
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Road to Convergence: The World's Fair for Emmy

        

        
        
          Fair Pentalogy, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2025.

        

    


[Email | Subscribe | MainSite | Store (1,2, 3) | Commission]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify us before you post this somewhere else.]

[This story is a part of the Requiem of Bellies universe. Please view this to get a chronological view of the stories involved, and the overall framework of this world.]

Road to Convergence: The World's Fair for Emmy

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2025 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[September 23, 2019. Vienna, Austria. 11:00 P.M.]
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The four towering floodlights of Franz Horr Stadium flicked on with a loud, simultaneous mechanical snap. On the football field was a plain steel platform that extended across the entire span of the manicured grass. At the center of that suspiciously expansive stage was a brown-haired beauty who was both beautiful and big-bellied. One would assume she was pregnant and that assumption would be correct. However, the thousands of golden-eyed individuals—each holding their weight in assortments of food—might suggest this was a very weird food contest.

They were all surrounding the platform, organized in single-file lines that came from all four corners of the arena that could seat over fifteen thousand people. Oddly, there was more than that number filing out of the place from every possible direction. It couldn’t be a contest, because that would imply there were contestants. The truth was that all of this for that one pregnant woman. Inside the one-hundred-inch circumference of her huge belly was a litter that not only overwhelmingly outnumbered the tranced food-holders, but the worldwide population as a whole. Eight billion humans was still nowhere close to how knocked-up this babe was.

“GB...are you sure it’s okay to shrink my belly? I won’t lie about the obvious. I miss being as gigantic as I was...but I don’t know. It just feels weird to compress one freaking tredecillion babies. I hope it doesn’t hurt them...” the sweetheart Emmy Rogers asked.

GB, short for “Goddess of Bellies”, rolled her gold eyes, her confidence as strong as her literal authority on the matter. “Please. Those souls have been compressed for literal eons. They won't mind it for a little longer.  ...Why do you think you haven't exploded yet? Even at ten days along, you're supposed to be as big as a mountain. Besides...you want to be that big, anyways? ...Right?”

Emmy didn’t promptly respond but her lip-biting moan and an erotic caress of her massive mound said it for her. Her previous belly size could actually fill up this whole field and having lost it about four days ago, she was more than eager to grow it back. The reason for the platform and the overall purpose of this stunt became half-clear to her. Besides the burning want for her former gargantuan proportions, the need for it was a dire source of anxiety for the selfless brunette. Like GB said, Rogers was surprised she hadn’t exploded yet, and wondered how long this stadium—much more, the world—would be a suitable container for her impossibly grand pregnancy curves. She had done the math before, but that was only in reference to how much calories she required to feed this galaxy-level litter.

“...And you’re also sure this will bring back my Veronica? I told you...I agreed to carrying your ‘souls’. Not fight in this war or whatever. Will...they be okay too? I don’t want a repeat of that stunt you did at the Alabama fair. That was...scary.” Rogers implored.

With her more pregnant than a planet, and soon able to grow to giantess proportions, the irony of her soft personality made GB smirk with amusement. The pretty deity, floating above the seated Emmy, wrapped her hands around the locks of her ankle-length mane of wavy strawberry-blonde hair. She crossed her arms over her large and exposed breasts and bit her lip from an unknown source of lust. While one could be sure it was related to her titular command over bellies, they couldn’t know the other half of her devious feeling.

“Yes, my perfect dear. Like I explained, Vienna is where Convergence will happen. It’s a written fate you, me, or anyone else involved can’t avoid. As for ‘them’...” she explained, letting go of her silky hair to gesture at the food-holding people awaiting their next orders and then patting her flat belly, “...you have even less to worry about. That's why they’re like that. Being ‘Charmed’ makes them a one-minded fanatic, but it prevents them from making it worse. Alabama was scary but if you remember what made me do that, then you’ll understand this is best for them. That cop would’ve spoiled all of our belly-expanding fun, so that’s why I used my powers to knock them out. I mean, look at us, Emmy. I don’t have a belly and just my seven-foot height scares them. You get that...right?”

Rogers indeed understood, now back at her original seven-foot-eight height, and remembering the people looking up fondly at her was contrasted with the usual subtle intimidation in past interactions. She didn’t deny feeling the same devious sensation GB felt just from briefly imagining them looking up at her former sixty-foot height. Despite all of this raw pregnant power she possessed, it didn’t stop her from being separated from Veronica again. For some reason, it was hard to recollect what exactly occurred, but the memory of what led up to it wasn’t. Of course, they were stuffing her but the whole experience in an underground, magic thought-granting place was as strange as that day at the fair. None of this should be possible and it seemed like it all happened in a couple of days. The Alabama binge was actually eight days ago and the reason for the slip in time was that Emmy had only been awake for two of them. Even after leaving her also pregnant partner, the goddess above her had carried her big body around from then to until about two hours ago.

Still, these thoughts were overridden by an acute pang of hunger vibrating the broad antique Biedermeier sofa she was seated on. To her, the weird war affairs of the gods were not her problem. The only two things that had been relevant to her life was stuffing her belly to the heavens and doing it all with Veronica. And according to the mysterious yet fun Goddess of Bellies, all she had to do was to keep doing the former to return to the latter. It made enough sense to her and with everything established, she did have one question:

“What's...'Convergence'?”

GB floated down to the stage and patted the wide jutting waistline of her mortal surrogate, the several commas-worth of souls in her womb begging for some eons-dormant nourishment. “...Nothing you have to worry about, dear. You just sit there and let these people help you stuff that big, perfect belly of yours. ...Your role in this is to be my...back up plan. My...secret weapon.”

Rogers would’ve been irked at the notion of being a “weapon”, especially since she just asserted her desire to not battle, but she dismissed it as the double-speak she annoyingly used. However, the simple pat from the seven-foot-tall deity and combined with the naughty tingle of her base height being taller than a celestial, she was well-distracted from any looming conflict. She badly wanted to loom her mountainous belly over the people again and was glad she wasn’t in “future ghost Germany” where the people there were definitely not normal. That binge was off the heel of the Alabama one and the commonality between them was the “fair theme” GB had stated in their unorthodox third binge in Under Haven. Despite saying they had gone as far as they could, Emmy was made readily aware of the “World’s Fair” taking place in the capital of Austria. She had awoken on one of the benches of this stadium and spotted a flyer for it while looking around. Shortly thereafter, GB arrived, explained the situation, and then used her god magic to manifest all present.

The gravid brunette twirled strand of her lustrously thick curly hair and felt another intense hunger pang. “...Ohhh. I haven’t been this hungry since that time I took a break from stuffing from catching pneumonia. Well...shall we get...ohhhh...ahem, to it?”

“I thought you would never ask. Hehe.” GB gleefully replied, her golden eyes flashing brightly.

In response, the golds of the thousands of Charmed helpers gleamed and their bodies went to work, moving in sync as they one by one climbed the platform steps. The European citizens didn’t have much of a commonality with them, people of all shapes, sizes, and sects of society present in the tranced throng. From homeless to rich, they’d united to do one thing: Stuff Emmy as full as she could get.

“‘World’s Fair’, huh... Wait, isn’t that usually for other stuff? Not food? Like you said, Anuga is the biggest fair for food.” Rogers questioned, shifting forward until her wide mass was completely off the not so spacious cushion of the sofa.
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