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Our story begins nine months before the main event that will be the birth of the biggest and most numerous set of babies the city of London would ever see. In this moment we get a glimpse of the conception of such a bizarre and massive pregnancy. Alone in their top-floor apartment, the husband and wife known as Terra and Dennis Firma have just consummated the gestation. Although there’s a lot to say about any given maternity, especially the journey from conception to birth, this instance in time defined the deep love of their tale.

“Haa...haa...Terra...haa...I LOVE you so...haa...gosh darn much...” Dennis expressed in the comedown of their greatest sex yet.

“Ohhh...I love you too, honey. Don’t stop rubbing my belly. It’s the only thing distracting me...ahhh...from the pain. A...ahhh...good pain, though...so don’t cry.” Terra responded, firm yet appreciative.

“...Too...haaa...late.” he countered, his eyes puffy from the waterfall of tears streaming down his sweat-soaked face.

“Ohhh...ahhh...figured as much. You...ahhh...big baby. God, I’m lucky to have you.” she said, always needing to have the last word.

Presently, they were lying in their silk-wrapped bed and embracing each other with their fluid-soaked bodies. From the left, we had Dennis, an understanding, sensitive, and good-hearted man whose personality hugely betrayed his physicality. Eight feet tall, muscles the size of gods, and carrying a penis that could fill up a normal woman’s belly to appear nine-months with one, he was a hulking man that gave the impression he was cut out of a mountain. However, as he spooned with his wife, dwarfing her in bodily magnitude, his great lack of masculinity made him as small as a stuffed animal. Just the thought of being married to Terra was enough for him to cry on his own, but having just squirted gallons of cum into her, the assured consummation of a pregnancy was making him weep like a fountain.

“Ahhhh...” Terra expressed in pained moans, her hand afraid to touch the hugely distended state of her belly and instead rubbing the arm he had over the cum-brimming mound, “I know it’s...ahhh...been a while but bloody hell, honey, you were certainly engorged.”

Dennis wanted to massage his deflated aching balls but thinking he had hurt her with his gushing geyser of baby-making seed, his tears were squirting out over the ones flowing from his eyes. Despite the sensitivity of such a swollen belly, she reassured him with a soft stroking of her belly by guiding his hand with hers. In essence, this was a succinct snapshot of their marriage. Terra, the hardworking barrister, embodied her profession in her strong, professional, and sometimes irritable personality. A woman who took charge of every room she walked into, regardless of the setting or her current condition. Even as she laid with him, she sardonically wondered how she was going to explain away a belly that looked like she was carrying at least six already. Then, as she sat with her cum-inflated belly against the throbbingly sore pelvis of her partner, the proud woman realized she didn’t have to expound anything.

“Haha...haa...apologies to you, my love. I don’t know what came over me. In a...haa haa...vision of our future, I saw us with babies from floor to ceiling. ...I can feel you tensing up. ...Sorry, forget I said that. I’ll get the morning after pill...” Dennis quickly retreated.

As soon as he disconnected his hand from her belly, she immediately slapped it back onto her sloshing tum. “Now why would you go ahead and do that? You just said the most beautiful combination of words I've ever heard...and you expect me to not allow your wonderful little men to fertilize my gorgeous eggs? ...No. We’re becoming pregnant...and I don’t care if it makes me as big as this room. I want the inconvenience of a big pregnant belly. ...I want everyone to have work around it. ...I also want my whole family to see it.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Yes, correct, Grandma Ruth. ...No, the first floor community room. With how big she is, we couldn’t risk...uh-huh.” Dennis spoke.

He was speaking on the phone in the aforementioned community room. In fact, the whole space actually served as Terra’s room in general. The phone was one that was provided as a bedside accommodation in any of the regular rooms, and although the charges were crazy expensive, they could easily afford it. With his wife as a lawyer and him being a realtor, they never had to worry about money. Even if they were unemployed, they both came from respectable upper-class “new” money families. As told, he was speaking to the matriarch of his wife’s family, and despite being a successful woman herself, her advanced age saw her becoming more and more senile.

“Uh...yes, correct, Grandma Ruth. Uh...no, we’re in the first floor community room...” he repeated, restraining his annoyance.

“Just hang up, Dennis! I already told her driver where we are.” Terra insisted, not restraining her annoyance.

Meekly, as the shadow of his wife’s colossal form flashed over him, he put the phone back in its receiver. He felt it was rude but like with everything, Terra was right. As shown, she did boss him around, but since she was the most capable barrister in all of England, he relented to her prowess. And as soon-to-be shown also, they have a loving relationship. Even when she was more crabby than usual.

“Apologies, love. You are right, though. Yesterday, I was on the phone with her, having the same conversation for thirty minutes. I just feel bad for the old woman...” Dennis lamented, turning around to face his nine-months pregnant lover.

Although he’d been right by her side since he overfilled her belly with cum, the sight of her still took his breath away. He ignored all of the baby shower decorations she had painstakingly made him put up, and took in her rounded figure in its tall, spherical enormity. Used to being the tallest guy walking into any given room, he had trouble adjusting to his once average-sized wife now being over twice as tall as him. Clothing was hard to come by with a woman her size—and most notably, her shape—so a makeshift dress was fashioned out of what seemed like a shower curtain. In reality, Terra himself had stitched together two of the largest hospital gowns in the facility, and owing to her ingenuity, it was completely “passable” for the social event they were hosting. They’re waiting for the guests to arrive and Dennis didn’t know how he, much less all of them, would get past the entirety of the massive sphere her pregnancy had made of her.

“Uhhh...here we go again.” Terra groaned.

The amount of discomfort in her voice wasn’t enough to illustrate how much it actually was. With her head one more growth spurt away from touching the ceiling, her thirty-foot height made anyone in the vicinity stop to take in her immense form. To begin with that lovely head of hers, a strong face looking vexed from the abundance of activity happening across her vast belly, her blonde hair and blue eyes were the features one who noticed the least. Instead of her facial features, they would be perplexed by the complete absence of a neck to hold up that sturdy, beautiful noggin. Her womb had dominated her body so much that her chin, and everything below that facial line, was sunken into the center-top of her enormous stomach. The same went for the rest of her anatomy. Her hands and feet were poking out to the sides of her towering tummy, the limbs they were attached to utterly swallowed by the belly that wanted to take more and more of her physique. Forearms, elbows, thighs, and calves had been claimed by her unusual gestation.

“...Where?” Dennis simply inquired.

They had been dealing with this for so long that all the sweet husband had to do was ask the simple question to know where the kicks were causing the most pressure. Terra would’ve gladly rubbed the area herself, but alas, she had not an iota of reach.

“Right below my navel. Be quick about it, before they start arriving. I don’t need a million more...uhhh...questions to answer...” she lamented and rushed, her face red with a tinge of embarrassment but mostly anger.

She hated being helpless, so any sense of control she could grab onto was overcompensated with her crabbiness. As Dennis readily stood before her, his eyes level with just above her navel, he rubbed the epicenter of the numerous powerful-looking kicks. They were his babies, after all. So their robust size was no surprise, and he loved their little limbs punching and kicking him, sometimes hurting.

“...We can cancel if you like. With you so close to birth, this was probably a bad idea anyways.” Dennis said with regret.

The baby shower was his idea and although he knew that she loved having the commanding attention of her family, being up close to these countless kicks and the cramped pressure they must cause from filling her figure up made him reconsider.

-I swear I can feel them touching every goddamn rib bone I have...- Terra confirmed inside her head.

She looked down at him and for a split-second considered the cancellation. Part of her wanted to be left alone with only him, but knowing that he was attempting another of his sweet gestures made her relent. She shook her head no, the limited range of movement shown with the wealth of depressed flesh surrounding her lower face. She had the same range with her limbs, closing the digits.

“No, it’s fine, you big sweetie. I...uhhhhhh...” she confirmed, overtaken by a flurry of kicks.

Dennis stopped rubbing to crane his head in every possible direction. Right, left, up, and down, the great sphere of his wife’s pregnant belly was alight with the activity of their hundreds of babies. Attempting to soothe the increased activity, Terra pointlessly re-opened her closed hands and with all of her mental might, strained to move them forward. But her belly wouldn’t allow it. Her womb had been stretched to capacity
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