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Inside an air-conditioned mobile office trailer, two barely professional-looking men kept looking at a barely pregnant-looking woman through the windowed-door. Their heads moved like owls, bug-out eyes shifting in sync between the fine female and the portrait she had mailed to them. The difference between the pictured past version of herself and her present self was rather simple. In that she was just...bigger. However, they were the two top-most officials of a post-graduate boarding school, so specificity was expected from the assumedly educated men. As best as they could, both of them divided the simplicity of her bodily differences. According to her application, she was nineteen years old, and regardless of her overall body in either comparison, they couldn’t help but to look at her:

“Belly. ...Er, I mean...Belle is a...uh, proper last name for her. Jane...Belle. Quite a name...for quite a woman...with quite a...belly.”

The man speaking was Jason, the Head of Admissions for the school. His partially wrinkled suit and way with words wouldn’t impress that he was competent. In his defense, though, any person who would be understandably flabbergasted with the two majorly different bellies of the same woman. He adjusted his loose tie and stared at the photo more intently. He noted the three major differences, pupils dilating at the massive contrast of her breasts, height, and of course...belly. A belly that could swallow and fit the two fairly big fellas inside its impressively rounded mass. Coincidentally enough, it reminded him of the Bugs Bunny and Daffy Duck cartoon silently playing on the mini-tv. Her stomach was so ridiculously huge that only a cartoonish scheme would explain it. If the photo was real, he guessed that the top of his head—standing at an even six feet—would come to the top of her great belly.

The school president, a short male of five feet, looked at the patiently-waiting Jane, their seated heights letting him know they were as tall as each other. Unlike Jason, he wasn’t impressed and thought it was indeed a Looney Tunes-like scam. He unwrapped a foot-long pepperoni roll out of its plastic, the food practically a trademark of the state the school operated in—West Virginia. An old and cold person in general, he slid the picture back to his number two and turned up the volume on the little television.

“Little missy is probably trying to con us. Still...I need to tell the state that we at least ‘processed’ a new applicant, so just to say that we did, give her a tour...and then show her the door. As long as they see ‘progress’ with the numbers, we’re golden. ...Dismissed.” the standoffish mustached-man decided, hand-waving him away and taking a large bite out of the doughy food.

It was close to lunch time and although he was very hungry, the mystery of Jane Belle and her belly had him hooked. Sure, even if it was fake, then at least he got to actually do his job. They were short-staffed since the school was “built” and the lazy president made him wear many hats. Despite him being in charge of admissions, he was the sole employee of the department. Thus, instead of delegating the task to a subordinate, he had to do every small and big task by himself. Speaking of the latter, he noticed two brown bags at the feet of the “prospective” student. Having been born and raised in WV, he immediately knew they were takeout bags from:

“Tudor’s...what a heavenly smell, huh. Biscuit fan, Ms. Belly— ...‘Scuse me, Ms. Belle. ...Long morning.” Jason awkwardly greeted.

Jane and her full ruby-red lips formed into a smirk, grabbing and holding the bags with one arm, her petite frame betraying how fast and easily she did it. In her swift movement, the portly admissions head didn’t catch the fact that she’d just finished eating one of them. And had done it in the one minute it took for him to heed the president’s order and walk to her. She wiped the yellow crumb of dough from her fat and wide bottom lip, smiling slightly beforing holding her hand out for a shake. “It’s okay. I always have belly on the brain, so I can’t talk. Haha. I believe you’re Jason? Hard to forget that voice...and I imagine my ‘audition photo’ leaves an impression.”

Taken aback by her candid manner of speaking, he chuckled as awkward as his initial statement, looking away in embarrassment. Regardless of her blunt statement, he would be nervous anyways. He graduated college himself at the top of the now ending summer and while he did okay with his 3.0 GPA, he did much less than average when it came to dating. Pretty girls were his weakness.

“Y-You could say that again, Ms. B-Belly. ...Doh, again! Let me start over. ...Ahem, yes, I’m the Jason you spoke to. Yes, I am a normal person...most of the time. Haha. And, certainly yes, the picture of your last pregnancy was...eye-catching...and tongue-catching.” he fumbled through and recovered.

The response drew a cute giggle from the tiny woman, Jason doing everything in his waning willpower to not look at her. Yet, he was supposed to be a professional and the person who essentially was the gatekeeper of the institution needed to act with some confidence. Therefore, he looked down at Belle, seeing that from the top down, she embodied her last name in its straight definition. Even though women of her stature were usually labeled as “cute” foremost, he knew he was looking at a real beauty. Her wavy black hair was fashioned into two pigtails that hung to either side, putting emphasis on her attractively exotic face. Only now did he see how big her mouth was, realizing it took up most of her lower visage. The lips were not only irresistibly kissable, but were also sharply symmetrical, the upper lip forming a smaller yet still plump half of a cupid’s bow. He was so mesmerized by them that he failed to look at any other facial features...and then he caught the upper curvy bulge of her huge breasts. Lowering his gaze, he could tell that even supposing the melons were on a woman a foot taller than her, they would still be considered as enormous. They were so big that the round orbs dominated and compromised all of her stout upper torso. Amazingly, they rested comfortably in the white button-up shirt she wore.

“I bet, Mr. Jason. I imagine you have a few questions for me...and since you’re staring at my shirt...you’re probably wondering where I got one of your uniforms from. Hehe.” she mischievously said, her giggle causing her boobs to bounce on top of her belly.

He wasn’t aware she was wearing one of their uniforms until his eyes looked from her breast-belly midpoint and to the “MH” emblem on the center of her right teat. Jason gazed a little longer than he should have, enamored by the breast that was about the same size of his big head, and less so about how she got the shirt. Fortunately, Jane didn’t mind and took the opportunity to wolf down her second biscuit of the late morning. Only when the buttered crumbs fell down the affixed gaze of the man did he look up, clearing his throat. “To be frank, Ms. Jane, it has become my second question for you. As you put it, your...uh...‘bodily condition’ was...intriguing.”

She forthwith laughed, catching him off guard and furthermore with her shoving a yellow-wrapped biscuit right up to him. “How about we make a deal then? You’re curious about my big belly...and I’m interested in attending this school. Y'all give tours, right?”

He nodded, half-paying attention because of flummoxed thoughts he was having. Looking down at her again, he saw that two wrappers had been wadded up and barring when the first was devoured, he was even more stumped by how fast she must have eaten the second. It couldn’t have been more than two or three seconds. Considering that a biscuit from Tudors was known for how obnoxiously large they were, easily double the size of a regular. On top of that, the two halves of the jumbo-sized dough were packed with usually an assortment of meat, cheese, egg, and hashbrown. They were generous portions and looking at the equally generous ball of belly on her, he was getting his first tease of an extraordinarily insatiable woman. Meekly, he stated, “O-Of course. Free of charge.”

Abruptly, Belle slapped the hefty product in his held-out hand and winked at him. “Well, I want to see the whole place. I heard your stomach growling...so I propose this: You give me the full tour...and I’ll show you the full extent
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