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BREEDING FARM, PT.
6

Vicki Strange

 


Cary has watched so many
fresh-faced, determined college girls enter the breeding farm and
leave with bellies so pregnant they could barely walk.

 


These were cute girls too.
Their facility required each woman who joined to be at least a
7.5/10 in attractiveness.

 


Cary needed her girls to be
healthy, fertile, and ready to fuck at every hour of the
day.

 


She was a scientist,
barefoot in her unbuttoned blouse, with a tight undershirt and no
bra. Her undershirt was showing off the curve of her
breasts.

 


Cary had a clipboard at all
times with a pencil in her hand. She was always marking off a
checklist and inspecting the stock of the breeding farm: the girls,
and of course, their bulls.

 


In fact, she made sure all
the girls gave their breastmilk on schedule down to the minute. She
made sure they were properly fed out their troughs, and went to bed
in their stalls of hay well-fucked and happy.

 


Cary was 28, so she was
older than the college aged girls there. They all looked up to her,
in part because she had a policy: look,
but don’t touch.

 


With all that sex
overwhelming her senses from day to night, eventually Cary began to
feel lonely.

 


Everyday, the feral farm
boy Thrack was pulled past Cary’s doorway in his chain. The helpers
had to grip the chain tightly in those moments he went past the
door, because he would thrash and cry whenever he could smell
Cary’s fertile pussy.

 


Her short shorts showing
off her entire legs and thighs, and she never wore any shoes or
socks. Her clean, soft scent made him go crazy before they pulled
him away by the chain.

 


It sort of terrified Cary.
She always had to look over her shoulder when she heard footsteps
nearby, making sure it wasn’t Thrack.

 


She had to also nudge her
shirt down covering her cute ass so he wouldn’t see her firm shape
inside her jean shorts.

 


If he caught a glimpse of
her ass, that was when he really went crazy.

 


Those chains could easily
break.

 


“Why don’t you wear a
skirt, or pants?” asked one of the scientists. “Thrack has had sex
with every girl on the farm except for you. You know how crazy you
make him.”

 


“I know I show off too
much skin,” said Cary. “Because I am expected to walk through grass
and hay all day, I have to stay comfortable. Thrack will just have
to deal with the fact he has to share his home with certain women
he’s not allowed to have sex with.”

 


The helper rolled her
eyes.

 


“What is it?” said
Cary.

 


“I’ve heard several girls
say that, until I see them on their backs, their legs wrapped
around Thrack and making noises I didn’t know they were capable of
making.”

 


Cary practically blushed
and covered her face with the clipboard. “Well you can rest assured
it won’t happen with me. I don’t like wild guys like that
anyway…”

 


Thrack was the primary stud
in the Breeding Farm.

 


That week, he got really
horny, because more of the girls were ovulating at once. He howled
from his den at sunrise. It was sex time.

 


Cary marked a checklist
with her pencil. “Wow, Thrack got three of our girls pregnant last
month,” she noticed. The pencil tip broke as she marked the last
girl, Tiffany. “Wow. Good for him.”

 


“What is it?” said the
helper.

 


“Thrack is fathered a baby
with Tiffany.”

 


“Aw,” said the
helper.

 


“I know…”

 


Cary couldn’t quite hide
the subtle tone of jealousy in her voice.

 


“Hmm,” said the other
scientist. “Thrack is outperforming our other studs on the
farm.”

 


“We may have to do
something about that,” said Cary. “You know, genetic diversity and
all. We can’t just have one stud impregnate all our girls. It would
be unfair.”

 


“What are you thinking?”
said the helper.

 


“I don’t know, but we have
to protect our girls from Thrack. A lot of the girls weren’t
planning to get pregnant this semester, but Thrack is so wild, they
can’t help but take turns having sex with him to calm him down.”
Cary gave an annoyed sigh. “I think he’s had way too much pussy and
we let it get to his head.”

 


She started filling out
paperwork about fixing Thrack.

 


“You sure about this?”
said the helper. “The bosses may not want you to sterilize our most
fertile stud.”

 


“He’s fathered enough
children with our girls,” said Cary.

 


Little did she know, the
wild man Thrack would pin her down, squeeze her hair in his fist,
and fuck her gushing pussy until she cummed, because right before
she completed the paperwork, the room went red around her with
blaring red lights blinking on and off.

 


Cary looked above her head
at the ceiling as there was a warning light blinking and a siren
screaming.

 


Three security guards ran
past the doorway. “Thrack escaped the cage!” they cried
out.

 


There was a wide search
across the enter Breeding Farm. They couldn’t find him anywhere,
not in his stalls, not with the other girls.

 


“Where is he?” they asked
Trish and Senna. Both girls were crunching on hay on their dirty
hands and knees, the cowbell around their necks dinging.

 


They looked at each other
and blushed. They both giggled at the same time, ignoring the
scientist.

 


What did that
mean?

 


He would get no answers
from those girls.

 


Whatever Thrack had on his
mind, the girls knew, and the scientist didn’t.

 


“We’ve made so many babies
with him,” said Trish. “Some of us came here with lives and dreams,
and futures. This was only supposed to be a job, but once Thrack
made us moms, everything changed.”

 


Soon Cary would know
too.

 


Indoors, Cary turned around
in her bright white room for studying the data of the Breeding
Farm.

 


Cary found herself face to
face with the savage. “Thrack?” she said, setting her clipboard
down neatly and straightening her shirt at her side. “You’re not
supposed to be here. Uh.” She lifted her elbow up playing with her
hair, hiding her face. “There’s three women expecting you to make
them feel really good today, you don’t want to disappoint them do
you?”

 


Thrack only had one idea:
to make her a mommy.

 


Cary glanced down at Thrack
seeing an erection bulging from his shorts. “Wow,” she was at a
loss for words. Her cheeks were blushing.

 


Every step he made toward
her, she took a step back, until her back was to the
wall.

 


“You… me…” said Thrack
pointing her eyes down to his bulge.

 


Cary has never actually had
sex there—it would be unprofessional, and disloyal to her
aristocratic husband—but her animal body was rapidly succumbing to
his animal masculinity.

 


His powerful smell was
making her pussy dripping wet. She couldn’t hide that. The savage
had almost supernatural smell, being hyper-aware of every single
smell in that building, especially a girl’s dripping hot
pussy.

 


Thrack was drawing her
fertile eggs to him like a magnet.

 


“Cummy,” said Thrack.
“Mommy…”

 


“No! Mommy is a virgin,”
said Cary.

 


“Sex. Now.”

 


Thrack took two steps
closer to her and she fell backward. “Mommy is a…
virgin.”

 


She didn’t know why she
kept saying that. She was in no way a virgin, nor was she his
mommy.

 


She had plenty of college
boyfriends who pounded her pussy while she screamed her lungs out.
She also had sex with her husband hundreds of times.

 


That was when she realized
why she was saying she was a virgin…

 


Thrack’s gigantic cock,
turned back her biological clock ten years turning her a hopeless,
virgin girl like a deer in the headlights…

 


She felt like an 18 year
old girl again, scared of men but unable to withstand her
horniness.

 


She could no longer hide
her fat breasts sticking out from her shirt. She could no longer
hide her panties soaking between her legs.

 


She was suddenly a virgin
again because Thrack would be her first lover to make her cum so
hard her knees would buckle.

 


She turned aside from him
covering her face embarrassed. This turned out to be a mistake,
because when her body was turned aside from him, her gorgeous tits
were protruding from her shirt.

 


Her shape was so perfect,
her back, her firm ass, were making him get even hornier and
crazier.

 


“Cummy?” he said, taking
her arm.

 


“I can’t believe I’m about
to have sex with Thrack,” she said, covering her face and looking
at him with one eye, mortified.

 


“You want to be
mommy?”

 


“I don’t know,” she
said.

 


“Don’t be afraid,” said
Thrack, making intense eye contact with her.

 


Thrack was a boy of 18 she
looked down on. A feral, wild animal.

 


One of the girls would
always end up taking his hand and disappearing with him into the
shadows of the stalls to calm him down, have sex with him, let him
orgasm in their pussies and then bring him out relaxed.

 


In that moment, Cary
realized it was her.

 


She took Thrack by hand and
led him out of the white room.

 


The helpers were waiting
with chains and whips. “Uh uh,” said Cary, leading Thrack by hand
down the corridor. “Everything’s okay, go back to your
stations.”

 


“Are you sure?” they
said.

 


“Thrack and I are going to
spend some time together,” said Cary to them, motioning them with
her eyes to go back to their stations.

 


Her bare-feet met the grass
outside and the sunlight casting on their faces. “This way,” she
said, leading Thrack into the stalls of hay.

 


Cary knew he got all the
girls. She knew she was next.

 


The other girls watched
from their stalls as she led him down into their own private stall
in the corner. She set his back in the hay until he was lying
down.

 


She stepped out her shorts
and lifted her shirt off her body revealing her naked breasts. His
cock was really strong and hard and twitching.

 


All the burning jealous
eyes of the other girls were on her from their stalls. Then Cary
closed the curtains of the stall.

 


The other girls crawled out
of their stalls into the hay looking at each other as sounds began
to emit from the stall. Cary was having loud, passionate sex with
Thrack.

 


"Oh my god," they whispered
amongst themselves. "Those mating sounds are Cary? I didn't know
she had it in her."

 


"She's always so...
serious."

 


They giggled. Heather
crouched down on her hands and knees peeking underneath the curtain
then turning flush red looking at the girls.

 


"What is it?"

 


"He's really rough with
her."

 


"Ugh Heather, of course he
is," said Tina pulling her away. "Cary has been treating him like a
wild animal for months. Making judgmental faces at him. It must
feel real cathartic for him to be making her cum her lungs
out."

 


Inside the curtain Cary was
on her hands and knees grunting in the hay.

 


She blended in the shade,
with rays of light falling upon her back, casting a shadow from her
side against the stall as her hair was flailing wild. She kept
bouncing forward and back.

 


Thrack was fucking her
doggy style pounding her pussy with his cock. Thrack was smacking
her ass to keep her rhythm going. She was really bouncing
properly.

 


She kept grunting to his
pace. She looked behind her shoulders at his eyes with disbelief.
It was beyond words.

 


His eyes did not
communicate any kind of feeling or warmth.

 


She did not understand his
emotions at all.

 


She thought he would feel
triumphant that he was fucking the most impossible to get pussy of
the Breeding Farm.

 


It was clear he felt
nothing for her except owning her pussy, her body, her
mind.

 


This turned her on
something fierce.

 


He stopped for a brief
moment gripping her shoulders and sliding his hand along her side,
gripping her hair in his hand and squeezing her hair by the
root.

 


She rolled her neck and
closed her eyes. She bit her lip and enjoyed the feeling of getting
dominated by him. She was under his full control.

 


She couldn't believe how
good it felt to be fucked by this strange savage.

 


A naked girl in a stall of
hay. Her elbows scratchy. Her feet dirty. Her tits sore.

 


As long as her body was
locked in place and his big cock was conquering her, everything was
perfect in her eyes.

 


She was somewhat
embarrassed at how
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