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On the fifth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to devour five, gigantic golden crunchy doughnuts.

“Now this is what I’m talking about! Look at all of this space...for my belly to fill.” Lalia happily and deviously declared.

Following the belly-filled collapse of the Banquet Hall, a lot of the viewers, including those directly involved, believed that last night’s show might be the end. They weren’t aware of her newly acquired strength and even though they watched her mountainous mound burst through the walls and roof, the breakdown of the room had them concerned. They worried until she posted a selfie this morning, the redhead showing her looking playfully sad at the fact that her belly now had another new ceiling to break. The length of her belly was actually higher than the sixty-foot height but having conquered that dimension with the seventy-foot stature of the hall, she was focusing on complete belly-spatial domination. She and the camera looked around at her new room, otherwise known as:

“The ‘Belly Wing’. ...Are we really calling it that?” Emma Madris posed, walking in behind the mountain of woman and belly.

“Well, it was originally called the ‘Bachelors’ Wing’. Mr. E wanted to rename it to ‘Bachelorette’ because he’s a gentleman...but, he’s also realistic. After what happened to the Banquet Hall...we all know it’s a matter of time before this place is next.” Logan Madris frankly put forth.

So succinct and accurate was the statement that even Lalia immediately giggled in naughty agreement. The history of the former sector of the estate was immaterial at this point, yet to measure the scope of the space, a little knowledge was needed. As stated, it was originally as implied, a multi-room wing dedicated to men being...men. Whether it was drinking alcohol, playing games, or watching them, they congregated and had their fun. It was easy to get lost in the place, because of its expansive and varied forms of entertainment. What this meant for the gargantuan-bellied giantess was a suitable challenge for her room-bursting aspirations.

“Hmmm, that smell. It’s like I died and went to hog heaven for real. Ohh, I can’t wait to eat them, Emma! ...Seriously, I can’t wait.” Lalia praised and then sultry-transitioned.

In the distance, just visible beyond the edges of the forty-five-foot breadth of her bodacious belly, were five covered objects. They were gigantic in size so any person who had been watching could easily guess they were the next set of treats for her multi-day feast. Their guess would be correct. However, this time, the ascending abdomen goddess not only had the task of filling her revamped quarters but also having to do it all herself. Her conquest over the Banquet Hall had left a single casualty in the hair-raising mix, which was the one set of Ants that sacrificed itself to finish the consummate swallow that finished the space off. The engineers understandably requested an extra day to salvage the parts yet also give the system an overall upgrade. The mechanical appendages had already gone above and beyond like her belly, so their request was granted. If anything, it gave the Madris siblings a break, their bodies sore from offering their tiny pushes here and there. Emma opted to continue operating the camera remotely, taking the lead from her brother.

“Well, Lal...it’s not like anyone’s stopping you. ...Capable or willing.” Logan once more presented.

And he wasn’t wrong in the slightest. The warm yet beastly presence of her gigantic belly alone gave the notion, even without witnessing the destructive event of Day 4. Already, it was the most downloaded VOD from their increasingly popular stream. The donations were multiplying every day, so in essence, the exhausted runners of the show had earned their short reprieve. Still, there was a humongous, five-digit pregnancy bump to feed, so they chose to participate in case anything went awry. Which was almost guaranteed, by the looks of it. The serious look in Lalia’s perma-heart-eyes hadn’t left since she last spoke, and with one long-legged step toward the treats, they began to feel like it was coming sooner than later. Her mastodonic mound revealed its extensive immensity when the tall woman faced left, and in a rather abruptly smooth motion. The width of her womb rivaled a semi trailer but its length was:

“...taller than the building. ...! Ah, damn. Thinking lustfully out loud again.” Emma remarked, unable to break the habit.

“Surprisingly...not so much. If you count the basement and the four towers around the central area, it’s actually around a hundred. Still doesn’t take away from the fact that if she laid down, her belly would be taller than four floors of a building.” Logan added.

He’d been a longtime resident of the mansion so the former number one steward of Mr. E wasn’t wrong about this either. And according to the suppressed scolding in his sister’s eyes, he probably could have kept these accurate estimations to himself. Because all it was doing at the moment was fanning the flames of the impatient and advancing actions of Lalia.

The stream wasn’t due to begin for another thirty minutes, and it appeared an early start was on the belly-expanding horizon. It was possibly seconds from her slipping into an all-eating frenzy and though Emma wanted to begin thinking of a way to stop or at least mitigate, she begrudgingly knew her brother was right. She could attempt to do some damage control...but she refused.

“I’m too tired for this. ...I’ll start streaming now.” the chef immediately resolved.

“Ohh, Em. You know me too well...” the belly-stuffer immediately agreed.

The eager eater wasn’t fighting it either, the great-bellied female marching forth until her long, round belly wasn’t obstructing the view of the five-doughnut lineup. Twelve feet in length, fifteen in width, and five in height, the treats were yet another size marvel, easily surpassing the world record for this biggest doughnut, five times over. Altogether, they weighed twenty-four thousand pounds—the routine of adding three-thousand more pounds each Day adhered to—even if it took every molecule of Emma’s being to make them. She was given a team of bakers to assist but she inspected every detail anyways. She was minorly proud of making it happen, the many more orders coming to her business telling her she was impressing the viewers too. The four-eyed commander took herself too seriously and in extension, it made her a control freak. The better but still poor self-control of Lalia finally gave her enough influence to just...let it go.

“Now you’re surprising me, sis. Goddamn...Mr. E was right: ...She has changed us.” Logan had to immediately concur as well.

He watched on as the Feeder pulled out her tablet, swiping and pressing away as the camera moved in between them. Losing the view of her, he looked forward to see the Stuffer side-stepping her leviathan-long protrusion until she was lateral with the treats. He also didn’t miss that beforehand, the naturally impulsive redhead was resolved easily by seeing there was twenty-five feet of space between her and the vivid white walls. In fact, the whole area was an endlessly ivory box, the floors and ceiling uniform in its color.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jackal Entente






