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Kate had never been to the capital before. The noise and traffic of the big city were a stark contrast to her sheltered village upbringing and had it not been for the huge billboards showing The Glorious Leader’s stoic face and the ostentatious statues of him on every square, she could easily have been convinced that Drebin had taken her to a different country. It was a warm day, and people sought any shade they could find as they waited for busses and trains on their way to work.

The SUV drove past another large plaza, where bustling market stalls and trendy cafes filled the square with life. But even though hundreds of people were gathered around the tables outside the cafes or buying fruits and wares from the stalls, there was no laughter to be heard. People looked grim and tired, and Kate noticed an older woman who had stopped to look up at the mandatory statue of The Glorious Leader. Her face was numb and unmoved as if she wore a mask, and her hunched posture made it look like she carried a heavy load on her back.

“People seem … sad,” Kate said and adjusted the shackles on her wrist. She was sitting in the back seat, still naked.

“There’s not much room for joy in the city of The Glorious Leader, as you will soon find out for yourself,” Drebin said from the front passenger seat without turning his head. Kate looked at him with a curious frown, surprised to hear those words coming from a loyal servant of the dictator. “We’ll be at the palace soon. I’d advise you to start practicing staying quiet, hucow.”

Kate leaned her head against the window. She had not seen normal people since her collaring ceremony, and she knew that she risked never seeing any again. It was a somber moment, but it was constantly interrupted by the presence of the massive steel dildo inside her, kept in place by the tight chastity belt. It was an unpleasant sensation that prevented her from getting comfortable, and the arousal it caused brought Kate no enjoyment, knowing that she had no way of releasing it.

Nothing could have prepared Kate for the sight of the Palace. She had heard stories from villagers who had visited the capital, but words struggled to describe the scale and wealth on display. At the end of the city’s main square towered a massive building with dozens of several stories tall marble columns. The car drove through a huge gate and into a giant garden laid out between the main building and the beautiful sea, flanked on both sides by more opulent buildings and countless statues of The Glorious Leader, several of them seemingly made from pure gold. Everywhere Kate looked, she saw armed soldiers from The Freedom Guard. The soldiers made sure to stay in the shade, but the other people in the gardens were allowed no such luxury.

There must be dozens, if not hundreds, of hucows here! Kate stared at the naked women tending the garden. They were all naked, collared, and shackled like Kate, all wearing the same steel chastity belts. Their faces were stone, their eyes empty, not unlike how Number Four had seemed when Kate had first met her. They looked like they had no more tears left to cry, that their souls had been crushed long ago.

Drebin looked over his shoulder at Kate and noticed her eyes lingering on the many unfortunate women. “The Glorious Leader allows no one else to enjoy his hucow slaves, but he tends to find new favorites all the time.” A humorless smile split his thin lips. “Some of these girls have not had their belts taken off in years except for their regular cleanings.”

Kate winced at the thought of having the massive dildo stuck inside her for years without being able to touch herself. She would rather endure hours of torture. “We must all endure hardships in our service to Him,” she said in a sarcastic voice.

“More than you know,” Drebin said and nodded toward a huge statue of The Glorious Leader, situated near one of the main buildings. The statue faced the sea, looking out over the endless blue with a subtle smile on his weathered face, but there was no smile to be seen on the woman shackled to the base of the statue. Her hands were restrained above her head, and from the look of it, she had been there for a while. Her eyes were distant and hazy, her lips chapped, and it seemed like her legs were struggling to carry her. Red marks were visible across her abdomen and her breasts. “You’re wondering what she did to deserve such punishment?”

Kate nodded. Her mouth felt dry.

Drebin shrugged. “She probably just broke a vase by accident.” He laughed, but there was no joy in the hollow laughter. “Punishments are swift and cruel here,” Drebin said and pointed at the building, where Kate now noticed several steel cages suspended from chains. Most of them were empty, but some had women in them.

Kate wanted to speak out, to rage at the barbarism on display, but she was no longer surprised at the cruelty she saw. I’m going to kill The Glorious Leader, she thought and clenched her jaw. Then these women will be free. The words rang hollow and naïve in her mind as a guard opened the door and pulled Kate outside.

Drebin exited the car and approached Kate. “Welcome to your new home,” he said and grabbed the chain hanging from Kate’s collar. He dragged her towards a door near the cages. Kate winced every time a whimper was heard from the steel-barred prisons creaking in the mild breeze, and she almost felt relieved as the door closed behind her, sheltering her from the misery.

The inside of the Palace was no less luxurious than the outside. Huge paintings lined the walls and crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling. The sound of her chains rattling with every step echoed in the wide corridor.

“The power of The Glorious Leader is absolute,” Drebin said, sounding like he had just pressed play on a speech that had been recited a dozen times before. “His word is the law, the only law, and if you displease him, you will be lucky if he merely sends you to the mines to work yourself to death.”

Kate shuddered as the words sank in.

“If you please him, you will live,” Drebin continued. “But don’t think that your life will be glamorous if you manage to become his favorite hucow. A hucow slave will find no happiness here.” His face became grim. “Nor do anyone else.”

Kate glanced at a painting depicting The Glorious Leader receiving the admiration and cheer of the people, standing on a balcony overlooking the main square. “He holds such power … what happens to it when he’s gone?”

“The Glorious Leader is eternal,” Drebin said with a sarcastic sting. “There is no heir. If the unthinkable would happen, there would be chaos. Anarchy. The people would be left without direction and purpose.”

Maybe they’ll be better off.

As the two turned a corner, Kate was greeted by the sight of a familiar, unwelcome person.

“Drebin, there you are!” The beautiful, cold face of Evelyn, the doctor who had caused Kate endless misery and pain, appeared in the doorway of what seemed to be a small office. “I see you found another new toy for the …” Her eyes widened as she looked at Kate. “What is she doing here?”

Drebin smiled. “She was the best slave at the auction,” he said and yanked Kate’s collar chain, pulling her forward. He did not attempt to hide that he found endless enjoyment in Evelyn’s visible discomfort. “And The Glorious Leader deserves the best, don’t you agree?”

Evelyn struggled to present a smile and ended up looking like a snarling dog instead. “Of course.” She glared at Kate, who merely smiled in response, fighting the urge to place her hands around the slender neck. “Welcome to the Palace.”

Kate did not know what she had expected, but being bathed and scrubbed by a pair of gorgeous, shackled women was not one of them. They soaked her in water, then milk, exfoliated her skin, and their soft touch was welcome after the grueling treatment Kate had endured at the slave auction. She could not help but be fascinated by the radiant goddesses whose pristine skin was marred by deep scars from brutal whippings. When Drebin left to take a phone call, she finally dared to talk to the woman who was currently washing her breasts.

“How is life here?” she asked.

The woman looked at her with a concerned frown. She blinked a few times, but there was no answer.

“Have you seen my mother? Fiona Be… Fawkes?”

The mention of Fiona’s name made the woman twitch, but there was still no answer.

The other woman, who was busy washing Kate’s buttocks, sighed. “Best not to think of your mother, new girl. Best not to think at all. There’s no room for that here.” She started rubbing Kate’s nipple with her soapy fingers. “All there is to do is to find small rays of pleasure in a sea of despair.” The woman leaned in over Kate’s face. She could feel the woman’s warm breath the moment before the woman’s lips meet Kate’s. It was a strong kiss, forceful even, but Kate did not resist as the slave’s tongue slipped inside her mouth. Her shackled hands appeared behind Kate’s neck, pushing their faces even closer together. The intensity overwhelmed Kate, and she allowed her brain a break from the concerns and worries as she focused on the intense, exploring tongue in her mouth.

The other slave shook her head and sighed. “You’ll get caught.”

The woman gently bit Kate’s lower lip and smiled. “It was worth it.”

Drebin returned shortly after, and neither of the two women spoke another word.

Kate was brought into a huge room placed under a glass dome. The sunlight danced on the marble floors and golden accents of the tapestries, and Kate could not help but feel in awe at the craftsmanship and almost religious atmosphere. A thick chain hung from a crossbeam, and Kate was shackled with her hands over her head in the middle of the room. She was overwhelmed with a sense of occasion and submission, aware that hundreds of women had likely been standing where she stood, scared and trembling at their uncertain future. There were no hucows to be seen in the large, empty room, and the two soldiers that had shackled her went to stand guard at the door.

“This is usually where The Glorious Leader meets his new toys for the first time,” Drebin said and leaned against a column. “Exciting, huh?”

Kate smiled, but she struggled to deal with the conflicting emotions ravaging her body. There was anger, intense, burning anger directed at the guards, Evelyn, and The Glorious Leader. There was fear and anxiety, manifested as an unpleasant knot in her stomach, but there was also lust. The dildo inside her was a constant presence, impossible to ignore, rubbing against the sides of her dripping wet pussy, teasing and torturing her. She knew she would meet The Glorious Leader soon, and though she feared and hated him, she was already desperate to feel a cock inside her.

But it was not The Glorious Leader that entered the room when the doors opened a while later. Kate was standing with her back to the door and heard the sound of heels on the marble floor, the sound of confident, slow steps. She suspected that it was Evelyn, ready to torture and torment the helpless hucow.

“Well, this will be interesting,” Drebin said with a smirk.

The steps came closer. A familiar, fragile scent of lavender reached Kate’s nose, filling her with a sense of warmth and love that she had not experienced in a long time.

“Mother!”

Fiona stepped in front of Kate. The divine face glowed in the sunlight; the sharp features and long blonde, wavy hair were as Kate remembered them, but the blue eyes did not sparkle anymore. They were cold and distant, staring through Kate without any recognition or love. Fiona wore a thin, black dress that could barely contain her bosom. The wide steel collar shimmered on the slender neck, but there were no restraints on her wrists or ankles.

Kate had expected a smile. A hug. Instead, she received a hard slap to her cheek that made her skin burn.

“Be quiet, cow!” Fiona hissed between clenched teeth. Kate stared in disbelief at her mother; she had never been hit by her parents before, and the implications stung more than the pain. “You’re in the Palace of The Glorious Leader now. There is no family here, only servitude and submission.”

Tears started to well up in Kate’s eyes. “Mom, please …”

Another slap, this time harder. Drebin chuckled, amused at the family reunion. Kate’s world and her plans started to fall apart around her. She barely recognized the woman standing before her, standing at her with icy eyes filled with contempt.

“You will address me as Mistress Fawkes, but you’re not allowed to speak until spoken to by The Glorious Leader, myself, or an officer of The Freedom Guard.”

Kate shook her head, unable to fathom what she was witnessing. “Mom, it’s me … Kate.”

Fiona’s eyes became narrow, cruel slits. “It seems words are not enough to get the point across.” She nodded at one of the guards, who returned shortly after with a mean-looking, nine-tailed leather whip. “Count to ten, you talkative whore.”

Fiona disappeared from view. The lashes from the whip were hard and precise, painting Kate’s back with crisscrossed red lines. As Kate screamed, she felt the hope leave her and the last shreds of fragile optimism shatter. Her beloved mother, the kindest person Kate had ever known, was whipping her daughter.

“TEN!” Kate screamed as the final lash landed. It felt like there was nothing left inside her but despair and pain as her back sizzled from the cruel punishment. The steel shackles dug into her wrist as she hung from them, crying and sobbing.

Fiona unlocked the shackles from the chain and watched Kate fall to her knees. “Kiss my shoes, slave.” She grabbed Kate’s hair and forced her head down to the floor. “Kiss them. Show your submission.”

Kate obeyed

“Take her to The Glorious Leader,” Fiona said to Drebin and threw the whip to the floor. She then turned around and left without even looking at Kate.

“It seems your mother found a way to appease The Glorious Leader,” he said and started dragging a disillusioned Kate out of the room. “Last time I was here, she had managed to anger him.”

Kate did not respond. The experience with her mother had shaken her to her core, and she had to muster all her energy to focus on what awaited her.

The Glorious Leader himself.

After months of being a hucow slave, Kate had seen her fair share of terrifying torture rooms and depressing dungeons, but this was the first time that she had been taken to a room with a view. Instead of dragging her to a dark cellar, Drebin instead forced Kate to hobble up several flights of stairs. She groaned as the ankle shackles dug into her flesh, but the pain was secondary to her growing anxiety. The encounter with Fiona kept replaying in Kate’s head, and though she feared that her mother was already lost to her, it only served to make her even more determined to kill The Glorious Leader.

To do that, she needed the right opportunity.

To achieve that, she had to become his new favorite hucow.

“This … this is His bedroom?” Kate asked, flabbergasted. Drebin dragged her into a gigantic room with the largest bed Kate had ever seen. The red silken sheets shimmered in the sunlight that flooded the room from the giant windows. Paintings and tapestries filled the walls, all of them depicting The Glorious Leader lording over hordes of shackled, naked hucow slaves.

“One of His bedrooms,” Drebin answered.

A cool breeze entered through two open doors leading to a large balcony overlooking the gardens. Apart from the bed and a table, the only piece of furniture was a heavy wooden pillory facing the open doors. The wooden beams creaked as Drebin opened them before unlocking the chain from Kate’s wrist shackles and placing her in the pillory. Kate had never been locked in a pillory before, but she was convinced that it was not made for people already wearing wide collars and shackles. The wooden frame barely fit between her collar and head, and as Drebin locked the device, Kate was completely trapped.

“Enjoy.”

Drebin’s steps faded behind Kate, followed by silence. Kate tested her restraints, but there was no chance of escape. It felt odd to be restrained while enjoying the breathtaking view of the endless sea. She could hear the rattling chains from the slaves in the gardens below, and the situation made her reflect on the events that had led her here. She had fought and fucked for so long, and now it seemed that she was too late.

The dictator had broken her mother.

You still have to do it for everyone else. Kate thought of the hundreds of enslaved, miserable women that she had seen, aware that there were thousands like them across the country. The bent-over position made the constant presence of the dildo inside her blur her thoughts, and she suddenly realized how horny she was, despite what had happened.

“That is quite an ass,” a deep voice sounded behind her. It had an alluring softness to it, yet it managed to be authoritative and commanding. Kate felt a soft hand on her exposed buttock. It traveled across the steel of her chastity belt and up her back, lingering at some of the marks and bruises left by the motherly whipping. “I see you met your mother, cow.”

Kate did not speak. She hated the man behind her with a burning intensity, but his presence was overwhelming. Her body shivered from his touch, and a reluctant moan escaped her as The Glorious Leader’s magic hand gently caressed her hair.

He stood before her. Towering above his helpless slave, staring down at Kate with the smile of a man in total control. The face was familiar; Kate had seen it on television, currency, and statues her entire life. He was just a man in his fifties, but he had aged with grace, and he had an aura of power and confidence that was overwhelming. The immaculately trimmed beard and short, dark hair had streaks of gray, but the chest hidden beneath the velvet gown was broad, and the green eyes were intelligent and intense.

“You remind me of your mother when she was your age,” he said. “I found great joy in breaking her. Now, tell me …” He knelt in front of Kate and looked at her with a cold stare. “… do you hate me, girl?”

“N… No, Glorious Leader,” Kate said, barely able to get the words out. Her chin scraped against the polished wood of the pillory, and she struggled to breathe. “I live to serve you.”

The Glorious Leader laughed. “A pre-broken cow slave?” He clapped his hands and stood up. “We’ll see how far your devotion goes. But first, I need a taste. You can tell much about a hucow slave from the taste of her milk.” He took a glass from the table nearby and started milking Kate who felt like a cow as The Glorious Leader’s hands squeezed her hanging udders. He emptied the glass and nodded approvingly. “Good, very good. Refreshing. Such a gift I have given this country, don’t you think?” The Leader walked over to the balcony and placed his hands on his hips. “The milk flows like liquid gold, bringing prosperity to the people. Am I not a generous leader?” He turned to look at Kate.

“Yes, Glorious Leader.” Kate did not doubt that the man in front of her truly believed that the enslavement of countless women was a small sacrifice.

He cocked his head and looked at Kate as if he was trying to decipher a code. “Most hucows usually cry at this point, begging for release.”

“Would you like me to beg, Glorious Master?” Kate looked up at him, trying to hide the hatred burning within her.

He pondered the question for a bit. “I think that’ll come naturally once we get started.”

The Glorious Leader disappeared behind Kate, and she soon heard the arousing sound of a lock being opened and felt the steel chastity belt being removed. Her vagina was exposed, helpless against anything he could think to do, and it felt oddly empty and hollow as the large dildo was removed.

Seconds felt like hours. Nothing happened.

Is he just watching me? The thought enticed her, and Kate could not resist sensually waving her shapely posterior. She wanted him inside her; her lust had trumped her hatred.

Then the first strike from the cane hit her ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made her cry out. It was not followed by another hit. Instead, a strong, gentle hand caressed the point of impact.

Sharp pain again, this time on the other buttock, followed by his caring touch.

Every strike inched closer to Kate’s genitals, adding to her arousal. The Glorious Leader was not hitting her with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and Kate found herself enjoying every hit. It was not what she had imagined. She had expected a sadistic tsunami of pain, not pleasure like this.

What is he playing at? Is this how he broke Mom?

A hit graced Kate’s labia, but her screaming turned to moans as his fingers graced the outside of her pussy.

Then nothing.

She opened and closed her wrists in frustration and tried to move, but it only served to choke her and increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels.

Please, let him…

Silky smooth, delicate skin touched her pussy, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later.

“Do you want my cock, cow?” The Glorious Leader asked. Kate could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed her visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis. This was a different type of torture than what she had experienced before.

“Yes, Master!” Kate said. She was not acting, her body did not care who was standing behind her, only that she wanted him.

There was no menace, no violence as he entered her. It was a grand entrance. He allowed every nerve ending in Kate’s pussy to feel him as he filled her.

How long is this magnificent thing?

Kate had expected pain and torture, but this was a different kind of anguish; no whipping could have tormented her like The Leader’s meticulous, slow penetration did. She convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

Part of her knew that it was all a game. That he wanted to control her with lust, that the pain would come, but the primal part of her brain could not see beyond her desire for more.

After what seemed like an eternity, he pulled out. Kate screamed in frustration, tore at the pillory, and kicked her legs until the steel dug into her ankles. Her body was ravaged by undiluted lust, and The Glorious Leader had been right.

She begged.

“Please, Master …” Her voice was pathetic and whimpering. “Don’t stop …”

“Shut up.” The tone was cold and uncaring. “Don’t for a moment think that you’re more than a piece of meat with udders to me, slave.”

Kate fell silent.

“You belong to me. Your pleasure is mine to control, but don’t expect it.”

Kate screamed when a sharp pain hit her exposed pussy. A cattle prod. She had gotten used to pain, but the shock surprised her, caught her off guard. The metal prongs of the rod rested against her sensitive labia, and the wait was killing her.

“Your pussy is delightful,” The Leader said before delivering another shock. “So are your screams.”

What the …

The Leader started pushing the prod inside her. It felt invasive and terrifying. Kate wanted to beg for him to remove it, but she knew that any word out of her mouth would cause him to activate the prod. She could feel it moving inside her as an unwelcome guest, and it gave him an unpleasant power over her. She had never felt this helpless before, and her entire body shook from fear.

The Glorious Leader rotated the cattle prod. “I’m finding that I enjoy your company,” he said, but there was no trace of kindness in his voice. “Your body is …” He paused as his fingers moved slowly across Kate’s exposed buttocks, but she was too focused on the feel of the horrifying device inside her to appreciate the touch. “… divine. You’re obedient … tasty …”

Intense, overwhelming pain shot through Kate’s body, pain worse than anything she could ever have imagined. Though the jolt was over in a second, the burning sensation and dread remained. Kate started crying when her piercing scream subsided; she would do anything to never feel that kind of pain again.

What has Mother had to endure? The thought lingered and chilled Kate to the bone. She breathed a sigh of relief when she felt the prod being removed.

“Now you know what I can do,” The Glorious Leader said and locked the chastity belt back onto Kate. The large dildo felt nice inside her, but it was a poor substitute for the Leader’s cock. “It can get worse. Much worse. Continue to satisfy me, and your life here will be tolerable. But it will never be free of pain.”

With those words, he left the room, slamming the door behind him. Kate stared at the floor, stared at the small pool of drool and tears that had gathered beneath her. She was filled with fear. Fear and hate. She hated the Leader more than ever; he had broken her mother, tortured countless women, and ruined the lives of thousands of families.

And she hated that part of her yearned for his affection, for the chance to feel him inside her again. Her mind was still determined to follow through on her plans, but her body was struggling.

Kate was sore and tired when a guard finally came to release her from the pillory. A chain was locked to Kate’s wrist shackles, connecting them, and the guard did not utter a word before he started dragging Kate down the stairs to the palace’s basement. It was dark and chilly, a stark contrast to the colorful, sun-bathed hallways above. A knot formed in Kate’s stomach at the sight of squalid conditions that reminded her of a medieval dungeon. The stalls at the farm suddenly seemed like a five-star hotel.

“I’ve been asked to give you the tour,” the guard said in a monotone voice as he pulled Kate’s collar chain and guided her down through the low-ceilinged corridor. He paused at a hole in the floor covered by a steel grate. “The Leader doesn’t send many back to the farms or mines. He sends most of the hucows that angers him down here.”

The flickering light from a nearby lightbulb illuminated the hunched naked figure of a shackled woman sitting beneath the grate in a cramped hole. She was shaking and whimpering, and the stench of stale milk reached Kate’s nostrils.

“How long does she have to stay there?”

The guard shrugged. “Who knows? She might never get out.” He bared his teeth in a humorless smile. “Hucows rarely leave the dungeons.” With a yank on the chain, he signaled for Kate to keep moving.

They passed several tiny cells and cages, many of them occupied. The women looked frail and broken, staring through Kate with empty eyes. She knew that it was meant to frighten her, to make her fall in line, but it only served to steel her resolve.

The Glorious Leader had to die.

The dungeons were vast, and Kate soon lost count of how many miserable women she had seen. Some parts of the catacomb-like cellars had women chained with their hands above their heads along the walls, and Kate and the guard walked through several well-stocked torture rooms where the sound of cracking whips and painful screams made Kate flinch.

“You must’ve made quite an impression,” the guard said after a while. “Most new hucow slaves start in these cells.”

They had entered a part of the dungeon where the cells were larger and the stench less invasive. Only a few of the cells were occupied. The guard led Kate past them and up the stairs at the end. They continued upward for several minutes; the heavy shackles weighing on Kate’s ankles made the trek up the narrow stairs painful and arduous, and she was ready to lie down on the floor when they reached the top.

“Welcome to the Prison of the Favored,” the guard said. Half a dozen cells with steel-barred doors were placed on one side of a wide corridor, and bright sunlight shone through the cells’ barred windows. The guard opened one of them and pushed Kate inside. “This is as close to luxury accommodations as you’ll ever get.” He slammed the door and locked it before leaving.

Kate sat down on the small, hard bed. There was only a thin mattress, but it was better than anything she had slept in since her capture. The cell was tiny and cramped, but the breeze from the sea seeping in through the window was invigorating. The cell was placed at the top of the Palace, looking over the impressive gardens and the calm sea.

Kate allowed herself to drink a handful of her breastmilk to quench her thirst. This is not too bad, Kate thought and laid down on the bed. She closed her eyes and tried to rest, but the empty stares from dozens of broken women in the palace dungeons haunted her. Kate had been through so much to get here, yet she was somehow better off than so many others. She forced herself to remember their faces, to use their suffering as fuel for her vengeance, but something else started finding its way through the sea of faces.

The Glorious Leader. And his glorious cock.

Kate felt weak as the leader pushed his way into her mind, and the dildo inside her, held in place by the steel chastity belt, seemed to grow and rub against the walls of her pussy. A gentle trickle of arousal started in her loins and soon consumed her body. She tried to push a finger under the unforgiving steel to relieve the pressure, but it was impossible. Kate let out a frustrated groan; the inability to touch herself was torturous, and she feared that it would drive her mad if the belt was going to remain in place for long periods at a time.

“Kate?”

The whispering voice brought Kate back to reality, away from the images of tortured women and confident, well-endowed dictators.

“Mom?”

Kate started crying at the sound of her mother’s voice. “Mom, is it really you?” She got up from the bed and walked towards the cell door, but she could not see anyone in the corridor outside.

“It’s me, sweetie.” The voice came from the adjacent cell and was shaking with happiness and sorrow. “I’m so sorry for what I put you through! I had to … keep up appearances.”

The tears refused to stop, and Kate tried to reach a hand through the bars in a desperate attempt to reach her mother, but the gap was too narrow and her shackles got caught. “It’s alright, mom. I’m just glad to hear your voice.”

“I wanted to hug you so badly, sweetie,” Fiona said. “They never told me what happened to you since they showed me that awful video of your punishment.”

The memory was not a happy one, but it meant nothing at the moment. Kate was reunited with her mother, even if they were in different cells. “Are we alone here, mom?”

“Yes. There’s usually a guard nearby, so we shouldn’t talk for long. It’s too risky.” Fiona paused. “Why’re you here, Kate? This is a horrible place.”

Kate could not help but smile. “The places I’ve been won’t be getting favorable reviews either.” She lowered her voice. “I came for you, mom. I came to get close to The Glorious Leader to kill him and free us both.”

Fiona did not answer at first. For a moment, Kate wondered what would happen if her mom had truly submitted to The Leader; had Kate just signed her own death sentence by revealing her plan?

“It’s … it’s impossible, Kate.” Fiona had taken on the familiar role of the concerned mother. “It’s too risky.”

“It was impossible to get here,” Kate said with a smile. “I just need to …”

“You’ve always been stubborn, sweetie,” Fiona interrupted, but there was no condescension in her voice. “Yes, he would likely be vulnerable if we can get him alone, but Evelyn is here.”

“I know, I saw her.”

“She’s been working against me since I got here. She’s the reason you were punished.” Fiona sighed. “She started trash talking your father and sister, so …”

“You slapped her, didn’t you?”

“Hard.”

Kate chuckled. Her mother was a gentle soul, but when it came to her family, she was extremely protective. “Then it was worth it. We’ll just have to get rid of Evelyn, then.”

It all seemed so simple in her mind, but Kate had no idea how, and before her mother had a chance to respond, they heard footsteps. A guard came by to milk them both, and the two did not dare talk anymore that night.

Kate soon settled into her new routine at the palace. She rarely got the chance to talk to her mother, and even then, they only dared speak a few encouraging words, but it was enough to keep her spirits high as she tended both the gardens and the needs of the cruel dictator. She was often called away from her chores to satisfy The Leader, and though he was cruel, often leaving her with terrible bruises, he at least fucked her thoroughly from time to time. Constantly having a large dildo inside her ensured that Kate was in a near-permanent state of frustrating arousal, and the endless stream of lust was distracting and exciting at the same time. Her mind was a battlefield, caught between her desire for revenge and her desire for The Leader’s cock.

Kate was tending the herb garden when a guard came to get her. As usual, she was allowed to wash in cold water before going back inside the palace. Kate welcomed the cool air inside after half a day in the scorching sun, but her aching muscles hoped that the dictator was in a good mood and not looking to take his anger and frustrations out on her with another lengthy torture session.

Where the hell are we going?

The guard led her down the luxurious corridors, away from the dungeons and torture rooms, and Kate was surprised to find herself in what looked like a briefing room. Multiple large screens showing maps of the country’s regions bathed the room in a blueish glow, and a few dour-faced generals weighed down by countless medals stood in front of a giant mahogany desk behind which The Glorious Leader sat.

“About time,” he said when he saw Kate. “Bring her over here.” He pushed a glass toward Kate before he pulled his chair out from the desk and unzipped his pants. “Continue, general Weiss.”

The general stared at Kate as she walked up to the table and started milking herself. The silence in the room was thick, broken only by the sound of the milk being sprayed. “Are you sure, Supreme Leader?”

The Leader shrugged and gestured for Kate to suck his cock. She stopped milking and got on her knees in front of the dictator “I need something to calm me.” He emptied the glass with a sigh. “My slaves have no means of communication with the outside world, you can continue the briefing.”

General Weiss cleared his throat. “Very well. As I said, the intelligence gathered from the assault indicates that there could be a mole inside the palace working with the rebels.”

Kate made sure to listen to the briefing, but she knew that she had to try and fade into the background while still performing her duty. She freed the giant cock from the pants and started moving her shackled hands up and down the girthy shaft. The chains clattered as they hit the chair, and she winced whenever the sound caused general Weiss to pause. Kate leaned in over The Leader’s crotch and rubbed the tip of the cock against her lips, occasionally teasing it with a gentle lick. He hardened in her hands, and a pleased moan escaped his lips when she finally opened up and took him in her mouth. The skin was velvety and soft; it felt nice against her tongue, and she appreciated the fact that The Glorious Leader always prioritized cleanliness. The scent of expensive soap reached her nostrils as she traveled down the cock until she felt the tip against the back of her throat.

“Are you sure, Weiss?” The Leader said. Kate could feel his body tremble with anger, and she hoped that the blowjob would calm him before he chose to take it out on her.

“I am. Don’t worry, we’ll find the culprit soon enough.” Out of the corner of her eye, Kate could sense the general staring at her as she pleasured The Leader.

“That’ll be all,” the dictator said and waved his hand, turning his focus toward Kate. As the generals left, The Leader grabbed hold of her hair and pushed her head down, causing her to choke and cough. “Worthless idiots …” he mumbled to himself as his body started twitching, telling Kate that he was getting close.

She tightened her lips around his cock as her tongue continued to apply pressure to the underside. Her hands fondled his scrotum and stroked his cock; she knew he loved it, knew she was good at it, but there was no way to predict what would follow the inevitable load of cum that would soon be deposited down her throat or onto her face.

His hands grabbed her hair tighter. Kate took a deep breath through her nose just in time; The Glorious Leader forced his cock down her throat and shot his load inside her, giving her no other option but to swallow.

He groaned and fell back in the chair. Kate still had him in her mouth and could feel his emptied cock going flaccid, but she did not dare move.

“Useless, worthless idiots …” he said with a sigh. He yanked Kate’s head back and stared at her. There was a spark of madness in the cold eyes. “Can you believe it, cow? Insinuating that there could be a traitor in the palace?”

Kate knew it was rhetorical, that she was not expected to answer, but this was an opportunity she was not likely to ever get again. She swallowed the last few drops of cum and cleared her throat. “Glorious, divine Leader, I …” she said, meeting his frenzied gaze. “I … know I might be speaking out of turn, and I apologize, but I’ve seen Doctor Evelyn pass notes to one of the guards a few times when they thought no one was watching.”

The response was immediate. The palm of The Glorious Leader landed on Kate’s cheek with a loud crack. “You have some guts speaking to me without permission, slave,” he said and bared his white teeth. He paused. “But I doubt you’d risk lying to me.” He raised an eyebrow. “I’m enjoying your services, but I’ll not hesitate to hang or behead you if you tried to deceive me.”

Kate’s mouth felt dry, but she continued to stare into the dictator’s eyes. She had gambled it all in an attempt to sow a seed of doubt in The Leader’s mind, and she had no idea if it would grow.

“The guard will take you to your cell.” The Leader pushed Kate away and got up from the chair. He zipped his pants and stretched the broad-shouldered body as he stared out the window. “After he has given you twenty lashes for speaking out of turn.”

That night, Kate had a short talk with her mother, and in the following days, they both nurtured suspicions against Evelyn when they were alone with The Leader. Though the Leader was reluctant to admit that it was having an effect, he no longer hit Kate when she dared speak about Evelyn, and one day, while Kate was busy in the garden, she saw a furious-looking Evelyn being escorted by two guards, likely to be interrogated. Kate knew that she would deny everything; after all, none of what she had said was true, and she doubted that the word of two hucow slaves would carry much weight against the word of the country’s most powerful physician.

But it was not the only uncommon thing happening.

“What’s going on?” Kate whispered to a nearby slave when she noticed a dozen slaves carrying huge trunks and several suitcases into a truck parked near the main gate.

The slave, a dark-haired beauty who had been there a lot longer than Kate, nervously looked around before answering. “The Leader is going away for a few days, or so I’ve heard.”

A sinking feeling, as if a black hole had formed in her stomach, overwhelmed Kate. “Who … who’s in charge while she’s gone?”

The girl shrugged. “Not sure. General Weiss, if he’s in town, or the doctor. Doesn’t really matter, does it?”

It matters.

The Glorious Leader did not bring his two favorite hucows with him, and Kate felt control slip from her grasp as she watched the limousine leave. The Leader was cruel and unpredictable, but as his property, Kate was protected somewhat. But as she looked across the large courtyard and saw Evelyn staring at her with fiery eyes and crossed arms, she knew that things could get ugly fast.

And she would not have to wait long.

“Looks like the Fawkes family received luxury accommodations,” a voice sounded outside Kate’s cell the next morning. Kate woke from her restless slumber and felt a sense of immediate dread.

“What can we do for you this beautiful morning?” Fiona remarked sarcastically. Kate could hear the chains from her mother’s shackles as she walked toward the steel bars.

Kate hesitantly approached the cell door. Evelyn was flanked by two guards and the guard captain. “You two have been playing a dangerous game, spreading rumors …” The doctor could not hide the anger roaring beneath her pristine skin. “It ends today. For good. I should’ve gotten rid of you two a long time ago.” She looked toward Fiona’s cell. “And when the two of you are gone, I’ll send a squad to your miserable village and make sure the rest of your family follows.”

“You can’t …” Fiona started, but Evelyn was not having any of it.

“Shut up! Your silver tongues have whispered and licked for long enough! I’ll not have my name slandered like this! Guards! Take them to the square!”

The guards opened the cells and dragged Kate and her mother out. They tried to struggle, but the guards made sure to connect their wrist and ankle shackles by chains, making it nearly impossible for them to do anything but hobble along as they were pulled out of the palace.

“Please, Evelyn! Not my daughter! This was my idea, don’t punish her!”

Kate barely recognized her mother in the teary mess of a woman next to her. The confidence was gone; only a concerned, regretful mother was left. Evelyn did not flinch. A gloating smile was plastered over her beautiful face as she opened a door leading out to the city’s main square.

No. Oh God, no!

Kate stared in horror at the elevated platform that had been erected right outside the palace. The memory of her collaring ceremony came crashing down upon her as she looked at the two ropes hanging from a thick crossbeam, visible to everyone in the large crowd that had assembled. Only a few guards were visible, and the crowd stared at the two naked women being pushed up the stairs with empty eyes as if they were afraid to show any emotion. The gallows were a simple construction, seemingly made in a hurry, and the two chairs placed beneath the ropes were simple folding chairs.

“The Glorious Leader can’t have sanctioned this,” Kate said as she felt the dread settle in her stomach. She saw no way out.

Evelyn scoffed. “He won’t be back until tomorrow. Enough time for me to get a few guards to testify that they heard the two of you conspire against me. I can play this game too. He’ll be mad that I had you executed at once, but he’ll accept it.” She walked up to Kate and smiled. “This is the end of the road, you miserable cunt of a hucow. Your death will be slow; you’ll hang from your collars, which will take their sweet time choking the life from you. Enjoy.”

A guard lifted Kate onto the chair and tied the rope to her collar. She struggled to keep her balance on the rickety chair. “I’m sorry, mom. I shouldn’t have gotten us into this mess.”

“Don’t be.” Her mother had regained her calm demeanor, but she could not stop the tears from streaming. “It’s my fault that they took you in the first place.” She looked at Kate and smiled. “I love you, Kate.”

“I lo…”

Kate was interrupted when Evelyn kicked the chair out from under her.

The strain on her neck was horrifying. Kate tried to lift her hands to grab the rope above her, but the chain connecting them to her ankles prevented it. In desperation, she tried finding something, anything, to stand on, but there was nothing. An eerie silence had fallen on the crowd, and nothing but the rattling chains caused by Kate and Fiona’s final struggle could be heard.

This was it. Kate could feel consciousness slipping from her.

Then she heard a sound. Footsteps. On the stairs. Several of them. I must be imagining it, she thought as her vision began to fade.

Voices.

Muddled voices.

Someone was yelling, but she could not make out the words. She fell for what felt like an eternity, into the void, convinced that death had finally come for her, but it was not to be.

Instead, she cried out when she landed on the wooden platform.

“Guards, seize that woman!”

“What? On what grounds?” Evelyn’s voice sounded furious and spiteful.

“Treason!”

Kate knew that she recognized the second voice, but she could not place it. She was too focused on breathing and coughing.

“I have evidence that she’s been collaborating with the rebels. Arrest her!”

Kate opened her eyes and saw the beautiful sight of Evelyn being handcuffed by two men from the Freedom Guard. When the doctor tried wrestling herself away, they punched her in the stomach before dragging her from the platform.

A familiar face appeared before Kate. “Looks like I got here just in time.” Drebin smiled, but as usual, Kate did not get the feeling that he had any affection for her. This was somehow purely business.

“Seems so,” Kate said between her coughs. A guard helped her to her feet. She looked at her mother, who was just as disoriented as Kate but managed a tired, relieved smile. “Thanks.”

Drebin raised an eyebrow. “Don’t think I did this for you. I just didn’t want Evelyn getting away with her cover-up.”

Kate looked at Drebin with a furrowed brow. “This evidence you mentioned …”

“… is none of your business.” Drebin nodded toward the guards. “Take them back to their cells.”

The next day, Kate and her mother were once again dragged from the cell by guards. They had had no chance to discuss the events of the previous day, and neither of them knew what to expect when they walked into the briefing room that Kate had only seen once before. There were no generals this time, though, only The Glorious Leader behind his desk and Drebin standing beside him.

“Ah, my two favorite slaves,” The Leader said and clapped his hands together. “My cock has missed you during my trip. Next time, I’ll make sure to bring you. It seems you got into a spot of bother while I was away.” The sleazy smile did not match the cold cruelty visible in his eyes. “I do not tolerate treachery. You two made me aware of the betrayal happening under my roof, and Drebin has since confirmed it.” He leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes. “Don’t you love the sound of justice?”

Kate had gotten used to hearing cries and screams in the distance since she arrived at the palace, but she now noticed the piercing, terrified screams of a woman carried on the gentle breeze that snuck through the open windows. With her heart pounding in her chest, Kate dared to walk toward one of the windows and looked down at the courtyard below.

That … that is justice? Kate hated Evelyn, but what she saw failed to resonate as justice in her mind. The graceful doctor hung naked from her wrists, suspended from the outstretched arm of a giant statue depicting The Glorious Leader. Her feet dangled a foot off the ground while two guards tore into her body with thick leather whips. Her body was bloodied and bruised, barely recognizable, and two other guards completed the grueling torture by throwing salt at the wounds. Evelyn’s screams pierced Kate’s body and chilled her to the bone.

“That is just a small break from the real torture,” The Leader said and chuckled. “I had a delightful session with her this morning. She insists on her innocence, but she’ll confess soon enough.” He looked up at Kate. “Do you find me too cruel, slave?”

Just kill her. This is too much. “No, Supreme Leader.”

He nodded. “Death is too easy. A traitor does not deserve death. I have … specialists who can keep someone alive for months in unimaginable pain. If she makes it through that, we’ll see what happens.” He shrugged with remarkable indifference. “Maybe I’ll have her hanged. Who knows?” He got up from the chair and laughed. “But why sully this day with such trite? Later today, my people will celebrate my return! And the two of you have deserved a reward.”

Fiona looked nervously at Kate.

The Leader smiled. “I’ll let the two of you pleasure me together! It’ll be great.” He snapped his fingers at Drebin. “Make sure they’re bathed and cleaned before you take them to the thirteenth bedroom, Drebin. I think I’ll join in the justice outside for a bit to get myself warmed up.”

As two slavegirls bathed her, Kate wondered if this was it. If this was the chance she had been waiting for. She locked eyes with her mother across the room steamy room. The kind face was serious and stern; Fiona was thinking the same thing. Kate looked down at her shackled hands. How would she ever manage to kill the leader while she was restrained like this? She pushed the worries away for now – every encounter with The Leader was risky, and they had to focus and perform their best to stay on his good side in case an opportunity did not present itself.

Kate felt like her heart could jump out of her chest as the guard escorted her and her mother toward the bedroom. Kate had not been in this particular room before; The Glorious Leader had countless bedrooms, all furnished differently, but this one was by far the largest Kate had been in. A giant bed with black satin sheets was placed in the middle, the bedframe littered with anchor points. Numerous cages were strewn throughout, mixed in with pillories, stocks, crosses, and what Kate could have sworn was an actual iron maiden complete with terrifying spikes on the inside. It was a room of torture, not pleasure, but Kate had found that the line between the two tended to blur at times.

Drebin greeted them as they entered. “The Leader will be here shortly,” he said. “I’ve placed some refreshments on the table over there.” He gestured towards a silver tray laden with fresh fruit and drinks. “He might need it, he will be addressing the crowd from the balcony when he’s done with you.” Drebin smiled at the two naked women before leaving the room. They could already hear the murmurs of a large crowd gathering outside.

Kate and her mother looked at each other. It was the first time in a while that they had been alone together.

“Are you up for this, sweetie?” Fiona said and held Kate’s hand. A pleasant warmth spread throughout Kate at the affectionate touch, and Kate cursed the shackles that prevented her from hugging her mother.

“I’ve learned a lot since this all started.”

Fiona smiled. “I’m sure you have.” She let go of Kate’s hand when the doors opened a second later and The Glorious Leader strode into the room. Bloodstains were visible on his white shirt, and Kate felt nauseous at the thought of what Evelyn had to endure because of Kate’s machinations. Part of her felt guilty, but she was soon forced to focus on the dictator when the shirt and pants vanished, drawing Kate’s attention towards the towering erection.

“Nothing like a bit of torture to get the blood flowing!” The Leader proclaimed and laughed. He threw himself onto the bed and laid on his back. “Let’s get started! You both know what I like.”

Kate and Fiona shared a concerned glance before they both put on seductive, lustful smiles and slowly walked toward the bed. Kate’s wrists were connected by a long chain, giving her more room to move than she was used to, and as she crawled onto the bed, she considered using the chain to choke the despicable man.

Too risky. He might call for the guards outside the door before I can finish it. Instead, Kate let her soft fingers run gently up The Leader’s leg while Fiona leaned in and kissed him. Kate disliked watching her mother kiss a man other than her father, but the carefree life in the village seemed like a distant memory now. She was no longer the same person.

She was a hucow slave.

“It’s a privilege to kiss your magnificent lips,” Fiona said. Her voice was warm and passionate. “Thank you for allowing us this great honor, Supreme Leader.”

The Leader smiled and let out a pleased sigh. He loved being praised, and Kate had often struggled to keep finding new adjectives when she had been forced to revere him.

Kate started licking and sucking on his toes. She could tell that he was in no hurry to finish, and she knew from experience that rushing him when he was in a good mood could ruin things fast. The dildo inside her gently massaged her pussy as she moved on the mattress, turning her on.

Kate’s fingers gracefully traveled across the thin skin on the top of the large foot. There was hardly a patch of hardened skin to be found anywhere on the toes or sole. Kate moved her thumb in small circles beneath the toes, eliciting pleased moans from the dictator. Their ability to elicit loud expressions of pleasure from the cruel man helped Kate feel in control, and her confidence grew as her hands moved up his hairy legs. This was going to work. An opening would present itself.

Kate and Fiona would be free.

“I’m thirsty,” The Leader said and smiled. “Milk each other into my mouth.”

Kate forced herself away from the beckoning erection and placed herself next to The Glorious Leader’s glorious head, across from her mother. We could smother him with our giant breasts, Kate thought and almost laughed from the mental image. She made sure to fling the chain to her collar over her shoulder to prevent it from hitting her master in the face before she grabbed her mother’s dangling breast and started squeezing it. Fiona returned the favor, and The Leader was soon drenched in breastmilk. He swallowed it with delight, ignoring the mess, and Kate had to admit that it was a pleasant experience. Her mother was gentle and careful, and it was an immense relief; Kate’s breasts had been tense for a while.

“Delicious!” The Glorious Leader laughed as he licked his lips. “I think it’s time the daughter nourished the woman who breastfed her as a baby.”

Kate winced. Being milked by her mother was one thing, but it seemed awkward to have Fiona feed from Kate. Nevertheless, Fiona went at it with no hesitation or reservations. Kate shuddered when the soft lips closed around her nipple and created a vacuum. It was not arousing or sensual, but intimate and loving. It made her feel appreciated, but The Leader was only entertained for a few minutes before he grabbed each of them by the hair and forced their heads down toward his cock.

The two women started licking the massive cock from either side, feeling it harden. While Fiona fondled the testicles, Kate closed her hand around the soft-skinned shaft. The Leader shivered as the cold steel chains rested on his thighs and between his legs, yet Kate harbored no hope that he would remove them. The sound from the crowd outside mixed with the grunts and moans from the pleased dictator, and there was something oddly meditative about the rhythmic sound of the clattering chains and the slow, sensual movement of the hands up and down the shaft. The Glorious Leader still had a firm grip on Kate’s hair and soon guided her head up toward the tip. She kissed it, licked it, and let her lips massage the sensitive area slowly before she took the entire cock in her mouth.

“You trained your daughter well,” The Leader quipped as Kate sucked his cock. Kate could see that the comment got to her mother, but she kept calm and leaned in to take the dictator’s shaved scrotum in her mouth.

Time seemed to stand still in the large room. The Leader was a man of impeccable endurance, and it took a while before Kate noticed the familiar signs of his coming orgasm.

He pulled her hair and forced her to look at him. “I’m close. Use your hands and direct the cum at your mother’s face.” The smile was playful, but the voice was stern. This was a display of power, and Kate knew that he was only getting started.

Kate obeyed. Fiona looked up and readied herself, and a moment later, the saliva-soaked cock sprayed her face with its thick, warm liquid. It nestled in her hair and on her cheeks, but she received the humiliating load with stoic serenity. It made Kate sick to her stomach to see her mother degraded like this.

The Leader put his hands behind his head with a satisfied sigh. “A decent start, my slaves. I need a little time to recover.” He looked at the two. “You’re going to entertain me in the meantime, do you understand?”

Fiona licked the cum from her lips and nodded. “Yes, Master. How may we please you?” She played her part remarkably well, and Kate understood that she was still an apprentice in the art of sultry seduction as she watched her mother arch her back and push her cum-stained breasts forward.

“Get off the bed.” The leader sat up against the quilted headboard. “Both of you.”

They did as they were told. An intense feeling of unease appeared in Kate’s stomach as she saw the cruel smile on The Leader’s face.

“Lock your mother’s shackles to the chain hanging from the ceiling.”

“Yes, Master.” Kate took a padlock from a nearby table and used it to lock the chain connecting Fiona’s shackles to a long chain near the foot of the bed. The two women shared a concerned look; they both knew that things were about to get unpleasant.

Suddenly, the chain started moving. The Leader had taken a remote from the bedside table and was using it to drive a winch in the ceiling that Kate had not noticed. Her mother stayed calm as her hands were raised, but a hint of anxiety snuck its way into her eyes as her toes lifted off the floor. Soon, she was dangling by her wrists, clinging to the chains in a desperate attempt to keep her weight off her wrists.

“Beautiful!” The Leader laughed and almost jumped in the bed. “Now, lock her ankle chains to the anchor point on the floor.”

Kate hesitated, but she did not dare oppose The Leader. As soon as she had locked the chain to the heavy steel ring, the winch once again started whirring until Fiona was stretched, unable to move. Her breathing was heavy, and her face was already turning red.

She can barely breathe, Kate thought and fought to resist the urge to release her mother.

The Leader jumped off the bed and walked up to an impressive collection of whips, canes, and paddles. He grabbed a cruel-looking nine-tailed whip with knots at the end of the thick leather strands. Kate knew from experience how much that type of whip hurt, and the unease in her stomach turned to outright fear when The Leader handed the whip to her. 

No. Don’t make me do this.

“Punish your mother.” The Glorious Leader had never come off as a pleasant man, but there was a sadistic, gleeful tint to his expressive eyes and the snarling smile that shook Kate to her core. “Don’t hold back. I want to hear Fiona Fawkes scream at the hands of her daughter.”

Kate blinked, desperate to find a way out, but nothing came to mind.

“Do it,” her mother whispered, her voice so low that The Leader could not hear it.

Kate took a deep breath and steeled herself. Other women had been caught up in her quest for vengeance and suffered for it; Alice, the girl at the auction, and probably others as well. But this was her mother. She had to stay on the dictator’s good side until an opening presented itself.

She had to torture her mother.

The chained hands made it difficult, but the first lash still caused Fiona to cry out in pain. Her entire body shook with every hit, and red lines were soon visible all over her body.

“Harder!” The Leader shouted. He circled the two women and chuckled every time the whip crackled. “Her breasts. Whip her breasts.”

Kate poured all of her strength into every hit. She did not dare otherwise. Tears streamed down her cheeks at the sight of her mother’s face contorted in pain. Milk poured from the large breasts as the hits painted them blue and red, and Fiona was no longer able to cling to the chain; she hung from her wrists, which only caused her more agony and discomfort.

“Harder, you cunt!” The Leader’s voice turned shrill. “Punish this worthless bitch for rejecting me all those years ago!” He walked up to Fiona, whose loud, terrified screams had caused the crowd outside to fall silent. “You slept your way to the top, Fiona Fawkes, yet you ignored me. You could’ve been a queen.” He grabbed hold of her nipples and twisted them, sending streams of breastmilk onto the floor. Fiona’s scream sent shivers down Kate’s spine. “But now you’re nothing. A slave. My slave.”

“I’m sorry, Master!” she cried. “I’m so sorry! I was wrong!”

She’s still acting … right?

“You should be!” The Leader grabbed Kate’s collar and pulled her back, causing her to drop the whip. “Show me your submission, your devotion.” He pushed Kate over the side of the bed, still holding her collar chain in his hand. “Say that you want me to fuck your daughter. Say that she is mine to with whatever I want.”

Fiona’s eyes widened, and Kate could tell that she wanted to protest and tell The Glorious Leader to go fuck himself. Kate looked at her mother and nodded. They could not risk angering him, not now.

Fiona’s lips quivered as she spoke the words that seemed to cause her more pain than any whip ever could. “Master … Supreme Leader … please fuck my daughter. She’s yours …”

The Leader’s laugh was deafening. “Well, since you’re asking nicely!” He unlocked Kate’s chastity belt and removed it before ramming his cock deep inside her. It filled and stretched her, and though Kate wanted to hang onto the deep-seated resentment, even the sight of her crying and bruised mother could not prevent the avalanche of lust from swallowing her.

Resist it, Kate. Re… fuck, that feels good.

The primal part of her brain took over. The Leader had been torturously slow the first time he had fucked her, but this was something else. He pounded her pussy with all his strength, showing his raw power. Every thrust caused Kate’s hips to crash into the wooded bed frame, but the pain could not quell her desire for more.

“Look at her,” The Leader said to Fiona. “Look at her! Your once innocent girl is now a submissive slut, addicted to being fucked.”

At that moment, almost as if Kate’s body wanted to underline his point, a furious orgasm tore through her. She screamed; not because of pain, but to allow some of the pure, undiluted sexual tension to be released.

“See?” The Leader laughed once more. “And we’re just getting started.”

Kate had not yet been released by the grips of the intense orgasm when The Leader pulled out, only to force his cock inside her asshole a moment later.

It’s too big! Kate was certain she was going to tear as he filled her, and the pain was excruciating. And yet, part of her loved it; the pain, the humiliation, the raw power. She could no longer look at her mother, all of her energy was spent trying to keep herself together. Kate screamed into the sheets, but The Leader was not going to let her for long. She felt a massive pressure on her neck as the Leader pulled her collar chain and forced her to arch her back and look up.

“Look at your mother, slut.”

Kate was overwhelmed with sorrow when she saw her mother in tears.

“Tell her how you feel.”

“I … I love my Master,” Kate said, barely able to breathe. “I want nothing … more … than his cock. I’m his slave now. His forever.” Kate tried to convince herself that it was all an act, but there was a hint of truth to it all. She started crying. All her plans seemed to shatter. For the first time since she had come to the palace, Kate lost all hope. Even when she had been whipped by her mother, she had held on to it, but not anymore.

The Leader had broken her.

Broken them both.

She was a slave, a slave to her lust and the feeling of helplessness that gripped her at that moment.

His laughter was like an icepick in her brain, and when he finally came inside her, it was like a door had been closed and locked forever. She would never get a chance to end this. All she could hope for was moments of orgasmic bliss in between the punishment and torture.

The Leader pulled out and walked up to Fiona, unlocking her shackles from the ceiling while he whistled a happy tune. Kate laid face-down on the bed, ruined and empty. Cum trickled from her asshole and down her leg.

“What a wonderful session,” The Leader said and lay on the bed. Fiona struggled to stay upright, but she looked like she had lost any will to resist, just like Kate. “Come give me a gentle handjob to finish things off before I go address the crowd.” He looked at Kate. “You, go get me a drink from the tray over there.”

Kate got up from the bed and staggered towards the tray Drebin had placed. She poured a glass of wine from a crystal carafe, and she was about to go back to The Leader when she noticed something in the fruit bowl.

A knife. A sharp, long knife.

Drebin …

The fire that Kate had thought extinguished flared up in an instant as everything started to make sense. Drebin had fabricated evidence to support the accusations against Evelyn to cover up the fact that he was the one working with the rebels. He wanted Kate to succeed.

He wanted The Glorious Leader dead.

Kate wondered for a moment if it could be a trap, but she did not care. This was her opening. This was her chance. A voice inside her mind screamed that only chaos awaited if she succeeded, that she would never be able to find a way to quell the desire and lust that had manifested inside her during her time as a hucow slave, that she would never adjust to being free.

This is not about me, Kate thought as she grabbed the knife.

His eyes opened when the knife plunged into his chest. Again and again. He was too surprised to scream.

Blood. Blood everywhere. Fiona’s terrified scream.

Kate stabbed him until he stopped moving.

No guards rushed in. Even if Drebin had not managed to get them to leave, they were likely used to women screaming.

Kate dropped the knife and stared at the lifeless body on the bed. She felt no relief or pride at what she had done, not even disgust. Only exhaustion.

“You … you did it,” Fiona said and took Kate’s hand. “He’s dead.”

Kate nodded. She had no words left.

Fiona squeezed her hand before she left Kate to dig a set of keys out from a drawer in the bedside table. She used them to unlock her own chastity belt and remove the chains connecting their shackles.

“The people have to know, Kate,” Fiona said. She had shaken off the shock and looked at her daughter with a determined expression.

“Then what?”

“Who knows?” Fiona smiled. “But it can’t get much worse, can it?”

They helped each other drag the dictator’s body towards the balcony. The crowd fell silent as the two women pushed him over the edge, into the large crowd. The two bloodstained, naked slaves looked at the people, who soon erupted in cheer.

“The dictator is dead!” they chanted, clapping a crying with joy. A few guards tried to intervene, but they were soon overwhelmed.

Kate and Fiona held each other as they heard the door to the bedroom slam open.

Whatever happens … it was worth it.

THE END
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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.

The Hucow Damsels (series)

Stories about a man helping captive hucows, who submits to him in return.
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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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