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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 other parts here:
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Darkness. Infinite, unforgiving darkness. Staring too long at the Void will mess with your mind, but I did not have much else to do as we traveled toward my new home in the Dresden System. “The Abyss Walker” was a dirty, rusty ship, but it sailed through the Void without issue. I spent my days locked in a small cabin in the back of the ship, near the engine, and though it was cramped and had condensation dripping from the pipes, it at least had a window.

A window showing nothing but the Void.

I let out a bored sigh as I leaned my head against the cold window. My hands fiddled with the chain connecting my heavy steel shackles as I often did, and even though I had no idea what kind of life awaited me on one of the Unity’s fabled pleasure ships, I could not wait for something, anything, to happen. I did enjoy my regular sexual interactions with Abby and Captain Randall, but the time in between was spent staring out the window. I no longer noticed the heavy collar and chains holding me; after a month in the Hive where I was fucked by machines several times a day, being chained was downright relaxing.

My hands started to wander. I was no longer a Chosen, a revered hucow slave serving the Imperators directly. I had fallen because I could not contain my lust, and it had nearly cost me my life. But now, nothing kept me from pleasuring myself. I chose to embrace the darkness and escaped into the kinkiest recesses of my mind; every slight rattle of chains, every labored breath due to the heavy collar pressing on my neck, all sent torrents of lust through my veins as I once again imagined the Avatar of the Imperators, the possessed, genetically enhanced soldier who had fucked me during the Ritual. My fingers started exploring the outside of my naked vagina, teasing it, taking their time before peeking inside.

More, I thought. I moved down from my alcove and onto the floor until the chain connecting my collar to the wall tightened and started choking me. It was uncomfortable, but it made me wildly aroused. My pussy soaked up every gentle touch from my trembling fingers. As my body started quivering from a mix of cold and intense lust, I never wanted it to stop. The rational part of my mind knew that it would change the moment my fingers brought my body to a messy climax, but there was nothing rational about it.

Chains rattled as one hand’s fingers moved in and out of my dripping wet pussy while my other hand massaged the clit.

I was close. I put the collar chain in my mouth and bit down on it to keep from crying out as I reached the peak and threw myself into the orgasmic void on the other side. It was a moment of purity and bliss.

But the moment never lasted. I felt messy and dirty, both figuratively and literally, as I groaned and moved on the floor. When I was turned on, I could always convince myself that touching myself was justified, but when it was done, when the orgasm had subsided, I always felt guilty. My body belonged to the Imperators, and I felt like I had stolen from them.

I crawled back into the small alcove and huddled up in a fetal position, dragging the itchy blanket over myself to try and shield my naked body from the cold.

The door to my cabin slid open, waking me from my half-sleep. Captain Randall stepped in with the same confident grin he always wore when he visited me. I rubbed my eyes and sat on the edge of the small alcove, straightening my back to try and look just a little like one of the revered hucows of the Imperators, even if I was a fallen one.

Randall stood in front of me and stared out of the window. “We’ll be arriving soon,” he said and sighed.

I unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out as I had done several times before on the journey. My hands traveled slowly up and down the shaft, and I felt the soft flesh harden.

“The Dresden System is an active warzone.” He looked down at me. “We’re going to drop you off and get out as fast as we can.”

I looked up at him and smiled. “I understand, Master Randall.” I took his cock in my mouth, tasting the salty sweat of a space smuggler on my tongue. I felt like a piece of cargo, stowed away in the grimiest part of the ship, but part of me found it a fitting punishment for my failure to live up to the expectations levied on one of the Imperators’ Chosen. I had enjoyed a moment of pleasure and intimacy with Gini, my fellow hucow, and now I was lightyears away, sucking the cock of a smuggler while Gini hung as a corpse under the ceiling of the Hive to frighten the other hucows.

I guess I am better off, I thought as I sucked Randall’s growing cock. At least I was alive, going blind toward a future, a destined future according to the Imperators.

“I’m going to miss this,” Randall said with a grin as he grabbed hold of my long blonde hair and started fucking my face harder. His cock rammed deep down my throat, but I was used to it at this point and took it with stoic calm. “Too bad you cannot stay, it would’ve made our travels more bearable.” He groaned. “Use your hands, slave.”

“What’s going on in the Dresden System, Master Randall?” I asked as my hands worked their magic along the saliva-drenched shaft.

“War. The Dread has infected a few planets in the sector, and both the regular military and the Sol Guardians are there in force.” He bit his lower lip and moaned. “I suspect they’ll move to cleanse the planets soon if the situation doesn’t improve.”

Cleansing. Such an innocent name for the orbital bombardment of a planet until no life remained.

“Open your mouth,” Randall said. “I’m close.”

I did as I was told, and before long, I was sprayed with cum. Some of it landed in my mouth, but Randall found it amusing to soak my face and breasts as well.

“Mmm …” he said as I swallowed and looked up at him with submissive eyes. “Wonderful. A fitting farewell.”

The speaker nearby scratched to life. “Cap, we’re leaving the Void.” Abby’s voice sounded tired and disinterested. “Get your cock out of the cow and get up here.”

“Duty calls,” Randall grinned and hid his cock away. He nodded at my strained breasts. “You’d better milk yourself and wash up, who knows when you’ll get the chance again?”

The door slammed shut behind him. I picked up the bucket and started gently milking my brimming udders to get a little relief, just as the ship exited the Void and the regular engines started with a loud, unhealthy cough. The darkness outside was replaced by thousands of stars as the Dresden System came into view; two massive suns burned in the distance, and a few large planets were visible nearby. Once in a while, distant explosions could be seen, but I did not know if it was the Unity’s ships or those belonging to the Dread.

“The Abyss Walker” weaved through the countless capital ships floating in space, part of the Galactic Unity’s powerful fleet. Each ship was gigantic, likely home to millions of crew members, and each ship had enough firepower to destroy most of a planet in a matter of hours.

But the capital ships were not our destination. Instead, a smaller, unarmed frigate came into view. On the side of the hull, in golden letters, was written its name: “Soldier’s Sanctuary”. One of the many pleasure ships that followed the fleet to warzones as mobile places of recreation for the battle-worn soldiers.

Pleasure ships … I let out a humorless chuckle. They’re brothels.

It felt odd to stare at the giant capital ships while I milked myself into a rusty bucket and felt cum trickling down my breasts and face, but such was my life now. I did not know if conditions would be better on the “Soldier’s Sanctuary”, but I did not expect it.

The airlock let out a muted hiss as the two ships docked. I had been sitting or lying down for several days straight in my tiny cabin, and the weight of my ankle shackles made me shift the weight between my feet as the door slid open.

“Let’s get this over with,” Abby sighed and yanked my collar chain. “These ships give me the creeps.”

Randall scoffed. “You’ve had plenty of fun with our little hucow slave during the trip.”

“This is … different.” Abby took a deep breath as we stepped into the darkened ship, lit only by a few red lights on the walls. “This is a factory.”

“A factory of pleasure,” Randall said and smiled. “I like it.”

A middle-aged woman approached us. She wore the heavy steel collar of a hucow slave, but she was otherwise unrestrained, and though a few wrinkles had snuck into the skin over the years, she was still a remarkably beautiful woman. The collar was scratched and dinged, but the red velvet robe was immaculate and could not hide the fact that her hucow udders were still huge and firm.

“Ah, the new arrival,” she said with a smile. “It’s always a special day when another Chosen joins our ranks.” She took the chain out of Abby’s hand and nodded at Randall. “The funds have been transferred. You can leave now … unless you want to sample some of our wares?”

At that moment, a loud scream could be heard from a nearby cabin. Randall and Abby sent each other nervous glances.

“Eh … I think we’ll just be leaving,” Randall said, scratching the back of his neck. He looked at me. “Have … a nice life?”

The woman laughed and dragged me away from the two Rascals. I looked over my shoulder at them, but they had already turned their backs to me and were heading back to their ship.

“Don’t mind them, they’re drifters,” the woman said as she dragged me deeper inside the ship. “This is your home now. I’m Aurora, a former Chosen like yourself and now the caretaker of the hucow slaves stationed here. I know this is not what you had in mind when you were chosen for service at the Hive, but you can serve the Imperators here as well.”

The corridors were bustling with activity. Fully armed Justiciar guards walked the halls, and every time we passed a cabin, the muted sounds of moans and grunts could be heard. Grimy space cadets passed us with blissful grins on their faces, their eyes lingering on me as we walked by.

“This place lets them forget the horrors of war for a little while,” Aurora said. Tired-looking hucow slaves were chained to the walls in several locations; milk flowed from their strained breasts and down their naked bodies as groans of discomfort escaped their mouth-filling gags. “The soldiers get to pick who they want to fuck, as you can see. These hucows all serve the Imperators’ war effort in their own way.”

I could not believe what I was seeing. This was not how the pleasure ships had been described to us at the Academy, but I still saw the spark of unquestioning devotion in the eyes of the shackled hucows.

“The officers get cabins with a little privacy, but the grunts will have to do with less. Few of them get to go here, it’s usually a reward for bravery on the battlefield, but after years of not seeing a woman, they don’t seem to mind the conditions.”

We entered a large room where dozens of hucows were locked in pillories facing each other. Milking machines whirred and sucked them dry while grunting men fucked them from behind. It was a chaos of pain and pleasure as loud chanting of the tenets by the hucows mixed with the pleased groans of the men behind them.

Is this how the rest of my life will be?

Aurora paused next to one of the restrained hucows who had just been fucked by a soldier. Cum trickled down her thigh, and sweat glistened on the slender body. “Such devotion.” Aurora smiled. “Do you like it here, slave?”

The girl nodded. She could not move, and she winced when Aurora took off the vacuum tubes. “I do, Mistress. Glory to the Imperators.”

“Glory to the Imperators.” Aurora looked at me. “But this is not where you’ll be serving, Chosen.” She dragged me away from the restrained cows and down a remarkably quiet corridor. “You might have fallen from grace, but you’re still a Chosen, just like I was. Even here, the Chosen are revered. Does that surprise you?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I … I failed in my task.”

“So did I.” Aurora pulled me closer and caressed my breast. “But you still endured time in the Hive. This is not like that, but it’s not necessarily easier.”

She opened the door to a nearby room and pushed me inside. It was a lot larger than my cabin on “The Abyss Walker”, with a round bed in the middle and a large window with a breathtaking view of the surrounding capital ships and a nearby red planet. A long, heavy chain lay on the floor, locked to an anchor point, and my collar chain was soon locked to it. The room would have been pleasant, even luxurious, had it not been for the countless instruments lining the walls and floor. Pillories, stocks, whips, dildos, every tool conceivable that could be used to bring both pleasure and pain was present.

“This is where you’ll be. This is where you’ll stay.” Aurora placed her hands on her hips. “Slaves will milk you when needed and wash you every day. As a Chosen, you’ll be handling our most exclusive clientele. Make us proud.”

“Exclusive?” My eyes were fixed on the whips hanging on the wall. “Who?”

She smiled. “You’ll see soon enough. I suspect your first client will arrive within a few hours. Welcome aboard.”

The graceful lady left me and locked the door. The chain to my collar was long enough for me to walk around the room and explore the tools and toys. My body shivered as I let my finger run across a thick steel dildo. My nights might become a bit more fun, I thought with a smile, but the smile dimmed when I picked up a pear-shaped metal device. As I pressed a button on the end, it sprang open, and I hoped I would never see it used for its intended purpose.

After a while, I got bored and lay down on the bed. It was the softest mattress I had ever experienced, and though I was surrounded by tools of torture and the ship was in an active warzone, I could not help but feel that things were looking up. I knew I had to satisfy the servants of the Imperators, but I had trained for that for most of my life.

Hours passed. I watched the hulking ships drift by slowly, counting the massive laser cannons protruding from the hull to pass the time. In the far distance, a planet evaporated in a ball of light one second, only to vanish into nothing a moment later. I stared at the void left behind, wondering how many millions, if not billions, of lives had been lost in a flash. The thought left me strangely cold; the numbers were too abstract, too hard to fathom, but such was the nature of war. Few systems survived an invasion by the Dread, even if the Galactic Unity emerged victorious.

My thoughts were soon pulled back to my own predicament when the door to my room opened.

So that is what she meant by ‘exclusive clientele…

A man entered, followed by Aurora. He had to duck slightly to get in the door, entering sideways to accommodate his imposing, thick armor. The golden eagle, the symbol of the Imperators, was emblazoned on his chest, and cold eyes stared at me from the bald, scarred face. A Sol Guardian.

“This is our newest girl,” Aurora said. She did not seem intimidated by the giant man. “She has just arrived from the Hive.”

“A Fallen …” The man’s voice was deep and grim. The floor shook as he walked closer. He lifted my chin with his heavy gauntlet and forced me to look him in the eye. “She’ll do.”

“Very good.” Aurora clapped her hands, and a few seconds later, three naked, chained slavegirls arrived and started removing the man’s armor. “This is captain Titus Varrakian, Captain of the Sol Guardian’s 4th company.” She looked at me with narrow eyes. “He is a living legend.”

I nodded. Even the most secluded hucow slaves had heard tales of the Dread Slayer. There was no kindness in the eyes that stared at me while the three girls struggled to relieve him of his armor. It took all of their combined strength just to remove one of the heavy pauldrons, and when the rugged, muscular body beneath was finally revealed, they all looked exhausted.

“Leave us.”

Aurora nodded. “Of course, Sire. Enjoy. Take as much time as you need.”

My body trembled as Titus walked up to me. I was shackled and chained, alone in a room with the deadliest man in the Galactic Unity, but within me burned a renewed fire; if I could no longer serve the Imperators directly, I could bring pleasure to the Dread Slayer himself. The warmth emanating from his naked body hit me like a scorching sun, as did the stench of stale sweat.

“You failed the Imperators, Chosen,” he snarled and bared his teeth. His hand, roughly the size of my face, grabbed the chain to my collar and pulled me closer. “Why?”

I looked up at the towering man. I was not a short girl, but he had to be at least 7 if not 8 feet tall. “A moment of weakness, Sire. But it has led me here. Serving and pleasuring you is a purpose almost as divine as sustaining the Mighty Six.”

A hint of a smile appeared on the grizzled face. “Your faith is strong, slave, and so are your guts. I like that.”

“You must be weary from battle, may I …”

“Sol Guardians do not get ‘weary’, girl.” He grunted. “We can fight on without sleep or food for weeks without tiring.”

I smiled. “Of course, Sire …” I placed a hand on his massive chest. “But let me wash you anyway. We are in no hurry, I take it?” I gestured at a chair nearby.

Titus stared at me for a bit before sitting down. “No, we are not. The Dread is regrouping, there likely won’t be another battle for the next few days.” He gritted his teeth as I took a bowl of warm water and a sponge left behind by Aurora’s slave girls and started washing his gigantic body. “Otherwise I wouldn’t be here.”

“I understand. But the planet exploding …”

“Was Dresden 4. It was overrun by Dread.” Every syllable dripped with anger. “There were hardly any humans left alive on there when we gave the order for the Cleansing.”

My fingers traced the many surgical scars on the hairless body. Along the spine and near the lungs, there were several weird connectors embedded in Titus’ flesh, used to control the impossibly heavy suit and increase survivability.  I felt a surge of arousal as I remembered my first, and so far only, encounter with one of these augmented supersoldiers, and my gaze kept being drawn to the impressive appendage between the Captain’s legs. Does it have a separate compartment in the suit? I wondered for a moment.

“Hurry up, slave. I didn’t come here for this.”

I finished up and stood before him, awaiting his command. He got up and started circling me. I felt like I was a soldier during an inspection, which probably was not far from the truth.

“Do you know how to follow orders, slave?”

“Yes, Cap… Master.”

“Spread your legs and place your hands behind your head.”

I spread my legs as far as the chains connecting my ankles would allow. I shivered as the thick chain connecting my wrist shackles rested on my upper back.

His calloused, rough hands started groping my body. There was nothing sensual or erotic about it; it was still part of his inspection, but I found it fitting. This was a man bred for war, for killing. His lips closed around my nipple and sucked a few drops of milk with a force that could rival the milking machines in the Hive. I let out a whimper as his teeth scraped against my sensitive skin, but the whimper turned to a moan when his hand started rubbing against my labia.

“You’re wet, slave.” There was a hint of surprise in his voice. “Are you not afraid of me?”

“No, Master.” I paused. It did not feel quite true. “Intimidated, perhaps. But being in your presence is a blessing from the Six. They possessed a Brother and intervened in my execution because I am ‘fated’.” I looked Titus in the eye as his fingers slid inside me. “I do not doubt that pleasuring you is part of that fate.”

A wrinkle appeared between his eyes as he paused for a moment. “A fated Fallen? Interesting.” His fingers pushed further inside me. “I’ll have to test how deep your devotion goes.”

I bit my lower lip as the fingers vacated my pussy, leaving lust and emptiness behind.

“First, I want you to crawl, slave. Fated or not, you are a hucow slave, and I want you to crawl like a beast, begging for punishment for your failure.” He smiled menacingly. “War is chaos. I like control.”

I did as I was told. I crawled around on all fours, wincing at the sharp sound of my chains as they scraped across the cold steel floor. “I … I want you to punish me, Master,” I said. “I have failed the Six, and I beg you to exact their just vengeance on my body.”

“Lick my armor clean, Fallen.” Titus unlocked my collar chain from the anchor point and dragged me toward the armor which had been carefully placed on the floor in the corner.

I hesitated for a moment at the sight of imposing armor. I knew that few things could even dent a Sol Guardian’s armor, but it was scratched and dinged from many battles. Scratched and bloody.

“The blood of the Dread,” he said with a grim voice as my tongue scraped across the blackened stains. It tasted horrible. He guided my head across the chest plate, and I felt like I could throw up. Luckily, Titus did not intend for me to lick the entire suit clean. “Now … anoint it in your holy milk, hucow.”

I looked up at him. “Master?”

“The milk of the Chosen is the only thing that can sustain the Imperators, girl. It is a powerful substance, blessed. Milk yourself onto my armor and rub it onto the terramite steel with your hands.”

It was an odd request, but his face was serious and determined. My shackled hands started milking my brimming breasts, sending streams of breastmilk onto the battle-hardened armor. As I did it, I had to admit that it felt almost ceremonial, and though I was not sure if my milk had any effect at all, I knew better than to question the beliefs of the Dread Slayer.

When all of the armor had been anointed, Titus nodded approvingly with a grunt and sat down on the nearby chair. He yanked the chain to bring me closer.

“It’s time for you to anoint something else,” he said with a humorless grin. He nodded at his cock.

I could not hide a subtle smile. “Yes, Master.” I milked a little into my hand and started stroking his cock to the rhythmic sound of rattling chains. I went slow, took my time; this was not a man to be rushed. I looked up at him; I was in awe at the power he exuded, the calm exterior that tried to contain the barely contained fury beneath his skin. “Master … will you tell me of the war?”

He looked down at me. “You want to hear about that?”

I filled my hand with milk once again and closed it around his hardening cock. “Please … I know nothing of the world outside the Academy, the Hive … and this ship.”

Titus chuckled to himself. “Very well.”

As his cock grew in my hand, Titus told me of the gruesome battles taking place. He told me of the Dread, the merciless enemy; in my mind, they were towering beasts, with mouths of poisonous fangs and eyes filled with hatred, driven only by a primal lust for destruction. Or … that was how the Dread had been presented to me, but Titus assured me that they were humanoid in appearance and highly intelligent. He then told me how he got the name Dread Slayer, how he was often gripped by bloodlust on the battlefield and would mow through hordes of Dread without stopping.

“The anger … burns eternally,” he said, letting out a soft moan as I took his cock in my mouth, which could barely fit it. “It needs an outlet. It is hard to find such an outlet outside of the battlefield.”

I sucked his cock for a bit, pondering what he had said. I pulled my head back, licking the saliva and breast milk from my lips. “Master … take it out on me.”

He looked down at me. “You want me to take my aggressions out on you?”

My stomach felt like a tight knot; I knew that this was a bad idea, but the Imperators had put me on this path for a reason. And I wanted to please this man. “My purpose is to pleasure you, Master, to allow you to return to the war reinvigorated. If enduring pain is what it takes, I’ll endure it with pride. My body belongs to you. Do with it as you please.”

He got up from the chair and looked at me with fiery eyes. “I do not need your consent, slave.”

“I know. But it is given nonetheless.”

He grabbed hold of the chain to my collar and lifted me off the floor by my neck until my face was right in front of his. His strength was immense, and the pressure on my neck caused my vision to blur, but I did not relent.

After all, I had experienced it before.

“You might regret this,” he said.

One cannot regret any deed that is done in service to the Imperators. I wanted to speak the words, but I was choking too hard. When he finally dropped me to the floor, I was inches away from going unconscious, and I had barely recovered before I felt something tugging at the collar chain again. He dragged me toward a metal table in the corner, lifting me onto it as if I weighed nothing more than a feather. The chain connecting my ankle restraints was removed and my ankles locked to the corners of the table, leaving me spreadeagled and vulnerable. My hands were locked above my head.

His strong hands caressed my body. “There is no beauty like this in war,” Titus said with a furrowed brow. “It has no place here. I want to twist it. To hurt it. I want you to scream in pain.”

His words echoed in my mind, but I was no stranger to pain. After a month with the horrifying milking machines of the Hive, I had come to associate pain with pleasure and purpose. My lips quivered, but I did not protest.

His hands moved onto my breasts. Once again, he drank from them, but the moment his lips were released from my nipples, he pinched them. Hard.

“AAAAAHaaaahAAAAAH!” I screamed. I feared that he might tear them off; he had the strength to do it. My body arched on the table as he pulled them, and milk squirted into the air and onto his hands.

“Very good,” he said with a terrifying smile.

He let go. I whimpered and sobbed as tears streamed down my cheeks, but I could not ignore the rush of pleasure that followed the pain. More. I want more.

I looked at Titus with a mix of fear and arousal as he perused the vast selection of tools on the shelves nearby. A steel device with two narrow metal bars on either side was clamped onto my breasts. Titus started turning the screws, causing the device to squeeze my breasts until the small, hard lumps that protruded from the device were blue and constantly lactating. The discomfort was immense, and I clenched my jaw to keep from crying out.

“Does it hurt, slave?”

“Y… yes, Master.” Silent tears wetted the table beneath me.

“And now?”

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIEEEEEE!”

He struck the two blueish breasts hard with a cane. Not even the caning done by the monks when I was being milked in the Hive came close to this. I thrashed and squirmed, but I could not escape Titus’ precise, stinging strikes. I knew he was holding back, I knew that he could likely tear them wide open if he wanted, but the pain was still overwhelming.

My body was drenched in breast milk. Titus applied heavy nipple clamps to the breasts and attached them to a chain hanging from the ceiling. With the press of a remote, the chain started rising. Soon, much of my body weight was suspended from the clamps as my body arched, and a small trickle of blood mixed with the milk on the table.

“There is beauty in torment, don’t you agree, slave?” Titus took a step back and admired his work of art.

“I do, Master,” I whimpered. The pain soared through my body and made it hard to think.

Titus picked up the pear-shaped device from the shelf and inspected it. “Diabolical.” He smiled.

Oh, no!

He inserted it slowly into my pussy. I was wet and ready, offering no resistance. I could barely manage the pain from my breasts, and I tried to steel myself for the torture to come.

He pressed the button. The device opened inside me, putting massive pressure on the inside of my pussy, threatening to tear it open.

But it did not happen.

It was painful. Uncomfortable. Invasive. But as he twisted it, it also offered intense pleasure.

Then it started vibrating.

It was too much. I tore at my restraints, tried to escape the torture, but the pleasure numbed my brain and my thoughts. I was flooded with adrenaline and pain. Did I want it to stop? I was not sure, I was not certain of anything.

Titus laughed. It was a burst of cold, heartless laughter, and I hoped I would never have to hear it again.

I can’t … this is too intense … The device inside me sent me into a furious, violent orgasm. My scream made the walls shake, or so it felt, and even the Dread Slayer had to take a step back. My neck pressed against the walls of my steel collar as my scream faded into whimpers, then silence.

Then pain. The device kept going.

My mind could not manage the signals from my overloaded body and sought refuge in the same place it always did. The Tenets.

“… to the glory of the Mighty Six, their wisdom guide me …” I mumbled as my body shook and trembled. The pain from my breasts got worse and worse, and when Titus finally lowered the chain and allowed my back to rest on the cold steel table, it was an immense relief.

“Thank you, Master,” I whimpered when he removed the infernal device from my pussy a moment later.

“I’m impressed, slave,” he said. “A devout hucow, even in the face of torturous pain. But I’m not done.”

My body did not have time to recover before he locked my wrist shackles and collar to the chain in the ceiling and used it to lift me off the ground. My arms bore most of my weight, but there was still an excessive strain on my neck.

Excessive, but effective. I felt the lust build within me again.

Titus pushed a long, cock-shaped gag into my mouth. It went past the back of my tongue and a little down my throat, pressing on my tongue and triggering my gag reflex. He closed the buckle behind my head and laid out a collection of tools on the table in front of me. Whips. Canes. Floggers. One more menacing than the other. He locked a steel bar to my ankle restraints, forcing them apart as wide as possible. It felt awkward to hang from my wrists with spread legs, but the vulnerability was intoxicating. My breasts were still locked in the vice-like device, but the nipple clamps were removed.

“I find that I enjoy your pain, little one,” he said as he picked up a leather flogger. “It arouses me.”

I could tell. His cock was erect and thick, bigger than even the cock belonging to the Avatar of the Imperators that had fucked me during my initiation ritual. I longed to have it inside me, but I could tell that I was not yet worthy.

“I will cleanse your body before entering it,” Titus said as if he could read my mind. “Steel yourself.”

The flogger hit my breasts. Again and again. At first, I could contain the pain within me, but as Titus kept hitting the same spot with impressive accuracy, my body erupted into muffled screams. Drool hung from my gag and mixed with milk and blood on my body. The leather tails painted my torso with red lines, and I was almost relieved when he started whipping my back and butt.

“Are you warmed up?”

Warmed up?

“MMMMMMMMMMMMPHH!”

Titus started putting more of his immense strength into the lashes. It felt like the skin was going to peel off my flesh, and though my body still managed to soak small amounts of pleasure from the experience, it was too much.

I mumbled the tenets to myself, even if the effective gag prevented them from being heard, but my voice faltered as the flogger moved onto my pussy.

I screamed. I cried.

Titus was relentless. The flogger was replaced with a cane, and more strikes pummeled my body. They started blurring together, and it felt like my skin was on fire, never catching a break before the next sting hit.

I thought I was going to pass out. Part of me wanted to.

But this was the will of the Imperators, and I was going to endure it.

When Titus finally stopped, I had no voice left. Milk, drool, sweat, and blood dripped from my body and formed a narrow river on the floor into a nearby grate.

He removed the gag. “You’re still alive.”

I looked at him. “Glory … to the … Imperators, Master.” My lips trembled, every syllable was a chore. Only the bare minimum of air pressed its way past the collar and into my lungs. “Please … fuck me.”

The pain still lingered, burning throughout my body, but despite the grueling torture, my pussy was ready for him.

Titus smiled, but he did not answer. Instead, be locked a chain to the middle of the bar separating my ankles and attached it to a different ceiling chain, raising it until my body was suspended like a hammock in mid-air. The pressure on my neck increased, but I knew what was coming. I yearned for it.

Titus ducked under the spreader bar and appeared between my legs. He was glorious to behold, the pinnacle of human evolution.

“Ohh … OOOOH … By the Mighty …!” My eyes widened as the tip of his cock snuck inside my pussy. He was barely inside me, yet it felt like I was about to tear open. He was so wide, so powerful, that every half-inch of penetration felt like an explosion of pain and pleasure. He smiled. A smile of confidence and power. His love of control was painted on the square-jawed face and burned in the blue eyes, and he dominated my body and mind just by pushing deeper, little by little.

I was helpless to resist. The restraints kept me suspended and open, but no part of me wanted to escape. My wet pussy allowed him to slide effortlessly in, despite his size, and when I finally felt his balls gently press against my skin, I wondered how he could even fit inside me.

He stayed there. My pussy was stretched and strained, my wrists ached as the steel cut into them, and I could barely breathe from the tight collar. But it was like I was swimming in the Void, a sea of nothingness, with nothing but pleasure and pain to keep my company.

His fingers dug into my flesh. It felt like he was strong enough to pierce the skin. I could see the muscles tense up beneath his skin, the vein in his temples pulsating.

“For the Imperators!” he shouted and started thrusting into me. Hard.

He’s going to break me in half! It was primal and violent; it reminded me of the machines in the Hive and their merciless onslaught, but Titus was bigger and more brutal. His cock slid in and out of me like a machine, and the chains rattled and squeaked as they threatened to break. My limbs screamed, and I wondered if they would snap out of their sockets before the chains gave up, but any worries were soon pushed aside by the overwhelming torrent of unfiltered lust and pain.

I came. Again and again. His stamina rivaled that of the Hive’s fucking machines, but even though I was hit by a forceful stream of pain and discomfort after every orgasm, it never took long for the lust to fire back up.

My mind was gone. My body was broken. When his seed finally filled me, I was but a drooling mess of flesh and bones hanging from the chains. He spilled into me, his cum joining the other fluids and juices on the floor as he finally pulled out. He grabbed my hair and forced me to look him in the eye.

“Not bad,” he said. There was no compassion to be seen in the icy-blue eyes. “I rather enjoyed that.”

I could not answer. I had nothing left. He walked over to the door and pressed a button on the intercom.

“I’m done.”

Seconds later, the slavegirls once again rushed into the room and helped Titus get back into his armor. Their nervous glances lingered on my broken form, but I was not the priority. Aurora entered and smiled at me before turning towards Titus.

“Are you satisfied, Sire?”

Titus shrugged. “She was decent. I would like to fuck her again.”

“I’ll make sure she’s available whenever you desire.”

As soon as the armor was on, Titus left without a word. The slavegirls lowered me and helped me walk back to the bed where I was laid down. I was still shackled and collared, but their soft touch soothed my body.

“Well done,” Aurora said as she stroked my hair. “Not everyone survives their first encounter with the Dread Slayer. How was it?”

It took me a few tries to wet my lips enough to speak. “It was … transcendent.” The memory of his massive cock inside me lingered, even if my body was broken.

“We’ll help you recover,” Aurora said and kissed me on the lips. “But you’ll be tasked with servicing any Sol Guardians that arrive on the ship.”

One of the slave girls removed the cruel device from my breasts and used her soft lips to gently drink from me. It was intimate and surprisingly pleasant, despite the massive bruises.

I smiled. “For the Glory of the Imperators.”

***

The battle in the Dresden system raged on for months. I serviced countless Sol Guardians, though none rivaled the brutality and size of Titus Varrakian, and I started enjoying my stay immensely, even if it took a day or two to recover after each visit. Most Guardians had a penchant for pain and domination, but my body was steeled by faith, and I rarely had an encounter where I did not come.

But all that soon came to an end. And that end was going to be bloody.

I woke up from a dreamless sleep as the sirens of the ship started blaring. Outside the window, I saw a swarm of strange-looking ships approaching. The dreadnoughts surrounding the “Soldier’s Sanctuary” fired their weapons, but several of them were soon engulfed in flame. I stared at the carnage, the chaos. 

The door opened. Aurora stormed inside, her face pale and terrified. “Come quickly!” She unlocked the chain connecting my collar to the wall and removed my leg shackles. “The Dread are attacking! We have to try and get to a shuttle before …”

An explosion shook the ship. “Hull breach. Hull breach. Intruders detected,” a mechanical voice repeated over the speakers.

“No …” Aurora stopped in her tracks. “They’re not here to kill us.” She looked at me with pure fear in her eyes. “They’re here to take us.”

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.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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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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