
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Pregnancy Home 2

By: JC Winchester







Copyright: 2016 J.C. Winchester

License Notes:

This book is protected under the copyright
laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other
unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is
prohibited.

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with or share it through a lending service.

Cover photo licensed through 123rf

Cover design by JC Winchester.






Author's note: All characters depicted in
this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.












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.
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