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The Pregnancy Home






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 publically 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.
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