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"Wiktor?" she prompts when he continues to hold her against him.

"You do smell very lovely, darling," he says. "Perhaps I would have a taste of you first."

That is all the warning she gets before his hands are on her hips and he's lifting her up until her breasts are level to his face and he's capturing her nipple in his mouth.

Pleasure courses down her spine as he latches onto her breast and begins to suck straight from the source, his tongue and mouth working around her nipple, sucking and pulling milk from her breasts.

"Sir, please," she whimpers, pushing back against him, trying to free herself. From the corner of her eyes, she sees the other girls giving her pitying looks as they walk past, but none of them move to help her. It feels wrong for him to touch her like this, suck at her breasts and drink the milk from them as though it's his right, but her body is betraying her, growing more aroused as he pulls away and sucks her other breast.

"Lovely," he says, licking his lips as he leans back. There is desire in his eyes, so intense that she looks away. "I knew I chose you for a reason."

He chose her because she's the most ignorant one to fall for his tricks. Not that there were many to choose from in the first place. There were only three hucows turning eighteen this year and her friends had been suspicious.

"That, and the fact that you are the best dancer of the year," he says.

She can't help but preen at the compliment. She's not very smart, but she's good on her feet. "Thank you," she says, blushing prettily.

He lowers her to the ground. "Good girl," he says. "Now, give me a kiss." He does not wait for her to respond, pulling her chin forward forcibly until his lips are on hers, fingers clenching hard on her jaw to pry her lips open so he can taste into her mouth. His tongue seems to be everywhere at once, sliding over her teeth and around her tongue, licking the roof of her mouth and the inside of her cheeks. She resists the urge to bite him.

She learned the repercussions of fighting back against the man in charge of her the first day after he took her out. Her rear still hurts from when he had thrown her over his legs and spanked her. It had been a humiliating experience in the car. Her cheeks burn just thinking of it. He hadn't even bothered closing the divider between the driver seat and them. The driver had gotten an eyeful of her naked ass.
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Chapter One: Lies

[image: ]




​​"There's really only one rule for working here," the older man says, hand extended with the palm pointed up to get her to surrender her towel.

Selena considers arguing but knows by now that she is fighting a losing battle. She would only sound whiny if she tells him that she's embarrassed. Wiktor had already called her pathetic more than once. She unwraps it from around her chest and gives it to him, eyes gazing downwards to hide the way they're already filling with tears.

His eyes are stern and perpetually angry. She tries not to look at them for too long. He's a shifter too, but unlike her, he's a shifter of a predator sort. He would probably swallow her whole.

"Eyes up," he says. "Look at me when I'm talking to you, darling." The term of endearment is said with nothing gentle.

She grimaces. "Yes, sir," she whispers, tilting her head up to look at the scar on the left side of his cheek. The skin there looks painful and stretched, scar tissue stitching his cheek together. She's convinced that if she looks him straight in his eye, he will turn her to stone. Wiktor is in his thirties, but his dark hair and stern eyes makes him look older and the scar makes him look wiser. He is muscular in a way that suggests it's earned in a fighting ring rather than with protein shakes in a gym.

Cold air brushes against her skin and she shivers, lamenting the loss of her towel. She wraps her arms around her naked breasts, embarrassed to be so bare in front of the older man. She's afraid too. She doesn't know Wiktor at all and the way he treated her at the facility was so different from the way he is treating her now.

She had spent the past several days crying in her room and the other girls had taken pity on her, taking turns calming her down from her emotional distress. She picks up a few names and some stories too.

"It's not too bad once you get used to it," Sasha had told her.

Rebecca had agreed, telling her that the pay is very good, so they never have to go hungry.

"The men are nice too. There're rules, so they can't hurt us without getting in trouble."

Lexi hadn't tried to sugarcoat things. "Wiktor shouldn't have lied to you but think of it this way. You'll only be here for six months. After that, you can do whatever you want. You're young. Six months is nothing."

She's right. Six months is not a long time.

She still feels trapped.

Wiktor smirks at her, recognizing the fear in her eyes and feeling powerful for being the one to incite the fear.

"Smile, darling," he says, pinching her chin and tilting her head back up from where she's shyly bowed her head again.

She manages a wobbly smile, her bottom lip trembling. She longs to close her hands over his wrist and pry his fingers off her chin. His fingers are cold and calloused, like scales biting into her skin. It's just an illusion. She knows he's not actually a snake, at least not while he's in his human form. Unlike other hot-blooded shifters, snakes shifters don't have half shifts. It's all or nothing for them. His nails dig into her skin, leaving little crescent marks on her chin.

"Smile."

She bares her teeth at him in a mockery of a grin.

He grins, all teeth and dangerous even though he's still fully human. "Got some fight in you yet," he grins. His eyes climb down her half naked body, drinking in the sight of her breasts, full and heavy with milk pebbling at the tips. His grip on her chin lowers until he is curling his fingers around her neck, choking her with just enough pressure to let her know that her life is in his hands.

She gasps when his free hand finds her breasts, fingers capturing her nipple and pinching the tip as though trying to capture the dribble of milk between his forefinger and thumb. Pleasure and pain curls up in her core as his nails pinch her sensitive tip. She arches into his touch without thinking, trying to ease the pressure.

"You're a right little slut, aren't you? Look at you, so eager to offer yourself up already," he mocks, giving her nipple a cruel flick as he lets go.

"Ah!" she cries out and closes her hand over her nipple, massaging the ache away.

He brings his milk-stained fingers up to his mouth and sucks his fingers lewdly. "Sweet," he says and laughs when he sees that she's tearing up. "Poor baby," he mocks, and then leans in to lick up the sole tear tickling down her cheek.

She clenches her eyes shut.

"Now, where was I?" he asks and waits patiently for her to answer.

Her long lashes glisten with tears as she flutters them open. Her eyes linger on the droplet of milk slipping down the corner of his lips.

"Come now, darling. I haven't got all day," he says, fixing her with a loaded stare.

She blinks at him, brows furrowed in confusion. "What?"

"The one rule of working here," he says. "What is it? You've read the handbook, haven't you?" he asks.

She nods eagerly. She has. It had made her hot all over and she's more than a little embarrassed by how little she knows about sex after reading all the ways it could be done. There were pictures! "Listen to everything you say," she answers.

He grins, amused by how quickly she's picked up on who's in charge. "Good girl, but that's not it. What's the second most important rule then?"

"Um... There's a lot," she says. She's never been very good in memorizing things, even back in boarding school where she grew up in. "Customers are important and I shouldn't do anything to upset them... and um... I should find out how much they've paid for before letting them do anything?"

"Yes, those are important too," he acknowledges. "The most important rule is to not fall in love with the customers," he says.

She frowns at him in confusion. That's an odd rule. She keeps her mouth shut when he glares at her as though he knows what she's thinking.

When he loosens his hold around her throat, she breaths a sigh of relief, only to inhale sharply again when he steps closes into her space until his chest is brushing against the back of her hands and then closer still until she is backing away. She's unable to stop her trembling and goosebumps erupts over her exposed skin.

"You're quite a lovely one, aren't you? I haven't had someone innocent in a while," he comments, his palm pressing the small of her back and pulling her flush against his body.

She looks up at him fearfully, her heart beating so wildly against her ribcage that she worries for the bones in her body. Every second he looks at her makes her feel more and more aware of her naked flesh. She's half convinced he can see all the way inside her and is cataloging her organs and considering the value of each. She lowers her gaze, thoroughly intimidated. She's never been looked at like this before, like she's the only thing worth looking at, like she means something.

Wiktor is a liar, she reminds herself. She had been fooled by his friendly smile and kind face. She turned eighteen last month and suddenly, there are bids and requests for her. She had written to her pen pal about it, letting him know that now that she's of age, she can make her own decisions and there are people willing to hire her. She doesn't tell him that 'hire' usually means 'marry'. Her pen pal had told her to wait and see. There's plenty of time to decide. She should learn more about what they're offering before accepting one of the bids. But Wiktor had been kind and sweet and had said all the right things. She thought he had made sense. She's a Cow Shifter. There aren't many options for her out in the real world and her school results aren't good. She won't be able to do much with the limited skillset she has, but she knows how to dance. He owns a theater, he had said. She can dance for him and after six months, he can set her up with enough money to make it in the city.

"It's an awful lot of money for dancing," her pen pal had written to her, warning her to be careful. He had offered his own place, telling her that she's welcomed to stay with him until she's set up. She didn't want to be dependent on him, no matter how tempting that is.

She can't stay in the Boarding School forever. The government may give her some leeway on account of her species being near-extinction, but that generosity is going to run out eventually and she is going to find herself homeless sooner or later. When she pointed out to Wiktor that she had other offers, he asked her if any of them offered what he did.

Freedom.

In exchange for her servitude for six months, she will be allowed free to do anything she wants. The other bidders are looking to tie themselves to her permanently in the form of marriages. They offer riches and comfort, but she doesn't know them. She doesn't want to be married to a stranger.

Wiktor had offered her a job.

On hindsight, she should have asked what he meant by the job. She should have been even more suspicious that he's willing to let her free after merely six months. After all, he had to pay a hefty five hundred-thousand-dollar fee for taking her out of the facility in the first place.

Cow shifters, or hucows, aren't exactly respected in the society. Unlike most shifters, they aren't gifted with super strength or super speed. They don't have super-anything, really. In fact, their health is probably even a little less than average compared to that of a human's. She gets sick often and needs special antibiotics to get better. On the other hand, there aren't that many hucows left in the world, which makes her exotic. It's hard to wrap her mind around the fact that she's an exotic species. The thing is, hucows tend to marry other shifters and because their genes are recessive, their children ends up taking after their partners. Their population is small to begin with and the intershifter marriages just further ensures their eventual demise.

It's not a big deal unless you ask scientists about it.

The government tries to encourage hucows to mate with hucows, but it's nothing that they can enforce without getting in trouble wit the public, who are all for marriage of lover and all that. Even with their numbers dwindling, there's not much incentive to keep hucows from being bred out of existence. Nature has a way of bringing back what's needed when it's needed and hucows simply aren't needed right now.

There's one thing that they are good at, however. They're exceptional breeders and they're capable of producing milk even without being pregnant. So really, they're good for fetishes.

"Wiktor?" she prompts when he continues to hold her against him.

"You do smell very lovely, darling," he says. "Perhaps I would have a taste of you first."

That is all the warning she gets before his hands are on her hips and he's lifting her up until her breasts are level to his face and he's capturing her nipple in his mouth.

Pleasure courses down her spine as he latches onto her breast and begins to suck straight from the source, his tongue and mouth working around her nipple, sucking and pulling milk from her breasts.

"Sir, please," she whimpers, pushing back against him, trying to free herself. From the corner of her eyes, she sees the other girls giving her pitying looks as they walk past, but none of them move to help her. It feels wrong for him to touch her like this, suck at her breasts and drink the milk from them as though it's his right, but her body is betraying her, growing more aroused as he pulls away and sucks her other breast.

"Lovely," he says, licking his lips as he leans back. There is desire in his eyes, so intense that she looks away. "I knew I chose you for a reason."

He chose her because she's the most ignorant one to fall for his tricks. Not that there were many to choose from in the first place. There were only three hucows turning eighteen this year and her friends had been suspicious.

"That, and the fact that you are the best dancer of the year," he says.

She can't help but preen at the compliment. She's not very smart, but she's good on her feet. "Thank you," she says, blushing prettily.

He lowers her to the ground. "Good girl," he says. "Give me a kiss." He does not wait for her to respond, pulling her chin forward forcibly until his lips are on hers, fingers clenching hard on her jaw to pry her lips open so he can taste into her mouth. His tongue seems to be everywhere at once, sliding over her teeth and around her tongue, licking the roof of her mouth and the inside of her cheeks. She resists the urge to bite him.

She learned the repercussions of fighting back against the man in charge of her the first day after he took her out. Her rear still hurts from when he had thrown her over his legs and spanked her. It had been a humiliating experience in the car. Her cheeks burn just thinking of it. He hadn't even bothered closing the divider between the driver seat and them. The driver had gotten an eyeful of her naked ass.

She obediently follows when he links an arm around her waist and lifts her back up again. Her legs wrap around his thighs, if only so that she doesn't feel like she's completely not in control.

He tastes like her, milky and sweet. He groans into her mouth and his hand closes over her breasts, blatantly pinching and pulling her nipples. Cold pleasure sizzles down her spine, making the goosebumps on her flesh rise.

She clenches her eyes shut so she can pretend that this isn't happening to her. Everything about it feels wrong. She wants so much to run away, but she stays shock still and lets him kiss his way down her neck, tilting her head to the side to expose more of her neck to him. His teeth hurt as he bites down on her neck, and then he's sucking bruises on her skin.  She lets out a distressed whimper that he mistakes for pleasure, his fingers moving up her inner thigh, pushing apart the tassels of her short skirt and exposing the lace garters that she's wearing beneath it. She reacts without thinking, clenching her fingers around his wrist and trying to pull his hand away.
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