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It’s a record-breaking cold evening in St. Louis and being on the day prior to Easter, the fourteen degree temperature certainly stood out to the bustling populace. The year was 2032 and though the twenty-seventh of March usually meant the spring weather could sometimes step back into the reach of winter, this was the least unusual circumstance of the day. Besides two known celebrities choosing to be in the city at the same time, they were forgetting about a fading third. She was Lauren Giga, a star that had shined bright, and then burned away in the last decade. Her short career in film and television was something even she was failing to remember. The years of fame and money had dissipated, its superficiality incrementally replaced by laying the groundwork for her real desire—countless inches of fraught and massive...belly. Precisely, the mass slightly swiveling and bobbing about held a one-hundred-twenty-inch circumference that drew any eye into its overwhelming orbit. She was pregnant. Even so, there wasn’t a single known womb that had come close to its magnetizing magnitude. Unknown to the world at large, the same aforesaid pair of celebs had respectively achieved and exceeded that unrecorded feat. Tonight, the brown-haired lady sought to set that record—while breaking many more—all under the...Gateway Arch.

“Get a good look, sweet things. I’m going to make this...” she said to a passing couple, giving her monumental mound one solid pat and then pushing it out, “...the smallest pregnant belly you saw an hour ago. ...Come here later and you’ll know who’s...The Biggest.”

Their optics were already searing the sultry sight of her enormous pregnancy bump into their memory and her hair-raising words increased the probability of accepting her invitation. After all, by this time tomorrow, practically the entire city would know who she was. The confidence in that statement was in part due to the fact that Lauren was—once famous or not—a person that was physically hard to forget. Even those who didn’t know her name remembered her boldly sexy body. To start, she was five-foot-ten and most assumed she was taller, considering her unnaturally large assets contributed to that towering impression. Being a Missouri farm girl herself, one of her rural acquaintances would describe her as “born to breed”. However, her glistening gorgeous face and harsh hourglass figure would intimidate most males from trying. Regardless of what she wore, it had to be tailored beforehand. No clothing line could accommodate her O-cup sized breasts and the wider ninety-six-inch circumference of her hips. The fairly tall and flagrantly buxom Giga found that no outfit could visually slim her down. She refused to wear the tent-like dresses her conservative parents tried to force on her, but her present ensemble came as close as that apparel could. From thick-haired top to long-legged bottom, she was wearing a black jumpsuit.

“How are we looking, Lala? Your belly is enough to keep them gawking, much more once they get a load of me.” she asked into an earpiece, brushing aside strands of her waist-length hair of curls. The luscious lass then looked up. “Never mind. They’re...here.”

As an excited tic, she hard gripped the same strands and bit her lip in anticipation of what was soon arriving. Whatever attention the big belly of Lala Moore had attracted, the scant amount of citizens walking away from the now closed Arch found their regard was split. Those closest to Lauren—exiting the museum in front of the iconic landmark—were bugged out by the much bigger belly of the incoming sex idol. And the ones coming from either side of the titular trails turned back to see what her great stomach was gurgling for. The big-bellied adjudicator for Guinness World Records was shooing them away—the three buttons on her black blazer straining from her hurried movements. Giga lustfully noted it, briefly affixed to the wideset womb on the short-statured and raven-haired female she called friend. Prior to being impregnated with a brood that could populate the entire Western Hemisphere of the planet, the former star had a seething hatred for her pole-thin waist. No matter how many times she overfed, her extraordinary physiology would direct all gains to the aforementioned assets. She might get a nice pot belly from her regular binges but it always shrunk back to the pathetic nine-inch width of her little waist. Not to say she didn’t adore her chest and pelvic areas, but she had a case of never-ending belly on the brain.

“You aren’t kidding. I never had so many people guess how many I’m expecting...” Lala responded, holding a clipboard to her belly as the wind picked up. The drafts came from the approaching group of helicopters, the attached cargo making Moore say, “It’s...gigantic.”

The belly-gurgle amplified to a monstrous growl, its earth splitting strength of sound almost overpowering the noisy choppers over their pretty heads. She smirked mischievously, the walking citizens now launching into full-on running the instant her quaking pang of hunger occurred. A few were brave enough to stay, their regard shifting to a split between her scary display of belly quivering and the several transport aircraft carrying the biggest chocolate rabbit ever made. Lauren picked up her stride, absolutely thrilled to eat every last morsel of it...and the contents inside. The sheer size of the sculpture was a feat in and of itself but this especially gravid woman in black considered it a...decent meal. As she closed the distance between herself and the huge belly of Moore, she imagined the exceedingly sheer scale her stomach would soar to. With some help from the previous two “Biggest”, Giga was living up to her self given last name, and going to outdistance the “hyper” and “mega” bellies of her predecessors. She was not only going to eat the world’s Tallest and Longest Chocolate Sculpture, but also obtain a third titillating record. The belly of this babe of a brunette was already bigger than where Christina Hendricks and Mikey Madison had respectively started. And to boot, she was merely...four weeks along. In one word:

“...Ultra. I’m...ultra pregnant. I’m going to get so goddamn BIG...” she lecherously let out, not caring who heard it and letting it further be known with another yet stronger growl from her three-foot-plus-wide womb, “...my big bad belly will be a new...continent.”

The words were as bold as her phenomenal physique and although a continent-sized belly was not too far off, she blamed her eagerness on the nickname she gave to her hunger. It spawned from the same name the mysterious fertility firm gave her. Through an elaborate setup, she cornered them into impregnating her and the manner in which she executed it earned her the name, “The Demon”. For twenty long years, she wanted a waistline that stretched across the horizon of the West lands she was facing. And with a nod to Lala, she was ready to enact her lifelong dream. The cute Moore fastly waddled into the museum. Lauren followed suit, jogging a bit as she rounded past the gallery and onto the lengthy lawn—both hands rubbing the lightly tan flesh of her heavy heap of belly. She was close to rubbing the skin raw and seeing reason, she grasped the top zipper of her jumpsuit. Slowly and seductively, she pulled it down to reveal an old remake of the Playboy Bunny suit. As with the turbulent tumefied sessions of the giant bellies that came before her, she stuck with the tradition they established. Her costume came from 2011, when a fashion label made it for the opening of a new club in London. The ensemble consisted of the typical collar, cuff, tail, and corset. This piece was all black and designed with high-end lace and beadwork. It was truly a sexy work of art and as her lower limbs stepped out of the discarded one-piece, she put the ears on and stated:

“Looks nice but it would look better with...more belly.” she verbally growled, slapping the broadly stretched fabric of the dark yet silky corset teddy, and licking her perfectly proportioned lips at the choco bunny being lowered, “It's not enough. I need to be...all belly.”
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“Oh, dear. That can’t be good. To be honest, honey...I’m surprised all of those helicopters even managed to get it here. I mean, it does weigh...half a million...pounds...” Moore remarked, faltering in the hind part of her comment as she took in the unfolding spectacle.

To get the binge-ball rolling, the inordinately hulking sculpture was not just factually as weighty as she had spoken, the giant bun was five-hundred feet tall and two-hundred in width as well. Fortunately, Lala had already measured it before it was precariously hauled to its present spot. The adjudicator learned her lesson from her last muffin-filled
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