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It was an unusually cold night in downtown Los Angeles, especially in the Historic Core district. Specifically though, our Easter day tale will take place in the Continental Building. In the present year of 2022, the thirteen-story property was an inoperable relic of the past but in 1903, it was the city’s first high-rise. It retained the title of “tallest” for five decades until mankind inevitably decided to build them higher and higher. We wanted to build a tower that could touch heaven itself but with each rung we hoped to elevate to, humanity knew their foundation would have to be tougher. Nothing so tall could stand without a strong base. For the sake of an easy explanation, they would have to start over and think...bigger. And, if they desired to build that, they would need...numbers. One person alone was capable of extraordinary feats but quantity was needed to achieve that kind of quality. A certain mega pregnant lady not only understood this but also yearned to attain a certain title, and all by her huge lonesome. Her name was Mikey Madison and she aspired to be the “Biggest”.

“How many in total? I believe you told me ‘six thousand’ over the phone. ...The record is exactly six thousand and sixty.” a short woman named “Lala Moore” asked. She was standing next to equally vertically challenged Mikey, the main physical difference between them being the positively enormous belly the latter was actively groping. The former was an “adjudicator” for Guinness World Records, indicated by the standard outfit they wore, consisting of a turquoise tie, the black blazer with the appropriate emblem, and gray skirt. The celebrity chose to wear a not-so modest attire, choosing to clothe herself in a black low v-cut dress and matching high heels. The emphasis on low would normally be needed just for the strikingly amount of creamy white skin the style of garb revealed, shown by the meeting point of the cut coming right below her innie-turning-outie belly button. However, the choice to wear such an outfit was further put in question by the one-hundred-inch circumference of the immaculate mound it tried to contain. Her expanded womb wasn’t what ordinary expectant women would think of as the world’s biggest pregnant belly. In actuality, it indeed is...but unofficially. That’s for Ms. Moore to decide...but not just yet. Inside the building before them, Madison had invited her to judge the most muffins sold in one hour.

“Seven thousand...not counting this one...” Mikey replied, practically inhaling an unwrapped double chocolate chip muffin and gulping it down before the paper liner fell to the sidewalk, “...Ah, good ‘sample’. I mean...never mind. Pregnant brain, sorry. Let’s, uh, get to the uh, ‘judging’.” The verbal clumsiness and the snap ingestion of the muffin would both go unnoticed by Lala, who was used to this behavior from her best friend. They proceed into the vacant premises, evidenced by the leasing sign and the white paint used to blackout light from the outside, thus making the interior unviewable. What was in the suspicious regard of Moore was not just the state of the unoccupied structure but the usage of it as well. Nevertheless, they were here to do the official count of the scrumptious baked product and as expected, they were all here. From wall-to-wall, there were countless stacks of double chocolate chip muffins, each one the same as the single treat being absorbed into the glorious globe that was her imposing belly. Some were in boxes, some had fallen onto the floor, and some were larger than its other sugary siblings. But, all would be counted by the adjudicator, and eaten by the actress. The first wasn’t aware of the hungry hidden agenda of the second. Madison couldn’t wait, kicking it off with subtlety and a lewd rub of her bump.

“You do your thing. If you don’t mind, I need to get out of this tight thing...urgh.” the massively fertile woman said, arching her back and making the daunting belly test the tensile limits of the backless ensemble, “Ah, better...and bigger. It’s hard to be poised when you’re this big. I need to change into something more fitting...and more arousing.” The last word did evoke a brow-scrunching head turn from Lala but was almost instantly replaced with a brow-raising head halt. Though she had seen Mikey in her utter enormity for the better part of the day already, she couldn’t unfreeze her face from the back view of the “big” belly. Even the professional in her had to internally sneer at the mention of the underwhelming adjective she had used to describe said enormity. “Big” didn’t have enough letters, much less capture the true visual breadth of its immensity. Moore nearly doubted the validity of it being an actual pregnancy, and funny enough, so did Madison. In truth, the starlet didn’t look, walk, talk, or act the part of a woman so gravid. For starters, she appeared to be ready to drop the immeasurable litter at any time but was merely a week past two months in. Nicely put, she had been very busy for the last nine weeks and every bit of it was for this very moment, looking at vermilion red bunny ears on top of a folded costume inside her bag.

“...Let the show begin.”
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“Two-thousand, nine-hundred, and ninety nine. ...Three thousand! Whew, we’re about halfway there but close enough for a nice break. All this sugar has got me hungry for a snack...a healthy one.” Lala expressed, exhaling a chuckle that was as white as the amount of flesh at the edge of her vision. Although the employee for World Records was trying to be polite and not stare, the cataclysmic growl that was presently erupting gave her the excuse anyway. Her breath and libido were seized with the uncommonly sexy image from across the partitioned room. To her left was a cheap-looking room divider and thousands of fresh muffins, making the divided area seem cramped despite the hundred feet of space between them. Furthermore, the feeling of claustrophobia was amplified by the room-taking figure of her expecting friend. Her large belly was now covered by a garment that appeared to serve as its second skin, the red-orange shoulder-strapped corset teddy accentuating every contour of the jutting curve. If Moore desired to entertain the naughty notion of letting her hand explore every inch of the bulge, then she might find much difficulty with slipping even the tip of her finger betwixt the satiny material and the illustrious epidermis of Mikey. From bunny-eared top to high-heeled bottom, she was a goddess of gravidity.

“Huh...interesting. I was thinking of having a ‘snack’ myself. You counted all of these here, right?” Madison casually inquired, the great-bellied female turning to face the gallery of confectionary excess. Lala was still optically hooked to the skin-tight apparel, moving her eyes from the markless mound to the rest of her “burdened” frame. The doubt with it being a burden was reaffirmed with the phenomenal preggo stepping closer with the fluid smoothness of someone as skinny as Moore was. Which could also be applied to the limbs of Mikey, her uncovered arms as slender as the day she got knocked up. The black lace stockings on her legs, however, accented a slightly thicker picture, the two-inch heels keeping her in the “short” category by elevating her to five feet and a half-inch from six. Other than the traditional white wrist cuffs and bow tie, this version of the iconic Playboy Bunny suit was a restitched ode to the sixties. It was called the “Cabaret”, distinguishing itself with the footwear being knee-high boots and a tiny see-through skirt lining her well-rounded hips. Certainly, she had all of the bodily effects of gestation but the grace and sheer magnitude of the belly conflicted with her enamored gaze. The costumed marvel picked up a single, fat treat and put the chocolate quickbread to her full, red lips—inhaling its sweet aroma.

“I don’t know how long your ‘break’ is but let’s hope it isn’t too long. ...Even if it’s only fifteen minutes, I can’t say all of these will be here when you get back.” the cryptic carrier of an apparently starving brood told the mystified mate, subsequently showing her with a rapid one-gulp intake of the pastry in hand and her gleefully picking up another, “Mmm...and let me be clear when I mean ‘all’. I’m not talking about the ones you already counted. I’m talking about...all of them.” The clarification was followed up with a gesture, Madison spreading her arms out as she faced the wall of pastries, rotating her growling mass to take in the less than seven thousand, and then adding one more to her grand gut. Naturally, Lala had no suitable reply
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