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Adam awoke suddenly and for a moment he had no idea what was causing the strange, uncomfortable pressure on his chest and stomach. Then it all came rushing back to him, and he realized that he must have rolled over onto his back again and he was being crushed by the weight of his gigantic, swollen belly and tits.

He opened his eyes and there were his jugs, standing at full attention, the shape of his big, jutting nipples clearly visible through his nightgown. His breasts seemed inescapable now. Even when he was lying down he could still see them lurking there just beneath his chin, huge and stiff.

"God damn it," he said, and then he flinched slightly, startled by the sound of Karen's voice coming out of his mouth.

Every morning he was still surprised to hear himself speaking with the voice of his wife. It seemed like something he would be used to by now, but no.

He rolled himself back onto his side, gritting his teeth as his tits flopped over and his belly landed heavily on the mattress alongside him. Every time he rolled over now, it felt like an avalanche.

He had been sleeping on his back for his whole life and he simply could not get used to sleeping on his side. But all of the pregnancy books said you were supposed to sleep on your side, so he was stuck with it.

He had to pee. He closed his eyes tight and tried to ignore it. This stupid body always had to pee. He was always thirsty, and always peeing. And when he wasn't peeing, he was eating.

Now he was hungry. Very, very hungry. He needed mint chocolate chip ice cream, immediately. Did they still have any in the house?

It was barely 10 AM, and he needed ice cream. And he really had to pee.

"Good morning, Mommy."

He opened his eyes and Karen was standing beside the bed, smiling down at him. She was back from jogging and she was wearing clingy spandex workout gear, her tight young body glistening with sweat. He felt a strange mix of lust and envy. She was so hot... and so thin. It was so damn easy for her to do stuff like getting up out of chairs!

"Come on," he said. "You know how much I hate that 'Mommy' stuff."

She giggled and placed a hand on his fat tummy.

"My goodness," she said. "You're getting HUGE! I think you've gotten even bigger just since last night. Maybe the doctors were wrong, and you're actually having twins. Or triplets."

He swatted her hand away and scowled at her.

"Very funny."

"It's hard to believe you've still got a few months to go. You're gonna be so, so big. Maybe you'll end up in the record books as the fattest mommy ever!"

She puffed up her cheeks, imitating his ever-increasing fatness, and then she burst into laughter.

"Screw you," he said. "I'm having your freaking baby, and all you ever do is tease me."

Karen just laughed again.

"I can't help it," she said. "We're just so cute when we're angry."

She moved to the foot of the bed and began doing some stretches. Adam crossed his arms, sulking. When Karen wasn't teasing him about being pregnant, she was teasing him about being her.

It had been hard enough to get used to being Karen's twin, even before his pregnancy started to show. He'd gone into the procedure as himself and come out a couple of hours later with his wife's face. Suddenly he was at eye-level with Karen, talking with her voice, seeing her body when he looked down at himself. He was her perfect duplicate in every way. He even had her appendix scar.

During the procedure the doctors had impregnated him with his own sperm, and it was only a few weeks before the two Karens didn't look so much alike anymore. These days when he stood beside his wife he felt like the "before" woman in a diet ad; puffy and pink and soft, in stark contrast to Karen's strong, fit sexiness.

When Adam was growing up, only women had babies. But now couples had a choice about which of them would give birth and husbands all over the world were having babies, every day. It was supposed to be a wonderful thing. The women at work sure seemed to like the idea. A couple of guys at the office had done it and they both said he'd love it, that he'd look back on it as one of the happiest times of his life. They said that spending nine months as their wives had made their marriages closer than they'd ever imagined they could be.

What the hell were they talking about? How could he ever look back fondly on stretch marks, going through an entire carton of ice cream in a night, and strangers gawking at his ridiculous FF-cup tits? How would he ever feel nostalgia for weird women rushing up to him in the supermarket, cooing about how beautiful he was and touching his belly without even asking?

And of course, neither of those guys had ever been married to Karen. Their wives probably didn't tease them and call them "Mommy" all the time.

Adam picked up a scrunchy and yanked his long, thick, dark hair back into a ponytail. With a little grunt he swept some more hair out of his face, tucking it behind his ears. Karen had too much damn hair!

"I'm hot all the time now," he said. "I wanna cut this hair."

"No way. Come on, that was part of the deal. You know I hate how I look with short hair. I don't want you walking around making me look stupid for nine months."

Adam was about to reply but he couldn't wait anymore now, he had to pee. He tried to sit up but his elbow slipped and he landed in a jiggling heap back on the bed. Karen came over and held out her hand to help him up.

"No," he growled, "I can do it myself."

Karen suppressed a giggle as he struggled out of the bed and to his feet. His nightgown felt tight, even tighter than he remembered it feeling when he went to bed. Especially across his tits, which looked like they were threatening to burst out over his neckline.

Dear God, maybe Karen was right, and he really did get fatter overnight!

He waddled into the bathroom, slammed the door, dropped his maternity panties around his ankles and commenced the first of his 30 or so pees of the day. These days it seemed like he spent half his life peeing, sitting down. At least he was finally past the worst of the morning sickness.

As he peed (and peed, and peed,) he realized he didn't have any clean clothes left. He'd outgrown almost all of his maternity clothes and he had very little to wear these days. As much as he needed new clothes, he'd been putting it off because he knew Karen would have entirely too much fun picking out maternity dresses.

Before he got pregnant he'd sworn that he was never going to wear girl clothes, that he'd find some way to dress like a man no matter how fat he got. For a while he'd been able to hide his baby bump with baggy shirts, then he'd had to switch to overalls.

But then his tits went crazy. They quickly became so big, heavy and sore that he had to start wearing giant maternity bras. Soon his belly felt like he was lugging a bowling ball around and his back was giving out, so he'd been forced to wear special maternity panties for support. Then he had to start wearing nightgowns to bed, because everything else felt too constricting and made him hot and sweaty all night. Then he'd started sweating all day, and even sweat pants felt too tight on his tummy. Finally he'd been forced to admit defeat and start wearing loose, airy maternity dresses.

And now here he was wearing maternity clothes all the time. Bras, panties and dresses, just like any other expectant mother. This body was undeniably, insistently female, and it never let him forget it for a moment.

He got up to brush his teeth, and instead of his own face there was Karen in the mirror, scowling back at him. A plump, sweaty Karen, with bright, pink, shiny cheeks that made him look like he was always blushing. His "glow."

God, how he hated his "glow." If one more person told him he was "radiant" he was going to sit on them until they suffocated.

He brushed his teeth quickly but carefully, taking special care with his gums because of his pregnancy gingivitis. Then he yanked his nightgown over his head, pulled off his sleep bra and stood there in his panties, looking at his weird pregnant body in the mirror.

He reached up to gently graze his fingers across one of his big brown nipples, and shivered as the touch sent a zing of electricity through his whole body. Pregnant lady nipples were way too sensitive. It was kind of like having two tiny hard-ons, right there on his chest. All the time.

He turned sideways and marveled at his profile. He was so much shorter as a woman, and so much fatter. It seemed like he had to look up at everybody now, and they had to clear out to let him squeeze by. Sometimes he almost felt like the hand of God had reached down from the sky and squished him, turning him into a strange, squat, little female creature who waddled as she walked. God had turned him into a mama duck.

But then Adam looked deeper into his big, green Karen eyes, and he couldn't help smiling a little. He was a beautiful woman, there was no denying that.

Being a pregnant Karen was so confusing. He loved his wife, and found her incredibly sexy. But now he was his wife. Seeing a pregnant Karen made him really happy, because it meant he was going to be a father. Except, he was the pregnant Karen. And he was a mother.

He struck a sexy little pose in the mirror, crossing his arms under his tits and pushing them up. Then he made a kissy face at him and winked. He'd always had kind of a fetish for pregnant chicks, and he'd looked forward to the day when he would have a big, sexy, pregnant wife. And Karen's pregnant body was amazing. Those huge tits, and that round, smooth belly!

This was exactly the kind of pregnant body he'd always wanted his wife to have. He just wished it was his wife's body, and not his.

As he looked at himself he felt his nipples getting stiff, and he was getting that weird, horny-girl feeling. No erection, but pointy, super-sensitive nipples and that warm, puffy feeling downstairs. Sometimes when he got really horny, he could actually feel his boobs swell up in his bra. Why didn't girls ever talk about that? Who knew that a girl's boobs grew when she was horny?

As much as this body annoyed him with all of its peeing and puking and desperate 3 AM cravings for bacon, he was also really turned-on by that big, knocked-up girl in the mirror. He couldn't guess how many hours of his life he'd spent dicking around online, watching pregnant girl porn. And now, whenever he took off his dress and looked in the mirror, he was pregnant girl porn.

Deep down, sometimes he even kind of enjoyed wearing the bras, nighties and other girl stuff. Not because he'd ever wanted to dress up like a woman, but because when he dressed like that he got to see how a knocked-up Karen looked, dressed like that. As much as resented having to dress like a girl, he also kind of wished he had an excuse to wear some lingerie. Most of his maternity underwear was plain, white and functional, and he really wanted to see what this body looked like in something black and lacy.

As he looked at his profile in the mirror now, a bulge suddenly appeared in the flesh of his belly. The shape of a tiny fist, slowly traveling from his navel upward, like it was trying to reach up to him. He tentatively touched his stomach, but then he felt something stir inside and he quickly yanked his hand away.

He wasn't just a sexy fat lady. There was a living thing inside of him. A tiny person.

Sometimes thinking about that made him feel really good, he would get a rush of those powerful maternal hormones and sit there hugging his tummy, loving his baby so much he could hardly bear it. But other times, like right now, it was like he had an alien thing inside of him, a parasite that was going to burst out soon and leave his ruined, bloody husk of a body behind.

He pulled his nightgown back on and sighed. Several months to go. Several months of being his own very pregnant wife.

He walked back into the bedroom and flopped onto the bed, his bulk making the bedsprings creak in protest. Karen was still wearing her workout gear, standing at the foot of the bed, doing some of her cool down exercises. He could see all the tight little muscles of her shoulders working, the pop of her glutes as she stood on her tip-toes.

"Skinny bitch," he said to her back.

"Fat cow." She giggled. "Fat little moo-moo cow, just bursting with milk."

She spread her feet wide apart and continued to pose and flex as she worked out. She was putting on a little show for him, displaying her big, firm ass in her shiny spandex tights. He crossed his chubby thighs on the bed, trying to ignore the growing dampness in the crotch of his maternity panties. Karen knew exactly the effect she was having on him.

"Just watching you makes me tired," Adam grumbled. "Just getting out of bed is a workout for me now."

Karen turned to face him, her face flush and sweaty, a little crease of worry between her brows.

"Well... actually, you're gonna have to get out of bed soon, honey."

"Why?"

She took a deep breath, clasped her hands together anxiously and looked away.

"Promise you won't freak out?"

Adam sighed.

"Oh, no. What's going on?"

"Well, the thing is... we kinda have to be somewhere soon. There's this thing."

"What? It's Saturday morning. Where do we gotta be?"

Karen bit her lip.

"Please don't be too mad at me, OK?"

Adam just stared at her, preparing to be mad.

"Well," she said, "I kinda set up our baby shower brunch for today."

Adam felt a sudden twinge in his guts, and he wasn't sure if it was shock or the baby kicking.

"Hang on... a baby shower? I told you I wasn't gonna do one of those things!"

Karen climbed onto the bed beside him, took his hands and gave him her cutest pout.

"Oh, please, honey? Come on, it's tradition."

"There's nothing traditional about knocking up your husband and then parading him around in front of all your girlfriends at a freaking baby shower."

"Yeah, there is! I mean, lots of pregnant husbands have baby showers now! It's not weird!"

"Why didn't you tell me about this sooner?"

She shrugged.

"Well... because I knew you'd say no."

"You were right! There is no way in hell I am going to any damn baby shower!"

"Oh, honey, please?"

She leaned in and kissed his nose.

"Pretty please?"

She kissed his chin.

"Pretty, pretty please?"

She kissed him on the lips, softly.

"Pretty, pretty, prettiest please?"

She kissed his lips, not so softly, and slipped her tongue delicately between his teeth, just for a moment. Karen could usually make Adam silly with her kisses, but this time he managed to cling to his resolve.

"No. I won't go."

"Come on, Violet worked so hard to set this thing up."

Adam clenched his jaw. So, Violet was behind this. He pictured his wife and her best friend cackling as they made their plans to spring this awful surprise on Karen's innocent, unsuspecting pregnant husband.

"All of my friends are coming and everything," Karen said. "Come on, it'll be so fun. It's even at that little Italian place you like. We'll get lots of presents for the baby, and..."

"No."

Karen clasped her hands together, begging.

"Please, Adam. Come on, I'll do anything!"

He looked at her for a long moment.

"Anything? Well, then, how about no more fat jokes?"

Karen looked horrified.

"What? No way! Teasing you about being so fat is like my favorite thing ever! And... you're not due for months, and you're just gonna keep getting fatter!"

"You promise to knock it off with all the fat jokes, or you can go to this shower by yourself."

Karen looked like she was in actual pain. Finally she made a sour face and slumped back against the headboard, crossing her arms.

"Fine. For such a ravishingly beautiful young lady, you sure are a big, crabby, no-fun pain in the butt."

Adam glanced at their closet and frowned.

"What the heck am I even supposed to wear to this stupid thing? I was just thinking about how I don't have any clean clothes."

Karen's face lit up.

"Fear not, m'lady! While you were snoozing, I went and got you some pretty things."

"Oh, no. Please tell me you're kidding."

Karen hopped out of bed and hurried down the hall. A moment later she came back with a couple of shopping bags with distressingly girly logos on the side. She reached into one and pulled out a shimmery, pale blue summer dress.

"Ta-da!"

"Are you kidding? No fucking way!"

"Oh, come on. This is a designer dress. It's really nice."

"I'm a man, in case you've forgotten. I'm not gonna put on some girly-ass dress so you can show me off to your lady friends."

"But you wear dresses all the time!"

"I only wear maternity dresses because your stupid pregnant body makes me."

He paused, looking more closely at the dress that Karen was holding. The truth was that he had been wearing dresses for months now, and this one was just a nicer dress than the kind he usually wore. And he did kind of want to see a big, pregnant Karen dressed up fancy.

"Come on," Karen said. "If you do this for me, I'll give you so many foot rubs. You know how sore your little footsies get."

Adam looked at the dress again. He would look amazing in that thing.

"Fine. Whatever. But you are gonna be rubbing my feet all the damn time. And I demand backrubs too. These stupid jugs are killing your spine."

"Done, and done!"

Karen hung the dress from a hook on the back of the closet door, then she came over and held out a hand to him.

"Come on. We gotta get you ready."

"I can get myself ready."

"Not for this. This is a special occasion. Come on."

Adam looked at her warily as he took her hand. After a few moments of struggling they got him to his feet, then Karen led him to the bathroom. 

"First you need a quick shower, to scrub off your pregnant lady smell."

"What? I have a smell?"

"Yeah, kind of. From all your hormones and stuff. It's a nice smell, kind of like hot cocoa with a hint of crayons. I'm gonna go shower in the other bathroom, and then as soon as we're done let's meet back in the bedroom to get you ready."

Karen hurried out of the room, leaving Adam alone. He gave his armpit a sniff, checking for the cocoa and crayons.

Great. He even smelled like a pregnant woman. His pregnant lady sense of smell was amazing, it was almost like a superpower. If somebody down the block was cooking fish, Adam knew. How had he not smelled himself before?

He yanked off his nightie and dropped his panties, then he stepped into the shower and started hosing himself down.

Showering was always one of the weirdest parts of the day for him now. He was all alone with his wet, pregnant Karen body, with nothing to do but look at it and wash it and touch it. Here were Karen's familiar little moles. Here was that scar on her elbow that she got surfing, when she was 11. Here was that big, awesome butt he'd spanked so many times in bed.

He was going to wash extra thoroughly this time, trying to eliminate every last trace of cocoa and crayon stink. But as he was scrubbing his tits, soaping up his nipples and lifting up each boob to scrub beneath it, he started to get that warm, puffy feeling between his thighs again.

God, he was sexy. The site of his wet, lathered-up body was making him dizzy. Taking a shower these days also meant that he was feeling up the pregnant girl of his dreams. He'd always thought Karen had the best tits ever, and now his tits were even bigger and better than hers!

He'd expected to be less horny as a pregnant woman. Women weren't supposed to be as horny as guys, and pregnant women weren't supposed to be horny at all! Wasn't that what people always made those stupid jokes about, that once a woman got pregnant she never wanted to have sex again?

But Adam was somehow more horny as a pregnant woman than he'd ever been as a man. It didn't make any sense. Why was this body making him think about sex so much, when he was already pregnant?

He knew Karen would be expecting him to come out soon, but he was getting so crazy that he had to do something about it. Nothing was easy and quick with pregnancy, including masturbation, but maybe he could just give himself a fast little diddle before they left, to calm himself down.

He rested his butt against the shower wall and stooped over, awkwardly reaching around his belly to touch himself. He imagined himself as a man, touching this body. It felt really good, but it was also kind of weird and disorienting. It made him feel like there were two of him, like he was his own lover or something. His perspective kept shifting back and forth, between his two selves. Was he a man touching a pregnant girl, or a pregnant girl being touched by a man?

Masturbating these days made him think of playing video games when he was a kid, when your character would get stuck in a corner of some dark dungeon and the camera would zoom in to the wrong place and you couldn't get it out. He wanted the camera outside of this pregnant girl now, showing him her wet, naked body in the shower. But instead the camera just kept zooming back in and getting him stuck inside of her.

Suddenly he had that craving he'd been getting a lot lately when he was horny, to stick something inside. Something long, thick and hard.

Oh, no. His stupid girl body was making him want cocks again.

The doctors had warned him about this, that spending nine months as a woman could do weird things to his sexuality. This was supposed to be a normal part of the process. Nothing to be alarmed about. It would go away, when he became a man again.

Still, getting hot for cocks was really hard to get used to. As a man he had never been attracted to men at all, and he had thought cocks were absolutely disgusting. But his new body strongly disagreed, and it was making him think about cocks in a whole new way. Often. Lately when Karen was out, he'd even been sneaking peeks at the back pages of her lingerie catalogs, where they had all the Speedos and other stuff modeled by shirtless, pouty guys. All those fucking bulges...

Oh, great. Now he was thinking about those guys and their bulges. (Especially that one dude on page 57.)

He wasn't sure if it was just being a woman or his out-of-control hormones or what the hell caused it, but when he had sex fantasies now, especially fantasies about guys, they could be incredibly intense and hard to stop thinking about. Right now he really wished he had a dildo or something. He needed something big and stiff, way up inside. He found himself thinking wistfully of that certain something Karen kept in the drawer of her bedside table. God, this body was so pushy! It couldn't even let him just play with his boobs and fantasize like a guy. It had to start nagging him to stick something inside of it!

No. He was not a pregnant girl who was horny for cock. He was a man, feeling up a pregnant girl.

He imagined his Adam-self kissing his Karen-self's breasts and shoulders and tender throat. She was so sweet and soft, and her skin was so warm and smooth. Yeah, that was good. And now his Karen-self was reaching down and grabbing his Adam-self's big, hard cock, tugging and pulling. He could almost feel it in his hand...

Damn it. As if being horny for cock wasn't bad enough, now he was horny for his own cock.

Adam knew he had to finish soon or Karen would start wondering what was taking so long. So, he'd just let this fantasy happen. He was jerking off his Adam-self, tugging harder and faster while his Adam-self played with his Karen-self's tits. Both of him were about to come...

But then he gasped as his belly suddenly went hard, like it was a big beachball that had just been pumped with one shot of air too many.

Oh, no. Contraction! He leaned back against the shower tile and hugged his tummy, wincing as he felt the stab of pain. 

Fuck! Stupid orgasm contractions. Sometimes coming could set off his uterus, and his belly would suddenly get hard and firm and he'd get these awful cramps.

It didn't happen every time, and it didn't always hurt so much. But when it was bad, it was like a swift kick in the nuts. This one was a doozy. Ow.

He had this amazing body but he couldn't even play with it, without it making him suffer.

Grumbling to himself, he switched off the water and got out of the shower. He toweled off as quickly as he could, taking a little extra time to dry under each boob so he wouldn't get another rash. He knew from bitter experience that titty rash was the worst.

He put on a new pair of maternity panties and his favorite maternity bra, then he pulled on his maternity robe. He longed for the day when his wardrobe wouldn't consist almost entirely of things with the word "maternity" in front of them. Why did he even have a favorite maternity bra? How was this his life?

He opened the bathroom door and found Karen waiting for him there, beaming.

"Come on," she said. "Let's get pretty!"

She hurried into the bathroom and sat him on the toilet seat, then she opened a drawer and started to take out some makeup, placing it on the tile counter in front of him.

"Oh, no freaking way," Adam said. "I will die before I let you put that crap on me."

"I'm not gonna go crazy with it. Just a little lipstick, and some mascara to bring out our eyes."

"Woman, you come at me with mascara and you will pull back a stump."

"Oh, shut up, tough guy."

She bent down and touched the lipstick to his lower lip, but he brushed her hand away.

"Karen, quit it. I'm serious."

"So am I. We need some makeup, honey. This is our baby shower. It's a really important day for a woman."

"Well, in case you've forgotten, I'm not a woman."

"Yes, you are," Karen said with sudden irritation. "You're me."

There was an awkward silence. Karen took a deep breath and began again.

"I'm sorry. This is hard to explain. This thing today is about all of my lady friends getting together to kind of celebrate us having a baby. This is some pretty deep, primal girl stuff. It's almost like we're this big girl tribe, like we're doing some kind of baby-making celebration ritual around the fire."

She smiled, took his hand and put it under her shirt, on her own flat, warm belly.

"Maybe I'm being crazy. I mean, obviously I'm not the one having this baby, and I never want to have a baby myself. But I'm still going to be a mom soon, and... I want my friends to be able to see me today as a beautiful, happy pregnant lady. I can't really explain why that means so much to me. But it does."

She bent down and tucked a stray lock of his hair behind his ear. (Well, technically, she tucked a lock of her own hair behind her own ear. Being the same person was confusing.)

"You're the only pregnant me that my friends are ever gonna see, you know? So that means I need you to be happy and beautiful for me. Please?"

She looked deep into Adam's eyes. The truth was, he really didn't understand quite why this mattered so much to her. But he could see how much it mattered, and that was enough.

"Well," he said, "I guess maybe a little makeup won't really matter that much. I mean, just look at me."

He gestured at his tits and belly.

"I can't possibly get any more emasculated than I already am."

Karen grinned and leaned in close with the lipstick again.

"Oh, we'll see about that! Make a kissy face for me."

Adam sighed and puckered up.

Karen took her time applying his lipstick, getting it just right. Adam had sneaked into his sister's room and tried on her lipstick once, when he was about 9. Other than that, he'd never worn makeup in his life.

"This is so awesome," Karen said as she painted his face. "I think every girl has wished she could somehow just take off her head and see it in front of her, so she could really do her makeup right. Now I get to see my pretty, pretty head, from every angle!"

Adam chuckled.

"I had no idea you were so in love with yourself."

"Hey, I have healthy self-esteem. Having another me around is just really fun. I always wanted a twin sister, but having a twin husband is like a million times better. It's like, you're my twin, but I can make out with you and stuff."

Adam found that it was actually kind of nice being primped by Karen like this. She rubbed some foundation into his skin, swept a little rouge along each cheek and daintily powdered his nose, all the while cooing about how pretty he was.

"Quit blushing," she told him. "It makes it hard to get your colors right."

Then she suddenly leaned in, pointing a mascara wand right at Adam's eyeball.

"No eyes," he said. "Get that thing away from me!"

"Come on, big boy. You're not afraid of an itty-bitty mascara wand, are you?"

"You'll put my eye out with that thing."

She smirked and took a step back, holding out the wand.

"Fine. Wanna do it yourself?"

He briefly considered it.

"No. I'd just screw it up. But really, do I have to have it?"

"Yes. Now hush up while I make us a hot mama."

She combed his hair, swept it up and piled it on top of his head, then she clipped some earrings to his lobes and fastened something sparkly around his throat.

She stood back, looking kind of startled.

"What is it," Adam asked her. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing."

She stood him up and turned him to face the mirror. He looked like a model on the cover of some fancy maternity magazine. He had to admit it: he was radiant.

"Damn," Karen said. "We are one sexy bitch!"

Half an hour later Adam found himself waddling into the restaurant beside Karen. She was dressed in a simple, clingy pink dress but she had Adam all decked out in low, chunky heels, most of her favorite jewelry and a summer dress with what seemed to Adam like an inappropriately low neckline. Looking down to see his giant tits all the time was one thing, but looking down to see his truly spectacular cleavage was another.

His face was painted just so, his hair was pinned up prettily. Karen had even painted his nails. He felt like a very expensive cake, decorated with lots of fancy frosting and ready to be consumed by a roomful of hungry women.

As they entered, dozens of strangers were sneaking a look at the big pregnant lady and her skinny twin. He wasn't sure if it was better if they all just assumed he was Karen's sister or if they figured out he was one of those weird husbands who had agreed to become his wife's twin and get knocked up.

A guy lived his life, trying his best, doing a bunch of stuff that all seemed to make sense at the time... and then suddenly he was a pregnant woman in a summer dress, getting gawked at by a restaurant full of strangers.

"I can't do this," Adam whispered. "Everybody's staring."

"They all think you're beautiful. Come on."

She took his hand and led him to a big room where about 20 somewhat-familiar women were sitting at a bunch of tables that had been pushed together.

How did Karen have so many friends? Adam had three good friends and a couple of guys he saw once in a while, and sometimes it was a challenge just to keep up with them.

"Oh, my God," one of the girls shouted. "Just look at you, Karen! You're gorgeous!"

She hurried over and put her hand on Adam's belly, without asking. The other women rushed to join her, gathering around Adam in a crowded, flowery-smelling circle.

They were all so damn tall. It was just like visiting his cousins, when he was a kid. All those giant girls, towering over him.

"Just look at you," Violet said, looking at Karen while she spoke but clearly referring to Adam's body. "You're so huge!"

"I know," Karen said. "It looks like we're gonna have a baby hippo."

"You're glowing," one girl said. "Absolutely glowing. And oh, my sweet lord, look at your boobs!"

Adam crossed his arms over his cleavage. What the hell was this? They were all acting like he wasn't even a real person, like he was just Karen's spare body or something.

But then he remembered what Karen had said. This was her girl tribe. Apparently they all felt some deep instinct to ooh and aah over their friend's pregnant belly, and Adam was the reluctant keeper of that belly. As far as Karen's friends were concerned, he basically was Karen's spare body, kind of a display model for how her pregnancy was going.

Today was all about these girls celebrating Karen's motherhood, and right now Karen's motherhood was standing beside her in a shimmery blue summer dress.

Even so, he had to remind these women that he did exist, and he wasn't just a big, walking belly for them to feel up.

"Hey," he said, giving an awkward little wave. "Husband here. Pregnant dude."

The women all laughed, much too loudly, making Adam regret that he'd said anything. Maybe being treated like he didn't exist wasn't so bad after all.

He found himself thinking of the old Chevy he had up on blocks in their garage. He used to love spending lazy Saturdays tinkering with it, sipping a bottle of beer and listening to sports talk on the radio.

He hadn't been near that car for months. He couldn't stand for very long, and with this belly he couldn't even bend over far enough to work on the engine.

He glanced around at the tables. There were a whole lot of half-empty glasses of wine. Great, everybody was already drunk. It was so unfair. He probably needed to get plastered more than anybody in the place, and he couldn't even have a sip.

The first half hour or so was weird as hell for Adam, but after a while he actually started to have a good time.

All of the girls were making such a fuss over him, telling him what a brave, awesome husband he was when they weren't telling him he was beautiful and touching his belly to feel the baby kick. Karen had a lot of really cute friends, and being touched and fussed over and treated like a precious thing by a restaurant full of hot girls really wasn't the worst way to spend a brunch.

At one point a handsome young waiter was pouring Adam a fresh glass of lemonade when he paused to tell Adam that he was absolutely gorgeous. Those were the words he used. Absolutely gorgeous. All the ladies at the table let out a big Aaaaw, and Adam blushed until it felt like his face was on fire.

He glanced over at Karen and she was giving him a naughty grin, like they were sharing the best secret ever.

They were talking about nursery schools with a couple of Karen's college pals when Karen's cousin Holly appeared and sat herself down beside them. Adam cringed a little. He really didn't want to deal with Holly today.

Holly was blond, busty and pin-up gorgeous. She was also kind of loud and sarcastic, and just being around her always made Adam feel like some awkward, pimply kid trying to talk to the most popular cheerleader in school. He never knew what to say, and he had to make a conscious, constant effort not to stare at her big crazy jugs. And the worst part was, he always got the feeling that she knew how desperately he was trying not to stare, and she liked it.

Seeing her made him a nervous wreck at the best of times. And now his jugs were bigger than hers.

"Oh, Adam," she drawled. "You look simply adorable. What a wonderful thing you're doing for Karen."

"Thanks," he said. "We both wanted to have a baby, and..."

"It takes a special kind of man to do something like this," she said, interrupting him. "A truly special kind of man."

Adam didn't like the way she said special, it made him feel like there was something really creepy and unwholesome about him being pregnant. Which there was, but still.

"I'm the luckiest girl in the world," Karen said. "I could not possibly love this man more."

All the girls at the table went aww. Adam smiled at Karen, his eyes suddenly moist.

Damn it. His stupid mommy hormones were messing with him again. He was not going to cry.

"Well," Holly said, "he's not exactly a man right now, is he? Not with those boobs!"

All of the women laughed, way too loudly again. It seemed like they were all willing to laugh at anything, and when they did laugh they laughed as loudly as they possibly could. Obviously the wine was part of it, but they also just seemed to have some kind of powerful girly buzz going on.

Adam shrank in his seat a little, wrapping his arms around his tummy.

"So tell me," Holly said. "How do you like being pregnant?"

He blinked at her. What was he supposed to say? He couldn't tell her that his stretch marks were hurting and if he didn't pee soon he was going to explode.

"Well... it takes some getting used to. But at the end of it, we get a baby, so..."

"But do you enjoy it?" She grinned, showing a lot of shiny white teeth. "Being a pregnant woman, and carrying your wife's baby? Having that great big belly?"

She leaned in close and whispered slyly.

"Do you like having tits?"

Adam suddenly found himself flashing back to when he was a kid at school, being bullied. Backed into a corner, forced to answer questions with no right answers. At least nobody at the table was laughing now.

"Aww, come on, Holly," Violet said. "You're making her shy."

"Him," Karen said, a little sharply. "You're making him shy."

Adam's heart was racing, his head felt hot, and he realized his nipples were getting really stiff. Oh, great. Why would his stupid nipples decide that now was a good time to get stiff? Did they sense they were being talked about, so they thought this was a fine moment to put themselves on display?

He resisted the urge to look down and check himself and just prayed his bra was thick enough to keep his rapidly-stiffening nipples from showing too much. The last thing he needed was everybody in the place looking at him while he had a big pair of pokies going on.

"Adam is so brave," Karen said quickly. "I didn't want to have the baby myself, so he said he would. I am so grateful for..."

"Most men would never do something like this," Holly interrupted. "They'd never be willing to give up their balls for nine months, you know? Like I said, it takes a special kind of man."

Holly placed a well-manicured hand on Adam's tummy, and every muscle in his body tensed up. He'd gotten used to strange women touching him this afternoon, but when Holly did it, it felt like a violation.

Karen gave Holly a look, but Holly either didn't notice or didn't care.

"That's a lovely dress, Adam," Holly said, idly playing with one of his shoulder straps. "So flattering, and feminine."

She leaned in, too close again.

"You sure do look pretty in it."

Suddenly Karen was on her feet, tugging on Adam's arm.

"Come on, honey," she said. "let's go powder our nose."

"How cute," Holly almost shrieked. "They even go to the bathroom together, just like two little girlfriends!"

Adam started to speak, but Karen gave his arm a particularly firm little squeeze

"Come on, honey," she said through clenched teeth. "Bathroom, now."

She took his hand and helped him up from the chair, and then she scuttled him along to the ladies' room. As soon as they were inside she grabbed a paper towel and started dabbing at his neck and cleavage. Adam hadn't even noticed he was sweating again. He was used to being wet and sticky all the time now.

"I'm sorry," Karen said. "Holly is a total bitch. Just ignore her."

"What's her deal, anyway?"

"I don't know. She's just like that. She likes to get in your head and make you feel creepy about everything. Plus I think she's drunk again, so she's extra... herself. Bitch is probably just jealous. She got divorced a couple of years back, and she probably can't stand it that I've got a hubby who loves me so much he got knocked up for me."

Karen turned to face the mirror, touching up her lipstick. Adam looked down at himself in his summer dress, at his cleavage and the round belly that totally obscured his feet, and suddenly he felt weird and wrong again.

He used to have guilty sexual fantasies about Holly. He'd jerked off, thinking degrading thoughts about that woman. Spanking her, pulling her hair, showing her who was the man. Now she was making wisecracks about his tits.

"We'll go back out there in a minute," Karen said, "and we'll find someplace else to sit. Don't worry, I'm not gonna let that big blond skank near you again."

Adam sighed, longing to spend a normal Saturday afternoon with his guy friends. But then he realized that it'd been several months since he had even seen any of them. They all seemed to get terribly busy all of a sudden, not long after he became a woman.

Karen took a compact out of her purse and began to powder his nose. He swatted the powder puff away.

"Hey, quit it," he said. "You already did that, back at home."

"You're looking shiny again, darling. It's the hormones, they make you extra oily."

He glanced at himself in the mirror. She was right, his nose and cheeks were gleaming.

"Great. Fat, oily, and smelling like cocoa and crayons. Lucky me."

"Yeah." Karen grinned. "Lucky me, too."

Adam was sprawled on the couch in the living room, surrounded by box after box of soft, fuzzy pink things from the baby shower. He dialed the phone, and as it rang he fidgeted with the tiny bow at the neckline of his too-tight nightie. Karen still hadn't done his damn laundry, and it felt like his jugs were about to split the seams of this thing.

He heard the sound of the line being picked up.

"Hey, Dennis," he said. "How you doing, you son of a bitch?"

There was an awkward pause. 

"Karen?"

"No, of course not. It's Adam."

"Oh. Sorry. You sound just like Karen."

"Well, no duh, right? I mean, being somebody's clone will do that."

Adam chuckled. Dennis did not.

"So," Adam said. "What're you up to?"

"Well... You know, I'm really busy with a lot of work stuff, these days."

"Yeah, I know."

Adam hesitated, scratching his nails against the silky fabric of his nightgown.

"You know, you guys all seemed to get really busy, right around the same time. Right when I... you know."

"I'm just really busy with work stuff. That's all."

"OK. But tomorrow's Sunday, and I was thinking maybe we could all get together. You can get some time off on a Sunday, right?"

There was a long silence. They'd tried to get together a few times in the early weeks of Adam's pregnancy, but it had felt weird to suddenly be this little woman in a sports jersey, trying to watch football with a bunch of giant dudes.

"Listen," Dennis said at last, "that sounds great, but... I really am awful busy. We all are."

"It's because I'm pregnant, right? None of you even want to see me, because I'm pregnant."

Adam closed his eyes, cursing himself for saying it. Dennis made a sound like he was choking on a peanut. 

"What? No! We... Look, don't take this so personally."

Adam found himself starting to cry. Oh, no. His hormones were making him crazy again. This was gonna get ugly fast.

He had to get control of himself. He wiped away his suddenly gushing tears with the back of his hand and tried to keep the quaver out of his voice.

"It's OK," he said. "I mean, I understand. It's weird for you guys. Suddenly your friend turns into this big, fat pregnant lady, and everything's different. Suddenly... you don't even wanna look at me. My friends don't even wanna see me, just because I'm a stupid, fat, pregnant girl."

Adam found himself sobbing. This could not be happening. He had to get his emotions under control, right now.

"Adam," Dennis said quietly. "Buddy, I'm... Are you crying? Oh, Jesus."

Adam was full-on blubbering now. This was a nightmare.

"Karen's friends threw us this big shower today," he sobbed. "For hours, they gave us presents and told us how proud they were of us and touched my belly and stuff. And... it was kind of nice, you know? It was nice to know they all cared."

"Well, that's great..."

"I'm not saying you guys need to throw me a shower or something, but..."

"Adam, I'm sorry. I really am. But I think maybe your pregnant lady stuff is making you a little, um, emotional, here."

"I know. God, I know. But really, why is it so crazy for me to want to see my friends?"

"It's not crazy, but... things are just kinda weird right now, you know?"

"Why is it so fucking crazy that maybe I'd like my friends to not totally ignore me, and maybe get together with me on a Sunday and watch the damn game, and ask me about my baby, and... maybe even touch my fucking belly, and feel my baby kick? Why is that so fucking crazy?"

"I really gotta go. Why don't you maybe call me up in a few weeks, and we'll get a beer or something."

"I can't drink beer, you idiot! I'm pregnant! I can't..."

"Right. Well, I gotta go. Keep in touch, honey. I mean... buddy. I mean... Bye, now."

The line went dead. Adam stared at the phone in his hand, not quite believing what just happened. It was worse than last Christmas, when he was newly pregnant and he'd spent an absolutely disastrous morning with his family. His dad could hardly look at him, his sister Marcy kept making a lot of stupid jokes and his brother Ken got drunk and pinched his boob.

Just thinking of it now made Adam break down crying again. What kind of asshole gives his pregnant brother a titty twister?

Adam set the phone beside him on the couch and sat there for a while, crying and hating everything. He hated his friends, he hated his family, he hated Karen and he hated himself. He even hated his baby. He was sick of being a fat, weeping woman, and he just wanted his damn balls back.

Finally he blew his nose, dried his eyes and spent about half a minute struggling before he managed to launch himself off the couch.

He waddled back to the bedroom and got into bed beside Karen.

"I hate this," he said.

Karen put aside the tablet she was reading.

"Hate what?"

She looked at him more closely.

"Honey? Have you been crying?"

He leaned back against the headboard and folded his arms, scowling.

"You tricked me into having your baby."

Karen clucked her tongue, her face a mix of impatience and sympathy.

"No, I didn't, honey. You were the one who really wanted to have kids, remember? All I did was insist that if we were going to have kids, you could be the one to give birth to them. You agreed to this."

"I didn't know how much being pregnant was going to suck. I didn't know I was going to turn into... this."

"Into what?"

"Well, such a... a..."

She raised an eyebrow.

"Such a pregnant woman?"

"It's not fair! I'm stuck looking like you and talking like you and having your freaking baby, and you just get to be... yourself!"

She looked into his eyes for a long moment, then she gently placed her hand on his tummy.

"You know," she said, "this hasn't always been so easy for me either. Seeing you like this, seeing myself pregnant, every day. It gets confusing. I'm surprised to say that sometimes I'm actually kind of... envious. Sometimes I do almost wish I'd been the one to have the baby."

He sighed.

"Well, it's too late now."

His tummy rumbled. Karen grinned at him sweetly.

"Are you hungry, honey? Do you want your ice cream?"

"Stop trying to feed me ice cream all the time. I'm getting too fat."

"I can't help it. You look so cute, I just wanna feed you cookies and cakes until you pop."

She leaned over and gave him a soft little kiss. He did love getting kissed as a girl. His girl skin was super sensitive, and getting kissed by another girl felt so smooth and soft. It never ceased to thrill him.

"I'm sorry this has been hard for you," Karen said.

He smiled, a little.

"Well, it hasn't been all bad. Sometimes, being pregnant is almost kind of..."

She gave him a little grin.

"Sexy?"

"No! God."

Her hand was slowly sliding up his belly, toward his chest.

"Are you sure? This doesn't turn you on, just a little? Maybe Holly was on to something, huh? Maybe you do like being a sexy pregnant lady, with these huge, swollen titties."

Her hand was on his breast, her thumb teasing his stiffening nipple through his nightgown.

"Quit it," he said weakly. He hated how she could always shut him up by playing with his tits.

"Seeing you wearing makeup is driving me nuts. You look so hot right now."

"I'm not wearing makeup. I scrubbed it all off when we got home."

"Not very well. Your eyes look so pretty."

He squirmed, somehow flattered and ashamed at the same time.

"Aw, come on."

"You're a girl," Karen said with a giggle. "A big, knocked up girl."

Adam laughed.

"Quit it."

"You're preggo. Expecting. A mommy..."

She was kneading his breast now, and it was hard for him to think straight.

"Just until the baby comes," he said. "Then... then I'll get turned back into myself, right away."

"I don't think so."

She kissed him, a little less softly now, her hands working his tits..

"I think you'll be too busy breastfeeding, with these great big fertile boobies of yours. I bet you'll wanna have more babies, right away. Lots and lots of babies."

He whimpered. Lately she'd been saying that stuff when they made love. Why was she talking like that? And why did it sound so dangerously attractive? Breastfeeding. Lots of babies. He didn't really want any of that.

But whenever he got really horny, and Karen was whispering in his ear, it suddenly sounded like the best idea in the world.

She gently pushed him back on the bed, pulled down the neckline of his nightgown and began kissing his cleavage. He whimpered again, knowing what was coming next. She slid one of the nightgown's straps down his shoulder, pulled his neckline down farther and pulled one of his big, heavy boobs free. Then she leaned in close and began gently sucking on his breast, running her tongue around his nipple, her breath coming in hot waves against his skin.

For a moment, his vision went white. Pregnant lady nipples were much, much too sensitive.

Having your tits sucked was the best feeling in the world. He didn't want it to be the best feeling in the world, but it was. Every time Karen sucked on his tits, all he could think was, THIS MUST NEVER EVER STOP. He wanted to spend the rest of his life here, in bed, getting his tits sucked.

From deep within the thick fog of his arousal, he still had enough brains left to know that Karen was giggling at him, loving the total power she had over him. He tried to find his voice, but it was like trying to speak in a dream, his lazy, clumsy tongue struggling to form the words.

"You're a weirdo," he said. "Getting horny for yourself."

"Hey, we're a very sexy girl," she said between mouthfuls of his breast. "Skinny Karen, and big, fat pregnant Karen. God, I love these huge tits. They look so good on me."

If he hadn't been so horny, being called "big, fat pregnant Karen" would have made him angry. But right now he only cared for what Karen was doing to his tits. His maternity panties were soaked, his chubby thighs slick with sweat under his nightgown.

She gave his nipple one last little taste.

"No milk yet," she said. "But you're so full now, it'll happen soon. Very soon. I can't wait to see what you taste like."

Adam bit his lip and looked away, feeling a confusing swirl of emotions. Some part of him actually wished he did have milk for Karen, right now. He wanted to be milked, to feed her with his body.

No. He had to stop thinking like that. He did not want to breastfeed. That was this body talking, not him.

Karen took the hem of his nightgown and peeled it back, revealing his huge, round, swollen stomach. Adam fumbled to cover it, but Karen gently brushed his hands away, leaving him exposed.

"No, please," he whined. "Come on, I don't want you to see my belly."

She got down between his thighs and started to kiss the skin of his belly softly.

"You're having our baby," she said in a high, sweet little voice. "Our beautiful girl is right here, inside of you."

Her kisses traveled down to his thighs. He whimpered again, completely helpless.

"Please," he said. "no pussy stuff. Come on. Just kissing, and... maybe you can touch my boobs some more. But don't do anything to the pussy. It feels too weird."

"It's my pussy," Karen said smugly. "I can do whatever I want to it."

She was flicking her tongue against his panties. He could feel it through the silky fabric, gently but insistently tapping against his achingly sensitive lips. He dug his fingers into the mattress.

"Oh, God, yes... I mean... wait, no. Please, don't..."

In an instant she had his panties off. He could barely get the damn things on, but somehow she always got them off in seconds flat.

Then without another word she parted his thighs and slithered her tongue deep inside him. Adam gasped, his fingers clutching the sheets as Karen tasted him and moaned a slow, deep Mmmmm he felt in every inch of his body.

As a man, Adam was used to penetrating, to being taken in, surrounded, enveloped. The sensation of being penetrated as a woman was still a huge shock to him, every time. Suddenly his hard cock was gone and he had moist lips between his legs, like a hungry little mouth. He had an opening, sensitive and vulnerable.

Karen was eating him. Oh God, this was actually happening. He was a man, having pregnant lesbian sex with his twin wife.

Everything was a wonderful blur. Getting your tits sucked was the best feeling in the world, but somehow, getting eaten was even better. It didn't make sense, but it was true.

He heard himself moaning, with Karen's voice. Karen's moans, the sounds she always made when they made love, resonating in his chest and throat, coming out of him in waves.

"Oh, God, baby," he gasped. "Please..."

Please what? He didn't even know what he was asking for.

Karen's tongue was carefully circling his swollen clit, around and around, finding his center. He could smell his pussy now, wet and salty like an incoming tide. He'd always loved the scent of Karen, but the smell was so embarrassing now, wafting out of his own body. The aroma of female desire, his desire, thick in the air.

"Please," he said. "Please... tell me about... all the babies I'm gonna have. About... me being pregnant."

He said it without thinking. At this point he was far beyond any consideration of his manhood, or his dignity.

Karen giggled and moved up from his pussy to shower his tummy with more soft little kisses.

"Well, in the next few months you're gonna get fatter and fatter, and your boobies are gonna get so huge."

"No, please... Come on, they're so big already."

She reached up and took a firm hold of both of his tits, playfully digging her fingertips into the sensitive flesh. Adam made a sound that was a laugh or a whimper, he wasn't sure which.

"You ain't seen nothing yet," Karen said. "These tits are gonna be swollen up with so much milk. Before long, you'll even start leaking. That happens to mommies like you, you know."

Adam swallowed hard, turned on and terrified.

"Leaking?"

"Yup. Leaking, through your bra. Dripping through your maternity dress, at the most embarrassing times. At the store, at the post office. Anywhere, and everywhere. Drip-drip-drip. 'Uh-oh, clean-up on aisle six! Some big, fat pregnant girl's tits are leaking!' Gallons and gallons of sweet, fresh milk, too much for your poor boobies to hold."

As Karen was describing it, squeezing his breasts and working his nipples, it was far too easy to imagine the scene actually happening. His tits felt achingly full right now, like just one more really good squeeze might start the gush.

He pictured himself springing a leak while he was standing in a long line at the supermarket, the milk quickly soaking through his bra, creating two wet little spots on the front of his dress. He imagined his milk suddenly starting to really flow, his face burning as he struggled to cover his big, squirting titties and everybody in the store gawked at him.

The scene was so vivid in his mind, he could almost feel the wet, warm, milky fabric against his nipples. He pictured a little stream of white liquid squirting unstoppably from each of his tits, dribbling down his dress and landing with little drip-drip-drips on the tile floor of the market. He imagined the other shoppers averting their eyes, blushing, maybe giggling a little, and the guys in line with him starting to get hard but trying not to show it...

Karen's fingertip was circling his nipple now, and he grabbed her hand and held it firm, so she'd leave his tits alone for a while. As fantastic as it felt, his nipples were getting too sensitive, it almost hurt. No wonder girls were always telling you to be gentle and slow down!

"Then you'll have our baby," Karen said. "And you're gonna be so happy. You'll love being a mommy. And you'll love breastfeeding so much. You'll be such a happy mommy, you'll want to have more babies, right away. Lots and lots."

"No," he said. Now that Karen wasn't working his pussy or tits anymore, he was starting to regain some of his reason. "No, just the one kid. That's all."

"No. Lots of kids."

Karen reached down and slid her index finger deep inside him, just like that, and he heard himself cry out with her voice.

"So many babies," Karen said, over the sound of his moans. "You're gonna be barefoot and pregnant, all the time."

Adam's whole body twitched. Barefoot and pregnant.

"You're gonna push our babies around, in a cute little baby carriage. You'll push it around while you wear your pretty maternity dresses, with your big belly and boobies sticking out. Everybody will see you, and they'll all say, 'Just look at that happy mommy, with all those babies. I've never seen such a fat, happy mommy!"

Adam winced, some remnant of his masculine pride rising up. Just for a moment, the utter strangeness of the situation hit him. He was a woman, an exact clone of his wife. Karen's fingers were inside him, his belly was swollen with their baby. He was a pregnant woman!

He formed words, with difficulty.

"No... I'm... a man."

"Not anymore. Now you're a mommy."

Her circling finger tip focused in, her fingernail finding his center.

Adam's thighs were quivering. He clutched Karen's hand and pulled it in, toward himself. Deeper. More.

He needed something bigger inside now. Something really big, and thick. And hard.

Damn it. He wanted a cock again. He tried not to think about it. But he really, really wanted a cock.

His cravings for cock were getting worse. He'd even started fantasizing about specific guys, like that one big dude who worked at the bank, or that really hot dad in Lamaze class. Right now Adam desperately wanted a big, thick cock, way up inside, filling him up, making him even more pregnant. Lots and lots of babies.
It was bad enough that the idea of being pregnant got him so crazy, but this cock stuff had to stop.

He heard the sound of Karen opening the drawer of the nightstand on her side of the bed. His eyes shot open and he saw her take out the vibrator. Big, rubbery and flesh-toned. And much, much too realistic. It even had balls.

How did she always know just the moment when he was ready for it?

"No," he said. "Come on, not this time, OK? Don't use the... thing."

"Yeah, right."

She grinned and switched it on, giving him a few seconds to go crazy with dread and anticipation as the hum of the awful device filled the room.

"No, please," he said in a weak little voice. "Don't use it. You'll bonk the baby's head."

Karen snickered.

"I'm not gonna bonk the baby's head. Just relax."

She placed it against his thigh and he felt the hum travel through his muscles, up to his pussy. God, he hated how much he loved that damn thing.

Then Karen touched the very tip against the lips of his pussy, just so.

The vibration made him shriek and dig his fingers deep into the mattress, hanging on for dear life. It was like a bolt of lightning striking his pussy.

"No... Yes. More!"

Karen giggled and slipped the vibrator inside him easily. He was more than ready for it. It felt like his whole body was humming, like the hum was rattling his bones and making his brain shiver and shake in his skull.

Then she started to work it. Slowly, gently. Probing him. Pumping him.

"Yes! Oh, honey, thank you. Yes. More. Please, please, please..."

His voice was hysterical, he sounded like a woman being tortured. He could feel his pussy squeezing around the false cock, his folds taking it in, embracing it. Deep inside. A perfect fit.

The doctors said this feeling was normal. He had a woman's body, and his body wanted this. It wasn't his fault.

He found himself thinking about the waiter from the restaurant. That cute guy who said he was absolutely gorgeous.

In a flash, Adam's mind was filled with another extremely vivid, filthy fantasy. 

He saw himself in the restaurant with the waiter, long after closing time. They were meeting there for a quick, sneaky little fuck. The waiter was reaching behind Adam with trembling fingers, unzipping the blue dress Adam wore to the shower. Now Adam was peeling the straps off his shoulders to let the dress fall lightly between his ankles, and the waiter was just standing there drinking in the sight of Adam's spectacular curves. Adam felt proud of his body, amused by the waiter's desperate lust.

Now Adam saw himself kissing the waiter. Softly at first, then harder, the black stubble on the waiter's chin scraping Adam's soft, sensitive skin. Adam was undoing the waiter's belt and unzipping those crisp, black waiter pants, reaching down to grab that nice, thick bulge in the waiter's briefs...

No. This had to stop. Adam refused to have fantasies about guys!

He gritted his teeth and tried to picture himself as a man, on top of a pregnant Karen. He was not a horny, pregnant Karen, craving some waiter's cock. He was having sex with a horny, pregnant Karen, and he had the cock.

But it was hopeless. His POV remained fixed inside this body, and he couldn't stop imagining that he was down on all fours now on the restaurant's cold, hard tile floor, his ass up, the waiter behind him, pumping, filling him up with warm, sticky...

Adam opened his eyes now, looking down at Karen's evil grin as she worked him. Suddenly, the thing inside him was her cock. And somehow that was even better than the fantasy of the waiter fucking him.

He was getting fucked by the woman he loved, but she was the one with the cock now. And he was helpless and whimpering, at Karen's mercy.

Why was that so unbearably hot?

Adam could hardly breathe. He was more aroused than he could ever remember feeling, and looking at Karen, he knew she felt exactly the same way. They'd had amazing, intense sex as man and wife, but this was something else.

Those guys at work were right. Becoming your own wife was more intimate than he'd ever imagined two people could be. Karen's heart was throbbing in his chest, his mind was racing inside her brain. They were one body, twice, the two of them kissing the same mouth and gazing deeply into each other's eyes, with each other's eyes.

He wanted to be a man. He wanted to be a father to their child, to be Karen's husband.

But Karen actually seemed to prefer it like this. What if he did too?

All thoughts faded away as Karen kept thrusting inside of him, as deep as she could go. Adam heard himself begging her to stop, and begging her for more. His eyes were wet. He was crying, it was so good.

He suddenly realized he'd been coming for quite a while. Girl orgasms were so weird that way. Sometimes you weren't even sure you were having them, until you felt a little puddle beneath you on the mattress and then you knew you'd come for like five minutes straight.

"How do you..? The way you... I can't... Oh, God."

Karen smirked as she kept working him.

"Shh. I learned most of it from you, honey. I just do the stuff you always did, that made me feel good."

She snickered.

"Plus, I'm basically masturbating right now. I know right where everything is, and how it works."

Adam's heart was pounding in his ears so loudly, he could hardly hear her. He was crying and coming, and coming and crying.

He loved being fat and sexy, and feeling the baby's kick, and the way strangers smiled at him. He loved Karen's teasing, and he loved how she pampered him and fussed over him. He loved wearing dresses, and seeing Karen's face in the mirror. He loved being pregnant. He loved it all.

And pregnant lesbian sex was perfect.

He looked at Karen's sweet, smiling face, and his love for her was overwhelming, it almost frightened him. He was going to have her baby. It was really happening. And he was so happy, happier than he could ever remember.

He needed this to never end. He needed this feeling to last forever.

"Please," he said. "Make me... have your babies. I wanna have lots of them, with you. Please."

He had no idea what he was saying, he was beyond words. Karen just smiled.

"Works for me," she said.

And then Adam came again, and came some more. It felt like he came for half an hour. Half an hour of coming.

God, being a girl was great.

When Karen sensed his latest orgasm had finally wound down, she crawled up and wrapped her arms around him, her breath warm against his cheek. They were two beautiful Karens together. Strong, fit, powerful Karen, with firm little muscles all over her body, and big, fat pregnant Karen, with her swollen, jiggling tits and a pussy that smelled like the sea.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I know I haven't done anything for you, but... I can hardly move."

"Shh. You're doing plenty."

Karen leaned in and began kissing his neck, her teeth nibbling, slowly working her way into giving him a deep, purple hickey that would be impossible for him to cover up.

"No, please," he murmured. "Karen? Honey? Please, don't..."

He was too weak now to push her away, so he just made helpless little sounds while she feasted on his throat like a vampire, her bite ticklish yet sharp.

Karen had always loved getting hickeys, that was one of her favorite kinks. She said she loved being marked liked property, so everybody who saw her would know she had been a naughty girl.

And now he loved it too. He was going to be a fat, pregnant Karen with a big, purple, humiliating hickey, and everybody who saw him would know he had been a very naughty girl indeed.

He hadn't just gotten Karen's body. Somehow, he had been imprinted with some aspects of her personality too. Suddenly he couldn't stand the taste of avocado anymore, and he'd started getting really into crossword puzzles and old Rolling Stones records and dorky fantasy novels about girls who rode around on dragons.

That was all Karen's stuff, but it was also part of him now. And it was all strangely familiar. As he read the pages of her favorite books or listened to her favorite music, it was as if he'd been Karen forever and his life as a man was a half-remembered dream.

He'd read about this before the procedure, that some pregnant husbands took on aspects of their wives' personalities. But if suddenly sharing Karen's passionate fandom for Exile on Main Street was hard to get used to, it was nothing compared to having a head full of Karen's hand-me-down kinks. Hickeys. Having a fistful of his hair grabbed and yanked, just right. Getting spanked. Especially getting spanked.

He was lying on his side, offering up his tender throat to Karen as she nibbled and gnawed, and just then she reached around and gave him a hard little slap on his ass. He gasped. It was as if she'd read his mind.

And maybe she did. The other day he'd had Dance Little Sister stuck in his head for a while, completely out of nowhere. Then when they were making dinner together, he overheard Karen singing it to herself.

They literally had the same brain now, the same meat in the same skull. How could he be sure where he ended and she began?

Did Karen know about his fantasy, about the waiter? Something told him that even if she did, she wouldn't mind. Hell, she'd probably been as hot for the guy as Adam was. Maybe he'd even inherited her taste in men. That might explain why he kept fantasizing about giving himself handjobs.

Please, spank me again, he thought. And she did, harder. He moaned, wrapping his arms around her head and pulling her closer, driving her teeth deeper into the flesh of his throat.

He was a brand new Karen, but she'd been Karen for a lifetime. She knew exactly what this body wanted, and she could reduce him to whimpering helplessness at any moment with a well-aimed little spank on his big, soft Karen butt. She could practically make him come just by whispering some secret words that worked on their body like a magic spell.

Karen leaned back from his throat, looking satisfied with her work.

"There," she said. "Branded as mine, like the fat, pretty little moo-moo cow you are."

He pouted.

"You said you were gonna stop teasing me about being fat."

"I lied. Just like you knew I would."

She smirked and gave him another slap on the ass; lighter this time, but just hard enough. He lost control and mashed his lips against hers, moaning gratefully as she slipped her tongue into his mouth. She kissed him deeply for a while, her tongue snaking between his teeth and dancing against the inside of his cheeks.

Then finally she pulled back, leaving him with his lips hanging open. He was lost in a haze of perfect, animal stupidity, not a thought in his head.

Karen giggled and rolled over beside him. He melted into his pillow, so spent he could hardly see straight.

His brain was coming back online now, and he was starting to remember the stuff he'd said when he was coming.

He'd practically begged Karen to make him have more babies.

What was happening to him? As much as he didn't want it, and didn't want to want it... some part of him did want it, more than anything. Lately he'd actually been catching himself daydreaming about staying like this, having more babies and being two Karens. Two mommies.

This body was trying to take control again. It wanted to have more babies, and it wanted him to want more babies. It was filling him up with mommy hormones and messing with his mind, making a big belly full of babies sound irresistible. But he wasn't going to let it win.

Was he?

"I didn't... the stuff I said, when I was coming... I didn't really..."

Karen gently tapped her fingertip against his lips: hush now.

His tummy rumbled. Karen sat up and ran her fingernails across the ticklish skin of his belly. He'd never been ticklish before. But Karen was, so now he was too.

"I know a certain hungry mommy who needs her ice cream," she said.

She got up and headed to the kitchen. He didn't object. He was too sleepy and content. In his post-orgasmic haze, everything felt perfect.

Or it did, until he had to pee again.

It was an unseasonably chilly day in June. All the parents were seated in the bleachers on the track field and as the speakers began to play Pomp and Circumstance and the kids in their dorky black robes formed a long line at the podium, Addie was having a hard time keeping it together. He reached into his purse and got a tissue to dab at his eyes, praying his makeup wouldn't run too much.

Karen squeezed his hand.

"Shh." She gave him a comforting smile. "It's OK, honey."

But as Chloe and Kevin appeared in the line, Addie was struggling not to sob aloud. He bit his lip, hard. He hated being the one who always got so weepy about this stuff, while Karen was a rock. Fucking hormones.

Madison was squirming in her seat, and Franklin had that "I'm getting ready to make trouble" look. Addie reached over and squeezed his shoulder.

"Come on, little guy."

"This is taking forever, Mommy."

"I know, But you gotta keep quiet for Chloe and Kevin, remember?"

Franklin sighed and quit fidgeting, but Addie knew he wouldn't keep quiet for much longer.

The announcer called Chloe's name, and Addie lost it. He had already been through Sammy's graduation two years ago and he thought he'd prepared himself for today, but these damn things never got any easier.

He flashed back to when Chloe and Kevin were kids and they used to fight all the time, and Samantha would always play the little peacemaker. All those days Addie spent chasing her little monkeys around the house, cleaning up their endless mess. It almost felt like a couple of months ago, a year or two at most.

But now Chloe and Kev were on their way to college, while Sammy was already newly married and her husband had his own bun in the oven.

Addie dabbed at his streaming eyes and whimpered. Great, now he was whimpering. Fucking hormones.

"Come on," Karen whispered. "You can do this, Adelle. Stay strong."

She smiled at him, showing those little lines around their eyes. Then she placed her hand on his swollen belly and gave him a long, warm, breath mint kiss that made his toes curl in his pumps.

"My hot little mama," she said.

He glanced down at her hand on his belly and frowned.

"This is my last one," he said. "I mean it."

Karen just chuckled and shook her head, years past the point of humoring him.

They turned to face the stage, their twin faces smiling and warm, scarcely touched by the chill winds of the day.

