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Ever so delicately, the soft fingertips of Cross Baynes touched the taut, tan, and slightly reddened belly of Cammie Parsons. She was eight days pregnant and appeared as though she was well past nine months. The sixty-inch circumference of her perfectly round mound looked as burdensome as it should on a skinny, five-foot-five female. She used to be one inch shorter and technically, still was. However, the dauntless progression of her great pregnancy had forced her spine to stretch, along with the tightness her skin displayed. The father had placed his steady digits right below where her D-cup bust met the top ledge of her prolific paunch, her breasts having gone up a cup size in the week prior. In that time, much had changed for the two lovers, and her swelling physicality was only cracking the salacious surface of it. Having said that, the many, many lives inside her womb were more important than either parent realized. The mother winced as he began the slow, sensual tracing of her midsection, the young woman “more” concerned about making it through the gestation, rather than suspecting of its mystical connection. Undoubtedly, the very power that made their birth possible was the same culprit that caused such a massive brood to even be conceived. It was called Evergreen and besides making this phenomenon happen, the versatile essence would slowly seep its tendrils into every facet of their bodies, relationships, and the world at “large”.

“D-Don’t stop. I..c-can..handle it...” Cammie chirped out, tightly closing her sapphire blue eyes. The sensitivity of her belly’s epidermis was that evident. Considering that she looked ready to birth a hefty pair of twins, and had swelled to this magnitude in little time, it wasn’t too surprising. They were sitting in the darkness of their bedroom, a quarters with about two-hundred square feet of space. It appeared as though they were inside a space that would befit a bomb shelter, and that’s because it was. For now, it would do but when it came to her due date—thirty-nine long weeks ahead—Cross highly doubted the entire underground structure could contain her gravid bronze-bellied enormity. He should know. After all, the hyper fertile man already had impregnated another hyper pregnant woman. And although Parsons was growing faster and larger every day, he also highly hoped that it wasn’t another million-sized pregnancy. Even then, he wasn’t positive of the true figures, and knowing the crazy redhead carrying them, he probably never would.

“Look at me.” Baynes quietly asked. Almost immediately, she peeled open her eyelids, and just as quick, he had planted his lips onto hers. His touch was so gentle that he had smoothly removed his fingers from her bosom-belly intersection and had both palms cusping her heart-shaped face—all without her noticing. Cross was coming to terms with his pregnant belly fetish and for once, he was able to fully indulge it. The past subjugation of Monica Sterling had got him off the wrong foot with the kink and despite that he would never admit to liking the domination aspect of his extinct sex life with his first baby momma, he cast that and her aside for the womb of Parsons. Their wholesome romance brought forth a rebirth of their sexual inclinations and though the serious circumstances didn’t allow them to explore it as much as desired, they savored every sexy second they got with one another. In place of his secondary interest in dominance, a new one was born and it came in the form of the big sheeny mane of purple-blue curls surrounding his hands. He wasn’t aware that she was a natural curly Q until she was too tired to straighten her hair any more. The stress of maintaining the pregnancy had put the daily routine on hiatus and he certainly wasn’t complaining, loving how he could feel it in between their warm beings.

“Mmm...oh! You...sneaky little demon. That’s my EG.” she playfully remarked. They had french-kissed for a few long minutes and during so, he had swapped the green substance embedded in their saliva. Normally, Evergreen would never physically manifest itself unless they mindfully did so. Nevertheless, her extraordinary condition seemed to keep her EG constantly active. And which was why it was easy for him to steal her healing Prism right from her enticing, thin-lipped mouth. He then willfully applied a combination of Trism and his own amplifier Prism to create a special salve for her. He spat in his palm, the emerald-sage wad of their melded power transforming into a one-of-a-kind lotion. He scooped a portion of the goop with his index and middle digits, going back to where he started and applying it to her belly-ledge. Instantly, her lids again closed, but in relief this time. The restorative nature of her ability was usually enough for repairing her overly stretched skin but the persistent belly growth would barely make it last a whole day. His added ability would, hopefully, extend the duration. But without knowing exactly how many she was expecting, all they really had was ardent optimism. Overall, this was just a small example of the bigger battle. And like her belly, they had no idea just how big it would become.

“I don’t know what’s growing quicker. Your big beautiful belly...or your silky hair?” he pondered out loud. Cross had the benefit of feeling both at the moment, his forefinger spreading from its partner as he longingly stared at the firm yet tender surface of her belly. A pained gasp from her made him stop—realizing he already coated her tum with the tiny dollop. His dozing off reminded him of how fatigued he was. By no means was he near the level of exhaustion his lover was at but it was in the same mental-stress vein. Ever since the inflection point that occurred at Ryan Island, he and the Preventers had hit the snow running. The celebration of their narrow victory over the giant Monica was cut short the instant her gigantic belly—and ass—had disappeared from the horizon. In his still distracted mind’s eye, he could see Cammie giving them first aid as they scrambled to save what they could of the mansion. They were seeking to declare war on Sterling and the building that served as their base of operations was rendered uninhabitable before the first shot could be fired. Baynes shook himself of the memory, taking his ex-girlfriend’s “advice” and keeping his eye on the belly. He mouthed an apology to Parsons and then lathered the special EG lotion in his hands, like he would for shampooing the bushy mane his own curls were becoming.
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