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[July 2, 2015. Los Angeles, California. 8:05 A.M.]
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There she was.

Veronica Whethers, decked in her best gothic-chic outfit, was experiencing an influx of diverse feelings while taking in the big, brown-haired beauty bounding toward her. The first thought that entered her aroused brain was that she felt underdressed, which invoked a variety of irony, considering that she was standing in the lobby of the Ritz-Carlton. The majestic architecture of the hotel couldn’t compare to the massive-breasted, eight-foot-tall babe who went by a name that rolled off her dry tongue with captivated ease. The scantily-clothed Emaline Rogers—seemingly bending the gravitational force of all to her stupefying sexuality—gave the impression that she low-key wanted the eyes of everyone on her. Aside from her denim cutoff jeans and equally curt, yellow off-the-shoulder blouse, her exceedingly large body was a marvel alone. The soft voice she'd heard over the phone betrayed the assumptions that one would assume when taking in an exotic sight such as herself. The nervous goth tugged on one of her many necklaces, subconsciously trying to hide the fact that the giant’s M-cups made hers feel like insignificant blips on a radar. As time caught up with her, she would get to see them, full-frontal. The top of her black, short-haired locks was level with the dead center of her deep, bountiful cleavage.

“...Veronica?”

“Ah! Sorry, I—” she blundered, following it up with another.

Rogers was a respectable distance from her but a lack of social grace and misaligned depth perception resulted in her little palm touching the firm belly of Emmy. Perspective was important and visually, Whethers knew the tastefully round paunch had to be on par with the biggest of pregnant bellies. Her light-speed frame of reference came from years of personal, perverted experience, seeing as she has an impregnation fetish. And as it commonly was in this secret world, the obsession cascaded into a realm of intersecting subcategories. Veronica had her view of impreg, however, she was similarly fascinated by the blunt face of expanding tummies, especially for unnaturally huge distensions. She had a third kink and judging by the drop of barbeque sauce on the see-through portion of the blouse, it appeared that her customer from North Hollywood was the trinity incarnate. In an attempt to curb the embarrassment train, she pulled a save right out of her bony ass, taking her other hand and placing it on the left hemisphere of her stuffed gut.

“...Wow. You weren’t kidding about making ‘on site’ alterations. Lucky for you, I brought my whole kit with me. Double sorry for invading your personal space like this. It’s a...'measurement habit'.”

“Oh, please don’t be! No, no. If it’s anyone who should be sorry, it’s my fat butt. When I said that, I meant for the actual exhibition. I guess I got too into character...” Emmy remarked, emphasizing the point with a gentle thrust of her huge mound.

She should have removed her clammy palms, though, the tall stuffer wasn’t exactly shooing her away. Still, she took the out and feigned making a mental calculation of the girth before withdrawing her envious mitts. As for the reason for their meeting, it was supposed to be straight business, yet Whethers was already seeing the trouble with keeping the personal out of it. Veronica was a cosplay costume maker and was commissioned by Rogers to make her a “Fuu Kasumi” ensemble. They were two blocks from the Los Angeles Convention Center, which was hosting the annual Anime Expo gathering. The two bewitching females were united by their love for nerd culture but would soon discover they were brought together by their deep-seated lust for swelling tums as well. Moreover, these sweet ladies would begin their endearing story here. In this isolated memory, they were just two humans looking for acceptance.

“Hm...let’s start over and pretend like we’re normal people.” Whethers reset, drawing a sharp yet cute laugh from Rogers, “...Ahem. Hello, I am indeed the supposed ‘professional’ called Veronica. It’s nice to meet you...Emaline. Good to put a face to the belly. ...I mean! Ugh, I can’t win.”

Emmy graduated to a burst of wholesome laughter, one big paw covering her full-lipped mouth and slapping the belly that would always be in question. She blushed not only from the awkwardness but also because of the nice surprise of her reaction. Normally, her sardonic demeanor was off-putting to most and this was the first time someone found it amusing. It was paired with the humility of the situation. Even so, they were off on a foot that neither usually got on, and feeling daring, they would open their true selves to one another. And, naturally so. Veronica removed her round gold sunglasses, revealing brown eyes and a wanting smile.

“Don’t worry about it. She tends to be...distracting at times.” Rogers retorted, using the discussion as an excuse to push her belly out once more, “...Anyways! The gathering test starts at nine sooo...shall we?” Emmy finished with a gesture to the exit, Veronica giving her an agreeing nod. “I really should get my appetite under control. The ‘are you pregnant’ questions would probably happen less often. ...I’m not, by the way. Dear gosh if I was, though. I would eat...everything in...sight. ...You can ignore me.”

“...I don’t know. Either way...it looks good on you.” V breathlessly commented.

In equal measure, a blushing E came back with, “Oh...thank you. Who knows, huh? ...Maybe in some crazy future.”

************************************************************************
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[October 6, 2019. Cologne, Germany. 1:10 A.M.]
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“Seriously? This is an alternate future?! The...um, what it’s called. ...Multiverse! That’s it, right? Is that what this is?” the puzzled Rogers asked.

She and the Goddess of Bellies had reconvened, the latter having sent the gigantic-tummied former into the aforesaid. She had wrapped up her night of epic feasting, and the overwhelming outcome was jutting roughly eighty fleshly feet from her monstrous bulging frame. She had to keep asking GB to repeat herself, the engorged desire making her sapphire blue irises scan the freshly expanded portions of her two-story-tall anatomy. The unthinkably expecting brunette would forever have belly on the brain but she was particularly fond of the latest inches the Anuga Food Fair binge had added. A feature of bodily distinction was the apparent evening out of her limbs. Naturally, her midsection got the most attention. The very essence of the deity before her had concentrated its transformative energy into the mass that could overtake the square footage of sport arenas. The power of “Points” had acted on her will and granted a colossal build that could move unencumbered by the womb that contained one tredecillion compacted souls.

“Not necessarily. This is just a possible future. The countless decisions we can make leave ‘whispers’ of timelines that were cast aside. There is only one timeline in this universe. This one is held together by my Points, which should...yup, it’s collapsing.” GB casually delineated, further confusing her highly expectant Anointed.

As noticed, Emmy managed to remove her ravished regard from the sweeping swell to her darkening surroundings. The phenomenon that was currently occurring was best pictured as a computer simulation deconstructing the numerous objects of the rendered German city. No atmosphere was present, as though a sphere was shrinking, its black walls slowly encompassing the wondrous women. The buildings had lost all features, broken down to hunks of gray monoliths. Although it was a shame to see the beautifully built constructions fade from stitched existence, Rogers was again drawn back to her blooming belly, still intermittently undulating with her last meal.

At this collapsing juncture, it would be hard to convince anyone that there was someone that adored the overgrown bump more than she did. Nonetheless, the prime contender would be the absolute lust in the golden irises of the strawberry-blonde deviant. After all, these were her babies. “We got about a minute so lend an ear:”
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