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BREEDING FARM, Pt. 4

Vicki Strange

 


Caroline just completed her PHD. She was
ready for her summer volunteer work at the Breeding Farm giving
milk. There was just one problem. She had duties extending beyond
the milk to help the infertile girls in the mating rooms.

 


She was told it was possible sex would
happen with her as well in the process at some point.

 


“What do you mean by sex
would happen?” she said.

 


“Just know that it can
happen any time,” said the scientist. “You will be around breeding
all day long. You might feel lonely, and things will just
happen.”

 


“Yes, but I already have a
boyfriend… well, technically separated, but we’re getting back
together,” said Caroline. “So I will not be having sex with any guy
here. I’m here to give milk and help the infertile girls have their
dreams come true.”

 


“Of course,” said the
scientist. “You just have to be aware that it can happen. Most our
volunteers end up taking a partner. In your three month stay,
expect it to happen once in a while.”

 


“Okay,” said Caroline.
“Whatever you say.” She finished the completed paperwork thinking
the scientist was being ridiculous. She had no intention of having
sex there, just giving milk.

 


As she entered into the locker room, she
felt a sense of anticipation and eagerness to see what this was all
about. All her friends said it was the best job ever, and it paid a
fortune.

 


She opened the locker and pulled out her
earrings and set them on the bench. She set her foot on the seating
bench, pulling off her socks, revealing her bare feet. Then she
took both pairs of her shoes in one hand and placed them in the
locker evenly.

 


She took a moment to let her hair out,
shaking it out until it fell in soft, shimmering waves around her
shoulders.

 


Next, Caroline unbuttoned her vest,
revealing a comfortable undershirt beneath. She slipped off the
vest and placed it in her locker, then reached for a pair of
leggings. She crouched down pulling her pants off getting her
bottom half naked.

 


Right then, she heard noises and saw motion
in the corner. Two men walked past the locker. She turned aside
humiliated. “It’s co-ed?” she thought. “I guess it makes sense.
They’re really comfortable with the female body here.”

 


She pulled the tight black leggings on her
legs, savoring the feeling of the soft fabric against her
skin.

 


As she finished getting dressed, she felt
fresh and clean. She savored the smell of soap and shampoo around
her. She left the locker room barefoot ready to do her job.

 


As she went down the white hall looking
into every room, and passed by men walking past her, she realized
every guy was tall, handsome, and muscular. She started to realize
every girl there was being thrown in a pit of hungry wolves.

 


She lifted up her phone to text her friends
to drop off protection in the headquarters and that they’ll get it
to her. But then she stopped. She remembered the protection clause
in the breeding farm. It was a really long, five page clause that
she sort of skimmed over.

 


It say, no girls in the headquarters were
allowed to use protection.

 


“Oh…” Caroline stopped.
“Well I will just have to resist the temptation to have sex here
then.”

 


A really handsome guy passed her in that
very second. She thought of calling the whole thing off in that
moment, but she already signed the contract. “Well, guess I’ll play
it by ear.”

 


“Ah, there you
are.”

 


The scientist found her.

 


Caroline walked with the scientist. They
passed by a room where there was an iron bird cage inside and a man
was inside. The guy was feral, a caveman, and thrashing inside,
snarling, screaming. “Who is he?” said Caroline. “My god he scares
me.”

 


“He is kept in a cage and
let loose with fertile sexy girls. He was raised by
wolves.”

 


“What?” said Caroline
looking at him.

 


He was a towering figure, standing at over
six feet tall with broad shoulders and bulging muscles. His skin
was rough and leathery from years of living in the harsh
wilderness, and his hair was a wild mane of unkempt black locks
that cascaded down his back.

 


“Wow,” said Caroline.
“Look at him.”

 


His face was chiseled and rugged, with a
strong jawline and piercing eyes that seemed to see right through
you.

 


“He’s kind of the last
resort,” said the scientist. “He’s made over twenty of our more
infertile girls pregnant.”

 


“You mean after weeks
together?” said Caroline.

 


“No, after one single
encounter.”

 


“But he’s so
scary.”

 


“We have discovered that
when a girl is scared for her life, the adrenaline really pumping,
her body releases more eggs to have his kids, as a way to make sure
she is protected by him.”

 


“Oh,” said Caroline. “That
makes… sense.”

 


Caroline was led into the milking room
next. This was where she would spend most of her time.

 


The room was filled with row upon row of
women, with plump, juicy breasts, each one bursting with sweet,
succulent milk. The walls and floor were a pristine white, the
perfect canvas to showcase the milking room.

 


The girls sat there reading books, some of
them blushing, some of them having a permanent glow etched on their
faces, some of them just proudly giving milk making small talk with
each other.

 


The room was also filled with the hum of
machinery, the sound echoing off the walls as it worked tirelessly
to extract the female breastmilk.

 


Metal tubes snaked their way between the
girls, connecting their breasts to the machines that lined the
walls. The machines pulsed and whirred as they draw out the
precious liquid, each drop dripping into a waiting container below
holding gallons upon gallons of chilled breastmilk.

 


The air was thick with the smell of rose
perfume, breastmilk, and metal. A heady mix of sweetness and
earthiness was overpowering. The girls sat there with one purpose,
to be sucked dry by the machines.

 


Despite the secretive nature of the
operation, there was a sense of excitement in the room. Caroline
smiled. All these girls were being paid five thousand a week to do
this. “The future wealthy rulers of humanity right here.”

 


The milk was in high demand. As the
containers fill with the bright white creamy liquid, everyone was
going to be very rich.

 


Caroline sat in her empty stall. She
introduced herself to the two neighboring girls, Audrey and Sarah.
They were both 19 like her and very healthy and glowing.

 


Right as she lowered her shoulder strap,
exposing her breast, she felt self-conscious having herself out
like that. She was about to hook her machine to her breasts and
give off a quart of milk, until, the door popped open.

 


The scientist entered. “We need you in the
breeding station.”

 


Caroline looked around her at the other
girls. She was talking directly to her.

 


“Huh? But I have so much
to do. So much milk to give.”

 


She pulled Caroline up and led her out the
room. “The feral guy, the caveman… he kind of put one of the girls
into a choke hold and she passed out. We are one girl short.”

 


“Oh my god are they
okay?”

 


“It’s very rare, but he’s
not going to perform unless there’s six girls in there.”

 


“I don’t understand, so
you need me among them?”

 


“Don’t worry, you’ll only
have to watch. You smell way too clean for him.”

 


“I guess I can… make time
for it.”

 


Caroline readied herself. Her heart was
really pounding. She only had one thought, and that was, was her
life in danger?

 


Her heart was racing with both fear and
excitement. She remembered that monstrous feral man in the cage
thrashing around, she was about to meet him face to face.

 


She passed through the next room over. This
was the sperm station.

 


There rows of hideaway tables with men
asleep inside them, but their penises were wide awake. Each table
had a woman seated to it, stroking these erections with both their
hands, really massaging them, kneading them, getting into it. At
the tips of each cock were little flappy tubes going off to a
machine helping suction everything the cocks spat out.

 


The room is filled with the sound of soft,
rhythmic squeezing and the occasional grunt of effort as the women
worked their magic on the cocks. The air was thick with the smell
of cock and sperm, a heady mix of earthiness and sweetness filled
the senses.

 


The women were all dressed in simple white
uniforms, their hair pulled back into tight ponytails to keep it
out of their faces.

 


At each of the tables, their hands moving
with quick, deft motions as they massaged and squeezed the cocks,
coaxing out every last drop of sperm out the penises.

 


Caroline fanned her face completely
embarrassed. Each one of these cocks were a sight to behold. They
were long and slender, with smooth, pale skin. Some were bumpy and
knobby, some were curved, while others were perfectly
straight.

 


No matter their shape, they were all
special and dead sexy.

 


Caroline bit her lips, rolling her eyes
up.

 


She wanted to sit down to one of the empty
tables. To work her hands around it, her hands getting slick with
sticky cum, her fingers moving with a gentle touch as they handle
the delicate cocks.

 


She couldn’t voice that she wanted to do
this without feeling judged. “Am I expected to do this too?” she
said.

 


The scientist seemed to want to read her
mind. “Yes, sometimes you will be, but don’t worry, that won’t be
often.”

 


Both their reluctance hid the truth in
their intention: it would be amazingly fun to sit there and jerk
off big cocks all day like molding pots of clay and she badly
wanted to do i.

 


The girls also seemed to be in high
spirits, chatting and laughing as they milked those cocks.

 


One of them wiped her forehead, the sweat
beading on her skin. “Do you want to try it?” she asked
Caroline.

 


“Oh but I have to…
go…”

 


“You can do it for a
couple minutes,” said the scientist.

 


The girl made room and Caroline meekly sat
at the chair.

 


She held it with ten fingers.

 


“You can be firmer than
that. Go on be really firm.”

 


She clutched it tightly in both her hands,
the smooth skin of the cock warm and moist to the touch.

 


“Now stroke it, stroke it
up from the base to the tip.”

 


Caroline’s fingers danced over the surface
of the cock, massaging and squeezing them with just the right
amount of pressure. The cock just popped. The juice ejaculated and
squirted out flowing out the tube.

 


Caroline shrieked and rushed off as a
squirt of juice managed to escape the tube and pop at her eyes. “Oh
my god.”

 


“It’s okay,” laughed the
girl. “That can happen sometimes.”

 


Caroline moved off embarrassed. She
couldn’t believe she already touched a guys cock and technically
gave him a handjob.

 


“What have I done? My
boyfriend






She pointed her to the table. Each table
was cluttered with various items, including clipboards, books, hand
grippers, and snacks.


Caroline looked at the clipboards seeing it
used to record the volume of each cock’s load, the women carefully
measuring everything. “Okay, I guess I can do that.” She signed her
signature for that orgasm.


She looked into the machine where all that
sperm was being amassed. It was almost luminescent, a bright creamy
white and yellow and orange. Every little tube from every table
made its way toward the holding vat, pumping out sperm in a steady
stream.


As the cum flowed closed to the machine, it
was sucked into the tubes by a powerful vacuum, the liquid
disappearing into the machinery with a faint whoosh.


The cocks around the room were getting more
excited.


The wall opened and another hideaway table
was rolled in. The girls looked at each other for who would man
that cock next.


Caroline adjusted her hair from her face.
“I guess I’ll do it.”


She sat at the cock, taking care of it. Her
hands were slick with cum as she worked, her fingers moving with
quick, deft motions. Despite the gentle nature of their touch, the
effort of squeezing and massaging the cock was already taking its
toll.




Her hands ached and grew sore, the muscles
in their arms and shoulders protesting with each squeeze.


Then another table was rolled in from out
the wall. Then three more. There weren’t enough girls for
this.


The cock squirted, the sperm shooting out
in a sticky, uncomfortable mess. Caroline did her best to avoid
getting hit, but she wasn’t fast enough. The sticky, uncomfortable
residue just stung her eyes. “Ugh.” She turned aside, tears
forming.




Caroline gratefully accepted the cloths,
using it to wipe her face, then wrap it around the cock with both
her hands, cleaning the sweat and juice from their cock.










The scientist led her into the breeding
room. She went in the room, in her tight white t-shirt and black
leggings. She saw herself in the mirror briefly and admired
herself, how shapely and fine she was, how flat her body was but
how thick her curves. Caroline was a girl with a real pride in her
appearance.


The other five girls in there were naked
and disheveled. The blank white room had this smell of sex in
there. “Don’t worry,” said the scientist going out. “You smell too
clean. He likes girls with a wild jungle smell like ours. We don’t
let them wash. It really excites him.”


Caroline looked at the other girls faces,
somewhat alarmed by them. “You’re really pretty,” she said to one
of them who was slumped over, blank-eyed, other worldly.


Down in the farm itself where women lived
as hucows, there was sex around the clock by carefully chosen
athletes, who got almost all the girls pregnant given enough time.
But these girls given to the caveman, they were ones who couldn’t
get pregnant no matter what.


The other five girls were in a line, naked,
with different shapes and sizes of breasts and ass.


Up above their heads was a one-way mirror.
Several scientists watched from behind that mirror down below.


And all the girls inside were tense and
nervous waiting for the cage to be lowered. Their nerves stretched
to the breaking point as they awaited as a loud machine like
whirring noise filled the air, the ceiling opened, and a giant
iron-bird cage was lowered with chains down in front of them.


None of the girls dared make eye contact
with the caveman, but Caroline was looking right at him. “He’s not
my type at all,” Caroline thought. “I go with intelligent kind of
men.”


After a ten second pause, there was the
sound of air being released out the vent, a waft of smoke shooting
out, and the iron bars unclasped, swinging open with a creak.


The caveman stepped out. He was feral,
unkempt and wild, his hair was a tangled mass and his muscles were
rippling under his dirty skin. He snarled and growled like a beast,
his eyes blazing with primal rage.


He jolted out the cage.


The women were frozen with fear, their eyes
wide and their hearts racing as they watched his every move. He was
a formidable sight, his sheer size and strength intimidating
them.




The girl whispered back, “She laughed at
him… he just went crazy.”


One of the women attempted to calm him
down, approaching him slowly and tentatively reaching out to pat
his shoulder. But the gesture only seemed to frustrate and agitate
the caveman even more. He snarled and lashed out, his movements
wild and unpredictable.


The women shrieked, terrified, their fear
palpable in the air. They huddled together, trying to put as much
distance between themselves and the caveman as possible. The total
uncertainty only added to their fear. And yet there was not a dry
pussy in the lot.


The caveman prowled around the room,
snarling and growling. They were at his mercy, and they could only
pray that he would spare them.


Then he lunged for the girls.


Their hearts were really pounding as he
pushed past all five girls and went straight to Caroline.


He grabbed her and pulled her to the floor
as the iron door of the bird cage sealed and it was raised up into
the ceiling leaving them alone with him.


He pushed Caroline down on the floor
getting over him.




It was no use talking. He didn’t understand
english.


It was sex time and he wanted it with
Caroline. He kissed her neck and was really holding her, paying
attention to her, reacting at her every move. While things were
getting really hot and his kisses were starting to touch her
spirit, she looked behind her shoulder at the anonymous watchers
behind the black window. But they weren’t budging from where they
stood.




One of the girls stepped forward. “He wants
you.”




He clutched her shoulders and shook her
before turning her, getting her down and yanking her leggings down.
“Wait, wait!” She swatted him and pulled away. “You’re not going to
rip my clothes off!”


He reacted hopping backward with a
terrified look in his eyes. “No, you better behave,” she said.


He looked down ashamed.


Then all at once, his big cock got hard
again and he jumped at her, hurling her around the room. “Agh,”
said Caroline. “You’re trying to exhaust me so I’ll be too tired to
run away. Just wait.” She held her hand out stopping him. “I’ll
have sex with you, but I need to get naked first.”


He went for her again.




He reacted to her laughter with a mean
snarl. Caroline felt in fear for her life. “Just wait a second,
I’ll have sex with you, but not with my clothes on.”


She stripes her clothes off one at a time.
She first lifted her white t-shirt off her body letting her
gorgeous breasts out. Next she crouched down, inching her leggings
off one at a time.


She dropped on the floor sliding her
panties off last. Neatly, one item of clothes at a time, she folded
them and placed the bundle in the corner.


He was going crazy seeing her getting naked
for him.


Then she turned to him, her body naked,
vulnerable stepping closely. “Just be gentle okay,” she said.


He dug his face in her breasts. She held
him. “I know, you love cute girls. It’s okay, it’s perfectly
normal.”


As he sucked her breast she lowered her
wrist down to his cock, thinking he could jerk him off quickly, get
him to cum so he would move on to another girl.


She wasn’t planning to really go at it with
him. But it was her job and she was perfectly willing, and she was
very wet and horny, even though it was totally unexpected.


But as he made out with her, she began to
feel a sense of danger and love. She really began to like him.
Especially as he dove in sucking on her breasts.


It didn’t hurt that she was totally afraid
of him, and that her body was releasing its eggs ovulating, as a
way of protecting herself from a dangerous man.


That was one was to ensure that: a scary
dude? Just carry his baby and he’ll scare other girls instead.


The caveman made bigger kisses on her hand
all the way down her wrist, her forearm, her shoulder. Every touch
of his tongue turned her on further, like a dimming light going to
full brightness. She was blushing as she looked at the other girls
watching her, and felt horrible for him. So she pushed him away.
“Go fuck someone else.”


This was ultimately a theatrical move to
placate the girls who were rejected. Caroline had no real intention
of stopping.


He started massaging her wrist, and he
lowered his hand down until they reached her forbidden slit. She
looked at him with a shaming look. “No, you can’t touch there, who
do you think you are?”


But he didn’t listen. He yanked her thighs
open. It was clear to every girl in the room why she was saying
that: she was a girl who was completely tight, unlike them being
loose from all those cocks they took.


She didn’t want her pussy in open view of
all of them.


Not only that, but she was wet in a way
that everyone could smell.




He gently pushed her down until the back of
her head rested on the hard floor. She could smell the dust, and
hair flowing over her face.


He was rubbing her tits even harder and
squeezing them, demeaning her. She shut her eyes and fell into a
fantasy. He was just a guy at that moment, a guy with a hard,
hungry cock, which was hypnotizing her inner juices. She was a
tight wet girl who was extremely hot and horny.




She was burning so hot that when he pulled
his mouth off her pussy, a hot steam of pussy scent pushed into his
nostrils and made his cock rock solid. He pressed his fingers into
her wet slit.


"Don't," she slapped her hand down on top
of his face and held it. “You want it?”


He nodded, practically drooling. “You want
to experience my tight pussy?”


He nodded. “Go on then.”


She couldn’t control him anymore as he
started humping her naked pussy. She held his head firmly as he
fucked her.


She lifted her ass off the floor and he
cupped it, pushed it up to his cock and started fucking her.
Caroline couldn’t help it. Moans were soaring out her lips as the
caveman started rocking with his whole body using her entire sexy
body as his masturbation sex toy.


Her head scratched backward on the floor.
She bit her lip looking at the other girls looking down at her with
looks of sheer jealousy.


Just as she was getting into it, he lifted
both her legs back gripping them at his shoulders. She was upside
down, and realized that she was more flexible than she
assumed.


"Why'd you stop?" she said. “Hurry up. You
asshole."


The caveman laughed. She reached for him
holding his face and kissing him. “Ow ow ow,” her voice shot out of
her.


The other girls surrounded her, making out
with her and playing with her clit while the caveman fucked her
brains out.


"I thought you hated us girls,” said
Caroline. He smiled, her legs opening wider. He could feel the sexy
desperation of her body, her glowing skin, her desire to be
impregnate her ovulating eggs by his monster cock.


She was a new girl, not fully broken in
yet. The caveman wanted her. Bad.


He squeezed her tits and sucked on them,
then kissed her neck, her naked melons in his face.


He sucked on her luscious nipples as she
slowly humped her pussy fucking her with hard, but fast rhythms. He
was making her just go insane. He squeezed his whole face into her
breast. He took another mouthful of tits.


Meanwhile the girls were masturbating her
clitoris. “I can’t believed it, I’m going to cum,” she moaned.
“Cum, just cum in me,” she could only say. “Please don’t make me
beg for it.”


He looked at her desperate longing face,
feeling proud of the power he had over her.


She noticed the caveman stop fucking her
and turn his head looking at another girl in the room, starting to
hunger after her next. But Caroline quickly grabbed his ass with
both her hands pressing it firmly keeping his cock right in place.
“Nope,” she said. "I don't want you to go anywhere, keep your cock
in me right now and shoot out all your cum in my pussy.”


"Are you sure you want him to cum in you
raw?" said the girl.


"AH!" she shouted as he dug the tip of his
cock even deeper in her pussy.


Her mouth shot open. The pleasure was just
fierce. He pinned the ends of her shoulders down and started
kissing her lips to get her to submit to him fully. Kissing this
caveman was just repulsive to her.


His cock felt too good for her to surrender
to her emotions. She could only submit herself to him.


She pushed her face off the ground against
his lips and sucked his kiss as his fuck rhythms got harder and
stronger.




Every time she gave a piece of herself to
him, he wanted more.


His total control of her only made him fuck
her tight pussy faster. She was feeling the most hot and intense
feelings. "It’s okay you can cum,” she said with his ass ramming
forward. “Don’t be afraid of cumming in me, it’s just love.”


The girls fawning on her, playing with her
clit, sucking her tits, kissing her. The caveman relentless in his
skills in fucking her. Caroline erupted into trembling, slapping
her feet onto the cold floor.


She kicked the floor and screamed. “I’m
cumming, ahh!”


She felt her legs being spread apart wider
which opened her flower even further for him, and she grips the
sides of his waist tightly as he was about to cum. She tried to
anchor herself to him in the midst of all the chaos. Then he
cummed.


It felt so intense, like a relentless wave.
She heard the sound of her own heart beating in her chest, and a
rush of happiness just filled her as he squeezed her waist so hard
it brought red imprints on her skin, using her whole body to cum
inside her pussy. She her arms to his side, while he held her, her
body tense with fear and anxiety. Then he let go.


The caveman’s cock filled the deepest bits
of her tight pussy, plowing her with all his strength and force,
breaking her in, turning her into his girl forever. But she had a
sense that the moment that last bit of cum was out of him, he would
just go to the next girl.


She wasn’t about to let that happen. She
used her muscles to shift her weight forward pulling him on his
back.


She pushed forward and pinned him backward.
She slapped her hips down riding his cock, digging her hands on his
hairy chest.


It felt so dirty, and greedy, but so
right.


Her breath came in short, with ragged
gasps, her breasts were pounding up and down, heaving with the
effort of taming him with her hips.




She could feel the sweat dripping down her
back. Her arms and legs burned with the strain of using every
muscle on her body to ride him with her hips. She was already
trembling with fatigue.


Despite the exhaustion that threatened to
overwhelm her, despite the embarrassment of the girls surrounding
her and the scientists watching from above, Caroline refused to
slow down.


They would judge her for taking control
like that, riding him, and fucking him, rather than laying backward
and pretending to hate it.


A girl always knows what the crowd is
thinking.


She leaned forward, urging him on with
swings of her hips with determination. She bit her lips and closed
her eyes. She could feel the caveman’s muscles bunching and
releasing beneath her, ready to convulse and twist and shoot out
all his sperm.


Her hips were screaming in protest, it was
so painful. But she ignored the pain, pushing herself harder and
harder getting closer and closer to orgasm. She gritted her teeth
and held on, riding all the cum out of him until she felt a foamy
sticky feeling in her pussy, and she felt a feeling of happiness
wash over her, fueled by the sheer intensity of his cum filling up
her hot womb.


After cumming, it was like her surroundings
returned to normal. She was slick with sweat, cum dripping out her
pussy. She rolled on her side as the caveman grabbed another girl
and pulled her to the corner to mate with her next.


As Caroline lied there alone, she watched
him power fuck the next girl and the other girls fawning on that
girl next. She felt completely stupid, wanting so badly to cuddle
with him, kiss him, bond with him, but realizing she was just pump
and dumped by a mindless stud.


She covered her head with both hands on her
back, crying, but her cry turned into a laugh. “How could I have
been so stupid?”


But they warned her this could happen.




An alarm bell went off and the room was
bathed in a vague red light. The cage slammed down into the floor
from the ceiling again, its door swinging open.






Five strong-men came into the room. The
five infertile girls quickly ran over to the corner, getting on
their elbows and knees in a line, tilting their asses right up
proudly. The men started fucking them doggy style.


Caroline went in the corner and sat on the
floor. She was looking around for something to wipe the cum out her
pussy, but there was nothing. She thought about bunching up her
shirt, but decided it would be filthy. So she rolled her eyes and
used her fingers to shovel some of the cum out, drying it on the
cold floor. “Yuck,” she said looking at her stained fingers.
Bringing it to her nose and smelling a strong scent of the
caveman’s fertility.


She could still feel it very sticky and
moist up her pussy, but it wasn’t going to drip out anymore. So she
slid her panties up over her legs sealing her pussy up. Then she
arduously slid the leggings back on.


In the corner all five of the girls were
bouncing forward and back, yelping doggy style, getting filled with
cock, moaning in a row.


Caroline smiled, so proud of these
girls.


It was instinct. They weren’t even looking
at the guys. They didn’t care who the cock belonged to, just that
it was time to take care of cock.


it was kind of the entire purpose of their
whole existence in the breeding farm. Nothing else, no other
worldly thing occupied their time or attention in any way; just
what the cock would feel like today in her mouth, her hand, her
pussy, and making sure the guy ended up very happy after she took
care of it.


Caroline went down the white hallway,
existing in a happy glow. She rubbed her neck and limped over to
the room for giving milk. “Don’t bother me for the next four
hours,” she said to the scientist.










As she was giving milk to the great
machine, a feeling of longing came over suddenly. She kept
wondering if the caveman had impregnated her, that she would get
plump as a beachball and become a young mom.


Any time she thought of it, her heart was
racing with excitement. She did not doubt it for a moment he
knocked her up, his sperm was too strong, and he made way too much…
he was too feral… plus when he orgasmed it was way different than
having an orgasm with other guys.


This one really felt like he was getting
her pregnant.


So when she started getting morning
sickness in the coming days, she already had the medicine lined up
at the side of her bed.


She just woke up saying, “Of course… did
you really doubt it?”


Being pregnant made her milk production on
overdrive, and she watched the caveman knock up at least two of the
other girls who were deemed to be scientifically infertile.


Caroline ended up doing her three months
quota of breastmilk in just three weeks. She was given the full
payment of $75,000 tax free directly deposited in her bank
account.


By the time her mom and sister came to pick
her up, she emerged in the daylight, her belly extremely pregnant.
They did not know the details about the job, and she would never
tell them. But they were all dying to know who the father was.


Caroline only smiled, because how could she
even begin to tell them? If she said, “Yeah, some feral caveman
raised by wolves, with a huge cock and testosterone coursing
through his veins, was lowered down from a cage and we kind of had
sex”, wouldn’t really fly. Instead, she would only tell them, “I
fell in love.”
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