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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.
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For the first time in weeks, there was no sign of heavy, dark clouds or lightning storms. The twin suns of the Ortaris 11 system burned like fierce balls of flame on the sickly green sky, and I could not help but smile. It was a beautiful sight, and the protective dome above the Academy that kept the deadly radiation at bay shimmered in the sunlight. It was as if the universe knew that it was a special day. My special day.

Today, my dream would come through. I was going to receive my collar and finally leave the Academy to serve the Imperators as a hucow slave. Where my service would take place remained to be seen, but I was confident that I was going to be the one sent to the Hive to serve the great masters directly.

“Hurry up, Halley,” Furia said and glanced nervously at the stoic justiciar walking nearby. “We’ll be late for the sermon.”

I tore my eyes away from the gorgeous sky and nodded. “Of course, I’m sorry.”

We ran across the yard as quickly as our robes would allow. Had the justiciar’s face been visible, I was certain that it would have glared at us with fiery eyes, but the reflective visor of the helmet revealed no emotions. The cold, concrete corridors echoed with our speedy footsteps, and I let out a sigh of relief when we squeezed through the massive steel doors to the Assembly a moment before the Justiciar guards closed it. Eight years at the Academy with a spotless record; it would be insane to get a mark on it on my last day.

Only the most devoted were chosen to go to the Hive, after all.

The High Orator started his sermon. A familiar warmth spread in my chest as he spoke of the glorious Imperators, and even though I had memorized every story about the Mighty Six years ago, I still managed to get excited when I heard the High Orator speak. There was passion in his words and my fellow Sisters of Sustenance seemed to be equally moved.

Three hours later, the High Orator wiped his glistening brow and cleared his throat. The sermon had come to an end. “Join me, servants of the Six, in the Oath.”

We all bowed our heads and recited the Oath as we did every morning. I had heard Sisters complaining about the long, monotonous sermons before; the benches were hard and uncomfortable, and it was strictly forbidden to leave or speak. But we were the lucky ones. Chosen for gene therapy at a young age. My parents had beamed with pride when the Justiciars had come to get me when I had turned ten, and even though I missed them, I knew that I was doing them proud.

“… and I pledge my life, my soul, and my body to the will of the Imperators. My service ends in death.” I did the sign of the Six along with the others. “Amen.”

As I left the sermon, my entire body was tingling with anticipation. Today was the day of the Judgment, a day we had all been preparing for since the Justiciars had taken us from our homes. For eight years I endured the horrible gene therapy that had caused my breasts to grow to immense size. They bounced painfully as Furia and I walked toward the courtyard in front of the Academy. In the distance, towering over the walls of the city, I could see one of the impressive Reapers, the gigantic war machines that protected many cities on the fringes of the Galactic Unity. It stood in silent majesty against the green sky, vigilant and terrifying. Seeing the machines of the Sol Guardians always filled me with both pride and terror; they symbolized the dangers of life in the 31st millennium, but also the awesome power of the Imperators and their armies. Even in their permanent stasis chambers, the psychic powers and endless reach of the ancient Imperators protected us all. And there was no greater purpose in life than to serve them. My parents had praised the Imperators when they said goodbye to me, willing to give up their ten-year-old daughter to serve them.

“I’m … I’m going to miss you, Halley,” Furia said after walking in silence for a while.

I felt a knot grow in my stomach. I had tried not to think about what lay after the Judgment. “Don’t say that. We might be sent to the same place to serve together.”

Furia shook her head. “You know they’re going to choose you. No one has performed as well as you, and your body has adapted to the gene therapy better than any of us.” She sighed. “But I’ll still get to serve the Mighty Six some other way. No matter what happens, at least I’ll finally get milked. My breasts are hurting like crazy.”

I nodded. The final phase of the gene therapy administered a week earlier had activated the dormant milk glands and caused them to start producing, but Sisters of Sustenance were not allowed to be milked before the ritual had taken place. All of us were in pain, but at least we were alive – the gene therapy did not have a 100% success rate, and a few of my fellow sisters died in the process.

The other eight were already standing there, waiting. Their white robes flowed gracefully in the breeze, and proud smiles rested on their lips. We all knew that our mundane lives would end today, that the future held either unimaginable hardships for us or the sweet release of death, but we faced the Judgment with pride. Most of the untold billions living under the reign of the Imperators across the galaxy served without pause or question, even the ones living on planets like Coral 5 where I came from; a dusty, barren wasteland where people toiled in the mines and factories until they worked themselves to death or the toxic, polluted air ruined their lungs. “The Imperators watch over us,” my father always said before he and my mother headed off to work. Were they still alive? I had no idea.

“Sisters, welcome,” the High Orator said, folding his hands in front of his massive belly. The bald head glistened in the sunlight. “It is time. You have all received the Imperators’ gifts. Only one of you can serve them directly in the Hive. Some will serve his loyal soldiers on one of the Ships of Divine Pleasure, others will be put to work in the slave colonies.” His face darkened. “And a few might not make it that far.”

The knot in my stomach tightened.

His face regained its normal, positive appearance as he smiled. “But all is the will of the Imperators. You have all endured much and made sacrifices, but the greatest trials are ahead of you. Glory to the Imperators!”

“Glory to the Imperators!” we replied in unison.

“Your future will be decided by the Hive Justiciars.” He gestured at three robed figures standing nearby. Their faces were hidden by their hoods, but they still wore the gilded armor of their order. The Justiciars, even those guarding the Academy, served the Imperators directly, working to ensure the continued rule of the Mighty Six. The three Justiciars, two men and a woman, looked at a tablet while whispering to each other. My heart started beating like a drum in my chest as they walked past us one by one.

“Open your robes,” one of them said in a calm, dark voice.

We did as ordered, baring our massive breasts to the cold breeze. Their gentle, soft hands caressed my breasts and inspected them. Their touch sent a pleasant shiver down my spine.

“We have decided your fates,” one of them said when the inspection was over. The three stood in front of us and pulled back their hoods; their faces were carved in stone, betraying no emotions. The two men walked up to Dani and Oraia, two girls I had gotten to know well in the eight years we had spent at the Academy. The men pulled out blaster guns.

“The two of you have not adapted well to the gene therapy, and your devotion to the Mighty Six has been found wanting,” the robed woman said in a cold voice. “Your service to the Imperators has ended. Fall into the embrace of the Void.”

“Glory to the Imperators …” Dani mumbled, staring calmly into the eyes of the man in front of her while he raised his blaster and turned her head into a mist of blood, brain matter, and skull fragments. Oraia did not flinch and met her fate with similar serenity.

Tears threatened to push themselves out of my eyes, but I remained steadfast, drawing on my unfaltering faith. Their deaths were the will of the Imperators, and the Imperators were infallible. My white robe was soaked in Dani’s blood. Happy, carefree Dani. I anxiously clenched my fists as the Justiciars read aloud the assignments for those of us who were left. Three were sent to the pleasure ships, essentially mobile brothels that were often left in orbit of worlds where the Sol Guardians fought. Furia was one of them, and she looked at me with a resigned smile when the guards locked her hands in shackles and dragged her away. Four were taken to the slave colonies; it was a harsh fate, but even the hucow slaves that were not assigned to the Hive itself were revered on the outer worlds and colonies, despite their rough lives.

In the end, I was the only one left. The three Hive Justiciar’s stood in front of me. It felt like they were staring into my soul.

“Halley Dorn, you have been found worthy of serving as a Sister of Sustenance in the Hive.” The woman’s voice was just as cold as it had been when she had given Dani and Oraia their death sentence. “You will go through the Ritual, where you will be cleansed and prepared for the journey to Neo Terra. Your life of servitude begins today.”

I did not know how to feel. I had hoped for this since I was chosen to attend the Academy. I had studied relentlessly and practiced the divine arts, but for the first time, I was alone. Two of my friends lay dead on the ground next to me, their blood flowing across the polished marble of the courtyard. Though life at the Academy had not been easy, it had been protected and safe, but now I had to leave.

You can do this, Hally, I thought. You’re a Sister of Sustenance.

Two Justiciar guards walked up behind me and grabbed my arms, dragging me into the darkness of the Academy, toward the Ritual Hall, a holy place where I had never been allowed to tread. When we passed other sisters in the halls, those who had not yet turned eighteen, they knelt when they saw me, recognizing me as a Chosen. Two heavily armed Justiciars guarded the door to the Ritual Hall and opened it as we approached.

I let out a gasp of awe when we entered the massive hall. I had seen the giant dome from the outside, but looking up at it from the inside made it seem even more impressive. Marble pillars held up the ceiling, and colored glass mosaics depicting the six Imperators when they still led the armies of the Galactic Unity created a sense of religious reverence. It was beautiful. The six warlords had led the armies to great victories, unifying distant colonies into the glorious empire, facing the overwhelming threat from the Dread, the alien race hellbent on eradicating the human race from existence. A final, decisive battle had pushed the monsters back, weakening them considerably, but the Six had all been mortally wounded.

Now, they resided in stasis chambers in the Hive, guiding us all through their psychic messages. But they needed to feed.

They needed the milk of the Sisters of Sustenance.

I was placed on the edge of the impressive, round room. The guards grabbed heavy chains hanging from two pillars on either side of me and locked the shackles at the end around my wrists. Soon, I was standing with my arms stretched to the sides and slightly up, helpless and vulnerable.

I knew that I was a slave. A servant. But I had never been restrained before, and the experience overwhelmed me. The edges of the shackles dug into my skin, and my body started shaking as one of the Justiciars tore my robe off as if it was made of paper. My breasts were threatening to explode from the milk pressing to get out, and I felt very exposed.

A door opened. The three Hive Justiciars from the courtyard entered, followed by another figure in a black robe. I could not see its face, but it was a giant, towering over the others. The figure was broad and intimidating, and I instinctually knew what it was.

A Sol Guardian. One of the enhanced, ruthless soldiers of the Imperators. I had never seen one in person, only heard the tales of their bravery and power that had always seemed unreal and farfetched, but as the figure stood in front of me, I instantly believed everything I had ever heard.

One of the three Hive Justiciars, a gray-haired man with dark eyes, spoke. “Halley Dorn, you have been chosen to serve. You will be cleansed to ensure your purity. Recite the tenets while your body is washed.”

I stared straight ahead as my body was washed with rose-scented water. I recited the tenets again and again; they were burned into my mind, and the words flowed effortlessly as the last bit of Dani’s exploded head was washed away. The robed woman combed my long blonde hair, and though she was gentle, it all felt heavy and significant. My monotone chanting of the tenets echoed in the large room as I clung to the chains holding me; the weight of the situation made me dizzy, and as the woman started washing my pussy, it almost became too much.

I was untouched. It was part of my burden.

Her touch was intense. It reverberated in my entire body as she scrubbed my labia, and a reluctant moan snuck into my chanting. For years, I had managed, through training and blind devotion to the Imperators, to keep desire and lust at bay, and the loss of control symbolized by the muted, breathy moan scared me. I had been taught how to please a man, it was part of our training since many of us ended up on pleasure ships, but the thought of feeling any form of pleasure myself had never crossed my mind.

The woman took a step back, and for the first time, I saw the hint of a smile on her narrow lips.

“Embrace the purity and the clarity of mind it brings,” the gray-haired man said. One of the others handed him a red velvet cushion with a wide metal collar on it. It shimmered gorgeously in the sunlight sneaking through the mosaic windows. My heart started beating faster. This was it. This was what sealed my fate. I knew that at this point, Furia and the others had likely received collars as well, all hucow slaves wore one, but this one was special.

It marked me as one of the chosen Sisters of Sustenance.

“This collar marks you as the property of the Mighty Six,” the gray-haired man said as he locked the collar around my neck. The touch of the cold steel made me shiver, and for a moment it felt like the collar was too tight, too much. Knowing that it was not coming off, ever, almost made me panic, but the constant recital of the tenets calmed me. This was my purpose, after all. The ring on the front of my collar jangled as my body shook from the burden laid upon me.

And yet, with all the significance of the ceremony taking place, the thought that kept popping up in my mind was how much I wanted to be touched again.

Another velvet cushion was brought forth, this time with a golden, bejeweled chalice upon it. The cup looked like it was worth more than all of the possessions on my home planet combined. The woman took it and approached me.

“This cup will be filled with your first milk,” she said. “When you drink it, the first part of the ritual will be complete.”

My skin tingled with anxious anticipation as the woman’s soft hand graced my breast. My strained udders were wildly uncomfortable, and I looked forward to a little relief.

Her touch was gentle at first, but her milking was not. I gritted my teeth as she started pulling my left breast, squeezing the fluid needed for the Galactic Unity to survive into the goblet. The feeling of being milked was strange to me, and I did not find it pleasant. Maybe it was the woman’s rough treatment, maybe it was the shackles holding me or the collar pressing on my neck, but something about it felt wrong.

Then it hit me. This milk is not for me. Or them. It’s for the Imperators.

I let out a relieved sigh when the woman let go of my breast, only for her to move on to the other one. I could not deny that my left breast felt better now, but I wanted it to end.

There was still milk left in my breasts when the woman stopped. She lifted the cup to my lips. “Drink. All of it. Let it sustain you, just like you will sustain our benevolent masters.”

I drank. The warm, sweet milk filled my mouth to the brim, spilling onto my aching breasts; the collar made it difficult for me to swallow, and I coughed when she finally removed the goblet. The milk trickled down my body, but it only seemed to amuse the grim-faced woman.

“You are now truly a Sister of Sustenance, a hucow slave to the Imperators,” the gray-haired man said. “The pact will be consummated by an Avatar of the Imperators.”

Consummated?

I watched as the tall, robed figure let the cloak fall, revealing the hulking man underneath. The body was completely hairless, a trait of the Sol Guardians, and the impossibly large, bulky muscles looked like they could break through the skin at any moment. I had heard stories about gene therapy and surgical enhancements turning the brutes into the fearsome warriors of the Mighty Six, and there were indeed surgical scars visible all over the impressive body. I had to wonder if his cock had been enhanced as well because it was massive. It dangled between his legs like the thick tail of a Wasteland jaguar, and I instinctually tried to pull away when the guards removed the shackles from my wrists. But my initial reaction did not reflect the surge of lust that took hold of my body as I stared at the man.

Shiny steel shackles were once again locked around my wrists, but now they were connected by a medium-length chain that allowed me to keep my wrists roughly shoulder-width apart. My life of relative freedom was now over; I was likely going to be restrained for most of my remaining life, but I did not have time to process the realization before I was dragged to a marble slab in the middle of the room, directly beneath the large dome. I shivered when my naked skin touched the cold stone as the guards pushed me against the slab before laying me down on the altar. My hands were pulled above my head and locked to something, and my legs were locked to the sides, keeping them spread. I was bent backward; my feet still touched the ground while my upper body rested on the marble block. I stared up into the dome, and I could not help but smile as I saw six massive depictions of the Imperators looking down at me. My heart swelled with pride as the giant man positioned himself between my legs. The three Hive Justiciar’s stood on the other three sides of the altar. They raised their arms to the icons of the Mighty Six above us and started chanting in a language I did not recognize.

Then I felt it.

My attention was pulled away from the Imperators and the Ritual when I felt the tip of the giant’s cock rubbing against my pussy. The skin was soft, but he was not about to waste any time. He guided the massive member inside me, little by little, pushing further every second. My virgin pussy did not know what to make of the strange sensation. At first, it was just odd, almost pleasant, but as he pushed deeper, his cock started to harden and grow.

By the Six, he’s too large!

I feared that I would split down the middle, wondering if his cock could keep growing until he burst through my skin. I pulled at my restraints, clenching my jaw to keep from crying out. I did not want to interrupt the chanting Justiciars, but it was nearly impossible to keep it inside. When his balls finally hit my pussy, he was buried so deep inside me that I did not think my body would ever recover.

He paused. Stayed there. His face was as cold and motionless as the marble beneath me. He looked down at me with his dark eyes, but I saw nothing in them. No hint of emotion. He was a machine bred for war, turned into an Avatar of the Imperators to be used in the Ritual. Every day, dozens of hucows were chosen from every corner of the galaxy, and every one of the ones chosen for service in the Hive had to go through this. At least, I thought they did. We had never been told what the Ritual entailed.

The chanting stopped.

“Oh, Mighty Six, benevolent overlords!” the gray-haired man said, his voice trembling with importance. “Let your spirits work through your Avatar!”

Silence. Thick, uncomfortable silence. The giant was still inside me, but he did not move a muscle.

Something happened. I could not quite fathom what it was, but it felt like the air became electric as if a thunderstorm was on the way. I could swear that I could hear a distant humming sound, but I could not place it. The three Hive Justiciars smiled as they looked toward the Avatar.

Glory to the Imperators!

His eyes started glowing. The dark pupils turned to gold. He placed his hands on my hips, and without a word, he started moving the massive cock in and out of me, faster and faster.

It was painful.

It was ruthless.

It was divine.

He grew inside me, bigger and bigger, and although my pussy struggled to contain him, an ever-increasing flood of pleasure started to push through the haze of discomfort. His thrusts were powerful, but not cruel, and whenever I thought he could push no further, he seemed to find another half-inch. Had he truly been possessed by the Imperators? I could not know for sure, but it did feel special, transcendent. The chains clattered with every thrust, and the three Justiciars soon joined in.

The woman and man on either side of me leaned in over the marble altar and placed their mouths on my breasts. They created a vacuum and sucked my nipples inside, and before long, the milk started to flow. It was a moment of intimacy amid the brutal fucking. My mind was no longer worried about whose milk it was or whether it was wrong. I just wanted more. Behind my head, the gray-haired man removed his robe and his armor until he stood naked. He was handsome, his body chiseled by discipline and training. He crawled onto the altar and knelt astride my arms such that his cock was right above me.

“Show me what you have learned,” he said and shoved the cock inside my mouth. I had only practiced on dummies before, but I found his soft, sweaty cock more pleasant to suck. It was hard to focus; the mouths of the other Justiciars lashes my nipples with their tongues in between their breastfeeding, and the Avatar had endless stamina. His girthy, magnificent cock pummeled my unprepared pussy with mechanical efficiency. No words, moans, or groans escaped him. He was a force of nature, and in a lucid moment, I wondered if it was the Imperators’ influence causing it or his Sol Guardian enhancements.

Either way, it was to my benefit.

I wanted to scream the Imperators’ names and praise them loud enough for it to reach back to Neo Terra. Some of the sisters had whispered of the female orgasm, but none of us had ever dared to explore it, yet I had no doubt that it was what caused my body to tense in a beautiful, carefree moment where time seemed to stand still, only to explode in a flash of colors and wild emotions a second later. I tore at my shackles, but none of the four people around me saw any reason to stop.

Oh, no … he’s still going! My mouth and pussy were both full of cock, and the Justiciar fucking my mouth did not seem to want to be overshadowed by the Avatar. His cock grew and hardened, pressing down on my tongue, pushing further and further down my throat. Combined with the tight collar, it became harder and harder to breathe. As the wonders of the orgasm subsided, the presence of the Avatar inside me became far more present, more uncomfortable, yet no part of my mind wanted it to stop.

I was being fucked by the Imperators, or so it felt. It was a gift, a blessing, and no amount of pain could make me want to escape it. Milk still flowed from my breasts and into the thirsty Justiciars, and my mouth was soon filled as the man ejaculated, shooting his hot cum down my throat.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I choked on his cock, overwhelmed by the massive amounts forced upon me. I tried to swallow it, but I could not contain it all, causing some of it to spill out onto my chin and cheeks. The man pulled his cock out with a satisfied grin and jumped off the altar, but I had no time to feel relieved.

The Avatar had only been warming up.

I pledge my life, my soul, and my body to the will of the Imperators, I pledge my life, my soul, and my body to the will of the Imperators … The words kept repeating in my mind as a way to try and hang on to something, anything. Every thrust caused the enhanced man to crash into me with zealous determination, and I feared that my bones would shatter under the pressure. I felt dizzy and delirious, yet the pleasure crawled its way back.

“Glory to the Imperators, blessed are we who walk under their benevolent gaze …” I mumbled to no one but myself as I stared into infinity. The Six looked down upon me from the dome above, evaluating me, and I did not wish to be found wanting.

Another orgasm, this one dirtier, more brutal. It felt like every muscle in my body wanted to tear through my skin and my heart was about to explode. I clutched the chain holding my shackles and felt the steel dig into my skin. I screamed.

Shortly after, the giant pushed himself deep inside me and let out an earth-shattering roar, the first sound I had heard from him. It sounded like it came from the Void itself; it was unnatural and distant, yet it caused the pillars to tremble. His seed felt like a fire inside me, burning away the last remnants of who I used to be.

The glow in his eyes disappeared. He blinked a few times, looking down upon me with a mixture of disgust and surprise as he pulled out. He put on his robe, turned around, and left. The other three put their robes back on as well and released my shackles from the altar. I could barely stand on my feet; my loins were burning, my pussy was wrecked, and semen trickled down my chin and inner thigh. I had so many questions about what had just happened, but it was not suitable for a Sister of Sustenance to question anything, and I held my tongue as two of the Hive Justiciars grabbed my arms and escorted me out of the Ritual Hall through a different door than the one we had used to enter. The door led to a long, dark corridor – there were no sisters here, and we soon entered a large, secluded courtyard that I had not seen before. A small shuttle awaited. On the side was the emblem of the Imperators painted in gold.

As the shuttle took off, I got to look down upon the massive Academy and the surrounding city for the first time since I had arrived eight years earlier. It had been my home, but I knew that I would likely never see it again. Hucow slaves served until death, and I knew that they rarely grew old. Who had much use for a hucow slave when the udders had run dry and the body had lost the ability to serve on the pleasure ships or in the slave colonies? Such was life, and we had all accepted the terms of our existence years ago.

“Do you have any questions, Sister?” the female Justiciar asked. She sat next to me, looking out the window with a disinterested frown.

“Am I … am I allowed to ask questions?”

“You just did.” A crease appeared on the woman’s lips for a short second, but not for long enough to be mistaken for a smile. “You’ll be locked away on the transport ship soon, this is your last bit of human interaction until we reach Neo Terra. You’re not allowed to talk to the other Sisters of Sustenance on the ship during the trip.”

I looked down at the shackles on my wrists. “Do these come off?”

“No. Get used to them. You have been chosen, you will be respected and revered by any citizen of the Unity that sees you, but you are still a slave.” The woman’s cold eyes stared into mine. “Your life will be hard. Cruel. Filled with pain and punishment. And if you do not please the Imperators or the Justiciars in charge, you will be discarded.”

I swallowed a lump that had formed in my throat, but it felt like it could not move past the collar. “I understand. Glory to the Imperators.”

“Glory to the Imperators.”

We docked with a large ship in orbit around the planet. I vaguely remembered being on a similar vessel when I was taken from my parents, but looking out the windows at the infinite darkness of space was still terrifying and awe-inspiring. Fully armed Justiciar guards stood around every corner, but after being in the presence of a Sol Guardian, the guards no longer looked as imposing as they had done in the past. As the ship engaged its void drive, the Ortaris-system disappeared. No stars were visible anymore, and a deep, bottomless blackness enveloped the ship. As we walked down the eerie corridors, I could hear a distant, muted humming sound that grew in volume as we came closer to the door at the end.

It's … voices?

The door opened. On the other side were rows of cages, most of which contained a naked Sister of Sustenance. Milk dripped from their giant breasts, shiny steel shackles restrained them, and a chain connected their collar to the top of the cage.

All of them were kneeling.

All of them had their hands folded and their eyes closed.

All of them recited the tenets again and again, creating the sound I had heard earlier.

These were the most devoted, pure hucow slaves from across the galaxy, all chosen like me to travel to the Hive to help sustain our glorious masters.

I smiled as I was locked in my cage. None of the others turned to look at me, they were too focused on their chanting.

“The journey will take three days. You are to kneel and recite the tenets until we arrive. You will be fed twice a day.” The female Justiciar smiled. “You can sleep when we arrive.”

I watched her leave the room, shutting the door behind her. I folded my hands and closed my eyes. Whenever I moved just a little, I felt the chain tugging at my collar; all I could do was kneel if I did not want to choke myself to death. I wondered what kind of life awaited me when we arrived, but my aching pussy hoped that there would be other Sol Guardians there.

All glory to the Imperators.


Continued in part 2:
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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.
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