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On the eighth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat eight, voluminous glasses of chocolate eggnog floats.

Another evening of stuffing the pregnant colossus had begun, but going by the sensual sounds of Lalia and her gigantic belly, it appeared that yester evening had not wholly ceased. When cooking duty unavoidably pulled Emma out for the night, she had left the ravenous redhead and Logan to their usual devious devices. Their post-feeding foreplay began earlier than scheduled, and following last night’s radically ravishing body transformation, it was easy to understand why the mega-preggo was more frisky than normal. In truth, everybody who had witnessed her full ascension to a Belly Giantess had been given more fetish fuel than they knew what to do with.

Even after said transformation had knocked out the stream’s connection, the six-figure audience still hung out in the lobby, spamming their utterly flummoxed thirst for the momentous occasion for her mountainous maternity, and praying for a hopeless chance for the stream to re-connect. The Madris siblings were in a similar state, but only physically. For a good hour, they didn’t move from the spot the stream ended on, the overworked and overstimulated humans standing as the abdominal alien flaunted her giant belly.

“...Ahem.” Emma voiced assertively, the camera lift stopping at seventy-feet high.

At this height and distance, the chef-camerawoman would have to look through the lens to see the big yet small-looking head of Lalia. The giantess was seated, her legs unseen beneath the mount of belly extending every which way from her position, her back against the wall as she and her curtain of gloss-dipped hair spilled over the literal boulders she had for breasts. Her face was plastered into the cleavage that could hide a full-grown horse in its glistening chasm. Only her closed eyes could be seen, but only one part of her colossal self was mostly obscured, versus the entirety of the boob-trapped Logan. To Emma’s purposely limited knowledge, they’d been making out for a little less than twenty-three hours. The exhilarative expansion of her truly belly-centric body had unlocked a whole new level overlapping belly fetishes and they were beyond addicted. Outright, they had more belly than they knew what to do with.

“Hmmmmmm...” Lalia moaned as she enveloped Logan in another suffocating smooch.

“...AHEM.” Emma loudly asserted.

“...Hmmm?” the Stuffer still moaned, now opening one eye to register the distant presence of Madris.

“Heeey, Lalia! If you two are done with your day-long kiss fe—” the Feeder sarcastically began.

“...OH!”

Lalia meant the word as a general surprise but her new size gave her cheery voice a powerful volume. As soon as Emma began to speak, the sleep-deprived preggo was operating on carnally-exhausted fumes. Delirious and without a shred of the little rationality she had to begin with, her ears registered the impatient tone of the chef but her nose immediately told her pretty blue eyes to look down from the high summit of her belly mountain down to tonight’s chocolatey-delicious treat. She had to lean forward a smidge but not much to take in the side-by-side display of eight clear glass containers of the eggnog flats. Her “back” was resting on the wall but her anatomy had evolved to the point where her human frame was overtaken by her alien abdomen. Her upper torso, even with a bust that could smother several people, was a small-looking adornment atop the oversized sphere. Centered upon it, her view was less belly-obscured.

“And this is why I went ahead and started the stream...” Emma muttered in non-suprised reaction.

The stream’s lobby had a quarter of yesterday’s audience but since she pre-started the festivities ten minutes ago, half of the hundred-thousand onlookers had emerged. They were greeted with Emma activating the camera lift, the little woman not needing to say a thing as the audience received a creeping, bottom-to-top view of the mountainous belly she’d grown into. More belly than woman now. The makeshift elevator was put on its lowest speed setting so they could absorb every fantastic foot of measurement added to the pregnant belly that could hold a litter of the biggest dinosaurs that had walked the earth. Presently, the foot stomps of those former beasts equated to the rapidly beating heartbeat of the hungry hedon of gravidity. Logan, his face-chapped head only visible from her glistening creamy cleavage, felt the heartthrobs in their full, thundering veracity. Lalia’s legs were asleep from her unmoving, day-long kiss fest, but for what she was about to do, all she needed was her belly. With a lustful look to the camera, she blew a kiss, then fell forward.

“Good thing I have both angles covered...” Emma muttered again, tilting the camera down while matching her falling speed.

On the steadily belly-shadowed floor directly below her elevated person was her wall-hugging stream setup, three separate cameras pointing at the center, right, and left. In effect, the devices covered the entire two-hundred and fifty feet of the width of the Belly Wing. Sixty percent of the breadth was dominated by her shifting stomach but their limited aspect was one-third of the one-hundred and twenty foot height of the place, which was plastered with her wall of red-skirted belly. High above, the resourceful but shaky Feeder covered the rest of the upper two-thirds of the picture with her studio-level camera. The streaming software was enhanced with artificial intelligence, allowing the program to constantly center on her upper torso, and switch feeds accordingly. However, the camera operator could manually override it, considering that while her head and bust were magnificent attractions themselves, they were all here for belly. Whether it was a single person or thing, if they wanted to or not, their whole world would become her belly.

“I’m not a real mountain yet. Make me...a mountain. Make Lalia...a mountain...” Lalia whispered, her speech listless.

So tired, she could only repeat the phrase started on Day 5, and by the strict definition, she was right. Although any viewing or upclose human would disagree from their perspective, the immense belly of Lalia was nowhere close to the acceptable dimensions for one of the natural formations. Her belly was more than a decent hill but that gap was as gigantic as everyone believed her to be. Since the largest of land and sea animals were beginning to pale in comparison to her sheer corpulence, the majestic natural structures of the Earth were up next for the belly-measuring task. For what this Day would entail, the stage had been set when Logan revealed the total square footage of the Wing was one acre. On the aforesaid day that birthed the catchphrase, the Stuffer declared, and now repeated:

“It’s only a matter of time before I fill this place...heehee...I mean, a matter of minutes.”

Emma felt the same acute spike of lust everyone felt from the sensual statement, yet as always, she’d prepared for the eventuality of her one-acre eminence. In truth, she’d been doing it since Lalia the Wannabe Mountain was one-day pregnant. While she could bake industrial quantities of food with delicious expertise, she couldn’t completely account for the wide-range of nutrition her inordinately expecting body needed. Luckily, the easy solution was prenatal vitamins...on an increasing industrial level too. With the recent data of her latest brood count—standing at thirty-thousand babies—she upped the dosage for, at least, a third time. The Thanksgiving revelation, plus the X-Mas Eve count that kicked this whole ridiculous shebang off, she had a feeling that she was required to overcompensate harder than she ever had. The festive drink of eggnog was typically made with alcohol, and the Feeder had “spiked” the eight tall glasses with the highest concentration of the supplements yet. In fact, this line of thinking made her theorize about her tummy.
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