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On the ninth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat nine, towering servings of pecan ladyfinger cookies.

But, first, she felt like a “recap” was in order.

“On the first day of Bellymas, my giant pregnant body was fed...one multi-flavored pie!!” Lalia sang merrily.

In her hands the exact same pie of gigantic proportions she had on Day 1 of this rather eventful feast. Eight days ago, none of them could estimate how big the extremely pregnant redhead would get. Naturally, the belly-stuffer was expected to blow out of proportion with her size at some point. The progressively bigger and heavier meals meant each expansion of her belly would be larger than the next, but with last night’s “catch up” session, they had lost all sense of scale. She had a gargantuan growth spurt that bursted her out of the one-acre space of the now destroyed Belly Wing, and with it, the last possible section of the mansion that could house her salaciously spherical mountain of pregnancy.

Even Emma Madris, who thought she couldn’t be exhaustively shocked any more, was finding herself surprised as she watched a thirty-three foot pie go into a head that was less than a third of that. As with every swollen and glossy body part of the mega momma, her mouth first widened, and then the rest of her head followed suit as the whole dessert slipped into the inhuman show of elasticity. As impossible as it was freaky, that was only surpassed by the speed in which she swallowed.

“...Ahhh!! ...And on the second day of Bellymas...ohhhhhh...” Lalia gulped, then sang again, and finally paused as the entire unsliced dessert began to join the vast volume of her belly. “...m-my giant pregnant body was fed...two turtle dove dinner rolls!!”

Before her monstrous belly could finish its small expansion, she was already pulling in the dinner rolls toward her. In point of fact, every one of the previous Days’ food of choice was spread out over her gargantuan girth. Three hundred feet of belly length and width gave the enormous spread all the room it needed to idly wait as the ravenous redhead ate them like she was at a regular buffet. Those inside and outside the mansion she was a third as large as watched from multiple angles as giant-sized treats moved toward the comically small head of the mountainous body known as Lalia. Her belly had become her personality incarnate—intrusive, unapologetic, and ready for more. Most in attendance were struggling to adjust to her belly-giantess transformation of Day 7. And less than twenty-four hours later, she had more than doubled those stunning proportions. Those closest to her one-hundred and seventy of height—the Madris siblings on the roof—had to peek at the lens of Emma’s camera to look at her happily-munching noggin.

“It’s like watching a big tree go through a wood chipper...” Logan remarked.

The surreal sight of two, eighteen-foot tall dinner rolls going into a head less than half that in any dimension was offset by what had to be the largest pair of boobs on the planet—on any creature ever. Fifty feet wide and thirty feet tall, her bust was bigger than small houses, and if the boob lovers had their way, they wouldn’t mind spending the rest of their lives inside her car-swallowing cleavage. Of course, if they were physically present, anyone facing the south lawn of the estate wouldn’t be able to see her head, ginormous melons, or the rest of her enlarged upper torso. At this time, Lalia was laying down. Well, as best as she could. With a belly much longer than her height, her belly-centered torso was off the ground by several tens of feet. As a belly-focused giantess, her spine had evolved to become one with her belly. She certainly didn’t mind the change in physique, her belly-flaunting having lasted for a few hours prior to the scheduled stream. Once she woke up from her sleep-deprived coma, they got her situated by first removing her from the rubble.

“...The chat keeps asking how the food is staying on her belly at that angle. ...Despite us explaining it not even ten minutes ago.” Emma added, and sighed.

Although her complaint was valid, it was hard for anyone viewing her to pay attention to anything else but the showing-off of her kaiju-sized belly. She included. Genuinely, she wanted to be on the ground floor—preferring to be under the monster of a mound than on the other side of the soon-to-be mountain. Emma was working up the nerve to request a personal fantasy that had blossomed out of being around a belly that gradually became taller than all of the tallest men, animals, and infrastructure she could think of. In essence, she hotly desired to be smothered by every one of the three-thousand and six hundred inches of that magnitude-climbing gut.

“Eh, can’t blame them. I'm still getting used to the tech. It’s actually not ‘new’. All the engineers did was take the same ‘advanced’ suction cups from the Arsenal Pantry and retrofitted them to work with the food itself and the cutlery they sit on.” Logan explained, his Arsenal Utensil helmet sitting beside him as he focused on piloting the drone that was repurposed from dressing Lalia to simply used as a way for the little humans to see up to her goliath height, “By the way, I talked to Lalia about your, ahem, ‘request’. ...She’s all for it.”

Emma hid her fetish-fueled excitement, the stream camera standing beside her as she too operated one of her new cameras, which was fitted to the drone with a bird eye’s view of the belly-upended preggo. As the Madris siblings appeared to enter a new logistical era of feeding the giant-bellied glutton, they seemed to relax into their duties. Just when they thought Mr. E was done with his money bag of tricks, they found out that he had surprised them one more time. Much like their lateral upgrades, the rich Financier had made his move simply too. He had hired more people than ever before. In fact, the idea had literally come to him when he kept getting communications from people wondering if they were “hiring”. With a growing audience of over one-hundred-thousand people, word quickly got out about the giga-pregnant female eating more than multiple blue whales a day. What really spurned the hiring spree was the also simple request from the hungrier redhead. She wouldn’t necessarily say “hungrier”. In her words:

“On the fourth day...screw it! I have too much belly to fill!!” Lalia impatiently resolved.

Although she had blazed through going on half of the previous Days of treats in barely-felt minutes, the anxious abdomen alien could no longer be bothered to sing her rendition of the X-Mas carol. The short exchange between Emma and Logan made them miss her making rapid work of the three French eclairs and looking at the camera attached to the overhead drone, they saw what they had missed.

In seconds, they watched the robo-arm-pushed cutlery that held the four, high-stacked piles of pancakes being snatched by the blurry-looking limbs of Lalia. Indiscriminately, the four plates of hotcakes speedily dwindled down as the lightspeed fingers of hers stuffed them into her ballooning head. Before the AU could push them to the designated spot before her hills of tits, she allocated the already processed energy to extend her arms out farther. To keep her upper torso proportioned, her head, hair, neck, and those hills for honkers concurrently expanded. As soon as the last from each pile was packed in, the last wave of growth forcibly pushed the four plates off from the surface of her belly, the force of her enlarging boobs unlatching the high-tech suction cups without an ounce of effort.
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