

    
        
          For His Pack [Chapter 4]

        

        
        
          For His Pack, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2020.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Characters are copyrighted to bart8. The story is by JackalEntente. Please notify us if you put this somewhere else.]

For His Pack [Chapter 4]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2020 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



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

    
    

    
      FOR HIS PACK [CHAPTER 4]

    

    
      First edition. November 20, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005950293

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

For His Pack [Chapter 4]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Further Reading: For His Pack [Chapter 5]

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

“It’s like looking at the twin suns of Tatooine...” Daniel mumbled to himself, staring at a fertile sight that reminded him of the infamous scene from the first Star Wars movie.

On this snowy afternoon in early February, the soon-to-be father was watching Winter and Heather Clark chat in the backyard. He was standing before the open patio door, sipping on a cup of hot cocoa. The beverage was procured from “The Best Chocolate in Town”, a shop in their state’s capital, Indianapolis. His wife’s newly reacquainted friend presented it to them as a gift, a recurring trend at this point. Two weeks back, the exceedingly pregnant ladies had mended fences and resumed a friendship that had ended on bad terms. In summary, Clark had ruined his lover’s budding sports career with a slanderous accusation, and even though it was all water under the bridge now, the wrongdoer wanted to give penance by showering them with opulent offerings. Considering her riches and their financial situation, he didn’t object to it whatsoever.

Judging by the sizes of their bellies alone, he could guess that most of the handouts were coming from a number of places that sold food, making him say, “I hope Marty wasn’t a casualty.”

He was referring to the middle-aged cat who owned the eponymous diner and was likely a victim in the preggos’ warpath of unabashed outings. Both of them are in their final trimesters and since many responsibilities would soon overtake them, they sought to enjoy the little time they had left before their respective broods would be born. With all of this said, it was no wonder they were as big as they are. According to the floor plans he had to give Will for building the nursery, the fenced-in yard was three-hundred square feet, about the same dimensions of the small bedroom. Despite that being sufficient space for one person, it was barely enough to contain the physically imposing tummies of the very expectant women. They're facing him, the mightily round outlines of their giant bulges standing side-by-side so they could adequately converse with one another. The scant amount of lawn furniture they owned was praying for the mountains of furry flesh to not crush them into non-existence—crowded against the wooden planks, and crying for relief.

“So, what do you say? Want to hit Indy tomorrow? This is supposed to clear up by then.” Heather asked, tugging on her Givenchy leather jacket.

The expensive garment could cover three of their monthly mortgage payments. The unnecessary purchase was one of the reasons he wished she would say no to the question. He wasn’t passing judgment on the affluent woman. Daniel didn’t care about someone else’s monetary choices. His emotional needs were drawing out a pretty simple desire. And that was to stop and smell the roses. As if they're mentally connected, Winter peeked her head around the massive belly and regarded him with an eerie curiosity. For a moment, he became paranoid, thinking she had heard his snarky comments. Their species have a high hearing range so he could be in trouble. She'd been self-conscious about her ballooning figure so he could meet a fate that was meant for the patio furnishings.

Her facial expression went blank, the Sports Princess replying with, “I can’t. I need to see my Mom then. Raincheck?”

The unaffected Heather shrugged and sidestepped to her, causing their spherical stars to collide. Although Clark was larger by a mile, Winter’s sturdy physique didn’t budge. They hugged and after some calculated maneuvers, went their separate ways. His nearly nine-months pregnant partner then entered their rearranged dwelling place, aided by the directions of her husband. He resisted the temptation to crack a joke about comparing this to backing up a semi-trailer. Instead, Daniel gave her some cocoa—poured in a mug he bought for her on their trip to Misty Falls. She hesitated before taking a drink, gazing at the picturesque waterfall on the surface of it. The custom souvenir had a photoshopped picture superimposed over the titular snapshot. When he gave it to her, he made a cute remark about them being able to prove they were “at” the falls. The dorky memory must have managed to pull at her heartstrings, observing her sniffle for a fleeting second.

She quickly anticipated his forthcoming concern, brushing it off with, “I’m okay. Just feeling...grateful.”
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The following Saturday morning greeted Winter with sounds she wasn’t expecting to hear. Another unpredicted sensation hit her nostrils, making the tiger feel mixed feelings. While the appetizing smell of bacon was gladly welcomed, she was somewhat irked by the “chef” that had to be cooking it. Daniel was supposed to be working a double and it was cutting into the plans she had for the day. The surge of flustering emotions drove her to get up, but soon found that wasn’t a possibility. She instantly regretted sleeping in a seated position last night, feeling nothing from her bloodless legs. The athlete had staved off possible weight gain in any of her limbs yet couldn’t escape the humongous belly the octuplet pregnancy had assuredly brought. She considered the ridiculous magnitude of her stomach, knowing where all of it had gone. Even taking into account the size of her litter, the six-foot-long and five-foot-wide bump looked as though she was carrying four times more than what was bargained for.

It evoked a sarcastic comment from her, candidly saying, “Should have taken up Mom’s suggestion to put up a sign for ad space.” Her distention let out a rumble, reminding her of the culprits. “Fine, you greedy little chubs. If I feed you all, will you be calm enough for me to lie to Daddy? I know you’re itching to see the world. Trust me, you’re not missing anything. So, no contractions. ...Not like yesterday. Deal?” she matter-of-factly requested.

The visually all-encompassing womb responded by making the fluffy mound vibrate, tiny lumps appearing on the broad exterior. As she waited for her legs to return to life, Winter played a fun game of whack-a-mole, trying to guess where the kick would be, and playfully patting it. When the numbness had subsided, she cautiously stood up, relieved that her outfit was on the nightstand. The sheer enormity of the belly made her unwillingly play an additional game. Regardless of repositioned house fittings, their moderately-sized home didn’t afford the spatial clearance she required. They were able to buy the residence for a drastically-reduced price, in view of its close location to the highway. Due to them using their college funds for a major down payment, they only had six more payments until it was paid off.

“Don’t judge me for fibbing. I’ll bring his spirits up with the good news.” the scheming female rationalized.

A cloud of euphoria caused her to absentmindedly thump the wall-mounted shelves in front of her. The chain reaction made her cringe, watching the objects, one-by-one fall, to the floor. Each thud was louder than the next, her sports trophies clamoring on top of one another. She groaned, paw palming her embarrassed face. Subsequently, she perceived two distinctly different commotions. From her left, she knew the hurried patter had to be a frantic Daniel. However, the source of the racket outside their bedroom window was a mystery. Winter wouldn’t have time to guess as her worried significant other flung the door open. They locked eyes, either one of them unsure who had the bigger dog in this fight—their corresponding and unexplained problems reaching its inevitable climax.

Some uncomfortable silence later, the ever-disarming gentleman nonchalantly raised his greasy spatula and said, “How did you want your eggs?”

Puzzled, she wrinkled her forehead and replied with, “...Huh? What are you doing here anyway? You’re supposed to be at the plant. You said it was their busy season.”

He shot an identical expression and then gazed at her half-naked body, ascertaining she had just woken up. In place of a verbal answer, he crossed the narrow quarters, the lean man grunting as he squeezed past her maternal girth. He drew the curtains and she was forced to accept a force of nature that was actually bigger than her. She was wondering why it was dark at eight o’clock and was now thankful for the salvation the weather had afforded. Once more, her big tum had inadvertently brought them together and perhaps, closer. And that was if she pulled the trigger on the virtuous notion that had just popped into her thick head. As Daniel gawked at the five-foot-high snow piled up against the glass, she snatched her mate for life, the cooking utensil plummeting to the carpet.

Winter kissed the belly-smothered male and lovingly told him, “We need to have a talk.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Hold your hands out. No peeking. Okay...open ‘em!” Winter instructed, gently removing
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