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  Chapter 1

  
  




“Bloody Hell, I’m the size of a planet!”

Josh knew he said that every time he saw his reflection, but ever time he sees himself he is bigger.

This is still such a new experience for Josh, even though it’s already been seven months, but each day is bringing new changes and challenges. Seven months ago he was a skinny underwear model with a six-pack and lightly defined pecs. Now, he was significantly bigger with a gigantic round dome where his abs were, and growing everyday! His little pecs are now large and so bouncy that he has to wear a sports bra just to keep his back from hurting. These massively new appendages block the view of his feet, and the scale, so he didn’t know how heavy he was or much weight he gained. 

His hips widened and expanded several pant sizes, accommodating his growing belly. His butt was significantly large, and jiggled with every breath he took, as did his sore pecs.

Even though he gradually got used to the changes to his body, he still was in awe every time he saw himself. In his head he was still just that thin model, but when he tries to move or look at himself—fuck, even when he sees his shadow—he was purely in shock. 

All of this started when he accepted a modelling job in Lake Como. It was his first time leaving Britain by himself, and he was eager and excited to go out and explore by himself.

It was at a nightclub on his first night where he met Paolo. The Italian was beautiful, everything he wanted and then some! He was beyond Josh’s wildest dreams—even better than any fantasy! They immediately clicked on a personality and physical level, and were inseparable from the moment they laid eyes on each other. 

The sex between them was absolutely amazing and the best Josh had ever had in his life. Even Paolo wouldn’t stop commenting on how amazing it was. Life was simply amazing! 

During the photoshoot was when Josh noticed he didn’t feel right, but he thought it was because of the hot humidity. Soon though, weeks passed with no improvement so Paolo took Josh to see a doctor and provided translations.

Josh was completely shook when the Italian doctor told him he was pregnant! That was not at all a part of the plan. He was—is—too young, and he still lives with my mum and dad. He can barely afford to feed myself…the list of reasons to not to have children was endless.

But Paolo assured Josh that everything was going to be alright. He was going to take care of Josh here in Italy, he had all the connections and knew what to do and he was going to make the two men’s lives happy here in Italy…

For a while, everything was amazing. Josh was being taken care of and supported and it felt good. For once Josh didn’t think this was a mistake and looked forward to the future. Paolo went everywhere with him and the two of us were never apart for longer than a work shift.

Soon though, Josh was getting too big to model, and there was a limited paternity market, so he had to stay home while Paolo worked. Josh tried to get a job but he didn’t know how to speak or read Italian, and google translate only took him so far. Getting around only became harder as he got bigger and, to be frank, he was rather lonely and didn’t have any friends other than Paolo.

But Paolo assured Josh everything was fine and that there was nothing to worry about.

Everything changed when the couple went to the first sonogram. Again, Paolo translated for everyone and the appointment naturally took a long time. But this particular appointment took even longer because Paolo and the OB/GYN were busy flirting. Josh knew when two men were flirting with each other, and it broke Josh’s heart, but he thought it was just a passing thing. 

But it wasn’t, and soon Josh was completely shut out of the conversation. Hours later, he heard some heartbeats from the baby—or babies—and a lot of Italian. The appointment ended with Paolo and the doctor leaving arm in arm, with Josh strapped to the exam table.

Now, here Josh was, lumbering his way across an airport, trying to get home. He wired his mum for some cash and just barely had enough for his flight back to London.

But the journey was slow, even here in the airport. His thighs have expanded to the size of tree trunks and weighed 80 pounds each. It was such an effort to lift them and it took so long just to take a single step. His ass jiggled constantly, even when he was not moving and it was even worse when he took a step. His belly was so low it felt like it was about to fall off of him, and it was so heavy that he couldn’t stand up straight and felt the need to constantly hold his belly.

His feet were always swollen, and he waddled significantly as it was the only way for him to move his massive self. His pecs bounced too, and were leaking sweat and some white substance all the time, but it was worse when he performed strenuous activities. 

Clothes were a completely another story. Nothing he owned fit anymore, and he was forced to wear baggy second-hand clothing. But it didn’t stay baggy for long. Now, his belly button was always exposed, even in this my largest shirt. His one pair of pants that fit don’t go past his knees anymore and turned into shorts. His pecs were constantly squeezed even in air, and his butt was suffocated in even the largest of underwear.

His belly was constantly undulating and pressing against his back, and no matter what position he was in he was never comfortable. It was especially true when he tried to sit down anymore. His ass is so big now and his hips so wide that he can’t fit in an armchair and will take up at least two seats.

That’s why his flight was so expensive, because he had to buy out the whole row just for his ass!

After just a few steps, he had to take a rest. He leans on my luggage to support some of my weight, but it’s creaking protests echo in the hallway. Nothing can support me anymore.

Once he finally caught his breath, he continued waddling his fat ass along to his gate. He could feel movements within his stomach. One at the top and one at the bottom. He knew he had at least two babies in him, but he wasn’t 100% certain as he no longer went to any appointments after Paolo left me.

He grasped his belly because a sharp pain rushed down one of his legs. This was familiar and not unusual, yet seemed to get stronger everyday. He took a couple of deep breaths, like he see all the pregnant people do, and tried to breathe through the pain. Clearly that wasn’t helping.

Once he felt okay, he continued waddling. Once he made it to the gate, he couldn’t wait to sit down. His feet were swollen and screaming with pain, and he was just sweating like he had just ran a marathon.

A trickle of sweat streamed down his fat folds and found his massive dick. Josh was instantly aroused and the massive manhood stretched to it’s full 12 inches. 

The one thing that Josh did like about being pregnant was his new dick size. Like everything else, it too had grown and expanded and was hard to clothe as well. It didn’t take much to get a rise out of him, and Josh was never unhappy when he did. But the pregnant man did wish to be able to reach his dick and pleasure it, but his belly was just too large.

Along with the raging hormones, Josh’s libido was a rapid river, but unable to be tamed. Since Paolo, Josh hadn’t been with anyone, even though he felt their thirsty stares and hungry eyes. But all Josh could think of anymore was getting off his screaming feet.

He looked at the nearby seating and frowned. They all had armrests…he wasn’t going to be able to fit into any of them. 

Josh started to whimper, it was part hormones and part desperation. He was hard as a rock and as large as a planet, but couldn’t accommodate either!

Left with no other choice, Josh tried to find the floor, lowering himself as best as he could. One passerby offered to help him into a chair, but Josh motioned to continue lowering to the floor.

His heaviness landed with a thud that vibrated the whole floor.

Relieved for now, Josh rested both of his hands onto his large belly and leaned back against the bench. His wide thighs and massive butt expanded into a puddle of fat pregnant ass.

“Fucking A, all of this just to get home!” he mumbled to himself.
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It was 45 minutes later, but to Josh’s uncomfortable pregnant body it felt like forever, when his section was called for boarding. Now all Josh had to do was hoist his heavy self to his feet.

He rubbed his heavy belly while contemplating the best way to raise himself. He steeled himself and rolled to his side, grasping at the bench seat behind him. Josh then tried to move his leg, but it was still tingling from falling asleep. After several seconds he was already out of breath and he hadn’t done anything. 

“Fuck,” Josh panted.

He then hoisted himself but he barely moved. Josh counted ten seconds and tried again to no avail. This seemed impossible, and his belly was screaming with discomfort and his joints were crying with pain.

Josh gave one last attempt and was suddenly thrust into the air, as though he was flying. Suddenly he was on his feet, his ankles taking the pain from his uncomfortable butt. Josh then felt the hands on his flabby muscles and he turned to look at their owner.

Helping Josh was one of the female flight attendants, wearing a look of concern on her face. “There you are, sir. Are you and your babies alright?’

Josh took a moment to get his balance and placed a hand on his massive belly. “So far. Thanks for the help.”

The lady kept her hands hovering near Josh, anticipating to be needed again. “Are you sure you should be flying
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