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On the seventh day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat seven massively swan-shaped cream puffs.

Thud, thud, thud the footsteps of Lalia went, her colossal pregnant body sending vibrations that soundly proved her increased physicality. The last of the cream puffs had been put in place and before the forklift operator crossed the threshold on the way out, our hyper pregnant giantess was continuing her impatient roll by steadily strutting to the first puff. As per usual, the seven creams were lined up side-by-side so the camera could capture their delicious and ludicrous size and shape. Altogether, they took up a little more than half of the two-hundred and fifty width of the freshly constructed Belly Wing. Although the desserts could feed thousands and the expansive space could house the same number of people, the absolutely gigantic gravid gut of the redhead made the food a fading full meal and the room small for the months of great pregnancy ahead. The wing accounted for thirty percent of the mansion’s estate and it plus the giant-made foods made the excessive resources of the rich Mr. E look...inadequate. Would anything ever be enough for her again?

Probably not. “I love being so high up. I get to see my belly in all of its gigantic glory. ...Buuut. While I enjoy seeing my belly filling up most of my vision...I’m not fond of it not filling up most of this room. I’ve grown so freaking big and here are these wide, long, and tall walls just...taunting me. Even if I lay on top of my belly, those stupid basement and ceiling ‘extenders’ that Mr. E installed makes me unable to touch the ceiling. I need my belly to...what’s that word Emma said...oh, yeah. I need my belly to be...all-encompassing!”

The unfulfilled belly giantess stopped for a moment to plop her SUV-sized ass to the floor in one smooth yet thundering drop. The thuds from her simply walking was negligible compared to the resonate boom that was felt by the tiny humans to her wide-spreading rear. They regained their balance quickly but their belly-obsessed eyes didn’t move from the powerfully erotic punctuation to Lalia’s last statement. She straddled her house-tall legs along either side of the one-hundred-foot width of her belly and used her stronger hips alone to bend back and rise the forward one-hundred-foot length of her belly. From one side to side to another, she swiveled its great enormity in a sweep that spelled out the statement that didn’t need clarification to begin with. The aforementioned extenders had put the roof twenty feet out of reach of her mountainous mass. Both Madris siblings knew then and there that one of those “taunting” dimensions would be salaciously surpassed. They each had their personal mountain climbing time, and now it was Lalia’s turn.

“You just had to tell her about the extenders, didn’t ya...” Emma complained, starting the stream before it was started by Lalia.

“She watches the VODs too. ...One of the chat comments from last night’s pointed it out. ...Does it really make a difference? She was going—” Logan nonchalantly answered before being interrupted by another thunderous but sideways belly plop.

“Do it anyway?! You betcha!!” Lalia finished for him.

She had switched from flaunting her belly upward to sitting to the left side of the space in two fluid movements. Somehow, she was careful enough not to knock over any of the cream puffs with her prolifically pregnant posturing, but managed to continue to do so.

“Hm, as much as she wants to, I don’t think breaking out of here will happen soon. ...Not if she has a growth spurt that is.” Emma ruminated out loud, realizing that for once, there was no alarm to follow either of her statements.

“I don’t think she’s had one of those yet. We’ve always been around it since Thanksgiving. From what I know, spurts usually vary from person to person...and happen in the first trimester. Come to think of it—” Logan deduced, interrupted this time by Emma’s hand.

“Don’t say another word. You’re lucky she can’t hear us when she’s eating. For once, I’m thankful she already is.” Emma voiced.

Lalia indeed didn’t hear them, the enhanced sense tuned out when she concentrated on consuming. The method she had demonstrated on her first day in the wing was promptly commenced, and with the siblings ready for work, they activated the respective control systems for their tech. Emma wasn’t going to be on her belly for this one so she took her camera duty seriously, since the audience wouldn’t have the additional perspective that her forehead camera afforded. They didn’t have room in the budget for another expensive one so she instead asked the engineers to construct a similar platform they made for the Banquet Hall destruction of Day 4. Logan, on the other hand, learned from his belly time too and was already speeding the Arsenal Utensil to the second, swan cream puff. The head and long neck of the first was gone in a single bite, its cream-filled and crusty body being steadily decimated by the dimension breaking preggo. The treats were always larger than the next, however, its weak texture was making it an easy eat.

“Better grab—” Emma began, interrupted by a vengeful mouth clap by him.

“Better grab two. I—” Logan tried to finish but was cut off again anyways.

“Better be ‘on it’!! ...Hehe. Sorry. Couldn’t resist doing it one...more...time. ....Hmmm.” Lalia mocked and then resumed her gorge.

Amazingly but not surprisingly, the hungrier and bigger pregnant woman had stuffed a third of the first puff into her cheeks and just registering that, they failed to notice her fastly chewing her way to its midpoint. As noted yesterday, the treats were starting to look normal-sized for her and taking a look at her respectively mountainous breasts, with just one of the massive knockers about as big as one of the puffs, they silently feared over a growth spurt making them undersized. Nonetheless, they had learned about how weight could be visually deceptive and with the seven treats weighing a combined thirty-thousand pounds, they couldn’t be underestimated. Emma was good at making dense foods and although the swans were easy to munch, they were harder going down. Too much of the thick cream and crust would still be a heroic swallow...especially since Lalia planned on taking her multi-mass-gulping trick to the next level.
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