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The sun was setting over the huge city, and Claire had to stop working for a minute to enjoy the view. The orange rays reflected in the windows of the towering skyscrapers, and the sight filled her with a sense of wonder and gratitude. Few people would appreciate working as a maid and cleaner in a large corporate office, but to Claire, it was perfect. She rarely had to interact with others, and the familiar tasks had helped her adjust to her new life as a free woman. Sara had offered to help Claire get an education and find a less menial job, but Claire had refused, at least for now.

You’re far from Estria, Claire, she thought to herself with a smile as she continued gathering empty coffee cups from the desks before wiping them down. She had only met the other cleaning ladies a few times, and she chuckled to herself when she recalled how one of them had called the job “pure slavery”.

She paused next to a large mirror near the elevator. The once pale face had managed to get some color in the cheeks during the wonderful summer, and the black hair shimmered under the fluorescent lights. Life had certainly changed for the better, but Claire still had trouble leaving some parts of her Estrian life behind; she still wore a maid uniform to work, even though it was not necessary, but it felt safe and familiar to her, even though the black fabric was tight and barely able to contain her generous bosom. She felt a pleasant trickle through her pussy as she let her hands run up her body, but she paused when her hands reached her neck. It felt naked without the massive collar she had worn in Estria, but Scott had managed to remove it a few weeks after their escape from the oppressive dictatorship since it drew too much attention to Claire in her new surroundings.

At least he had gotten her a similar collar she always wore at home. Even when Scott was not there.

Claire sighed. She could not wait to go home and lock the cold steel on her neck.

Claire was just about to finish up when the elevator doors opened at the end of the office floor. It was not rare for a stressed employee to come in late to work on projects, but when Claire turned to politely greet whoever had arrived, her body froze.

Two broad-shouldered men with short, black hair and beards stepped out of the elevator with grim, determined looks in their cold eyes. One of the two pointed at Claire with a sly smile.

She knew who they were.

Claire started running. It was pure instinct; she knew that she had no chance of escaping the two men, and she cursed her insistence on wearing high heels to work. She flipped over the desk chairs to aid her escape as she aimed for the stairwell at the other end of the huge office floor. Claire could hear one of the men trip and curse behind her, but she did not dare look back.

Claire screamed when one of the scary men grabbed her long black ponytail and yanked her head back.

“Got you!” he said with a thick Estrian accent. “No more running, slave.”

“Let go of me! I’m not a slave anymore!” Claire clawed at the man’s arm to escape, but he did not flinch.

The man smirked. “You’ll always be a slave. Escaping Estria does not change that. Did you think we’d just let a slave run away?”

Claire’s heart was beating in her chest as she watched the other man approach her with a sadistic grin on his face and a pair of handcuffs in his hand.

“Please … I don’t want to go back.”

“That’s not up to you. And don’t think you can go back to being a hotel maid when you return.” The man with the handcuffs grabbed Claire’s arm and clicked the narrow steel shut around her wrist. “They’re going to make an example of you.”

Claire started crying. The Estrian regime was not afraid to torture its slaves. Or worse. She struggled against the two men, but it was in vain. The handcuffs were locked tight around her other wrist, forcing her hands together behind her back. She usually loved the feeling, it was not new to her, but the prospect of being smuggled back to the country she had fled filled her with dread.

“Not a bad little slave cow, this one.” One of the Estrian agents wiped a tear from Claire’s cheek and licked it off his finger. “When is the ship leaving the harbor?”

The other agent checked his watch. “We need to have her locked in a crate and ready for transport in a few hours. We’re not in a hurry.” He pushed Claire into a nearby chair and pulled one of her breasts out of her uniform. “In the mood for a drink?”

“I am. I miss Estrian breast milk when we’re on these assignments.”

Claire was filled with disgust as the man closed his lips around her nipple and started sucking it. Both she and Sara were still lactating heavily, but she was used to sharing her milk with Sara and Scott, not with vile bullies. She hated that part of her enjoyed being cuffed and milked like this.

“I think she likes it,” the other man said and pulled Claire’s head back, forcing his tongue down her throat.

“She’s a true slut, this one.” The agent let go of Claire’s breast for a few seconds and licked a stray drop of milk from her breast. “Maybe we should …”

“What the FUCK do you think you’re doing?” a loud, female voice sounded behind Claire. She recognized the voice as Sara’s, but Claire’s initial relief was soon replaced by fear. What would they do to her?

“Stay out of this,” one of the agents said and stepped between Claire and Sara.

Claire turned her head and saw Sara standing near the stairwell. She looked imposing and confident; she was dressed in her business attire, a short skirt and a button-down, white shirt with ample cleavage. The long brown hair flowed to her shoulders, and there was a fire in her dark eyes.

“I don’t think I will,” Sara said and held out what looked like a small, black remote. “If I press this button, every security guard in this building will come running. You’re trespassing.” Sara’s eyes became narrow slits. “Leave, or I’ll rain hell down on you.”

The two men exchanged frustrated glances. They seemed to be struggling with how to deal with the furious, confident woman in front of them.

One of the agents sighed. “Fine. You win this round.” He raised a threatening finger at Sara. “But we’ll get her some other time.”

The two men left, leaving a handcuffed Claire behind with her breasts hanging out of her maid’s uniform.

“Are you alright, Claire?” Sara said the moment the two men had disappeared into the elevator. “Who were they?”

Claire nodded. “I’m fine, thanks to you. They’re agents, sent by the Estrian regime. Seems they’re not just going to let me get away.” Claire sat up in the chair and wriggled her wrists. “You wouldn’t happen to have a set of handcuff keys on you?”

Sara smiled. “I usually do, but not today. Let’s go home, we’ll unlock them there.”

“Good thing you were working late.” Claire nodded at the remote in Sara’s hand. “We only have one security guard in the building, and he’s old and barely able to stay awake.”

“Good thing they didn’t know that. This is my car key.” Sara reached out a hand to help Claire get up. “Come, we better get going.”

Claire looked up at her friend, her lover, and bit her lower lip. “Well … I’m already cuffed with my breasts hanging out. Would be a shame to let such an opportunity go to waste … Mistress.”

Sara smiled. “Mistress? That’s new.” She let her soft hand run across Claire’s exposed breast. “I like it.” Sara leaned in and closed her lips around her nipple. The sensation was immediately different from how it had felt just a few moments earlier, and it filled Sara with lust. The fear started dissipating as Sara drank from her in the middle of the empty office floor. She pulled at her handcuffs to feel the cold steel dig into her supple flesh, and a pleased smile spread on Claire’s red lips.

She was still a slave. But she did not belong to anyone in Estria anymore. Even though Sara was Scott’s slave in the bedroom and both insisted that Claire was free, she did feel like she belonged to them. When Sara let go of Claire’s breast a moment later and sat on the desk, spreading her legs and pulling up her skirt, there was nothing Claire wanted more than to please her best friend, fellow slave and mistress.

“Lick me … Slave Claire,” Sara said with a sultry smile.

“With pleasure, Mistress.” Claire leaned forward and started licking the exposed, inviting pussy. Sara never wore underwear.

A few drops of milk dripped onto the floor that Claire had just cleaned as she started vigorously licking Sara who responded with a flurry of loud, horny moans. Her tongue explored the outside and inside of Sara’s pussy as it had done countless times before, often while Scott fucked Claire from behind. Claire was not sure she had ever licked Sara without being tied up.

“Fuck, that feels good!” Sara said and bit her lower lip. Sara’s knuckles were white from squeezing the edge of the desk as if she was afraid to fall off if she did not. “Don’t stop!”

I’d never dream of it, Claire thought. For a blissful moment, her worries about the two Estrian agents were forgotten as she pushed Sara into a loud orgasm.

“YEEEEES!” Sara screamed and nearly tumbled backward off the table. Her engorged, milk-filled breasts nearly popped out of the tight shirt as she tried to calm herself.

Claire leaned back in the chair, satisfied with her performance. It brought her great pleasure to please Sara.

“That was amazing,” Sara said as she got to her feet. Her legs seemed to have trouble carrying her, but she managed to steady herself and pull her skirt down. “Do you want me to return the favor?”

Claire shook her head and smiled. “No. I’m ready to go home now.”

The lights on the side of the highway flickered past as the two women drove towards the home they shared with Scott, the man who had rescued them both. Claire’s wrists were starting to go numb from the tight handcuffs, and it was hard for her to get comfortable in the car seat.

Claire took a deep breath. “They’re going to keep coming after me, Sara. I … I don’t want you or Scott to be put at risk, I think I’ll have to …”

“No.” Sara looked at Claire. “You’re not going anywhere. You belong with us. My firm has connections; we can get the state to take those agents to court, to ensure that they can never touch you again.”

Claire felt a swell of gratitude in her chest. “You’d do that?”

Sara placed a hand on Claire’s thigh. “Of course. But you’ll have to testify.”

Claire tried to ignore the growing knot in her stomach at the thought of facing the two men again. “I’m not sure about that, Sara …”

“It’ll be fine, Claire. Scott and I will be there for you, you know that. I can’t bear the thought of losing you.” Sara chuckled. “Besides, we have security cam footage of the two men handcuffing and assaulting you. Your testimony won’t have to carry the whole case.”

“Seriously? Security cam footage?”

“I’ll make sure to edit out what happened after the two men left.”

Sara had been true to her word. A team of highly-paid and ruthless lawyers from the company she worked for had wasted no time in taking the case to the appropriate court, and despite Claire’s hesitation, she found herself in the backseat of Scott’s car heading to the courthouse roughly a month after the unpleasant experience with the two agents. Scott and Sara had done everything in their power to help Claire put some distance between herself and the fear of being kidnapped and put on trial in Estria, but as she saw the courthouse appear at the end of the long street, her heart was ready to jump out of her chest.

“It’s going to be fine, Claire.” Scott looked at her in the rearview mirror and smiled.

A warm sense of love and affection nestled in her chest as she looked into the eyes of her savior, and Claire made sure to soak up every drop of confidence and calm she could from the sensation.

Sara sat next to Claire and squeezed her hand. “We’ll be in the room with you the whole time. And afterward, we’ll celebrate, you’ll see.”

Claire nodded and adjusted her outfit. The maid uniform had been left at home, replaced by an elegant, tight, strapless dress. She had milked herself before leaving, but she still felt like her breasts were ready to burst. She fiddled with the bracelets on her wrist and imagined them as handcuffs; Claire always felt better when she was being cuffed by Sara or Scott, but it had not made sense today.

Claire let out a muted moan; Sara’s hand had let go of Claire’s and moved down between her legs. The feeling of Sara’s gentle fingers rubbing her clit helped replace some of the anxiety with burning lust, but Claire was not certain that it was helpful.

“I know this all makes you uncomfortable,” Scott said and parked the car. “But I promise I’ll keep you collared, shackled, and restrained for a full week when this is all over.” He winked at her and put on his mask.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

Sara pouted and put on her black cloth mask. “Hey, I want that too!”

***

Sara sat next to Scott in the front row of the courtroom, holding his hand. Her eyes were drawn to the two agents, who had reluctantly showed up to avoid a diplomatic incident between the two countries. Their faces were set in stone, and though Sara knew that the trial would have no direct repercussions for the two men, who would just travel home to Estria, she felt a smug satisfaction of knowing that they at least had to spend a day being uncomfortable and bored in court. One of them noticed her staring, but Sara simply responded by blowing him a kiss.

You don’t get to take Claire from Scott and me, she thought. Claire was sitting next to the lawyers from Sara’s company and the state, who had banded together to ensure that Claire could stay. Damn, she looks hot in that dress. Sara had no patience for the long, drawn-out legal nonsense being spouted in front of her, and she allowed her mind to wander and fantasize as she stared at Claire. The huge breasts were impossible to ignore, and the innocent-looking, young face and expressive eyes called out to Sara. She started feeling aroused, not lessened by the feel of Scott’s comforting hand in hers. All she wanted to do was to pull Claire out of the courthouse and go home so they could both submit to Scott for a night of intense sex.

Sara was struggling to focus when the time came to play the security tape. The sight of Claire being grabbed, cuffed, and manhandled by the two thugs was too much for her to bear.

“You seem a little flustered, sweetie,” Scott whispered with a playful smile. “The injustice on display is getting to you, huh?”

Sara rolled her eyes. “Funny.”

“Do you need to … use the bathroom?”

Sara groaned. “I do. Stay here to support Claire, will you?”

He nodded. “Of course. You go … calm down.”

Sara snuck out of the courtroom and found a bathroom nearby. She locked the door and took off the dark blue halter dress to free her strained breasts. With trained, gentle hands, she milked herself into the toilet. She was not in any pain, but the sensation aroused her and brought her great pleasure. A relaxed smile nestled on her lips as the milk squirted into the ceramic bowl.

Couldn’t last until the break, could you? She smiled at her weakness. Living with Scott had turned her into a hyper-sexual being, and she was constantly thinking about bondage and sex.

After emptying both her breasts, Sara opened her purse and pulled out a large red ballgag. She always had some kind of bondage gear nearby, but the metal detectors at the entrance to the courthouse had prevented her from bringing handcuffs. She removed her mask and slowly placed the silicone ball on her tongue before tightening the black leather straps behind her head. She closed the toilet lid and sat down, leaning back against the wall.

Sara felt dirty. Weak.

Horny.

Knowing that she was gagged and naked in a courthouse made it feel taboo, and as she let her fingers wander down her fit, slender body, every touch was like an explosion of ecstasy. When her fingers finally reached the destination, a long strand of drool was already hanging from her gag, drenching her large breasts. She let two fingers slip inside while she rubbed her clit, enjoying the pulses of intense pleasure as they shot through her body.

You’re such a slut, Sara, she thought to herself, but there was no shame or regret connected to the words. She knew what she was.

She did not want to take too long. Claire needed her, and the thought of Claire licking Sara’s pussy that night at the office fueled Sara’s fantasies, as they had done ever since that night. Sara could barely walk through the office floor without getting aroused now, especially when she walked by the desk of Dour Debbie, Sara’s least favorite co-worker, who was amusingly unaware that Sara had been licked to orgasm on her desk.

“MMMMPH!”

Sara did not care if someone heard. The orgasm rolled through her body like a cool breeze on the hottest day of the year as she rubbed the last few drops of pleasure from her clit. She got up from the toilet, wiped the drool off her chest with a towel, and was about to remove the gag when she paused. She looked at the naked brunette in the mirror above the sink and winked at her.

Why not?

Claire was just about to take the stand when Sara returned and sat down next to Scott.

Scott glanced at Sara and looked like he was ready to burst out laughing. “Really, Sara?” he said with a huge smile.

She nodded. She could not answer, after all.

“You don’t think anyone will notice that you’re wearing a huge ballgag under your mask?” Scott shook his head in amusement.

Sara shrugged and tried to keep the drool from soaking her mask.

***

Is Sara … gagged under that mask?

Claire could tell that Sara’s jaw was wide open, even if she had managed to hide the straps to her gag under her long hair, and the observation distracted Claire for a second.

“Miss, did you hear the question?”

Claire blinked a few times and looked at the lawyer. “Sorry, could you repeat it?”

The lawyer smiled. “Certainly.” He pointed toward the two agents. “Were these the men that assaulted you that night?”

The two men scowled at Claire, and she struggled to hold back the creeping sense of panic. “Yes. Yes, they are the ones.”

Had Scott and Sara not been there, Claire had probably given up and made a run for the door, but their presence gave her the courage to answer the tough questions about her life in Estria and the encounter with the two men. It went on for more than an hour. She mentioned how grateful she was to Scott and Sara for taking her in, not mentioning the nature of their relationship, and as she recounted how she had been treated in Estria, she found herself getting slightly aroused.

And noticed that her breasts started lactating heavily.

Fuck, not now!

Claire crossed her arms and leaned back in the chair, hoping to conceal the unfortunate development from the dozens of people staring at her. She could feel the milk seeping through her dress, and she noticed the judge sitting next to her sniff the air as if he was trying to figure out where the sweet aroma was coming from. Claire managed to make eye contact with Sara, who immediately picked up on what Claire was experiencing. She smiled at Claire, mostly with her eyes since her mouth was filled with a ballgag and covered by a mask, and it helped Claire push through the last few questions.

In the end, the judge ruled that Estria had no right to claim Claire, considering her testimony, the evidence, and the country’s controversial human rights history. He berated the two agents and told them that their behavior and disregard for basic rights had no place here and banned them from ever entering the country again. He then said that Claire was allowed to stay indefinitely, especially considering that she already had close ties to where she lived and worked there.

Claire could barely believe that it was over. The ruling was better than she could have imagined, and when Scott and Sara hugged her afterward, it felt as if a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She cried as they embraced her, then she laughed as Sara tried to say something through her gag, causing an elderly couple in the corridor outside the courtroom to turn and stare at the three with a puzzled expression on their weathered faces.

“We have to celebrate!” Scott said with a huge smile. “There’s a great restaurant next door, let’s go have a nice dinner. Then we can celebrate more at home.”

Claire nodded. Her entire body was buzzing with relief and excitement. “Should we go there … right away?” She nodded toward Sara.

“I think we should.” The smile on Scott’s face changed into a boyish grin. “No need to go to the bathroom first, right, Sara?”

Sara glowered at Scott and crossed her arms.

“Miss, you don’t need to wear your mask at the table.”

The waiter smiled at Sara and did not notice that both Claire and Scott could barely contain their laughter.

“She’s just a bit paranoid,” Scott said and started ordering, pausing occasionally to ask Sara if she had any objections to his choices.

Sara made a small jump in her seat, eliciting a curious glance from the confused waiter. Sara glared at Claire, who had decided to return the favor from the car, and had her hand up Sara’s dress underneath the long table cloth. The restaurant was high-class, and Claire enjoyed the absurdity of rubbing Sara’s clit while Sara tried to hide the fact that she was gagged.

This is going to be a lovely night.

It had been a wonderful dinner, but Sara just wanted to go home after a long day in court. She was sitting in the backseat, leaning up against Sara, who was massaging her jaw after being forced to wear the gag longer than she had intended. Claire was exhausted, but she did not want to sleep.

She knew what awaited her at home. And she could not wait.

“That was cruel, Scott,” Sara said, touching the marks left by the strap on her gag. The waiter had looked at them several times during the dinner.

Scott smirked. “You deserved it.” He looked at Claire in the rearview mirror. “Are you alright, sweetie? We don’t have to play tonight.”

Claire shook her head. “I want to. I need it … Master.”

Officially, Sara was Scott’s girlfriend and Claire merely lived with them, but in reality, the three of them were all dating each other. Sara and Claire often had sex when Scott was not home, which he did not mind, and the three of them slept together in the same bed. Scott was a caring and loving boyfriend, but in the bedroom, he was their master.

Claire and Sara knelt in front of Scott the moment the door closed behind them. They placed their hands behind their heads and awaited his command, as they had done countless times before. The dynamic changed in a heartbeat; Sara’s bubbling personality and snarky remarks were hidden away, and the submissive beneath came to the front. Claire was impressed at how quickly Sara could change between the two sides of herself. To Claire, the submissive side was always there in some form, and she had found peace with that.

Scott opened the closet nearby and found two wide steel collars. Claire’s heart started beating faster at the sight of the shiny metal, and she shivered as the collar snapped shut around her neck.

Now I’m home, she thought and let out a relieved sigh. The weight of the steel on her neck and throat replaced all the worries of the outside world. Everything was simpler when she was collared. She watched Scott collar Sara as well, and the two girls smiled at each other.

Scott did not need to give out commands. He unzipped his pants and presented his wonderful cock to the two slave girls. Scott looked down at the two with a raised eyebrow. Claire did not hesitate and started licking the shaft of Scott’s cock. She loved the musky smell, and soon, Sara joined in. The two women enthusiastically licked the ever-growing cock from either side, both wanting to satisfy their master

This is where I belong, Claire thought. She looked up at Scott as she took the tip in her mouth, gently caressing it with her tongue while Sara continued licking the lower part of his shaft as well as his balls. The eyes of the two women were sparkling with lust and affection.

A muted moan escaped Scott’s lips, but he retained full control as his cock hardened.

Claire took as much of the cock in her mouth as she could before gagging. The tight collar did not make it easier on her, but she found the choking sensation arousing. Her tongue danced up and down the underside of Scott’s dick while she moved her head back and forth, but she knew that this was only the warm-up, the entrée, and she was proven right a moment later when Scott pulled his drool-drenched cock out of her mouth.

“Very good, my slaves,” he said. His voice was darker and harder than it had been in the car, more commanding. “Crawl into the bedroom. Now.”

They obeyed. The carpet scraped against Claire’s knees as she crawled behind Sara into the room that Scott had fashioned into a temple to pleasure. The king-sized bed was the centerpiece, but since Claire had started living there, an X-shaped cross had been added.

The two women knelt at the foot of the bed and awaited instructions. Claire’s entire body was shaking in anticipation, and she could tell that Sara felt the same way. Scott got onto the bed and leaned against the headrest, looking at the two girls with a devious smile.

“Slave Sara …”

“Yes, Master?”

“Tie up Slave Claire.”

Sara’s eyes widened as she bit her lower lip. “Yes, Master. How do you want her tied up?”

“You decide.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Claire watched as Sara walked toward the dresser that contained the toys. She walked slowly and sensually, and she looked like a kid in a candy store as she opened the drawer and gazed at the countless tools at her disposal. The streetlamp outside illuminated her gorgeous body. Claire found a matching set of wrist and ankle cuffs made from black leather.

“Put out your hands,” she ordered as she stood in front of Claire, who obeyed immediately.

“Mmm …” Claire felt a pleasant shiver as the soft leather was tightened around her wrists.

“Don’t be too kind to her, Slave Sara,” Scott said and started touching himself as he observed the two women.

Sara nodded and grabbed Claire by the black hair, pulling her to her feet. Claire was loving the rough treatment at the hands of the beautiful Sara, and she was already wet when Sara pushed her against the cross and shackled her wrists and ankles to the corners, leaving Claire standing in a stretched X-shape. Claire could barely move, and she had to stand on her toes to take some of the strain off her arms.

“Is that all, Slave Sara?” Scott asked.

“No, Master.” Sara retrieved a steel chain from the drawer and locked it to Claire’s collar before grabbing a stool to stand on. Sara pulled the chain above Claire’s head, attaching it to a hook in the ceiling. The chain was tight, and the combination of the choking and the feel of Sara’s massive breasts pressing against her face made Claire hornier than she already was.

Sara got down from the stool and kissed Claire. Their tongues met in a passionate display of furious lust and tenderness, both forceful and gentle at the same time. Sara’s lips soon found their way onto Claire’s breasts, and the two women shared an intimate, intense moment as the milk flowed from Claire into Sara’s mouth.

Scott could not wait any longer. He got up from the bed and stood behind Sara, fondling her breasts as she continued sucking Claire’s. Soon, drops of milk started trickling from Sara’s breasts and onto the floor. The room was filled with the moans of the two women as the world outside seemed to disappear.

“Lick your slave sister,” Scott said after a while. The floor was soaked in Sara’s milk, and Claire’s body was quivering with desire. Her arms hurt, and she had to struggle to breathe, but every breath brought a flood of pleasure with it. Scott locked Sara’s hands behind her back using a pair of hinged handcuffs as Sara’s tongue started its skilled performance across Claire’s aching pussy.

Claire closed her eyes and allowed herself to enjoy the moment, free of worries. She was safe. Home. Loved. It was more than she had ever hoped for, and for the first time in her life, she dared to dream about the future.

Then the first lash of Scott’s whip hit her breast.

“AUCH!” she cried out. The next lash hit her a moment later. The pain was intense and stinging, but she loved it. It enhanced her pleasure and sent her spiraling into a blissful abyss as Sara licked her harder and faster. Scott was skilled with the whip, and he soon started raining strikes down on both Claire’s breasts and Sara’s back.

Claire had been whipped before she met Scott, but it had never been pleasurable. This was. It was raw power filled with love and devotion.

“Are you close, Slave Claire?” Scott asked after thrashing Claire’s breasts, which were burning with pain.

Claire nodded. She could barely contain herself anymore. Few things were more amazing than Sara’s skilled tongue. “Yes, Master. Can I come?”

“Not yet.” Scott grabbed Sara’s hair and pulled her away, leaving Claire frustrated and groaning. “But soon.” He forced Sara to turn around and look him in the eye. “You’re going to satisfy us both at the same time, do you understand?”

Sara nodded. “Yes, Master. But … my hands …” She wriggled her handcuffs.

Scott smiled. “You figure it out.” He pulled Sara to her feet and pushed her up against Claire before bending Sara forward and forcing her to take his cock in her mouth.

How is she going to … oh … oh, that’s not bad!

Handcuffs were not going to prevent Sara from carrying out her master’s orders. As she sucked Scott’s cock with enthusiastic devotion, she managed to slip three fingers inside Claire’s pussy. The handcuffs scraped against Claire’s inner thigh, but it was a small price to pay for the torrent of pleasure that followed.

She opened her eyes and looked straight into Scott’s. She loved him, deeply, and they smiled at each other as Sara fought to keep them both satisfied.

Claire came first. All the tension and anxiety she had been carrying for weeks was exorcised from her body in a loud, orgasmic scream. She tore at her restraints only to feel the helplessness and the collar pushing against her throat. She screamed until she was out of breath as she experienced one of the most powerful orgasms of her life. For a moment, she hung from her wrists as her legs collapsed beneath her and the collar choked her even harder. Sara’s fingers stopped their relentless fucking of Claire’s pussy, but Sara left them inside her as a comfort, a reminder that the two were practically welded together now.

Compared to Claire’s, Scott’s orgasm was more muted, but the same could not be said for the massive load of cum he shot onto Sara’s face. She received it with a wide-open mouth and a loving smile. The milky ejaculate trickled down her face as she licked her lips, and though Claire felt a tinge of envy for a short second, she knew that the night was just getting started.

A few hours later, Claire was lying with her head on Scott’s chest, listening to his calm heartbeat. It soothed her, promised her that everything would be okay. Her body was sore; she had been caned, whipped, milked, and fucked until she could barely stand, yet she had never felt better. Scott was half-asleep, and Claire’s hand was resting gently on his cock, as was Sara’s. The two women locked eyes across their lover’s heaving chest and smiled at each other. They were still collared, and neither of them wanted it any other way.
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The Hucow Slaves

When Alicia is kidnapped, she has no idea that her nightmare has just begun. She soon finds herself on an island as one of many hucows owned by a rich, cruel family. Contains all six stories in the series.

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 and her mother are taken to be hucow slaves by a brutal dictator. Will Kate find a way to cope with the torture and the building desire within her?
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

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