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[September 15, 2019. Birmingham, Alabama. 2:40 P.M.]
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A stillness fell over the patrons attending the Alabama State Fair. Practically every eye was affixed to a marvel that defied the natural order of this universe. That assumption was their first mistake. These mortals didn't know that this was becoming the new norm. Behind the tapestry that held this plane intact was several pregnant celestials that were playing a game that entailed treachery, mystique, and big round bellies. Standing high above the timid crowd was a woman that one god was quoted as saying "Perfect." Her name was Emaline Rogers, but a select few called her "Emmy". Preceding this daytime binge, she was a fearsome, yet kindhearted idol of immaculate beauty. The formerly seven-foot, eight-inch tall female was, in short, the very essence of belly expansion. The last four years of her life had been committed to attaining an abdomen that would never reach a limit. Unknown to the belly-obsessed maiden, that was becoming an incremental actualization. Although the five-hundred-inch circumference of her impressive sphere was ravishing, this was just the beginning. The brazenly gigantic gut that made the spacious area look cramped was begging to enlarge to a degree that would make everyone present look like the ants they were.

The precisely nine-foot, tumefied giantess was true to her word. At the outset of this day, she sought to consume each and every morsel of savory food. Four hours later, an untold quantity of platters was tightly packed into a belly that was much wider than her flustering loftiness. The thirteen-foot width of it rivaled the length of a Volkswagen Beetle. The comparison to the cute compact automobile was apt for measurement purposes but didn't fully assess the immensity of the stretch mark free mass of godliness of the highly attractive lady who willingly made it this way. In order to get a better visual, you would have to start from the top. The chocolate-colored hair illustrated her breathtaking facial features. Think of a girl next door type, that meets repressed exuding dark sexuality. Her big-lipped mouth stood out the most. The bottom portion was unchapped, sheeny. It made anyone, regardless of gender, want to grab the big beaming head and kiss her until the end of time. Below a strong jawline was a creamy stocky neck that held up the sweetly-smiling face. Her shoulders were delicate, two long and lean arms sprouting from them. The appendages were the skinniest part of her powerfully built anatomy.

Spaghetti straps were attached to a halter top, the sole article of clothing she had on. It was about to burst from the overly swollen triple P-cup breasts that had also inflated from the enigmatic vigor saturating every cell of her physiology. The orbs were nothing compared to the inordinately massive belly they were resting on. The highest point of it was a curved slope that extended about ten feet from her chest. From there it dropped down to an almost non-existent navel. It was a testament to how much it had grown, becoming so expanded out that all available epidermis had to be devoted to containing the thousand pound plus edibles she had greedily crammed into it. The mound of symmetrically smooth flesh was feared for its imposing proportions and brawn. If you put three king-sized beds together, it wouldn't be sufficient to accommodate the firm boulder. Amazingly, her thick legs were much more muscular, able to support all of that flawless distension. Her booming thighs had dilated to a burliness that could bend steel. The toned and sturdy calves made movement fluid, able to carry the overwhelming bulk with no difficulty. The word "fat" couldn't be attributed to a single component of this expertly carved individual. Emmy was the quintessential example of a belly-growing ascension.

With all of this described, the big question on everybody's mind was how was it even possible? Perhaps she was a product of some nefarious supersoldier project. Maybe she was half-alien. As mentioned, there existed the possibility she had descended from the belly-centric deities that lurked in the shadows. The explanation was simple. She was born from two very normal Californian residents. She had a rare condition known as gigantism, caused by an overproduction of growth hormones. Having said that, it didn't explain the sudden surge of the belly, height, and concrete might. While her time on Earth had been mostly ordinary, that changed approximately forty-five hours ago. The reasoning for this out-of-place episode was nagging Emmy's conscience. She had told no one about it, even her black-haired girlfriend, Veronica Whethers. The short-statured goth girl was additionally affected by the same energies coursing throughout her lithe body and she couldn't bear to withhold the secret. When she tried to bring it up, Whethers had said, "I know." 

The issue could have been let go there, but the good-natured Emaline had to insist with, "...No, you don't know. I'm...pregnant. Very...very...pregnant."

Veronica's lower jaw slacked, emotionally questioning, "H-How?!"

Rogers looked away, biting her lip and answering, "It's...kind of...complicated."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[September 13, 2019. Birmingham, Alabama. 5:45 P.M.]
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An iPad in hand, the floored Rogers couldn't take her blue eyes off the enormous paunch of the skimpily-clad woman called "Lilly". She was at the end of a runway, proudly displaying the olive-skinned belly that easily outsized Emmy's biggest by threefold. The perky being that went by the moniker, the Goddess of Bellies, briefed her on why this excessively pregnant Korean could achieve this unrealistic feat. Her own belly stretching routine would put on two and a half inches to her maximum circumference and that was a monthly process. This expectant Lillian had tripled that in three months of pregnancy. To say the least, Rogers felt envious and depressed. It had been six months since she had stuffed. It would take years to get that big and with her busy job as an event organizer for Major League Eating, she doubted it would happen. The well-paying profession afforded her a cushy living, but was it worth it if she didn't get to do the one thing that made her happiest? It was more than just a temporary emotion. Expanding the belly made her soul complete. Besides Veronica, there was nothing else that meant more to her. At this stage, a temptation that would grant the great aspiration was loudly knocking at her door. "I can give you this...and so much more, Emmy." GB quietly vocalized.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Night

at the rair

JACKAL ENTENTE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





