

  [image: Cover]




Avery Lorraine

Satisfying Belly


A Weight Gain Erotica





  
    First published by Pierson|Owens|Depew 2025

  

  Copyright © 2025 by Avery Lorraine


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Avery Lorraine asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Avery Lorraine has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  
    Cover Art: @fullerthanever/Tumblr


  

  
    Second edition

  

  
    
      ISBN: 978-1-7362401-9-9
      
    

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  






  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Belly was growing, expanding, getting wider with each mouthful Steve ate. The syrup oozed down his naked chest and trickled down Belly, creating a sticky river of pleasure all the way to the belly button.

More! Give me More!

Steve was eating as fast s he could, but he somehow shoved more food into his mouth. The crumbs of Doritos showered over him. He inhaled some, choking a little which only added to his arousal.

He grasped Belly as he coughed, enjoying the intense jiggling. Belly was bouncing between his legs, rubbing along his nine-inch manhood.

Then he came.

The coughing stopped with a loud burp, and Steve sighed in ecstasy.

Steve and Belly were completely satisfied.

“That was amazing!” Steve moaned.

Yes! That was amazing! 

Belly loved dreaming.

Steve emerged from the depths of sleep, the ghosts of images from the last dream slowly drifting out of sight. It was an amazing dream; he could tell based upon the ever-growing bulge in his boxer briefs. While he couldn’t remember the dream, he remembered the feeling of the man’s hairy chest rubbing against his, while the large hairy hands gently stroked his immaculate manhood.

The bulge between his legs reached its peak, straining beneath the tight cotton fabric and practically screaming to be released from its prison.

Steve adjusted his hips, but that didn’t help. His poor member was growing painful and he could feel it bending under the pressure of the underwear. This was agitated even more so by Steve’s other pride and joy wobbling gently beneath his pecs, which pulled the fabric even tighter and gave him a rug burn.

Placing one hand on Belly to steady Him, Steve reached underneath and freed himself from the Fruit of the Loom prison. Immediate relief flooding through him, and he was suddenly reminded of how hungry his old 9mm was. He slowly stroked it, caressing it carefully with the tips of his nails. Tingles flooded through his legs and down through his toes, and his calves twitched with delight. A smile carved into his face and he was just enjoying the moment.

Then with his other hand he started rubbing Belly, caressing Him in circular strokes, like Mr. Miyagi taught. Wax on, wax off. He started at the top of his diaphragm and slowly rubbed down the left side, cradling beneath the belly button where a baby’s head would be. Wax on, wax off.

Ahh, to carry a baby, Steve thought, that would be the greatest feeling. To have a life growing inside you, churning and kicking you uncomfortable and growing bigger, stretching your skin to its limits and then some. Food could only do it so much, and even then, it only lasted for a few hours, but a baby would last a complete nine months…

The smile on his face grew bigger, as did Belly when he stretched Him. The skin beneath his left hand hardened, and he pressed against it just to feel the resistance. 9mm hardened to its peak and Steve could feel the veins pulse. He stopped tickling it with his right hand and rubbed his hardened Belly with both hands, reveling in the fantasy of being pregnant. He then remembered the feeling of the hairy man from his dream and envisioned him rubbing his back and hips, pressing against his butt. Steve imagined the man’s hands tracing over Belly, and the three of them were just in perfect ecstasy.

Steve breathed slowly and deeply, practically climaxing without really touching himself. 9mm was pulsating, moving by itself and begging to be shot. Steve released his hands from Belly and grasped himself, one on the trigger and the other on his balls, which also were pulsating and begging to be released. He could feel them turn blue even as he was reaching for them, and he could hear their silent screams for mercy.

He massaged his balls while stroking himself, at first slowly but then gradually picking up speed. He could feel his butt muscles twitch as the precum trickled out of 9mm, and pure joy and ecstasy filled his body. His chest was warm with passion and his heart beat with seduction.

Belly, however, was feeling neglected. He had been happening more frequently lately, with the spans between meals getting shorter and shorter and the need for touch becoming more and more constant.

I’m hungry, Steve. Feed me.

Steve had just hit his rhythm and was gradually edging himself, hoping to prolong this feeling for as long as possible. To paraphrase Dean Martin, “I feel sorry for the people who don’t do this, cause when you get up, that’s the best you’re going’ to feel all day.”

Steve!

Irritated, he then slowed down but didn’t completely stop. “C’mon. I need this for me. I spend all kinds of time with you.”

But you haven’t spent time with me today.

“I will, but just give me some time. I just woke up. Please!” He resumed his previous speed, but already the initial high had worn off, but was still very present. His balls were still silently screaming for mercy.

Steve, this is for us.

Ignoring Belly, Steve continued, rubbing faster and faster. He squeezed his balls, feeling the rush of adrenaline flow straight to his brain. Sweat poured down his forehead and he could feel the pillow beneath him grow cold and wet. While the image was no longer clear in his mind, the feelings were very much real.

His entire five-foot nine-inch frame jiggled, but most prominently Belly, and that exacerbated the tickling and tingling rush. He could feel climax was only seconds away.

Steve, can you share?

His face twitched, uncomfortable with the distraction and desperately trying to focus on the fantasy. He was so close; it would be wonderful!

C’mon Steve, please?

At first Steve was resentful, wanting to do something just for himself, and by himself, for once. But then he remembered how much Belly did add to the experience, even though it came with a hefty price.

Deciding to make the best of two worlds, Steve started thrusting his hips, which jiggled Belly even more and forced Him to rub 9mm as well. Sheer joy, better than KY could ever provide, rushed through Steve, and he just rode the ride. Belly was soon jiggling on his own, taking things into its own hands and running the show, rubbing 9mm vigorously as well Steve’s hands. Soon the pleasure flowing through him became almost unbearable with both Belly and his hand. Steve let go of his dick and placed his hand on Belly, jiggling it more and making it rub even harder along 9mm.

That was exactly what Belly wanted, all of the attention on Him and nothing else, and He was going to get it in any way He could!

A trickle of sweat leaked down Steve’s forehead, and he could feel that he was almost There. Belly was jiggling the fastest yet, even starting to rub Steve’s palm raw. This was the precursor to the best feeling ever.

Then, like magic blasting into one’s life, it came, and Steve was finally on the plateau of ecstasy. His skin puckered with goosepimples and he felt a rushing chill surge through his body. Flames of passionate desire rushed through his chest and Belly, filling his entire being with warm and genuine pleasure.

“This is the best feeling ever!” The smile on his face was wide and content, and he stopped rocking his hips. Both of his hands flopped on the bed and he just exhaled, completely spent and self-fulfilled. The breath escaped his chest faster than he could breathe as he tried to calm his fast-beating heart. He was feeling hot, naturally, but it was almost uncomfortable.

Belly, however, had other plans, and stopping wasn’t one of them. He kept wiggling and jiggling even though Steve stopped moving, and in the process was still rubbing out 9mm. Try as he might to slow down and catch his breath, Steve just kept feeling the rush of pleasure coming from between his legs, completely absorbing his attention and being.

Just before it was getting uncomfortable and Steve was about to lose breath, Belly finally stopped and the arousal finally ceased. Steve was a complete heap of sweaty, satisfied pleasure.

Belly came to a rest and settled down.

Now that is the best feeling ever! 








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




In the kitchen, Steve was preparing his breakfast, which was going to be so large that he needed to use two microwaves. It was the weekend, so why not splurge a little? As the aroma of the heating food filled the small apartment kitchen, his nostrils were tickled with ecstasy. Another large smile appeared on his face and he gently grasped Belly with both hands, rubbing it slowly and with love.

The smell of breakfast intensified. Belly was getting excited. Mmm, that smells so good.

“Doesn’t it?” Steve waddled to the two working microwaves and rested Belly on the counter, so both could get as much of the smell as possible. Blueberries and maple syrup and bacon wafted near them, driving them to near climax already. Steve could feel himself getting hard and thrust his himself against the counter, slowly humping it.

Belly moaned. C’mon Steve! I can’t hold it!

Steve smiled, enjoying the taunt. “Just a few more seconds.” He rubbed Belly gently as he looked at the microwaves; One read one minute fifteen seconds and the other read one minute twelve.

Belly was growing impatient, the smells flooding the room just too much to bear. Steve!

He had closed his eyes at this point, enjoying the slow hump against the counter. He could feel the pleasure flow through him, and it was intensified by the aphrodisiacal aromas surrounding him. One of his hands moved up from his belly and started rubbing his nipple, adding to the ecstasy, while the other slowed down rubbing Belly. Soon that hand started making its way towards Steve’s crotch.

Belly felt abandoned. Steve! I want to play with you too!

Just as Steve was about to grasp 9mm, the first microwave went off, followed by the second one. Steve was snapped out of his self-pleasure trance. He gently tapped Belly. “Alright, it’s ready. I just need to take it out of the microwave first.”

No, Steve! Let’s finish rubbing out. C’mon, we were just having fun!

Steve thought about it for a moment. Though he was highly tempted, he shook his head. “No, it’s too soon. We have to save some for Boyfriend!”

He gently tapped Belly again and proceeded to set the table.

Belly was not happy. The boyfriend, Cal, had been getting in the way of everything lately, taking all of Steve’s attention away that belonged to Belly. It was even more frustrating that Cal had absolutely loved Belly, and was the one to spend the most time adoring Him. That meant Steve had even less time for Him, and didn’t get a much pleasure from Him as he used to. It was almost as though Steve didn’t need Belly anymore.

Belly’s frustrations disappeared once Steve sat down at the table for breakfast. Before them was an immense feast, large enough to feed a high school football team. There was so much food that the table was not even
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