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Lalia...

It’s an uncommon name for a very uncommon woman. Those who knew her were associated with a loose circle of adults trying to find their way in the world. They were brought together by the ordinary struggles of finding yourself and the waves of responsibilities that came after turning eighteen years old. The other unstated, deviant element that connected this conglomeration of persons was the kinky spectrum of gluttony. One could say it was the only aspect that was worth speaking of. However, that would depend on who you were talking to. If it was the untold number of voyeurs who, in one way or another, witnessed her many episodes of binge eating, then they would resoundingly agree. If you asked the cast of characters she had met along the way, they would instead offer varying opinions, but most would humorously complain about how the buxom redhead’s overindulging habits affected them. A fetish linked these two camps of people. Regardless of their way of engagement with it, they hadn’t thought of “why” they were attracted to her. This inquiry of causality will be explored by a mysterious outlier, a man who called himself:

“Mr. E. ...Mr. E? Hellooo? Come on. You’ve been keeping me on pins and needles for weeks. Let’s get this done and over with. ...You know, it isn’t very becoming to keep a ‘pregnant’ woman standing on her feet for this long.” Lalia said in her usual cheeky delivery. The voluptuous person of the hour was standing in front of a gate that guarded a mansion that could rival the estate of Biltmore. The property’s twenty acres of land and its two hundred and fifty room residence was a marvel to behold. Nonetheless, the stately architecture wasn’t a concern of the differently sculptured ginger impatiently waiting to enter. Her alluring, plump framework was a visual wonder that fancied every set of eyes that took her in. The millions of dollars that had been funneled into the dwelling place wasn’t as fascinating as the millions of calories that had passed through the entertaining glutton. Although Mr. E planned on discussing several related subjects, he recognized the object of desire. All of this would eventually lead to it anyhow. It was currently attached to the forever-spirited lady and as conveyed by a certain glasses-wearing friend some time ago, she had come “pre-stuffed”.

“...Well, then congratulations are in order, Ms. Lalia. Yes, my experiment has taken much preparation but I wasn’t aware that you were expecting a child. ...Hmm, this ‘unexpected’ variable might impact the results.” Mr. E pondered. The news of her child-bearing was surprising, but it wasn’t factual. So, if she wasn’t pregnant, then why are they behaving as though she was? The answer to that question wasn’t even known by Lalia herself. She was simply following the surreal instructions of the wealthy male. For now, all that could be divulged was that their strange performance was for the concealed individual in the nearby snow-covered bushes. They were wearing plain clothing, which consisted of a holiday-appropriate green hoodie and a red Santa hat. Their identity was immaterial but what they represented wasn’t. The faceless peeping tom sneezed, their occupied hands also shivering due to the below-freezing temperatures of X-Mas day. For them, the conditions were worth braving, especially with the confirmation of her supposed gestation. The viewers watching the live stream they were broadcasting voiced their excitement with bombarding messages in the chat.

“...‘Well’, I don’t know what that means, but I do know these uh...’youngins’ make my hunger uncontrollable. ...And, yes, you heard me right. That was plural. I’m expecting a litter so you better open this gate before they make me crave steel.” she responded, patting her jiggly belly. The speed of the chat messages came blazingly, lusty emojis and capitalized text flooding the stream viewed by over one-thousand subscribers. While the pregnancy ploy seemed out of place, there was an interesting purpose for it. Whatever it may be, Lalia didn’t care. As always, she didn’t need a valid reason to stuff her face. Mr. E had invited her to receive the “Gifts of Gluttonous Introspection”. Unsuspringsly, he had been closed-lipped about most of the proceedings. The few details he was forthcoming about was that it was going to be a festive evening of “food, community, and analysis.” She didn’t hear him after the first word. In the week leading up to this Yuletide affair, he requested her pastry preferences, also instructing her to wear the “loosest sweater” she owned.

“You will always be a fountain of surprises. After looking into your culinary exploits, I suppose I should expect it by now. ...Supply won’t be a problem. My cooks have been cooking up a storm for a full day now. ...Do come in.” E promised, ending the call with a blaring buzzing sound. The gateway leisurely took its time in opening itself so Lalia performed a visual inspection of her anatomy. Glamorous as ever, the one-hundred and eighty pounds of genuine female thickness was dressed in an attire that befitted her and the overall occasion. Her candy cane-painted nails fixed a new hairstyle she was trying out, the bony fingers pushing aside a lengthy strand of thick curled hair. Not only had she grown out her glossy red mane, but she also made regular use of a curling iron to maintain a curtain of loose polished tresses. As called for, she adjusted the collar of a cardigan knitted with elastic fabric. It was made of a wool-cashmere material and outwardly appeared as a typical ugly sweater of the season. The neckband, wrists, and bottom hem were trimmed with a matching candy cane pattern. A pure and simple double-knotted, crimson gift bow was printed on the face of it, against a dark green background.

“You should have had them cook for all Twelve Days. ...Wait, does that began before or after today? Eh, anywho. Even if they did cook for twelve straight days, it still wouldn’t be enough,” she remarked, an ominous growl vibrating her tall frame. She had maintained her partially-slimmed-down figure following the ordeal with a trio of men on Valentine’s Day. That meant the chub lining her abdomen was still present but a bit more rounded out. On the subject of sexy orbs that hadn’t changed, her enormous bust had remained supple and overflowing, filling up most of the specially-made top. Classically, the huge bosom wobbled as she kicked off the snow on her Alyssa Wedge snow boots. The action made her cognizant of the grape jelly stain on her red-green plaid skirt, the little glob on the furry fringes near her meaty midthighs. She shook the gob off, the wideset marvel that was her glorious ass bobbing from side-to-side. Lalia had walked from the closest bus stop, seeing no need to drive. Once the night was over, no vehicle could contain her. The infamous overeater had more or less accepted her tendencies, walking through the unlatched barrier, hoping to break through a mental one.

“More importantly, ‘tis the season for breaking buttons as well,” she added, shooting her stalker a wink and proceeding forward.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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First Gift: Lalia...Person
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“Welcome, Miss. My name is Logan. Mr. E will be with you in a moment. If you’re in the mood for some eggnog, I have prepared some. But first, I must kindly ask that you remove your footwear. The master mandates that all employees and guests walk throughout the inner premises in...comfort.” the young steward of the manor disclosed. Contrary to what Lalia was expecting, he was a hulking fella, much taller than her six-foot-plus height. She wasn’t banking on getting lucky tonight but the nice-looking chap in a tight-fitting snowman sweater and dress slacks was greatly increasing the chances.

She unzipped the moderately-priced footgear, innocently tossing the waist-long locks and locking her baby blue eyes with his. “Where’s the cute little troupe of men with bow-ties? ...They probably quit after serving me. I am a bit much.”

“...Pardon, ma’am?” Logan was then hit with comprehension, face-palming his reddened visage. “Excuse my confusion, Miss. You must be talking about Master E’s quirky concierge agents. He supervises those men as apart of his profession. I am his personal steward. His number one steward! ...But that’s only because there’s nobody else except me.”

“Oh!” Lalia suffered an equal amount of embarrassment, looking away, and drinking in the tray of eggnog next to him. “In my defense, that was a long time ago. When your boss called me, I completely forgot about that cruise I took. It came to me when I remembered inhaling all of those waffles. ...So good.” Her mouth was watering from the incorrect yet sultry memory of devouring the delicious stacks two at a time. Lucky for her, the lord of the castle had done his research and corrected her with a collected:

“Pancakes.” Mr. E captured the regard of the room, their optics looking at the gentleman decked in a fancy but merry bathrobe. “...You had pancakes. Quite a few, in fact. There was a butter shortage by the time lunch came.”

“And a surplus of belly...” she mumbled, unable to suppress the lewd thought. The accompanying mental image of the yellow mountain towering to the canopy had to be doused, briefly biting her lip before composing herself.

“I’m afraid we are getting ahead of ourselves, though. Apologies for keeping you waiting, Ms. Lalia. Welcome to my home. I see that you have brought the requested garment. ...I trust that you also brought your appetite.” E beseeched, taking her hand and pecking the ring finger.

“You betcha. I was about to take up Logan’s offer. The eggnog looks yummy! ...Why three glasses? One for each of us? Or...is this some kind of test? Like the first time we met. See! At times, my memory can be good...usually when it’s food-related.” she put forth, walking to the ornate serving cart. Lalia snuck a look at Logan’s muscular structure before setting her hungry pupils on the items at hand. As described, three servings of the seasonal drink were on a silver tray, poured into fluted crystal glasses. Her suspicion was understandable, seeing as each one appeared to be filled with a different variant.

The orchestrator of the celebration slinked behind the cart, stepping so smoothly that she didn’t notice it until he cleared his throat. E put his silk tie in the moose plaid housecoat and half-smiled. “No need for any ‘tests’. I can assure you that all of your desires will be answered this time. I made certain to do my homework, as to avoid any further failures. Once again, I must apologize for your cruise ending so early. ...If I hadn’t properly gauged your...sizeable needs, then it wouldn’t have happened.” The earnest statement was expressed with his tightened fist and solemn countenance. He meant every word, feeling like he hadn’t completed his job. The incident with the aforementioned voyage was the basis of the entire undertaking. The boat trip was canceled not even twenty-four hours after it had set off, an unspecified “malfunction” necessitating an emergency docking and refunds. A rigorous investigation was performed and while no definitive cause was found, the report cited a clogged drain as the possible culprit. The examiner noted having a discussion with a fry cook. They had asked an “overworked little person” to dump out the excess grease built up from cooking with a myriad of shortening.

“Oh, stop with that. Stuff happens. If you’re feeling that repentant, then you can atone with some sugary goodies. You got my list, right? I don’t hold against it you buuut, that day I remember wanting to have breakfast...lunch...and dinner. ...Maybe some snacks in between...and after. What I’m saying is that I would love to finish what I started.” Lalia lasciviously made known. She then slurped the thickest-looking eggnog and slammed it down, leaving no trace of the milky beverage. Her distinctive tongue made a cursory appearance, swiftly lapping up the little cream on her full lips.

Mr. E revealed his hand as well, crisply smiling. He had nothing dastardly in mind. The man who figured out people for a living was low-key entranced by her personality. He had every intention of exploring it, handing the non-alcoholic selection to Logan and taking a sip of the mixture loaded with bourbon. Lalia had drunk a variation called “Auld Man’s Milk”, which was made with sweetened cream, whipped eggs, and a half-shot of whiskey. It was clear to understand. True to his word, he wanted to satisfy “whatever floats her boat” by giving every option available. As for the rest of the night, he didn’t need to ascertain her cravings, considering she had sent him a rather long inventory of dessert choices. “I second that notion. I did receive your list and despite my inclination to get all fifty, I could only procure six. I value quality over quantity but when it comes to a person such as yourself, both are equally important. It’s why I have Logan with us. He’ll be assisting with the abundance of every treat I selected. After all, it’s in my job title as a Director of Passenger Plenitude.”

Lalia’s thousand-watt smile became visible, opening her big mouth to speak but was promptly interrupted by Logan presenting a long pair of white thermal socks to her. The articles of clothing were as standard as any other. Since she didn’t have a reason to think twice, the eager female slipped them on and initiated things with, “Sooo...what’s on the menu—...agenda for tonight?”

“Logan and I have set up three rooms. As I stated, I didn’t want to leave anything to chance so we ordered a large volume of each item. I also needed an excuse to use the unoccupied spaces so we are going to have some contemplative fun.” he informed. “Follow me.”

“...Huh? There’s some dissonance with those two words but whatever,” she came back with, strutting down the broad corridor with them. The place was an odd combination of the Gilded Age and modernized architecture. Lalia found it peculiar and apart from one other curiosity, she wasn’t going to be that inquisitive. “The scenario doesn’t matter. At the end of the day...it’s all about the belly.”

Logan perked up once she had uttered the frank assertion, nervously touching his face. “That’s a little freaky.”

His comment was whispered yet she picked it up anyway. As they stopped before a door composed of a scientifically-developed “super wood”, she felt the impulse the scratch the gravid itch. “I do just have one question. What’s up with the whole pretending to be pregnant for that guy that was following me? If you’re trying to mess with him, it isn’t necessary. If it isn’t him, it’ll be someone else. They’ve been doing that since I created my Instagram account. I don’t mind it. ...It was weird at first, but I don’t know...I like it.”

E, remaining in his all-knowing demeanor, touched the doorknob with his fingers and gazed at her basketball-sized paunch. “I know that was out of left field. My last-minute text message must have been, as you say, ‘weird’. I admit that my methods are unconventional so scrutiny is expected. ...The pregnancy ruse is my way of grasping why your followers are attracted to you. At first, I thought it would be easy. ...Three weeks later, here we are.” he laughed, wrapping his digits around the knob, “However, I do believe that if we want to understand the present, we must go back to the beginning.” The door handle was turned, opening the entryway, and exhibiting a straightforward setup. The small space had been stripped of its original furniture, replaced with a dish-covered conference table and a four-foot-tall podium with a laptop on it. Besides a side entrance to the right, nothing else stood out. There were some remnants of the old-style decorations that used to line the century-plus walls, once more exuding the dichotomy of the ages.

Lalia, unassuming and somewhat mystified, shrugged and entered the quarters. They all took their positions, mirroring the “preamble” in the foyer. Mr. E stood beside the pedestal, entering the password to unlock the latest model of a MacBook Pro. Logan put his hands behind him and took his designated spot on the righthand flank of the horizontal surface, facing them both. She inhaled the heavenly flavors emanating from the four gold-plated serving dishes. They were divided into two groups by a line of snowman printed tape on the midsection of the bench. She situated herself at the half-line and observed, “Wow, you went all out...and then some. ...Um, where do I start? If it’s okay, I can ‘double-fist’.”

The expression, much like the field of interest she was involved in, was foreign to Mr. E. “As I’m sure you’re getting by now, I’m not apprised of the majority of today’s culture. I come from old money and my family made certain that I stayed within that realm of former times. With that said, I am vastly curious. ...I find the subject of you very intriguing.” he confessed, opening up a file folder on the Mac desktop labeled as “First Gift”, “I thank you for directing me to your various social media profiles. It allowed me to study the three aspects that I think are the most crucial. The first of which is who you are as a person.” He opened up a photo album plainly labeled as “1”, revealing three pictures. The first was maximized, showing a selfie of her presumably back in college. The facial expression was sad-looking, depicting her sitting at a desk that was equivalently littered with baked goods and homework. The next showed Lalia holding a thesis paper she had scored a "C+" on, also displaying her lips wrapped around a piece of carrot cake. Lastly, the third photo had her in a shoulderless and backless golden dress with the front of it ripped from all of the party food she had that night.

“Forgive me, ma’am.” Logan was pretty close to her left side, removing the lids to show two types of sugar cookies. There wasn't anything particularly exceptional about them, just two batches of frosted gingerbread men and mini holiday trees. Twenty of each were neatly piled on the plates and were homemade by his team of pastry chefs. As promised, the high quality was apparent but the quantity was questionable. “Might I suggest trying the gingerbread first? The baker made these with sweet cream salted butter. I’m not sure what you and the master were speaking of earlier but you seem to have a proclivity for...butter.”

“You’re not wrong.” Lalia, as she had done time and time again, took up his suggestion. Dazzlingly, she ate the score of gingerbready biscuits one a time, chewing and swallowing each one in the snap of a finger. By the time the dutiful Logan had pushed the other plate closer to her, she was finished with them. The gorger sustained her tempo, consuming the little trees that seemed to melt on her unusually large tongue. As she did, her stomach rapidly reached maximum capacity, and the development she had been waiting for finally began. Illustriously, the awesome belly swelled, the pullover filling out with her sheeny flesh. The expansion was trifling, nonetheless, it was just a preview of what's to come. Forty cookies had vanished into her and were punctuated by a sliver of the tummy becoming exposed for her viewing pleasure. The males in the room were polite, looking away when she was stuffing. Unlike the nameless live streamer peeking through the window to the back of Mr. E. Much to their frustration, his backside was blocking their view.

“You’re truly one of a kind. It seems your eating habits hadn’t always been this...unrestrained. I mean no judgment when I offer this opinion, but it looks as though you had a persistent back and forth relationship with your...tendencies.” Mr. E postulated.

She wiped the crumbs off with a napkin given by Logan, unphased by his presumption. “Now that I think about it, I guess it does look like that. When I was in university, I was super self-conscious about my appearance. I made good grades...as long as I wasn’t distracted by...you know.” Lalia reflected, tugging on her slightly stretched top, “Back then, I used to get really embarrassed if I ate a bunch in front of people. ...Funny how things change.” Punctually following her statement, the socks she had on changed to an amber color. In line with E’s admittance, he commissioned one of his connections to design a pair that could detect a person’s mood based on their body temperature. The "mood ring" fad of the seventies was applied to the analysis facet of this experiment.

E leaned over and removed the lids of the second half of the platter, glancing at the kneesocks. “I concur. During that time, it appears you needed a little push to fully embrace your gluttony. I—” Lalia, showing how far she had come, tore into the successive set of treats. She was making quick work of the third dish; a tray of twenty-five salted caramel brownies. The last block of the flavorsome chocolate was packed into her overstuffed maw, followed by the upsurging woman gulping down the entire lot. Although the master and his attendant tried to not stare, even they couldn’t stop themselves from taking in the cartoonish feat. She could go from zero to ten in a wink and had somehow managed to take it to a jolting twenty. The final course of this spread was a fully-loaded brownie slab, baked with an assortment of holiday-themed candies. She consumed it like a woodpecker, guzzling the big sweet until she heard the closing crunch of candy. The result was a huge ball of fastly-accumulated belly fat. The cardigan moderately pinched the forty-inch tum on its upper section, and her mini skirt reversely contained the bottom portion. On the screen, the outcome of her biggest binge was brought up.

“Whole hog...all the way...” she muttered, a significant belch erupting from her. The photo index marked as “2” only contained one image and it was more than sufficient to illustrate the turning point in the history of Lalia. Someone from her former roommate’s family had snapped a picture of the epic Thanksgiving feast, the monitor presenting the largest her belly had ever become. The gargantuan bulge was mightily angled upward, surrounded by numerous cutlery. The sight of it alone made her enamored, still proud of that abdominal achievement. “Oh! I’m sorry for interrupting. What were you saying?”

Mr. E, feeling the point had been made, smirked, and closed the notebook computer. “Nothing you don't already know. I hope you’re enjoying yourself. I’m grateful that you’re willing to participate. ...Not many people would want to be put under a microscope yet it appears you’re well-aware of the eyes you draw. I would venture to furthermore state that after the Thanksgiving meal, you weren’t fretting about your appearance anymore.” he put forward, taking the lappy and gesturing to the side entrance, “Then again, I’m just a nosey outsider looking into a fascinating little world. Take it with a grain of salt. ...Shall we move on to your next gift?” Logan crossed the room to open the entranceway and went inside, turning on the lights. Despite the circumstances, the strapping lad remained professional. His employer intended for him to be a neutral party so the character study couldn’t be contaminated. The “little world” he spoke of was where her followers hailed from. An unregulated group of individuals who appreciated Lalia the most. At the end of the day, they were here for the fetish. E, unfamiliar with it, desired to answer one question: Do they care about her as a person, or is it all about the fetish?

“Did ya have to ask?” she confidently quipped, heartily slapping the wobbly and growling mound.

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Second Gift: Lalia...Glutton
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The subsequent chambers embodied the dominant persona of the curly-haired babe: Bigger, uncovered, and leaving you wanting more. The floor plan for this area defined the dimensions as fifty percent larger than the hall that hosted the First Gift. Her twinkling eyeballs danced over a similar, scrumptious arrangement. A table of equal size was utilized, but the presentation was contrasting. Her six-foot wingspan could cover the length of the surface and the steaming bowls could fill her up from head to toe. Of course, everyone knew better. She was just getting started and akin to the phase of her life Mr. E had in his “3” folder, Lalia was now “coming apart at the seams”. The breakout bender of Turkey Day had, in time past, emboldened her to storm any social stage with her voracious ways. Whilst it was a liberating period, she would increasingly begin to put her responsibilities on the back burner. The multiple public binges, which included pies, pizza, and ice cream, shepherded her gourmandizing to the forefront. These outings would plant the seeds that would eventually cause her to neglect the two major influences that had kept her grounded: The little self-control she had left and her relationships.

“Not that you need any encouragement, but please feel free to dig in. I think we can multitask. To be candid, the last gift will be fresh out of the kitchen soon and I want the timing to be perfect. As a fellow connoisseur, I know you’ll value the consideration. ...We have to also remember this,” he emphasized, bringing up a fullscreen PowerPoint, “is how we cross paths. This prelude was where you came out of your shell.” The mister eyed her big belly before letting the slideshow initiate. The introductory slide said it all, a POV snapshot of her looking down at her distended gut, right after she had raided a pie shop. The hair-trigger that was her appetite blasted off, Lalia thinking of a whole new meaning to the concept of “rotation”. On the port side of the board of doughy delights were three clear trifle bowls, individually congested with a one-foot diameter of winter bread pudding. Logan, who was absent for the moment, informed her of the hot butter rum sauce it was saturated in. The responsible domestic worker didn’t want her to become briskly inebriated, on account of the small amount of whiskey she had already drunk. The sweet deed was noted, despite her running opposite of that.

-You got to be kidding me. French bread and dark brown sugar! All of this stuff is amazing! Not the kind of dessert you can get at a local bakery. No wonder his kind are called ‘fat cats’. ...I’ll resist the comedic follow-up. And let my belly do the talking...- she thought, focused. She absorbed the first bowl of the frozen treat, her joyous exhale of satisfaction making a bit of raisin noticeable on her ivory daggers. Her strategy was then implemented, trading the empty serving container for the remaining two. The second was balanced on her bigger belly and the third was scooped into her wide muzzle. The superhuman tongue wiped the dish clean of every single morsel and forthwith swapped it for a full, sticky bowlful. As her godly globe steadily bulged, Mr. E quietly took a remote out of his robe pocket and pointed it at the window, deactivating the smart tint film. The now transparent glass revealed the glued, blank face of her secret admirer. Initially, they were affixed to Lalia’s enormous, growing swell but immediately ducked once they were cognizant of the open view. The transitional scene was manifested in a manifold manner, with the slides, her next move, and the wholesale parallel of the past.

-...I've kind of always had an audience.- she inwardly summed up, aware of the outside spectator. The mood socks responded to her internal observation, shining a solid navy blue tinge. Contradictory to the yellowish feedback, the color indicated that she was at ease, bordering on cloudless passion. The mentioning of her seesawing conduct with voracity tripped her mixed emotions, wholly displayed with this reimagining of her chronicle’s Act Two. Putting her mouth where her money was, Lalia “double-fisted” a pair of three by three blocks of millionaire’s shortbread. The giant biscuits were as layered as her individuality and as she simultaneously ate both of them, the picture show on the display encapsulated the booming changeover she went through. A tagged social media post of her stuck in a classroom seat represented the crumbling consequences of her dicey behavior. The photograph of Jane chastising her for shamelessly pigging out at a sundae parlor was bittersweet, the phantom guilt making her rate of intake increase. To conclude, a collage of her one-hundred cereal box challenge solidified a memorable addition to her gluttoning stunts, the ensuing "lap of luxury" making her see:

“I have no self-control over my gorging, and the only thing that makes me love it more is,” she flaunted, cusping her doubly larger belly and blowing a kiss to the streamer, “...when I draw a crowd.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Third Gift: The Community of Craving Control
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“This feels...familiar...urgh!!” she complained, her monstrous midsection splintering the doorframe to the culminating arena. The pliable mass was forced to compact itself as she pushed more of the unstoppable protrusion through, giving it the appearance of a gift-wrapped torpedo. A thin stripe of her glowing peach skin was perceptible on the equator of her celestial bump, pinched by the opposing garments. Many feet of carnal beauty bent the lumber that was designed to be ten times denser than normal wood, the long curvy legs of Lalia making their way across the threshold. As her lean arms gripped the edges of the cracking fixture, Logan entered through the regular means of entry. He was coming in backward, hands tightly grasping an unusually ample cart. The situational irony was commented on by the live discussion of No Name’s stream, projected onto an overhanging white screen. Mr. E was getting his hands dirty, positioned on the starboard of the ten-foot-long ferry, intending on attaining that perfect timing. She groaned, “So...much...belly.”

In unison, the great-bellied body of Lalia and the soles of E’s house slippers touched the hardwood floor, the momentum propelling them forward. A collision looked imminent, however, their respective instincts prevented the disaster from occurring. The belly saved her, the red-haired goddess cushioned from the fall by the bodacious sphere spreading out beneath her. She was preparing to apologize for the damage yet found herself stunned by the powerful aromas pervading her nostrils. The twin scents of protein and sweet were obnoxiously making her melt, causing the flooring below the three-foot-wide companion to shake. Thanks to the elevation of her prolific gut, she was eye-level with the top of the food bar. The dual stainless steel hoods gave the impression that it was a grill, but the usual parts were missing except for what appeared to be two heating pads underneath. She further assessed her surroundings, realizing the inordinate capacity of the completely renovated chamber. Her line of sight ended at the glass doors, concentrated on the shivering but ecstatic smile of No Name. She looked right at E, “Should we let them in? My belly has caused enough casualties as it is.”

The gray hue of her hosiery gave away the strain she felt from the recollections of the Food Festival incident. Mr. E knelt, swilling his nearly untouched egg with a straw, and replied, “Should we, Ms. Lalia? I don’t need to bring up a photo to demonstrate the rather strong following you have garnered. Even before you created that Instagram account, you had followers. They have always been here. I know it’s sexual in nature...but there is nothing more fascinating than how it overlaps with psychology. As they are also called...’kinks’, in a sense, are a reflection of our soul. ...Everything considered, it isn’t often these ‘lurkers’ get a chance to peek behind the curtain. They might not be so willing to cross that line.” He then nodded to Logan, who was now manning the laptop connected to the projector. The live stream was minimized and a video was played. It turned out to be a chronological compendium of her time at the abovementioned festival. Most of the clips were from Clyde Ryder’s recordings, but there were around a dozen differing perspectives from her other followers. Throughout that time, Lalia had brazenly double-dipped into her two greatest appreciations: Overeating and attention.

Lalia regarded the compilation, snapping her pretty face to NN, then back to Mr. E. She brightly beamed and nonchalantly stated, “If I get to gorge like a crazy person and with little to no consequences, then them being a lookie-loo is a lesser offense. ...Who cares? Let’s have fun! I was just worried about the guy catching a cold.” In true happy-go-lucky fashion, she snatched his drink and gulped it faster than taking a breath. “Let’s get this show on the road! I would hurt a child for whatever is in front of me.” E guffawed, offering no more elaborate speeches and joining his assistant at the cart. On the count of three, they lifted the hoods to uncover a dyad of the traditional X-Mas Day foods. Absurdly, both of the dishes were almost as expansive as her belly. To the left, a giant glazed ham was sizzling on the hotplate, dripping with cinnamon and nutmeg-spiced juices. On the right, a behemoth dark chocolate yule log cake was kept just warm enough to maintain the fresh out of the oven temperature. The absolute rush of stimulation she received sent her into a Hulk-like frenzy, gobbling the wide-ranging slices of meat with a fork and digging into the second course with an oversized spoon.

As her profusion of belly expanded in every direction, Logan surprised the hypnotized NN by opening the doors. They about lost their balance but regained it by stumbling a few steps back. The husky steward gestured for them to come in, pointing his flat hand at the slowly rising Lalia. As expected, they were overwhelmed by the opportunity, exhibiting their frantic attitude by swiveling their head from side-to-side. They then skittishly moved to the doorstep and put a shaking foot just over the hardwood plank. Ultimately, they chose to remain as an observer, surprisingly closing the entryway themselves and resuming their recording of the monumental expansion of her stomach. Mr. E was caught between his fascination with her blooming tummy and the decision of the spectator. The bump was upthrusting her to the ceiling, approaching the size she had achieved post-Food Festival. No Name remembered what had happened to an Instagram user named “TGainz”. Otherwise known as Trevor, the young man had flown too close to the Sun and without getting too into it, he ended up worse off for mixing two worlds he shouldn’t have. Lalia learned from his self-destruction, sticking to unserious dates, such as her Valentine shenanigans. Even till this very moment, she was an outrageous glutton. Nobody wanted to fix an unbroken system.

The finishing forkful and spoonful were swallowed, Lalia feeling actualized with her past experiences laid out before her. Psychology and analysis be damned, she was focused on the mantra of everyone’s concern, expressing it with, “Belly, belly, belly!!”

Brilliantly, the stockings on her lower legs shined with an ultraviolet glow. The incredible purple light blinded everyone present with the literal manifestation of her love for overindulgence. The radiance diminished, every eye ogling her ten-foot-tall mountain of a belly. The mass was not far from surpassing the magnitude of Thanksgiving and the burning question on the minds of the watchers was being debated in the Twitch chat. Mr. E scrolled up within the chat history, back to the timestamps that marked her initial discussion with him at the gate. Lalia was fondling her immense orb and took notice of the messages. Additionally, she paid regard to the black curtain behind the projector screen. The fast pace of the Third Gift caused her to miss the ten-foot-long drape. Her attention shifted back to the text, reading the various comments of the “news” of her pregnancy. In summation, while the apparent prospect of her hunger truly going out of control was enticing, the majority of them agreed that it would be too precarious for her health.

Mr. E was studying them as well, summarizing his intentions. “As you can see, their sentiments weren’t as polarizing as I believed they would be. My ruse was a test to see which aspect your supporters come for. The person or the unabashed glutton? ...I should have seen that, as with most things, it’s a combination of both. Something tells me it’s much simpler than that. If it has to be about one thing, then you have already said it yourself.” he articulated, walking to the curtain pull cord and calmly clutching it, “It’s all about the fun your belly brings.” The extensive drape was drawn, unveiling a sacrilegious smorgasbord of the other forty-four desserts she had requested. Altogether, the pile of sweets could kill a full-grown elephant. She was overcome with indecision, knowing that if she started eating the gauntlet of confection, she would have no choice but to see it through to the end. Comparatively, this was the psychological key to E’s experiment. Lalia makes binge eating look normal and through her, they get to vicariously experience the fetish. In a safe place, their insecurities disappear and for a limited occasion, they find pleasure in what they want: An absurdly round belly with no repercussions.

“You’re a crafty man Mr. E. I was on a ‘good streak’ for a while. I didn’t think my cravings would be challenged. I managed to lose twenty pounds since February. ...Who am I kidding? Might as well fully indulge it.” she rationalized, oscillating her giant-tummied anatomy back and forth until she was on her feet, “Hehe! It looks like I get to give a gift everyone will enjoy: ...The biggest belly yet.” The cute declaration was highlighted by the personification of her guarantee. The special sweater had maintained its amazing elasticity, containing the bulk of her hulking enlargement. The imprinted ribbon bow encircled the staggeringly broad circumference of it, bouncing up and down with her excited dancing. By some means, the skirt had clung on to her ballooning hips, bobbing side to side as she sauntered over to the heaps of sweetmeat, dough, and everything else. The utensils and her maw then moved at the speed of light, pounds upon pounds of edibles stretching her belly to new heights. As the stacks of eatables disappeared, her paunch concurrently inflated. The chamber that could fit about fifty occupants was gradually being overtaken by a towering plethora of Lalia and her dominating protuberance.

Logan stood beside E and offered his non-biased perspective. “This has been interesting, to say the least. I have a better understanding of the huge spectrum associated with sexual fixations. It’s easier to condense it to the object of...ahem...lust. The three Gifts helped me comprehend the three aspects. Hard to believe that it can be pinned down to one thing. ...What does the belly mean then?” He was inquiring about the “big picture” and before his employer could answer, they were hooked by a final flash of color. In correspondence, the socks were shimmering with a stable emerald green hue, indicating an average reading of no stress. She was home. 

Lalia had completed her unbelievable, unrestrained bout of supreme voraciousness, sporting a belly twice as massive as her largest, obsessively touching every inch of fat within reach. Mr. E came full-circle with, “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. ...We can take this apart and find the constants but there isn’t one answer. ...As cliche as it is to say, it’s true: Beauty is in the eye of the beholder.” One festive evening later, there were a thousand happy viewers, hundreds of inches of belly, but there was only one...

...Lalia

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Catch Her If You Can


[image: ]




[image: ]

Act I: Silent Encourager

The wooden chair groans, occupied by the increasing weight of a full-figured woman whose stomach knew no bounds. They called her “Lalia” and from the back view of the peeping tom, it appeared the redheaded belly stuffer was doing what she did best. The person behind the slightly ajar door was stuck in this position since the second they had quietly cracked the entryway to their bedroom. There was an inch of viewing space and even with the limited perspective, she knew every groove and curve of the plump roommate. Her name was “Emma Madris” and at this moment, she was debating whether this was her greatest accomplishment or biggest mistake. Essentially, the closet feeder was in the utmost polarizing box she could be in. The sensory overload of her obsession becoming a reality was making her struggle to form coherent thoughts, reduced to the most monkey-brained of mental states. All the young pervert could do was take in the quintessential example of the gainer lifestyle, studying her tempting, bulging anatomy from head to toe.

-...Lesson learned. Never drunk shop on Amazon ever again. I’m such an idiot! This is the worst-case scenario for a feederist. ...I need to go out there and explain myself before it gets any worse...but, I...can’t...look...away...- she lustily thought. Five minutes had lapsed and even her subconscious was telling her skinny body to hold tight. She wasn’t going anywhere and was too belly-entranced to realize it. Her hastily drying eyes were admiring where it all began, watching the vibrant beautiful face of Lalia in the mirror, sucking in her tenth cookie. Specifically, she was eating the “chocolate brownie” variation of Grandma's Cookies, a one hundred and twenty-count of the treat situated directly in front of the greedy female. Emma could see her taking two with one hand, expertly snatching them in a snap-like movement. The yellow fingernail polish gleamed off the natural light coming from the glass patio doors, her spindly fingers fanning the disks out like a hand of cards, subsequently popping them into her mouth. The sheeny skin of her cheeks expanded and then instantly contracted, the sweet food chewed up and swallowed with an inhuman swiftness. -...I’ll stand here for just five more minutes.-

“Hmmm, so soft, chocolatey, and warm... It slides down so nice and easy...” the overeater purred, taking one more and repeating the sultry ingestion. The purchaser agreed, noticing a few dark crumbs on one of the long curly strands of her delicious red hair. Emma noted that a portion of the shoulder-length mane was uncurled, indicating that she hadn’t finished styling it. By and large, Lalia and her current appearance matched her personality, best described as a “hot yet comfortable mess”. As the imperfect dollface made quick work of an additional eight, her one-person audience let their affixed gaze droop to the yielding, booming chest of wonders. The chest portion of the pastel-striped dress she was clothed in was filled to the brim with the ever-growing breasts. Even the indentation of her ravishing cleavage looked as though it was going to split the fabric apart, the spheres bouncing with the back-to-back pulsation of ten more cookies. They had been roommates for four months and their civil acquaintance had grown in accordance with the gorger’s thick frame.

-...And, now it’s all about to fall apart. ...I’m going to kill Logan the next time I see him. When he told me that a ‘Lalia’ needed a roommate, I didn’t think it would be THE Lalia. ...I’m an All-Round feeder and she’s a belly stuffing goddess. That’s like pairing up fire and gasoline.- the dark-haired kinkster vented. Even the internal rant didn’t stop her from noting that two-thirds of the treats had been merged with the pumping midsection of her friend. The notion of forty of them in her belly made the fiend kneel as seamlessly as possible. Her field of vision was now level with the reflection of the doughy but sensually round distention. The surface she was seated at was a thin-top farm table, affording her an unobstructed look at the inviting lower proportions. While Emma was a fan of long legs, nothing could compare to the “cream of the crop”, the unchecked gut of guts itself. At its base state, she consistently sported a well-formed ball of flesh. They had met in early January and the brunette had to pinch her nose immediately once Lalia said, -Don’t mind the belly. I’m still working off an epic X-Mas dinner. ...I’m thinking of keeping it, though. ...What do you think? Should I?-

At the time, she wished she was brave enough to say this in response: -Not only do I think you should but I will also personally ensure that it stays.- Although they were on differing ends of the fat-loving spectrum, the fiends definitely met in the “middle”. The result equally had both caught in a neuron-locked haze, and that was a big overwhelming belly. In real-time, she had the extreme pleasure of observing her tum, broadening and bulging with the rapid ingestion of the final third of the baked goods. A scant two minutes had passed and just when the fun seemed like it was over, she would understand the frightening extent of her online spending spree. The neatly stacked baking trays were pushed forward and in smooth succession, Lalia went to the unseen foyer and came back with another pack of the soft slices of calorie-filled goodness. This prompted her to tiptoe to the nightstand and retrieve her phone, having to remove her face mask from on top of it. She felt a great amount of embarrassment, intending on waking up and catching the delivery person before the lush would catch a whiff of her blunder. Emma peeked at her, a surge of titillation causing the smartphone to drop to the carpet.

-...HALF?! Already?!- She nearly blurted it out loud, the rough calculation evidenced from the growing pile of two-pack wrappers. Judging by the previous setup, Lalia must have warmed the initial case in the convection oven. Sometime during their first day as housemates, she had no choice but to reveal she was a work-from-home designer cookie chef. When the pandemic hit, she was forced to switch her small business from a brick-and-mortar establishment to a homemade delivery service. The changeover killed her savings so she rented out a room in her house. Her step-brother Logan recommended the glutton herself, and feeling the urgency to alleviate the financial situation, she decided to trust his reference. The blindside culminated with Madris opening her door to the ginger bombshell. There was no mistaking the towering height, bulbous measurements, or her carefree manner of speech. All doubts were cleared after Emma suggested warming up the plate of store-bought muffins she had brought. Being a true foodie, the voracious adult practically inhaled the fresh heaps of quickbread in seconds, remembering the dollop of melted chocolate rolling down from the corner of her ruby red lips.

“...Might as well finish what I started,” Lalia remarked, patting a belly that now contained two hundred and forty of the delicious servings. In three minutes flat, sixty dollars worth of wholesale items had funneled into her burgeoning stomach and was lusciously accentuated by the pure tightness of her short-sleeved outfit. The hem had steadily climbed up her powerfully toned thighs, the fabric holding in the bottom curve of her newly expanded mound. She couldn’t help distinguishing the disunion of pale Spring colors enwrapping the wonky paunch seeking to destroy it. Once again, the tall marvel stood up and this time, returned with a third pack cradled in her right arm and pushing a large cardboard box with her foot. Emma briskly unlocked her device and touched the notification for the huge shipment. A few taps later, she was looking at the order details with a thunderstruck facial expression, her square-frame glasses sliding forward slightly. She pushed back the bridge of the eyewear and felt a strong mixture of sentiments. One was an extraordinary shame for the ridiculousness of the quantity and the other was an enormous charge of arousal from the realization of what was about to occur.

“...She’s going all in,” Emma whispered, her pupils dilating to the size of the wide butt plopping down onto the chair. As the sounds of indulgent snarfing and packaging ripping ensued, she glanced at the three “Office Duo Packs” she had ordered, scrolling up and down to see the parentheses that stated a “three month” supply of each had been bought. Regret was making the blue long-sleeved pullover she was wearing feel stuffy, gulping from reading the text listing the contents of the first ODP. Punctually, Lalia concluded consuming the first half of it, currently swallowing the very last cookie. It then entered her swelling belly, joining the other three hundred and fifty-nine of them tautly compacted inside. As unreal as the stunt seemed, she couldn’t believe this was just one-sixth of the entire order. The second half of the beginning duo pack was presently being aggressively opened. The ravenous housemate had become an avalanche of hunger, and her appetite would snowball from here. Madris had created a monster and she could only watch with frozen confliction.

-I have to stop this. ...Then again, she has to know that it was addressed to me. If that’s the case, then why would she eat something that’s not hers? Unless...- she pondered, rechecking the details, -...I sent it as a gift and named myself as an ‘Anonymous Admirer’. ...Does this make me a big creep? At least ‘Drunk Emma’ knows how to cover her tracks. ...This makes me feel worse.- Her guilt faded to the cognitive background as she observed the spiraling pig out. The second course of the snack buffet turned out to be a wealth of salt. And it came in the form of a triple ordering of Ruffles “all dress” chips, forty-eight packs per case. A total of one hundred and forty-four bags had been sent in a box that was six inches shorter than her five-foot, six-inch stature. Lalia was on her third and fourth, laying waste to the family-size servings by tipping them to her mouth and letting her abnormal chewing work its wood chipper-level of shredding. She was operating like a machine, exchanging every empty sack for a full bag of the crisps from Canada. The surreal scene was admixed by the audible and visual delight of her belly churning with a speedy growth, its peachy existence starting to show itself.
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