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A ray of sunshine snuck through the blinds and landed on the thin blanket covering Kate’s naked, trembling body. She could hear her family chatting downstairs, waiting for her to join them for breakfast, but she was not ready. Not yet. A muted gasp escaped her full lips as her fingers explored the wonders between her legs. A bolt of pleasure shot through her body as she massaged her clit, and she had to bite her lip to keep herself from moaning loudly. In her mind, a handsome, muscular man rode her with furious determination. Maybe even against her will; it was a recurring fantasy during her morning ‘meditation’. The man’s hands closed around her neck, choking her, and the thought drove her ever close to the edge.

Almost there. Kate rummaged through the pile of clothes next to her bed without stopping. She found the wide leather belt and looped it around her neck. It felt wrong, dirty, and exhilarating. The belt tightened around her throat as she pulled it, enhancing every touch of her fingers. She arched her back in anticipation.

So close now.

Then she heard it. The dreaded sound that she had hoped never to hear in her life. Every drop of lust evaporated in a second as she jumped to her feet. Kate put on a light summer dress and was halfway out the door when she remembered the belt still around her neck. She ran downstairs and joined her family, who were all standing at the window, staring in disbelief at the source of the noise.

Tanks. They had brought tanks to the village.

Kate had known for a while that it was only a matter of time before the Freedom Guard would visit the small town. There had been dissent, too many people were opposed to The Glorious Leader’s totalitarian regime in the area, but Kate had never expected The Freedom Guard to show up with heavy armor. The black uniforms were a stark contrast to the peaceful, spring-colored surroundings, as were the terrified expressions on the faces of the young women being dragged out of the houses. Kate felt an unpleasant knot in her stomach at the sight of her best friend Alice being pushed into the back of a waiting truck.

“They’re going door to door.”

Kate looked at her mother standing next to her. The divine face was bathed in sunlight; the sharp features, the expressive, blue eyes, and the long blonde, wavy hair had all been passed on to Kate, and only a few fine wrinkles at the corner of the eyes revealed that Fiona was her mother, not her older sister. She wore a light summer dress that barely contained her impressive bosom. It had been years since she had won the country’s most prestigious beauty contest, but she could probably still give the younger generations a run for their money.

“They’ll be here soon,” Kate said. She glanced at her father, sitting at the dining room table trying to calm Isabel, her anxious little sister. “What do we do?”

“It’s too late to run.” Her father looked up with a grim expression on his normally kind face. People often asked why Fiona had left the high-society, crazy life behind to be with an average-looking public-school teacher, but Kate had never met a man as composed and loving as her father. “Let us just hope they can be reasoned with.”

Fiona placed an arm around Kate. “We’ll get through this, Katie. Don’t worry.”

Kate nodded, but she still jumped when someone knocked on the door with insistent, loud knocks.

“Open the door! In the name of The Glorious Leader!”

Fiona smiled at her daughter and opened the door. A tall, thin man awaited outside, wearing the badge of an Inquisitor, the Leader’s elite guard. The man blinked a few times when he laid eyes on Fiona, but he soon regained his composure.

“Fiona Bell?” he asked.

Fiona nodded. “That’s me. Why?”

The man nodded at two soldiers behind him who pushed Kate’s mother into the living room and entered with their rifles at the ready. Kate’s father got up, but Fiona sent him a stern look and shook her head. The Inquisitor strode into the room with the confidence of a man who knows he is in complete control. The dark hair was combed back, and the steel-gray eyes mapped every corner of the room.

“I’m sorry to barge in like this, truly, but I’m sure you have read the news.” The man’s voice was calm with a hint of sympathy, even though it ran false.

“What, that propaganda shit being spewed from the capital?” Fiona crossed her arms. “People don’t like the leader. You’re here to punish us for that.”

The man suppressed a smirk and rubbed his eyebrow. “That is a crude way to say it, but I suppose so.” He took a deep breath and mustered a surprisingly charming smile. “My orders are to gather one woman from each family in the village to serve the Leader.”

Kate was frightened, but she could feel the familiar stubbornness that she had inherited from her mother. “Serve the Leader? You mean to act as a hostage to quell any resistance?”

The man shrugged. “Semantics. The bottom line is: Your mother is coming with me.” He looked at Fiona with a wry smile. “You get to serve The Glorious Leader by becoming one of his treasured hucows, to help the country prosper.”

Kate felt an unpleasant shiver down her spine. Everyone knew about the women sent to the farms; the country’s biggest export was human breastmilk. She glanced at her younger sister, who was staring into thin air. Her sister’s condition was the very reason that her mother had retired at a young age to take care of the family, and the thought of depriving her of Fiona’s care drove Kate to take a step forward.

“Take me instead.”

The man stared at Kate with a furrowed brow. “Excuse me?”

Kate shook her head. “The Leader wants a hostage. I’m 19, I can replace my mother. She is needed here.”

The man opened his mouth to answer but was interrupted when Kate’s father sprung to his feet and lunged toward the Inquisitor. “No! I won’t let you take anyone!”

Kate was shocked to see a burst of anger from her mellow father, but one of the soldiers was less impressed and quickly knocked him to the floor with the butt of his rifle. The soldiers aimed their rifles at him, their fingers resting on the triggers, ready to execute the defiant man at the behest of the Inquisitor.

“That was not very smart,” the dark-haired man said, rubbing his cheek. “We can’t let such unhinged aggression go unpunished.” He smiled. “We’ll take them both now.”

“No!” Kate shouted. She clenched her fists and took a step toward the cruel man, but she stopped when the Inquisitor took a step to the side and grabbed her sister’s hair, pulling the timid girl to her feet.

“I think I’ve had enough of all this.” He pulled out his gun and aimed it at the temple of the crying girl. “You both go willingly, or she dies. Do I make myself clear?”

Everything seemed to crumble around Kate. Life in the country of The Glorious Leader was not pleasant, not since his violent takeover five years earlier, but she had never expected this. Her father was sobbing on the floor, helpless, and Fiona stared at her youngest daughter with a quivering lip.

“We will go,” Fiona said. There was great sorrow in her voice, but also determination. “Leave her alone.”

The Inquisitor nodded at the two soldiers, who grabbed the two women, forcing their hands behind their backs. Kate had never been handcuffed before, and the feel of cold, sharp-edged steel against her wrists as the cuffs tightened made her nauseous. She only managed a quick, painful glance at her father and sister before she was dragged out of the small house and into the street. The other soldier had handcuffed her mother, who stoically walked in front of the Inquisitor with her back straight, refusing to show the pain she was undoubtedly feeling. The soldiers pushed Kate and her mother into the back of one of the waiting trucks. Fear grabbed hold of Kate’s throat, threatening to choke her, as she saw the dozens of scared women sitting squeezed together. Some were young, like her, others older. She knew most of them, and her eyes locked with Alice, her dear friend, who was sitting near the back. Her auburn hair was still wet, and she only wore a bath towel. The green eyes glistened with fear, but she still managed to send Kate a comforting smile.

“Stay strong, Kate,” Fiona whispered next to her.

“I’m scared, Mom …”

Fiona smiled. “Me too. But we’ll be okay. We’re the Bell family, remember? We will find a way home. We always do.”

Her mother’s courage and confidence gave her strength, but they could not change the facts: Kate and her mother were going to be hucow slaves.

***

After what felt like hours, the truck finally ground to a halt. None of the women had dared to speak on the ride, afraid to incur the wrath of the soldiers. Through the cracks in the green tarp covering the back of the truck, Kate had seen the tranquil farmlands of her home turn into suburbs, then concrete and skyscrapers. The country had been prosperous before turning into a dictatorship, and though the good times were long gone, the larger cities still looked like any other in the Western hemisphere with international fast-food chains and malls. From the back of the truck, with her hands buzzing from the tight handcuffs, the bustling city outside seemed to be worlds away.

“Where are we?” Kate’s mother whispered.

“The city. Seems we’re going downtown.” Kate saw people going about their lives, ignoring the green trucks.

The trucks parked in a large courtyard, and for a while, nothing happened. The women sent concerned glances at each other, and the air was thick with anxiety and fear.

When the tarp covering the back was finally pulled aside, Kate had not expected to see a woman in an elegant, business-like outfit. The black pencil skirt and white shirt accentuated the sensual curves of her body, and her dark brown hair was tied in a tight ponytail. She had a clipboard in her hand and looked at the frightened women with an expression of unfiltered empathy.

“So many of you …” she muttered, but Kate was likely the only one who heard it. The woman cleared her throat and raised her voice. “My name is Evelyn, I’m a doctor. I and my colleagues will see you one at a time.” She checked her clipboard. “Fiona Bell?”

Kate’s mother nodded and glanced at her daughter. “I’m here, but please, can my daughter come along? We do not wish to be separated, I hope you understand.”

“Daughter?” The woman checked her list. “She’s not on here …” The woman shrugged. “Of course. Both of you, come with me.”

It was not easy to get down from the truck with cuffed hands, and their walk across the courtyard was unpleasant. Kate and her mother had not had the chance to put on shoes, and the asphalt was burning hot in the midday sun. The sight of crying women and cold-hearted soldiers was heartbreaking, and Kate breathed a sigh of relief when hot asphalt and sobbing women were replaced by cool hallways and silence. The building looked to be an old school; there were still posters about school dances and after-school activities on the walls, but the dates were all more than five years old. Evelyn led them to a small office and asked them to sit on two rickety chairs in front of a desk.

“They took both of you …” Evelyn sat down at the desk and folded her hands. “Barbaric. I’m truly sorry, they were only meant to take one from each family.”

Fiona snorted. “Isn’t one bad enough? This is kidnapping.”

Evelyn nodded and leaned back in the chair. “I don’t disagree with you, Mrs. Bell. It’s a cruel practice.”

“Then why do you help them?” Kate asked. She struggled to get comfortable in the chair; whenever she tried to lean back, the handcuffs dug into her wrists.

“I’m here to do a basic health check and administer your hormone injections. I … I don’t condone the hucow industry, at all, but I fear the consequences if I don’t participate. They could start having non-medical personnel administer the doses, which could lead to catastrophic side effects.” She smiled, but there was no trace of joy on her face, only sadness. “Besides … I do not wish to end up where you are now.”

“Is there no way you can get Kate out of this?” Fiona asked. “She shouldn’t be here. Someone needs to help my husband take care of my other daughter, she is not well.”

Evelyn shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. The Inquisitors are in charge.” Evelyn wrote a note on a small pad. “But I can make sure that your daughter gets help. It’s the least I can do.”

Kate heard her mother breathe a sigh of relief, but she would still have preferred if Fiona had stayed behind. Kate was scared, unable to fathom what awaited her, but knowing that her mother would have to endure it as well somehow made it worse.

“Please, stand up. Let me have a look at you,” Evelyn said and got up from her chair and grabbed a pair of sharp scissors from the table. “I’m going to cut off your clothes. You won’t be wearing any after this anyway.”

“What, you can’t …” Kate started, but Evelyn shushed her.

“Please, don’t make a fuss.” Evelyn put a finger to her lips. “There’s a guard right outside the door, and we don’t want him in here for this.”

Kate winced as the scissor cut the straps on her dress, as well as her panties and bra.

“Wow, you … you are both gorgeous,” Evelyn said after removing Fiona’s clothes as well. She took a step back. “Such beauty, such amazing bodies.” She bit her lower lip before she started her inspection of Kate’s mother. The slender hands inspected every inch of the graceful body, and a surprised moan escaped Fiona’s full lips when Evelyn caressed her huge breasts.

“Are you sure you had two kids?” Evelyn said with a smile that Kate could have sworn was dripping with lust. “Those are firm.”

“Let’s just say they had a little help after my last birth. I was still working in showbiz at the time.”

Kate had not expected to see her mother this relaxed, especially not when Evelyn’s fingers slipped inside her vagina. The two women’s eyes were fixed on each other, and Fiona showed no sign of discomfort.

“I’ll be gentle,” Evelyn said as she pushed further in. “I can’t say I’m not aware of who you are, Mrs. Bell. A legend. In so many ways.”

Fiona moaned.

What does she mean by that? Kate thought. The whole situation felt odd, and she did not know how to feel when Evelyn moved her attention to her. The slender fingers explored Kate’s body, and she tried to resist the trickle of arousal when Evelyn touched her nipples.

“Every bit her mother’s daughter,” Evelyn said. “Are you uncomfortable, dear?”

Kate shook her head. “No … maybe … I don’t know.”

“Just relax.”

You can’t possibly be enjoying this, Kate! The voice in her head tried to push away the signals being sent from her pussy as Evelyn entered her. It did not feel like an inspection as the fingers started moving slowly in and out. Evelyn was gentle, and Kate could feel the fear melting away, if only for a moment.

“Can … can you make sure we’re not separated?” Kate asked, sensing that the tender moment was a chance to ask for a favor. “That we stay together?”

Evelyn nodded, her fingers still buried deep inside Kate. “It should be possible. I can’t say that this will be pleasant for you, but at least you’ll be together.” She smiled and looked at Fiona. “What do you offer in return? You know how this country works, Mrs. Bell.”

Kate looked at her mother with a furrowed brow. It was as if she did not recognize the woman next to her. The woman looked like her mother, but there was a deviousness to the smile, an odd fire in the blue eyes.

“Of course,” Fiona said and licked her upper lip. She took a step forward and planted a passionate kiss on Evelyn’s lips.

“What the fuck?” Kate blurted as she watched her mother kiss Evelyn with an intensity that she had never witnessed between her parents. It felt wrong, not helped by the fingers still massaging her clit.

Fiona salvaged her tongue from Evelyn’s mouth but did not stop staring at the doctor. “Katie, my dear. Evelyn is going to do us a favor. We will pleasure her in return.”

Evelyn nodded and started undressing after pulling her wet fingers out of Kate’s pussy.

“Mom, I …”

Fiona shook her head. “It’ll be fun, sweetie. Trust me.”

She has done this before. The revelation hit Kate like a truck, but she was soon distracted by the goddess standing before her. Evelyn’s breasts were smaller than Fiona’s, but the body was no less impressive. There was a gracefulness to it, and it lured Kate in. She had never been with a woman, but at this moment, aided by the lust still burning from Evelyn’s experienced touch, she wanted to be with this woman. The attraction was so strong that Kate almost managed to forget about the circumstances of their capture.

Evelyn laid herself down on a worn sofa in the corner of the room. She observed her prisoners with a smile as she rested her head on the pillow, spreading her legs wide in anticipation. Kate was stunned; she was sexually inexperienced, having only a few youthful indiscretions to her name, and she had no idea how to proceed. She glanced at her mother who seemed to experience no such reluctance. The naked former model strode confidently towards Evelyn, seductively pushing her considerable bosom forward. She knelt in front of the elegant doctor and started kissing her with even more passion than before. Evelyn grabbed Fiona’s hair, pulling her closer. The air was electric, soaked in sexual tension; it overwhelmed Kate, who could do nothing but stare at her handcuffed mother as she moved down from Evelyn’s lips, sucking the nipple into her mouth with a pleased moan.

This is so surreal …

Fiona looked at her, letting go of the nipple for a moment. “Come, Kate. Show Evelyn your appreciation. Kiss her.”

Kate approached slowly. She had always been confident and headstrong, not unlike her mother, but this was a new situation, and she suddenly became painfully aware of how much was at stake if she did not perform. The fear of being separated from her mother drove her forward, sending her tongue deep inside Evelyn’s half-open mouth. Evelyn returned the gesture, and they were soon entangled in a fiery kiss. Kate could feel herself getting wet, even if it was tough to lean forward without the ability to use her arms for support. She tried moving her hands, but the handcuffs were too restrictive, a cruel reminder of her predicament and the stakes.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her mother kissing Evelyn’s inner thigh. Evelyn reacted with breathy moans, and she started kissing Kate with even more passion than before. For a moment, Kate felt slightly jealous of Evelyn; the skill with which Fiona started licking the immaculately trimmed pussy made her feel warm and aroused, but the jealousy dissipated the moment she remembered that she was watching her own mother lick the pussy of a stranger.

Licking it well.

Where did she learn that? Kate tried to push the thought away, but it nestled in the back of her mind, refusing to let go. There was clearly a side to her mother that she had never been aware of.

Evelyn grabbed Kate’s hair and pulled her away from her mouth. “I want you to lick me now. Show me how much you want my help.” A hint of a threat had snuck its way into Evelyn’s compassionate voice, but the smile was warm and soaked in lust. The doctor forced Kate to sit astride her chest, facing Evelyn’s pussy.

Fiona looked up at her with a smile. “You can do this. Lick her clit. I’ll finger her.” She spoke the words with the same relaxed tone she used to talk about the weather, but it all sounded wrong to Kate’s ears. In an impressive display of grace and ingenuity, Fiona turned around and placed herself between Evelyn’s legs with her back turned, giving her restrained hands access to the soaking wet pussy. She leaned forward and slid three fingers inside Evelyn.

“Yes! That feels amazing!” Evelyn said, arching her back. “Lick me!”

Kate leaned forward and started licking Evelyn’s clit from above. She created a vacuum, sucking it into her mouth just as she had just watched her mother do it. All she could see was pussy and Fiona’s fingers sliding in and out, drenched in the doctor’s juices. The handcuff chains rattled loudly, joining the increasingly loud moans from Evelyn.

Kate was so focused on pleasing Evelyn that it caught her completely by surprise when the doctor’s hand found its way down between Kate’s legs and started massaging her clit.

Fuck, that … that feels good! The flood of pleasure caused Kate to lick her benefactor with more enthusiasm, and the two women’s moans filled the room.

“I am so fucking close,” Evelyn whimpered, moments before Kate felt the muscles in the doctor’s body tense up beneath her. Evelyn came with a loud, pleased sigh, and shortly after, the tense, fit body calmed down.

Kate groaned as the hand disappeared from her aching clit. The intense act was over, and she became acutely aware of the drab surroundings, her nakedness, and the handcuffs digging into her slender wrists. She suddenly felt cold and afraid, despite her mother’s comforting smile.

Fiona and Kate got up and stood next to the couch while Evelyn caught her breath.

“Well done, both of you,” Evelyn said, biting her lower lip. She got up and started getting dressed. “I’ll do all I can to ensure that you get to stay together. However, there is nothing I can do to prevent the next point on the agenda.”

Kate glanced at her mother; the smile was gone.

“Is there no way for Kate to avoid this?” Fiona’s voice faltered. “The life of a hu…”

“No.” Evelyn buttoned her shirt and put on her heels. “I cannot risk going against an Inquisitor’s orders. I’m sorry.” She opened a drawer and pulled out two large syringes containing a clear liquid. “You’ll receive your injections now – the hormone treatment is remarkably effective, it should only take a few weeks before you start lactating.”

“Lactating?” Kate looked at her mother. “Is this really happening?” She knew what it meant, knew what awaited her, but the mind refused to comprehend it.

“You’ll be kept here at the school until the treatment takes effect,” Evelyn said; her voice had turned cold and businesslike. Kate winced as Evelyn created a fold of skin on her belly and injected the hormones. “After that, you will be transported to your designated farm.”

Kate stared at the tiny drop of blood that had appeared on her stomach. It felt like her fate had been sealed, that she had crossed a threshold with no way back. “How long … how long will we have to stay there?”

Evelyn repeated the procedure on Fiona and sighed. “I honestly don’t know. Until they have no use for you anymore, I guess.”

Fiona went pale. “Then what?”

Evelyn looked at the two beautiful women for a second before walking up to the door and knocking three times. “Guard, we’re done here. Take them away.”

Kate’s body was a chaos of conflicting emotions and sensations as the guard led her down the dimly lit hallway. The sore spot on her belly reminded her of why she was there, as did the tight handcuffs, but the fear gripping her failed to erase the desire still filling her after the sex with Evelyn. Her mother walked next to her, tall and proud, refusing to let the guards’ rough treatment and constant pushes get to her, but Kate knew her mother well. Her eyes betrayed the uncertainty she was feeling, as did the clenched jaw.

When the guard had entered the doctor’s office, Kate had at first been relieved when the cuffs had been removed, but it had been a temporary relief; the guard had immediately locked them on in front, tighter than before, and attached them to a chain that he locked to a belly chain. If anything, Kate felt more restricted than before, even if it was slightly more comfortable. A pair of ankle cuffs were also added, which now scraped painfully against her Achilles tendon as she walked through the halls.

The muted sounds of crying and screaming women sounded from every door they passed as they were led deeper inside the school. The bright sunlight failed to penetrate the boarded-up windows, and the few rays that snuck inside through gaps in the wooden planks finally disappeared from view as the two women were escorted downstairs, into the building’s dark, cold basement. Old tables and chairs from back when the building had been a place of learning were stacked against the walls in the cramped corridors, but Kate also spotted chains and shackles hanging from the walls and ceilings, joined by the occasional spatter of what looked like dried blood.

Kate felt a lump grow in her throat at the horrible sights, dreading what came next for her and her mother. She had always been cocky and opinionated, critiquing The Glorious Leader when she was with her friends, protected by the imagined invincibility of youth, but now that she was in the clutches of the regime, naked and chained, helpless to resist what came next, the rebellious side of her had been effectively drowned.

The guard stopped at a metal door and unlocked it. He pushed the two women into a small room that reeked of sweat and mold. It was dark, but Kate could make out a group of hunched figures sitting on the floor.

“This will be your new home for the coming weeks,” the guard said without any hint of empathy. He pushed Fiona onto the floor and locked her ankle restraints to a heavy chain lying on the floor before doing the same to Kate.

“Wait … aren’t you going to remove our handcuffs?” Kate said as the guard turned to leave. Part of her knew the answer, but it all seemed too cruel.

The guard merely laughed and slammed the door shut behind him. The dread that had been building slowly on the way into the basement erupted into a panic attack as Kate heard the key turn in the door and the darkness enveloped her.

“Don’t worry, Katie,” a familiar, calm voice sounded next to her. She could feel the heat from her mother’s naked body as a soothing fire in the cold darkness. “We’ll find our way home.”

“Good luck. They only take people from here when they are ready to be sent to the farms.” The voice speaking was dark and monotone, bereft of hope. “Noone returns from there.”

Kate tried to swallow the lump in her throat, but it remained. “Do they at least feed us?”

Another woman snorted in the dark. “Of course. You can’t produce milk without sustenance. Our gracious hosts even empty the toilet bucket every day.”

A bucket? Kate felt nauseous.

“Could you all shut up?” another woman snarled. “I’m trying to get a little rest here. You might as well just lie down and wait for the milk to flow so you can serve The Glorious Leader.”

Kate wanted to talk back, to vent her fear and frustrations, but it was pointless. Her mother’s hopeful words of encouragement could not fight back the crushing dread and fear that threatened to swallow her whole. She laid down on the cold concrete floor, huddling up next to her mother for warmth. Fiona kissed her forehead like she had done countless times over the years, but the hug that usually followed was denied them. Kate tested her restraints; the chain around her waist gnawed at her flesh and the sharp edges of the handcuffs dug into her wrist as she pulled at them, but there was nothing she could do.

At least we’re together.

The cold basement turned out to be a far crueler form of torture than Kate had initially imagined. The constant darkness messed with her sense of time, and she only caught glimpses of her involuntary roommates when the door opened. Most were young women like Kate, but there were a few in their early forties as well. Kate had been surprised to find that some of the women had volunteered to be sent to the farms to please The Glorious Leader, showing the firm grasp the dictator had on large parts of the population. Some of the others had been there a few more days than Kate and Fiona, but all had been injected on the same day; they were all part of a huge shipment of hucows meant to be sent to the farms a few weeks later.

After a few days, the pain started setting in. The floor was hard, and the restraints severely limited the positions one could lie in. When the soreness got too much, most would stand up for a while, but the tight leg cuffs quickly made it just as uncomfortable as the floor.

“How are you feeling?” Fiona whispered. They had just eaten, and Kate was lying with her head on her mother’s shoulder.

“My breasts are sore.” Kate felt like they had grown even bigger.

Her mother sighed. “Mine too. It’s the hormones. It feels different than when I breastfed you and your sister – I fear it’s going to get painful.” The slight tremble in her mother’s voice sent a cold shiver down Kate’s spine. “Are you scared, sweetie?”

Kate thought about it. “Maybe. I’m not sure anymore. I know they’re not leaving us down here forever. Whatever comes next can’t be worse than this, right?”

Fiona did not answer.

They treat us like animals, Kate thought when one of the guards came to pick up the disgusting toilet bucket that the girls had to pass around. The food was nourishing, but tasteless, and apart from the occasional snide comment, the guards left them alone. At least they had done so until now. As the guard turned to leave, a man appeared in the doorway. Despite the flickering light from the hallway, it was hard to discern the man’s facial features, but the body was broad and imposing. The guard cowered at the sight of the man and hurried past him.

“Fucking cattle …” the man said in a deep, loathful voice. “This is what they assigned me to handle?”

Several of the women shrieked as the man turned on the lights in the small room. It took a few moments for Kate’s eyes to acclimate to the brightness, and for the first time, she got a proper look at her cell and cellmates. The walls were naked concrete, likely an old storage room, and exposed water pipes ran across the ceiling. She had seen glimpses of the other women every time the door had been opened, but their faces had been buried in shadow. Some looked scared and timid, others defiant and snarling. They were all cuffed in the same manner as Kate; handcuffs locked to belly chains and their leg cuffs locked to the heavy chain that ran across the middle of the room, locked to a massive steel pipe at the end.

The man stepped inside the room, and Kate begrudgingly had to admit that he was extremely handsome. The beard was well-kept, and the steely-gray eyes had an almost hypnotizing quality to them.

“All of you, stand up.” His voice echoed in the cold room, and everyone obeyed. One girl, however, a short, red-haired girl who had not spoken a word in the days that Kate had been there, tripped and fell on her ass. The man grabbed the girl by the throat and lifted her to her feet. She cried out in shock and pain when he hit her with an open palm. The impact was loud and heavy, leaving the girl crying and red-cheeked. “When I tell you to do something, you do it right away. This sorry excuse for a cow just earned herself a trip to the most abusive farm of them all.”

The others stared at the floor, desperate to avoid the man’s attention. The girl’s scared sobbing felt like an ice pick in Kate’s brain.

The man stood in front of Fiona. “You look familiar …” He placed a finger under her cheek and lifted it. “Such beauty. I know who you are. I know your reputation.” He smiled. “I’d love to fuck you, but that would get me in trouble.”

Fiona stared him in the eye with a wry smile. “I guess you’ll have to miss out, then.”

Kate glanced at her mother; once again, she felt like everyone else knew her mother in a way that she did not.

The man nodded. “I guess so. Or I could settle for the younger, tighter version.” He looked at Kate and licked his lips as he grabbed her by the pussy. It took every ounce of self-control Kate had not to pull back. She tried to match her mother’s defiance and looked the man in the eye.

“That could get you in trouble too,” Fiona said. Her voice was confident and cold, but she had the slight flicker in her eye that Kate knew from their weekly game nights.

She was bluffing.

The gray eyes became narrow slits in the man’s handsome face. “Perhaps. Perhaps not. In any case, there are enough cattle in this room to entertain me for a bit before I get to your daughter. And I like playing rough.” He returned to the red-haired girl and unlocked her leg cuffs from the chain. He grabbed her by the hair and looked straight at Fiona and Kate as he yanked the girl’s head back, causing her to scream. “I’ll start with this one. She needs a little … punishment, I think. I’ll make sure to return what is left of her.” He looked at the nine chained women. “I want you all to keep standing until I get back. If any of you sit down, you’ll have it way worse than this miserable cow.”

Kate stared in horror as the man dragged the girl out of the room. Her pleas for mercy were muted when the door slammed shut behind them.

“I’ve seen too many men corrupted by even the smallest scrap of power,” Fiona whispered under her breath.

“Mother, what did he mean when he said …” Kate started, but she was interrupted by a desperate, distant scream. The room was pitch-black, but she could hear rattling chains telling her that the other women were startled as well. She wanted to inquire about what made her mother such a special case, but the screaming continued, and she was soon distracted by the pain of her leg cuffs pressing on her tendons.

The girl was returned a while later. Red streaks were visible on her entire body from what seemed to be a brutal whipping, and she bled from several small cuts. She was barely able to stand, and she collapsed to the ground the moment the man let go of her.

“That was fun,” he said before kicking the girl in the stomach. She curled up in a ball to avoid any follow-ups, but it seemed like she had no energy left to scream or cry. “We’ll see who gets to be my plaything tomorrow. I still have a while before you’re all shipped off to the farms.”

As the darkness once again enveloped Kate, a new emotion awoke beneath the ever-present fear and anxiety; a fiery stubbornness inherited from her mother grabbed hold of her as she heard the cruel man’s muted footsteps disappear down the corridor outside the room. She hated bullies, and though she was in no position to do anything about the horrible treatment, she swore that she would not let a man like this break her. Her wrists strained against the handcuffs as she clenched her fists, barely able to contain her anger.

Kate and her mother seemed to be safe, for now. But the others were not, and the situation gnawed at Kate’s conscience. She would have to find a way to help them.

Whatever the cost.

With every passing day, Kate could feel her breasts grow in size. They were constantly sore, and she found it hard to breathe when lying on her back. Kate could manage the discomfort, as could her mother, but it was watching the sadistic guard captain pick out a new girl every day that was getting to her. Even the women who believed their transformation into hucows was serving The Glorious Leader cried when they were dragged away, and all returned bruised and broken; all of them had refused to talk about what they had endured out of fear of reprisal.

This isn’t right, Kate thought as the door once again opened and the cruel man entered. She had tried to muster the courage to stand up to him, to tell him off, but she had no idea what it would accomplish if she finally managed to do it. Kate clenched her jaw as she saw him walk slowly around the room, causing the nearest woman to cower in fear. It was like the worst game of duck-duck-goose ever.

“Hmm …” he said. “Not much time left to have fun with you all. Who to choose …” He approached the timid girl he had chosen the first time, and Kate could see her body shaking.

“Don’t try anything, Kate,” Fiona whispered.

“What do you mean?”

Fiona smiled. It was a tired, resigned smile. “I know that expression. You’re going to do something stupid. Brave, no doubt, but stupid.” The handcuffs dug into her slender wrists as she extended her hand to touch her daughter’s. Kate noticed the deep red grooves on her mother’s wrist and felt a lump in her throat.

“It’s not right,” Kate mumbled.

“Nothing you can do about it. You have to pick your battles.”

Kate nodded. Her mother was right.

“Take me!” Kate said, stumbling to her feet. She immediately regretted her decision as the entire room stared at her.

“Excuse me?” The guard captain walked up to Kate and stared her in the eye. He was tall, but so was Kate.

“She’s just tired, sir,” Fiona said and tried to pull Kate down to sit again, but Kate resisted. “Ignore her.”

Kate ignored Fiona’s pleading eyes. “Take me. Leave the others alone. You won’t get in trouble if I volunteer.” Kate had no idea where the confidence came from, but it helped calm the numbing fear that threatened to send her sulking to her knees. “You want me, don’t you?” She pushed her considerable chest forward and fluttered her eyelashes. “You can do whatever you want with me.”

The man looked at her with a furrowed brow. Kate held her breath as he studied her, and she tried to ignore her mother’s desperate begging.

“Please, Kate, don’t do this … Sir, don’t take her, I beg you!”

He looked at Fiona. “Shut up, cow. You might be a favored one, but I won’t stand for disobedience.” He raised his hand to hit her, but Kate stepped in front of her mother, nearly stumbling due to the leg cuffs.

“No! Please, take me. It’ll be worth it, I promise.”

The man lowered his hand and smiled. “You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into, girl.”

A cold shiver trickled down her spine as she looked into his dark, cruel eyes, but she refused to back down now. “No, I don’t.” She could not hide the quiver in her voice. “But rather me than them.”

“You’ll regret this,” he said and knelt to unlock Kate’s leg cuffs from the chain. “But I’ll enjoy it.”

No way back now, Kate thought as she was dragged out of the room. Right before the door slammed shut behind her, she caught a glimpse of her mother crying.

Regret hit Kate like a speeding truck the moment the guard captain started dragging her down the darkened corridor with a firm grip on her arm. She had just volunteered to be tortured by a sadistic man, yet Kate had never gotten her ears pierced because she hated pain. Her heart pounded like a drum in her chest as the fear coursed through her veins.

Don’t show him how scared you are, she told herself. She knew she had done the right thing, but the other women in the cell suddenly seemed far away, in another world, and a crushing sense of helplessness and loneliness grabbed hold of Kate now that she was away from her mother.

“Welcome to my playroom,” the captain said with a confident smile as he opened the door to a room roughly the size of the cell Kate had just left. There were no windows, the floor, walls, and ceiling were concrete, and there was no furniture in the room apart from a table and an old wooden chair.

Are those … bloodstains? Kate’s stomach contents threatened to eject themselves at the sight of the dark stains on the chair and floor. The unease was not lessened when she noticed the rows of whips, paddles, and other instruments of torture hanging on the wall. She shuddered as the guard captain closed and locked the door.

“Noone has ever volunteered before,” he said. Kate could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck.

Is he sniffing my hair? Kate took a deep breath. “Maybe I’m not like the others.” She tried to sound confident, but it was a fragile illusion.

“Cocky. I like that.” The man let his fingers run through Kate’s hair. She felt nothing but disgust at his touch, even if she had to admit that he smelled nice. “But I suspect you’ll be begging me for mercy before long.”

Kate was ready to beg right there and then. She was terrified of what was to come, scared of the pain, but she was also determined to not let any of the other women suffer anymore.

She had to do well. She had to impress the guard captain.

The handcuffs were unlocked from the chain belt for the first time since Kate’s arrival. Despite her hands and ankles still being restrained, Kate felt oddly liberated. At least for a few seconds.

“My name is David,” the man said as he locked a long chain to Kate’s handcuffs. The tone of his voice was harsh and indifferent, and Kate found it odd that he would share such a thing. He threw the chain over a thick pipe in the ceiling and pulled Kate’s hands over her head. “I find it suitable that you know that when the begging starts.” He pulled the chain until Kate was balancing on her toes. The sharp cuffs cut into the already sore wrists, and Kate could not help but let out a whimper.

“Uncomfortable, isn’t it?” David took a step back to admire his new toy. “This position displays your beautiful body well. Such curves …” He let his hand move across her hips. “You’re in good shape. Gymnast?”

“Ho… Horseback riding …” The strenuous position made it hard to breathe, but Kate was adamant that she would not show weakness.

David nodded approvingly. The strong hands moved upward from the hips and started caressing the breasts. “These are some of the biggest udders I’ve seen on a cow this far. And yet so firm. Magnificent.”

Kate bit her lip to keep from crying out when he pinched her nipple.

“I like huge breasts with small areolas. It’s a good look.”

Kate scoffed. “Thanks, I guess.” She tried to suppress the pain; every touch and pinch hurt her sore breasts.

“Let us see if you have any milk on offer.”

Kate winced as David squeezed her breast with one hand. Nothing came out, and she hoped that he would leave it at that. She had tried not to think of why she was there, why she was taken, but the thought suddenly occurred to her that this could be her life now. Her breast exploded in pain as David started using both hands to squeeze and milk her breast. A few drops appeared on her nipple.

“Ah, there we go!” he said as if he was celebrating having finished a particularly difficult crossword puzzle. He licked the drops of milk with a pleased, exaggerated moan. “Sweet and tasty. Let us see if there is more to be had.” He closed his lips around her nipple and continued to massage the breast while creating a vacuum with his mouth. Kate could feel the milk starting to flow, but it was slow, painful, and humiliating. The cruel man was breastfeeding, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. Every slight movement of her body, every squeeze from David filled the room with the sound of rattling chains from Kate’s restraints. The experience was uncomfortably intimate, not even the few boys she had been with had ever sucked her tits, and part of her would rather be whipped than endure this.

When David finally let go, Kate felt like her breast was on fire. She hoped that it would get easier in time, that it was simply because her breasts were not ready yet, otherwise the prospect of going to one of the country’s countless hucow farms suddenly seemed even worse than before.

“Delicious,” he said as he wiped his mouth. The gray eyes were burning as they leered at Kate’s quivering body. “Looking at you like this makes me hard, little cow.” He slid a hand up her inner thigh and started massaging her clit. Kate groaned, trying to resist the specks of pleasure; she did not want to give him the satisfaction of thinking he could turn her on. “You probably believe life will be easier at the farm, don’t you? You all do … but trust me, it gets worse. Far worse.”

The words failed to register as his fingers moved inside Kate’s pussy. Something about the tough position and the stretched body made every movement of David’s fingers more intense, more enjoyable than anything Kate had ever managed to achieve by herself.

You can’t enjoy this. You mustn’t.

David smiled. “You’re all sluts in the end. You just want someone to take control.”

Kate had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from telling him to go fuck himself. She had to endure the taunting and torment if she wanted David to leave the others alone.

“Maybe you’re right …” she gasped as he moved in deeper. “I’m … I’m all yours …”

David raised an eyebrow. “A submissive little slut. Excellent.”

Kate was relieved when the fingers left her pussy and reluctantly noticed that she was starting to get wet. She watched as David took a leather whip with multiple scary-looking leather tethers from the wall and walked slowly towards her, enjoying the look of terror on Kate’s face.

“I don’t do this to punish you for anything,” he said, letting the tethers of the whip gently run across Kate’s breasts. “I just do it because it turns me on. Nothing personal.”

Where did they find this guy? Had Kate seen David on the street, she would have been attracted to his rugged looks, his white smile, the hypnotizing eyes, but there was genuine cruelty beneath the good looks. She hated that hearing his deep voice made her wet, hated that part of her wanted him to fuck her – he looked just like the kind of man that would appear in her masturbatory fantasies.

Then the first lash of the whip hit her back. Even though she could tell that he was starting slow, the pain was immediate and caused her entire body to shudder. She thought of the other girls and their marks; she knew this could go on for hours. The hits kept coming, harder and harder. Her body screamed in pain and begged her to try and stop it, but Kate did not want to cry or beg. The others had done so, she had no doubt, but she had to be stronger.

“FUCK!” she shouted when the whip kissed her nipple. As a reflex, she raised her knees towards her chest to try and shield her breasts, causing her to hang from her wrists for a few seconds. “That was a good one!”

David paused and looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “The others usually start begging for me to stop at this point.”

Kate wanted to. It was too much to handle, but she was determined to see it through. She tried to shut off the crying body and sent David a seductive smile. “Maybe it turns me on too …” She pushed her chest forward with a loud moan. “I’m getting wet from all this.”

“Are you, now?” He approached her and once again slid a finger up her pussy. “Huh … seems you’re right.”

I am? Kate had not registered it through the pain, but the feel of David’s finger sliding effortlessly inside her pussy told her that she was … turned on. No. It can’t be. She shrugged off the revelation and met David’s steely gaze. “Are you going to fuck me, David? Fuck me hard?”

“Maybe I am.”

Kate seductively moved her body the best she could considering her restraints. She knew she had a gorgeous body, that her full lips were like catnip to any man, and she played every card in her hand. “I want your cock, David. Let me suck it, show you how much I want it.”

She did not want it. At least, that was what she told herself. She could not deny that her pussy was dripping wet, that she ached for release, but she could not accept that she was attracted to this vile man.

David smiled. “I’m not going to say no to that.”

Kate could not help but groan as her handcuffs were released from the ceiling chain and the blood rushed back into her tortured arms. David grabbed her hair and forced her to her knees. A knot formed in her stomach as he started unzipping his pants. She had only given a blowjob once before, and though the boy had seemed pleased, she was not exactly experienced. There was a lot at stake.

David stood in front of her with his hands on his hips. “What are you waiting for?”

Kate looked up at him with a smile. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. “Fuck, you’re huge!” She was not acting – a giant cock appeared from the dark jeans, partially erect. Kate let her soft hand gently stroke the shaft, her touch light as a feather, teasing him. She cocked her head as if she was studying it, mapping uncharted territory. Try to enjoy it. Might as well. Her eyes widened as she watched the massive member grow in front of her, but David was getting impatient.

He grabbed her long hair and forced her to look up. “Are you toying with me, cow?”

Kate smiled. “Maybe.”

“You don’t get to do that.” The voice was threatening, but David’s quivering lips betrayed him. Kate could tell that her plan was working, that David was unable to resist a woman playing hard to get.

He forcefully guided her head forward, pressing his tip against her lips. With a sultry wink, Kate opened her mouth, allowing him inside. The sensitive, silky skin felt good against her tongue, and she soon pushed her head forward until the tip hit the back of her throat. Her tongue flattened against the underside, applying pressure.

“Shit, that feels amazing!”

David started fucking her mouth. Kate gagged on the large cock, but she did not protest and started moaning along with him. The sharp metal edges of her handcuffs scraped against his inner thigh as she fondled his balls and taint. She could tell that he was losing control as her mouth did its dance up and down the saliva-drenched cock.

Kate knew she had to take advantage of it. Her mouth let go; a string of drool connected her to David’s cock as she looked up at him and smiled. Her hands started sliding up and down the cock, painfully slow. “Do you like this, David?”

“You better continue,” he said, his voice dripping with lust and frustration.

Kate nodded at the pants hanging around his knees. “Put your belt around my neck. Choke me as I suck your cock.” She was telling herself that it would turn him on, that it would help her win him over. She did not want to listen to the nagging voice in the back of her mind that told her that she was loving it, that she wanted the belt around her neck.

“You’re a kinky little slut,” David said as he removed the black leather belt from the pants and tied it around her neck.

If Kate was turned on before, it was nothing like the intense pleasure shooting from her pussy as the belt tightened, restricting her breathing. It was far more intense than when she had done it to herself in the past, and she attacked the hard cock with renewed fervor, but she was surprised when David pulled the belt a moment later, forcing her head away from his cock.

“I’m not done with you. You don’t get to just give me a blowjob.”

Kate smiled at him. “I did not expect to. Are you finally going to fuck me?” Acting like a willing slave was easy at this point. Kate’s entire body was aching for David’s cock, and she sizzled with lust as he pulled her to her feet and bent her over the nearby table.

Her pussy exploded in an intoxicating cacophony of pain and pleasure as his cock filled her. It was a glorious entrance, worthy of fanfare. She had never been stretched like this before, and for a second, she feared that he might be too big.

“Fuuuck!” Kate bit the inside of her arm as David started thrusting into her. “Fuck me harder, David!”

Her body drowned in a flood of pure lust as his thrusts increased in force. Every movement brought with it both pain and violent pleasure. It was primal and intense as if she was being fucked by a bear, and it was only enhanced when David grabbed hold of the belt and pulled it even tighter. The huge cock kept going deeper inside her than she had ever thought possible. Every little part of pussy ground against the silk-like skin that covered the rock-hard force of nature between David’s legs.

“FUCK!” Her screams filled the room. Some words were unintelligible, simply being an outlet for the massive sexual energy her body could not contain.

David growled as his hips crashed against hers. The chain of her cuffs clattered with every thrust. It was simple and effective; there was no delicacy to his fucking, only brute strength, and it was driving Kate insane with desire.

Kate knew she would not come, not before him, but she still soaked every bit of pleasure from the experience possible. When David finally pulled out and blew his load over her back, her pussy was sore and on fire. She could hear his heavy breathing behind her; she wondered if he would whip her again.

“You … you are a good fuck,” David panted.

“I know.”

David pulled her up by the belt and locked her handcuffs to the chain belt. “I might have to get as much fun as possible out of you before they ship you off.”

Please do. The experience had changed Kate on a fundamental level, and she was not yet sure that it was in a positive direction. She had never been fucked like that before, by someone that big, and her body still tingled with lust. She wanted more.

Much more.

Fiona looked at her with the concerned eyes only a mother could muster when David returned Kate to the cell a few minutes later, locking her once again to the heavy chain on the floor. No words were exchanged between the two women when the door closed; it was not needed. Kate knew that she reeked of sweat, sex, and cum. She wanted to assure her mother that she was alright, but all she could think of was David’s cock inside her.

That night, straining against her handcuffs, Kate brought herself to a silent climax in the cold darkness of the cell.
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Milk trickled from Kate’s strained breasts with every crack of the whip. Red lines were drawn across the sensitive skin as her whimpers echoed in the small, depressing room. After the pain, a short jolt of intense pleasure appeared that never ceased to surprise her, but she had no time to enjoy it before the leather tethers kissed her breast again. David, the guard captain, had taken her from her cell every day since she had foolishly volunteered to endure his punishments to spare her cellmates, and his whippings had gotten crueler with each passing day.

“How many was that, cow?” he said, panting. He was naked, his ripped body glistening with sweat.

“Four… fourteen.” Kate had trouble breathing; David had suspended her from the ceiling, and the sharp edges of her handcuffs dug into her wrists. She held onto the chain with as much strength as she could muster as her feet dangled an inch above the floor, but she could not hang on much longer. “Why not make it … an even twenty?”

Her breasts screamed for her to stop taunting David, but she knew it was the only way to keep him from torturing the others.

David approached her and licked a drop of milk from her nipple. The feeling of his tongue on her skin sent a pleasant shiver through her body. “I’m going to miss you, cow. You’re good fun.” He pinched her nipple. “I’ll grant you another six lashes.”

He stepped back and looked her in the eye as he aimed the cruel whip at her pussy.

Fuck.

Kate had promised herself that she would never scream during David’s torture, but as the sharp leather pummeled her pussy and clit, she came close to breaking her vow. She bit her lip until she tasted blood as the pain tore through her like a hurricane. No pleasure followed the lashes now.

“Oh, that stings,” she said and forced a smile as she swallowed a drop of blood. “I’m afraid you broke my pussy.”

David threw the whip aside and started stroking his obscenely large cock. It did not need his aid; he was already hard from whipping Kate. “Let’s find out.”

“You’re not lowering me down first?” A hint of desperation snuck its way into Kate’s voice. She hated coming off weak, but her arms were managing to be both completely numb and in terrible pain at the same time.

David cocked his head to the side. “What? You finally had too much?”

Fuck you. Kate did not answer and groaned as David lifted her leg, opening her up wide to receive him. She clung to the heavy chain in the ceiling as the tip of his cock entered her. He was in no hurry, seemingly enjoying the tortured expression on Kate’s face as the pain forced its way through.

“We value good fucks in this country,” he said as he penetrated her. “You might go far if you keep this up.”

What the hell does that mean? All of Kate’s energy was spent keeping the weight off her wrists, but the incredible sensation of the large cock filling her threatened to distract her. A revealing moan escaped her as David kept fucking her harder and harder, deeper and deeper. The pussy was sore from the whipping, causing every thrust to be wildly uncomfortable, but for Kate, the lines between pleasure and pain had been blurred for a while now.

His cock is going to come out of my throat if he keeps this up, she thought and smiled to herself. She was going to miss that cock. The hormones had taken full effect by now. All the women in Kate’s cell were lactating heavily at this point, meaning that they would soon be shipped off to the hucow farms belonging to The Glorious Leader. 

“Mmm …” Kate moaned as David sucked her nipple into his mouth and massaged her breast with his mouth. The milk started flowing faster; it no longer hurt and instead caused her immense relief. “Yes … drink it, David.”

David placed his arm under Kate’s other leg, giving him even better access to her. The chains rattled as Kate swayed back and forth every time his hips crashed into her with increasing force. He was a beast, an animal, driven by primal lust. She could feel his hard abs against her pelvis, his bulging biceps against the back of her thighs. He was hot. Beautiful. And a sadistic asshole with no sympathetic qualities.

Apart from the giant cock.

Kate’s arms were shaking and the sweat poured from her skin when David came with a loud, bestial roar. She felt his warm cum inside her pussy; he usually ejaculated on her back or stomach, and the new sensation terrified her.

David noticed her reaction and laughed. “Relax. Didn’t they tell you that the hormones they gave you to induce lactation made you sterile?”

“What?” The revelation was a relief at first, but the longer-term implications soon hit Kate like a freight train.

David shrugged. “Who cares?” He left Kate to dangle while he wiped his cock in a cloth and put his pants and uniform back on. “I hear they’re shipping you out today. You might never leave the farm again. The ability to have kids should be the least of your worries.”

Kate was unable to think clearly. Her body was a mess of pain and lust. She groaned loudly when David finally unlocked her handcuffs from the chain in the ceiling and let her fall to the floor.

“Fuck …” She massaged her sore wrists, staring at the deep grooves. The handcuffs had not been taken off for weeks now, and she was starting to doubt if they would ever come off again.

David snorted. “Get over it. Some of your cellmates might think serving as a hucow is some glorious future, a way to serve Him, but don’t be fooled. You’re nothing to Him. Worthless.” He wiped another drop of milk from Kate’s breast and gently placed it on his tongue. “This is all you’re good for now. If they could cut your breasts off and have them produce milk on their own, they’d do it, you miserable cow.”

Kate smirked at her cruel fate. ”Is that all you have to say to me after our precious moments together, David?” She winced as he pulled her to her feet and locked her handcuffs to her belly chain. “Do you even know my name?”

A hard slap landed on Kate’s cheek. It was nothing compared to the pain she had just endured, but it somehow felt worse.

“You don’t need a name anymore. Soon, you’ll be a number.” He grabbed Kate’s long blonde hair and yanked her head sideways. His face was right in front of hers, split in a menacing grin. “I know who you were, Kate Bell. I know your mother was the greatest whore the country has ever known. I think you have the same potential. A pity that you will wither away on a farm while your breasts turn into dried-up prunes.”

Kate’s mother Fiona was there to comfort Kate when she was returned to the cell. The harsh conditions had not diminished Fiona Bell’s beauty, and she looked at her daughter with compassion before the cell door closed and darkness enveloped the two.

“My poor Katie,” she whispered as Kate laid her head on her mother’s shoulder. “Why are you doing this to yourself?”

“You know why.”

Fiona sighed. “You can’t save everyone.”

“I can try.” Kate did not have the heart to tell her mother that her daily encounters with David had become a shameful addiction. She wanted his cock inside her, and part of her even wanted the whippings. The masochistic side was new to her, and it scared Kate more than she was willing to admit. She tried to close her eyes and rest, but her pussy was still wet, and there was still cum trickling from it. She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself. Despite weeks in a dark, damp cell with only sparse hose-downs as a substitute for showers, her mother still managed to smell like a field of flowers.

“Mom …”

“Yes?”

Kate finally mustered the courage to ask the question that had burned in her mind for a while. “Why does everyone keep talking about you as someone ‘special’? Davi… The guard called you a ‘whore’. I thought you used to be a model?”

She could hear her mother take a deep breath before answering. “I was a model, Katie. The rest is … it’s in the past. Just leave it there. I don’t …”

They were interrupted when the door opened. Kate immediately feared that David wanted to squeeze another session in before it was too late, but she did not recognize the guard staring coldly at her and her mother.

“You two. Follow me.”

They were led to a small office in another part of the basement. The concrete walls were the same as the cell and the room David used to torture and fuck Kate, but this one had a simple desk and a few chairs in it. Behind the desk sat a familiar face; Evelyn, the doctor that had received Fiona and Kate when they had first arrived. The elegant woman was as beautiful as Kate remembered her, but her eyes were restless and her lips narrow.

“Thank the Leader you haven’t been shipped off yet!” she said and breathed a sigh of relief. Evelyn gestured for the two women to sit and signaled for the guard to leave. Her eyes rested on Kate’s bruised breasts for a moment, but she did not comment on the cruel treatment. “They’ll be here to take you within a few minutes, we have to hurry!”

Kate and Fiona sent each other a concerned look.

“What do you mean?” Fiona said hesitantly.

“I only now managed to get the paperwork back I sent for!” Evelyn placed two pieces of identical paper on the table. The seal of the Leader’s Palace was visible at the top, but the writing on the document was dense and small; Kate could not read it in the dim light. “They’ll allow you to stay together as I promised, but you have to sign it before they get here! Otherwise, they’ll split you up!”

Kate quickly grabbed a pen and was about to sign when her mother stopped her.

“What are we signing?” Fiona asked with a furrowed brow.

Evelyn checked her watch. Kate could hear her tapping her foot beneath the table. “Please, Fiona. You have to trust me. It’s just a standard contract promising that you’ll both behave during your stay at the farm. They wouldn’t let me keep you together otherwise. Please! I can hear them coming for you!”

Kate heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside and looked at her mother. Fiona sighed and nodded, signing the papers along with Kate.

Evelyn’s shoulders seemed to drop as if she was letting go of years of tension. “Excellent.” She put the papers into her briefcase and stood up. “I’m sure you’ll both be … fine.” Evelyn adjusted the dark ponytail and approached Fiona. “It was a privilege to have … sampled the famous Fiona Fawkes.” She grabbed Fiona’s handcuffs and pulled her in for a passionate kiss dripping with sexual tension.

Kate could have sworn she heard her mother moan.

Fiona smiled and bit her lower lip. “That was a different time. A different name.”

Evelyn smiled, but there was a malicious edge to the smile that made Kate uneasy. “Oh, I disagree. I think you showed that when we first met.” She cleared her throat before calling for the guard. “Good luck to you both.”

The moment Fiona and Kate entered the corridor outside the small office, they were overwhelmed by shouting, crying, and the ear-drum shattering sound of countless chains rattling at once. Dozens of women were being escorted through the narrow hallway, all restrained in the same way as Kate and her mother. Kate noticed that several of the women had received similar treatment; bruises and welts were visible on their naked bodies, and their eyes were red from crying.

“You two!” A bitter-looking guard with a scar across his face whacked Kate on the thigh with a cane. “Get in line!”

Kate made sure to hang on to the chain resting on her mother’s lower back. She did not want to risk getting separated in the chaos. The guards showered the women with punches and cane strikes, driving them forward like cattle. The floor was slippery from the milk dripping from dozens of lactating breasts, and every time someone fell, they were pulled aside to receive even more hits from the vicious canes.

Kate had not walked this far in legcuffs since the first day, and she winced with every step as the tight restraints tore at her tendons. She could feel the milk run down her breasts, dripping onto her toes, but the hucows had been expressly forbidden from milking themselves; the milk was not theirs.

It belonged to The Glorious Leader.

When the chain gang finally emerged into the bright sunlight, Kate forgot about her troubles for a brief moment. The sun blinded her after weeks of darkness, but she welcomed it. She took a deep breath of the fresh air before a guard shouted at her to keep going. Only now did she realize that no trucks were waiting for them outside the old school.

David, the guard captain with whom’s cock Kate had become intimately acquainted, shouted for the women to be quiet. The shackled hucows huddled together, desperate to get away from the guards’ canes. Everyone had bruises on their hips and backs from lying on the concrete for so long. Kate saw her friend Alice nearby. She looked considerably worse for wear; her red hair was a mess and her breasts were twice as big as before. She managed to send Kate a tired smile.

“Listen, you worthless cows!” David shouted. “You’ll be paraded through the main street as a celebration of The Glorious Leader and his power. At the end of the street, on the main square, you will receive the collar marking you as his property before the trucks take you to your designated farm.”

A collar? A parade? Kate had not thought that they could degrade them further.

Kate heard her mother mumble a curse under her breath. Fiona stared at David with hatred in her eyes, a hatred Kate had never thought her kind mother capable of feeling. Several women let out surprised gasps when the gates to the schoolyard opened and the roar of a huge crowd rose to greet them. Hundreds, maybe thousands of people were gathered on the main street, leaving only a narrow corridor for the hucows’ walk of shame.

“Behold the servants of The Glorious Leader!” a voice boomed from a loudspeaker. “See how their breasts are fit to burst with the liquid gold that fuels our magnificent country!”

Kate was ready to burrow a deep hole to hide in as she entered the crowd. She could feel the stares from all sides as she hobbled her way forward. Some men leered at her with a mix of disgust and lust in their eyes while others laughed and pointed. Her mother did not attempt to hide, however. Her back was straight and her face set in stone as she strode through the crowd. The legcuffs did not seem to keep her from walking with the grace and sensuality of a runway model. The golden hair caught the breeze and the sight of the fabled goddess managed to silence some of the onlookers.

“Is that …?” Kate heard them say, but as soon as her mother had passed, she heard the degrading shouts continue. The hucows were called traitors to the leader, and several women were hit with rocks or other objects. Everyone knew that the Freedom Guard used the hucows as hostages to quell rebellions, but Kate noticed that several of the faces in the crowd were filled with grief and sorrow. Not everyone adored the dictator.

“Stand proud, my daughter,” Kate heard her mother say without breaking her stride. “They can never take your pride away if you don’t let them.”

Kate struggled to find the strength her mother was exuding; she felt humiliated and gross. She had not been hosed down in days, and she could feel the now-dried semen whenever her thigh rubbed together. The way she saw it, the guards had succeeded. Kate did not feel human anymore. She felt like a vessel carrying her huge, lactating breasts, an animal to be used and abused. The only thing keeping her head up was her mother’s unwavering will and confidence.

After what felt like an eternity, the street opened up into the city’s main square. Kate had often been here with her family when the carnival had been in town, or when the square had been brimming with stalls and merchants, but there was no such joy to be found today. A platform had been erected in the middle of the square, in front of the giant statue of The Glorious Leader. His cold eyes stared into the horizon, the gilded face forever smiling.

Kate could see the trucks at the other end of the square. She longed to escape the public humiliation. Even a hucow farm seemed like a delightfully private place to be at this point.

“The Glorious Leader will now take these chosen women into his possession,” the loudspeaker said. “They will receive the honor of being collared to symbolize their submission and commitment to Him.” The voice darkened, and an unpleasant hush fell over the crowd as two women were taken from the back of a nearby truck and dragged toward the platform. “But first … these two women tried to deny The Glorious Leader what is rightfully his. They managed to injure a guard and tried to escape.”

A few people in the crowd started booing. Kate had been so focused on the trucks and her mother that she had not noticed the gallows that had been built in the center of the platform. It felt like a cold hand grabbed her throat as she saw the two women being dragged towards them.

“No …” she muttered. She felt her mother’s hand in hers and looked at Fiona to see a crack in the porcelain mask.

“Be quiet, Katie. There’s nothing we can do. We do not want to share their fate.”

Everything inside her egged Kate to action, but she knew her mother was right. She watched in horror as the two naked women, both cuffed behind their backs, were lifted onto a pair of chairs. One of them was crying, begging the guards to forgive her and let her go, but the other, an older woman with a proud, weathered face, stared defiantly into the distance as the noose was placed around her neck. No hoods were pulled over their heads. No words were spoken. For a moment, there was only silence.

“For The Glorious Leader!” the voice in the speaker shouted as the chairs were kicked out from under the two women.

Several of the girls near Kate broke down crying as they watched the two women choke to death. The fall had been deliberately short, ensuring that their death was long and painful. As the crowd chanted “Hail to The Glorious Leader”, Kate felt like she could throw up. The torment at the hands of David and his guards had been excruciating, but even then, it was easy to forget that the Leader and his minions were capable of far greater cruelty.

The two women were still twitching when the guards started pulling hucows up on the platform, ten at a time. Kate and Fiona were in the first group; the guards pushed them onto the simple stage and forced them to kneel near the two hanging women. It was a cruel display of power, and Kate was fighting to keep from crying. A guard was placed behind each of the hucows to ensure that no one tried anything.

“The collaring ceremony will be done by General Weiss of the Freedom Guard,” the speaker announced, causing the crowd to go wild. The general was famous for his role in the coup that brought The Glorious Leader to power, as well as for his ruthlessness.

A gray-haired man stepped onto the platform. His black uniform was decked out in medals, and the golden epaulets on top of his shoulder made him look wide and intimidating. He walked up to each of the women in turn, mumbling something that Kate could not hear before locking a wide steel collar around their necks. As soon as the collaring was done, the women were dragged off towards the trucks.

When he arrived at Fiona and Kate, the square-jawed man raised an eyebrow. “I heard you were here, Fiona Fawkes.”

“It’s ‘Bell’ now, General.” Fiona looked up at the man with a spiteful snarl.

He smiled. “Indeed. It doesn’t matter now, does it?” He cleared his throat and grabbed the open collar from his assistant. “This collar makes you the property of The Glorious Leader. Serve him well.” With those words, he placed the collar around Fiona’s neck.

“It’s a little tight,” she said.

The General ignored her and nodded for the guard behind Fiona to take her away before moving on to Kate.

“This collar makes you the property of The Glorious Leader. Serve him well.”

Kate stared at the thick, wide steel in the General’s hands. She could not see any lock. The seamless, shiny steel was only broken by a hidden hinge and a large O-ring. Her lips quivered as the cold steel snapped shut around her neck. It felt heavy, significant. She did not have time to dwell on her new accessory before the guard behind her forced her to her feet and towards the trucks. She forced herself to take a final look back at the corpses of the two women swaying in the breeze; she wanted to remind herself that she could be worse off.

And that she should seek revenge for them and the torment she had endured if she ever got the chance.

Kate was surprised to see Evelyn standing with Fiona and David near the trucks when she approached. The stressful expression she had seen on Evelyn’s face earlier was all gone, replaced by a smug, satisfied smile as she looked at Kate and Fiona.

“Ah, the family is gathered,” she said and chuckled. “Those collars suit you.”

“How … how do you unlock it?” Kate asked. She could not imagine she would ever get used to the weight and tightness. It felt like every breath made her neck strain against the collar.

“You don’t.” David smiled. “It’s permanent.”

Permanent?

Fiona glanced at Kate. “That can’t be right …”

“Once you enter the service of The Glorious Leader, you never leave,” Evelyn said with a shrug. “You two signed away your lives earlier. You really should have read the contract; you both agreed to serve the Leader for eternity and to give your bodies willingly to him and any of his servants that might wish to have you.” Evelyn laughed at the disbelief painted on the faces of the two women. “He wants you, Fiona. As his personal hucow slave. He’s a big fan, you know.”

The blood left Fiona’s sun-kissed face. “What about Kate? You promised!”

Evelyn blew her a kiss. “I lied. She will be sent to the farm with the other rabble. When her udders run dry, she’ll be shipped to the mines in the north to work as a slave until she drops dead.”

“Fuck you!” Fiona said, lunging at the doctor, but the guard was quick to restrain her.

Evelyn and David laughed. “Calm that temper, cow,” Evelyn said. “The contract stipulates that if any of you two go against the Leader’s will, the other will be hanged.” She nodded towards the gallows. “And I’m sure he’ll make the other one watch.”

David walked up to Kate and slid a finger inside her pussy. She hated that even in the middle of the searing despair and hatred she was feeling, his despicably touch still turned her on. “That means that you have to endure every single disgusting guy that wants to fuck you from now on, cow.”

Kate clenched her jaw. “Nothing new, then.”

David smiled. “Funny.” He nodded toward the guard. “Get her on the truck. I’ll take the mother to the Palace myself.”

Kate could not believe what was happening. She looked at her mother, but she seemed to be just as rattled as she was.

“Katie! Stay strong!” she said as David dragged her in the opposite direction. “We’ll find each other!”

Kate cried as she saw her mother being thrown into the back of a black SUV. It felt like her heart was being torn in two.

“Please, let me go with her!” she begged.

Evelyn shook her head. “First of all, I don’t think you’ll want to. The Leader is … a voracious man. Secondly, only the very best fucks in the country, like your mother, are picked for the Palace.” The deceitful doctor checked her watch and yawned. “That was all for today. Have a good life.”

Kate watched in disbelief as Evelyn got into a car and sped off. She tried to escape the guard’s firm grasp, but there was nothing she could do. He pushed her into the back of the truck where she found herself sitting across from Alice. The wide collar looked huge on her slender neck, and Kate could tell that she had cried.

“Finally, a familiar face,” Alice said with an exhausted smile. “I guess we’re being sent to the same farm, Kate.”

Kate nodded. It was nice to have Alice with her, but it was like a band-aid on an open wound. When the truck started moving, she had no more tears to shed, and she soon fell into a restless sleep with her head resting against the steel rail behind her.

***

In the bleak darkness of the cell at the old school, Kate had often found herself thinking about what awaited her at the farm. She had never been naïve enough to think that it would be a pleasant stay, but in her more optimistic moments, she had imagined green fields and fresh air, not unlike the farms dotting the landscape around her home village.

They want us healthy, she had told herself.

The truck ride was long and rough. The wooden benches the girls were sitting on did them no favors, and the heat soon became unbearable as the sun warmed the dark-green tarp covering the truck. When the truck finally stopped for a short break and a guard allowed them one mouthful of water, it felt like rain after a long drought.

After hours of driving, Kate was surprised to once again hear the sound of heavy traffic as they seemed to drive through a busy city. The noise had barely subsided before the truck slowed down, and several of the women started whispering to each other.

“What if they just drove us back to the city?” one of them said, a young girl with huge expressive eyes.

Another one started sobbing. “They’re gonna hang us all as they did with Claire and Abigail!” She started tearing at her handcuffs before the girl next to her managed to calm her down.

“Be quiet, Silvia! They wouldn’t go through all that trouble just to kill us.”

The girl called Silvia nodded, but the tears did not stop streaming.

Alice looked at Kate with a furrowed brow. “I wonder where we are.”

“We drove at least four hours. Southwest, judging by the way the sun hit the tarp.” Kate did some quick math in her head. “I’m guessing we’re near one of the old industrial cities near the southern mountains. That would explain the traffic.”

“Alright, everyone OUT!” a guard shouted as the back of the truck was opened.

Kate was shocked when she saw the farm where she was going to spend the next several years of her life. There were no rolling hills or flower-filled meadows to be seen. The tall chimneys of the city’s factories were visible behind the building's worn roof, and the constant whirring and thud of the factories’ machines could still be heard. The farm was nothing more than a huge barn with a barracks nearby, likely meant for the guards. The red paint was peeled off in several places, and there did not seem to be an outdoor area connected to the barn, safe for a tiny yard with a tall steel fence around it, crowned with barbed wire.

“Wow … that’s bleak,” Alice whispered next to Kate as they were escorted towards the building. “There must be a slaughterhouse nearby, this can’t have been used for more than temporary livestock storage, maybe a few days at a time at most.”

And that is where they want us to stay. Kate wondered what kind of conditions her mother had to live under at the Palace of the Glorious Leader.

The barn was one of the largest buildings Kate had ever been in. It was one huge open area divided into small stalls with steel bars on top. Kate tried to get her bearings, but the place seemed like a maze. Her eyes were inevitably drawn to the instruments of torture they passed along the way; tiny cages hung from the rafters above, some of them populated by pale, shivering hucows, chains and shackles were bolted to the walls in several places, and she could hear screams and cracking whips in the distance. Sullen faces, bereft of hope stared at them from the stalls, all from women wearing the same steel collars as the new arrivals, albeit with more dirt and scratches on them.

Kate and the other roughly twenty women she had arrived with were escorted to the end of the barn, to a large open area, dominated by two huge silos that Kate guessed contained breastmilk. Nearby, countless trolleys with milking machines were parked. Kate dreaded being milked for the first time, but her breasts were sore and stretched to the limit; she craved relief, and she knew it was the only way. Even if she wanted to milk herself, her handcuffs restricted her too much.

“Welcome to the farm!” a man said in a loud, booming voice. The dark eyes leered at the naked women as he licked his lips with all the subtlety of a hungry dog looking at a steak. He was a heavy-set man with thick, gray hair and wore a dark suit. “My name is Michael Turner, I am the proprietor of this establishment. My dear friend, The Glorious Leader, has tasked me with ensuring that the operation runs smoothly. And I have a very hands-on approach to things.”

Kate could tell that she was not the only woman in the group that understood exactly what the aging man was saying. Why else would a rich friend of the Leader agree to run a shithole like this? Kate could feel the content of her stomach rise in her throat, but she forced herself to smile at the man when he looked at her. A plan had formed in her mind during the long truck ride, a plan that would involve a lot of sacrifices.

Sacrifices she was willing to make.

“Listen up, cows,” a uniformed man said after Mr. Turner had nodded in his direction. The man was tall and reminded Kate of David. He had the same posture and handsome looks, and she recognized the complete lack of empathy in his cold eyes. “My name is Officer Reese. I’m in charge of discipline around here. The rules are simple: You’ll be fed thrice a day, milked four times a day, allowed a walk in the closed-in yard once every two days, and you’ll be hosed down twice a week. That is your life now. Any insubordination will be severely punished, as will insufficient milk flow and any rejection of the guards’ advances.” He added a creepy smile to the last part. “Your hand- and legcuffs will be removed momentarily, but restraints can be added if the guards deem it necessary.”

“Behave, and you might find your stay here tolerable,” Michael Turner added as he stroked his well-groomed beard.

Officer Reese bit the inside of his cheek, seemingly annoyed with being interrupted. “It’s time for your first milking. Watch how it is done; you are expected to hook yourself up to the machines from now on.”

The trolleys were rolled out. Alice and Kate were pushed towards the same machine, and Kate stared at the device with a mix of fascination and repulsion. It looked crude and industrial, but at least the vacuum tubes were clean. The guard turned the machine on. It made a horrible, high-pitched noise, and the guard wasted no time in attaching the large-diameter vacuum tubes to Kate’s engorged breasts. The sensation was terrifying at first as the device latched on and started sucking immediately. It was painful because the skin was stretched to near breaking point, but relief soon set in.

“This is so humiliating,” Alice whispered, barely audible above the whir of the machine. “I feel like cattle.”

“I guess that is exactly what we are now.” Kate sighed. “At least my breasts hurt less now.”

Alice winced. “The machine is starting to hurt me. It doesn’t look like I have any more milk to give.” She stared at the see-through rubber hoses connected to the tubes. Hardly any milk flowed from Alice at this point while Kate still had plenty to spare. “Is it supposed to keep sucking?” Her face contorted in agony as the machine kept going.

“Yes, it is, “ a voice sounded next to them. “It will help stimulate milk production.” Michael Turner sent the two women a sleazy smile. “But it’s going to hurt like a bitch until your breasts catch up.” He chuckled to himself.

Alice tried to hold back the tears. “And … and what if it doesn’t work?”

The smile vanished from the gray-haired man’s face. “Then your stay here will be agony.” He turned towards Kate and the smile returned. “My, my … you are a beauty! And what amazing udders.”

Kate had to resist delivering a snarky answer as Mr. Turner’s hands caressed her breasts. It felt surprisingly good to be touched while the machine milked her.

“Thank you, Mr. Turner,” Kate said in a saccharine voice and fluttered her long eyelashes. “It means a lot coming from you. I hope you’ll find the rest of me to your satisfaction as well.”

Alice looked at Kate with a furrowed brow, but Mr. Turner did not notice. “Well, aren’t you delightful! Let us see what else you have to offer …” His hand moved to Kate’s ass and grabbed it. “Nice and firm.” He found his way down between Kate’s legs.

“Mmm …” she moaned as he fondled her pussy with all the grace of a drunk man trying to get a snack from a vending machine. “That feels good …” Kate was not trained in the art of seduction, but Michael Turner was the human equivalent of low-hanging fruit. Every movement of her hips and bounce of her breasts sent a visible shiver through the middle-aged man.

“I like you,” he said and laughed. “I might have to seek you out at some point.”

Kate winked at him. “I hope you will.”

“Ladies,” he said and tipped an imaginary hat before leaving.

Several of the girls were screaming in pain as they experienced the same cruelty from the milking machines as Alice was enduring. Even Kate, who had the largest breasts of them all, was starting to feel intense discomfort, and she breathed a sigh of relief when the machines were turned off a moment later. A guard came over to the two hucows and removed the vacuum tubes before locking heavy, long chains to their collars. He then proceeded to remove their hand- and legcuffs. Despite the collar and chain, Kate had rarely felt this relieved. Her nipples were sore from the intense milking, but her breasts were no longer feeling like two balls of fire, and she was happy to be rid of the cuffs.

“Let’s get you two to your stall,” the guard said with remarkable indifference and started dragging them away from the open area. “We’ll take the scenic route.”

“What does that mean?” Alice asked. Her body still shook from the intense pain.

The guard smiled. “We like to show new arrivals a few examples of what might happen if you misbehave. Mr. Turner’s orders.”

The relief Kate had felt when her restraints had been removed was crushed moments later as the guard dragged her and Alice past one horrifying example of torture and punishment after another. Several naked women had been pushed into cramped, stacked cages that looked like they belonged in a dog kennel.

“Please, let me out,” one of them begged in a hoarse, weak voice. “I didn’t do anything!”

The guard glanced at Alice and Kate. “She might be telling the truth, who knows?” He laughed. “She probably pissed off one of the guys on the night shift, they can be a little cranky at times. Maybe he sneezed and she didn’t say ‘bless you’.”

Kate was shocked at the way the women were being treated, and the realization that she could spend years and possibly most of her life here was terrifying. They passed a woman shackled with her hands above her head against a wall. She was slumped together, hanging from the wrists, whipped to unconsciousness, and left there, bleeding from countless superficial cuts. Kate could tell that Alice was close to breaking from the brutal tour. Her friend had always had a kind and loving disposition, and being confronted with horrors like this was as far removed from the life she had lived as was humanly possible.

“Oh, you’ll love this,” the guard said. Kate could not comprehend how a person could behave so relaxed and chipper in this environment. “These women must have pissed off Mr. Turner or Officer Reese somehow, maybe rejected their advances. Who knows how long they’ll have to stay like that?”

He pushed Kate and Alice towards a set of steel bars. Behind the bars was a small, darkened room. It took Kate a few moments to see what was happening, distracted as she was by the constant sound of milking machines, but when she saw it, it shocked her to her core. Three women were lying on their backs on steel tables, shackled so they could not move at all. Milking machines were attached to their breasts, and a fucking machine kept pummeling their poor pussies without pause.

“The machines run 24/7.” The guard licked his lips. “Sometimes, they leave them there for days.”

Alice let out a shriek and clutched her breasts. She stared at the poor women, whose moans and screams could fuel a thousand nightmares. Kate was hypnotized by the cruelty and stood as frozen until she felt the guard tugging at her collar chain, pulling her away.

“Let’s get you two to your stall. If you behave, none of this will happen to you. You’ll spend most of your time in the stall, the milking machines will be brought to you.”

They passed an open stall and heard the cries of a desperate woman. She was being dragged out in chains by three guards. She had gray streaks in her hair and looked worn.

“Please, don’t take me away from here!” she cried, desperately trying to escape the firm grasp of the guards. “I can still serve The Glorious Leader!”

One of the guards groaned. “Your udders are dry, cow. We have no use for you anymore.”

“I can clean! Cook! Anything! You can’t do this to me!”

The guard that had spoken before nodded towards another man, who knocked the woman out cold with the butt of his rifle. “Thanks. I couldn’t stand listening to that whining.”

Kate and Alice watched as the unconscious woman was thrown into the back of a van.

“Where are they taking her?” Kate asked their guard.

He shrugged. “Probably the mines. But if she’s too much trouble …” He moved his finger across his throat with a sadistic smile.

Kate knew that they tried to control her with fear, but she had to admit that it was working. She hoped that her plan would work, that she would not have to spend her best years in this hellhole only to work herself to death in a mine. The guard pushed the two women into a small, hay-strewn stall and locked their chains to a heavy steel ring on the wall. Two other women were already there, chained to a similar ring on the opposite wall. They looked at Alice and Kate with tired eyes.

The stall was small, probably built to only accommodate a single cow or horse. The lower part of the walls was made from thick planks, while the upper part was thick metal bars. As soon as the guard had locked the door to the stall, Alice embraced Kate and started crying. It was nice to feel her warm, naked body, and Kate leaned into the hug with a smile. At least she had Alice, now that her mother had been taken from her.

They sat like that for a while until Alice’s crying had turned into a quiet sob.

“We’ll be alright, Alice,” Kate said and stroked her hair. She was surprised to hear the words sounding like they were coming from her mother.

Alice looked up at her with glassy eyes. “How can we be?” She wiped a tear from her eye. “This is where hope dies, Kate.”

“We’ll find a way out.” The words did not sound as confident as Kate had intended them to.

One of the girls across from them scoffed. “There’s no way out, new girl. The only way out is in a body bag or a van heading to the mines.” The girl had long black hair and intense, brown eyes. Her breasts were like two massive melons glued to a fragile frame. “I’m sorry, I didn’t want to come off cruel. I’m Jessie. This is Brie. We’ve been here a year or so at this point.” The other girl, Brie, nodded but said nothing.

Kate wanted to ask them about life at the farm, but she was exhausted. It had been a long day and she had a lot to think about.

Later that evening, Brie and Jessie were sleeping soundly, but neither Kate nor Alice could find rest. The distant sound of milking machines, laughing guards, and crying women kept them awake. They had huddled together on the floor, trying to keep warm in the cold barn.

“Kate, are you awake?” Alice whispered.

“Yeah.”

“Why did you flirt with that Turner guy?” Kate could feel Alice’s warm breath on her neck as she snuggled up closer to her. “He seemed like a horrible person.”

“He certainly is.” Kate sighed. “But I need to get to my mother, Alice. At the Palace of the Glorious Leader.”

“How are you going to do that?”

“I’m going to fuck my way there.” The words sounded absurd as she said them. “Evelyn said that only the best fucks are sent to the Palace. For some reason, they all believe my mother is one of them. If I want to go there, I have to fuck my way up the hierarchy.”

Alice did not say anything for a while. It was a ludicrous plan, but Kate had not been able to come up with a better one.

“What will you do if you succeed? I’m not sure life as a hucow slave is much better there.”

Kate smiled. “I’m going to fuck my way to the dictator, Alice. And then I’m going to kill him and save my mother.”

She could feel Alice squirm next to her, but when she spoke, there was a new resolve in her voice. “I’m going to help you. Somehow.”

Kate pulled Alice in closer. They did not speak more that night and soon fell into a dreamless sleep.

The first few days were uneventful, considering the circumstances. The women were kept in their stall and only interrupted when a guard brought food, emptied the disgusting toilet bucket that Kate seemed unable to escape at this point, or brought the dreaded milking machine. After the initial shock of being milked by a device, Kate had found that she rather enjoyed the milking. It brought her immense relief since her breasts were producing milk at an insane rate and quickly became engorged and sensitive, and the vacuum on her nipples managed to bring her a bit of pleasure through the discomfort. Alice, however, shook with fear whenever the machine came by.

“I’m not sure how long I’m going to last here,” she said to Kate after a painful milking session. “They’ll start punishing me soon if I don’t produce more milk.” Her eyes were teary, and she could barely form sentences.

Kate wanted to console her friend, but she feared that Alice was right. They had already seen other girls being dragged to the punishment areas because they did not produce enough, even though it was ridiculous to think that a whipping would cause the milk glands to increase their effectiveness.

There had been no sign of Mr. Turner since the first day, and Kate was starting to lose faith in her plan when the stall was visited by Officer Reese. He stood for a while outside the steel-barred door and observed them. The muscles were barely contained by the black uniform, and despite the jeans, Kate could already tell that he was as well-equipped as her previous tormentor had been. She knew she should fear his man, but her previous experiences had conditioned her to crave his attention. And his cock.

“You two.” He pointed at Alice and Kate. Kate noticed that Brie and Jessie tried to make themselves as small as possible to not get noticed. “New arrivals, right?”

Kate nodded and smiled. “We are. Loving it so far.”

The stern expression on Reese’s face did not change. “We’ll have to remedy that. I’d love to beat that smile off your face, cow.”

Damn. He’s going to be a tough one. Kate suspected that the way to Mr. Turner went through Reese.

“Think you’re man enough for both of us?” Alice said, much to Kate’s surprise. She playfully let her finger run across the steel collar and tugged at the chain. “We’re not going to run away.”

“What are you doing?” Kate whispered, still trying to maintain the smile.

“I told you I’d help. Besides, I probably have a better chance here if I can satisfy him.”

“This will be interesting,” Reese said and opened the door. “Let’s see how long you can keep that attitude up.”

Kate tried to emulate her mother’s confident walk as Reese dragged the two women by their collars through the barn. David had been drawn to her cockiness and resilience, but she was not certain it was the way to go this time. If anything, that approach could quickly send Kate to one of the small dog cages or worse.

Let’s try something else.

Reese pulled the two women into a large stall at the end of the barn, away from the ones containing hucows. It seemed to be a sort of playroom for the guards to use. Chains and shackles hung from the walls and the rafters above, and countless cages and instruments of torture like stocks and pillories were placed in the corners.

Reese grabbed two pairs of handcuffs from a nearby table and locked Kate and Alice’s hands behind their backs. “You talk big, both of you. But I’m the one in charge here. I have the authority to send you straight to the mines if I see fit.”

Kate winced as he tightened the steel cuffs around her wrists. It was tighter than she had experienced before. Her heart raced as she looked at the confident, tall man in front of her.

“Kneel. Both of you.” Reese pointed at the ground.

They both obeyed. Kate could tell that being bratty was not the way to go with Reese.

“Do you understand how worthless you are?” Reese said and crossed his arms.

Kate nodded. “We do, Master Reese.”

A hint of a smile appeared on the rugged face. “Master, eh? A decent start. Let us see just how submissive you are.” He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

Soon, Kate was staring right at Reese’s flaccid, giant cock. It was wider than David’s, and she could feel beads of sweat form on her neck at the thought of how big it could become when erect. Reese looked down at the two girls with a raised eyebrow. Kate did not hesitate and started licking the shaft of Reese’s cock. She ignored the sweaty smell, and soon, Alice joined in. The two women enthusiastically licked the ever-growing cock from either side, both aware that satisfying Reese could be a matter of life and death.

This is not too bad, Kate thought. Giving a blowjob while handcuffed was getting off easy, the way she saw it, even if it was going to be a mouthful. Every time she thought that Reese could not get any bigger, he grew another half inch. She looked up at him as she took the tip in her mouth, gently caressing it with her tongue while Alice continued licking the lower part of his shaft as well as his balls.

No moans escaped Reese’s lips, not even a twitch could be seen on his face.

Kate took as much of the cock in her mouth as she could. She was not even halfway down the shaft before it hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag. The tight collar did not make it easier on her, but she found the choking sensation surprisingly arousing. Kate was starting to wonder if there was a submissive streak hidden deep beneath the good girl she had always believed herself to be; she despised men like Reese, but for now, she did not mind sucking his cock.

Her tongue danced up and down the underside of his dick while she moved her head back and forth, but Reese was not going to let the two girls get away with a measly blowjob.

“A decent start,” he said and took a step back. “You two are friends, I gather?”

Kate and Alice sent each other worried glances. “Yes?” Kate swallowed a lump as she watched Reese’s face darken.

“There are no friends here. That was your old life.” He removed the chain from Kate’s collar and locked the other end of Alice’s collar to Kate’s, connecting them. “You’re hucows now. Property of The Glorious Leader. Slaves to his will, and as an extension, mine. Do you understand?”

Kate nodded. “We’re your slaves, Master.”

He snorted. “Words are easy. Action speaks louder.” Reese found a set of heavy manacles connected by a long chain and locked one end to Kate’s left wrist and the other to Alice’s after removing their handcuffs. The two women were now connected by both their necks and wrists. He then gave each of them a nine-tailed whip with long leather tethers. “Time to show me how little your friendship means.” He sat down in a nearby chair and started slowly stroking his cock. “Whip each other. The loser gets punished.”

Kate and Alice hesitated, looking at each other with a terrified expression. Neither of them wanted to hurt the other, but both feared the consequences of refusing Reese.

Kate was the first to strike. The whip landed on Alice’s shoulder, causing the girl to cry out, more from surprise than pain. Another hit landed on Alice’s breast, causing her to wince in pain. Finally, she retaliated, and the two women were soon embroiled in a chaotic battle of flailing whips. The chains ensured that they were never far enough away to avoid the incoming blows, and Kate started pulling Alice closer to ensure that her hits landed properly.

Their screams soon filled the room as the hits got harder, but Reese was not satisfied.

“Pitiful.” He got up from the chair and removed his pants before grabbing a long cattle prod. “You’re both holding back. Use your full strength, or I’ll make both your lives a living hell.”

Kate screamed when Reese shocked her ass. The pain was intense and brutal, and it made her hit Alice harder and harder. The leather tethers tore through their skin, leaving small cuts on their breasts, backs, and butts, which only made the consecutive lashes hurt even more.

Suddenly, Alice scored a perfect hit, right on Kate’s nipple. It caused Kate to drop her whip, and Alice used the wrist chain to pull her away before she could pick it up.

“Finish it!” Reese shouted and shocked Alice’s back with the cattle prod when Alice hesitated to follow up

Alice clenched her jaw and let her whip rain pain down on Kate, who fell to her knees and tried to protect her head. The pain reminded her of David’s crueler moments, and even though she knew Alice had no choice, it hurt more knowing that it was a friend causing the pain.

Kate cried. She did not try to hold back the tears. When Reese finally allowed Alice to stop, Kate was a mess, but she was given no respite.

“That was entertaining,” Reese said and pulled Kate to her feet. “Time for the next act.” His face betrayed no emotion as he looked at the two bruised and exhausted slaves before him. Alice had several cuts on her breasts, and a few drops of milk trickled down the large udders. Reese unlocked the manacles from Kate’s wrist before locking them on Alice and removed the chain from her collar. “You go to the corner and wait. As a reward for your performance, you may touch yourself.”

Alice obeyed without a sound. Kate could tell that pleasuring herself was the furthest thing from her friend’s mind, but she did so anyway while she watched Kate being restrained. Reese took the chain connected to Kate’s collar and attached it to a rope hanging from the ceiling, which looped through a pulley. Without warning, he pulled the other end of the rope hard, forcing Kate to her toes as the collar pressed hard on her neck.

“Master! I … I … I can’t breathe!” she said with a voice that did not sound like her own. She clutched at the collar, but there was no relief to be had.

Reese tied the rope to a ring on the wall and walked slowly towards Kate while he shook his head. “I’ve done this for years. If I wanted to choke you to death, I’d have pulled the rope harder. You’ll be fine.”

Kate was not convinced. Fear gripped her body, and she was certain this was the end. Every breath was exhausting, and yet, she was still conscious. She had to stand on the very edge of her toes to keep contact with the ground, and it was only made harder when Reese chained her arms to the sides in a T-shape, ensuring that she could not use them to take the weight off her neck.

This is too much! Kate had never felt this helpless in her life, but something odd happened when Reese slid his finger up her pussy.

She was wet. Soaking wet. And the choking, the pain from her cuts and bruises, everything came together to boost the sensation of Reese’s fingers inside her to mindblowing proportions.

“Fuuuuck, that feels good, Master!” she said. And she meant it. It was agonizing torture, but the intensity of the lust flowing through her was overwhelming.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” Reese removed his fingers from Kate’s pussy, and the discomfort took over again. “Cunt number two, get over here.”

Alice approached hesitantly. Reese grabbed her by the hair and forced her mouth onto Kate’s breasts. “Start sucking. And please both of you at the same time, I won’t stop you.”

Kate had no idea why Reese was allowing her and Alice to experience pleasure amongst the misery, but her doubts were forgotten a moment later when Alice closed her velvet lips around Kate’s nipple and gently started sucking the milk from her breast.

“Mmmm …” Kate moaned when she felt Alice’s slender fingers inside her. The edges of Alice’s manacles scraped against Kate’s thighs, but the discomfort was nothing compared to the intense pain that followed a moment later when Reese started whipping her from behind.

“AAAAH!” Kate screamed. Screamed until her throat hurt. Any intention she could have had to avoid doing so was washed away. Reese used a whip with thicker tethers than the whips Alice and Kate had used, and the pain was in a whole other league. Every hit was perfect, finding the most sensitive areas again and again. If Kate had managed to find pleasure in David’s whippings, it seemed out of the question now. It overwhelmed the jolts of pleasure from Alice’s soft lips and fingers, and every whiplash caused Kate’s body to shudder, adding to the pressure on her neck.

I can’t do this. I can’t. Kate was ready to give up. To beg Reese to be put back in her stall to live the rest of her life as a miserable hucow. She looked down and met Alice’s concerned gaze. The green eyes comforted her, reminding her of what was at stake.

Kate pushed through.

“Thank you, Master!” she shouted as loud as the collar would allow.

Reese stopped. She could feel him behind her, feel his warm breath on her neck. “Why do you thank me, cow?”

“Be… because I deserve to be punished, Master.”

“You do? Why?”

Kate tried to focus. Her back was burning, but without the continuous barrage of the whip, Alice’s gentle touch and breastfeeding made her wildly aroused. “I’m a hucow slave now, Master Reese. Your punishment helps me accept that.”

Reese seemed to consider Kate’s words for a bit. “Hmm … I don’t really care. But let’s see how deep this acceptance goes.”

At least I can breathe better now. Kate’s shoulders were screaming in the tight strappado; her wrists were handcuffed behind her back and pulled upward until her arms were in a vertical position. Reese had locked her ankles in a spreader bar, forcing her legs apart and exposing her pussy, while her collar chain was attached to a ring on the floor. It was a humiliating position, and Kate felt vulnerable.

Why was she loving it so much? Was it because the alternative was wasting away in a boring stall, waiting for the next milking? Kate did not know, and she was afraid to find out. The position was uncomfortable, straining her arms, but the loss of control stirred something in her.

“Are you enjoying this?” Reese knelt in front of her. He was fully naked now; the uniform no longer covered his ripped torso.

“I am, Master. Does it please you to see me like this?”

He shrugged. “You’re nothing to me, cow. A tool for my entertainment.”

“I … I want to please you,” Kate said. She did not mean it, but she had to try to get on Reese’s good side.

“To what end?”

The question caught Kate off guard. “Because …” She smiled. It was easier to hide the truth behind another truth. “I want your cock, Master.”

He nodded. “Now, that I can believe. And I’m going to give it to you.”

“Thank you, Master!” Kate bit her lip; if she had to endure torture and torment, the prospect of a fat cock inside her could get her through many rough nights.

“But let me just make you a bit less comfortable first.”

Kate cried out when Reese attached clamps to her nipples, then proceeded to add weights to them. Kate’s body shook from the intense, stinging pain, which seemed to amuse Reese.

“I bet that hurts,” he said and disappeared from her view.

Kate looked up and saw nothing but the worn paint on the old wooden walls and a few rusty chains hanging from above. She could hear the rustling of shackles and chains behind her, and a few moments later, Alice came into view. The girl next door had always been full of life, a vibrant, inspiring personality, and though she knew that Alice had been with her share of men, Kate was surprised to see a spark in her eyes not unlike the fire she was feeling herself. Alice’s collar had been connected to her wrist manacles and a pair of brutal-looking steel legcuffs, and a large ballgag kept he mouth open. A strand of drool hung from the ball in her mouth and nestled between her gorgeous breasts. Fuck, she’s looking good! Something about the heavy restraints against the slender frame underlined Alice’s feminity.

“I think it’s time you returned the favor,” Reese said and slapped Kate on the butt. “Relieve her of her milk.”

My pleasure.

Alice grabbed her breast with both hands and gently directed it into Kate’s open mouth. The nipple felt good against Kate’s tongue as she sucked it in and created a vacuum. Soon, she felt the small squirts of warm liquid in her mouth as the sweet milk started to flow. It was intimate and comforting, a contrast to the cold cruelty of the milking machines. As she fed, Alice affectionately caressed Kate’s cheeks with the outside of her fingers.

It was a beautiful moment.

Time seemed to stand still while Kate looked up into Alice’s impossibly green eyes.

Then she felt it. Reese’s cock. He had no intention of teasing Kate or letting her adjust slowly to his girthy equipment. He pushed it against her wet pussy and kept pushing until his balls rubbed against her clit. He stretched Kate further than even David had managed, and at first, there was nothing but pain. It felt like half her organs had been pushed forward against her lungs, and Kate almost gagged on the milk.

He stayed there. Deep inside her. Like a leech, a virus spreading through her body, soaking up her resilience and independence. The presence of the cock was enough to dominate Kate, to humiliate her with its sheer size. Every slight movement made every nerve ending in her pussy send torrents of pain and pleasure shooting through her.

She let go of Alice’s breast, just for a moment. “Please, Master. Please fuck me.” She was playing her part, but a voice in the back of her head whispered that she wanted the role to be permanent.

Reese started moving his cock in and out. It was painfully slow; every time he exited Kate’s pussy, it was as if a gaping hole was left behind until he entered her again. Kate’s overloaded mind wondered if her pussy would ever be the same again.

She could feel his eyes on her, studying her every twitch and moan. They mapped every inch of her body from the outside while his cock did it from the inside. Kate felt naked in more ways than one, torn between the intense pleasure from her pussy and the blinding pain from her shoulders and breasts. With David, she had retained a sense of control, but Reese was the one pulling the strings now. All she could do was give herself over to him and hope that it would eventually lead her where she wanted to go.

Reese slowly increased the speed. Can this man go on forever? How has he not come yet? Kate was close. As she sucked the last drop of milk from Alice’s second breast, her friend sat down on the ground in front of her and started kissing her as well as she could with a ballgag in her mouth. Their lips touched in a tender contrast to the increasingly furious fucking Kate was receiving from behind, and it was enough to send her tumbling over the edge.

“MMMMMMMMMMMHHHHHAAAAAAH!” she screamed as Reese rammed his cock in as deep as it could go, filling her body to the bursting point with orgasmic energy. Every cell in her body vibrated with pain and pleasure in a life-altering moment as she climaxed.

But Reese was not done. Not yet. Every thrust threatened to split Kate open, and it was as if he got harder and harder as he went. The pleasure turned to extreme discomfort that did not subside until she felt his cum inside her.

Not even a muted groan could be heard from Reese as he came deep inside Kate. She could feel his tense lower abs against her ass, but that was it.

“That was fun.” His voice was emotionless and cold as he quickly pulled out of Kate, leaving her shaking body to recover.

Kate knew she was heading back to the stall in a moment, and she had to play the cards she had been dealt. “Please, Master. Don’t send me back. I want more.” Kate Bell. Submissive painslut.

Alice looked at her with a concerned frown and stepped away when Reese approached. He grabbed Kate’s long blonde hair and yanked her head back as far as it would go. The cold eyes stared into her soul.

“Do you truly want to tread this path, cow? I know what kind of contract you signed. Your mother will suffer as well if you ever try to back out.”

The words burned in her brain as an ominous warning, but Kate was determined. “I do, Master.” She hoped that word of her stamina and submissiveness would reach Mr. Turner and lure him in before Reese had time to completely break her. She was risking everything.

Reese smiled. It was a deeply disturbing smile that made Kate’s skin itch. “I’ll have to test your resolve, little cow.”

Kate nodded, but she felt her confidence wavering. “I understand.” She wondered if she had made the right decision as Reese released her from the strenuous position. He called for a guard to take Alice back to the stall, ordering the man not to remove her restraints. The two women exchanged glances as they were pulled in separate directions. Kate was still cuffed behind her back as Reese pushed her into a tall, narrow cage standing just outside the torture room. Kate barely fit inside it, and her massive breasts squeezed through the steel bars when Reese closed and locked the door.

“You’re not going back to the stall, cow.” He pulled her collar chain through the top of the cage and locked it to the top bars, ensuring that Kate was constantly choking. A ballgag, far larger than the one Alice had been forced to wear, was pushed inside Kate’s mouth. “Not until you tell me that you can’t take anymore. That you’ve had enough. If you do that, you get to go back and live out your miserable existence while your mother is punished. If you endure, however, you and I get to have some fun.”

Kate moaned a reply that sent the drool dripping onto her breasts. This was not what she had had in mind. Metal bars squeezed her from all sides, and the constant presence of the collar against her neck, the handcuffs scraping against the steel cage, and the gag making her jaw ache was overwhelming.

Is he going to leave me here? She already knew the answer.

“Oh, I nearly forgot.”

Kate’s eyes widened as she saw the dreaded nipple clamps in Reese’s hands. She struggled to escape them, but there was no way for her to avoid the cold steel latching onto her sensitive nipples. Just when she thought it could not get any worse, Reese stepped back and grabbed an innocent-looking remote. A machine buzzed to life somewhere far above Kate, and she gasped in surprise when the cage was raised into the air. The steel creaked around her as she was lifted higher and higher. When it finally stopped, she was suspended far above the stalls. She could look down into the hucows’ pitiful accommodations and see the surprised expressions as they all looked up at her. She could feel a breeze peak through the worn roof tiles, and the cage would not stop gently swinging from side to side. Every time the weldings of the cage creaked, Kate was sure the cage would drop her to her death, but it never happened.

What have I gotten myself into …
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The now-familiar smell of sweat, dust, and hay assaulted Kate’s nostrils as she stared through the steel bars above her. The bed was hard, and the worn springs dug into her back, worsened by the added weight from Reese’s muscular body pressing her down. The distant screams from tortured women had become part of the background noise at the horrible farm where Kate had been sent to spend the rest of her life as a hucow, and she had become adept at tuning them out. She had been chained to the uncomfortable bed for half a day now, and even though her wrists and ankles were sore from the sharp cuffs digging into her skin, it could be worse.

At least it’s not a cramped cage, Kate thought and tried to focus on the sensation of Reese’s massive cock inside her pussy and his soft lips on her engorged breast. Kate felt relieved as the milk flowed into Reese’s mouth. He often did it this way, feeding off her while he used her as his toy, his pet.

His slave.

A muted, whimpering moan made Kate turn her head and look at her friend Alice, who was standing next to the bed, forced by Reese to witness as he fucked Kate hard. Kate had volunteered to be Reese’s plaything, hoping that it would get her access to his boss, Michael Turner, the man who could help Kate get to the palace of The Glorious Leader to find her mother. But she had not seen Mr. Turner since her arrival at the farm, and Reese had chosen to often involve Alice in his inventive scenes of torture and sex.

Alice did not seem to mind at this moment, though. Reese often ordered her to masturbate while watching Kate being whipped, caned, or fucked. Alice’s shackles rattled as her feeble moans squeezed past the large ball gag in her mouth. Her massive breasts were drenched in her drool, her green eyes glowing with a mix of lust and shame.

I know the feeling, Kate thought and closed her eyes. Reese was a man of stamina, and after a few weeks at the farm, Kate’s pussy had adjusted to his massive cock. She barely felt any pain anymore when he entered her, and she hated that she had built an insatiable thirst for his cock, his attention, and even his sadistic tortures.

Kate bit her lip. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she knew from experience that Reese hated when she came first. Orgasms were a rare reward, one reluctantly given by the cruel master.

“Master … Master Reese …” Kate could barely form sentences; her body was busy being ravaged by the jolts of intense lust spreading from her pussy and nipple. “Can I … can I come?”

Reese did not answer. He kept sucking her tit with rigorous fervor.

That’s a no.

Kate could not hold it forever, and she knew that Reese was not close yet. She had to hide it as best as she could. She clenched her jaw and grabbed hold of the chain keeping her handcuffs locked to the bed frame above her head. As the ecstasy tore through her, bringing her a rare moment of intense joy and pleasure in the painful chaos of her hucow life, all she wanted was to scream.

I hate that it feels so good … Kate hoped that Reese was distracted by her tight pussy. He did not say anything; he rarely did. Only short, precise orders left his lips, and Kate often wondered if he even enjoyed their daily fucks and torture sessions. I shouldn’t care. I hate him. The words sounded hollow in her mind.

Kate missed conversations. Since she had submitted to Reese, he had kept her away from the other hucows, locked in small cages or chained to the wall in small, damp cells. Whenever she saw Alice, some form of gag prevented her friend from talking.

Fuck, he just keeps going. Kate’s pussy was starting to feel raw, but she could not deny that it was an intoxicating experience. Even the sensation of Reese’s warm cum filling her as he pushed himself deep inside her had started to feel good. And she hated that it did.

Reese groaned and pulled out without a hint of affection or gratitude. “There.”

‘There’? Talk dirty to me …

The cruel officer put on his black uniform and corrected a few loose strands of the thick brown hair with a sigh. “Don’t think I didn’t notice your disobedience,” he said without looking at Kate. Alice stopped her masturbating and sent Kate a concerned glance. Reese checked his watch and clicked his tongue. “Hmm … I have to go.” He grabbed a ball gag from a table and a brutal-looking, nine-tailed whip from the wall nearby. The entire room was filled with restraints and instruments of torture. “I don’t have time to punish you myself.” He handed the whip and gag to Alice. “Gag her, then give her breasts and pussy twenty lashes each. As hard as you can. You know I can tell if you hold back.” Reese pointed at a heavy chain hanging from the ceiling nearby. “Afterward, you take a padlock and lock your shackles to the chain until I’m back. And no talking.”

Reese left the two women in each other’s company. Alice stared at the whip and gag in her hands with a concerned frown. Kate had no desire to be whipped, but she suspected that Reese had cameras in the room.

Kate looked at the worried Alice with a tired smile and nodded. She had to tell her friend that it was okay, that it was no big thing.

Alice sighed and leaned in over Kate. The cold chain from her shackles landed on Kate’s breasts and sent a chill through her body as Alice pushed the huge ball gag into her mouth and tightened the strap behind her head. Kate hated ball gags; they made her jaw hurt, and the uncontrollable drooling was humiliating. Alice gently caressed Kate’s breasts, causing her to moan and soak in the welcome gesture of affection. The soft fingers traveled across the tight skin of Kate’s right breast, the one Reese had not fed from, and she was grateful when Alice milked her, risking Reese’s wrath just to offer her friend a little relief.

Kate felt the milk hit her naked, cold body. How had her life come to this? The uneventful, peaceful existence in the small village seemed like another life, a distant past that she could never revisit. She wondered if her father and sister were still alive and if her mother suffered as Kate did.

She sent Alice a thankful nod when her breast stopped hurting and braced herself for what came next. Alice grabbed hold of the whip and poured all the strength the slender body could muster into each lash. The red-haired girl had to hold her shackle chain with the other hand to give herself room to swing the whip, and Kate had to admit that she had excellent technique.

“HNNNGH!” Kate’s screams were muffled by the gag as she counted the lashes in her head. Milk squirted from her breast when the whip hit her just right, and she could tell from her wincing that Alice found no pleasure in punishing Kate.

Well … it was … 14 … a great orgasm … 15 …

When the leather tethers left her bruised breasts and started thrashing Kate’s exposed pussy, the pain was blinding. She saw white spots in front of her eyes as the leather kissed the sensitive areas between her legs. She could not close them; her ankles were cuffed to the bedposts, leaving her vulnerable to the onslaught.

After the twenty final lashes, Kate was a sobbing mess. Alice sent her an apologetic look. She looked around her, checking to see if any guards stood outside the steel-barred window leading out to the main hall of the giant barn, before lubricating two fingers with the drool hanging from her gag. She leaned in and rubbed Kate’s clit a few times, likely as a form of apology.

Kate welcomed the gesture, but it could not distract her from the searing pain in her pussy. She knew from experience that it would linger for a while.

A few moments later, Alice grabbed a padlock from the table nearby and carried out the last part of Reese’s order. She raised her hands above her head and locked the middle of the chain connecting her shackled to the heavy chain hanging from the ceiling. Both of them were now helpless, unable to move until Reese returned.

Kate looked at her friend. Dark circles had appeared beneath her eyes, and the smile that had always seemed permanently etched on the friendly, freckled face was long gone, swallowed by the hopeless surroundings and the jaw-straining ball gag. Alice closed her eyes and leaned her head against the inside of her arm; despite the tiring position, it looked like she was tired enough to sleep standing up. Kate decided to follow her example, and despite her burning pussy, she managed to fall into a restless sleep.

Alice and Kate ended up spending three hours shackled in the unpleasant room. Kate could tell that Alice’s arms were hurting badly when Reese finally showed up to let her down, but for Kate, it had been the most relaxed position she had been restrained in for weeks, and she felt surprisingly rested when Reese dragged her out of the room and placed her in a cramped cage. This was nothing out of the ordinary; Alice was usually allowed to return to their stall to be milked and rest after Reese was done with her, but not Kate. She always felt exposed in the cages. The other guards leered at her, and she was forced to watch other hucows being dragged to and from their cruel punishments. The worst was when hucows had stopped producing milk and were being sent to the mines. Everyone knew it was a one-way trip, and the despair and fear were evident in the pale, trembling faces of the broken women.

Two things kept Kate going when her body ached from the uncomfortable positions or a piercing scream from one of her fellow hucows woke her in the night. One was the desperate hope that she could keep Reese’s attention long enough to gain access to his boss, Mr. Turner, and from there find her way to The Glorious Leader where she would hopefully meet her mother – and kill the dictator. It was a foolish hope, predicated on her being a good enough fuck to warrant The Glorious Leader’s attention, but it was easier to believe in a desperate plan than to accept her fate as a hucow.

The second thing keeping Kate going was Reese. Not his personality; he was cold and distant, his body seemed to be a shell that contained nothing more than lust and cruelty. Kate hated him, but she hated herself more. Every time Reese left her hanging from her wrists or suspended in a cramped cage, she wanted nothing more than to escape, but she always felt oddly empty when she was not heavily restricted. She craved his attention, even if it was painful, and more than that, she yearned for his giant cock. The mere thought of it could keep her warm for hours.

He's a means to an end, Kate told herself, and though the mantra helped, it could not quell the disgust at how low she had fallen.

Kate tried to move in the small cage, but it was not easy. Her hands were still cuffed, her ankles restrained, and the only positions possible were lying on her side in a tight fetal position or bent over forward while kneeling. Her breasts were swollen and sore. Reese rarely allowed her to be milked, both as a form of torture and because he wanted to keep the milk to himself, but it had been two days now. Kate was constantly lactating, and the floor of her cage was sticky and smelly at this point. She did not dare milk herself, since guards passed her every few minutes, but the pain was keeping her awake at night.

Has he forgotten me? It was not the prospect of staying in the cage that scared Kate when the thought appeared, but rather the risk that all the punishment she had endured had been for nothing. Reese was her way out, after all.

She noticed a guard looking at her from the other side of the barn. The guards were mostly young men and a few women, all dressed in the same stylish black uniform. He was talking on the phone, and though Kate could not hear what he was saying, his eyes were fixed on her the whole time. When the conversation finished, the guard started walking toward Kate’s cage with determined steps.

Now what? She had no idea what to expect when the guard reached her.

“So you’re the one the others have been prattling about,” he said with a smile. “Typical of Reese to keep the most prime beef for himself.”

Kate replied with a tired smile. She was tempted to make a snarky remark, but she was too exhausted.

“That was Reese on the phone. He is held up … somewhere, and he told me to ‘better get the cow out of her cage’.” He unlocked the cage door and took a step back, waiting for Kate to get out. It was not an elegant exit; the cage was positioned three feet above the floor, and Kate had to scooch forward on her knees without much help from her cuffed hands. Eventually, the guard lost patience and grabbed Kate by the hair, pulling her out of the cage by force.

“Auch!” she said when she hit the hard floor. “That hurt!”

The guard shrugged. “I bet you’d experienced far worse with Reese. Get up, I’m taking you to your stall.”

The simple stall that had seemed like a hellish place when she had first arrived now appeared as beautiful and inviting as a king-sized, soft bed. Alice looked pleasantly surprised when the guard pushed Kate into the small, hay-strewn box and locked her collar to the ring on the wall.

“Aren’t you going to take my hand- and legcuffs off?” Kate asked and nodded towards the restraints.

The guard smiled. “Sorry, Reese didn’t mention those. I guess they’ll have to stay on.” He slammed the door shut and left.

Kate groaned and sat down next to Alice.

“At least your restraints are light,” Alice smirked and rattled the heavy chain connecting her wide steel shackles. “I’ve worn these for weeks now.”

Kate leaned her head against Alice’s shoulder. “They look good on you, sweetie. You’ve always been good at accessorizing.”

“Fuck you.” Alice kissed Kate on the forehead and sighed. “Why’d they allow you to come back?”

“Reese is away, I don’t know for how long.” Kate looked down at her breasts. “Have you been milked yet? My udders hurt like hell.”

Alice shook her head. “Not yet.”

“What, the queen is willing to be milked with the common cattle?” Jessie, the dark-haired girl collared to the opposite wall, stared at Kate with intense, judging eyes. “What a treat for the rest of us.”

Kate felt a growing unease in her stomach. “What are you talking about?”

Jessie bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. “We haven’t seen you in weeks. Alice tells us you’re Officer Reese’s new favorite.”

Alice snorted. “It’s not like he’s taking her on dates, Jessie. She’s being tortured.”

“And fucked, right?” Jessie crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “I bet Kate is enjoying that part. Sucking Reese’s giant cock and taking it in the pussy like a good little slut?”

Kate clenched her jaw and tried to ignore the obvious provocation. “He’s raping me, Jessie. No, I’m not enjoying it.” Liar. You beg him for his cock almost every day.

“If you say so.”

The air in the small stall was thick with accusations and resentment, but Kate did not want to escalate the conflict. She was tired and annoyed, mostly at the fact that Jessie had hit the nail on the head. She was enjoying a lot of it, even if she tried to convince herself that it was not the case. Kate stared at the handcuffs and let her finger run over the smooth metal.

What is happening to me?

An hour later, one of the guards opened the stall door and pushed the mobile milking machine inside. Kate had barely had a chance to use the contraption before Reese had caught her in his web, but the other three girls hooked themselves up to it as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Kate had some trouble attaching the vacuum tubes to her breasts due to the handcuffs, but she eventually managed and breathed a sigh of relief when the suction finally granted her the relief she had yearned for.

Jessie’s eyes shot lightning as she stared at Kate over the whirring machine. The vein in her neck was visible above the tight collar, and Kate had a hard time understanding why Jessie was so offended. In an attempt to ignore the angry hucow, Kate instead looked to Alice. Her red-haired friend’s breasts were no smaller than Jessie and Brie’s, but it looked like she still had trouble with her milk flow. Her eyes were teary, and the pitiful amounts of milk flowing through the transparent tubes were nothing compared to what came out of Kate.

“No improvement at all?” Kate said with a concerned frown.

Alice shook her head. “Not really. The milkings hurt a little less, but my breasts are strained all the time. The milk is in there, it just won’t come out.” She bit her lip and closed her eyes to try and suppress the pain, and her hands squeezed the heavy chain connecting her shackles. “Fuck, that stings …”

Kate wanted to comfort her friend, but the handcuffs prevented her from laying an arm around Alice. “I’m sorry I got you into the mess with Reese, Alice.”

Alice smiled. “I volunteered, remember? Besides, I think it’s working; I hate wearing these shackles, but they seem to mark me as Reese’s property. I’ve seen other girls that came here with us get whipped for reduced flow, but the guards have not singled me out yet.” She looked at Kate. “Silver linings …”

The guard returned a few minutes later to turn the machine off, allowing the hucows to remove the vacuum tubes. Jessie managed to send Kate another stinkeye before all four of the hucows once again returned to their miserable, boring existence.

I’m not missing Reese, Kate told herself. He was a sadistic, abusive man with a block of ice where his heart should have been, but after a few days in the stall, she could not help but long for the kiss of his whip or the feel of his cock inside her. She was nothing to him, she knew that, but at least something happened when she was with him. A heavy cloud hung over the four women, crushing their spirits and mood. Conversations were brief, and the monotony was only broken by the milking and meager meals.

The harsh treatment Kate had experienced since she had been taken from the village, first at the hands of David and since Reese, had changed something inside her. She was horny all the time, constantly wet at the thought of being tied up and whipped. She could spend hours staring at her cuffed hands, caressing the steel, imagining Reese’s giant cock inside her and the sweet, stinging pain of his cane. There was no longer any doubt in her mind that she was a masochist, and she masturbated when the other three had fallen asleep to try and relieve the pressure caused by her vivid, lustful imagination.

Kate awoke one morning to the sound of the stall door being unlocked. She looked up to see a grim-faced guard standing in the doorway, staring at her.

“You. The blonde with the huge udders.” He pointed at Kate and stepped inside to unlock her collar from the ring on the wall. “You have a visitor.”

A visitor? Kate was tired and confused as the guard pulled her out of the stall. For a moment, she hoped her mother had found a way to get there, to get her out, but the fragile hope was crushed a moment later when she saw a familiar, unwelcome face smiling at her near the barn’s main gate.

“Ah, the young Miss Bell,” the dark-haired woman said with an overly sweet voice. Evelyn, the doctor who had tricked Kate and her mother into signing away their lives, looked out of place in the crude surroundings with her stylish shirt and skirt combo and immaculate makeup. “I hope you’ve been enjoying your stay.”

“What are you doing here?” Kate asked. An unsettling feeling grew in her stomach.

Evelyn adjusted the tight ponytail and bit her lower lip. “I wanted to come and see you in person. See how my favorite hucow was doing.”

Kate struggled to contain the fiery anger inside her. She wanted to lunge forward and put her hands around Evelyn’s slender neck, watch the life extinguished from the expressive, dark eyes. “It’s not exactly a picnic.”

Evelyn let out a burst of hollow, humorless laughter. “Well, your day is not about to get any better.” She crossed her arms and leaned back against the wall. “Your mother managed to insult The Glorious Leader.”

The words were delivered with remarkable indifference, but they hit Kate hard. She knew what it meant. If either Kate or her mother stepped out of line, the other would be punished.

Hanged.

The collar around Kate’s neck suddenly felt tighter, and she struggled to breathe. She felt like she could pass out. “That means …?”

Evelyn shrugged. “No. I don’t know how she did it, but your mother managed to get back in The Glorious Leader’s good graces, likely using her remarkable talents.” The doctor seemed disappointed that she was not going to watch Kate dangle at the end of a rope. “But you’re going to be punished.”

Kate breathed a sigh of relief. She was no stranger to pain, but the playful smile on Evelyn’s face ensured that the relief did not manage to dissolve the unsettling feeling in her stomach.

“I’m here to administer the punishment.” Evelyn walked up to Kate and grabbed the chain to her collar, pulling her closer. “Not because I have to. Because I want to.”

Kate had never felt hatred this intense, and she had to force herself to stick to the plan. To feign submission, even faced with the woman who had torn her family apart. “I guess we did sign a contract.” Kate bowed her head. “I understand why I need to be punished, Mistress.”

She had to suppress a smile when Evelyn did not answer right away. The woman had seemingly expected resistance and anger, not submission. Kate hoped that it ruined Evelyn’s day.

Evelyn cleared her throat, sounding like someone trying to gather herself and reclaim control. “Interesting. Let us see if you can retain that attitude.”

Evelyn dragged Kate to a part of the barn she had only seen on her first day, to a stall she had hoped to never see again. Part of her wanted to scream, to wrestle the chain to her collar away from Evelyn’s hand and run away. The chilling scream of a tortured woman increased in volume as they approached the thick steel bars surrounding the small room reserved for the most severe punishment a hucow could endure, second only to being hanged.

Evelyn smirked as she saw the blood leave Kate’s face. “I see you know what this place is. I helped design the torture myself, and I’m proud to say that it has been rolled out to every farm in the country.”

You’re sick. Kate clenched her fists and regained her composure. There was no escape from what was to come, and she could only hope that enduring it could aid her in her quest somehow.

The door was opened, and Kate stared in horror at the four tables used to torture hucows. Only one of them was occupied; a woman not much younger than Fiona, Kate’s mother, was shackled firmly to the table. Unable to move, she could do nothing to remove the milking machine from her breasts, nor the machine fucking her pussy without pause. Her screams seemed to ebb and flow, occasionally reduced to pitiful whimpers, and there was no hint of pleasure in her terrified, tired eyes.

Kate felt a soft hand on her back. “This’ll be fun,” Evelyn said, her voice trembling slightly from excitement.

Before Kate had a chance to respond, two guards grabbed her and dragged her toward the table next to the sobbing woman. It took every ounce of self-control Kate had to not scream or try to escape. The image of her mother, soft-spoken and beautiful, appeared in her mind and tried to calm her, tried to remind her of the plan. Kate had to endure this punishment if she wanted a chance to see her mother again.

She had to pretend that she accepted it.

That she was grateful.

The guards forced her onto the table. Fear threatened to take hold and send her into a blind panic, and Kate wanted to scream when they removed her cuffs and pulled her arms over her head. Tight, heavy steel was locked around her wrists and ankles, leaving her unable to move. To add insult to injury, the chain to her collar was also locked to the table, ensuring that she could not move her head without choking.

At least you’re lying down, Kate. There was not much room for the optimistic voice inside her head. She had been restrained in more uncomfortable positions, but she knew that it was going to get worse.

A lot worse.

To ensure that she could not move her lower body, a metal rod was pressed down over Kate’s stomach and fastened.

“Comfortable, cow?” Evelyn let her long fingers run along Kate’s quivering body. Every touch was intense and unwelcome, but Kate still managed to force a smile.

“No, Mistress. But it is the will of The Glorious Leader.”

“That it is.” Evelyn started rubbing Kate’s clit. The two guards looked at each other; it was obviously not normal protocol, but it seemed that Evelyn was unable to help herself. “I’ll have to commend Reese on his hucow training. He seems to have beaten you into shape faster than I thought possible.”

The doctor took the two vacuum tubes dangling over the table and hooked them up to Kate’s breasts. The familiar sensation of the vacuum being created caused the milk to flow, and even though Kate knew that it was going to turn into pure agony before long, she allowed herself to enjoy the relief for a moment. A guard started fiddling with the fucking machine between her legs, but Evelyn pushed him away.

“I’ll handle this. You two go take a break or torture a cow, just get out of here.”

The two guards nodded and left the small room. Kate could barely see what was happening, the collar prevented her from seeing past her massive breasts, but she soon felt the tip of a massive dildo against her pussy.

“A wonderful machine, this. I have one myself and use it from time to time, you’re in for a treat.” Evelyn’s face appeared above Kate’s breasts with a sadistic smile on her ruby lips. “At first.”

Kate could not keep from moaning as the fat rubber cock was pushed inside her. Evelyn kept pushing it in deeper until it could go no further. It was not as large as Reese’s cock, but it still felt like her pussy was ready to split open.

To Kate’s surprise, Evelyn did not turn the machine on. Instead, she exited the room for a minute before returning with a video camera on a tripod.

Of course.

“Say hi to your mother, little Kate.” Evelyn placed her hands on her hips and nodded, satisfied with her elaborate setup. “Every minute of your torture will be live-streamed to your mother, wherever she might be at this moment.” Evelyn shrugged. “Maybe she’s being tortured as well, maybe she’s sucking The Glorious Cock while watching you. Who knows?”

Kate wanted to shout something, to tell her mother that she would find her and make everything alright, but she decided against it.

“How … how long must I stay here, Mistress?” Kate tried pulling at her restraints, but there was no give. The dildo felt like it was growing inside her.

“Until I’m bored with tormenting you,” Evelyn said and flicked a switch on the machine. “It might take a while. Enjoy!”

Kate barely registered Evelyn leaving and shutting the door. Her entire body was occupied by the sudden burst of intense, mind-blowing power delivered by the motorized cock. The movements were deep and fast, always pushing inside her as deep as possible. Kate wanted to hate it, but at this moment, she could not. It felt amazing. Her pussy was wet, easily lubricating the cruel device, and her inability to escape it only multiplied her pleasure. The tubes furiously milked her dry, and every rapid breath carried a blissful moan with it. It was a stark contrast to the crying woman next to her.

The table creaked as the machine pounded Kate’s pussy. It was set to a higher speed than the one torturing the woman next to her, but Kate was unable to look past her immediate desire to have it continue. Lust and desire built inside her with every thrust, and she soon turned into a moaning, primal lump of desire.

The first orgasm was a firework, a magnificent celebration of the power of technology as she was sucked and fucked by the machines. Every muscle in her body contracted the moment her orgasmic scream shook the foundations of the huge barn, but she was not allowed to enjoy the pleasant after-effects. Instead, the dildo kept going, as did the milking machine.

Fuck, I’m going dry. Slowly but surely, every whir of the machine caused a stinging pain in Kate’s breasts and nipples. She squirmed and tried to get away, but it was impossible. The rubber cock still managed to send waves of pleasure through her body, but a hint of pain had entered the mix as well due to the continuous fucking.

The door opened. Evelyn knelt next to Kate’s head and gently stroked the poor hucow’s cheek. “That was the pleasurable part,” she said and licked her lips. “From now on, it’s pure agony. Pure, undiluted, delightful agony.”

“Please … Mistress … it’s too much.”

“That’s the point.” Evelyn got up. The tall woman towered over Kate and looked down at her with an expression of confidence and power. “Now, it’s time for my fun.” Evelyn removed her clothes and climbed onto the table. The gorgeous body glistened in the cold light. “Lick me, cow.”

Kate was already struggling to breathe, and it was made worse when Evelyn lowered her pussy onto the poor hucow’s mouth. Seeing no other option, Kate extended her tongue and started licking her captor’s soaking wet pussy. Every lick elicited loud moans from the doctor, but Kate found it hard to focus; it felt like someone was poking needles into her breasts while she was being fucked by a jackhammer.

“Faster, you cunt,” Evelyn said and slapped Kate’s sore breasts.

Kate pushed her tongue inside Evelyn’s pussy. She was tempted to bite down, to rob the sadistic doctor of her precious clit, but knowing that it could result in her mother being hanged, she managed to fight the urge. I hate this woman.

Just as Evelyn climaxed, another orgasm forced its way through Kate, but it was far from pleasant. The discomfort was intense, and Kate hated that she could still derive pleasure from torment this severe. Reese had been a cruel master, but he was not blind to the power of pleasure, but this was only meant to cause pain and drive the subject insane.

“Mmm … I enjoyed that,” Evelyn said as she finally got off Kate’s face. “I’m going to check into my lovely suite in the five-star hotel not far from here.” Evelyn leaned in and placed a forceful kiss on Kate’s trembling lips. “I think I’ll watch your live feed while drinking expensive wine in the bath tonight.”

The door slammed and the lights were shut off. Kate closed her eyes and tried to stem the tide of conflicting, powerful emotions rushing her. Despite the massive discomfort and the intense pain, there was still a part of her that was loving it, not unlike how she felt when Reese tormented her.

Kate Bell. Prom queen. Loving daughter. Pain-addicted whore.

How long had it been? Kate had no sense of time. The sound of the machines was deafening, and the lack of sleep caused her to hallucinate. She occasionally managed to doze off despite the continuous punishment to her breasts and pussy, but it was only for a few seconds at a time. She was hungry. Exhausted. Thirsty. Despite all this, her body still managed to come from time to time as the dildo destroyed her poor, wrecked pussy.

Is someone there? Kate blinked and tried to get her bearings. She was certain that Evelyn was standing next to the table, her arms crossed, her brow furrowed, but Kate’s vision was hazy.

“… another pitiful rebellion,” a male voice sounded. Kate did not recognize it. It came from a figure next to Evelyn.

“Why’d they send Reese?” Evelyn asked.

“He has a talent for subduing a crowd.”

Evelyn sighed. “Indeed, but …”

Kate tried to focus, but she could only make out parts of the conversation. The noise and her frayed mind did not help.

“… got himself killed.”

Killed? Reese is dead? Kate felt conflicted. Reese had caused immense pain and suffering for countless people and deserved to die, but Kate feared that his death had shut the door on her plan.

The two blurry shapes soon left Kate to her torment. There was no longer any pleasure to be had from the relentless machines.

It was pure torture.

When a guard finally released Kate from her torment, she could barely walk. Her pussy screamed and cried, and her nipples were swollen and blue. She was allowed to eat and drink, and to her surprise, the guard did not restrain her before dragging her to her stall by the chain on her collar.

Reese is no more. A tired smile appeared on Kate’s chapped lips. At least there was some sense of justice left in the world. A few days ago, the news would have been bittersweet; she had grown to enjoy his massive cock and inventive, sadomasochistic activities, but her ravaged pussy had no desire to receive for a while, making the loss easier to swallow.

The three women in the stall stared at her in muted horror when she returned. Kate was unable to sit on the cold floor and quietly laid her head in Alice’s lap. Silent tears streamed from Kate’s eyes as her friend stroked her hair, and she soon fell asleep.

Kate was relieved to find that her body recovered faster than she had expected. Though the first few milkings had been excruciatingly painful, her breasts soon looked like themselves, and the pain in her pussy soon turned to soreness. The other girls had only asked a few questions about the ordeal, and Kate had found Jessie to be more forthcoming now, even smiling at her from time to time. Unfortunately for Alice, however, the guards had not bothered to remove her restraints, even though she was no longer Reese’s property.

“It’s alright,” Alice said when Kate asked if she should try and ask the guards about it. “I hardly notice them anymore.” She looked at Kate with a furrowed brow. “What about you? Any idea what you’ll do now that Reese is gone?”

Kate sighed and leaned her head against the wall. She distractingly rubbed her wrists, oddly jealous of Alice’s shackles. “I’ll probably do something reckless and stupid. Again. I haven’t given up, Alice.”

“You never do.”

Kate smiled, but she had not been able to come up with any ideas. The guards feeding the hucows and handling the milking machines were nobodies, unable to help her get closer to the palace of The Glorious Leader. She needed a lucky break.

Alice was about to say something when Kate signaled for her to be quiet. Footsteps could be heard outside the stall.

Heels on concrete.

“No, I can’t stay any longer, my services are needed elsewhere,” Evelyn’s voice sounded. It was brighter than usual. “But I’ve enjoyed my stay here, you run a tight ship, Mr. Turner. I’ll make sure to tell The Glorious Leader.”

Kate got up and walked towards the steel-barred door as far as the collar chain would let her. The wide steel pressed against her throat as she struggled to see out into the corridor.

“I hope you will, Evelyn.”

Mr. Turner’s booming voice ignited an ember of hope in Kate’s chest, but she had no time to formulate a plan. A small window had presented itself, and she had to throw herself at it. “Mr. Turner, Sir!” she shouted.

The footsteps stopped. The angry face of a guard appeared outside the door, brandishing a thick truncheon. “Shut up, you filthy cow!” he hissed and started unlocking the door. “I’ll show you how we treat cunts that don’t know their place.”

Kate clenched her jaw and stood her ground, ignoring the menacing guard. “Mister Turner! Please let me be of service to you!”

The guard approached her, raising his club to strike.

“That won’t be necessary, guardsman.” Mr. Turner appeared in the doorway. He wore the same dark suit he had worn the first time Kate had seen him. His eyes were not without warmth, but Kate knew that he had no empathy for the imprisoned women. “I remember this one. The blonde with the magnificent udders.”

Evelyn walked up beside him and scoffed. “I should’ve guessed. It’s Fiona Fawkes’ daughter, Mr. Turner. She’s the one I came to punish.”

Mr. Turner raised his bushy eyebrows. “Really? The daughter of The Fabolous Fawkes? That explains the beauty.” A sleazy smile split the meaty face. “I wonder if she shares other of her mother’s … talents.”

Evelyn rolled her eyes without Mr. Turner noticing. “I’ve sampled her a few times. What she lacks in experience, she makes up for with tenacity. Reese managed to whip her into a submissive hucow before he left.”

“Did he, now?” Mr. Turner nodded and rubbed his chin. “Reese’s death was a huge loss to this facility, but maybe we can still find some use for his … final project.” He pushed the guard aside and walked up to Kate. “What do you think?”

Kate bowed her head and folded her hands in front of her. “I just wish to serve The Glorious Leader, Master.” She lifted her eyes and looked into his, forcing a subtle smile. “And you.”

A burst of bellowing laughter escaped Mr. Turner’s large body. “Such devotion must be rewarded!” He pinched Kate’s cheek as if she was a little girl. “You’ll get to serve. Soon.”

Kate smiled. “Thank you, Master.” She had no idea what awaited her, but at least it was a huge step in the right direction.

Later that day, Kate was surprised to see a woman standing outside the stall. She was young, not much older than Kate, with a beautiful, mild face. The huge breasts were barely contained by the white button-down shirt, and had it not been for the heavy steel collar marking her as a hucow, she could have passed for a businesswoman.

She opened the door and unlocked Kate’s collar from the wall, dragging her outside by the chain without a word. Jessie, Brie, and Alice looked on with surprised expressions on their weary faces. Near the gate, two guards approached.

“This is the one?” one of them asked.

The woman nodded. “Yes. We’re ready to go.”

The guard looked at Kate and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Turn around.”

Kate obeyed and felt a pleasant shiver down her spine when the sharp steel clicked shut around her wrists. She had never thought that she would miss the feeling.

The gravel in the courtyard hurt Kate’s feet, and she had trouble keeping up with the tall woman, who managed to walk impressively fast considering the height of her heels. The brown, curly hair reached her shoulders, and though she looked healthy, the eyes had lost their spark a long time ago. The woman opened the back door of a parked, black SUV and gestured for Kate to enter.

I haven’t been this comfortable in ages, Kate thought as she felt the soft, clean leather against her naked skin. Even though the handcuffs are scraping against my lower back.

They did not have to drive long before arriving at a giant mansion. It was exactly as ostentatious as Kate had imagined the residence of a dictator’s pet to be. The mix of antique-styled pillars and modern touches would have made any architectural student vomit onto his turtleneck, and the collection of luxurious limousines and expensive supercars helped to explain where most of the country's wealth had disappeared to.

The well-dressed woman got out of the car and opened the door for Kate. “Get out.” There was no malice in her monotone voice, and it felt like she stared at something on the other side of Kate instead of looking her in the eye.

Kate had quickly deduced that the woman was a former hucow that Mr. Turner had promoted if it could be called as such. Is this what he wants for me?

The woman grabbed the chain dangling from Kate’s collar and led her through the massive mahogany doors. They entered a vast hall with a wide staircase and gold chandeliers hanging from the ceiling.

“Is that the new cow, Number Four?” a voice sounded from the top of the staircase. Kate looked up to see a gray-haired woman. The years had been kind to her, and the long cocktail dress fit her slender body well.

“Yes, Mistress,” the woman said.

The woman gracefully descended the staircase and approached Kate. Her brown eyes seemed to inspect every inch of Kate’s body, occasionally letting out an approving noise. “Not bad.” She let her hands run over Kate’s breasts. “Brimming with milk. Perfect. No room for dried-up udders in this house.” She looked at Number Four. “Get her cleaned up and ready to serve at dinner. We’re having guests over tonight.”

Number Four nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” She pulled Kate down a nearby hallway and a set of stairs leading to the mansion’s basement. They ended up in a small shower room with tiled walls and floor, where Number Four proceeded to unlock Kate’s handcuffs and instead locked a matching set of steel restraints around her wrists and ankles. The shiny accessories matched the collar, and Kate could not help but stare at them in fascination. They were beautiful and brutal at the same time, with small O-rings on the inside.

“You’ll wear these until Master Turner or Mistress Turner decides otherwise,” Number Four said as she locked Kate’s new wrist restraints to a pair of chains hanging from the ceiling, leaving her standing in a T-pose.

“You don’t wear them?”

Number Four sighed. “I’ve been … promoted. I wore them for a long time.” She grabbed a nearby hose and a sponge and started washing Kate’s naked body. The warm water felt soothing against her tired, aching body, and for a moment, Kate felt reinvigorated. Being washed by a beautiful girl while chained was not the worst thing to ever happen to her.

Kate could not take her eyes off of the woman. “Will they let you go eventually?”

Number Four shook her head. “These collars don’t come off. You know that. We just have to try and make the best of it.”

Even though Number Four had it better than most other hucows, seeing her made it all worse for Kate somehow. Eternal servitude could not be the best-case scenario. She wanted to put an end to it all, and she figured that the defeated woman in front of her could help.

“Any tips on how to … get on Mr. Turner’s good side?”

For the first time, Number Four looked straight at Kate, and the sight of the hollow eyes made the hair stand up on her neck. “Just … shut up and obey. The Turners are not cruel compared to most, but the people they will hand you off to if you misbehave are.” She dried off Kate with a towel. “Your first task is serving them tonight.”

“So I’m like … their slave?”

“Yes. You’ll do whatever they tell you.” Number Four locked a set of chains to Kate’s wrist and ankle restraints and removed the chain locked to her collar. “It’s not easy wearing these, but you’ll get used to them after a while.”

It seemed odd that Kate had been imprisoned in a dirty barn earlier that day, only to end it at a lavish dinner party where eloquent men and women discussed the issues of the day over canapes and sparkly wine. Kate tried to emulate her mother’s graceful walk as she carried trays of wine around the room, and every time a guest slapped her butt or squeezed her breast, she politely smiled in return. A string quartet played in the corner, and their delicate tones mixed with the rattling of chains as several shackled hucows hobbled around to serve the guests.

“Fifteen, over here!” a man shouted and pointed at his glass.

Kate sighed and forced a smile as she walked towards the inebriated, fat man with the shiniest bald head she had ever seen. Number Four had written the number fifteen on Kate’s shoulder before the party, and she noticed that the other three hucows serving the party were numbered as well.

“Bring those udders over here, cow.” The man leaned back in the chair and gestured for Kate to come closer. “Bend over.”

“Yes, Master,” Kate said with a sultry voice and obeyed. The man grabbed Kate’s breast and milked a few streams into his champagne before taking a sip.

“Aaaah … nothing like fresh breastmilk and champagne. Have you ever tried it?”

Kate paused, surprised by the question. “Eh … no, Master.”

“Here!” The man grabbed the ring on the front of Kate’s collar and forced her to take a huge sip of his glass. Kate was not prepared and started coughing, partly due to the sparkly liquid, partly due to the awkwardness of being force-fed her own milk. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it?”

Kate wiped her mouth and smiled. “Certainly is.”

The man put his glass down and let his fat fingers run up Kate’s inner thigh. “You’re quite a piece of meat. Maybe I should take you for a spin?”

“This one is brand new, Roger, so she’s off-limits,” a familiar voice sounded behind Kate. “I suggest you take Number Twelve outside, she’s skilled at sucking cock.”

The man laughed. “Sounds good to me!” He got up, walked up to a short-haired girl with the number twelve on her shoulder, and dragged her out of the room.

“That’s how we do it here,” Mr. Turner said when he noticed Kate staring at the door long after the two had left. “Now, you better …”

“How’s the new cow shaping up?” The gray-haired woman that had greeted Four and Kate earlier walked up to Mr. Turner and placed a quick kiss on his cheek.

“She got Roger all randy, it seems.” Mr. Turner’s characteristic laughter filled the room.

The woman scoffed. “That only takes a light breeze or his horse winning a race. But she does look like she comes from good stock.”

“She’s the daughter of Fiona Fawkes, darling.”

The woman’s stern face softened into an expression of reluctant admiration. “Is she now? Those are good genes.”

Kate felt like she was a horse being judged at the county fair. It was demeaning, and it was hard for her to keep the sarcastic comments inside and maintain the forced smile.

Mrs. Turner smiled. “After dinner, I want to see what she can do, Michael.”

That can’t be good.

Kate’s breasts were sore. Countless men and women had milked her during the dinner party, and she was starting to prefer the milking machines to the rough treatment at the hands of the country’s elite. Kate could still hear the distant chatter and laughter as the party continued down the hallway, but she was no longer a part of it.

“They’re going to fuck me, aren’t they?” Kate whispered, fiddling nervously with the chain connecting her shackles.

“Yes, they are.” Number Four stood next to the half-open door and stared at the floor. “The guards told me that you spent a lot of time with Reese.”

“I did.”

“Then what are you nervous about? You won’t experience anything worse than that here.”

There’s a lot at stake.

“Four, I’m ready for her now,” a voice sounded in the next room.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mrs. Turner was naked, standing in the middle of a large bedroom with a king-sized bed. A talented plastic surgeon had made sure to tighten all the right spots, and only the gentle wrinkles around the eyes and the skin on her neck betrayed the age of the elegant woman. Her breasts looked tiny next to Kate and Four’s, but it did not dent the confidence exuding from her powerful pose; she was standing with her hands on her hips, her legs spread, all drawing attention to the gigantic double strap-on between her legs.

That looks like a lot of fun. She could feel herself getting wet at the sight, and she had to suppress a smile to not come off too eager.

“My husband likes to fuck his hucows,” Mrs. Turner said. “I prefer to test-drive them first to ensure that they’re up to the task.” She walked up to Kate and grabbed her by the hair. “They tell me you’re a true submissive, a real slut like your mother. Is that true?”

Fuck you. “Yes, Mistress. I live only to serve.”

Mrs. Turner chuckled. “Pathetic. You cows are so easily subdued. The moment we slap a collar on your slender necks, you lose all free will and moan with delight when we milk you.” She let go of Kate, who had to clench her fists to keep herself from attacking the cold-hearted woman. “Get onto the bed. On all fours.”

As Kate crawled onto the bed, her mind was filled with images of how she would get her revenge on women like Mrs. Turner. She imagined the chain between her wrists on the woman’s neck, strangling her, but she had to play the long game.

“Four, lube me up. Or don’t, I don’t care, but I doubt the precious seed of Fiona Fawkes wants me to go in raw.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Kate felt a tingle of anticipation as she heard the bottle of lube open. There was nothing but hate in her heart for Mrs. Turner, but the absence of Reese had left a void inside her, even if she was reluctant to admit it. A void that two massive dildos could fill, at least for a bit.

Remember why you’re doing this, Kate, she thought to herself as Mrs. Turner rammed the two dildos into her pussy and asshole with all the grace of a bulldozer. The first few thrusts were wildly uncomfortable, but Kate was used to pain at this point, and it did not take long before the rubber cocks caused a flood of lust to flow through her. Fuck, that feels good. I hate that it feels so good.

She knew that Mrs. Turner was trying to assert dominance, to show her how little regard she had for hucows, but Kate could not help but moan and push her ass backward to get the dildos in deeper.

“Not too bad,” Mrs. Turner said, not able to hide the enjoyment and pleasure she was experiencing due to the dildo on the inside of her harness. “You’re quite a horny little slut, aren’t you?”

Kate let out a loud moan. “Yes, Mistress. I’m a slut.”

I’m just acting. Kate smiled to herself. I think.

“Let us step it up a notch,” Mrs. Turner said and started fucking Kate harder, but it only brought more pleasure to the shackled hucow. “Four, grab the cane from the closet next to you and use it on her breasts.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Kate’s breasts were already sore, but the added pain from Four’s precise, agonizing strikes was nothing but pleasurable. After David, Reese, and the days spent shackled to a fucking machine, this was a delight. I could do this. I could stay here. No barn, no stall, no cruel guards. I’d be shackled. Fucked. Kate’s eyes widened as she realized where the door that had opened in her mind led to. She forced herself to think of her mother and family, to remember the wrongs that had been wrought. The hatred bubbled back up inside her and pushed the tempting thoughts away.

Kate was close. The hatred could not stem the tide forever.

Just a few more thrusts.

“You started without me, my dear?” Mr. Turner appeared in the doorway. No clothes hid the glorious, heavy-set body from the world, though the gray body hair gave it a fair shot. Kate groaned in frustration as Mrs. Turner stopped her rigorous fucking, leaving the two large dildos deep inside her pussy and asshole.

“I think you’ll manage, love. She’s a feisty one.” Mrs. Turner laughed. “Even now, she is squirming to try and soak as much pleasure from my dildos as she can.”

Kate had given up trying to convince herself that she was acting. Mrs. Turner was right – she was grinding against the large rubber cocks inside her like a mindless drone, a slave to her lust.

Mr. Turner laughed. “A lovely little slut. Let us see if she can use her mouth as well.” He pushed Number Four aside and gestured for Kate to get onto the floor. “Come on. Suck my cock, Fifteen.”

Am I just a number now?

Mrs. Turner pulled out of Kate, leaving behind a void of pleasure that Kate ached to have filled. If she had to suck an old, overweight man’s cock to achieve satisfaction, it was a small price to pay. She got on her knees in front of the large man and was initially overwhelmed by the odor of his strong cologne, but before she had time to deal with it, Mr. Turner had grabbed her hair and forced her mouth onto his cock.

Before her capture and enslavement, Kate would have considered her new master well-endowed, but after experiencing David and Reese in all their glory, the hardening cock dancing on her soft lips and tongue was a disappointment. She took it all in her mouth, even his balls, and Mr. Turner’s satisfied moans told her that she was doing a good job.

“Her mother’s daughter, indeed!” he said as he fucked Kate’s mouth. “You look thirsty, wife. Why don’t you have a drink? And Four, use that cane for something.”

Mr. Turner moved slightly to the side to allow his wife to kneel next to Kate and start breastfeeding. Kate’s breast was still sore from the manhandling earlier, but Mrs. Turner was surprisingly gentle, and Kate found herself enjoying the intimacy.

And the cane strikes that started pummeling her butt a moment later.

This is fun, Kate thought. She knew that she should feel humiliated and used, but her boundaries had been pushed so far at this point that a forced blowjob, breastfeeding, and caning barely registered on the humiliation scale. Playing the submissive slut that loved being abused was easy for her, and when Mr. Turner pulled his cock out of her mouth a few minutes later and ordered Number Four to shackle Kate to the bed so he could fuck her, it was sweet music to her ears.

The sound of the padlock fixing her shackles to the headboard sent a rush through her body she had rarely felt. She grabbed hold of the chain and pulled at it; not to see if she could escape, but to ensure that she was trapped. Did she just love being restrained or did she need to feel that she had no choice? Kate did not know, nor did she care.

The imposing, wide-bodied figure of Mr. Turner towered above her. His lusting eyes drank her body, swallowed it whole, and Kate made sure to send him a sultry look.

“Do you want me to fuck you, slave?” he asked.

Kate nodded and bit her lip. “Yes, Master. Please … please fuck me.”

Mr. Turner was not an elegant lover. Though his rock-hard cock knew how to find the entrance to Kate’s soaking wet pussy, his thrusts were clumsy and inconsistent. His strong cologne once again assaulted her olfactory sense, and feeling his weight on her body made it hard for her to breathe.

So why am I not hating this?

“Mmm … that feels so good, Master,” she said and meant it. Something about Mr. Turner’s massive lower body rubbing against her clit drove her insane, and she started writhing her body to milk every last drop from the experience.

“I can’t recall the last time we had a hucow in here that didn’t cry or scream the first time,” Mrs. Turner said as she crawled onto the bed to continue the breastfeeding. “What a slut.”

“What a pussy,” Mr. Turner added. He leaned down and sucked a few drops of milk from Kate’s other breast, squeezing it hard with his hand. He licked a few stray drops from her skin with a pleased sigh. “And tasty.”

Kate was no longer listening. She was getting close to the peak, and she was certain she would get to finish this time.

“I’m going to come soon,” Mr. Turner said, echoing Kate’s thoughts. “Four, you know what to do.”

Number Four nodded and strapped on a smaller dildo than the one Mrs. Turner had used earlier. Kate was intrigued at first and could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment when Four lubed up the rubber dildo and inserted it into Mr. Turner’s ass instead of Kate’s.

“Oh yes! That’s the spot!” Mr. Turner groaned, and Kate could feel his thrusts becoming more powerful as his slave hucow started fucking him.

It was an odd experience. Not just because of the number of people involved, but because of the absence of pain. Yes, Kate was shackled, and her tight collar restricted her breathing as always, but she was on a comfortable bed, and she was not being whipped or tortured in some other way. Her body swam in a sea of pure pleasure as Mr. Turner’s cock rammed into her, but she could not help but feel that something was off.

She missed the pain.

Her mind refused to accept it, but she could not keep the insistent thought from lingering in the back of her mind.

“Mmm … I think Number Fifteen is going to come, my love,” Mrs. Turner said, licking a drop of milk off her lip. She looked at Kate with a smile. “Do you want to come, slave?”

Kate nodded furiously. “Yes, Mistress. Can I? Please?”

“What do you think, Michael?”

Mr. Turner did not respond. He was sweating and panting, spending all his energy on pounding Kate’s pussy.

“He doesn’t mind.” Mrs. Turner planted a forceful, fiery kiss on Kate’s quivering lips. “Go ahead.”

“FUUUUUUUUUUCK!” Kate screamed and arched her back. The headboard creaked as she pulled hard at her shackled, and the cock seemed to grow inside her as the orgasm rippled through her body. “Thank you, Master and Mistress!”

It felt like she had sealed a deal, that she had sold part of herself to the rich couple by baring herself like this. An unwelcome sense of shame and guilt appeared as the lust vanished. The hard thrusts of Mr. Turner’s cock no longer felt like a delight, and the sensation was only made worse when his warm cum filled Kate’s pussy a few moments later.

Mr. Turner pulled out and gestured for Number Four to do the same. “Very good. Not a bad first performance. I think she’ll serve us well.” He wiped his cock and put on a red velvet robe. “Find her a cell in the basement. We’ll keep her for now.”

Kate smiled to herself. At least it sounded like she had increased her chances of reaching The Glorious Leader. Maybe he visited the Turners from time to time. Maybe they brought their favorite hucow slaves to the palace, maybe …

“Darling, she was amazing,” Mrs. Turner said. She stood next to the bed and stared at Kate while rubbing her clit. “She could be the solution to our problems.”

The what?

Mr. Turner’s face darkened. “You think so?”

“Her looks, her breasts, her … performance.” Mrs. Turner smiled. “Her genes. She could fetch a hefty price at the auction.”

Kate suddenly felt cold.

“That’s a great idea,” Mr. Turner said with an approving nod. “We’ll talk her up for a few weeks, build some hype. Then we’ll sell her to the highest bidder and pay off our debts.”

In a flash, Kate’s plans had been crushed. She had heard rumors about auctions before. Women were sold and traded, often to foreigners, never to be seen again. The thought made her nauseous, and the chance of ever seeing her mother again crumbled before her eyes.

They were going to sell her.

Kate was going to be auctioned off.
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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.
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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

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others? Contains all four 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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