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A worn paddle brush rakes a tuft of straight amber hair. The healthy locks are shiny in the reflection of the bathroom mirror. Above the unorganized counter was the head of Daria Regel, a half Russian, half Jewish female living on the city limits of Saint Petersburg. The second-largest city in Russia was home to the nineteen-year-old and the rest of her uniquely fertile background. Having said that, she was an anomaly, even in their household. At the same time, the four-foot-ten girl was judged as having a typical attitude for a youth her age. She was insecure, confused, and self-conscious. The hindmost was applied to how others examined her actions.

It couldn't be attributed to her physical appearance, though. The past two months showed significant progress with that—feeling more comfortable in her skin with each passing day. Although, it was a double-edged sword. The reasoning behind the confidence in her beauty was why she feared what others would say as well. Chiefly if it came from her Hebrew mother, Victoria. She finished fixing her shoulder-length mane, setting the implement aside, and picking up her smartphone. An application with a numbered list was closed and the photo gallery was brought up, tapping on an album titled "First Pregnancy".

She scrolled through the photos until she landed on one a bystander took of her at the bus stop. Daria was sitting down, wearing a red t-shirt and cut-off jean shorts. In the photograph, she was adjusting her earbuds and cradling the huge pregnant belly that contained nine fetuses. She was about six months along and looked somber, unsure of how she was going to handle taking care of nonuplets. It was a fear she was regularly battling, albeit in a lesser sense. A rush of titillation came over her as she prepared to look at the next photo. This arousal was relatively new, developing as a result of how sizeable she got before popping. The sexual awakening was, in many ways, the inception of everything she was attempting to balance. It was perhaps there before getting knocked up the first time.

Her thumb swiped left and the image of the nine-month mark was enough to make her white cotton panties damp. It was a cropped snapshot of her at the stop shelter but in a bikini and sunhat. The swimwear was extraneous, her blue eyes dilating when gawking at the enormous stomach she had. The protrusion took up a majority of her lithe body. The sphere was so large, it was a wonder that she was able to stand in those culminating weeks. "The doorframes didn't stand a chance..." she whispered.

It was mostly thanks to her intriguing pool of genetics. The women that held the Regel surname were known for their extraordinary fruitfulness. Multiples were common, most of them capable of getting impregnated from one round of sloppy sex. It wasn't unheard of for the females to get their tubes tied after their first gestation. They came from money, so it was mandatory to limit the number of offspring. That came to a head with her mother's generation, who had sixteen brothers and sisters. The wealth fizzled out with it being evenly distributed to them. She never saw any of it, her Mom hoarding the share that was received decades ago.

She was careful to spend it after a run-in with a man that Daria called her father. He was a con man, seeking to inseminate Victoria in a long game to get his hands on her stash. Long story short, the scheme was uncovered and they never heard from him again. She never met him, exclusively knowing what she physically inherited from the skeevy procreator. The pure-blooded Russian was blessed with a compact physicality, in spite of being five feet in height. She was grateful to have the unnatural brawn, predominantly because of the nature of her second pregnancy. Her eighth week had begun today and with all regards, she hoped the winds of fortune would keep blowing.

"I hope this will teach you a lesson." the memory of Victoria's speech forebodingly warned.

After she gave birth, the mother gave her a rented house and paid for the first two months. It was an unexpected succor during a time when she had severe anxiety about providing for the infants. Nonetheless, it didn't solve what would happen after those sixty days were up. In her gut, there was a very big answer to that. Fifty days ago, she was approached by a surrogacy agency. A cute sterile couple had employed her high-wielding womb.

She accepted, but botched the results. While she would produce multiples, Daria took it upon her little self to raise the bar. With a whopping amount of unnecessary fertility drugs and some IVF, you had a uterus that was testing the limits of reality. She didn't tell the surrogate family about her fecund capabilities and amplified with the aforementioned, created a perfect storm of belly proliferation.

"Urgh." she let out, trying to move. With this unbelievable mound, careful maneuvers had to be executed. She was looking at the picture and then smiled.

"Daria! I don't have all day!" her grandmother, Lynn, called out.

"Coming!" the young lady shouted back. Flexing the strong muscles, she put her feet down. Rising into view was a one hundred and fifty-inch belly that certainly eclipsed her biggest.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Don't make me repeat myself. Back...out!" Lynn instructed.

The granddaughter paused before doing it and earnestly asked, "...Are you sure? If I do that, I'll start moving furniture. ...I know you hate that."

It wasn't a sly remark. She was exceptionally serious. They'd traveled to her grandmother's quaint home, exercising in the living room. The four-foot diameter of her belly threatened most objects that came close to it. The overgrown orb had its own gravitational pull at this juncture. It was about to displace the coffee table and with how much of a gravidophiliac she was, it tickled a naughty nerve. Of course, that couldn't be enjoyed right now, never desiring to disobey the Regel matriarch. They're conducting hip exercises and this was a mere warm-up. This one was named the "Frankenstein walk" and involved lifting her leg to a ninety-degree angle. That wasn't a problem. She could do it, but the motion would make her bump into the aforesaid surface to the left. Moreso if she arched her prolific mass out. If she misstepped, then it could squish her frail relative.

"Fine. If you say so..." Daria relented, leaning back. The heap of lustrous round hump jutted out, begging to suck everything into its colossal orbit.

"Better. Don't be afraid to hit me, hon. I was never as pregnant as you are, but I've had a bigger belly. Don't forget that." the grandparent reminded.

It would be hard not to recall, considering that she was pregnant nearly all of the time. Lynn was the one who suggested she get into surrogacy. Daria had complained about her financial situation and the grandmother brought it up as a sensible solution. She'd been an employee of the Evergreen Agency for over thirty years, so it was easy to get her in with a reference. The affair had to be kept in secrecy. Victoria wasn't a fan of her grandmother's surrogate activities. The main beef with it was Lynn's insistence to continue working there, in defiance of her advanced number of years. At fifty-eight years old, it was a concern but she proceeded to defy the opinions of her and the medical experts. Regels was gifted with abnormally well-built physiology. Even though all of her gestations were high risk, the children would come out as healthy as from someone in their twenties. Nevertheless, Vicky wouldn't be content in knowing she was in the family business.

"With how fast I'm growing, your biggest will be a milestone I'll cross in...probably two weeks." Daria frankly expressed, staring at the belly that had seven more months of growth ahead.

Imagining thirty-plus more weeks of midriff buildup made her think of the space this giant belly would occupy. Any room in the house wouldn't be sufficient to contain the monster it was going to become. And, she highly looked forward to every inch of it. Regardless of the sexy vision that conjured, she would have to plan for the other practical manners at hand. For one, who would help her? Getting around the house would require a spotter, not to mention the nine bundles of joy she had to take care of.

As if she was reading her mind, grandma came out with, "I got you a home health aid. They should be coming at the end of the week. They're from a prestigious company. Evergreen has been working with them since I started working there. Don't argue with me. You'll be thanking me when you're too big to get into the nursery."

The fortuitous assistance had her surprised, pondering why she was being so generous. If she
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