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Kate had mapped every inch of the tiny cell at this point, and her naked back knew every slight imperfection in the cold concrete surface. She could feel the milk trickle down her breasts and stomach, a consequence of the irregular milking. When she had arrived at the Turner mansion, she had felt invigorated and confident, certain that the path to the Palace of the Glorious Leader was now paved, but she had done too well. She had blown the Turners away with her sexual prowess, and now, she could look forward to being auctioned off to the highest bidder. And there was no guarantee that the bidder would even be from the same country as Kate.

Where will I end up? Kate sighed and tried to move, but the chains would not let her get comfortable. The first few days, she had merely been collared to the wall, but after Mrs. Turner had visited the cell in the mansion’s basement and found Kate to be masturbating, things had changed. Kate cursed Mrs. Turner, as well as her own insatiable lust. She was sitting on the cold floor, her hands shackled above her head, ensuring that she could not touch herself. It was cruel but effective punishment. Though Kate occasionally managed to fall asleep in the uncomfortable position, she woke up constantly.

But worse than the unforgiving restraints, worse than even the strained breasts and lack of sleep, was the fact that Kate was given no release from her pent-up desires. Just being shackled turned her on at this point, and she hated that she was this addicted. She ached for attention, any attention; she was willing to settle for a thrashing from a cane or whip.

She heard a door slam. The lights came on outside the steel-barred door, and Kate had to squint, overwhelmed by the sudden absence of darkness.

“You look miserable,” a monotone voice sounded.

“Yeah, this is a horrible holiday destination.” Kate was surprised to hear her voice sounding hoarse and weak.

A subtle smirk appeared on Number Four’s mild face, but it soon returned to looking like a porcelain mask. There was no malice in the hollow eyes, but it seemed as if all joy had long since abandoned the hucow slave.

“Are you here to milk me?” Kate asked.

Four shook her head. “No such luck, Fifteen.”

“The name is Kate.”

A pained expression flashed in Four’s dark eyes for a moment. “Numbers are easier.” She lifted a bowl of oatmeal to Kate’s mouth. “Eat. They have plans for you today. They’ve been talking about the upcoming auction for days now, and they want your breasts engorged and tight for … the pictures.”

“Pictures?” Kate nearly spat out the tasteless oatmeal. “What pictures?”

Four shrugged and continued to feed her. “Not sure. I’ve never been to an auction, and I hope I never will.” She shuddered as if she was trying to shake off an unpleasant shiver. “I’m not going to lie to you; I’ve heard that there are nasty people at those auctions, worse than the Turners.”

Kate could feel her appetite fading fast. The collar seemed to tighten around her neck, and the walls of the tiny cell started closing in around her. She had been determined to reach the palace, to rescue her mother and kill The Glorious Leader, but it all seemed like a distant dream now, created in the mind of a naïve young girl. She was a tool, an object to be used and discarded when she had fulfilled her purpose.

Four looked at Kate with a furrowed brow and tried to force a smile. It lit up her face for a brief moment, enhancing the natural beauty of the pale girl. “Maybe it won’t be so bad. You could get lucky!”

Kate did not feel lucky when the guard came to get her later that day. Her arms quivered as the blood rushed back into them when her hands were locked behind her back, but the guard wasted no time and dragged her upstairs by the chain connected to her collar. Despite her intense disdain for the Turners, Kate could not help but feel bad as she watched the milk from her breasts stain the expensive carpets.

She was dragged into a large, lavishly furnished room where an elaborate array of lights and cameras had been set up. Mrs. Turner stood in the corner, directing the staff with the skill of a field marshal.

“We need more light!” she shouted. “Is that camera even working? And where is my gin and tonic?” Mrs. Turner noticed Kate entering and approached her with a huge smile on her face, a far cry from the carefree cruelty that she had displayed during their first few meetings. “Ah, there she is. The star of the show.”

Kate bit her lip and nodded. She resisted the urge to headbutt the woman and yell at her for leaving Kate chained in the basement for nearly a week.

“What do you need from me, Mistress?” Kate said through clenched teeth.

Mrs. Turner gestured towards the cameras. “We need to build some hype for the auction, Number Fifteen.”

My name is Kate …

“All the miserable cows on display are shown on a website beforehand, and we need you to look your best to create some interest.” The cold eyes looked Kate up and down for a moment. “You’re not a bad looker, but neither are the others.” She nodded toward Four, who was standing in the corner doing her best to blend in with the furniture. “Four will get you ready. We start in twenty minutes. Get moving!” Mrs. Turner snapped her fingers and swallowed the glass of gin and tonic handed to her by a staff member.

Kate could not help but feel overwhelmed by the people buzzing all around her as Four lead her to a nearby chair and gestured for her to sit.

“What’s wrong?” Four asked while she used a washcloth to wash Kate’s naked body.

“Nothing.” Kate moved in the seat. “I just … I can’t remember the last time I got to sit in a comfortable chair.” The sense of intimacy between the two women was overwhelming, despite the chaotic surroundings. “My old life seems so far away now.”

Four glanced at Mrs. Turner, who was standing at the other end of the room. “I hardly remember my old life anymore. I think it’s better that way.” She applied light makeup and combed Kate’s hair. “You clean up nicely. Not that you were ugly before.”

It was the first time Kate had heard playfulness in her fellow hucow, but the hint of a personality between the stern, emotionless character only made Four come off more tragic. “Thanks,” Kate said and dared to place a grateful hand on Four’s forearm. She had expected the seasoned hucow to pull away like a spooked deer, but it did not happen.

“Good luck with this,” Four said and patted Kate’s hand before removing it.

At first, the photo shoot was not too bad. Though Kate still wore her shackles, they were no longer locked together, and she was directed by Mrs. Turner who wanted a mix of suggestive poses and classy nude pictures for the website.

At least it gives me a break from the dark cell, Kate thought as she blew kisses at the camera. She wanted to do well; she figured that getting the attention of the wealthiest buyers could lessen the risk of ending up in the hands of a horrible owner.

“Alright, I think that is enough for the pictures,” Mrs. Turner said and snapped her fingers at Four, who left the room for a few minutes before returning with a silver tray. “Time for the video.”

“Video?” Kate stared at the cameras with a furrowed brow. “Is that … necessary.”

Mrs. Turner glared at Kate, annoyed that her slave was talking back. “We want to generate interest. And I know just the way. Make them love you!”

Four placed the tray on the floor next to Kate and sent her an apologetic look before leaving. Kate’s eyes widened as she saw the four massive dildos, all different sizes. The largest one reminded her of Reese.

“Are we rolling?” Mrs. Turner asked the cameraman, who nodded. “Great.” A wide, fake smile lit up her face and strained the limits of her plastic surgery. “Dear prospective bidders!” She opened her arms toward the camera and suddenly looked like a diva bathed in stage lights. “Thanks to The Glorious Leader, we get to enjoy the very best life has to offer, and I have a rare treat for you all today.” She stepped aside and let the camera zoom in on Kate, who did her best to present the image of a sultry, submissive temptress. “The daughter of Fiona Fawkes herself! A girl of many talents inherited from her legendary mother. As a demonstration, my slave will take each of the massive dildos as a little preview of her abilities.”

Kate felt both insulted and aroused. Her pussy ached for attention, and if she had to masturbate on camera to get satisfaction, she was more than willing to do it. She sat down on the floor and slowly opened her legs for the camera before she grabbed the smallest of the dildos and started rubbing it against the outside of her pussy. The softness was welcome, sending gentle trickles of desire through her tired body. Not long ago, she would have considered the dildo huge, maybe even too big, but now, it was a pleasant, exhilarating experience. She looked straight at the camera as she pushed it inside and let out a theatrical moan.

“See what I mean?” Mrs. Turner said with a smile as Kate started moving the dildo inside her. “You all own beautiful slaves, but this one loves it. She sucks your cocks and swallows your cum before thanking you for the opportunity.”

Kate Bell. Legendary slut.

Mrs. Turner kneeled behind Kate and started groping her breasts. “Look at these udders, brimming with milk.” She squeezed the engorged breasts, squirting milk onto the floor and down Kate’s body. The relief was welcome, but Mrs. Turner did not milk her for long. Kate winced as the woman pinched her nipples. “And she loves pain too.”

Kate started moving through the dildos, each one sending a more intense surge of pure lust soaring through her. Somehow, the knowledge that others would watch the video and get a kick from her pleasure spurred her on, and she soon started using her other hand to rub her clit as she inserted the largest dildo. Kate felt a stab of pain as it filled and stretched her, but nothing she had not experienced before. It was welcome.

It was hot.

Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed that Four was watching her from the corner, biting her lower lip and resting her slender hand on her heaving chest, and it seemed that Mrs. Turner was no less affected by the display.

“A force of nature, this slave,” she said with a lustful smile and winked at the camera. “Look for her at the coming auction. She will be well worth your time – make sure you schedule a private session with her.”

Schedule a what? Kate registered the ominous words a moment before her body was shaken by a powerful orgasm, releasing the frustration and desire that had built inside her over the previous days in the dark cell. The loud, frenzied moans soon turned to whimpers as Mrs. Turner yelled cut.

“Perfect.” She squatted in front of Kate and pulled out the dripping wet dildo from her pussy. “Finishing the video with a climax was a smart move, even if it was clearly fake.”

Kate forced a tired smile, unwilling to correct the cruel woman.

Mrs. Turner got up and nodded at a guard. “Take her back to her cell.” She looked at Four. “Make sure she’s not milked the day before we leave.”

The cell seemed more bearable after the orgasm, even if Kate was once again shackled with her hands above her head, but the crushing boredom and tense anxiousness about the upcoming auction soon returned. The future was uncertain, and not knowing whether her life was about to improve or take a turn for the worse kept Kate awake at night.

Kate knew that the auction was close when two guards came down and made her stand up, shackling her hands and feet to the wall, forcing her body into an X-shape. She felt exposed and could barely move, but when they brought in a hose and started washing her, she welcomed their rough hands on her body as they scrubbed every inch of her, including her pussy.

“I think the cow likes it,” one of the guards said when a reluctant moan escaped Kate.

“Just another slut.” The other guard continued scrubbing Kate’s pussy, longer than it was probably needed.

Kate grabbed hold of the chains that kept her locked to the wall in an attempt to stem the tide washing over her. She did not want to like the rough, uncaring touch of the two men, but her body had stopped distinguishing a long time ago.

“Mmm …” she said. She could not help it.

“Could you gag her? I don’t like the idea that a chained slave is having a better time than me.”

Kate groaned as the large ball gag was pushed in place and locked with straps going both over and behind her head, as well as under her chin.

“Look at those udders,” the guard said and started groping her. He took a break from the cleaning and started sucking one of them. “Nice and sweet.”

The other guard hit him on the shoulder. “Cut that out. You know she’s not supposed to be milked before the Turners leave for the auction tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. The terrifying revelation fell just as the two men finished cleaning up Kate just a few moments before she would have climaxed. Seems about right, she thought with a sigh as she watched the two men leave.

A while later, Kate could hear Four’s steps echoing in the dark, creepy corridor that housed the cells. The distinct sound of heels on concrete meant that it was not one of the guards, and Mrs. Turner was a rare visitor.

“They didn’t even remove the gag, huh?” Four said when she appeared outside the steel-barred door. She leaned against the doorway and crossed her arms. Her breasts were ready to pop out of the low-cut top, and the steel collar reflected the sparse light.

Kate whimpered as a reply. Four opened the cell door and removed the gag.

“Thank you,” Kate said, staring at the long strand of drool connecting her trembling lips to the large red ball. She moved her jaw a few times to relieve some of the pain. “Why are you here, Four?”

Four smiled. “I’m not going with you all to the auction tomorrow. I figured I’d come to say … goodbye.” She let her soft fingers run down the inside of Kate’s arm, sending a pleasant shiver through the tired body. “It was nice having you around, even if it was short-lived, Fifte… Kate.”

The air in the tiny cell was electric with sexual tension as Four let her fingers continue down toward Kate’s breasts.

“Let me offer you a little relief.”

Kate shuddered with delight as Four’s tongue traveled across her nipple. “Won’t that get you in trouble, Four?”

Four shrugged. “They’ll never know.” She looked up at Kate with a smile. A genuine, warm smile that finally revealed a trace of the spark that had once lived in the dark eyes. “And call me Emily.”

“Emily.” Kate tasted the name and let it fill the room. She could tell that it had not been spoken in a long time. “Thank you for … everything.”

“You and I are not done yet.” Emily started feeding from Kate’s strained breasts. She moaned with delight as the milk filled her mouth, and her tongue playfully massaged Kate’s nipple while her hands started gently tracing the outside of the aching pussy.

“Mmm … that feels amazing.” Kate missed Alice, but Emily was not a bad substitute. She welcomed the intimacy and human kindness. The chains rattled as Emily continued to drink from Kate; not too much, but enough to relieve the worst discomfort.

“Feeling better now?” Emily licked a few drops of milk from her lips before moving in for a warm, affectionate kiss.

Kate’s entire body was warm and trembling. “Much better. Thank you.”

Emily moved her head back, placing a teasing peck on Kate’s upper lip. Kate tried moving forward, but her collar was locked to the wall, and the movement caused her to choke.

Emily smiled at her. “Can’t reach?”

“You tease.” Kate wanted Emily. Badly. But she knew that only the guards or the Turners had the keys for her restraints, despite Emily’s privileged position. This was the most she could hope for. “I want more, Emily.”

Emily’s face contorted in intense sadness for a short moment. She stroked Kate’s cheek. “I know. You coming here has made me want more too, and it will only cause me pain when you’re gone. But happiness is not for us, Kate. Not anymore. We are what we are.” She pulled at her collar to underline her point. “I’m sorry.”

“I’m going to get to the palace, Emily.” Kate clenched her hands into tight fists. “I’m going to kill The Glorious Leader and save my mother. Save all of us.”

“You shouldn’t tell me stuff like that,” Emily said with a frown.

“Are you going to tell on me?”

She shook her head. “No. Never. But even the smallest spark of hope can cause intense agony.” Emily cocked her head. “Do you believe it yourself?”

Kate sighed. “I did. Once. Now … I’m not so sure. I guess I just can’t accept that this is all my life will be from now on.”

“Then let me offer you a little respite from your worries. A small moment of beauty in a sea of misery.”

Emily knelt in front of Kate and started licking her inner thigh. The soft tongue moved with precision and care, mapping every little bit of sensitive skin, taking its time. The dark cell disappeared around Kate as she felt the tongue on her pussy, exploring it, entering it. Emily’s hands caressed Kate’s butt, squeezing it playfully as the tongue sought new and intense spots of pleasure inside Kate. She could not move, nor did she want to. No part of her wanted to escape her predicament, no part of her wanted it to stop. The cold steel held her fast as Emily pleasured her, and Kate’s rapid breathing and airy moans echoed between the cold walls.

The inevitable orgasm was not loud or primal. It was merely a whisper, a somber, pleasurable crackle that soothed Kate’s body but left her with a sense of melancholy and uncertainty.

The two women looked at each other and smiled, but there was no joy in their wistful eyes. Emily kissed Kate on the lips and left without saying a word.

Clothes. Kate had almost forgotten how it felt to wear them. She had been dragged upstairs by a grumpy guard and given a dress to wear. The fabric felt smooth and expensive, but there was not much of it; the dress was extremely short, and it made sure to show off Kate’s huge breasts. It was tight and uncomfortable, but she would have been surprised if her comfort had been a factor when Mrs. Turner had chosen it.

“There’s our meal ticket,” Mr. Turner said as he walked down the stairs with his wife at his side. The two looked like they were going to dinner at the Palace, and Kate suspected that the jewelry worn by Mrs. Turner had cost more than all the houses in Kate’s village combined.

Kate bowed her head and did not respond. She had rarely worn heels, and she was struggling to balance in these, not helped by the heavy ankle restraints that were connected by a chain. Her wrists had been chained together as well, but the chain was long enough to grant her some freedom of movement. She caught a glimpse of herself in one of the many mirrors and had to admit that she looked amazing. The blonde hair flowed down onto her shoulder in subtle waves, and the heels improved her posture.

Mrs. Turner snapped her fingers at two of the guards. It seemed to be her favorite means of communication. “Put her in the back of the car and let’s get going, we have a long journey ahead of us.”

The guard grabbed Kate’s arm and pulled her outside, where a large, black SUV and a limo awaited. The Turners got into the limousine, where Kate caught a glimpse of a champagne bottle before the door closed. The guard headed toward the SUV, but a comfortable car seat was not in Kate’s future. Instead, the guard dragging her opened the back to reveal a steel cage, not much larger than the ones used to transport dogs.

Kate sighed as the cage door was opened, and the guard gestured for her to get in. She had to pull her knees up to her chest to fit, and when the door was closed and locked, she felt like she was being squeezed by steel bars on all sides.

It was a horrible mode of transport, made worse when the guard locked her collar to the bars at the top of the cage. Two things prevented Kate from cursing the guards and complaining loudly: To her surprise, she found herself loving the cramped mode of transport. She felt restrained and trapped, unable to escape, which was a sensation she had grown to appreciate. Secondly, she was alone in the back of the car, able to touch herself despite the claustrophobic cage and the heavy shackles.

This will be a fun trip, she thought as the caravan started moving. She chose to focus on the positives and pushed any concerns about the coming auction  to the side. There was nothing she could do about it now.

When the guards finally let Kate out of her cage, every muscle was aching. She stretched her body and heard a few unsettling cracks before she tried to get an impression of where she was. The car was parked outside a huge mansion, far bigger than the Turners’ impressive estate. The white structure was illuminated by dozens of colored projectors, and loud music could be heard from inside. The parking lot was packed with expensive luxury cars, and elegant men and women in tailor-made clothes laughed and chatted as they entered the opulent building. Kate stared slackjawed at the boundless luxury as the guard locked a chain to her collar and started dragging her towards Mr. and Mrs. Turner, who were both waiting at the foot of the wide marble stairs leading to the mansion.

Kate felt her heart sink as she watched the people arriving. Several of them had slaves with them for the auction, and they all looked sullen and defeated. The Turners were chatting with a man who wore the uniform of the Freedom Guard, marking him as a high-ranking officer.

“… a lot of people arriving for the auction,” the man said, gesturing at the constant influx of new guests. “It’ll be a great auction.”

“Have you brought any cows?” Mr. Turner adjusted his bow tie that looked tiny against his meaty neck.

The man shook his head. “No, I haven’t claimed any for a while. Most of the rebellions have been crushed for now, but new ones are always brewing.” A sinister smile appeared beneath the black mustache. “And more rebellions means more slaves.”

Kate bit her lip to keep her from speaking out.

The man nodded toward Kate. “And this is the one you have been raving about? She’s gorgeous.” He reached out his hand to grab Kate’s breast, but Mrs. Turner swatted it away with a smile.

“You know the rules. You’ll have to pay for the privilege.” Mrs. Turner grabbed Kate’s collar chain and pulled her closer to the officer. “Unless you can tell me if the rumors are true. About representatives from the Palace.”

The man stared at Kate’s breasts as he contemplated the offer. “It’s true.” His gloved hand started groping Kate’s breast on the outside of her dress, and she hated that it turned her on. “The Palace has a man here, Drebin, looking to purchase the best of the best for The Glorious Leader himself.”

Mrs. Turner could not hide her excitement. “I know Mr. Drebin. The Palace always pays a premium for good stock.”

The man nodded and let out a sigh as his hand explored Kate’s bosom. “I suspect I won’t be able to afford time with this beauty tomorrow. Thank you for the sample.” He bowed and walked toward the mansion.

Mrs. Turner turned to Kate. “Listen up. Tonight is a purely social gathering. All the attendees will be here, chatting and playing nice. They get to look at the cows and sign themselves up for some … alone time with the slaves for a little fee.” She smiled. “That is basically what you’ll be doing tomorrow. The auction itself will take place on Sunday.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Kate tried to match the sullen, defeated look visible on the face of the other hucows, but on the inside, she was screaming with joy. A spark of hope had ignited; she had a chance to be bought for The Glorious Leader. It was a slim chance, but it was better than anything she had hoped for.

Kate felt encouraged as she entered the party with the Turners, but her optimism faded when she had a chance to look at her competitors. The Freedom Guard officer had said that the palace representative was looking for the best of the best, and Kate was not sure she could reach those heights. The other slaves were flawless goddesses; their radiant beauty caught the eye of everyone who passed them, and Kate felt like a toothless village idiot in comparison.

She had to beat them. She had to get to The Glorious Leader.

No matter the cost.

“Mistress …” Kate said after the Turners had finished a painfully awkward conversation, where it had been evident that the two parties both despised each other but fought to maintain an appropriate façade. Mr. Turner had left the two women and was chatting to other well-proportioned men with tiny bow ties.

Mrs. Turner glared at Kate. “You shouldn’t speak, Fifteen. Just look pretty and shut your whore mouth.” She pulled the chain holding Kate’s collar. “We already have a few people willing to pay to get with you tomorrow. Don’t ruin it.”

Kate swallowed a lump and felt the stubbornness rise within her. “I’m aware of that, Mistress, but I think … I think we can do better.”

For a moment, it seemed like Mrs. Turner was considering punching Kate in the face, but she eventually decided against it. “Speak your mind.”

Kate took a deep breath. “I am eternally grateful for having spent even a short time as your slave, Mistress.” Kate fiddled with the chain connecting her shackles and fought to keep a straight face as she lied to the cruel woman. “I want to return the favor. I want to make sure you make as much money as possible.”

Mrs. Turner’s eyes were narrow slits. “And how would you do that?”

“My … competition is obviously amazing and beautiful hucows.” Kate nodded toward a gorgeous young woman across the buffet table. Like Kate, the woman was collared and chained, and even though she stared at the floor, several men had flocked around the hucow and her owner. “But they are all quiet and meek.”

“As a slave should be.”

Kate nodded. “That may be, Mistress. But what if … I wasn’t quiet?”

You can do this, Kate thought as Mrs. Turner dragged her towards a wealthy-looking man, who was standing on the balcony overlooking the huge estate.

“Mr. Drebin, what a pleasure to see you again,” Mrs. Turner said in a honey-soaked voice. The man turned toward the two women with a loud sigh; it seemed Kate was not the only one who found Mrs. Turner’s company hard to stomach.

The man attempted to smile, but he looked more like a wolf baring its teeth. “Mrs. Turner, what a delight.” His eyes widened when he glanced at Kate. “And this must be the daughter of Fiona Fawkes.” The smile warmed, but it was no less unsettling.

“At your service, Master Drebin,” Kate said and smiled.

Mr. Drebin blinked and seemed to expect Mrs. Turner to put her slave in her place. “A talking cow,” he said and scoffed. “A neat trick.”

Kate walked toward the tall man. “I know a lot of tricks.” Kate moved with the grace of a tiger, accompanied by the rattling of chains. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw that others on the balcony had turned to look at her, but her gaze was fixed on Mr. Drebin. “I hope I’ll get to … spend a little time with you tomorrow.” She touched his fingers and felt a slight tremble. “I’d be honored to show you some of my abilities. I cannot resist a powerful man.” Kate held up her hands and pulled them apart until the chain was straight. “Nor could I, even if I wanted to.”

She knew that Mr. Drebin was sent from the Palace, even if it was supposed to be a secret. She had flirted with dozens of men and women since sharing her plan with Mrs. Turner, but Mr. Drebin was the main target.

Drebin let a slender hand comb through the thick, curly hair and smiled. “Intriguing. So much like her whore of a mother.”

“I’m not just a pale imitation, Master,” Kate said and fought off the urge to defend her mother. “You’ll see.”

“Maybe I will.” Mr. Drebin’s face betrayed no emotion, but the bulge in the suit pants did. “Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

“That went well,” Mrs. Turner said as she watched Mr. Drebin enter the mansion. Her demeanor towards Kate had softened as the night had gone on. “I think you’ve managed to set yourself apart from the crowd, Fifteen. But we need to finish strong. We need to show that you’re not just a flirty cow.”

A knot formed in Kate’s stomach. “What did you have in mind?”

“You’ll be whipped and caned. Hard. And you’re going to pretend that you love every second of it. There must be no doubt in their minds that you’re a submissive, masochistic hucow slut.” Mrs. Turner looked at Kate with a wry smile. “Which shouldn’t be hard for you to do.”

Kate took a deep breath and forced a smile. Whatever it takes.

In her secluded village life, Kate had always tried to avoid attention. Maybe it was a product of the way she was raised, of Fiona falling out of love with the life she had lived as a model, but Kate could feel a growing discomfort as people turned to stare at her in the mansion’s large ballroom. Stylish men and women sipped champagne and gorged on caviar as they watched Mrs. Turner drag Kate onto a small stage at the far end of the room. Just like she had been in the cell the day before, she was shackled in an X-pose after Mrs. Turner had dramatically cut the expensive dress off of Kate.

Kate enjoyed being shackled and vulnerable, but hundreds of eyes were now on her, and she found herself longing for the privacy of the dark cell beneath the Turner residence. Remember why you’re doing this, she thought and managed to present a seductive smile as she met the curious glances.

“Dear fellow benefactors of The Glorious Leader,” Mrs. Turner said after tapping her glass with a knife. “The night is coming to an end, and I want to send you to your rooms with a little entertainment.” A trolley was brought in with a host of whips, canes, and floggers. “I encourage you to come and punish the daughter of Fiona Fawkes, to hear her cries of joy and lust as the whips and canes mark her. This is a rare chance to enjoy a true painslut, gentlemen and women!” Mrs. Turner’s voice reached a dramatic crescendo before stopping. “But …” She raised a finger and wiggled it from side to side. “No touching the goods. You’ll have to sign up for that pleasure.”

Sporadic laughter erupted around the room, and Kate saw several men and women empty their glasses and approach the stage with sadistic grins. She steeled herself for what was to come. All her plans hinged on her performance.

“It is almost a shame to bruise a body like this,” a young woman said as she perused the tools available.

Kate smiled at her. “Bruises and marks will heal. The experience endures, Mistress. I hope you won’t hold back.”

Kate could tell that her words lit a fire in the woman and the guests nearby. Several of them grabbed canes and floggers and disappeared behind Kate.

Maybe they won’t be too … She did not get to finish the thought before a sharp pain shook her body from the hard whiplash to her back.

She screamed. Screamed at the crowd every time the whip crackled. Just as she started getting a feel for the timing, another whip started hitting her breasts, and she looked into the fiery eyes of the woman she had talked to moments earlier. The pain was vivid, visceral, powerful.

“Please! More!” she cried to maintain the act, even if part of her wanted it to stop. The countless hits and lashes confused her body, and though she felt pleasure and lust build inside her, the hits came too fast for Kate to be able to decide whether she was in heaven or hell. There were no breaks in the thrashings, only more hits accompanied by laughter and cheers.

“Mmmm … it feels so good!” Kate sobbed as the tears streamed down her cheeks. She wished that someone would touch her, show her any form of affection, but Mrs. Turner kept an eye on the proceedings and only allowed the cruel instruments to interact with Kate’s body.

If this is just the beginning … how will I survive tomorrow?

Kate could barely stand up as she was released from the chains holding her. Her back, breasts, and butt was burning, but she could not ignore the lust that had been allowed to flourish inside her the moment the whippings had stopped.

“Very impressive,” Mrs. Turner said without a shred of affection or empathy. “People were practically stepping over each other to sign up for tomorrow. It started an actual bidding war for the available slots, a good sign.”

“That … that’s … good,” Kate said as she tried to catch her breath.

Mrs. Turner shrugged. “Good enough. Another hucow managed to get just as much attention.” She nodded toward a caramel-colored slave nearby. The curly brown hair crowned a flawless face, and the expressive eyes stared at Kate with concern. “If we want to get the highest price, you’ll need to do well with Mr. Drebin tomorrow. He’s signed up to test you both.”

At least he signed up, Kate thought with a tired smile and nodded at her competition who got flustered and looked away. “I’ll make sure to give Mr. Drebin the time of his life, Mistress.”

“You can’t just focus on him and underperform with the others,” Mrs. Turner said. A hint of concern had snuck its way into her cold voice. “All the potential clients chat and compare notes. You’re in for a rough day.”

Kate spent the night alone in a small cell downstairs, as did the other slaves, but no interaction was allowed. She managed to get a few hours of sleep, but the bruises from the brutal whipping made it impossible for her to find a position to sleep in that did not hurt.

The next morning, the slave girls were all lined up in front of a long, narrow table in the huge ballroom. Tables and a glorious buffet had been set up, and the guests soon started arriving. The girls had their hands tied behind their backs and were told to stand still and not talk since most of the guests were hungover.

“Good morning, everyone,” a man with the shiniest black hair Kate had ever seen said. He wore a name tag with the name “Host” and never seemed to stop smiling. “Before the day’s activities, you should make sure to add a little calcium to your breakfast. All the auction lots are available to be sampled.” He gestured towards the naked women.

I’ve tried worse, Kate thought as the guests started milking her and the others into their glasses or bowls of cereal. Her breasts were brimming with milk, and she welcomed the relief. After the previous night’s painful display, being groped by strangers seemed like a relaxing way to start the day.

“This is so humiliating,” a voice whispered next to Kate. Most of the guests had had their fill and were chatting at the round tables while eating. Kate had been so focused on the hands groping her, that she had not noticed that her curly-haired competitor was standing right next to her.

“It’s better than the farms,” Kate replied in a hushed voice. She made sure to smile at every guest that looked at her for more than a glancing second.

“You were on a farm? I heard horror stories about those,” the girl said and shuddered. “I hate all this. It is demeaning.” She sighed. “I hope I get to go to the Palace. Hopefully, things will be better there. More luxurious.”

Kate saw an opening. “On the farm, I was in a stall with slaves that had been sent there from the Palace. The Glorious Leader is supposedly voracious and cruel; the living conditions are horrid, and they were happy to have been sent to a farm instead.” The lies burned her tongue, and Kate cringed as she spoke the words. But she had to be the one to go to the Palace.

The girl did not reply, but Kate could tell from her quivering lip that she had stamped out the girl’s last hope of a better life. Kate could not recall ever having lied like this before, it was not who she was. If I succeed, she will be better off, Kate told herself and tried to ignore the fact that a lot of the guests sitting in the ballroom looked to be from other countries. Hucow slavery was not legal anywhere else, but it did not seem to prevent a lucrative, underground slave trade.

Before noon, Kate had already had the dubious pleasure of entertaining three of the guests. They were all powerful men, but the sessions had been relatively harmless, at least compared to what Kate had experienced before. Mild whippings, bondage, and either blowjobs or vaginal sex. She had managed to enjoy herself, and she was certain that she had left her clients satisfied and eager to purchase Kate for themselves.

Kate Bell, fucktoy for the rich, she thought as she washed up in a small shower room in preparation for the next session. A guard entered and stared unimpressed at Kate. “I’m here to take you to the next interested party,” he said in a tired voice.

Kate nodded and sighed. She hoped that Mr. Drebin was next; she was already feeling tired, and she had to impress the palace representative.

Odd how quickly the absurd becomes normal, she thought as the guard dragged her by the collar chain through the mansion. The collar had been humiliating and horrifying at first, but she barely noticed the heavy steel anymore, and she did not mind being dragged along as an animal. Her hands and ankles were connected by medium-length chains, and she smiled at the people she passed in the corridors.

Kate froze when the guard opened a large door. The other sessions had taken place in one of the countless rooms in the mansion’s cellar, where there had been plenty of torturous devices for the men to amuse themselves with, but this looked to be an ordinary bedroom. But it was no ordinary man who stood next to the bed.

“We meet again,” he said with a grim smile. The Freedom Guard uniform was immaculate, not a single wrinkle to be seen, and the golden epaulets made him look wide and intimidating. Kate had only seen him once before, but the memory of that day had haunted her ever since.

General Weiss. The man who had collared Kate and her mother moments before they had been separated. The man who had ordered two women hanged in front of Kate. She could feel the hatred buzzing inside her body, and she had to muster every ounce of self-control to not assault him.

“General,” she said with a smile that struggled to look genuine. The guard pushed her into the room and closed the door behind her. “I’m flattered.”

The general snorted and approached Kate. “The daughter of Fiona Fawkes herself. I knew I had to see if you were truly the submissive hucow Mrs. Turner has made you out to be.” His eyes were intelligent and narrow as they mapped every inch of Kate’s body. “Your mother is famous for her stubbornness, after all.”

“Among other things, I’ve gathered,” Kate said and struggled to maintain the smile. She could smell the general’s musky cologne and a subtle trace of tobacco.

A hint of a smile appeared beneath the well-groomed mustache. “I’ll be honest with you. I have no intention of bidding on you tomorrow.”

That’s good news, Kate thought, but she forced herself to look quizzical.

“You’ll fetch too high a price for my liking,” the general continued. “But this short encounter should still offer me plenty of entertainment.”

“How may I serve you, Master Weiss?” Kate bit her lower lip. “Do you want to whip me? Torture me? Fuck me?” She pushed her chest forward and fluttered her eyelashes.

“That is for the other simpletons to do,” the general said with a grunt. “No, I want you to demean yourself. To show that they have beaten any semblance of the Fawkes-family rebelliousness out of you.” He sat down on the edge of the bed. “It will amuse me. I put that collar on you. I’ve collared thousands of hucows. I’m certain most of them would want me dead if given the opportunity.”

Me included.

He pointed at the floor. “Kneel before me. Tell me how you belong to The Glorious Leader and renounce your mother.”

Kate was used to acting in front of powerful people at this point, but this was her hardest challenge yet. A voice in the back of her head yelled at her when her knees touched the floor. You’re better than this. Don’t let him win.

“I am the property of The Glorious Leader …” Kate said hesitantly.

“Louder. Touch yourself as you praise him.”

Kate winced. “Serving Him is my only purpose.” She reluctantly started rubbing her clit. “No matter where I end up, I will be serving him and his glorious vision.” I’m going to throw up.

The general smiled. “Tell me how much of a whore your mother is.”

Kate took a deep breath. The words felt thick and hard to express as every fiber in her body resisted. “My … mother … is Fiona Fawkes. A whore. A slut.” Kate could feel the tears push to get out, and the touch of her fingers felt wrong and dirty. “But I have no parents but The Glorious Leader now. He will guide me. My mother … is nothing to me.”

The general pulled his phone from his pocket and pressed a button. “Thank you for that. If I ever see Fiona again, I’ll enjoy watching her face as I play this recording for her.”

Kate tried to control her rage. “If … that pleases you, General.”

This is torture. Kate wished that the general would whip his cock out and force her to suck it, that he would torment and torture her. Anything was better than this.

The general laid down on the bed. “I’m enjoying this more than I thought I would,” he said and smiled. “Now I want you to sit astride me and milk yourself into my mouth. I’m feeling thirsty. And don’t stop telling me how much you love The Glorious Leader and how worthless your mother is.”

She knew it was a test. As Kate sat on top of the mighty general, it would take very little for her to wrap her chains around his neck and get revenge for her mother and herself, but it was too soon. Too short-sighted. His time will come, Kate thought as her mouth spewed propaganda and defamed her mother. She squeezed her breasts, sending streams of milk into the despicable man’s open mouth; he made a point of having his eyes closed, taunting Kate with his vulnerability. As she watched the milk squirt from her breasts, watched the horrible man nourished by her fluids, she hated herself just as much as she hated him. Every syllable denouncing her mother felt like a betrayal, like acid in her mouth.

When the session ended, Kate was a mess. Physically, she had done nothing more than milk herself, but the mental torture had been excruciating. The general had never removed a single item of clothing, and it had given him a terrifying power over Kate throughout the experience.

“You’re either a very good actress,” he said when he opened the door and called for the guard to take Kate away. “Or you have endured horrors that have broken you in record time.” He smiled, but there was no warmth, only spite. “In the end, I guess it doesn’t matter. You’ll find nothing but misery in the rest of your life, no matter who buys you tomorrow, and I find great satisfaction in that. Your mother wronged me in the past, and seeing her progeny like this brings a smile to my face.” He grabbed Kate’s collar chain and pulled her in close. “And from what I hear, your mother won’t be able to endure the whims of The Glorious Leader for much longer either.”

The general’s cruel laughter echoed in Kate’s head as she was escorted to her next session, and she felt oddly relieved when she ended up in a darkened dungeon room; the walls were lined with various restraints and instruments of torture, and the man waiting for her did not look like he was looking for submission of the verbal kind. She had noticed him watching her the previous night, but now that he was standing naked before her, he came off far more threatening than before. His eyes were cold and his smile sinister, the hairy body already glistening with sweat. The huge cock between his legs was fully erect, awaiting its next victim.

“Welcome,” he said. The accent was hard to place, but Kate guessed that it was from somewhere in the Mediterranean area. “My name is Javier. I have looked forward to this.”

Kate pushed the experience with the general from her mind and smiled. “As have I.”

The man’s smile remained. “Oh, I doubt you’ll feel the same way when we’re done. See, your display last night impressed me. I like to … break women, and it seems like you have a certain … stamina.” He bared his teeth in an animalistic grin. “I do enjoy a challenge.”

Kate felt a shiver down her spine. She enjoyed pain to a certain extent, but she had a sneaking suspicion that this man was going to push her limits further than ever before and likely blow right past them. “I’m yours to use as you please, Master.”

The words hung in the air between them, and the man’s smile widened. “Exactly. Let us see how you do.” Javier pulled out an uncomfortable-looking chair made from steel. “Sit.”

Kate obeyed. She could not shake the discomfort gnawing at her stomach, but she still had to impress Javier in case he talked to Mr. Drebin. With a shiver, she sat down on the two steel pipes that constituted the seat, well aware that her asshole and pussy were exposed from beneath. Javier removed the chains connecting Kate’s restraints and locked her wrist shackles to the armrests and her ankles to the front chair legs, spreading her legs open. The collar was locked to the backrest, leaving Kate immobilized. Her heart started beating faster; she did not like the company, but the position was titillating.

“Such a nice body,” he said and let his fingers run up Kate’s inner thighs. A pleased moan escaped her. “And you seem to be enjoying yourself, cow.”

“I am, Master.” Kate was not lying.

“Let’s see if I can’t change that.” He opened a nearby closet and pulled out a brutal-looking harness with a huge penis gag. He forced the dildo into Kate’s mouth, snickering as she choked on it. With deft hands, he fastened the countless straps. “I prefer that my cows don’t speak.” He leaned in and whispered: “If you end up as my property, I’m not above cutting out your tongue if you cannot stay silent.”

Kate believed him, and any pleasure she felt was washed away by fear. In a flash, the restrictive position felt exposed and uncomfortable, made worse when Javier found a sort of vice that he placed on either side of Kate’s breasts. She whimpered as he tightened it, squeezing the breasts until they started turning blue. Milk poured from them in a constant trickle, and small spikes on the inside of the device caused her intense pain.

Intense, but still pleasurable somehow.

How can you still enjoy this torture? The man is a maniac?

Javier hummed as he danced around the room, finding increasingly devious devices to place on Kate’s body. Electrodes were clipped onto her nipples and labia, and two large metal dildos were inserted into Kate’s asshole and pussy. Her entire body buzzed in anticipation, mixing anxiety and excitement. The steel cocks inside her made their presence known with every slight movement, and though she knew that there was immense pain in her future, she could feel the arousal build inside her.

“Let’s get this party started,” Javier said, barely able to contain his excitement.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMPH!” Kate screamed as the first shocks hit her breasts. Her nipples burned, and tears started streaming down her cheeks when the electrodes on her pussy buzzed to life.

The dildos were next.

“MMm … MMMmmmm …” Kate’s muffled pleas and cries seemed to bring Javier intense pleasure, and he could not help but touch himself as he conducted the torturous concert, increasing the tempo and voltage of the shocks until the machine could go no higher.

“Still enjoying yourself, cow?” he asked as he stroked his huge cock.

Kate could barely breathe. She was not enjoying herself. It was too much. Had the frequency and voltage been just a little lower, she would likely have been able to find pleasure in the experience, but her body was overloaded and overwhelmed. Especially the horrible shocks to her pussy and asshole were excruciating.

Yet she nodded. She knew that he would make it worse, but she nodded.

“Impressive!” he said and laughed. He sat down on a chair and watched with joy as Kate’s body was shocked again and again. It felt like her skin was on fire, that her pussy was a burning, fiery wound, but she refused to give in. She had a feeling that it would only make it worse, anyway. Kate drew on her last scrounges of energy to meet the lusting gaze of the horrible man sitting in front of her.

“You want this?” he said with a smile and pointed at his cock.

Kate nodded.

“Who am I to deny such a painslut?” His maniacal laughter filled the room as he jumped to his feet and removed the gag. Without turning off any of the machines, he stepped onto the metal chair, placing his feet on either side of Kate’s thighs. He grabbed Kate’s hair and pulled her head back, causing her to choke on the tight collar before he rammed his cock deep down her throat.

God, I can’t breathe! The intense pain continued as he fucked her mouth, and she did all she could to not cough or scream for him to stop. Every small breath of air helped her cling to consciousness as she licked his cock, looking lustfully at her tormentor.

It was working. She could tell that he was madly turned on by Kate’s defiant endurance, and he applauded her effort by blowing his massive load on her face a few minutes later. Kate licked the warm ejaculate from her upper lip and smiled at him. What a psycho, she thought. “Thank you, Master.” The pain was threatening to tear away the fragile mask, and Kate breathed a sigh of relief when Javier turned the machines off a moment later.

“Very impressive, young cow,” he said. Javier grabbed an empty glass from a nearby table and placed it under Kate’s breast, using the other hand to tighten the device further to increase the stream of milk. Kate groaned but did not stop smiling at the man. “Refreshing. Nothing like a drink after a relaxing session.”

Relaxing?

Javier put on a black robe and looked at Kate. He scratched the stubbled beard as he seemed to ponder his next move. “This was very interesting. I might have to bid on you tomorrow. I would take great pleasure in finding your breaking point.”

Kate smiled. “If it pleases you, Master.” Kate could not imagine the horrors that would await her if Javier became her owner. The knowledge that any defiance on her part could lead to her mother getting punished made her shiver with fear. She started crying when Javier exited the room and tore at her restraints, but she managed to regain her composure when a guard came to release her a few minutes later.

To Kate’s relief, she was granted an hour or so to recover after the grueling torture. While the guests gathered in the garden to enjoy afternoon refreshments, Kate had time to wash the cum from her face and get herself ready for the last trial of the day.

Mr. Drebin awaited. The man standing between Kate and her mother.

You’ve come this far, Kate, she thought as she inspected the bruises and wounds from a day of torture and torment.

Her body screamed for rest when the guard took her to Mr. Drebin’s room, but she could not afford to come off tired. Every orifice was sore and her breasts ached, yet she smiled as the door opened and she was greeted by the distinguished menace that emanated from Mr. Drebin. He was barefoot and wore nothing but a pair of white linen pants, revealing his ripped physique.

“Leave us,” he said to the guard. Every syllable screamed power. He poured himself a glass of wine and looked at Kate. “You know who I am, cow?”

Kate nodded.

Drebin smiled. “Of course, you do. Mrs. Turner always manages to sniff out every secret at gatherings like this. Not that it matters much anyway.” He walked up to Kate and gently took the chain connecting her wrist shackles in his hand, lifting it. “These restraints look good on you, child.”

“Thank you, Master.” Kate had managed to keep her submissive façade with every other man that day, but she felt like Drebin could see right through it.

“Cute.” He let go of the chain and let his fingers run across the tiny puncture wounds on Kate’s breasts from Javier’s cruel device. “It looks like you’ve had a rough day. You’ve been in the loving hands of Javier, I see?”

“Yes, Master.”

He nodded with a sort of begrudging respect on his thin lips. “And yet you stand here, smiling and ready for what I have in store for you?”

“I do, Master.”

Drebin took a sip of his wine and sat on the edge of the bed. “I know your mother, and I have to admit that there is a certain poetic beauty in reuniting the two of you to be the sex slaves of The Glorious Leader himself. Would you like to see your mother again, cow?”

Kate nodded. “I would, Master, but above all, I want to serve The Glorious Leader.” The words felt wrong, and Kate was very aware that she could ruin it all if she answered any of Drebin’s questions in an unsatisfactory way.

“Hmm …” He looked at Kate with a furrowed brow. “Obedient and submissive. The farm must have been tough for you.” His voice was sarcastic, and Kate could feel her chance slipping from her grasp. “I’m not sure I believe …” He gestured at all of Kate, “… this.”

“I don’t understand, Master?”

Drebin emptied his glass and placed it on the table. “It’s an act. Kate Bell, the daughter of Fiona Fawkes, would not turn into a willing submissive after such a short time. Not if there is even a sliver of your mother in you. Do you think The Glorious Leader chose your mother because she would be a subservient slave? No.” He smiled. “He wanted to break her, to take revenge on the woman who had refused him in the past.”

“She refused him?”

Dry, humorless laughter rocked Drebin’s handsome body. “She never told you? I guess I understand why.” He removed his pants and revealed his glorious cock. “But I don’t care whether you’re a true submissive or just acting to get close to your mother. I have a job to do.” He got onto the bed and laid on his back with his hands behind his head. “I’m not here to torture you, girl. You have already shown your endurance today. I want you to make me feel wanted. To make me feel appreciated. To fuck me as I’ve never been fucked before.” He grinned. “And I’ve fucked a lot of hucows.”

Kate felt like she was in the middle of an important exam. “It’ll be my pleasure, Master Drebin,” she said in her most sultry voice. She had to push past her exhaustion, her trepidation; this man was smarter than most of the ones she had fucked since her capture. Kate could not act her way out of it.

She had to embrace what she had become.

“You’re the first one to see through my act,” she said, risking everything. Her hands started slowly moving up Drebin’s thigh. She took her time; this was not something to be rushed.

Drebin smiled, seemingly satisfied with himself. “I assume you’ve had to ensnare a fair few people to get to this point?”

Kate nodded and teasingly let a fingertip run up his shaft, but moved past it and started stroking his torso. “I’ve fucked many men, and women, to get to satisfy you, Mr. Drebin.”

“I’m just another stepping stone towards your goal,” he said, but he did not sound annoyed.

“Which is?” Kate licked his nipples and smiled as a shiver of pleasure broke through the man’s cold façade.

“To be reunited with your mother.” He looked at Kate. “Or is there more to your plan?”

Kate cocked her head as she met his gaze, letting her long, wavy hair tickle his chest. The chain connecting her shackles rested on his stomach. “No. I just want to see her again. And to do that, you have to buy me tomorrow.”

“I won’t do it out of the goodness of my heart, cow.”

Kate leaned in and gently kissed Drebin’s neck. “I know.” Her voice became a whisper. “You’ll do it because I’m the best fuck you’ll ever experience.”

“And yet you’re ignoring my cock,” Drebin said and raised an eyebrow.

A confident smile appeared on Kate’s full lips. “I could make you come within minutes, Mr. Drebin. But where’s the fun in that? You’re obviously a man of class, of intellect. You’re not a horny soldier looking for a quick ride.” Kate placed herself astride Drebin’s chiseled abs, making sure that the chain connecting her ankle shackles rested on his hardening cock. “I’m shackled and collared, yours to command and control. You could have me right now. But you’ll wait, and I will be worth it.” The chains rattled as she grabbed his wrists and moved them above his head, leaning in over his face. His eyes glistened with desire, spurred on by the carefully chosen words, and he opened his mouth as Kate’s breast approached. “Drink from me, Master Drebin.”

She could hear the chains between her ankles rattle as Drebin’s cock rose, ignoring the weight of the steel. Kate moaned as Drebin’s soft lips and playful tongue embraced her nipple and sucked the warm milk from her. She did not need to act; it was as if the milk was replaced with small droplets of intense pleasure as he emptied her breasts, first one, then the other. He made sure to lick any excess drops from her nipples and gave her a satisfied smile. Kate knew that he was a cruel man, he had to be, but she could not help but feel attracted to him as he lay there beneath her.

That will make this easier.

“Are you going to suck my cock now?” he asked.

“Is that what the other girls have done at this point?”

He smiled. “Some of them were done by now.”

“I’m just getting started.”

Kate explored every inch of Drebin’s body with her tongue and hands. She kissed, she licked, she bit him playfully, allowing the desire to slowly build within him. She felt in control, even if it could be taken from her in a heartbeat. Once in a while, she took a slight detour and grazed his cock with her ass or breast, forcing an involuntary gasp to escape Mr. Drebin’s fortress of cool and calm.

“You are a tease,” he said after Kate’s collar chain had slid across his cock.

“And you are loving it, Master Drebin.”

“I cannot deny that I am. But I think it’s time to see if you’re as good as you say you are.”

He grabbed Kate’s hair and forced her head towards his crotch. The sudden loss of control caught Kate by surprise, but she quickly embraced the situation and took all of him in her mouth. Her tongue danced up and down his shaft, and she soon felt the strong hand let go of her hair. The chain between her shackles clattered against his testicles, but he did not seem to mind, and Kate could feel his already huge cock grow inside her mouth. Despite a day of torture and sex, her pussy ached for Mr. Drebin’s cock. She wanted him inside her.

Kate started slowing down. Her mouth settled at the tip of his cock, gently licking the underside of it. The touch of her hand was light as a feather as it traveled up and down, and she could tell that his body was starting to tense up.

“You’re teasing me again,” he said.

“This is just the appetizer, Master Drebin.” Kate smiled at him and bit her lower lip. “You’d hardly be able to make the right decision tomorrow if you did not sample the entire menu.”

“You’re cocky.”

Kate hesitated as a hint of malice crept into the handsome man’s voice, and for a moment, she became very aware of what was at stake. If she did not play her cards right, she could end up in Javier’s torture chamber, likely broken or even dead before the year was over. “I have good references. Just lay back and leave it all to me.”

Drebin’s eyes followed Kate as she slowly squatted across his hips and lowered herself onto him. She teasingly paused when the tip touched the outside of her aching pussy, and for a brief moment, Drebin failed to hide the intense lust he was feeling. His dark eyes were electric, and his lips quivered.

“Mmmm … your cock emanates power, Master Drebin,” Kate moaned as she inched her way further down the shaft of his cock. He filled her, stretched her, and she was certain she would crack in two if she went any faster. Her lust threatened to break her concentration, and she had to focus to keep the attention on Drebin, not on her own desires.

“It seems you know what you’re doing,” he said.

Probably the biggest compliment I’ll get from this guy, Kate thought as she controlled her descent. “Mmm … that feels so good …” The massive cock sent explosions of primal pleasure through every cell in her body, as well as a hint of pain. It was overwhelming, and the moans of the hucow slave soon filled the room, accompanied by the muted groans from the man beneath her. Kate led Drebin’s hands to her breasts. He was surprisingly gentle as he played with her nipples, and the sensation pushed her even further towards a climax. She should have felt disgusted at his touch, knowing that he served the despicable dictator, but her body did not care; it was swimming in a sea of unbridled lust.

“You’re feeling in control, aren’t you?” Drebin asked with a smile that terrified Kate to her core.

Yes. Kate did not answer. She was close.

“Let us see how quickly you can adapt.”

Drebin sat up on the bed, still deep inside Kate, and grabbed the chain holding her collar. Before Kate had time to react, he had swung the chain between her hands, caught the chain connecting her shackles, and pulled them behind her head. He then looped the collar chain around her neck, above the collar, and pulled it hard down behind her back. Kate’s wrists were now secured behind her head, and the chain was cutting off her airflow.

“Master … please …” she said, struggling for air.

“Don’t beg. Adapt. Put my cock in your ass.”

Kate gasped for air as she slid off the rock-hard cock. Her asshole was not ready for such a massive invasion, but without the use of her hands, she had trouble controlling her body as it lowered itself onto him again, and she soon felt him filling her asshole, threatening to tear it.

Kate’s vision was blurry as she started riding Drebin. Her thighs were cramping, and the pain was intense.

“Now THAT is more like it,” Drebin said with a bestial grin. He closed his lips around one of Kate’s nipples and bit it. Hard.

Kate clenched her jaw and attempted to embrace the pain, to find enjoyment. Focus. He wouldn’t kill a prospective slave. The panic lessened, and though Kate still struggled to breathe, the pain and choking soon started to elicit moments of furious pleasure.

She started riding him harder, even though her asshole could barely take it.

Drebin’s eyes widened. “Really? Haven’t had enough.”

She met his gaze and channeled all her lust into her eyes. “Never.” Her voice was hoarse and weak. She could feel the veins in her face and neck threatening to pop and imagined that she looked like a purple balloon, ready to pop, but she refused to give up. Refused to beg for mercy.

Instead, she came. Hard. She screamed in a voice that she did not recognize, and it seemed to entice Drebin; she felt his warm cum inside her a moment later. Her entire body shook as she kept riding him until he finally let go of the chain and fell back on the bed.

Kate slowly slid off the softening cock and tried to steady herself on the bed. She coughed and gasped for air as her asshole burned and sperm trickled from it and stained the sheets.

“We’re done here,” Drebin said, staring into the ceiling. “Leave.”

Kate got up and wobbled toward the door. The moment she knocked on it, a guard opened it and dragged her outside.

Kate had trouble sleeping. Her mind kept replaying the events of the day, going over the possible futures laid out before her. She hoped that she had impressed Drebin, that she was going to the Palace of the Glorious Leader, but in the darkness of her cell, even that option seemed terrifying. What if the Leader merely wanted to torture her to punish her mother? What if she was going to be kept in a dark dungeon cell for the rest of her life? There was no guarantee that she would ever get close enough to the Leader to enact her plan, which was not much of a plan in the first place.

In the morning, all the hucows were cleaned up and once again put on display in the large ballroom. A few of the girls struggled to find buyers, resulting in them being picked up for cheap by shady characters, and Kate saw several of her fellow hucows break down crying as they were dragged out of the room. She caught a glimpse of the Turners sitting in the back of the room, visibly nervous, as the smiling host continued to sell girls to the highest bidder. Some of the sums were ludicrous, yet Drebin did not bid on a single one of them.

“Lot number thirteen, a hucow slave from the Turner estate,” the host said. “The daughter of the legendary Fiona Fawkes. None of you can have failed to notice this beauty.”

Kate was dragged onto stage and felt like she could throw up as hundreds of eyes stared at her.

This was it.

Her future was to be decided by these people.

The host started taking bids, and before long, the amount of money in play made Kate dizzy. Mrs. Turner was jumping in her seat, and Mr. Turner looked like he was about to pass out from excitement.

Yet, Mr. Drebin did not participate.

Instead, the bidding war ended up being between Javier and a wealthy oil magnate, who Kate had been with the day before; he had barely managed to be inside her for two minutes before it was all over. Just as the oil magnate bowed out and it seemed like Kate was going to spend the rest of her life in the hands of the sadistic Javier, Mr. Drebin doubled Javier’s bid.

The room went silent. A nervous tick appeared beneath Javier’s eye, and Kate could tell that he was struggling to stay calm. After a few excruciatingly long seconds, he shook his head and sat back in his chair with a disgruntled expression on his face.

Kate breathed a sigh of relief as the guard handed her over to Mr. Drebin.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You’re thanking me?” Drebin shook his head. “You have no idea what you’re in for, girl.”

Kate was still convinced that it was better than being owned by Javier, who instead started bidding on the next girl, the one who had been Kate’s main competition.

“You … you’re not going to buy her?” Kate whispered to Drebin. She knew the answer, but her guilty conscience did not want to accept it.

Drebin smirked. “Her? She blew it.” He scoffed when Javier got the final offer. “Looks like Javier is getting a good piece of ass for cheap. I doubt she’ll make it through the month.”

Kate felt cold as she watched the girl fall to her knees, crying and begging for mercy as Javier grabbed her collar chain and dragged her from the stage. Even if all of Kate’s dreams came true and she managed to topple the malicious dictator, the girl would still be facing a cruel fate at the hands of Javier, likely on some private island far away.

This had better be worth it.

A few hours later, the grand event was coming to a close. The guests said their goodbyes and locked their new toys in cages and crates for the journey home. Kate did not see the Turners again, but she had never expected any heartfelt goodbye on their part anyway.

“There’s just one thing we need to do before we leave,” Drebin said, nodding at a nearby guard wearing the uniform of the Freedom Guard.

Kate looked at him. “You want another go, Master Drebin?”

He scoffed. “No, you’re no longer for me to play with.”

The guard approached with a metal chastity device. It would not have surprised or scared Kate, had it not been for the massive steel dildo on the inside of the metal contraption. Something about the sight of the sleek, shiny metal made her shiver, but she could not tell if it was from fear or excitement. The guard locked the belt around Kate’s waist. It was a tight fit, but not as tight as the dildo that slowly entered her as the guard closed the part of the belt that went between her legs. A padlock ensured that Kate could not take it off.

“You belong to The Glorious Leader now,” Drebin said in an ominous voice. “He’s the only one who has the key.”

Kate groaned. She could feel the steel dildo rubbing against the inside of her pussy with every slight movement, and she knew that not being able to touch herself was going to drive her insane.

The two stood in silence as they watched the curly-haired girl be escorted from the mansion by a grinning Javier. Her screams were muffled by a harness gag, and she stared wide-eyed at Kate, who had to look at the ground in a fruitless attempt to escape the guilt.

“We had better get going. It’s a long trip to the Palace,” Drebin said with a yawn as he watched the girl being thrown into the trunk of a sedan. He looked at Kate. “Take a good look, daughter of Fiona Fawkes. You’re not likely to ever leave the Palace again.”

We’ll see about that.

CONCLUDES IN “REVENGE OF THE HUCOW SLAVES”
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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.

[image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, person  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse][image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, beklædning, person  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse][image: ]


[image: ]

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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