

Hubull Duty




Chapter 1

“You look nice, Max.” My mother says as I enter the kitchen.

“Thanks.” I reply half-heartedly, making her frown.

“What’s wrong, honey?” She asks, and I snort in disbelief. She knows damn well what I’m upset about. I turn twenty tomorrow and have to “fulfill my duty.” Something I’ve heard repeated thousands of times.

My schooling wasn’t normal like the female students. Sure, we went to the same school, but they got to learn cool stuff like science and math. The other boys my age and myself learned to read and write, but only because it helped us understand the hubull courses we were forced to take.

I’m not really mad, just disappointed with life. I don’t want to become a hubull, but it’s not up to me. When you’re a born male in a female dominated world, you have little rights, and I’m reminded of my lower status daily.

The vast chasm separating the opposite sex is glaringly obvious. The education system is not the only thing that’s different. Stores, restaurants and jobs cater to females only.

I’ve never been to a restaurant since males are banned from the premises, but my mother often brings home takeaway as a treat for me. I’d love to know if it tastes better fresh though.

Most clothing stores only carry female clothing. A select few supple male clothing, and just the basics. Thankfully, my mother shops online for my clothing, and she has excellent taste. She can afford the more expensive styles since she’s the mayor of our city.

My mother loves me, but I can feel the distance she’s been putting between us since I was a teenager. Her hugs got less and she let herself get distracted with work. I feel like a disappointment. Like if I was born a female she would have loved me more. I definitely wouldn’t be leaving her soon if I didn’t have a cock swinging between my legs.

She sighs when I don’t say anything. “We’ve talked about this. Just because I’m the mayor doesn’t mean I can change your fate. All males go to the farms. Even President Tremian’s son got sent to a farm when he turned twenty last year. There are no exceptions.”

My shoulders drop in defeat. “I know, mom. It’s just… I’m not ready. I’ll miss you and Janie and the other guys.” Janie is my best friend and the only girl who took the time to get to know me as a person. I have a massive crush on her, but I’d never tell her how I really feel about her. What’s the point?

She never looks at me like I’m beneath her. Other girls in my school treat guys like we are little more than walking cocks with no brains.

“But not for long. What did they teach you in school?” She interrupts my inner musings and stares at me knowingly.

This time I sigh, my shoulders dropping as I repeat what I learned in my hubull transformation lessons. “That the cocktail of drugs given to bulls to increase sperm potency also increases sexual aggression, which affects how the bulls think. They struggle to retain much of their cognitive functions, including memory, speech and logical thought, making them perfect breeding stock.”

My voice is monotone, like I’m reading directly from a book, but I don’t need to see the words to recite them. I remember the first day of hubull transformation and the sinking feeling in my stomach when I saw all the diagrams on the wall detailing the process my body will be put through to become a prime breeding machine.

“That’s right and though it may seem scary now, but a few months on a farm will fix everything.” She says like that makes it all better.

I love my mother, and she holds a lot of political power, but it hurts that she won’t even try to help me on my behalf. It would make me feel better knowing she tried and failed, than not having bothered at all. Bitterness burns on my tongue, and I want to shout at her that I’m more than a hubull. I’m her son and she should show just an ounce of compassion for me.

Me yelling at her and getting angry will be pointless. They are coming for me tomorrow, regardless. Tonight is my last night of freedom, as Max the mayor’s son, and I won’t let it go to waste. I have plans to spend my last night with Janie, my best friend, and dare I say, the woman I love.

“I have to go mom, Janie is waiting.”

She waves me away. “Okay, but be back before midnight, or the alarm on your monitor will send out an alert and they’ll track you down early. I’d at least like to say goodbye to you before the farm comes to collect you.”

I scowl down at the band of thick leather wrapped around my wrist. The tiny box on the strap blinks green. It’s just another reminder that I am nothing more than a commodity. A slave to my designation.

When the clock strikes midnight and I turn twenty, my freedom ends. I’m under house arrest until the farm comes in the morning.

“Yeah, I know. I won’t be late.” I say and head for the door.

When I arrive at the park where Janie and I always meet, she’s sitting on the bench looking out over the pond. Immediately, all the morose thoughts disappear and all I can focus on is her.

She’s beautiful with strawberry blonde hair that’s tied up in a messy bun on the top of her head. Her head turns in my direction and my heart pounds against my ribcage when she smiles at me. It’s like the sun rising after a storm. The warmth in her eyes lights my body on fire.

She’s breathtaking and I’m going to miss her the most. The drugs can take all of my memories. Make a dumb hubull stud. I don’t care, as long as they don’t take my memories of Janie away.

“Hey, Max.” She jumps up and hugs me when I get close and my eyes fall shut as her scent invades my nose. I’m taller than her and when I wrap her up in my arms, everything feels right.

“Janie.” I murmur against the skin of her neck. My body reacts like it always does whenever she’s near, and before she can notice, I step back. I’d be mortified if she ever felt how hard I get whenever we touch.

She’d probably be disgusted and it would just prove that all the other girls are right about us males. We’re nothing more than lusty beasts ready to rut anything with a hole.

A strange look crosses her face when I put some distance between us, but it’s gone as fast as it came, replaced by another blinding smile that does funny things to my heart.

“I’m starving.” She says. “Want to grab a bite to eat before heading to the party?”

“I could eat.” I reply, still not sure if I should be going to this party. It’s not my scene and I doubt I’ll be welcomed, but Janie wants to go and I’d follow her anywhere, including a party that is hosted by the meanest girl in town, Jasmine Fitch. She graduated with us and made every male student know exactly what she thought of them. Her mother is some hotshot CEO, and she works alongside her mother.

In a world dominated by powerful women, her family is very prominent. Not as high status as my mother, but close, and Jasmine’s ego feeds off that power. Other women respect the Fitch’s and strive to be as successful. They pander to her, and she eats it up like candy.

“Are you sure the party is a good idea?” I ask when Janie returns from grabbing food from one of the food trucks next to the park. I would have got it, but just like the restaurants, males are banned from purchasing from them.

I stare like an idiot as she licks her fingers clean after stuffing a few fries into her mouth. What would those lips feel like on my skin or sliding along my cock? I clear my now dry throat and shove the burger into my mouth as a distraction from my dirty thoughts.

She’s my friend and I need to stop thinking about her sexually.

“It’s fine. There’ll be so many people I’m sure they won’t care if I bring my best friend.” Her eyes cloud with sadness. “It’s our last night together, and I want it to be fun.”

I nod, saying nothing. We sit in silence, both lost in our thoughts until we’re finished eating.

My stomach is in knots when we get to Jasmine’s house. The music is blasting. The windows are open, allowing the sound to spread out onto the street. I bet her neighbor’s love when she has a party; I think sarcastically.

I didn’t argue with Janie earlier because I want her to be happy and if coming here makes her happy, then I’ll do it, and I didn’t even say I told you so when we’re stopped at the door.

“What is the sperm head doing here?” One of Jasmine’s friends says with a sneer aimed right at me. Sperm head is a common derogatory name males get called. It’s pretty tame compared to some I’ve heard, so I don’t react.

“Hey Jasmine!” She shouts while blocking our entrance.

“I think we should go, Janie.” I whisper, but she shakes her head.

“You deserve better than this. You have a right to party.” She looks at her watch. “You have a few more hours where you’re still a free man and should be able to have fun.”

I keep my mouth shut. When Jeanie gets something in her head, there is no stopping her.

“Jane, nice to see you.” Jasmine’s voice oozes sweetness that’s lacking in her expression. When her eyes flick my way, I shiver in revulsion when they dip up and down my body, accessing me like I’m a piece of meat. Her lips pinch in disgust, but lust fills her eyes.

“Max, shouldn’t you be on your way to a farm?” She asks.

“Ah… tomorrow.” I stutter. My cheeks heat in embarrassment that she has the power to make me flustered. I feel like prey under her sharp gaze.

“Hey, Jasmine. Are you going to tell your buddy to let us in?” Janie says, capturing Jasmine’s attention. My shoulders drop in relief that the attention is off me. I’m a coward, I know. I hide behind my best friend, but in a woman’s world, men are not the dominant. Submission is drilled into us. We are on this earth to serve our betters.

“Sure, but only you,” Jasmine smirks. “No Jizz Factories allowed.”

I wince at that one.

“Come on! Don’t be disgusting. Max is my friend and not just some empty-headed bull you can talk to like that,” Janie snaps.

There’s a pinch of pain in my chest from her poorly chosen wording. I know she means well, and is trying to defend me, but she’s insulting me at the same time. I’ll be an empty-headed bull soon enough.

Jasmine laughs and the few girls that have gathered around to watch the drama join her. “Max is… decent for a lowly male. He’s quiet and polite to his betters. Where the superior sex, and he knows it.”

She turns her attention to me. “I don’t dislike you, Max. You are too insignificant to harbor any feelings for, really, but that doesn’t mean I’ll allow you to step foot into my house. Be a good boy and run on home.”

Janie’s face is red with anger now, and I think she’s about to rip into Jasmine, so I grip her hand and pull her away. “Come on. Let’s go.” I whisper so the others won’t hear.

When she looks at me, all the anger drains from her face, only to be replaced by pity, which makes this entire situation worse. I don’t want her pity. I just want to spend the last few moments of my freedom with my best friend and the woman I secretly love.

“Please.” I add, and she wilts.

“Okay. Let’s go.” She says the last part louder.

“Bye-bye.” Jasmine lifts her hand and wiggles her fingers in a wave.

“Fuck you, Jas. I bet your party sucked, anyway. Have fun licking each other’s snatches; you stuck up cunts.” Janie says and storms down the sidewalk with me quickly following.

She’s so badass. I would never have the guts to talk to someone like that.


Chapter 2

We spend the next few hours walking the streets and talking about random things. We reminisce about funny moments in our past, and all too soon, it’s time for me to go home.

“Let me come with you.” She says, and I stop short.

“What?”

“Let me sleepover. I’m losing my best friend, Max and I want to spend every second I can with you until they come and take you away from me.” Tears fill her eyes and I know we could get into trouble if my mom catches her in our house, but I can’t deny that I want to spend more time with her.

“Okay, but you have to be quiet. If mom catches you, she’ll be mad.” I say. I feel uneasy letting her do this, but the need to remain close to her overrides all common sense.

When we reach my house, I gesture to the left, towards the back gate. “I’ll go in the front and when I get to my room, I’ll open the window and help you in. Wait for me behind the bushes near my window. Once I say goodnight to mom, I’ll be there.”

She nods with a smile on her face and rushes around the side of the house. I school my features and bury the excitement that Janie is going to be in my room shortly. I’ve never had a girl in my room before.

I find my mom in her home office like usual these days. “Hey mom.” I say casually, even though my heart is racing a mile a minute and my palms are sweaty.

“Hi. Did you have fun?” She asks.

“Yup, but I’m tired, so I’m going to head to bed.” I say.

She nods. “Yes, that would be a good idea. You have a busy day tomorrow.” There’s a hitch in her voice, and she swallows hard. Maybe she’s having just as hard of a time dealing with this as I am.

She stands up and walks over to me, enveloping me in a hug. Her lilac perfume tickles my nose, bringing a sense of peace. I wrap my arms around her and enjoy the hug that feels a little like goodbye.

She steps back first, her facial expression going blank. “Goodnight. I’ll be here in the morning to see you off.”

I nod my head and casually leave the office. Once she closes the door, I bolt down the hall towards my room. I shut myself inside and head straight to the window, opening it. “Janie?”

She pops out from behind the bushes with a giggle.

“Shh…” I say, even though I know my mom is on the other side of the house and can’t hear. This sneaking around is freaking me out. We could get caught.

Janie’s giggling stops and she gives me a sheepish smile as she nears the window. She’s smaller than me and light as a feather, so helping her is a piece of cake.

I’m glad my room is not a mess, and suddenly I feel self-conscious. I want her to be impressed.

I stand still as she looks around the space in curiosity. Her gaze pauses on my bed for a few moments before she turns to me with an expression I’ve never seen on her face and praying I’m not imagining the look of longing that takes over.

Her gaze feels hot as she slowly moves towards me.

The air grows thick with tension, and I feel light-headed when her palms rest on my chest. I bet she can feel how fast my heart is beating. She smells like vanilla and my mouth waters.

What does she taste like? How would her lips feel on mine?

When her hands slip down to the waistband of my pants, I snap out of it. “Um… Janie, what are you doing?” I say as I step back.

She doesn’t get angry at my retreat. Only giving me a coy smile before grabbing the hem of her shirt and pulling it over her head, leaving her in just a bra and pants. I stare at her glorious chest and my mind short-circuits.

I don’t know how many times I’ve fantasized about this very moment, and never once did I think it would ever come true. Am I dreaming right now?

When she reaches behind her back and unclips her bra, my mouth goes slack as she drops it to the floor. Holy shit! I must be dreaming. Her perfect cherry pink nipples are hard and my mouth waters at the sight.

My cock pulses in my pants, growing hard. The zipper of my jeans dig into my erection uncomfortably, but I ignore it.

When she hooks her fingers into the edges of her panties, I can’t stop from taking a step forward.

“Janie?” My tone is gruff and laced with lust. I’m in awe of this beautiful woman in front of me.

“Max, I want to spend the night with you.” Hope fills me and I grow more aroused, but wonder if I’m confusing the situation. Maybe she likes to sleep naked and I’m just reading everything wrong.

“I know we’ve been friends for a long time, but I wished we could be more than that. I know it’ll never be possible since women are forbidden from growing attached to males since they are destined for the farms, but I can’t hide how I feel anymore. You’re leaving tomorrow and this is our last night together.”

My heart swells at her words. My feelings are not one sided. “I like you too Janie. No. I fucking love you.” I blurt, but then blush in embarrassment.

She only smiles and slides her panties down her long, toned legs and kicks them to the side. All I can do is stare at the tiny patch of hair between her legs that is glistening with her arousal. I lick my lips, suddenly ravenous for a taste of her.

“I love you too, and I want to spend our last moments together as if we are the only two people in the world and there are no rules, no designations, no hubull farms. Just a woman and man in love and equals.”

It’s a fantasy, but one I’m willing to embrace. I let all thoughts of the farm fade as she steps toward me, naked and gorgeous. I want to worship every inch of her, but what she wants is illegal, and she could get into trouble.

Women are banned from having sexual relations with a male outside of registered breeding. There are few rules for women, but that one is the most important. I’m not sure what would happen if we get caught and as much as I want to be with her, I don’t want to risk her getting into trouble.

Society considers males nothing more than dumb bulls that can’t control our sexual urges and I will face no punishment except to be sent off to a farm earlier if I ever broke the rules, but I’m headed to a farm tomorrow anyway so it won’t affect me much.

“Janie, I don’t want you to get into trouble.” I say because if we get caught, she’ll have to deal with the consequences and I’m not sure what they are.

“Don’t worry. We won’t get caught. No one knows I’m here. Please, Max. I want to spend our last night together, wrapped in your arms with your cock buried inside me. I want to remember you as the boy I always loved, and not about my future without you in it.”

Tears gather in her eyes, and I know I’ll never deny her, even when my gut is telling me this is wrong, but maybe I am just ruled by my hormones because when the scent of her arousal fills the air I groan and reach for the hem of my shirt, ripping it over my head.

“Whatever you want, Janie.” I say as I unzip my pants and step out of them. She eyes my straining cock through my underwear and I want to puff my chest out in pride at the heat in her eyes.

I’m not sure what to do in this situation. We weren’t taught how to have sex. Our trainer always said instinct will take over once we are on the farm, and I flounder now.

Janie reads the uncertainty on my face and takes charge. She grabs my hand guiding us towards my bed. She lies on her back and spreads her legs, giving me the perfect view of her wet pussy. “Kneel on the floor and lick me. Make me cum on your face.” She says, and I drop to my knees at her command.

I’m hers to do what she wants.

My eyes roll back in my head at the first taste of her. I’m like a starving man, receiving his first meal in weeks, and attack her pussy with gusto. I lick and suck her clit, not having a clue what I’m doing, but using her moans as guidance. Every time she gasps or moans, I learn what she likes, and soon she’s shaking and rubbing her pussy all over my mouth.

“Fuck, Max. That feels so good.” She moans louder and I smile in satisfaction. I’m the one providing her so much pleasure. A part of me worries my mother will walk in here at any moment and catch us, but it’s not enough for me to stop now that I’ve finally had Janie under me.

My cock is straining for release and I palm it with one hand while I use my other hand to pleasure my best friend. She’s dripping with arousal, and I slip a finger into her. Her walls grip my finger and pulse around my digit. She groans as pushes against my finger, forcing it deeper into her.

“More, Max. God! I’m so close.” She whimpers and I add another finger, thrusting them in and out as I lick her puffy clit.

Her head thrashes from side to side as I apply more pressure and increase the speed of my finger. I feel her walls growing impossibly tight. I’m jealous that it’s my fingers and not my cock that gets to feel her clamping down on them.

I rotate my fingers and the pads brush up against a spongy spot inside her, making her jolt and gush more of her slick juice onto my tongue. If I lived a thousand years, I’ll never tire of her taste. I’ve become addicted and want every drop, so I do it again. I touch that spot inside her that has her trashing in pleasure until she’s shaking and coated in a fine sheen of sweat.

One more feather light touch and then her body locks up, and she cums all over my face. My hand is soaked as well as the bed beneath her, and I can’t stop the smug smile from forming on my face.

I only stop when she pushes my face away. She sits up on her elbows, panting heavily, with a dopey smile on her face. I’ve never seen her more beautiful than she is right now.

She takes my hand that’s resting on her thigh and pulls me up from the floor. “Make love to me, Max.” She says and my pulse skyrockets. I’m so freaking hard. My cock is leaking pre-cum.

I drop my underwear and almost trip in my haste to get them off. I end up falling onto the bed with a grunt, making Janie giggle.

I fumble for a moment and then I’m staring down at Janie with her legs spread on either side of my hips. When my cock brushes her slick folds, I almost cum right then and there, but grit my teeth and fight the urge. I want to please Janie, and I can’t do that if I cum before I even get inside her.

When her soft hand grasps my shaft, I groan and buck against her grip. This is nothing like when I touch myself. It’s a hundred times better.

She guides me to where we both want to be. “Fuck me Max. Make me remember this night forever.”

I want to remember it too and vow to myself that no matter what they do to me on the farm, I will not forget Janie. Ever.

I sink inside her, and it’s like heaven. The wet heat welcomes me like a glove and I want to thrust deep, but a thin barrier stops me.

“It’s ok. It’s normal.” She says. “Go faster. It’s supposed to hurt, but only for a second.”

I don’t want to hurt her, but she knows best, so I pull back until only the tip of my cock is still inside. It’s my new favorite place and then I thrust forward with a grunt, plowing through the thin barrier and burying the entire length of my cock inside her.

She clenches around me with a small cry, and I freeze. “I’m so sorry.” I say and go to pull out, but she grabs my ass with both hands and holds me still.

I look down at her face to see her eyes are tightly closed and her lips are pinched in pain. “Sorry for hurting you.” I say again and she opens her eyes. I stare into them, hoping she doesn’t hate me and relaxing when I only see love in her gaze.

I remain still, ignoring my throbbing member and the urge to flex my hips. I won’t do anything to hurt her again.

Finally, after a few minutes, her muscles relax, and she smiles at me. “I’m fine now.” She says, and rolls her hips against me, testing for any more pain. It feels good. Too good and I’m not sure how much longer I can remain still. When she rolls against me again. I take that as a sign to move.

I pull my hips back and gently press into her, never taking my eyes off her face. When I don’t see any sign of discomfort, I do it again. Her hands slide along my back and then up my neck to cup the sides of my face.

Janie pulls me down for a kiss as our bodies take over. She meets my thrusts over and over and I grow bolder, fucking into her harder, and dragging moans from both of us. She wraps her thighs around my hips. Her pussy flutters on my cock and I know she’s close to cumming. It unleashes something inside me and I lose myself to the feeling of pleasure coursing through my veins.

I don’t think about anything but the woman beneath me as my balls begin to tingle and the feeling spreads up my spine. I’m going to cum soon, but I want Janie to cum with me.

I increase my pace, rubbing against her clit with every thrust. Both of us are covered in sweat and the scent of sex fills the air. Her tits shake with every thrust and I bend to take one in my mouth.

She seems to love that, by the way she’s clenching down on me and my shaft swells in need. I don’t know if I can hold off much longer. I lean back a little so I can reach down and rub her clit while still suckling her breast and slamming my cock into her as deep as I can go.

Her entire body begins to shake. “Yes, Max!” she shouts, but I’m too far gone to care that she was so loud.

Her back arches and her pussy locks down on my cock as she shatters. She throws her head back and cums with a wail. The look of rapture that crosses her face and the way her walls are milking me are my undoing.

I slam my hips against hers and shout as my orgasm takes hold. My cock pulses and my balls draw tight as I fill her up with my seed. I cum harder than I ever have before and collapse on top of her just as the bedroom door flies open.

I scramble to my feet when I see my mother’s angry face. I’m so terrified that I freeze and forget to hide my still hard cock that is soaked in our combined juices.

Janie grabs a blanket and covers her nakedness as my mother storms into the room. “What did you do?” She says with dawning horror on her face.

“Oh, fuck.” Janie says before she bursts into tears.

My mother’s anger fades some and her eyes fill with sympathy. “I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to call this in to the authorities.”

Oh, fuck is right. We’re in so much trouble.


Chapter 3

“Mom!” I gasped, grabbing the closest thing in reach, which happens to be my pillow and covering my privates.

“Oh, my god!” Janie says as she sobs on the bed, and my heart breaks at the scared expression on her face.

“Mom. It’s not what it looks like.” I say and wince because it’s exactly what it looks like. My mother’s expression turns from shocked to outraged in the blink of an eye. Her face is flushed red and when she pins me in place with her sharp gaze, I wisely shut up.

“You have no clue what you have done.” This is directed at Janie and she whimpers and looks away from my mom, whipping her tear-stained face on the blanket.

“Get dressed.” My mom snaps and I quickly rush to pick up my discarded clothes.

“Not you, Max.” The disgust in her voice is clear, and my stomach sinks. I’ve really disappointed her. She’s never spoken to me like this before. “Stand next to the wall over there and keep quiet while I deal with this mess.” She gestured to the farthest corner of my room.

I glance at Janie, but she is still looking down at the rumpled bed, and I sigh. My shoulders drop and I slink over to the corner like a kicked puppy. It feels awkward to be standing here, naked, with only a pillow covering my junk while my mom is in the same room, but I don’t dare complain.

“Janie, get dressed.” My mom’s voice is a little softer now and filled with pity.

Janie just nods her head, refusing to look at either of us, and my heart thumps painfully in my chest. I bet she regrets being with me. I can’t blame her. We’re in trouble, but it was so fucking worth it and I’d do it again in a heartbeat, but only if I could spare Janie the consequences.

My mother is on her cell phone talking quietly to someone on the other line and hangs up once Janie is dressed and seated on the edge of the bed.

“I’ll have to contact your mother.” She says to Janie, who only nods.

She looks at both of us and sighs. “What were you thinking? Max, I can understand why you would do something like this. Bulls don’t know any better and often think with their cocks, but you,” she points a finger at my best friend. “You know better. No sex with any male unless it’s on a farm. Christ, if you were this horny, you could have travelled to the nearest farm and used a bull to satisfy your desires. Not all matings with bulls have to be strictly for reproduction.”

Huh? I don’t know what my mother is talking about. They never mentioned that in school.

“You could have used a hubull for recreational sex or you could have offered to assist in semen collection duty.”

“I know, but…” Janie squeaks out.

“There are no buts… this is a mess, and you’re going to have to face the punishment of mating with an unregistered hubull.”

“Mom.” I say, trying to plead on Janie’s half. “It’s my fault. I will take her punishment.”

Mom just snorts. “That’s not how it works, but don’t worry. The punishment is not as harsh as you think, but it’ll make her think twice about trying a stunt like this again.”

She doesn’t elaborate, and we’re interrupted by a loud knocking on the door. My mom has the entire house security on her phone and quickly unlocks the front door with a simple press of her finger.

The thud of feet pound on the stair and while my heartbeat pounds in my ears. Who is here? By the look on my mother’s face, she already knows.

Six women in military uniforms enter the room, followed by two female police officers. The entire country is run by women, but these eight are tall and fit and intimidating.

“Jane Parker, you are under arrest for copulating with an unregistered bull. Please follow us.” One officer says and Janie begins crying again. When the officer takes her by the arm, I step forward out of instinct. Where are they taking her?

“Janie.” I shout and rush forward, but am stopped by two of the women in military uniforms. One holds out a long rod in my direction and jabs me in the side. There is an electrical spark, and then white hot pain as my muscles lock up. I shout as pain racks my body and my knees give out. I drop to the floor in a heap. The pillow goes flying and I’m left naked on the floor as my body shakes with tremors from the shock the guard just gave me.

“Max.” I hear Janie yell, but I can’t lift my head.

“The new hubull will be fine. They’ll take him to the farm now where he won’t cause any more problems. Come along, miss.” The officer says, and my breath stalls in my chest. They’re here to take me away.

I only had a few hours of freedom left anyway, but I was hoping to spend them with Janie, and now that is over.

I curl up in a ball as the guards stand above me, staring down at me with zero compassion in their eyes. To them, I am nothing. Not a person. Just a bull destined to serve my purpose on a farm.

I refuse to look at Janie as they lead her out of the room. I don’t want to see the pity in her eyes at seeing what I’ve been quickly reduced to. If this is the last time I ever get to see her, I want to remember the look of love as she stared up at me as I thrust into her warm heat.

Even now, just thinking about it, my cock begins to swell. I can’t help it, and I hear one guard snicker and, to my horror, use the end of the prod to caress my growing shaft.

I freeze, eyes wide in terror, thinking she’s going to electrocute my genitals, and any desire is wiped out. My cock quickly deflates like a popped balloon, and she cackles in glee. “I won’t damage the only useful part of your body with my correction prod.” I remain still as she drags it up my body slowly until she reaches my neck. “But we need you incapacitated until we get you to the farm.” There is an evil glint in her eyes that has me worried. “Goodnight, hubull.” She says and then presses the end of the prod against the sensitive area of my neck and lights my body on fire as bolts of electrical current course through my body.

I think I scream, but I’m not sure. Every sound around me fades and my sight leaves me as I convulse on the floor. Another prod touches my thigh and more pain assaults my nerve endings. Another touches my arm as my muscles spasm and twitch. My jaw clamps down so hard, I worry my teeth will shatter.

Everything hurts and I’m pretty sure I’m about to die, as agony takes over my entire being. There is nothing but pain. My bladder lets go, but the warmth that coats my abdomen and thighs barely registers.

“This one is strong.” I think I hear someone say, but my mind is a jumbled mess of pain. Another prod touches my backside and only brings more suffering. My body shuts down and darkness follows closely on its heels and I gratefully sink into it.


Chapter 4

When I wake, my entire body aches like I’ve been hit by a bus and I’m weak as a kitten. My vision is blurry, but after a few blinks it clears and I frown in confusion at the concrete ceiling lined with low lighting that gives the room a yellowish glow.

Where the heck am I?

It takes me a moment to remember, but it all comes back to me in a rush. My moment with Janie, and then my mother coming in. The guards arrived and then nothing but pain until I woke up here.

My heart begins to pound rapidly as I think about Janie. What kind of punishment she is going to face? My mind won’t stop racing with fear. I’ve got my own concerns to deal with, but thoughts of what could be happening to Janie make my predicament seem less important. I knew where I was headed, but Janie was a free woman until we broke the law. It was utterly stupid, but I’ll never regret it. Now I’m stuck with questions and worried more about her than about myself. I need to know if she’s okay.

I try to get up, but quickly realize I’m strapped down to a table. I can’t move my arms or legs, but at least my head is free and with great effort I lift it to look around. Dizziness makes my stomach lurch and I swallow down the bile that wants to come up.

I’m not just strapped down. I’m fully restrained by thick bands of leather that wrap around my ankles and thighs. More encircle my chest under my armpits, wrists and biceps. It’s overkill in my current weakened state and probably even if I was at normal strength. I’m not going anywhere unless someone releases me.

I’m still completely naked except for a weird plastic device that encases my flaccid penis. I can see straps attached to it running down my groin and around my scrotum. They wrap around my hips like a harness and two more hold the upper part of the device in place. They all join in a strange belt that is locked at my waist.

There’s a small hole at the top of the tube and I notice a cart with some type of medical machine sitting next to the table. There are a few wires that run from the machine to the thing encasing my cock, which can’t mean anything good.

What the hell is the machine for?

The rest of the room is empty. Only bare concrete walls and a steel door. I hear a sound and turn my head towards the only door in the room as it opens and two women in white lab coats enter first, followed by another two plain clothes women pushing a wheeled table filled with bottles and other medical equipment.

None of them make eye contact with me or acknowledge me, and I remain silent as I watch them arrange the equipment around the table I’m strapped to.

A knot of unease grew in my stomach at all the equipment. We are given the basics of hubull transformation in class. I’m going to be receiving a cocktail of drugs to increase my sperm load and make it more potent, which I’m guessing is more of a process than just getting a few needles. Those drugs also affect our memories, which at this point doesn’t seem so bad because I am sick with worry about Janie.

Two guards take up position along the wall, and I immediately recognise one of them. She’s the one who shocked me earlier. She catches my gaze with a sinister smile on her face.

“You can leave.” The black-haired woman in the lab coat says to the women who are now done setting up the equipment and they leave the room, closing the door behind them.

I focus on the two who I assume are doctors and ignore the bitch of a guard and her partner leaning against the wall.

The black-haired doctor has large, thick-rimmed glasses that obscure most of her face, but her mouth is pinched and lined with wrinkles. It looks like she sucked on something sour, but that’s probably normal for her stern face. Her hairstyle adds to her serious look. It’s pulled tightly back from her face in a neat bun. She looks more like a grumpy librarian than a doctor.

The other doctor is the opposite in looks with short, wavy, ash colored hair that reaches her chin. She’s younger than the other one, with softer features. I’m not fooled into thinking I’ll gain any sympathy from her. She’s next to the table, her examination of me purely clinical. Not even a flicker of concern crosses her face.

The two doctors make eye contact, and the older one speaks. “Let’s begin, Dr. Case.”


Chapter 5

“What are you do…,” is all I get out before a bit is shoved between my teeth and secured behind my head. The old sourpuss wasn’t too gentle about it either. I could feel the sting of my lip splitting open on my tooth as she forced it in, and the taste of blood filled my mouth.

Dr. Case, who is the younger of the two doctors, grabs me by the face while the other places two black foam blocks on either side before securing it all with leather straps across the top and my forehead. Now I can’t even move my head.

Drool pools in my mouth and I almost choke when Dr. Case places a warm hand on my abdomen and uses the other to grip the device, encasing my manhood. She pulls my dick upward, jolting me with the tug and I groan.

“Starting the simulation process.” Sourface says and flicks a few switches on the machine. It hums to life, and that’s when I feel gentle tingles running along my shaft.

I try to fight it, but those slight sensations have me growing hard without my consent. I feel betrayed by my body’s response to the forced stimulation, but my cock has a mind of its own and doesn’t care who or what is doing the touching.

Goosebumps break out across my skin as the sensations increase. I’m almost completely hard now and my balls tingle as the machine draws me closer to orgasm. I hear a snicker from the guard when Dr. Case lets go of the device, and it stays now that I’m hard.

I’m glad I can’t look over at their faces. All this is embarrassing enough as it is.

The sensations change again, and I can’t stop the groan that leaves my mouth. I bite down on the bit as the stimulation machine begins to ripple along my shaft, milking me.

Pleasure rolls down my spine, and my balls draw up tight, signalling my impending release.

My thighs tremble, and my heart is racing as the machine pleasures me better than my hand ever could. My entire body tenses the moment I combust as a wave of heat washes over me and I climax.

I buck my hips against the restraints as the first spurt of seed erupts from the hole in the device's top, and Dr. Case is quick to grab a cup and catch a sample as I ejaculate right here on the table.

The euphoria of climaxing fades all too quickly and I’m left with only shame and a hollow feeling in my chest. I can’t believe I just did that in front of these strangers. I can’t even look at them as Dr. Case closes the lid on the cup and passes it to the sour faced doctor.

“I’ll take this to the lab.” She says. “Now that we have a base sample, you can start the first round of treatment.”

“Okay, Dr. Sartiz.”

Now I know the older doctor’s name.

“I’ll let you know when it’s completed, and he’s ready for testing again.” Dr. Case says and Dr. Sartiz leaves with the cup.

I follow Dr. Case with my eyes as she moves around the table and picks up a long thin hose that is connected to the machine. This entire time, I’m still hard, and the machine is still stimulating me, but it’s so light that I barely feel it.

To my horror, the doctor pushes the clear hose into the hole of the device and with practiced ease; she feeds it into the tip of my dick.

My cock begins to burn as she guides it deep inside without slowing down, and I scream as the pain registers. It feels like she’s splitting my cock open. I realize why they strapped me down because if I was free, I’d rip her head off, but as I thrash in my bonds, I get nowhere and the doctor continues to work the tube into me until she’s satisfied with its placement.

I would assume my manhood would shrivel up from the pain, but of course the machine increases its pleasurable sensations, confusing my brain and body. My dick hurts, but the ache is undermined by the pleasant caress of the stimulation machine encasing it.

It’s a complete mind fuck, and I’m aroused and confused.

I’d thought I couldn’t feel any more pain than what just happened, but I was so wrong. I watch the doctor with a curiosity and a strong dose of fear as she flicks another button and a milky white liquid comes down the tube. It’s slow progress down the tube, takes up my entire focus, and a sick feeling of dread that grows as it nears the tip of my dick.

What is that stuff?

This is the hubull cocktail that’s meant to transform me, but I never imagined it would be administered this way. I thought it would be a shot in the arm or something.

I hold my breath as it disappears into the tube and wait to see what is going to happen. At first, I feel nothing, but then comes the pressure quickly, followed by a burning sensation that spreads down my cock and right to my balls.

It spreads from there and quickly encompasses my entire body until my skin feels like it’s melting off my bones. My eyes roll back in my head as agony consumes every inch of me. The room blurs and my vision goes black. All I can hear is the sound of screaming and it takes me a moment to realize that horrible wailing is coming from me.

The minor annoyance of a needle sinking into my arm doesn’t even register as an IV is placed in my arm and then something else is rushing quickly through my veins. What else are they giving me? All I can do is pray that it doesn't cause me any more pain, and hope I’ll wake from this nightmare soon.


Chapter 6

I’m not sure how long I scream for, but by the time I stop my throat is raw, and the pain in my body finally dulls enough that I can focus again. I’m pretty sure I passed out at one point.

I keep my eyes closed and take stock of how my body feels. My muscles are sore and I feel exhausted. Even my bones ache. I open my eyes and blink rapidly to clear the haze, but my vision remains cloudy. I can still see, but it’s like looking through thick glass.

The two doctors are standing over me once again, and I should feel nervous, but I don’t. My mother always told me how mild-mannered I am for a male. I was quiet and meek, so the emotions I’m feeling now are foreign.

I think it’s anger I’m feeling at first, but I quickly realize its frustration. I’m not sure why I’m frustrated. My throbbing cock is only making it worse. I’m still saluting the ceiling and my balls are aching.

The damn machine is still milking my cock. It feels good, but I can’t cum. There is something that’s preventing me. I look down as much as the restraints will allow and see the device and hose has been removed from my cock and only a ring with wires are wrapped around the base, keeping me hard and aching for release.

My eyes widen in shock when I notice the size of my cock. It’s at least three inches longer, and thicker. How is that possible?

The first thing I can think about is what Janie would think if she could see my cock now and how her slick walls would feel around my cock. My cock twitches at the thought, and the bolt of arousal only makes me feel more frustrated. I’m shocked at the growl that comes from me. I should be worried about Janie’s fate and not about fucking her again.

It’s sexual frustration I’m struggling with, but I should be angry. Angry at what’s happening to me and angry that I’ll never see Janie again. I flex against the restraints and hear them creak, but still hold.

“First phase was complete. The hubull’s sperm count should have doubled and will only increase from here on out. His scrotum is still growing, as you can see. I also administered three rounds of testosterone by IV to help beef him up and increase his stamina when it’s time to use him for breeding. There were no complications or side effects noted.” Dr. Case says.

I blink and grunt when a pen light is shining in my eyes. “Good. We will get a volunteer in to collect a sample and see how the bull performs before putting him on rotation.”

Neither one of them looks me in the eye as they move down my body and a hand cups my scrotum, rolling the heavy sack in their hands. My balls feel massive and her hand is cold against my heated skin.

“Guards.” Dr. Sartiz says and the two quickly step forward and begin to unstrap me. “Take him to a stall and we’ll be along shortly to complete the testing.”

I feel a heavy steel collar being placed around my neck while I’m unhooked from the machine.

I expect to go soft once the stimulation is removed, but my cock remains hard and bobs around when I’m hauled roughly off the table by the two guards who attach a steel pole to either side of the collar.

I’m pushed toward the door and when I don’t move fast enough, the sadistic guard shocks me in the ass with the cattle prod. She laughs when I jump forward with a shout.

I’m still gagged and mumble curses at her as she prods me every few minutes, even when I do as I’m told.

“This is the bull barn and where you’ll spend the rest of your life.” The guard cackles with glee as I stare around the large space with dread. “If you’re a good bull, they will occasionally let you outside to get some fresh air, but you’ll be kept in here most of the time.”

The barn that holds the rest of the bulls is windowless and the lighting is low enough that I can’t see through the steel bars that cover the upper half of each stall. Thick chains keep the doors locked, but there is another smaller door halfway down with a padded ledge that slides out. I don’t know what it’s used for and above the smaller door is a steel clamp inside the stall fastened to the front of the bars. It looks like it would fit around someone’s neck. Odd.

The only thing I hear is grunts and growls coming front the dark stalls, letting me know there are bulls inside.

A stall with an open door comes into view and I’m ushered inside and the dismal interior really hits home that I’m nothing more than a farm animal in their eyes. This is not how a person would live.

There is nothing inside the stall but a pile of hay in one corner and in the other corner is a bucket for waste and a grate in the floor with a shower head above. Those are my accommodations and I almost want to cry.

Every muscle in my body wilts except for my damn hard cock. Why won’t it go soft?

Before they detach the poles, a black device is attached to my collar. I step back against the stall wall and away from them once I’m free. The guard holds up a remote to show me. “This is a training device.” She presses a button and I hear a soft beep coming from my collar. “That sound means you need to heel. When you hear it, you sit on your bed of hay and don’t move. Guards will then enter your stall and do what they need to do.”

I hear the sound again, but I don’t move and she sighs before pressing another button. A bolt of electricity hits my throat and I drop to my knees in pain as my body convulses.

The punishment is quick and I’m panting in relief when the shock stops. She presses another button and I hear the soft sound again. This time I hurry to the pile of hay in the corner and look up at her, hoping I don’t get shocked again.

The asshole guard is smiling evilly, but the other guard holding the remote keeps her face blank and only nods. “Good.”

She steps forward and removes my gag. I lick my lips and move my mouth around, easing the ache in my jaw.

Next, I see a yellow light flash above the grated area. What does that mean? I stare up at the guard with wide eyes.

“That light means it’s shower time, and you have to stand on the grate under the showerhead, but stay where you are. We will wash you later.” She says and the light flicks off.

This time there is a flashing green light that lights up the stall. “That means you need to get into breeding position.” She points up at the strange clamp I saw earlier. “Place your neck in the clamp now.”

I stumble to my feet when she arches an eyebrow expectantly and move toward the clamp. As soon as my neck is in place it snaps closed, keeping me in place.

I jump when my wrists are roughly grabbed, and thick cuffs are placed around my wrists. These are automated too, and when she pushes my hands behind my back, they lock together like magnets.

“Every time you get into position, place your hands behind your back.”

“Okay.” I say, and receive a quick zap.

“No talking.” The bitchy one snaps, and I nod quickly. “Any human words spoken will earn you punishment, but vocal sounds are acceptable. You no longer need to talk. We don’t keep bulls for their stimulating conversation.” She says and grips my hard cock in her hand, stroking me. I want to be repulsed, but unconsciously I buck my hips into her hand, seeking more.

She removes her hand with a smirk.

“The clamp will be released once you’ve completed your duty and you are free to rest or eat. Food will be administered through a slot in the door, and guards will empty your waste twice a day.”

“Failure to comply with instructions and you will be punished.” The guard says.

That’s all the training I get because she grabs the radio off her belt and speaks to someone. “He’s ready. You can send in a semen collector.”

I remember hearing my mother mention that, and my pulse picks up when a few moments later a young girl a little older than me stops in front of my stall dressed in just a robe, which she removes and stands in front of me naked.

The sounds of the other bulls around me reach my ears as they move to the front of their stalls at the sight of the naked girl.

They snort like animals, and I get my first look at them. Their eyes are feral and filled with lust. The snarls grow as the woman bends over. My cock twitches when I see her glistening lower lips, but I immediately feel guilty.

I don’t want to be with anyone but Janie.

The small door slides forward, and she places her lower half over the padded bench. That’s what the second door is for. It’s a built-in mounting station. Now her lower half is inside my stall and when she shifts closer, her bottom brushes my cock.

I grunt as her warmth brushes me again and I want so badly to sink into her, but Janie’s tear-stained face is all I can see and my cock finally goes soft.

“What the hell is wrong with him?” The guard says when she sees my shaft wilt in front of their gazes.

“Call the doctor.”

I watch as the naked girl stands back up in confusion and grabs her robe.

Everyone waits until the doctors arrive. “What’s the problem?”

“As soon as she got into position, he went soft.” The guard explains.

Dr. Sartiz scowls in displeasure, but Dr. Case steps forward. “It’s rare, but it happens. Some bulls have performance anxiety in the beginning. He’s still very much aware and not lost to the drugs yet. That will change over the next few months.”

“Give him two shots daily instead of one. That should do it.” Dr. Sartiz says, and they both nod.

“We will monitor his behavior and keep trying every few weeks until he successfully mounts a collector. We still need a sample today to confirm the cocktail worked, so use a cock sleeve. They can’t resist that.” The doctor says and everyone leaves except for the guards.

“I can take care of this.” The nicer guard says dismissing the nasty guard. I’ll be happy if I never have to see her again.

I’m left in the breeding position as the guard steps out of my stall and disappears for a moment, only to come back with a long cylinder on wheels. She sets up the strange machine in front of the breeding doorway and the cylinder is facing me. I can see it’s open at the end and I get a feeling my penis goes into it.

I was correct because the guard thinks nothing of grabbing my limp cock and guiding it into the hole. As soon as my flesh hits it, the machine turns on and begins sucking on my cock. I grunt and drop my head at the sensation.

I’m hard in seconds. It’s easier knowing this is a machine and not flesh. The only pussy I want is Janie’s, so this doesn’t feel like a betrayal.

The guard waits patiently as the machine works me over until I’m cumming. My seed fills up the bag attached and it’s way more than I’ve ever produced before. Whatever they gave me has increased how much I ejaculate.

This time my climax is different, too. More sharp and the release triggers a craving that wasn't there before. Usually I’m one and done, but the one release is not enough. I’m still hard and when the guard takes the machine away, I feel disappointed and ache to sink back into it.

I’m still stuck in the breeding position when the guard comes back and quickly pricks my ass with two needles, and then shuts the stall door. Only then does the clamp release me, and I stumble backwards. The cuffs release from each other and my hands are freed next.

I hear a beep from my collar and move numbly to my pile of hay and sit down. When no one enters the stall, I realize the guard was just testing me. I look up through the bars and see her staring down at me with a smile. “Good, bull.” She says and then she’s gone, leaving me alone in my stall with a hard on that won’t quit and nothing to do, but think about how this is now my life.


Chapter 7

I’ve lost count of the days I’ve been on the farm. I gave up count at day seventy-eight. They all bleed together now, but first I kept track because the guards would enter my stall twice a day to change my waist bucket. I would hear the beep and stay seated until they were done, and not once did they even acknowledge me.

Every few days, the shower light would come on and I’d have to stand under the cold spray as I’m washed down by an automated system, but the most common light I see is the green one.

Every day the green light blinks and I move into position like every hubull in here. After a while, I don’t even think about it. I just move on instinct. They’ve trained me well, and it only took a few shocks.

Those shocks and the drugs they keep injecting me with daily have really messed with my mind. One morning I woke up and couldn’t remember what count I was at, so I gave up. I struggle to remember my past now. My mother’s face is a blur, and I can’t even remember what it feels like to be free. This stall has become my home and I’ve grown used to the routines.

The only thing that I’m struggling with is breeding the few women they’ve brought to me. I hear the other bulls when they are breeding. They are loud, but the women are even louder than they moan and orgasm on the bulls cocks. I watched them through the window of my stall, and the desire to breed grows with every breath.

My body knows what it wants and my balls ache to release inside a warm, wet cunt. It thrums with excitement every time a woman is sent to my stall. I hurry into position like I’ve been trained, but every time their skin touches mine, I go limp.

The doctors are upset, and the guards punish me when I fail my duty. They don’t know why and I can’t tell them. My voice has long since abandoned me.

I’m hanging on to the last sliver of my past self and refuse to fully succumb to the hubull treatments for one reason.

Janie.

I have no trouble remembering her or our last moments together when every other memory has become nothing more than broken fragments floating around in my head. It’s her face that floods my mind whenever I have to mount another woman, and I can’t breathe. I can’t let go until I know she’s okay, but how can I figure that out when I’m stuck in this place?

Stretching out on my pile of hay, I sigh. I’ve bulked up and no longer look like the same man who came here. I’m all muscle with a raging hard on. My balls hang heavily between my legs and sway when I walk.

I’m a prime breeding bull in looks, but that doesn’t matter if I can’t do my job.

The doctors are at a loss, and lately I’ve been left alone. I can’t remember how long it’s been since the green light has turned on.

Just as I sit up, the green light flashes and I jump to my feet, quickly placing my neck in the clamp and putting my hands behind my back. The clamp snaps closed and my cuffs engage, locking me into place.

Who are they bringing me now?

It won’t matter. I’ll just fail again. What do they do to hubulls who are no good at mating?

My nose twitches as a familiar scent reaches me seconds before the most beautiful woman in the world steps in front of my stall. Have I really lost it? Is this some sort of fantasy?

Janie is standing right in front of me, dressed in the same robes as all the women who come here for pleasure or breeding.

I can’t take my eyes off the vision in front of me and I know it’s really her when a heartbreaking smile breaks out on her face and whispers my name. “Max.” Tears fill her eyes when they sweep over my body, noticing the changes. “Oh Max. You look so different.”

For the first time in a long while, I open my mouth to speak. I grunt and struggle to form the sounds and it comes out rough, but she breaks down into tears when I speak. “Jan…ie.”

I’m instantly zapped for the infraction, but I don’t even flinch. It was so worth it.

“Yes, Max. I’m here. I had to come see you. They say you’re fighting the drugs and not doing well. You won’t mount the women.”

I lower my gaze and just nod.

“Why? The drugs should have taken effect by now. You shouldn’t even know who I am,” she says.

“Nev…never forget.” I grunt, as I’m zapped again. “Worry… bout you. Trouble.” I grit out and slump against the wall as pain filters throughout my body. My head hurts from trying to communicate.

“Max, no.” She cries and moves closer. “Stop hurting yourself. Don’t worry about me. I’m fine, and I got off easy for breaking the rules.”

Something in me settles at her words, and another part of me slips away as the guilt that’s been eating at me fades. I was so worried that I couldn’t let myself give in. It drove me to fight, but seeing her standing in front of me, safe, puts me at ease.

“I also have a surprise to show you.” She unties the robe and lets it fall to the floor, revealing her beautiful body and her swollen stomach. “I’m pregnant. It’s yours. We made it the night we were together.”

Pregnant!

“Your mother is so excited, and it’s why they took it easy on me when we got caught. A part of you will always be with me now. I’ll have this baby to remember you by.”

Tears fill my eyes as my chest swells with pride. My cock pulses as she rubs her hand along her stomach.

“I’ll love her enough for the both of us.”

It’s a girl!

That means she won’t suffer the same fate as me. She can be free to live her life.

Another piece of my mind splinters away as I smile. Janie is safe, and she will have a part of me forever.

“I’m going to name her Max after you,” she says as she sticks her hand between the bars and caresses my face.

“It’s time to let go, Max. I’m here to say goodbye. I’ll alway love you, but you need to embrace your destiny. Let go, Max.” She whispers, and I close my eyes and do as she says. The last remnants of my mind fade as I finally find peace. I don’t need to fight anymore.

As all conscious thought dims, blazing lust crashes over me, making my blood boil and my hips buck as I’m blinded by the need to rut.

When I open my eyes again, I’m no longer Max. I’m just a hubull. The woman carrying my child is gone, and the guards and a doctor are standing with a red-haired woman who quickly disrobes and they slide the breeding door open.

I thrash in my restraints as the sweet scent of her sex teases me. I want nothing more than to sink inside her and empty my seed into her womb, and I do just that as soon as her pussy bushes against my cock.

I don’t think about anything but the need to breed. I thrust into her wet heat with a roar. Her slick walls grip my shaft as I flex my hips, fucking her like it’s the last cunt I’ll ever get. Her moans mingle with mine and as my balls draw up tight and the base of my spine tingles. She clenches down on my cock and cries out as I explode in her pussy.

I don’t notice the doctor nodding in approval or see my best friend, who is watching me from the shadows with tears in her eyes. I don’t even care that I’ve finally earned my place on the farm. All I care about is cumming.

Any last resistance that lingered inside me dies as my cock paints her insides. I’m still emptying myself when the pussy slips off me and the woman leaves.

I growl in anger as I’m denied the pleasure of her hole, but another woman quickly replaces her. She looks familiar and I remember she’s the guard that is always so mean. I don’t like her, but her pussy feels amazing around my cock as I sink into her and thrust away until she’s crying out in orgasm and I dump another load into her.

I don’t care who I breed as long as I never have to stop. That’s all I want. It’s all I need in this life. I’m a hubull and this is my duty.

The End.
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