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"All belly." she read aloud.

A curly strand of her thick dark brown hair was blown out of her face but did not wholly budge, the lock sticking to her somewhat sweaty veneer. Even though it was January, an evening in the Californian city of Long Beach was still as humid as the summer that never seemed to leave. Especially when our protagonist, Fiona Gallagher, couldn’t afford to replace the recently broken air conditioning. Further specifically when you consider that she was nine months pregnant, the right half of her enormous belly blocking out most of her fifty-inch television. Despite that she was laying perpendicular to the display she used as a monitor for her desktop computer, the tautly stretched mound dominated her regard—no matter which direction she looked. Presently, it was about sixty degrees but even with a steady cool breeze rolling in from the nearby shore, her expectant state made the slightest exertion in turn cause her overburdened body to warm up. Consistently, her biology was either maintaining the number of babies maturing in her wide-ranging womb, or processing the massive quantities of food she obsessively stuffed into her mouth. So, even if she didn’t move an inch, the heat generated from her extraordinary condition would always be there. Much like the comments flying up the small part of the screen she could see.

“Well, they’re not wrong. ...At least that’s one thing I got going for me.” she remarked.

She brushed the curl aside to fully take in what had become her bread and butter. Just the thought of sustenance made a low growl emit from her huge dome of a belly. Fiona was about half-aware of the pregnancy fetish she had developed, usually excusing her long gazes at the ever-growing midsection for simple curiosity. She wasn’t far off, seeing as the majority of the stares she got in public were genuinely this. They were right next to Los Angeles so the weird and the unusual wasn’t unfamiliar territory for the citizens. Still, the thirty-year-old beauty with a stomach that surpassed the biggest any could readily conjure wasn’t easily overlooked. If they got past the externality of it, then normally either pity or judgment would follow suit. She had made many mistakes in her life—some that landed her in trouble with the law—so the opinions of the “neighborhood” wasn’t something she took sincerely. After all, she was a Gallagher so being a bizarre blight on the community wasn't new territory. However, her former life in Chicago was certainly different from the one she had established here. Nearly a year ago, she had left the constant turmoil of that place and taking her alcoholic father’s advice to go “somewhere warm”, she settled for a sunny beach in southern Cali. As she shifted her great mass, she questioned his last bit of counsel.

“I should have moved to Alaska. ...I heard it’s a ‘haven’ for criminals. ...I would have fit in.” she self-deprecated.

The comment was given serious consideration when she realized what this night “should” result in. And looking at the less belly-obscured screen, the thousands of people queued up to watch her final live stream were just as anxious to see too. Fiona had become an overnight sensation in the online kink scene, first starting when she posted “three months along...with twenty” as the caption for the mini-viral selfie of her preposterously pregnant person. What followed was a slew of horny intrigue and spitfire speculation, both reactions continuing to this very day in 2020. Honestly, both camps deserved to be here, though the latter was ordinarily smaller. They would argue with her supporters, always denouncing the authenticity of her litter-size pregnancy. ...Their doubts were rightly placed.

“Luckily ‘you’ sell it well...” she said to her belly.

Before, above, and side-to-side, her field of vision was pervaded by the mountain of sheeny-stretched skin. From either flank of her still slender backside was an extensive wall of flesh that curved at a slight angle and then mightily remained straight as it rose from the cheap mattress she was on. She purposely slept on a twin-sized bed to visually deliver its nearly impossible massiveness and though the titillating three-foot width of her belly “sold” it anyways, the scant inch of space on both sides of the overwhelmed bedding solidified the impression. If the breadth didn’t convince anyone, then its equivalent height did. She had always been a skinny thing and though she wasn’t too short at five-foot-eight, carrying something over half of her stature gave credence to those who denied the physicality of it as well. While she wasn't expecting twenty, they were dead ass wrong in their superficial assumption. At times...even she didn’t believe it.

“I wonder if Monica had the same ‘blessing’ from the genetic gods. ...It would explain how she managed to squeeze out all six of us without any ‘major’ physical complications. ...Despite guzzling down booze and whatever drugs she and Frank got.” she pondered.

Of course, “Monica” and “Frank” were her highly irresponsible, unfit parents. That was a story that was behind her, nevertheless, the criminal curse of the family name was something she would always struggle with. She had a tendency to give into her addiction prone genes from time to time but somehow, she was one of the few Gallaghers who could bounce back and by some miracle, progress her life. While attaining true independence was a big step forward for her, the bad nature and nurture of her upbringing had come back in full swing. Compulsion-wise, she had traded drinking and drugs for sweets and more sweets. The scope of how far that had worsened was not only illustrated with the giant orb of an outcome projecting from her little waist but also the gallery of one hundred and twenty eight pies layed out between her and the tv. Roughly half of the fifty-thousand dollars she used to have in her bank account had been burned just on groceries alone. The return on her real estate investment allowed her to leave the Windy City for good and though it should have been a substantial nest egg, she had blown through it by the time her gestation was about halfway over. From the beginning of it and until that point, her midsection was stuffed and stuffed till her belly was a sexy sixty-inch circumference. Enough to fill a XXXL.

“Alright...let’s get this last show on the road... Urgh!” she grunted, off to a great start.

Fearing she might have finally “beached” herself, she wrapped her fingers around the grab bar to her left and futilely attempted to bend her legs. As per usual, the hundred-plus pounds of belly that caused them to already spread apart was met with its bodily opposition, her thicker thighs stopped short. As a droplet of perspiration rolled down the smooth skin of her pretty face, she used her free arm to quickly snatch her support wedge pillow. Which functioned as it sounded, able to firmly prop up her weighted back and upper torso, the massive-bellied “mother-to-be” letting herself fall back onto its comfy incline. This allowed her to straighten her long legs and partially let the oppressive orb rest on the one other body part that had swelled with her condition. Her upper legs were just as averagely big as her standing height but like the overgrown abdomen encompassing her now enraptured regard, they were inflated into powerful tree trunks. Along with routine squats, the drumsticks allowed her a range of mobility that would otherwise be none without both elements. She didn’t get out much, abusing her Amazon Prime membership and the Postmates app for tasks that required her to walk more than a quarter-mile. Occasionally rolling with her inherent Gallagher lack of shame, she would terrorize the local scene with her invasive belly, its domineering presence either clearing the narrow sidewalks to one side or affording sympathy-offered cuts in lines.

“I’m going to miss your polarizing perks...”

After a somber two-handed rubbing of her goliath girth, she grabbed her wireless mouse and following some last-minute posts on her social media accounts, she put it aside to perform an inventory of her ultimate belly stuffing broadcast. Fiona did it by taking her claw grabber and using it to count every one of the dozens of various-flavored tins of pie. For this confectionery finale, she used the sum total of her street smarts and jack-of-all-trades knowledge to put together a record-setting binge. Each tin contained only one plump slice of the pastry but altogether, she planned to eat all forty pounds of the heavenly horde. The current record was from a competitive eater who managed to stuff down twenty-three pounds in one sitting and she used the momentous occasion as the final fundage for her subsequent departure from creating fetish content. And from Long Beach. ...Responsibility too. Overall
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