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On the first day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat one gigantic pie.

Although the logistics of feeding an absurdly pregnant woman with an absurdly oversized food was complicated, it's really that simple. Of course, the sleepless Emma Madris wouldn’t agree with the simplification, her tired brain working out the last of the issues as she stared at the redhead that was anything but the notion either. Inside the Banquet Hall, her number one worry was the slightly cracked state of the great space. The evening prior—exactly twenty-four hours ago—Mr. E had announced the 12-day feast. Likewise, Lalia and her singularly gigantic belly announced to them and the world at large that her vast sphere was in dire need of more nourishment than previously believed. And that was because she was much, much more pregnant than previously told.

“How’s the speech coming, Lal?” Emma asked her, yawning afterward and rubbing her reddening eyes.

“It’s...” she began to reply, cramming in a six-foot-long peppermint red velvet cake roll and swallowing it the moment it filled her bizarrely inflated head, “...done! To be honest, I’ve been rehearsing the abdomen-loving anthem since I first embraced...all of this.”

The barely four-months along preggo had paused once more to cram in another roll of the dessert. And patting the spot where her tremendous tum surged a smidge larger, she'd forthwith proved her statement by just knowing where her belly would grow. Lalia had certainly entered a new unprecedented chapter of her extreme stuffing ways, and found that she liked the corpulent changes that came with it. For one, she had developed a more intimate relationship with her mound. The binges that preceded the especially unprecedented scale of her pregnancy usually culminated in a day or so of her final belly for whatever said binge. Her famous metabolism was obviously still there, considering the impressive sphere before her was over five times less massive than the illustrious mountain she achieved at Thanksgiving. The gravid point was that she’d been with her enormous belly for so long that she was familiar with practically every facet of its endless enlargement. And her arousing speech would show just how far the obsession had spiraled.

“I have no doubt that you have. In fact...I’m sure I know all of it through osmosis. You never stop talking about your belly, and it’s not like I’m going to tune that out. Haha... ...Even when I need to coordinate and cook a meal fit for thousands of people.” Emma bluntly rambled, her glasses sliding forward as she nodded forward in delirious sleep deprivation.

“Ohhh, cute sleepy Em, I think we all can safely assume it’s going to be a five-digit brood inside me.” Lalia weirdly segued, her hands lovingly smoothing over the festive forest green material of the top portion of her three-layered outfit, “Four digits was already hot enough for me to deal with, but for you and me both, let’s start cooking for tens of thousands. I’m going to be...”

“...replacing the Sun in our solar system?” Logan Madris filled in too quickly.

Even the sidelining Mr. E had a chuckle at the uncontrollably horny scene before him. Every human being was wired to suppress their sexuality as much as possible, for vulnerable reasons and etcetera. Yet one month with the most shamelessly proud of belly stuffers was sufficient in influencing their arguably normal personalities. Basically, Lalia brought out the belly freak in everyone.

“Now that is a belly goal to aspire to! Love your enthusiasm, Logan. You’re coming around nicely...” she honestly replied, forever the flirty and bubbly stunner she’d always been.

Irresistibly, she bounced up and down, her mastodonic mound hypnotically rising further over any of their heights. She was adorably giddy but her exaggerated proportions daunted over them, including the well-composed Mr. E flinching some times from her invasive maternal motions. She rubbed the elongated six-foot eminence of her intimidating belly and winked at none of the three in physical attendance. Halfway across the seventy-foot length of the hall was a computer set up with all of the latest streaming gear.

Several lights, a high-end camera, and a fifty-inch screen was ready for the thousands of users flooding the chat with eager messages for the more and more belly to come. Donations of all values were already being sent in for the hair-raising promise of the most pregnant woman in the world eating, growing, and flaunting it all off for their fetish-viewing pleasure. Audience or not, Lalia would do it regardless but having a “five-figure” amount of eyes on her was a highly enticing bonus. Besides craving anything and everything eatable, the attention was the hundredth cherry on top for the swaggering glutton. And Emma took the moment to satisfy it.

“Ah, shoot. Almost forgot about the stream. Are you ready, Lal— ...Why am I bothering to ask? Let’s get this show started.” Ms. Madris decided, too exhausted for the foreplay.

“Sorry, Logan. You got competition now. Because I’m loving Emma’s enthusiasm more! About freaking time!!”

On cue himself, Logan laughed wearily and forced his body to move across the long space, briefly appreciating its forty-foot width as he hurried. He gave his sister a thumbs up and she tossed him the controller for the multiple tall devices behind the computer she was manning. The stream setup was against the eastern wall, so the five huge Arsenal Pantries could have all the breadth they needed to ferry the gigantic warm and flaky dessert sitting atop their combined surfaces. The pie had the world record of the biggest pie ever beat in terms of length and width, both a resounding thirty-three feet. However, not with weight. Still, fifteen-thousand pounds of filling was nothing to disregard, exceptionally when someone aimed to eat all of it. The titanic treat looked like any other, its three-foot-deep silver tin holding a variety of flavors inside the double graham cracker crust rounding three feet above the container. Another type of feat was going to occur on this day of festive tidings. X-Mas had arrived and the never-ending gift that was her belly would put all others to shame.
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