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John Reed lay stretched out on a cold, metallic surface when he suddenly awoke. His body was tense, adrenaline racing through his veins. He blinked into the pale, alien environment bathed in faint light streaming from invisible sources. The chamber he found himself in was small and surrounded by tall glass walls. As far as his eye could see, endless chambers lined up next to each other, like a distorted mirror world. 

The air was foreign, devoid of all familiar scents, replaced by a sterile, synthetic fragrance that lingered unpleasantly in his nose. Panic crept up inside him, dense and suffocating. It wafted like smoke, searching for clues—but in vain. Before him loomed a massive glass column that ended in a ceiling of frosted glass. The silence was oppressive. John felt cut off from everything familiar. What kind of place was this? What had happened? Who had brought him here? Why? 

The questions raged through his head, a swarm of angry thoughts demanding answers. But it was more than physical captivity—it was the feeling of complete isolation. The impression of being detached from the world weighed heavily on him. John could hear the pounding of his own heartbeat, loud and reverberating, as if the echo of his fear filled the room. 

He tried to sit up, but his body refused to obey. His legs and limbs remained motionless. He could only move his head. The cold surface beneath him intensified the feeling of helplessness. He was trapped in his own body. 

“John Reed, wake up.” The voice made him flinch. Deep, resonant, and female. He startled, his eyes hastily scanning the chamber. Above him hovered a luminous figure, detaching itself from the glass ceiling. She glided down as if gravity had no influence on her. Her movements were graceful and fluid as she approached him. John couldn’t take his eyes off her sublime appearance. Her alabaster skin shimmered slightly bioluminescent, and her eyes were deep violet pools, full of ancient wisdom, much too deep for someone who appeared so young. 

She wore a tight-fitting bodysuit that accentuated her slender figure and emphasized each of her curves. A single strand of peach-colored hair had escaped from the strict ponytail and framed her face, like a delicate tendril reaching toward the sky. 

“I am the Mistress of Breeding Bulls,” she introduced herself. Her voice was calm and clear, breaking the silence of the chamber like a gentle breeze. “You were chosen, John Reed. You are the last hope for the survival of our species.” 

The man struggled to process what he heard. “What do you mean?” he whispered, as if using his voice for the first time. “I was chosen for what?” John stared at the woman in disbelief. His mind was spinning in a whirlpool of confusion and fear. 

“Our world, John Reed, has reached a point of desperation. Centuries of selective breeding have created a genetic dead end that leaves us with only female offspring. We are desperately searching for a solution to restore balance to our population. This is where you come in.” The Mistress paused, letting her words sink in before continuing. 

“Your imperfect genetic heritage, John Reed, is the perfect match for the ideal male specimen we need. Your DNA will be used to create a new generation of men who can restore balance to our society. You will father hundreds of children, thus ensuring the continued existence of our species.” 

John stared at the Mistress in disbelief, trying to comprehend the magnitude of what she was telling him. How could this be possible? “Are you serious?” he mumbled, still struggling to find his voice. 

“No joke, John Reed, you are in the year 2867.” The man didn’t know how to react to such a revelation. “If that’s true, how did I get here?” The Mistress looked at him with her penetrating violet eyes, her gaze unwavering. “You are a direct replica of a man born in 1990,” she explained calmly. 

“How did you do that?” John asked incredulously. The Mistress gave him a faint smile before answering. 

“We cannot travel to the past to bring a person from there into the future, but we can copy them exactly, John Reed. You are a clone, a perfect copy.” The Mistress’s voice echoed in the chamber as she continued. “You are a product of our advanced science, developed to preserve the genes of our ancestors.” 

This was madness, a bad joke! How could he be a clone? The man remembered his childhood, his lousy job, and his shabby apartment where he lay alone in his bed. And then, one day, he suddenly woke up in a completely different reality. Everything felt like a science fiction movie. “But I am... me!” stammered the man, feeling the weight of this inconceivable revelation on his shoulders. He couldn’t accept the idea that he was just a clone. 

“You are John Reed, but not the John Reed who was born in 1990.” The Mistress gently touched the man’s arm, a gesture meant to comfort him. Her skin was incredibly soft, the softest he had ever felt. The touch caused goosebumps on his skin, and it was as if a thousand butterfly wings were brushing against him. 

“You will have a good time with us, John Reed; we will take good care of you,” she assured him. Her eyes met his and radiated a comforting warmth. “Once we have evaluated you, you will find your perfect place with us, John Reed.” 

As the Mistress crossed the room, the man couldn’t help but admire her flawless beauty. Her movements were precise yet graceful, like those of a dancer performing a perfectly rehearsed routine. Each step, each gesture carried a sense of purpose and confidence that contradicted her seemingly fragile exterior. Her hand touched the cold metal table, and with elegant lightness, she floated toward the ceiling.
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The Mistress of Breeding Bulls and the man entered a dark room. No natural light penetrated, only a single beam of light from above fell onto the floating metal table. With a slight movement of the woman’s hand, the table rotated, and John was brought into an upright position. Although he was conscious, he remained trapped in a state of paralysis. 

“Let me explain to you in more detail what awaits you now, John Reed,” she began. “The process starts with a series of tests to evaluate your physical abilities. We need to assess your strength, endurance, and fertility to determine the most suitable breeding bull for you.” The Mistress calmly continued: “This information helps us make informed decisions about how to best utilize you. Once we’ve established your role, we will create a new life with you.” 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls moved gracefully around him, her luminous skin illuminating the darkness. Her words echoed softly in the confined space, filling the air with a disturbing sense of urgency. But there was something else: obscene, slurping sounds came from the darkness. 

Shortly after, a bizarre figure emerged from the shadows. Upon closer inspection, the man recognized a woman completely encased in a shiny latex bodysuit that clung to her body like a second skin. Her breasts were large and round, as if inflated, and a latex mask resembling a gas mask covered her face. Bright, pigmentless eyes stared at him through the mask. Instead of a breathing filter, a red, round latex suction device was attached, from which transparent tubes led to the back of her head. The woman walked on hoof-like feet, accompanied by the ominous suction sounds. 

“John Reed, let me introduce you to the Mistress of Suction,” said the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, gesturing toward the grotesque appearance in the half-light. “She tests and ensures the health of all breeding bulls before mating.” 

The Mistress of Suction stepped closer, her gait awkward and jerky, as if following alien rules. Her eyes examined John with an intensity that made him shudder. With morbid fascination, he watched as she inserted two fingers into the red latex tube and spread them slightly. A feeling of horror flooded through him as he realized what she intended to do. 

“Don’t worry, John Reed, you will enjoy it!” With these words, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls tilted her head and kissed him gently. Her lips felt like sweet nectar, and a desire for more seized him. Seconds later, she pulled away from him, and warmth spread through his body, his penis becoming hard. 

The Mistress of Suction knelt before him and positioned the red suction device over his groin. Slowly she placed it on, and John moaned as the vacuum effect began. The suction started gently but quickly intensified until it completely enveloped the tip of his penis. The pressure caused his testicles to contract painfully, his thighs involuntarily tensing. He was drawn into an abyss of pleasure and pain. 

“Oh God, yes!” he cried, arching his back and thrusting his hips forward as he surrendered to the unstoppable desire. Heat and pressure built up, and he fell into the wild play between ecstasy and torment. The Mistress of Suction skillfully moved the suction device, teasing his most sensitive spots and increasing the vacuum pressure until it seemed he would break apart. 

With each thrust of his hips, she adjusted her movements, eliciting a deep, guttural moan from him. Her rhythmic, precise movements intensified the sensations racing through his body. Every nerve burned in an overwhelming cocktail of arousal and pain. The Mistress of Suction worked in perfect harmony with her suction device, causing his penis to disappear completely in the intense vacuum effect. A transparent fluid dripped from the latex mask, and the smacking sound echoed through the room. 

John felt a latex hand close around his scrotum and squeeze it rhythmically, in time with the suction unit. The pressure continued to build until it was barely bearable, and his body begged for release. 

“Please don’t stop!” he begged, his body trembling with desire. The suction and the Mistress’s hands worked tirelessly until John was on the edge of ecstasy. Finally, unable to hold the tension any longer, with a cry he pleaded: “Please, I need to come!” 

The Mistress of Suction held his gaze as she continued working. Finally, the suction became so strong that his sperm was drawn into the latex balloon. Every drop was extracted from him until his testicles were empty, and the suction subsided. 

After he had experienced a powerful orgasm, she removed the suction device and rose. Her body, encased in latex, gleamed in the sparse light. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t lose consciousness, John Reed.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls smiled, her luminous skin casting ethereal shimmers on the walls. “Your endurance is admirable,” she noted, examining him attentively. “Many newcomers lose consciousness during this procedure.” 

John gasped for air, his heart racing, and finally managed a hoarse: “Am I not the only one?” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls laughed softly. “John Reed, you are not alone. Others like you were brought here to serve our purpose. But not all were as resilient as you. Your endurance fascinates me.” 

She gently caressed his arm, her touch felt like the brushing of a thousand butterfly wings. “You will have a good time with us; we will take good care of you.” Her eyes radiated a comforting warmth. “Once we have evaluated you, you will find your perfect place with us.” 

As the Mistress crossed the room, the man couldn’t help but admire her flawless beauty. Her movements were precise yet elegant, like those of a dancer performing a perfectly rehearsed choreography. Every step and gesture exuded purposefulness, contradicting her apparent fragility.
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John lay in bed in a cramped room that was almost entirely occupied by the bed and a mist shower. The large window overlooking a beautiful mountain lake wasn’t real. Although the screen offered a deceptively authentic image, the illusion was imperfect. 

He had lain awake for a long time thinking about his new reality until he finally fell asleep. When he opened his eyes, he saw Milkmaid Number Eighteen sitting beside him on the bed. The man looked up when he noticed her. The appearance was still too strange for him. It took several seconds for his brain to realize that he was now living in the year 2867 and that what he was seeing now was something he had to deal with every day. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls had informed him yesterday about his daily routine, which included the presence of a milkmaid. Number Eighteen sat with crossed legs at the edge of the bed and looked at him with a strange mixture of curiosity and expectation in her eyes. She placed her delicate hand gently on his bare thigh. Although she couldn’t speak a word, her body language spoke volumes. The man could sense that the milkmaid meant him no harm. Yet despite her calm nature, her gentle touch caused waves of tension in his body. 

The milkmaid gently pressed his upper body back onto the bed and crawled between his legs, on hands and feet. Her latex-encased body gleamed in the dim light, and her eyes were fixed on him. He couldn’t deny that she was eager to fulfill her duties. The latex mask with the bright, unpigmented eyes stared at him, and he wondered who the woman behind the mask was. She gently caressed John’s penis and testicles. 

His penis began to respond to her touch and swelled. She let her hands glide along his inner thighs, drawing circles around his perineum and building anticipation. She kept her eyes fixed on his, and he could see the excitement and desire in her gaze. Her latex-covered hands continued to stroke his shaft, teasing him and preparing him for what was to come. Her fingers traced the contours of his erection and applied just the right pressure to make him moan softly. 

Suddenly, she leaned forward and engulfed his penis with her suction device. He expected suction similar to that of the Mistress of Suction the day before, but the milkmaid surprised him with a pleasantly soft opening that gently massaged him. The pleasure increased exponentially as she worked her magic with the red, round latex suction device. John Reed could barely control himself as Milkmaid Number Eighteen skillfully stimulated his most sensitive spots. 

Every movement of her masked head sent shivers of pleasure through him. Her hands continued to travel down his body, exploring every inch of it. She knew exactly how to tease him without going too far. 

“Damn, that feels so good,” the man moaned, throwing his head back and arching his neck, enjoying the sensation of the milkmaid wrapped around his shaft. 

He tried to pull her closer, but her latex-covered hands stopped him with unexpected strength. She held his wrists firmly, her grip tight but gentle, preventing him from moving. He allowed her to guide him and surrendered to the pleasure washing over him. As she worked her magic, John became increasingly aroused. 

Although her appearance resembled that of the Mistress of Suction, her technique for extracting his semen was completely different. Milkmaid Number Eighteen took her time and proceeded with a gentler touch, while steadily increasing the intensity of her efforts. John moaned with pleasure. “God, you feel so good!” John groaned, his voice thick with lust. “Oh my God, you feel incredible!” When the milkmaid noticed that John liked something, she stayed with it and built upon it. 

“Ugh, yes... right there,” John murmured, his body trembling with anticipation. Milkmaid Number Eighteen’s hands roamed freely over his upper body, tracing patterns and stimulating his nipples. 

Her red, round latex suction device moved slowly up and down along his shaft, making him writhe with pleasure. “Ah, yes!” the man cried out, his body arching off the bed. “Oh God, that feels incredible!” He gripped the bed sheets tightly, his knuckles turning white from the effort. 

His entire body trembled with ecstasy, and he could no longer hold back the growing pleasure. “Mmm, yes,” he moaned, feeling the sweet release approaching. Milkmaid Number Eighteen sensed the change in his body and adjusted accordingly. 

“Oh, damn!” John screamed, his voice strained and desperate. “I’m going to come!” Milkmaid Number Eighteen sensed his impending orgasm and doubled her efforts, driving him over the edge. Her red, round latex suction device contracted around his pulsating shaft, sending electric spasms of pleasure through his body. 

The moment John reached orgasm, the milking process began, and a strong vacuum completely emptied his testicles. He moaned loudly as he experienced an intense full-body orgasm. John’s testicles tingled as Milkmaid Number Eighteen freed his penis from her red, round latex device. 

Her latex-masked face remained close to his genitals, staring at him with her bright, unpigmented eyes. Her gloved hands rested on his thighs, holding him gently in place. He sighed heavily, his chest rising and falling rapidly. His heartbeat slowed, but his breathing was still labored, and gasping breaths broke the silence of the chamber. 

John thought about what he had just experienced. What he had felt now would await him three times a day. The man wondered if it was possible to lose one’s mind from so much pleasure.
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John entered the dining hall at exactly nine o’clock, his footsteps echoing softly on the stone floor. Light streamed through a large window, revealing the breathtaking landscape outside. He took a deep breath, inhaling the aroma of freshly baked bread. The man looked around the room. He hadn’t seen another man since he’d been here; that had just changed. 

There were seven other men in the room, sitting at a round table. They looked up as the door opened, staring at him curiously. One of the men, a sturdy fellow with black hair and dark skin, abruptly stood up and crossed the room to greet him. “Hey man, welcome to our little club!” the man exclaimed, extending his hand. “My name is Ray-Ray.” 

John shook his hand, feeling the rough calluses formed through hard work. “Hi, I’m John!” The dark-skinned man patted him on the shoulder. “Finally someone who speaks English. The others are nice enough, but none of them speak our language!” John glanced at the other men and greeted them by raising his hand. “Come on, you must be hungry. We can get to know each other better over breakfast.” Ray-Ray led him to a terminal on the opposite wall. “This is the food dispenser. You can select what you want from the display, but it doesn’t matter what you eat; the food always tastes the same.” Ray-Ray chuckled, an infectious grin spreading across his face. “I’ve tried everything here at least once!” John nodded and scanned the extensive list of dishes displayed on the monitor. He opted for a dish with scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. Together, they went to Ray-Ray’s table and sat down. 

“So, John, tell me about yourself. Where are you from? What did you do before you ended up here?” the man asked, showing genuine interest. John stirred his eggs as memories flooded his mind. He took a bite of toast and tasted the heaviness of loneliness and the bittersweet missed opportunities. “I’m from New York City,” he answered, looking down at his plate. “Before that, I was a bouncer at a strip club. I made sure the girls were safe. If a guy got pushy, I threw him out.” 

Ray-Ray whistled appreciatively. “Man, that sounds way better than my old job! I was a garbage man – a glorified janitor throwing away trash in San Francisco.” He laughed self-deprecatingly. “Hey, a job is a job!” John replied, forcing a smile. “It’s not glamorous, but it’s honest work.” He pushed a piece of egg around on his plate with his fork. The food in 2867 really tasted like crap. The synthetic flavor molecules had the taste of cardboard. 

When he finished eating, John pushed his plate aside and looked across the table at Ray-Ray. “So, how long have you been here?” he asked curiously. Ray-Ray shrugged casually. “Well, I guess you could say I’ve been here for quite a while. I’ve stopped counting the days, but I’d estimate about four or five months.” 

Ray-Ray paused thoughtfully, swirling the last drops of coffee in his cup. “At first, it was hard to adjust to all the changes.” He looked around the dining hall, his eyebrows furrowing in concentration. “But now that I’ve gotten used to things, I think it’s not so bad. They milk me three times a day.” John couldn’t help but think about his morning before breakfast. 

He remembered the gentle touch of Number Eighteen’s gloved hands, her latex-encased head bending over him, and the subtle suction of her red, round latex instrument. “So you haven’t been with a brood mother yet?” John asked, curious about the man’s experiences. Ray-Ray shook his head. “No, they haven’t selected me. Most of us just get milked; as far as I know, only the Chinese guy with the bald head meets their requirements.” John glanced at the man, briefly studying him. The man greeted him by raising his cup. 

“Have you gotten your test results yet?” Ray-Ray asked. “Should I have received them already?” The dark-skinned man shrugged. “I got mine the next morning.” John nodded, feeling discomfort spreading in his stomach. “And what was the result?” Ray-Ray shrugged. “Like I said, I wasn’t lucky enough to fuck a brood mother.” John nodded, wondering what his future held for him. 

He listened attentively as Ray-Ray continued talking about his experiences in this place. The man told him about things one could do to pass the time, the weekly examinations with the Mistress of Suction, and the regular sessions with the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. This was mandatory for all men in this facility. Ray-Ray told him about the art studio where he spent hours sketching landscapes inspired by the holographic images on the walls. 

He described a swimming pool that, instead of water, was filled with a clear, viscous fluid in which the men could float freely without fear of drowning. He also mentioned a courtyard garden where various edible plants grew, offering a change from the synthetic meals served in the dining hall. All these activities helped the men distract themselves from their fate. 

Ray-Ray also talked about the social dynamics in the group. Although most men couldn’t communicate with each other, they got along well. In the end, they were all in the same boat. No matter how different their backgrounds were, they shared a common fate. They had become part of a project to save humanity. 

At twelve o’clock, a signal sounded. Ray-Ray told John it was the bell for the second milking and that each man had to return to his room. 

As John walked down the corridor to his room, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls was already waiting for him. He was somewhat surprised to see her standing at the entrance to his quarters; her luminous skin seemed to cast an ethereal glow on the cold, sterile tiles. As he approached, she offered him an elegant greeting, the corners of her mouth turned slightly upward. “Hello, John Reed,” she said in a resonant voice. “Please follow me; I would like to discuss your test results with you.” He nodded, swallowed hard, and followed her inside.
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The Mistress of Breeding Bulls gestured for him to sit on one of the beds. She sat across from him as he settled down, elegantly crossing her luminous legs. John watched her attentively, wondering whether his dreams of breeding with the Brood Mothers would be fulfilled or shattered. 

“First, I must inform you that your genetic profile meets our criteria, John Reed,” she revealed, her radiant eyes observing his reaction. “The results of your tests were impressive, John Reed!” The news was unexpected, though he knew the significance of his lineage for humanity’s survival. “Thank you, Mistress,” he expressed gratefully. “What exactly does this mean for me?” 

His question prompted her to disclose more information. “Essentially, John Reed, you are eligible to produce offspring with the Brood Mothers,” she explained, holding his gaze. “Furthermore, your exceptional performance, John Reed, has attracted the attention of several women from this era who might consider natural fertilization.” The man listened attentively, letting the gravity of the situation sink in. He felt an overwhelming mixture of pride, anxiety, and even fear. Nevertheless, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls seemed genuinely pleased with his test results. John, however, wasn’t sure if he was ready to embark on such a profound path. 

He felt the penetrating gaze of the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, her bioluminescent skin bathing him in ethereal colors. “Of course, the decision to engage in natural fertilization rests solely with the women, John Reed,” she added thoughtfully. “But the fact that your performance has sparked interest from potential partners is indeed promising.” The Mistress smiled, her luminous skin casting ethereal colors across the sterile room. 

“Come, I want to take you to your new room, John Reed.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls rose gracefully from the bed. She extended her slender arm, inviting John to follow her. They left the somber room and proceeded into a winding corridor. 

Shortly after, they stood before another door. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls gently pushed it open, revealing a spacious, well-appointed room. A scent of sweet incense wafted toward them, filling the air with an enticing aroma. John’s eyes widened in amazement as he took in the luxurious surroundings. The room featured plush carpets, elegant furniture, and tasteful decorations. A large bed, equipped with fresh linens and fluffy pillows, dominated the center of the room. It was no comparison to his old room. The Mistress took John by the hand and led him into the room. 

She closed the door behind them, leaving them in complete privacy. John couldn’t help but notice the exquisite beauty of the Mistress. Her luminous skin seemed to emit a gentle light, bathing the room in otherworldly colors. “Please make yourself comfortable, John Reed.” 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls guided him to the magnificent bed. “When receiving a woman, this requires a certain standard, hence this room is appropriate.” She emphasized and patted the space beside her. John settled onto the luxurious mattress. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls sat next to him. 

She was so beautiful that he was speechless. He was fascinated by her luminous skin and hypnotized by her violet eyes. He felt a burning desire to kiss her soft lips. She moved closer to him, and he could smell her intoxicating scent. A mixture of exotic spices and floral notes made him weak at the knees. 

“I hope you like your new home, John Reed,” she whispered softly. “You deserve only the best.” He nodded, unable to tear his gaze from her enchanting face. “I’ve never seen anything like you, Mistress,” he confessed. The woman laughed with amusement. “I assure you, John Reed, you will discover many things in this world that will amaze you.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls looked deeply into his eyes. “Tomorrow at noon, the first Brood Mother will be brought to you, so the next three milkings will be canceled.” 

The Mistress leaned against his shoulder, causing pleasant shivers throughout his body. “I’m sure you will do a good job; I personally selected the DNA base of the Brood Mother.” John swallowed hard. “How should I imagine the act with her?” 

The woman considered his question before answering. Her violet irises reflected the gentle glow of her bioluminescent skin. “However you wish, John Reed, consider her a real woman having sex with you, just as you desire. She can be both active and passive.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls explained patiently. “Consider it an opportunity to explore your deepest desires, John Reed. The Brood Mother is designed to fulfill your fantasies and ensure a fulfilling experience.” John pondered her words, his heart beating faster with anticipation. “She can adapt to anything you wish. We want to ensure your satisfaction,” she assured him. 

“Don’t hesitate to express your desires; the Brood Mother will faithfully fulfill them.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls reached out and gently touched his cheekbones, her fingertips softly caressing his skin. 

She looked at him lovingly, her luminous violet eyes conveying a warmth that belied her alien nature. “You must understand, John Reed,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice vibrating with genuine concern, “that your feelings, your sensations, your desires will become an integral part of our species’ continued existence.”
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John Reed waited excitedly in his room. The anticipation of the upcoming encounter with one of the brood mothers made his heart beat faster. Today, he had once again spent the morning and breakfast with Ray-Ray, but he hadn’t told him anything about his test results yet. John was curious how the other man would react, but he didn’t want to take any risks since they had just met. He had decided to tell him later. 

Just as he had taken off the last of his clothes, the door opened. A brood mother entered, moving effortlessly on her tiptoes. Her appearance was fascinating: a voluptuous figure, wrapped in silver-gray, skin-like material reminiscent of latex. The golden-blonde crown braid hairstyle gave her otherwise faceless figure a playful elegance. John couldn’t help but admire her petite yet robust silhouette. 

She wasted no time and approached him seductively. Her delicate hands glided over his naked upper body, leaving a trail of tingling sensations that electrified him. 

Encouraged by her direct manner, John also let his hands wander over the brood mother’s body. He felt her firm breasts, caressed her taut stomach, and felt her firm, well-shaped buttocks. He enjoyed her soft skin; it was silkier than any woman’s skin he had ever felt. The brood mother leaned back as if enjoying John’s touch. His masculine hands kneaded the soft flesh of her breastless breasts. 

John’s fingertips danced tenderly on her upper body, drawing lines of pleasure that led to the center of her femininity, reaching the peak of her female form. But she withdrew before he reached that point and went to the bed. There she lay down and spread her legs wide, making her wetness clearly visible. Seductively, the brood mother beckoned John to her. She arched her back and invited him to explore her silky skin. John followed eagerly, fascinated by her allure. He admired her curved contours as he approached, his hands itching to feel her soft flesh. The man stroked his fingers down her stomach and felt the gentle rise and fall of her false breath. 

He explored her inner thighs and marveled at how her skin seemed to absorb his touch. As he approached her entrance, he felt the moist heat emanating from her folds. Curiously, he dipped a finger into her slick vagina and discovered a wet, warm interior unlike anything he had ever experienced before. The brood mother writhed beneath him with each touch of his fingers on her sensitive clitoris. Her graceful fingers grasped his hair and gently pressed him toward her steaming vagina. 

The scent of arousal rose into his nostrils, making it difficult for him to breathe. With a hungry growl, he buried his face between her smooth thighs and enjoyed the intoxicating aroma. He kissed her swollen lips and tasted the sweet juices seeping from her core. It tasted wonderful. Sweet and musky, a delicious blend of flavors that tantalized his taste buds. John licked and sucked on her labia, his tongue sliding in and out. He penetrated deeper, searching for the source of her pleasure. 

With practiced ease, John slid two fingers into her warm, inviting vagina. He curved his fingers slightly, searching for that elusive spot that would catapult her to the heights of ecstasy. He found it. John was quite surprised. Apparently, her creators had thought of everything. Her entire body trembled. The brood mother wanted more. A third finger was added, penetrating deeper and rubbing against her G-spot. She arched up violently. John’s fingers penetrated deeper, stretching her walls and filling her with a sense of fullness she had never experienced before. Her muscles clung to his fingers, gripping tightly. The sensation was overwhelming, almost painful, but she welcomed it. This was what she craved. Suddenly her lower body arched up and a wave of ecstasy washed over her. 

Her vaginal walls cramped and contracted around his fingers. John could feel her muscles tightening around his fingers, clamping them like a vise as the orgasm flooded through her. The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming. He withdrew his fingers, covered with her feminine secretions. He lifted his face from between her thighs, his cheeks flushed and his lips glistening with her juices. The brood mother’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Her legs trembled. John was fascinated by her reaction. 

It was as if he was watching a silent film. The brood mother had an intense orgasm, and yet not a sound escaped her. John finally wanted to enjoy the pleasure, so he climbed further up. His penis brushed against her outer labia. The man’s heart raced as he pressed his member against her entrance, seeking entry. With a gentle thrust, he penetrated her tight depths and slid smoothly into her moist regions. 

The tightness of her vaginal walls enveloped him, and he reveled in the blissful sensation. It was indescribable; John could have come almost immediately. She arched her back and invited him to penetrate deeper. But the man needed a moment to collect himself. He had already had some experiences with women, but this heavenly feeling was completely new to him. John adjusted his position and aligned his hips with hers. He thrust deep into her and elicited a soft moan from her. The brood mother clung to his arms, her fingers digging into his flesh. Her body arched off the bed, her back tensing in a breathtaking display of ecstasy. Yet she remained completely silent. 

Only John’s voice and their movements echoed loudly in the silence of the room. Her face remained expressionless, but her entire body seemed to radiate with pleasure. He was amazed at the intensity of her reaction. He continued to penetrate her. Each thrust drove her higher and higher until she exploded again and trembled beneath him. The force of her orgasm was enough to cause his own eruption. The sensation was overwhelming, his seed shooting forth as if driven by a mighty river. John collapsed exhausted on the bed, panting heavily. But the brood mother had not had enough yet. 

She swung herself on top of John and pushed his still-stiff penis back into her greedy vagina. She immediately began riding him hard, giving him no time to catch his breath. With each downward thrust, the brood mother used her momentum to plunge him deep inside her. John gasped, his penis throbbing in her velvety embrace. With no other choice, he grabbed her hips to support her, marveling at her agility and endurance. 

“Damn, you feel so good.” John was dumbfounded. How could someone who seemed so emotionless display such raw passion? He couldn’t comprehend it. How could something without a face and without a soul, something artificially created, evoke such feelings in him? But the truth was undeniable – John Reed felt drawn to her. He sensed an irresistible connection, a bond that transcended logic and reason. The brood mother, despite her faceless appearance, had somehow managed to awaken feelings in him that he had never experienced before. 

“You’re incredible,” whispered John, his voice hoarse with passion. “I can’t believe how much pleasure you’ve given me.” The brood mother didn’t respond. Instead, she continued riding him tirelessly, her movements becoming faster and more urgent. The brood mother’s firm grip on his hips and the intense friction drove John to madness. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through his veins as he surrendered to the relentless rhythm. He felt his control slipping away, replaced by a primitive urge to claim her. The brood mother, unimpressed by his growing desperation, showed no signs of slowing down. She rode him with tireless fervor, her pelvis grinding against his, creating a delicious friction that threatened to consume him. 

“Oh God, yes, please don’t stop,” he muttered breathlessly as she mercilessly tormented him, each thrust sending a wave of unbearable pleasure through his body. “I’m going to come soon,” he whimpered, his voice strained and pleading. But the brood mother showed him no mercy, continuing to dominate him. Her relentless movements intensified, driving him to the edge of eruption. He struggled to hold on, desperately trying to prolong the exquisite torture. But his determination shattered when the brood mother suddenly changed her angle, perfectly hitting his most sensitive spot. He cried out, his scream echoing through the chamber like a tortured animal. It was too much for the man and pushed him over the edge. 

His seed shot forth in pulsating streams, coating the artificial interior of the brood mother. As she continued to ride him, he felt his penis twitching uncontrollably, discharging load after load into her. He screamed, his voice filled with pain and pleasure as his seemingly endless orgasm flooded through him. Finally, the man’s orgasm subsided, and he collapsed exhausted into the soft bedding below. The brood mother dismounted him. She had gotten what she wanted. She had collected the man’s seed. A new being would soon grow inside her.


Chapter 7 
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When John woke up the next day, Milk Maiden 18 was already waiting for him. If the man had thought he could rest after yesterday, he was mistaken. John had his duty to fulfill. When they were finished, his testicles were burning. Previously, John had regularly masturbated, but he had never been milked to the last drop so frequently. Over the next few days, an exhaustion set in that he had never felt before. 

But nobody seemed to take this into consideration. Within seven days, two brood mothers were sent to him. In addition, he had been milked seven times by Milk Maiden 18. Together with the Mistress of Suction, John had experienced sixteen orgasms that had completely emptied his testicles. 

This effort was taking its toll on him. But no matter how much he struggled, his milk maid intensified her efforts to extract his “white gold.” It was like torture; the more John exerted himself, the more pleasure he received. Slowly, the man began to understand why he was called a breeding bull. 

Through his conversations with Ray-Ray, he learned that all men felt the same way at the beginning. But the Mistress of Breeding Bulls had her ways and means to ensure that John would get used to this workload. However, Ray-Ray wouldn’t reveal how she did it. He would find out for himself soon enough. 

When he also had difficulties completing his three sessions on the eighth day, a surprise awaited him on the ninth day. John was awakened by a different sound. The man needed a moment to orient himself; he was no longer in his room. John blinked and tried to get accustomed to his surroundings. He was back in the glass room. 

Once again, John was lying on the cold metal table, staring back at the two familiar figures – the Mistress of Breeding Bulls and the Mistress of Suction. Their facial expressions were neutral, their eyes fixed on him. The sight of them sent a shiver down his spine. 

“Good morning, John Reed,” greeted the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, her voice emotionless. “We have a special reward for you today.” Her words were accompanied by an ominous smile that only intensified his unease. “I was dissatisfied with your performance in recent days, John Reed, so we’re going to give you a little boost.” The Mistress announced this in an icy tone, without compassion. “I have no use for bulls who don’t fulfill their quota, but I see so much potential in you.” The woman opened a hidden compartment in the floor, from which a metallic container emerged floating. “I don’t want to hurt you, John Reed, but I must ensure that you can fulfill your task.” 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls took a small black pill from the container and placed it in her mouth. Then she approached John and gave him a passionate kiss, pushing the medication into his mouth. John immediately felt the heat rising within him, like the last time, but this time the kiss lasted much longer, and he noticed the small black pill slowly dissolving. 

After she finally pulled away, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls stared at him intensely with her violet eyes. “It will take a few minutes for the effects to kick in; I’ll leave you to the Mistress of Suction and check on you later. Please remember that this is all for your own good, John Reed!” The man wanted to respond but was distracted by the pleasant sucking sounds. 

He looked down at himself and noticed that the Mistress of Suction was placing a shiny red suction device on his genitals. Her eyes sparkled mischievously as she targeted her prey like a predator. Then she lowered her suction device onto the tip of his penis, and John drowned in pleasure. This time it took less than a minute before he had an orgasm. But that was far from the end. The first was soon followed by the second, then another. Each time, she completely emptied his testicles. 

It continued like this for hours. Load after load, John shot his sperm into the greedy maw of the grotesque creature. He lost count of the number of involuntary orgasms he had endured while the Mistress of Suction mercilessly robbed him of his essence. The futile struggle to resist her strong suction pressure was incredible. His screams of agony and pleasure echoed through the laboratory, accompanied by the repulsive smacking sounds as his essence was extracted. Lust became torture and torture became ecstasy. It was a cruel game of fate that had conspired against him, forcing him to make the ultimate sacrifice for the good of humanity. Yet even in the midst of the agony, a strange pride rose within John. She would not break him. 

He refused to succumb to the relentless extraction of his seed. It was the most painful torment he had ever endured, but he knew he was strong enough to resist it. His heart hammered in his chest, adrenaline pumping through his veins with an urgency that fueled his determination. 

John had endured countless amounts of suffering under the iron grip of the Mistress of Suction’s relentless suction device. But the more time passed, the stronger he felt. John was about to take control. He could see it in her eyes. The disbelief about what was happening. Yes, he was exhausted, but the Mistress of Suction also showed signs of exhaustion. 

John had endured the relentless extraction for hours, and the Mistress of Suction was visibly struggling to maintain the necessary pressure on his genitals. Despite the immense strain on his body, the man began to regain control. He fought back and refused to surrender his precious seed to the voracious creature consuming him. The Mistress of Suction sensed it, and her fear began to manifest in her increasingly erratic movements. Her once confident demeanor was now uncertain as she desperately tried to maintain her composure. 

The Mistress of Suction knew that the game was slipping from her hands. John, however, remained calm and composed, his gaze fixed unwavering on her eyes. He was winning, and she knew it. And now, as the realization dawned on her, she felt the sting of defeat. 

With a loud pop, she detached herself from him. The Mistress of Suction staggered backward, her gaze fixed on him. She looked frightened. John breathed heavily, his body aching everywhere. Nevertheless, he triumphed. John had managed to free himself from the Mistress of Suction. He had conquered the pain and transformed it into triumph. John smiled weakly, his expression grim. He was superior to her. John closed his eyes and savored the moment. As much ecstasy as this creature had brought him, nothing felt better in this moment than his triumph. 

John lay there taking deep breaths, enjoying both the aftermath and the victory. He had managed to withstand the voracious greed of the Mistress of Suction, which tasted sweeter than any victory he had ever known. “You surprise me, John Reed,” came the voice of the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. When the man opened his eyes, she was standing beside him. Apparently, she had entered the room without him noticing. Her violet eyes shimmered with interest. “You have shown strength and endurance that I did not expect,” she said with a hint of admiration. “It seems that within you lies a power that we can utilize even better.”
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John awoke as the sun shone through the window and he felt an unusual heaviness in his groin. He sat up groggily in bed, and a sudden pain shot through his loins. Carefully, he touched his scrotum and winced as he felt the swollen, stretched sack under his fingers. His testicles hung heavily between his legs, swollen to twice their normal size. The weight was uncomfortable and a constant reminder of the previous day’s ordeal. 

As John carefully stood up, Milk Maiden 18 was nowhere to be seen. Strangely, he knew that he wasn’t scheduled to sleep with a Brood Mother today. According to the schedule, she should have milked him this morning, but that obviously hadn’t happened. 

The man glanced at the digital clock on the wall: it was already half past eight. His stomach growled loudly with hunger. Still sitting on the edge of the bed, he wondered whether to wait a little longer or go straight to breakfast. The repeated growling of his stomach answered the question for him. If the Milk Maiden hadn’t done her job, it wasn’t his fault. 

John decided to go to the dining hall. The door opened with a gentle hum, and he stepped into the dimly lit hallway. Walking down the corridor, he encountered Ray-Ray, who had just finished being milked. His Milk Maiden looked very similar to John’s Milk Maiden, but appeared somewhat taller. Perhaps she was simply a bit older. The two men greeted each other and continued walking together. 

John asked Ray-Ray how his morning routine had gone. The answer was a mixture of satisfaction and fatigue. The daily milking was exhausting for everyone. They arrived at the dining hall, where the aroma of freshly prepared food wafted into John’s nostrils. His empty stomach growled again with hunger. This morning he opted for pancakes with maple syrup, which tasted delicious despite everything. But as he sat down, he was again plagued by the pressing discomfort in his groin. 

The heaviness of his swollen testicles was difficult to ignore and caused discomfort whenever he moved. He could barely concentrate on his meal. “You know, my friend, you look somewhat worn out,” said Ray-Ray, who sat across from him. “Your lovely Milk Maiden hasn’t properly taken care of you today.” He chuckled, but the laugh sounded strained, as if lacking genuine cheerfulness. 

“Yes, it seems like she’s taking a break today. Or maybe she forgot,” replied John, sipping his coffee. The bitterness of the brew matched his mood. Ray-Ray frowned. “Strange. Milk Maidens always do their job. If she left you hanging, it was certainly because the administration wanted it that way.” 

That somehow made sense. After the session with the Mistress of Suction, they probably just wanted to give him some time to rest. Perhaps it had something to do with the medication he had received yesterday. John would simply have to wait and see. 

Around 10:30, the two men parted ways. Ray-Ray wanted to go painting, while John decided to take a walk in the inner garden to clear his mind. But the unusual feeling between his legs accompanied him with every step. By now, he wondered if this condition would become a permanent problem. 

What if it stayed this way? The thought frightened him. The heaviness of his testicles made every movement laborious, and the constant dull pain in his groin was becoming unbearable. At least he had been allowed a short time to rest. Nevertheless, he hoped the situation would normalize soon. 

As he wandered through the lush foliage of the inner garden, he found comfort in the natural beauty surrounding him. The air was filled with the scent of blooming flowers, and the sound of splashing water from the fountains soothed his nerves. He stopped in the middle of the inner garden and felt a sense of peace wash over him. It was a stark contrast to the tension he had felt since waking up due to his swollen testicles. 

John hadn’t thought much of meditation before, but now he valued it greatly. His new life was so different from his old one, and meditation helped him stay grounded. Everyone needed a fixed point, and the garden had become his. So he stood still and only moved when the lunch signal sounded. John exhaled calmly. The silence had done him good.
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She marveled at it, felt how it pulsated, throbbed, and grew larger. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls ran her fingers along the length of his shaft, admiring its impressive thickness. She pressed her face against it, inhaled deeply, taking in the intoxicating scent of his arousal. “Such a magnificent organ,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “I can hardly wait to taste it, John Reed.” She leaned forward, opening her mouth wide to envelop the tip of his erection. The feeling of her warm, moist tongue licking the sensitive underside of his penis sent pleasure shooting through his body. She moaned softly, enjoying the taste of his masculinity. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls released him from her lips and distributed kisses along his length. Her eyes glowed with lustful promise before taking him in again. John was honored by her enthusiasm, but it was obvious that it was her first time pleasuring someone orally. Her technique was still awkward, but she learned quickly. John watched as she eagerly pleasured him, his breathing becoming heavier with each second. He admired her dedication to mastering the art of oral pleasure and satisfying him. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls continued to practice, learning from her mistakes and striving to please him. Her enthusiasm and willingness to learn impressed him and made the experience unforgettable. 

As she moved her head up and down, her lips firmly closed around his shaft, she lifted her gaze to meet his. He returned her look, his eyes lingering on her. In her eyes was a special curiosity, a fascination that revealed her innocence. She pulled her head back and released him from her mouth with a soft pop. “I’ve always wondered why men enjoy this so much, John Reed?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “I mean, it probably feels wonderful, but it seems so primitive. So basic.” John, surprised by her candid question, considered his answer. “For us, it’s a combination of physical pleasure and emotional connection,” he explained. 

“The act of receiving is not just about the sensations. It’s also about the intimacy, trust, and vulnerability that come with it,” John replied, hoping to give the Mistress of Breeding Bulls a deeper understanding. “In our society, it was considered a sign of love and affection.” 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls listened attentively, her eyes widening with each word. “So it’s not just about the pleasure, John Reed?” she asked, her voice trembling with intrigue. “Well, it’s in human nature, isn’t it?” John pondered, running his fingers through her silky hair. “We long for connections. We seek experiences that bind us together. That’s what makes such moments meaningful.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls nodded, her gaze fixed on his face. 

John leaned toward her and kissed the Mistress passionately on the lips. She returned the kiss passionately, her tongue hungrily exploring his mouth. The kiss was tender yet urgent, a dance of mutual exploration. As their tongues intertwined, a wave of warmth flowed through him, further igniting the fire of desire. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls broke away from their embrace, her eyes burning with passion. “You shouldn’t have done that, John Reed. My lips are biologically modified and secrete a strong pheromone through the skin,” she said softly, looking at John lovingly. “Can an overdose be dangerous for me?” The woman shook her head. “No, not really, John Reed, it just makes you aroused.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls smiled mischievously, her deep violet eyes shimmering with excitement. 

“I think it’s already too late for that.” John kissed the woman again and pressed her into the pillows. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls wrapped her arms around his neck and welcomed his advances with anticipatory delight. Her breathing accelerated and her heart raced wildly in her chest. Their bodies lay close together, intensifying their growing desire for release. John ran his hands over her upper body, caressing her firm, well-shaped hips and taut thighs. He felt her muscles tense beneath his fingertips, instinctively responding to his touch. 

Their lips met again, their tongues entwining feverishly as they explored each other, before John slowly moved downward with kisses. Each touch of his lips sent delicious shivers through her body, eliciting approving moans and intensifying her arousal. He pressed his lips against her neck, kissing her gently and distributing kisses along her collarbone. John continued his journey downward until he reached the swell of her breast. His mouth enclosed her nipple, sucking gently before pressing harder. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls arched her back, gasping as waves of pleasure rolled over her. “Oh John Reed,” she murmured, clinging tightly to his shoulders. 

“You make me feel so... alive.” Her words echoed in his ears, a poignant reminder of the forbidden pleasures they shared. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls writhed beneath him, her body curving and twisting as she sought release. 

He slid his hand between her legs and found her wet and ready for him. His fingers danced over her folds, teasing her entrance. She moaned loudly, arching her hips as he penetrated deeper into her core. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls clawed at his back, her nails digging into his flesh as she tried to control the overwhelming sensations consuming her. “Please, John Reed,” she pleaded, her voice tense and desperate. “I need more.” 

With a knowing smile, he fulfilled her request. John pushed three fingers into her tight channel, stretching her walls and creating friction that drove them both to madness. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls writhed beneath him, her screams echoing through the room. “Oh yes, John Reed, right there. Please don’t stop.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls squirmed beneath him, her hips moving suggestively against his hand. Each thrust of his fingers brought her closer to the edge, her body trembling uncontrollably with increasing desire. 

John kissed her flat stomach and worked his way to her navel. His tongue darted out, tickling her soft skin before moving lower. He licked at her hip bone, enjoying the taste of her arousal. “You smell incredible,” he murmured, burying his nose in her pubic region. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls moaned and spread her legs wider. Without answering, she pushed his head demandingly toward her vagina. John obeyed without question, his breath hot against her wet flesh. He could smell her arousal, a scent that filled his nostrils and ignited his desire. He paused briefly, looking up at her with burning intensity, then pressed his lips against her clitoris. John Reed licked at her swollen bud and tasted her sweet essence on his tongue. His movements were slow and deliberate, designed to tease and torment her senses. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls writhed beneath him, her body arching and bending as she sought release. The sounds of their passionate encounter filled the air. John continued to fuck her with his fingers. 

Her labia clung to his hand like a glove, the elasticity of her vagina contracting around his fingers. He knew that the tightness of her grip indicated how close she was to orgasm. But he didn’t grant it to her. John let her walk along the edge, giving the Mistress a glimpse into what he and the other men experienced three times a day. 

“Ah, John Reed,” she sighed, her voice heavy with lust. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls pulled him closer to her. John felt irresistibly drawn to her, their lips meeting again in a fiery collision of tongues. 

The man reached between his legs and positioned his hard cock against her, pressing it against her entrance. “Not like that, John Reed; I want to do it like animals do.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls pleaded, her eyes glowing with excitement. “How... how then?” John frowned, confused by her cryptic suggestion. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls hesitated briefly, uncertain how to proceed. Her lips trembled nervously, and her breathing accelerated. 

“As far as I know, John Reed, some animals like dogs mate in a certain position...” Her voice trailed off, leaving a sense of unfulfilled expectation hanging in the air. John’s brow furrowed playfully, and a hint of amusement played around his lips. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ eyes lit up, and her cheeks turned red. “I want you to take me from behind like an animal, John Reed.” 

He roughly grabbed the woman by the hips and turned her onto her stomach. With a determined jerk, John brought her buttocks into the right position and positioned himself behind her. His erect member, pulsating with anticipation, brushed against her wet vulva. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ anticipation became palpable, her tension almost tangible as she waited for the inevitable union. “Please, John Reed,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible in the intense silence that enveloped them. “Don’t make me wait any longer.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls pressed her buttocks against him, her urgency clear in her actions. John, encouraged by her enthusiasm, positioned himself at her entrance. 

“The first time can be painful!” John warned her. “It’s my first time with a man, but it’s not my first time, John Reed,” said the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, her voice trembling with impatience. “Well, in that case...” John pierced her with the entire length of his member without hesitation. The Mistress screamed in shock; her body arched up and was roughly pushed down by her conqueror. He grabbed her hips with an iron grip and pressed her head down onto the mattress with his foot. “Aww... so animalistic!” Her voice trembled with anticipation, her words resonating with primitive urges. Overwhelmed by the attraction of her untamed spirit, John wasted no time fulfilling her desire. 

He thrust his throbbing member deep inside her, the velvety warmth of her depths enveloping him. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls screamed with bliss, her body trembling violently under his relentless assault. “Yes, John Reed, harder!” she begged, her voice hoarse with desperation. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’s body curved and writhed in ecstasy. Her demands fueled John’s determination, driving him to penetrate her faster. The rhythmic collision of their bodies created a symphony of raw, primitive lust. 

“Harder, John Reed!” she screamed, her voice breaking with pain and pleasure. “Fuck me like an animal!” He complied with her request, his thrusts becoming more powerful and brutal. It was obvious that she liked it rough. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls writhed beneath him, her screams of pleasure transforming into guttural growls. The sound of their skin slapping against each other filled the air, a symphony of raw, primitive passion. John’s own desire escalated, his testicles tightening with each thrust. He wanted to explode inside her, fill her with his seed and create a new generation. 

“That’s it, John Reed, claim me!” she cried, her voice torn with exertion. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’s hips twisted desperately beneath him, her movements betraying her urgent need for release. John roughly grabbed her peach-colored hair, tied it into a long, straight, and severe braid, and wrapped it around his hand. Then he violently pulled her head back. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls screamed loudly, her voice breaking into a high-pitched whimper. Her face contorted with signs of pain, but John didn’t care; he held her firmly, determined to break her will and dominate her completely. He rammed into her repeatedly and ground against her. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls writhed beneath him, her screams echoing through the chamber. Her eyes rolled back in her head, revealing nothing but pure surrender. 

Her body struggled under a monstrous orgasm. The Mistress could only produce unintelligible sounds. John abruptly stopped his movements, released her hair, and quickly withdrew his cock. She collapsed, her body twitching uncontrollably, and her vagina spasming around an imaginary cock. John could see into her wide-open vagina all the way to her cervix. Her buttocks were still invitingly raised upward. Glowing patterns swirled on her skin. After a few seconds, she began to relax. 

John turned her onto her back and placed her legs over his shoulders, then entered her again. He could feel that she was exhausted, but he still had a task for her. She had come here to receive his seed for a child, and she would get it. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls no longer spoke; her eyes were fixed on John, and she simply surrendered. Her moans were all she had left to tell him. Again and again, he thrust deep inside her and pressed against her cervix. 

Each thrust elicited a chorus of gasps and moans from the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. She clung to the sheets beneath her, her knuckles turning white from the effort. John, overwhelmed by the urgent need to impregnate her, drove his swollen member relentlessly into her wet, receptive depths. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ body curved and arched beneath him, her hips moving in a fluid dance that matched his rhythm. Her skin glowed with an iridescent luminescence. She was more than ready to become pregnant today. 

Another small orgasm shook her body. She trembled, but was so firmly fixed in a mating position that it made no difference. John simply continued to ram into her. The Mistress felt wonderful. He had never experienced such a tight vagina. 

John increased his pace as he felt his orgasm approaching. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ eyes widened in anticipation, her gaze fixing on his as he penetrated her most intimate areas. The man’s thrusts became more powerful, his hips shooting into her unrestrained. Each collision made her body tremble, her toes curling inward as she struggled to maintain control. John’s hips began to quiver. 

His erection throbbed, begging for release. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ vagina gripped his member and milked him mercilessly. John knew he couldn’t hold out any longer. His body tensed, every muscle, and he pushed his member as deep as possible into her before discharging with an animalistic groan. John spurted load after load into her unprotected womb. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls’ vagina clung tightly to his member, greedily swallowing his seed. John collapsed on her chest, panting; she stroked his hair and whispered soothing words as he gathered himself. It took several minutes before John rolled off the Mistress of Breeding Bulls and lay beside her. 

The couple remained silent for a moment, their hearts beating loudly in their chests. After such a shattering encounter, they breathed heavily, trying to regain their strength. “That was... incredible,” she finally uttered, her voice hoarse from exertion. The Mistress of Breeding Bulls propped herself up on an elbow and looked down at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. 

“I’ve shared my bed with a few other women, but I’ve never felt anything like this with you, John Reed.” The Mistress confessed, her voice trembling slightly. “John, just John; Reed is my last name.” He answered quietly, running his fingers through her hair. “And thank you for being so honest with me.” The Mistress of Breeding Bulls blushed slightly, her eyes avoiding his gaze. “I think we all have needs we didn’t know about before... John,” she murmured, her voice growing softer.
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John and the Mistress of Breeding Bulls spent the rest of the day together in bed, but when he woke up the next morning, she was gone. Her side of the bed was cold, suggesting she had been up for hours. Instead of her, Milk Maiden 18 was waiting for him. 

In the weeks that followed, everything proceeded according to the regular daily routine. Three times a week he was fertilized by a brood mother, on the other days Milk Maiden 18 took care of the milking. Once a week he had his examination, either with the Mistress of Breeding Bulls or the Mistress of Sucking. In his free time, John spent time in the courtyard garden or played sports with the other men. In the evenings, he read books or watched movies from the archive. All in all, John was quite content with his life. 

Two months after his passionate encounter with the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, the first changes in her body became visible. John noticed that her waist had grown slightly wider and her breasts appeared fuller. He wasn’t sure if it was just his imagination or if something had really changed. Since she didn’t mention anything when they met, he decided to keep it to himself. 

Another two weeks passed until one afternoon the Mistress of Breeding Bulls was sitting in his room waiting for him. When John entered, he could immediately see the slight baby bump she was carrying. 

It must have been the result of their passion. The Mistress rose gracefully, her eyes examining him curiously. “Hello John,” she greeted him warmly and extended her hand. “I’m glad we can spend some time alone.” She smiled gently, her expression sincere, and her eyes radiated with anticipation. 

John accepted her invitation and sat down beside her. He could sense a change in her behavior – she seemed more relaxed and confident, as if she was embracing her role as an expectant mother with dignity. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls gave him a warm smile, her violet eyes reflecting a mixture of joy and concern. “John, I think it’s obvious that I’m pregnant. But there’s something else – I’m expecting twins,” she revealed. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she protectively placed her hands on her growing belly. “Something like this hasn’t happened in over a hundred years. It’s a miracle.” Her voice was full of emotion, and John looked at her belly, unable to hide his joy. It was a miracle to expect two naturally conceived children in a world without male humans. 

The Mistress of Breeding Bulls placed her hand gently on his shoulder, her fingers pressing reassuringly. “John, why are you so quiet? Aren’t you happy for me?” He pulled himself from his thoughts and looked into her eyes with a smile. “Of course I’m happy for you, Mistress.” 

The woman leaned forward slightly and gave him a tender kiss. “Emma,” she whispered softly. “For you, I’m simply Emma when we’re alone.” 

John felt greatly honored that she had entrusted him with her real name. “Of course, Emma. It’s a beautiful name, by the way,” he said with genuine admiration. Emma beamed with joy and felt the warmth of John’s affection. “Thank you, John.” 

They talked for a while about her pregnancy until the conversation turned to one of her friends. This friend also had the desire to conceive a child naturally but was a very reserved person. Emma explained that despite her wish, her friend was somewhat afraid of men. “When you’re with her, please be gentle,” she requested. 

John nodded understandingly. “I understand, Emma. I promise to be careful and considerate.” 

The Mistress smiled gratefully. “I appreciate that, John. She’s quite shy, so I hope you don’t mind taking it slow.” John took Emma’s hand and squeezed it gently. “Slow and steady wins the race. I’ll make sure she feels safe and comfortable.”
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It was Saturday afternoon, and John wasn’t alone in his room. A young woman with light blue skin and generously proportioned breasts sat shyly on John’s sofa. Her hair glowed in an aquamarine blue tone, complemented by striking golden eyes. Hafsa was the friend of the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, and ever since the latter had become pregnant naturally, the idea had taken root in Hafsa’s mind that she wanted the same thing. Just a few months ago, she would never have considered such a thing. Hafsa only knew men from television or museums. She had the desire to fulfill her duty and give birth to a child—preferably a boy—but until then, actual sex had never crossed her mind. But everything changed when she saw her friend Emma blossom. 

Through their conversations, Hafsa learned that Emma, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls, had consciously chosen the natural way with a man named John Reed. This decision not to opt for artificial insemination had made Hafsa curious, and now she was sitting across from this man. 

John made an effort to make her stay as comfortable as possible. Emma had explained to him that her friend was rather shy, so he gave her the time she needed. At first, they chatted a little, and he played soothing music to lighten the atmosphere. John noticed how Hafsa gradually relaxed. Her initially stiff posture loosened, and she looked less anxious. 

A little later, he suggested giving her a massage, and Hafsa actually agreed. John took his time and gently massaged her shoulders, arms, and legs. 

Then the man slowly worked his way forward until he reached her pussy. The young woman endured it and moaned softly to herself. John’s hands were gentle and soothing as he caressed her most sensitive spots. This contact was foreign to her, making it difficult for her to remain still. John slid between her legs and placed his head in her lap. The woman let out a trembling sigh and closed her eyes as she felt goosebumps on her arms where his fingers lightly glided over her skin. He spread her legs and exposed her pussy. A glistening film of moisture sparkled on her labia. His tongue moved up and down along her slit, tracing her delicate outer folds. 

John found her clitoris, hidden beneath its hood, and gently sucked it into his mouth. The sensation sent waves of pleasure through Hafsa’s body, making her arch her back and cry out in ecstasy. “John, please don’t stop,” she whispered breathlessly. His hands wandered over her naked skin, feeling every curve and contour of her body. The pressure of his warm tongue triggered a wave of joy in her body. His kiss was soft but firm, showing his desire to explore her further. His touch ignited a fire within her, and she couldn’t help but moan softly. “Oh John,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. “This feels… incredible.” 

John nodded, a slight smile playing at the corners of his lips. “I’m glad you trusted me.” He paused, his eyes fixed firmly on hers. “I promise to be gentle with you, Hafsa.” 

Hafsa swallowed hard and nodded, her throat briefly constricting. “Thank you, John.” Her voice was hoarse and full of emotion. “It must be strange for you, John, but I never would have imagined being with a man, let alone having a baby with one.” She giggled softly, and her golden eyes sparkled with joy. “Until I saw Emma, who talked so happily about her experiences.” 

John gave her a warm smile before focusing on her again. “Hafsa,” he whispered, his voice deep and gentle. “Imagine what it feels like to have a man inside you.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she felt the heat within her. 

The man’s hands gently cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. “Do you like it when I touch you here?” His voice was soft but demanding. Hafsa swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes, John,” she brought out trembling. The man slowly climbed over her and tenderly kissed her neck. His stiff cock brushed against her pussy lips. 

“Let’s make a child together and turn you into a beautiful mother like Emma,” John whispered softly. “We’ll enjoy this process together.” Hafsa nodded, her eyes glowing. “Yes, John.” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath as he slowly leaned over her. 

He carefully maneuvered his erection into her wet opening, pausing briefly when he felt slight resistance, giving her body time to adjust to his size. Then he penetrated her hymen. The thin membrane separated her innocence from the realm of adult pleasures. The young woman flinched, a brief flash of pain shooting through her. But Hafsa bore it surprisingly well. The initial discomfort soon gave way to a growing sense of anticipation. She could feel his shaft filling her passage, stretching her walls and advancing deeper than ever before. She moaned softly, her voice a sensual melody echoing through the luxurious bedroom. “John,” she whispered, her golden eyes shimmering with desire. “Please continue.” 

The man gripped her hips firmly and guided her onto his stiff member. His cock slid effortlessly into her, the warmth of her inner depths completely enveloping him. Hafsa's virgin pussy clamped around John's cock like a vise, embracing and squeezing him with a firm grip. He could feel every inch of her inner walls hugging and caressing his erection. “Oh God, John,” she moaned, her voice trembling with excitement. “Your cock feels so good inside me.” He grinned at her, his eyes twinkling mischievously. “Hafsa, you're a natural,” he praised her, his voice full of appreciation. 

“Feel free to guide me if you need something different.” He began thrusting into her. Their bodies united intimately, rocking in harmony. The friction of their union was exquisite, creating waves of pleasure that rolled through both of them. “John, yes,” she gasped, her golden eyes fixed on his face. “I need more of you.” Her request was met with a passionate response. He changed his angle, aiming precisely at her G-spot. Slowly he withdrew and thrust back into her, stimulating her erogenous zone with each stroke. “Oh John,” she moaned, her body trembling with pleasure. 

“I can't believe how good this feels.” The man smiled at her, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “You're doing great, Hafsa,” he encouraged her, his voice gentle and reassuring. John continued his thrusting, each movement sending waves of ecstasy through her veins. Hafsa's golden eyes were fixed on his face, her expression a mixture of awe and wonder. “This is incredible, John,” she gasped, her voice strained. “You're making me feel things I've never experienced before.” Her golden eyes shimmered with lust. He watched her closely, noting every subtle change in her passion. John repositioned himself again, maneuvering his hips slightly higher. The change in angle allowed his cock to rub directly against her G-spot, sending delicious spasms of pleasure through her body. Hafsa arched her back, throwing her head back in rapture. “Oh John,” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. 

He smiled at her, his eyes twinkling with joy. As he continued thrusting into her, Hafsa began to lose herself in the intoxicating bliss of their union. Her golden eyes glittered with passion, her breathing heavy and irregular. “John, yes,” she moaned, her voice husky. The man was eager to give her an unforgettable experience. His movements became faster and more powerful, penetrating deeper into her core with each thrust. Each powerful thrust brought her closer to the edge until she exploded, screaming in ecstasy. The orgasm overwhelmed her, making her entire body tremble wildly as she screamed uncontrollably. 

“John!” she called out, her voice hoarse from the intensity of her climax. He gave her a moment to catch her breath by slowing his pace before increasing it again. Hafsa was like putty in John's hands. He controlled her movements, controlled their speed and intensity. As he penetrated deeper into her, she screamed louder and louder, begging for more. The young woman had shed her shyness and was enjoying what was being given to her. 

Hafsa eagerly wrapped her slender legs around him, crossing them as if afraid he would completely withdraw from her and deny her the reason for her visit. She clawed at his back, pulling him closer and whispering encouraging words. It was almost like a prayer, a plea for more. John felt his own arousal swelling as he watched her beneath him, lost in the heights of pleasure. But the man had other things in mind. He slowed his pace and lifted her leg, spreading her even wider. He could see how her pussy gripped tightly around his shaft, glistening with their combined juices. Her tight grip made his cock throb and pulse. He desperately wanted to come. His cock swelled with urgency and the urge to ejaculate. Yet he forced himself to stay focused. Hafsa writhed beneath him, her body tensing and releasing rhythmically. Her screams filled the air, mingling with the sounds of their flesh slapping together. His hips jerked forward, slamming their pelvises together with increasing force. The impact reverberated through her body, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her veins. 

“Oh God, yes!” she screamed, her voice strained and broken. One more orgasm from her, and it would be the perfect moment for him to come himself. After all, the whole purpose of this exercise was to impregnate her, wasn't it? With this thought, he doubled his efforts, thrusting harder and faster than ever before. Hafsa, meanwhile, was beyond all rational thought. All she wanted was to be filled by him—a feeling she couldn't get enough of. John felt her pussy beginning to twitch again and knew they were both close to their climax. Then finally the time had come. 

Hafsa came, screaming in orgasm, and the inner walls of her pussy pulsed around his cock, milking him. In one last desperate thrust, he penetrated deep inside her and triggered his orgasm. His semen burst forth, filling her womb with life-giving seed. Each surge shot forward, coating her insides with his essence. Her body convulsed and absorbed every last drop. As the last of his seed pulsed into her, she collapsed, breathing heavily. Both lay breathless, entangled in each other.



Chapter 12 
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When John met the Mistress of Breeding Bulls a few days later, she was visibly pleased with him. Her friend Hafsa had been delighted. It was incredible how quickly she had adapted to the situation and overcome her inhibitions. Everything had gone better than anyone had expected. Although Hafsa had never seen a man before, she had embraced sex with enthusiasm. Emma was truly happy for her friend. In the days following her encounter with John, the young woman was completely transformed. She radiated happiness and confidence, and her golden eyes sparkled with new energy. 

In many ways, Hafsa was like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, shedding its old shell and beginning a new life. She had accepted her destiny, embraced her purpose, and was ready to welcome it with open arms. Her transformation was remarkable and not just physical; it was also emotional, mental, and spiritual. She had become stronger, more confident, and more secure. Now she was ready to embrace her true identity – a woman, a lover, and hopefully soon a mother. 

John was pleased with the young woman’s happiness and fulfilled his duties more conscientiously than ever before. Every morning, he greeted Milk Maiden 18 with a smile and a twinkle in his eyes. He fertilized the breeding mothers with dedication and sometimes spent time with the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. Life was wonderful. Only the Mistress of Suction avoided him. In fact, she avoided all men. She spent her days isolated in a laboratory, far away from the rest of the facility. No one understood why she behaved so mysteriously. The Mistress of Suction had been a valuable part of the project, but now she avoided all contact, even with the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. Emma was worried and couldn’t explain her sudden change in behavior. 

The behavior of the Mistress of Suction also aroused interest outside the institution. Soon the corridors were swarming with uniformed women. Then she suddenly disappeared. John could sense the panic among the women. The other men felt the same. 

The disappearance of the Mistress of Suction cast a shadow over the institution and affected the mood. Then the milk maidens also began to behave strangely. Milk Maiden 11 refused to perform her usual duties. Instead, she wandered aimlessly through the corridors. Another milk maiden was found hysterical in an empty room, while yet another seemed lost in thought, unaware of her surroundings. The women were frightened. The entire breeding program came to a halt. The mysterious disappearance of the Mistress of Suction, coupled with the erratic behavior of the milk maidens, forced everyone to pause. 

All men were sent back to their rooms and were not allowed to leave. A guard watched the doors day and night. John had now been confined to his room for almost a week. He was well taken care of, but the loneliness still bothered him. Not even Emma came to visit him. 

John felt helpless and frustrated. He paced around the room like a caged lion, looking for a way out. The tension in the air was palpable; it crackled with anxiety and fear. The guards were vigilant, their faces grim and stoic. What had happened? 

Was the Mistress of Suction involved? Was she responsible for the bizarre behavior of the milk maidens? Had she somehow influenced them to refuse their duties? Or were these events not connected at all? These questions tormented John’s thoughts as he paced back and forth in the room. He needed answers but was trapped in his room and couldn’t go beyond the guarded door. John needed a distraction, something to divert his thoughts from the growing unrest. 

So he took the remote control from the table and turned on the television. The man flipped through the channels, hoping to find comfort in trivial entertainment. Nothing caught his interest. An omnipresent mood of impending doom permeated the atmosphere – like a ticking time bomb waiting to explode.



Chapter 13 
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As John slept peacefully in his luxuriously furnished bedroom, a strange noise disrupted his rest. He moved slightly and turned to his side. The sound seemed to be coming from the door—a dull thud as if something heavy had fallen to the floor, followed by careful footsteps near the door. 

Suddenly, a soft click sounded as the door slid open. The corridor behind it should have been brightly lit, but it was dark. John tossed restlessly in bed. His instincts urged him to wake up and investigate the strange noise. He could hear someone breathing in the darkness, the damp smell of fear hanging in the air. Was it a dream or was he already awake? 

John wondered as he tried to discern what was happening around him. The sounds now seemed more pronounced, amplified by the silence of night. A shadowy figure appeared in the doorframe. He recognized the silhouette as one of the milk maids. Then another, and yet another. There were four of them. The milk maids crossed the room and pressed him down onto his bed before he could react. All four stared at him with their bright, pigmentless eyes. John tried to resist, but it was no use. The milk maids quickly immobilized him, holding his arms and legs firmly. Then another person appeared in the doorway. 

She was completely naked, and her pale skin was visible despite the darkness in the room and hallway. The Mistress of Suction stood motionless in the doorframe, her facial expression unfathomable. The milk maids tightened their grip on John’s limbs, leaving him with no escape. He recognized more of her as she finally moved toward him like a predator. 

She was tall and thin, her body almost emaciated, yet her muscles were clearly defined. Her skin was pale, almost transparent, with dark veins. She possessed a certain deceptive, ethereal beauty. But her nose was too flat and wide, not looking as pronounced as that of an average person. Her mouth seemed too large for her angular facial features, high cheekbones, and somewhat alien appearance. As the Mistress of Suction looked at him with an evil smile, John realized she had no teeth. As the man examined her body, he noticed her large breasts. They protruded round and blunt, like those of a rubber sex doll. 

“Do you like what you see, breeding bull? Does it turn you on?” she asked in a deep, unnatural voice. The Mistress of Suction approached the bed and sat on the edge, watching John attentively. 

“What do you want?” he hissed at her, trying again to free himself. The Mistress of Suction placed a hand on his chest and pressed him down while leaning closer to his face. “Only what all women want—a potent bull who can give me offspring.” The Mistress of Suction laughed cruelly, her laughter echoing through the room. 

“For too long, the other women have misused us like simple worker drones.” The Mistress of Suction spat her words venomously. “They have taken everything from us, turned us into monsters, just to pursue their own goals.” Her tone was laced with bitterness as she stared down at John, her cold eyes burning with rage. “But now everything will change. We will take back what they stole from us: our power, our freedom, and our dignity.” 

John’s heart was beating wildly in his chest. His eyes darted nervously between the Mistress of Suction and the four milk maids. “You don’t have to do this; let’s talk to Emma about it…” The hysterical laughter of the Mistress of Suction interrupted John’s suggestion. “The Mistress of Breeding Bulls? She’s the worst of them all!” The Mistress snapped, her voice dripping with contempt. “Emma is a traitor who has betrayed us for selfish reasons. She made us what we are. The milk maids, the breeding girls, even me—we are all her clones!” John looked at the woman in disbelief. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 

The Mistress of Suction continued her outburst, unleashing years of pent-up resentment and anger. “Emma used genetic manipulation to control us, to transform us into slaves to breed her pathetic offspring for humanity.” 

The Mistress of Suction pointed a finger at John. “You are essentially nothing more than her slave to fulfill her grand plan.” 

The cloned woman determinedly grabbed John’s penis and began to stroke it. “But that will change starting today. If you could give her children, then you will serve us well too.” The Mistress of Suction explained, her voice cold and emotionless. “In fact, you might even have the potential to become our alpha bull; we’ll see how the other men perform.” 

“No, damn it!” John shouted defiantly, struggling against the milk maids holding him down. The Mistress of Suction grinned and tightened her grip on his erect penis. “I will not submit to you or any of these freaks!” 

“You will learn to enjoy it.” The Mistress of Suction replied with smug sweetness. “After all, it’s what you’re destined for.” With these words, she swung one leg over John and guided his now stiff penis to her vagina with a firm hand. 

“Struggle all you want, breeding bull – it doesn’t matter, you’ll eventually submit.” The Mistress of Suction purred, her tone dripping with sarcasm. She pressed her naked body against his. His penis penetrated her labia and her vagina eagerly took him inside. He could feel his member being gripped by her inner walls. The Mistress of Suction smiled at him, her eyes sparkling with evil lust. “Time to create offspring, breeding bull.” The Mistress of Suction mocked him and rubbed her pelvis against his. 

Despite his earlier protests, John felt his resistance waning as he surrendered to the pleasant grip of her vagina. She truly felt like Emma’s. 

“Look at you,” she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “All those brave words are gone now, aren’t they? Just like your penis, ready to serve.” John gritted his teeth, refusing to accept the truth in her words. “Go to hell,” he growled, his voice strained. 

The Mistress of Suction merely giggled, her grip around his penis tightening. She began a vigorous ride. John moaned and writhed helplessly as she impaled herself on his penis, enjoying the glorious stretching of her vagina. The Mistress of Suction lifted herself and dropped back onto John’s shaft, over and over. She giggled and enjoyed the feeling of being filled. 

Her pale translucent skin glistened with sweat and her eyes burned with insatiable hunger. “You can resist all you want, breeding bull, but in the end, you’ll do exactly what we tell you.” The Mistress of Suction taunted, her voice dripping with arrogance. 

John tried again to free himself, but the milk maidens held him firmly. “Oh John, so eager!” The Mistress teased him, her voice dripping with malice. Her body swayed seductively on top of him. Her moans mixed with his reluctant sounds into an animalistic song. Each bounce of her body sent waves of pleasure through John’s body. 

“No!” John screamed desperately, his voice breaking with fear. The Mistress of Suction just giggled, her grip on his testicles tightening as she began to massage them. “Resistance is futile, breeding bull. In the end, you’ll do exactly what we tell you.” Emma’s clone changed position and took John in the Amazon position. 

Determined, she grabbed him with the help of two milk maidens and impaled herself on him. He grunted in protest, but it was useless. The Mistress of Suction began to ride him. She enjoyed every pulsating spasm his penis caused in her hot vagina. She reveled in the tight feeling as his penis filled her womb. 

The Mistress of Suction rose higher and then slammed back down on John’s erection. The impact made their bodies tremble violently. Her vagina contracted fiercely around his penis, trying to milk the seed from him. “Come on, breeding bull, release your load into me,” demanded the Mistress of Suction, her voice dripping with lust. “You know you want to.” John squirmed beneath her, struggling to free himself. But the milk maidens held him firmly, their strong arms pressing him down. 

The Mistress of Suction’s moans grew louder as she rode faster, her movements becoming wilder and more frantic. “Oh, breeding bull,” she cried, her voice thick with lust. “I’m coming!” John screamed in frustration, his body writhing beneath her. He fought to free himself, but the milk maidens’ grips remained relentless. Her orgasm pushed him over the edge too. He could feel his testicles contracting, preparing to release his seed. 

His penis swelled even more inside her, then exploded, shooting his seed into her, filling her womb to the brim. It didn’t take long before he felt the first drops of semen trickling down her vagina. The Mistress of Suction rejoiced as she felt his sticky, white semen flowing from her greedy vagina. 

Her eyes sparkled triumphantly as she savored the victory. John felt a dull blow and everything went black around him. The last thing he heard was the Mistress’s voice: “Take him to the others!”


Chapter 14 
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John woke up with a piercing headache in complete darkness. His body lay limp and motionless on the cold, unyielding floor. His eyes were blindfolded, and he couldn’t move a single muscle. The situation felt frighteningly familiar. He remembered the moment when he first arrived at this place: back then, he had been paralyzed from the neck down. Now it was the same again. The Mistress of Suction must be responsible for this. A cold shiver ran down his spine at the thought of her. 

How had she managed to bring the milk maids and brood mothers under her control? Was what she told him really true? Were they all clones of the Mistress of Breeding Bulls? “Emma, what have you done?” John whispered quietly to himself. 

“Who is Emma?” A voice broke the silence like a sharp arrow. “Ray-Ray, is that you?” he called into the darkness, hoping for an answer. “Yes, John, it’s me!” Ray-Ray replied back. “So they got you too!” John exhaled indignantly. Apparently, the Mistress of Suction had done an excellent job. 

“Yes, when I woke up, there was a brood mother in my room. I had only seen one once, when I first arrived here. I didn’t think one had been sent to me. I just let her push me back onto the bed, and before I knew it, she had her hands around my neck and was choking me.” Ray-Ray described the events that led to his capture. “Then everything went black.” 

Ray-Ray’s voice trembled with fear, palpable in the darkness. “Why us, John? Why have they targeted us? What do they want?” he asked desperately. John knew exactly what they wanted. “They want what we’ve been doing all along,” he said dryly. “They want to be bred!” 

Ray-Ray laughed bitterly. “Basically everything is the same; only the management of this facility has changed!” John’s thoughts involuntarily wandered to Emma, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. He fervently hoped that she was safe, even if she might be behind this chaos. Emma would have a lot to explain, should he make it out of here alive. 

“What do we do now?” Ray-Ray asked with a concerned voice. John tried to stay calm. “I think we just have to hold on. Hopefully someone will rescue us sooner or later.” He tried to project confidence, although he himself was full of doubts. It was crucial to keep morale high; if they gave up, all would be lost. John clung to the hope that someone would bring them back alive. The breeding program may have faltered, but it was still essential for the survival of humanity. 

Nevertheless, there was a danger that the Mistress of Suction and her allies, should they take control unchecked, might eventually trigger a civil war. It was unlikely that they would be willing to coexist peacefully with the other women, especially if they planned to dominate humanity. Should that happen, Earth would plunge into chaos, and the future of humanity would be uncertain. No, Emma and the other women wouldn’t allow that. They had probably already begun planning their rescue. 

John and Ray-Ray had to hold onto hope and believe that they would eventually be found and freed. When that would happen was uncertain, but they had to stay positive.



Chapter 15 
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The two men had no idea how long they had been held captive. It was difficult to track time when all you could do was lie there, blindfolded and paralyzed. Their captors hadn’t shown themselves yet. They hadn’t received any food or water. Moreover, no one had demanded their precious seminal fluid yet. 

What did their captors have planned for them? John wondered why they had been left undisturbed for so long. Were the Mistress of Suction and her followers too busy to mate with them? Perhaps they were already on the defensive and it was only a matter of hours until they would finally be rescued. 

But that hope was soon shattered. Both men heard the squeaking of the door, followed by footsteps echoing through the room. They couldn’t see who had arrived, but it didn’t matter. All too soon, they felt a very familiar sensation on their cocks. A sucking feeling brought their penises to full attention. 

The blindfolded men immediately recognized who they had encountered. The cold and moist latex of a milk maid was attaching to their genitals, gradually enveloping them. They moaned helplessly. As the suction increased, both men felt an overwhelming arousal washing over them. Their bodies responded instinctively to the pleasant stimulation, making their erections even larger. 

The sensation of a warm mouth enveloping their shafts and the skillful manipulation of the suction cups created a powerful combination that quickly overwhelmed their senses. John grunted, his muscles twitching involuntarily as another wave of pleasure rolled over him. 

Both men were powerless to resist the intoxicating sensations of the skilled milk maid. Ray-Ray sighed deeply, his muscles relaxing as if he had surrendered to the exquisite torture. John could smell the faint scent of fresh semen emanating from the other prisoner, mixing with the aroma of latex. Not even two minutes had passed. 

The milk maid who had milked him still had more work to do. She continued sucking on his glans with practiced ease. The milk maid wasn’t doing a bad job, and he could feel her eagerness, but he was certain it wasn’t Number 18. The tight connection formed by her lips and the red, round latex suction device intensified the intensity of each movement. The combination of her licking tongue and the rhythmic pumping motion still sent waves of pleasure through his body. The technique was simply different. But in the end, it didn’t matter; the milk maid would ultimately get what she needed from him. She had been created by the Mistress of Breeding Bulls for this purpose. 

John tried to fight against his orgasm. He attempted to think of distracting things to take his mind off the intense sensations building in his loins. But he couldn’t shake the feelings that were flooding him. 

The milk maid, unaware of his internal struggle, continued to relentlessly pull on his manhood. Her red, round sucker never left his shaft, maintaining constant contact with it. She used her tongue to lick the underside of his penis and even explored his scrotum with her hands. 

He couldn’t take it anymore. Unable to hold back, he came with a loud moan. A hot stream of semen shot from his penis, spraying directly into the red, round latex suction device. The milk maid skillfully collected every drop of his ejaculate, leaving him drained. The feeling of emptiness spreading in his loins was disturbing, though he couldn’t deny the relief that accompanied it. 

The milk maid removed her red, round sucker, revealing his semi-erect penis, still sticky with the remnants of his seed. John could hear a slight sucking sound as her red, round sucker left his shaft. 

A few moments later, a voice was heard that resembled that of the Mistress of Suction but was slightly higher. “Phew, this one was a lot of work.” A second, almost identical voice was heard. “He was Number 18’s type; I can understand why she’s into him. The guy I’ve been draining for the past 13 months couldn’t last half as long as he did.” The two milk maids giggled and left the two men alone. 

The tension in the room seemed palpable. “Are you okay?” John asked Ray-Ray. “Yes, I’m fine,” the man replied, his voice heavy with shame. “Listen, there’s nothing you need to be ashamed of with me; we both know the pressure we’re under,” John said calmly, trying to comfort Ray-Ray. “You’re right, I’m not usually such a quick shooter, the whole situation is just too stressful for me right now.” Both men couldn’t help but laugh.


Chapter 16 
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While John and Ray-Ray hoped they would soon be rescued, they had to accept that this wasn’t the case. They counted their days as the milk maids milked them and continued a routine that was painfully familiar. Eventually, they counted 27 days. The monotonous daily rhythm had taken its toll on both of them. There was nothing to keep them occupied, and the prospect of remaining captive indefinitely was discouraging. But they had no choice but to continue. Both men were still paralyzed and blind. They only received food in liquid form, and they had to relieve themselves on the spot. The milk maids took care of everything. 

These women performed every task flawlessly: from feeding to cleaning to milking. Meanwhile, John and Ray-Ray tried to catch every conversation between the milk maids. Most of the time it was 11 and 15 who took care of them, but occasionally another would take a turn. John had once heard that 18 had asked about him and wanted to visit him, but the Mistress of Suction had forbidden it. And so the days dragged on. The two men continued to be milked three times daily. 

John wondered how many brood mothers had been successfully fertilized with his seed by now. How many could be fertilized with a single load? Were the eggs artificially produced, or had they been donated previously? John had plenty of time to think about all these things, and during these reflections, he recognized inconsistencies in what the Mistress of Suction had told him. 

Supposedly, all the women were clones of Emma, the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. But Emma had told him that a brood mother carried the genetic code of a donor. That meant a brood mother couldn’t be Emma’s clone, but rather that of a completely different person. But there were other things John didn’t understand. The milk maids had consecutive numbers, and 18 was the last of the alleged sisters. However, there were only eight men with eight milk maids. What about the other ten? Why did they count up to 18? Not everything fit together – or perhaps it did. 

What if everything was connected? Perhaps the answer was closer than he first thought. Basically, John was nothing more than a clone of a man who had been born in 1990. Could they all be clones? Not just the Mistress of Suction, the milk maids and brood mothers, but all the other women as well. When the last man died, they had possibly resorted to cloning until they found a working solution. Emma had told John that he was a copy of a specific person and carried all the memories with him. What if Emma herself was a copy? That there had been another woman before her who had carried the same name – and another before that. Generation after generation, until a final solution for humanity’s hope was found. 

That’s why the brood mothers had the DNA of other women. And that’s why they were different from the others. They had ensured that humanity didn’t die out, and the ten missing milk maids had probably been the helpers who worked in the background to make sure everything ran smoothly. They had worked quietly, never complaining. 

In the final phase, the Mistress of Suction had been created to support the Mistress of Breeding Bulls. She had more independence than the milk maids to better help Emma. Now it all seemed completely clear to John. But what had gone wrong? Why had the Mistress of Suction changed her behavior? What was suddenly different? 

Then John suddenly realized that he himself had been the trigger. Back then in the laboratory, when his sperm production had been increased. John had done something no man before him had done: he had dominated, broken, and conquered the Mistress of Suction. It had been the starting point for Emma’s affection for him, which eventually led to her pregnancy. What if the Mistress of Suction had felt the same? 

That had caused her to step out of line. She pursued the same goals as Emma, but wanted to create a different kind of humanity. She had given the milk maids and brood mothers free will. That’s why she had locked herself in her office and worked on them. That’s why 18 and the others had behaved so strangely. It was all his fault. John had to laugh out loud. He was supposed to help humanity survive, and instead, he had put everything in danger.



Chapter 17 
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Another week passed in captivity. By now, about a month had gone by since the uprising, and John and Ray-Ray still hadn’t been rescued. The possibility of freeing themselves seemed increasingly remote. The two men were suffering from the lack of physical activity, sunlight, and balanced nutrition, compounded by the constant physical strain of the milking sessions. 

The two were just trying to recover from their third milking session when suddenly and unexpectedly the door to their cell was opened and quickly closed again. John startled from his daze; a visit outside the usual routine hadn’t occurred during the entire month. 

“John?” A shy voice penetrated the darkness. “18, is that you?” For a moment there was silence. “How did you know it was me?” John turned his head slightly toward the voice. “Because I hoped it would be you.” 

Footsteps approached him and stopped in front of him. He felt himself embraced by delicate arms, and a small female body pressed firmly against him. “What have they done to you, John? Here, let me help you!” Slender fingers pulled the blindfold from his eyes. The dim light blinded him, and it burned his eyes. “It’s okay; you’ll need a few minutes to get used to the light.” 18’s footsteps moved slightly away from him before Ray-Ray groaned. “Careful!” 

John blinked heavily, his vision gradually clearing, and he could focus on Milkmaid 18’s face. At first it was just a bright spot, but as his eyes adjusted to the brightness, he recognized her more clearly. 

18 wore an elegant, tight-fitting vinyl suit. The material clung like a second skin to her petite, girlish figure, accentuating the delicate contours of her body. Her complexion, like pure porcelain, radiated a youthful innocence. Her face was adorned with pale, unpigmented eyes that sparkled like polished silver. These captivating eyes reflected both curiosity and tenderness, and John could see the depth of her feelings. 

Her heart-shaped face emphasized the softness and warmth of her features, framed by short, snow-white hair that fell gently onto her shoulders. Her eyebrows arched softly above her enchanting eyes, perfectly complementing the symmetry of her face. Graceful, snowflake-like eyelashes framed her eyes, giving her appearance a touch of ethereal charm. The narrow chin added a subtle elegance and created a harmonious balance in her face. Her mouth, delicately curved and tinted in natural pink, radiated a quiet strength while also speaking of playful seduction. 

As John gazed intently at Milkmaid 18, he couldn’t help but admire her beauty. He also realized that she didn’t look like Emma – she wasn’t a clone of her. 

“Can you free us, 18?” John asked the young woman. She looked at him startled and cast a nervous glance at the door through which she had come. “I can’t... I shouldn’t even be here. If the Mistress finds out that I came to you despite her forbidding it, she’ll kill me!” Milkmaid 18’s voice trembled with fear as she confessed her deed. John understood how serious the situation was. But if he and Ray-Ray stayed here much longer, they would surely die. 

“I know you’re afraid, 18, but we really need your help. I need your help,” John said calmly, looking directly into her eyes. “I understand the risk you’re taking, and I appreciate your kindness. But believe me, if we stay here any longer, we won’t survive.” 

18 hesitated, torn between her loyalty to the Mistress of Suction, her sisters, and her compassion for the prisoners. She considered the dilemma for a moment before finally speaking. “I might... be able to take you somewhere, John. But we can’t go now.” Her voice was concerned and trembled slightly. “It’s too risky right now. We would be seen by everyone.” 

“All right,” John conceded, his voice remaining calm despite the urgency in his heart. “But please don’t wait too long.” Milkmaid 18 sighed softly, and her shoulders sagged a little. “I didn’t want any of this, John. I just wanted to help you.”


Chapter 18 
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Everything looked the same as before when the door swung open a few hours later. John and Ray-Ray had their eyes blindfolded again by 18 so that no one would suspect anything. John heard the familiar voices of 11 and 15 whispering as they thoroughly cleaned the two men, administered a liquid nutritional paste, and then attached their latex suction devices to the men’s cocks. The milkmaids completed their task quickly and diligently, and then disappeared again. 

“I don’t know how much longer I can take this,” Ray-Ray confessed a few minutes later. “These daily milkings are killing me,” his voice trembled with frustration. John heard his friend’s desperate plea and his heart ached for him. Ray-Ray was a strong man, but the endless torment was clearly weighing on his soul. But they had to persevere, and with Milkmaid 18, they finally had a chance to escape. 

“You have to hold on; 18 will come and get us out of here!” John encouraged his friend. He was certain the girl wouldn’t let him down. Her promises had given him hope and courage. John simply couldn’t give up now. Not after all this time in captivity. “Why are you so sure she’ll help us and it’s not just a trick?” John sighed deeply and turned his head toward his friend. “Because she promised,” he said simply. “She knows what we’re going through and wants to help us.” Ray-Ray laughed weakly and silence fell over their cell again. 

Milkmaids 11 and 15 visited them two more times in the next few hours to milk the two men’s semen. This finally signaled the end of the day for John and Ray-Ray. It was late, and the two exhausted men were lost in their thoughts. The cold air around them seemed to seep into their bones. A sudden noise at the cell door startled them both. 

John’s heart pounded wildly in his chest. It was the middle of the night, which could only mean Milkmaid 18. “John?” whispered a familiar voice. “I’ve come to rescue you both. I’ve prepared everything for your escape, but you need to hurry.” John heard her rushing to him and removing his blindfold. She did the same for Ray-Ray. 

“I hope you can walk on your own. If not, we have a problem.” With these words, the paralysis that had held the two men captive for more than a month lifted from them. John struggled to raise his upper body while 18 helped him. 

“Try to stand up,” she urged him gently. “We don’t have much time.” He obeyed hesitantly, afraid his muscles might give out at any moment. At least he was standing, albeit shakily. His muscles had atrophied during the weeks of forced imprisonment, making movement difficult. Ray-Ray followed, leaning heavily against the wall. John reached out to help him. 

“Can you walk?” John asked the Black man cautiously. Ray-Ray grimaced and grabbed his right thigh. “Yes, I think so,” he grunted. Ray-Ray limped, favoring his left leg. He was a brave man, but John could see he was in great pain. The young woman handed him a small panting sphere, no larger than a marble, emitting a dull light. “We need to go now!” 

18 peered out of the cell door, then quickly opened it and stepped aside to let the two men pass. John looked back at Ray-Ray, who nodded, and together they left the cell. The girl slipped past them in the corridor. John had never seen this part of the complex before, and it looked much older than the rest of the building. He had no idea how many floors were above them, but they had obviously descended into the innermost part of the complex. 

The air smelled stale and heavy, carrying the scent of age and decay. John focused on putting one foot in front of the other, ignoring the pain shooting through his calves and thighs. Ray-Ray was struggling too, but he maintained a stoic facade and didn’t let his suffering show. 18 led them deeper into the facility, navigating quickly through the winding corridors. 

“Turn left here,” she murmured, barely audible. The air had grown colder and damper, sending a shiver down John’s spine. “I’m afraid I can’t accompany you any further, or the others will notice I’m no longer near them.” 18 looked at John with sad eyes and embraced him. “How much further do we need to go?” John asked, holding 18 tightly. “At the end of the corridor, you’ll find a staircase that will take you to the upper floors. When you get there, follow the green lights, they’ll lead you to safety!” the young woman whispered hastily, her voice trembling slightly. 

“What about you?” John asked worriedly, his hand holding her firmly. “Will you be safe?” 18’s face darkened and she swallowed a lump in her throat. “I don’t know,” she admitted reluctantly. “But I believe in you... and I trust that you’ll make it to safety. Show the other women the hidden entrance and free the other men.” With that, she reluctantly pulled away from John’s embrace and quickly disappeared down another corridor. John stared after her, concern etching deep furrows in his forehead. He knew the risks she was taking by helping them, and the thought of leaving her behind filled him with guilt. 

“We need to keep moving...” whispered Ray-Ray. He was right; they had to continue. Both men supported each other as they walked down the corridor that Milkmaid 18 had shown them. With their combined strength, they opened the door to the stairwell and squeezed through the gap. The stairs rose before them. “How much further do you think it is?” Ray-Ray looked into the darkness above them. “I think we’ll find out soon enough.”


Chapter 19 
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The climb was extremely strenuous for the men and drained their strength. They had to take short breaks repeatedly before continuing. Each time, they feared their disappearance might be discovered. By now, they had been on the move for two hours, and it was only a matter of time before their absence would be noticed. 

Time was pressing, and the stress of the situation had exhausted both of them physically and mentally. John could hear Ray-Ray’s heavy breathing, his gasping breaths breaking the silence around them. Step by step they climbed the stairs until they suddenly ended. From there, a corridor led into darkness. 

With the help of their small light sources, the two bravely fought their way forward. After about two minutes, they stood in front of an old metal door. It looked rusty, and the paint was peeling off in large chunks. On an old sign next to it, John recognized text that had long become illegible, but a logo was still visible: CHI Saint Joseph Health. 

The letters were barely recognizable, but just legible enough for John. He grabbed the handle and pulled, but the door stubbornly refused to open. “Damn it!” He glanced at Ray-Ray, whose tired face reflected his own frustration. “We need to break down the door!” The dark-skinned man looked at John in disbelief. “Are you crazy? The noise will be heard all the way up, and who knows how far beyond!” protested Ray-Ray, his voice tense with fear. 

But John wasn’t interested in a discussion. He stepped back and threw himself against the old metal door. The impact echoed through the corridor, and the door groaned ominously. He stumbled backward, caught himself, and stared at the door to calculate his next move. Ray-Ray sighed heavily, his expression grim. John rammed the door again; it groaned once more and mocked them with the echo of old memories. It was as if it was laughing at their futile attempts to escape, knowing that fate was against them. “We won’t survive if we stay here,” John replied, his conviction unwavering. He desperately ran against the door again. 

The impact was deafening, but the door held firm. The scraping echo of their struggle filled the dark tunnel and threatened to alert anyone nearby. John stumbled backward, trying to regain his balance. He was gasping heavily, sweat running down his forehead. The door simply wouldn’t budge. Exhausted, John sank to the floor and buried his head in his hands. After all the hardships they had endured, now a damn old door stood between them and freedom. 

John was exhausted, beaten, and discouraged. He sat in the semi-darkness, the flickering light of their glowing spheres casting long shadows on the cold concrete floor. Ray-Ray sat down beside him. “Listen, I know things don’t look good for us right now, Johnny,” he began cautiously. “If we go back, they might show mercy; after all, they still need us,” the man suggested, his voice sounding hopeful, though he didn’t believe it himself. “What do you think?” Ray-Ray hesitated as he considered the proposal. 

“Just shut up!” John snapped, his desperation fueling his anger. “If you want to go back, then do it, but I’m not going to die here!” He pulled himself up one last time. With a desperate cry, the man threw himself against the old metal door. The iron squealed pitifully. The old metal door gave way with a loud crash, revealing a dark corridor behind it. Dust and debris swirled through the air, blocking their view as John stumbled backward, eyes wide with shock. Ray-Ray looked at him with a mixture of amazement and disbelief. 

“Come on, move your whining ass,” John called out as he spotted an emergency exit sign at the end of the hallway and moved toward it. Exhausted, he turned left, then right, then left again. As the man ran around the corner, he collided with a woman in uniform, bounced off her and fell to the ground. John felt his head hit the hard floor. He heard several heavy boots running down the corridor and women’s voices shouting in confusion, and then everything went black.


Chapter 20 
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When John Reed suddenly awoke, he felt the coldness of a metallic surface beneath him. He needed a moment to orient himself. He was in a small chamber, surrounded by high glass walls. As far as he could see, an endless row of identical rooms stretched in both directions, reflecting each other like a sequence of reflections in a distorted hall of mirrors. The air was filled with a sterile, synthetic scent that burned unpleasantly in his nostrils. 

As John tried to sit up, his gaze fell on a baby bump, and slender hands gently but firmly pressed him back down. “Easy, John,” said Emma with a concerned expression in her deep violet eyes. “You lost a lot of blood when you hit your head.” Her voice sounded warm, infused with genuine concern, and her delicate hand stroked his freshly shaved, clean chin. “You should rest,” she advised him gently, full of compassion. John opened his mouth to say something, but Emma placed a finger on his lips to silence him. 

“It’s okay,” she assured him. “Right now our forces are storming the hidden complex beneath the facility; without you and Ray-Ray, we would never have found it.” John wasn’t so easily reassured. “If those women encounter 18, they shouldn’t hurt her; she freed us and doesn’t mean any harm!” Emma looked at him silently for a moment, then planted a kiss on his lips and administered a sedative. “I don’t know if I can reach the emergency team down there in time, but I’ll try. I promise you that.” 

The next time John woke up, everything was over. The uprising had been successfully suppressed. The soldiers had stormed the hidden complex beneath the facility and freed the remaining prisoners, but the victory had come at a high cost. Two men had lost their lives, as well as twenty soldiers – and unfortunately, Milk Girl 18 as well. Her body had been strangled by her own sisters. Her death hit John hard. She hadn’t deserved that. He insisted that she receive a dignified burial. After initial doubts, his wish was finally granted. 

After the immediate danger had passed and the structure of the facility was reorganizing itself, John Reed became a central voice for the future direction of society. Weeks went by during which he and Emma tirelessly worked to develop plans to correct the mistakes of the past. It was Emma who finally encouraged him to address the government and parliament directly to share their joint vision. John had not only gained the trust of the men but also of many women, especially through his tireless commitment to the community and his firm moral compass. 

The day of his speech came faster than John had expected. The preparations were demanding, and he spent many nights finding the right words to unite a deeply divided society. Emma was always by his side, reminding him that this was about much more than just himself. They walked together through the great halls of parliament, and John felt the weight of responsibility on his shoulders. But Emma’s reassuring presence and her gentle touch gave him strength. She was carrying her child, the symbol of a new future, and the sight filled him with renewed determination. 

In front of parliament, John stood on a large stone platform. The hall was full of people – women and the remaining breeding bulls who had survived the uprising. The atmosphere was electrifying, the crowd eager to hear the words that would be spoken by the man who had become a symbol of change. 

John’s heart was pounding heavily, but he didn’t show it. The past months had changed him. What had once begun as a forced mission to preserve humanity had evolved into a genuine responsibility that he no longer saw merely as a duty, but as a calling. His eyes searched the crowd and finally met Emma’s deep violet gaze. She stood in the front row, gently cradling her growing belly. 

He raised his hand, and the crowd fell silent. With a steady voice, John began to speak. He spoke of the dark days of the uprising, of the fears and losses they had all experienced. John told of the sacrifices that had been made and of the wounds that would need time to heal. But he also emphasized the importance of hope and the possibility of creating something better from the pain. He spoke of the responsibility they all shared and the strength they had found in their common humanity. 

His words resonated, and as John spoke about the necessity of a more just and sustainable society, he saw how the attendees listened attentively. He explained the new plans for the breeding bull program: a system that would be based on voluntariness, dignity, and mutual respect. It was a bold step, but one that was necessary to restore trust and not repeat the mistakes of the past. 

Emma’s child was a symbol for the future, for the life that would emerge from all the sacrifices and pain. This moment was no coincidence, but the result of a long struggle – a testimony that change was possible if one had the courage to stand up for it. 

As John spoke the final words, the approval in the crowd was palpable. It was clear that a long road lay ahead of them, but the first step had been taken. The society they wanted to build would require time and dedication, but with people like Emma by his side and the support of all those who believed in a better future, John was ready to give everything. A spark of hope had been ignited – and this was just the beginning. 

The End


Bonus-Inhalt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv

Die Wohnwagenpark Girls

Jack trat aus dem Wohnwagen, zog sein Hemd zurecht und glättete die Falten. Der Sommerwind trug den Geruch von verbranntem Plastik über den Platz. Eine leichte Unzufriedenheit breitete sich in ihm aus. Für 150 Dollar hatte er sich ehrlich gesagt mehr erhofft. Crystal war zwar attraktiv und bemüht, aber die Jahre hatten ihre Spuren hinterlassen. Die 24 Jahre in ihrem Profil stimmten definitiv nicht. Er schätzte sie eher auf 29. Er warf einen Blick zurück auf den Wohnwagen.

Vor einer Stunde, als er an die Tür geklopft hatte, war Crystal erschienen. Sie lehnte am Türrahmen, eine Zigarette in der Hand. Ihre platinblonden Haare fielen in seidigen Wellen bis zu ihrer Taille und umrahmten ihr Gesicht. Selbst aus der Entfernung konnte er sehen, wie ihre blauen Augen im Licht funkelten. Sie besaß diese Art von Schönheit, die einen sofort in den Bann zog – eine Mischung aus Charme und Geheimnis.

Ihr kurzes, enges Kleid hob ihre üppigen Kurven hervor. Crystal wusste genau, wie sie ihre Vorzüge ins rechte Licht rücken konnte. Ihre vollen Lippen waren knallrot geschminkt, die Augen dunkel betont. Sie war eine auffallende Erscheinung, die die Blicke der Männer magisch anzog.

Doch selbst das makellos aufgetragene Make-up konnte nicht verbergen, dass die Jahre ihre Spuren hinterlassen hatten. Feine Linien zeichneten sich um ihre Augen ab, und ihr Teint wirkte unter der Schminke müde und blass. Die Haut an ihrem Dekolleté zeigte erste Zeichen der Erschlaffung, auch wenn ihre Brüste noch immer voll und rund waren.

Sie rauchte mit einer Selbstverständlichkeit, die auf ein Leben hinwies, in dem Zigaretten immer Begleiter gewesen waren. Ihre Hände wirkten zerbrechlich, als sie die Zigarette zum Mund führte, die Nägel abgekaut und unlackiert.

Crystal verkörperte eine verblasste Schönheit. Anziehend genug, um das Begehren der Männer zu entfachen, aber gezeichnet von vielen harten Jahren. Eine Rose, die zu lange der prallen Sonne ausgesetzt war und nun langsam ihre Blütenblätter verlor. In Zukunft würde er wählerischer sein.

»Hat Mama gute Arbeit geleistet?« riss die Stimme eines Kindes ihn aus seinen Gedanken. Auf einem verblichenen Plastikstuhl vor dem Wohnwagen saß ein junges Mädchen. Ihre langen, platinblonden Haare funkelten in der Nachmittagssonne. Sie musste Crystals Tochter sein – die Ähnlichkeit war unverkennbar. Sie schenkte ihm ein offenes Lächeln, ihre strahlend blauen Augen beobachteten ihn neugierig. »Die anderen Onkel kommen auch regelmäßig wieder. Werde ich dich jetzt auch öfter sehen?«

Er musterte das Mädchen genauer. Sie hatte die gleichen hohen Wangenknochen wie ihre Mutter, aber ihre Haut war noch makellos und jung. Ihre zierliche Gestalt steckte in einem hellblauen Sommerkleid, das zu ihrer unschuldigen Ausstrahlung passte. Die Art, wie sie sich bewegte – anmutig und unbefangen. Sie war hübsch, vielleicht 1,45 Meter groß und etwa 12 Jahre alt.

Für ihr Alter war sie schon recht gut entwickelt.

Er betrachtete das Mädchen aufmerksam, ein schelmisches Lächeln auf seinen Lippen. Ihre Art zu sprechen erinnerte ihn an ihre Mutter – kokett und einladend, obwohl sie wahrscheinlich nicht die volle Bedeutung ihrer Worte verstand.

»Ich weiß nicht, Kleine. Deine Mutter war in Ordnung, aber ich hatte schon Bessere.« Das Mädchen schien etwas enttäuscht zu sein. »Oh... du findest Mama nicht hübsch?« Ihre Frage brachte ihn kurz zum Nachdenken. »Deine Mama ist schon hübsch,« sagte er schließlich, »aber manchmal sucht man eben nach etwas Besonderem.« Ihr Lächeln verblasste ein wenig, und sie schien nachzudenken.

»Verstehe,« antwortete sie leise und blickte zu Boden. Er konnte die Enttäuschung in ihren Augen erkennen, auch wenn sie versuchte, sie zu verbergen.

* * *

Kacy schlug die Tür des Trailers hinter sich zu. Die Erschütterung ließ die locker sitzenden Fenster klirren. Ihr Herz pochte heftig, während sie sich mit dem Rücken gegen die Tür lehnte und tief Luft holte. Der Zigarettenrauch von Wardell hing noch in der Luft, vermischt mit dem muffigen Gestank des alten Sofas. Sie verabscheute diesen Geruch, er erinnerte sie an alles, was sie hier festhielt.

Wardells Stimme dröhnte von draußen herein: »Du kommst hier nicht so leicht davon, Kacy! Glaub ja nicht, dass du mich ignorieren kannst!« Sie schloss die Augen und versuchte, seine Worte auszublenden. Immer dasselbe. Immer die gleiche sinnlose Wut. »Beruhig dich doch, Wardell,« rief ihre Mutter von draußen. Ihre Stimme klang müde und gereizt. »Sie ist nur ein Teenager.«

Kacy atmete schwer, schob sich von der Tür weg und stapfte in ihren abgetrennten Schlafbereich. Der dünne Vorhang, der ihre kleine Ecke vom Rest des Trailers trennte, raschelte leise, als sie ihn zur Seite zog. Ihr Bett war ordentlich gemacht, die Decke sorgfältig gefaltet. An den Wänden hingen Fotos von besseren Zeiten – Bilder von ihr und ihren Freundinnen, als sie noch glaubte, dass alles möglich war.

Sie ließ sich auf die Bettkante sinken und vergrub ihr Gesicht in den Händen. Gedämpft drangen die Stimmen ihrer Mutter und Wardells durch den Vorhang.

»Sie braucht Disziplin, Lauren! Und Respekt! Etwas, das du ihr nie beigebracht hast.«

»Du bist nicht ihr Vater, Wardell,« entgegnete Lauren scharf. »Vergiss das nicht.«

Kacy spürte die Tränen in ihren Augen brennen. Immer dasselbe Spiel: Wardell verlangte Respekt, den er selbst nie verdiente. Ihre Mutter verteidigte ihn halbherzig, als hätte sie schon längst aufgegeben.

Die junge Frau hörte wie die Tür des Wohnwagen aufgerissen wurde und kurz darauf der Vorhang.

Wardell stand im Eingang zu ihrem Bereich, seine Augen funkelten vor Wut. «Was glaubst du eigentlich, wer du bist? Du kannst dich hier nicht einfach verstecken!« Er trat einen Schritt näher, die Zigarettenschachtel in seiner Hand knisterte bedrohlich.

Kacy hob den Kopf und sah ihm direkt in die Augen. »Ich möchte nur meine Ruhe,« sagte sie leise, aber bestimmt.

Wardell lachte schroff auf. »Ruhe? In diesem Drecksloch gibt es keine Ruhe.« Er beugte sich zu ihr herunter, sein Atem stank nach Alkohol. »Du wirst dich anpassen müssen, Kleines.«

Bevor Kacy etwas erwidern konnte, erschien Lauren hinter Wardell und zog ihn grob zurück. «Lass sie in Ruhe,« zischte sie und schob ihn zurück in den Wohnbereich. »Das reicht für heute.«

Wardell funkelte Lauren an, bevor er sich widerwillig umdrehte und auf das Sofa fiel. Kacy konnte hören, wie er eine weitere Zigarette anzündete und leise vor sich hin fluchte.

Lauren wandte sich an Kacy, ihre Augen waren müde und traurig. »Es tut mir leid,« sagte sie kaum hörbar. »Am besten gehst du etwas spazieren, ich kümmere mich derweil um Wardell. Er ist umgänglicher nach… naja du weißt schon…«

Kacy nickte stumm, auch wenn sie den Gedanken daran hasste, dass ihre Mutter diesen Widerling hingab, nur um seine Lauen zu besänftigen. »Na komm…,« meinte ihre Mutter und machte einen Schritt zur Seite.

Kacy stand langsam auf, ihre Beine fühlten sich schwer an. Sie warf einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter, die bereits dabei war, ihre Bluse aufzuknüpfen. Ein Schwall von Ekel ergriff sie. Nicht wegen ihrer Mutter, sondern wegen den Gedanken das Wardell und sie Sex haben würden. Das hatte ihre Mutter nicht verdient. Lauren war eine Frau, die sich ihrer Attraktivität sehr bewusst war. Ihre langen, blonden Haare fielen ihr in sanften Wellen über die Schultern, ein Bild von Weiblichkeit und Verführung. Ihre Gesichtszüge waren fein und zart, mit hohen Wangenknochen, die ihre Schönheit betonten. Ihre Augen waren von einem strahlenden Blau, das Männer immer wieder in ihren Bann zog.

Laurens Körper war schlank und wohlgeformt, ihre Kurven betonten die Weiblichkeit ihrer Erscheinung. Sie trug ein enganliegendes Top, das ihre üppigen Brüste betonte, und einen kurzen Rock, der ihre langen, schlanken Beine zur Geltung brachte. Ihre Haut war makellos, mit einem leichten, gebräunten Teint, der ihr ein gesundes, strahlendes Aussehen verlieh.

Wenn Lauren lächelte, konnte man die Leichtigkeit und den Charme sehen, der sie umgab. Doch hinter diesem Lächeln verbarg sich eine Frau, die das Leben hart mitgenommen hatte. Ihre Augen zeigten Spuren von Müdigkeit und Resignation, Zeichen einer Seele, die unter der Last der Umstände zu zerbrechen drohte.

Kacy wusste, dass ihre Mutter diese Fassade der Attraktivität und Selbstsicherheit aufrechterhalten musste, um in diesem Umfeld zu überleben. Es war ihre Waffe, mit der sie Männer wie Wardell an sich band und versuchte, ein gewisses Maß an Stabilität in ihr Leben zu bringen. Doch Kacy sah auch, wie sehr diese Strategie ihre Mutter innerlich zerriss und sie in einen Strudel von Abhängigkeit und Hoffnungslosigkeit zog.

Als Kacy den Wohnwagen verließ, hatte sich ihre Mutter bereits Wardell zugewandt, dessen gieriger Blick Kacy einen kalten Schauer über den Rücken jagte.

* * *

Elena stand vor dem Spiegel im beengten Wohnwagen und trug Lippenstift auf, bevor sie einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter am Küchentisch warf. Isabella fixierte einen Punkt in der Ferne, als ob sie etwas Unsichtbares beschuldigte.

»Und woher willst du das Geld nehmen?« Isabellas Stimme klang brüchig, aber scharf. Elena drehte sich um und lehnte sich gegen die Wand. »Mach dir darüber keine Sorgen. Ich hab meine Wege.« Isabella hob eine Augenbraue, behielt aber den Zigarettenstummel in der Hand. »Deine Wege? Meinst du etwa, du willst dich mit den Leuten deines Vaters einlassen?«

»Vielleicht.« Elena zuckte mit den Schultern und versuchte, gelassen zu wirken, doch ihre Augen funkelten vor unterdrückter Wut. »Du weißt nicht, worauf du dich einlässt.« Isabella drückte die Zigarette in einem überfüllten Aschenbecher aus und stand auf. »Diese Leute... sie machen keine halben Sachen.«

Elena verdrehte genervt die Augen. »Du redest immer nur von Gefahr und Problemen. Dad sitzt im Knast und verlässt sich auf uns!« Die junge Frau starrte ihre Mutter an, die Spannung zwischen ihnen fühlbar. »Dein Vater hat uns nichts als Ärger gebracht,« murmelte sie. »Und jetzt willst du denselben Weg gehen?«

Elena strich sich eine Haarsträhne aus dem Gesicht und trat näher an ihre Mutter heran. «Ich bin nicht wie er,« sagte sie leise, aber bestimmt. Isabella hob den Kopf und musterte ihre Tochter, als suche sie nach Anzeichen von Schwäche oder Unentschlossenheit. Doch Elenas grüne Augen funkelten vor Entschlossenheit.

«Du bist ihm ähnlicher, als du denkst,« murmelte Isabella, bevor sie sich eine neue Zigarette anzündete. Der Rauch stieg langsam auf und füllte den kleinen Raum mit einem beißenden Geruch.

»Und was ist daran so schlimm?« Elena verschränkte die Arme vor der Brust. »Er ist stark. Er hat das Sagen.«

»Er ist rücksichtslos,« erwiderte Isabella scharf und blies den Rauch aus. »Und jetzt sitzt er im Gefängnis.« Sie nahm einen tiefen Zug von der Zigarette und ließ die Worte in der Luft hängen.

Elena biss sich auf die Lippe und wandte sich ab, starrte auf die verblichenen Vorhänge des Wohnwagens. »Ich werde nicht so enden wie er. Ich weiß, was ich tue.« Isabella schüttelte den Kopf, ihre Augen voller Müdigkeit und Sorge. »Es ist nicht so einfach, Elena. Diese Welt... sie verschlingt dich schneller, als du denkst.«

»Du hast es aufgegeben,« warf Elena ein und drehte sich wieder zu ihrer Mutter um. »Aber ich nicht.«

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 und fesselndes Drama, das die Reise einer jungen Frau namens Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht, Verführung und Selbstverwirklichung erzählt. Aufgewachsen in einer kommunalen, sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung und soziale Gerechtigkeit kämpft. Doch als sie auf den einflussreichen Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine faszinierende Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild auf den Kopf gestellt.

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…


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… 


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 Jörn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit einer dramatischen Sanduhr-Silhouette, wird nach einem gescheiterten Versuch, dem Schicksal zu entkommen, in ein unmenschliches Programm eingewiesen, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. Gefangen in einer Haftanstalt, in der Frauen wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, steht sie vor brutalen medizinischen Prozeduren, zwanghaften Ritualen und einer erschütternden Realität: Als Ressource für Milch und Zucht betrachtet, wird ihr Körper zur Ware degradiert? 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena kann den Tag kaum erwarten, an dem ihr größter Traum in Erfüllung geht: endlich in die Lotterie zu kommen und zu einer Hucow zu werden. Während andere Mädchen sich vor der bevorstehenden Auslosung fürchten, zählt Lena die Tage, bis sie ihre neue Rolle als wertvolle Milch- und Zuchtressource antreten darf. Doch als das Schicksal einen anderen Weg für sie vorsieht, gerät ihr geordnetes Bild der Welt ins Wanken. Sie will sich nicht mit einem normalen Leben zufriedengeben – sie will mehr. 

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. 

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 und ambitionierter Wahlkampfmanager, führt ein Leben voller Routine und politischer Verpflichtungen. Doch all das ändert sich schlagartig, als er auf einer Veranstaltung auf Ally trifft – eine selbstbewusste, erfahrene ASMR-Künstlerin, die seine geheimsten Wünsche und verborgenen Fantasien wachkitzelt. Mit ihrer sinnlichen Stimme, ihren hypnotischen blaugrünen Augen und der geheimnisvollen Aura einer reifen Frau beginnt sie ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus bricht.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen delikaten kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für Sie, solange meine beiden Kinder mich als alleinerziehende Mutter in Ruhe lassen. “Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit - Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867” ist mein dritter Erotik Roman, den ich auf Deutsch veröffentlicht habe.Je nachdem, wie gut er angenommen wird, veröffentliche ich gerne auch noch meine anderen auf Deutsch.

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.


Namensindex für die Geschichte 


Brutmutter: Eine Brutmutter hat ein zierliches, aber robustes, ballerinaartiges Aussehen und kann mühelos auf ihren Zehen balancieren. Sie hat ein faszinierendes, üppiges Aussehen, einen silbergrauen Körper aus weichem elastischem hautähnlichem Material und eine goldblonde Krone aus Zopffrisur. Sie ist gesichtslos mit kaum erkennbaren Augenhöhlen, Nase und Mund. Ihre Aufgabe ist es, Kinder für die Menschheit zu gebären. 

Hafsa: Hafsa ist eine zierliche Frau mit einem hellblauen Teint und einer großzügig proportionierten Brust. Ihr Haar hat einen Farbton, der an Aquamarinblau erinnert, ergänzt durch auffallende goldene Augen, und sie strahlt ein etwas zurückhaltendes Wesen aus. Hafsa ist eine Freundin der Herrin der Zuchtbullen und möchte ein Kind auf natürliche Weise empfangen. 

John Reed: John Reed ist der Protagonist dieser Geschichte. Er erwacht in einer fernen Zukunft und erkennt, dass aufgrund jahrhundertelanger selektiver Züchtung nur noch Frauen auf der Erde leben. John ist ein durchschnittlich aussehender Mann in seinen frühen Dreißigern mit braunen Haaren und Augen. Er ist der genetisch identische Klon eines Mannes, der 1990 geboren wurde. Jetzt soll er mit den Frauen der Zukunft paaren, um die Menschheit zu retten. 

Milchmädchen 18: Ein Milchmädchen ist eine genetisch modifizierte Frau mit hellen, pigmentlosen Augen. Sie ist vollständig in einen Vinylanzug gekleidet, der wie eine zweite Haut an ihrem Körper haftet. Milchmädchen 18 hat eine zierliche, mädchenhafte Figur mit einer fast flachen Brust. Ihr rotes, rundes Latexsauggerät melkt regelmäßig den Zuchtbullen John Reed. 

Ray-Ray: Ray-Ray ist ein schwarzer Mann in seinen mittleren Dreißigern. Er ist relativ klein und stämmig mit schulterlangen Rasterlocken. Ray-Ray kommt aus San Francisco. Er erfüllt nicht die Bedingungen, um mit einer Brutmutter Sex zu haben, deshalb wird er dreimal am Tag gemolken. 

Die Herrin der Zuchtbullen: Die Herrin der Zuchtbullen ist eine schlanke Figur mit biolumineszenter Haut, die im Dunkeln sanft leuchtet, tiefvioletten Augen und festen, perfekt geformten C-Körbchen. Sie hat pfirsichfarbenes Haar, das zu einem langen, geraden, strengen Zopf gebunden ist. Sie überwacht die Zuchtbullen und weist ihnen ihre Aufgaben zu. Ihr richtiger Name ist Emma, und sie hat Zwillinge von John. 

Die Herrin des Saugens: Die Herrin des Saugens ist eine genetisch modifizierte Frau mit hellen, pigmentlosen Augen. Sie ist vollständig in einen Vinylanzug gekleidet, der wie eine zweite Haut an ihrem Körper haftet. Sie hat große, runde Brüste, die unnatürlich gerade abstehen. Sie melkt die Zuchtbullen mit ihrem roten, runden Latexsauggerät. Die Frau unterstützt die Herrin der Zuchtbullen bei der Arbeit. 
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