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Somewhere on the northern periphery of the city of Quartz Hill sat what used to be a three-story farm house. The residence was still intact but despite the wealth of land and rusted equipment, the land was no longer used to farm. At least crops that is, or anything that could be considered in the literal sense. There was something “growing” here, yet it wasn’t food. The figurative crop in question hadn’t even been sown, literally or figuratively. For all practical purposes, we were talking about a ticking biological clock inside the woman who lived in this quaint home. Her name was Laura and although she never knew her true last name, she had taken the surname of her husband, Jeremy, who was born into the Baker family. And soon enough, they would make a family of their own.

Laura and Jeremy Baker had been married for three months, and more or less, the both of them wanted to take the next step. Who wanted it more or less couldn’t exactly be evenly split between the loving couple. They were both twenty-five years old so either had a mostly firm grasp on what they wanted. Jeremy was the youngest of five brothers and sisters so he’d, on some level, wanted to have a big one of his own. On the other end of the familial structure, Laura was adopted by a single mother, who had passed away a few years ago. Before adoption, she was living in an orphanage. And before that was a fragmented mystery. The first phase of her life was when she was too young to recall. She had bits and pieces but nothing concrete.

And for some reason, the random memories were tied with her also seemingly random desire to be huge and pregnant.

“Hmmm...ohhh. ...That’s a good one.” Laura said to herself with her eyes closed.

She was standing in the day room on the first floor of their home, peering out the window at a nearby lake when the desire began to stir her memories, and then her loins. Laura was a small woman, no more than five-foot-one and built with a half-petite and half moderately curvaceous frame. She was petite in that her limbs and waist were nearly bird-like. And she was curvy in that her breasts and butt were nice, solidly round orbs that sat on her lithe figure like a dwarfed goddess. She was quite fetching in the face, wide brown eyes and a tight, kissable mouth. Her light brown hair was worn over the shoulders and back, the top adorned with hair jewelry clips that kept the mane back from her pretty face. With no bangs and a quiet demeanor, she was a catch. And Jeremy was quick to scoop her up.

In between the big-bellied fantasies she was cycling through in her head, the day he and she met was mixed in. A year ago, they met at the place they still worked at, “Fitch Labs”. They didn’t have terribly important jobs at the relatively prodigious biomedical research company, him a shipping and receiving supervisor and she a senior cafeteria worker. Through many friendly chats while at the chow line, they struck up a cute relationship. Chats turned into a date, and dates turned into a steady relationship. Six months later, they were married and living together in his family’s old summer home. They had minor problems as much as any couple but the both of them really wanted to make it work. They loved and understood each other, but after tonight...maybe not as much as they thought.

“Hm, that one too. I’ve been having all the good ones lately...” she murmured as she absently began to knead her crotch.

In her mind’s eye, she was imagining herself as all the perverted fantasies always dictated—huge and pregnant. The only other constant between them all was that she was always in water. Laura could easily imagine herself in another, drier environment, but if she tried...it wouldn’t work. The pregnant fantasy wouldn’t last longer than an ember crackling out of a roaring fireplace. For her to eventually climax, she had to not only be in water, but also have a short or long sequence of her belly and height rising to, frankly, inhuman levels of what’s considered “big”. Many women claimed to be as big as a house, or boldly, the biggest pregnant belly in recorded history. Laura used to laugh to herself when she heard any female mother spout similar phrases, finding it almost insulting that these women would think their final belly size was that big. If only they could peek into her maternally-empowered mind. Often, she would imagine herself bigger than a house, with a belly so round and massive that she could flatten a one-story home like it was nothing.

“...Need some assistance there, dear?” Jeremy suddenly said in her ear, his hand joining hers.

Taken out of her belly-focused trance, she adorably yelped and reeled back, feeling her soft hair collide backward with his lower torso. Unlike her, Jeremy was a pretty big boy. He was five-foot-eleven but seemed much taller with his bulging frame of well-trained muscles. Fairly tall, strong, yet gentle as a teddy bear, she always felt safe in his embrace. Nonetheless, rolling off her gravid-fueled daydream, she wasn’t exactly looking for something wholesome from him.

No, this short stack heatedly yearned for something primal from her big strapping husband. Particularly the long rod in his pants. She could feel the member swelling against her upper back and never had she wanted him so badly. She was to some degree a freak in the bedroom, her lover usually allowing her to lead, since she would anyway. That said, something about this time and place was almost deeper than primal. It was as though something inside her had been unlocked, a pre-programmed mission to breed activated once all unwritten conditions had been met. Humans called it “baby fever”, but this was much more...otherwordly. Like some cosmic voice far from Earth telling Laura that her time had come. Time to be:

“Huge and pregnant...” she carnally expressed in fully-released lust.

“...Pardon?” Jeremy naturally attempted to clarify.

She forthright removed his hand from her warm crotch and slapped it hard on her belly. “Huge...” she repeated with uncharacteristic brass and using her other hand, she grabbed his penis from behind, “...and pregnant.”

He let out a manly yelp, equivalent to hers, and couldn’t have possibly anticipated this turnaround. “Um...duly noted. What’s—”

“No.” she interrupted, disconnecting their embrace and then turning around to lean in further, putting their hands back to their original spots. He squinted with horny confusion. And she looked up with horny certainty. “Not ‘duly noted’. Huge and pregnant...now.”

“Um...okay. We just talked about it last night. I didn’t know you wanted to move so quickly but I’m not saying—” he tried to reason with her, and was cut off by her squeezing his dick. “...no.”

After that, all conversation was over with. She pulled him down for a passionate kiss that sealed away all further forms of protest from him. She wrapped her arms tightly around his waist, his member swelling to nearly completely erect, its girth held snug against her chest as she removed a hand to stroke it while they kissed and kissed. Laura was in charge here and although not a single step of the plan to get pregnant had been laid, she was following the congenital blueprint unfolding in her DNA. They slowly yet increasingly moved toward the staircase, picking up pace going up, and practically sprinting to their bedroom door. From the second their interlocked bodies crossed the threshold, they began to undress each other. Tops, bottoms, and under garments were left as a trail from the door to their bed. Thud, went the back of Jeremy against the California king mattress. Maybe the adrenaline of having unplanned sex had given her amplified strength, but he certainly didn’t have time to think about it. To him, this was the hottest it had been since their wedding night.

“I want...” Laura began, stepping to the edge of the bed and sliding her palm under his hard cock until she was also cupping his big balls in the same hand, “...all of it. Don’t make me repeat myself either. ...We’re going as many times as it takes. ...Every. Last. Drop.”

She punctuated her statement by sliding the occupied palm over to only caressing one of his balls and then abruptly sliding the free palm along the left side of his stiffening rod and cupping the other ball. Gently, yet as firmly as she could without harming him, she squeezed his testicles and before he could finish a grunt, she hopped up onto the bed. With the base of his shaft in her complete control, she lowered it to be level with her approaching pussy, and then without an ounce of hesitation, drove every hard inch of his dick into her.

“Ah, yes!! ...All of it.” she hotly proclaimed.

Not needed, but feeling the urge to contribute something to this dance, he grabbed a hold of her narrow hips. Suddenly, his hands were holding nothing and in a reversal, Laura moved her hands from his balls to his narrow hips. Greedily, she took all nine inches of him, their moans caught in their throats as they connected for an aggressive yet beautiful moment. She thrust harder and harder down on him, the couple finding places inside her vagina they had never touched before. Down and up his member she went, the first rounds finally bursting from them as their first climax rapidly built.

Whoever his wife had turned into at first felt unrecognizable to him but as they grinded further into one another, this felt like a side of her he had seen glimpses of, but not fully met until this steamy moment in time. As any twosome in love should do, they traded secrets of the sexy kind when they started getting serious. Only one time had she shared the dreams of being huge and pregnant to him but speedily laughed it off as “weird kink stuff”. The subject was tabled with her saying she had them her entire life. There was one other part to the short story and he was having troubling remembering, until...

“Ahh! What the heck, Laura?!” Jeremy exclaimed, his chest soaked in water.

Somewhere in the sexy dance upstairs, she had grabbed a bottle of water, and now barely two minutes into her fantastic romp, she had uncapped it and dumped the entire contents onto her head. The light part of her hair shined as she seemed to be turned on even more, grinding his question in non-existence by pushing herself harder and harder down upon him. Despite the minor issue of being wet, his hard-on hadn’t been lost and in another minute, his seed was erupting like a hot geyser into her. She didn’t cease her grinding, moving in rhythm with his pumping load of semen, and making sure she was controlling this part of the act the most.

She couldn’t let the cum flow out of him the way his instinct would normally drive the motion. He looked at her partially wet face as she did—a visage of pleasure yet with an overlay of vital determination. They had skipped having sex last night so he was well-engorged, his first load flowing into her thick. For the tiniest of the moments, he felt something suck the last of the load into her. The lubrication provided by her snatch was there but what was supposed to be their melded fluids was completely absent of his contribution.

Once more, he had fleeting time to think about it, Laura dumping the trace droplets inside the bottle of water over her flushed face. And as before, the rhythmic grind of up-and-down resumed in nearly animalistic fashion. Jeremy looked down, the fluid issue re-entering his mind and lost as fast as soon as he realized another bodily phenomenon. With him being quite endowed, his member normally couldn’t fit all the way into her small vagina. This had stroked his ego and during intercourse, he would peek down as he had now and somewhat proudly see the bottom two or three inches of penis out of her. Not this time. Somehow, she was not just taking all of him but as well as more of the base of his shaft. Weirdly, he felt taut inside but not the no-room-to-shift feeling he was used to. Her vulva had mysteriously swelled around his cock, her lower torso looking slightly distended like it was entirely internal.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
My Wife, the
Giant Alien

Broodmother






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





