
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          My Pregnant Stalker [Part 28]

        

        
        
          My Pregnant Stalker, Volume 37

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2023.

        

    


[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 28]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2023 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



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

    
    

    
      MY PREGNANT STALKER [PART 28]

    

    
      First edition. April 28, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215035047

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


In the dark of a small bedroom, the biggest thing besides the bed was the big brown belly of Cammie Parsons, its wholly exposed and markless flesh illuminated by the only source of lighting. A one of a kind alarm clock on the nightstand emitted a hologram of the current time, the numbers changing to “6:00 AM”. Next to the time, the date appeared, “11/01/19”. They were projected by a blue light, but the new hour changed them to a flashing red color. The physical device it came from opened a tiny hole on its side and starting from the bare feet of the hugely pregnant woman, it began the daily process of scanning her swelling body. Although a healthy layer of fat had been added to all of her limbs, her short legs were relatively slender. As the scan continued up her slightly larger thighs, the single line of the crimson animation extended much farther as it touched the lower curve of her salacious stomach. She was completely naked so the glistening glory of her fit physique was free for steady inspection. Plainly, her prolific pregnancy bump was the center of her and the inseminator laying next to her world, the asleep Cross Baynes unconsciously rubbing the galvanized gut. The scanner bar didn’t appreciate this disruption—restarting from the line of belly-bottom and working its way back up and across a mound that was too big for its carrier.

Evidenced by the few trace lines of stretch marks coming from her stressed spine, Cammie had been struggling with keeping this a secret from Cross and the rest of the Sinless Completion. Her comrades were mentioned because she managed to hide it from Baynes, Max, and Jack. However, she hadn’t lasted one day before members of her Parsons family found out, both of them discovering within five minutes of each other. The first was her aunt, Yunda, who figured it out after taking her measurements for her Ever Body Receiver. This happened on the second day of her apparently profuse pregnancy and after the forced ultrasound that revealed its great size, the auntie took it upon herself to calculate her growth. Due to its predicted immensity, it had to be done on a day by day basis. Currently—as the red line reached the equator of her perfect sphere—the expectant lady was already loathing this as one of her most troublesome scans. As recommended by the genius engineer, she was told to keep her gravid expansion down to five inches per diem. The measurement applied to her belly’s circumference, which the reader just recorded as sixty-five total inches. Most pregnancies, even at full term, often didn’t come close to this extent and with her nine days along, she knew her maternal magnitude couldn’t be controlled for much longer.

“Come on...just five more minutes...” she softly whispered, trying to not rouse Cross or even herself. “...Ah, dang it. Every time.”

Her hushed frustration came from the surge of Evergreen forcing her senses to awake, triggered by the analyzer touching the part of her head where the physical source of the substance came from. The bar had flashed over her sapphire blue eyes and sent a small signal to the sac in her brain, giving it a jolt. Yunda had five PhDs in mechanical engineering and even this futuristic mechanism was the smallest of the EG-focused technology she had created. Her eyelids were on the plain gray ceiling of the room and taking ten seconds of solitude, she exhaled, drawing her optics to the little hill that was her belly—jutting twenty inches upward. She resisted the urge to rub the vibrating womb, buzzing with the stir of numerous, tightly-compacted embryos. Through science, the green power, and sheer will, she was attempting to control its escalating expansion. The first and second aspect worked hand in hand but only the third could hold them scarcely together. In that department, she wasn’t a meek soul, despite her base aura giving that impression. Nevertheless, even her unspoken determination was facing a challenge greater than she could ever anticipate. Moving soundlessly and gently, she put just her fingertips on the sides of her rounded abdomen, scooting forward and standing up. Instantly, the sweet beauty was off kilter.

She winced when the bigger dimensions of her belly caused her to miscalculate her center of gravity, but recalling the lessons in Sound Dancing, she redirected the loss of balance by performing what’s called a tenkan. It was a movement practiced in aikido, and was executed with her left foot staying forward, and then her right fastly stepping forward—finished with a 180 degree pivot on the latter.

“Sheesh!” she quietly exclaimed, grimacing again.

Both movements caused her palms to protectively cusp her big belly and that in turn induced the pain from simply touching its stretched surface. She looked at its reddening exterior and then at the peacefully slumbering Cross, knowing she had to head for the bathroom before she would yelp and cause him further concern. They were fighting a not-so covert war against his highly pregnant ex-girlfriend and with them introduced to her strongest—also-gravid “Big Three”—they already had their plates full. As light as a forest nymph, the short-statured but big-bellied woman crossed the room and into an even smaller room. The door slid shut and the lights were clicked on, making her realize the tight facility wouldn’t suffice in maybe another week of belly growth. Her midsection was less than an inch from touching the edge of the sink and for a minute, she took in her ravishingly nude figure. What little ego she possessed was low-key satisfied with how big she had become in such little time. Even with the touch-and-go hurt the gestation was causing, she was grateful that Baynes couldn’t see the smitten expression presently on her gorgeous face, jaw slack as she imagined swelling bigger and taller. The height increase wasn’t as liked but if she desired to wield her widening womb properly, the rest of her tiny body would have to follow suit. That extended to everything overall, Cammie estimating she would have to become as strong—and big—as Monica.

“...Perhaps bigger.”

She said it out loud, her psyche forcing the fear into the open. As far as they knew, the redheaded Sterling was expecting at least a million. She had reason to think it was a possibility and just acknowledging how she did made her shake the worry—proceeding on with her everyday routine. Before anything, she allowed EG to manifest enough to brighten her irises with a sage green glow—the redness disappearing as her healing Prism began to alleviate the stressed skin. She then activated Trism, sacrificing the wealth of calories she had ingested the night prior and utilizing a vector-enhancement—increased the duration of her secondary ability. It became necessary after her other relative commanded her to do so, every morning too. Nan Parsons—using her own super hearing Prism—purposely overheard her conversation with Yunda, and it was just one of the countless commands the elder gave her. At present, she was not only repairing her tan hide, but was also applying more EG into making it work overdrive, giving her enchanted epidermis more elasticity than it needed. This happened solely because, technically, her sexy shell was always stretching—albeit minorly. ...And guaranteed to intensify.
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