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A Day at the Fair


[September 15, 2019. Birmingham, Alabama. 10:08 A.M.]
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Emmy Rogers and Veronica Whethers walked along the row of parked cars, looking as glamorous as ever. They had just arrived at the county fair, an unplanned trip proposed by former of the two. Veronica wasn't exactly thrilled about the idea. She didn't want to be around the people that hadn't been welcoming to their presence. They moved to the southern state of Alabama six months ago, and it was going precisely as one would expect when it came to two lesbians living in the Bible Belt. Emmy got a job as an event organizer for Major League Eating. It was her first offer after graduating from college, and Veronica knew she wouldn't turn it down. It was her dream profession, considering her love for stuffing. If you looked at her, you wouldn't think she was into that sort of thing. Emmy's towering stature and voracious, yet fit body betrayed that little known fact. The giant was always working out, but only she knows that "E" specifically trained the muscles around her abdominal and upper leg areas. If she loved stuffing, then she loved the result more. Mainly, the big, round stomach that developed over the course of her profuse binges. After the act of gluttony, she would obsessively touch the stretched mass.

She would include her in on the fetish. It became a monthly routine when it came to their lovemaking. Veronica thought it was adorable and always indulged the atypical habit. She knew it made her happy and would do whatever was needed to play the part. Although it didn't do anything sexually for her, it had grown on her as their relationship pressed on. They had been together since freshman year in university. Their four-year anniversary is coming up in a couple of weeks, and she couldn't see herself with anyone else. Their partnership had been relatively easy. They have many similar interests, but enough of their own to make them different people. Veronica was your classic goth girl, however just with the fashion aspect. Other than that, she is more classified as a nerd. She loves to play computer games, watch television, and make cosplay costumes. The latter was also her main source of income. She took commissions from prospective buyers and made a considerable amount of money from it. This was how she initially met Emmy. The tall dark-haired beauty had her make a Fuu Kasumi outfit, and things took off from there.

They met at the Anime Expo convention, and it was love at first sight. They had a grand time, spending three blissful days that would eventually evolve into this domesticated situation. Towards the end of the con, she first discovered her fetish. She intended to exemplify the character she dressed as when it came to the aforementioned practice. She remembered the concession stands commonly telling her they were out of stock. It was a sight to behold when she got going. Nothing could stop her food crusade. The "Way of the Belly", as she jokingly called it, was something she strictly adhered to. She built her whole workout regimen around getting the biggest belly she could. There was a whole science to it, but the main thing was to strengthen the muscles that support her bloated middle. She avoided certain muscle groups, so her stomach could stretch as much as possible. It was an incremental process. Every stuffing would end with her exceeding the maximum diameter by two and a half inches. She had performed this every month since she was eighteen years old. That came to a halt about six months ago when she accepted the position from the company.

It got lost with moving, settling in, and a change of general lifestyle. She wondered if it would ever return, and honestly, she wanted it to. It was apart of who Emmy is and without it, she didn't like what its absence made her. She became too "normal" in her eyes. The nine-to-five could wear down the most unique of people. It was okay at first. She loved the job, enjoying the engagement with other stuffers. However, she was attending to a lot of office work, which a person like her dreaded greatly. She went from her usual energetic, chipper self to a grumpy drone who had existential crises in traffic. It broke her heart. She still adored what she did, but the other part of it was taking away her "light". The same beautiful and warm light she had been attracted to was starting to dim. There was the added drawback of living in a highly conservative state. Emmy worked in Birmingham, but they lived in the suburban town of Mt. Olive. It was a small community, and they were treated as outsiders from day one. Her choice of clothing was the first thing they spoke of. Besides her gothic fashion, Emmy also garnered criticism from, as one of them put it, "dressing like a hooker".

Emmy had never been shy about flaunting her buxom figure. She loved to show skin, chiefly of her favorite attribute. She could count one hand how many times she wore something other than a belly revealing top. As she said, she wanted "easy access" to her belly, to both feel and grow it freely. It made sense for her secret passion. She learned early on that it was easier to let it all hang out rather than ripping another shirt. As her beauty blossomed, it eventually encompassed most of her attire. She had always enjoyed being sexy, and it was largely in part from that and her choice of cosplays. The costume she made her was the closest she came to being modest. Her other ensembles showcased her best physical traits. She eyed her as she trailed a little behind, distracted by what she was doing on her phone. She felt her throat become tight when Emmy turned around. She still had that effect on her as she stared at the gorgeous female. Her face was eye-catching, her big sapphire peepers highlighted the angel-like facial structure. She has wide-set cheeks, lightly seen eyebrows, a tight and full-lipped mouth, framed by shoulder-length, thick curly dark brown hair.

She has wide shoulders, but it was understandable for a big, curvy girl like her. The seven-foot and eight-inch height made her appear intimidating, in spite of her sweet personality. She was the literal definition of a gentle giant. She often described her as a geek in a supermodel's body. Her breasts are of every girl's envy. She wore a double M cup bra that was peeking out from her tight maroon-colored halter top. They are supple, yet firm as a nail. Further down was her prized possession. She always had a large potbelly, a feature Veronica found alluring even in its base state, as big a nearly full-term pregnant belly. Her lengthy torso and hips three times as long as her shoulders made up most of her height. Her legs are something else too, compacted in her jean pants. Her thighs are huge, knowing she spent a considerable amount of time developing the crushing power they had. All of this was complemented by her glowing, perfectly unwrinkled skin. Emmy's mouth was drawn back like she was a young kid hiding something behind their back. She giggled and approached, pulling her in by the waist and said, "You're going to hate me, but you'll just have to deal with it. This is going to be my anniversary gift." 

Veronica freaked and when she opened her mouth to speak, it was met with Emmy kneeling down to kiss her. Whethers tied her tongue with hers and almost melted right there. Rogers removed her mouth from hers, the eager voice saying, "Shhh, don't say a word. I know you have some elaborate thing set up, but grant my belly's craving." She grabbed her hand and placed it on the slightly distended flesh and resumed with, "And that is to have every piece of available food from this fair in it."

************************************************************************
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[September 15, 2019. Birmingham, Alabama. 10:13 A.M.]
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Emmy continued to hold V's hand on her midriff. She sighed sweetly, enjoying the tiny moment in time. She then picked Veronica up and gave her a long and fierce kiss. She knows this was triggering her social anxiety, but it soon wouldn't matter. She was done worrying about what these people thought. She was tired of the constant questions, backhanded compliments, and the negative body language they gave off. It was always something. She hadn't had a single intelligent conversation since they moved here. If she did interact with them, it would always be about her height, sexuality, or the way she dressed. Even if it evolved past basic observations, they would silently place judgment on her job. She missed their hometown of Los Angeles. At least being weird there was treated like it was normal. She never had a problem feeling bad about who she was until they came here. She had been a carefree person and all of this made her actually look up the definition of depression. She used to think it was a word people threw around when they felt generally bummed. The complexities of it sent her further down this deep hole.

About a few days ago, she decided that enough was enough. It hit her hard when she realized she hadn't done her monthly stuffing ritual since six cycles ago. It made her feel a bunch of things that hadn't been a part of her usual mindset. The routine was what defined her as a person. Although it was kept under wraps, it was everything she was working towards. She had always wanted a huge, round belly ever since the day it came into her mind. It occurred during the summer before college. Emmy had free time as she waited for the first semester to start, and after a few jumps with browsing the Internet, tripped into belly expansion. She hadn't been a stranger to fetishes. She used her extreme height for making various videos. They were paid content used for the obvious. There was a long list when it came to subject material used for each creation, but she enjoyed making a plethora of genres. One day, she was commissioned to make a belly growth video, essentially wanting her to be a "Pregnant Princess Giantess". Normally, she never took commissions. She worked with a production team that worked with her on whatever topic they agreed upon. This was different.

She would usually place that kind of email in her trash bin, but the curiosity had to be satisfied. The next week consisted of her porn folder filling up fast with belly expansion art and stories. It became a fixation that awoke her actual fetish. She accepted the commission with widening fervor. She was so passionate about making it that she canceled her summer vacation plans. It was a wonderful time she dubbed 'The Summer of Emmy's Belly'. The actual production of the video was pretty low rent. She used the regular method of air inflation with a rubber balloon. Although she loved the appearance it gave her, it was disappointing every time her belly would deflate. She wanted something more permanent. There was where and when her regimen developed. Although she was naturally strong, she focused on the precise muscles that would support the belly size she wanted. How big did she want to get? She couldn't give you a suitable answer, because she always wanted to get bigger. If she had her way, a button would be pressed and her belly could expand until she couldn't see anything else but it. Nevertheless, she was an extraordinary woman and would use her talents to realize the dream.

The human skin could stretch for miles if certain circumstances were met. Emmy wanted to do it in one sitting but didn't desire the unsightly stretch marks that would come with it. She wanted her belly to be perfectly markless. Her process attained that. She couldn't get her mind off the last time she stuffed. At the end of the night, her belly reached a milestone. She almost cried after Veronica read back the one-hundred-inch measurement of her belly's circumference. Although she had started doing it over four years ago, there had been nine months she hadn't performed the routine. If she hadn't caught pneumonia in sophomore year for three long months and including the past six, she would have another twenty inches to celebrate. She remembered that night dotingly. Her tummy made her appear as though she was expecting a large brood. It was also the first time she sensed fear from Veronica as she looked up at her staggering mound. She would never say it out loud, but she fancied the terror V felt from her. She never had any reservations about her height, enjoying the feeling of being that imposing. The big belly magnified that feeling by over tenfold.

She planned on this binge being her "Makeup Day". It had plenty of meanings wrapped in the name, but her priority was expanding the stomach, and a secondary objective she wished would go well too. She wanted this to repair the minor damage in their relationship. That friction was limited to neglect. The change in their schedules made them see a lot less of each other. Veronica would never complain, but she knew it hurt her more than she showed. She wasn't great at expressing her feelings, but it was because she didn't want to burden her with her such things. She thought this spontaneous act would fan the fire of their connection. Her lovely little V loved to help her with her stuffing, and it always warmed her heart when she did. It made her feel more secure about the fetish with the support of the person she loved the most. It became intertwined with their life, and its truancy unchecked a bunch of boxes that kept the whole thing afloat. Another aspect that was considered helpful was her being bold. Veronica had always told her she needed to stand up for herself more frequently. It was part of the reason she fell in love with her.

The pretty little goth gave her the strength to change herself for the better. She planned on showing that lesson today, and what she was doing right now was a tiny example. They always kept public displays of affection to a minimum since being here, and she missed the freedom of doing that back home. The few times they did would draw negative attention from these small-minded people. She even let out a moan, gathering the preceding topic into the present. A few heads turned to their direction and it made Veronica remove herself from the lips. 

"What are you doing?! First, you're going to publicly stuff, now this? You're getting quite brave, honey," V nervously whispered. 

Emmy grinned and put her down. "That's the name of the game, my sweet. I could go on further, but you pretty much figured it out. I'll let my mouth...and belly do the talking." She walked forward and placed her stomach within inches of her face and said, "Do it. Give me your good luck kiss. This is happening right here, right now. My tummy and our insecurities are going to break their limits." 

Veronica had to crane her neck all the way back to see her hovering face. She looked a little concerned, but then gave an approving nod, and kissed her belly, imagining the last instance she did it:
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"Um, ma'am, don't you think you should save some for everyone else?" the skittish stand owner said. Veronica thought about saying something herself, but instinct told her better. Once Emmy got started, there wasn't a single thing that could stop her. She wanted to think she became unlike herself, but it was much simpler than that. Emmy once described to her that when she got like this, she had this deep need to cram every edible item into her expanding belly. She couldn't focus on anything else but eating and the overwhelming lustfulness felt from the slowly growing middle. It may seem she was being rude and uncooperative, but she was just being single-minded. At this moment, she was demonstrating it. Her hungry eyes found this booth that had a man, apparently from Oklahoma, selling his bacon-wrapped caramel apples. It wasn't worth describing the obscure food, because it's self-explanatory, and Emmy was eating the last handful of them. Every half-minute or less, she would let the sticks fall to the ground, much to the chagrin of the man. It was actually a funny sight to see from her perspective.

The Oklahoman vendor was switching from looking up at the hungry giantess and the sticks she was randomly dropping to the dirt. "At least tell me you're going to pick those up after you're done. I would really appre-" the man politely said before being interrupted. 

An abrupt burp shut his passive-aggressiveness down as Emmy happily sighed, saying, "Ahhh, so GOOD! That was a decent warm-up round. Onto the next!" She let the last of the sticks fall as she strutted over to the next casualty. Veronica gave the bewildered man a sympathetic half-smile and followed her. Even though the lover was being ill-mannered, it made her happy to see her this way. The only thing that stood out was her eating pace. Normally, she worked her way up to the current stride in the climax of her session. It had been barely ten minutes, and she was already in "whole hog" mode. She assumed that it was making up for a lost time, and this could spell disaster. Veronica mentally and physically stopped herself when she had that distinct thought. What in the hell had got into her? Why would this be a "disaster"? It was then she became aware of how much this place had been influencing her.

She was caring about what other people think, and it made her want to gag. The old her never bothered with that and she needed to return to that comfortable attitude. She always swore to never become "one of them". It had snuck up on her. No more. She would amend that by aiding Emmy's daunting task. She went over to her, who was awing at the delicious, bizarre product. This guy had something that tingled her tastebuds. The sign stated it was the Krispy Kreme Burger. "Don't be shy, pretty girls. Try one, on the house! I'm not like Earl over there. I'll be happy to take your money," the Southern man bluntly said. Veronica smirked and grabbed one of them. She yelped when Emmy, without hesitation, picked her up again. She grabbed the burger with both hands and looked at the half-starved face of hers. 

"Feed it to me," Emmy commanded. Veronica heeded and put it into her open mouth. If you blinked, you would have missed her eating the entire thing in two big bites. By the time it registered, her hands were empty, with a dollop of mixed sauce on the fingers. 

"Woah! Slow down, big girl! You got to savor it." the burger man exclaimed. Emmy gave her quick peck on the cheek and put the short lady down. She could see the wad of sweetmeat bulge her neck, and then travel down to the waiting stomach. This was different. What she was doing is impossible. If the attendees didn't know better, they would guess she was the sideshow entertainment. 

"More," Emmy growled with an uncharacteristic deep voice. This time, the man was silent, and offered an additional burger to her, his hand holding it as far up as he could reach. "Just...one? I want them all." she voiced. The tall beauty knelt down and began to dig into them, eating at the same speed she just used. The man took a step back, bits of food flying in random directions as she gobbled it all down. She looked at the remnant of the burger's sauce on her finger and licked it off. She had never tasted something so good, the closest thing was her Dad's cooking. She took one of the burgers and bit into it. She felt what she could only describe as a micro-orgasm. She stuffed the rest of it down at a speed she never used before. As soon as she was done swallowing, the action was repeated again and again until time became a blur for her.

After an acute and small window of time, Veronica was brought back to full consciousness as she let out a hearty belch. "...What...is happening to me...?" she said, utterly confused. She didn't know what was more out of place. The fact she just stuffed for the first time or the small bump growing in front of her. It wasn't noticeable because of her choice of outfit. She went with the pastel goth style. She wore a simple jacket and pants, with a tight thin belt around her small waist. She complimented the look by putting her hair down and putting on some platform shoes. Other than that, she had a few accessories, a fake diamond wrist band, and a neck choker. She continued to stare at the formed pudge when she saw the big hand of Emmy's come from her right side, and was firmly placed on her abdomen. The whole palm covered her lower torso, and to Emmy, it was like touching a substantial wad of cookie dough. She put her little hand over hers and looked at the sweetly smiling E. 

"Doesn't it feel great? You finally got a belly! You have no idea how happy you're making me right now." Emmy cheerfully stated. She was dumbstruck. This was too sudden to process. The attempt to form words made her find something to focus on. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the slight outline of Emmy's belly. She creaked her head towards it and was surprised by the rapid growth of it. It was big enough to look as though she was overdue with triplets. If this was the usual routine, she should be barely "showing" at this point. It was as unorthodox as her doing it herself. This made her blush slightly, still unable to find the right words. Emmy's hand moved from her stomach to her face. She brushed the wavy black hair that covered the left eye, putting a finger on her lips, then parted the lips and traced the inside of her mouth. "Shhh, don't say a word. I know what you're thinking...but at the same time, you're not. You're also overcome with a very strong feeling right now, huh?" she asked, now playing with her tongue. 

Whethers moved her head up and down in agreement, the sensation amplified with her foreplay. "Don't fight it. Embrace it. For once, don't let that big beautiful brain overthink this. Just...join me." she said in a dreamy voice. Veronica felt so hot that she wanted to fuck her right now. Rogers took her finger out of her mouth and stood in front of her, belly and all, hand open and waiting for her fingers to grasp it. She slowly weaves the skinny fingers with hers and locked it firmly. "Let's eat."

They left the seller burgerless and thoughtless, continuing their charge from there, moving to each booth without prejudice. She gave in, heeding her partner's suggestion leaving it be. It didn't matter what fattening food they were eating, she ate it with machine-like purpose. Veronica was a newbie to this, so she wasn't consuming anywhere near as much as Emmy was. At times, she swore E was disgruntled when she would take a piece of food that E was reaching for. She was expecting her to cutely let her do it, but the blank expression didn't say that. She never had witnessed her get angry, and wasn't going to awaken that new emotion. She paused when something pinched around her groin. She looked down to see her belt had tightened beneath the significant swell of her stomach. She was in genuine shock from the size of it, about the same proportions as Emmy's looked ten booths ago.

She placed her hands on it, feeling how solid and soft it was. She had been so oblivious and hadn't noticed the alarming bulk of it. It looked even more ridiculous on her petite body. It looked like she was trying to smuggle a small dog out of the premises. It was so big, she couldn't fit her little arms around it, and wondered how she was not falling over. Once again, she saw Emmy's hand enter her peripheral vision. She moved her hands away from the tum, presuming that she was going to rub it. Instead, she undid her belt and let it fall it to the ground. "You call that a belly, V? Take a gander at a REAL belly," Emmy stated, the confidence rich in her voice. 

Veronica pivoted her neck, and first realized she would need to back up. There was so much belly in her view, she couldn't properly assess its new dimensions. "Fucking...BIG!" the words bursting out of her. She tried to use pregnancy terms to estimate the size, but she couldn't think of a number high enough that could fit in all of that belly. She thought of a better and more accurate way. She had measured her from the start of this. She knew her best guess would be close anyway.

Emmy was already over halfway to her biggest. Its circumference could be compared to one of those large outdoor patio tables. It vastly jutted from her torso, already becoming wider than her supreme hips. If she wanted, she could destroy the weak pinewood of the stand nearby, and judging by the look on her face, she just might do it. Veronica tried to step back, but Emmy pulled her in, getting a face full of the smooth tummy. "You're gosh darn right it's big. And, I'm nowhere close to being full. You better step up. I'm ready to go to 'Level Two'." Emmy stated, pushing her face into the hard flesh.
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"...You're kidding..." she heard Veronica blankly say. She was anticipating this reaction, knowing it was unusually too soon for her to ascend to the next level of stuffing. 'Level One' had already proven to be not enough. She would need to pick up the tempo if she wanted to satisfy her steadily increasing appetite. The first level was simple. It involved her executing what she had been doing; feeding herself. The second level is the same as the previous, except it joined the assistance of one more person. That individual was obviously Veronica, though she has bigger ideas. She took a step back, getting a good look at her girlfriend, and the belly that is billowing out. She bit her lip when she finally got to see the entirety of it. Emmy had been so busy eating that she didn't take the time to fully admire it. It made her mind melt when she started eating in the same manner. She presumed she was doing it for solidarity. As they decimated each seller's supply, it became apparent there was more to it than that. Veronica mirrored her method of ingestion but in a lesser sense. She wasn't gifted with her large body and overdeveloped robustness to handle the weight of the belly she wanted to obtain.

This was the sexiest she had ever looked to her. She didn't question the sudden degree of it all. She absolutely loved how huge she was getting. It happened so quick, and looking over the other stalls of vendors, there was plenty more for her to devour. Emmy wasn't kidding about the statement about eating it all. It was mainly influencing her hasty pace. These townsfolk could eat too, and every time she saw another piece consumed by another person, it was less for her. It devastated her that further nourishment was denied to the mighty belly. She also meant it when she said would break her limits. She no longer cared about measurements and carefully pushing the boundary. This day, her belly would stretch well past a diameter of one-hundred inches. She wanted to make that figure look tiny. It was all she could think about and found herself pushing her belly out as far out as she could, making the belly look frighteningly bigger. It was pushing Veronica back, and she purred when she felt her belly rubbed the underside of the giant stomach. "Oh yeah, you're blushing right now, aren't you? I don't have to look to know. Do you know why you're feeling that way? Because a big, round belly is everything." she stated to Veronica.
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