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In the distant future, mankind is at war.

With itself.

With the Dread.

Only the will of the Imperators keeps the Galactic Unity from dissolving.

But the Imperators need sustenance.

This is the story of one of the revered Hucow Slaves of the Imperators.

Read the first part here
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Three days. Three nights. My body cried for rest, but none were given to me. I had never endured such a test of my devotion, but I was determined not to be the first one to break. The chanting of the tenets had been strong at first, but our voices were now hoarse whispers. The shackles felt heavier, the collar tighter, but my spirit refused to dampen. I was heading for the Hive, to the very center of power in the Galactic Unity, and I was going to serve the Imperators directly. There was no greater honor, and I refused to let my physical body hold me back from such a divine task.

Stay strong, Halley. I opened my eyes and stared at the puddle of milk on the floor of my tiny cage. The discomfort and pain in my breasts were a constant presence, testing my resolve, and I could do nothing to prevent them from dripping onto the floor. I could tell that the other Chosen had similar issues, and the smell of stale milk permeated the air. But something else stirred inside me as well. There was not only pain but lust as well. The experience with the well-equipped Avatar of the Imperators had awakened something inside, something that had laid dormant, and no matter how much I tried, I could not shake the memory of his massive cock inside me. It was as if my pussy tried to intervene, to steer my thoughts away from my purpose, but part of me wanted to embrace it.

The Imperators would not have wanted me to be fucked by their possessed Avatar if it was not all part of their plan, after all.

And yet, I refrained from touching myself, from allowing any sort of pleasure to break my concentration, and the constant battle in my mind tired my already aching body. The lack of sleep caused me to hallucinate, and the naked Avatar entered my half-dreams again and again, ravaging my body.

I had lost track of time, and only the regular meals indicated that time still flowed. There were windows in the cage room, but the ship traveled through the inky blackness of the Void, a mysterious alternate dimension that the ship could traverse to drastically cut travel time between the solar systems of the Galactic Unity. No one truly understood what the Void was, only that the horrifying alien race called the Dread knew how to utilize it as well.

A loud, metallic sound caused every one of us Chosen to break our meditation. The ship rattled and shook for a moment, then silence. Suddenly, the darkness outside the windows was replaced with an infinite number of shimmering stars. We all gasped at the sight, relieved that we had finally arrived at Neo Terra, and the sound of rattling chains became deafening as every one of us tried to get a better look. At that moment, two Hive Justiciars entered and started unlocking the cages.

“We’ll be arriving on Neo Terra within an hour.” The Justiciar unlocked the chain connecting my collar to the top of the cage and dragged me outside. My legs buckled beneath me, but it seemed it was happening to all of us. “On your feet, Sisters. You’ll be hosed down in preparation for the arrival.”

My legs and feet were buzzing, my mind hazy from sleep deprivation, yet all of it seemed to fade into the background as we were escorted past a massive window.

I’ve never seen anything this beautiful, I thought as Neo Terra came into view. I had heard tales of oceans, but I had never seen them, and the deep blue seas surrounding the green landmasses on the giant planet filled my body with awe and joy. I could not believe that I was going to live there. Neo Terra was the safest part of Unity space; monstrous dreadnought starships orbited the planet, each the size of a small moon, and several smaller fighters escorted us as we drew closer.

The view did not follow us into the shower room, however. It was far removed from the ritual cleansing I had experienced during the Ritual; we were all lined up, naked and tired, and sprayed with cold water. The shrieks echoed between the bare steel walls, and I struggled to breathe as I was sprayed. It felt like needles pierced my skin, especially on my breasts, and when they finally turned the hose off, I was a sobbing mess, as were my fellow Sisters of Sustenance.

The ship gently descended through the atmosphere as we were escorted to the loading bay doors. Our ankles were shackled while one of the Justiciars started shouting instructions.

“This might be the last time you the world outside the Hive,” the man said, his voice trembling with weight and importance. “There are often people gathered at the landing pad to see the new sisters, so present yourself well.”

My heart pounded in my chest as the Justiciar locked the heavy steel shackles onto my ankles. I looked around at my fellow Chosen, the most devoted hucows in the galaxy. All of them were young like me, all of them with engorged, massive breasts. Their eyes were fixed on the loading bay door, their lips trembling in anticipation.

The ship landed. The moment the door opened and we were showered by the sunlight, a deafening roar greeted us. Thousands of people cheered as we were escorted out of the craft. Flowers were thrown at our feet; I had never seen flowers before, only seen pictures, and I was tempted to stop my hobbled walk to pick them up. Their scent filled the air as the petals were crushed beneath our bare feet, and I was overwhelmed by the gratitude emanating from the people praising the Imperators and kneeling before us. My body swelled with pride, and I felt invigorated and determined. My sacrifice kept these people safe, and they loved me for it. I wondered why they felt the need to keep us restrained; who would ever want to escape from this?

I looked up at the monolithic black structure ahead of us. As we came closer, it blocked out the sun. No windows could be seen, the shiny surface was unbroken, and it was surrounded by a massive wall. Reaper mechs stood on the battlements, ever vigilant, each of them armed with enough firepower to destroy half a planet. They were painted in gold and silver, marking them as part of the Ordo Imperatorum, the order in charge of guarding the Imperators. The Hive Justiciars were just a small part of it.

A woman broke out from the guard and ran toward me. Her zealous eyes beamed with love as she fell to her knees and clutched my leg. “Thank you, sister!” she cried, kissing my knee. “Thank you for doing this for us!”

I stared at her. No words came to mind, and her smile turned bloody a moment later as one of the Justiciar guards smashed her face in with an armored glove.

“Keep moving,” he grunted, pushing me forward.

I looked back over my shoulder at the woman. She was dragged away to the side by two other guards. Her unconscious body twitched, her face unrecognizable, but none of the onlookers paused their celebration at the display of brutal violence, nor did anyone move to help her. The pride I had felt moments earlier died with a whimper, and so did the cheers of the crowd when we entered the Hive a few minutes later. The moment the gate in the surrounding wall closed behind us, we could hear nothing but Justiciars barking orders and the sound of our chains rattling. The yard between the wall and the Hive looked like the staging ground of a full-scale invasion. Outside the wall, the crowd likely went back to their daily activities, comfortable in the knowledge that the Imperators would protect them, but behind the wall, thousands of soldiers, battle tanks, Reapers, and other weapons were gathered.

It is the most important place in the Galactic Unity, I suppose. I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact with the soldiers staring at us, and I breathed a sigh of relief when the gates to the Hive itself opened, welcoming us into its alluring darkness.

“All of you, stop here,” the grumpy Justiciar shouted.

I watched as the gate shut behind us, wondering when, if ever, I would see the sunlight again. We were in a small lobby with depictions of the Imperators in battle on the walls, all bathed in a disturbing, cold blue light. Wide doors led deeper into the Hive, but for now, all that awaited was a tall, divinely beautiful woman. She did not wear the armor of a Justiciar; instead, she was clad in black leather from top to bottom, her skin was eerily pale, and a menacing whip hung from her belt.

“About time, Justiciar,” she said in a voice so cold that I felt like my ears risked frostbite from listening to her. The icy blue eyes inspected every one of us. “Leave them with me.”

The Justiciar nodded and disappeared into a narrow corridor nearby.

The woman walked slowly back and forth in front of us with a mysterious smile on her red lips. The black hair seemed to swallow what little light there was, and I feared her immediately. “Welcome to the Hive,” she said. “You’ve been chosen amount hundreds, even thousands, to come here and serve the Imperators. But you’re not special, as you will soon discover. I am Matron Dolora, one of the people in charge of keeping discipline among the Sisters of Sustenance.” She grabbed the whip from her belt and let the long, menacing tail crawl across the floor as she walked. “You have one purpose: To feed the mighty Imperators. If you do anything, anything, that goes against that purpose, I’ll see to it that you’re punished.” She cracked the whip to underline her point, sending a gasp through the small crowd. “For now, you get to rest. Follow me.”

She opened one of the doors at the other end of the room, and my heart froze when the first thing that greeted me was the piercing scream of a woman. Outside, we had been greeted as saviors, revered and loved, but there was no trace of reverence here. We entered a giant, tall corridor where hundreds of women, all shackled like we were, walked in single file under the crack of the whip. A dozen Matrons like Dolora shouted at the naked, exhausted women as they walked. The massive breasts and pale bodies of the hucow slaves were bruised but it was not these women who were screaming.

In the middle of the corridor was an elevated platform. Dolora signaled for us to stop next to it, forcing us to look up at the gruesome display. A young woman was chained to a thick stone pillar, her body bloodied and battered by a Matron’s relentless whipping. She cried and screamed, but even in her miserable state, she recited the tenets again and again, praising the Imperators and proclaiming her unbreakable devotion.

“Matron Dolora,” the matron whipping the girl said, lowering the whip. Sweat poured from her brow, and a few drops of blood from the tortured girl trickled down the matron’s leather outfit.  “A blessed day to you.”

“And to you, Matron Divina,” Dolora said, bowing her head. “Would you kindly explain to these new arrivals what this sister has done?”

Divina nodded and glanced at the sobbing mess of a girl whose legs could no longer hold her, leaving her hanging from her shackles wrists. “This miserable slave was caught pleasuring herself. The pleasure of a Sister of Sustenance is solely in the hands of the Imperators. It is a transgression against their will to seek any pleasure outside of the feedings.” She smiled as she watched our shocked expressions.

“A gruesome crime,” Dolora said. “Are you going to hang her?” She looked up at the ceiling, and my eyes followed her gaze.

No. This … can’t be real!

I had not noticed the lifeless figures dangling from the ceiling high above us. Dozens of large-breasted hucows hung from their necks in various stages of decomposition, left as a warning to any who would go against their purpose. My stomach felt like it was shrinking, and a few of the other girls started crying.

Matron Divina shrugged. “I wasn’t planning to. I’m going to leave her here for a few days and then send her to a Divine Pleasure ship.”

“Are you going soft, Divina?” Dolora said with a grin.

“Please … Matron …” the tortured girl wheezed. “Don’t … send me away. I beg you.”

Divina smiled. “No, I’m not, Dolora. Being sent away from the Hive is a harsher punishment than death for a girl as devoted as this.”

This was not what I had imagined. The High Orator had never tried to convince us that we were going to be anything but slaves when we turned 18 and became hucows for the Galactic Unity, but being chosen to go to the Hive was a great honor; I had not imagined the squalid living conditions or the cruelty I had witnessed upon entering. The Imperators wills it, I thought to myself as a Justiciar chained me to a wall in a dark, humid room and told me to get some rest.

“The first milking is in six hours,” Matron Dolora said and cracked her whip to underline her point. “Welcome to your new home.”

No one spoke. We were all exhausted and collapsed onto the thin mats on the cold, concrete floor. My breasts were sore and made it difficult to find a comfortable position, and the heavy restraints did not make it easier. Though distant, we could still hear the screams from the hucow being whipped down the corridor outside, but despite the harsh conditions, the flame of devotion still burned within me.

In six hours, I would finally get to serve the Imperators.

We walked into the depths of the Hive. Massive gates closed shut behind us as hundreds of armed Justiciar guards watched our every step. The sound of the heavy chains between our feet echoed in the halls. We passed other groups of hucows going the other way, as well as countless robed monks. They were Brothers of Sustenance, tasked with performing the rituals needed for the hucows to deliver their milk.

The last gate opened.

My mouth opened in awe at what I was seeing. A giant, round room in the middle of the Hive where every surface was gold, reflecting the dim, blue lights of the six stasis chambers in the center. Each of them was several stories tall, and inside them, visible through the glass covering, was a large figure suspended in some sort of fluid. The murky fluid made it impossible to see anything but the silhouette, but my heart fluttered at the sight of the blurry shadows. The Imperators. I knew it was them; I could feel their presence in my heart and my mind.

“Glory to the Imperators!” one of my fellow hucows cried, tears streaming down her cheeks as she smiled. Several of us gave similar praise. The chosen Sisters of Sustenance and the Justiciars and monks working at the Hive were the only citizens of the Galactic Unity to have access to the Imperators, and at that moment, I felt like the luckiest woman alive. I was so enamored and distracted that it took a few moments for the sounds of the chamber to grab my attention.

Whirring machines.

Screams.

Cries.

Moans.

Surrounding the six towering stasis chambers was a ring consisting of multiple low platforms, roughly fifty in total. We were each placed at the foot of a platform, but I could not see where the screams were coming from. The view was blocked by a large machine with tubes sticking out of it. Suddenly, the cries stopped, and so did the whir of the machines.

A few minutes later, a shackled hucow was escorted down from the platform. Her legs could barely carry her, red lines were drawn across her body, and her tits were bruised, yet she managed to smile at me.

I knew I was going to be milked, I had prepared myself for this for years, yet my body trembled with anxiety and trepidation as one of the Brothers grabbed me by the arm and dragged me onto the platform.

My ears teared up as I came closer to the stasis chambers. The Imperators looked to be larger than normal humans, roughly 7-8 feet tall and massive, but it was in line with the stories about the divine beings I had heard. An unnatural calm gripped my heart and made my body relax as three Brothers started fastening me to the machine on the platform. The chains connecting my shackles were removed, and I was locked into a steel pillory that barely fit due to the wrist shackles and massive collar. I struggled to breathe, and I could not look up at the Imperator in front of me, no matter how much I wanted to; I was bent over, my ankles were locked in place as well, and I felt exposed and helpless.

The Brothers started chanting in monotone, hypnotizing voices as vacuum tubes were attached to my hanging udders. It was an unpleasant sensation, but it was only the beginning. One of the Brothers knelt in front of me. I could not see his face due to the cowl covering it, but I could hear a smile in his voice as he spoke.

“Blessed Sister of Sustenance, welcome to the Heart of the Hive.” He sounded old, ancient even. Every word was heavy and meaningful. “Your glorious milk will sustain our divine saviors. Take pride in that. Glory to the Imperators.”

“Glory to the Imperators,” I replied. It was hard to speak with the pillory pressing against the bottom of my chin.

“You will be milked for twenty minutes at a time, six times a day.”

Six times? When will I sleep?

The monk removed a strand of hair from my face. “The milk will flow better, faster, and stronger when you’re … stimulated.”

What does that …

I let out a shriek as something cold entered my pussy. The steel dildo filled me, and though it was heavily lubricated, my body convulsed at the feeling of the foreign object inside me. I bit my lip and tried to calm myself.

“Brother, it … it is big,” I whimpered.

“Your servitude was consummated by the Avatar, was it not? This is the will of the Imperators. You can endure these rods of pleasure.”

‘These’? My eyes widened as another dildo slowly entered my asshole. Nothing had ever been inside there, and I was not ready for it. It was smaller than the other dildo, but it still felt like my asshole was going to tear open. I steeled myself, drew strength from my devotion and faith; this was my purpose after all, and being fucked during the milking would help sustain the Imperators.

Their will be done, I thought as the machine behind me whirred to life. The monk disappeared from my sight as the two dildos started moving in and out of me, slowly building up speed. The largest dildo went deep inside my pussy, almost as deep as the Avatar had done, and it was overwhelming. It was only the second time I had been penetrated, after all. A stinging sensation could be felt in my breasts as the vacuum tubes started sucking the milk from my body. I gritted my teeth and started whispering the tenets; they were written on the floor beneath the pillory as if any hucow in this position would not already know them, but it was a welcome reminder of why I was there.

Hands started touching me, tracing the edges of my asshole and pussy to inspect the effectiveness of the dildos. One monk kept chanting, walking in circles around me as he swung a golden incense burner on a chain. The characteristic smell filled the air, and the ritual helped me concentrate on the Imperators, reminding me that mine was a higher purpose.

“How is the output?” one of the monks behind me asked.

“It’s decent, not bad for a new Sister,” another voice answered. “Let’s apply the Cane of Motivation to see if it can push her further.”

My body was still struggling to tolerate the two dildos pounding my orifices when a sharp pain emanated from my left buttock. One of the monks started caning me, hard, and I could not help but cry out. My screams joined those of the other hucows who sounded like they were receiving similar treatments.

“Keep going,” a monk said. “It’s working. Great numbers.”

The strikes kept coming, but it did not feel like the man was trying to harm me. My skin sizzled and cried, but it was not altogether unpleasant and neither was the relentless fucking I was subjected to. Waves of pleasure started shooting out from my lower body, enhanced by the pain and discomfort. This was what I had trained for, and my mind used its devotion and conditioning to push past the shock and mental overload to embrace the pleasure.

The machine fed the Imperators.

It was an extension of their will.

In a way – they were the ones fucking me.

The revelation brought a smile to my face. The steel dildos did not relent, continuing to ram themselves deep inside me, and the milk flowed faster and faster. The monk with the cane moved his focus onto my hanging breast, and I screamed as the intense, blinding pain mixed with lust, throwing me into a massive, earth-shattering orgasm. The steel pillory creaked as my clavicle crashed into it again and again, pushed by the fucking machine. Sweat poured from my body, and I could not tell if I was screaming or moaning. Everything was a blur, a potent mix of pain and pleasure.

The machine did not stop milking and fucking me. As the waves of intense pleasure washed away, incredible pain was all that was left. I emptied my lungs as I screamed, but even though my body shook, I knew I could bear it.

I had to.

The machine milked me for a while, even after my breasts had emptied. They were bruised when the monks finally removed the infernal tubes, and my asshole and pussy burned. My mind had turned to mush, yet despite my discomfort and pain, I could not help but feel proud. As the monk released me from the pillory and chained my hands together, I looked up at the silhouette of the Imperator suspended in stasis and smiled. My heart pounded in my chest from the intense experience I had just had, but I could swear that I felt the Imperator’s presence, just like I had done when they had possessed the Avatar during my initiation ritual.

The moment we left the inner chamber, all of us exhausted and broken, the matrons were waiting with their cruel whips. They yelled at us to keep moving, but instead of leading us to the same room where we were allowed to rest earlier, we were separated and placed in different rooms similar to the first one. Once again, my collar was chained to an anchor point on the wall, and I struggled to find a comfortable position on the thin mat; the restraints felt heavier than ever, and my breasts, asshole, and pussy were all sore.

A girl lying next to me sent me a comforting smile as she observed my struggle. “First milking?”

I nodded and rested my head on my hand.

“Better get some sleep whenever you can, sister. Your next milking will start before you know it. I’m Gini, by the way.”

“Halley. Does … does it get easier?”

The smile vanished from Gini’s youthful, round face. The red curls bobbed as she shook her head. “No. Being fucked like that multiple times a day takes a toll on your body. I hope your faith is strong, sister.”

She placed her hand on mine and squeezed it.

***

Gini spoke the truth. Six times a day, I was dragged from the miserable chamber and locked into the milking machine. Six times a day, my asshole and pussy were fucked by the relentless machine. Six times a day, my udders were sucked dry while a cane pummeled them. Sometimes, I managed to climax several times during a single milking, other times none, but even though it was painful and exhausting, it never shook my faith in the Imperators. Even in stasis, they were powerful, sending orders through the Void and controlling the Galactic Unity, and I was doing my part to keep the machine going.

When I was not being milked, I lay next to Gini and tried to sleep. I did not always succeed.

“Stay strong, Halley,” Gini said, pushing herself closer to my trembling body. It was cold in the humid chamber, and life in the Hive was taking its toll on me after my first grueling month. “You’re doing divine work. There’s no greater purpose than feeding the Imperators.” Her eyes became teary whenever she spoke of the Mighty Six. “Those who falter in their faith tend to … disappear.”

“Or get hanged,” I said. Every time I walked to the central chamber, I could not help but look at the ghastly sight of lifeless hucow bodies hanging from the ceiling.

“It’s the will of the Imperators.” She moved closer. The warmth from her body felt nice, even though we both knew it was forbidden. “As is this.”

Her shackled hands moved down between my legs, and I shivered as the cold steel touched my inner thigh. It was the first act of sincere tenderness I could remember experiencing since I had been taken from my parents, and my body swallowed every drop of affection like a plant on a desert planet tasting water for the first time.

We were locked in a shadowy corner of the large room. The others were sleeping. Gini’s steel collar glistened in the fluorescent lights; it looked big and dominating on her small neck. She knelt between my legs. I quivered as Gini’s fingers started tracing the outer lips of my pussy. It was a masterful display of teasing and reward. Her fingers were like a pack of wasteland wolves, circling their prey, occasionally attacking, only to retreat again. Torrents of pleasure washed through my body with increasing intensity, magnified when I felt Gini’s tongue inside me.

There was no rush, no awkwardness, only sensual pleasure, moaning, and skilled tongue work. Our hands and mouths started exploring each other, occasionally interrupted when our chains got tangled. Our bodies kept finding new positions of pleasure as the fog of desire and lust became denser.

My tongue was deeply embedded in Gini’s pussy when a harsh, commanding voice interrupted us.

“Someone is being sinful, I see.”

We both turned to see Matron Dolora standing with her arms crossed, a sadistic smile on her face. The matrons were rarely seen in here, and we had not expected to get caught. A knot formed in my stomach as she approached us with slow steps, my eyes lingering on the gruesome whip hanging from her belt.

“Looks like you’re having fun,” she said and licked her lips. “Mind if I join in?”

Gini sent me a concerned look; Dolora usually relished torturing hucow slaves prisoners, and we had just performed an act that should send us straight to a pleasure ship. Or worse.

Dolora grabbed her whip and placed the handle under Gini’s chin. “Here’s how this is going to go. I’m going to punish you …” She smiled as Gini’s lips started quivering. “… but first, I’m going to have a little fun. Do as I tell you, and you might end up having a little fun of your own. Understand?”

We both nodded hesitantly.

“Very good.” She looked at Gini. “Lie down.”

Gini obeyed.

“Now, let us pick up where we left off, shall we?” Dolora grabbed my hair and forced my face down between Gini’s legs. I could barely breathe, and the awkward angle made the collar press hard on my neck. “Lick her.”

While Gini’s moans started filling the room, I could hear Dolora undress behind me. My heartbeat quickened, unsure of what the gruesome matron had in store for us. Gini’s moaning was soon muffled as Dolora lowered herself onto her face and ordered her to lick her.

“Are you feeling left out?” Dolora said with a groan as Gini’s tongue entered her.

I did not answer.

She handed me the whip. “Use this. I’ll love beating unruly hucows knowing that you’ve been forced to pleasure yourself with the handle.”

I did not dare protest and though I felt humiliated as I slowly inserted the leatherbound handle into my pussy, I could not prevent a surge of pleasure from flooding my body.

Dolora was in no hurry, and she commanded us to switch positions numerous times. The handle of her whip became a sex toy to be passed around, though she occasionally used it to give us a corrective whack on our butts, and I managed to derive a certain pleasure from the absurd situation, even though it was neither mine nor Gini’s pleasure that was prioritized. But the knowledge that whatever came after could be fatal never left my mind

It all ended when Gini’s magical fingers and skilled tongue brought Dolora to a loud climax while I was busy pleasuring the matron’s breasts. She screamed, waking all the hucows who had not already been woken by the clattering of chains.

“I enjoyed that,” Dolora said, panting and sweating as she put her clothes back on. “But you broke the laws of the Hive.” A dark, foreboding smile appeared on her ruby lips, and it felt like an ice-cold hand had gripped my intestines. “Your lives are now in my hands.” She unlocked our collar chains from the wall and started dragging us out of the room. Our fellow hucows stared at the floor as we walked by. I wanted to cry, but Gini’s stoic demeanor inspired me. Her face was stone, her back straight; she loved the Imperators, and she accepted whatever fate awaited us.

I had hoped to never find myself on the punishment platform in the main corridor. Hundreds of shackled hucows walked past us as our hands were raised above our heads until only the tips of our toes touched the platform. I could not help but feel relieved as my hands were fixed to the top of the thick pole. A beating was better than being hung, after all, but my eyes still lingered on the unsettling corpses above me. Two Justiciar guards gagged Gini and me with large rubber ballgags and closed the broad leather straps holding them in place. Dolora swung her whip through the air and smiled at us.

“I’ll enjoy this,” she said.

The first strike landed on my right breast, above the nipple. It was an intense, concentrated pain that caused me to scream into my gag and made a few drops of milk escape my nipple. This was far more intense than any caning I had experienced during the milking sessions. I cried as the strikes came harder and faster. Tears flowed from my eyes as red lines were drawn across my breasts, thighs, and belly. I tore at my shackles, but it only made them dig into my wrists. My skin burned, my breathing was rapid, and I felt like she was about to tear the flesh from my bones.

So why was I getting wet?

What’s going on? Was it the Imperators working their will, easing my pain? Or had my existence conditioned me to draw pleasure from pain, even in the face of such cruelty and possible death? The pain was brutal, yet something inside me was enjoying it. Parts of it.

I saw the terrified faces of newly arrived hucows being herded past us as Dolora moved on to Gini, whose body shook from the vicious strikes. Unlike me, she did not cry out, but I saw no sign of pleasure in her eyes either. Dolora attacked her harder than she had done me, and the matron’s muscular body showed no signs of fatigue as her whip tore into Gini’s slender, fragile body. Blood started trickling, but even when Dolora used all her strength and the whip tore Gini’s right nipple off, sending milk and blood spraying onto the matron, Gini did not scream. Her devotion to the Imperators was unbreakable, and I tell that she was muttering the tenets into her gag as silent tears streamed down her cheek, falling onto her chest where they mixed with the blood.

Dolora lowered her whip. “It’s time,” she said, baring her teeth in a wolf-like grin. She gestured at the ceiling. “It’s time to join your fallen sisters.”

Any semblance of pleasure vanished from my body. Gini hung lifeless from her wrists next to me and did not react. One of the Justiciar guards pressed a button on a control panel nearby, causing two steel chains to lower from the ceiling. I shook my head from side to side, begging for my life, but the gag muted all protests. I heard the distant sound of other matrons yelling at the hucows to keep moving; several had stopped to witness what was about to happen. Our shackles were released from the pole, and we both fell to our knees.

“Do you accept the judgment of the Imperators?” Dolora asked as the Justiciars locked the ceiling chains to our collars. Our gags were removed.

We both nodded. What choice did we have?

“I do, Matron. Glory to the Imperators,” Gini nodded, barely conscious. Her shackled hands were folded in her lap, shaking from the pain, and a silent tear trickled down her cheek. “I only regret that I did not get to serve them for longer.”

I did not speak. No words came to mind. I could not believe it was over, that I was to hang as a disgraced hucow from the ceiling as a gruesome example to the others, just because I gave in to a single moment of weakness.

The Justiciar pressed the button.

My body shook as the collar tightened and the chain rose. The matron looked on with a satisfied smile as my feet lifted off the floor.

Die with dignity, Halley, I thought as I hung from my neck, even though every fiber of my body wanted to try and get free. Glory to the Imperators …

“Matron, stop!”

The chain halted, but I was not lowered. Both Gini and I hung there, a few feet above the platform, desperately clinging to life as the collar prevented us from breathing. A Brother of Sustenance stepped onto the platform. We never saw them outside the central chamber, and the matron seemed ill at ease at his presence. His eyes glowed, emanating a golden light from within the darkness of his cowl. I struggled to stay conscious, but I could feel the presence of the Imperators flowing from the cloaked figure.

“The blonde is fated, Matron.” The monk’s voice sounded like it came from the Void itself. “She is to be spared.”

Matron Dolora’s face was pale. She knelt in front of the monk. “As you wish, Mighty Lord.” She nodded at the Justiciar, who stood and watched in stunned silence.

I coughed as the chain was dropped and I collapsed on the ground. Air rushed back into my lungs as my mind struggled to comprehend what had happened. The monk exchanged a few more words with Dolora in hushed whispers before leaving, but I could not focus on what came next for me. Instead, I looked up.

Gini was dead. Her chain had begun climbing again, and she soon joined our fallen sisters in the gallery of horror. Her body was mutilated by the severe whipping, but even in death, a content smile rested on her lips. I started crying; it did not seem fair, and I felt no joy in being spared. I was still staring at her lifeless body when I was pulled to my feet and dragged away from the platform.

“Fate has intervened on your behalf,” Dolora said through gritted teeth as she dragged me away from the main corridor. “It seems you get to live.”

“What’s going to happen to me?” I asked, trying to keep up with her quick pace. She dragged me by a chain connected to my collar, and my neck was still hurting from the hanging.

“I don’t care. Your death sentence has been revoked, but you won’t be serving the Imperators here anymore.” She looked around her to see if anyone was nearby, but the narrow, dark corridor was empty. “Look, I serve the Imperators and their will. I’ve never experienced this before. They have plans for you, but not here, the possessed brother said as much.” Dolora’s face was conflicted; she seemed both angry and scared. “I’m sending you to a pleasure ship. I don’t want to see your face anymore.”

It stung that I had to leave the Hive, but part of me was relieved. I had cheated death, and I had no illusion that it could happen twice. The image of Gini hanging from the ceiling still haunted me as Dolora handed me off to two confused Justiciar guards.

“Take her to Heaven’s Gate and find someone to take her to a pleasure ship in the Dresden System.”

The Justiciar took hold of my collar chain and looked at it for a moment. “Eh … that’s not normal protocol.” The reflective visor revealed nothing, but his voice was hesitant. “Shouldn’t she be caged until one of the scheduled transports?”

“I don’t want her on Neo Terra one second longer than necessary,” Dolora barked. “Get it done. Now.”

Roughly a month earlier, I had been showered with adoration by the crowds as I had walked from the shuttle and inside the Hive, but on this day, the experience was quite different. The Justiciars took me to Heaven’s Gate, the giant spaceport an hour away from the Hive, and the moment we left the small shuttle, I felt the damning, unpleasant stares of the travelers and merchants. Slavery was not uncommon in the Galactic Unity, but it was usually saved for the outer territories, the slave worlds, and the mining clusters, yet it was my engorged breasts and bruised body that drew condemnation from the people at the spaceport. Sisters of Sustenance entering the Hive were revered and respected, but those escorted away had failed the Unity, and my heart was gripped with shame as I was spat on and called a traitor, a failure, a heretic. The Imperators had intervened on my behalf, but I did not feel blessed or chosen as the Justiciars dragged me through the giant halls toward a shoddy cantina in an unseemly corner of the spaceport.

“Why are we here?” one of the Justiciars asked the other. Every person in the dimly lit, smoky room turned to look at us.

“I know a guy,” the other Justiciar said. “He travels the route all the time, I’m sure he can take the cow off our hands.” He removed his helmet and nodded at a man and a woman sitting at the bar. “Over there.”

The patrons at the bar glared at me as we walked past, but there was not the same tint of condemnation in their tired eyes. I had led a protected life, in some aspects, but I had overheard enough conversations between Justiciar guards at the Academy to know that there was a huge network of smugglers and traders known as Rascals in the Galactic Unity, and I had no doubt that these people fit into that group. Rascals still served the Unity in their own way but were free spirits. The two guards dragged me in front of a rugged man in a worn coat and his partner, a dark-skinned woman with fiery eyes and a secretive smile.

“Randall Dusk,” the guard said with a smile. “It’s been a while.”

The rugged man sighed. “Not long enough, Doran.” He nodded at me. “What do you think you’re doing, dragging hucow slaves into this cantina?”

Doran smirked. “She’s your cargo.”

“Fuck off to the Void, Doran.” Randall scratched his beard. “I don’t transport Sisters of Sustenance, it’s a messy business.”

“She’s been cast out,” Doran said, pushing me forward. “She needs to be taken to one of the pleasure ships in the Dresden System. You know it pays well.”

“Money is no good to me if I’m dead.” Randall’s eyes narrowed. “That system is a warzone, crawling with Dread.”

The woman stepped forward. “She’s good-looking. Could be nice to have something else to look at during the flight than your ugly face, Captain.”

Randall rubbed his temples. “You’re not serious, Abby?”

“I am. We need the cash.” She looked at Doran. “Double the fee.”

“Done.” Doran handed the chain to my collar to the woman. “The funds will be transferred upon arrival. Good luck.”

I watched as the two guards turned and left, leaving me in the care of two people that were unknown entities to me. For eight years, I had been trained to be a hucow slave to the Imperators, and though being sent to a pleasure ship had always been a likely scenario, I had not expected it to happen like this.

“Let’s get this over with,” Randall said and emptied his drink.

“Don’t be so sullen,” Abby said and smiled. Her soft hand ran across my tender breasts. “We might have some fun along the way. Right, cow?”

I shrugged and smiled. I was already a fallen Sister. Why not?

“Welcome to the Abyss Walker,” Randall said when we entered the ramshackle spaceship shortly after. I had only seen the inside of Imperator starships at this point, and I had to wonder if the rustbucket could even get off the ground. “She might be simple, but she’s mine.” He smiled and looked at Abby. “Just like Abby.”

Abby frowned in response. “Let’s just get going.” She locked my chain to a steel pipe in the wall and got in the pilot seat of the vessel. Before long, we were powering through Neo Terra’s atmosphere, and as I looked out of the grimy window nearby at the impressive metropolis below and the towering Hive, I felt a knot of regret in my stomach. I was never going to see the Imperators again, and I no longer felt their presence in my heart. Despite how I had been punished, despite what had happened to Gini, I still loved them.

I’ll have to find another way to serve.

When the ship had entered the Void, Randall and Abby walked over to me.

“I’ve always wondered how it tastes,” Abby said with a smile and knelt in front of my breasts. They were strained and tense, long overdue for milking.

“It would be my honor if you would sample me,” I said.

Abby raised an eyebrow. “The cow speaks? I thought they beat that out of you.”

“They certainly tried,” I said, gently stroking one of the bruises on my body. “But I still serve the Imperators. And by taking me to my new destination, so do you.” I smiled. “I guess pleasing you is another way of serving my masters.”

“I like your reasoning,” Randall said and grabbed two glasses from a nearby cupboard. He handed one to Abby.

I let out a muted moan as the couple started milking me. It was rough, but not unpleasant, and I welcomed the relief.

“Mmm … it’s sweet,” Abby said as she emptied her glass. “I want more.” She placed her lips on my breast and started breastfeeding. I let out a surprised gasp as Abby bit down on my nipple with her teeth, but I clenched my jaw and stood still.

“Behave, my dear,” Randall said and laughed. He emptied the glass and ran his fingers through his thick hair. He unlocked my collar from the pipe and pulled me into a small bedroom at the rear of the craft. It was cleaner than the rest of the ship, but it was not saying much. “You want to start, Abby?”

Abby nodded and removed her clothes before walking over to a nearby closet. Abby found a huge strapon with a dildo on the inside; she inserted it into her pussy with a satisfied moan and tightened the buckles. I had never seen a strapon in person before, but we had been shown pictures during some of the ‘divine gratification’ classes during my time at the Academy.

“Why don’t you go lie down on the bed, Captain?” Abby said to Randall as she found a paddle in the closet. She walked over to me while Randall took his clothes off. “Suck his cock, hucow.” Abby’s paddle hit my right breast with a loud thwack. “And do it well.”

Don’t mind if I do. I licked my lips and crawled onto the bed. Randall did not look at me; he looked past me at Abby. I felt like an object, a sex toy, and I was strangely okay with it. The paddle was almost gentle compared to the whipping I had received earlier that day and compared to the furious machines fucking me when I had been milked, I welcomed a chance for physical contact.

I let my soft fingers run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each touch sent a shiver through Randall’s body, and he could not help but smile. I took my time, but it did not prevent his cock from hardening more each second.

“Enjoying yourself, Captain?” Abby asked. I could feel the tip of the strapon rest on top of my buttocks.

“Very much so,” Randall answered. He looked down at me, watching as my hands danced hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. I kissed the tip of his cock, barely touching it with my lips, and I could tell that he tried to resist the urge to press it inside my mouth.

“You’re teasing me,” he said. There was a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”

“She’s been in the presence of the Imperators and the Matrons,” Abby laughed behind me. “I doubt you intimidate her.” I could hear a bottle being opened, and soon I felt the cold, slimy lube run down my asshole and pussy. Abby started rubbing the tip of the dildo against my asshole. The rubber cock drew long lines from the asshole down between my labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.

I had not experienced teasing like this before; all my experiences with sex had been brutal and intense. I let out a frustrated groan and tried to focus on the task at hand. My fingers stroked his balls before moving past them, massaging the perineum. My chains rattled and the shackles scraped against Randall’s inner thigh, but he did not seem to mind. A few times, I let my finger slide onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment.

When I finally opened and let him inside, he was hard as a rock and filled my mouth. He was not as big as the Avatar had been, but it was a welcome change. At the same time, the tip of Abby’s strapon entered my asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. Abby repeated the move a dozen times, playing with my opening. My body moved and writhed in frustration as my whimpering moans begged for more.

Abby gave me another half inch. Then she slid out.

Again.

Again.

Over and over, taking her time. Her paddle soon started smacking my buttcheeks, sending waves of pleasure through my trembling body. Slowly, Abby went in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it took several minutes before she finally buried the dildo in my asshole. At that point, I was ready to explode.

Meanwhile, I kept pleasuring Randall. My mouth went back and forth as my hands aided my lips. I deepthroated him, massaging his cock with my tongue, using all I had learned during my years at the Academy. Since most of us were sent to the pleasure ships, we all had to know how to pleasure a man. Randall grabbed my hair and pulled me in closer, but I did not protest, even if his massive cock made it nearly impossible for me to breathe. He pulled the chain to my collar to make it even more difficult.

His cock was deep inside my mouth when he shot his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum made me cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribbled from my mouth onto the sheets, and when I pulled back to catch my breath, the rest of it landed in my hair and on my face as it sprayed from his cock.

But I did not care. My mind and body were occupied as Abby continued to fuck my ass. Randall leaned back with a smile as he watched.

“By the Mighty Six …” My voice was raspy and distant. My asshole tightened around the base of the dildo as I embraced it.

Abby started picking up the pace. It was like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucked me harder. It was intense and violent, but Abby wanted to torment me.

I whimpered as Abby pulled out, just as I was nearing the edge.

“That was fun,” Abby said, her face flushed from the strapon’s inner dildo’s movements. She proceeded to lock my shackles behind my back and connected them to the collar, forcing my hands up and my breasts forward. The position caused the collar to choke me, but the discomfort only served to turn me on. My ass was sore from the intense fucking, but I wanted more. Lust had taken the wheel, and my uncertain future drifted further and further from my mind.

“Do you want to fuck her?” Abby said and looked at Randall.

He nodded. “I do.”

Abby smiled. “By all means. But I don’t want to sit by and watch.” She found a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front. She pushed the inner dildo inside my mouth with a smile and tightened the buckles. The rubber cock pressed down on my tongue and triggered my gag reflex, but I had no way of removing it. Abby removed the strapon and lay down on the bed, gesturing for me to approach. “Let’s see if you can give as well as you receive.”

Randall got up from the bed and watched with a smile as I crawled onto the bed. I struggled to steady myself on the soft bed with my hands shackled behind my back, the collar constantly choking me, and the heavy ankle restraints.

Abby grabbed the dildo strapped to my face and pulled me closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”

I started fucking Abby, but it was difficult. The restraints made the back-and-forth movement choke me even more, and I feared that I might pass out.

The fear was quelled a moment later as I felt Randall’s cock rub against my pussy. He entered slowly, dominating my body, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touched every nerve ending inside me, and my body started squirming and writhing as I was flooded with lust. There was no discomfort or pain as there had been with the Avatar’s gigantic cock, and after being fucked several times a day the past month by cold steel, I welcomed the change.

Glory to the Imperators, I thought when he was fully inside me. I was momentarily distracted from my own task, but Abby was not a patient woman, and she soon grabbed my hair and started directing my head.

“Maybe taking her with us was not such a bad idea,” Randall said as he fucked me.

It went on and on.

Both of them had incredible stamina, and it was hard for me to keep up.

“Let’s put her on her back,” Abby said after a while.

I whimpered as Randall pulled out of me. I struggled to breathe, and I welcomed the relief when Abby unlocked my shackles from my collar and placed me on the bed, chaining my hands above my head to the frame. Seconds later, Randall entered me again, lifting my lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading my legs to allow himself full access to my soaking wet pussy. Abby sat astride my head and started riding the dildo.

Moans and whimpers filled the room. All three of us were caught in a flood of ecstasy. I could not move, nor did I want to. Randall’s strong fingers dug into my skin.

I came.

Hard.

I screamed. My entire body spasmed and shook, and the added vibration sent Abby over the edge.

“FUUUUCK!” she screamed, squirting violently onto my face. It soaked my hair and the sheets, but I was too far gone to even care.

Randall delivered the final salute and pushed deep into me, shooting his load inside my pussy and emptying himself.

“We still have a few days through the Void,” Abby said as she raised herself off the dildo. “This could turn out to be an enjoyable flight.”

I agree.

TO BE CONTINUED
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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.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five 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.
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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.

[image: ]

-          

OEBPS/image_rsrcBD.jpg
THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

VOLUME: M
. Y HUSBAND'S PRISON

JESSICA ACKLES

INSPIRED

& WRITER'S
NDAGE

ASPIRIN
JOURNEY INTO BO

7






OEBPS/image_rsrcB5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcBB.jpg
o

W

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
ULRIKA LII]I]ERSIJN





OEBPS/image_rsrcBA.jpg
" THE CIMPLETE JERIER
ULRIKA UDDERSON






OEBPS/image_rsrcB7.jpg
OTHER WORKS





cover.jpeg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

as
ro g R

CFOREVER
MILREL

HUGOW SLAVES OF THE IMPERATORS 2





OEBPS/image_rsrcB9.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSDN

-

. " /‘

* s’

TIE

HlICUW

INSPECTUR






OEBPS/image_rsrcBC.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR





OEBPS/image_rsrcB6.jpg
PART 2





OEBPS/image_rsrcB8.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

' LN
PART | BUMILIATION






