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On the fourth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to devour four, highly-stacked piles of pancakes.

“Come on, guys and gals. The only way to ‘build a belly to the heavens’ is to obviously feed me a literal mountain-worth of food. Lalia...plus mountain of literal food...equals mountain-bellied Lalia. ...It’s just simple math, really.” the devious redhead teased.

On her backside and facing upward to the ceiling she seriously desired to break, the aspiring mountain-builder laid with her decent hill of a belly. Arising to fifty-five feet at the peak of its spherical center was a yellow-clad mound of sheer physicality. In only three short days, Lalia was many times her original still-enormous size. But now she was truly becoming a gigantic gravid idol. The giant dishes fed to her giant belly had transformed her into a giga-level version of herself. Tens of thousands of teeming souls gave spark to a wild dream turned off its axis. She ascended to a stage so “out of control” that the laws of everything in the world would bend to her unreal immensity. Few humans had scarcely passed a two-digit pregnancy and here she was, literally pregnant up to the rafters, and only grew...hungrier. It was hard to get her full, but not totally impossible. Before being the most knocked-up girl ever, there was an eventual limit, albeit very rarely. Nowadays, they wonder if it will ever be possible again. She was an inhuman beast, and they all adored it.

“...This is going to be so hot.” Emma and Logan whispered in unison.

Being in separate places, the siblings hadn’t heard each other, but would have non-surprisingly laughed if they did. The both of them, and many of her longtime fans, knew from one look at the scene what this was. The yellow nightie dress from the cruise conclusion of her “lap of luxury” nearly gave it away. Most of her supporters were well-familiar with the pancake-stuffing moment. It remained unforgettable because it marked two significant turning points in her belly-stuffing journey. For one, it marked a cliff-hanging absence the day she posted the enormous-bellied photos of herself to social media. She disappeared for months afterward, many wondering if something bad happened. The truth was the usual reason popular girls on the Internet left: She needed a break.

“The ‘real ones’ remember my yellow mountain...but most don’t know the full truth. ...Pun intended.” Lalia bantered, following it up with a curt wink and a one-two-three slap to what could be considered a yellow mountain in its own respect.

For the sake of recreating a horny memory but already being massively pregnant, the glossy and white-stitched fabric of the dress she presently wore came down to where it did when she woke up on that “morning like any other”. Of course, this was night time and normal any part of the day wasn’t in her ravenous repertoire any more. Nevertheless, the full truth in question was never disclosed to anyone but Lalia. Call it selfish, or maybe understandable, she wanted at least one belly-stuffing memory to herself. She didn’t mind people praising her belly, or anything else about her tall buxom figure, but once it was on the Internet, it no longer felt like hers.

“I know all of you are going to immediately say ‘pics or it didn’t happen’, yet that’s exactly why I never mentioned it in the first place. Basically, and just wanting to rip the bandaid off, I got...a lot bigger on that cruise I took. ...Bigger than any belly I got before this Thanksgiving. Yup, you heard that right. Even after I came back again this last time...” Lalia confessed, looking remorseful yet smiling.

For a change, Emma and Logan were just as surprised as everyone else. Seeing as they were personally involved with her, and behind the scenes of every major binge since last X-Mas, they’d learned of her salacious secrets in only the way trusted friends could. More so with Emma, since they were recently confirmed besties. Lalia didn’t talk about her pre-college past, but had no problems when it came to the overeating adventures afterward. As displayed here, she was brightly proud and fond of stuffing her belly to even higher extremes. However, the attention-loving, belly-lover in her couldn’t resist sharing the one time she went beyond her first Thanksgiving belly—a size that was once touted by her as the biggest she would ever get. She was unaware of her adaptive anatomy back then and now with a belly sticking out longer than the height of a two-story home, she too wondered if any physical limit was possible. The yellow mountain expression was born of a “one-time” fluke she believed occurred. She wanted to test...another.

“The little concierge agents that helped me last time are sadly not going to assist this time...despite them living in the same place. I guess I don’t blame them, though. I figured one of them would speak about that mountain of a belly I grew that morning...but I think after making them work from then until well after lunch...they were pretty tired of me. Hehehe.” Lalia regretted yet fondly recalled.

What she failed, or forgot, to remember was that it wasn’t just the physical exhaustion that frightened and angered the little people. They were also physically invaded by the belly that overwhelmed the canopy-style bed. The last known photo of the unfinished cruise binge showed the agents were already losing room with the many carts the numerous pancakes were delivered on. However, as the morning progressed, not only was there less space because of more carts...but also because of more belly.

Lalia now remembered this and deviously grinned before casting a face of remorse. “Oh, wait. ...Now I recall why. ...I was eating the pancakes so fast that all of those carts kept piling up...and so did my belly to the bed. The one guy that got trapped just stayed there, the other ones making a bucket brigade to him. Unfortunately, with the carts trapping him from the front...and my belly from the back, he might have got...squished. ...And I might have taken longer to notice than I should have. I was so busy looking at every inch of my belly that it and I blocked out everything around me...including his yells. If you’re listening...sorry. She gets ahead of me sometimes.”
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