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In the darkness of the small European apartment, passionate moans and bed-creaking softly filled the erotic yet natural ambiance. The mattress, stripped of most of its bedding, was heavily occupied by one of the largest pregnant bellies imaginable. A single candle was burning, giving off just the right amount of light to take in every inch of the bronzed, glistening mass. The overbearing outgrowth was as wide as it was long, jutting a broad three feet in front of the sweet-groaning female. Her name was Adira and at this very moment, her belly was her sole obsession. She couldn’t caress the sleek surface of the sphere fast enough, smiling at the thought of the two-hundred growing children compacted inside. Approximately three weeks back, the man underneath it had impregnated her with the highly special brood. His name was Darby and at any juncture of this scarcely credible affair, the inundating womb could have been viewed as “calling” to him. Their relationship, as unnatural as it sounded, was built across six centuries of carefully-crafted maneuvering. And that history had now culminated with this enormous round gut—made from the perfect union of Yehle and Lawler.

“I love you!” Adira Yehle cried, in between her heavenly whimpers.

“I...love...you!” Darby Lawler returned, amidst each fleeting opportunity to suck air.

The lovers were made in fate and the many intangible hands that pushed them to each other were quietly observing, sometimes right below their nose. Despite Adira trying to drown herself in the pure but animalistic lovemaking, her anxious soul wouldn’t let recent events swerve to the wayside. She gripped the edges of the bedframe behind her, focusing on the hard gyrations of her thick hips—aptly applying more pressure. The upswing certainly got Darby’s attention but failed in wholly distracting her. Not even half an hour ago, she had come back from an enthralling trip to the past. The God of Male Pregnancy, the mysterious orchestrator of this month-long journey, had her swinging to and from multiple locations. The latest setting was more out-of-the-ordinary than usual. Not only had GMP shown her the marvel of actual time travel, but he had also more or less revealed her purpose in this enigmatic gambit. His celestial niece, the young Goddess of Belly Fetishes, was on the verge of dying and the reasoning was something she was struggling to wrap her saturated brain around. Yehle glanced at her massive bulge, incapable of comprehending the size of GBF’s one billion-unit pregnancy.

-She’s literally five million times more pregnant than I am. ...She should have been dead at conception. Eee, that’s morose. Don’t think of that. ...Think of the gargantuan belly she must have by now. That’s actually...pretty hot.- she inwardly regarded. The lusty picture that thought conjured put her on the express lane to climaxing, not realizing that Darby had already cummed twice. Her belly-smothered boyfriend mustered up a third anyways, overcome from the initial abruptness of this intimate session. Similar to their converging orgasms, the twisting and turning paths they had respectively gone down had become one. Much like the one-hundred million energized sperm colliding into an equal amount of eggs in her fallopian tubes. The instant the little guys entered her uterus, they had become supercharged by the god energy GMP had Anointed her with. While this was the basis for her initial conception, something different was happening this time. The various persons she had encountered over the preceding weeks had exposed her to an overwhelming amount of the aforementioned energy, otherwise known as “Points”. In essence, this power was permitting a large-scale impregnation.

“Woah!! ...OOH!!!!” Adira bellowed, her brawny frame pulsing. The golden light she had intermittently witnessed briefly flashed, causing the majority of her big-bellied torso to shine. Darby was expressing his worriment but the utterances were muffled under the brightly-glowing protrusion. Understandably, neither of them didn’t understand what was occurring. That aspect was always relative, natheless, the partners both intuitively sensed the unstated danger of this phenomenon. Sadly, the couple was about to find out that the danger was all around them. Instantaneously, the yellow vibrancy disappeared, along with the gleam of the candle.

“GET DOWN!” a commanding, feminine voice ordered. Without rhyme or reason, Adira and Darby automatically obeyed the order. They couldn’t explain it but the mortals felt compelled to trust the words spoken using the tongue of the gods. Their bodies weren’t being controlled but the profound effect it had on them mentally was briskly demonstrated. Yehle unhooked herself from his member and in sprightly succession, turned her gravid form to the left side of the high-standing bed and grabbed him by his skinny arm. The two-and-a-half-foot high point of the furniture was appreciated, especially since it gave them plenty of cover to dodge the arrow piercing the wall above their heads. Naturally, the expectant parents used their anatomies to protect her belly from the unseen attacker. She noticed that Lawler was quick to put his body in front of the stomach that was much wider than he was, hugging her cranium with shaky hands. Looking up, she could see the terror in his olive-green eyes. “Leave, you ‘Charmed’ fool. Your mortal weapon can not pierce the skin of a goddess. I didn’t wait over six hundred years just to squander my time on a zealot of that goddamn witch.”

Adira looked to her right to see a shining golden-green aura radiating off a womanly company. Even from her sideways profile, Yehle could immediately ascertain that she was an attractive possibly expecting entity. As alluring as the goddess appeared, Yehle could also see that she was suffering from an affliction that looked relatively familiar to her. A cursory memory of GMP crying in pain as his belly shrank was evoked, recognizing the condition happening to this red-haired figure. Evidently, the boldly-speaking savior of theirs was having a much worse bout of it. The fiery mane was greying and the little clothes she had on—consisting of a medieval-style tube top and short pants—were tattered and frayed. Her mostly uncovered body was phasing in and out of existence, the small curve of her belly shrinking faster than any part of the contracting but stern-looking individual. Darby, sensing her movement, completely ignored the female and looked in the direction of the other intruder. As soon as he laid eyes on them, Lawler uttered, “It’s you again!!”

Confused, she looked past him, and thanks to the brilliant radiance of their protector, she was able to make out the crossbow-wielding character standing before an open window. They loaded their second bolt into the weapon by pulling the foregrip forward and back, putting their sunglassed-face behind the red-dot sight, and aiming the laser at the right side of the entity’s chest. Their straight hair was as black as the nondescript clothing they were in—decked in a tactical vest, an unzipped hooded jacket, and cargo pants. Adira studied their visage, noticing they have darker skin than she has—further discerning a wideset mouth, a gold septum ring, and looking lower, a full-term-sized belly. The androgynous appearance added to the shadowy, brooding posture. Coupled with the inky storm clouds blotting out the high-noon sun, the situation had reached the greatest levels of dire in no time flat. Before she could react, Yehle watched the normally peaceful Lawler jump onto the bed and using the momentum, propelled himself at the assailant.

“Fuck off.” the shade-wearing person snipped. Their next action happened so swiftly that if Adira wasn’t an Anointed, she wouldn’t have the capability of perceiving the superhuman reflex of the heavy-accented trespasser. Despondently, she had to observe the distressing unfolding of Darby being violently struck with a hard-hitting punch to his abdomen. The strike occurred when Lawler was still in mid-air so the curbed velocity sent his slender anatomy careening to a bookcase, and then plopping onto the floor with a pained howl. Yehle was frozen, her impulse to smash the brains of the killer and to also safeguard the babies putting her in a state of inaction. Lucky for her, she had another pregnant deity in her corner. The black-haired unknown aimed their crossbow at the same target and fired. The staticky image of the redheaded woman allowed her to dodge the arrow, using the opening to clear the distance betwixt them by dashing right at them, her emaciated mitts going for the ranged weapon and trying to wrestle it from them. “You too...Damona.”

Their harsh utterings supplemented the intimidating air they gave off and was compounded when the seemingly ordinary human proved they undoubtedly weren’t by effortlessly kicking her to the floor, reloading their launching device, and firing a bolt into the middle of her ample chest. As the wounded celestial cried out, the assailant spat out an angry curse in their Spanish-like language and jacked in a third projectile
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