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Simon was already six months pregnant and loving every second of it. He loved how large his belly had expanded since he and his husband, Elliott, learned they were going to be fathers to twins. He loved how his huge, hard, and firm muscles transformed into soft and sumptuous pillows as they grew in a new way. While he missed bodybuilding, this was a welcome rest for his body and another workout in a completely different way. He loved how his thighs and hips widened to accommodate his growing size. And he loved how genuinely happy he was, not only with himself but with Elliott and their babies, and just life in general. 

If you would have told him a year ago that he would be here, pregnant with twins while attending the first-ever Big Arnold Olympia Bodybuilding Cruise, instead of competing in the super-heavyweight class, Simon would have laughed you silly. 

Instead, Simon was the one laughing as he thought about how funny and unpredictable lie was. He rubbed his growing belly as he felt the fluttering of the kicks beneath his skin. Aside from the feeling of his body growing—either his muscles or his belly—which was his most favorite, the kicks from his developing twins were his second favorite. 

Simon was currently lounging in a comfy tanning bed on their cabin’s private deck, soaking up the sun in his growing body. He was completely naked, the only clothes that he was comfortable in anymore, and enjoying the sunshine. His dirty blonde locks flowed over the brand-new Ray-Bans that Elliot bought him. Simon’s skin glistened with sweat and glowed with the radiance of his pregnancy. His rounded pecs were soft and gradually filling with milk, yet still contained their rock-hard definition. His arms as well still maintained their great size, 24 inches, yet were more rounded and softer. Every pore of his skin tingled, and Simon felt like he was swimming in spearmint. His nipples were always hard, and stuck straight down, pointing at his ever-growing belly. 

While he was always horny, he was especially so since he became pregnant, and was always ready and constantly hard. He sometimes couldn’t go more than four hours without sex, which was not a problem for him or Elliott. Cravings are cravings, they said. 

But since he was currently alone while Elliott was working out, it posed a problem. Simon was never really one for masturbating, and only really did it when he was bored or really thirsty. And now that he had an ever-growing dome between his legs, and he was getting longer in places where he was thin, masturbating wasn’t getting any easier. 

He tried to take his mind off of things by rubbing his belly some more, but that only made his body tingle and urge more. He then rubbed his nipples in an attempt to assuage his thirst, but that only made him harder. He felt his large nine inches tickled beneath his belly, making its presence known. 

Simon whimpered in desperation. A flutter in his stomach signaled that the babies were urging as well. 

He tried to reach himself, but was not putting much effort into it, as his muscles and belly were too big. He squeezed his huge and thick thighs together, but that just shifted everything around unsatisfactorily. 

His whimpering grew louder, as did his desperation. He tried to thrust his manhood against his belly, but that was only giving him a tease. 

Suddenly his nose caught a familiar and sexy smell and his nipples hardened even more. He turned his head and saw Elliott emerge from the bedroom, fresh and steaming from his workout. 

Simon’s struggle ended momentarily. He flashed a beautiful smile at his love and held out his arms. “Hey, Babe!”

The two men embraced in a hug, followed by a lovingly deep and passionate kiss. This only made Simon’s passions and arousal expand as fast as Elliott’s manhood. 

The kiss was deep and Elliott drove his tongue deep into Simon’s mouth. Simon bit it gently, enjoying the flavor of his man and the faint hint of weed. This was the only taste of the Great Plant he got anymore. 

Simon was loving this, but pulled back and cut it short. “Babe, I’m thirsty. Bad!”

Elliott smiled. This was a game they liked to play. “Like…Bad-bad?”

Simon grimaced, about ready to cry. “I’m dyin’, it’s so bad.”

Elliott kneeled and kissed Simon’s pecs, slowly working his way up to Simon’s nipples. The sweaty bodybuilder then gently tongued them, which made him coo. Elliott then worked his way across to the other side, taking his time to make each kiss an experience. 

Simon was floating in pleasure, but eking to be relieved. “Babe!” He wanted the man to hurry. 

Elliott heeded the cry and slowly moved his and over Simon’s belly, wiggling his fingers which gently bounced on the taut skin. His hand made its way to Simon’s manhood, which throbbed it was so hard. 

At first, the squeeze.

Simon sucked in his breath as he grasped Elliott’s head, gently. He rubbed it with his hands and then gently pushed it down. 

Then the pump. 

Simon gulped with pleasure, he was a volcano just waiting to burst, and the teasing only made it worse. 

Elliott let out a breathy laugh and kissed Simon’s belly. He then sucked Simon’s stuck-out belly button, drawing out and intensifying the pleasure that was to come. Slowly, he took his time kissing the under belly, enjoying the soft peach fuzz in his mouth!

His hand moved from Simon’s penis and grasped his chunky hips, which were firm yet plush with tons of muscle beneath a pillow of baby weight. Elliott grasped firmly and jiggled, which elicited tickles from Simon. 

Gently, he placed his mouth over Simon and thrust his head. His tongue danced around Simon, tasting the precum as it trickled down the long shaft. Elliott’s favorite taste was Simon and would always accept an offering. 

For several moments the two engaged in this love making. 

Elliott tried to be as gentle as possible, yet still satiate his own primal desires. Simon was not burning as hot anymore, but still was not getting off. While Elliott continued blowing, Simon rubbed his nipples to add stimulation. He felt a trickle of milk ooze onto his fingers, and he brought them to his lips. 

He only wanted more!

Elliott could tell Simon wasn’t satisfied and lifted his head from below. “Honey! Doing okay?”

Simon rubbed his nipples harder, shaking his head. “No!”

“What do you need me to do?” Elliott was ever the serving one. 

“Turn around,” Simon said, licking his lips and looking into Elliott’s eyes. “Do me like you used to!”

Elliott lowered his pants and kissed Simon deeply again. This was going to be the first time in six months that he would be the proper top once again!

Excitedly, Elliott lowered himself into Simon, enjoying the hard yet sweaty rubbing along that way in. Both men whimpered with pleasure, enjoying the slow and sensual ride. 

Elliott felt a gently yet hard pulse against his lower back and knew he had gone as far as possible It was a bit sad, as his sumptuous glutes were blocking most of the path of Simon’s manhood, but that ‘s the price they paid for being 295lbs of muscle, each. 

Simon hoisted his heavy self onto his elbows, thrusting as much as he could into Elliott. He was easily holding but was already feeling uncomfortable. “Babe! Honey!”

With persistence, Elliott gently bounced on Simon, feeling the rubbing of Simon’s nine inches penetrate his thirsty behind. This wasn’t as good as they’ve had, but it was still amazing. 

Simon thrusted as much as he could with Elliott to make the whole experience more interesting. But it was admittedly interesting enough. The ocean breeze glided over their sweaty skin, adding a beautiful coolness to their already heightened senses. The seagulls chirped and the ocean’s waves lapped along the ship’s hull, adding a tropical aura to the steamy romance. 

Simon could finally feel the relief flow through him, and his thigh muscles quivered. “Almost!”

Elliott sped up just a little, straining his muscles to not go too fast. He wanted to increase the sensuality, not hasten its exit.

The two were floating on Cloud 9, completely in tune with each other. There wasn’t a love deeper, or a bond stronger than theirs. The love and passion between them were unyielding and ever-expanding. 

Simon yelped with pleasure as he came, expelling all those hours of waiting in pain away into Elliott. Simon’s seed was plentiful and filled Elliott for 30 seconds straight. 

Carefully, Elliott’s extracted himself and collapsed to the floor, grasping Simon in a loving and tender embrace. 

“That was amazing,” Elliott said. 

“Thank you, Babe, so much!” Simon said. 

“I love you,” they both said and hugged each other asleep. 

A couple days later, Simon was the one attending to Elliott’s muscular body, rubbing the light bronzer into every firm nook and crack. Elliott was competing—in Simons’ place, to be exact—and was nervous with jitters and had butterflies in his stomach. While he was always nervous before posing, he felt…off, as though he were coming down with the flu. 

Elliott rubbed his belly, trying to comfort his nausea, which in turn messed up the bronzer Simon just applied. 

“Dammit, Elliott! Now I have to do it again!” Simon clicked his tongue. 

“You know I love it when you touch me. Especially when it’s my belly for once,” Elliot smiled and leaned in for a kiss, but burped and ruined the moment. He flushed, embarrassed. 

Simon chuckled, then frowned with concern. “You okay, Babe?” He rubbed Elliott’s firm shoulder, removing more of the bronzer. 

“I’m sure it’s just nerves, though my stomach is a bit aching.” He rubbed his belly again, burping some more. 

Simon felt Elliott’s forehead, Well, we are on a cruise ship and lots of sickness happens on cruise ships.” He grasped his belly. “Frankly, I’m a bit scare for us.”

Elliott laid a nice a gentile hand on Simon’s belly. We’ll be okay. We’re not getting sick. Well, at least not you. Me…maybe not so much.”

The competition started and Elliott was in top form. His 295lbs gleamed beautifully on stage, and it seemed like each individual muscle was individually highlighted. His poses were meticulously executed, showcasing Elliott’s beautifully crafted physique. It had taken years of dedicated hard work for Elliott to reach this level, which is how he met Simon, and at any other time in his life he would be proud to be here. But he hadn’t put as much effort into the prep for this contest as he normally would, because he had to care for Simon and constantly worried about him—and his new twins. 

Maybe that was why he felt so sick? Because of all the worry he held, not just for now, but for the future? He automatically went through his routine, completing it on autopilot. He was still exciting to watch and excited to be here, but there just wasn’t any heart in it. 

Sitting in the audience, Simon watched his beautiful husband. He could tell the performance was phoned-in, but that didn’t make it any less enjoyable. 

Simon struggled to get comfortable in the small and cramped stadium seating. It would have been killer in his previous size anyway, but with the belly and the twins this was pure torture. He shifted his weight from one leg to the other, but he was quickly pinching his love handles—which weren’t there before. Belly was so large it touched the seat in
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