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“I can’t see what you’re doing beyond my belly but keep..it..going. Dios mío, you Russians really have a firm touch, huh...” a self-assured woman named Maria demanded and lightly moaned.

Presently, the female speaking was not only the lady of the house she and her six pregnant friends were in, but also their leading lady, whether in her home or not. She’d been the leader of their little gang since grade school and she called the shots back then as much as she did in fairly lavish married life. So much so that she persuaded her own husband to find a motel for the night. The guy had no choice, and knowing specifically why, the pervert in him wished he could take a peek at what would entail for tonight’s get-together. Maria was beautiful and so were her five companions. Taking a look at her, one wouldn’t expect her to be the take charge type but the second she opened her sassy mouth, anyone understood her authority. Even abdominally. At four-foot-eleven and three-quaters—and you better not forget the three-quarters—her pre-pregnant body was a lovely stack of curves. As the shortest of them, her anatomy immediately popped to the wandering eye, the spicy Latina accentuated with a bulbous bubble butt and thighs that could crush melons.

“I thought marriage might chill you, but looking at this mansion...you’ve become too powerful.” Ilyana remarked, the woman at the other end of Maria’s big belly.

Her fairly thick Russian accent gave her statement about their shortstacked host a more ominous feel that made the other four girls smirk in some fashion or another. None of them were younger than twenty-three years old, yet tonight’s hurrah harkened them back to their good ol’ teenage days. A simpler time when they didn’t have the monotony of adulthood...and families to make. Of course, their leader mandated they have their first pregnancies all at the same time, and that they did. They were within a week of being full-term so this was viewed as their last good chance for girl time before their lives would be bustling with babies and et cetera. This could very well be their last sleepover for a long time, so Maria decided they were going out in style. For the first item of the evening: Makeovers.

“Il, you’re going to do my hair after, right? ...I’m jealous of what you did with yours and I can’t have you upstaging me in my own home.” Maria shot in her usual double-barrelled blast of sweet and salt.

Mainly mani-pedis and hairstyling were on the agenda for this portion, seeing as the varied sizes of their bellies prevented any serious deep-cleaning. Nevertheless, it was one of their favorite group activities and although the difficulty of parenthood lay ahead, that didn’t mean the sensuality of pregnancy couldn't be enjoyed in the mix. Maria certainly thought so, considering her belly sat rather hugely on her tiny, curvaceous frame. The size of it gave the illusion it was bigger, possibly big enough to match the belly of her toenail-painting friend on the other side of the huge hill of her belly. The large Latina was only expecting one baby and if the child inherited a tenth of their mother’s leadership qualities, they would be in charge of the nursery by the end of the first day of their birth. Which would be fitting, because even when they were in elementary school, Maria was charting the plans and directing the meetups. From conquests on the playground to all the way to this likely final sleepover, she ensured all parties that the six of them would be fine.

“Of course, Maria. ...Whatever you said to my ‘girlfriend’, thanks. I was sure it was going to be an argument...but not a peep.” Ilyana replied, blowing on the freshly-painted toe of Maria.

No surprise but Maria personally called and talked to each of their spouses. The women didn’t need to listen in on the phone conversations to know that she had politely yet firmly ensured they would be okay by themselves for one night. Switching to Ilyana, her comment meant something, seeing that she was considered as much of a force as their leader was. The Russian was as loud and bold as her physicality. At six-foot-two and carved out of muscles instead of curves, she was a fierce beauty. Jacked from neck to ankles, she was sculpted out of the stone used to honor god. Her family moved from their home country when she was very young but her proud parents made sure she never lost her accent. Her mom and pop were top-level athletes in Russia and she inherited every bit of their traits.

“...‘Girlfriend’...with quotes? Il, honey, you got to spill that tea soon.” Maria pried.

“...I’d rather not. However, since it’s been a while...let’s just say that she doesn’t take no for an answer as much as you don’t, Maria.” Ilyana retorted, the prompt silence that followed invoking a snort-laugh from the cheeky Russian.

Maria playfully squeezed her neck with her legs, engulfing the back of Ilyana’s head with her belly. The short stack was the first to befriend the tallest girl in class, noticing she was struggling with learning the language and with the help of the other girls, they helped her learn and acclimate to American society. Which explained why her English was nearly fluent, her accent inserted here and there. In another contradiction, the affectionately group-nicknamed Il was a genuine jolly giant, generally fun and friendly to be around. When it came to the opposite sex, it was a different story. The few men who weren’t afraid of her physicality would be turned down, because she was a lesbian, and proud of it. Pertaining to the topic of conversation, the giantess felt the need to clarify, seeing as she was pregnant.

“...Fine. I’ll ‘spill’ a little more. I’m not...really seeing anyone. I haven’t been since before I was knocked up. ...Which was why I didn’t want to talk about it. My last girlfriend was...a handful. Maria, the girl you spoke to was just a little fling. Nothing serious.” Ilyana divulged, looking as though she was going to say more but getting teary-eyed, she dropped the subject.

Without another word, Maria removed her legs, sat up, and though applying more of her belly onto her head by hugging her, the emotional Russian wiped away the mist building in her eyes and wrapped her longer arms around her. Their friendship was so deep that they didn’t need to talk about it any further. They understood her, and instead of offering sympathetic phrases, the warm belly-embrace was enough. Eventually, Ilyana would tell them she was fertilized via a sperm donor, but tonight was about good tidings, not sad stories.

“So what I’m hearing is that...you’re single, honey pie.” the thick Southern drawl of a woman named Charlotte teased, walking toward her with her pregnant belly out and coming right in between the two girls, “...I call dibs for later then.”

Said with a wink and then a hug, the third member of the gang had lightened the mood with a soft giggle from the rest. Maria had reluctantly separated her belly from the now smiling and tearless head of Ilyana, but though she wanted to assert her “dibs”, she relented to the soft touch Charlotte had overall. Along with literally being in the middle of the two, her personality was as well. As displayed, she was the mom of the group, always knowing what to do and say for the well-being of her girls. She was the walking definition of Southern living, which meant she came from a big family and liked to eat big too. With her plenty of familial experience, good manners, and knowing her way around a stove, she was a beacon of care and comfort. With that, she enveloped the Russian.

“Thank you, Charlotte. Speaking of ‘later’, please tell me all that food downstairs was made by you. It smelled heavenly.” Ilyana inquired, hugging her back and discreetly squeezing the thickness of Charlotte’s particularly big ass.

“Hahaha. Nooo, I only brought over a pan of peach cobbler. Maria about bit my head off but she knows I can’t resist bringing something. Trust me, y’all, we’re in for some good eatin’ after this.” Charlotte remarked, laying on the twang to mess with Maria.

Southern comfort did include good food, and Charlotte was a wizard in the kitchen. Having been raised on family dinners, she extended those cooking skills to her friends, and as said, she never came to a meetup empty-handed. They ate every bite of whatever she brought. After all, she made it with love. That said, all that cooking for two families had led her to being pretty plump. Thus, her physique was a taller version of Maria’s, a five-foot-six frame of wide set boobs and even wider hips. Out of all six of them, her charming love for friends and food, plus her waist-length mane of platinum blonde hair, made her one of the most sought-after. Peculiarly, her belly actually appeared to be the largest out of those of them who were expecting singletons. Ilyana’s high stature allowed her belly to sit small on her, since the baby had plenty of room to grow. The little leading lady noted this too, and anxious to wrestle control back, she waited until the Southern belle had taken her glaring eye of a cue to leave them to fix her hair. As she waited for her to finish, Yung Mi chimed in:

“I’m with Il. I’m ready for that food I can’t stop smelling. It’s got me so excited that I’m afraid I’ll trigger labor. ...Heh.”

The nervous laughter from the Korean beauty was due to her unvoiced concern of that possibly happening. Yung Mi looked at her freshly painted nails, and Maria could see the concern of labor exacerbated by possibly going into it while her nails still dried.

“Yung Mi...don’t worry about that. I'm sure our babies will be good for their mama's...right?” Maria voiced with just the right amount of spiced assertion.

All at once, the
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