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The lobby of the Grand Estrian Hotel was an elegant mix of modern minimalism and old-school decadence. Enormous paintings with gilded frames displaying scenes from Estria’s rich history decorated the walls alongside sleek flat screens displaying the news of the day, and simple, white furniture was placed in clusters on the marble floors.

Well-dressed men and women, as well as a few tourists, filled the impressive lobby. In most countries, it would be hard to distinguish the local population from the foreign visitors, but not in Estria.

Every Estrian woman wore a steel collar.

Even the rich women in their expensive dressed wore collars and several of them were dragged on leashes by their husbands or owners. The tourists stared at the abhorrent behavior that was normal in the small European country, but to Claire, it was the only life she knew. She worked as a servant and maid in the hotel; it was her whole world, ever since she had turned eighteen, and she could not imagine a life without slavery.

Claire adjusted the short skirt on her maid’s uniform. It was tight and uncomfortable, barely hiding her massive breasts, strained from the milk that was the result of the mandatory hormone injections, every Estrian woman was subjected to from the moment they reached adulthood. The high heels that were part of the uniform made it a chore to carry the tray loaded with plates and glasses, but she had done it for so long that she barely noticed anymore.

A woman’s scream could be heard from the other end of the lobby. A few tourists flinched at the sound, but the Estrians did not react. Claire put the tray down on a trolley and touched her collar. It was a nervous habit whenever she heard a woman cry out from the electric shock, the collar could deliver – every Estrian man carried a small remote, that could cause a woman’s collar to deliver a stinging, intense shock to promote obedience. Any remote could trigger any collar, as long as it was pointed at it.

A thin man in a red uniform approached Claire. His bushy unibrow was locked in a permanent frown over the piercing eyes. “Slave Claire, the customer over there has asked for you.” He pointed at an overweight man in a suit sitting in a plush chair nearby. “When you have fulfilled his request, report to the second-floor manager.”

Claire bowed her head. “Yes, Master Bern. Will you be requiring my services at the end of my shift?”

He shrugged. “Not tonight. I have made arrangements with Slave Louise.”

Claire approached the large man in the suit with a polite, subdued smile. “You asked for me, Master?”

The steely gray eyes, that seemed small in the meaty face, stared her up and down. “I did. Get me a cup of coffee.”

Claire nodded. It was a harmless request. “Yes, Master. Right away.”

She returned a few minutes later with a steaming hot cup of coffee and placed it on the table in front of the man. He nodded approvingly and let a sweaty hand slip up under her short skirt. Claire stared into thin air without reacting as the man’s hand caressed her inner thigh.

“How about a little milk for my coffee?” he said in a casual tone.

“Of course, Master.” Without a moment’s hesitation, Claire bent over and pulled out one of her breasts. She started milking it into the cup as his hand fondled her butt. She noticed a young man, likely a foreigner, out of the corner of her eye. He was staring at the display, but to Claire, it was just another day in the life of an Estrian slave-worker.

It did not mean that she enjoyed it, however. The man’s touch made her stomach churn, and she hoped that he only wanted a small taste and nothing more. She was not allowed to say no, after all.

“Has no one claimed you yet?” the man asked as he licked his lips.

Claire shook her head and put her breast away. “No, Master.” She could feel the blood rush to her cheeks as his eyes seemed to study every inch of her body. He was not the most unpleasant man to ask the question, but she hoped that he was only curious and not considering taking her for himself.

“A shame I can’t fit any more women into my household,” he said and laughed.

He slapped Claire on the butt and gestured for her to leave, which she did with a smile and a sigh of relief. Being a slave-worker at the hotel was a rough life, but it was the life she knew – being claimed would not necessarily be an improvement.

Claire yawned as she walked down the darkened corridors towards the basement of the hotel. She had finished her chores, serviced the guests, and given a blowjob to the second-floor manager. Her neck hurt, as it always did when the sadistic manager had finished with her; he enjoyed triggering her shock collar as he climaxed.

Her hand traced the curves of her body as she showered. She was surrounded by other slaves, all monitored by the Slave Supervisor. None of the women paid any attention to the man watching them, nor to each other. Claire rarely talked to any of them, it was not allowed, and no one wanted to face the supervisor’s wrath if they were caught interacting with the other slaves.

After the shower, Claire walked the same path as always, finding her way to the small, steel-barred cage that had been her home for years now. The thin mattress felt like a luxurious bed after the day’s work, and she was half asleep when the supervisor locked the cage door and turned off the lights.

***

Scott looked at the beautiful city from the balcony of his hotel room. From his vantage point, there was nothing to differentiate the capital of Estria from any other modern metropolis as its roofs glistened in the morning sun. But the sight of collared, leashed women on the streets, walking along as if nothing was out of the ordinary, made his visit seem surreal and fantastical. He thought of Sara waiting at home; his girlfriend outside the bedroom and slave inside it. She would have enjoyed a visit to Estria, considering her love for bondage. He smiled as he imagined her walking next to him on a leash and felt a pleasant rush of blood to his cock.

He could not shake the memory of the hotel maid baring her breast to squeeze milk into the coffee of a guest the day before, but it was far from the weirdest experience, he had had since arriving with his colleagues. It was his first business trip abroad for the company, and he was struggling to remain focused on the negotiations with their client since Mr. Beauford always had his collared, shackled secretary nearby.

What a country, Scott thought and sighed. He was appalled at the way the Estrians treated their women, but he could not deny that he found it wildly arousing. He put on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt before heading down to the hotel restaurant to meet up with his co-workers for breakfast.

As he turned a corner, Scott heard a peculiar sound. The loud clanging of metal chains seemed out of place in the elegant corridor, and it piqued the young man’s curiosity. The curiosity was sated a moment later when the maid he had seen the day before came towards him.

If Scott had found the sight of the gorgeous, voluptuous, raven-haired woman milking herself arousing, it was nothing compared to the flood of lust that tore through his body at the sight of the young maid in chains. Sleek stainless steel shackles and manacles adorned her wrists and ankles, connected by heavy chains. She winced at every loud step, and she struggled to keep the tray of cups in her hands steady.

“H… Hello?” Scott felt sheepish as he approached the woman.

She stopped and looked at him. “Yes, Master? How may I serve you?” The woman tried to muster a chipper voice.

“I … I am not your master,” Scott said. “I’m Scott, a visitor to your country.”

The woman curtsied, almost dropping the tray. “I am pleased to meet you, Master Scott. I am Slave Claire.” She cocked her head. “Do you wish to fuck me?”

Scott felt the blood rush from his genitals to his cheeks. “What? No!”

“Am I not appealing to you?” There was a hint of disappointment in her eyes.

“Of course, you are beautiful!” Scott felt awkward; at that moment, he wanted nothing more than to fuck her, and he knew that Sara would not mind, but it seemed … wrong. “Why … why are you shackled?”

Claire blushed. “I spilled a drink in the lap of a guest. I am to wear these for the rest of the day as punishment.”

“That is horrible!” Horribly hot.

She shrugged. “It’s a light punishment, Master. If you do not require my services, am I allowed to leave?”

Scott nodded, unable to find any words that fitted the situation. His eyes lingered on the beautiful, shackled woman as she walked past him, managing to look graceful despite the heavy restraints weighing her down.

The restaurant was buzzing with life when Scott entered. Collared maids served the guests under glistening chandeliers, and Scott almost crashed into one of the women when his eyes lingered on a claimed woman, who was kneeling next to her master while gagged and cuffed.

“Good morning, Scott,” his coworker Andrew said when Scott sat down. “Sleep well?”

Scott shrugged. “It was alright. You guys had a fun night?” He looked at Chad, his other colleague, who was poking at his eggs and sausages, seemingly nursing a hangover.

“It was amazing,” Chad said with a tired smile. “This place is insane – I think I might actually get tired of sex and blowjobs before we leave. You should have come with us.”

Andrew nodded. “I’ve lost count of how many women I have slept with since we arrived. I can’t believe you can just walk up to a woman on the street and tell her to suck your dick.”

“Unless she’s claimed,” Scott said and poured himself a cup of coffee. He noticed that Claire had entered the room and was hobbling between the tables, burdened by her steel restraints.

Chad scratched his well-kempt beard. “I tried asking a claimed woman for a handjob yesterday while her master walked beside her, just to see what would happen. He simply nodded and checked his phone while she serviced me.”

“You guys talking about your pitiful conquests?” a familiar voice sounded behind Scott.

Andrew and Chad both stared at their shoes as their coworker Alice sat down at the table. She was the one in charge of the negotiations, despite still not being thirty years old.

“Do I need to remind you that you both have fiancees back home?” She glared at Chad and Andrew.

“I’m pretty sure my fiancé is fucking her yoga teacher while I’m gone anyway,” Chad said apologetically.

“And that makes it okay to take advantage of enslaved women?” Alice rolled her eyes and raised a middle finger towards an Estrian man sitting nearby, staring at her with a crooked smile. “God, I hate this place. The men here are pigs, not that most of my present company is much better.”

“At least we’re done in a few days,” Scott said.

“You guys are.” Alice sighed. “I need to stay at least another week to keep an eye on things when we’re done with the negotiations.”

They were interrupted by a piercing scream. At the other end of the room, Claire had fallen to her knees, clutching her collar while tears streamed down her cheeks. A young man was pointing a remote at her, laughing as he continuously pressed the button, spurred on by his friends.

“Fucking savages.” Alice shook her head. “She just has to take it, even if she’s done nothing wrong.”

***

Claire knocked on the hotel room door with a sigh. The experience in the restaurant earlier that morning still haunted her, and her wrists and ankles were sore from wearing the heavy restraints. Knowing that she still had a full day and night of work and abuse ahead of her did not help to quell the exhaustion and anxiety she was already feeling.

A petite, gray-haired woman opened the door. She was well-dressed and classy, but no amount of makeup or jewelry could take attention away from the heavy collar around her neck. “Good, you’re here. Master is waiting.”

Claire followed the woman inside, where a balding man with cold eyes was waiting, sitting leaned back in a soft chair wearing nothing but a button-down shirt.

“The slavegirl is here, Master,” the woman said in a monotone voice.

The man looked at Claire and licked his lips. “Thanks, sweetie. You go get ready in the other room while we get started.”

The woman nodded and left the room.

The man continued to stare at Claire while he gently stroked his cock. “I saw you in the restaurant this morning. Have you been a bad girl, since they restrained you?”

Claire nodded. “Yes, Master.”

He smiled, but there was no kindness in the dark eyes. “I claimed my slave many years ago. I keep her around for old times sake, but she doesn’t quite get my motor running anymore.” He sighed. “You might do for today. Suck my cock.”

Claire knelt in front of the man and placed her hands around his cock, but the chains made it difficult and noisy.

“No hands.” She felt an intense, sharp sting as he shocked her collar. “Only your mouth.”

Her lips closed around the semi-erect cock. The man smelled of strong cologne, but the cock tasted of stale sweat. It was nothing new for Claire, however, and she started moving her mouth up and down the shaft, regularly releasing muted moans – the men always liked that. She felt him harden in her mouth, filling it. She hoped to finish him off quickly, to dissuade him from keeping her there longer than absolutely necessary. The slave-workers of the Grand Estrian Hotel had a fixed amount of chores and tasks to complete each day, and servicing guests only delayed them.

“Slow down, bitch,” the man said and grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. Another shock caused Claire to cry out. “You’re mine until I say otherwise, do you understand?”

She nodded, suppressing the tears that tried to squeeze their way out.

The man grabbed Claire’s breast with his other hand and squeezed out a few drops of milk onto his fingers, suggestively licking them before pushing her head down, forcing his now erect cock deep down her throat. He did not let go of her hair as he fucked her mouth, using his hand to dictate the speed.

Just come. Please, Claire thought, but the man did not seem to be in any hurry to finish.

“Ah, there you are,” he said.

Claire could hear the sound of heels on the hardwood floor behind her as the man’s slave returned. “You know what to do.”

“Yes, Master.”

Claire could see nothing but pubic hair and balls as the man kept a firm grip on her hair, but she soon felt soft hands grab her thighs and pull her body up, causing her to stand bent over as she sucked the man’s cock. The woman lifted Claire’s skirt and started stroking the outside of her pussy.

That is quite pleasant, she thought as the woman’s fingers entered her, but she should have known that this was not about her pleasure. A few seconds later, a large rubber cock penetrated her as the woman started fucking her with a strap-on.

“That’s more like it!” the man said and laughed.

Claire tried to squeeze a few drops of lust and pleasure from the dildo inside her, but the woman was too aggressive, too harsh, and the position only made it worse. The manacles weighed on her ankles, and the man started using the remote to shock the two women, filling the room with cries and screams, accompanied by his sadistic laughter.

After what felt like an eternity, the man pushed his cock in so deep that part of his balls peeked inside Claire’s mouth. Soon, his ejaculate shot out, causing her to gag. The woman finally stopped her relentless fucking and pulled the dripping wet dildo out of Claire’s pussy. The man pushed Claire onto the floor, got up from the chair, and left the room. A moment later, the sound of a running shower could be heard.

The gray-haired woman pulled Claire to her feet and nodded at the door. “You can go now.”

Another satisfied guest, Claire thought with a sigh as the door closed behind her. The chains rattled in the halls as she walked towards the elevator, ready to head downstairs to continue her endless list of chores and tasks until another man wanted to use her. This was her life. This was her future.

***

Scott had been unable to get the thought of Claire out of his head, and the image of her in restraints had kept him awake most of the night. He was attracted to her beauty, her immaculate body, and though he rejected the concept of slavery on principle, he was turned on by her submissiveness.

“No, I should still be home in a few days,” Scott said and fiddled with a button on his shirt, smiling at the old woman in the elevator. “Everything is going as planned.”

“Great! I miss you, sweetie. And your … plan?”

He could tell that Sara was concerned. Scott waited for the old woman to get off on the next floor before answering. “I haven’t asked her yet. It’d be risky, Sara.”

“It’s the right thing. You can’t save everyone, but one is better than nothing.”

“I know.”

“Now, come home so you can tie me to the bed and fuck me hard.”

At that moment, the door opened, and Claire entered.

“I will, honey. I got to go.” Scott hung up the phone and smiled at Claire. “Good to see you again.”

Claire met his gaze for a second before looking down at her high-heeled shoes. “Thank you. You too.”

“I see they removed your restraints?” What kind of small talk is that, you idiot?

Claire rubbed a deep, red groove on her wrist. “Yes. It makes work easier.” She wrestled her eyes away from the floor. “Do you require my services, Master Scott?”

Scott hesitated before answering. “Yes … Yes, I believe I do.”

He could have sworn that he noticed the trace of a smile on the somber face. “Very well. Shall we go to your room?”

Scott’s heart started racing as he closed the door behind him. Claire looked at him, waited for him. Part of it felt wrong; he wanted Claire, he knew that Sara was okay with it, but he could not ignore the fact that she was only in his hotel room because she was conditioned to offer herself to every man she met.

“How do you want me, Master?” Claire asked while she fiddled with the ring on the front of her collar. The tight, black maid’s outfit hugged her body, and the raven-black hair flowed like gentle rivers onto her shoulders.

Scott approached her. God, she smells wonderful. He had to fight the urge to take her right there and then. “I’m more interested in what you want, Claire?”

Claire cocked her head. “I’m not sure I understand.”

“You have been with many men, yes?”

She nodded.

“But no one has ever asked what you enjoy?”

“They haven’t. It’s not appropriate for slave-workers to think of themselves.”

“Well, I’m asking you to.” Scott smiled. “As your master. Do you actually want to have sex with me?”

Claire seemed to ponder the question for a while, still touching her collar. “I … I think I do. I think I want you to take me.” A smile lit up the gorgeous face for a second. “I want you to tie me up and fuck me, Master Scott.”

Scott could feel his pants tighten as she spoke the words. “Would you enjoy that?”

Claire nodded. “I believe so. Let me just call room service.”

Scott blinked. “What? Why?”

Claire smiled. A genuine, playful smile. “You’ll see.”

Scott stood for a while and stared at the naked, trembling woman lying tied before him on the bed. Room service had brought a trolley brimming with cuffs, ropes, paddles, and countless other BDSM items; it was apparently not an uncommon request. And now, Claire’s pale, awe-inspiring body was tied firmly to the bed, her hands stretched above her, her legs spread. A red ballgag filled her mouth, spreading the full, red lips, and a leather blindfold kept her from seeing anything.

It was a work of art.

Scott knew that she expected him to take her. Expected him to put his own pleasure first, even if this had all been her choice. But tempting as it was, that was not the man he strived to be.

He glanced at the painful tools on the trolley; the whips and floggers, the clamps, but he chose to ignore them. Part of him wanted to speak, to assert dominance, but the silence was too precious, too beautiful. It elevated the experience.

Scott walked to the side of the bed and let a finger gently trace the inside of Claire’s thigh. Her body shuddered at the touch, and the rope creaked as she pulled at her restraints. His touch was light as a feather; he stroked her stomach, the inside of her arms, her feet – the moment her body settled down from the initial surprise of his soft fingers on her skin, he removed his hand, only to let it appear in a different spot a few moments later.

A subtle moan escaped the large gag. It egged him on, told him that it was working.

One finger became two, then the whole hand. He lingered for longer, applied more pressure, and the shudders turned to trembles of desire. Scott noticed a drop of milk escaping the strained, glorious breasts. He closed his lips around the areola, creating a vacuum, and he soon felt the sweet, lukewarm milk in his mouth. Claire’s moaning increased as he fed, and while his mouth granted her relief, his hand started tracing the outer parts of her pussy. He was still gentle, teasing, and the magnificent body soon started writhing, pushing her lower body towards his touch, thirsting for more.

God, I want her so bad!

Scott was rock hard. He found Claire’s pleasure madly arousing, but he did not stop sucking her tit, nor did his fingers stop their journey.

“Mmmhmmm …”

Claire gasped as Scott slipped two fingers inside her dripping wet pussy. He explored her as if he was an adventurer in a new land, testing to find the spots that would bring her the most pleasure. He started sucking harder, occasionally flicking the nipple with his tongue.

She’s really getting into this.

He could tell that she was getting close; he slowly moved his fingers out of her, leading Claire to moan longingly.

“Do you want me inside you, slave?” he asked in a gentle voice.

Claire nodded furiously.

Scott smiled. He removed his clothes and got onto the bed, teasingly letting the tip of his cock touch her clit. The entire bed squeaked as Claire pulled at the ropes holding her wrists, desperate to move her body closer to him.

He felt powerful. In control. He allowed the tip to enter her, peeking inside, only to move out again, despite every fiber of his being yelling at him to fuck her. He savored the moment, the moans and pleas muted by the gag.

When he finally entered her, burying his cock deep inside her, she tensed up, arched her back – it was as if she soaked up every trickle of lust possible. Scott could not help but wonder if she feared that she would never experience anything like it again.

Soon, their bodies found a tender rhythm as Scott’s glistening cock started moving in and out of Claire with purposeful thrusts. Gentle at first, slow, but his pace soon quickened. His body rubbed against her clit, sending her into a frenzy of desire.

When Claire came, it was as if a cyclone tore through her body. Scott feared that the bed might break under the strain of the ropes being pulled, and he could not help but smile as her orgasmic scream tore through the room. His own body was itself a mess of lust, crying for release, but it did not seem right.

This was not for him. At least, not yet.

He pulled out and removed the blindfold.

Claire looked at him with teary, surprised eyes. Her body was still shivering, enjoying the ripples of the flood she had just experienced. The question was obvious on her face.

“No, it’s fine,” Scott said, trying to ignore his cock disagreeing with him. “This was for you.”

He unbuckled the gag and untied Claire’s restraints.

“Are … are you sure, Master?” she said, pulling her legs towards her chest as soon as she was freed; she looked innocent and pure as she sat there, naked and vulnerable. “I can use my mouth if …”

Scott shook his head. “No. Not this time, at least.”

“Tha… Thank you. It was wonderful.”

It was the right time to ask the question that had burned in his chest for days now. “Claire … I want you to come with me when I leave in a few days. Away from Estria.”

Claire’s brow furrowed as if she did not understand the words. “Why?”

“I don’t want you to live like this. I want to take you home with me.”

“Are you … claiming me?”

Scott blushed. “No! Not like that! I … I want to help you.”

“How about your girlfriend?” Claire’s eyes darted around the room, seemingly struggling to understand what Scott was offering her.

“It was her suggestion. I … saved her once, as well.”

“So you haven’t claimed her? She’s not your slave?”

Scott smiled. “Only when she wants to be. In the bedroom.”

Claire seemed to ponder the offer for a while before shaking her head. “No … no, I can’t. It’s not allowed. They’ll … they’ll catch us, punish us.” She started putting her clothes back on, refusing to look at Scott. “This was nice, Master Scott, truly, but this is what I know. You shouldn’t risk anything for someone like me.”

She bowed her head as she stormed past Scott and out the door, leaving him behind. Naked. Confused.

And still horny.

***

Claire’s mind kept returning to the life-altering experience with Scott. She had lost count of the number of men that had dominated her, but it was the first time that someone had cared about her pleasure, her enjoyment, and it had left a lasting impression on her. There was a world she had yet to explore; sex did not have to be unpleasant, being dominated did not have to be nauseating. The thoughts kept distracting her during her chores, and she had already been spanked twice because of it.

She wanted more. And Scott had offered it to her.

I can’t leave. Can I? Claire wished it was possible, but the prospect of freedom was also frightening to her. She knew what she was, what her day entailed. There was an odd sense of security and familiarity to her life at the Grand Estrian Hotel. Somehow, she doubted that the particular set of skills she had acquired would open many career opportunities in a different country.

I have to stay. She had made up her mind. Claire hoped to be with Scott again before he left, to leave her with another memory to warm herself by during the cold, miserable nights in her cage; part of her knew that she was not likely to experience similar treatment ever again.

“Hey! Are you paying attention? If I wanted a distracted handjob, I’d ask my wife!”

Claire returned from her thoughts and looked up at the scowling tourist. “I’m sorry, Master.” She focused on his erect cock in her hand and continued the handjob.

Later that day, Mr. Bern, one of her supervisors, approached her. Claire had just finished cleaning up the restaurant and was feeling tired.

“Slave Claire, your services have been requested.” Mr. Bern looked at her with his patented mix of contempt and disinterest. “A bachelor party on the 22nd floor. You might want to wash up first, I think it’ll be a long night. From what I’ve gathered, they are a particularly rowdy bunch.”

Normally, Claire would just nod and follow instructions, but for the first time, the thought of pleasing a group of men, having them take advantage of her in every conceivable way, filled her with disgust. They had already shown their character when they had amused themselves with her shock collar in the restaurant the other day.

“No,” she said, surprised at the firm tone in her voice.

Bern raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me?” He pointed his remote at Claire’s collar and gave her a stinging shock.

Claire clutched her collar but remained steadfast. “No. I don’t want to.”

“That is not up to you.”

A voice in her head told her to stop it, that it could only end badly, but she did not listen. “I don’t care. Find someone else. I’ll finish cleaning up and go to my cage, but I’m not allowing a group of sadistic men to fuck me.”

Mr. Bern’s slender hand landed on her cheek with a surprising amount of force. “You stupid slut, you’ll regret this.”

He gave Claire’s collar another shock, far more powerful than the last. It sent her to her knees, and before she could react, the supervisor had handcuffed her and locked a leash to her collar.

“I doubt you’ll find it was worth it,” he said.

Claire felt an unpleasant shiver down her spine at the sight of Mr. Bern’s smile. She had never him smile before, and it was the creepiest thing she had ever witnessed.

Fuck.

Mr. Bern pulled Claire downstairs, past the cages. She had never been in this part of the basement before, but she knew what it was. From time to time, she had been kept awake by the screams and cries of her slave sisters coming from the dark depths. She should have known that her disobedience would send her there, but at least she would not have to be the entertainment for the horny mob waiting on the 22nd floor.

The grumpy supervisor turned on the lights, revealing a grim, rundown room. Whips and paddles hung from hooks on the wall, as did rows of chains and restraints.

Mr. Bern unlocked Claire’s handcuffs and took a step back. “Take your clothes off.”

Claire hesitated, only to have her collar shock her again. “What … what are you going to do?”

“Punish you. Don’t look so surprised, we can’t have slaves going around thinking that saying ‘no’ is an option.” He yawned. “Afterward, you’ll be made an example of to deter the others.”

Claire felt a knot form in her stomach. She had been slapped and spanked numerous times, whipped by excited guests, but this was different. As her clothes fell to the floor, she hugged her naked body in a vain attempt to find just a little bit of warmth in the chilly basement.

Mr. Bern placed her in handcuffs once more and locked them to a chain dangling from the ceiling. “This will serve as a warning. If you cause trouble again, we might have to sell you to a brothel.”

Anything but that!

Claire was so distracted by the unpleasant prospect that she had not noticed Bern grabbing a whip from the wall. The first strike hit her butt and caused her to cry out. The pain was intense, stinging, horrifying, and the hits only increased in force and malice as the lashes rained down on her exposed body. She pulled at the chains holding her, but there was no escape. The cruel lashes mixed with intense, violent shocks to her collar, and her screams accompanied Mr. Bern’s sadistic laughter.

***

Scott was in a good mood as he headed downstairs in the elevator. The negotiations were done, and the boss was pleased. The entire team had been promised promotions and hefty bonuses, and they had celebrated until the sun had started peeking over the horizon. He was looking forward to going home; Estria was a fascinating place, and he was going to miss seeing restrained and collared women everywhere, but he could not condone a country built on the suffering of women.

When he entered the lobby, he noticed that people kept looking at one of the pillars in the middle of the huge room. Kneeling in front of it was Claire; she wore her maid’s uniform, but it could not hide the bruises, visible on her chest and upper back. It looked like she had been whipped. Quiet tears rolled down her cheeks, and a long strand of drool hung from the huge red ballgag in her mouth. A chain connected her collar to the pillar, and her arms were handcuffed behind her back.

Scott approached a red-haired maid standing nearby. “Excuse me?”

“Yes, Master?” The freckled face delivered a forced smile.

“What did she do to deserve that?” He nodded towards Claire.

The smile disappeared. “She … refused to follow orders. That is not allowed, and she has been punished accordingly.” The voice was monotone, almost robotic, but the eyes could not hide the fear. “She is to stay there for at least two days, they say.”

Scott observed Claire for a while, pondering how he could get close to her without drawing attention. The lobby was crowded, and he finally saw an opening when a group of hungover, young men started arguing with the receptionist over the amount of porn that had been ordered to one of their suites. Scott approached Claire while pretending to read the newspaper.

“Are you alright?” he asked, leaning against the pillar.

She looked up at him. There was a short hint of happiness in her eyes as she recognized him, but her face soon contorted in pain. She shook her head.

“Claire, please … you can’t stay here. Won’t you come with me?”

Claire hesitated. She looked at the loud group at the front desk and sighed before nodding.

Scott’s heart started beating faster. “Thank you. I began planning this a few days ago, but I still need to talk to a few people and make preparations. I promise you … I will get you out of here.”

He did not feel as confident as he was coming off. He did not like leaving Claire in that position, but there was nothing he could do to help her until he had everything ready.

I hope Alice hasn’t changed her mind.

The hallways were quiet, the lights dimmed and eerie. No sound could be heard; all the slave-workers were locked in their cages, and the receptionist at the desk was half asleep. Scott snuck past the desk, his heart caught in his throat. It was as if he was a kid again, stealing apples from the angry neighbor, but there was far more at stake here.

His phone vibrated in his pocket. He checked it and smiled. It was time.

“Mmhmm?” Claire was half asleep, leaning against the pillar when she saw Scott approaching. Her eyes widened as he cut the chain with a bolt cutter.

“What’s going on?” a loud voice sounded from the receptionist’s desk.

Scott grabbed Claire’s arm and pulled her to her feet. “We have to go. Now.”

He was surprised to find that Claire was resisting, but he did not have time to convince her now. He had to get her out of there. Scott pushed her through the front door, into the back of the leased car waiting for them.

“Go!” Scott yelled, looking nervously at the receptionist that was now running towards them.

Alice slammed her foot on the speeder, sending the Toyota screeching onto the road. “Did anyone see you?” she asked. Scott could see her smile in the rear-view mirror.

“Yes. Let’s hope they don’t alert the airport.” He looked at Claire; her eyes were frantic, scared, and it seemed like she was ready to open the door and take her chances with the pavement. “I know it’s scary,” Scott said, placing a calming hand on her arm. “I’m going to leave the handcuffs and gag on for now. It’ll make you blend in better until we reach the gate at the airport.”

She frowned, protesting through the gag, but Scott knew that her conditioning was strong – it was natural for her to resist, even if she had agreed to the escape. He tried to ignore the arousal building as he looked at the helpless, gagged woman, drooling from the gag and fighting her shackles.

“I’m sorry I dragged you into this,” he said, looking at Alice.

“Don’t be. It’s the right thing to do.”

Scott could not shake the knot in his stomach. “What if they find out what you did? What if they arrest you?”

Alice shrugged and turned onto the highway. “Even if they saw the car, they can’t trace it back to me. Worst case, I spend a few nights in jail before the company gets me out.”

Every time he saw a car behind them, Scott was certain that they were about to be pulled over and caught, but it did not happen. Claire had calmed down, but she was still visibly uncomfortable with the situation.

What if she doesn’t come around? What if she makes a scene? Scott’s anxiety increased as he saw the lights from the airport in the distance.

***

Claire had never been to an airport before. Her instinct told her to run away, to find a police officer and have him take her back to the Grand Estrian Hotel, but two things stopped her. One was the thought of the punishment she would receive, even if Scott had been the one orchestrating the escape attempt – she was still sore from Mr. Bern’s cruel whipping. The other was the warmth spreading in her chest every time she looked at Scott. He was walking in front of her, holding a leash connected to her collar. They received a few glances, but there were countless other women chained and gagged in the terminal, and no one stopped them to ask whether Claire was allowed to be there.

How is he going to get me on a plane?

Alice had dropped them off at the entrance to the airport; they were now on their own, just a man and his slave, but only Estrian men were allowed to travel with slaves, and there would undoubtedly be a checkpoint before the plane could be boarded.

Claire adjusted her handcuffs. The sharp metal dug into her wrists, but it was a familiar sensation, a welcome sense of comfort in the chaos and uncertainty.

After having used a computer to check them in and get the tickets, Scott pulled Claire into a bathroom near the check-in desks and locked the door. He looked her in the eye, his face locked in a stern, yet frightened expression.

“I’m going to remove the gags and handcuffs now, alright?”

Claire nodded. Her jaw clicked as the large ball was pulled out; she had worn it for two days now except for short breaks for eating and drinking. “Thank you.” She massaged the sore jaw. “I’m sorry if I’ve been troublesome, I … it feels weird to try and escape.”

“I know, but you have to focus, or this won’t work,” Scott said and stroked her cheek. His gentle touch was like a drop of water in the desert. “We have to go through the metal detectors first – we can’t hide your collar, so for now, you are my claimed slave, and I am an Estrian man. They might want to ask you questions, so we can’t use the gag. Do you understand?”

Claire nodded. It was all so overwhelming, and now she had to act?

Scott sighed and smiled. “We can do this. Trust me.”

The security check went off without a hitch; the guards barely noticed the couple. Afterward, they entered another bathroom, where Claire changed out of her maid’s outfit and into a simple, black dress and jacket. The collar was hidden beneath a peach-colored scarf.

“From now on, you are Alice Greene, heading home after a business trip.” Scott handed Claire a passport. “I have no way of removing the collar until we get home, so you’ll have to make sure it’s hidden. Nervous?”

Claire smiled. “Very nervous, Mas… Scott.” She opened the passport and looked at the picture of Alice. Their hair looked similar, as did their eyes, but anything more than a cursory glance could get them in trouble. “Won’t Alice need this?”

Scott nodded. “She will report it stolen in a few days. At that time, we are long gone. They’ll eventually figure out that you used it, but the Estrian government would never try to get a runaway slave back from another country. They won’t do anything about it.” He smiled. “But I’m probably not welcome back.”

The woman at the counter did not even check the passports as she scanned their tickets. Freedom seemed in reach when an Estrian man standing behind Claire and Scott pointed his remote at his slave’s collar.

“What do you mean you forgot my travel pillow?” he hissed, pressing the remote.

The woman, standing in line right behind Claire, screamed in pain, but the signal triggered Claire’s collar as well. She had to bite her lip to keep herself from crying out, to prevent her from ruining everything. She grabbed Scott’s hand and squeezed it as tears welled up in her eyes from the pain.

What is wrong with that man? Claire thought as the agony continued for what seemed like an eternity.

Just as she was about to break down, the line started moving, and the man stopped torturing his slave, who was a sobbing mess on the floor. Claire let go of Scott’s hand and sent him a look of relief and a careful smile.

As the plane took off, Claire could not believe what was happening. She was leaving Estria, but was she free? Was Scott simply claiming her, despite his assurances? She was helpless without him, and he knew it.

He would not be the worst man to be enslaved by, she thought with a smile and glanced at the handsome man sitting next to her. She was sitting between Scott and an older woman, who was snoring loudly. Claire wanted to show Scott her gratitude, to please her new master, even if he insisted that she did not belong to him.

Claire snuck a hand under the blanket covering Scott. He was half asleep but opened his eyes when Claire unzipped his pants and started rubbing his cock.

“Wha… what are you…?” he started.

“Sssh, let me start repaying you,” Claire said with a smile.

Scott looked confused for a moment, but after a while, he leaned back with a satisfied grin on his face. Claire’s hand found its way down his underpants and grabbed the now erect, large cock. The sensitive skin felt soft and pleasant against her hand, and she could not help but smile at the groans and moans, Scott was unable to suppress. After all, this was what Claire was good at – pleasing a man. She almost burst out laughing a few minutes later, when Scott frantically scrambled to catch his ejaculate in a napkin to avoid drawing too much attention.

Claire removed her hand and sensually licked a stray drop of semen off her finger. “Did you like that?”

Scott nodded, still catching his breath. “Very much. Thank you. You should get some sleep, Claire, we still have a long flight ahead of us.”

Claire nodded and pulled her blanket up over her shoulders. The moment before sleep found her, she heard the old woman next to her whisper “You dirty girl. Thanks for the show.”

***

Scott felt a lot better, now that they were back in his home country. He texted Alice to tell her that everything had gone according to plan, receiving a thumbs-up smiley in return. The handjob on the plane had also calmed his worries, assuring him that Claire was grateful, but as they exited the gate, she clutched his arm and seemed nervous and uncomfortable.

“I … I don’t like this, Scott,” she said. “These women are not collared!”

Scott laughed. “You knew that!”

“Of course, but … it’s a bit hard for me to handle right now.” She looked at him with frightened eyes. “Please, handcuff me.”

“What?”

“I know it sounds silly, but it’ll make me feel more comfortable.”

Scott scratched his neck. “People will look.”

“I don’t care, I’m used to that. I need to ease into this, restraining me will help.” She pushed her hands forward. “Please.”

Scott caved and found the handcuffs in his bag. Claire breathed a sigh of relief as the cold steel locked in place around her wrists with the familiar clicking sound.

“Better?” he asked.

“Very. Thank you.” Claire smiled at a man walking past, staring at her. “But I need to be milked soon. My breasts hurt.”

“We’ll be home soon, Sara is waiting for us outside.”

Claire’s mouth was dry – she had forgotten about Scott’s girlfriend. How would she react? Claire had been confronted by countless jealous wives and girlfriends during her time at the Grand Estrian Hotel, often blaming Claire for their husbands’ infidelity. It had never been a pleasant experience.

Claire’s worries were silenced the moment she stepped out of the airport. A beautiful, brown-haired woman ran towards them, embracing and kissing Scott with a huge smile, only to hug Claire shortly after.

“Welcome!” she said with bubbling energy that Claire had rarely seen in a woman. “You must be exhausted! Please, come with me, the car is right over here!” She grabbed Claire’s hand and pulled her towards a black sedan parked nearby. “Wait, why is she cuffed?” She looked at Scott with a furrowed brow.

“That … I asked for it,” Claire said and felt her cheeks blush. “I’m still getting used to being ‘free’.”

Sara smiled. “I completely understand! You take as long as you need – we have plenty of room for another.” She winked at Scott. “In more ways than one.”

A black-haired, pale woman stared at Claire from the bathroom mirror. The steel collar reflected the bright light, as did her wet skin. She could not recall ever having had a warm shower by herself, with no one rushing or watching her. The marks from her punishment were still visible on the white skin, reminders of the life she had left behind.

The door opened, and a friendly face appeared in the doorway. “Claire? Mind if I come in?” Sara smiled at her; a rare, genuine smile.

“Of course, sorry I’m taking so long.”

“No worries.” Sara entered and closed the door. Claire was surprised to see that she was naked as well. The graceful body was tanned and fit, and Claire was surprised to see a drop of milk escape the perky breasts. “Long story,” Sara said when she noticed Claire staring at her breasts. She reached out and touched the collar around Claire’s neck. “It’s … beautiful. And scary. Do you want it removed?”

The question was much harder to answer than Claire had expected. “Eventually, I suppose. But not yet. I’m not ready.” She glanced at herself in the mirror. “I still feel like a slave. It’s what I know.”

“I’ll help you ease out of it.” Sara’s smile lit up the room. “I’m a slave too, you know – but only in the bedroom.”

A crease appeared between Claire’s eyebrows. “I’m not sure I understand.”

“You will. Scott is waiting for us – he will show you.”

Scott was waiting for them outside. Naked. He greeted them with a smile, and Claire was surprised to see him holding two pairs of handcuffs in one hand and a steel collar similar to Claire’s in the other. Sara squeezed Claire’s hand before kneeling in front of Scott, who locked the steel collar around his girlfriend’s neck.

“Do you want to join us, Claire?” Scott said, gesturing at the floor next to Sara.

Something clicked inside Claire’s head. She could feel the warmth and generosity emanating from her hosts, and she realized that she might get to have it all – to be free and a slave.

She knelt next to Sara. “Yes, Master.”

It felt right.

Scott handed one of the handcuffs to Sara. “Slave Sara, cuff her.”

“Yes, Master,” Sara responded. The perky, bubbling demeanor had been subdued, replaced by a true submissive.

She handcuffed Claire’s hands behind her back. As had been the case at the airport, the feeling of steel against her wrists made Claire feel safe. Scott proceeded to handcuff Sara as well, leaving the two naked women collared and cuffed on the floor.

“You two belong to me now,” Scott said, placing his hands at his sides. His voice was firm and powerful, but his cock could not hide the fact that he was turned on by the sight of the two slaves at his feet. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison.

Claire could feel a wave of affection streaming through her body as she looked up at the man who had saved her from slavery. Yes, she was cuffed and collared before him, but it was her choice now.

“Slave Sara, I believe slave Claire requires relief.”

Sara nodded. “Yes, Master.” She turned towards Claire and started drinking from her breast.

Claire let out a pleased sigh as the milk started flowing. Sara’s lips were gentle and soft, tickling the sensitive skin and causing Claire great pleasure. Meanwhile, Scott circled the two women, observing them, occasionally letting his fingers run through Claire’s hair or grazing her shoulder, teasing her. He blindfolded Claire, which only added to her enjoyment; every touch became more intense, the sound of rattling handcuff chains sounded like sweet music.

Then a paddle hit her on her upper back.

It was not painful and left a warm, buzzing sensation on her skin. She could hear the next whack of the paddle hitting Sara, but she did not stop sucking Claire’s breast. Scott kept switching between them as the hits increased in force, and Claire was loving every second. She had always been submissive, she had been raised that way, but there was no malice in the strikes, only love. Scott was not hitting her to punish her; he was doing it to bring her pleasure.

“Slave Claire, lie down on your back.”

Claire obeyed. The tile floor cooled the skin that still sizzled from the hits of the paddle, and the edges of the handcuffs dug into her lower back. It was not a comfortable position, but she forgot all about the discomfort when Scott pushed Sara’s face down between Claire’s legs. Sara’s warm tongue started licking Claire’s pussy, flooding the slave girl’s body with lust. She could hear the paddle hitting Sara again and again, causing her to whimper, but she did not stop licking.

“You are not allowed to come unless I permit you to,” Scott whispered next to Claire. His warm breath in her ear was intoxicating. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Claire gasped, only to cry out when the paddle hit her breast a moment later. The entire experience was arousing, sensual, unlike anything she had ever experienced. She wanted Sara to keep licking her forever, to stay in a perpetual state of arousal.

She was close. So close. Her entire body tensed up as she tried to stem the tide. “Please … Master … can I?”

“No.”

She felt Sara’s tongue disappear from her pussy, leaving her body thirsting for release.

Scott had more in store for her.

***

Scott smiled as he pulled the two women to their feet and removed Claire’s blindfold. Her cheeks were flustered, her body shaking from the denied orgasm, and her lips pouted as she met his gaze. Red marks were visible on both women from the paddle, but it was obvious that they were both ready for more.

Scott unlocked their handcuffs, only to lock them on in front. He wanted to grant them a little freedom, something he hoped to take advantage of shortly.

“Slave Sara, show her to the bedroom.”

Sara nodded with a wry smile. “Yes, Master.” She walked towards the bedroom, light on her toes with the graze of a princess.

She’s beautiful, he thought. They both are. I’m a lucky man.

The king-sized bed beckoned, awaited the sexual display that was to come. Scott climbed onto the bed and laid down, resting his upper body against the headboard. The two women stood at the foot of the bed, looking at their master in anticipation.

“I want my cock sucked. You can take turns, but there is to be a mouth on it at all times. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master.”

“The one not sucking cock is free to … explore.”

Sara nodded at Claire, who climbed onto the bed, licking her lips. They soon closed around Scott’s cock, soaking it in saliva.

Wow, she’s good!

“Take it slow, slave,” he said, barely able to keep his composure. “I want to savor this.”

Claire slowed down, using her cuffed hands to gently fondle Scott’s testicles. While she was occupied, Sara climbed onto the bed and passionately kissed Scott. He had always loved how her kisses changed when she was in her submissive state; as his girlfriend, she was loving and tender, but when she was his slave, her kisses were intense and playful, often ending with her biting his lip.

There he was. In bed. With two submissive goddesses, eager to please him.

Life was good.

Sara presented her breast to Scott, allowing him to sample her sweet milk. It connected them on a primal level, and it turned him on, helped by the sensual dance of Claire’s tongue along the shaft of his cock.

“Please your new sister,” he whispered after breastfeeding.

“Yes, Master. It’ll be my pleasure.”

Sara crawled down behind Claire, her movement reminiscent of a prowling tiger. A surprised moan escaped Claire as Sara inserted three fingers into her pussy and started fingering her. The sound of Sara’s handcuff chain could be heard, creating a beautiful soundtrack along with Scott and Claire’s moaning and the slobbering sound of the blowjob.

The two women switched shortly after, and Sara looked Scott in the eye as he ejaculated inside her mouth; she swallowed it with a smile while Claire licked her pussy with enthusiasm. But Scott was not done, not yet. He got out of the bed, leaving the two women to explore each other’s bodies, and he returned with two lengths of chain, two ballgags, and a strapon. He locked the chains to each of their collars, and the two slaves immediately started pulling the other woman’s chain while giggling.

Someone is getting along, he thought with a smile as he handed the strapon to Sara. While she tightened the buckles, Scott proceeded to gag them both. It was time for the second act.

It did not take long before the bed was a mess of bodies, drool, and milk. Scott and Sara took turns fucking Claire, who was moaning loudly into her gag, sending long strands of drool onto the sheets. When Scott was not inside Claire, he was pummeling Sara, ramming her with hard, powerful thrusts. There were no breaks, no downtime between the loud, neighbor-disturbing orgasms that caused the gorgeous bodies to tremble with delight. Red marks were visible on both Sara and Claire’s wrists from their struggles, and their eyes rolled back in their head from pure, unfiltered lust when their collar chains were pulled, choking them.

Scott felt like a god as he conducted the chaos, moving bodies, spanking butts, squeezing breasts until streams of milk shot through the room. Their warm, inviting pussies enveloped his cock, welcomed him, showered him with affection and love, and he returned the favor by bringing both women to climax again and again.

How long had they been at it? He did not know. When they finally crumpled together on the bed, they were all exhausted, struggling to catch their breaths. Scott removed the gags, but the girls were still handcuffed and collared, smiling at him with blushing cheeks and flushed chests. The two women snuggled up next to him on either side, warming him with their bodies, caressing him.

Claire let out a longing, satisfied sigh. “It’s good to be home.”
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