
        
            
                
            
        

    
Take As Directed

An Egg Pregnancy Story

Louis Baker


Amy couldn't believe she was actually going to go through with this. Holding up the bottle to the light, her eyes narrowed as though she was about to interrogate it; in truth, she was simply suspicious of the entire thing. It was one thing to hear stories about people producing eggs, another to see it happen, and yet it was still another thing to actually go through with the process yourself.

If she was being honest, Amy had no actual interest in the eggs she might be producing; what she was after was the pleasure that the experience supposedly provided the pregnant person. All her friends had done it, and it was only on their suggestion and their lurid tales of erotic experiences that she dared think to go through with it. The way they talked about what they felt, that it was better than sex, that it was more pleasurable than anything one could imagine... Amy couldn't resist it.

At heart, she was competitive; the blonde couldn't stand the idea that someone else thought she wasn't brave or daring enough to try something. The fact that some of her more timid friends had already done it practically required her to try it herself. And yet at the same time, her vanity made her worried about possibly sacrificing her figure. She worked hard on her thin frame, dammit, and she didn't want to lose that.

But at the same time, her friends did flaunt the benefits. All of them had become bustier, and curvier to boot; even the thinnest among them had gained quite the hourglass, and Amy couldn't deny she was rather jealous of that. Before, she'd considered herself fairly well endowed, but now she looked almost petite.

Groaning in surrender, the blonde knew she was just putting off the inevitable. Her pride, her vanity, and her curiosity had created a perfect storm she couldn't resist. It seemed she was going to be pregnant with eggs before long. All she had to do was swallow these pills to start the process.

Getting a glass of water, she poured a number of them into her hand. Supposedly, you were only supposed to take one or two. Maybe three. But that was definitely not enough for her. If she was going to do this, she needed to go all out. She needed to push herself, and prove she wasn't the one falling behind. She could take it, even if her flat stomach was definitely going to be ruined. No use in wasting time though; the blonde swallowed a handful before she could talk herself out of it. Now it was just a matter of waiting.

Looking down at herself, she was glad she'd chosen to wear things that didn't restrict her belly. Crop tops and skirts were definitely the right way to go, give what her friends had told her about their own growths. Besides, she wanted to be able to see her belly grow.

A minute passed, and then two, and still Amy didn't feel anything changing. She didn't feel any different, nor did she feel that she was any more pregnant than she had been before. She didn't feel like some kind of egg producer. Were the pills defective? Her friends had said that the process was quick to start and just as quick to develop. Should she take more? Her hand reached out for the bottle...

Suddenly, Amy felt something deep inside her shift. A loud gurgle erupted from inside her; holding her stomach, she felt like she was going to be sick. Luckily, the discomfort only lasted a moment, before it passed. Yet in its stead was something Amy was entirely caught off guard by: she was hungry.

No, hungry was a bad word for it. Ravenous was better suited for describing how she felt. Starving also would have sufficed. Regardless of the word used, she was a bit too distracted by her hunger to really think deeply on how best to describe the sensation. Without hesitation, Amy began grabbing anything she could find in her kitchen that she could eat in an attempt to sate her newfound cravings.

The only problem was that she really didn't have a lot of good, filling food in her home. She was so used to healthy things, things that would help her keep her thin and athletic figure, that she'd neglected to actually keep things that would really fill her up. As if on autopilot, her mind came up with the best way to solve that problem: delivery.

Cost and quantity weren't going to be an issue. She needed calories, and she needed them now. Six pizzas and a couple liters of soda were filling, right? They had better be. At the moment, she was pretty sure she might consume literally everything in her home. The fridge door lay ajar, as she practically shoveled whatever was edible into her mouth. Fruits, veggies, leftovers; it didn't matter. If it was food, she was eating it, and Amy didn't care what it might do to her figure right now. Hell, she practically chugged the milk and fruit juices without hesitation, ignoring the fact that she shouldn't be able to consume this much without showing some kind of discomfort.

And it wasn't like she wasn't showing the effects, either. Little by little, her belly was growing, filling up with whatever she could shoveled down, becoming bloated and tight, a proper foodbaby. Yet her hunger didn't decrease. If anything, she felt even more ravenous than she'd felt before, and she was running out of food in her home. Bottles, boxes, jars, and containers lay scattered on the floor; entirely out of her mind at the moment.

She was finishing off a jar of peanut butter when the doorbell rang. Yes! Finally, more food. She barely wasted time signing the receipt before yanking the boxes and the bag of sodas. Food now, talk later.

Door shut, she didn't even bother to pretend she was in her right mind. She placed the boxes on the floor, opened them, and started shoving pizza slices into her waiting mouth. Apparently, she'd ordered meat heavy toppings, something she'd normally avoid due to all the calories, but right now it was a godsend. The blonde didn't care that she was making a mess of herself, sauce on her face and shirt, because she was much too focused on consuming as much as she possibly could as fast as she could manage.

One pizza, then two, then three; the woman had never eaten like this before, nor could she have ever pictured herself being able to eat like this, not in her wildest dreams. Her gut swelled, filling and stretching as needed with the calories her body demanded. Any time she wasn't shoving pizza into her mouth, she was guzzling soda, burping loudly and decidedly crudely before discarding the bottles like the rest of the garbage.

After six large pizzas, Amy finally felt full, the hunger dissipating from her mind. The food induced haze however, was slower to lift. Instead, she felt a new strangeness, a different kind of fullness, begin to descend over her. Trying to stand, she was met with just how large and heavy her belly had become; she barely recognized herself looking like she did. Groaning, she held it up as best she could, trying to waddle somewhere, but decided that she was much too full to manage anything like that. Surprisingly, her belly wasn't as big as she felt it should be; it was more like it was dense, packed tight, and heavy like a weight.

Placing her back against the counter, she slid down to the floor. As soon as her butt hit the floor, her belly pressed against her waistband, bursting the button on her skirt, along with the zipper. Amy wasn't sad to see them go; any relief was welcome right now.

Gently rubbing her belly, she could feel something happening deep inside her. It gurgled audibly, and it felt like there was movement of some kind; breathing heavily, she began to wonder if she'd made a horrible mistake. After all, she didn't realize she'd binge like this; had taking so many pills been a bad idea? Was she in danger?

Worry piercing through the haze, she texted one of her friends, though which one she didn't know. All she knew was that she texted something akin to them needing to come and help her with the eggs. Yes, the eggs. She was pregnant, wasn't she?

The thought of the eggs, of being pregnant, suddenly clouded her head more, but unlike the hunger, it filled her with an eagerness, a happiness she hadn't expected to feel. She was excited and proud, readily anticipating what was going to happen, and she didn't entirely know why. Her mind was too lost in the haze of everything to really grapple with the details of the urges pulling her along.

Suddenly, Amy felt something shift again inside her. There was movement in her gut, as the calories were digested and diverted towards something else. Moaning in bliss as she rubbed her stomach, she felt it begin to swell against her fingers. Soon, she looked more than pregnant, she practically looked like she was pregnant with two or three kids, and ready to deliver at any moment.

A dull popping sound was heard, her belly button popping out like a timer in a turkey as she continued to grow. Her belly was far too large for her to wrap her arms around anymore; the blonde could simply watch as her belly swelled further and further, obscuring more and more of her vision. She could feel things moving around inside her, see little bulges forming and moving under her skin. Normally, this might have worried her, but at the moment she simply moaned as she felt pleasure flood her mind.

Clearly, something was going on to make her feel so good. Arousal flooded her senses, as Amy began to feel like she was in heat. Her skin felt so sensitive, every touch from her fingers and movement from whatever was inside her made her fall deeper into the ecstasy. At the same time, every movement she made caused her clothes to brush against her skin, sending yet more pleasure flooding into her brain; she was practically melting into a puddle of arousal and need with every passing moment.

Speaking of her clothing, unbeknownst to her it was growing tighter. In her current state of euphoria, Amy barely noticed that her bust was now slowly growing larger, with each breast filling up her bra and pressing against her shirt. And how could she, when the feeling of her bra and shirt rubbing against her swelling chest caused her to feel intense, overwhelming arousal?

Soon, her chest had nearly doubled in size, her bra creaking omAmyusly as it tried to contain her chest. Sadly, there was no way it was going to be able to, with her breasts growing larger by the moment. Amy herself only noticed the tightness when it grew nearly unbearable, groaning in discomfort in between moans of bliss. With a loud snapping noise, her bra broke, freeing her breasts from their prison. Well, one of them anyway. Her shirt was now acting as a new bra, as her increasingly large chest rested atop the massive orb that was her growing belly.

The rest of her wasn't exactly unchanged either. Amy's hips and rear began to fatten and grow, becoming wider, preparing her for what was going to be coming later. Her skirt stretched to contain her suddenly wider frame, stitches and seams popping as flesh pressed against them. The blonde paid it no mind, she was simply lost in the bliss and arousal of the experience.

Speaking of being unaware, Amy paid no mind to the fact that her kitchen door was being opened. Walking in, her friend gasped in awe as her eyes laid upon the swelling woman. Crouching beside her, the friend placed a gently hand on Amy's middle, causing Amy to moan loudly. She wasn't really sure which friend it was; memories and knowledge were hard to put together when she was unable to string together coherent thoughts.

But her friend was definitely asking how many pills she'd taken. Amy knew she had taken a lot, but the actual number escaped her mind. Thinking was too hard; every attempt she made seemed to disappear under a flood of new arousal. Her friend soon gave up, instead gently massaging Amy's swelling middle, which was now almost as large as the rest of the woman combined.

Amy herself couldn't see over her belly or breasts; they were too large to manage that, and standing was impossible. Not that she actually wanted to see over them, for she knew there was nothing to see. But it was becoming clear if she grew much larger, her belly and breasts might squish her against the counter, and that would certainly be a problem.

She could feel her breasts tearing her crop top open, hear the sounds of fabric breaking as her heavy, full chest burst through. Climaxing from the pleasure, she paid no attention to the wet substance running down the sides of her bulbous middle. After all, with her skin being so sensitive, it only stimulated her more. But the lactating woman was entirely submerged in the experience.

Her friend, perhaps trying to help her, or maybe trying to make the experience better, began to milk Amy's full breasts, spraying milk all over her still growing middle. It had slowed, sure, but it was still stretching further and further as more and more eggs filled her. Stretch marks began to appear, as the blonde reached something akin to capacity; there were limits after all, even if those limits were beyond her wildest expectations.

Finally, the swelling slowed to a crawl, and then stopped, leaving the blonde panting, wet with her own breastmilk, and filled with eggs. Moaning in bliss as her mind tried to wrap itself around her current situation, she was entirely unprepared for anything further. But unfortunately for her, there was still a lot to go.

Amy heard her friend say something about birth; the thought floated around in her mind for a moment before she settled on this being a good thing. Yes, she wanted this. Everything inside of her... it needed to come out, didn't it?

Suddenly, something shifted inside Amy's gut. She could feel something moving around, feel things moving around in ways they hadn't before. Moaning, her hands worked to try and massage her belly, though she could barely reach most of it. Her friend, seeing her, attempted to move her legs forward, though it was nearly impossible with how large Amy was. Still, it was important, for her friend knew what was coming next, and it would be best if the blonde could deliver what had grown inside her safely.

Amy was somewhat aware that her friend was telling her something. Something about preparing herself. Something about her being ready. The words felt like they were very far away at the moment. Instead, the blonde's mind was focused on a growing sense of euphoria and arousal that was building up inside of her. Her breaths became heavy and labored, as pressure seemed to grow. Something was moving around inside her, something big. It was quickly making its way through her, and every step of the way it was stimulating her in ways she'd never felt before.

Suddenly, she felt the pressure growing in her womb. Oh yes, something was finally trying to force it's way out. Something big. Amy groaned as she tried to spread her legs further, tried to do what she could to make it easier, as she tried to push out whatever was inside of her. The only problem was that the pressure was arousing her, and that made it very hard to focus on the task at hand. Perhaps the saving grace was that whatever was inside her seemed to want to come out as much as Amy wanted it to be pushed out.

She could hear her friend saying something, but it was lost in the heat of the moment. Pressure and arousal grew in equal measure, throwing her back into the heat she'd felt before while eating and growing. Now however, she was at the mercy of whatever was inside her, as her body stretched further to try and allow whatever was inside her to be released. She felt like she might go mad, or possibly explode, maybe both, as the pressure and pleasure became ever more unbearable...

Then, all of a sudden, the pressure grew larger than the resistance it experienced. With an audible pop, the egg was pushed through, instantly causing her to climax on the spot as the wave of arousal she had been riding crashed over her mind. She was only vaguely aware of her friend's surprise, of how she marveled at the egg that had just come out of Amy, of its size compared to her own experience... but none of that reached the blonde's ears.

Instead, without missing a beat, the next egg inside of her moved forward to take its turn. Again the pressure grew, and again the arousal flooded her senses. Crying out in bliss, Amy pushed as best she can, and luckily it seemed her body was better able to handle it now that she'd already laid one. Another pop was heard, as another egg was forced out, and like before she climaxed on the spot.

The process began to repeat itself. The pressure would build with her arousal, an egg would be pushed out, and Amy would climax harder than she ever thought possible. Again and again it happened, eggs being popped out one after the other, entirely erasing her sanity in a tidal wave of bliss and arousal. She lost count of how many eggs she actually produced, how many times she climaxed; it was all lost to her as she was.

Gradually, as the eggs continued to be pushed out of her, her belly began to shrink back down. Little by little, Amy began to look somewhat like a normal person again. Of course, it took more than an hour for the eggs to stop, leaving the blonde a sweaty, milk covered, blissful mess of a woman. She simply laid there against the counter, a goofy smile on her face, eyes entirely clouded with ecstasy.

At some point, Amy found herself in her bed. She wasn't really sure how she got there; she assumed she must have passed out after her experience. Her body felt strange; good, but off somehow. Like she wasn't entirely herself. She began to run her hands over herself, stopping suddenly when she realized there seemed to be a lot more of her than she remembered.

Opening her eyes, Amy looked down at her figure, gasping at what she saw. She was much bigger than she remembered herself being. Getting out of bed, she ran to her mirror, her footsteps heavier than she recalled them being. Just standing up needed a bit of getting used to; her center of gravity was decidedly different than before.

And logically so, for her figure was much fuller than it had been before her experience. Her breasts were still at least twice their previous size, something that made her worry about having to find bras that would fit her now. They were heavy too! But at least her body seemed to have adjusted itself for them. She just couldn't imagine walking around and having them swing all over the place.

Lower down, she was still slightly chubby, but it was her hips and rear that had really grown larger. Now, her hips flared out, and her butt was massive compared to how it had started. She was going to need an entirely new wardrobe just to fit into things. There was no way she was going to be able to leave the house like this!

It was then that she remembered that she had been laying eggs before all this. Without considering clothing, she ran downstairs, finding that her kitchen was filled with eggs the size of her head. No wonder she had gotten so big! How had she ever fit any of this stuff inside of herself? The eggs were heavy too; she didn't recall this being advertised when she bought the pills that did this!

Putting one of them down, she spied a note left by her friend, one that explained that she'd managed to put Amy to bed, but also that she had never seen so many eggs or ones of that size, and so stole some of the pills herself. Huffing angrily, Amy went to check to see if they'd all been stolen; luckily, they hadn't been. Which raised a question in her mind: now that she had already done it once, why not go ahead and do it again?

A devious grin spread over her face as she went to get a glass of water. Oh yes, she was definitely going to do it again. After all, what was the worst thing that could happen, now that she'd already gotten a bit stretched out? Surely, she'd be fine...


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com
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