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X-Mas Eve had arrived and it began with the front doors of the great mansion creaking open with the effort of a visibly very tired-looking man. He happened to be Logan Madris, an orange-haired fella whose six-foot-six frame didn’t make him appear as big as he normally did. On the flip side—figuratively and literally of his position—lying past the expansive fountain-centered lawn, with a wide sidewalk in between, was the guest house of the two-hundred-and-fifty room estate. Inside was a pregnant woman so immense with life that her belly and body undersized the biggest and burliest of men. Even the oversized heating cabinet he was pulling on made him look like a poor fool trying to drag a square boulder up a hill. Funny enough, the reality was more ridiculous than that comparison. For one, he was on flat land and with that supposedly helping, it mattered little when he was attempting to move something that contained six hundred pounds of food in it. And although the transport was basically a cabinet in of itself, the device was invented to house six smaller yet still tall units. Each six inches taller than himself. He didn’t know the technical name but he gave it a sardonic designation himself:

“...‘Arsenal Pantry’...you were...urrrgh...supposed to make my job easier. Now all we’ve done is...urrrgh...encouraged the Big Pregnant Beast to have it full at all times. ...This is what I get, I guess...for trying to correct my mistake to begin with...and only making it—” he deprecated himself, interrupted by a loud female voice on the other side of the Arsenal Pantry—or AP.

“Worse?! You got that...urrrgh...right, ‘Grand Lord of the...urrrgh...Idiots!!” his sister, Emma Madris, frustratingly finished for him.

Although not related by blood, the step siblings were word for word what the connection was—for better or worse. Either of which was in constant debate as the two pushed along what’s considered as an “appetizer” for the Big Pregnant Beast. Four and half weeks ago, on the perfect foodie holiday that was Thanksgiving, the sensationally gravid stuffer known as Lalia had consumed a little over three-thousand pounds of food. It would be pertinent to add that it was all eaten in one sitting but with the famous redhead, it was simply relative.

Nevertheless, the unbelievable feat of eating had stunned everyone who heard about it. And even though it was something no one would believe the instant they were told, the...monumental...tremendous...world-shatteringly enormous belly she gloriously swelled put all doubts to rest. Shortly after the epic feast the female Madris made and fed her with, the selfie that was taken with the redhead's dad was posted to social media. It caused a news story like none other—all outlets reporting about her.

“That may be the title I deserve...however, don’t point the finger completely in my direction, Ms. Number One Enabler of the Number One Woman Who Shouldn’t Be This Pregnant...” he weakly fired back, then feeling the load become heavier than it should be.

“...You’re right.” she flatly said, appearing at his side suddenly and then walking fastly forward to the house, “...Those responsible for unleashing the Beast should bear the blame for making her ‘this’ pregnant. ...Oh, wait. That’s right. I’m not the one who screwed up their job so hard that they caused the hungriest woman on the planet to be ‘this’ unnecessarily pregnant. So, yeah, while I’m the Enabler, you’re Mr. Harbinger of the Abdominal Apocalypse! ...I may be getting my rocks off to it, but all I’m doing is helping clean up your mess.”

Logan stopped, huffing from the strenuous effort and the extra helping of humble pie his sister just served him. “...I’m sorry.”

Emma stopped, tilting her head as if she didn’t expect it, and turned around to face him. “...Apology accepted. Now let’s hurry—”

“HERE COMES A BIG ONE!” the distant but unmistakably loud voice of Lalia warned.

Promptly, he pressed a large rectangular button above the handle he was pulling, the Arsenal Pantry shining with a red glow as it made a series of clamoring mechanical sounds. The rails on the bottom of either side of the huge feeding machine were equipped with rolling wheels that could pivot in any direction, thus making the bulky contraption portable. In cases such as the incoming phenomenon, the red-button feature served as the only means to not only stop it, but to also lock it in place. On its four corners, what was described as “advanced suction cups” would deploy and immediately attach the surface below it, no matter the material or condition. The good thing about an eccentric multi-millionaire financing the caretaking of her gargantuan pregnancy was that they had connections to technology that hadn’t been released to the public yet. Besides funding and housing them, Mr. E wasn’t directing the show. Unlike the “Gifts” spread he gave to Lalia nearly one year ago—and inside the mansion they had exited—a whole new level of a spread was being led by Logan.

“Emma, grab a hold of something!! It should be arriving at any sec—” he tried to advise his sibling.

Suffice to say, the “#1” and “#2” Enablers were well-used to the never-ending hunger pangs of an inordinately expectant woman. They were a regular occurrence, happening so many times daily that they could be calculated. The ground shattering quakes—presently buzzing the cobblestones, fountain, and the two-story house they originated from—were oddly intensifying as the weeks pressed on. As seen by the AP with enough food to rival the literal weight of a grizzly bear, she didn’t have a shortage of food and nor did she eat like it.

The brother and sister were in physical positions that betrayed their stance in the power structure of managing the maternal-class meteor swallowing up every edible item with increasing voracity. Emma had fallen flat on her rear end, appearing as though she was out of control with the vibrations forcibly moving her onto the grass. When, in fact, she'd never once lost control since successfully delivering the feast that was five times larger than what was in the Pantry the unsuspecting Logan steadily held onto for support. She let him believe he was because, plainly, the repentant man wouldn’t have it any other way. He was taking responsibility but despite his best, there was one thing that was making it not enough. Then again, there was never “enough” for Lalia—in any sense.
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