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[March 15, 2019. Mt. Olive, Alabama. 9:30 P.M.]
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In the living room of a one-story suburban home was a myriad of boxes, some of them open and the rest stacked high and unopened in a generally unorganized mess. It was apparent to anyone who had the privy of peeking into this scene that new occupants had just moved in. The two female companions had spent the long cool day unloading the moving truck and wanting a break from the chaos usually associated with such an activity, the gay girls decided to “christen” their new place with the more pleasurable activity that wholesomely brought them together. They'd been a couple for almost four years and at the center of their relationship was:

“My big belly...” Emmy Rogers remarked, smoothing her hands over her recently-stuffed massive sphere, “...how we missed you.”

“...It’s only been maybe a week longer than usual. To be honest, I’m surprised we found time to do it tonight. We still have so much to get done. ...With your new job, I don’t know how we’re going to fit the ‘routine’ in. ...Sorry, ignore me. I’m stressed.” Veronica Whethers remarked in reply, laying her little body sideways onto the mound that measured one-hundred sexy inches in circumference.

The “routine” was exactly what made her belly so enormous and bloated, the floor and barely equipped kitchen littered with an abundance of takeout food and the boxed perishables they brought with them. For the majority of the years they’d been in love, the black-haired Veronica personally assisted the brown-haired Emmy in what’s wholly referred to as her “belly stretching” routine. It was as exactly as it sounded. Every first Friday of the month, they would buy enough food to feed a football team for a week and then steadily stuff it all into Rogers, normally within a mere four hours. There were levels to the process but it all culminated in Whethers lovingly plastered against a belly with a slightly bigger circumference than last month. As mentioned, they had found time to do it tonight but the taller of them was starting her first “big girl” job, and the shorter of them was worried this might be the last one for a while.

Leading her to casually comment, “Hm, if there only was some ‘way’ or ya know, a condition that would give you the excuse to eat like this not just once a month...but every day.”

Emmy rolled her eyes, knowing where she was going with it. “You’re so silly and cute when you’re being that transparent. ...But, as with the hundred times we’ve talked about this, you and I both know that me being pregnant, plus my appetite, would equal...disaster. Hehe. I don’t know why you keep bringing it up. ...I get that I’ve never really said no to it flat out, but I didn’t think I needed to. Haha.”

Veronica normally would drop it here, but with the threat of it going away looming over higher than the seven-foot-eight beauty she adored, she rubbed the massive mound with flighty desperation. “First time we met...you mentioned pregnancy.”

Rogers immediately took the belly bait, her pretty blue eyes closing as she imagined having the pregnant excuse to eat every day. Her belly-obsessed mind quickly flashed with fancy for such a perfect life. Nevertheless, she managed to reign in her highly horny desire and consider her new job. “Still not a good idea. I mean...look at my belly from one night of eating. One baby would get buried in there.”

Whethers had her hooked and decided to reel her in as fast as possible. “And what if there was more than one? Like...surrogacy.”

The belly-loving brunette let half a moan escape her big lungs before swiftly suppressing it. She knew her partner was playing her, and it was wonderfully working. Even she couldn’t resist imagining being knocked up with multiples, knowing she wouldn’t offer any resistance to using the higher brood count to justify having multiple meals...an hour. The other half of the moan then escaped her. She saved face by clearing her throat and rubbed her mound with the tiny-looking hand of her lover. “...Don't give me ideas. The last thing I need—the world needs—is an excuse for me to eat like this...all the time. Come to think of it...don’t you bring up surrogacy every year?”

The secret belly-loving ravenhead decided to pretend like she didn’t hear the last thing she said, breezing past it by reeling her in a little slower. She then drew a line across the two and a half foot wide tummy. “...I'm sure any surrogacy agency would want to take advantage of your big sexy body being able to carry several at once. They could use your belly to service like a hundred clients at a time.”

From the opposite direction, Emmy danced in unvoiced sync with her lover’s physical gesture, her full pink lips letting out an unsuppressed moan as her finger traced from her wide set hip, across the curved flank her sensitive non-existent navel, and then finally back to the other tightly-hugged jean hem of her other hip. Still, another throat-clear centered her. “Hush, you. One or one hundred...I would be a literal mountain of belly before my first week of pregnancy would be over. Bigger than the actual Mt. Olive.”

Veronica gave up, feeling like she had her, but knowing it was ultimately going nowhere. She settled for her favorite part of the belly-stretching routine...the post-binge celebration of belly-riding sex. She retraced across the smooth equator of her massive belly.  “You’re goddamn right you would. Do you mind if I...scale the mountain? Maybe I should start at its...base, first.”

The “base” was the somewhat wet crotch of Rogers, gliding her hand under the great underside of her belly and slipping it into her quickly unzipped jeans. Whethers plunged her hand deeper into the wanting snatch of Rogers, the short girl positioning herself in front of the round mass. Although they bought bigger furniture for the towering girl, she still kept growing. And with her long and curvy splayed over the smaller-looking couch, it made the scene all the more sensual with her massively pregnant-looking belly at its cushioned center. They had heard of whispers of the Hyper phenomenon happening in the past four or so years, and barring it being the never-ceasing splinter in their minds, it was maybe why both constantly prodded the prospect of supersized surrogacy. After all, Emmy had put it aptly. She wasn’t even knocked up and already her enormous belly put the biggest of them to shame. Most people would laugh with herself-admitted lack of self-control, yet none would dare to think it could become a ravishing reality. It was sheer absurdity.

“You know...for someone who ‘isn’t’ into big bellies...you’re roleplaying pretty well for my sake. ...If you weren’t so sweet, I would have a sneaking little suspicion that you actually have a belly fetish...and just don’t know it. If we’re being honest and cute with each other, I wish it was true. I always wished that you would one day...join me.” Emmy confessed, in between soft moans of the kneading.
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