and I let out a whimpering moan.

“Are you ready?” he asks, wiping a drop of milk from his chin.

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. “No.”

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.
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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.
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Istruggle to breathe in the tight dress and wonder for a moment how women in ages past managed to wear a corset and have polite conversations at the same time. Everyone around me is impossibly elegant and dressed in designer dresses and tailor-made suits, and though I have always fit in well with this type of crowd, I now find them tedious and superficial. The dress presses against my breasts, and I wonder how long it can keep them in. Thank God I milked thoroughly before we left.

I take another sip of my champagne and sigh. The elite is present in full force. I smile at the mayor when he passes me with another young, hot influencer on his arm, and several local millionaires strut their blindingly white smiles and botoxed faces while they brag about their newest sports car or yacht. My husband, the center of attention, the birthday boy, is thriving, pretending to laugh at the lame jokes told by his business contacts.

Living the dream, I think to myself and raise my glass when my husband looks my way. A true power couple. Top of our respective fields. If he knew the kind of depraved, kinky stuff I engage in with my clients as part of their therapy sessions, he would die. I love him, dearly, but the relationship has been routine for a while now.

My phone buzzes in my purse. I always have it near me in case a client needs advice, but I rarely get calls this late. I check my watch; it’s almost midnight.

I feel a surge of adrenaline when I see who the caller is. “Brian?”

There is no response at first, merely a groaning sigh. “Doctor … Rachel … I … I had to call you.”

“Are you drunk, Brian?” I back away from the crowd and find a quiet place. “Are you alright?”

“No, I’m not. Not alright, that is.” He chuckles. “I can’t say no to the drunk part. I …” He takes a deep breath. The knot in my stomach tightens. “I’m so sorry about … everything. The way I’ve been treating you. It’s not … it’s not okay.”

“What are you talking about? You’ve done nothing wrong.”

“That’s not true. I … I can’t see you anymore, Doc.”

“No!” I say, breaking the professional façade for a brief moment before recovering. The thought of ending our weekly sessions causes an unpleasant panic to spread in my chest. “I told you that you don’t need to pay for the sessions anymore.”

“And that’s just another way I’ve treated you badly. I’m sorry, Rachel, I can’t …”

“No, Brian. You can’t stop now. You’ve come so far. Tell you what, come on Monday. We’ll talk it over. Now is not the time to make big decisions.”

There is no answer. Come on, don’t do this, Brian.

“You’re right. I’ll come on Monday.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “Good. I’m glad to hear it. We’ll have a nice, slow session together.”

“Alright. Good night, Rachel.”

“Good night, Brian.”

I stare at my phone for a bit before putting it away. I can feel myself getting wet just from thinking about Brian, and I can almost taste the shit in my mouth. I take a deep breath and adjust my dress before walking back in. I steer through the crowd and straight toward my husband. His face lights up in a smile as I approach him. I grab him by the back of his neck and pull him in for a kiss. As my tongue explores his mouth, eliciting chuckles from the men surrounding us, all I think about is Brian’s bitter shit in my mouth. It feels forbidden and wrong, but it is what I need right now.

I want to show Brian that everything is alright. That he has done nothing wrong. I cannot shake off the anxiety as I pace around my office, waiting for him to arrive. I stare at myself in the mirror one more time; I am usually never this obsessive about my appearance before a session, but then again, I am usually not naked when the client arrives. The brown hair flows elegantly onto my shoulders, and the wide steel collar is a snug fit. It looks good on my slender neck, and had it not been for the ring on the front, it could probably have passed for a bold fashion statement. For a moment, I wonder how my husband’s guests would have reacted if I had worn it for his birthday.

I look at the clock on the wall. He’s never late. I suddenly feel foolish, standing naked in my office wearing a steel collar, but I decide to give him another fifteen minutes.

Why am I this nervous? He’s just a client, I try to tell myself, even though I know that it stopped being true a long time ago. I am addicted to Brian, hopelessly attracted to his character, and to his understated magnetism, and I know that what we are doing is helping him. It is just a bonus that helping him means that I get to experience some of the most kinky, fulfilling sex I have ever had.

He is not coming. The realization sinks in as I fall into my chair. I suddenly feel cold, but a stubborn determination grows inside me. No. He doesn’t get to end it like this. I put on my white button-down shirt and a short leather skirt and head for the door, only to catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the way.

I am still wearing the collar. My fingers run across the smooth steel as I smile. It stays on. I want to show him how much I want to please him. I grab a scarf from the clothes rack and put it on to hide the collar before leaving.

It is wonderfully arousing to walk through a busy office building wearing a 2-inch wide steel collar under your scarf, wondering if anyone will notice, and I am still tingling all over when I park my car outside Brian’s address. The house is small but nice, and the garden is well-kept. The fragrant tulips are in bloom, and their scent tickles my nose as I ring the doorbell.

“Yes?”

I freeze when the door opens. That’s not Brian. Though the woman answering the door has white hair, she does not look older than me. Her face is kind, and her eyes sparkle with vitality.

Brian’s mother. I had forgotten that he lived with her.

“Hi … I … I’m Dr. Col…”

”Rachel!” The woman’s face lights up, and she grabs my hand and pulls me in for a hug. “So nice to meet you!”

I manage to keep my neck from touching her shoulder; it would be hard to explain the feel of hard steel. “Nice to meet you too?”

She lets go and smiles. “I’m sorry, it’s just … you’ve done so much for my Brian.” She wipes away a tear. “The change he has been going through … I cannot thank you enough. Please, come in. I’m Bethany, by the way.”

She leads me into the cozy, minimalist living room and gestures for me to sit on the couch. Pictures of Brian adorn the walls, but all I can focus on is making sure that my scarf still covers the collar.

“Is he here? He didn’t turn up for our session today.”

Bethany nods. “He’s upstairs. He’s seemed a bit … down for the last couple of days.” A tinge of sadness mars the beautiful face. “I cannot believe you’ve come all this way just to check up on him.”

“I worry about him,” I say with a smile. It is true; I do want what is best for Brian, but part of me refuses to accept that it can happen without him and I having a sexual relationship.

“I just have to ask …” Bethany sits down next to me and looks at me with narrow eyes. I can swear that her gaze lingers on my neck. “How do you do it? How do you manage to create such a change in my son in such a short time?”

I wring my hands and clear my throat. The collar feels tighter all of a sudden. “Oh, you know. I … listen to my clients. Helps them to accept who they are, the good and the bad.”

Bethany chuckles. “Impressive. It must be hard to take that much crap sometimes.”

I look at Bethany, wondering how much she knows. “Yes … there is a lot of crap sometimes.” I get up from the couch. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to go talk to Brian. It … might take a while, I hope you’ll allow us some privacy.”

“Of course! I’ll be in the garden if you need me.”

I can feel my heart beat faster with every step up the stairs, and I pause for a moment outside the door to Brian’s room before knocking.

“Come in,” a low voice sounds.

I open the door. The room is not much more than a bed, desk, and closet, but all my attention is drawn to the object of my obsession lying on the bed wearing a T-shirt and jeans. Brian’s eyes widen when he sees me, and he jumps up from the bed.

“Rachel! What … what the hell are you doing here?”

I close the door behind me and fight the urge to embrace him. I need to stay professional, at least for a little bit. “You didn’t come in for our session. I got worried. Can we talk?”

Brian scratches the back of his neck and looks at the door, likely wondering if he should just run away. He eventually abandons the idea and sighs. “I guess.” He gestures at his desk chair and sits down on his bed with sagging shoulders. The confidence that I have spent months helping him build seems to have vanished completely, drowned in a sea of unnecessary guilt.

“I assume you’re feeling guilty about the things we’ve done?” I say and remove my scarf.

Brian stares at the collar for a bit. “Why … ehm … yeah, I am.” He winces and looks like he is trying to squeeze himself in between the pillows on his bed in an attempt to disappear. “That’s why … I’ve left so suddenly after our … intimate sessions. I felt guilty. I felt … wrong. Part of me just wanted to hold you after, but as you know, I tend to flee when I get uncomfortable.”

“There’s no reason for that, Brian.” I smile at him and fiddle with the ring on my collar. “I consented to everything. I encouraged you. Do you feel like I’ve been taking advantage of you?”

He shakes his head. “No! Never! You’ve … fulfilled every fantasy I ever had, you’ve been so amazing, but …”

“… but you still feel like it’s wrong? I can understand that. It’s a natural feeling after sex, even when it’s not as … kinky as what we’ve been doing.” I get up from the chair and sit down next to him. “But I’m an adult, Brian. So are you. We take responsibility for ourselves. We had a safe word, remember? It’s there for a reason. I was the one who coaxed out your dominant side, and I knew what I was doing.” I place a hand on his lap. “You did nothing wrong. Quite the contrary. You took responsibility for your own well-being. I just helped you. Come here.” I pull him in, placing his head on my chest while I stroke his hair. “Let me tell you something … I’ve never come as hard in my life as I have with you.”

“Really?”

“Yes. And I’d hate for your progress to have been for nothing. Maybe I should’ve been the one to insist on a ‘debriefing’ after our sessions. If anyone is to blame, it’s me.”

“No, never,” Brian says. “You’re … perfect.”

I smile. “Then let’s not stop what we both enjoy. I think we have time for a little session.”

He sits back up and stares at me in disbelief. “What, here? Now?”

I send him my most sultry, seductive look, a look I have trained over many years. “I didn’t wear this collar for nothing … Master.”

There it is. There is that fire I’ve been aching for. I can see it in his eyes. The spark is back. I unbutton my shirt and take his hand, placing it on my breast. He starts groping it, sending a gentle trickle of arousal through my body.

“Spank me, Master,” I say in a low, husky voice. “Please. Let that anxiety that has been building inside you out. Take it out on me. I can take it. And if not …”

“… the safe word is ‘cucumber’.” He smiles and kisses me. A gentle, tender kiss that sends a shiver down my spine. I can tell that this session will be different, more intimate, but I am ready for it. I lie down across his knee and smile to myself. I am a 55-year-old married woman about to be spanked by a man half her age while I can hear his mother whistling to herself in the garden below the window. It is perfect.

The first slap is a test, a way for him to get his aim in. It does not even hurt. The next is a little harder, but he is still holding back.

“Please, Master. Harder. Let it all ou… AUCH!” I wince as a hard, precise slap hits my ass, grazing the edge of my pussy. “Like that.” Fuck, this is hot. It is not as extreme as being shackled in a painful strappado while an entire office building can see me, but there is still an intensity to the experience that is driving me crazy with lust.

Another slap, this time on the other cheek. The burning sensation lingers for a bit, and I have to clench my jaw to keep from crying out, fearing that Bethany might hear me. I feel like I am a teenager again, trying to have quiet sex in my boyfriend’s room.

The spanking continues, ramping up in terms of pain and speed. I can tell that Brian is getting into the groove, and I cannot help but whimper when he hits the same spots twice in a row. The rhythm is almost meditative, an addictive beat consisting of equal parts pain and pleasure. I stop encouraging him and give in to the experience, embracing my submissive side.

I enter subspace. I know it is what is happening, even if I have never experienced it before. It feels like everything around me disappears, and I feel nothing but the slaps from Brian’s firm hand. He occasionally takes a short break to lightly finger my pussy, keeping me on the edge for a bit before the spanking continues. It is highly effective, and I feel myself getting lost in the haze.

After a while, the gentle touches lessen and the slaps get harder and more painful. I can feel his body tensing up; he is accessing the deepest parts of his frustration and anxiety, exactly as I had told him to, but the pain starts pulling me out of subspace. It begins to overwhelm me, and I am given less and less room to recover in between the stinging hits.

“Brian … it … AUCH … it hurts,” I whimper, but the hits keep coming. “Please … stop … AAAAH … CUCUMBER!” The last hit drives me too far. I have been in more pain than this, but something about the continuous hits overloads my brain.

He stops.

“I’m so sorry!” he says.

“Don’t be.” I try to catch my breath and look up at him with a smile. “That’s why we have a safe word. You did nothing wrong.”

The panicked expression fades from his young face. “Alright, good.” He leans down and kisses my sore ass, stroking it gently with his soft hands. “Better?”

“Yes, Master,” I say with a pleased sigh. “It’s perfect. Did it help to spank me?”

“I think it did. Thank you.”

I look up at him again. “I’m still yours to control, Master.”

“Then lie on your back.”

I slide off of his knee and lie down on the soft mattress. I look up at my client, my master – I love how he looks as he stands in silhouette against the afternoon sun washing in from the window. He walks to his closet and finds two wide leather belts.

“Put your hands out in front of you,” he says. The confidence is back, and just the timbre of his voice makes me wet. My asscheeks are still burning, but it is a pleasant sensation. I look him in the eye while he ties my hands together with one of the belts. The leather feels good against my skin. He ties the other belt to the ring on my collar and adjusts it so the ring is on the side instead of in front. He puts the other end of the belt into my tied hands and smiles. “You know what to do …”

I nod and pull the belt, causing the collar to push against my throat. While I choke myself, Brian pulls off my skirt and spreads my legs. He starts licking the inside of my thigh, moving excruciatingly slowly toward my aching pussy. I writhe and whimper as he tortures me with his slow pace, but the gentle drops of lust soon turn into a small stream as Brian’s tongue inches closer to my vagina. At first, he explores the outside, playfully licking the edge of my labia.

Fuck, that feels good. I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning loudly. I can feel Brian smile as he pushes his face into my pussy. His stubble scratches my skin as the long tongue buries itself deep inside me. It is hot. Intense.

Fuuuuck … It feels like my pussy is ready to explode when Brian jams three fingers inside and starts finger-fucking me just as his tongue starts lashing at my clit. Soon after, he moves up. He raises my shirt and pulls one of my breasts out of the bra. I have been too distracted to notice how much I need to be milked, and I moan loudly when he begins to drink from me.

“Thank you, Master,” I whimper as the milk flows. “Thank you …”

Waves of lust wash over me, and the frustration I feel when Brian pulls away a moment later is replaced by pure joy when he enters me right after.

He is hard. Big. He lies on top of me, dominating my body with his large cock, and he is in no hurry as he pushes deeper and deeper inside me. He stays there, asserting his power, his control, while he stares into my eyes.

I am his. At this moment, I belong to him.

He takes the belt from my restrained hands and uses it to control my breathing. The leather creaks as I struggle against my bonds; I am not trying to escape, not really, I just want to feel helpless. I want to feel like a slave.

“Honey?”

The door opens, and Bethany’s smiling face appears in the doorway.

What the hell? How often can this happen to us?

Brian does not respond. Instead, he starts fucking me.

Bethany does not flinch when she sees his son fucking his therapist who is tied up and collared. “I’m going to the market to pick up a few things for dinner, but you two have fun.” She is about to close the door but hesitates. “Oh, and Rachel …”

I look up at her with a mix of confusion and shame.

“I love the necklace.” With those words, she closes the door, leaving me completely flabbergasted and confused, but Brian’s effective thrusts soon turn my mind back to the present.

Damn, he is good at this. I do not know if it is chemistry, talent, or experience, but Brian manages to find new zones of pleasure every time he pushes into me, and he uses the leash to control my breathing like a masterful conductor. I fall deep into subspace again, and I only surface for a few brief seconds a while later to utter the fateful words.

“Master … can I please … come?”

“I am close,” he groans. “Endure for a bit. I’ll count it down. 5 … 4 …”

My entire body tenses up while I stand on the edge of the abyss.

“3 … 2 … 1 … now.”

Even if Bethany had still been gardening outside, I would not have been able to keep the scream inside. All the pent-up lust and arousal spills out of me, even if Brian is choking me hard. Tears stream from my eyes, moans and whimpers escape my lips, and I squirt wildly, soaking Brian’s sheets. At the same time, I feel his warm cum filling my pussy.

He stays inside me for a bit as we catch our breath. He leans in and drinks from me again, adding to the tenderness of the moment.

“That … was amazing, Rachel,” he says, gently easing out of his dominant role. He slides out and lies next to me, resting his head on my chest. He unties my hands, allowing me to embrace him as a form of mutual aftercare. It is warm and intimate, but despite the intense, affectionate sex we have just had, he still does not feel like my lover, nor is he just my client. I give up trying to define it and just enjoy the moment.

I stroke his hair as I hold on to the last few shards of the orgasm before it leaves me. “So … will I see you at the usual time next week?”

“Yes, I believe you will,” he says.

We lie there for a while before I get up and start getting dressed. “I think this was another productive session, Brian,” I say. “I’m glad you’re feeling better.”

“Ehm, Rachel …”

“Yes?”

“The collar?”

I am halfway out the door and stop. “Oh … I left the keys in my office …”

It is not a bad picture. The lighting is good, my hair is on point, and the tight dress makes my rack look even bigger than it is. And yet it fills me with shame. The headline says “Still a hot couple after all these years” and shows me French-kissing my husband during his birthday party.

“Don’t the local newspaper have more important stuff to write about than a wife kissing her husband?” I say with a sigh and throw the newspaper onto the chair next to me.

“You’re known throughout the country for your books on anxiety and therapy and your husband owns the biggest company in the city.” Anna smiles; she is enjoying my misery. “Of course, people want to see you inspecting his tonsils with your tongue.”

“Oh God,” I say and start massaging my temples.

“Come on, it’s cute! It’s not like back in college when you managed to get into the college paper because we streaked across the quad right when the board of directors was visiting.”

“Well, it doesn’t feel cute.”

“Why not?” Anna leans back in her chair and takes an unappealingly large bite of her muffin.

I lean in over the table. “Can you keep a secret?”

“Oh, I think I’m already keeping a few of those for you, you little bondage-bunny.” Her smile softens. “But go ahead.”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about Brian’s shit in my mouth the whole time I was kissing my husband.”

Anna nearly spits out her muffin. “You let him shit in your mouth?” She looks up at the waiter who just walked by. “What? Keep moving, nothing to see here.”

I can feel the heat in my cheeks from embarrassment. “Yes. And I love it. It’s so … dirty.”

“It’s unsanitary, is what it is.” Anna cocks her head and gets that frowny wrinkle between her eyes that indicates that she is about to tell me what I am doing wrong with my life. “I know you’re saying that you’re doing it to help him, and I love your dedication, but …”

“I know. It’s getting a little crazy, but I cannot abandon him now. I’ve seen how fast he can relapse.”

Anna sighs. “But at what cost? You’re basically having an affair with a man half your age.”

“It’s not like you haven’t had plenty of those.”

Anna scoffs and pretends to be insulted. “And I’ve married a few of them, it’s not my fault it never lasts.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Hey, do what I tell you, not what I do.”

“Good advice.” I take the last bite of my chocolate cake and lean back in the chair. “And it’s not an affair.”

“You’re fucking him.”

“Yes. But … I don’t know how to explain it.”

Anna wipes her mouth with a tissue and bites the end of her thumb. Her eyes flicker and sparkle with barely contained deviousness. “Then maybe … I need to experience it myself to understand.”

“What, you want to watch us again?” I am surprised to find that the thought does not repulse me, even if Anna’s arrival at my session with Brian terrified and embarrassed me at the time. It feels nice to have someone to share this with.

Anna shrugs. “Watch. Participate. I’m not sure yet. I have to admit that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you tied up and fucked like that.” She leans forward, wiping a strand of hair from her face. “And I doubt Brian will mind.”

I text Brian about Anna’s proposal, and he seems enthusiastic, as long as he gets a little time alone with me first. I am still not completely sure how I feel about it. I love Anna to death, but I can tell that I am getting possessive of Brian and do not want to share him. The professional in me ends up convincing my inner skeptic that having two women present is a great way to test Brian’s confidence and see how he manages the situation, even if Anna only ends up watching.

A twenty-something living with his mother juggling two middle-aged, confident career women. I smile to myself as I get ready for the session; Brian has certainly come a long way. I put on a subtle perfume and red lipstick, and for once, I choose not to be naked when Brian arrives. Something in me relishes the taboo of the whole situation, the forbidden nature of it all, and I feel delightfully naughty as I put on the red lace lingerie consisting of a bra and thong that my husband got me for our anniversary. I never wore it before, an opportunity never arose. It suits my fit body well, and I catch myself staring at my reflection for a bit before I apply the final touch.

The collar.

It has become a symbol of my submission to Brian, and I have found that it occasionally finds its way onto my neck when I work alone in the office after my last session of the day. It is heavy and tight, but I get aroused whenever I hear the lock click and feel the cold steel against my skin. The shiny steel goes well with the red lingerie, and I feel confident and sexy when I assume my position on the floor of my office.

He does not knock. He enters, taking control of the room immediately with his smile and his posture. I am already wet from sitting in the submissive position with the collar around my neck, and I think he can tell.

“There she is,” he says. “My therapist. My slave.” He starts circling me slowly, swallowing me with his eyes. “Thank you for bringing me back. I’ve looked forward to this, to … repaying you.” His fingers graze my hair, and it sends a shiver down my spine. “But first, I want to get to know you a little better.”

I look up at him with a curious stare. This was not what I had expected. “What do you mean?”

A hard, painful slap lands on my cheek, causing me to shriek. “Try again.”

If my husband had slapped me like that, I would have stormed off and never come back, but at this moment, the pain only adds to the wet stain on my thong. “What do you mean … Master?”

“All this time, we’ve talked about me. My fantasies. My desires. I know almost nothing about you.” He stops behind me. “I want to know your secrets. I want even more power over you.” His voice is steady and confident, and I shudder when I feel his hands around my neck. “This collar is just physical control, my slave. Don’t you agree?”

“Y… yes, Master.” Something about it all both terrifies and arouses me, but I never once consider using the safe word. Even though what Brian is suggesting is stepping over several of the limits I set for myself when I started this type of session with clients, I do not want to stop.

“Very good. Stand up.”

I get up and balance on the tall heels with my hands on my head. Brian proceeds to lock my wrists behind my back using a pair of handcuffs, but he does not stop there. A short chain is locked to the ring on my collar which is then turned so the chain rests on my back.

Then Brian pulls my handcuffs up. I wince as my wrists are raised until they can go no further, only to be locked onto the chain with a padlock.

“Describe how it feels, slave,” Brian says and stands before me.

I try to move my wrists, but there is no give. “It … it makes it hard to breathe, Master. My wrists and shoulders hurt, I … I like it.”

“And I like your outfit. Nice to see you dressing like the slut you are,” Brian says and slides a finger down the thong. “Mmm … you’re soaking wet. Perfect. I noticed a toy in your cupboard last time that I’ve been aching to use on you.”

Oh … fuck, I think to myself when I see the toy in question. I never intended for that device to be used on me. I used it twice on a very uptight, conservative woman that wanted to try and challenge herself, which worked, but as he slides the thick steel device into my pussy and use the thong to hold it in place, I can feel beads of nervous sweat trickling down my back.

“Sit down on the couch, slave,” Brian says.

Sitting down only serves to press the steel device even deeper inside me, and my lips quiver as I watch Brian sit down in my chair, crossing his legs in an obvious mockery of my usual routine. The roles have switched now. He is the one with all the power.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, and I want you to answer honestly,” Brian says. “If I’m not satisfied with the answer, I’ll shock your cunt.” He waves the remote to the device at me with a smile. It is the strongest unit on the market, and the box came with more warning stickers than a box of enriched uranium. And now the steel cock capable of massive electrical shocks is inside me.

“Now … for how long have you been married?”

I hesitate. Wearing the lingerie my husband gave me is one thing, but talking about my marriage somehow seems more forbidden. I have been a psychiatrist for long enough to know that Brian is using my trade against me, that he wants more power, and the thing that troubles me the most is that I am willing to give it to him.

“29 years,” I say.

Brian nods, but he presses the remote anyway.

I scream. An intense, stinging pain hits the walls of my pussy and fades as quickly as it appeared.

“You took too long to answer. And you once again forgot to say ‘master’.” He smiles. “Let’s try another one. Do you love your husband?”

“Yes, Master.”

“I believe you. Does he know that you act like a horny, dumb cunt when you’re with clients like me, degrading yourself like this?”

The verbal abuse triggers something inside me, something primal, and the device inside my pussy suddenly feels like a welcome presence. I move a bit on the couch to make it rub against my insides before answering. “No, he doesn’t, Master.”

Another shock. Higher voltage. It feels like my pussy is about to explode, and the pain causes me to pull on my restraints, choking me harder. My body does not know how to cope, and wet stains re starting to form on my dress as I begin to lactate Fuck, this is intense.

“That was for keeping secrets from your husband,” Brian says with a superior grin. He watches me for a bit, enjoying the look of my trembling body and silent tears. “Now … have you ever fantasized about sex with your friend Anna?”

“What?” I scream at the top of my lungs when another shock hits me, and I wonder for a second if the office is soundproof enough. There are plenty of other companies and businesses in the building. “Please … Master, it hurts so much.”

“You heard the question. Answer it.”

“Maybe … once or twice. But just a fleeting thing, Master.” I feel very vulnerable being questioned like this. Anna is probably the person that knows most about what is going on inside my head, but Brian is in a position to force the doors wide open.

He leans forward in the chair. He makes a point of showing me that he is turning the thing inside me to its highest setting. “This one is important: What is your deepest, darkest fantasy? You fulfill the fantasies of others all the time, but what do you want?”

I stare at his finger hovering over the shock button. The question catches me off guard; I rarely give thought to things like that, and for a second, my mind is blank. But the shock that tears through my body when he holds the button down causes every cell to explode in pain and forces an answer out of me.

“I just want to be a slave! I just want to be fucked, used, and abused!” I cry, barely able to get the words out. The shocks stop. I curl up in a fetal position on the couch while I sob, my hands still tied uncomfortably behind my back. “I … I just want a break from all this responsibility. I just want to be tied up and told what to do for once. I want to feel something. Pain. Pleasure. Humiliation …” The words flow from my lips without pause, without consideration as my body shakes from the pain. It dawns on me that though I am addicted to Brian’s character and magnetism, I have needed the outlet he offers me for years. He was just the one to trigger the desires that had been building within me for decades.

He sits next to me and strokes my hair. It is a welcome sign of affection after the intensity of the last few minutes, but even more welcome is his finger gracing the outside of my pussy. I feel emotionally exhausted and exposed after baring myself, and I cannot shake the feeling that Brian owns something of me now that I cannot get back.

I do not mind it, though.

“Master, I …” I begin, but I am interrupted by a knock on the door. I have completely forgotten about Anna.

“Come in, Anna.” Brian gets up from the couch and greets my friend with a smile. I manage to sit up again, but it is not an elegant maneuver the way that I am restrained. “So glad you decided to join us.”

Anna stares at me for a bit, but there is no shock or fear in her eyes, only curiosity. “Me too. What are you two doing?”

“I’m using this remote control to torture Rachel’s pussy with electric shocks. I’ve gotten her to reveal some … interesting things about herself.”

I whimper in response.

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” Anna says and takes off her jacket. The black hair is tied in a tight ponytail, and she is wearing an elegant sleeveless dress that shows off her toned arms; she only recently quit her long career in the military to become a consultant in the private sector. “Can I try? I have something I want to know.”

“Sure, why not?” Brian hands the remote to Anna who sits down next to me with a devious smile on her face.

“Rachel, my dear,” she says, sliding her thumb teasingly back and forth across the button. “You’ve denied this for years, but I want a straight answer … did you fuck my boyfriend Greg back in college?”

Oh, fuck you. I cannot help but smile at the question and the absurdity of the situation. “I didn’t … AAAAAAARGH! FUCK!” I scream and writhe on the couch when Anna presses the button. “FINE! Yes, I did it! Once!”

Anna laughs. “I knew it!” She hands the remote back to Brian. “Thank you.”

Brian looks at Anna with a furrowed brow. “You don’t want to punish her more for that?”

Anna shrugs. “Nah, sleeping with Greg would have been punishment enough, he was horrible in bed. Anyway …” She rubs her thighs, and for a moment, the confidence fades. “How … how do you want to do this?”

“It’s up to you.” Brian smiles. “You can watch, if you want, just like last time … or …” He nods towards me. “Or you can submit to me.”

Anna stares at me for a bit. Her eyes linger on the collar around my neck. “I don’t know you, Brian.” She bites her lower lip. “But that kind of makes it hotter. I’ve never tried something like this.”

“Your safe word is ‘orange’,” Brian says in a calm, emphatic voice. “If anything goes too far, you use it, and I’ll stop. I’ll check in on you from time to time to make sure you’re having a good time.”

I swell up with pride; Brian is handling this amazingly, and I am not surprised when Anna nods a moment later.

“I’m in. Tie me up … Master.”

A few minutes later, Anna and I are both kneeling on the floor in front of Brian. He is naked, gently stroking his impressive cock as he looks down at his two slaves. A leather collar has been locked around Anna’s neck, she is naked, and her cuffed hands are connected to the collar behind her back same as mine.

“This … this is like a dream come true,” Brian says as if he cannot believe that he has the two of us tied up and waiting for his command. He has not found it necessary to remove the device from my pussy, but at least the remote is lying on the table. “Two naughty, horny sluts at my command. We’ll start slow. New slave, drink from your friend’s massive udders.”

Anna licks her lips and looks me in the eye as she gets in position in front of me. She keeps eye contact as she takes one of my nipples in her mouth and forms a vacuum. My body shivers as she drinks; her lips are soft, but she is not afraid to use her teeth to tease me. Is it pleasant and intimate, and I love knowing that my friend is drinking from me. It turns me on, and I whimper when Brian pulls Anna back.

“Very good.” He stands in front of Anna. “Suck my cock, new slave. Let us see what you’ve got.”

Anna does not hesitate. Without protest or pause she begins to suck Brian’s cock like her life depends on it. I have never seen her as a submissive type, but it comes naturally to her. She probably enjoys this for the same reasons I do.

Brian looks at me. “And you … lick my asshole.”

I walk on my knees until I am right behind him. He uses his hands to spread his asscheeks, revealing his asshole to me. I refuse to be upstaged by Anna, and I start licking the asshole with vigorous enthusiasm. Brian cannot hold in the moans as we pleasure him.

“Good … yes … like that,” he groans. “Get your tongue in there.”

I do as I am told, forcing my tongue inside him. The familiar, bitter taste of his shit pierces my tongue, and I feel waves of lust rolling through me, aided by the massive steel cock moving inside me.

Brian grabs hold of Anna’s hair and pulls her head back. “Not bad. I’m going to fuck you now, okay?”

Anna nods and smiles, and I cannot help but feel a little jealous of her, which I assume is part of Brian’s plan for us. He wants to deepen my dependence on him, make me work harder for his affection – I have no real doubt that I am the one he truly wants, but he wants to sow the seed of doubt in my mind.

It is annoyingly effective.

He bends Anna over the couch’s armrest, pulling away from my tongue. I can do nothing but watch as he slowly enters my best friend and starts fucking her.

“Rachel, go kiss Anna. Make sure to ram that shit-covered tongue deep down her throat. I want her to get a small taste of it.” He pauses for a moment to allow Anna to comprehend what I have just been told to do, but she does not protest.

I get onto the couch and approach her. The taste of shit dominates my mouth, and I can tell that Anna is not too happy about it, but she did not come here to stay safely within her comfort zone.

We kiss. I can tell that she is gagging as my tongue enters her mouth, but she endures it. The taste of shit lingers, mixes with the sweet taste of my breastmilk in her mouth, but the kiss soon turns into something more passionate and intense. Fuck, she’s a good kisser.

“Rachel, get up here and bend over the armrest next to Anna.”

“Yes, Master,” I say with a smile. My shoulders are sore, the handcuffs dig into my wrists, and I can barely breathe, but I want nothing more than Brian’s cock inside me.

Anna sends me a subtle smile as I get in position next to her. She winces when Brian starts spanking her hard, but she does not use the safe word. Brian pulls out of her and leans in over us both.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

I nod. “Yes, Master. Please …”

He grins. “Too bad your pussy is already occupied.”

I do not have time to comprehend the words before I hear the condom being put on behind me and the sound of a bottle of lube being opened. Soon after, he slides effortlessly inside my asshole. I do not know why, but he feels bigger than ever, and I both moan and cry as he starts fucking me hard. My hips crash into the couch, and while he punishes my asshole, he starts fingering Anna. Our moans join together in a heavenly choir, and at this moment, I am happy that Anna is there with me.

Brian soon starts switching between our assholes. Anna screams when he first enters her; I know she has never been a fan of anal, she has told me as much, but something about the situation makes her endure it, and I notice a smile forming on her face. While he fucks her, he starts shocking my pussy again, but the voltage is far lower now, and I find to my surprise that I am enjoying it immensely.

“It … is … time,” Brian groans as he pushes deep inside Anna’s asshole. “For the finale.” He grabs hold of Anna’s hair and forces her to look up at him. I can tell that the movement causes her collar to tighten; the veins on her neck are visible under the skin, but she cannot hide the arousal building within her. “Do you want to eat my shit, Anna?”

It is a genuine question. He is allowing her to sit the next part out.

Anna hesitates for a moment. “I … I’d like to try it, Master. Just … just don’t force me.”

He nods. “That is fair.” He pulls his cock out of her and stops shocking my pussy. “Kneel on the carpet in front of the couch, both of you.” Brian lays out a towel from the bathroom on the couch. He sits down before leaning back to get in position. “Rachel will start. Anna, you give it a try when you’re ready.”

I lick my lips in anticipation. I hate the taste. I hate the texture. I hate the feeling of the shit as I swallow it. But I love the rush of pure, unfiltered degradation and humiliation it triggers within me. Nothing else comes close. When the turd peeks out from Brian’s asshole, I take a bite of it and start chewing. It continues to come, and I rub my face in it, smearing it all over me to show my submission. I can hear Anna whimper next to me. I take another large bite and embrace the feel of the grainy substance in my mouth, the horrible stench, and the feel of the warm shit on my face.

Anna approaches hesitantly. Her hands are still securely cuffed behind her back; I have to admit that she looks good in bondage. She takes a small bite of the next turd exiting Brian’s ass. Her face contorts as she chews it, but before she has a chance to swallow it, she throw up on the carpet.

“Fuck! I’m so sorry …” She spits a few times. “I’m sorry, Master …” She looks over at me. “How the fuck do you do it?”

I smile at her. So does Brian.

”It’s alright, Anna,” he says. “You don’t have to eat more. Do you want it smeared over your body?”

She nods. “Yeah, that’s alright, Master. Thank you.”

He looks at me. “Take some more in your mouth. Smear it across her breasts and face.”

I nod. I am still struggling to swallow the large amounts of shit already in my mouth, but I manage to force it down and fill my mouth with the last turd coming out of Brian. I start smearing it across Anna; the dark brown substance paints her tanned body, and it feels good to rub my lips against her face. It is filthy and intimate at the same time, and we are soon covered in shit.

I know I have one last thing to do.

“Mmm … very good,” Brian says while I lick his asshole clean. “When you’re done, kneel next to Anna.”

I lick the last bits of shit from his asshole and do as I am told. Brian gets up and starts stroking his rock-hard cock.

“You’ve both done well for a pair of upper-class cunts,” he says with a smile. “Open up to get your final reward.”

We both lean forward and open our mouths while we look up at him. Our faces are close together when he comes, blowing his massive load into our mouths and onto our faces. It is the final humiliation, the final display of power. Brian lets out a satisfied groan as he smears the last few drops of cum into my hair. He smiles at me.

“Thank you, Rachel. For all of it.”

I swallow the shit and cum cocktail and smile back. “It’s my pleasure as always.”

“And mine too,” Anna says.

Brian rubs the back of his neck. “I … I want to …”

I nod. “I know, Brian. It’s alright. I wouldn’t hug us right now either. I’d appreciate it if you uncuff us before you go, though.” I rattle my chains to underline my point. “But don’t feel guilty, okay? We’ve both had a great time.”

The warm water feels good against my sore body. My pussy is finally free of the diabolical device, and the last few lumps of feces are slowly washed away. I look at the red grooves left by the handcuffs. Two soft hands take hold of my wrists and gently massage the marks.

“Those won’t be gone until tomorrow,” Anna says and smiles at me. The water trickles down her naked body, and I rub a tiny streak of shit from her cheek.

I nod. “Neither will yours.”

“I know. But I’m not married. I think you need to borrow my watch and bracelet to cover them up.” Anna smiles and lets her fingers run through my hair. “Thanks for this. I had fun.”

“Me too.” I sigh. “I … felt jealous when he started fucking you.”

Anna lets go of my wrists and takes my hands in hers. “Rach … are you sure you’ve got this under control?”

I shrug. “I’m not sure. I don’t think I can stop, but it does help him. I … I’m considering becoming his long-term… slave. To ensure that he can retain the confidence. It’ll take a long time, but it’s worth it. He’s a good man. He deserves it.”

“He is. And I’m sure you’ll enjoy it as well,” Anna hugs me. “But can you untangle yourself when it is all done?” She begins to milk me, and I sigh as the relief washes over my body.

I do not answer. I do not want to think that far ahead. For now, I just want to feel my friend’s naked body against mine and swim in the intense, erotic memories of what we have just experienced together.
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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?”
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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.”
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The bedroom is filled with the sound of my sharp, rapid whimpers. They echo with delicious, arousing shame while my fingers slide quicker in and out of my soaking wet pussy. The sharp metal from the handcuffs scrapes against my inner thigh, but the discomfort only fuels my lust. I feel dirty, submissive, and humiliated, yet there is no one in the room with me. I am doing it to myself.

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

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

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

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

“Honey?”

Fuck!

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

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

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

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

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

I smile. “That sounds good.”

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

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

***

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

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

The phone rings.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does that make you?”

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

“I agree.”

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

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

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

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

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

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

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

I shriek when he slaps me. “No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I love him.

Fuck.

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

I love him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master,” I say with a pout.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gin and tonics?”

“Gin and tonics.”

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

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

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

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

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

Is that her? She’s … gorgeous!

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

Someone more perfect than me.

The two smile at each other before walking inside.

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And your job? How’s that going?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?” he asks.

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

“I bet you do.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master!” we cry out together.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Auch! That fucking hurts, Su…”

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

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

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

She nods hesitantly. “Y… Yes.”

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

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

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

Are those … spikes?

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

He smiles. “Put. Them. On.”

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

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

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

The slut within me is massively turned on by it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So did we,” Anna says and smiles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shake my head. “Of course not.”

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

“No, I better get home.”

“To your husband?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I still dread leaving my office like this.

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

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

The door opens.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“Hello, slave.”

Good, he’s alone.

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

“You did? Do tell.”

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

There is a short pause on the other end.

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

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

“Did I give you permission to do that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He just smiles as he presses the remote.

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

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

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

“Suck it, slave.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then open your mouth.”

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

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

It's an addiction.

I smile. An addiction I cannot do without.

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

“Does it hurt, slave?”

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

“Good.”

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

Too late to back out now.

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

“AAAH! 20 … 21 years!”

“Which is it?”

More pain. “FUCK! 21! It’s 21!”

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

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

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

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

Then he stops.

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

“How often is your husband away on business?”

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

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

“For how long at a time?”

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

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

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

“Where does he go?”

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

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

What?

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can you breathe?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want to come, slave?”

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

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

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

“You belong to me,” he says.

As if it needs to be said.

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

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

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

He smiles. “After all that?”

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

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

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

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

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

It is too late for me.

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

***

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

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

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

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

“You’d wear it if he ordered you to.”

I sigh. “Yeah, I would.”

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

“And now?”

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

“Fallen or risen?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck …”

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

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

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

“And you’re okay with that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

He wouldn’t do that … would he?

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

The moistness in my pussy answers my question.

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

“Rachel!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wants to see him dominate me.

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

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

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

“Ma’am?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, sweetie.”

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

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

Suitable.

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

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

I nod. “Yes, Master.”

“Do you remember your safeword?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Milk yourself.”

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

He slaps me again. “Do it.”

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

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

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

“Worship it.”

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

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

“Open up, slave.”

Yes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you want next, slave?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I have never felt this horny before.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That sounds about right.

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

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

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

“Please? I just want a small taste.”

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

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

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

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

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

Not that I want to.

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re so brave,” she says.

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

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

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

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

Relegated to the trunk. People look at me from the door to the bar as I awkwardly crawl into the car with my hands cuffed behind my back. I let out a sigh when the door to the trunk slams shut, leaving me in darkness.
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Iclose my eyes for a moment and focus on the soothing sound of the rain outside. It has been a long day at work and after a simple dinner in my own company, I feel like I have earned a little time in front of the television. A serious news anchor’s voice mixes with the meditative drumming of the rain outside, but I find it hard to focus on either. My life has been unraveling for a while now, and the one thing that seems to keep me sane, my increasingly crazy sessions with Brian, has been denied me for a while now. He has been on holiday with Lucy, leaving me behind, despite my half-joking suggestion that I could be part of his carry-on luggage, handcuffed and gagged in a suitcase.

At least we have a session booked next week, I think to myself and sigh. I think back to our last session a few weeks ago. It had taken days for my pussy to recover after he had put clamps on my labia and added heavy weights to them, but it had been worth it. For once, he had fucked me – it was a rare thing these days, ever since he had started getting serious with Lucy, and I shudder with delight as I remember the feel of his cock inside me. I fiddle with the clasp on my watch, imagining that the wide steel band around my wrist is a shackle instead of a timepiece.

I hear a car door slam, and it pulls me back to the present. I turn the television off and get up, but I am still touching the steel watch when the door opens and my husband walks in.

“Hi, honey,” I say and kiss him on the cheek. I laugh as I look at his wet, miserable expression. “How do you manage to get so wet walking from the garage?”

He smiles. “It’s pouring down, I’ve never seen anything like it.”

I help him take off the wet coat and put it on the rack. “Well, you’re home now.” I hug him now that he is out of the wet jacket and am distracted by a tinge of sadness when I feel that there is no love left in me for the man standing before me. I have known it for a while, but it stings every time I notice.

“Thanks, honey.” He sighs. “Did you have dinner?”

“I did, but there are leftovers in the fridge.” I cock my head to the side and raise an eyebrow. “What’s wrong? That crease you always get between your eyebrows when you’re worried is there.”

“I’ve never been able to hide things from you,” he says and tries to smile.

I think we’ve both hidden things. “What is it?”

“Nothing you should worry about, just a journalist snooping around. Everyone at the firm is on edge. I’m under a lot of pressure right now.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I say, doing my best to push the guilt I am feeling into the background. “But there’s nothing to find, right? Won’t it just blow over?”

“Of course.” He nods. “It’ll just blow over. I … I need to make some calls, I’m behind on a few things. Is that okay?”

“Sure, I don’t mind. I’m going to take a shower and then read in bed.”

I walk into the bathroom, leaving the door slightly ajar behind me. I remove my makeup and unbutton the black shirt before pulling my gray pencil skirt down. I usually lock the door when I shower to avoid my husband seeing the many bruises and marks I often have after sessions with Brian, but there are none at the moment. A shame, I think to myself. Seeing bruises and marks on my skin are like small reminders of my intense sessions, and I love seeing them whenever I am naked. I hope he’ll whip or cane me hard next time I see him. I smile at the thought and step into the shower. I can hear my husband yelling in the office; I cannot make out what he is saying, except for the words ‘South America’. I may not love my husband anymore, but I cannot help but feel a little guilty that I sicced Brian on my husband’s company. I just never thought there could be that much going on behind the scenes.

I turn on the shower and let the warm water wash away the stress of the long day. I shampoo my long hair, but when I begin to wash my body, it is as if every touch feels more intense than usual. My recollection of the last session with Brian still lingers in my mind, expanding my sense of touch, and I let my fingers glide back and forth over my nipples. They are strained, brimming with milk, and I watch as the white liquid mixes with the water on the floor and disappears into the drain; milking myself is routine when showering, after all. A slight trickle of arousal seeps through my body, aiding the warm water in calming me, but the calm only lasts until my fingers reach my clit.

I think of him. I think of the inescapable chains holding me, the feel of the heavy steel collar on my neck. I think of the whip and its relentless flurry of strikes.

The drops of water roll down my body while a muted moan slides across my lips, and the warmth comes as much from within as from the shower. My mind keeps wandering, imagining Brian standing in front of me. He is strong, confident, and unreachable. He grabs me, pushes me onto the ground, and lies down on top of me. I slide two fingers inside my pussy, imagining them to be his throbbing cock. I imagine his powerful thrusts, and I gasp for air as I rub my palm against my clit while my fingers explore the inside of my wet pussy.

I come just as I get to the part where Brian squats over me and shits on my face. The orgasm is pleasant and welcome, adding to the water’s soothing effects. I turn the water off and step out feeling calm and relaxed, even if my genitals are still buzzing slightly from the orgasm. I put on a pink satin negligee and listen near the half-open door. He is still on the phone in the office, but he has closed the door, and I cannot hear any of what is going on.

I am lying in bed reading when he comes in. He looks tired and frustrated, but he forces a smile when he sees me.

“Are you wearing your watch to bed?” he asks with a grin, nodding at my wrist.

“Oh … no, of course not.” I slide the heavy steel watch off my wrist and place it on the nightstand as I would usually do. “I just … forgot to take it off.”

He slides in under the covers, scooting over to my side. His breath smells like wine, and I know what that sly smile means. Oh, no. He kisses me on the neck and grabs my breast; he has always been a gentle and considerate lover, but he is inebriated and frustrated, and all subtlety has gone out the window.

“No, Richard, not … not tonight,” I say with a disarming smile and push his hand away from my breast. “I’m tired.”

“Come on, baby, it’s been months.” He tries to sound nonchalant, but the accusation is thinly veiled. He begins groping my inner thigh. “Let me drink from your tits before we make love.”

“I said no, Richard.” I still try to sound calm, but I am firmer when I remove his hand.

“What the fuck is going on, Rachel?” He sits up on the bed and looks at me with a scowl. “Are you fucking some client or something? We used to have a good sex life, but now it’s like a fucking desert in here.”

“That’s preposterous,” I say, hoping that the dim lights hide my blushing. “I just don’t want to!”

“Come on, I need the relief. Don’t you want me to feel better?” He crawls on top of me and grabs me by the wrists, but I manage to slide out of his grasp and get out of bed.

“Fuck you, Richard!” I storm out of the bedroom. I do not know where I am going, but my fast pace is taking me toward the front door. I can hear him behind me.

“Where the hell are you going, Rachel?” he yells.

“To Anna! Maybe a nice wank will help you calm down and stop being such an ass,” I reply. Anna is out of town, but she is the only person that comes to mind. Just as I grab my phone and my car keys from the kitchen table, I hear a whooshing sound when a wine glass flies past me and shatters against the wall. I turn and look at my husband. Terror and anger grip me, and though I can tell that he is horrified and stunned by what he just did as well, the anger is still present in his eyes.

I gotta get out of here. I dash toward the door and run across the yard. The gravel digs into my bare feet, but all I am focused on is getting to my car. I look over my shoulder, but he is not pursuing me, and I breathe a sigh of relief when I close the car door and drive away from the house.

I drive for an hour. I am shaken and angry; tears stream down my face, but I have a hard time figuring out what exactly is causing it. Is it guilt? Fear? Hundreds of different emotions tear through my body, and I suddenly feel very alone. Without even thinking about where I am going, I drive until I stop in front of a familiar house. The rain drenches me as I walk up the path to the front door.

“Rachel?” Bethany, Brian’s mother, opens the door. “Dear, you’re soaking wet! And you’re practically naked!”

“I … I’m sorry, Bethany, I just … I didn’t have anywhere else to go.”

“Come in, my dear, you’ll catch a cold if you don’t.” Bethany pulls me inside with a comforting smile and leads me into the living room. Brian and Lucy are sitting on the couch watching a movie, holding hands. They are cute together, two young lovers with their lives ahead of them. They look up at me, a soaking wet, middle-aged woman in a satin negligee.

“Rachel?” Brian says, but he does not get up from the couch. “What’s going on?”

I consider telling the whole story, but I feel like an intruder. Besides, only one thing comes to mind when I see my master. “I … I want you to dominate me, Brian.” Tears begin streaming. “Please … I need it.”

Brian looks at Lucy who nods with a smile. “Alright,” he says. “Strip naked and get on all fours in front of us.”

I obey. A welcome calm washes over me the moment the order leaves Brian’s mouth. This is my safe space. Bethany goes and sits in a lounge chair next to the couch, as always unaffected by her son dominating a woman twice his age. I get on all fours. Brian and Lucy put their feet up on my back and continue to watch the movie as if I am not even there. Am I just a piece of furniture now? I think to myself, but to my surprise, I do not even care.

A while later, Bethany has left and is sitting in the other living room, leaving me alone with Brian and Lucy. From time to time, they place glasses under my hanging udders and milk me, adding to my humiliation, but it feels nice to get attention.

Brian gets up from the couch after a while. “I’m going to the bathroom,” Brian tells Lucy and kisses her. He looks at me with a cold, calculating gaze that tells me that something exciting and frightening is coming my way. “And I’m taking the slave with me.”

I get up and follow him in silence. Part of me wants to explain why I am here. Part of me needs a friend, a shoulder to cry on, but it is not my place to do so without being asked. Out of habit, I place my arms behind my back while following him, even if I am not handcuffed. As we walk into the bathroom, I hope he will order me to suck his cock, or, even better, press me against the wall and just fuck me. I ache for him in a way I have rarely done before, but he makes no move to remove his pants when we enter.

“Get in the bathtub, slave,” he orders.

“Yes, Master.” I shiver as I lie down in the cold, empty bathtub.

I tremble with expectation when he takes his pants off and reveals the cock I have fantasized about for weeks. I can feel myself getting wet just by looking at it, but instead of offering it to me, he positions his feet on the edges of the bathtub, balancing above me. I stare up into his hanging balls and his anus. I know what is coming, and I welcome the distraction. I open my mouth in preparation when I see his asshole opening. A massive turd reveals itself, and though I try to catch it all in my mouth, a lot of it lands on my face. The smell is overwhelming, and I have to close my eyes to ensure that none of it gets in my eyes.

“Keep eating it. All of it.”

“Mmmhmm …” I cannot speak. My mouth is full of shit. After so many sessions with Brian, my body is conditioned to get turned on by the unpleasant texture and bitter taste.

He starts rubbing my pussy and clit. The touch of his soft hands is welcome, sending waves of pleasure through me. Squeaking sounds can be heard when my naked body scrapes against the tub, and my moans join in. I use my hands to press the shit into my mouth, feeling the soft, warm substance disintegrate between my teeth before I force it down. I have done it so many times by now, but my body still fights it every time.

God, that feels good.

His fingers slide inside me while the other hand continues to rub the clit. For a moment, my crumbling marriage seems like a distant worry. My pleasure is all that matters, at least for now. Brian does not speak, and he does not stop fingering me until I erupt in a loud, intoxicating orgasm. It feels like such a relief that I cannot stop smiling, at least not until his fingers disappear, the orgasm subsides, and I find myself naked in an empty bathtub, covered in shit.

“Finish eating the rest and wash up before you come back in.” Brian stands up and looks down at me. “You dirty, miserable whore.”

More. Please. I deserve it.

“Can you sink any lower, slave?”

“I … I don’t know, Master.” I have pondered that question countless times, and I somehow always find a way to tunnel through rock bottom and down to a new level below it. I continue chewing the last few bits of shit as I watch him leave, shutting the door behind him.

Lucy and Brian have resumed the movie when I return. Lucy looks up at me with a smile.

“You … you have a little something there,” she says and points at the corner of her mouth.

I lick off the piece of shit I have missed. Lucy looks at Brian and keeps eye contact with him while she gets up and walks toward me. She pulls me in close and kisses me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I can feel her wincing as she gets a taste of the shit that is still there, but she does not pull back. Her tongue is warm and the kiss sensual, and I find myself getting turned on, even if I know she is not doing it for my sake.

Her arms are still wrapped around me when she smiles at Brian. “You like that, my love?” She stares at his crotch. “I think you do.”

He is hard. His pants cannot hide the growing bulge. He smiles sheepishly, and for a moment, he comes off as younger than he is. He is a little awkward around Lucy, but in a cute way that would have melted my heart when I was young. You’re in love with him even now, I tell myself and frown. I can see how attracted he is to her, and I cannot blame him. She is wonderful. And a fantastic kisser.

The two laugh together as she sits back down, and before long, I am once again relegated to being a footrest.

When the movie finally ends, I notice that Lucy’s hand is resting on the bulge in Brian’s pants. The two lovers kiss with a passion that I envy.

“Let’s go to bed,” Brian says and pulls Lucy in closer.

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Lucy looks down at me. “Let’s take her with us. She can watch.”

“Yeah?” Brian cannot hide his enthusiasm at the suggestion. “Slave, follow us upstairs. On all fours, of course.”

I do as I am told. I crawl after them like a dog hoping for a treat, my large breasts dangling beneath me like a cow’s udders. It is humiliating. I am not sure how I feel about being made to watch Brian fucking Lucy, but I do not feel like I have a choice.

“Can I cuff her?” Lucy asks when we enter the room. Her eyes are fixed on my naked body, and she is practically jumping on the spot with youthful glee and enthusiasm. “Please?”

Brian grins. “What’s mine is yours, my love. Do with her whatever you want.”

Lucy helps me to my feet. Brian would have just pulled me up by my hair, but Lucy is gentler, more caring. She finds a pair of handcuffs in a drawer nearby, and seeing her open the steel restraints makes me wonder if Brian has started using them on Lucy as well. She turns me around and presses me against the wall before pulling my hands behind my back. I shudder when I feel the handcuffs closing around my wrists, and in an instant, my worries are gone. The handcuffs send me straight into the submissive state I love so much.

“Very good,” Brian says and kisses Lucy. “You just want to leave her like this?”

Lucy turns me with my back against the wall and shakes her head no. “No, I don’t want her to be able to leave.” She finds a wide leather collar and tightens it around my neck, tighter than I am used to. The choking feels nice. “Was that too much?” she asks, but I do not know if it is directed at me or Brian.

“Don’t ask her that,” Brian says. “She doesn’t matter right now. She’s your toy, your property. You can do whatever you want with her.”

The words seem to get Lucy fired up. She attaches a chain to my collar and locks it to something above my head that I cannot see, but it forces me to stand on my toes to keep from choking even harder. She is talented, I’ll give her that.

“This is fun!” Lucy says and claps her hands. She leans in and places her soft, full lips on my nipple and drinks for a bit. It feels intense and intimiate, a welcome relief, but the choking causes her gentle breastfeeding into an arousing experience. She wipes a drop off her chin and smiles. “I’ve wanted to do that for a while.”

“Put these on her now.” Brian hands Lucy a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps with a connecting chain. He shows Lucy how to put them on, and I groan when I feel the sting of the clamps. I am like a mannequin, a tool for their entertainment, but no part of me is opposed to it. I do envy Lucy the waves of affection she is receiving from Brian, who cannot stop smiling at her enthusiasm and willingness to learn. Part of me wants to join in the conversation, but Brian gags me with a giant ballgag a moment later.

Lucy takes a step back and observes me. “She has such a gorgeous body. A shame she doesn’t get any pleasure from standing there.”

“Oh, she loves it, don’t worry.” Brian kisses Lucy on the cheek. “But we can add another element if you want her to have more … fun?”

I am helpless to stop the two lovers from tying my legs together with rope after placing a vibrator against my pussy. I moan loudly when they turn it on, and I struggle to stay on my toes while my legs are tied this closely together, putting even more pressure on my neck.

Lucy and Brian watch me for a bit, but it does not take long before their attention is solely on each other. Tender kisses become more passionate, tongues intertwine, and before long, they are naked on Brian’s bed. His tongue lashes at her nipples while his hands grope her massive breasts. Again and again, they look into each other’s eyes with so much love that it distracts me from the intense waves of pure pleasure coming from the vibrator resting against my clit. Suddenly, I feel empty. As if I am missing something significant. For a brief moment before the vibrator powers through my dark thoughts, I feel a crushing sense of humiliation and depression at the fact that I stormed out on my loving husband to be chained and gagged in a young man’s room while I watch him make love to his girlfriend.

Then the first orgasm tears through my body. Drool drips from my gag and onto my clamped breasts while Brian goes down on Lucy and her moans drown out mine. He has licked me before, but not like that. They are not having sex; they are making love. Lucy’s fingers are lovingly traveling through Brian’s thick hair while my orgasm gives way to massive discomfort.

“Mmmph!” I cry, but the vibrator is relentless. The movement makes me momentarily lose balance and hang from my neck, but I quickly recover.

Brian looks at me. He has switched places with Lucy, who is now sucking his cock. He smiles, but I only have his attention for a brief moment before he returns to Lucy.

This is torture. I do not know what is worse; the continuous vibration or being forced to watch the man I am in love with make love to his girlfriend. The discomfort lessens as the vibrator continues, but the emotional pain and humiliation only increase when Brian lies down on top of Lucy and enters her, melting their bodies together in passionate lovemaking. Her massive breasts bounce as he thrusts into her, and their tender kisses and smiles are filled with love.

She comes first. Her loud gasp of pure joy fills the room, and he stays inside her, kissing her, helping her gently out of the orgasm. If it was me, he would have continued fucking, but not with Lucy. Instead, she once again takes his cock in her mouth and swallows his load a few minutes later. Afterward, they cuddle and kiss while the vibrator and my moaning whimpers act as background noise.

They … they fell asleep? I stare in disbelief at the lovers; Lucy’s head is resting on Brian’s chest. My body is shaking after several orgasms, and I feel nothing but discomfort now. I consider waking them, but I cannot bring myself to interrupt the beautiful moment, nor do I want to risk angering my master.

“Rachel?”

I look toward the door that Brian has left slightly ajar. Bethany’s kind face appears in the doorway, smiling at me. She looks over at Brian and Lucy before sneaking inside.

“Looks like you’re in a bit of a bind,” she says with a grin. “Want me to get you out? I don’t think he’ll mind.”

I nod, and a wave of relief washes over me when Bethany turns off the vibrator and unties my legs. She unhooks the collar chain and leads me out of the room. My legs tremble beneath me as the kind, middle-aged woman pulls me downstairs.

“Brian asked me to get the couch ready for you,” she says. Her voice is darker than usual, and I feel a knot form in my stomach when we enter the living room and I see that the couch is untouched. “But I didn’t. Sit down.”

That was not a request. That was an order. I sit down on the edge of the couch, and the handcuffs suddenly feel even more restrictive. We are almost the same age, but right now, the relationship is far from equal. Instead, I feel like I am about to get a talking-to.

“I like you, Rachel,” she says and lets her soft hand run over the rope marks on my thigh. “And I cannot thank you enough for all you’ve done for Brian, even if it seems like you’re more in need of therapy now than he is.”

“Mmmph …” It is hard to disagree, even if it hurts to hear said out loud. My moaning causes a long strand of drool to escape my gag and land on Bethany’s carpet.

“I’ll remove your gag in a bit, but I still have a few things I want to say without being interrupted.” She smiles. “I support the idea of Brian having his own little harem. He deserves it. Heck, I don’t care if he owns you and Anna. He’s all that matters to me, you know?”

I nod.

“So … I do like you, Rachel, but I don’t care how much it wrecks your own life to be his slave. If you hurt him, you’ll answer to me.” Bethany stares into my soul. Her voice is not unkind or menacing, but I believe every word, and the mild-mannered woman suddenly takes on a whole new depth of character in front of my eyes. “I know you’ve been stalking him.”

What? “Mmmmph???” Cold fear grips me, and the leather collar seems to tighten around my neck. Bethany removes my gag, but even unrestricted, I cannot find any words.

“I saw you after dropping off Brian.” Bethany throws the gag on the couch. “And now you show up at our house unannounced.”

“I …” I stare at the ground as the tears begin to flow. ”I’m sorry. Please … please don’t tell Brian.”

“You’re a mess, Rachel.” Kindness sneaks back into Bethany’s voice. “I won’t tell him, but I won’t let you mess up what he has with Lucy. Don’t show up unannounced again, at least text me first to check if it is alright.”

“I will.”

“I believe you.” She leans in toward me and grabs the chain connecting my nipple clamps, yanking them. I cry out from the pain. “But it does not change the fact that you stepped over the line. And what do we do with slaves that do not know how to behave?”

“Punish them?”

“That’s right. Do you deserve punishment?”

I nod. “I … I do. Wait … you’re not going to release me, are you?”

Bethany shakes her head and smiles, but the smile is not as warm as it usually is. “No. I’m not. I need to make sure that my words stick in your mind. That you understand the seriousness of it all.” She gets up, and she suddenly looks very intimidating. “I’m taking you to the basement. And you’ll stay there until tomorrow.” She smiles. “This could be fun. For me.”

I struggle to comprehend what is happening as Bethany leads me down the stairs. It is not my first time in the basement, but going there without Brian feels weird. The single lightbulb in the ceiling cannot quite illuminate the room, but I notice that the large workbench has been cleared of the cardboard boxes usually standing on it. Bethany leads me to the end of the room where a chain hangs from the winch in the ceiling.

I look at Bethany. She is wearing her pink, fluffy bathrobe, and she seems out of place as she starts finding belts and chains from a crate nearby. She places them on the workbench and looks me in the eye.

“This … is going to hurt. And you deserve it all.”

“Yes … Mistress?”

She nods. “That’s right.” She removes her bathrobe, revealing a short latex dress underneath that barely covers her pussy and shows off her amazing body. “What? You look surprised.”

“I … I just wasn’t …”

“Expecting this? You thought me punishing you would just be like a slap on the wrist?” She laughs. “You have no idea what is coming.” She picks up a brutal harness gag and pushes the ball into my mouth. The buckles tighten around my head, making it feel like I am trapped in a tiny cage.

She has done this before. The realization hits me hard, but even though I am staring at a gorgeous woman in tight latex, I cannot ignore the fact that it is my master’s mother who is chaining my legs together.

“I’m confident that Brian is good at all this,” she says and begins to tighten belts around my breasts before locking two chains to them. “But he is not a woman.” She once again yanks my nipple clamps before removing them. “He doesn’t know how much pain and discomfort you can actually cause a woman.”

With those words, she locks the two chains connected to my breast straps to the chain hanging from the ceiling and turns on the winch. I cry out when my feet let go of the ground, and I wriggle like a caught fish as the pain intensifies. The collar that Lucy overtightened makes every breath a chore, and I want the pain to end. I scream into the gag and look down at Bethany with pleading eyes. Milk squirts uncontrollably from my nipples and onto the floor with every movement.

Bethany laughs. “It’s a punishment, slave. It’s not supposed to be pleasant. But I suspect you’ll manage to coax some pleasure from the experience.”

I … I can’t! It’s too much!

Bethany pushes me, causing me to spin, which only makes it worse. “There she is. The pillar of the community. Part of the perfect couple. Hanging like a piece of meat at my mercy.” Every laugh pierces my body like needles, but she is not content with only abusing me verbally. She finds a mean nine-tailed whip and begins to whip me. “How does it feel, slave? To have fallen this low? Tortured in a basement while the man you’ve fallen for sleep in his lover’s arms?”

I scream in pain as the lashes hit my breasts again and again. Every hit is perfect, and my strained breasts are on fire, and the milk will not stop flowing. But it is the stinging words that make it hurt the most. It feels like my skin has been peeled away and that I am more naked than ever before. But through the haze of pain, the humiliation also triggers that primal submissive within me. I feed off it. It’s not like she is wrong.

But just as I am starting to find a rhythm between the pain and pleasure, she stops me from turning and unlocks the chain holding my feet together. Instead, she locks a pair of metal shackles around my ankles before adding chains and pulling my legs wide open. Somehow, it puts even more strain on my breasts, but I am also painfully aware of how exposed I am. And I know what she has in mind.

“MMMMMMMPH!”

The first lash of the whip tears into my pussy like a lightning bolt. Bethany is a master at controlling the whip, and I never get time to recover before the next hit causes my body to shake in pain and another desperate scream to escape my lips. The pain overloads my brain, and for a while, I almost have an out-of-body experience. It is as if I am torn from my body, feeling weightless and carefree, only to be pulled back a moment later by a rush of pain.

But after a while, pleasure joins in as well. Embrace it. All of it. It’s a cleansing. You deserve this punishment.

I scream until I have no breath left. The gag muffles most of it, but not all, and the room shakes from the sound. Bethany nods approvingly, but she does not stop.

Not for a long time.

When she finally lowers me, I am a sobbing mess. Tears and drool mix on the ground beneath me as I fall to my knees. I suddenly feel tired; it is late, but I can tell by the look in her eyes that Bethany is not going to let me go.

“I’m going to give you a break,” she says. She grabs hold of my hair and yanks my head back. “Of sorts. Get up.”

I stagger to my feet. Bethany removes the belts around my breasts which are both blue from the torture. I cry when she twists my nipples, using her grip to pull me in before placing a humiliating kiss on my gagged mouth. “It feels great to torture a woman again, it’s been years. I do love seeing other women in pain.” She smiles. “Get up on the workbench.”

She unlocks my handcuffs and helps me sit on the workbench. I am still sobbing when she takes the gag off, but before I can massage my sore jaw, Bethany pushes a massive dildo-shaped gag into my mouth. It pushes past my tongue and triggers my gag reflex, but I can do nothing as she tightens the strap. The gag has a large dildo on the front of the panel holding the gag dildo in place, and I do not need more than one guess to figure out why.

Bethany unlocks my handcuffs and gestures for me to lie down. “I think I want something that feels a little more … permanent. Brian asked me to buy these a while ago, but he hasn’t had a chance to use them yet.” She finds a set of U-shaped metal devices in different sizes, and I can feel myself getting wet when I realize what they are for. She pulls my hands slightly above my head and places two of the U-shaped, wide metal devices on my wrists before fixing them to the workbench with screws. The sound of the power drill makes me shudder, but the effect of the U-shaped cuffs is profound. With cuffs and shackles, there is usually room for some movement, but there is no give with these. My wrists are fixed to the table, and the experience is made even more intense when she bolts my ankles to the corner of the table, leaving my legs spread as wide as the table allows.

She runs her fingers across my skin. Her touch is intensified by the rigid position, and I gasp when she touches my clit, even if it is only in passing. “You look good, slave. But one thing is missing.” Bethany removes my leather collar before taking the largest of the U-shaped devices and pressing it down on my neck.

I cannot help but scream when she turns on the power drill so close to my face, and feeling the steel press against my neck, tightening as the screws go in is both terrifying and madly arousing. I have never felt this restricted before, but Bethany seems to think that it is not enough. Heavy chains are placed across my waist and on either side of my breasts and locked to the workbench. I can barely breathe, but I am still more comfortable than when I was suspended from the ceiling.

Bethany smiles. “Perfect. I bet this feels more intense now.” Her hand moves up between my legs and begins rubbing my pussy and clit. It is as if her touch is electric; the sudden flood of pleasure causes me to try and arch my back, but the steel prevents me from moving at all, and the overwhelming sense of total immobilization is incredible. “Good. But I don’t care about your pleasure.” With those words, she crawls onto the bench and lowers herself onto the dildo attached to my gag. She has a flogger in her hand, and though it does not look menacing, the pain it causes when she whips my pussy is excruciating.

I scream while she rides my face, pleasuring herself on the dildo. It is humiliating and painful, but I have no way of stopping any of it.

And I do not want to. Even if I find it hard to coax any pleasure from the whipping at this moment, the pain is almost therapeutic. I want to be punished, I want to feel pain. I deserve it all, and when Bethany comes after a while, letting out a shriek of pure pleasure while her pussy squirts onto my face, I almost feel vindicated somehow. She stays on the workbench and removes my gag. Her chest is flushed, but I can tell from the spark in her eyes that even if she has just come, she has more in store for me.

“I’m going to shit on your face, slave,” she says in a cold voice. “I’ve never done so before, it’s more Brian’s fetish, but it seems suitable for this situation. And then I’m going to leave you here for the night. Do you understand?”

I am unable to nod. “Yes, Mistress.” Tears form in the corner of my eyes, but I am not sure why. “Thank you, Mistress.”

A devious smile spreads across Bethany’s perfect lips. “We’ll see if you still thank me in the morning.” She squats over my face. First, she pisses on me. The warm fluid catches me by surprise and makes me cough, but Bethany does not give me time to catch my breath before she delivers a thick, stinking log onto my face. Though I manage to get some of it in my mouth, she makes sure that I cannot get it all in. It smears onto my face and I have no way of removing it. She steps down from the workbench and uses a paper towel to wipe herself while she smiles.

“That was fun.” She disappears from view, but I can her struggling to lift something heavy. It lands between my legs with a loud thud that makes the workbench shake. “It suits you to be covered in shit, you worthless cunt. I want you to reflect while you’re lying here, really think about how your life has turned out. You’re my son’s slave, his property. You don’t get to come knocking on his door whenever you please, and if you do, I can think of much worse punishments. I still have connections from my … past, so to speak.”

I whimper when I see Bethany dig out the spiked clamps that Brian has used on my breasts a few times. The whimper turns into begging when she walks past my breasts. Her soft fingers separate my labia, and I scream when the spikes dig into my sensitive flesh. It is a constant pain, but a moment later, I feel something soft pressing against my pussy, and I moan when the gigantic dildo pushes inside me a moment later until it can go no deeper. I do not mind it; having a dildo inside me for the night is far from the worst thing I can imagine.

But then I feel another at my asshole. It is not as big, but big enough to cause me to cry out when she pushes it inside.

A switch is flicked. The two dildos begin to move in and out of my holes, fucking me without pause. The speed is slow, and the pleasure it causes is incredible. I moan and whimper, fighting my restraints just to feel the helplessness. It is wonderful.

Bethany appears next to my shit-covered face. “You like my old friend? I come down here once in a while when I’m in the mood for its company, but I figured I’d use it on you.” She smiles. “I’m going to turn the speed up before I leave.”

“Leave?” A panic begins to spread throughout my body. “No … no, please! Bethany, you can’t …”

I am silenced by a hard slap to my cheek. Bethany puts her fingers in her mouth and sucks off the small amount of shit that got onto them. “Shut up, bitch. Down here, I’m your mistress, and your begging does nothing. You’re staying here until morning. Enjoy.”

I beg and scream as Bethany turns up the speed on the fucking machine and leaves. The light is turned off and I hear the door to the basement lock. The dildos pound my pussy and asshole relentlessly, and though it feels beyond amazing at this moment, I know that it will become torturous soon enough.

Hours. I am going to have to endure this for hours.

Orgasm upon orgasm, one dirtier than the other. As the night goes on, pleasure gives way to pain, and even the orgasms themselves become a tool of torture. My pussy is raw and my asshole is burning, threatening to tear. I have no more tears left, and when I finally hear the door opening, I barely register it.

Bethany releases me. Makes me wash the dried shit off my face. She gives me another whipping to bring me back to the present, but my body is so broken that it is almost numb to the pain. She smiles at me, tells me that I endured her punishment, that the slate is clean. I milk myself into a sink nearby; every tug causes me to wince in pain, my breasts are bruised and battered, barely recognizable. We hug. I cry without tears. She reminds me never to stalk Brian again or to come around unannounced, but all I can focus on is the comfort of her embrace. Bethany turns back into the kind, loving mother who is always welcoming and warm, even if she makes sure to lock a shiny, heavy steel collar onto my neck.

“Breakfast is ready,” she says with a smile and kisses me. “But slaves eat naked and collared.”

I nod. “Yes, Mistress.”

“It’s Bethany now.”

I smile and touch the smooth steel around my neck. I am exhausted and sleep-deprived, and right now, the last thing I want is someone, anyone, touching my genitals. The chains that have held my body have left visible marks on my skin, and there are deep grooves on my wrists and ankles. The collar is heavy, but it serves as a reminder of my position when I am in this house. I am not Bethany’s friend. I am her son’s slave. I am not equal to anyone here, and they are all free to use me however they see fit.

It is liberating.

Bethany has to help me up the stairs; my legs struggle to carry me. I see my phone lying where I left it the day before upon arriving. There are more than 30 missed calls from my husband. I stare at the phone for a while, wondering what I am going to do now.

Bethany is setting the table and looks over at me with a serious expression. “You have to go home, Rachel,” she says. Her voice is not without warmth or empathy, but she is making it clear that I cannot stay. “But eat first.”

For a moment, I consider asking her if I can just stay in her basement forever as a chained prisoner. Just feed me a few times a day and empty my toilet bucket, and I’ll be content. I push the tempting fantasy away and sit down at the table, even though it hurts the moment my tortured pussy and asshole touch the surface.

Brian and Lucy come down shortly after, both smiling and holding hands. Neither of them asks why I am naked and collared with visible bruises, and their conversation soon turns to stories from their holiday. I do not speak. It is not my place. I am just a piece of furniture, but right now, it is perfect. I know I have to face my husband soon, and I have no idea what I am going to say.

Bethany lets me borrow some of her clothes to help cover up the bruises and marks before I head home. Brian comes to see me off.

“I’m … sorry that I just came by, master,” I say, staring at the floor. “It won’t happen again.”

He nods. “Good.” He crosses his arms and leans against the wall. Bethany and Lucy are in the kitchen cleaning up. “I suspect my mother made sure to … make you understand why it is not okay.”

I nod. “She did.” I put my hand on the doorknob, ready to leave, when I pause and turn toward him. “How is the story going? The one about my husband’s company?”

“It … it is going well,” he says as a dark shadow falls on his kind face. “It’s much bigger than I thought. It’s coming out soon, I’ll tell you more then.”

The drive home is torture. Not just because every speedbump causes me to cry out in pain, but also because I do not know what is waiting for me. I hope that he is not home so I can pack a few bags and check into a hotel until Anna gets back from her trip, but I know it is only postponing the confrontation. We are still married. Yes, he went over the limit when he tried to have sex with me, but his frustration is understandable, even if he handled it wrong. I have loved him for many years and he does deserve answers.

I just do not know which answers to give him.

You just got scared and spent the night at Anna’s place, I tell myself. A lack of sex drive is normal at your age. In my head, it all makes sense. There is no need to mention Brian.

Richard’s car is parked outside when I return home after a massive detour. I stay in the car for a long time, staring at the door to the house we have shared for so long. I know that he is there, waiting for me. I know that he has heard the car. I take a deep breath and try to ignore the signals from my aching pussy that reminds me of what I have done.

I open the door and walk inside. It is quiet; he usually listens to music when he is alone, but there is nothing.

He is waiting for me in the living room, sitting in his favorite chair with a concerned frown on his face.

“Hello, honey,” he says.

“Hey.”

“Where have you been?” His tone is calm and normal, but his eyes are burning with anger.

“I told you. I went to Anna’s place.”

“No, you didn’t.” He leans back in the chair and clenches his jaw. “I drove there, wanting to talk to you and sort all this out. But there was no answer.” He bares his teeth. “Her neighbor told me that Anna won’t be home for a few days. So … I ask again … where have you been?”
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Time stands still, my entire body is frozen. I am still clutching the keys to the front door, and I can feel them digging into my flesh as I tighten my grip. My mind races to find an explanation, an answer to Richard’s accusations, but none come to mind. He has shot down the one explanation I had come up with, exposing my deception. Richard has always been a kind, loving husband, supportive of me in everything, but I barely recognize the man sitting in front of me. The kind face is contorted in anger and pain, hurt by my lies, yet he still does not know how deep my betrayal goes.

He gets up. His eyes shoot lightning as he slowly approaches me, and though my instincts are yelling, commanding me to run, I am unable to move. The last time I saw him, he threw a wine glass at me as I dashed for the door to escape him, but it was the only time he ever scared me during our long marriage.

Until now.

“I asked you a question, Rachel,” he says through clenched teeth as he nears me. “Where have you …” He pauses. The anger seems to disappear for a moment, replaced by confusion. He reaches out a trembling hand and gently pulls down on the loose-fitting shirt Bethany allowed me to borrow. “What the fuck are those?” He stares at the marks left by Bethany’s whip. “Were you assaulted? Who did this to you?”

The protective man returns, and for a moment, I consider going along with it; a half-assed, out-there story of abduction and abuse appears in my mind, but I push the ludicrous thought of deceiving him even further away.

“No, I wasn’t assaulted.” I remove his hand and take a step back.

“Is that … is it sexual?” The anger returns, and I can see the muscles working in his jaw. “Are you into some fucked-up shit, Rachel? Is that what you’ve been doing?”

“It’s not … I haven’t …” I can still taste shit when I run my tongue nervously across my teeth. It is fucked up. “I’m sorry …”

Tears appear in his eyes, but the fragility they symbolize does not make Richard look any less intimidating. He seems bigger than usual, threatening, and I stare in fear as he clenches his hands into fists. “So many years, Rachel … I’ve always been truthful with you, I thought that was the point of our whole fucking marriage, and you go do something like this?”

I should feel nothing but shame as the accusations begin flying in a steady stream, but something snaps inside me. Uncharacteristic anger grows within as Richard calls me all kinds of names, and I stop moving backward, standing my ground in front of him.

“Stop, Richard,” I say in a stern voice that I have not used since our children were kids. “You don’t get to berate me for lying.”

He blinks a few times, surprised at the twist in the one-sided conversation. “What do you mean? I’ve never been unfaithful to …”

“What is your company doing in South America?”

Silence. He stops and his body seems to shrink like a deflating balloon. “What?”

“It’s a simple question.” I cross my arms. “What’s going on in South America? I’m not the only one keeping secrets.”

“I don’t … know what you’re talking about.” He was always a bad liar, but his lies never amounted to more than denying knowledge of where the last piece of cake went. “Besides, my work has nothing to do with you whoring yourself out to –“

“Shut the fuck up,” I say, feeling the anger rise. “I know something is going on, something your company doesn’t want out, and you never bothered to tell me!”

He bares his teeth in a wolf-like snarl. “You? You’re the reason someone’s been snooping around?” He raises his hand to strike.

“Are you going to hit me, Richard? Hit your wife?” I try to control the fear that is threatening to spiral out of control. “You think that’ll help your case when the media hears about it?”

He lowers his hand, but his entire body looks fit to explode. I can tell that he wants to yell obscenities at me, but he stops himself.

“I’m going to pack some things,” I say, struggling to remain calm. “I’m not going to tell you where I’m going. You’re not going to try and contact me. I’m willing to pretend that this marriage is fine if I’m asked, I don’t want to make your troubles worse, but …” I feel a sudden surge of intense sorrow and emptiness as the words ready themselves on my tongue. “… we’re done.”

The moment I get into my car and throw the hastily packed bag onto the passenger seat, I break down. The tears will not stop coming, and my entire body shakes as my mind struggles to comprehend what just happened.

My marriage is over.

I speed out of the driveway, away from the home we have shared for decades. My mind is a mess of big, overwhelming questions and silly, inconsequential nonsense.

How will I explain this to the kids? Where will I live? What would my mother think if she was still alive? Does this mean I don’t have to go to his horrible aunt’s birthday next week? I cry and laugh in turn as I drive aimlessly around the city for a while, but in the end, I know there is only one place I can go.

Anna’s place. Bethany has made it clear that I cannot just come to her and Brian’s house and I am not prepared to face any of my other friends at this point.

They are all Richard’s friends too, after all.

Your life is fucked, Rachel, I tell myself, but I cannot help but smile at the thought. “It’s been like that for a while.”

I open the door to Anna’s apartment and step inside. It is not even noon yet, but after a night of torture and torment in Bethany’s basement, I just want to sleep. I throw my bag in the corner and collapse on Anna’s comfortable sofa, only to feel something sharp dig into my back. I sit up and remove one of the cushions, revealing a pair of handcuffs.

I smile. “Anna, you naughty girl …” I pick them up and embrace the comforting sounds of the short chain rattling and the feel of cold steel against my skin. I fiddle with them, listening to the sound of the ratchet pushing through the locking mechanism again and again. It is almost meditative, and it helps soothe my troubled mind. I look around for the key but do not see it anywhere. My own handcuffs are still in the drawer next to the bed, I think to myself with a sigh. All my other equipment is at the office.

“Fuck it,” I say to myself and close the handcuffs around my wrists. I sit and stare at my restrained wrists for what feels like an eternity before I lie down on the sofa. I pick up my phone and send a text.

Hey sweetie. I left Richard, crashing at your apartment. Put on the handcuffs you left on the sofa. See you tomorrow when you get home. Love, Rachel.

I put the phone away and close my eyes, trying to calm my body by focusing on the feel of the handcuffs. But one question keeps reappearing in my mind. Now what?

***

I stare out at the city as Anna drives us toward Brian’s house. For the first time in a week, the knot in my stomach has loosened, replaced by careful excitement. I look at the happy couples walking hand in hand and sigh loudly.

“This will be good for you, sweetie,” Anna says and squeezes my hand. “I can’t wait myself.”

I nod. “Me neither. I need to get out of my head for a bit.”

“You seemed to do that just fine last night,” Anna says with a grin. “Those cuffs looked good on you, you didn’t taste half-bad either.”

A pleasant surge of arousal warms my loins at the memory. “Thanks for letting me stay with you. I don’t know what I’d have done otherwise.”

“You’ve got enough money to rent a place, but stay as long as you want. I haven’t shared a bed with someone in ages, it’s fun!” Anna glances at me. “Nothing from Richard?”

“No, he’s keeping his distance, just like I told him.” I sigh again.

“It’s for the best, you know that.” She parks the car next to Brian’s house. “You’ll have a mouthful of shit soon enough, then you’ll forget all about it. At least for a bit.”

Brian is waiting inside, alone. There is no warm greeting, no words at all. His face is stern and cold, telling us that the session has already started. It has been a while since Anna and I have been dominated together, but I know that the two of them have been seeing each other regularly. I do not mind sharing Brian with Anna, and our sessions together are always extremely intense, but after the recent turmoil in my life, I would have liked Brian to focus solely on me.

“Collar each other, slaves,” Brian orders and gestures toward two wide, massive steel collars on a table next to the door. His voice is cold and menacing with no hint of playfulness, and the sound of it both turns me on and frightens me. Anna bares her neck for me and smiles as I gently place the cold steel around her neck. It is a tight fit, and she lets out a revealing moan when it clicks into place. Damn, that looks good on her. She is still wearing the elegant, sleeveless black dress she wore to work earlier today, and coupled with her black pumps, the collar almost seems like a bold fashion accessory. I can tell from her eyes that the collar is making her horny, and she wastes no time in locking a matching one onto my slender neck.

Ah … just what I needed. The steel has an immediate effect on my body, causing a surge of adrenaline and lust to sweep through, washing away all my worries, if only for a second.

Brian walks up to us and connects the two collars with a short chain, forcing us to stand closer. It is only a little more than ten inches long, and every time Anna moves, it yanks at my collar, choking me. It is brilliant.

“Those outfits look expensive,” Brian says with a grim smile. He hands me a pair of sharp fabric scissors and gestures toward Anna. “Relieve her of them.”

I hesitate for a bit before I let the scissors make the first cut, but Anna does not seem to mind. Our breasts touch, forced together by the short collar chain, and I feel a pleasant trickle of arousal and excitement as more and more of her toned body is revealed. She shivers as the cold steel scissors touch her skin when I cut her black lace panties off and leave her naked apart from the heels. She looks amazing, and we stare into each other’s eyes while I hand her the scissors. The collars keep us close, and the moment she frees my breasts from the restrictive bra and lets our breasts rub together, the air thickens with sensual energy. Since I moved in with her, nudity and chains have been a regular part of our cohabitation, but being chained together feels very different. She moves down and closes her lips around my engorged, milk-filled breast, sucking a few drops into her mouth to warm up. I moan with relief as the milk begins to flow.

I let out a gasp when the scissors move down my torso, cutting open my shirt. Soon, we stand naked in front of each other, smiling as Brian cuffs our hands behind our backs with hinged handcuffs.

“Get moving, slaves. You know the way.”

This can’t be an elegant sight, I think and groan. Anna and I keep banging together, choking badly with every step. Brian is walking behind us with a thick cane, striking our butts and thighs with hard strikes whenever we slow down. The stairs to the basement are even worse, and fear grips me as the steps squeak beneath us, threatening to send us plummeting downward without any way of breaking the fall. The cold lights flicker on, revealing two dog bowls on the floor. We stand in front of them, anticipating our meals, but Brian seems to be in a sadistic mood; the cane rains down on our exposed breasts, filling the room with our whimpers and cries. Milk squirts from my nipples whenever they are hit, soaking the floor beneath me. Whenever one of us winces as a strike hits, the tug on the chain causes the other one to choke. I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally stops and unbuckles his jeans, squatting down over the two bowls to deliver two large, dark brown turds, one in each.

I do not like the taste.

I despise the smell.

I hate the feel of the soft shit between my teeth.

But I love the humiliation and degradation, the symbolism of it all. Any worries about marital problems vanish from my mind the moment I see the disgusting, wonderful shit waiting for me in the bowl. My entire body sizzles with anticipation, and I can tell that Anna feels the same way. Often when we do this, the tone is playful, but there is something more sinister and menacing about Brian today.

Not that I mind.

He leans in over a nearby table. No orders are given, none are needed. We hobble toward his exposed anus, desperate to lick him clean. It must look like two hungry dogs trying to get at the same food, a pitiful sight. The bitter flavor nestles on my tongue as we lick him, cleaning our master before our main meal. When he is satisfied, he pushes us away, almost causing us to fall. He stands behind us, grabbing our hair before pushing our heads violently into the shit waiting for us in the bowls on the floor. He holds us there for a bit, ensuring that it gets in our hair, noses, and all over our faces before he allows us to eat.

Humiliation. Pure, unfiltered, delightful humiliation. I can feel the disgusting, soft shit in my nostrils and on my skin as I chew, hear the groans and whimpers from Anna next to me along with the sound of the chain connecting us. We are nothing but chained beasts, ravenously eating our master’s feces. But Brian is not going to stand by and watch. I hear the familiar sound of a bottle of lube being used, and my body tense up in anticipation. I raise my ass to signal my willingness, to welcome whatever he has in store for me.

I do not have to wait long.

Shit, that is big!

A large, lubed dildo touches my asshole. I am expecting a gentle, gradual insertion, but not today. I cry out when Brian pushes it in, forcing my asshole to gape wide and receive the massive rubber cock. He leaves it there, leaves it to stretch and torment me. He does the same to Anna, who moans loudly next to my head.

He grabs my hair.

With one hand, he pushes my head once again into the shit that is left. I scream into the putrid substance when he uses his other hand to fuck my ass with the massive dildo. I feel utterly helpless, unable to resist, and every time he pulls my head back to allow me a breath of air, it yanks at Anna’s collar, causing her to cough and choke.

It is beautiful.

Anna and I are connected in our misery and humiliation, and Brian switches between us, repeatedly pushing our heads into the shit while torturing our poor assholes.

Fuck, Anna has gotten good at this, I think to myself. Her bowl is empty, and she smiles at me while she swallows the last bite. I finish shortly after, but Brian continues to force the dildos deep inside our assholes. It hurts, badly, but I love every second of it and so does Anna.

“Middle-aged, shit-stained sluts,” Brian says, barely audible due to our loud cries and moans. “You’re both a fucking mess.”

Yes. Degrade me. I deserve it. His words cut through my mind, straight into my soul, tearing apart the last remains of the life I have built and destroyed. He continues to pound my sore, burning asshole while raining down insults and degradation.

“You’re a miserable, cheating cunt, selling out your husband to please your master,” he says. I begin to cry, but I cannot tell if it is from the pain or the harsh words. “For what? So you can lie cuffed on the floor of a cold basement covered in shit while your ass is being fucked by a dildo?”

A part of me wants to defend myself, explain my reasoning, but that part is barely audible in the sea of self-deprecating, degrading voices in my mind. I do not get to defend myself. I do not get to … feel like I am a person. I am an object.

A tool to be used and abused.

The acceptance of my role sends a wave of calm through my body just as Brian pulls the dildo out, leaving my poor asshole gaping wide. I feel empty all of a sudden, waiting impatiently for Brian to tell me what to do. I wish he’d tell me how to sort out my miserable life as well.

“Get on your backs and spread your legs.” The words are cold and harsh.

We do not question it. We lie down on the cold, shit-covered floor. I can feel the icky substance get in my hair, I can feel the handcuffs dig into my lower back as the weight of my body presses against them. We lie with our heads close together, connected by the short chain.

“Let’s see which one of you has the highest pain tolerance,” Brian says. For the first time since arriving, I see a hint of a smile on his young face. He pulls a jar down from a nearby shelf; the lower half of it contains a red substance and a handle protrudes from the top. He grabs the handle and reveals a flogger with menacing knots at the end.

Covered in hot sauce.

Fuck … I know I do not stand a chance against Anna; I am a trained psychiatrist and she is a former marine. We spread our legs as wide as our legcuffs will allow.

“The one who taps out first gets to lick the floor clean. The other one gets a warm shower.” He gestures for us to raise our pelvises to allow him better access to our aching pussies and gaping assholes.

TWACK!

I scream as the flogger hits my pussy. The pain is intense, but the agony that follows is worse. It starts as a subtle burning sensation, but it soon spreads, sending a torrent of intense pain through me. Every hit seems to make it worse, causing both my asshole and pussy to burn with a fire I have rarely experienced, and the room is soon filled with our desperate screams.

I want the pain.

I want the punishment.

This is what I came here for. Not just the degradation of eating Brian’s shit, but the borderline self-flagellation of his punishment. The pain washes away my sins and worries for a moment and shackles me to the present. Tears stream from my eyes as I fight for every breath. My entire body shakes, the collar pressing harder and harder on my neck.

I … I can’t take much more. I want to win, but my body is failing me. Anna’s screams are getting more desperate with every lash of the flogger, but she is hanging on.

The door to the basement opens. Brian leaves us squirming as the hot sauce burns our genitals and turns toward his girlfriend Lucy, who walks down the stairs with a huge smile on her face.

“I figured I’d find you down here,” she says and embraces him.

“You’re home early, sweetie.” Brian’s voice takes on a completely different character.

Lucy kisses him. “I left early. I know you’re having a rough few days, I wanted to see if I could cheer you up.” She looks down at me and smiles. “I did not know you were already handling it. Can I watch?”

“Of course,” Brian says and continues the flogging.

Pain. So much pain. While Brian flogs us, Lucy dips the dildos in the hot sauce and hands them to Brian. “Don’t go easy on them. Get it all out of your system, my love.”

I scream until I have no more air in my lungs as the massive dildo fills my asshole, burning it with a hot, fiery menace that almost makes me pass out.

“Fuck yourselves with them,” he orders.

I whimper as I move my cuffed hands up toward my ass. It is not easy, but I manage to grab hold of the end and slowly move the dildo in and out. I want to beg for mercy, I want it to stop – it is too much, too painful, but I do not want to disappoint him.

And I do not want reality to return.

“I … Please stop!” I scream as my body finally gives up. “No more!”

He stops. He looks at me with a mix of sadistic glee and utter disappointment.

“Please … forgive me, Master,” I whimper as drool and tears mix with the shit on the floor.

“You can’t even do this right, can you?” He bares his teeth. “Useless cunt.” He leans down to unlock the chain from Anna’s collar and helps her to her feet. They stand there, with Lucy, looking down at my pitiful, humiliated body. I roll onto my side and lie in a fetal position while I sob. The dildo leaves my tortured asshole, but the pain remains.

I am in pain.

I am in heaven.

Conflicting emotions tear at me, and I am oddly happy that I have to stay here, chained and degraded. I do not want a shower. Anna kneels next to me and leans down. Her gorgeous breasts hang in front of me as she kisses me, penetrating my quivering lips with her shit-stained tongue. It is an island of affection in a sea of misery.

“That’s enough,” Brian says. He grabs hold of Anna’s collar and yanks her to her feet. “Leave that worthless mess here.” He stares at me with cold eyes. “This floor had better be spotless when I return to get you.”

He locks my collar to a longer chain connected to the wall and leaves with the two women.

A while later, I am kneeling in the living room. Anna is next to me, still cuffed, but at least she is clean. The worst shit has been wiped off me with a dirty rag, but I still stink, and my tongue is raw from licking concrete for nearly an hour. Lucy and Brian are sitting close together on the sofa in front of us, holding hands and looking lovingly into each other’s eyes. It is all so surreal; Anna and I are twice as old as the young lovers, but we barely count as decoration at this moment. My shoulders are sore from being cuffed like this for hours, and I am both thirsty and hungry, yet no part of me wants to interrupt them.

“I think I owe you an apology,” Brian says and turns towards us. “I’ve been very stressed lately, and I took it out on you.”

Lucy squeezes his hand and smiles at him. I remember when I looked at Richard that way. Bottomless devotion and respect.

Anna glances at me before responding. “We … we don’t mind, Master,” she says.

I nod in agreement. “We love being objectified. We are happy to help you let off steam. Use us. Please.”

Brian smiles. “Still … torture like that … I care about your wellbeing, truly.”

“Then don’t stop.” I smile at him, feeling a surge of pure love and submission roll through me. “If you care about our wellbeing, you should keep torturing and using us. Our bodies will recover.” I hope. It feels like my pussy is about to fall off.

***

A week later, the incredible session with Brian still lingers in my mind, warming my loins whenever I allow my thoughts to wander. Richard has kept his distance, as I told him, and though I have no idea where my life is heading, it has still managed to find a rhythm of sorts. Anna has insisted that I should wait a bit before looking at apartments; she loves having me around and does not want me to be alone. She comforts me, both emotionally and physically, and having a warm body next to me when I crawl into bed helps keep me somewhat sane.

“Good morning, miss,” Gerald the Doorman says as he always does, tipping his hat with a smile. “Beautiful weather today.”

“It is,” I answer. “But I have clients all day, I doubt I will get a chance to enjoy it.” I stride toward the elevators and check my watch; Mona the Masochistic Mother of Five, as I like to call her, will be in my office in five minutes, expecting me to help sort through the countless crises that have likely erupted since we last met. She prefers to do the sessions while she is hogtied on my couch, which I do not mind. Despite my status as Brian’s slave, I still enjoy utilizing my cabinet of tools when my clients need it.

Therapy can take many forms, after all.

I get in the elevator and press the button to my floor, but just when the doors are about to close, a slender body manages to squeeze through.

“Thank God, I’m already running late,” the girl says and presses the button to the floor above mine. “I didn’t want to … oh …” Her eyes widen when she looks at me. “Hi …”

I manage a flustered smile. “Hi there.” It is the girl who saw me when I was forced to pick up the clothes Brian had left in the elevator after one of our sessions. The girl that saw me cuffed, naked, and covered in shit. I should be crawling out of my skin from shame, but for some reason, I am not.

The elevator hums to life and starts moving.

The girl steals small glances at me, clutching her purse nervously. “I … I like your perfume,” she says with a sheepish smile. “You smell nice.”

“Better than last time you saw me, at least.”

She chuckles and bites her lower lip, but she does not answer.

The elevator doors open.

“Have a nice day,” I say. I am about to leave when something causes me to pause, something about the way the girl had reacted earlier. I turn and look at her; she is beautiful, young, vibrant, with an air of both class and innocence. “If you ever want to be the one in handcuffs, you know where to find me.” I wink at her and leave.

I am putting the handcuffs away after a great session with Mona when someone knocks on the door.

“Come in?” I say, wondering if the girl from earlier has decided to take me up on my offer.

My heart swells when I see Brian’s kind, smiling face appear. “Hey, sorry I’m coming over without messaging you first,” he says and enters.

“You know you’re always welcome,” I say and try to quell the throbbing in my pussy. When I am at his home, I am Brian’s slave, his to command, and though I usually take the same role during our sessions, the tone always starts polite and formal. “What’s up?”

“I wanted to drop by with a copy of the article.” He pulls a few pieces of paper from his backpack and places them gently on my desk as if he is afraid they will burst into flame. “It is going live tomorrow. It … it is big, Rachel. Huge.”

I sit down behind my desk. A lump forms in my throat as I stare at the headline. “Fortune 500 company has been hiring cartels to disrupt competitors”. My heart pounds in my chest.

“Wow … I didn’t know it would …” I take a sip of water and try to gather my thoughts. Cartels. Drug lords. That is what Richard’s company has been doing in South America. “He’s going to jail, isn’t he?”

Brian leans against the wall and nods. “Probably. I tried to keep his name out of it, but my editor insisted. Besides, even if I did, the FBI has already asked us to hand over all the information we have.”

I can feel the tears pressing to get out. “Fuck … I … I did this.” I look up at Brian. “He’s going to jail because of me.”

“He’s going to jail because he’s a criminal,” Brian says. “Don’t feel guilty. He’s been lying to you for years.”

“I don’t exactly have a clean slate myself.”

“It’s not the same thing.” He smiles. “I have to go. I know this is going to get tough, but call me if you … need me, alright?”

I nod and force a smile. “Thanks.” I watch him leave as my intestines tie themselves into a knot that refuses to loosen. I lean back in the chair and stare out of the window. This is going to suck.

The story blows up. Minutes after it goes live, my phone begins buzzing constantly. Family. Friends. Journalists. Everyone wants to talk to me, but I do not respond to any of it. It all seems to be happening in a world parallel to mine, and I feel no need to engage with it all. Brian is pulled in for interviews on national television, there are even talks of a Pulitzer prize. I swell with pride whenever I see him on the TV, nervously fiddling with the buttons on his shirt while he calmly answers their questions, a man far removed from the calm, confident sadist that so often dominates me.

***

The news channels are running updates on the case every day. I do not know why I am watching it, maybe I am hoping to see another glimpse of Brian, but it seems he is no longer of interest to them. The presenter finishes his summary of the developments before he puts on a grave face as a familiar face appears in the corner of the screen.

“… We now go live to the house of the CEO, Richard …”

I turn off the TV in my office and rub my eyes. It is dark outside, but I am still here even though my last client left hours ago. My phone is buzzing away on my desk as I stare out at the city lights, distorted by the rain running down the large windows. What if I run into someone I know? What if the journalists are waiting downstairs? My thoughts are running in circles and abandoned any semblance of rationality a few hours ago. I have not seen any journalists, nor have any relatives or friends tried to track me down, which I appreciate.

And yet, I do not want to leave.

I need a distraction, I think to myself. I need him.

I sit in my car, listening to the gentle drumming of the rain on the roof. The unseemly house looks like every other on the street, but to me, it is like a church. A place of worship, of reflection. But there is also sin. Wicked sin. And I need it right now. I need to step through that innocent-looking door and leave my worries behind, even if it is just for a moment.

What the fuck are you doing, Rachel? I sigh and stare at my phone. The screen illuminates the interior of the car with its background image showing Richard and me with the kids. Everyone is smiling. Everyone is happy. I swipe the image away and send a text to Bethany, begging to be allowed inside.

The seconds until she answers feel like hours. I know going inside will not solve anything unless Brian and Bethany are willing to keep me permanently chained in the basement. Away from everything. I smile at my foolish, preposterous thoughts, but I am unable to shake them.

The phone buzzes. Permission has been granted.

She is waiting for me. Alone. The lights in the living room are dimmed, the shadows darkening her gracefully aged face. I have had casual, pleasant chats with Bethany before, but I can tell that this will not be one of those times. Brian is my master, but Bethany has the same power over me when she wants to. The graying hair is tied into a bun, and she manages to look intimidating and ferocious despite the oversized, knitted sweater and the fuzzy slippers.

“I figured you’d come knocking sooner,” Bethany says. The voice has the cold edge that her son has inherited, but Bethany manages to add a hint of a smile to tell me that she understands. That she sympathizes.

But she knows that I do not need sympathy right now. It is not why I am here.

“It’s been … a rough few weeks.” I fiddle with the seam on my dress. “I had to come.”

“I know. Brian won’t be home for a while, but he wouldn’t want you to wait in your car.” Her eyes linger for a moment on the pile of heavy steel restraints on the coffee table between us. “But that doesn’t mean I have to make your wait comfortable.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.”

“No more talking, slave,” she says. She circles me like a hungry predator, eyeing me with cold determination. We share a connection, Bethany and I. I love her. Not in the way that I love Brian, but being near her fills my chest with a calming warmth that spreads to my loins.

There is love. Love and fear.

“Hands behind your back, cunt,” she orders. Bethany picks up a pair of shackles from the table and locks them in place around my wrists. This is what I came for, the feel of steel and the helplessness that follows. She gently moves my hair aside to make room for the wide collar, locking it onto my neck with an exhilarating click. A short chain is locked to my shackles, and she uses it to raise my hands toward the collar.

Higher.

Higher.

That hurts! Part of me wants to protest, but I know it will not make a difference. When I feel like my shoulders are about to dislocate, she locks the chain to the ring on the back of my collar.

“Can you breathe, slave?” She smiles.

“B… barely, Mistress.” The words are frail and pitiful, struggling to move past the brutal steel pressing against my throat. Every breath is a chore, bringing with it a rush of lust. I try to come to terms with my predicament while she locks my ankles close together with a length of heavy chain, leaving me unable to move. I am still wearing my tall heels and the knowledge that tumbling forward will send me through the glass sofa table without any chance of breaking the fall is intoxicating.

“Beautiful, helpless. Worthless.” Bethany walks up close to me, pressing her breasts against mine. She kisses my quivering lips; it is tender at first, then more forceful. Her fingers sneak up under my skirt, pushing past the thong and into my wet pussy. I let out a muted, whimpering moan. I want her to continue, but I know she will not – she is just teasing me. “You stand here and wait while I go get some work done. It might be a few hours before Brian comes home.”

Hours? I stare at her in disbelief, but she just smiles and leaves the room. The wave of helplessness that I so crave washes over me as the pain in my shoulders dominates my body. I should be panicking, that would be any normal person’s reaction to being left restrained like this, but the pain and discomfort brings with it a welcome sense of calm and belonging, even if Brian is not yet here. Giving up my free will soothes me, comforts me.

I want Brian to come home and abuse me. But I am in no hurry.

When I hear the door open behind me, my body is almost numb. My mind is hazy from the reduced oxygen caused by the constant choking, but it snaps back the moment Brian enters and stands in front of me. His face betrays no emotions; his mother has undoubtedly made him aware of my visit and given him ample time to get into the mindset of a harsh, dominating master. Just the man I need right now.

He stares at me. Pierces my soul with his cold eyes. He uses the silence as a means of torture along with the distance.

I want him to touch me. To hurt me.

To acknowledge me. Anything will do.

“Please … Master …” I whimper, my voice barely a whisper.

His palm lands on my cheek with a loud snap. The slap rings out in the small living room, reverberating through my body before it nestles in my genitals.

Yes.

“I … I beg you … Use me. Hurt me. Anything.”

Another slap. My cheek burns from the hard slap, which is followed up by countless more. It is the only physical contact he is allowing me, and I soak up the attention like a sponge. He grabs hold of the chain connecting my collar and shackles, using it as a way to control me. He pulls me toward the sofa; my heels scrape across the floor, I cannot walk, and I am unable to breathe when he bends me over the armrest and yanks the chain back. My vision blurs as he lifts my dress and spanks me hard.

“More … please …” I try, but the words are so quiet that they cannot be heard over the punishment. It is far from the most painful treatment I have been given, but it is humiliating, demeaning, and added to the violent choking, it is madly arousing. He pulls me back to my feet and pulls out his sharp pocket knife.

Still no words. He lets the room’s muted lights dance on the sharp blade before he uses it to cut off my clothes little by little. For a moment, I wonder how many expensive outfits I have lost to that blade at this point, but there is no regret associated with the thought. I shiver as the back of the blade travels across my skin while it cuts the uniform off, the illusion of civility.

He puts the blade away and observes my naked body. The heels are still on, but everything else is gone. I open my mouth to beg him again, but I am immediately silenced by another hard slap to the cheek, followed by several aimed at my breasts. The edges of his fingers graze my sensitive nipples, causing me to cry out in pain and a few drops of milk to escape.

He takes a step back, observing me with curious eyes and a cocked head. “How much do you want me to fuck you, slave?”

A bubble of anticipation and desire explodes in my chest. “M… more than anything, Master. Please … fuck me.” My lips quiver and tears stream from my eyes. I’m a miserable piece of flesh. Nothing but desire and humiliation.

Brian does not answer. He merely removes the chain from my ankles and drags me toward the sofa. He pushes me onto it, allowing me to rest against a plush pillow leaning against the armrest. It should be comfortable, but the shackles dig into my back, and if anything, the collar presses harder on my throat now.

But it does not matter. I am open, ready to receive him. I watch as he reveals his massive, rigid cock. He leans in over me, dominating me with his body, and the tears continue to stream when he enters me. Slowly. Confidently. I am so wet that he slides in until he can go no further, and he stays there for a bit.

“I … I love you,” I cry.

He does not respond.

He fucks me. Hard. And yet, it feels intimate. I rarely get to look him in the eye when he fucks me, but I do not see the love reflected that courses through my body and mixes with lust and desire. He fills me, stretches me, completes me. The chains rattle, the shackles scrape against my back, but nothing can pull my attention away from that magnificent cock inside me. He leans in and drinks from me, adding to the intense intimacy, and the milk flows effortlessly from me to him.

Fuck, this is amazing. I have already forgotten the words I spoke moments before. He slides in and out of me with force and power, showing me that I am merely a piece of flesh for his pleasure, just like I want it. My juices seep down my thighs, and my moans fill the room.

I cry. There are too many emotions in my body, and they overwhelm me, spilling out. I was already horny before he entered me, and I can feel myself driving fast toward the edge. I want to come but I also want it to continue.

“Please, Master … can I … can I come?” It is not my voice. It is frail and insecure, a coarse whisper.

“No.”

I scream. Holding the orgasm back turns the experience into torture as he pounds me even harder. The veins throb in my temples, and every muscle in my body tenses up. “PLEASE!” I cry. I sob. I whimper and thrash.

He keeps fucking me. No answer.

“MASTER! I can’t keep … AAARGH!”

I arch my back and bite my lips so hard that I can taste blood.

“Now.”

“FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!”

It is insane. Violent. It is pure, unfiltered ecstasy, but it brings with it a terrible melancholy and clarity. As my body is flooded by pleasure – and shame.

I said it out loud. I told him that I love him.

He pulls out and looks down at me. The face is milder, but concerned. He sits down on the bed and gestures for me to rest my head on his chest. I am still helplessly bound, but I manage to move on the sofa until my cheek is resting on his muscular chest.

“So …” he says. “About what you said.”

Fuck. All pleasure vanishes, replaced by a tight knot in my stomach. My skin itches, and I cannot breathe.

“I know you feel that way,” he says, weighing his words. “But …”

I know that he does not feel the same way, but the single word still hits me like a hammer, and the shackles and collar suddenly feel out of place and embarrassing. I want to get out, to run away.

“I care about you a lot, Rachel. I want you to know that. But not in that way. That is reserved for Lucy.”

“I … I know that.” Part of me needed to hear it. “And I accept that. Just … let me continue to be your slave.”

He kisses my forehead and strokes my hair. My body soaks up the rare affection and causes me to cry again. “Of course. Always.” He puts his arm around me and squeezes me before reaching for the keys to my restraints.

“No, Master,” I sob through my tears, my shattered pride, and my shame. “Don’t …”

He looks back at me, questioning.

I smile at him. “I haven’t eaten.”

The rejection still nestles in my body, but the thought of leaving, of going home to Anna’s apartment alone and crying is worse than staying with Brian. It is dark in the basement, but I know the way with my eyes closed by now. Since I first saw it, Bethany and Brian have moved more and more stuff out of the basement; the boxes are now stacked in a corner, shelves have been removed, and the basement more and more resembles an actual dungeon, with a growing collection of restraints hanging from the walls and a few cages, a pillory, and other items of torture welcoming me with open arms. I stare at a cage in the corner while Brian removes his pants and squats over the dogbowl on the floor. I imagine living in that cage, only coming out when Brian wants to use me, living away from all worldly worries, and I let out a sigh of longing.

“Get on your knees,” he says and pushes my head into the steaming pile of shit. It fills my mouth as I eat with ferocious determination. Brian releases my shackles from my collar, but he does not remove them; instead, he locks a longer, much heavier chain to my collar and connects it to the wall.

He wants me to stay.

I am busy eating when I hear a muted groan from Brian. I look up to see him masturbating while watching me.

“I enjoy seeing you like this,” he says as he slowly rubs his cock.

My heart beats faster. To me, it feels like a gesture of appreciation. Of love, even if it is not the kind I ache for. I continue to eat his feces, even if I would rather have his cock in my mouth. We do not speak, the only sounds in the room are the echoing moans from Brian and the sound of my heavy collar chain rattling. It is intimate. Nice. I almost feel closer to Brian than I did when he was fucking me. The bitter-tasting, soft shit is crushed between my teeth and slides with some effort down my throat, calming me with every bite.

“Look at me,” he says after a while. It is an order. I look up at him just as he shoots his load onto my face. His warm cum lands in my hair, in my eyes, and on my cheeks. A shower of love and affection. I do not dare open my eyes, instead, I just sit there on my knees, shackled and obedient, with shit in my mouth and cum on my face.

He pushes me onto my stomach, jamming my face into the bowl to finish my meal. My ankles are chained together and connected to my shackles, leaving me in a tight steel hogtie.

Then he leaves.

A mix of crushing loneliness, helplessness, and immense satisfaction overwhelms me in the darkness. This is where I belong, I think to myself as I lick the bowl clean. I roll onto my side on the cold floor and sigh. No escape. No contact with the outside world. Only Bethany and Brian know that I am here. I imagine my phone buzzing away in my purse upstairs and smile to myself.

I am half asleep on the floor when I hear the sound of footsteps on the creaking stairs a while later. The lights turn on, and I see Bethany walking toward me with confident strides. I wonder for a moment if she is here to torture me, which I welcome, but the pitying smile tells me otherwise. She squats in front of me and picks a small piece of shit from my lips.

“You’re a messy eater,” she says. “We’ll have to work on that.” She puts the small piece in her mouth. “Hmm … he tastes like his father.” Bethany meets my confused gaze with a warm smile. “I just came down here to tell you that your husband has been arrested. I figured you’d want to know.”

And that is how my story ends. A messy courtcase against my husband and a messier divorce. He ends up going away for a long time, and I end up spending most weekends and nights in Bethany’s basement, even after Brian has moved away to start a life with the love of his life.

A love that is not me and never will be.

But it is okay. This is what I am now.

A willing hucow scat slave.

THE END
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The Fertile Hucow College

Sara is given a full scholarship to the prestigious Felton College and joins Upsilon Delta – a sorority reserved for fertile hucow slaves.

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.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/fertile 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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