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Alexis ran a hand through her hair in frustration. If there was one thing she hated with this job, it was the paperwork. She had thought greasing a few palms to get through legal paperwork and disguise her business would have reduced her workload, not increased it. Instead she found herself up late at least one night a week trying to make sure that the paperwork was all in order, both her real and falsified ledgers.


Tonight, to add to her anxiety, was the night before the first attempt at a breeding of one of her girls. Six months into operation and schedules were finally allowing for the first one to take place. As lucrative as it was running the brothel side of her business, the potential for this side had an unlimited ceiling. She had clients lined up for months, so long as everything went smoothly with this first one.


Alexis rolled her head from side to side, one hand reached up to rub the bridge of her nose. Well, no one had told her this type of business was an easy one to run. Of course, it did come with certain side benefits that helped with all of the stress that came with the job. There was nothing like the eager tongue of a glowing, pregnant woman to ease away the worries of the day.


That thought in mind, she closed out the spreadsheets she was working on and turned off the monitor to call it a day. She leaned back in the chair, arms stretching out behind her until she felt a light pop in her spine. Rising up, she snagged her suit jacket off of the desk, slung it over her left arm, and started down the hall to leave the office space and head towards the living quarters.


Thoughts of Nell, undoubtedly still awake and awaiting Alexis' return to their room despite how weary her heavily swollen tummy made her. She was due in a couple of weeks, and as excited as Alexis was for the girl, it did mean losing her bedmate for a period of time. Of course, there were other options and she would explore them in time. But for now, she had rounds to make and a talented tongue awaiting her return.


Her first stop was at one of the breeding suites. The contractors had taken apart a number of bedrooms to turn them into luxury suites where the girl would host the prospective parents, thus allowing them the chance to breed her at their leisure.


At least, that was Alexis' plan and most of the prospective clients seemed pleased with the idea. Over the next week they would find out if the plan would actually work out. In the meantime, she rapped lightly upon the door before opening it and slipping inside. The door was shut quietly behind her.





Inside she found Cara, snuggled into a couch while watching an anime show that Alexis didn't recognize. Not that she could tell the difference anyways, they almost always had some form of giant robot or girl running around in a school girl outfit. Of course, she didn't necessarily mind the ones with school girl outfits. Cara was so engrossed with the show that she hadn't noticed Alexis stepping in so she cleared the throat softly.


The girl squeaked when she realized that Alexis was standing at the doorway. She jumped, inadvertently spilling a few kernels of popcorn from the microwave bag.


"Al...Mistress Pryde," she stammered as she got her to feet, "How may this one serve you tonight?"


Alexis couldn't help but crack a little smile at the response. Cara had taken to calling her that on the day that she showed up with a friend to beg for an interview. No matter how many times Alexis told her she was welcome to call her by her real name, the girl preferred to call her Mistress.


She took note that Cara was lounging in a pair of shorts that just barely came below her ass and a tank top. Cara had filled out nicely over the last few months, putting on the few pounds she needed to fill out her frame, then taking up yoga and swimming to tone it. The Latina had been a popular addition, rounding out threesomes and popular with the few but growing women who frequented her establishment. But only for Alexis was she the submissive girl who would drop anything at any moment to please her. She was the girl who was going to serve as Nell's replacement during Nell's maternity leave and recovery.


"Ah, not tonight I'm afraid. Getting late and I want you to be well rested for tomorrow." She offered a smile of apology.


Cara gave her a little pout and settled back into the sofa


"I see you've settled in nicely. Good, good. Just wanted to check in on you and ensure you'd gotten a chance to relax," Alexis said softly.


"Yes Mistress. This suite is very nice, much nicer than I've ever been in." She nodded firmly.


As much as Cara was trying to hide it, Alexis could sense the nervousness within the young woman. She wasn't sure if it was from what was about to happen to her or if it was a fear of disappointment, but she could feel it in the air. A part of her was seriously tempted to help warm her bed tonight, at the least to offer her a familiar body to cuddle to, but she wasn't sure if that was the best course of action. That and she wanted every last night she would get with Nell.


Still, she walked over to the couch and smiled down to Cara. Alexis bent at the waist, bringing her lips to the girls while letting her hand drift over the lithe body, pausing first to gently grope a breast, then sliding within her shorts to cup her pussy. A pair of fingers found Cara's waiting clit and began to massage it in just the way the girl liked it; small circles followed by quick, short strokes. It took her only a couple of minutes to have the girl writhing with a small orgasm on the couch.


Alexis waited till Cara slouched from the release, then withdrew her fingers. Lifting them up, she offered them to the young woman. A little smile crossed her face as Cara obediently leaned forwards to take Alexis' fingers within her mouth and suckle them clean. Gently she caressed Cara's hair as her fingers were licked and sucked clean of girl cum. After giving Cara a soft kiss goodnight, she slipped out of the room to continue on with her nightly rounds.


Cara watched her leave, her bottom lip held fast between her lower lips to try and shush the nerves attempting to return. Her biggest fear was failure to do her job, to repay the woman who had changed her life. To perform as her mistress needed her to. If that meant filling her belly with a baby, then she anxiously looked forwards to feeling Alexis' hand caressing her swollen stomach.





The rest of the tour went fairly uneventfully. With rare exception, guests generally weren't allowed to stay the night. Part of that was for safety, but mostly it was to allow the pregnant girls the chance to get the rest they needed.


By the time that she'd made her rounds, the clock was starting to chime eleven pm. Alexis was just getting used to the late nights and late mornings of this business. The biggest rushes were lunch and after dinner. Friday and Saturday nights tended to last till nearly two or three in the morning. That was why at first she'd allowed Nell to fill a role in her bed, it helped to relax her after a long day. Now, she couldn't imagine a night without company.


Upon walking into her suite, she found Nell leaned back in a recliner. The woman was nude, her swollen belly glowing in the light of the television. Alexis took a moment to admire her petite form, Nell's breasts, swollen with milk, her legs still shaved smooth thanks to Alexis tending to them herself. She could feel her pussy growing damp just from gazing upon the nude form.


Her fingers quickly undid the buttons to her blouse, then the hooks of her bra, letting both fall to the wayside as she strode towards the cabinet of sin, as she liked to call it. A little sigh of contentment slipped from her lips as her breasts were freed of confinement. She poured herself two fingers of blanco tequila into a tumbler, sipped at the liquid, closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Feeling the stress of the day start to melt away, she took a moment to undo her dress pants then push them along with her panties, to the ground.


Alexis took a seat on the corner of the couch near Nell, noting the late night news on the screen. A few seconds later she heard the sound of the recliner mechanism shut, then felt the couch shift as Nell joined her on the couch. It took the younger woman a little longer to get comfortable than it used to, but before long she was laid out on the couch with her head in Alexis' lap. Instinctively she parted her thighs and shifted her rear a bit forwards to grant Nell access.


When Nell's tongue found her soaked folks, Alexis let a hand fall upon that swollen tummy to softly caress it. The pace was slow, with Nell taking her time to lap up the glistening juices before turning her attention to Alexis' swollen clit.


A deep moan escaped Alexis' lips as she felt the tongue find her tender bud. She raised the glass of tequila to her lips and took a long sip, feeling the pleasures of both melding within her body. Her free hand found Nell's tummy and gently caressed over the tight skin, her hand moving in wide circles just enough to let her fingertips graze against swollen breasts. With a sharp tilt of her head she drained the turnbler, then turned her attentions to her needy little one.


Adjusting their position on the couch had gotten harder as the months passed by, but Nell enjoyed cuddling and watching television after sex, so Alexis had obliged her. They were now to the point that Alexis had brought in a thick foam mat and laid it at the foot of the couch so that they had more space to accommodate Nell's swollen tummy.


True to her nature, Nell wanted to finish the job she'd started. She slipped off the couch to kneel before Alexis, her arms bracing themselves upon creamy white thighs before her head dipped down to let her tongue greedily lap away at Alexis' wet slit.


Alexis let a hand drop down to softly stroke Nell's head, with little need to encourage the girl who knew her pussy so well. The techniques and order changed regularly to keep things different, but the girl knew how to hit every little spot and play her pussy like a finely tuned violin. Every night, without fail she would pull the girl's face tight against her snatch as her body hit the crescendo. Tonight was no exception. She could feel the stress of the day drain as her cum coated Nell's face.


She reached down to pull up Nell's glistening face, locking her lips against the girl's before rising up to nab her strapon. When she got back, Nell was already on her side, comfortably wiggled into the mat with a pillow propped under her head and a second under her knees to help part her legs. Nell gave her a little smile and snuggled back against Alexis when she was joined on the mat.


Alexis slid the toy into Nell's snatch, then laid one arm across her swollen tummy, lightly rubbing it while she started to thrust the toy. For several minutes she just enjoyed the feeling of Nell against her, the smell of her sex, and the sounds of her tender moans. Then her hand drifted down to Nell's thighs and cupped her pussy, feeling the lips move with the thrusts of the toy. Her fingers found Nell's swollen clit and softly rubbed it in circles, just enough to push Nell over the edge. As Nell came down from her climax, Alexis let her hand return to the swollen tummy.


She kept this up for a little over a half an hour, till she felt Nell was good and worn out. Then gently she removed the toy from her lovers well fucked pussy and offered it to a greedy mouth wishing to clean it up with her tongue. Her hand gently stroked through Nell's hair as she cleaned up the toy, then came to her armpit to help her up off of the mat.


Alexis helped her to their bed, then set about cleaning everything up lest Nell have issues sleeping in the middle of the night and decide to take care of it for her mistress. With everything away, she finally allowed herself the chance to slip into bed, the exhaustion of the day letting her slip into a deep slumber.





Cara laid in the middle of the bed, checking her social media accounts while waiting for the coffeemaker to finish with the pot. That was one thing she was going to miss, coffee in the morning, but after today she wasn't allowed to touch it.


She'd spent part of the night tracing her fingers over her taut stomach, toned by hours of yoga. Cara had always been on the thin side, but that had been for a lack of nutrition. On the other hand, all she could envision was how it would look swollen with pregnancy. More importantly, she could imagine the look in Alexis' eyes. Not that her Mistress would admit to it, but she could see the look she got when looking at a nude, pregnant woman. That look that made Cara weak in the knees with desire to bury her face within Alexis' pussy.


Her only plans for the morning included a light breakfast and some stretching to ensure that she was flexible and supple for the day's activities. She could only wonder about how much stamina that the man, Jeff, would have. There was also the matter of his wife, Tonya, and the fact that she wanted to be present for her breeding.


Cara's hands clenched tight into fists. She just couldn't wait for the day to truly begin.





The knocking at the door sent shivers down Cara's spine, both of excitement and of nervousness. She hopped from the couch, her hands smoothing the material of her skirt as she skipped the distance to the door. In one smooth motion she opened the door and stepped back to allow for the entrance of those who knocked.


She could feel Jeff's lustful eyes upon her as he walked into the door, a look she'd expected, but the lust hidden within Tonya's eyes was not. Tonya had been quiet for the most part as the couple had picked out the woman to bear their child, just nodding her head in approval, and most often, in disapproval.


Once the couple had the chance to check out the suite and Jeff to snag a beer from the fridge, they sat down on the couch. Cara curled into a chair to explain the rules for the week to them and to discuss her sexual hard limits. She squirmed in her chair at the lustful stares of the couple while she went back over the list of requests they had for her during her pregnancy. Some dietary requirements, some medical, and a few sexual requirements.


She could feel a sigh of relief leave her lips as they finally began to get off the technical stuff and more into the fun side of the business. Her thighs rubbed lightly together as she grew anxious, wanting to cease with the talk and start with the fun.


Tonya flashed her a grin and glanced to her husband. "Dear, I know business deals are your favorite topic, but perhaps now is not the right time."


As if to emphasize the point, she rose up from the couch and stepped over to the chair. She perched herself on the arm of the chair, legs tucking in next to Cara's as she leaned into to press her lips to the girl.


"God I can't wait to see my husband fill your tummy with baby," she purred softly, "I've been dreaming of this for the last couple of months, so don't disappoint me."


Cara could only nod her head slightly as her attentions turned towards the buttons of Tonya's blouse. Her fingers went to the white nubs while her lips busied themselves with placing soft kisses upon Tonya's neck. She helped slide the cloth from the tan shoulders, then undid the front clasp of Tonya's bra and let it follow the blouse to the arm of the chair. Her head dipped to allow her mouth to immediately engulf a nipple while her body leaned forwards.


One hand found its way underneath of Cara's skirt, the fingers wider, yet soft. Not the fingers of workers she'd known, but those of an office worker. They slid over the cheeks of her ass, down in between her thighs to gently rub upon her pussy. She instinctively shifted, parting her thighs to grant his fingers access.


Jeff flipped her skirt over her lower back and let his free hand caress over an exposed cheek. His other hand pushed her panties aside to let a pair of fingers slip into her pussy.


"Mm, already drenched are we?" Jeff asked.


"Just excited to do this," Cara admitted with a blush.


"To do what?" Tonya teasingly asked.


Cara let her head drop a little, her face flushing a deeper crimson. "To be bred."


She could only see the smile cross over Tonya's painted lips, then felt fingers leave her pussy only to be replaced by the press of a cockhead against her pussy lips. Seconds later she felt the full feeling of a cock slide in to the root, stretching her till a moan reverberated against Tonya's chest. Her eyes closed as she took the first few thrusts. When she opened them, she could see that Tonya had stripped out of the rest of her clothes and sat on the arm of the chair, her shaved pussy glistening with girl cum. Without a word she dropped her head, her tongue slipping out to lap up the cum then wiggle its way between her folds.


Jeff's hands came to Cara's hips, his fingers taking a tight grip of her. His thrusts drew faster, his balls lightly slapping against her with each hard push.


Tonya's hands helped steady Cara's head near her pussy, while her hips pushed forwards to press her needy snatch towards her mouth. She watched with a grin as her husband fucked the girl, knowing he wouldn't last long as he'd gone without cumming for several days to store up a thick load. The plan was to fuck the girl silly over the next couple of days, a much needed vacation with a serious reason. God, she'd been looking forwards to this for weeks. They'd even requested another girl to join them the next day just to switch things up.


The moment that the thrusts stopped, Jeff's cock buried deep in her, Cara felt like her heart stopped. She knew what was coming and what it could lead to. A moment later she felt the warmth of Jeff's cum flood her pussy, triggering a massive orgasm to sweep through her body as her body released the tension.


She felt Jeff fill her pussy with his cum, then hold her tight against him, keeping his cock buried within her pussy. Once Cara came down from the high of her orgasm, her tongue returned to Tonya's pussy. She eagerly lapped at the cum and worked the tip of her tongue over her clit. Her body felt like it had been pushed into a sexual overdrive, her needs feeling nearly insatiable. In particular she wanted to feel him cum in her again and again. Secondly, she wanted to thank this woman who so generously allowed her husband to fill her womb with baby.


Even after Jeff slipped his cock free from her pussy, Cara continued to lap. Her tongue rolled over the plump lips then delved in to caress Tonya's walls. Her fingers rubbed against the hard nub her of her clit, till she pushed Tonya into an orgasm. Undeterred she pushed forth, her fingers working faster over the swollen clit until she triggered a second and third. Tonya's thighs clamped down hard upon her head as the woman screamed through the bliss of several more orgasms. Finally, Tonya slumped against the back of the chair, spent. Only then did Cara relent and flashed her a little grin, receiving a tired one in return.





After spending a little time getting to know the couple better and giving Jeff and Tonya time to recover, Cara again found herself curled up with Tonya. This time it was Tonya's mouth on her, an eager tongue lolling over her nipples and teasing the little bumps on her areola.


Tonya looked up from Cara's chest with a little grin. "Promise me you'll let us Know when your milk comes in? I want to curl up in your lap and suckle you while feeling the baby kick."


All Cara could do was nod in agreement, she was too lost in the thought of having a swollen tummy and how that was about to come to reality courtesy of the cock held within her hand, being slowly teased back to life.


"Good girl," Tonya purred then leaned in to roll her tongue over her husband's balls, urging him to grow hard again.


Cara took the hint and leaned over to take the head of Jeff's cock into her mouth, giving him a soft suckle while Tonya worked his balls. The girls took turns sliding their tongues up and down the length of his cock, letting their tongues tangle at the tip. Between the two of them, his cock was soon swollen hard and ready for desires.


"Mind if I uh, take a ride?" Tonya asked, for once feeling a bit awkward as she thought of having to ask permission to fuck her husband.


Cara blinked at the question. "Uh, of course not."


"Just making sure there wasn't any rules about that."


"No, no. Nothing of that sort. Just get me pregnant, that's all."


"Oh believe me, that's our plan." Tonya flashed a grin before climbing onto the bed with her husband.


She mounted him so that she could lean over his chest and put her pussy on display for Cara. With practiced ease she guided him in, immediately taking a fast bounce upon his cock.


Cara sat back on her heels and took in the sight before her. She never tired of the sight of watching a cock penetrate a tight pussy and this was no exception. The way that Tonya moved her hips about just enough to elicit loud moans from both parties and the angle she took to get his cock to rub the right spots within herself.


Tonya rode him for as long as she felt comfortable, watching for the familiar ques of her husband's arousal. When she felt he was closing in on his orgasm, she slowed her pace and drew him out, twisting her hips and working the first half of his cock before letting him fall out of her pussy. She flashed a grin back at Cara.


"Your turn hun. He's nice and ready," she purred then turned to her husband, "Knock her up lover."


"Yes ma'am," Cara replied with a little smile.


She rose up from her knees and leaned forwards, her tongue coming out to drag along the underside of his cock and lap up Tonya's cum. Her tongue swirled at the head before she rose to her feet and climbed onto the bed. Taking a similar position to Tonya, she quickly began to bounce upon his cock. It didn't take Jeff very long, not after the fucking he'd received from his wife, before he filled her pussy with his second load of the night.


She watched with a raised eye at how quickly he rolled over and fell asleep. Tonya offered her a little smile and opened her arms to offer her a cuddle in the bed. Wrapped in Tonya's arms, Cara allowed herself the chance to drift off to sleep, wondering if the night had already done the trick but aware there were a few more days to go.





Tiffany stretched out in the bed, rolling her head side to side to warm the muscles of her back and shoulders up. She was still on a light schedule, only slowly taking on new activities and tasks while her body recovered from the pregnancy. And she was enjoying every bit of the time granted to her to relax as the last time she'd gotten time off to relax had been before she'd become a teenager.


Alexis planned to train her to be a personal assistant, in most likely more ways than one, but for now her training was mostly self-sufficient. Time was spent learning the various programs she'd need to know, upgrading her typing speed, and overall familiarizing herself with the business side of the home.


The rest of her time was spent getting herself back into the swing of activities in the house. She wasn't going to come up for a breeding rotation for at least a few more months to give her body time to recover and come into it's prime. Till then she was filling in roles in threesomes and the occasional customer who just enjoyed a redhead with creamy, white, skin, a mouth that could suck golf balls through kinked hose, and loved taking a good pounding in the ass. In fact, she even had a couple of regulars. That one of them was a cop always gave her a little mental giggle.


What really got her going though, was how much she looked forwards to being one of the breeders. Sure, she was one of the original girls and that gave her some status, but damn if she didn't feel a tinge of envy every time she saw the girls get ready for their potential couples. Next year couldn't come fast enough for her. For now, though, her job was to mentor those being bred and she had an appointment with the first couple.


She rose from her bed to get her day going, a thorough shower and getting dressed for the day's events. She went with a skirt that came to her mid-thigh and a matching cami, but no panties, she figured there wasn't much of a point, though the bra was sadly necessary. The downside of having a large chest, she always had to have a bra. On the upside, she had all new bras due to having gained one size after the pregnancy.


With a swish of her skirt, she headed out of her room to search out breakfast and wait for her appointment with the breeding suite.





Cara had slept in much later than usual this morning. Late by her standards at least, but there would be no morning run for the next few days. Pity that, she figured it was better than a cup of coffee at getting her going in the morning. Then again, as she glanced around, sex could do a fairly good job at that too.


She slipped out of the bed and made her way over to the kitchenette. They were welcome to come visit the cafeteria and grab food if they wished, but a small kitchenette had been installed for mornings like this. Cara started a pot of coffee going after hand grinding the beans herself. She was keenly aware that after this week she was expected to give up coffee so she was all about making the best cup of coffee that she could.


They had worn out Jeff the previous night to the point that he wasn't sure if he could get it up again. That was one of the things that Cara liked about being a woman, she could keep going until she went dry. After that, well there was always lube. She was in the middle of debating what to cook for breakfast when the sound of feet hitting the floor caught her attention. A quick glance revealed the lithe form of Tonya stretching herself out and running her fingers through her locks to calm a few loose strands before making her way towards the kitchenette.


Cara poured a mug and offered it to Tonya with a little nod towards the cream and sugar.


"Mm, elixir of life," Tonya muttered as she took the mug and fixed it up.


For a couple of minutes, the pair was silent, just sipping their coffee and fairly ignoring each other being in the nude while they did so. In between sips Cara lightly chewed the bottom of her lip, hidden behind the mug of coffee. The night before had been passion, lust, but now, she was hoping the woman wasn't having second thoughts.


"So, what shall we do for breakfast? Jeff's kind of a bastard in the morning until he gets a cup of coffee and some breakfast in him."


"We could go down to the cafeteria. They usually have a pretty good spread there. Or stay here and cook, though I admit I'm not much of a cook. Microwave, sure, but beyond that I could burn water."


That got her a little giggle. "Glad to know you're not perfect."


"Far from it. That's why I'm here."


"Everything happens for a reason," Tonya quipped, "But for the time being, I'm actually decent in the kitchen."


"Oh good," Cara let a little of the stress fade off. She hadn't realized just how worried she was to try and make this the perfect experience for the couple.


Tonya raised an eyebrow and gave her a little smile. "Hun, be sure and enjoy yourself too. You'll be carrying my baby. Stress is bad and all. So relax a little and in the meantime, how do you like your eggs?"


It took Cara a second to process everything. "Oh, uh, over easy."


Tonya gave a little smile to her before rummaging through the fridge. "Eggs, bacon, and home fries. Gonna need your energy. Especially with company coming."


"Company?" Cara asked curiously, while pouring her second cup of coffee. Damn she was going to miss the stuff.


"Mhmm. I asked for another girl to join us during the day. Thought Jeff might need some recovery time. As much as he still views himself as a stud, well, age does take its toll."


Cara snorted at that getting her another smile.


"Just one of those things about being a wife. Stroking the ego is as important as stroking his cock. Sometimes more so."


She just got a nod in return.


"So uh, do you know who else is coming here then?" Cara asked curiously.


Tonya glanced up from slicing the potatoes. "Uh, I don't remember her name. Redhead, freckles on her face. Um, recovering from a pregnancy. I don't know, all I could imagine was those red locks between my thighs." A wicked grin crossed over her face.


"Redhead...redhead...oh! Tiffany! I uh, I've never been with her before."


"First time for both of us then. Could you grab me the garlic powder? And is there an apron? I don't mind cooking nude but I'd really rather not get hot cooking oil on the girls."


Cara nodded again and began to search through the drawers and cabinets until she pulled out two aprons. They were pink with interlocking hearts across the chest. She raised an eyebrow on them, slightly shook her head, and passed one to Tonya before slipping on hers. From there she started fetching ingredients as Tonya called out for them and paying attention to how she cooked when not fetching.


"Now this is a way to wake up. Two ladies wearing only aprons while getting breakfast ready. Only thing better would be..." came Jeff's voice as he walked over to the kitchenette.


"Coffee?" Cara asked as she pulled down a mug for him.


"Ahh, perfect." He flashed her a grin while reaching for the mug.


"Uh huh, don't get used to it. Your turn to cook breakfast tomorrow. Don't want to strain poor Cara in her hopefully delicate condition," Tonya said in a teasing tone, never lifting her gaze from the potatoes, "Now be a dear and get the bacon from the fridge."


How they made it through cooking and eating breakfast without giving in to the desire built by a little game of grabass, Cara wasn't sure. All she knew is that she and Tonya ended up seated on his lap, one on each leg with his hard cock nestled between their thighs as they ate breakfast.


As was, they barely made it into the shower stall, squeezing the three of them in at once with a few inches between the trio, not that they minded in the least.


As Tonya scrubbed Jeff and Cara's backs down, Jeff pinned Cara against the wall. His right hand held her hands against the top of the wall while his left guided his cock to her waiting pussy, finding her already soaked from all the grab ass during breakfast.


Tonya pressed herself up against her husband, rubbing her tits against his back as she rocked with his thrusts and listened to Cara's moans as his cock worked her pussy. She reached in to rub Cara's sides and over her hips as her husband worked the girl, pounding her till he pushed Cara hard against the wall and filled her with another load. Tonya held the three of them tightly together, imagining, hoping that perhaps this was the one that would impregnate the girl, with her help to make it happen.


Cara kept to the wall even after Jeff slipped free of her. She waited till Tonya was the only one in the shower and finally felt confident enough in her legs to push off the wall and stand for the shower. She could feel the cum running down her thighs and the feeling of being taken still fresh in her mind.


In contrast to the rough fucking against the wall, the kiss from Tonya was soft and sweet, making Cara look ever more forwards to when Tiffany arrived. A little girl time was going to do her good.





Alexis made her way to the office after lunch. A day had passed since Jeff and Tonya had arrived, and she'd just checked in on them. With any luck in a few weeks or so she'd have good news for them, else it meant another week of hosting the pair. Not that she minded, they were well paying customers who seemed to enjoy taking full advantage of everything her little place offered.


This afternoon though, was kept up with the ongoing task of bringing in new talent. While some of the girls, like Tiffany, had every desire to stick around and make the most of the opportunities, the rest tended to see this place as no more than a temporary stop. Since the start she'd lost six girls, at least one of whom she was sure went back to the streets. Sure, they all had their reasons, not the least of which was not wanting to be pregnant again, but for Alexis it simply meant the need to keep finding and screening new talent. Not that she or any of the regular customers minded the task of testing those girls on the final stage of screening.


She scanned over the list, not even needing to look at the face pictures anymore to know who was who. There was one repeat girl, that would be interesting, and a few who would barely make the cutoff. Now that she was up and running the girls were required to be within their first trimester so she could make the most of the input she put into them. To start off the day's interviews was Gail, early twenties, African American, first pregnancy, and just shy of her second trimester. She adjusted her top then buzzed the girl into her office.


After the usual questions, she had the girl strip down and leaned back to look her over, raising an eyebrow at her figure.


"When did you start to show?"


"Last week, just a bit."


Alexis nodded slowly as she mused on it. Some girls were sooner, some later. "Any idea if it could be twins?"


"No ma'am. I've only gotten to go to the free women's clinic once, been too busy trying to put aside money before I'm too big to be sexy."


That brought a little grin to Alexis' face. "Too big to be sexy? That really depends on the customer hun. My clientele is quite willing to pay well for a woman with a lovely, swollen tummy. Speaking of my clients, you have any issues with race? Men only or do you welcome women? Age? Anal or exit only?"


"All races welcome. I have done women before, not the best at it but it can be fun. Umm I'd prefer to avoid retirees but there are a few I could make an exception for. Within reason, some guys are really good with it, some not so much."


Alexis nodded along, jotting down the girl's answers despite the recording. "And you know what comes next in this interview, correct?"


"Yes ma'am, gotta back up my skills," she said, a little grin crossing her face before her tongue slipped out to caress over pouty lips.


"Excellent." Alexis pushed the buzzer again. "Send in Enrique."


He was already nude, her time demanded no delay caused by the removal of clothing. Besides, most of her clients were anxious to strip down and get right to business. Enrique was short with a powerful build, muscles sculpted by his duties as a volunteer fireman.


"Alexis," he said with a short nod to her before turning his attention to Gail, "and you are, miss?"


"Horny," she replied and stepped over towards him, "But you can call me Gail if you like."


"Gail it is then." He brought a finger to her chin, lightly tilting it up to let his lips press to hers.


She moaned softly in the kiss, feeling a surge she hadn't felt in quite some time. Whether it was the desire for him, or if it was increased need for release from the pregnancy, she wasn't sure. Gail just knew she needed release and didn't care how it happened just so long as it was his thick cock providing it.


One of her hands drifted down to cup his balls, gently rolling them about in her hand. She was so caught up in the kiss that she didn't notice Alexis move behind her till she felt a finger trace down her lower back and over her rear.


"Threesomes are a common fantasy we provide," Alexis whispered in her ear.


Gail didn't get a chance to respond as a moan filled her throat from Enrique cupping her sex with his hand. His middle finger gently rubbed against her clit, toying softly with her. Alexis's lips found the side of her neck to let her teeth gently nibble on Gail.


She let Gail drop to her knees and take Enrique in her mouth. Alexis watched as the dark, pouty, lips rolled up and down his thick shaft. Gail was the first African-American girl to apply for a job with her home and that alone would have been enough to justify taking her in, but the interview was just plain fun. That and she wanted to see Enrique have some fun. He was one of her regulars and had a certain affinity for anal play.


Alexis let her hand stroke the short, straightened, black hair as Gail bobbed her head upon his cock, mixing it up with long licks over his entire shaft. She couldn't wait to watch that pink tongue attack her slit, but for the moment she was savoring watching it work over Enrique's cock. A grin crossed her face as she watched Gail swallow down the length of his cock, then slide out her tongue to caress his balls.


"Mm, very nice hun. Now let's see how well that tongue does with a pussy," Alexis purred to her.


She stepped over to the couch and chucked off the cushions, then leaned in to pull on a handle. A pullout bed came from the bottom, stretching across the majority of the office floor.


"Had to upgrade when I realized a couch just wasn't going to cut it," she explained to Enrique.


With a little gesture to Gail, she offered the chance to take her spot upon the bed. The girl reluctantly let Enrique's cock slip from her mouth, then grabbed the edge of the bed to push herself up from the floor.


"Any particular spot, miss?"


"Wherever you wish to lay hun. So long as you're comfortable."


Once Gail had laid herself out on the pullout bed, Alexis knelt over her chest and laid out her torso till her arms rested alongside of Gail's thighs. Her breasts gently rested upon the girl's slightly swollen tummy. Alexis let her tongue dart out to glide over Gail's slit and take her first taste of the girl. Satisfied with the flavor, she looked up at Enrique.


"Tl know it's a little unusual for an interview, but I need this. Fuck my ass. Fuck it good and hard, just don't cum in me. Save that for her pretty ass."


She could feel Gail's groan vibrate over her pussy as the girl heard the last part, but her mind was already getting ready for Enrique. It had been way too long since she'd last had it in the ass, nearing a year now, and the temptation had finally grown too great.


The cool feeling of the lube brought her back to the present. The feeling of a tongue working her pussy and a pair of fingers spreading lube over her puckered hole bringing a low moan to her throat. She dipped her head to lap softly at Gail's pussy while she savored the attention to both needy holes. When the tip of Enrique's cock nuzzled the entrance to her rear, she wrapped her arms around Gail's thighs and rested her forehead against the mattress.


He took it slow, almost achingly so, the tip of his cock spreading the tight ring of muscle till she gave way. A loud groan escaped her throat as the muscles wrapped around the shaft.


"Deeper. Oh God, fuck me good. Use me."


She wasn't sure what had come over her, but fuck it felt good. Enrique followed her demands, slamming his cock in deep then letting his hands grab her hips. Each thrust he'd pull back hard on her hips, slamming her rear.


Gail couldn't keep up with the swaying of Alexis's hips and let her head rest on the mattress, content to watch her potential boss take it in the ass. Her hands cupped Alexis's breasts, her index finger and thumb gently pinching her nipples, squeezing and rolling them.


Alexis arched her back, her hips pressing against Gail as her body shook with pleasure. She could feel her body tightening, as it neared release. Her hips rocked with his thrusts, her ass flexing against his cock, squeezing it and trying to milk it. Teasingly her body remained on the edge until the tiny flick of a tongue against her clit sent her crashing over. She shuddered and screamed in bliss till the waves of pleasure finally ceased.


Alexis collapsed against the couch, her hand returning to softly stroking Gail's hair as the girl settled her head upon Alexis' lap. She sighed contentedly, her body feeling satiated for the moment with the pleasant ache in her ass from the thorough stretching.


"I think we can find you a place here," she said to Gail once her breath returned and received a soft smile, "But first, would you be a dear and take care of Enrique?"


"Of course," she said with a smile, then glanced over to Enrique, "I assume you wouldn't mind finishing with my ass, would you?"


"Not in the least."


While Enrique grabbed the lube, Gail rolled onto her stomach, ensuring her rear was situated where Alexis would get a good view of the action. Her fingers grabbed hold of the fitted sheet once she felt him begin to lube her rear. Gail took several deep breaths, willing her body to relax just before his cock nestled itself into her rear.


Enrique went slower with her, taking his time, and enjoying the milking squeezes of her rear upon his cock. Gail let her hips rock and thrust against him, squeezing her ass down tight each time that he thrust in.


Alexis remained against the bed, her legs spread to let her hand gently roll over her clit. Not so much to try and get herself off again, just enough to feel the pleasure while she watched him work Gail's ass. The contrast of light and dark skin heightened her arousal in ways she hadn't quite anticipated. When Enrique pulled out and coated Gail's ass in his cum, she couldn't help but lean over and lick a drop as it traced over the smooth skin.


"God, you're just going to be fun to have around," she said to neither and to both at the same time.





It was a little before lunchtime when Tiffany was due to arrive to the breeding suite. She smoothed out her clothes and gently knocked on the door, waiting till one of the occupants opened it and let her in. The smell of sex wafted out into the hallway, not that the smell was unusual in this place but the reason for it gave her a little smile. She'd felt herself growing more excited as the morning passed with the knowledge that she would be granted the chance to help out with the first breeding for the home.


She took note that the man, Jeff, was stretched out on the couch taking in the midday stock market news. Taking that as a sign that he was taking his time to recover from the activities, Tiffany turned her attention to the two women hanging out in the kitchenette, taking note that neither had bothered with clothing. Cara she knew, so she strolled up to the other woman and extended her hand.


"Tiffany."


The woman glanced at her hand, smiled a little, and leaned in to place a kiss on Tiffany's lips.


"Tonya. First order of business, we've decided we like the idea of playing nudist for our visit, so please do join us."


For a second Tiffany mused on how she was at least halfway there, then worked on shucking her shirt and skirt, folding both and placing them to the side. The cool, air conditioned air felt comforting on her freshly shaved sex.


Tiffany offered her a little smile. "I love how your freckles continue down over your chest and can't wait to see how much they cover. But first, I'd love some lunch. How about you?"


"Who's for lunch?" Tiffany asked, fully expecting it to be a play on eating pussy.


That earned her a wolfish grin from the pair of women.


"Well if you really insist, you can feel free to lick yours off of us. But I was simply thinking of peanut butter and jelly. Quick, filling, and enough energy to keep us ladies going and going."


"Um, hmm, that could be interesting. I'm game. Any volunteers?"


"Well, fuck. Since I offered, I'll volunteer. Cara, dear, would you care to set Tiffany's plate?" Tonya asked her.


"Mm I do think that peanut butter and jelly is one of those things I can make without an issue," she responded with a chuckle.


Tonya gave her a nod then pulled out the bread, peanut butter, and jelly to make a couple of sandwiches for her and Cara. Once they were done, she took hers over to the table then climbed up on the polished wood, leaned back, and spread her thighs with her feet coming to rest on the backs of two chairs.


Cara put her sandwich aside and carried the peanut butter and jelly over to the table. She took the seat in front of Tonya and leaned in close enough to let her hot breath caress over the woman's pussy. With a smooth she applied a layer of peanut butter along the sides and lips of Tonya's pussy, shortly followed by a thin layer of jelly. She was careful to not let any drip inside of her pussy, but got as close as she dared.


With a flourish she showed off her handiwork. "Lunch is served, Tiffany."


Once she was able to recover her breath from laughing, Tiffany settled herself in the chair before Tonya. With a teasing grin she looked up.


"You know I think this is almost too pretty to eat."


"Oh fuck no it's not." Tonya returned the grin as her left hand entangled itself within Tiffany's red locks and gently pushed her face into her pussy.


"Ah lunch and a show," said Cara with a chuckle as she settled down to watch.


"Ha ha, oooh," came from Tonya's lips as she looked over to mock Cara and felt a tongue begin to trace along the inside of her right thigh at the crease where it met her torso.


Tiffany took her time with Tonya, moving in small increments over her pussy to lap up her lunch. She saved the lips for last, making sure the tip of her tongue didn't slip between them till she'd thoroughly licked the peanut butter up. Tiffany pushed her tongue in as deep as it would go and drug it from the bottom of the lips up to the waiting clit. A grin spread across her face as the moment her tongue touched Tonya's clit, the woman shuddered and let out a low moan as her body released from the torment.


"Very nice. Very nice indeed."


"Oh, we are only getting started," Cara purred as she leaned over Tonya's thigh and let her tongue flick out at the top of her pussy, seeking her clit.


"Indeed," chimed in Tiffany just before she leaned forwards and pushed her tongue into Tonya's snatch. She widened her tongue as much as it would go to roll it against her walls and lap up her cum.


For her part, Tonya just leaned back on her hands, closed her eyes, and savored the moment. It had been a long time coming in her life. Jeff tended to be a selfish lover and as much as she otherwise loved him, she had missed the feeling of a tongue on her pussy. Just how much she missed it, Tonya had forgotten until the electric sparks ran up her spine as Tiffany's tongue ran up her slit.


The girls ravished her needy pussy, swapping places, and rolling their tongues over her slit time and time again, ensuring they had lapped up all of the cum that dripped forth. Only when Tonya collapsed upon the table to catch her breath did they stop and just grin at each other.


"Nice to finally get to know you," Tiffany remarked.


"Likewise."


Tiffany leaned over to give Cara a soft kiss on the lips, then nodded her head towards Jeff, who was lounging in a chair, slowly stroking his cock while watching the girls.


"Now let's get you knocked up."


"Fuck yes."





A little over a month later Cara was staring at the little stick telling her what she already knew but had not dared hope for. Pregnant. Without wasting a moment, she pulled out another stick and prepped it along the sink for the next time she needed to pee. She had to be sure before she was willing to tell Alexis. Already she'd taken five tests over the past week and had watched the window turn from negative to a very faint positive. This was the first time it was clearly positive.


She couldn't help it, a yelp of joy escaped her lips as she walked back into her room. Passing by a mirror, she paused to look at her stomach. Her hand rubbed over the taut skin and taking a deep breath she tried to make it stick out further while she tried to imagine what it would look like. Fingers ran through her locks as she imagined how much fuller her hair would get and made a note to get a better hairbrush. Just one of many things she was going to have to get. Her mind began to surge with the thoughts of when she would need maternity clothing, new bras, and lord only knew what else she'd need or want. New shoes if her feet swelled. Cara blew out a slow breath through pursed lips to try and calm her racing mind.


Cara was fairly certain she'd downed a gallon of water between the first test and the second so she wasn't terribly surprised when the result was a tad fainter, but still positive. This time she ran about her room cheering. When she finally calmed down, she pulled out her phone to snap a photo of the two positive tests and text them Alexis.


Sitting in her office chair, Alexis could only smile as she got the text message. The first was the hardest, but now things would get interesting. Interesting in a spectacular way indeed.


The End





About the Author


JC Winchester has been writing erotica since 2003 and discovered a choose-your-own adventure erotic story site, Chyoo. He enjoyed the challenge of adding onto other's stories, blending his own voice in with theirs. But before too long he was called to serve his country and put down the pen. Nearly a decade later an old friend challenged him to join a Survivor themed writing contest on Literotica. It sparked his muse and before he knew it the stories were rapidly flowing, helping him to place 4th that year. Since then he has slowed down his pace to focus on combining his love of the outdoors and for writing. When not writing he can usually be found outside trying some new adventure or coaxing his horses into believing they really don't need to eat as much as they do (probably will never happen but he can wish).


Website: http://www.jcwinchester.com


Twitter: https://twitter.com/JagFarlane


Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/JCWinchesterAuthor


Blog: https://jcwinchester.wordpress.com


MeWe: https://www.mewe.com/i/jc.winchester



cover.jpg
JC Winchester





