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Lalia.

Pregnant.

Thanksgiving.

Separately, all three of these elements had one fundamental thing in common: The simple yet monstrous need to feed. And each was an animal in their own right. Indisputably, the redheaded woman herself not only didn’t need an introduction but she also didn’t need a lengthy breakdown of her demand for an endless river of food being flowed into the unscalable ocean that was her belly. An untold number of media had chronicled her gluttonous activities over the years. Any piece of that artistry would show her expected open mouth about to or taking in a calorie-filled piece and the steady ballooning of what was suspected to be a limitless sphere of sexy flesh.

Forgetting the popular pepper female of the night for a moment, we can also effortlessly agree about a pregnant woman’s obligation to properly nourish her developing offspring. It was yet another indisputable fact of nature. By all means, what to eat, how much, and when at certain points of trimesters was entirely debatable. Nevertheless, some women took advantage of this truth, and in order to engage in their otherwise understated love for food. That was a spectrum in and of itself but “eating for two” quietly summed it up.

And finally, we can’t forget Thanksgiving. Whether you’re either of the first two subjects, anything outside or in between them, or even the family pet that gets a plate, everyone knows this is the one day to gorge without judgment. By that alone, you could say we all have that inner desire to eat to our soul’s content. After all, it’s one of the seven deadly sins and most cultures have a tale of an individual who never had qualms about their wild overindulgence. Point is, everyone can confer and cite an example of the main topic.

Now...what if...all three met to create a powerful, insurmountable, and ravishingly ravage combination?

Well...you would have...Lalia...pregnant...and on...Thanksgiving.

Nuff said, but this evening’s story would recount the entire salacious, belly-burgeoning time bomb. It’s put that way because by the end of the conversation that’s about to occur will detail the anticipated “boom”. So, without further ado, let us...spark the fuse.

“...So, what’s the verdict, Em? This is my first time being a preggo but I’m pretty sure it doesn’t take this long to process an ultrasound photo. Is the ‘photo on the fridge’ cliche not a...‘thing’ any more? ...Whatever. Just tell how many are in my belly so I can start portioning my daily dose of...tofu.” Lalia implored, unpausing from the last word to continue cutting slices of the aforenamed food.

Not a soul that knew the beautiful gobbler would ever expect to hear her not just nonchalantly mention she was knocked up, but heed it together with the low-calorie sustenance associated with...vegans. There was much to off-load from what was stated in those five sentences. And standing laterally opposite of the round-bellied ginger was Emma Madris, whose mind was racing with everything contained in that statement. This was deja vu, bad habits, and an overdosing of the highest-grade fetish fuel all wrapped into one. Merely six months ago, she had been in this same situation and attempting to learn a lesson from the time she drunkenly bought a nine-month supply of snacks for her roommate, she decided to tell her right away. She eyed the many tables of food behind her and replied:

“Four—”

“Quadruplets?! Oh, boy. The one I time I take dieting seriously and now I have eat for four—”

“Thousand.”

“Yeah, four thousand. ...! Four...THOUSAND?!”

It was the number heard around the world and although it was just the two of them for now, the shocking piece of news would make its way across the global circuit by the time the holiday weekend would end. Emma pulled out the final food she would bake or cook for the long evening ahead, and it was a pecan pie cheesecake that would fully unleash the beast rapidly awakening inside Lalia. She placed it on a serving dish to cool and with a finger on its base, Madris slowly edged it to her, stopping at the midpoint of the counter.

“...This time, it’s not entirely my fault...and nor was it entirely...intentional. I don’t know where to start so—”

“How about the BEGINNING?! ...Sorry, don’t mean to yell. I’m not mad...but somebody has some explaining to do. And for once, it’s not me...apologizing for wrecking a Halloween party...or that Thanksgiving at Jane’s...the Food Festival too...” she trailed off, rubbing her big belly as if fondly recalling how all of those incidents eventually culminated into this perfect storm.

The end result was enabled and the number one enabler felt the itch of her contacts, dismissing it as the first step of her amends. As begged, she opened her glossed lips to unravel the inception of the most insane conception ever impregnated:

“So, that ‘bad friend’ that my brother and I mentioned. The one that had the ‘failing surrogacy clinic’ and walked away from those many frozen embryos that we’re about to thaw into non-viability for all time...”

Lalia placed her other hand on the bump emitting from her wide set torso, the mound that was coincidentally the same size of the “pre-stuffed” belly she had before her aforementioned Turkey Day blowout at Jane’s. A ankle-length burgundy plaid ruffle maternity midi skirt draped over its differently solid shape, the smocked waistband pinching its upper latitude and meeting a plain sleeveless white shirt. Besides wearing the attire well, it accentuated the bigger and taller aspects of her with-numerous-children body. Pre-pregnancy, it was well known that her height exceeded a couple of inches past six-foot, but lesser-known was a theory purported by those who probably had too much free time. Its first documented proposal was some time after she posted a series of photos of her “epic cereal binge” on social media years ago. The last set of belly-centric photos showed her decked in a turquoise dress and pink hat, her partly digested breakfast showing off one of her biggest bellies at the time. It or what she gained on the cruise trip she won from the coupons inside the many boxes she ate came close...but not quite as massive as the mound of her famous Thanksgiving spree. Staying on topic, the original poster speculated that her progressively larger gorgings were making something else than her amazing breasts grow too.

“Uh...yeah? Mind if I...‘pick’ at that nice...creamy...sticky...delicious-looking pie while you explain?” the preggo plainly but then erotically asked, her “serious dieting” already becoming a short-lived change of lifestyle.

“Um...sure? No, not—...never mind. Go ahead. Everything is about to spiral out of control...soon...anyways...” Emma relented, but instantly found out that Lalia didn’t wait for permission and watched as she ate the whole cheesecake in less than five seconds.

“...Mmmm, that’s the stuff. That sugary...thick...goodness flowing down my throat like a caramel dream. ...! Oh, I said that out loud. Don’t mind me! Just gonna go ahead and put this...tofu...aside and maybe eat...EVERYTHING IN SIGHT...while you explain. ...Oh, boy. I said that out loud too. You might want to hurry...‘cause all I’m hearing so far is ‘Lalia, you have A LOT of missed meals to make up for!’”

“...No. Problem. Way ahead of you, actually.” Madris responded, gulping so audibly that even the obviously distracted redhead was now paying attention because of it, “More like, I don’t have a choice. Because in that pie you oh so beautifully inhaled...was several doses of a reversal drug that cancels out the effects of the hunger suppressants you’ve regularly been taking. Therefore...let’s get to it!”

“Hm? I do feel a little...funny. To be honest, my every nerve is tingling with naughty excitement, so be my...g-g-guest...”

And visibly, Emma could give her the earnest attention in return, watching as the towering titan of female thickness nearly buckled from what appeared to be an acute shock to her nervous system. Her heavy thighs clenched together, along with her orb-decked upper body shaking with the shot of utter titillation. Almost like an ominous rustling in the wind, the undertone of her big belly growling could be heard. Madris had to talk and think quickly, knowing she had to keep her impossibly impregnated friend from seeing the packed surfaces of the dining room to her rear. She'd planned on breaking this to her gradually and thought it was good for everyone involved if she didn’t get tempted by the spread that could accommodate forty Thanksgiving dinners all at once. In fact, it could fill the bellies of forty families and probably their entire extended households. After all, this was Lalia she was dealing with and barring the starved belly begging to let out the peal of thunder that would be its howl, they had to keep her from the medieval-sized gauntlet of a banquet mostly out of purview. The brood-to-belly-size math had driven her crazy. But if she was going to “make up” for the compensation needed to get her womb to the magnitude it required, the All-Round feeder and chef would have to summon the best of either role.
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