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On the tenth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat ten, bulk-filled parmesan pastry pipes.

Still, the 12 Days of X-Mas couldn’t be sung, or this case, eaten, without the consumptive chorus of the days that came before.

“...More.” Lalia sternly said through a mouthful of first day pie.

The pastry of Day 1 had now been reduced to an after thought, its gigantic mass merely another thing to overinflate her head of endless capacity. That was the thing, though. The giant preggo did want another thing to fill her mouth. Yesterday, she requested that every new Day would start with the stuffing of the previous Days of treats. As ridiculous as it was, her growing team of belly-stuffing helpers completed the task, some of them witnessing the one-by-one mass-gulps of each Day’s load last night. Whether it be one big pie, two dinner rolls, and all else that followed, they were swallowed at once to join her endlessly expanding waistline. However, Day 9 saw her mass-gulping them down individually. So, even as fifteen-thousand pounds of pie stunningly stayed overfilled and compacted in her measureless mouth, Lalia was politely demanding another fifteen-thousand pounds be added. That came in the form of the giant dinner rolls of that day that followed the pie, the pair currently being pushed forward by the enduring arms of the Arsenal Utensil.

“Hmmmmmm...” Lalia pleasurably hummed as the bread of Day 2 entered and further expanded her mouth.

The roofbound Logan Madris could see where this was going, and readied with the AU to push the three chocolate eclairs closer to that wanting kisser. A slight flare of carnality popped into his mind as flashbacks of the preceding nights of them intensely making out played in quick succession. Last night was the first time in a while they hadn’t kissed or engaged in belly-talk. No, the privilege of belly-foreplay belonged to his sister, Emma Madris. Who, to his knowledge, was still under the mountainous belly erected one-hundred and seventy tall high above and extending far to either side of the comparatively doll-sized man. And that was just the height of her belly alone. If she was standing, then the two-hundred and thirty feet of total stature she was mightily proud of would be on full-display. Far below and in the darkness of her widespread underbelly was a pair of legs that accounted for one-half of the small part of her non-belly height. And far above was the other half, her upper torso that remained behind yet atop one tremendous pair of tits.

“I miss being inside her cleavage already. So warm...so big.” he thought aloud, realizing he had but not caring and hoping she had.

Lalia hadn’t, her attention on the ends of the trio of side-by-side eclairs that began to enter and spread her full, juicy lips. The pie and dinner rolls inside made room for the French-style pastries, her powerful jaws widening and heightening to take in an additional eighteen-thousand pounds of food. Altogether, her mouth was one short-ton shy of fifty-thousand total pounds of amalgamated mass. With the comparison of whales being used to measure how much she ate in reference to the colossal creatures, Lalia had grown so big and hungry that what was inside her fantastically-stretched maw was nearly the equivalent of eating the animal itself. Specifically, a southern right whale. And while the ever-ravenous preggo could eat more than a blue whale could, she was still far from consuming the average weight of one, which was approximately three-hundred thousand pounds. For a human, the audacity was extreme and inconceivable. Every day, both of the Madris kin would look up these insane facts and despite seeing it upclose, belief was suspended.

“Hmmmmmmph!!” Lalia chirped her gulping sound, making a showier noise than usual. As so many times before, the wad the size of a decent whale compacted and traveled down her freakishly bulging throat. “...Ohhhhhh...yeah, that’s the s-stuff.”

The instant her gargantuan bosom bulged then receded from the descending mass, her lungs took the breath it was completely blocked from having and then used as a slightly-stuttering moan. Her face seized in vibrating lust as the first three Days worth of oversized treats entered and expanded her belly. Lalia didn’t forget to “allocate” this time, instinctually telling her body to redistribute the lightspeed-processed energy to the height of her belly. Since she performed the action immediately, the heightening was a steady climb, the blues of her eyes looking down as the tiny Logan lowered out of sight past the curve of her rising belly.

She then looked up and her smile grew with her stature, tilting her head slowly down as the top of her red hair became level with the highest point of the mansion—the two-hundred and fifty foot tall clock tower sitting at the front middle of the structure. The short-goal had been completed in one mass-gulp, and with two more to come, he shuddered at what he knew would come next. Since his peripherals were wall-to-wall with her belly, he stepped back until he could perceive the wide edges of her soaring stomach.

“Hmmm, maybe an inch or six short. Still not the tallest just yet. ...Oh! Good to see you again, Logan.” Lalia mused, looking down to see the slightly smaller man and delighting in making him look tinier. “Can’t blame you for staring at my mountain...but I’m still a bit too ‘short’ of being that big...yet. Speaking of...I didn’t even realize I stood up. That last gulp felt sooo good that I must’ve done it on instinct. Better lay her back down before Emma complains. ...She really likes it under there.”

Logan had failed to notice too but he supposed, like Lalia, that all of her belly-stuffing was becoming second-nature. The extremes they put themselves through every day had drilled into the routine so innately, they could find more moments of abdominal appreciation. Still, the Feeder had been denied of her mountain-climbing privileges for several days and seeking to be reimbursed, the tiny female chose to start from under the base of probably the first food-stuffed mountain of flagrant fertility.

“I do!! And I would appreciate being wrapped in your mountainous blanket again...please!!” Emma bluntly communicated into the ear piece they were all wearing.

Considering the crushing implications of being under such a powerful pregnant belly, Mr. E had to insist on the utmost safety. He tried to talk her out of it completely but that belly-lust had infected more than just Lalia. Fortunately, they had a growing staff of technicians and engineers on the payroll, so within twenty-fours, they had constructed a special protective suit for Emma to wear.

From head to toe, the design was as simple as a scuba diver’s attire but the stitch was reinforced with the same material the robot arms were made of. Seeing as those had stood the test of her tummy power for going on ten days straight, they trusted that it could withstand a full-on belly smothering. If it didn’t, then that was the purpose the ear piece served, even if his sister kept it mostly muted from her constant moaning. Longer and louder than the Stuffer sometimes. The redhead’s enhanced hearing made her perceive it just enough and if anything, she was flattered and appreciative that others loved her belly as salaciously as she did. She was more out of control than she ever had, but showing some personal growth, she learned to share the belly-love. Including with the viewers.
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