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Life With Lizzie

Robert Hague
woke up. The moment he realized that Lizzie wasn't there, he sat
bolt upright in panic.

Clutching the covers, he looked around
their one room apartment. It was windowless, had a shower niche
with a toilet and a single door. He looked at that door, his heart
hammering.

"Where did she go?"

But then he remembered. The soreness
reminded him.

He had been pregnant. Lizzie had made him
pregnant, made him carry her eggs in his belly, and last night he
had delivered. He remembered screaming himself hoarse, Lizzie
holding his hand, encouraging him, as the eggs was pushed out his
rectum one by one.

He lay back in bed, confused. Why was
being pregnant for Lizzie so great, so satisfying? He had never
felt so happy as he had the last couple of days; growing ever more
bloated, Lizzie taking care of him as her offspring grew in him.
Why did it make him feel all warm inside just to think about
it?

Because he loved Lizzie, he loved her so
much. And now he missed her terribly.

Her reddish brown, coarsely knit comfy
sweater hung on the chair next to the bed. He reached out for it
and pulled it close, hugged it. He closed his eyes and buried his
face in it. She wore it often, and it smelled of her, fresh and
sweet. Caressing it and smelling it helped him, helped him get
through.
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The door opened and Lizzie walked in.

"Hi, honey!" She sang, smiling widely. She
was wearing a thigh, white t-shirt that showed off her massive
shoulders and broad chest, and a gaily colored wrap around skirt.
Her thick, freely dangling cock could be seen bouncing against the
fabric of the skirt in tune with her energetic movements, and her
small dishwater blonde pig tails jumped happily as well. Her large blue almond
eyes sparkled with joy as she said: "Are you awake
already?"

He smiled as he sat up, feeling a surge of
happiness at the sight of her.

She marched over to the bed.

"Oh, did I leave my sweater there? How
sloppy!" She put it back on the chair and sat down. He felt her
weight force the mattress down. He pushed himself against her,
putting his head on her shoulder, reaching around her back with one
hand and resting the other gently on her big cock. It felt so
natural.

"Are you okay, Bubbles?" She asked tenderly.

"Yeah, just a bit sore," he said, making
light of the rawness of his anus, the way he could still feel how
her eggs had forced themselves out of him. "But I woke up, and you
weren't there..."

"Oh, I'm sorry Bubbles, but I had to send
off the eggs. I honestly thought you would be asleep until I got
back." She kissed him, her hand on his cheek. He saliva tasted
sweet.

Then his brow knitted.

"Wait, you send the eggs... where?"

"Right, I guess never explained it. We
don't raise our kids ourselves. We have something called Wards,
where the eggs are incubated and the kids raised. It's like a
boarding school. So, anyway, all we have to do..." she kissed him,
"is make lots of eggs..."

She kissed him again.

He began stroking her cock through the
skirt. He needed her. He needed it.

She pulled back: "But not right now!
Because I got surprise for you, and I need you, well, to be able to
walk," she giggled, "You know how my seed makes you totally mellow
and drowsy, and then when you come through again, you are all
bubbly!"

She hugged him.

He knew that she was right, of course,
once he was pregnant he couldn't really get around. And he really
needed some time to recuperate. But... he looked down at her cock,
poking through, rubbing against the dress as she moved.

"So, when you are ready, we are going on a
little trip," she smiled.

"I'm... I'm ready now, I guess," he said,
lying a little.

Robert got up and took a shower. His knees were still wobbly, his
strength sapped. And although he had eaten a lot during the
pregnancy, he was skinny now, her eggs having drained him as they
grew in his stomach.

He got out of the shower, and she helped
him into his old jumpsuit. It felt loose on him. When he was ready,
Lizzie kissed him on the cheek, took him by the hand and lead him
through the door, out into the Station.
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Qlv Station was mystery. No one knew where it was located; you
arrived by wormhole and you left by worn hole, and there were no
windows to look out off or any information as to its actual
whereabouts. Its builders were also unknown, at least to humanity.
Called the Qwul, they had been absent for many millennia before
humanity entered the greater galactic society, and now their
station just operated automatically.
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