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“Damn...I didn't realize how big I got from the Liberty Belly. I'm...massive.” Lilly Song observed herself.

Standing before a wooden standing mirror and bathed in the glow of sunlight, she felt invigorated and...a bit horny. Freshly showered and technically “fully” dressed, she was ready to tackle the day ahead...but the reflection of her massive-bellied self had her curiously hooked. Like any twenty-three-year old human, she woke up automatically aroused. However, as she went through the motions of her morning routine, she had a lingering longing for her belly for some reason. Lilly couldn’t describe the complex emotions wrapped around the abstract thought yet something in her mind was telling her to visually appreciate the simple immensity of her stomach.

“...Kind of hard to avoid that in the strictest meaning of the word. I mean I'm grateful that being this massive got me my old job back...but I think appreciate is too weak of a word for this feeling. It’s like I’m...in love with my belly.” she thought aloud.

Retreating internally, she ignored the follow up thought she feared saying also. Trying to move on from the hidden truth, she justified the visual inspection by turning her belly slowly side to side, making sure she hadn’t missed any spots in the shower. Standing in the tub wasn’t an option any more and realizing her belly was taking up more than just shower space, Song washed herself with the detachable shower head. All the while, her spatially invasive belly bumped and dropped practically every hygiene product. Sometimes, she caught herself smirking at the also seemingly simple observation, realizing she'd grown too huge for her bathroom. And would need to look into getting a new place. Funny enough, she had to do it anyway—the cheaply patched-up hole in her living room not appreciated by her landlord. In fact, she was being evicted and had until the end of the month to move out.

“...Hm, that reminds me. I still need to scrounge up some money for the damages. ...I do have to start advertising for the new site. And, Alice did ask for a photo for the family Christmas card...aggressively, I might add. Looks like you...” she reckoned, her fit arms laying across the black fabric of her ill-fitting dress, her limbs or the fabric nowhere near long enough to wrap around her tremendous tum, “...are getting me into trouble with a lot of people lately. Let’s see if those that actually love your massiveness will throw some money to help pay for the mistakes you keep making me make. But first, I think I’m getting rather...hungry. I want to eat...”

Thrice, she quieted, choosing to not finish the sentence with the word her naughty yet bothersome mind yelled at her. The primal belly-loving goblin trying to break itself from the fuzzy sub-reaches of her conscience was as irrational as it was trying to make her behave. The internalized creature wanted her to eat “everything” and she laughed at its vague silliness. For fun, she entertained it.

“Got to be a little more specific than that, my massive girl. ‘Everything’...in my house? ‘Everything’...at our favorite breakfast spot? ‘Everything’...” she trailed off, speaking to her belly and leaning toward it as she asked questions it couldn’t answer.

-Every...thing. You know what I mean...- a bold voice inwardly said back to her.

The glossy lips of her mouth parted open in shock at the development, her arms removed from her belly and looking at it in disbelief. Like how her affluent parents treated anything that didn’t fit into their reality, she pretended like it didn’t happen. Lilly breezed past the cognitive concern by going back to the financial consequences of her belly-love denial. Beside the aforementioned hole in the living room that led outside, there was another hole that connected her bedroom to the hallway. In total, they're costing her two-thousand dollars and she hadn’t even started preparing for her return to webcam modeling. Maria, the recruiter that got her back into the game with Perfect Pregnant Cams, sent her an email titled “Advertising Opportunity”, and she hadn’t opened it yet.

“Good thing this dress has a pocket. Even without this troublesome tummy, it still couldn’t fit me regularly. Whatever I ate at the Liberty Belly must have been laced with some growth hormones or whatever. Not only did my belly get really really big, I’m...taller. Much taller. Can’t believe I’m six...foot...ten...now...” she regarded, eyeing her belly-filled reflection up and down.

At first, she was admiring how stronger, longer, and thicker her legs were but the consideration only bumped into the Bump of All Bumps. Extending from her upper torso, starting laterally from under her squishy and larger breasts, then sloping at a slight angle, the exterior shell of her belly vertically dropped before curving downward. From there, its lowest point was a mere four inches off the ground and then it angled upward to rejoin her plumper, wider hip. She'd never looked at her belly in this much detail before and having assessed from top to bottom, she estimated it was about six feet in length...a foot less than in width...and the same in...height.

“By itself, my belly is taller than most people I know. Instead of another apartment, I need to look into renting a warehouse...”

Song fished her phone out of the dress pocket before the sexual heat slowly traveling from her crotch and across the enormity of her belly would get her into trouble again. A breeze coming in from the nearby hole cooled her down as she retrieved and opened the email, the heat then in danger of reigniting as she saw the words "Sexy Belly Challenge”. She scrolled through the short message, then visited the links provided, swiftly understanding what was happening. As a recluse, she spent much of her time inside, thus she knew the Internet well. Essentially, she’d gone viral. Someone had recorded the runway incident at the Liberty Belly and it had super spreaded across the web, folks giving their shock and awe over the massively pregnant lady knocking over the stage manager.
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