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“Some day soon, my one true love, I will make us a mountain. People come and go, but you’ve always been there for me, my gorgeous girth. So, what do you think, my belly? ...Should we show the whole world what being pregnant with a continent looks like?” Lalia softly yet erotically asked her belly.

The pregnant mound she spoke to was naked, soaked, and rising high into the overcast sky. If she was standing up, Lalia could make out the mansion it had outgrown over a month ago. Presently, she was taking a bath in the only place that could serve as a suitable tub for her colossal bulkiness. Specifically, she was in a body of water known simply as “The Lagoon”, which was on the opposite side of the property Mr. E owned. Since she was laying down in the cold water, the jutting mass of her belly obstructed the view of not only the mansion but also anything past the approximately one-thousand-foot wall of her stomach.

Today was February 14th, otherwise known as Valentine’s Day. She was two weeks shy of being six months pregnant, and that plain numerical fact was the only thing that could be called “normal” of her gigantic gestation. Every other expectation that came with the ordinary biological process couldn’t be considered in the slightest when it came to the ravishing, belly-stuffing redhead. Lalia had never been anything short of ordinary, even before being gravid with so many digits of life. To everyone that had followed her overeating antics from the beginning, the thought of her being pregnant was something they kept as an unlikely fantasy in their heads. All things belly notwithstanding, she was a young, smart, and beautiful woman that had the whole world in front of her.

“...!!!!” her belly responded.

The short, four-alarm growl of endless hunger nearly exploded from her rounded being, her lagoon-filling form sending teeny waves across the little water around the edges of her exposed mound. The trees, as naked as she was, were cleared of any barely surviving vegetation near the close of winter. The strength of the hunger pang was illustrated with some of the branches breaking off, and some of the smaller trees falling over snapped in half. As the world’s first Belly Giantess, the elements of nature struggled daily to adjust to her phenomenal pregnancy. Something the little humans coming her way on a golf cart could empathize with.

“...Hm? Is that my two favorite people in the world that I hear? ...And, ohhh, is that candy I smell?! Hehehe. It’s been so long since I had a proper...meal.” Lalia wondered aloud.

She could hear Emma and Logan Madris likely arguing with each other, but the unmistakable smell of baked sugar and perhaps chocolate was her primary, sensorial concern. About five-plus weeks ago, the notorious “12 Days of X-Mas” feast had swollen Lalia’s belly from overfilling a bedroom to overfilling a two-hundred and fifty room mansion. Initially believed to be pregnant with four-thousand from her epic Thanksgiving feast, the twelve-day affair revealed that she was actually expecting well over three-hundred thousand. The race to solve the nutritional deficit from eating for a four-digit brood to a six-digit one was ultimately solved, however, a revelation from the added “Day 13” suggested she could be, at least, holding a seven-digit litter. The Madris siblings, the man who financed it all, Mr. E, and the hundreds of people he hired with his vast wealth already had a hard enough time keeping up throughout the thirteen continuous days, and after watching her belly outsize the accommodating manor, they’d understandably asked for a well-deserved break.

“Here...urgh...let’s see if we can see them...from the mountaintop...” Lalia struggled to say as she attempted to sit up. Laying flat on her belly’s backside, she let out three more “urghs” as she attempted merely to angle her massively enlarged upper torso upward. “Ah...urgh...dangit. Forget it. I never thought I would say this, but I’m afraid there’s just...too much belly.”

“There’s no such thing as TOO MUCH BELLY!!!” the distant voice of Logan called through a megaphone.

Although she could hear them just fine with her amplified senses, and they could hear her from her amplified, booming vocal chords, the necessity of a megaphone was more for everyone else’s benefit. Now that thousands of people had been hired, the two leaders of the continuing effort to feed Lalia’s inordinate pregnancy cravings needed a way to communicate with them. Still, the group of people packed into the offroad, semi truck flatbed following behind their golf cart didn’t necessarily understand why Logan had communicated what he just said. Most people hired were ardent fans of Lalia’s binge antics over the years, but some just took the job because they needed the money. To them—those not here for fetish purposes—they might disagree with the statement. Especially as they got closer and closer to the spherical enormity standing over five-hundred times any of their heights.

“Agreed, my tiny little Logan. Your sperm may have got us into this mess...but it’s my millions of eggs that are to blame. So, maybe neither of us can really talk...” Lalia replied in her usual cheery, flirty, and casual tone.

“Agreed!! Neither of you should talk!! ...Or you’ll scare away more of the workers.” Emma said in her usual sardonic restlessness.

“More of the workers” was exactly as implied. After the popular livestreaming of the X-Mas feasts, many had answered the call of duty, but only half ended up staying. For one reason or another, the reality of feeding a giantess that was more pregnant than a major city wasn’t exactly the fantasy come true as they’d imagined. In truth, it was the lazy ones who weeded themselves out. They thought this would be an easy job, believing that baking or logistics was mundane, tedious work. The reality revealed to them was probably the hardest but most rewarding job they ever had. None of them were told how much they make until their first day and while the five-digit a month paycheck was enticing, the work itself wasn’t. Everyone worked twelve-hour shifts and spent every minute of them moving in a thousand different directions from a thousand different orders from their supervisors. They needed to be in top shape to keep up with the constant physical stress of the unending demand of Lalia’s belly. There was never any downtime, because Lalia was never full.

“Woah, sorry, newbloods. If this is your first day, I feel bad for your little bodies. If you can believe it, I’ve actually been ‘dieting’ for the last month. ...Kind of.” Lalia sympathized, sheepishly brushing an illustriously thick strand of her glassy red hair.

“...NOT helping, Lalia!!!” Emma yelled back.

As the workers got closer, Lalia could hear their collective groan of astonishment for her hunger. She wasn’t lying either. Seeing as she originally grew greatly larger than the mansion at the end of her X-Mas spree, her reduction in size also confirmed her “diet”. Truth was that the redhead’s body had done what it consistently had, immensely pregnant or otherwise, since she started binge eating. After a period of rest following a massive feast, her belly would gradually shrink back to nearly a flat washboard. Some theorized, and then were proven with the colossal evidence splayed giantly high above them, that her anatomy could redistribute her gains.
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