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For more in the Breeding
Farm series, check out the other stories written by Vicki
Strange.

 


The women of the Breeding
Farm all began infertile. They joined it as a last resort. But the
beauty of the Breeding Farm was that ninety five percent of the
women who joined it, ended up plump and pregnant.

 


These women were all
certified infertile going in. It was a modern miracle. What went on
in the Breeding Farm? They wouldn't dare say.

 


"Honey, I have something to
tell you," said Karen after returning from the farm giddy. "I'm...
pregnant."

 


They wouldn't dare tell
them they were signing up to be human cattle. To get fucked around
the clock. 24/7. Having dirty sweaty ganbang sex with multiple men.
Nor would they tell him the catch. They had to offer up breastmilk.
Lots of it.

 


"What happened in the
program?" asked Karen's husband.

 


"Guess I learned I was
fertile after all."

 


"Did you have...
sex?"

 


She turned to him furious.
"Huh?"

 


"I mean... I don't know.
Did you have sex? Like...?"

 


"Ha!" she laughed and
turned away.

 


There were so many
different meanings to that ha: that he was a total cuck, that she
got fucked hundreds of times by dozens of men. That she was...
never gonna say. That, he is an idiot. Lastly: duh.

 


"Besides," she said. "It
was all very scientific. Very boring stuff. Don't ask me again,
okay? The point is, we're pregnant now."

 


Well, she was pregnant. Not
'we'. She carried another man's baby in her womb, and had the full
intention of giving birth to it.

 


His DNA was better anyway.
Way more than her boring boyfriend's.

 


She didn't know which of
the studs mated her but she fantasized about all of them being the
dads in her own way.

 


This really tortured her
husband. He confronted her, "You're always looking off dreamily.
Are you thinking of another guy?"

 


"No!" It was technically
true. She was thinking about all of them.

 


Those guys were athletic,
dead handsome and amazing at fucking girls.

 


Not just her. She watched
them make the other girls cum every single day, some of those girls
were way hotter than she was.

 


But her guy was really
wondering what happened in that program. He was wondering the thing
that made her go, ha...

 


Deep down he knew there was
no science involved.

 


That she got raw dogged in
constant gang-bangs by alpha males.

 


Karen sure was hungry,
slurping up tons of noodles and scarfing down bread. Whatever
happened in that program worked up her appetite and kickstarted
that metabolism.

 


There was another girl
struggling with her fertility. She was 23 and wanted to be a young
mom. Her name was Sue.

 


Her boyfriend fucked her so
many times raw, but couldn't make her pregnant. She ended up
dumping him, calling him a loser.

 


"Loser? It's you whose
infertile not me."

 


She punched his shoulder.
"Wrong. You couldn't make my belly blow up like a beachball so I
have no use for you."

 


Sue had lunch with her
friends. These friends were really hot.

 


They were type A girls.
They were dating doctors, athletes, film actors.

 


"What about you Sue? You're
so cute with your round face, plump tits--but not too plump to make
us hate you."

 


Sue laughed. "Oh. Um. My
boyfriend is well..."

 


"He's not good enough for
you. I know a 6'3 athlete who would think you're cute. Can't
guarantee he'd stay loyal. But it'll raise your self-esteem enough
that you'd know you deserve way better than a guy who works in fast
food."

 


"Trader Joe's
actually."

 


"Huh?"

 


"Nevermind," said
Sue.

 


Vacations. Jewelry gifts.
Camping trips. She heard those girls stories living like
goddesses.

 


One noticed she was glum,
poking her plate with her fork. "What's wrong with Sue?"

 


She told her friends, "I
dumped my boyfriend. Now I don't have any guy to make a baby
with

 


Next, she dated that
athlete. She gave him sex on the first date. Something she never
did before.

 


In fact, she saw him
everyday and she let him cum in her pussy raw for two weeks
straight. Every single day that went by where she wasn't pregnant,
she felt more and more dread.

 


Each time they fucked, she
would stop right before he was about to cum, her sweating red body
over him. Her exhausted breaths were puffing out tasting each
others breath. Her hair making a tent around them eye to eye. She
held both his wrists and said, "Am I your girlfriend yes or
no?"

 


After he grunted, "Yes,"
she bent her back down tits flat on his chest hugging him and rode
his cock until his orgasm released filling her pussy
completely.

 


He spun to his side with
her hips still keeping all her weight on him. He reached for the
phone.

 


"Uh uh, you promised you
wouldn't text other girls!"

 


She took the phone right
out his hand, straightening her back, her gorgeous breasts in view,
one finger poking at his phone. She blocked those girls who texted
him.

 


"Alright, you win," he
said. "We're boyfriend girlfriend. Okay?"

 


"Really!?"

 


"You wore me down. You're
so not my type but you're a god damned fuck demon. You earned a
boyfriend like me."

 


She wanted to jump for joy.
He was way out her league. Imagine what her friends would
say?

 


She climbed off his cock
and bunched the blanket in her fist pressing her pussy against it.
Then pulled a napkin cleaning all that cum off the sheet. She
slumped over depressed suddenly.

 


"What's wrong?" he asked
her.

 


"Dunno." She shrugged one
shoulder.

 


"Hey. Come over here." He
pulled her by the arm and hugged her onto his lap. She was super
emotional. "Tell me everything. I'm your boyfriend now there's no
secrets between us. Ever."

 


"I'm worried I can't make a
baby."

 


"Whoa."

 


That strong and unusual
scent of cum was just emanating from her pussy, and she knew she
should have been thrilled with that sticky feeling between her
legs, but instead, it was filling her with sorrow.

 


Her boyfriend looked at her
up and down. "I have something to tell you."

 


"What is it?" she took a
sudden interest.

 


"I... um."

 


He loved another
girl?

 


He thought she was too
desperate and wanted to dump her?

 


"What is it? Anything you
say, I'll be okay with."

 


"I had a vasectomy," he
said. "Meaning my sperm can't make a baby."

 


She gazed down.
"Oh."

 


Later, that
night.

 


"I'm ready to sign up for
your program," she emailed a shady guy she learned about on the
internet. The guy who worked for the Breeding Farm.

 


He was a
break-glass-just-in-case-of-an-emergency, sort of guy.

 


He told her to meet him in
an alleyway at 11 PM that very night.

 


She paced around that dark
alley in a heavy coat. So many sleazeballs passed her.

 


Then a Rolls Royce rolled
up to her suddenly. The guy in it had sunglasses and a major
douchebag vibe.

 


"Sign this."

 


It was a hundred page
contract. She flipped through some of the pages not understanding a
word of that contract.

 


"Why bother reading it?
It's very straight forward. You get pregnant, we get your
breastmilk."

 


She stopped reading. "I
guess." She signed the last page and handed him the
contract.

 


"You ready?" he
said.

 


She frowned. Was she going
to fuck this douchebag over and over? Maybe he was ultra
fertile.

 


She guessed she had no
choice, so she shrugged, about to go in the car.

 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa," he
said.

 


"Huh?"

 


"I don't want your
infertile ass in my car. Step away."

 


"Ugh. Fuck you"

 


"Hahah." He reached out his
car holding something in his hand. "Swallow this."

 


"What is it?"

 


"Swallow it or I go. Deal's
off."

 


"Okay okay, quit being a
dick." She took the drug. It was a purple capsule. Very thick. She
squinted her eyes then looked at him. He had this smug look on his
face. "He's about to fuck my brains out isn't he," she thought.
"Well. As long as I end up pregnant. Here goes nothing."

 


She downed the pill and it
got stuck in her tiny throat. "Don't you have any water or
something? It's stuck in my throat."

 


"Use your spit.
Ha!"

 


"What's so
funny?"

 


She winced. The pill tasted
really bad.

 


"You're going to be using a
lot of your spit in the coming weeks."

 


She woke up at 6 AM at the
crack of dawn. She was asleep for 36 hours straight.

 


Her whole body was sore.
"Was I fucked already?" she wondered. But she felt down her pussy
and she wasn't touched.

 


"Wait." She looked at her
side. She was in a stall covered with hay. There were cracks in
wood around her showing daylight and grass. To her right was a
clucking chicken in the neighboring stall, looking right at her.
And she heard deep moo's.

 


"What the..."

 


These were women on their
hands and knees naked, eating oats straight from out of baskets.
Slurping water in barrels.

 


She was too humiliated to
go out among them. She waited all day and none of these girls said
a word to her.

 


Then around noon, one by
one, the girls crawled out together into the grass. She quickly
crawled into the girls stall beside her and ate a few mouthfuls of
oats and gobbled up her water. Then she lifted her face up, ice
cold water dripping from her chin.

 


The girls were plainly in
the field in a line of ten of them. They were on they knees and
elbows. Their sexy wet pussies were out in a line side by side. A
group of strong and powerful men were fucking them. Real alpha men.
They were unzipping their belts and pants fucking these girls doggy
style right there in a group.

 


It was so surreal. So
scary. So weird. Her heart was pounding.

 


"Wait, there's no privacy?"
she said. "We just get naked and get fucked like whores in a
group?"

 


She was fast regretting it.
She didn't know it would be so much like this...

 


In fact she even wondered
before if sex was even involved.

 


But that no privacy part.
It just mortified her.

 


The moans were wild and
endless. Those tits were slapping in and back. The girls were
screaming their lungs out. Cumming side to side. Showing a side of
themselves they could not even show their hottest lovers. No one
had a hint of shame.

 


They had to lose all their
dignity.

 


They had to be the lowest
of the low. Have zero self respect. Only then could they do nothing
but scream and fuck and cum and get their eggs fertilized by alpha
cock.

 


Sue realized right then,
this is why the breeding farm worked so well in getting infertile
girls pregnant.

 


It was like if you put a
blindfold over your eyes, then your hearing senses get super
sharp.

 


If a girl became a mindless
cow in a breeding farm, who does nothing but fuck and cum and
scream, her body will become a baby making factory. It would become
their only purpose.

 


She was so turned on by the
inhumanity of it all that she sat upright lowering her fingers down
her clit and fingering herself.

 


She was a little dry so she
spat in her hand-- then she froze. She remembering that scummy
dude's words: you will be using a lot of spit.

 


"Ahem."

 


"Huh?" She turned around
looking behind her. There was the girl who the stall belonged to.
Real fat tits. Sexy black hair. "Oh. Sorry."

 


Sue went crawled on her
hands and knees over to her stall.

 


Sue noticed that girl's
pussy was soaking with cum dripping down her thigh.

 


Soon thereafter, the other
girls crawled in too completely well-fucked and bred for the
afternoon.

 


They all started giving
milk out their breasts into these contraptions.

 


No one told her the rules
either. They didn't need to. Sue knew the rules just by being among
them: to get fucked and to give milk.

 


The hay was really rough.
The gnats kept buzzing on her body so she would constantly have to
slap them away. There was no shower, unless they wanted to clean
their bodies with drinking water, so their skin and feet and bodies
were constantly dirty.

 


Worst was the itchiness. It
was torture how itchy it was.

 


It had one benefit though.
The girls were totally in touch with the land, grass on their feet,
cold wind on their back, and breasts glorious for all to share
in.

 


Outside in the sun, Sue
watched this girl Allison on her hands and knees in the mud. A
contraption twisted around her breast with the twist of a lever
cranking in circles. Each crank tightened it around her breast and
she ejected out long painful moans.

 


Once that
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