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In late December and at the tail end of the decade-opening 2020, the wonderfully pregnant goddess known as Maya Devi was on the second floor of her three-story underground structure. This particular level mostly housed a vast and special supercomputer she ordained as “Creatix”. She spent her entire thousand-year-plus existence designing the incredible machine and roughly the past fourteen in actually building it. The main “core” of the network was in front of her but she couldn’t stop obsessively staring at her absolutely massive mound of a belly. Usually, its huge round size stayed two a half feet in luscious width. After storing more souls in her now great tum, the stellar womb was more than doubled. Six, sexy feet of almond-tan flesh now dominated her already voluptuous frame and because of its uninhibited growth, the midsection also gave her more height. Beforehand, she was a five-foot-eight bombshell of toned curvaceous beauty and the last six years had added an equal amount of inches to her stature. The six-foot-two stunner proudly pushed out her solid stomach, the only outfit she owned still adhering to her engorged dimensions. Her lab coat, button-down shirt, and skirt hadn’t snapped a single strand, despite clothing a belly this ridiculously big for this ridiculously long. She remarked about it out loud:

“I’ve lived a long time and given many souls life but...despite your immensity, something tells me you should be much larger. I can feel it. ...You’re one of the oldest of us, aren’t you?” Maya inquired, speaking to an off-screen individual. By “screen”, it meant her field of vision—which was one part the lustfully broad expanse of her belly, the chunk of black marble-like rock hooked to a container inside the computer core, and lastly, the dark silhouette of the unidentified standing partly in the right flank of her perspective. Even partly in view, they had an outline that was bodily similar to the pregnant profile of Devi, except she was clearly and somehow more gravid than the curvy scientist. She was nine feet tall and carried a belly that wasn’t as wide, but staggeringly lengthier than her widespread shelf. In the darkness of the cold server room, only the blue low-lit LED lights of the racks surrounding them and the ethereal golden glow of her irises illuminating the belly-invaded space. Before the stranger’s eyes closed in solemn concentration, her thin sheeny lips opened to say:

“Like you, I have distributed the power that comes with these souls to individuals of my choosing and though I wish to have more belly so I can give more of it to them...this is all I can keep to maintain my form. Which—not to be grim—will start shrinking the longer I’m here. ...Thus, the faster we get this machine running, the better. This, I humbly request, my fellow pregnancy goddess.” the golden-eyed female asked. Her confident tone was just as overwhelming as her pregnant presence and even Maya found herself almost suffocated by her aura alone. Nevertheless, she was a serious deity as well and on top of it, a professional to the unsuspecting world. However, to the two side-by-side sleeping blondes on a large monitor to their left, she was the enabler of their devious dreams of belly.

“Of course. And ‘like you’, I’ve been watching the people of this world carefully. These two musicians live in a reality where fetishes aren’t openly discussed so they find creative solace in their minds. I’ve observed them since 2006 and even off-stage, they are just as fantastically creative with their ‘more’ kinky creations of the mind...” Devi partially explained, activating her high-tech glasses and seeing the inside of the pretty heads of the two mortals. Fleetingly, she saw their dream selves separating into two rooms and test swelling their midsections with the one kink that allied everyone in attendance. Their love for belly expansion was indeed transcendental but what they were attempting presently would connect the planes of existence they each hailed from. For Katie White and Taylor Swift, they would use their perfected lucid dreaming techniques to manifest not only bellies as immense as the mini-giantess in the corner, but also possibly bring their unrealistic girths into reality itself. Through trial runs conducted by Maya, they were successful in attaining the swollen states, but only temporarily. Although the pop idols did this separately, they were run at the same time, which unfortunately caused the computer to overload and fry a critical section of the system—the power source coming in the form of the black rock.

“I know we only see each other every six years and though I don’t know why you’re doing this, I can also sense the charity in your...er, massy soul. Thanks to the power you have given us, I can—fingers crossed—help the mortals understand that they don’t need to hide their kinks.” the bulbous deity expressed, patting the extensive side of her belly as she reached for a button on a pedestal next to her, and pressing the metaphysical mainframe into amatory activation, “They can't see it but fetishes are everywhere and this Blacklight Folklore will illuminate those untold desires—showing them that even their musical ‘stars’...are just instruments of their sexuality too.”
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