

    
        
          Katie + Maria [Second Course]

        

        
        
          Katie + Maria, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2019.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[This story is a part of the Requiem of Bellies universe. Please view this to get a chronological view of the stories involved, and the overall framework of this world.]

[Copyright and characters belong to AngelDissonance and I. Please notify us before you post this somewhere else.]

Katie + Maria [Course 2]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2018 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KATIE + MARIA [SECOND COURSE]

    

    
      First edition. October 8, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1370167678

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 1:46 P.M.]

[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 1:57 P.M.]

[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 7:03 P.M.]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Further Reading: Katie + Maria [Third Course]

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[September 11, 2019. New York City, New York. 1:46 P.M.]


[image: ]


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.

Katie happily turned around and asked, "Could you help me with something? That stain made its way through my dress, and...I can't tell if I got it all. I could just take a shower, but I already took one before I came to get you. My belly has got so big, it's hard to see certain spots."

Maria stood there, attempting to have any kind of thought. "Uh, s-sure."

Her response brought a little giggle out of Katie. Something that froze her further. "Don't be shy, little one. It's just us girls. I promise I won't eat you." she responded, with a teasing wink.

Maria accepted the invitation and stepped closer. Those few steps felt like swimming across the English Channel. This was completely different from her accidental touch. This was a choice she made. She had never been so close to a woman in this kind of setting. The thousands of pictures she had browsed on the Internet couldn't compare to the real thing before her. She was inches from Katie's belly. The smirking face of hers brought out a memory deeply repressed in her brain's cortex. It was the time the girl at church ratted her out. She told one of the deacons about the remark but adding the lie that she had touched her.

That look she had afterward would always stick with her. She could vividly recall it. The deacon was talking to her with grave concern, but she could see the girl smirking at her the same way Katie was now. She fell apart and began to shake uncontrollably. The tears welled up and streamed down her puffy cheeks.
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Katie consoled the sobbing lass. They were seated on the bed, her long arm wrapped around Maria's shoulder. She held her against the berth of her belly. Maria hadn't chosen to get that close. Her giant middle sunk the bed to the point where her body already slid to it. Maria still had her arms tightly crossed. It was easy to say this young girl had boundary issues. No wonder either. It took about ten minutes to get her talking. Her hysterical way of saying it made it a little hard to discern her story. The girl was so frazzled, she didn't know where to start. It was all coming out at once. She told her the reason why she cried, and that just begged more questions. Maria could sense it and told her many things that she couldn't piece together. She was wrestling with a deep feeling that she couldn't say out loud. She could see the frustration in her eyes as tried to vocalize, but that sent her into another crying spell. Katie stroked her black hair. She could feel her tense up when she did this. This seemed too familiar for her.

As quick as a gunshot, Katie figured out: ...She's gay.

The awkward moment at Wendy's. Her further resistance to help Katie with her little stain problem. It jarred the memory of her first date with a woman. She cringed at how she physically resisted the attractive blonde. She was a seasoned member of the community
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