Lara 


Deep in the jungles of Venezuela, a temple lay hidden for the last thousand years. Its complex was serviced by a mysterious race known only as the Ancient Ones. The complex itself was built on a mountain top.  Five glass spheres on obelisks were arranged in the shape of a pentagram pointing east, with an rather large building at the center. At one time, it looked over a nearly perfect cliff at the distant falls, whose name had been forgotten in the sands of time. A long trail led up the mountain side, obscured by trees and vegetation. Of course, not all things stay lost forever. 


Even now, a familiar redheaded figure made her way up the mountain, her rather large breasts smashing against her ribcage hidden behind a sweaty lime green top. Her tan shorts hid her round bottom, the massive, round hams powering her legs as they pushed her body up the stone cliff face. Her muscular arms pulled her body up along the rock, a long, red ponytail moving along her back.  It was Lara Croft, famed treasure hunter and archaeologist. 


Lara grunted as she moved up the cliff side, making headway.  Cool air flowed into her lungs as she finally reached the top, pulling her body upward.  She looked down the cliff face, brushing off her lithe form, her fingers tracing her muscles for a split second.  Lara whistled sharply, listening to the sound echo off the cliff face, before looking at the waterfall, staring for a few moments. She turned and headed into the trees, the air around her rather comfortable, though the amount of sweat on her skin and clothing made it a bit cold. Lara began to cut into the jungle, toward a rather strange destiny. 


Soon, her knife hit one of the stone obelisks, and a smile grew across her face. Her hands pulled away at the vines, which fell all around her landing on the forest ground with several loud thuds.  Lara looked up at the glass obelisk, which remained oddly clear, and seemed to be shining. Her lips moved silently as she looked over the hieroglyphics on the obelisk, which were still quite clear despite their age. 


“Wonderful!” She cried out cheerfully as she bend down to retrieve a bit of notebook paper.


She placed paper onto the obelisk, and turned a pencil on its side, using it to quickly trace the entire set of hieroglyphics before numbering each page, and placing them in a sealed, waterproof, leather carrying case. She began to explore following a nearly invisible stone path, clearing off the other obelisks, before she was finally able to figure out where the center structure lies. She made her way forward, entering the large stone building, only to find more hieroglyphics covering the walls.  She took a bit of time to try and identify these, only to find that the language itself was unknown to her, and probably to science. As she began to write these hieroglyphs down, she could feel the magic that still flowed all around her.  She finally made her way toward the center of the stone structure, where she began to examine an altar, and several nearby figurines that lay on the floor. 


She spoke idly to herself “well, this is interesting...” 


Her fingers wrapped around a small figurine, lifting it off the ground to examine it closer.  It was small, roughly 6 inches in height, made of stone, and had a round stomach and breasts. Its bottom seemed to be rather large as well, and even had a ponytail running down its back.  Lara looked at the statue, thinking about how much it looked like herself, smirking.


“Thousand year old fan worship, how wonderful.” She giggled as she put the figurine into her pack. 


She looked around, noting a large crystal on the cieling.  She quickly took its picture, before beginning to look at the pedestal in the center. She brushed the dirt and dust aside, surprised as she realized the writing was entirely in Latin. She began to read the scriptures aloud. 


“Let all who read this never fear for their future of their race, for all who enter this temple will never be barren of children, all women and men will be fertile, and always bear children.  The child within shall be one of Ancient Ones, and will give either peace or horror, as decided by the mother.  So say the gift bearers. To Activate the magic hidden within the crystals, simply read this aloud.”


Lara thought for a moment, not realizing what the she was saying as she turned her head to think for a moment. 


“gift bearers, who are they?” 


Just as Lara realized what the scriptures were saying, a beam of light shot from the crystal on the ceiling, and into the pedestal, and through Lara's arm. Lara let loose a brief scream as she felt the heat from the light enter her body, overwhelming her senses.  She could feel it ball up in her womb, as she collapsed to the ground, her screaming voice filling the air, echoing in the empty room.  Her hand felt like it was stuck to the stone for a moment, before the magic finally stopped, and her body crumpled to the ground. She passed out after a quick moment, laying on the ground, feeling her hormones flowing, her body  changing.


Lara woke up hours later, her head in a fog. She rolled over to her side, coughing.  She pushed herself up, still unsure of what happened.  It was then that she noticed a rather large baby bump in her midsection. Her throat went dry for a moment, as she stroked her round form. Her eyes grew in surprised as she muttered the only words on her mind... 


“oh... FUCK....” 


She traced her bulging middle once more. The skin felt taunt and stretched from its rapid expansion, and heavy with well, something. It was small, only a few inches from her body, but it was still noticeable when compared to her normal six-pack stomach. Her skin and muscles started to ache from being stretched so quickly.  Lara's estimate put her size of a 6 month old pregnant woman. Well, a normal one anyway. She began to move through the temple, looking at the hieroglyphs, trying to discern what was inside her, who these “Ancient Ones” were, and whether or not the child inside of her was evil. However, she soon found that the only hieroglyphs she could understand were the ones on the pedestal itself. She took out a notebook, and began to write down all of the drawings and designs inside the temple.  When she was done nearly 4 hours had passed, and her stomach had blossomed, expanding to the size of a basketball.  Lara stroked her bare belly again, noting at how swollen her chest was getting. 


“I really hope this is how big I get....” 


She began to make her way out of the temple, hoping that some distance will at least slow her stomach's growth. She only understood how much time had passed when she walked out into the jungle, and into darkness. Lara turned on her shoulder lamp, casting light into the darkness. She looked at the time on her PDA. It was nearly 5 in the morning, and predators like jaguars and panthers would be out hunting now, and Lara knew that she must have looked like a round, plump little morsel.  Even without her newfound baby dome, she would have one hell of a fight for her life against  one of those creatures.  With it, however, Lara didn't know if she stood a chance, but her skin felt alive with the magic still in the air, which might be heading into her tummy, making her even MORE round. She simply wanted to away from the temple as soon as possible, and set out into the night. She could feel her legs push into the bottom of her sagging stomach. As soon as the magic in the air was gone, she checked her GPS, only to find that the nearest way out was nearly 12 miles away, though unmarked, overgrown jungle. She quietly prayed for her chances to whatever god would hear her, and began to hack through the jungle, moving into the unknown....

