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On the sixth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat six ludicrously-sizable deviled eggs.

Or, Lalia was already devouring just one of them. It started with a nibble, then rapidly escalated from there. Her first taste of it could be considered as “curious”, but that would imply she had the intention of waiting for the stream after biting into the giant-sized egg. As witnessed yesterday, she and everyone knew better. Once again, the stream started early, and although she jumped the gun for Day 5, a good majority of the crowd showed up early too. The anxious avalanche of woman and belly was getting worse, having run over to the staging area the second they were finished unloading the last one. Emma, well-rested and caught up, anticipated this and told the baking team to not even bother covering the dishes anymore. As much as she wanted to show off her giant foods by making them appear slowly after the stream began, the preggo wasn’t going to stand around looking pretty and gigantic.

“She only grunted a little while picking it up this time...” Logan noted, his helmet already on and waiting for the system to boot.

“So this whole getting stronger thing is real. ...Soon, you may not have a job, brother.” Emma concurred, and then jabbed.

“That’s okay! His other job...will keep him busy! ...Hehe.” Lalia loudly chew-remarked, her enhanced hearing always jarring them both.

Her ecstatic manner of speech and eating pace confirmed, albeit grossly for Emma, one of the things she missed during her unexpected nap during last night’s spree. Logan was not only used as a measuring tool for the gravid gigantification of the overeater but also served as the sexual relief for the superabundance of horny hormones in her booming body. To her knowledge, they still hadn’t graduated past kissing, yet that appeared to be more than sufficient for what she needed. Going by the intermittent yawns he was letting out, the minor foreplay was a major tax on his “little” human frame.

She had skimmed through the VOD of the stream for obvious reasons, finding it hot in what she was doing but not at all with who she was doing it with. In fact, she demanded that she get the exact same treatment as compensation. The female Madris had been vocal a number of times about her mountain climbing privileges and viewed this as a serious overstep. Neither of the kissing duo protested, feeling it was fair and almost righteous. Lalia was going to have a good time regardless, and the presently rapid inflation of her head assured that her eagerness wouldn’t be any different for her either.

“Yeah, well, my day job isn’t going away any time soon. Especially considering we should be getting you on top of her now.” Logan fired back, activating the updated controller for the upgraded system of Arsenal Pantries.

“...Touché.” Emma said in acknowledged defeat.

It was uncommon for him to win a battle of wits with her, but it mattered not when it came to the excessive escalation of Lalia’s habits lately. They enjoyed the challenge of adapting to her, but normally it wasn’t of her own volition. The redhead was carefree until it became a problem that couldn’t be ignored, yet now she was seemingly looking to cause problems. The Banquet Hall was a happy but budding accident and it appeared that breaking the new Belly Wing was going to be intentional. She had more or less said it twenty-four hours ago in this very spot, and as the gargantuan deviled egg fastly became less gargantuan, the Madris siblings saddled up for it.

“I agree. ...Now would be a good time for my itty bitty Emma to ‘map’ this mountain of belly. ...I mean it. ...I’m going to get so big that I’ll be a new landscape to put on the map...” Lalia talked through, barely pausing as her cheeks and face swelled with her stuffing.

“...You heard her, Emma. Let’s find out if you can see her belly...from space!” Logan curtly initiated, a single machine whirring to life from behind them.

Emma turned back to curiously stare at the improved robot-arm mechanism they renamed as “Arsenal Utensil”. The “Pantry” had been dropped because Lalia had absolutely outgrown the APs, in size...and use. Even though one of them could serve enough food to keep a large family full for months, she had expanded to the point where all of that would equate to a single sandwich for her. A nice meaty sandwich, but a paltry offering for the brood that increasingly cried for more and more. That scale was even further outclassed by the quick work she was making of the first deviled egg.

With each of the six weighing four thousand, five hundred pounds, and made with dijon mustard, bacon, paprika, they were a hulking main dish that was usually a side. However, with the preggo growing every one of her assets and overall body structure to a size where the Hulk character looked comparatively small and weak, they feared for the months ahead in which the giant foods would get the same outsized treatment. Currently, though, the fractional remainder of the egg gave a preview of everything just outlined.

“Hurry, there’s still time before she swallows!” the Feeder begged, not wanting to miss the rounding burst of expansion.

“...On it.” he replied, the Pilot having returned to form.

And, better. Thanks to the overhauled mechanics, every one of the twelve Ants, including the two that were rendered ineffective, had been combined into one, protracted, and interlocked tool. In its current function, it had been deployed and unfolded into a single long instrument that was now forming into two mechanical hands that gently grabbed Emma by the waist and lifted her upward as the lone Pantry that served as a central hub, moved even faster. With less weight and the condensed element they used for all of the conjoined Ants, it stood to contend with the elevated and more frenzied Lalia, hopefully, on level footing. Technically, ten of the Ants had survived to form the next model, with the damaged pair having been salvaged to strengthen its functional brothers. Their united and reinforced hardware was brilliantly displayed with them swiftly extending to the top of Lalia’s thirty-foot high belly. Emma looked like she might be nauseous from the sudden movement, but that was washed away by being deposited atop the overflowing lake of belly.
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