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It was the largest pregnant belly I've ever seen...and I just had to know. Had to know how such a protrusion of flesh could be so...huge. So...perfect. Why was it so perfectly huge? What was this feeling that made me thirsting to know? Well, that's what I hope to find out as I stepped off a plane that had landed in beautiful...Brazil. My name is Tadeu Almeida but most call me just Tad, or “Taddy”.

“Almeida...please help.” my translator and fellow native Dyann requested.

She’s lived in the United States for the last five years but still hasn’t quite grasped her full English yet. Which was the weird opposite of my situation. My parents left the country when I was five years old, and that partially explains why she can’t call me by the nickname the Americans collectively called me. Despite that I found my name to be easily pronounceable, the many mispronunciations by them resulted in the shortening. Then again, I’m not one to get disgruntled at cultural misunderstandings, considering I’m currently researching a sudden rise in pregnancy in my homeland. Even if Brazilian women were known to carry larger bellies, the seventy-five-inch belly of my interpreter had me thinking it went beyond genetics. She was baffled by it, looking at me for that requested help—as the womb I can’t take my eyes off has given her little room to move in the airplane seat. Its hugeness was also...sexually mystifying.

“Of course...Daiane.” I replied. Hopefully, I have set the mood of our business trip nicely by pronouncing her name as it’s correct spelling and then being the gentleman my mother taught me to be, I offered my hand. It was a bit clammy from the nerves of flying and being “home” for the first time in twenty years but she didn’t seem to notice—or care about my polite nature in general. Despite me labeling this as an official journey, the belly-burdened friend of the Almeida family viewed it as she should—a pretty big favor.

“Pull harder, por favor.” she implored, the agitation in her glib voice enough for me to oblige.

“Ah, of course. Can’t...forget...hrrrggh...your uh...‘special’ condition.” I remarked, gripping hard and having to brace the back of the seat. I’m not a strong fellow...and nor am I a weak one. I don’t work out as much as I should but although my strength should suffice, I lapsed on the fact that somehow the belly of Dyann was heavier than it looked. By the circumference I’ve given, you should guess that’s a hefty belly already. However, like someone holding a lot of water weight, it added to the case I was venturing to investigate.

“I f-feel...um...heavier whenever I’m home.” she said back.

I immediately dismissed the comment as another way of her saying that she loathed the problems she usually faced when going back to her family. Looking back on it now, I should have asked her to elaborate but I remember being glued to the back view of her huge riveting belly, as she progressed down the aisle. She'd always been a skinny thing so its big tan width sticking to either side of her slender waist certainly stuck out to any nosey pervert with eyes. I couldn’t get over how the rest of her averagely tall body had remained the same. ...Mostly. Her increased appetite allowed some lovely gains to the ass bursting out her short shorts. I also heard my mom mentioning they had to buy new bras for her...thrice. The main girth was made even more mind-boggling by the fact that she was only:

“Twenty-two weeks! Thank you for nice flight.” Dyann told the pilot.

At a mere five and a half months along, I have to say my pupils dilated as much as the captain’s did. For an irrational second, I become jealous of the co-captain helping her descend the short staircase. Step by step, he got intimately closer to the majestic mound and in that fraction of time, I forgot that both pilots had done me a favor by giving us a discounted ride on their private plane.

“Brigada!!” she thanked him, strutting fast to get to the bathroom.

Dyann somehow managed to hold it in the entire two and a half hour last leg of the overall twenty-two hour flight. She didn’t go before they took off and intermittently throughout the lavatory-less trip, her fidgeting would sometimes bump a good deal of side belly into me. With both of our bags on either of my shoulders, I quickly saddled up next to her, slightly hoping it would happen again. We boarded a small shuttle bus and it took us to the terminal. As I got belly off the brain and onto my surroundings, I sighed happily as I took in the South Atlantic Ocean in the distance, the shore of the city of Salvador that hugged it, and all around me, the state of Bahia.

In between it and the city of Taubaté, I would encounter...the phenomenal bellies of Brazil.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Inside a clay brick house on the perimeter of Santo Amaro, my companion and I finished our preparations for what would be our first batch of data collection. I was conducting a research study and long story short, I needed this to be successful in order to get into a graduate program. I had a bachelor’s degree in hydrology and desired something I could use to brighten up my application for grad school. In the interest of not boring you, I’m getting this out of the way because even though it was a serious project, my whole experience would promptly turn into something else. At the same time, I should have known from the outset, this wasn’t going to be a simple trip for academic purposes. As I watched one of my oldest friends peel off her slightly milk-stained shirt—her big swollen breasts slapping down onto the salacious shelf of her rounded eminence—I was in for a sexual awakening like none other. In fact, a few of them.

“I...I can...still turn around if you want.” I nervously offered, turning my head to the side but side-eyeing her side belly anyways.

“...Turn on AC.” she bluntly requested, completely ignoring the stupid question.

I walked across the short length of the one-bedroom rental and flicked the unit on. As it whirred to life and blasted cool air into the space, I looked back at her, once again hooked to her beautifully huge belly. Instantly, I’m brought back to the year of 2008, when my ten-year old self had stumbled upon what would later be realized as my “pre-awakening”. I was a curious kid with a MySpace profile.

And I had stumbled upon a woman that likely started everything that led to this moment. It wasn’t necessarily a fully perverted find but even then, a seed had been planted. There was a photo of a peculiar pregnant woman from Brazil. She was as pretty, lean, and huge-bellied as Dyann was before me. I curtailed my search for the “biggest pregnant belly” and once I moved past her gorgeous pearly-white smile, my tiny eyes were similarly affixed to her nine-month belly. I had found exactly what I was looking for. And what kept that pristine ball of firm bronze flesh in my head for fifteen years was the cute bright pink skirt she wore underneath its foxy swell. Yes, it was a mini skirt and though it had not a prayer of covering any of her perfect sphere, the fabric did well to emphasize its almost unnaturally huge bulk. We weren’t talking about the cute “big as a house” exaggerations. This was a genuine overtly-large womb, looking as though she was expecting two big twins, when it was merely one. What sold its hugeness was that the rest of her physique was slim.

“Not feeling so heavy now? Maybe you should sit, lay down even, for this...” I suggested, only to be dismissed moreover.

“Cale-se.” she responded, telling me to shut my mouth.

I complied, knowing it was better for the both of us if I did. She didn’t even look at me as she impatiently gestured for me to take a seat at the small table. In carnal contrast, I couldn’t peel my eyes from her as I did, clearing my throat as I checked the video equipment.

“While you get...undressed, I’ll do a quick tech check.” I added, sitting down and looking at her through the lens of the camera.

“I’ll draw curtains. ...No pervertidas.” she grumbled, and made me extra nervous.

Not out of guilt. Maybe a little...but still, my attractive mate had reason to fear the prying eyes of perverted males...and females. She was a late bloomer and at age eighteen, a peeping jose was caught ogling at her in the shower one late night. Within a week, she was on a plane to my parent’s home in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

Nevertheless, that’s a recount for another time. The relevance was that it bled into my present uncomfortable yet pleased mood. While the man swiftly exited the scene once she screamed her head off, the event had a negative effect on her for a long time. So, it didn’t make me feel right about filming her. I was hesitant to press the record button my mouse cursor was breezing past and although I’m trying to be a gentleman, she didn’t have a need for it. Aside from agreeing to help me and taking the money my father gave to me to fund the venture, I had a hunch there was an ulterior motive somewhere.

“...And a sound check. Testing, testing, one-two-three. ...Say something.” I asked.

“...Belly. Big...belly.” she teased, seizing my horned regard.

It was three humble words but the lusty actions that accentuated each one elicited an equal reaction from me. With the first word, she had playfully slapped two palms to her naked orb. Then with a strutting face to the camera, the second followed with a thrust of her hips, her unbuttoned shorts drooping to entirely free the belly of any restraint. And with the last, a one-two slap of either palm.
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