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“Do I have a belly fetish? As I lay here, smothered in every direction by the biggest belly I've personally seen...and now certainly felt...I'm not entirely sure. Someone help me...” a young, belly-pressed man says aloud.

His name was Zaid and as voiced, his entire vision, mind, and frankly, world was belly. He was half Egyptian and his name was Arabic for “to increase.” Certainly, his strictly religious parents certainly had a different meaning in mind for the name...but it ended up being a prophecy that took on a more fertile interpretation. And at the moment, he was underneath the worst-case result of his peculiar reproductive condition. Between his flesh-stifled, light olive-skinned face and the blush-faced, pale-skinned visage of a woman named Caitlin, was an evolving pregnant belly. From this early morning to her eventual due date, it would become the title she regularly called it:

“The Mountain!! ...Do you hear me down there, Zaid? Only refer to it by its destined size...” a young, belly-obsessed woman begs.

Caitlin and he had met a mere half-day ago. Their lunch date at the Mall of America had overwhelmed his life with her belly talk, his belly thoughts, and whether he wanted to admit or not, both of their belly worship. You see, Zaid was in extreme belly fetish denial.

“...Thumbs up!!” he awkwardly yet angrily replied to her.

They were hours into their “relationship” and communication was already a problem. Both on the surface and in general. They were shouting over a barricade of belly and due to it well-stretching across and over his slender-short body, she couldn’t see the gesture he spoke. The utterly massive belly of hers wouldn’t do the talking for them but its ceaseless expansion would open their eyes anyways.

“Ugh, stick your arm out, silly! I’m looking for precision here. And I need you to verbally acknowledge my belly’s proper title...and length. Let’s start with the basics! I’ll ask you a question...and you’ll stick your arm out to indicate you heard me.” she weirdly posed.

He let out an “ugh” too, frustrated by the equal amount of misunderstanding between them. Again, the “between” was aptly referenced because not only did her belly cause it literally, the miscommunication was also thanks to them not being wholly honest with each other. It wasn’t entirely intentional and that was as a consequence of them not being wholly truthful with themselves.

“...Okay! I’m going to lift my belly. Since I know the weight of it will make you catch your breath, all you need to do is stick your palm up if the answer is yes, and palm down if it’s no! My question is simple: ...Are you five-foot-six?” she even weirdly posed.

The light from her desk lamp rayed into the small amount of space below the sweltering underside of her belly. Zaid assumed the mattress was well-sunken in from having to hold the heavy protrusion of perfect flesh daily. And found that his body slightly sank into the depression when they agreed to this unorthodox method of belly measurement. Now after around five minutes of her getting into position, the hard blanket of belly had half-embedded him into the poor pulverized pad. The soles of his feet were against the headboard and the tips of his fingers would reach at the end of the full-sized bedding. He understood the belly math as much as she did, so he knew what was doing but didn’t understand why. Before he accidentally died of belly suffocation, he stuck his hand out, palm up, and asked:

“...Why are we doing this? You know there’s this neat invention called the tape measure...”

He heard her giggle before she instantly and frankly answered the question. “So I can see if I can smother my mean wife with it.”

Zaid blinked rapidly, waiting for her to elaborate and finding his eyelashes were soon brushing her under belly. Unseen to him, her hips had dipped at the mere thought of imagining said wife in his place. He wasn’t deterred, also bluntly saying, “...Go on.”

Caitlin blinked rapidly too, initially from her smutty imagination and then because of what he stated. “...Huh? Are you sure? I only needed you to do this because my wife is the same height as yours...but if you want to help me fully ‘practice’ smothering her...I’ll oblige. I got to ask, though, because this mattress is already begging me to put it down. I don’t want to...break a bone or anything.”

Fed up with their two-way misunderstandings, he crawled out from under her belly. As a result of his fetish denial, he didn’t request for her to lift the overwhelming orb. She had just vocalized her consideration for his safety and Caitlin would have surely “obliged” the simple ask too. However—as Zaid squirmed his cramped limbs along the smooth underside of her superb stomach—a deeply-locked part of his subconscious was screaming with lustful joy from the raw feeling of so much belly pressing on him.

“...Ah!” he minorly yelped, the drop from mattress to floor surprisingly longer than he expected. He used his feet to kick off the footboard and turned back from his side to sit up slightly. He looked up, his speech and brain running at different speeds. “I...I...think...I...”

All he had done was crane his neck fifty-degrees back but the motion would stir up the biggest trigger to his kink awakening yet. Above him in all of its massive..majestic..maternity was a pregnant belly that begged, pleaded, and practically cried for his worship. As if an actual angel had descended from the heaven he didn’t believe in, the wondrous womb was sent to be his salvation. The ravenous preggo that swelled to her overpowering dimensions was certainly thankful for its general existence, considering it was all she had talked about since they met roughly twelve hours ago. Up until the moment that was shortly about to come, he had entertained every word. He had done it apathetically but even then—when he approached her at that table near Burger King—its outward dominance enraptured him. The bench and the surface it was sideways-pressed against was overcome by it in every direction. Much like the bed before him, the marvelous mass engulfed it from above...side to side...and overall. Only now did he see that the several weights stacked underneath the poor piece of furniture was the sole thing that had prevented it from being pulverized flat by her tum. The aforesaid table was nailed to the floor but something occurred from table to bed. ...And that was the fact that her belly had swelled twenty-five percent bigger.

“...You okay down there? You’re stammering more than...Joanie was.” she remarked, as though she just remembered the person.

He didn’t know who Joanie was but he could reckon they were stammering for the same reason. Not only did he know it had grown by half its original length in the hours past, but he also was apprised of how far along she was. There was a third piece of information he wasn’t aware of and once he soon found out, it would downgrade him from stuttering to silent awe. It wouldn’t downright shock him, seeing as it would make sense of the two pieces of info he did have. According to the woman who grew the “Mountain” of a belly, she was barely two months pregnant and as of an hour ago, she had eaten everything in her house...twice.

“Yeah...yeah. Just a bit of a ‘fall’ there.” he quickly recovered.

Zaid stood up and was now eye-level with just above the top of her towering womb. The tum’s stature was boosted by the higher bed but it didn’t take away from its facing height. Her belly was maybe a few inches or more from being four fundal feet tall. He didn’t know many were in there and once they had a discussion, Zaid would solve the curiously ravishing riddle. For now, he settled for:

“Okay, I think we both need to get on the same page. We're all over the place. Let's at least get a method to this manic mischief.”

She lifted her forever-plastered palm from her belly and nodded in agreement. The preposterously pregnant brunette sat up as erect as she could and swiftly suppressed the lip-bite reaction from feeling her belly creaking the metal bedstead. “...‘Go on.’”

The cheeky smile she had after saying it made him identically do so, albeit inwardly. They were pretty blunt people so the fertile persons fastly caught on to their shared personality trait, a cute beginning that somehow led them to this strange scene. He started from the very beginning, being concise about the narration. The whole thing was kicked off by the wife in question reaching out to him on social media, which was a bizarre occurrence. That being because he didn’t have a single online profile that represented the “normal” side of him. His full name was Zaid Mido and he worked hard to never leave a digital footprint of that identity. Sure, he might be on an obituary as one of the surviving relatives of his huge family...but you wouldn’t see a single photo, post, or even comment by him.
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