
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          My Pregnant Stalker [Part 22]

        

        
        
          My Pregnant Stalker, Volume 30

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2020.

        

    


[Email | Subscribe | MainSite | Store (1,2, 3) | Commission]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else. View the full outline of the series here.]

My Pregnant Stalker [Part 22]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2020 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MY PREGNANT STALKER [PART 22]

    

    
      First edition. August 31, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005332655

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The helicopter was suspended over the fortified biosphere, inky smoke pouring out the seared hole, eviscerated by the Evergreen-generated detonation. The men responsible for it were standing before the open passenger door of the aircraft, waiting for the powerfully pregnant animal to make a move. Cross Baynes, holding onto the perspiring Max, stuck his left hand out. He nearly forgot about the defensive tactic, engrossed by the profile of the multistory lush. The markedly overwhelming silhouette of her extensive belly was hardly visible, the bulbs from the interior providing the only source of lighting. It was a pitch-black and overcast late night, dawn hours away. He hadn’t been near the riled-up Monica in eight days and the end result of her last expansion had managed to bring out the all too familiar sensation of terror. The curly-headed man thought he had conquered his fear of her. In a faraway future, he would realize the naive confidence in his abilities would always fall short of the all-knowing babe with red hair. Her luscious gut then gyrated mesmerically.

“My massive belly still gets you horny, doesn’t it? I can hear that big dick of yours groaning against the fabric of your little costume.” the female titan teased. 

Max didn’t bother to look at him, detaching from the embrace and stepping back, short of breath. “First off...gross. S-Secondly...that’s the remainder of my EG. If she has any tricks up her sleeve, it’s up to you to stop it.” her half-brother frankly made known. 

Cross mentally knuckled up, hoping the suppression system of the receivers was still enough. He probably had two uses of either Trism or Prism at his disposal. Their prevention measures were already struggling to keep up so one more problem was the last thing they needed. As luck would have it, an issue was arising but it wasn’t coming from the enormously-tummied Monica. “We have mist coming in! Do your loonie magic stuff! I’m losing visibility!” Taylor relayed over their headsets. He gritted his teeth, shifting his gaze from the hypnotic oscillation of her belly to the roof, the developing fog evident.

“Your breathing sounds more rapid than usual. I know I drive you crazy, but it appears you’re overly stressed. And I heard what Max said before you two performed this fireworks show. ...Trouble in paradise?” she provoked, following it up with a giggle. 

Cross sneered, her accurate deduction pissing him off. It drove him to use Prism to amplify the speed of the wind currents by expanding the difference between the pressure areas around in the atmosphere. The frosty gust caused the smoke to dissipate, smoldering the scorched alloy as well. It made the chopper bank to the left and once it stabilized, he feasted his hazel eyes on the clear view of the swollen goddess. Baynes was focused on her coy smile, the sugar-covered pink lips curling upwards as he discerned the new development. It became apparent the second he took in her inordinate breasts, noting the very low collar cutting off the glossy skin of her deep cleavage. The visual perks of tight clothing on shapely women weren’t as appealing as it usually was, considering she was wearing, “An E.B.R.”

The form-fitting jumpsuit painted a foreboding and confusing picture. He let his mind go blank, examining the unblemished architecture of her gravid body. The carnal instincts took over his brain, saving it from the pattern of anxiety this surprising fact was exciting. Although they were over five hundred feet above the ground, her transcendent anatomy was plain to see. He resumed where he left off, gawping at the crevice of her bust, capable of swallowing up the vehicle they are in. It said a lot for the rounded mass below the enthralling orbs. Even at this distance, it was nothing like viewing the tum from the cameras. He was seeing it from a former perspective. A point of view that momentarily regressed him into the submissive Cross, akin to who he was precisely four months ago. Back then, he was stirring a pot of red beans and rice, as though he was some kitchen wench for the overpowered queen. He had come a long way since then, nonetheless, that progress felt paltry before the wide-ranging belly; him looking at how the black material of the bodysuit tautly was plastered on it.

“How is this possible?” he rhetorically expressed. Besides how she acquired the Evergreen Body Receiver, he was also pondering how the textile could stretch that much. Every voluptuous curve of the womanly Gargantua was accentuated by the discolored lines tracing the multiple spheres of unfeasibly huge flesh. If it wasn’t for the enhancements of EG, he would fully like the toy he was compared to the statuesque Monica, minus the “dignified” part of that adjective. Scale-wise, her three hundred and fifty-foot height was sixty times his teensy five and a half foot build. If he were inside the belly itself, it would be like standing in a large-scale distribution center. Given her penchant for consuming people, it could be made into a reality, imagining himself as a pebble in a baby-packed lake. Supposing that he fell into her clutches again, Cross couldn’t envisage the conflicting mixture of fright and arousal he would get from the inevitable sex they would have. The mental image showed his tiny figure looking up at the expansive and plummeting paunch.
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