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The enormous-bellied Present Lilly lulled between being awake and asleep, the latter consisting of a steady image of the Future Lilly in her gigantically-bellied state. How it gleamingly occurred was obvious, a cropped-out mess of boxes, bags, and other containers stacked in increasingly higher stacks behind her. If she had the full picture of her assumedly full belly’s cravings, the glossy woman would see the absurd binge’s garbage was a mountain nearly as high as her ceiling-breaking orb. Although context would normally be needed for seeing such a fleshly result, the dreaming Lillian Song wasn’t aware it was an actual vision of the future. Yet it was a future that didn't require as much context as one might expect. For over three months on end, she’d been badly suppressing the Belly Fiend Lilly.

“You made me a monster. A BIG beautiful monster, but still...a...a...” she drowsily said in and out of sleep.

She lightly chastised her troublesome persona, but the replicating hearts in her eyes didn’t spell out the regret she was poorly trying to portray. Willingly, she slipped back into the time-crossing slumber, her fingers in the present fondling what her digits in the future weren't. On her bedside table, a roach containing the blissful marijuana that sedated her into this transitory state was smaller from the single puff she took from it. Her tolerance had set back to zero so euphoria for her big belly was in complete uninhibited swing. On the opposite side of the bedroom wall in front of her, wrappers and bags from the four-hundred triple-stacked bacon burgers she had consumed laid messily about her living room. Unbeknown to the sleeping belly-beauty, two also huge-bellied pregnant women were sitting on the sofa. They too were of Asian descent but came from a different part of the continent. Lilly was a second-generation immigrant to South Korean parents and the intruding twins were from Hong Kong. Regardless of nationality, big bellies united them.

“Barely...” Song coincidentally whispered, actually remarking on the difference of her bellies, “...big as I should be.”

Only now did she realize her viewpoint was behind her wide-framed self. This wasn’t a new observation, Lilly and her monstrous appetite having hazed her short-term memory. Despite happening the evening prior, she’d already forgotten about the future-sights she experienced throughout the big beefy burger bash. She was seeing roughly two and a half months into the daunting distention of destiny. And in further coincidence, the part where the visions began and to where they currently are was merely an evening apart too. The binge of the present added a noticeable but moderate percentage to her belly size but the one of the future was an extra-doubling upscale. She loved size comparison as much as the next belly freak, but any consideration of it was not as significant as the gigantic outcome. Lesser words such as huge and even massive couldn’t dare to speak for the room-filling mass way above and to either side of her. Since there was belly dominating most of the vision-bordered shot, she put much effort in simply looking down at the bottom of the frame.

“Holy fucking cow I ate—...excuse me, I will sure eat a lot!” Lilly purposely underplayed.

A part of her was still in the habit of “roleplaying” for the teaser video she made last night. However, her amazement for her pantie-soakingly giant belly was genuine. As far as the picture would allow her to see, there were sixty or so to-go containers from practically every single delivery place in Culpeper. The hazy recollection made her remember the many upon many delivery persons coming in and out of her future home. She believed every bit of it would happen but what led to such a great expansion of belly was considered, then ignored. In truth, she already knew the answer and her refusal to admit to her belly-love unironically was what kept the cycle going. Her belly would grow, she would debate how much she supposedly liked or didn’t like it, of which the latter would be favored, and subsequently result in a breakneck binge that soared her belly to surprising but not so surprising heights. It was as succinct as explained yet the sometimes ditzy Song would fall for the tummy-denying trap every time.

“I would wonder if I’m full...but the fact that I have to take time to consider it already says enough. Haha.” she played off.

One of the few benefits of throwing weed into the mix was her acting like her newly skyrocketed belly gains was her first experience with the behavior. Her lust was blissfully ignorant, thus keeping the feeling fresh. With all of that precluded, she wasn’t prepared for the overwhelming flush she was getting from looking at the overwhelming immensity of her stupidly big belly. From the hundreds, possibly thousands of food orders that took to build this ceiling-bursting tower of womb-stretched flesh. The bottom hem of the black dress sitting above her butt cheeks told her she’d grown taller, even with her long sturdy legs buried under the oppressive avalanche of belly. Trying to stay affixed to her other bodily amplifications, she moved on to her noticeably bigger bust.

“They’ve always been big...even for my build...still, these are some serious mounds!” she exclaimed.

Her internal expression now matched the shocked facial expression she had in the motionless picture. She figured her breasts accounted for half the reason her black dress had been torn to shreds. In the present, the old number from her begrudging sister Alice had been reduced to a frilly halter top, but most of it in the future had been eviscerated from the constant and inhuman consumption of food. Back to her boobs, the heaps of spherical flesh had swollen to four or five times her glowingly pretty head. The solid foot of cleavage was a tight chasm from the constraint of the diminished outfit, the little fabric that covered them stretched with several holes. 
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