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Lalia...

It’s an uncommon name for a very uncommon woman. Those who knew her were associated with a loose circle of adults trying to find their way in the world. They were brought together by the ordinary struggles of finding yourself and the waves of responsibilities that came after turning eighteen years old. The other unstated, deviant element that connected this conglomeration of persons was the kinky spectrum of gluttony. One could say it was the only aspect that was worth speaking of. However, that would depend on who you were talking to. If it was the untold number of voyeurs who, in one way or another, witnessed her many episodes of binge eating, then they would resoundingly agree. If you asked the cast of characters she had met along the way, they would instead offer varying opinions, but most would humorously complain about how the buxom redhead’s overindulging habits affected them. A fetish linked these two camps of people. Regardless of their way of engagement with it, they hadn’t thought of “why” they were attracted to her. This inquiry of causality will be explored by a mysterious outlier, a man who called himself:

“Mr. E. ...Mr. E? Hellooo? Come on. You’ve been keeping me on pins and needles for weeks. Let’s get this done and over with. ...You know, it isn’t very becoming to keep a ‘pregnant’ woman standing on her feet for this long.” Lalia said in her usual cheeky delivery. The voluptuous person of the hour was standing in front of a gate that guarded a mansion that could rival the estate of Biltmore. The property’s twenty acres of land and its two hundred and fifty room residence was a marvel to behold. Nonetheless, the stately architecture wasn’t a concern of the differently sculptured ginger impatiently waiting to enter. Her alluring, plump framework was a visual wonder that fancied every set of eyes that took her in. The millions of dollars that had been funneled into the dwelling place wasn’t as fascinating as the millions of calories that had passed through the entertaining glutton. Although Mr. E planned on discussing several related subjects, he recognized the object of desire. All of this would eventually lead to it anyhow. It was currently attached to the forever-spirited lady and as conveyed by a certain glasses-wearing friend some time ago, she had come “pre-stuffed”.

“...Well, then congratulations are in order, Ms. Lalia. Yes, my experiment has taken much preparation but I wasn’t aware that you were expecting a child. ...Hmm, this ‘unexpected’ variable might impact the results.” Mr. E pondered. The news of her child-bearing was surprising, but it wasn’t factual. So, if she wasn’t pregnant, then why are they behaving as though she was? The answer to that question wasn’t even known by Lalia herself. She was simply following the surreal instructions of the wealthy male. For now, all that could be divulged was that their strange performance was for the concealed individual in the nearby snow-covered bushes. They were wearing plain clothing, which consisted of a holiday-appropriate green hoodie and a red Santa hat. Their identity was immaterial but what they represented wasn’t. The faceless peeping tom sneezed, their occupied hands also shivering due to the below-freezing temperatures of X-Mas day. For them, the conditions were worth braving, especially with the confirmation of her supposed gestation. The viewers watching the live stream they were broadcasting voiced their excitement with bombarding messages in the chat.

“...‘Well’, I don’t know what that means, but I do know these uh...’youngins’ make my hunger uncontrollable. ...And, yes, you heard me right. That was plural. I’m expecting a litter so you better open this gate before they make me crave steel.” she responded, patting her jiggly belly. The speed of the chat messages came blazingly, lusty emojis and capitalized text flooding the stream viewed by over one-thousand subscribers. While the pregnancy ploy seemed out of place, there was an interesting purpose for it. Whatever it may be, Lalia didn’t care. As always, she didn’t need a valid reason to stuff her face. Mr. E had invited her to receive the “Gifts of Gluttonous Introspection”. Unsuspringsly, he had been closed-lipped about most of the proceedings. The few details he was forthcoming about was that it was going to be a festive evening of “food, community, and analysis.” She didn’t hear him after the first word. In the week leading up to this Yuletide affair, he requested her pastry preferences, also instructing her to wear the “loosest sweater” she owned.

“You will always be a fountain of surprises. After looking into your culinary exploits, I suppose I should expect it by now. ...Supply won’t be a problem. My cooks have been cooking up a storm for a full day now. ...Do come in.” E promised, ending the call with a blaring buzzing sound. The gateway leisurely took its time in opening itself so Lalia performed a visual inspection of her anatomy. Glamorous as ever, the one-hundred and eighty pounds of genuine female thickness was dressed in an attire that befitted her and the overall occasion. Her candy cane-painted nails fixed a new hairstyle she was trying out, the bony fingers pushing aside a lengthy strand of thick curled hair. Not only had she grown out her glossy red mane, but she also made regular use of a curling iron to maintain a curtain of loose polished tresses. As called for, she adjusted the collar of a cardigan knitted with elastic fabric. It was made of a wool-cashmere material and outwardly appeared as a typical ugly sweater of the season. The neckband, wrists, and bottom hem were trimmed with a matching candy cane pattern. A pure and simple double-knotted, crimson gift bow was printed on the face of it, against a dark green background.
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