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“And...fifty!” Katie Straum enthusiastically counted. The massively pregnant brunette was at the conclusive—and cheesy—end of her impromptu pizza binge. The sudden craving was brought on by a conversation with her lovely girlfriend, Maria West. The black-haired beauty had stepped away to use the bathroom of her small, eight-hundred square foot apartment. Her enormous belly made up a paltry five percent of its total area but it was just one dimension of the captivating measure of her six-foot-wide waistline. Perspective was important and considering the amazing mass of her mattress-overshadowing distention, you needed a whole-view of its impressive magnitude. She was quite proud of her size yet that particular measurement couldn’t escape her focus. Though it didn't take away from the sheer enormity of her womb, she couldn’t help wanting...no, needing to make it fill one-hundred percent of this space. There were more important things to consider but the ever-voracious Katie was determined to make it a rounding, ravishing reality. “Ah, I’m full.”

It was a blatant lie and truthfully, she didn’t know why she did it. However, looking at the bathroom, she suddenly understood. The bad habit had formed in her previous lie of a relationship with Johnathan. On instinct, she had learned to downplay her wants and needs, knowing that communicating them to him was pretty much a dead end. If she was going to get anywhere near the word “healthy” with her fresh relationship with Maria, this needed to stop now. In fact, they had broached the subject about a few hours ago. In actuality, they had been together for roughly nine days. The official start of their romance started a couple of days ago but Katie liked to think their “time” in virtual reality made it seem like several months. Which was strangely a part of the problem. They had the sensation of being in love for a long while but their memories of that time were mostly a blur. To add to the ridiculousness that was on top of the vague experience, a man going by the title “God of Male Pregnancy” had informed them the virtual realm was actually what’s called a “Void”. He didn’t explain it that much, solely going on to say that it was a pocket dimension that was outside of time and space, partially clarifying why only twelve hours had passed between entering and exiting said Void. “Maria...I need your help.”

She slid her laptop to the far edge of the extensive shelf that was her big belly, trying to not get turned on by the sexy notion of her using the girth to “table” other things. The flat surfaces typically didn’t work in her positional favor and at the rate she was swelling, the curved distention would have more space than any of the actual tables in her place. While furniture was typically a natural enemy of enormously expecting women, they were still second to clothing. Presently, she was attempting to take care of the latter, seeing as the black-white dress she had consistently worn was losing its ability to provide ample coverage to her ample midsection. When she met Maria, the outfit barely provided full-coverage, Katie remembering the naughty memory of the bottom curve peeking slightly out of the bottom hem. Now, after over a week of indulging, the pricey garment had raised to reveal the lower one-half of her smooth peach mass. On the screen of the computer, she was on a fashion website called “Red Deer Outliers”, where she had ordered the dress, and a green robe she would surely grow out of too. The new ensemble she was eyeing had the same color scheme but had a “sexier” appeal. The one-piece was a blazer—the top portion separated by a sewn-in belt that Straum desired to purposely burst off. “...What do you think?”

Maria stared at the laptop screen with intent. When it came to the matter of fashion for her gravid girlfriend, no detail was too small. The beautiful blazer selected—Maria had some reservation as if Katie had some ulterior motive for this specific garment, but pushed it out of her mind as mere unfound suspicion—suited Katie's form perfectly. By comparison, the pale-skinned woman if she herself was dressed too plainly, her eyes drifted towards a nearby mirror. A simple black dress adorned her five-foot frame and her vibrant purple, reddish hair was clearly a look she felt somewhat proud of. Even after her time in the void with the woman of her dreams, doubting her own physical appearance was just something of a bad habit at this point.

"It's simply gorgeous! You'd look like a super model in such a garb!" Perhaps she was a little too overexcited with her remark, but it was truthful all the same. Despite their lack of time together in reality, Maria felt as if Katie was someone she'd known and would continue to know forever. The little Brit placed her soft hands below Katie's midsection, noting just how large she'd become of late. As if on impulse, she pressed her ear against the side of the huge orb taking up much of the bed to listen in. Her only response would be the powerful gurgling and churning of a busy organ. "Ah, I'm sorry! I simply don't know what came over me..." At this stage Maria was still sensitive over intimacy despite thinking of Katie's stomach as a second home, even if she had problems voicing such a thing.

“You think so?” Katie replied, a blush overcoming her cheeks and becoming as red as the lipstick she just freshly applied, “...Oh, and your hair! It looks lovel—”

She stopped herself, now realizing that Maria had abruptly knelt and pressed her ear to the warming stomach. For some reason, the plain motion ignited a strange sexual fire inside of her. Which was odd in of itself, bearing in mind her great pregnancy and by extension, her relationship with West, had been nothing short of ordinary. Still, the unstated kindling that served as the fuel for this blaze was her established obsession with how absolutely enormous her belly was becoming. Yet, it wasn’t verbally established with her new lover and thus, she was back to square one. However, there was a new “propellant” that had allowed this heat to spread to the rest of her abdomen. The round sphere could easily fit the petite slice of British beauty inside. It had grown so large that she could probably stuff three—maybe four—of someone with her little frame in it. And this very thought was representative of the aforesaid “accelerant”.

“...I, um, need to tell you something. It’s nothing serious. Just something I need to get off my chest...” she released, ready to unravel her deviously pregnant thoughts. In truth, this unburdening of her mind began when she remembered exactly how she became this knocked up. Originally, she believed this unusually huge brood was a miraculous conception. In that her ex-husband was sterile, so it shouldn’t have been possible. Well, it turned out that it actually wasn’t because of the non-existent sperm of Johnathan Davies, and that the actual truth was stranger than fiction. According to the memories that were restored by the male pregnancy god—GMP for short—she was impregnated by his celestial niece, otherwise known as “Gabby”. Furthermore, she was inseminated with precisely:

“Forty-two hundred. ..That’s how many I’m expecting. ..Here, come and lay down on my super occupied belly.” Straum suddenly offered, then deciding to assist her with the boarding of the superior vessel of a belly by gently grasping Maria under her armpits and just as carefully laying her slender body along the wide-ranging mound, “...Rest awhile, my sweet. This is going to be a long story.”

And that it was. Although it was the content that seemed meatier, rather than the length of the tale itself. Katie let it all out. From her restrained Christian upbringing, the restrictive relationship with Mr. Davies, and the subsequent manner in which she finally escaped the listless marriage. The third subject was the bulk of her divulgence about how she attained her bulky belly. She felt these details were more pertinent, and not wanting to say anything more than she had to do about Johnathan, she breezed past him and explained that very strange late afternoon on Minster Leas Beach. She started that by tying together the theme of the three subjects, and spoke of why she initially trusted Gabby. Apparently, the goddess-in-training somehow knew she was gay. How she came to learn this information wasn’t what intrigued her. It was the fact that she even knew it to begin with. Up and until that point, Straum went her whole life without telling a single soul about her true sexual orientation. To make the long story short, she never had a person she could trust to tell the secret so she buried it in the well-built shell that was “Katherine Davies”. She had played the part so long that she nearly believed she indeed was an apple-pie loving, church going, heterosexual woman of America. Not anymore. Not for them...or for Maria.

“So...yeah. That’s my crazy story. Sorry for turning the mouth faucet to full blast. Besides Gabby...you’re the only one I’ve told this to. ...The only person I trust to tell it to...” she delineated, twirling a finger around the curly newly-dyed lock of Maria and resisting the mental image of putting her back inside the great belly, “There’s also one more thing. ...And although it should be flagrantly obvious, I never really said it out loud. ...I am pregnant with over four thousand, but I would still try my damndest to get this big, regardless of how many or how it happened. I have a...fetish...for overly huge pregnant bellies. Ever since I was a teen. ...I had a good reason to eat two hundred burgers in front of you but even then...I thought I was only expecting six. I want my belly to be..huge. I want my belly to be so huge that it knocks down the walls of this apartment. I need to have more food. I need all I can get to be bigger than...”
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