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“Pregnant women’s status in society somehow elevates from ordinary to extraordinary with every centimetre their belly grows.”

—An American describing being pregnant in Brazil.
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Hidden in the mangrove trees of Maragogipe, another small municipality in the Brazilian state of Bahia, my very pregnant friend and I approached a thatched house. It was maybe seventy-five degrees out yet the humidity of the swamp-like atmosphere had both of us drenched in perspiration. I felt disgusted of course, but the cheap white t-shirt Dyann wore made her look like a glistening goddess of pregnancy. Her black-brown locks were tied in a messy ponytail that flowed along the taut-looking bra of hers. I was infatuated with the fat mounds her breasts had become, and satisfied with the slight amount of side boob I would sneak a glance at while she turned to move through the bushes, I moved down to the new love of my fetish life. From my own personal measurement, I knew her big round belly of babies was ninety-three inches in circumference. I was also there for the intimate and enthralling sight of the last eighteen inches being added to it. It occurred just last night, and I couldn’t get over the big of it, much less its rapid emergence.

“Is it me...heh heh...or is it getting hotter?” I let out in a moderate whisper.

“Cale-se.” Dyann curtly whispered back.

Telling me to shut up had become her go-to phrase, and I honestly deserved it. If you’re following me from the “Subject 1” entry I made, then you should know I’m a pretty nervous fella. Dyann and I are the same age, but she had been in the real world more than my college-sheltered butt for the past five years. So, I hadn’t learned the unwritten societal rule of silence is golden. I had to constantly fill the air with talk and with how I must have annoyed her on the day-long air flights to here, no wonder it was becoming her catchphrase. I think the more important question at the minute was why I was more out-of-breath than she was. And which was virtually none. She was sweating but not as profusely as me. In actuality, her physicality matched her general attitude—unbothered and seamlessly sexy. As we crept toward the first step up to the wooden shack, I’m hesitant to call it a shack because that usually painted a poor picture. While the country of Brazil was a rising global power, it had the same problems as any major nation. Against the grain, this place was well-kept.

“It is...heh...getting hotter...” I insisted, attempting to ground myself to my slipping reality.

The extraordinary way Dyann’s belly expanded yesterday was flagrantly fresh on my mind and eyes, considering the latter couldn’t stop locking onto it as it swayed in the middle of her slender body, as though she was unhindered by it. I was trained in science and how it happened was maternally mystical. It behaved like a pregnancy in every sense, except when it obviously didn’t, and would somehow...proliferate. I say that hesitatingly because although I was positively looking at a bigger pregnant belly, I’m not sure exactly what was growing inside her. It could be normal healthy babies, maybe more of them, or some seriously weird form of “water weight”. I didn’t know and here shortly, it would only get weirder. As with most things, it was a combination of all three, plus more.

“Cale...se.” Dyann repeated, but this time making sure I listened.

She did it in the most appropriate, attention-grabbing method possible. The two and a half foot breadth of her bulbous belly was forthwith pressed into my short waist, her bigger mound seemingly eclipsing my lean body. She emphasized “cale” with that move.

“...I h-hear you.” my low, shivering vocals acknowledged.

The emphasized “se” was followed with a move that hadn’t ended, almost becoming...intimate? With the breadth of her belly still pressed into mine, she reached around my waist and pulled me in for a tight, sexually overwhelming embrace. Beforehand, only the slightly flat front of its spherical mass was against me. But with this salacious squeeze, the entire lower half of my lower torso, and a good deal of my crotch and upper thighs, was encompassed by the warmest sphere of flesh I had ever felt. Moreover, she was rocking its inviting heap in a slow, right to left rotation. My insides screamed in minor discomfort but were nullified by a wave of lust that poured over me as she kept pressing, swaying, and gripping me harder into the hottest hug a blossomed belly-lover like me could ask for.

From the outset of this, she’d almost comically looked at me with stern earnesty, but toward the last couple of sexy sways, her eyes briefly rolled back in pleasure of dominating me with such a huge belly. As always, she kept her true feelings and intentions confusing by disconnecting and proceeded forward like none of it just happened. My half-swollen yet not erect penis said it all for me.

“...! Não atire! It’s me!” Dyann first squealed, then subsequently shifted into panic.

I didn’t know the translation, but I’m ninety-nine percent sure it was “don’t shoot”. The reason being the twelve-gauge shotgun pointing outside the window. I could see a tall, rounded silhouette behind the long weapon and my first guess was confirmed with the door next to it being kicked open. With the firearm coming out first, I lost my breath as I carnal-blinked until a five-foot-eleven woman was behind the massive belly my already soaked neurons tried to block out. I tried to look away but with Dyann’s own big tum to the right of my scattered vision, I was “forced” to take in someone’s belly. But the belly of who I would soon know as my companion’s sister was a commanding sight. I felt more dominated by just taking it than by the recent direct contact I had with the half-as-big one. Her sibling was a beautiful female with wild crimped blonde hair, a thick bottom lip pouting at us, and clothed in the same dress she had on in the photo I saw this morning. It tautly conformed to the wieldy womb before her, making her belly look bigger than it actually was.

“This...Tad?” the sister cautiously implored in broken English.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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After an uncomfortable yet somehow highly sexual introduction to one another, I came to know the massively big woman was called “Marcia”. Her name meant “warlike” and she was proud enough to tell me that, despite her behavior saying that plainly enough. I had finished installing the AC fifteen minutes ago and refused to move from my spot in front of it. What I said earlier wasn’t mere conjecture. It was getting hotter the closer we got to the shack and the source was none other than the brazen older sibling of Dyann. It was becoming apparent that abrasiveness ran in their family...and having unusually large pregnancies too. Although, I knew better, because this was exactly why I was supposedly here. I began to doubt that at this part of the academic trip, seeing as things were becoming progressively strange. One of the weirdest moments was right around the corner, though. As I stared at the two huge-bellied sisters conversing in their native tongue, I was about to become forcibly “intimate” with the much bigger of them also.

“...Bicho-papão.” I heard Dyann say.

I latched onto the phrase because in the half-hour we’d been here, they had stated it several times. The language was starting to come to me, but every human being spoke the language of emotions. They uttered this term with barely disguised vitriol.

“Bicho...papão.” I softly repeated into the language application I downloaded to my phone.

The results turned up as “glutton creature” and ominously, “boogeyman”. Instantly, I thought of the inciting incident that pretty much got us started on this long strange trip of mystery. Like I explained in my last journal, she’d been living in Pittsburgh with my family for the last five years, and that was because of a man getting a peek at her in the shower while she was here in Brazil. And in full circle horror, the same thing ended up happening to her roughly five months ago. In a creepy rendition, another peeping tom snuck at a peak at her bathing at my childhood home. I know because I saw part of it happening.

The voyeur had crept past my window while scaling up the house to the second-floor bathroom. I never got a good look at the perpetrator but I did catch a side-look look at their features. Of course, this was from my window, so I only saw her from the top up. I figured she was female because of her incredibly large breasts heaving up and down as she ran away. Their medium-cut black hair mostly obscured their face but I do remember them wearing ocean blue lipstick. As demonstrated, Dyann was tight-lipped about the whole thing, and made me swear to not tell anyone else. I didn’t.

“Tad!” the mysterious pregnant devil spoke.

I turned around to see her approaching me, her belly out, exposed, and arched to me in total carnal manipulation. It was going to work. Last time she got me to initially agree to this whole affair, she wasn’t even pregnant yet. However, I was watching an episode of Masters of Sex where a woman gives birth to quadruplets, so even then, the spell of big pregnant bellies was used against me. As her belly swelled in these last months, she was grooming me without an ounce of resistance or realization from me. Even now as I put it all together, I wasn’t mad. I would’ve agreed, no matter what. Belly or not, she’s my friend, and I wanted to help her. I’m in over my head but I’m starting to get the feeling she was too. I know this now, because tonight, things we’re not only getting intimate, but also thorny.

“Yes?” I replied, standing up so her wide under-belly wouldn’t fully indoctrinate me.

“I’m...leaving.” she began, almost looking sheepish as she put her arms behind her back and further arching her back so her belly was as close as it could get as she stopped a short foot from me, “Just for
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