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    “Miss Braucht, this is Major Henry Hart, the acting director of the Hive. He wanted to meet you before we start the broadcast.” The man in the civilian clothes stepped aside to let the big mountain of muscles in SEFR blues walk in. The giant threw a dismissive glance at the scrawny man from the State Broadcasting Corporation and walked over to the young blonde standing in the middle of the room.


    “Good morning Master-Major Hart,” she beamed. “Thank you very much for-”


    The big man raised his hand to shut the young reporter up. Elsa hesitated for half a second before her jovial expression turned into one of deferential attention. “Masterless slut Braucht,” he said after a long, nerve-gnawing pause. “I run a tight ship here. Enslaved or not, females are not allowed to speak without permission in the Hive. You’ll not make a peep if you’re not asked a direct question. Do you understand?”


    “Yes Sir, Master-Major,” she replied with a carefully balanced smile. “Please forgive this slut’s mindless violation of propriety. It will not happen again.”


    “Good!” said the man after another long pause, then started to pace around the woman slowly. “I will tell you what I told the morons from the SBC when they sprung this stupid embedded reporter shit on me, masterless slut Braucht. If you are going to put a freewoman among my slavecops, I’ll treat her exactly like how I treat my slavecops. No exceptions.”


    He stopped in front of the woman and looked into her big blue eyes for a long time, in order to test her nerves. Elsa fought her immediate urge to say something in response. It was not a question.


    “Very good,” the man smiled for the first time since he arrived. “I was told that you were not a complete moron. It seems my men were right. Apparently most of them are big fans of yours.”


    Elsa grinned from ear to ear, but kept her mouth shut.


    The man threw another glance at the SBC liaison standing by the door. It was obvious that he was absolutely disgusted by the man. “Your people asked us to let you in for a short ‘cunthound ride-along.’ I’ll tell you the truth, masterless slut, I don’t like to see fucking civilians wandering about my domain. That’s what the fucking BFA Registration offices around the country are for. To keep the unwashed scum out of our way. This is the SEFR HQ, for cockssake! The fucking Hive! We do important work here.”


    Elsa nodded and lowered her head deferentially. She had a natural talent in reading men and calculating proper responses to their moods.


    “These spineless motherfuckers went over my head and had a High Council member call me about it too,” he hissed. He lifted the girl’s chin with his left hand and looked into her eyes. “I’m telling you this so you’d know how angry this makes me…. how hard you’ll be punished if you break any rules, or fail to obey orders. I’ll absolutely take my rage out on you, Braucht. I’ll have you gangraped for days and beaten to a pulp. Do you understand?”


    “Yes Sir, Master-Major, Sir,” she replied, with an unmistakably nervous smile. “This slut understands the risks, Sir. Thank you for the kind warning, Sir.”


    The big man let the beautiful reporter’s chin go after a patronizing squeeze and straightened back up. He took a step back and scanned her exceptional form from head to toe. Elsa knew this look very well, of course. She could always pinpoint the exact moment a man decided to rape her.


    “You are as gorgeous as my men described,” he restarted. “You’ll come to my office after you’re done. I’d like to threehole you before you leave.”


    A refreshingly straight approach. No convoluted pretexts or inescapable traps to force her to submit. Just a simple “I’ll rape you.”


    A command? She was allowed to respond to that. “Yes, of course, Master-Major. This slut will be honored to serve an indefatigable defender of our Glorious Order.”


    She wondered how the big man usually raped. She hoped he’d be a lazy type, who’d lie on his back and let the female serve him. That would undoubtedly be exhausting, but infinitely more preferable to the alternate scenario. If that giant gorilla mounted her, he’d surely smash her fragile body underneath. She’d be lucky if she survived with a couple of broken bones.


    “Very well,” he said, calmly. “Now… The ground rules.” He stopped and gestured to his sidecunts waiting at the door. Two tall slavecops in their early twenties entered and stood in attention in front of the man. “A-S Suckenfuck, explain to this slut what is expected from her. A-S Jizzpot, undress her.”


    “Yes Master-Major,” the women replied in a soldierly manner. Elsa gasped in surprise. She hadn’t expected the stunt to begin immediately. Most of the production crew wasn’t there yet. She didn’t even have a cameraman in the room with her. No explicit permission to speak given, she wasn’t allowed to protest or ask any questions. Desperate, her eyes searched for the SBC liaison, but that useless asshole was nowhere to be seen.


    The short-haired blonde walked around and started to cut her clothes with a laser knife. “Stay still, masterless slut,” she whispered in her ear. Elsa held her breath and let the young woman in uniform peel strips of her shirt and skirt off her shivering body. She could see the lustful glint in the Major’s eyes as pieces of torn cloth kept falling on the floor, revealing more and more of her smooth skin.


    “Masterless slut Elsa Braucht,” started the brunettte slavecop with the thick braid, “ you will be taken down to the processing area to be properly cleaned and prepped for service. After that, you’ll be assigned a sleeping shelf to spend the night on. Your camera crew will have access to the Hive in the morning.”


    Elsa’s eyes grew even wider. Was she going to spend the night with slavecops even before the proper show started? In her shocked state, she didn’t realize that A-S Jizzpot had finished removing her clothes. Only after the blonde returned to her original spot she realized she was standing fully naked in the middle of the room. Complete nudity in front of strangers wasn’t a new thing for her, of course… But she felt extra vulnerable without a camera documenting her fear and humiliation. She was all alone, defenseless, and vulnerable in front of one of the most powerful men in the country, deep inside the most feared building in this part of the planet.


    In here, she wasn’t a minor celebrity reporter employed by the SBC.


    She was but a tiny little fly stuck to a spider’s web.


    “You wanted to observe how slavecops lived and served,” the big man said with a grin. “You cannot do that with a simple cunthound ride-along.” He reached and grabbed her big breasts one by one, slapped them a couple times, and pinched her nipples ruthlessly, all the while keeping strict eye contact with the wincing young reporter. “No, I’ll make sure that you see it all, and experience it all. Both sides of it, in fact.” He let her tits go and reached down to cup her pussy. Elsa flinched when his middle finger dug into her wet slit. “You’ll get be both the hunter and the prey, masterless slut Braucht. We’ll let you ride along and chase runners first, yes. But once that’s done it will be your turn to run. We’ll leave you in the middle of a wilderness and give you a few minutes of head start. Then you’ll be hunted down, tranqed, brought back in, and processed like a captured fluffer. You’ll get to see what we do to those ungrateful bitches here. Authentic enough experience for you? How does that sound?”


    Elsa gulped audibly. She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself down. It took her a few long seconds to find her signature smile again. The best choice of action in such impossible situations was to obey immediately with a respectful smile. Nobody knew that better than her. “It sounds wonderful, Master-Major Sir,” she beamed. “This slut cannot wait to-”


    “Shut up and get down on your knees,” interrupted the man as he unzipped his pants. “I think I’ll threehole you before, not after.”


    “Or I should say, before ‘and’ after.”
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    “Get up, rookie!”


    Elsa jumped from her sleep and hit her head on the ceiling of the sleeping shelf. A few slavecops threw her knowing smiles.


    “Welcome to the Corps, reporter!” Her upper neighbor patronizingly patted her on the head and jumped down from her shelf. She landed gracefully, like a fairy. Her big boobs jiggled for a couple seconds and settled on her bronze colored chest. “You don’t become a real bluepuss until you hit your head at least once,” she chuckled.


    “Good morning… it’s… morning, right?” Elsa’s internal clock said so, but she wasn’t sure. The “sixteener cell” she was put in had no natural night. They were in a small windowless concrete box two levels underground.


    “It is. 4:58, to be exact.” The slavecop pointed at the small screen above the door. There it was, at the corner, the time. “You better get down from there,” the girl tapped on her shelf. “You lie, you fry.”


    Elsa didn’t understand what the girl meant by that, but her instincts told her to follow the friendly advice. She jumped down and stood next to the slavecop. Few seconds later, an electrical current hit the shelves. Startled, she took another step away from the crackling metal. “You owe me one, reporter,” grinned the tall bronze-skinned beauty.


    “Thank you, um…”


    “A-S Deepthroat,” the girl smiled and extended her hand for a shake. “You have three guesses why they gave me that name.”


    Elsa smiled. “I’m Elsa. Elsa Braucht.”


    “Eeel-sah,” repeated Deepthroat, with a theatrical flair. “How exotic. You must be important, perhaps a celebrity. I have never seen a civilian down here before.” She reached for the reporter’s slender neck and stroke the spot where a slaveband would be.


    “Well, perhaps a minor celebrity, yes,” Elsa said coyly. “In some circles, at least. I do this show on TV, a documentary series of sorts.”


    “We don’t get TV here,” the other dismissed. “It has been a long while since I last watched a show. Documentary you say? Is it about the slavecops?”


    “Yes,” nodded Elsa jovially. “Not a comprehensive one, but… I wanted to do a Cunthound ride-along. You know, sit at the back and observe while you girls do your thing.”


    “Suck cock?” A redhead joined in the conversion.


    “I’m sure you do a lot more than just … suck cock,” Elsa chuckled. “You operate the nav-computer, do the tracking stuff… And of course chase down the runners.”


    “Sometimes,” Deepthroat shrugged. “Once or twice a week, some stupid girl tries to run. It takes 10-15 minutes to hunt them down. And the nav-computer pretty much runs itself. The rest of the time, we just fly around aimlessly and serve our state-assigned rapists.”


    “Here she goes again,” said the blue-haired slavecop doing stretches behind Deepthroat. She had the longest legs and the roundest butt Elsa had ever seen. “One of these days, an M-A will overhear your stupid bullshit and we’ll all get punished for it, Gina.”


    “Baah!” dismissed Deepthroat. “Elsa here won’t tattle on me, right?”


    “Just say ‘off the record’ beforehand,” grinned the reporter. “Of course, I’ll immediately spill all under torture.“


    They all laughed. Elsa was pleasantly surprised to see how relaxed and cool the universally feared “bluepuss” were. These gorgeous bitches all looked stern, stone-faced, and scary in public, but the group in this sixteener was barely distinguishable from a normal college dorm crowd in the morning.


    When she had been brought into the cell the previous night, she had been scared as hell. It was one of the most nerve-breaking experiences a woman could ever have, being led down the stairs of the fucking BFA headquarters. She couldn’t sleep for hours, thinking about all the ways things could go wrong. It was impossible to toss and turn in the narrow shelf she had been given either. It was just a cold metal nook in the wall where one could fit in by assuming an uncomfortable fetal position.


    The others hadn’t complained. They were all trained slavecops with years of experience. They had arrived about an hour after Elsa, climbed into their nooks without making much noise, and immediately fell asleep like babies. Of course, they had all been exhausted, and had only several hours to rest before their daily cycle restarted.


    “You can relax, reporter” said Deepthroat putting her arm around Elsa’s waist. “They informed us about you last night, before we came in. Told us not to give you a hard time. Nobody will touch you or anything, don’t worry.”


    “Oh, I’m not afraid,” Elsa replied. “You can touch me if you want.” She winked at the redhead who had unsubtly been scanning her fully naked form since the beginning of the conversation. The girl smiled back. Elsa immediately fell in love with her freckled dimples.


    “Not afraid of slavecops? Ha! That’s a bold faced lie,” the blonde sitting across said.


    “Well, you tall freaks are rather intimidating for sure. But I’ve been in situations much scarier than this, believe me.”


    “I doubt that,” the blonde dismissed.


    “Who are you calling a freak, reporter?” pouted Deepthroat, and gave her a playful spank on the right ass-cheek. “You re quite tall yourself, aren’t you? You don’t stick out as a sore thumb here. In fact, you could easily pass as an S-grade, if you ask me.”


    “Bullshit!” exclaimed the blue-haired slavecop. “This slut is just an A. Maybe a high-A if you squint your eyes.”


    “Why thank you,” smiled Elsa. “I’m actually a high-A, official documents say.”


    “Official documents don’t say that,” the other rejected.


    “Mine does, in the special notes section. Just between the breeding recommendation and my FR preference,” Elsa said proudly.


    “Oh? What is it then?” Deepthoat asked.


    “Dancing in the air,” Elsa replied quickly. “After several orgasms, if possible.”


    “Good choice,” the blonde across chimed in. “Hypoxic ephoria. That would be my pick too.”


    “Hey! You’re cheating, A-grade.” The blue haired slavecop pointed down at Elsa’s feet. She realized that she was standing on her tiptoes. “Desperately trying to fit in with us freaks?”


    They all laughed again.


    “Are we all rapeready, cunts?” yelled a girl from the other side of the room. All turned towards the voice. “That’s our mother hen, A-S Butterpuss,” Deepthoat explained. “She is a Level Four, the highest ranker in this sixteener. That makes her the de-facto leader. In this room anyway.”


    Elsa opened her mouth to ask a question, but stopped when Butterpuss’s eyes met hers. The girl approached with a soldierly gait.


    “Masterless slut Braucht,” she greeted formally. “I’m Eyass Butterpuss, level four elite tracker. I officially welcome you to our sixteener. You were asleep when we arrived last night.”


    “Thank you, sister,” smiled Elsa. “Actually, I was only pretending, to be honest. Too nervous. I couldn’t sleep at all.”


    The girl gave her an understanding smile and pointed to Deepthroat. “I hope A-S chatterbox here isn’t giving you a hard time. She is an acquired taste, this one. We all learned to live with her somehow, but we are trained professionals who underwent intense torment during training and afterwards. I’m not sure if a bareneck can survive prolonged exposure to her BS.”


    “I think I can manage,” Elsa replied.


    “Very well. I was ordered to explain the rules to you. First thing’s first. The servonym.”


    “Servonym?” asked Elsa, with wide eyes. “But I’m not-”


    “Yes, you’re not a slave, but you cannot use your birthname in here. You are allowed to choose a temporary one to identify yourself during your stay here. If you don’t have something in mind we can-”


    “Yummyslut,” Elsa said quickly. “I’d like to be A-S Yummyslut.” She turned to Deepthroat. “You see, my idol, my favorite news reporter is Miss Yum-… Oh, never mind. I guess you wouldn’t know her either.”


    “I know about Miss Yummycunt,” replied the other. “The one with the big tits. She was on all the roadside billboards.”


    “Yes,” Elsa said, “that’s the one.”


    “Good!” exclaimed Butterpuss. “I’m glad we handled that quickly. Masters will start to arrive to pick their sidecunts in a few minutes. You should know how to greet them.”


    “Will I be assigned to a Master-Agent?” jumped Elsa. She was under the impression that she was going on a ride-along with an MA and A-S, but she wasn’t sure any more. She was given a ‘fake’ servonym, so she could be given a ‘fake’ master too.


    “You won’t be assigned to a Master-Agent,” Butterpuss laughed. “Unless of course you know how to operate a Cunthount Mark III. Can you do that, Fake-ass Yummyslut?”


    “No, but I suck cock exceptionally well,” the reporter grinned. “Better than the lot of you, probably.”


    Another round of laughter. Elsa was starting to like this particular group of tall freaks, and they seemed to like her back. She had that magical charm about her, of course. It was nice to see that even the battle-hardened bluepuss weren’t immune to it.


    “Maybe we can get to see you perform later,” Butterpuss continued. “At least one of us might. You’ll be joining one of us. Mark III has an extra foldable seat at the back for a secondary cocksucker. Anyway, back to the greeting.” She tapped the blue haired girl on the shoulder. “A-S Jigglejugs will demonstrate.”


    The girl rolled her eyes before reluctantly going down on her knees. She bowed her head and lowered her gaze. “See how she looks at your feet,” Butterpuss explained. “Until the Master-agent acknowledges you and talks to you, you will keep your eyes on his boots. Say it!”


    “Kneel, bow down, eyes on boots,” Elsa repeated.


    “Very good. Go on, Rhea.”


    “Good morning Master-Agent Something, Sir. A-S Fakebluepuss is ready for your cock, Sir!” the Blue-haired slavecop said in a soldierly manner.


    “Got it?” asked Butterpuss. “Not that hard to memorize for a college grad, I assume.”


    Elsa smiled and repeated the formal greeting.


    “That’s nice, but you better do that again on your knees, properly,” Jigglejugs said as she stood back up.


    Elsa was ready to do so, but the approaching footsteps interrupted the impromptu lesson on slavecop etiquette. The girls quickly lined up in front of their shelves and waited for the first master to arrive.


    “Goes without saying, you’ll use cuntspeak when you’re interacting with superiors,” Deepthroat whispered quickly. “Master-Agents, civilians. doesn’t matter. Nothing but cuntspeak. No exceptions. You get extra floggings if you fuck up. You might even get the entire sixteener punished collectively if you keep fucking up… So don’t you fuck up, Yummyslut!”


    “Yes sister,” Elsa nodded. “Don’t worry. I’m fluent in cuntspeak.”


    to be continued…
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