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The Stuart Manor was at the end of a long, wooded driveway. The house had once been the mansion of the local coal mine owner, but with the drop in value of coal the family had moved on. For several years it had languished upon the housing market, with several realtors all giving their best in hopes for a big payday but coming up short in the end. The family grew disinterested in the costs of maintaining the property and allowed it to become overgrown in vines and weeds. Even the curious townsfolk stopped coming out to see the place when a new realtor decided to throw an open house.


When Dave Parks, the latest realtor to land the unsellable relic of the town's heydays received a call from a woman to view the house, he'd just sighed to himself and crossed off that day as a loss. The night before he drove out, taking a can of WD-40 with him just to be sure that he would be able to get the gates open before the appointment with a Ms. Alice Pryde. His hazel eyes watched as the bright rust ran down the gates, loosened by the lubricant. Truth be told, it had been a couple of years since he'd entered it, and then only as a curious visitor to learn what all the fuss was about. The previous realtor had told him of the condition of the building only a couple of months prior and so he'd not felt the need to enter it again, figuring he'd only be its warden till another was chosen. By then he could move on to bigger and better sales.


The next morning found Dave waiting outside the gates, wondering if this Ms. Pryde would even bother to show. Part of him hoped that she wouldn't and let him have the chance to salvage the rest of the day, and part of him was just curious what sort of person would be interested in the oversized home. When a recent model Volvo slowed down to stop in front of the gates he knew he'd at least get to meet someone willing to give the old place a shot. Out of the car stepped a woman he guessed to be in her early 40's dressed in beige slacks, a light lavender polo, and low heels. She strolled up to the gate and gave him a polite smile.


"Ms. Pryde, glad to see you made it."


She nodded lightly to him, "And you as well Mr. Parks. I wasn't sure if you would be willing to come out and show this place. It apparently has a bit of a reputation I'm told, but where others seem wary that just means I might be looking at a place I can get for a song. With that said though, I'd like to save the small chat for inside of the building so if you would be so kind?"


He nodded, noting that she wasn't any different from the way she talked on the phone. Straight to the point. Perhaps he'd at least get the afternoon for more promising work. Dave undid the padlock and pulled the chains holding the gate together, paused for a moment, and then threw his weight against the gates. The metal resisted for a moment, then the last bits of rust gave way and the gates slowly creaked open. Stepping to the side, he let Ms. Pryde drive onto the property then trotted to his own vehicle and followed her in, up to the circle in front of the building, wrapped around an empty fountain.


While she was investigating the structure of the concrete fountain, he freed the key from the lockbox and proceeded to open the building up. He snuck a peek into the house, wanting to make sure that it didn't look like anyone was squatting there. Relieved to at least not at first find any signs of such, he sighed a little bit of relief then turned towards his client.


"The house if open, so if you'd like to follow me in Ms. Pryde?"


Into the foyer they walked, greeted first by a long, curving stairway that went to the second floor. Above was a dusty chandelier that reflected a little bit of the sunlight coming through dirty windows. Dave pulled two flashlights out of his pocket and offered her one.


"The power's been out for a couple of years now. It shouldn't be more than a matter of having the company turn it back on, but the family got weary of paying the bill." When she nodded at his words then began to inspect the fixtures of the room, he turned his light on and peered down the hallways and up the stairs, ever wary of the potential for a squatter, or worse, someone cooking meth. A previous foreclosed house he'd once tried to sell had a meth dealer cooking in the basement. That was not one of his finer days.


Through the house they walked, occasionally having to duck large cobwebs and pausing when she wanted to check details further. Ms. Pryde never gave Dave much more than a nod or shake of her head mixed with the occasional muttering to herself. She was thorough, walking through each room in the house and being sure to check out the ceilings, floorboards, and bases of walls. When her attention was elsewhere, Dave would check his watch and think wistfully of the opportunities he was missing by showing this place. He was fairly certain there was no way that she would end up wanting to take the old mansion.


Through the upstairs she went, demanding to see the attic as well. When the springs of the attic door creaked with lack of use and age, Dave braced for them to break and decided to avoid even touching the ladder. Ms. Pryde on the other hand, spritely stepped up the ladder and disappeared into the darkness. Under the stairs he stood, listening to her walk around on what he presumed was plywood floors and just hoping to not see her foot come through the ceiling. When she finally came down, he breathed out a sigh of relief, wondering just how he got wrapped up in dealing with this place anyways. Oh yeah, too much ambition, he reminded himself. And a few too many beers during the company baseball outing.


Ms. Pryde took him around the property, with not quite the level of thoroughness as indoors, but more so than he'd hoped to deal with. The foundation, well sure he understood her interest in that, but she seemed to be very interested in the number of trees and how thick their foliage was. The threat of a spring rainstorm was what finally got her to wrap up her tour of the property. Quickly they walked back towards the building, Dave bracing himself for the inevitable apologies for taking up his time and the excuses as to why she wouldn't be interested in the home. Instead, as they huddled under the porch roof she surprised him by looking over and going, "So I think an opening bid of the asking price minus fifteen percent should do nicely to start, don't you?"





One year later, after all of the paperwork had cleared and the sawdust from the overhaul of the building had settled, Ms. Pryde sat in her office, quietly sipping at a celebratory sparkling cider, non-alcoholic as it was a work day. Today found her working on the non-profit status of her business, officially a home for young women who had become with child and had nowhere to go. The fact that she could get away with not paying taxes amused her to no end and hadn't been something she would have dared to try to get away with until a client laid out how to do it. It didn't hurt that the client had the authority to grant and review her non-profit status. Yes, everything was coming along nicely indeed, so long as one knew the appropriate people.


The local council members had been quite elated to find out that the manor had been sold with intentions to become a charity of sorts. More, they just seemed to like that it meant the manor would no longer be an eyesore upon the county and that it could mean money flowing into the locals' hands. With the coal companies all but moved on the town was starved for some sort of steady income and supplying the needs of the home gave all the benefits of the other choice, a prison, without the worries of escaped prisoners. Her paperwork had been run through the council quite quickly and building permits were approved with a speed that astonished even her. It didn't hurt that the construction work was done by local crews, using supplies sourced from local companies. Every step of the way Ms. Pryde made sure to source from the community as much as possible, ensuring as much goodwill as she could get.


Her plan was to create a home for young women who had become with child and were left without any means to provide for the child. For that, the mansion had proved to be the perfect starting point, placed in a low-income, low jobs area, it was selling for much less than comparable buildings in more built-up areas. She'd hired on a nurse acquaintance of hers to help with the caring of the children and mothers-to-be, then using her advice they set-up one wing of the house as rooms for the mothers. The other wing was publicly declared to be office and storage space for Ms. Pryde and her small staff. Privately it was also for a few small training and specialty rooms.


A landscaper had been hired with initial instructions to increase the number of pine trees on the outer perimeter of the property. In particular, she had requested blue spruce and Douglas fir trees. When the landscaper casually asked why, she implied that the trees would be decorated during the holidays, a little smile playing on her lips, knowing that the true purpose was to primarily serve as a natural privacy fence. After all, while most would know of or have a suspicion as to the true purpose of the house, there was no point in making it an easy task.


While she played out the role of the generous benefactor and head of the charity to the public, Ms. Pryde or Mistress Alexis to her closest friends and associates, began to reach out to her contacts and lay out the plan for the other wing. The real reason she'd made this investment and worked out the screen of a charity was her business sense had smelled an unfulfilled market, with a ready supply of workers in dire need of a job. One of the risks of being a prostitute was getting knocked up, and while many were able to catch it in time, there were always those girls who refused to believe it or didn't notice the symptoms until it was too late to get an abortion. The lucky ones had a support network of friends who helped them get on their feet, the very lucky ones that is, but more often than not they found themselves kicked out by their pimp and unable to support themselves.


The fact that men tended to find pregnant women exceptionally sexy was well known to her, often having heard claims that there was a certain glow about them. Alexis had even heard of a famous nude photographer whose favorite women to photograph were those in their first trimester. That there were also a few websites that seemed to make a tidy profit off of pregnant actresses added to the thought progression. These thoughts had gotten her into deep thought, having watched the struggles a number of prostitutes went through when they were forced to deal with when that line turned a color they didn't want.


With this thought in mind Alexis had set out to create a place where these young women could go, not that she was necessarily that benevolent, the idea of filling a wanted niche was her primary drive. However, it did help soothe her conscience that the women would have a roof over their heads and that perhaps their children would have a better start to lives than they would otherwise. And now she sat in her office perusing the first applicants for rooms at the home.


She had been admittedly surprised at just how many had applied, knowing what they would have to do to earn their keep. Alexis had to remind herself just what these young women had been doing to keep themselves alive so far, and the desperation was what made them willing to take the chance on an unknown Mistress. A slight sigh did escape her lips at the large number though, realizing she was in for a long task of figuring out just who to accept.


One of the first things she did was to separate the girls by the trimester they were in, bearing in mind that in order for this to work she would need a steady stream of girls. The stack with girls in the third trimester was the thinnest with the stack of second trimester being the thickest. That kind of made sense to her, if you were in denial it wasn't terribly hard to miss out the first trimester, denial was just that powerful. By the third trimester, a lucky girl or rather a smart one, would have most likely figured out a medical support system and thus not want to leave. The unlucky ones, well, she just put that out of her mind. Those who wanted the opportunities would at least have the chance to prove themselves.


Taking those thoughts into consideration, she decided to start with the thickest pile, figuring they would be far enough along to be showing and thus fulfill the fetish desires and have the most immediate impact on her fledgling business. Through the packets she went, reviewing everything about the young women. She'd requested front and rear shots as well as a checklist of their experiences and a full STD exam. The exam was enough to eliminate a third of the girls right off of the bat, she noted with a shake of her head. Through physical traits and experience in various sexual acts she sorted them, wanting to try to get as broad a selection as she could. The ages she kept to college aged and a few years older.


Finally, she managed to settle on ten girls to administer the physical exams to, and moved on to the group in their first trimester. A similar scan went through their documents, eliminating any who had tested positive, as well as checking background information. No need for girls who'd been busted a couple of times for prostitution. Granted she'd already seen to some protection from police investigations, in exchange for future services rendered, but no need to make it difficult on her protector. Once that pile was completed, she moved over to the two women in their last trimester, giving a cursory quick glance at the health and police records before throwing them on the exam pile. Desperation sometimes made for willing workers.


The breeder pile was not surprisingly empty. Alexis, at least by her current name, was still an unknown commodity, much less the little business she was putting together. To be willing to be knocked up by a paying client, well, she wasn't surprised that any women had yet to put their names forwards. But in time they would come, and so would the clients.


With that chore done, she cracked open a bottle of Merlot, poured herself a glass and settled in on financial records.





A week later and the interviewees had been arriving for the last twelve hours. House staff members were taking them to temporary quarters to rest after traveling, in some cases across the country. The girls weren't given much information as to what the test would involve, though most of them were seasoned enough to take a guess.


In a separate office Alexis was putting the final touches on the room to get ready for examinations. She'd rounded up a group of willing male testers, not that it was that difficult to find volunteers. Just difficult to find ones that could keep their mouths shut. Each one would help with a different girl. When the room was ready, she walked over to the mirror, fixed up her outfit and put on her best boss persona and signaled for the first woman to be brought in.


The young redhead made her way to the room, then paused at the door and took a deep breath. Her right hand came to rest upon her swollen tummy, seven months along, reminding her of why she was here. Tammy took one more breath, then stepped into the room, mint eyes falling immediately upon the woman seated upon the desk. Instantly she felt under dressed, the woman was in a skirt and button up blouse, while Tammy was in a loose pair of sweatpants and t-shirt, not that her budget would have allowed her to purchase dressier clothes. Nor did her budget really allow for her to afford much at all, having been unable to work as hard and as long as she used to. There was hope though, and it was sitting on the smooth, dark stained, wooden desk.


"Please, have a seat on the couch. Wouldn't want you to strain too much," Alexis gestured towards the blue couch across from her.


"Thank you Mistress." Tammy took the offered seat on the couch, adjusting to get as comfortable as possible. Those mint eyes never left the woman, watching, waiting to see what sort of interview this would be. Her previous pimp had simply hit her hard enough to knock her down, threatened her life if she left, and told her how much she was expected to bring in every day. This place didn't seem quite like that, at least they mostly likely wouldn't hit her that hard. But looks were often deceiving.


Alexis nodded slightly at the term used to address her. "Well I'm not much on flowery words or long speeches. I am Ms. Alexis Pryde, you may call me Mistress Alexis, or simply Mistress as you've already started to. This business that I am starting up to serve those who are into pregnant women. For now it's simply to enjoy already pregnant women, though I am making plans to incorporate a breeding program for couples who desire a child. In exchange for this, the women get to live here instead of on the streets. You will receive 3 square meals a day, a clothing allowance, spending money, and if you choose to use it, access to an online education program. Your birthing expenses will be taken care of, as well as convalescing time. With me so far?"


Tammy nodded enthusiastically. "Yes, Mistress Alexis."


"Good," Alexis had a little smile on her lips, the terms were better than most of the girls should have even hoped for. "The clientele here will generally be of a higher quality than your average Joe on the streets. Lord knows I'll be charging enough. In return though they expect only the best and for most of their whims to be tended to. There will be, of course the standard expectations of head, vaginal and anal intercourse, and breast fucking. Some will want to sample your breast milk and while you're pregnant many will want to leave you with a creampie. Your clients will most likely be male and female, particularly if you remained on as a breeder but that will be discussed another time, should you pass the exam and remain on my staff Does this sound like something that would interest you?"


Honestly it wasn't like Tammy felt she had a major choice in the matter, at least as far as whoring herself while pregnant. Being a breeder, well, at least she wasn't having to make that decision for now. Rubbing her stomach lightly, her eyes lifted to the woman's while her head nodded slightly.


"Yes, it would."


"Then let's not waste any more time," Alexis slid off of the desk and glanced over at a blue curtain. "You can come out of there now, Jason."


Tammy glanced over as the curtain parted to the side and a nude man came walking into the room. She glanced him over then turned her attention towards Alexis.


"I presume that you wish a demonstration," she asked simply.


Alexis nodded at her, "yes, nothing overly ambitious is expected. However, I do need to be able to see that you'll be able to satisfy someone who is capable of getting sex beyond a whore off the streets. I don't recommend any fancy porn moves but be sure to please him as he'll be the one grading your performance."


Tammy offered a smile to the man, "pleased to meet you." Her eyes followed him as he walked over, pleased to note that his pubic hair was trimmed and that he had a pleasant smell wafting from him. This was already much better than her previous employer.


Bracing a hand against the arm of the couch, she pushed herself up to offer him a kiss and the option to touch her stomach. The fingers of her right hand curled around his soft shaft, gently caressing him while leaning into his hands.


Tammy helped remove her shirt and the full maternity bra, letting her heavy breasts rest upon her stomach. Hands came up to caress Jason's hair as he leaned in to nuzzle her chest, lips seeking out her nipples. Tammy leaned her head back, red curls falling over the pale, freckled, skin as she let out a throaty moan. Gently her fingers roved through his hair and over Jason's back while he licked and suckled upon her tender nipples.


His hands began to seek lower upon her body, and when she felt them find the waistband of her pants Tammy arched towards Jason's hands. Feeling the material begin to slide off of her ass, for a second or two she panicked at the thought that she hadn't shaved due to not really being able to get around her tummy. When his fingers found the thick bush and a moan followed from his lips, she relaxed again knowing that he was okay with it. As the material reached her knees and dropped freely on its own, she wiggled free of his grasp so that she could retake the seat upon the couch.


Before he had a chance to follow, she leaned forwards to take his cock in her mouth, moaning at the realization of just how much she'd missed sucking cock. Ever since she'd started to show her clients list had dropped dramatically while her sex drive had risen with the hormones. The thought that he was this turned on by her current situation added to the craving to satisfy his every desire. Quickly she dived down, taking his entire cock in her mouth and throat then guided one of his hands to the back of her head, letting him know he could fuck her mouth as he pleased. It didn't take him much to figure it out and take his pleasure in watching his cock slide in and out of her mouth while getting to view her full, rounded, stomach.


After what felt like a couple of minutes of suckling his cock, Tammy remembered that she was being observed and graded on this. Reluctantly she let him slip from her mouth, then leaned over to gather the couple of pillows on the couch. Rising up from her seat, she placed the pillows against the back then rested her tummy upon them. Wiggling her ass at him she grinned.


"Have at it lover," Tammy purred.


His callused hand came to caress the pale skin of her ass, a finger sliding down and dipping in to get the tip wet. Jason dragged the wet fingertip over her puckered hole.


"Which one?"


"Mmmmm which ever you want dear. Just put that hard cock in me and fuck me good." Her tongue licked her lips lightly. Tammy was so distracted by watching him she almost didn't feel the weight change on the couch. Turning to look forwards she was greeted by a neatly shaven pussy.


"Mmm looks like I've got me a tasty treat."


"Mhmm, like I said you may deal with couples in the future so I want to know how well you eat pussy. And Jason, be a dear and fuck her in the ass? I'd like to see how well she does with a dick in there. You'll find the lube on the end table."


Turning her attention back to Tammy, Alexis smiled down while putting her hand in the red curls and pulling the girl's face into her waiting pussy.


Alexis watched from her position upon the top of the couch as Jason gave his cock a thorough lubing and moved to apply some to the girls' rear. Taking this opportunity had afforded her two things, one which was to grade her tongue skills but the other was to see how well she did take to anal. It helped to be able to watch Tammy's face and see if she was experienced or if she showed more traits of being uncomfortable with the act. So far her tongue wasn't lacking for enthusiasm, but it was a little amateurish, that could be remedied though and wouldn't necessarily count against her so long as she was willing to keep training. And Alexis was sure to oversee every girl's training in eating pussy personally.


For Tammy it was the first time that she was going to be fucked while eating pussy. She'd rarely gotten the chance to, just twice before and neither time had the women been as clean tasting as Mistress Alexis was. She shuddered when the cool lube was placed around and just inside of her tight hole. It had been a few months since she'd last had it up the ass, a favorite of one of her former clients though he wasn't quite as well-endowed as Jason.


As the thick head was pressed to her hole, Tammy paused with her tongue on Alexis's clit while mentally telling herself to relax the muscles around her ass. She could feel the slow penetration and made sure to groan against the throbbing clit as he worked his way into her. His hands came to rest upon her hips, slightly rough from the calluses, his grip firm as he pulled her against him until her ass met his body. Tammy moaned in pleasure, her ass full of cock and her mouth tasting of a lovely pussy, it was times like these that she enjoyed her job and made her hope more that she could be an employee here. She might even consider volunteering as a breeder.


Alexis noticed that Tammy had stopped working her tongue when Jason began to enter her rear, and debated taking a few points off for that until Tammy cleverly began to moan on Alexis' clit. So long as the pleasure didn't stop, she was fine with that and returned her gaze to watch Jason's thick cock penetrate Tammy's ass. So far so good it seemed that the girl would work out nicely indeed. As much as Jason got to put in his points, Alexis could tell how much he was enjoying his time. Of course, she would let the act finish out, no need to leave anyone without feeling fully fucked.


As Jason picked up his tempo it was obvious that Tammy was having a harder time staying in place, so Alexis had taken the back of the girls' head. She held that mouth in place while her drenched hole was tongue fucked and her clit caressed by the hard breaths the woman was taking. She'd had a small orgasm already but was holding out the chance for a larger one before Jason finished with Tammy's ass.


"Just...a...little... more.." she groaned, feeling herself on the edge. Jason's pumping was becoming very hard at this point, enough so that the tip of Tammy's nose rubbed against her clit, sending Alexis over the edge. Seconds later she watched as Jason began to pump his load into the pregnant girls' rear.


Tammy didn't move for a few moments, her head having come to rest upon Alexis's thigh while she breathed deeply in. She had cum three times herself, having dearly needed the release. Glancing back at Jason she gave him a dreamy smile and softly whispered, "you can fuck my ass like that anytime."


When everyone had disengaged themselves and cleaned up using moist towelettes, Tammy sadly watched Jason make his way out of the room and turned her attention towards Alexis who had retaken her seat on the desk sans skirt.


"So ummm, how did I do?"


"Get right to the point, eh? Hmmm well you'll need more practice eating pussy, wasn't too bad but I would expect better for clients. Particularly for the high end clientele I will be bringing in. For the rest I'll need to get Jason's feedback. Also, while I understand why you're not trimmed or shaved, I need to know if you're willing to allow others to do the deed for you, and possibly that might be a client."


"I uh, would be open to it. Normally I keep a strip above trimmed but I'm open to what would make the clients happy." Tammy added an enthusiastic nod to hopefully emphasize her willingness to adapt.


"Okay then. That's all I have for today. Busy day as you can probably guess. You're welcome to peruse the grounds, there will be an open buffet in the dining hall all today due to the odd hours, and you're welcome to nap in the room you were given earlier. You will find out the results of this interview tomorrow morning."


Tammy gave her a little nod, obviously a touch sad that she wouldn't get instant results, but the afternoon was only just starting and Alexis had a long list of interviewees to work through.


Alexis watched the redhead struggle her way up, obviously feeling a bit stiff from the afternoons activities, and walk almost waddle her way out. "One down, too many to go," she muttered to herself while slipping the skirt back on. "Rosa, you can summon the next one. Peter, you're up next for testing duty!"





"Why am I even bothering to put this back on," Alexis muttered to herself as she finished buttoning up the blouse. Four candidates down, at least one who would be receiving a ticket to wherever in the country they wished and two more who were borderline at best. She was a little worried that Tammy had set the bar high. As filled out as the woman was, she had been more than eager to please. The other three, well, Alexis was hopefully there were better candidates behind them.


"Rosa, next please!"


The door opened and not one, but two young women slipped into the room. They both blushed when Alexis raised her right eyebrow at the pair, recognizing one from the photos but not the other.


"Care to explain what's going on," she asked, doing her best to keep from letting her worn patience give way to the spike of annoyance.


"I...I'm Shannon Lotz. I came for the interview this afternoon," replied the girl with her hand over her stomach.


"And this is?" Alexis indicated to the other girl.


"Cara. She's uh, she's my best friend. She'd like to audition as a breeder."


The other girl remained quiet but nodded her head rapidly as Shannon introduced her.


Alexis let an irritated sigh slip from her lips. She loathed the idea that there was a wrinkle in her plans. A very small part of her applauded the young woman for trying to help her friend out and take advantage of the situation, but only a very small part of her.


She remembered that Shannon was still supposed to be in the first trimester, one of the few that had applied for the position. The girl was fairly local, only a couple of hours away and had the slim, malnourished look that so many of the women in this part of the country did. Her tummy already had the slightest of swells to it and Alexis was willing to bet that wasn't from food. Still, she could see the promise that a decent diet and life could bring to Shannon's frame. Despite the mal-nourishment she had a pleasant chest and a pair of green eyes that lit up her face.


Her attention turned towards Cara. For a few seconds she fought the desire to throw the girl out just to set the tone for any future surprises, but the need for at least one breeder kept her willing to at least consider the girl. Cara was nearly as slender as Shannon, just a touch more filled out, with a smaller chest. Her dark brown hair could use a thorough cleansing to fill it out some. The light, natural tan to her skin, and dark brown eyes betrayed a Latina heritage. But there was potential there, a few good meals, well more like a month or so of decent eating, some exercise, and makeup, and she'd at least be the attractive part that prospective clients would want.


As she mused away while looking at the pair, Cara's eyes went wide and she began to dig within her back pockets, then pulled out a couple of crumpled papers. She offered them with a slightly trembling hand. As Alexis noted, it was an exam from a local free clinic declaring the girl free of STDs. She sighed a little at the paperwork and took it.


"Alright, alright. Both of you strip before I change my damn fool mind."


The two girls flashed smiles at each other and quickly shucked their worn jeans, t-shirts, and cotton underwear to the side. Alexis took note that both girls were cleanly shaven, and by the looks of it, most likely done while they were in the temporary room awaiting their exam.


"Rosa? Be a dear and grab us a pack of condoms? Daryl, darling, it's your turn, you lucky bastard."


She turned her attention back to the two nude girls. "Time's a ticking girls. I suggest you don't waste it since there are two of you to grade."


Their eyes went wide and both looked about the room before Cara bit her lower lip and took the couple of steps over to Alexis. She dropped to her knees, head bowed down as she'd seen in some videos.


"May I please you, Mistress?"


"You may."


The girl didn't bring her eyes up to look Alexis, instead she turned her attention to placing soft kisses up Alexis' thighs, ever working her way towards the woman's already soaked panties. She nuzzled her nose against them, taking a deep smell before pushing the material aside and rolling her tongue from the top of Alexis' slit to the crinkled skin of her ass.


Alexis jumped in surprise at feeling the tongue roll over her rear. Cara was the first to even bring her tongue close and the feeling of her tongue sent a pleasant shock through her body. For her part, Cara looked up in alarm at the jump.


"Has this one displeased you, Mistress?"


Briefly she wondered if the submissive act was real or if she'd picked it up somewhere. At the moment, she wasn't about to question it.


"No, just surprised me is all. You may continue."


As Cara returned to her task at hand, Alexis looked up to see how well Shannon was handling Daryl. He was one of the more well-endowed men who had volunteered to help judge the girls, though from what she could see, Shannon was fairly easily taking his length in her pregnant pussy. The girl was writhing about on the couch, pushing her slight bump into the air as she moaned about.


Cara's tongue had settled on that crinkled skin while her thumb was working away at Alexis' clit. She wasn't normally a huge fan of anilingus, but after noting that the woman's snatch was already drenched with cum, she was willing to bet that she'd been eaten out several times already that day. Her submissive act wasn't completely an act, she'd been in D/s relationships before and had picked up the feeling that it would be a good time to bring out that side in herself. When Alexis' thighs clamped down on her head in mid-orgasm, Cara pressed her tongue hard, pushing as much as she could to please the woman.


The pressure lasted for longer than Cara was used to, by the time she was allowed to come up for air she could see that the woman had laid herself back upon her desk. A quick glance showed that Daryl was in the middle of filling Shannon's pussy with his load. She licked her lips and pushed off from the ground, eager to make up a few brownie points.


When Daryl withdrew from Shannon, Cara leaned over and began to run her tongue along the length of his shaft. She lapped the mixture of cum from him and popped the head of his cock into her mouth to suck it clean. The little moans from his lips drove her on, her head bobbing over the third of his shaft that she could fit in her mouth. The suckling and licking continued till she was certain he was clean of cum and his cock was remaining stiff and ready. Cara let him slip from her mouth and turned her attentions to Shannon's waiting pussy.


It wasn't the first time she'd seen her friend nude, and it certainly wouldn't be the first time she'd wiggled her tongue between Shannon's pussy lips, but it would be the first time to taste a man's cum in her friends' pussy. Her tongue quickly dived in, lapping at the sticky cum coating her smooth pussy lips. Within seconds she drove herself into a frenzy, lapping and licking about, letting the tip of her tongue work in all the little spots that would make Shannon moan with delight.


Cara was so wrapped up in licking that pregnant pussy that she didn't notice Daryl roll a condom onto his cock. It wasn't till she felt the head rub her slit and find her waiting hole that she realized what was to happen. All she could do though was keep her tongue working about on Shannon's pussy while she felt that large cock nearly split her open with a strong thrust into her pussy. She groaned against the clit near her lips as he grasped her hips and began to thrust long and hard into her.


Having already cum once recently, Daryl was able to keep at it for minutes on end. His muscular hips kept driving his cock harder and faster into her pussy while she feasted. After Shannon had coated her face twice in girl cum, Alexis slipped back in for seconds and eventually thirds. Cara's world was lost in cum as she, herself, screamed against whichever pussy was in her mouth from the hard fucking. When he finally drove in and held her tight, all she could do was shudder until his hands let her hips go, then collapse to the couch in a desperate attempt to catch her breath.


When she managed to find some semblance of herself, Cara glanced up at Alexis.


"So, what do you think," asked Alexis.


"I wish he'd have been able to bareback me." It was all Cara could come up with.


Alexis just nodded slowly. "The two of you can clean yourselves up enough to get dressed. The house is mostly yours to wander for the night, dinner is buffet style, and I'll make my announcements in the morning."





Testing took Alexis until two am to finish, leaving her exhausted before being able to crawl into her chair to do the final evaluations. Most of the girls, as expected given their backgrounds, had performed as well as she needed them to. There were a couple that wouldn't be making the cut including a Latina that hadn't yet figured out how to keep her teeth from scraping too much and left one of the men feeling a bit sore. Alexis had thankfully enjoyed keeping those teeth away from her now very tender clit. There was also two who seemed very unsure of the idea of the breeding program and so she would need to find replacements for them in the next couple of months. On the other hand, there were a few who were at least willing to consider the program.


Otherwise the day had gone well, and looking down at the pile of paperwork of the girls who had made it, she grinned to herself. She'd found the right house, made the connections she needed, and now had her initial staff to offer her clients. In the morning she would let the girls know the results, send off the ones who hadn't and settle in the ones who had. Within a week she would be officially opening the doors to the clients in the know, welcoming them to Ms. Pryde's Home for Forlorn Women.





Alexis licked the envelope, activating the glue, and sealed the card within with a smile. It was a congratulations card to Tammy for having birthed her child, signed by all of the staff within their home. The child was the first born to the Home and while they lucky one already had a pair of adoptive parents waiting for her arrival, she would always be remembered as the first. More importantly for Alexis it meant one more success for her little enterprise, one more validation that her plan would work. The next step was due to arrive in a few minutes, so she finished up with the card and turned to the computer to pull up their file.


A minute before the appointment she heard a knock at the door. Quickly she straightened out her blouse and laid her arms upon the maple desk, clasping her hands together.


"Come in!"


As the door opened she put on her best professional smile and watched the couple enter the door, the husband holding it for his wife. From the file she'd started on them she knew they were both in their mid-30's and while married to each other they were both more married to their jobs. This had led to them putting off the idea of having children until a couple of years ago. After attempts to have their own child, their doctor began to encourage them to consider adoption as each year made the chance of pregnancy a danger. With that in mind, and that adoption would mean not having to deal with all of the side effects of pregnancy, they'd found their way to Ms. Pryde's office.


She rose up to clasp her hand with the husband, Don, when he reached her desk and offered his right hand. Firm grip, several quick pumps, and his eyes never left hers, she noted the very professional attitude he had. A hotshot day trader, he'd specifically requested this early morning appointment before opening hours so that they could get this settled before the New York Stock Trade opened. His wife, Alice, appeared to be a fairly typical trophy wife though that their marriage had already lasted several years past the pre-nuptials led her to believe he at least wanted the image of a solid family life. 'And maybe he really does want a family,' her less cynical side reminded her. At least the wife seemed to really want a child.


Either way she dismissed the thoughts and let her business side take back over, noting that they were customers who could afford her services and that was all that really mattered to her anyways. All that mattered was that they were flush with cash, discrete, and would take decent care of the girl they chose to bear their child.


"Good morning. I hope today finds you both doing well." She gestured towards the pair of chairs in front of her desk while sitting down into her own.


"Quite well and excited indeed. I hope you don't mind but I'd rather dispense with the normal chit-chat. I'd like to be back with enough time to research out my first moves of the morning. This seems to be a very unique setup you have here." He raised a brow.


"That's the point, fill a niche market if you will. Since you'd rather I cut to the chase, basically you two pick out a young lady to carry your child. You sir then get to screw the living daylights out of her to impregnate her. Miss, you are of course welcome to join in the fun and you get to enjoy not having to deal with stretch marks, morning sickness, tender breasts, and everything else that goes along with it. Sound about what you're looking for?"


He smiled, a bit amused. "Sounds about right. Right, dear?"


Alice just nodded her head lightly. "We want to make it look like we adopted a child from a young mother in a poor area. Makes it look a little bit better appearance wise. And well, bikini season is coming up, I can't afford to not be looking my best."


Alexis just raised a brow at that last remark, debating if she should take that as a bimbo concerned only for her looks or as someone who calculated every move she made. Deciding it was better to presume the latter, she nodded in agreement.


"Yes so it is. Always seems to sneak up so fast after the holidays. You already know the fees and if you weren't in agreement with them you wouldn't be here. So without any further delay, we have three ladies currently available." She leaned over and hit the page button on her desk phone. "Come in."


A side door to the office opened and three women dressed only in their bras and panties came in, walked along a wall, and stood for the couple present. Two were brunettes, one blonde, all three displayed different body builds from athletic to buxom model. With the comment about the bikini body, Alexis already had a pretty good idea who they would choose which was probably good for the athlete who was training for a local triathlon.


The couple leaned in to quietly discuss between each other, they'd already gotten sheets on the trio containing data on everything from physical dimensions to education and hobbies to athletic prowess. The discussion was short and filled with giggling and when they looked back up at Alexis, Don announced, "we'll take the brunette on the right. And I must say, this is a fairly unique experience."


They watched the other two girls leave, noting the relieved look on the blonde. When they looked at Alexis she just smiled, "she's training for a triathlon that happens in two weeks. It'll be her first and she's quite excited for it." She noticed the blinks and smiled a little more, "all the girls here were picked in at least partly for their desire to do something further with their life. Most of them are enrolled at the local community college. It's fairly nice to see them have something to actually look forwards to." It was also part of the reason why the local law turned a blind eye, the idea of getting women off the streets and educated without expense to them.


"Charlene, the girl you picked, will be in contact with you via e-mail to let you know the dates when it would be best to visit. Again, Alice you're quite welcome to join in on the sessions and you're always welcome to visit her for non-sexual meetings. After all, she will be birthing your child." She rose up, waiting for them to stand and offered her hand to both, "if that's all, I won't take up any more of your time. We look forwards to seeing you around here."





With the morning meeting done and over with, Alexis made her way back to her own quarters as the day had started off almost too early for even her. Walking down the corridor she could hear the soft moans of sexual pleasure and paused to peek in one door, smiling a little to herself at the sight she held. The police chief had taken up her offer for 'personal inspections' and was currently seated on a bed while being fellated by Emily, a six-month pregnant girl with a fairly impressive rack.


The girl had tested as one of the best at giving head, time and time again customers had raved over her abilities to damn near deep throat any cock presented to her. That and apparently the girl could suck a golf ball through kinked hose. Watching her work was always a treat and Alexis could feel herself grow damp as she watched the nineteen yearolds lips work their way up and down the chief's fat pole. Her hand soon found its way into her slacks and was softly rubbing her clit as she watched the scene unfold. The gentle sway of Emily's tits as her head bobbed and the way her fingers played with the balls, massaging them lightly. The soft curve of her belly moving just slightly with the task at hand. The way that her tongue flashed out to caress the tip made her wonder just how good at eating pussy she was. By the time the chief let his load loose into Emily's mouth, Alexis' panties had become soaked and her need to cum quite sharp. Being that it was still before seven thirty in the morning she decided it wasn't in her best interest to go rouse one of the other girls. Instead she waited quietly till the chief made his way out of the room, giving him a friendly wave, and when he was out of sight she slipped into Emily's room.


"Good morning," she chirped.


Before Emily could greet her back Alexis went on, "so I couldn't help but notice that lovely blowjob you administered. It led me to wonder just how talented your mouth really is and if it could please a woman just as well." Okay, so maybe she remembered a bit from the interview but a good refresher was needed and hell she really needed to get off.


Emily blinked for a few moments as Alexis came in and made her statement, just caught off-guard a little bit by it. As she watched, her boss slipped off her khakis and quite soaked panties, draping them over her desk, then took the chiefs spot on Emily's bed. Though her jaw was a little sore there was no way she'd turn down the request and so her hands came to rest upon her boss' thighs and Emily leaned her head forwards.


She felt Alexis' hands come to rest in her hair as she gently laid her head against a soft thigh and started with cleaning some of the slick cum around the soaked slit. It had been a couple of months since her interview where she'd had to eat out Alexis, but Emily could recall most of the hot spots that the woman liked. Slowly she began to work those spots, letting the tip of her tongue wiggle over them just lightly then flick off to the next spot, making sure to spend equal time between all of them.


Emily's thumb wandered to the swollen clit, slowly beginning to circle it as her mouth began to focus on the swollen pussy lips in front of her. Slowly she worked her way towards the slit, cleaning the cum off of the pussy lips as she moved to the center. Her tongue slipped inside and was thrust deeply in as her mouth pressed against those swollen pussy lips.


The hands in her hair began to rub her head, pulling her closer in as thighs began to gently squeeze her. Taking a little joy in the pleasure she was giving, Emily increased her efforts, moving her thumb faster upon the swollen clit. Her tongue rubbed as much of the sensitive insides with each stroke of the pink muscle. Finally, she felt Alexis' thighs clamp down upon her head and a wave of cum wash over her chin.


Alexis relaxed her thighs, savoring the satisfied feeling of relief. Her fingers slowly let go of their grip on Emily and gently beckoned her up on the bed. "Thank you," she whispered as the girl joined her, then leaned over to plant a kiss on her cum coated lips. "You're as good as I remembered. Do you happen to have a strapon around here?" When Emily nodded yes, Alexis licked her lips, "bring it to me."


She fondled the eight-inch dildo in the harness before strapping it on and waiting for Emily to settle herself in a comfortable position. Once the girl was situated, Alexis slipped in behind her and rubbed the tip of the toy against her soaked slit, knowing she had to be dying for it after having pleased two people orally already this morn. Gently she slid the toy in, taking her time and feeling Emily out, giving her a couple of short thrusts. Once she felt comfortable with the toy and how Emily was responding, she added some force to the thrusts, building up to a comfortable rhythm. The sounds of Emily's moaning filled the air as Alexis fucked her with the toy, grinning and watching as the girl's pussy lips gripped down on her plastic cock.


At first the thrusts built up fast and hard, pushing Emily towards a quick, hard orgasm. As the girls shaking subsided, Alexis settled into a slower, steadier pace. Her hands caressed Emily's ass softly as she fucked the girl, taking her time and savoring each satisfied sound she made. Slowly she pumped the girl to a more satisfying second orgasm, gently holding her as she shook, then slowly withdrew the toy. After unstrapping it, Alexis climbed into the bed with her, curling up against her as both drifted off to a short morning nap.





After an hour Alexis woke up and situated herself before slipping out of Emily's grasp and her bed, doing her best to leave the girl sleeping. For a few seconds she debated slipping back into her clothes, then decided it was too much of a risk to wake up the girl so she just gathered them up and tip-toed out of the room. Gently she shut the door behind her and began to tip-toe down the hallway before remembering that she owned and ran this place and instead strode back to her quarters, not caring that she was nude and smelling of sex.


Back in her room she threw the drenched panties into the laundry then jumped into her shower to rinse off the smell of sex. Alexis stretched herself out a bit after drying off, it had been a good start to the day. After getting dressed again, she made her way back to her office to catch up on her email and have a late morning cup of tea.


While sipping at her tea she sorted through the mail, getting rid of the spam, then sorting prospective employees in a folder to look at later, and prospective clients into another. Business had been slow at first, but had quickly began to pick up, bringing the girls steadier flows of work and nearly had her little business out of the red. Most of the rooms were now filled, though she was always on the lookout for new talent.


The prospective clients list was the first one she went through, it always kind of amused her just how many people were turned on by pregnant women. Though, that never failed to pale in comparison to the number of fetishes that people were looking to have fulfilled. She'd had an inkling when she was first working out the idea of opening up her own place but the flow of requests really did catch her off-guard, as well as the high ranking positions of some the of the people asking. Some of the questions about how the places she'd worked for remained fairly unchecked were finally getting answers.


With appointments made she turned her attention to the applicants, leaning back in her chair and getting comfortable as there were quite a number of them. Word had spread of the arrangements she made to help out the girls and so finding talent had suddenly become much easier. With that had come longer applications, photo requests, hell some of the girls now sent in video, and so on. The time it took her to review the applications had gone up dramatically but considering the investment she put into the place, the time was well worth it.


In all honesty, the first thing she did was go through the photos as she had certain looks in mind and it made for the fastest filter. When she had a few candidates for further review, Alexis moved over to reviewing the paperwork with a sigh. This did get to be fairly boring though it was somewhat amusing to see some of the fetishes served. One in particular was of high interest, that of baby girls which she found to be a very interesting combination. There was currently one on staff, a twenty-five-year-old named Nell who had taken to sleeping next to Alexis at nights. The thought gave her a little grin, there were quite a few perks to this job, getting laid on a regular basis with people she chose was certainly a major one.


Several girls were separated out for further review before she looked at the clock and smiled, leaning back in the chair to stretch out. It was time for lunch and then her daily walk through the grounds to just keep an eye on things. Lunch was simple and generally eaten at her desk while she perused through the day's news events, just so that she could make the time to be able to wander the house grounds. It often brought a smirk to her face to realize just how much time she had to spend at her desk in order to actually run the business. She did, however, always make it a point to at least walk around once a day and poke her head in on everyone to see how they were doing.


This was one of her favorite parts of the day, only supplanted by when she got to curl in at night with Nell. This always reassured her that what she was doing was something that people wanted and that her dream would most likely succeed and remain viable. Most days, like this day, her ears were greeted with the sounds of moans and of skin on skin. Alexis had done her best to cut down on the amount of sound that was transmitted out of the room, but being that the building was old it would have cost a small fortune to fully soundproof everything. Not that the clients ever really complained about the noises, she thought with a little grin.


Peeking her head into one she noted the recently new client, State Senator Warren, being ridden by Clara. An approving grin was shot at the girl before she gently closed the door and made her way out of the building and into the grounds.


With the desire for privacy an absolute must, one of the first things she'd done after closing on the house was to hire a landscaping crew and arborist. The arborist had walked the property with her and the crew leader, pointing out trees that were in dire need of pruning, several that needed to come down, and ideal tree species to fill the gaps. She'd settled on a mix of pines and firs for the outer walls to provide a year round barrier but had chosen a number of flowering trees for the interior.


Her walks always took her past the sun deck, a low wooden deck that held several lounge chairs which several of girls had taken up using for nude sunbathing. She'd decided to not discourage the act, but instead made it a point to ensure there was always a couple bottles of sunblock on hand. The sight of warm bodies glowing with the day's sun and dripping with just a little sweat always managed to make her feel just a bit moist and more than once she'd been called on to apply another layer of the sunblock. Another perk, she just grinned to herself at the thought, then glanced at her watch and noted that it was time she scurried on for her next appointment.





Alexis slipped into the room and strode along the wall to take a seat on a couch opposite a man, giving him a little smile. The man was in his mid-50's, clean shaven, and despite a little weight around his waist fairly well in shape. He also happened to be nude from the waist down and slowly running a finger up and down his cock while waiting for the action to commence. His kink was watching the girls get fucked, occasionally while he was blown by another and sometimes when he played with himself. This time he'd asked to have someone watch along with him and Alexis had jumped at the chance to play voyeur.


She watched as Anna entered the room nude and took a kneeling position on a cushion, her back resting against the bed. Moments later her partners came in, two young men who came to stand on opposing sides of her in a way that allowed a perfect view for the audience. Two hands, the darker color of her skin betraying her Mexican heritage, came up to wrap around the boys' thick cocks and guide one to her lips.


Alexis felt one her hands slide up and undo the buttons of her blouse then gently tug the material out of slacks after undoing their clasp. A glance to her companion revealed the effects the show was having on him, his cock slowly hardening under the slow strokes of his fingers. It was a fairly nice sized cock and she couldn't help but wonder how pleasant it would feel in her as they watched the trio.


Anna was now alternating between the two of them, keeping a thick layer of spit on each one so that her hands could slide easily over them. The pumping action of her arms kept her breasts jiggling just a bit, right over her swollen tummy. For several minutes she remained like this before one of the guys motioned her onto the bed. The first guy leaned over to spread her pussy lips and began to lick them while the second kneeled alongside of her head so she could continue her blowjob.


Alexis had taken advantage of the trio switching around positions to shuck her shirt and bra so she could gently pinch and twist her nipples. She gave a wink and grin to the man as he watched her during the lull in action, then shifted her eyes to his cock and gave him a lick of her lips. As she heard the action commence again, she gently nodded her head towards them and leaned back with a hand slipping into her panties to watch the next round.


The man between Anna's thighs had stood up and positioned himself with his knees slightly bent so that he could slip his cock into her well eaten pussy. The boys began to take turns with her, one would screw her for a couple of minutes while the second was being blown, then swap out positions. When the two got ready to cum they both kneeled on the bed alongside of her stomach, placed her hands upon their shafts and wrapped their hands over hers. With their help she stroked both of them rapidly till they came, shooting spurts of cum over her stomach. When they finished she let go of their shafts and proceeded to rub their cum all over her swollen skin.


Alexis looked over at the man, who looked very close to cumming himself but hadn't quite crossed the barrier. Without a second thought she leaned over and took the head of his cock in her mouth, sucking as hard as she could the moment her lips wrapped around him. Her tongue whipped around the head, bathing it in a layer of spit before she began to bob her head over half the length. It was just what he needed and seconds later her mouth was rewarded with a thick load of warm cum which she greedily swallowed down. She glanced up to the relieved grin and licked his cock clean before rising back up and pushing herself to a standing position.


Over to Anna she strode, leaning over to give the girl a kiss and whisper, "excellent show today." She slipped back into her bra then back into the blouse before stepping out of the room. Turning on the front of her shoes, she headed back to her office to wrap up the e-mails and return any phone calls. A grin was plastered on her face, just another great day watching her business blossom and enjoying the fringe benefits.


The End
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