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[Session 1]


[September 5, 2019. Culpeper, Virginia. 12:45 P.M.]
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Lilly Song awoke to what sounded like a small earthquake, but somehow only limited to the confines of her bed. She sighed, not needing to open her eyes to know what it was. "Of course..." she drearily lamented.

Nowadays, she couldn't get a few hours worth of sleep without this monstrosity waking her up. She slowly opened her eyes, the monster in question already encompassing most of her vision. Laying on her back always made her realize just how utterly huge her belly had become.

She was three months into her pregnancy and couldn't believe how big she already was. She flipped the heavy blanket off, and let it sink in for a moment—just how ridiculously big it was. Its bare mass dominated her body—starting to make her bed regret it as well. She refused to buy maternity clothes, not seeing a point.

At two weeks in, she'd looked full term. She knew there would be a constant battle of outgrowing clothes. Instead, she just wore what she usually did, much to the surprise of everyone who saw her. Often, she wore a short top and jeans, her sexy outfits long outgrown. She preferred to keep it simple. Currently just in her underwear, she would need to go shopping soon—feeling the white fabrics tightly stretched to her large body.

She quickly bolted herself upward and swung her legs around the edge of the bed. She figured that by now, this should be a daily battle. However, she did it with ease. She laughed internally, imagining that most women would have struggled. It was obvious this wasn't a normal pregnancy, but she was enjoying the strangest part of it. In actual fact, her whole body had somehow become much stronger.

She stood up and approached the standing mirror. This time, she laughed aloud at how her belly filled up its width well before she got to it. She blew a raspberry looking at the absurd image. She hated it. Ever since the one night stand that started it all, she loathed every moment. She was one of those people who said they would never have kids, and still meant it.

The whole idea of babies and the life around it made her want to escape. She prided herself on being an independent woman. She decided to give whatever amount of children to surrogacy would be the best resolution. She couldn't provide that kind of life, especially to the great brood that had to be inside of her. She purposefully didn't want to know how many there were, making the doctor turn the ultrasound machine away. She did see the open jaw of the doctor when he finally registered the number. She didn't care. She just wanted it to be over with.

Walking into the bathroom, she felt the sides of her massive belly brush up against the frame of the door. Great. Like she needed another reminder of how big she was. Comically, there would be another one as her belly pressed against the bathroom mirror. She looked at her reflection, and in a change, felt a little fixed by the sight of her overwhelming orb. She let her hands roam the huge sphere as she felt, for the first time...sexy?

For starters, it wasn't like she was a troll. She was actually a strikingly attractive woman. She was considered an Amazon—tall, with voracious curves and strength to match. Her six-foot-three frame, despite the belly, was toned perfectly. Throughout the entire pregnancy, it had managed to stay this way. She ventured to think she had become fitter as she progressed through it. She thought of how her shower head seemed to be...lower?

She suddenly snapped back into reality. Taking her hands off her belly, and proceeding with her normal cleaning practice. "Whatever." she vented, frustrated.

What was coming over her? Oh well, all of this was unusual. Why worry? Probably something to do with the hormones. She had more important things to worry about, like the birthday party she was getting ready for.

Her sister Alice had practically forced her to come. If there was one thing she hated more than this belly was to interact with her immediate family. Before the pregnancy, she was always on heated, stressful terms with them. Her parents were typical Koreans, thus her life had to center around studies, appearance, and a strict code of behavior. And her being the typical second generation immigrant child, she had to go against every facet of it.

Despite her rebellion, she turned out to be moderately successful. With her looks, she became a webcam model. She was constantly rated as one of the most popular girls on the site she frequented. She kept it a secret, telling her parents that she tutored English lessons to kids in South Korea. She did anything to keep them and their prying ways at bay.

Thankfully, they wouldn't be at Alice's little shindig. The unplanned pregnancy had already been enough to make them irate. She could imagine the numerous arguments that would surface if they saw her like she was now. Which was one of the reasons she made all of her social media accounts private. One image from a month ago had her on an hour-long phone call with her mother.

The few pictures she did post had garnered significant attention. The images garnered more positive reception than her regular photos. The cam site asked her to come back, citing the huge amount of requests ever since the images became hot. She never did, though. She couldn't see it as they did. She was sure it was something fetish-related, but even her regulars begged her to return.

She finished her morning routine, moving to dress. She donned a wicked smile, figuring the casual look would piss her sister off more. Alice was like her parents and became everything they wanted her to be, so she was just as critical of her. She pulled a black t-shirt over her head, tucking it under her swollen breasts. She didn't bother to pull it down because it wouldn't even begin to cover her girth, leaving her enormous belly entirely exposed.

Although she hated the look, she delighted in what would be her sister's and everyone else's reactions. She snickered, already predicting what she would say. From the first time her belly started growing, Alice had constantly berated her size. Lilly would do anything to agitate her because, in extension, she was hurting her parents too. Whenever in her presence, she made sure to display her belly as much as she could, commonly when she ate—always eating everything in sight. Which wasn't an exaggeration.

To be honest, it didn't take Alice's condescending words for her to eat ravenously. When she wasn't around, it took everything in her to not empty her refrigerator. Her belly was always growling for food, almost sounding demonic if she went too long without satisfying it. At times, she felt like a slave to it. She stopped trying to control it a long while ago. It was immaterial overall. In six months, this wouldn't be her problem anymore.

She checked her phone, seeing the Uber she hailed was a few blocks away. Driving had become a no-go when her belly had become too big to see around, even with pulling the seat all the way back and tilting it. Remembering it, she touched her belly with both hands and closed her eyes, laughing at the image it conjured. She felt a warm sensation from below her belly as she continued to think about it. It caused her wide hips to gyrate and slow dance to the feeling.

She was interrupted by the beep of her phone. "...What the? Am I actually...liking th—" she remarked, cutting herself off. It must be the hormones she thought again. She left the house and was greeted by the usual, glazed look she got from the Uber driver. "Apparently other people do..."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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After a war with the van door, she finally squeezed her belly through and awkwardly said goodbye to the driver. She didn't need to feel nervous because the way the man was looking at her was anything but negative. She knew that look. The one of pure lust and wonder, as she had seen way too many times in real life. She was prepared for the opposite when she rang the doorbell to Alice's home.

She counted the seconds before it was opened. She lived for this moment. The door was slightly opened. All she could see was the little hand of Alice as she could hear her grumble, "Go into the garage."

And, with that, the door was slammed harshly. She must have seen her before she came up. Lilly was smiling, feeling like her mission was already accomplished. She went around to the side door. Entering proved a little troublesome, but she made sure to make a show of it as she grunted and puffed her way through the door. She was greeted by Alice with her arms crossed and foot tapping, her face contorted into badly suppressed contempt.

"How are you already this...BIG?! I just saw you a couple of weeks ago!" she screeched.

Alice was right. In that short time, she estimated her stomach had grown twice as big. She would have become bigger if she had known it was going to be like this.

"Come on, Alice. What are you afraid of? Someone else stealing the spotlight besides all the successes of Carter in preschool?" she teased. She put her hands on her back and made sure to arch it as much she could, making her already huge belly seem even bigger. She noticed Alice's eyes widened at the move.

Alice took a step forward and pointed at her stomach, "It has got to stop! I had to invite fewer people because I knew you would do this. I can't have the other parents know Carter has someone like...this in the family."

"What's to be embarrassed by? ...Oh. You mean this little belly?" she retorted, taking a step forward herself. The gap between them shortened greatly by her long stride and belly.

Alice looked a bit nervous, but let her anger compose her. She uncrossed her arms and made a hard fist with both hands. She fumed, "You know what I mean! It's already bad enough that there is no father, but you have to kick it up a notch and..." Alice placed a hand on her belly and finished with, "...become huge! Gigantic!"

Lilly was containing her laughter for now. She wanted to mess with her more. "Oh no, dear. I mean it when I say this is 'little'. My belly is going to get much bigger than this. I'm going to get so big that all you're going to see is a wall of belly. Like this." she said, taking a small step forward, making sure she got a face full of the great middle.

Immediately, Alice stepped back. "...Enough. I know what you're doing. That's why I bought this." She opened a storage chest and pulled out a large black dress. "I made sure to get it three sizes bigger, but hopefully it'll be enough to cover this gut of yours."

Lilly inspected the fabric. In actuality, it was a nice dress. It looked like it could contain this big belly of hers. She wouldn't let her know she liked it. She was going to make an entire day of it. There was a chance she would never invite her again after today. If it was her belly that annoyed her, then she would get belly all day. "Fine. It's not going to make a difference anyway. There's no hiding this..." she relented, patting her tummy for emphasis.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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After she put the dress on, Lilly visually inspected herself. Her sister had watched the entire time, making sure she did it. She helicoptered her just as much as her children. She even made her go through the front door again—wanting to always keep up appearances. As expected, all eyes were on her, the dominating belly attracting all of the room's attention. Her towering height made her seem bigger, so it was hard to not notice her presence.

As she thought, the black dress barely covered the entirety of her massive stomach. The garment should have ended at her feet, yet it came to right below her knees, leaving her strong legs exposed, and attracting more attention. She was expecting the usual looks of judgment. This time, though, she saw the same look the Uber driver and a lot of other people had given her lately. It will piss off Alice even more.

As such, Alice got the focus back to her son's birthday party. Her sister would continue to do so throughout the afternoon. She would pull any person that was chatting with Lilly away, loathing that everyone was wanting to get their belly rubs in. Lilly let every person do it, something she normally didn't allow. They seemed keenly interested in asking her questions about the pregnancy too. She tried to steer the conversation away, but they all seemed fascinated.

She didn't care whether they did or didn't. If this was going to make her sister miserable, it would only serve to maximize her juvenile joy. Alice did keep her word, though. No other family members were invited, which made her relax considerably. She surmised that's why she indulged in all of the belly attention. Whatever drove her crazy.

That said, putting on the act had made her feel exhausted. She stepped outside, chuckling as she looked at a seemingly small patio chair. Her eyes wavered back and forth between it and her belly. She got a sudden erotic desire to destroy it. She didn't know where the urge came from. It made her think about something that had happened last week. When turning around, her belly knocked over a food vendor cart. She apologized profusely by offering to buy the entire supply. For some reason, the man refused, begging and pleading with her to go away. He went as far as to offer the food for free. She giggled at the prompt insight. People were...scared of her.

"As they should be." the statement automatically coming out of her.

Where did that come from? She couldn't figure if it was her libido or herself talking. Perhaps both. She shook her head at the thought. Tonight's performance was starting to get to her.

"And, how should they be?" a soft voice abruptly retorted.

Lilly turned around quickly, startled by the sudden presence and feeling her belly knock over the chair she'd been looking at. She saw the voice belong to her old friend, Emily Berkman.

"What? Should they be afraid of that? 'Cause you're damn right!" Emily declared, cackling.

Lilly felt herself blush at the words. The shock of it all caught her off guard, causing her to rub her huge tummy nervously. She hadn't seen her since she moved out of her sister's house a year ago. She couldn't imagine what she thought of her now. She broke the embarrassed silence with, "Oh...this? I guess I'm a tiny bit pregnant."

"Nothing about you has ever been tiny, sweetie. Come on, we obviously have so much to catch up on. I want to hear all about it." Berkman said delightfully. She gave her "scary" big belly a quick rub, before grabbing her hand, and quickly leading Lilly to her house.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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She spent the next hour talking to Emily about everything. Lilly considered her as the only friend she really had. Last year, she'd been in a rough spot. The pressure of finding a job after college had forced her to bunk with Alice's family for months. The sister had driven her insane during the entire time, constantly berating her for not being more "motivated" or whatever word she used to nag her that week. Not long after moving in, she found solace in smoking pot. Any excuse she could find to get away from her.

Soon, she met Emily, who lived next door. Their backyard talks soon evolved into a decent friendship. It started by them confiding in each other about their problems. They eventually saw they had much in common. On the weekends, when Alice's nagging reached its peak, she would spend time over at her house. During these times, they would often smoke marijuana, finding it to be the best reliever of their respective stresses.

Emily's happened to be the high demands of her job. She lived by herself, being one of those types who put her career above anything else. Like Lilly, she had no social life and often spent what little time she had to herself.

Berkman cackled out loud and took a sip of her wine. "She must be losing her shit. You always know just how to fuck with her. I can't believe she would let a belly do that to her. That woman will never get over herself." she remarked, adjusting her seated position.

The conversation had made its way back to her belly again. Lilly found herself not minding. It meant next to nothing from strangers at the party, but it made her happy to see Emily do it with such enthusiasm. She thought it was cute that Berkman seemed to rub her stomach at any given chance. It was like she couldn't fight the urge. Does her belly verily influence people this much? Today had made her see the way it made people behave. She wished Alice would get on board. Lilly would make her.

"It's always something with her. If it wasn't this, she would complain about my outfits...or the way I do my hair. Anything to make herself feel better." Lilly added, annoyed at just talking about it.

"She seems to be doing it more than usual. I think she's intimidated by you...in more ways than one." Emily observed, eyeing her overinflated middle to hammer the point.

"...You think so?" Lilly inquired, enjoying the thought of that. She peered at the mound in question. She was leaning back on her sofa, its mass blocking her forward vision. She was used to most people being intimidated by her, based on her height alone. She could see what Berkman was saying. Song put herself in their perspective. A tall and fit woman with the biggest pregnant belly ever would seem physically scary.

"Lil, I'm an attorney. I've locked up guys in the Mafia who didn't make me flinch...but even that belly makes me shiver. You could squish a person without trying. I should be telling the guys on the force to hire you." Emily said, the weight of her words making Lilly blush again. "See, look at you blush! You like this!"

Berkman poked her belly with an index finger. Lilly quickly suppressed the flush feeling again. "Bullshit. Scary or not, I can't wait for this to be over. I want to see what I've been missing around this belly." she said softly.

-...Or not.- a voice in her head added.

Ugh, not that again. Focus. No more crazy thoughts. She needed to relax more. "Hey, what about one for old time's sake? I haven't had a burn since I did it with you." Song proposed, pinching her fingers together to her lips, indicating she wanted to smoke a joint.

Emily smiled at the request. "Sure. Sorry, I should have offered. I already felt bad chugging Chardonnay in front of you. Please don't squash me! I promise to be a good girl." she teased, before going to retrieve the drug.

Lilly felt another blush spreading across her glossy face, but she shook herself off it. Berkman came back down with a small container and proceeded with the usual ritual. As she licked the papers, she spoke, "I'll wrap up the weak stuff. Since it's been so long for you. You can't handle the other batch. It's medical grade."

Lilly furrowed her brow, feeling challenged. "Look, if I can handle lugging around this giant thing all day, then I can surely take that. I feel...insulted. Put that good stuff in, but also make it the biggest one we've ever had! Make it as fat as..." she trailed off, eyeing her massive belly.

It made Emily laugh loudly, almost spilling the wine on the table. "Well, look, I am afraid of you now, but I can't make the impossible happen. To think you have six months left. Bless your heart, you need this more than me." she stated empathetically. She then proceeded to roll the big joint. It ended up taking up all that she had of the medical-grade herb. This was a special occasion after all, and she seemed happy to do it. Lilly was interested to see how they would behave with this particular strain. While high, their antics were usually very absurd.

Song sighed with relief when she finished the process. Emily let her hit it first, seeing her anticipation. She didn't hesitate in taking a long drag of the smoke. The tension in them both had been building. They needed this. After they finished smoking it, their conversation first degraded into silly girl talk. Gossip, stories of idiocy, and funny television shows they watched. All of their pain was washed away. Lilly felt happy for the first time in a long while. She let all the things about her family and the tremendous pregnancy situation fly away.

During the incessant chatter, her eyes kept wavering over the heap of belly in front of her. She was focused on the conversation, but she couldn't resist the urge to look at it. She felt bad for it taking her attention, but she caught Emily doing the exact mesmerized thing. She watched her eyes wander to her belly, sometimes in a fixed stare for minutes at a time. Song interrupted her with, "Want to know something weird?"

Lilly was already biting her lip at the thought of it.

"Go ahead, tell the big secret," Emily implored.

Song rubbed her big round belly again and divulged, "...I can't get full. No matter how much I eat."

The statement caused Emily to burst out laughing again, "Well, duh, sweetie! Look at you. There must be a village in there."

Lilly enjoyed it when she rubbed her belly—the utter euphoria of the high making her feel it deeply.

"No, I'm serious. I eat all the time. I once ate every piece of food in my house and was still hungry afterward. You know how much I stock up too. I've tried to get full. My appetite is bottomless. ...Which could explain why my belly is so...so big...and so round...and..." she quietly expressed, suddenly feeling overwhelming lust from the sight of it.

"And so 'huge', you mean? I can't get over how big you are. I apologize for staring. I can't help myself in this state. You're doing it too, though. You DO like this!" Emily accused.

"...I think I really d—" she replied, interrupted by her own massive belly. The growl was one of the demonic types. It was more wild than usual, exceedingly loud and frightening. It even caused Emily to jump.

"...Woah! No wonder you can't deny that thing. It just won't shut u—" the belly cut in again, this time with much more intensity. It made the sofa physically shake this time. Emily raised her eyebrows in wonderlust, then let a mischievous smile plaster across her face and deviously proposed, "Okay, let's put your mouth where your money is. You say you can't get full. ...Let's really find out."
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