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Call me Caitlin. But, more importantly—and from here on out—call my belly the Mountain.

I want to get this out of the way because if my belly-obsessed mind can't get over it, you’re not going to either. You are reading the excessively perverted thoughts of my head so let’s establish a sign of respect. Ah...who am I trying to be? I'd like to answer that with a haughty “burgeoning belly queen”, but my rarely felt shame is telling me that if anyone needs a lesson in basic consideration, it’s me. If anything, I guarantee that I’m one hundred times the deviant you think you are. As the monument of my manifested sex dreams bounces and bobs its way across the food court of the Mall of America, my two greatest weaknesses are sexily jutting in the distance before me. I probably lost you there, because if I was you, that image would steamily invade my mind’s eye. Nonetheless, these two points of interest are simple in and of themselves but together, they create the unstoppable monster that is my fetish—belly stuffing. To the left, the empty benches begged for mercy from my Mountain. And to the right, the passing shoppers were slammed into automatic reverence for its majestic, seventy-two inch length. They had many questions and although they wouldn’t ask, I wouldn’t mind entertaining every single one. To them, this was a deviation. To me, this was another day at the mall and this is what I call...the food court shuffle.

“Oh, pardon me! She gets away from me sometimes...” I teasingly say, unnecessarily warning two people trying to enter the eating area. There might as well be stanchions with some sturdy ropes in between. Except, they wouldn’t be there for crowd control. The little posts were there to demarcate the wide swing zone of my womb’s waddling. To be honest, despite the massive burden my massive belly should be on my skinny frame, it didn’t put a solitary strain on my back. I’m taller than most girls but not high enough to be considered physically intimidating. At five-foot-ten, I’m at a stature that makes shorties and giants alike feel secure. However, with a belly that has a length two inches greater than my height, I make all people—of any size or shape—think twice about whispering snippy little comments. My belly’s profuse presence alone stuns them into silence and only the truly brave would stop to mutter a remark, negative or positive. I wouldn’t care if it was either. I’m in love with the pure...salacious...surface-level attention it brings from these strangers.

“...I l-like your headband.” one of them sheepishly said.

They were about out of my regard so I left them with a conversation ending, “Oh, thank you! I got this shirt at Alpaca Connection. They don't sell maternity wear so I guess that’s why I ‘grew’ out of this so quickly. A lot can happen—and grow—in...two weeks.”

I made sure to close my jarring statement by turning my head and lightly patting the shirt in question, its leaf green color not even covering half of the slope down my Mountain. Of course, I purposely misunderstood what they actually said and used it to talk about my belly. As you’re gathering, not only do I want the attention...I go out of my way to make sure my belly gets it. In the first month of my pregnancy, I was a bit more coy about it. That’s if you think being coy is also purposely ramming into people on the street and then innocently blaming it on my condition. That was one heck of a conversation starter but I had to stop when I caused a chain reaction at an intersection. It started with me bumping a man into the road and ended with two cars needing new rear bumpers. With the recent end of my second month, I put more words into people’s mouths than I did with food into mine. That’s definitely an exaggeration but you get the point. Then again, I don’t want to assume. In case you don’t, and since you’re most likely wondering anyways, let me tell you this:

I come here almost every day and every time, I have this overwhelming urge to eat every available edible. Today, I'm considering making my ultimate fantasy come true. I'm used to saying 'everything in sight' but that is an understatement. I want it all, even the breath mints in their pockets. If they tried to hide it from me, my trusty sniffer would find it and that sustenance will be mine.

But, first meals first. I allow my nostrils to get a sensual-inducing whiff of the delicious grease wafting off the tray of fattening eats. My teal eyes stared longingly as I lustfully took in select items, the hungry impatience taking over as I manically glanced at the two quadruple bacon cheeseburgers, twenty fat little chicken nuggets, and a strawberry shake to wash it all down. The nearest bench was picked, the long seating meant for several people creaking with metallic pain as the Mountain was lowered onto it. Barely a third of its peachy mass could be positioned on the seat before the flat table’s surface was enveloped by the firm and unyielding flesh. For whatever reason, I was as strong as I was big. My belly was as weighty as it ravishingly appears yet it doesn’t slow me down. I probably have my wife to thank for that but we'll get into that later. As you’re no doubt getting, I could prattle on and on about my massive mound all day long and though I will remain virtually close to that, I’m certain you have a few questions. More or less, they will be answered, however, it’s important to give “the star of the show” a solid introduction. Especially as its bouldering girth wells up with a hunger pang that can’t be ignored. The tray was tilted slightly upward with the simple movement and with generous breasts hugging closer to my chin—self-control slips.

For as long as I can remember, I've always wanted to be massively pregnant. As I lightly touch upon my back story, I’m absorbing the glorious stacks of meat, cheese, and dough into my burgeoning being. We could carefully sequence every step of my binge but if we did, we would never get out of here. So, like any curious latchkey kid back in 2012, I came upon my true awakening when I saw a video of a woman only known as “The Magdalena”. Perhaps you know who I’m talking about. She was a pale-skinned, black-haired babe that was heavily knocked-up with twins. Her clips—like the flawlessly huge belly she had—were widely shared across the pregnancy kink communities I lurked in. By then, even as a young teenager, I was already fully indoctrinated into the cult of big bellies. Never the roundly less, the image she projected forever changed the direction of my maternal mindset. For one, the initial impression I got from the gothic goddess was that although she acted like any normal yet abnormally big-bellied preggo—laughing and loathing her ridiculous state—she was secretly in love with her massive self. Obviously, I can’t speak for her but that was the fantasy I weaved in my maniacal head.
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