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Chapter 1
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An excited tingling sensation coursed through her body as she sat in the warm, sweetly scented waiting room. The aroma of vanilla and something else, something animal-like and masculine, hung in the air, making her skin prickle. The dimmed lighting bathed the room in a soothing ambiance, while the soft plush armchair caressed her tense body. For months she had saved, meticulously planned, and gathered every available piece of information before deciding to offer her body as a mother for the monster world.

Night after night, she had read testimonials, scoured forums, and studied countless brochures to ensure she was making the right decision. She had chosen this clinic because of its outstanding reviews—five stars in all categories, from cleanliness to client satisfaction. The Minotaur bulls were attractive, polite, powerful, and expertly trained to serve their partners. Her eyes had lingered, fascinated, on the muscular bodies and gentle yet determined facial features in the catalog photos.

The mating sessions were extensive, with the breeding bulls promising plenty of foreplay and tender union—often lasting several hours, as she knew from the reports. Their belief that more female climaxes led to more successful pregnancies wasn’t scientifically proven, yet nobody complained—many satisfied ladies left the clinic successfully fertilized and frequently returned for second or third children, a testament to the quality of service. She was convinced that all those months of saving, overtime hours, and forgoing vacations would pay off.

Now, after all the preparations, forms, and travel—a five-hour train journey during which she had barely closed an eye—the reality of her undertaking became clear. Her palms were damp, her heartbeat throbbing between her thighs like a living entity. She was equally excited and nervous, a knot of anticipation and uncertainty forming in her stomach.

Sex wasn’t unfamiliar to her, but mating? As a service? With a being that wasn’t entirely human? The thought made her breath catch. Moreover, she had never had contact with a monster before, although she had always wanted to since the monster world had revealed its existence ten years ago.

The photos in magazines, the documentaries on television—all of it had only intensified her curiosity. She knew this was a necessary service for their people, and the thought that she was doing this for a specific purpose—not out of mere lust, but for something greater—made her lower abdomen tingle. Never before had she felt a lover without protection, and she was curious, almost feverishly excited about this new experience. She wondered how it would feel without the thin barrier of a condom, whether the friction would be more intense, whether the heat of his member would be more directly perceptible.

Whether she would feel the heat of his seed when he released deep inside her, whether his pulsing would be more noticeable when they were unprotected, connected without barriers. The thought made her flinch—a mixture of desire and forbidden anticipation that sent an electrifying shiver down her spine. She wondered if—

“Miss Tina!” A friendly human nurse with curly hair and a warm smile called her name as she stepped through the heavy double doors that slid open with a soft hiss. Startled from her daydreams, she jumped up almost too eagerly, her cheeks glowing with shame over her wandering thoughts, feeling as if caught in the act.

“Y-Yes! I mean... yes, that’s me,” she answered, inwardly cursing herself: Great, now you seem overeager and completely inexperienced. Her voice trembled slightly, and she hoped it wasn’t too obvious as she tried to control her shaking hands by clutching her bag tightly.

The heavily pregnant nurse, whose belly proudly protruded beneath her white uniform, chuckled lightly, her eyes twinkling knowingly. A gold chain with a small pendant in the shape of a bull shimmered at her neck, a subtle hint at her own history with the clinic. “Please follow me!” She beckoned Tina with an inviting gesture of her manicured hand.

She hastily grabbed her belongings—handbag, jacket, and the small bag with personal items recommended in the brochure—and followed her, trying not to trip over her own feet from excitement. The hallway was longer than expected, a seemingly endless corridor painted in soothing blue and lined with closed doors, behind which muffled sounds could be heard—deep voices, gentle sighs, occasionally a suppressed moan that fueled her imagination.

“Is it your first time?” asked the nurse with an amused undertone as they passed a particularly loud door, from which came rhythmic creaking, accompanied by deep, animal-like grunting and high-pitched female gasping. Tina’s cheeks burned even hotter, and she couldn’t help but cast a fleeting glance at the door, imagining what was happening behind it.

“U-Um... yes, it is,” she admitted and looked embarrassed at the floor, while heat spread like liquid fire across her face and down to her décolletage. She didn’t know exactly why she was embarrassed to admit this. Perhaps it was because the others—the experienced nurses, the passing attendants, perhaps even the other women lying behind the doors—knew exactly how she would be spending the next few hours. Hours, she thought, and a shiver of anticipation ran down her back, making her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

“Oh, I don’t mean to tease you,” the nurse reassured her, patting her shoulder with a warm hand whose touch was surprisingly comforting. “I just see how excited you are. For good reason.” She winked and nudged her gently, a gesture of female solidarity between initiates. “Believe me. You’ll love this place, and you’ve chosen a good breeding bull. His success rate is impressive, and his ratings”—she lowered her voice conspiratorially—“especially in the area of female satisfaction, are extraordinary. This Minotaur lives to serve!”


Chapter 2
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The nurse led her down a long corridor, past other rooms from which came muffled moans of women and bulls. Tina’s steps involuntarily slowed — her ears perked up at every restrained cry, every rhythmic creaking of furniture. The soundproof doors could only partially conceal what was happening behind them. These sounds aroused her — soon she would hopefully sound like that too. Her heart hammered against her ribs while moisture began to gather between her thighs.

“And here we are! This is your room. Let’s go in and introduce you to your new friend.” The nurse smiled and guided her inside. It was a clean, functional room, clearly designed for one purpose. In the center stood a modified massage table — wider and adjustable, equipped with straps and restraints to secure the willing recipient on her back, thighs spread wide and wrists bound above her head.

Tina’s gaze lingered on the leather restraints, imagining how they would feel around her wrists. Small tables held lubricants, oils, and toys at the ready, and a pleasant floral scent made the room inviting — yet underneath lay something animalistic, musky, that clouded her senses.

“Welcome, Miss Tina.” She stood face to face with her selected Minotaur breeding bull, who rose from his comfortable armchair to greet her. He was a large man, larger than expected. Fluffy chest and legs, with large curved horns adorning his black mop of hair.

He wore only tight underwear in a cow-spot pattern that left little to the imagination. Tina couldn’t help but stare — the bulge in his underwear made her mouth go dry. He politely ignored her drooling and gave her a friendly smile. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.” His gentle voice calmed her racing mind while simultaneously sending a shiver of excitement down her spine.

“The pleasure is all mine!” She feared sounding too eager, but he didn’t seem to notice and took her hands. His fingers were warm and rough, and she felt her nipples stiffen beneath the thin fabric of her top.

“I promise to make this experience as pleasant as possible for you. Your wish is my command.” He brought her hand to his lips and kissed it tenderly. Her stomach flipped, and she felt her pussy contract at the gentle touch.

“He’ll guide you through the rest. We’re available at any time if either of you needs help. Otherwise, have fun, you two!” The nurse said goodbye and closed the heavy door behind her, leaving the two alone for their ‘work.’ The click of the lock echoed in Tina’s ears — no turning back now.

She stood awkwardly for a few moments, her hands trembling slightly, before she spoke: “I’m sorry, this is my first time... um... breeding. I’m a bit nervous.” Her voice sounded thinner than intended.

“That’s understandable.” He approached and gently placed his hands on her shoulders. His warmth penetrated the fabric of her shirt. “Ultimately, your well-being is more important to me than just fulfilling my task. Please let me know how I can help you. Or you can leave at any time if necessary. Though I’m not sure if you’d get a refund then,” he laughed nervously.

“Oh no! No, no, I don’t want to go anywhere!” She quickly objected; there was no way she would leave now. Her cheeks burned with shame at her desperation. “It’s just been a while and... uh... well, I like kissing?”

He smiled and leaned down to her face, pausing just before her lips: “May I?” Shivers ran down her back, his voice soft and sweet, so sincerely asking for her consent. She nodded and leaned forward, pressing her lips to his. His lips were soft and he smelled so good — like warm skin and something wild, animalistic. She moved closer to him and let his exploring tongue into her mouth. He moaned in response, tasting her while his large warm hands caressed her sides and hips. Her knees grew weak.

“If it helps, we can start with a full-body massage. It will relax your muscles and your mind,” he murmured against her lips, while slowly sliding his hands under the hem of her shirt. His skin against her bare stomach felt hot, the suggestion enough to make her grow wet. A small moan escaped her lips.

“That sounds wonderful!” She willingly raised her arms so he could remove her top. “I could really use one.” The cool air on her bare skin made her nipples harden.

“Then I promise to be thorough. Take off your clothes and lie on the table. I’ve never understood why humans wear this silly clothing.” He laughed as she tossed her bra aside. His eyes wandered over her exposed breasts, and she felt her pussy contract with arousal. She agreed.

She didn’t need to be told twice, shed her remaining clothes and lay face down on the soft massage table. The leather was warm against her naked skin. Her excitement began to push away the nervousness. Perhaps it was the scent of the room, which was soothing and clouded her head. Or the way he looked at her — hungry, but patient.

“Just relax, I’ll take good care of you,” he ran his hand over her back down to her buttocks, enjoying her curves and smooth skin. “Beautiful.” His voice sent shivers down her spine. Goosebumps spread across her skin as he poured the warm oil over her shoulders and back. The sweet scent of jasmine rose up. Carefully, he began working it into her skin and massaging the tension out of her with skilled hands.

She moaned as he rubbed small circles over her tense shoulders. “You’re really good at this...” Her voice was already hoarse with desire.

“I’m glad to hear that! I hope you’ll allow me to massage your entire body. The more relaxed you are, the better. Your body is also very...” His hands slid down her back to her buttocks and gripped them firmly, “...very beautiful.” She bit her lip and moaned, the praise sending shivers from her head to her toes. Her pussy grew even wetter.

“Please... your hands feel so good...” She lifted her hips slightly to encourage him to let his hands wander deeper. He understood and moved downward, slowly rubbing and kneading her buttocks. She spread her legs and he responded by sliding his warm, slippery hands between her thighs. He barely touched her pussy before moving his hands back to her inner thighs and buttocks. She bit her lip, frustrated. The guy was teasing her! A desperate whimper escaped her throat.

True to his promise to be thorough, he moved downward to massage her legs and feet as well. As impatient as she was, she had to admit she was pleased that he kept his word. “You are really, really good at this,” she praised, hoping to encourage him to act more quickly. She giggled as he ran his hands over her foot and tickled her. But her arousal throbbed relentlessly between her legs.

“You make it very easy for me.” He smiled at her, his eyes dark with desire. “Would you mind turning over for me?”

She eagerly complied and turned onto her back. Her breasts bounced with the movement, and she saw his eyes following them. He stood beside the table, leaned over her and let his slippery hands glide over her breasts. She moaned and arched her back, pressing herself against his hands. He wasn’t touching her nearly as intensely as she wished. Her entire body already felt so warm, and he was taking all the time in the world. Impatiently, she reached out and ran her fingers over his hard cock through his underwear. To her delight, it elicited a moan from him, but he stopped her hand. “You first. I need to make sure you’re ready to take me.”

She wasn’t worried. The thick member was already rock-hard and throbbing, larger than she had thought, but she could absolutely take him now... probably. Her pussy twitched at the thought. She whined as she leaned back and let him slide his hands over her waist and stomach. “You’re so slow... I could take you right now, honestly!” Her voice broke with desperation.

“I’ve only just begun,” he laughed and let his hands slide to her hips. She opened her legs for him, desperately hoping he would massage her between her thighs and relieve the desire in her belly. As if he could read her thoughts, he rubbed her inner thighs and hips, barely grazing her pussy. She couldn’t help but move toward his touches, becoming more desperate. He avoided her movements and built more tension in her body. Her juices were already running down her thighs.

“Please!” she cried out as he lightly ran his fingers over her pussy and moved away again. This game was becoming too much for her, and she closed her knees, trapping his hand between her legs. Her skin glowed with need.

He laughed. “I’m sorry. You’re just so cute when I tease you.” He leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss of apology. He spread her thighs again and his hand slid between them. She moaned against his mouth and spread her legs wider. “Let me give you some relief,” he murmured against her lips and drew his fingers over her wet folds. Finally!

With a relieved sigh, she enjoyed his gentle, enticing movements. His hand rubbed in slow, steady circles, while the other cupped her breast. Her head felt foggy, all she could think about was being taken deeply. She opened her lips to kiss him more intensely and began moving her pelvis against his hand. She was so ready, she couldn’t understand how he could still hold back — her arousal barely allowed her to form a clear thought.

“Please please please...” she murmured between their kisses. He decided to give her a taste and slid two fingers into her, moaning as he felt her heat. Her knees fell apart and her hips moved in rhythm with his hands. After all that teasing, she could already feel herself approaching climax. Just a little more... she grabbed his hair and pulled him into a deeper kiss. Almost there... her muscles tensed, ready for the explosion of pleasure building in her belly.

She cried out desperately as he withdrew his hand: “W-Wait! Please don’t stop!” Her pelvis jerked in desperate little thrusts, aching for any touch. The sudden emptiness between her thighs felt like physical pain, a burning desire pulsing through her veins.

“I’ll let you come soon,” he promised, soothingly kissing her forehead and moving between her legs. His lips traveled over her heated skin, leaving a trail of moisture and warmth. He distributed little kisses over her hips and thighs, each one a tender preview of what was to come. “I want you to come for the first time on my tongue.”

These dirty words hit her like lightning, making her nerves flare up. She whimpered as she felt his warm breath over her sensitive slit, the heat of his proximity making her tremble: “Please...!” Her fingers clutched at the sheets, seeking purchase in the flood of sensations.

A slow, dragging lick through her folds was her reward for begging. The rough texture of his tongue against her soft skin elicited a deep moan from her, and her back arched of its own accord. “Delicious,” he murmured against her pussy, the vibrations of his voice sending more shock waves through her body before he buried his face in her. He sucked and licked and kissed, each movement tender and slow, savoring her on his tongue like precious nectar.

She felt like she was melting, she was so wet, her body so hot that she thought she would burn up. Her mind was numb, caught in a fog of pure sensation, she could only focus on the slippery warmth of his tongue and on the spiral of lust tightening firmly in her belly. He was just... so... slow... deliberately keeping her right at the threshold of ecstasy, a cruel master of her desire. His large hands held her by the waist, limiting her movements, making her his helpless prisoner. She noticed how he looked up at her, with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes that told her he was enjoying every one of her reactions. He had promised to let her come, but it would only happen when he wanted it to.

“Oh God! Oh please don’t stop, I’m so close...!” she gasped, her body taut as a bowstring, she was right there, at the edge of the precipice, wanting so desperately for him to release her! Tears of frustration gathered in the corners of her eyes.

He stopped licking, pressing only his wet, soft lips against her clitoris. Even this gentle touch made her cry out. He spoke between kisses: “You see?” Kiss “this feels so much better,” Kiss Kiss “when you’re patient... doesn’t it?” Each kiss was just not enough to give her release, a perfectly calculated dance on the edge of her limits. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, she could feel her pussy fluttering, hungry for more. “I just want to savor this, it’s my favorite part of these sessions, you know.” Kiss, Kiss “Enjoying this soft,” Kiss “plump,” Kiss “fertile pussy.” Finally, he gave her a slow, long lick through her folds that made her scream.

His dirty words and his pulling tongue were exactly what she needed. The dam finally broke. Her thighs clamped tightly around his head and she grabbed him by his horns, holding him pressed against her as she came on his tongue. Waves of ecstasy rolled through her body, making her tremble and scream. He moaned as he continued licking, prolonging her pulsating orgasm for as long as possible, sucking up every drop of her pleasure. She was so lost in her lust that she didn’t care how loud she was – she was certain she had never been this loud before, so shameless in her desire.

Slowly the pleasure began to ebb, her trembling thighs loosening their vise-like grip around his head.

“Oh God...” was all she could manage between her panting, her voice hoarse from screaming. She was surprised he hadn’t stopped. In fact, he was still licking her as if he hadn’t just given her the most breathtaking orgasm she could remember. His tongue was still gentle, but even these movements became too much for her oversensitive clitoris. “I’m too sensitive,” she whimpered and pushed him away slightly, her hands still trembling. He raised his head and demonstratively licked his lips, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Are you sure you can’t go at least once more?” He grinned at her, obviously self-satisfied that he had made her come so hard. Pride radiated from every feature of his face.

She laughed between her panting: “Maybe later. I’m more interested in what comes next.” She bit her lip as he stood up, her eyes hungrily roaming over his body. His cock visibly pulsed and strained against the thin fabric of his underwear, a prominent bulge that captivated her attention. She was practically salivating at the sight. “Or... perhaps you could let me return the favor?”

He seemed somewhat surprised: “I’m not allowed to come in your mouth.” His voice was rough with suppressed desire.

“Who says you have to?” She smiled mischievously, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Just a little bit? It would make me so much more aroused.” The thought of tasting him already sent new waves of excitement through her body.

“Well, how could I refuse?” He smiled and sat down in the comfortable armchair in the room, his movements fluid despite his obvious arousal. Excitedly, she moved between his spread thighs and knelt before him, her knees soft on the carpet.

Seeing him from this close made her realize just how big he really was. So big that she worried whether this would work. The sheer size was intimidating and arousing at the same time. No, she couldn’t back out now. She ran her hand over the throbbing length, feeling him twitch and pulse under her touch. This is going to go inside you, whispered a dirty little voice in her head. The thought made her face glow, sending heat between her legs.

“Have you changed your mind?” he inquired, his voice gentle but strained.

She quickly shook her head: “No! No, I want it!” She realized she had just been staring, when she could be doing so much more. Eagerly, she pulled down his underwear and was greeted by a thick, heavy cock pulsing with arousal, the skin taut and glistening. Entranced, she opened her mouth and took the head of his cock, the saltiness of his precum sending shivers down her spine. Encouraged by his moan, she slowly began moving her head up and down, taking more and more of him, feeling him fill her throat. Even taking as much as she could, she could only fit about half of it.

It didn’t seem to bother him at all. He relaxed and spread his legs wider for her, giving her more room. His large hand rested on her hair, stroking her gently as she pleasured him. “Damn, you take me so well,” he groaned, his voice deep and rough.

The praise went straight between her legs, fueling the fire burning inside her. Eager for more, she took him into her throat and felt his cock pumping hard, his muscles tensing.

He gasped and pulled her head off his cock: “W-Wait! I’ll come if you do that.” He breathed deeply, trying to control his urge to come, his knuckles white with effort.

Seeing him struggling at the edge made her so wet she could barely think straight. She reached for his cock to stroke it with her hand, desperate for more of his moans.

Just as she grabbed him, he seized her wrist and pulled her into a rough kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth, his teeth nibbling at her lips, his hand gripping her hair firmly. She felt dizzy with desire, caught in his grip. “Not yet. I need to save all my cum to breed you. I can’t wait any longer. Lie on your back and hold your knees up.”


Chapter 3
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His command left no room for argument. The authority in his voice penetrated to her core, making her knees weak. She quickly lay on her back and held her knees to her chest, as he had instructed. The cool leather of the table pressed against her naked skin, a contrast to the heat that was already beginning to pulse inside her.

“First, I’ll use these straps to secure your legs,” he explained as he took one of the straps and wrapped it around one of her knees. The leather was soft but unyielding—she felt it close around her skin like an embrace that would never let go. “This will ensure I can penetrate as deeply as possible.”

Heat spread through her as her thighs were spread wide. The position made her so vulnerable, so open—every inch of her most intimate places was exposed to his hungry gaze. Her arms were similarly bound above her head, leaving her completely at his mercy and desires. The feeling of helplessness sent a dark shiver through her body, making her nipples harden.

“Next, we’ll use this,” he pointed to a vibrator that he took from the table. The toy gleamed in the dim light, its smooth surface promising pleasure and torment at once. “To make you come while I slide in. Makes it easier for you to take all of me.” He stood proudly between her legs and laid his cock over her pussy. The weight of his hard member on her sensitive skin made her moan involuntarily.

He looked so large as he lay on her body like that, and she moaned as he rubbed his cock through her folds. The shape was much more distinct without protection—every vein, every ridge of his velvety skin burned into her memory. She could feel every bump, every curve of his thick cock. Bare skin felt so much hotter, her entire body tingling at the thought of how it would feel inside. The idea of feeling him unfiltered inside her made her pussy wet. “Can’t you just put it in now?” The words escaped her before she could hold them back.

He laughed and continued rubbing against her. The deep sound vibrated through his body and into hers. “Come on, you can be patient for me, can’t you? Feeling you come while I slide in is one of my favorite moments. Don’t you want to give me that pleasure?” His voice was like warm honey, sweet and sticky, impossible to resist.

She whimpered but didn’t protest further, especially as he pressed the vibrating toy against her sensitive clitoris. It was gentle, but enough to make her tremble and moan. The vibrations sent electric impulses through her body, making her toes curl. She was ready to lean back if it meant feeling good. Her body craved more, everything he wanted to give her.

“That’s it. See? I’ll take good care of you,” he praised her and gently pushed the tip of his cock against her entrance. The warm, smooth head parted her wet lips, testing her readiness. “God, you’re so wet. You’re so ready to be bred by me, aren’t you?” The dirty word sent a shock through her—forbidden and arousing at once.

“Yes! Yes please, I want it so badly!” She couldn’t feel any shame, not when she was rapidly approaching her orgasm. The vibrations on her clitoris, combined with the pressure of his head, were driving her toward madness. “Oooh!! I’m so close!” Her thighs trembled and pulled against the restraints. She was held fast, unable to escape the pleasure. The helplessness only intensified her desire.

He pulled the toy away just as her pussy began to flutter, once again holding her just before the cliff edge. The sudden loss of stimulation made her cry out. “You bastard!” she screamed in frustration, her voice rough with desire.

He laughed, the sound dark and possessive. “I’m sorry, I can’t help it! You’re fun,” he apologized by pressing the toy back against her clitoris and rubbing in gentle circles. The renewed contact almost lifted her off the surface. “I’m going to enter you now, okay?”

“Please! I can’t take any more teasing!” She desperately tried to move her pelvis against his cock but was held fast by the restraints. The straps cut gently into her skin, a sweet reminder of her captivity. “I-I’m coming!”

He pushed the tip in, and she felt her pussy close around him. “That’s it, come for me.” He coaxed her as he slowly let his cock slide into her. The feeling of being filled drove her over the edge and she came hard. Her body arched up as far as the restraints allowed. She could escape neither the intense feeling of the vibrator nor the sudden stretching or heat of his cock. He was definitely large, and she was grateful that her legs were spread so wide. He moaned as he sank deeper into her, only going deeper when he felt her pussy throb. “God, you feel so good. You’re taking my cock so well.”

She gasped, her orgasm slowly subsiding, leaving a warm pulsing in her lower abdomen. “S-See? I told you I could take all of you.”

“You haven’t yet.” What.

She looked down and felt a mixture of fear and excitement. He was a little more than halfway in, but she already felt so full, as if he was filling every corner of her insides. “Gods.” The word escaped her as a breathless whisper.

“I’m not allowed to come unless I’m all the way inside you, so we’ll continue slowly. It’ll be tight, but I know you can take all of me. Right?” He began rubbing the vibrator against her clitoris again. The combination of stretching and vibration made her eyes roll back. She moaned and let her head fall back. She needed him completely inside her. Feeling his bare length was intense and intoxicating, like a drug flowing through her veins. She was determined to take every inch of him.

She relaxed as best she could on his member and allowed him to penetrate deeper slowly but surely. Each inch sent new waves of pleasure through her. She was approaching another climax, and just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, he groaned and was completely inside her. The feeling of complete union took her breath away.

So filled, so full... She believed she would come if he moved just a little. “That’s it. You’ve taken all of him!” he praised, while increasing the intensity of the vibrator. The stronger vibrations almost made her scream. “Now that I’m completely inside you, you can come whenever you want.” She let out a sharp cry as her orgasm hit her violently. Her deepest core tingled and pulsed as she thought about how deep he was inside her, how he was doing this to breed her. Feeling every inch of him, clearly sensing his shape and every twitch inside her while she came was pure bliss.

She leaned back against the table, panting, as another orgasm subsided. Her body felt like molten metal, hot and malleable. She didn’t know how many more she could endure. “Ready to start?” He leaned forward to kiss her neck. His lips were warm and moist against her sweaty skin. She could only nod, unable to speak. “Good girl,” he praised her again and began a slow, steady rhythm, staying deep inside her.

“It feels so much better like this...” she gasped, her voice hoarse with desire. “I don’t know if I can ever go back.” The words came from a depth of her being she didn’t know existed.

“It’s incredible. You’re incredible,” he moaned against her neck, his hot breath making her shudder. “I’m trying to savor you, but it feels like you’re trying to milk me completely.”

“Oooh!” Her back arched and her legs pulled against the restraints, the sensation inside her becoming more intense. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body. “It’s so sensitive, it feels so good, but the feeling is so strong...”

“Shh, just relax, let that feeling continue to grow. It’s intense, but you can handle it, can’t you?” he whispered and gently kissed her ear. His lips against the sensitive skin made her tremble. “You’re taking me so well. You’re perfect for breeding.” His hands lovingly caressed her thighs and hips. Slowly he explored the curves of her body while thrusting deep inside her. His touch was so gentle and exploratory, as if he was trying to internalize every detail of her form. It sent shivers through her and made her skin quiver.

Her legs began to shake, the muscles tensing involuntarily. “I’m about to come...” she gasped. She couldn’t move, forced to feel the deep pleasure in its entirety. She wondered if her body could even withstand the intense orgasm he was leading her toward. Not that she had a choice now.

He pushed in deep and moaned, the sound raw and primal. “I can feel it. You’re gripping me so tight. Your pussy is so good.” He paused so both could enjoy the feeling of his hard pulsing member inside her while her body contracted around him. The pause was sweet torture. “I’m doing my best to prolong this first time, but if you come around me, I might not be able to hold back,” he confessed, as he began to thrust steadily again.

“Inside me...” she said loudly and let it wash over her that he was about to come inside her without protection. The thought of his hot essence pumping into her was intoxicating. It felt so hot and risky and right, her body trembling as her orgasm overwhelmed her. “I’m coming!”

“Ah damn..!” He dug his fingers into her thighs and pressed his hips firmly against hers. His touch would leave marks, little reminders of this moment. He held her tight while she writhed on the table and screamed in ecstasy with each pulse of her orgasm. He could no longer hold back and let go, allowing her tight pussy to milk him. She felt the flood of intense heat as his cock pumped inside her. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned like the pervert she was. She couldn’t go back, not when it felt so good to be filled with cum.

He groaned and continued moving his hips against her, his member as deep inside her as possible. “Damn, you’re so good. You’re taking it all, that’s a good girl...” Praises bubbled from his mouth as he came. “You take my cock so well, perfect little human for breeding...”

His pumping gradually slowed until it stopped, and both released the tension in their bodies with a sigh. For a moment, she heard only their heavy breathing and the throbbing of her heart in her chest. Her body felt heavy and satisfied, like after a long, warm bath. She couldn’t think clearly, her head was so foggy with good feelings that all she could do was lean back and giggle.

“What’s so funny?” he asked with humor in his voice.

“That was just... really, really good,” she giggled, her voice still breathless. “I wouldn’t have thought it would make such a big difference, but... wow.”

He laughed as he withdrew his hips and she felt painfully empty. The loss of his warmth made her moan. “I’m glad your first time was so good. Hopefully you’re ready for another round?”

“Y-You have more?” She looked at him incredulously. As she felt how much was flowing out of her – warm and sticky between her legs – she couldn’t imagine how he could possibly have more for her.

“Of course, we abstain from coming for over a week beforehand. We want to make sure you get pregnant.” He approached her head, his cock hanging tantalizingly close to her face. She could smell his scent – a mixture of his natural musk and their shared pleasure. “Perhaps you can help me prepare for round two?” His hand cupped her head and guided her mouth to his member. His other hand slid over the front of her exposed body, between her thighs and gently rubbed her sensitive pussy.

She flinched at the touch, still sensitive, but loved the warmth of his hand. Eagerly she opened her mouth and enjoyed the intoxicating, salty taste of his cock as it slid between her lips. The taste of herself on his skin was intense and forbidden. He moaned and gently moved his hips, using her tongue for his own pleasure as he grew hard again. “That’s good, you’re so obedient for me.”

His fingers circled slowly and gently around her clitoris, careful not to overstimulate her. Each touch sent small shocks through her. She tried in vain to move her hips against his hand to make him touch her more. She couldn’t move, but he seemed to understand what she wanted and pushed two fingers into her needy pussy. “Eager for more?”

“Mm hmm!” she moaned around his cock. His fingers weren’t enough; she needed more of his raw cock now. The emptiness inside her screamed for fulfillment. She whimpered and sucked on him earnestly, hoping he would fuck her more if she drove him crazy enough.

“Mmm... but your mouth feels so good...” he moaned. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her mouth deeper onto his cock. Both moaned at the feeling of his hard pulsing cock against her wet tongue. “Damn, that’s good.” His voice was rough with lust, and she knew she was driving him just as crazy as he was driving her.

She whimpered and looked up at him, her eyes begging him to fuck her, while she took as much of his cock into her mouth as she could. Tears of desperation gathered in the corners of her eyes—not from pain, but from pure greed. Her tongue circled his cockhead, sucking and licking as if she could convince him to finally take her through sheer devotion.

The look must have been convincing, as he pulled his cock from her mouth and bent down to give her a rough kiss. His tongue conquered her mouth with the same dominance with which he claimed her body. She tasted herself on his lips and moaned into the kiss.

He moved between her thighs again, this time leaning over her, framing her head with his arms as he climbed onto the table and positioned himself above her. His muscles tensed above her, drops of sweat falling from his chest onto her heated skin. “This is what you want, isn’t it?” He rubbed his hard length against her eager pussy, letting his head glide over her clit until she trembled beneath him.

“Please! I want it so badly. I need to feel you coming inside me again.” The words burst from her like a confession. She had no shame left; she was desperate to be used by this bull as his personal seed receptacle. Her hips lifted toward him, seeking more contact, more friction. She couldn’t imagine greater pleasure.

He positioned his cock at her entrance and pushed in slightly, teasing her with just the tip. “I’m going to fuck you hard this time and not stop until you’re pregnant. Understood?” His voice was a dark growl that vibrated through her entire body.

His smoldering gaze and dirty words short-circuited her brain, and she could only nod silently. Her pussy twitched around his head, trying to pull him deeper. Without hesitation, he buried his cock deep inside her, his heavy balls slapping against her as he penetrated to the hilt. The sudden pain mixed with overwhelming pleasure—he filled her so completely that she thought she would tear apart.

She let out a cry from the sudden sensations but barely had time to adjust before he started fucking her hard. Almost pulling all the way out before filling her completely again. Hard, fast, and steady. The table groaned beneath their bodies, the rhythmic thumping echoing through the room.

She moaned and writhed beneath him, the angle and strength of his thrusts almost too much. His cock was perfectly curved so that in this position, he hit her most sensitive spot over and over. Each thrust sent electricity through her nerves, making her gasp for air. Her orgasm built quickly and suddenly, and he didn’t even seem to notice. She cried out again and again as her body came hard around him, her walls desperately clutching him, but he didn’t stop thrusting.

“Damn, you feel incredible when you come. Keep doing that.” he commanded, as if she had the ability to refuse this request. His voice was rough with exertion, sweat dripping from his chin onto her breasts.

Her head was empty except for the begging voice in her mind breed me breed me breed me! She couldn’t think, she didn’t want to. The pleasure building in her body was the only thing she could think about, and the thick cock giving it to her. Pleas bubbled from her mouth: “Please! Yes! Damn, don’t stop! Yes, please, yes!” Her voice broke with each word, torn between pain and ecstasy.

“Damn, your body is just too good, I have to empty myself in you.” His breathing became heavy and his movements more irregular, his control crumbling. “Damn, it’s so good, you feel so good. I need to come, I need to fill you.” His fingers dug into the table at the sides of her head, and his cock stiffened even more. She felt him pulsing, knew he was close.

His trembling voice and deep thrusts made her head spin with desire, and she surrendered to the breathtaking pleasure. “Oh God!” She arched her body into his and let her orgasm strike like lightning, each pulse making her want to both move away and desperately hold onto him. So strong and so intense, she pulled hard at the restraints as her legs tried to automatically close to protect her from the intensity of it all. White spots danced before her eyes.

“Yes! That’s it!” He thrust into her deepest parts and held himself there, letting his cock pump in rhythm with her orgasm. She felt every hot surge of his seed filling her womb. “That’s it, let yourself be bred well by me. Take my seed.” Dirty words fell from him as he filled her. He pressed against her until he truly had nothing more to give before sighing and leaning exhausted against her body.

Neither of them could say anything for a moment as they gasped for air. Her heart was hammering so loudly that she was sure he could hear it. The sweet afterglow of pleasure hung heavy in the air, mingled with the scent of sweat and sex. Finally, she broke their silence with a small laugh: “My God. You’re really good at this.”

He laughed with her and sat up to unfasten her arm restraints. His fingers were surprisingly gentle as they stroked over her reddened wrists. “Thank you very much. I’m glad you’re satisfied.” With a click, she could pull her arms back to her sides. A thousand needles pricked her muscles as the blood flowed back. “You were exceptionally good yourself. A natural talent, if this was truly your first time.” He smirked and slowly freed her legs from the restraints. “Any pain here? I’d be happy to massage them if you’d like.” He ran his hands over her trembling thighs, making her shiver.

“I feel... indescribable...” She sighed and closed her eyes, simply letting her body relax. The deep throbbing she felt was a welcome sensation, evidence of the wonderful time she had experienced. His seed slowly seeped out of her, a warm reminder of what they had shared. “I hope I get to experience this again soon.”

He leaned down and covered her body with gentle kisses, while carefully massaging her legs. His lips found every bruise, every reddened spot, kissing them tenderly. “I hope to see you again too. We’ll find out soon if I’ve fulfilled my task properly, won’t we?”

That tingling feeling spread through her belly again as she focused on the sensation of his seed dripping out of her. Such a mess, but she didn’t care at all. The warm feeling of his filling inside her made her smile.

“I hope so.” She let out a happy sigh. Although..., she thought to herself, if it didn’t work, you get to experience all this again! Actually a win-win situation. Her hand wandered to her belly, gently stroking the spot where new life might already be growing.


Chapter 4
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The evening feigned innocence. As if it were merely dipping gently into the city, shadow by shadow, until everything was wrapped in soft silence. Tina lay on her back in bed, in that familiar hollow of her mattress that her body had shaped over the years. The window stood slightly ajar, and the autumn breeze carried scents of dampness, iron, and moist foliage inside. Somewhere, a wheel rattled over the pavement. A tram hummed in the distance, as if life were taking its course while she herself paused. Her fingers played with the hem of her nightgown, a soft cotton fabric that felt like a second skin.

She placed her hand on her lower abdomen. No real bulge, merely a suggestion, an awareness beneath the skin. Yet she perceived it, this barely noticeable buoyancy, like a gentle current surging from within against her palm and ebbing away again. Her abdomen glowed peculiarly in her perception, as if someone had kindled a tiny, invisible flame within it.

Warmth. A tingling without name. A vibration, as if her body had begun to communicate after she had silenced it for so long. The warmth spread like honey, viscous and golden, through her veins seeped a feeling she couldn’t name – a mixture of awe and quiet desire.

The blanket enveloped her legs, and the fabric gently caressed the skin of her thighs. She breathed deeply. Vanilla. Jasmine. A hint of something foreign that didn’t belong to her dwelling. It had clung to her, as if the day refused to fade, as if it had decided to move in with her. Tina nestled her smile into the pillow, surprised by its tenderness.

It wasn’t that crooked, embarrassed smile she practiced in the mirror each morning; it sprang from a place behind the solar plexus, where nervousness, doubt, and questions like “Am I too much?” or “Am I not enough?” usually dwelled. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric, a reaction that surprised and aroused her simultaneously.

She slid her right arm under her head and gazed at the ceiling. In the half-darkness, the fine cracks appeared like routes on an atlas. If she wanted, she could trace a path with the finger of her thoughts: from the window to the wardrobe, a detour over the lamp, then down to the bed, across the cloth to her belly. She kept returning there. When her palm rose and fell, it seemed as if the world beneath that hand was being renegotiated. Her fingers began to draw slow circles, barely perceptible, as if she were stroking a sleeping animal that might awaken at any moment.

“It was right,” she whispered. The words floated warmly between her lips. She was somewhat startled by how effortlessly they emerged. Before, she had carried decisions like pebbles in her mouth, angular, burdensome, too bulky to swallow. Tonight they melted, became supple, transformed into liquid. Her tongue ran over her lower lip, tasting the aftertaste of her own certainty.

Of course, her mind still clamored, as minds do, having structured for years: lists, overviews, pros-and-cons columns. She saw herself sitting at the dining table, twenty-one days ago, with a pen gliding over a graph paper: affordable? safe? reputable? moral? In each row, she had drawn two boxes.

There were days when the counterarguments bore more crosses, days when the affirmations rejoiced. And then there was this morning in the kitchen, when she turned on the kettle and the little light inside flared up like a sunrise in metal. In that moment, she knew it in a way that didn’t fit into columns. Her free hand wandered to her chest, feeling the fierce beating of her heart through the fabric.

Tina closed her eyelids. Her body was heavy and yet buoyant, as if it rested on the back of a great being that breathed evenly. It cradled her without moving, solely through the memory of a rhythm that still echoed in her pelvis. The tingling was no longer a nervous prickling; it possessed the quality of a shallow, warm brook over whose pebbly bottom one walks barefoot. Gentle, languid, serene, but inevitable. Between her thighs, moisture gathered, a silent response of her body to thoughts she barely dared to think.

Above the wardrobe, a sound gurgled briefly in the pipes. She half sat up, propped herself on her elbows, and then shrugged with a smile. Her apartment was never completely silent; it was a living organism of wood, radiators, leaves in the window frame. Tonight she was allowed to coexist, to breathe along. She pulled the blanket down to her waist and examined her belly in the twilight. No discernible change, of course not. It would have remained hidden from a stranger’s eye. But she herself felt it: a quieter heartbeat, an outpost of the heart that had quartered itself in her belly. She placed her fingers as if wanting to feel a melody. Her skin glowed under the touch, as if she had a fever, but it was a pleasant heat coming from within.

“No ordinary man could have given me this gift,” she thought, feeling neither arrogant nor theatrical. It was simply a statement, as matter-of-fact as: This night is a night. This body is a body. And yet the words shimmered like lukewarm rain. Not because other men were deficient or inadequate, but because this represented something different: an interplay that lay outside her previous map. Here there were no old street names, no traffic lights that always turned red at the same corners. Here lay unknown terrain. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily, as if wanting to hold onto the memory of that sterile clinic, of the professional hands that had helped her.

She remembered the eyes of the nurse in the hallway – exhausted, bright, understanding. The careful nod that conveyed more than any comforting sentence. She remembered the scent of the corridor, the closed doors behind which life was more intense than outside on the streets. But she didn’t linger long on these images. The evening didn’t call for retrospection, but for what was happening inside her right now. Her fingers slid deeper, found the warm spot between her legs where everything gathered – hope, desire, the sweet certainty of accomplishment.

The clock on the nightstand showed a 21 that looked as if it were about to fall asleep. Its hands moved carefully. Each tick was like a drop on a canvas that would otherwise have been empty. Tina felt how fatigue descended like a heavy blanket, without crushing her. She let her eyes close again. Her belly remained under her hand, as if it would feel insecure otherwise. There was a rustling in the courtyard. Somewhere a cat wailed; she heard the thin, plaintive meow and felt strangely connected for a moment with all living things. Her fingers moved more slowly, circling around that sensitive spot that began to pulse under her touch.

“If I cry now, it's not out of fear,” she thought, and almost laughed because her body actually sent a tear impulse to her eyes. It vanished as quickly as it had appeared. Instead, a calm joy flowed through her, not dramatic, not exuberant. It was the kind of joy that makes houseplants thrive when you barely notice. Her breathing deepened, grew heavier, as her fingers played a familiar melody on her skin.

Her mobile phone vibrated on the nightstand. A message from Jana: “Made it home okay? Let me know.” Tina reached for it, typed: “Yes. All good. More later. ♥” She placed the phone on the book that had been lying half-open for days, and thought: later – this word had suddenly taken on a color. It was no longer a postponement with a bitter aftertaste, but a promise. Her hand immediately returned to her body, as if it had been homesick for her own skin.

The apartment breathed again. The darkness grew until only the silhouette of the window frame shimmered. Her hand still rested on her lower abdomen, but her fingers wandered, drawing circles, as if wanting to remind the skin how soothing touch could be. With each small movement, she perceived the response beneath, an echo that didn't come from muscles, more like a quiet coordination, as when an orchestra begins to tune behind a curtain. No single note is beautiful – but together they create anticipation. Her other hand slid under her nightgown, found the taut skin of her breasts, which responded sensitively to every touch.

“I have made my decision,” she spoke into the darkness, “and the decision now has a form.” It didn't feel like she had slammed a door behind her. Rather, as if she had opened windows. Air flowed through rooms she had forgotten. In a corner of her consciousness, a drawer began to rattle, where she had long ago put away discarded dreams: motherhood, yes – but not the kind that smiled in glossy brochures. Hers. One she wasn't prepared for and yet welcomed. Her fingers found the rhythm of her heartbeat, transferred it to her skin, until her entire body seemed to vibrate in this tempo.

She allowed the imagination without negotiating it: a small hand. A gaze that doesn't resemble hers, and precisely because of that, loving. A voice that might find a different sound. Not now, not today, perhaps not even soon. But someday – “later” – in this color that was new in her existence. The warmth between her legs intensified, as if her body already wanted to taste this future.

Footsteps echoed in the stairwell. A key turned. A neighbor laughed softly, then a door closed. From the kitchen came the thought of making tea. Warm water. A mug between her hands. She remained lying down. She needed nothing except this quiet pulsing that warmed her from within. The hunger she felt was peculiar: it wasn't for food, not for sounds, not for a movie. It was a longing for time, not faster, but deeper. Like a diver who doesn't swim further out, but glides into the depths at the same spot and discovers things invisible from the shore. Her fingers now moved more purposefully, found that spot that began to come alive under her touch.

Tina pulled the blanket up a bit higher, until she could only feel her belly through the fabric. The tingling didn't weaken because of this; it only changed its tone, became more intense, fuller. In this darkness lurked no frightening secret. It was more like a velvet curtain that absorbed everything harsh, the sharp contours of the day, the blinding headlights of obligation. Under the blanket, her touch became more intimate, more urgent, as if she were giving herself a gift – the first of many that would come.

The thoughts fell silent one after another. First the question of what others might think. Then whether she was strong enough. Then what would happen if it didn't... She interrupted the sentence within herself; not out of superstition, but out of affection. There were things that could remain without punctuation tonight. She breathed in, held the air for a moment, felt the gentle stretch, breathed out. And again. Like a wave that came and went without haste.

Her lips formed a silent thank you. To whom? To something. To that which was greater than her. Or smaller. Or both. It was irrelevant. What mattered was that gratitude penetrated her bones, as if she had finally found a chair that didn't wobble.

She thought about the years before, when she had treated her body like a project: keep fit, optimize, improve, design efficiently. Step counters, pulse zones, calorie charts. Today the body wasn't a project. Today it was a landscape. One could wander in it, barefoot, leisurely, without aim, and it would still harmonize. Every tree stood in its place, every stone possessed meaning. When the wind came up, the blades of grass bent, and when it subsided, they straightened again.

She noticed how quiet it had become. Outside, yes – but especially inside her. Even her heart seemed to have taken a seat in a deck chair and was letting the sun shine on its closed eyelids. The warmth in her lower abdomen was the sun; the eyelids were her belly. She had to smile involuntarily at the image, so childlike and yet so apt.

Her hand still rested where the warmth pulsed most intensely. Not moving, just present. The fingertips registered every tiny change – how the skin relaxed under her touch, how the tissue beneath became softer, more receptive. As if her body were extending an invitation that she was only now beginning to understand.

She could have turned on the light to get her notebook from the nightstand. Capture thoughts before they fade. But she sensed: This night needed no notes. It needed only the certainty that it existed – not on paper, but within her. A story that was intended only for what wanted to germinate inside her.

“I will protect you,” she whispered. To whom this “you” was addressed remained suspended. Perhaps to her belly, perhaps to what might one day grow there, perhaps to herself. These were the words she had craved as a little girl when the darkness became overwhelming. Now she was the one who could speak them. The words wrapped around her like a protective second blanket.

The exhaustion returned, more intense this time. Her body reported with a pleasant heaviness in all limbs. A gentle pulling in the depths, not pain, more a signal that something was working there, quietly, focused, unobserved. She imagined how, in a hidden laboratory beneath her skin, tiny points of light lit up like fireflies: here a signal, there a reception, a greeting, a beginning that needed neither fanfare nor announcement.

Her fingers moved imperceptibly, barely more than a whisper. The touch was so gentle that she wondered if she was only imagining it. Yet her body responded immediately—a quiet trembling that radiated from her center and spread in waves through her limbs. She bit her lower lip, not from pain, but from a mixture of amazement and reverence for the intensity of this simple gesture.

There was no need to explain herself. Neither to the world nor to the strict authorities in her head. Where the judge’s bench usually stood, today there was a park bench by a lake. One could dangle one’s legs in the water, even if the toes got cold. One could simply be. One could linger without calling it waiting.

The rain began, hesitantly at first, then more steadily. It hit the windowpane with the gentle persistence of someone who knows their timelessness. The sound filled the room like a second breath. Her belly rose, her chest fell, the drops counted in a foreign language. Tina turned her head so that the cool side of the pillow touched her cheek.

The coolness of the pillow contrasted sharply with the heat gathering beneath the blanket. Her body seemed to harbor two different climate zones—above, the refreshing clarity of night; below, the humid warmth of a greenhouse where something precious was thriving. She let her free hand glide over her ribs, feeling how her skin tightened under her own touch.

“Right,” she thought again. The word was clear like fresh spring water. Without aftertaste, without bubbles, without a lemon slice on the rim of the glass. Right, because it belonged to her, not because some external standard had rated it as “good.” Right, because her body had recognized it as right, tentatively at first, then with more certainty. Right, because the tingling didn’t subside over time but grew deeper, a resonance instead of a fleeting spark.

She imagined how in a few days the doubts might return, how everyday life with its phone calls, its bills, its schedules would tug at her again. That was okay. On this evening, she didn’t need to hold onto anything; only let go, so that the new could find space. Some decisions don’t ripen in a day, but they begin on an evening like this: quiet enough to be perceived.

Her fingers found again that spot that seemed to bloom under her attention. This time the touch was more conscious, more purposeful. She felt her breath deepen, her lips part to inhale the warm air under the blanket. The scent of her own arousal rose to her nostrils—salty, sweet, unmistakably feminine. A scent that belonged to her and that she allowed herself to love.

The rain persisted. The city softened. Tina brought her fingers together once more, as if wanting to hold a note on an invisible instrument. Then she let her hand rest. Her shoulders sank deeper into the mattress. The skin on her belly felt under the blanket like a bowl harboring something warm. No ordinary man could have given her this sensation. Not because ordinary was inferior, but because this wasn’t about “ordinary.” It was about the different, the foreign, that which had no name on her map and yet lay exactly where her inner compass pointed.

“Thank you,” she breathed, and this time the fatigue was a wave that gently washed her ashore. The pulse in her lower abdomen didn’t answer with words. It was answer enough. Outside, a late streetcar rumbled. Inside her, her belly hummed. And in between lay she, between two quiet sounds, slipping over into a slumber that didn’t forget, but preserved.

End


Bonus-Inhalt

Zuchtbullen und Hucows

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale

Nach einer weiteren anstrengenden Schicht in der Arzneimittelfabrik schlurfte Jörn zurück zu seiner heruntergekommenen Wohnung, die ihm mittlerweile wie ein Gefängnis vorkam. Die Müdigkeit klebte an ihm wie eine zweite Haut, schwer und unerbittlich, während sein Rücken sich leicht unter dem Gewicht des monotonen Alltags krümmte und ihm ein unangenehmes Ziehen bereitete.

Mit dreiunddreißig Jahren war er noch jung, doch das Leben hatte ihm bereits seine Spuren hinterlassen. Seine kurzen, dunkelblonden Haare waren zerzaust, und seine blauen Augen, einst voller Glanz und Lebensfreude, blickten nun oft leer und verloren in die Ferne. Die leicht füllige Figur zeugte von einem Mangel an Bewegung und der ständigen Versuchung, sich mit ungesundem Essen zu trösten.

Seine Lebenslust schien irgendwo auf dem Weg zwischen den drückenden Fabrikwänden und seinem einsamen Heim verloren gegangen zu sein. Freunde hatte er nur wenige, und die wenigen, die er hatte, waren oft mit ihren eigenen Problemen beschäftigt, sodass er sich in seinen Gedanken immer weiter isolierte. Keine Ehefrau, keine Kinder — nur die Stille seiner Wohnung, die ihn manchmal erdrückte. Seine sozialen Kontakte beliefen sich aufs absolute Minimum, gerade genug, um nicht vollkommen zu vereinsamen. Er war ein Mann, der allein gegen die Zeit ankämpfte, gefangen in einem Kreislauf der Monotonie und des inneren Kampfes, und sich dabei jeden Tag ein Stück mehr verlor.

Der schwach beleuchtete Flur dehnte sich vor ihm aus, als er zwei junge Frauen bemerkte, die lässig an der Wand in der Nähe seiner Wohnungstür lehnten. Ihre Stimmen flüsterten wie ein ferner Windhauch durch den düsteren Gang. Die eine, in einem schwarzen Tanktop mit weißen Totenkopf-Motiven, hatte langes, tiefschwarzes Haar, das elegant über ihre Schultern fiel. Jörn konnte nicht anders, als ihr einen interessierten Blick zuzuwerfen. Sie war attraktiv, aber vielleicht ein wenig zu jung für seinen Geschmack.

Als er sich näherte, erkannte er die zweite Frau: Emily Johnson. Seine junge Nachbarin. Ihre leuchtend roten Locken fielen wie Flammen über ihren zierlichen Körper, der kaum 1,50 m groß und mit einem schlanken, fast zerbrechlichen Körperbau ausgestattet war, mit einem knackigen Hintern und kleinen, festen Brüsten. Ihr Gesicht war anziehend, die smaragdgrünen Augen strahlten unergründliche Tiefen aus, doch dahinter verbargen sich Hass und Verachtung.

Emily war leider ein echtes Miststück. Jahre voller Spannungen und bitterer Blicke hatten ihre Begegnungen geprägt. Für sie war Jörn nichts weiter als ein Perverser, ein Schatten, der in ihrem Leben lauerte. Nicht, dass er sie jemals belästigt hätte. Doch einmal, vor langer Zeit, hatte sie ihn gesehen – nur in Unterwäsche. Ein heißer Tag, Wasserdampf, eine geöffnete Tür, und die kleine Emily kam im denkbar ungünstigsten Moment vorbei.

Seitdem brodelte das Misstrauen zwischen ihnen wie ein schwelendes Feuer. Jörn unternahm alles, um Begegnungen zu entgehen. Doch an diesem Abend kreuzten sich ihre Wege. Die Überraschung war auf beiden Seiten spürbar. Emily und Jörn sahen sich an, beide unsicher, wie sie reagieren sollten.

Emily kniff die Augen zusammen, und ein Funke des Zorns blitzte über ihr Gesicht. »Was hast du hier zu suchen, perverses Stück Dreck!« Ihre Stimme zerriss die Stille des Flurs wie ein scharfes Messer. Jörn spürte den Schweiß auf seiner Stirn, seine Kehle war trocken. »Ich... will einfach nur nach Hause,« murmelte er, ein Hauch von Verteidigung in seiner Stimme, der kläglich klang. Doch Emily lachte nur, ein hämisches, lautes Gelächter, das in seinem Kopf widerhallte. »Du lügst, und das wissen wir beide. Du bist nur hier, um mich anzustarren!«

Die Anspannung war greifbar, wie ein Seil, das sich immer weiter anspannt, kurz davor zu reißen. Jörn wollte nur weg, Abstand gewinnen. Er war nicht auf einen Streit aus, nicht nach einem langen Arbeitstag wie diesem. Wortlos, mit gesenktem Blick, eilte er an den beiden jungen Frauen vorbei, öffnete hastig die Tür zu seiner Wohnung und schlug sie mit einem dumpfen Geräusch hinter sich zu. Emilys höhnisches Lachen drang durch die dünne Holzschicht.

»Vergiss nicht, du Spinner! Komm mir noch einmal zu nahe, und ich mache dir das Leben zur Hölle!« Emilys Stimme war scharf, schneidend und durchdrang die Dunkelheit seiner Wohnung. Jörn fühlte sich bloßgestellt und machtlos, wie ein Tier in der Falle. Er hätte sie anschreien wollen, hätte ihr all seinen aufgestauten Frust entgegen brüllen können. Aber was hätte es gebracht? Am Ende würde es nur noch mehr Probleme machen.

Schweigend zog er Jacke und Schuhe aus, ließ sich auf das Sofa fallen. Die Dunkelheit seiner Wohnung umarmte ihn, bedrückend und einsam. Er schaltete den Fernseher ein, ließ sich von den Bildern einlullen, ablenken, nur weg von der Realität, weg von Emily.

Jörn ließ den Blick über die flimmernden Bilder auf dem Bildschirm schweifen. Seine Gedanken schweiften ab, verloren in der Trägheit seines eigenen Lebens. Nachdem er durch ein paar Programme gezappt hatte, blieb er an einer Dokumentation hängen. Ein altbekanntes Thema, doch immer wieder von morbider Faszination: die Hucows und ihre Rolle in der Gesellschaft.

Es handelte sich um einen veralteten Dokumentarfilm, mit grobkörnigen Bildern, der die düsteren Praktiken der zeitgenössischen Landwirtschaft beleuchtete. »Im Jahr 2083...«, begann der Sprecher mit gleichmäßiger Stimme, »…gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe, die im Durchschnitt einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb halten. Das bedeutet, dass etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft leben. Ihr Zweck: die Erzeugung von Milch- und Fleischprodukten für die Menschheit.«

Jörn lehnte sich zurück, seine Augen halb geschlossen, während die Worte des Sprechers durch den Raum hallten. Die Fakten klangen wie ein Echo aus der Vergangenheit, vertraut und doch immer wieder erschütternd. »Nachdem mehrere Epidemien das Aussterben der Viehbestände zur Folge hatten, entschied sich die Menschheit, auf menschliche Produkte zurückzugreifen. Die zunehmende Überbevölkerung machte es unabwendbar.«

Jörns Gedanken wanderten weiter. Er dachte an seine Kindheit, an die Gedanken, die er verdrängt hatte, die Träume, die er nie verwirklichen konnte. Der Bildschirm präsentierte Bilder von Frauen, einst Menschen, nun herabgesetzt zu Nutztieren. »Jedes Jahr...«, setzte der Sprecher fort, »…wird eine Verlosung unter den achtzehnjährigen Frauen abgehalten, um festzulegen, wer künftig der Menschheit dienen wird. Die Auserwählten werden ab diesem Moment als Kälber bezeichnet. Ihnen werden sämtliche Rechte entzogen.«

Die Abscheulichkeit dieser Praxis war erschütternd, doch Jörn konnte nicht leugnen, dass ein Teil von ihm fasziniert war. Seine Augen waren förmlich am Bildschirm gefesselt, während die Kamera eine Reihe von Kälbern zeigte, geimpft, mit Strichcodes versehen, bereit für die Versteigerung. »Die Betriebe beurteilen die Skelettstruktur, den Fleischanteil und die Brustgröße. Anschließend werden die gesunden Kälber verkauft.«

»Da im Jahr 2067 die Nachfrage jedoch weiterhin nicht durch die in Gefangenschaft geborenen Frauen gedeckt werden konnte und weiter anstieg, wurde seitdem jährlich eine Lotterie unter den achtzehnjährigen Frauen in jedem Land durchgeführt, um festzulegen, wer künftig der Menschheit dienen würde. Um es scheinbar gerechter zu gestalten und Unmut in der Bevölkerung zu verhindern, wurden immer wieder Frauen ohne Hucow-Vorfahren unter die ausgewählten Frauen gemischt. So versuchten die Regierungen zu verschleiern, dass der Großteil der ausgelosten Mädchen in Wirklichkeit gezielt ausgesucht wurde.

Nachkommen, deren Mütter Hucows waren, hatten in der Regel einen deutlich niedrigeren IQ als der Durchschnitt. Mädchen, die in der Schule eine geheime Quote nicht erreichten, wurden automatisch ausgewählt. Außerdem erbten weibliche Nachkommen häufig die physischen Merkmale ihrer Mütter, was den Umwandlungsprozess vereinfachte und sie zu produktiveren Hucows machte.

Frauen, die in der Lotterie ausgewählt wurden, erhalten ab diesem Moment die Bezeichnung «Kälber». Sie verlieren sämtliche Menschenrechte und sind nichts weiter als Nutztiere. Innerhalb weniger Tage werden sie geimpft und mit einem Barcode auf der Rückseite ihres Nackens versehen, um die Identifikation zu erleichtern. Sobald diese Verfahren abgeschlossen sind, werden sie zum Verkauf angeboten.

Die großen Farmen sind ständig auf der Suche nach hochwertigem Vieh. Sie bewerten die Skelettstruktur, die Fleischausbeute der Hucows, ihr gesundes Erscheinungsbild und die Größe ihrer Brüste. Die Kälber werden dann nacheinander versteigert. Zunächst an die Farmen, die übrigen direkt an die Schlachthöfe. Dies betraf in der Regel übergewichtige oder zu kleine und dünne Frauen sowie Kälber mit verschiedenen Krankheiten.

Neu erworbene Kälber, die von den Hucow-Farmen gekauft wurden, erhielten eine spezielle Behandlung, um ihre Aggressivität zu zügeln und sie gefügig zu machen. Sie wurden mit Medikamenten versorgt, um ihr Verhalten und ihr äußeres Erscheinungsbild zu verändern. Zudem wurden ihre Fersen gekürzt, sodass sie niemals wieder auf zwei Beinen gehen konnten.

Danach erhielten sie energiereiche Nahrung, die optimal auf Hucows abgestimmt ist. Ungefähr ein Jahr nach ihrer Umwandlung zu Kälbern erlebten sie ihre erste Zucht-Session. In der Regel wurden sie einem Zuchtbullen zugeführt, der einer speziellen Behandlung unterzogen worden war.

Ähnlich wie bei der Transformation einer Hucow, doch um ein Vielfaches gefährlicher. Nur wenige Kandidaten wurden letztendlich zu Zuchtbullen. Diese waren normalerweise deutlich muskulöser als ihre weiblichen Pendants. Die besten Zuchtbullen können täglich bis zu drei Hucows decken. Die Dokumentation zeigte einen Bullen, einen kräftigen Mann, dessen Körper von Muskeln geprägt war.

»Im Gegensatz zu anderen Zuchttieren weisen Hucows eine höhere Befruchtungsrate durch natürliche Paarung auf. Bullen verfügen über Penisse, die die gesamte Länge der Vagina des Weibchens ausfüllen können. Dies steigert die Wahrscheinlichkeit einer erfolgreichen Kopulation. Die Erfolgsquote natürlicher Paarungen variierte jedoch von Fall zu Fall und lag typischerweise bei etwa fünfunddreißig Prozent.

Aus diesem Grund war es erforderlich, dass die Hucow drei- bis viermal mit dem Bullen gepaart wurde. Einige Wochen nach der ersten Paarung wurden die Hucows untersucht, um festzustellen, ob eine Trächtigkeit eingetreten war. Nach einer Tragzeit von etwa neun Monaten ist das neue Kalb zur Geburt bereit. Die neugeborenen Kälber werden einige Tage nach der Geburt von ihren Müttern getrennt. Nach der ersten Geburt beginnen die Mutterkühe mit dem Melken. Von diesem Zeitpunkt an wurden die Kühe bis zu ihrem Lebensende gemolken.

Die Hucows, die zur Schlachtung bestimmt sind, haben eine geringere Qualität, weshalb ihr Fleisch zur Herstellung von verarbeitetem Fleisch und Tiermehl verwendet wird. Einhundertachtundsechzig Millionen Kilogramm Fleisch werden jährlich von Düngemitteln über medizinische Produkte bis hin zu Baumaterialien verarbeitet. Viele Produkte werden aus Rohstoffen gefertigt, die von Hucows stammen. Es handelte sich um eine domestizierte Ressource, die für die moderne Gesellschaft unverzichtbar war. Mehr als ein paar Jahre nach ihrer Umwandlung in eine Hucow war es den Frauen nicht vergönnt.«

Jörn spürte, wie eine Mischung aus Ekel und Erregung in ihm aufstieg. Die Vorstellung, Kontrolle über diese Frauen zu haben, ihnen ihren Platz zuzuweisen – es war ein Gedanke, den er verdrängt hatte, der aber nun wieder in seinem Kopf aufstieg. Er dachte an Emily. Wie würde es wohl sein, wenn sie dasselbe Schicksal erwartete?

Jörn lächelte, versank in den Vorstellungen, in den Erinnerungen an seine eigenen Sehnsüchte. »Was, wenn ich einer dieser Stiere wäre?« Der Gedanke brannte sich in sein Gedächtnis, schlich sich durch seine Adern wie ein Gift, das ihn sowohl abstoßend als auch anziehend empfand.

Er schloss die Augen, stellte sich vor, wie sein eigener Körper sich veränderte – muskulöse Arme, ein mächtiger Brustkorb, harte Bauchmuskeln, starke Oberschenkel. Seine Fantasie übernahm das Ruder, trieb ihn tiefer in die Vorstellung. Sein Schwanz, gewaltig und steinhart, bereit, in jedes Weibchen einzudringen, das ihm zugewiesen wurde. In seiner Vorstellung stand Emily vor ihm, ihr Körper verändert, kurvig, die Brüste prall und voll von Milch. Ihr Blick – leer und ergeben. Die Kontrolle, die er über sie hätte, die Macht, sie zu seinem Eigentum zu machen…

Jörns Atem beschleunigte sich. Sein Herz raste, während er unbewusst seine Hand zu seinem Reißverschluss führte. Der Gedanke, Emily, die ihn so verachtete, in eine Hucow zu verwandeln, erfüllte ihn mit einem fiebrigen Verlangen. »Sie verdient es nicht anders«, flüsterte eine Stimme in seinem Kopf.

In seiner Fantasie würde sie vor ihm knien, bereit für die Paarung. Er stellte sich vor, wie er ihren Körper an sich zog, wie sie unter ihm bebte, wie ihre winzigen Brüste sich unter seinen rauen Händen verformten und wie ihr einst so stolzer Blick sich in unterwürfige Leere verwandelte.

Sein Griff um seinen Schwanz wurde fester, während er sich dem Höhepunkt näherte. Jörns Fantasie überrollte ihn wie eine Welle, mächtig und unwiderstehlich. In seinen Gedanken sah er sich, wie er Emily bestieg, sie schwängerte, ihren Körper markierte. Sie war im richtigen Alter, würde dieses Jahr an der Lotterie teilnehmen. Wenn sie gezogen wurde, war ihr Schicksal besiegelt.

Sie würde zu einem Hucow werden, gehorsam und voll von seiner Saat. Er würde sie täglich decken, ihren zierlichen Leib mit seinen Nachkommen füllen, bis ihre einst flachen Brüste vor Milch schwollen und ihr Bauch sich rundete.

Schließlich stieß er einen langen, keuchenden Seufzer aus, als er kam, die klebrige Hitze des Spermas spritzte in seine Hand, verschmutzte seine Hose. Er atmete schwer, erschöpft und doch seltsam befriedigt. Die Dunkelheit seiner Fantasie schwand langsam, ließ ihn in der trostlosen Realität zurück.

Als er die Augen öffnete, warf der Fernseher ein kaltes Licht in den Raum. Eine Werbeanzeige für das Roseninstitut lief gerade über den Bildschirm. »Melden Sie sich noch heute an, um ein Zuchtbulle zu werden!« Jörns Blick verharrte auf den Bildern von muskulösen Männern und den Hucows, die unter ihnen knieten. Was wäre, wenn…? Der Gedanke kehrte zurück, lauter und eindringlicher als zuvor.

Jörn wollte etwas verändern. Sein jetziges Leben war ein Abgrund, eine endlose Schleife aus Monotonie und Selbstverachtung. Vielleicht war es an der Zeit, einen neuen Weg einzuschlagen. Etwas in ihm erwachte, ein Funken Entschlossenheit, ein Verlangen nach Kontrolle, nach Bedeutung.

»Was wäre, wenn ich mich anmelde?« dachte er, während er sich auf dem Sofa aufrichtete. Unzählige Unsicherheiten durchzogen ihn, doch gleichzeitig verspürte er ein merkwürdiges Gefühl der Entschlossenheit in seiner Brust. Er hatte genug von diesem Dasein. Die Sonne versank hinter der Silhouette der Stadt, und die Nacht legte sich wie ein Schleier über sein Gesicht. Tief in seinem Inneren war sich Jörn bewusst: Er benötigte eine Veränderung – eine drastische Veränderung. Vielleicht war dies seine Chance, endlich Macht zu erlangen, Respekt zu erfahren und seinen wahren Platz in dieser Welt zu finden. Als Der Zuchtbulle, gefürchtet und begehrt zugleich.

Weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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