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On the thirteenth and final day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat everything and more.

“Mmmph! Oh, yeah, baby! This is what I’ve been dreaming of...” Lalia ceremoniously commenced, swallowing Day 1 pie in one easy gulp, the once monstrous treat looking like the regular-sized thing for regular-sized folk.

“All it took was thirteen days. ...Thirteen days for her to swallow a pie that was bigger than her on the first day. I have no sense of scale nor time at this point.” Emma Madris remarked, sardonic as ever yet the perfect mouth to visualize the salaciousness.

“The thing I’m the most surprised by at this point is that I managed to unintentionally impregnate her...twice.” Logan Madris countered, groaning from his sore privates and the arms that helped stuff the gigantic pregnant belly he sowed into existence.

The brother and sister that served as the main mountain-makers were sitting atop each of Lalia’s behemoth breasts, separated by several tens of feet. They were adhered to the mini-mountains by the same tech as the rest of the eleven days of treats atop her mountainous mound, a belly that loomed over the mansion in scantily-clad attire. The adhesive was funnily the only piece of tech that had wholly survived the now two weeks of goliath growth. Clearly, her clothes were on their last threads, the black unitard removed at the conclusion of her simultaneous-swallow of the same spread atop her two-thirds covered, and decreasing, stomach. The creamy white skin the torn-asunder third layer covered was now exposed on half of her four limbs and one-third of her belly. The smart threads were damaged from the repeated and amplifying heat her body would emit through her expansions, rendering their ability to stretch with her corpulent curves inert. Nobody minded, though. Her audience especially, some taking bets on if she would burst out of them completely.

“Mmmph! You know, I’m quite proud of my pregnant belly. I read that a whole bunch of silly people online were criticizing me for ‘endangering’ my babies with all of this eating, growing, and...destroying. Like, come on! The first two are obviously necessary for how freaking pregnant I am! I get the third concern...but all that tells me is they haven’t been watching the streams. Hehe. ...Mmmph!” Lalia vented and positively spun.

Emma bit her tongue, the urge to say her belly was the only thing that endangered, well, anything in its two-acre orbit. In the vast shadow of its lower immensity was all that needed to be said about the matter—the western wing of the mansion stripped of glass, structure, and people. The tarp above the belly-decimated Belly Wing spoke to the invincible brawn of her stomach, the former white box of nothingness converted into a round crater of nothingness. And all because of the inhuman ingestion methods of Lalia, demonstrated with her consuming two dinner rolls and three eclairs before and after her statement. She could be called beastly if she wasn’t so:

“Beautiful...” Logan said, looking up at his giant girlfriend, awed and infatuated.

The redhead had always been a pretty portrait to stare at yet the maternal monstrosity of her endless hunger had transformed her into not only humanity’s first Belly Giantess...but an exceedingly gorgeous one. With her mammoth body pumping enough hormones for the entire pregnant population of a continent, she was a glistening goddess. And she stood to only grow more, in all aspects.

“What I’m ‘most surprised’ by is that my team had enough leftover ingredients to make the twelve foods...again. They wouldn’t let me anywhere near the kitchen...but it sounds like they were making something else too. I assume...that’s it.” Emma remarked.

From her high viewpoint atop the mountain of pregnancy, she could see a square-shaped object covered up by another tarp on the front lawn of the home. Around a hundred-feet in length, whatever the mystery food was appeared to be the biggest single confection they had baked, and the control-freak Feeder was feeling left out of the confectionery feat that had to be. However, as ordered by the maga-pregnant maestro who called for the unplanned Day 13, Emma and Logan were given the day off from their duties.

“Mmmph! ...Me too! I got together with the bakers and we were trying to decide what would be a good ‘appetizer’ for tonight, and the hard-working darlings were sweet enough to offer an encore platter. ...Mmmph! ...Who am I to say no? I’ve had every one of these at least five times, I think. What’s one more time going to do? ...Besides give me more belly. ...Mmmph!” Lalia cheerily expressed.

The “finger food” certainly slid into her as such—pancakes, doughnuts, and deviled eggs each filling her mouth and then gulped down in one decent lump going down her neck. She and the Madris kin spent many of the past days using over-the-top methods and machinery in careful coordination to break down the bakery beasts into her. They put sweat, soul, and seed into their efforts and all of it finally paid off, making Lalia so pregnant and powerful that her tummy was transcending everything once considered ordinary.

“...Kind of the same thing with my ‘team’, I guess. They were able to salvage what was left of the robo-arms, and like they did with the first-gen Arsenal Pantry, they’re going to use the scrap to rebuild the Utensil into something better and mass-produce them! Man, I can’t wait to get into the seat again! ...Oh, the many things we’ll be able to stuff this belly with.” Logan excitedly reported.

“Hmmm...mmmph...hmmm! Say ‘many’...mmmph...again, Logan. I’m getting...mmmph...so many ideas.” Lalia lustily begged, eyes rolling back as she ate faster, “many” servings of cream puffs, eggnog floats, and ladyfinger cookies stuffed and swallowed.

The frayed and melted hems of her green dress and red skirt started to shrivel against the female flesh once more beginning to grow, albeit minorly. Her increased lust made pull the remaining thirty-three treats with her broadened wingspan, longer arms corralling the massive foods closer to the maw that would reduce them to fun-sized. Rapid-fire, the pipes were piled into her mouth, followed faster by the sponge cakes, and then the ham-packed puff pastries somehow swifter. The exponentiality of her belly-stuffing gave her upper body titan-like strength and reach, and although the combined mass of the several foods ballooned her head in bizarre fashion as always, the subsequent swallow was as smooth as her intake. Emma and Logan jerked slightly forward with the chest-bulging lump but made a quick after thought once they recoiled back, the mass joining her belly and processed into the continuous all-body expansion that started with the pie. Altogether, two-hundred-thousand-plus pounds of oversized delicacies became a part of her in maybe five minutes.

“...Many.” Logan quietly obliged her sexy request, watching as her assets and abdomen expanded farther into the distance.

“...The first of many.” Emma added, looking past the covered treat on the lawn to the fleet of sixteen-wheeler trucks coming.

“...Many, many, many more.” Lalia erotically purred in a deep tone, drumming her belly as it finished its last spurt of growth.

The trucks were driving along the roads along the lengthy and wide grass that was the lawn, and already having a hard time counting how many were coming, the loud sounds of helicopters came overhead. Four of the aerial vehicles had shown up, the hundreds of volunteers that had shown up filing out of the house as they moved in equal ranks to receive both means of transport. The engineers that built the Arsenal models called for a larger workforce to help construct the mass-produced Utensils but with plans still being drafted, they’d been reassigned to assist with what Lalia called her “baker’s dozen”, a thirteenth day of more and more titanic treats.

“By the end of the night, I expect one thing to happen: I expect these...” Lalia sincerely declared, pulling on her shrunken clothes and gesturing with both fingers over her giant belly down the mansion, “...to be draped on the dollhouse I’m going to make out of that.”

An odd way of putting it yet the message was clear. The preggo had made no secret how much she loved outsizing infrastructure, the Banquet Hall sitting non-existent in the collateral damage caused by the bursting of the Belly Wing. The desire developed naturally, and the mansion that still exceeded her belly in two dimensions was no less going to be left out. Emma and Logan gulped in fright.

“That’s why we’re wearing the suits tonight. ...You really couldn’t let that whale comparison comment go, huh?” Emma matter of factly realized and pointed out, checking the bodysuit to ensure it was strapped tight.

“Nope! Hehehe. Funny you say that...” she responded in kind, looking deviously down at the cake the workers were surrounding.

The helicopters seemed to group in formation over the gigantic dish, and the volunteers worked in coordination to reveal what was underneath. Their little hands and feet moved like ants, carefully removing the tarp and the Feeder leaning forward so she fully took in what they had baked without her. Her eyes dilated as she began to laugh at the hilarious, ridiculous representation of being careful of what one should say around Lalia. The covering was lifted off completely to show her bakers had made a one-to-one scale model of the largest blue whale to ever have been recorded—baked as one gargantuan cake. It sat upon a platform with four anchor points.

“...And ‘that’s’ what the helicopters are for.” Logan pointed out, observing the anchors being lowered from the copters and then looking at the trucks, “The only question left is what’s in those. I guess she ‘really’ means to make the place look like a...dollhouse.”

He expected a “standard” outsizing, seeing as the extended festivities were only for today. While Lalia sat still for the ultrasound technicians last two nights, they had a discussion with Mr. E about proceeding farther after this day, and he politely asked that giant food production would need to be reworked. It was his kind way of saying that he needed to move some money around since the task of feeding the ultra-pregnant giantess was proving to be a costlier operation the
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