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[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 11:05 A.M.]

The excessively pregnant brunette proudly walked down the street. It was a blistering cold day in New York City, and if one was so brave, they would chastise the woman for wearing such little clothing in this type of weather. No one would. Her physical appearance overawed anyone who set their eyes upon her. The residents of the huge city usually ignored everyone around them. She was a sight that couldn't be disregarded. Her six-foot-tall body moved with a confidence that usually wasn't attributed to a woman in her condition. She wore a one-piece, business casual dress. If she was at her normal size, the top part would cover her bosom and some of her torso. Currently, the white portion was filled with her ample, double D chest. A bowknot was at the convergence where the opening triangled down, partially covering her long cleavage. The tail ends of the bow rested upon the huge sphere that boasted from her skinny body. Its size was the main reason she was gawked at everywhere she went. It stuck more than an arm's length from her torso. It was equally as wide. The dress would normally come past her knees, but almost every inch of it was needed to cover her unusually large belly. It left her long legs practically exposed to the whipping wind.

A middle-aged man had to jump out of her way as she strutted forward. He tried to make up for his awkward reaction by composing himself as he went on his way. A pair of close by teenagers normally would be laughing at the scene but found themselves affixed to her baby filled body. She looked at them—directly in the eyes—and put her hands on her back to push it farther out.

"Huge, huh?" she teased.

It made them turn their heads in shame. She didn't put her hands away, liking how it felt and looked. She was pleased with her attention attracting stomach. Although she was seven months pregnant with sextuplets, she was far larger than she should be. She had surpassed Octomom's size a couple of months ago. To her knowledge, she had the biggest human pregnant belly in existence. She briefly thought the various animals who could rival her size, and she laughed inwardly. The few who could, even elephants, wouldn't matter. She would get bigger than them all.

Why would a woman have such a strange goal? The answer was just as complicated as anyone's reasons for what they did. Katie had a long, tumultuous history that led her here. She hated that she had to explain why she did this. The numerous questions from family, friends, and even strangers just fueled the fire that started her on this path to begin with. She spotted a pretty woman staring her up and down. This made her blush, her eyes looking away shyly. A few seconds of not paying attention—on a busy street in this city—was enough for her to bump into whatever was in front of her. Her hands instinctively went to protect her imposing mound. She had knocked over a trio of people that were walking together. Her belly was that big, and she hid the fact that she very much loved it. She cutely apologized to the people, helping them to their feet.

"It's hard to see around this thing," she reasoned, patting her bump. She went on her way, looking back to the girl who had distracted her. She was still staring at her. It flattered her for many purposes.

Katie was gay. It was something she had come to terms with a few months ago. It hadn't been an easy path. The reason her belly was so big was directly tied in with her war of actualization. It was a side effect of the internalized feelings she had built over the years. They had been there so long. At one point, she was afraid they were cemented there. She did choose to marry a man she didn't have any feelings for. It didn't make her feel any better by getting super pregnant too. This turmoil, combined with the wild and strong hormones, led to a tug-of-war in her mind. The battle between her need to be homosexual versus living the lie of being a heterosexual. This constant stress led her to eat more than she should. The first four months of her pregnancy consisted her making round trips to the grocery store and every fast food place in between. Her husband Johnathan wanted her to be one of those stays at home types. This drove her deeper into the back and forth. She was an outgoing girl but pretended to be whatever he wanted her to be. It was something she had a horrible habit of doing, almost ingrained into her personality. How she got here was a longer story. Right now, she wanted to center her attention on the task at hand.

She was on her way to pick up a young girl named Maria from the airport. It was a personal favor for one of her old colleagues at St. Juniper. She was a niece of his. He worked in the United Kingdom, and she was coming from there. He wanted someone to be a safe guide for her, and Katie happily agreed to do it. She had been rather lonely since the divorce. After the vile act Johnathan had committed to her, she made sure to get a quickie dissolution. It took less than a week. The man had felt so guilty that he relented to everything she asked for. The alimony she received was an amount that allowed her to afford a decent lifestyle in the Big Apple. She had hopped from fling to fling since arriving here. None of her friends or family lived here, so she started dating to erase the loneliness.

That rapidly became a disappointment. Her belly size scared most of them away. She assumed the few who did go past the first date were just being polite. She used the "Her" dating application on her phone to find a potential relationship. Nothing fruitful came form it. All they wanted was sex, which had been a weird side of it as well. She had no problem leading them there. She was quite attractive. The problem was getting past her large tum. She knew it scared them for a plethora of reasons. She enjoyed the sessions of sexual pleasure, but it always ended there. No one would want to get into a relationship with a woman like her. She didn't blame them. It was scary looking at it her self. She wished things would go well with this incoming girl. She needed a bit of normalcy.
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[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 11:54 A.M.]
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Maria stared down at the plane ticket as she moved along with the people exiting the plane. She didn't have a reason to look at it, having become a temporary nervous habit. The whole prospect of a trip to the States was already racking her nerves. This would be her first taste of real America. Sure, there were people on the flight from the country, and they kindly talked to her about the country. It didn't feel real until she walked along the passenger boarding bridge. She would soon enter into a new whole world of things. It was a comfort to know this Katie person would take care of her. She was a good friend of Uncle Jasper. He told her she was a fun person and would help her enjoy the trip. The other bit of advice he passed along was to not stare at "it". He didn't give her a solid answer when she implored about the mystery subject. He just mentioned that she was pregnant, and didn't discuss it further. She didn't want to pry anyways. It was because of him that she could do this in the first place. Things at home weren't copasetic any more. They hadn't been for a long time.

She passed through the gate and let her eyes wander to the signs that would lead her past security. She eyed the various restaurants as they passed her. She was rather famished. The in-flight meal had been refused by her. She had spent so much time worrying about every little thing that she put her hunger on the sideline. It wasn't anything different than what she normally did. She had fought a years-long battle with an eating disorder, and it was something she was struggling to overcome. It was getting better, but not to a point she wanted to achieve. She blamed herself. Sure, her parents and the former religious society she was apart of contributed to why she did it, but it was something within her realm of control. She was tired of the "fight" defining her. She wanted to win for once. She viewed this trip as a first step in the right direction. She needed to find a comfort zone. Something she couldn't get at home. She was looking for a chance to sort out the conflicted feelings that tore her asunder.

A few long walks, escalators, and a shuttle bus later, she got to the arrivals area. She scanned the crowd for Katie. Jasper gave her vague details of what she looked like. He just told her she was "pretty and tall, with long brown hair". She wished she pressed him for details. The whole situation had happened so swiftly that she didn't have time to get all the necessary facts. She had set this up within two days. A horrible incident served as the catalyst for such a quick decision. At the least, she was glad that she had been decisive. She wanted to be like that more often. She adjusted the spaghetti string of her dress and grabbed her bicep as she tried to look for the pregnant woman. It was another anxious tick of hers. She mentally winced when she touched the edges of one of the scars underneath the hooded sweatshirt. It was comforting that it was the cold season. She didn't want people seeing the self-mutilation. She couldn't have people judging her when she already felt like a fish out of water.

She found relief when she saw a white sign that said Maria in all capital letters. It also had a cute little drawing of her country's flag. The woman holding it in front of her was beaming when they locked eyes. Maria felt a little of a rush when she saw her. She was beautiful. Her wavy, chocolate brown locks hung to just above her shoulders. Her face was so vibrant, it was hard to believe she was in her thirties. Her smile was wide and inviting. For a second, she couldn't take her eyes off her soft thin lips. She noticed she wore a lot of makeup. Maria was from the South England, where they put more stock in the natural look. Normally, this was off-putting to her, but she found she quite liked how it looked on this woman. She blended her foundation to perfectly match her near pale skin. The red lipstick highlighted the white of her dress. She happily liked the full bosom behind it too.

The rest of her was hidden by the sign. She approached the woman who was now waving her down. She got a little tense, fearing she might have stared too long. She tightly gripped her roll away luggage, looking back at it to make sure it was okay. It was a hand me down from her mother, and she feared it's tarnished condition might have got worse with all the travel. When she turned around back to Katie, she instantly understood what the "it" she was told not to look at. She had never seen a woman so positively pregnant. Her belly was bigger than any other she had seen before. It was too big to be real. She had a suspicion it was some joke. Americans were known for their overt humor. Then again, she was told they "like things big". Although she felt that quote was out of place. The sleeveless dress called more attention to her gravid middle. It didn't fully cover it, the bottom curve peaking from below where the dress ended. Her long legs were partially obscured by it, a feature that made the sensational rush more intense. She was jealous of this woman's confidence in flaunting so much belly.

She got close enough for Katie to greet her with, "You must be Maria! Welcome to America!"

Maria gripped her bicep again and bit her lip. "Hi...Katie," she replied, hung up on her pregnant body still.

The startling difference between their heights became apparent whith the short stack Maria directly in front of the tall goddess. The belly intimidated her. If she stared straight ahead, it overtook most of her vision. The upper portion of the great mound was level with her eyes. Pregnancy was something she didn't normally think of. Her own machinations had prevented her from having any of her own, so it was something she had put out of her mind. She never thought she would encounter the biggest one yet. It joined with the many feelings she was rotating through.

"Not much a talker, huh? That's okay. You must be nervous. Poor little thing. Are you hungry?" Katie asked.

Maria was still looking away when she answered, "Um, yeah. I could eat."

"Let's go then. There is a great burger joint near here. As you can tell, I should know the best places to eat." she joked, giving her big belly a slow hypnotic jiggle.
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[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 12:21 P.M.]
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The great burger place in question turned out to be Wendy's. Katie wanted to go to Truburger, but her hunger wouldn't wait long enough. She was sure she scared both Maria and the cab driver when her belly growled loudly. She amused that the man probably thought his car was breaking down when the growl caused it to vibrate. She liked that she had that kind of physical power. She thought of an odd fantasy of her growing so big that she could crush cars with her belly. She wouldn't mind getting that big. If she actually did, she wouldn't pancake a car. She would first do it to Johnathan. He should reap what he sowed. She sighed for a moment, a burger in each hand.

Sadly, she couldn't keep blaming him. No one forced her to marry him. No one told her to go through with the fertility treatments. She made those decisions. The chains of her past were forged by her own irresolution. She was her own woman now. The freedom of being single gives her the power to go all the way with her true aspirations. One of which was making this chair creak feebly under the great weight of her womb. She was going to make this huge stomach represent everything she wanted to be. Unhidden, boisterous, and ready to consume everything that held her down.

She ate the square burgers in her hands and grabbed another two from the large stack in front of her. It was amusing to see Maria's head above the stack. She told herself to take it easy around her visitor, but she destroyed that promise by literally ordering a hundred of them. She couldn't be making a good impression of Americans to her. If anything, she was reinforcing the typical stereotypes. She would have to gauge her lack of inhibitions. Knowing her luck, the girl would be a popular blogger and she would tell the tale of a piggish pregnant woman who ate everything in sight. She had grown selfish over the past three months. She had forgotten to put her needs in check.

"So, what do you think of your first taste of American food?" she implored. Katie shoved enough of the pile into her to see Maria's tray. She had barely touched it. A single bite had been taken from the chicken sandwich.

Maria mumbled a few words she couldn't hear. Katie didn't need to know what she was going to say. She could tell she was being respectful. She recognized that timid nature from how she used to be. It just made her seem cuter in her eyes. And, quite the cutie she was. She absentmindedly ate her meal as she looked her over. Her straight black hair was a little longer than hers, perfectly parted in the middle. Her big green eyes had a tint of yellow that brought out a certain level of innocence. Her button nose and cupid's bow lips coupled together to make a gorgeous face. The rest of her was a diminutive stature. The girl couldn't be more than ninety pounds. It reminded her of the stick she used to be. Before the pregnancy, she always maintained a weight of only twenty pounds above what the Brit weighed. The kids in school gave her the nickname Mrs. Skellington. A reference to Jack Skellington, a tall skeleton character from an animated movie. It made her feel a great amount of empathy for the British woman. She could imagine the problems that made her eat so little. She didn't want to assume, though. Her being underweight could be the result of something else.

"It sucks, right? It's okay. You can admit it." she humorously probed.

Maria put her hand over mouth, snickering a bit. She nodded her head yes. The tension had broken, and she decided to press.

"I apologize for this. I got so hungry I just picked out the nearest place. When your THIS pregnant, even a hot dog cart looks good." she told, continuing to eat in between sentences.

Maria gave her a reassuring smile. "Oh, I don't doubt that. How many are you having?"

Katie got pre-embarrassed knowing the answer wouldn't suffice. She had been through this routine question so many times, she knew the girl would be surprised by the number.

"Six," she replied, rubbing a free hand over the expanse of her womb.

Now, this would be the part where she would say something along the lines of "but, it looks like more". Katie saw her eyes widen, indicating it was coming.

"Wow. You make it look good." Maria stated, a blush reddening the pink hue her cheeks already had.

The same thing happened to Katie. She was taken back by the unexpected compliment. She dropped the burger on her belly, her humiliation multiplying. Maria countered by adding to the spiraling situation, taking the burger off her belly and wiping away the ketchup with a napkin.

The awkwardness kept building exponentially when Katie's hand met Maria's.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[Second Course]


[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 1:46 P.M.]
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Maria idly sat on Katie's couch. They were at her flat. The slightly embarrassing moment at the fast-food place was all she could think about. Those few seconds she touched her hand was the closest she had ever come to something sexual with a woman. It may be insignificant in other's eyes, but it meant everything to her. She saw the blush on the pregnant woman's cherubic face. It would be a shame just dropping the greasy meat on her belly, but to actually get red when her hand touched hers indicated what she wanted to believe. Perhaps she was overthinking it. She was inclined to do such a thing. Her mind had got used to the conflict she regularly had. Finding out your gay at this stage of life uprooted all of what she was taught. The strict teachings of Christianity pulled her back into a cycle of self-punishment. She was gripping her arm in reactive memory to what she had done to herself. The self-harm was mostly from her teenaged years. She discovered her queer feelings when she was fourteen. There was an older church girl she had crushed on for a couple of years. An off-hand remark about the girl's beauty culminated in her being excommunicated by the congregation. Subsequently, it meant the same for her parents. After that was a decade of being rebuked, disciplined, and shunned by them.

"Shut up," she whispered to her self. She couldn't bring home over to here. The point of doing this was to break out of her shell. She wanted to be like...Katie. If her hunch was right, she couldn't help applauding her abrasive attitude. She didn't seem to be afraid of anything. She thought of what happened after their hands had touched. Katie had decided to eat more, which perplexed her. Any normal person wouldn't want to display their gluttonous appetite, but she happily indulged it. She was eating for seven, but it didn't excuse the extensive amount of food she ate. She remembered the look on the cashier's face when she ordered a hundred more burgers.

Maria had the same look when she actually saw her belly grow. Halfway through the second feeding, Katie had to move her chair back to accommodate her new girth. When she had finished, her dress had ridden up her belly to the point where a good portion of it was plainly exposed. She would have offered her sweatshirt, but couldn't for obvious reasons. She brought this to her attention, and Katie just shrugged it off. She wanted that level of confidence. It made her super jealous when she strutted her huge pregnant stomach into a crowd of onlookers. It made her a nervous wreck. All those judgemental eyes.

She was pleased to get away from it. Her social anxiety was through the roof. Katie said they would do whatever she wanted after a dress change. The pregnant woman didn't make her anxiety any better when she tore off the tattered outfit when they first came in. She cowered behind her eyelids, surprised by the abrupt move. Katie just laughed it off as she went to her room. This was about fifteen minutes ago, and she quietly thought of the glimpse of her body she got before looking away. She was like a walking fertility idol. Maria had never considered pregnancy in any way. At the age of eighteen, a doctor told her she would most likely never carry a child. The years of starvation had destroyed the necessary nutrients and hormones to get her body ready for it. Honestly, it wasn't something that made her incredibly sad. Her struggle with just accepting the fact she was gay was what kept her progressing to a point where she could. Sure, she liked the idea of eventually having kids, but it wasn't something she could do anything about. With that said, she couldn't get the image of the big pregnant body out of her mind.

"Maria. Could you come here?" Katie called.

She obliged and cautiously rounded the corner to her room. The image in her head was replaced by the real thing. She still hadn't changed, wearing just her matching black bra and panties. She was standing in front of her vanity mirror, looking at her anatomy from the side. This gave Maria the perfect view of her tum. Free of the confines of clothing, it looked bigger. The mirror wasn't big enough to capture all of the round flesh. Katie was moving rather easily, swiveling her belly, looking at the glass as if she was searching for something. Maria met her eyes in the mirror.
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