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In a room that elicited the immediate impression of “modern disco” was the pink-violet persona herself, aptly called by the vibrant name known as Disco Kitten. She was a feline of the pretty, pregnant variety and her unique draw didn’t stop there. Before the backstory can be foretold, her striking yet intriguing appearance had to be established. After all, one look at her would provoke the imagination to begin with. Naturally, beauty is in the eye of the beholder, but you needed to look at her with glasses the identical color of the lights illuminating off her petite and budding gravid figure. So, as any super-evolved monkey would do, let’s start from the “top”.

-Nice. They match my hair.- she internally remarked, adjusting the electronic accessory in observation.

Her slender fingers left the cat-eared headphones, the pink on the headband and the white on the ear cushions matching her recently dyed hair. And what a majestic mane it was, the bangs cut off at the forehead and the thick straight strands framing one of the most loveliest faces you could ever take in. The follicles formed spiral curls about halfway down their lustrous length. Even if her head was the only part of her that was visible, one would know—right off the bat—this was a kitty that struck your curiosity in all of the right ways. The uniform eyebrows and wing-tipped eyelashes sat above a pair of big brown eyes that would lock-in a stare that wouldn’t quit.

“Damn. ...Smudged it a little.” she said out loud, briefly touching her solid red lipstick.

Her voice was described as “maturely warm”, the kind of tone that was inviting, and vocally matched the grown yet attractive vibrancy of her entire physicality. She had been around the block and trekked alleys you could only dream of. Disco tilted her head, the little bell on her bowtie-fashioned collar making a barely discernible ring as she inspected the one alley she never shied away from. The well-manicured fingernails wrapped around her perfectly swollen breasts, loving the full feeling of her milk-filled bust. They had been through an untold number of pregnancies and still remained firm, the areolas close to piercing holes through her blue long-sleeved top.

-I’d be surprised if it didn’t tear. Especially after tonight...- the smitten Kitten commented, following it with a voiced purr.

Of course, she was referring to the quality fabric of the shirt and though unvoiced or unthought, she half-hoped the tight vertical lines of the textile would all gloriously rip apart. After her previous pregnancy, she would do anything to re-experience the enthralling sensation of her big round belly popping the black fishnets one-by-one again. Unfortunately, she didn’t have a second pair of the sexy hosiery but if everything went according to plan, her pullover—and every other article of clothing—would shred in defeat. You see, this Disco not only liked to dress the part but also fancied adding in her love for fertility. She was a surrogate, expecting just one.

“...For now.” DK salaciously stated, a subsequent purr turned spicy meow voiced inwardly.

With a quick all-finger adjustment of the upper material’s hem, it was tucked under her terrific teats, the moderately-sized orbs less than an inch from resting on the greater gorgeous orb. It was the center of her weird world—the spherical protrusion that enamored herself and those who appreciated such maternal beauty. Her big belly was an instant neuron-lock for not just the appropriate kinksters, but for normal folks too. She was undeniably a head turner, however, the sometimes massive dimensions she would grow it to made both parties spin their noggins off in pregnant perplexity. Tonight, she planned on making them whirl all the way up to outer space.

-I’ll get so big they’ll be able to see my belly from up there...-

The thought wasn’t as loud as the others, seeing as it came from her subconscious. Certainly, a belly of such an epic size was impossible to achieve. At the same time, the technology that allowed her to flirt with the massive was once believed to be as well. She didn’t want to get into that for the mesmerized moment, her soft palms smoothing over the curved eminence jutting from her fit body. In the mirror, her optics hadn’t left it since bringing it to the forefront of her raptured regard. The watermelon-pink skirt would serve as the material that would cover her lower regions, but the full-term measure of her belly’s modest girth kept it barely centered on her waist.

“...More.” she Freudian-slipped.

Her pupils dilated once she realized its involuntary utterance, half-worrying her “bigger” aspirations was becoming a monstrous addiction. Once more, it was a tiny bit late for that consideration. Although the steamy sessions she had with herself were a different euphoric trip every time, Disco was genuinely into the craft. At least when pertaining to the various roles she would dress her big-bellied self in. Hugging tautly on the lower curve of her belly was a pair of Pokéball underwear, nearly completing the outfit she simply dubbed as the “E-Girl”. She inserted her pinky fingers into the tight band—relishing the sensation as she slid-rubbed her stimulating sphere.

“Let’s see just how elastic these undies supposedly are. ...I hope they’re the last to snap.” Kitten stated, intentionally.

The fashion choice was smart from a consumer mindset, considering that she regularly ripped a pair at some point in every one of her incubations thus far. Luckily, the same couldn’t be said for the blue fishnet stockings she wore below the belly she was now looking down at. She got a naughty tickle from not being able to see them or her multi-color shoes past its curving prominence. Her pinkies were then joined with the rest of their sisters, the tips of each set of four fingers joining to meet in the middle. The damp snatch reacted to her massaging touch, eyelids shut as she imagined not even seeing her wide-ranging shag carpet over its unstoppable immensity.

-...Oooh, that’s pretty hot. ...Better stop there. We’re not even close to ‘popping’ just yet.- she reasoned, eyeing her phone.

The device was sitting on the nearby gamer chair and with her bodily inspection finished, she promptly grabbed it. Firstly, she texted her boss and let them know she was ready for her next “workload”. As mentioned, she worked for a surrogacy agency and as of late, the director of the place urged their employees to meet a particularly heavy quota. Her last gestation started off as twins but once the memo was released, her direct supervisor called upon her to take on...“a lot more”. She supposed that word planted a seed in her mind and subsequently tapped into a latent desire. Disco didn’t swell her belly to massive proportions that often but when she did, it was done right. The fleshly toll alone made it a burden. That being stated, her exceptionally high pack of babies from the last time, and the immense pleasure she got from made her dive straight back into it. Normally, she took a long break with a handful of individual singletons yet the call for being that colossal couldn’t wait. The feeling of versatile power turned it into the fixation it verily was for her.

“Alright, enough of the ‘mental’ foreplay...” the Kitten decided, pressing a button on her headphones and texting a singular “1” to her supervisor, “It’s time for my...biggest belly yet.”

The opening lyric for Queen’s “Don’t Stop Me Now” duly set things in motion, the sweet music playing through her earpieces and the subsequent vibration of the reply text igniting the fuse. She wasn’t just going to have a good time. This was going to be her greatest gestation yet. Before getting dressed for this momentous occasion, she requested that she receive double of her last load. When the last batch came to her—and in rapidfire succession—the consequent expansion made her lose count at fourteen. Not too long after, she learned the true number was sixteen and though ridiculously heavy, the pure physical everything of it made it worth going higher. The whole thing itself, from impregnation to maturation, was done through a process known as “remote fertilization”. She wasn’t apprised of the technical know-how, but was erotically acquainted with the result. For the heap that was soon-to-be transported to her wanting womb, she decided to take a gradual route. Though the preceding was unexpectedly stimulating, she wanted max bliss for this litter.

“Anytime you’re ready there, chief...” she impatiently expressed in imaginary conversation, holding her smartphone to her tiny shelf of a belly. In further eagerness, she hooked her index finger into the collar. “You go on about ‘needing to meet quota’, but—...oh!”

It then
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