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Evenfall had come and gone, the soft light left by the setting sun observed by a particularly impatient and curiously pregnant princess. She sat in her dark, lavish chambers, waiting beside the open window to not only catch a cool breeze but also count down the time until she could sneak about the castle she lived in. A candle was usually left lit in case she had to get up to use the privy to relieve her constantly taxed bladder. However, tonight, the young pretty daughter of nobility was on a quest. She wasn’t sneaking off the estate to see what the outside world was like or foiling some nefarious plot. No, her quest was plain. Not as plain as the overall nature of her pregnancy, the condition that caused her to carry six, well-nourished babes in her unusually big belly...despite being an outright virgin.

-That dinner was paltry. Absolute paltry! I can’t believe mother would deny me having both servings of brie and camembert. ...I should’ve eaten the whole platter in front of her.- she stewed in her mind, her palms roaming her belly more frantically than usual.

The female of royalty was named Rowan, daughter of minor lord Corwin II. She was his youngest daughter, and at the ripe age of twenty-three years old, she was guarded more closely than the defense of the castle. Aside from the political importance of strengthening the influence of her family’s name that ordinarily came with being a princess, she was treated like a priceless chest of treasures due to the special state of her expectancy. The religious backbone of their medieval society called it “Immaculate Conception”, or as the texts would, IC.

-You keep me pregnant for four and one-half years...and expect me to still be a ‘lady’ who watches her waist? ...Much late for that anyway.- she continued to inwardly complain, palms now occasionally groping the belly she stuffed and stuffed every day.

Indeed, because of her IC, Rowan was walking—rather waddling—with two facets of contradictions. Although a peasant could piece the concept together, seldom few understood it as a whole. The textbook definition was as follows: An uncommon condition wherein a woman becomes pregnant without sex or any indirect fertilization. The children inside their miraculous wombs would grow to full-term and then stay in a state of indefinite dormancy until she’s fertilized by normal means. As plain as that.

-Ohhh, all this waiting has me wanting to labor leather now. ...No, I best wait. It’s always best saved for after...- she plotted.

By “labor leather”, she meant masturbate. Normally, the term she picked up from the common folk meant someone was just plainly horny. Nevertheless, the interchangeablely-named condition was the same as the interchangeablely-used term of sex. She was glad that the former wasn’t rare, or she might’ve been exiled for witch accusations. Thankfully not the case but IC was understood and accepted as a thing that happens. Why? How? No one could say and it mattered little to the majority living in the country of Lenland.

-Still, though...I could try that ‘bordering’ the handmaidens were speaking of.- she mused, trying to find a middle ground.

The modern equivalent to “bordering” was “edging”, a technique that most knew without giving it such a term. Simply, the woman or man would masturbate, but not climax. It sounded daft but it supposedly made the second masturbatory attempt result in a better climax. And most would be right to disregard it as daft, considering the human tendency of instant gratification was the very essence of the act itself. Yet, as established, the larger majority never had their options limited by IC. For you see, those with the condition were seen as receiving a divine gift. She was considered a beacon of purity, thus the longer she stayed pregnant via IC was a clear marker for chasteness. Being a special type of virgin, the holy men spread another name for them, ordained as “carrying maidens”.

-I’ll be damned before old wrinkly men can tell me how I can conduct myself...- she thought, defying them with a rebelling palm slowly circling down across the lengthy side of her belly.

While she loathed the big expectations everyone put on her, Rowan, for the most part, took pleasure in the perks her pregnant status brought her. Make that nearly all the time. While she handled herself with demure and poise, underneath she was smitten and indulgent. Which translated into her physical appearance overall. From top to bottom, she was an all-bellied beauty. Even before she was with so many children, her natural allure had the commoners and knights alike attempting to court her. Beginning with the face that drew them all in, it was softly framed with an amazing mane of orange hair. She wore the locks down, a gold circlet around her forehead keeping it parted from her softer facial features, a round visage of freckles on pale skin.

The blush spreading across those freckled cheeks only made her more beautiful. Quickly as she could, she gave her crotch a passing knead and stood up. A slight groan escaped her lips, having to grab the back of the chair and arch her back so she could balance her huge mound of pregnancy while standing. Slightly discomforting but wholly adored by the still-blushing woman. She got up fast in fear of a cloud passing over the almost full moon in the sky. With this brightness and at the angle past her chair, she could see herself, and most importantly, her belly, in the mirror. True, carrying maidens weren’t a rarity but her load of six was, particularly with how large she carried them. Which was a sensual sight, seeing as Rowan was quite slender and willowly. Skinny arms, thin legs, and perhaps a narrow torso, the attachment of her immense stomach made it almost comical. Part of her entertained the silly amusement of her belly overtaking her body entirely...and how much she burned for such an absurd, abdominal fantasy.

-Buggar the rumors. I hope they whisper more of me doing this. If they were I, then they would feel the burning flower of desire I feel every day and night!- she opined in her horny complaint of being misunderstood.

“This” being her present stance, and the motion to soon follow. She was standing sideways to the mirror, stepping back with one foot so her belly could be fully caught in the thick ray of the moonlight. The cover of darkness made her feel safe to take such a position, the lady having to fear someone walking in on her during the day. She couldn’t risk one of the servants, much less one of her family members, witnessing an act that was deemed “obscene”. If her tale was taking place less than six centuries into the future, any person that observed this act would more or less view it as merely “cute”. Nonetheless, the times determined the views of society, and in the year of 1450, a display of lewd behavior from an IC was viewed as highly improper. And at this moment, she was simply checking herself out. She hadn’t executed the motion—in which Rowan peeked at her closed door for any passing shadows—and then turned back.

-...Oh, look at how forth my swell billows from me.- she inwardly remarked, her blush returning and in full reddening bloom.

The obscene gesture was Rowan clutching the lower part of her long green dress to her warming thighs—revealing the oblong shape of her belly. How dare she, they would say. How could she soil the sanctity of her chastity? It was affront to her de Vere family name and god. As one might gather, the people of Lenland held the IC to a high but harsh standard. Sometimes, she entertained the thought of running away to another country but it wouldn’t make much of a difference. Immaculate Conception occurred and was treated pretty much the same as anywhere else in the world. However, her country had a higher rate of such conceptions so it was subsequently treated with more prevalent focus. One in eighty had the condition, versus one in several hundred outside their borders.
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