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On the eleventh day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat eleven, substantially packed sponge cakes.

And as for the last two days, the mega-pregnant belly giantess would have her fill of each treat of the last ten.

“Where’s Logan at? Everything’s moving as it should, but it seems...different. Like he’s—” Emma Madris questioned.

“Occupied?! Hehe. You could say that...” Lalia interrupted to say excitedly and rather excessively at that. “Don’t worry, Em. Like you said, everything will still be dancing to the regular tune...except that he’s taken on ‘extra duties’ you could say.”

Emma immediately worried, knowing the last time these two plotted in secret was when Logan began to forcefully insert the treats into her...in concert with them more or less making out. There was something else on the tip of her tummy-suspicious tongue but having a rather sexy session with Lalia’s belly herself, her memory was a little foggy. Various parts of her scrawny body were burning in minor soreness from the wholly sensual belly-smothering she received yesterday.

The protective suit she wore did its newly invented job of nullifying the impossible hundreds of thousands of weight on her and the only reason she was feeling any ache was because she leaned into the absolute coverage of her abdomen. The special wear performed its function too well, the naughty little Feeder wanting to feel the plethora of pounds pressing on her. She had no regrets but maybe one for opening up the opportunity that she was beginning to suspect Logan was taking. If he was under the mountain of belly standing tall and wide before her, then the implication from Lalia’s comment was...concerning.

“Um...” Emma began to question but was stopped by the enthrallment of the mass-gulp show drawing its curtain up.

The endmost set of treats on the table of her colossal tummy began to shift upward, the ten parmesan pastries of last night already looking smaller atop the firm, salacious surface. At the head of the line, she was stunned to see Lalia using her longer arms to grab the Day 2 dinner rolls from behind to shove the pie of Day 1 further into her wide-opening mouth. Overall, they understood that even without her willfully allocating her bodily gains, her anatomy operated on an innate “belly first” standard. In order of decreasing succession, those advances were then applied to her breasts, butt, and lastly yet equally, her upper and lower body. Emma had missed yesterday, but missing merely five minutes of her daily feasts was enough to fall far behind. Although the “catch up” from Day 10 was that all enlargement went to her height, she could tell the standard was still kept. The Feeder couldn’t get over that on Day 0, Lalia was smaller than any one of the ten days of food. The escalation was all the more libido-chilling by the next two being pushed in.

“HMMM...get...into me. Make me...wider.” Lalia said with stomach-empowering authority.

Her regular speaking voice was low and booming on its own, her glorious growth amplifying her into a greater belly giantess than she was the day before. At three-hundred and fifty feet tall, the closest being of comparison was artificial, but even the Statue of Liberty was forty-five feet shorter than her. Although she was sitting and leaning back, the national monument of freedom was still five feet short of her towering presence. In a way, Lalia could be a symbol of feminine-fertile freedom. She wasn’t bound to the normal limitations of pregnancy in any respect and instead of her career taking a backseat, her social media influencer status swelled as big as her belly. She didn’t need anyone to take care of her. The friends in her life wanted and willfully offered their help. The Madris’ choose to go above and beyond, even when it seemed like the pregnant wonder woman couldn’t top herself. Every “day” was indeed different than the next.

“So, uh, going by the pattern of the last couple of days, I presume you’re to eat all previous days in two mass-gulps tonight?” Emma almost stopped herself from asking.

As said, she didn’t need to unintentionally encourage her to go bigger, now recalling that she swallowed more than she ever had at the end of last night. Emma didn’t see it happen but she certainly felt it. The belly-smothering episode was interrupted a couple of times by that magic mountain rising but she didn’t get a good look until she watched the video later on. She suspected Logan might’ve wanted to take smothering for a spin tonight but owing to recent comments in days prior, she was trying to not think of the other reason he could be down there. She hoped her threat to chemically castrate him was taken seriously but she knew the Pilot and the Stuffer had been giving off romantic vibes, also evident in the same video. However, she didn’t want to jump to conclusions, considering her brother had been improving a lot lately. In the little spare time he had, she heard he was aiming to become an official certified remote pilot and was studying to get his drone license. Of course, Mr. E encouraged and paid for the opportunity, so she wanted to cut him some slack.

However, all fell weak before the gigantic belly and charisma of Lalia. ...Including herself.

“Always...HMMM...thinking...ahead, Emma. I’ve always loved that about you. ...Good thing your brother is like that too. ...HMMM.” Lalia remarked as she shoveled the eclairs and pancakes into her.

How she still managed to talk and eat escaped Emma but she supposed it was a skill the glutton had developed over her many escapades. After all, she rarely did eat quietly. Especially at this moment, the sound of her satisfied tastebuds enough for the female Madris to invest in earplugs. Unfortunately, that made her think about the heaven-splitting howl she was woken up by late in the night and knowing the redhead’s moans well by now, it planted the seed of suspicion that Logan and Lalia were fucking each other. The gross thought of it made her never think of checking the cameras as an option so she had to get one of them to admit it. And what the preggo said last might be the start of the confession. She had to play this straight, her stellar gourmet skills on par with her gluttony.

“Judging by that weird white light thing, I take it you’ve been allocating internally as well? Not a bad idea. But how is that faring for your clothes? I was shocked just as much as everyone else when I saw them unable to keep up at the end of last night. You may have no limits...but the threads apparently do.” Emma cleverly tried to dance around, knowing exactly which buttons to push.

Lalia took the bait, the flattery of her eating expertise and the result it had on her attire stroking her ego in just the right spot. The preggo was feeling a little insecure about “pulling her weight” when it came to the effort of feeding her exponential brood, and the amplifications of her internal organs kept the rising show of their belly-stuffing going. They kept topping themselves and even she was beginning to think there had to be a ceiling to this consumptive anomaly. However, the quantifier that could shed whole light on how high this spectacle could go still eluded them all.
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