
It was fixing to be a big stream tonight and Awassi was more than ready. He had everything set up for him in advance. Of course it wasn’t going to be any old stream; he was going to be streaming on Breedtube, one of the most prestigious live breeding platforms. They saw his application and took a few tests and found the simple answer: His fertility would provide a most eventful stream!


“Right then,” Awassi said, staring at the computer, a simple laptop; it was different than his usual set up, but he wasn’t going to complain. He did wonder why they went with a mere laptop. He also wondered why the room was so enormous with so few things in it. “All I gotta do is play the game and wait for the donations to come in? Simple as that?”


“Mmmhm,” said the Breedtube spokes person, a tall bull in a business suit. He stood 2 feet above Awassi. “Breedtube will handle the rest, little lamb.”


“Little Lamb? I like that.” Awassi grinned, blushing. He did have a bit of a love for cute nicknames like that.


And so, the stream began, with Awassi taking a deep breath, staring at the “STARTING SOON” screen. He was always slow to start the stream. Then, after a bit of mental build up, he went to face cam. “…And there we go!” He said, waving to the audience. Chat messages began to come in, slow at first but then it started to pick up. “How’s it going, Breedtube? Nice to see a new face on it?”


“Sheep!” One of the messages said.


“What is it with prey animals and wanting to get bred?” Another said, following it up with “Can’t complain, though.”


Unable to decide what game to play, Awassi spun a wheel… Or a picture of a wheel rather… The wheel spun and spun, before finally ending on… Darkest Dungeon! One of Awassi’s favorite games! “Alright, looks like we’re playing Darkest Dungeon; not exactly the most erotic of games, but hey, it’s a favorite of mine. As long as you don’t mind the contrast between a sexy pregnant sheep and horrible eldritch monsters.”


So, Awassi started a new game and was currently on the, unfortunately unskippable tutorial, and was awaiting the so called “donations” that the Breedtube spokesman told him about. Then, just as the tutorial finished, one of them popped up…


“+1,” the message said.


“Hm?” Awassi side eyed the alert bar, when sudden he let out a soft moan. His belly started to expand, hugging his shirt. “Oooh… There it is…” He said, as the sudden growth slowed down. Staring down at his belly, he let out an impressed huff, “Well, that’s the first one. Looks like we’re just getting started.” He patted his belly, being met with a kick. “Whoa, yup, it’s real.” Such was the nature of Breedtube and its “Donate to impregnate” gimmick. What started as a surrogacy service was now being used for entertainment. Awassi, was their latest contributor, thanks to his experience with streaming. But, just as quick as the first donation arrived, another one came in.


“+2! 2 babies!”


“Triplets? Already-” Awassi spoke but quickly was cut off as he felt the rapid expansion of two additional babies growing in his belly. His belly went from a normal pregnant stomach to a triplet sized one. “Mmmm…” He groaned, “Think it’s done. Phew… That feels really good actually. I don’t mind being so big… But, uh, anyways… Let’s get to building a team.” He said, trying to focus on the game. The movement of the babies within his womb were making it hard to focus though, the way they moved about, growing acclimated to their new home. “Let’s see, we just started a new game so… Right, we only have the first two choices. Plague Doctor, Vestal, Highwayman, and Crusader. The team everyone was stuck with at the start of a new game. He felt a kick from one of the triplets. “Oof… Yeah, I don’t like the beginning of the game either.”


Team at the ready, Awassi started the mission. The face cam was both on his face and on his belly. This being a game that can be played one handed, his free hand was gently rubbing his gravid middle. “Hope this game doesn’t affect the babies.” He laughed, “These lambs are going to come out saying stuff like ‘overconfidence is a slow and insidious killer’ or something along those lines… Ah, we got another donation of- Times two?”


“x2,” the donation said, “Double them!”


“D-double?!” Awassi said, caught off guard as he quickly realized he had to scoot away from the laptop as he belly doubled in size. His brood had doubled with the addition of 3 additional lambs and he was certainly on the big side now! “Hoo boy,” He said, staring at how big he got. “L-let’s continue the mission shall we?” With all the movement going on in his womb, it was a bit hard to focus… Why did he have to pick a game that required his utmost attention? “So, I think this is a dumb time to ask but… I’m gonna have to push all these out when this is over, aren’t I?”


The chat answered his question of course.


“Yup.”


“That’s the best part isn’t it?”


“When this is over? You’re gonna do it on stream, little lamb… Oh yeah, here’s a donation from yours truly… +4, make it a nice round number, pun intended.”


10! Awassi’s eyes widened as his belly immediately began to expand as he hit the double digits. 4 more lambs suddenly growing in his womb. “Oooooh!” he moaned, having to spread his legs to accommodate for the sudden growth. He was starting to learn why they gave him a laptop instead of a desktop computer; at this rate he was gonna be so big that he wouldn’t be able to reach the keyboard or see the monitor. “Phew…” Awassi wiped the sweat from his brow. “Uh, give me a moment… I’m trying to think of a pun that applies to both the game and this situation.” By that he meant: What Darkest Dungeon quote could he modify to be about pregnancy?


“This stream holds much more than mere fertility… And sheep bellies.” One chat message said.


“Pregnancy and power?” Another said.


“Hopefully we can get him to a prodigious size… The type that does dissuade the sharpened blade.” Came another.


Awassi laughed lightly, “Okay, okay, now you’re stretching it… Stretching it more than me.” He patted his belly, feeling his new brood jostle around. “How quickly the tum turns.” He said, as the movement of his ten little passengers was clearly visible. An active little brood they were. Each of them was pretty big too… One of them suddenly kicked causing Awassi to misclick, targeting the wrong enemy. “Oh dear…” He said, watching the screen with fear.


His Vestal was, thanks to a crossbow wielding skeleton, brought to Death’s Door.


“Dammit, why’d you have to do that.” He said, looking down at his belly.


“Having trouble?” A message said, “Oh hey, speaking of which: +2”


“I’ll join in too~ +2 as well.” Another message said.


“Fuck it, +5!”


Just like that, Awassi stared at the screen. He only had a second or two to mentally prepare as his belly size nearly doubled. “Ah… Ooooh~” he moaned as an additional nine lambs began to grow within him. He had to scoot back, as his belly grew and grew. He had to pick up the laptop and place it on top of his belly. “Oooh booooy~” He said. Already his shirt was basically useless, looking like a crop top with how little it was covering him up. “Is… It… Done…?” He said. After a few seconds of expansion, it finally stopped. “Hah… Okay… 19 babies… I got this. You’re done, right?” He looked at the screen, practically asking for it.


Then a donation from Breedtube themselves popped up.


Awassi gulped.


“x3,” it said, “Grow for us sheep.”


“W-wait… 19 times 3.” Awassi drummed on his belly, “Uh…” He put the laptop on a nearby table, now wanting it to fall off by the ensuing expansion. He already could feel his belly rumbling. “…38… 57?!”


It started as a steady growth. Slow, just as the previous growths had gone. Then, it began to speed up. His belly expanding out in front of him, shoving the desk aside. 22 lambs… 26 lambs… 30 lambs… 39… 46… 50… Then finally, the final tally of 57. His belly was large enough that he could use it as a bed. Thank goodness the game was turn based because it wasn’t being touched in a while at this rate.


“Ooooh fuck…” He moaned, leaning back, both hands on his belly. No longer did he look like a sheep with a huge belly, he was a belly with a sheep attached to it. He didn’t even have to play the game anymore. He was the real entertainment here! “So many…” He groaned as his gravid belly visibly jostled.


“It’s a drop in the ocean, but +3,” came another message, “I just thought I’d bring it to a nice round number, heh.”


“It’s fine…” Awassi said, still taken aback by all the growing. He felt a tiny bit of expansion as the lamb count increased to 60.


“Can you walk around for us?” Came a message from Breedtube. “Let’s see that waddle.”


“I’ll give it a shot.” Awassi closed out the game with his Vestal still on the verge of death. The stream changed to a full view of the room. Awassi stood up, wobbling. “Phew… Heavy.” How was he carrying this? If each baby was 6 pounds, his belly weighed over 360 pounds alone; but, from how big they felt inside him, they weighed way more than that. “Let’s… Try to walk… I can walk right?” He said taking a few steps forward. Each wobbling step felt like it took a world of effort. “Hah, I think I’m getting use to this.”


“Walk some circles around the room.”


“Alright.” He nodded, trying his best to move around. To call his movement a waddle would be an understatement. He was more like a blimp trying to move on land. He stood with the camera to his back, getting a good view of his nice rump, his belly highly visible from behind; it looked like a circle that he was completely inside of. Looks like his ass and thighs got fatter from his. “Like the view,” he said winking.


“Hope he’s a regular on the show.” Someone said.


“This sheep can carry so many lambs in him!”


“Please let me breed your ass!” 


Yeah, Awassi could get use to this sorta thing. He laughed, watching as more and more donations came in as he waddled around til the camera was getting a good side view of him. “More donations, huh?”


+2, +5, +3… Totally out into 10 additional lambs.


+5, +5… +10?! A total of 90!


Then came one last donation after the steady stream of them. +10… From Breedtube themselves, of course.


It didn’t take long for Awassi to do the math. “Hold up, that means.”


“Welcome to the triple digits club, little lamb.”


Just like before, it started as a calm rumble, a small bit of expansion, hardly visible the times when his belly was small. Then, it was followed by a fast expansion.


BWOMP!


“Oooh… Oh fuck!” He moaned, leaning against his wall of a belly.  He went into the 70s, then into the 80s, the 90s, then finally! “ONE HUNDRED!” Awassi shouted as the expansion slowed down. More of them kicked and moved around, how much bigger was he gonna get! He… Wanted to keep this going! He begged for more donations to come in to make him bigger! To turn him into a massive broodmare… Was broodmare the right word? Broodewe? Broodram? He steadily moved over to his chair, sitting down on it. The chair had been stress tested many many times to endure the crushing weight of even the most gravid of boys. “This is nuts… Holy shit…” He said, extending his arm out as far as he could to rub his belly. This was why the room was so big.


“How about one last donation?” One message said


“Yeah, why don’t we end it on something big big.”


“Single digit donations will barely change anything.”


“Are you guys thinking what I’m thinking? Let’s make him BIG!”


Then came the last donation. Awassi’s mouth hung open as he saw it. “Oh…”


“x5.” It said. No extra commentary. Just that one message. Multipled by 5.


“…Boy.” Awassi said, as he felt his belly rumble greater than it ever had. He grew and grew, shoved back by his belly. Growing and growing until his hooves lifted off the ground. “Theeeeeere weeeee gooooo!” He moaned. At this moment he was the most fertile sheep in the world, as hundreds of lambs were added to his ever expanding womb. “Still grooooowiiiiiing!” he shouted, “Oooooh!” His brain was lost in a pregnancy induced euphoria. The movement of so many little lambs in him, kicking and moving around. Why did being big feel so good?! His previously thin physique was now just a tiny little attachment to the light brown sphere that was his belly. He lied on top of it, lying on it like an oversize mattress. The expansion was barely done, as he was still growing.


“Grow grow grow!”


“hOLY SHIT!”


“So fertile, yes!”


“Grow for us!”


“He’s gonna need a lot of people to take care of him?”


“So we’re also gonna stream his labor, aren’t we?”


“Definitely. Get something to eat, because that’s gonna be a looooong stream.”


Finally, after much euphoric expansion, Awassi’s belly stopped expanding, as he rested atop his gravid mound. 500 lambs… 500! Even the most fertile of women wouldn’t achieve such numbers, and here he was breaking the threshold.


Someone walked into the room, the Breedtube spokesman who he met earlier. Placing a ladder against Awassi, he climbed up to him, holding a microphone up to him. “So, Awassi… Your due date is just in a few days. Want to stream that for thrice the day?”


“Hah, hah…” Awassi panted, still lost in the pleasure of his growth. “Hell yeah…”

