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-I guess that's what you call...this. My 'walk of fame'. I can't say I blame 'em. Just look at me. I'm absolutely...massive.- she trailed off. The low key euphoric woman was thinking of the exceedingly round focus of her and everyone else’s regard. Her name was Joanna Burke and she had just stepped into the highly engrossing and tempting process of awakening her pregnancy fetish. Most called her by the cute nickname of “Joanie” and lately, “huge”. The latter comes in twenty different variations, and not in the regular whispering behind her back manner. That was occurring but not as much as the other physiological activation happening in her overly fertile body. Currently, it should be considered as another day for the sophomore university student, with her unconcealed tum strolling down the hallway of the main wing. At this questionable stage in her childbearing, she referred to her abdomen as its own person, seeing as it was getting to the point where there was as much belly as there was herself. That was a bit of an exaggeration but with the concurrent triggering of her midsection fixation and the rare occurrence known as “superfetation”, the diminutive gal would be there in no time flat.

“I swear she’s bigger than she was yesterday...” one female passerby correctly assumed. Rude indeed, but as remarked, it was hard to ignore the mound jutting twenty-two inches in front of her. She knew the exact measurement because like the packed corridor, her unusual gestation had become the center of her world. How Joanna got here was a tale as old as time. Woman meets man. They fall in love and a couple of missed doses of birth control later, she was knocked up to the rafters. Beforehand, she was a wallflower, but mostly due to her four foot, eight inch stature. Burke was as introverted as they come so the gradual increasing of eyes on her was a jarring experience...at first. She couldn’t avoid the busy regularities of education, therefore hiding wasn’t an option. Especially in her peculiar gravid condition. Every day, the art student had no choice but to put on her typical grunge ensemble and let fellow classmates or the general populace take in the burgeoning belly. All seventy, sightly inches of its immaculately formed circumference—begging to grow.

“I like your skirt!” another rando complimented, throwing her off. This would happen sometimes and it would go down the same way every time. The stranger would initially grease the wheels with some flattery and then use that to segue into the two questions they were desperate to ask. She saw this one practicing it and instead of her usual “thanks” and continuing on with her day, she did this:

“I-I don’t know how far along I am or...how many. ...Bye.” she blurted out. The red-faced shorty ducked into a nearby bathroom, planning her funeral as she waddled to a stall, finding extra embarrassment when she remembered the nearly two-foot width of her big belly wouldn’t make it past the door. She accepted defeat right there, glancing to her left and taking in the reflection that pervaded her existence. Naturally, she was regarding barely half of her swollen pregnant profile but even the olive tip of the “iceberg” was enough to paint the picture of her hugeness. Joanie became one of the crowd, fascinated by the whole pretty painting of her physical bearing.

“Not...bad?” Burke beheld, surprised she spoke it out loud. Truth is, she had already admitted to her developing fondness of it, albeit inwardly. She constantly lived in her mind but at this point, she was outwardly present, soaking up every curve of the trio of orbs. The entranced lass started her careful inspection with an adjustment of the dark slouch beanie on her head of wavy purple locks. She then assessed the secondary perk of motherhood, using one hand to even out the fabric of her black shirt, and not complaining about expanding out of her bra weeks ago. It was not only sensually freeing but also appeasing to have a greater bust in general, slightly proud they filled virtually a bisection of the pullover’s space. The enamoring of that alone made the strap of her backpack droop off her delicate shoulder. Joanie took a look around before securing it to her moderately green hoodie-jacket combo and then trying to suppress a flush when she pulled on the pinching band of the aforementioned skirt. “Dang, I had to forget it today. Then again...”

“It” being the blue wrap she normally wore over the plaid garment. She didn’t have much of a rear end so the material acted as a layer of warmth and as a makeshift fastener. However, the real issue wasn’t with her slim backside, rather with the overwhelming belly at the forefront. Thus far, the outstretched womb had been spared any unseemly stretch marks. She couldn’t say the same for the clothes in dispute, her brown irises noting the bottom curvature of her stomach causing the top hem of the lower dress to forcibly sag by the sheer corpulence of it. Ms. Burke could resume grumbling about this and that but one thing was becoming steadily apparent. This string of thoughts and observations was the epiphany in of itself. The people outside had never noticed her before but they certainly did now. She could attribute it all to her short girl complex but an inadvertent “solution” had literally tipped the scales in the complete opposite direction. They were giving her attention and though it was principally superficial marvel at her midriff, she wanted...more of it.

“Hm?” she noted. As if a metaphysical being had heard her sincere plea, the wish was granted, the threads of her clothes audibly shifting with a minor enlargement of her belly. As it further dominated her petite frame, the mirror caught her frown curling into a smirk.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“S-Super...” the short-winded male squeezed out, gasping for air and hurriedly exhaling the other half of the word while he had the chance, “...fetation? This is some weird sex talk—”

The manic sentence was disrupted with the low end of her fixed jackhammering of his nether region, her humongous paunch pounding words, oxygen, and sense out of him. When she wasn’t engaging in informative dirty talk or calling him by his sex nickname, Joanie otherwise had a healthy relationship with her boyfriend, an ordinary fella named Rocco Moltisanti. He was also the most patient—and physically resilient—man she had ever known. It was steamily evidenced by the fun activity that got them in this crazy mess to begin with. The tall, long-torsoed guy was waist to chest buried in belly, the forepart of the extensive twenty six inch mass encroaching on his pectoral muscles. His six-foot-three height afforded her the pleasantness of looking at his sweet face—over the lengthy bend of her bodacious bank. Despite that, the identical width of it made his own slenderness obvious. And coupled with the weight of an unknown amount of young, he didn’t appear as the giant that could spoon her formerly little body.

“You wanted ‘total transparency’ in our relationship? You got it.” she responded, multitasking by moaning and resuming her enlightening riding of his immersed manhood with, “Basically, I can get pregnant while already...being pregnant.”

It was important to be honest with your significant others, but the socially awkward Joanie could use a lesson in timing. Internally, she was realizing this and decided to end her inopportune admittance, eager for his reaction. Through their presently mingled connection, she was in a position to feel any immediate body language from him. The anticipation of it was nerve wracking but the perceived blunder wasn’t slowing her hefty, baby-stuffed roll. It felt more “freeing” than anything else, the sexually renaissanced Burke turned on by the reality of the circumstance. The doctor at campus health services was both leery and curious of her unnatural bodily state. Nonetheless, the second interest had won and with a few intensive ultrasounds, they confirmed the exponential certainty. They didn’t get a second to inform her of the brood size before she bolted out of the office and bound her belly-crazed self to the arms of Rocco, wanting more and more. As their grunts and groans filled the topical silence, she got her answer, peeling an eyelid to see him mustering a manic breath.

“Really? That’s actually pretty...h-holy!” he creaked, letting the quickening waves of ecstasy pass and finishing, “pretty...uh...cool.”

She shuddered with blissful delight and then removed herself from him, maneuvering her fantastic bulk to where she was laying on her back. For a brief instant, she swore that he had given the passing underside of her great belly a kiss and wondered if this spelled out his approval of the multiplying phenomenon. Rocco was in the lulling pleasurable
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