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"Okay, on three. One, two...three!" Lilly shouted while placing her plump lips onto the mouth of the glass. She had exhaled the air out of her lungs before doing so, and was now inhaling with all of her might. She wanted to be sure to give it everything she had. She would have to do it again anyway. The smoke was traveling up the high tower of glass that extended from the floor to her lips. One of her fans had the piece specially made for her.

She tried to not laugh at the absurdity of it all. She made sure to get her giggles earlier when Emily was assembling it. She was already turned on by the fact it had to be made so long just to reach her. The twenty-foot tall bong was gaudier than anything she had ever owned. Then again, nothing about her life was ordinary anymore.

She stopped, running out of breath. She took a few seconds to gather the oxygen and repeated the process. She stretched the muscles in her neck, since turning it to the side had caused her to cramp up. "Light me up, Em!" she yelled down at her. She managed to draw the smoke up more than half this time.

-Jeez, I need to do it three times just for it to get up to me?- she realized.

Although the whole thing was ridiculous, it served her purposes well. She was doing it for a video she would make for sale. "One more time!" she yelled and once more repeated the breathing repetition.

She grunted when she ran out of oxygen again. Channeling every bit of her lung strength, she cleared all of the smoke in one intake. She couldn't even hold it from the sheer amount of it brimming her lungs. She greatly exhaled.

As the smoke encircled her overly embiggened body, she let out a satisfied sigh.

"I'll leave you two alone." she heard Emily say.

Berkman knew the routine. This was going to be the part where she lovingly admired her tremendous belly. Emily knew she had to get a considerable distance away. When she was really into her belly loving, objects tended to get demolished. If she decided to flaunt it by her usual means of dancing and posing.

"Hmmm, you better. I'm going to look over every inch of this gigantic bulge." she uttered, smitten. She gave Emily a couple of more minutes to clear the long distance of getting to the door. The warehouse was quite a walk in whatever direction a person chose to trek. She allocated extra time for her to deconstruct the video equipment as well, which was simply Berkman's phone attached to a tripod.

When she heard the door slam in the distance, she set her glazed eyes onto her prized possession. Her pride and joy. Her everything. Ever since that night she destroyed her house ceiling, she fully embraced the love for her great belly. She had Emily to thank for that. Her nefarious plot was actually a transformative experience for her. It made her see how interconnected the psychological problem was.

The hatred of her family made it apparent how much she valued other's opinions. It was a truth she had doubted for so long that it caused her to almost psychologically break. She surmised that was why that voice had emerged. She thought of it as a guide to how she genuinely felt. Ever since she had accepted the truth, she hadn't heard it. She felt embarrassed that a belly this colossal had to make her admit it.

An even sadder truth was coming. In a couple of weeks, it would be all gone. She had a doctor to finally evaluate her. She was impregnated with a countless amount, but it still behaved like a normal pregnancy in terms of time. She avoided seeing a physician because she knew there would be endless chastising. She had Emily for that.

"Anyways...it's just you and me, big girl." she stated to her belly, wanting to enjoy the time she had left with it. She planted her powerful legs on either side of the goliath mass and began to slowly rise. She grabbed the pillowy softness that was her huge breasts, milk leaking out as soon as she touched them. She didn't care about her bust. She was merely moving them to see her lustrous mountain. Her chest too had become big enough to block her vision.

When she moved the massive orbs out of the way, a childlike grin came upon her when she saw her distant girth. She only stood to get a full view. If she laid down, her udders would flop over her face. This was the best way for her to fully adore it. She slowly let her head turn, seeing belly, belly, and more belly—as far she could see. The horizon of her stomach ended about half the length of the four-hundred-foot long building.

"Oh, this just won't do. There needs to be more, more, and MORE belly." she said, moaning at the sight of it all.
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Emily sat in the office, editing the video they just shot. She put the finishing touches on it, giving the final product one more glance over for any errors. She didn't have to put in any special effects. These days, her desperate fans loved the raw footage. It was the only time they got to see Lilly. She stopped doing her cam shows after the incident three months ago. Berkman advised her to do it for multiple reasons.

First, since she made not only herself public, but her address too, the influx of visitors wouldn't stop. Most of them came with love, but others didn't feel as such, specifically her former neighbors. Their numerous complaints would have been reason enough to move. Of course, she had to tame Lilly when it came to this. For the first week, she refused to leave.

-Go ahead and try. I dare you to get past all this.- she remembered Song taunting them.

After much guilt-shaming from her, the big-bellied giantess eventually relented. Emily used that leverage as much as she could—the night from six months ago. In greater detail, she told of the chain of events that led to her losing her job and almost her life. Lilly had kept her all up that night, and thus, she ended up sleeping in, missing the most important trial her firm had given her.

They did forgive her, but it was never the same. The PTSD she got from that night made her a mess. She couldn't focus on anything between nightmares of her belly. Management let her go after she randomly screamed in a meeting. A woman wearing the exact black dress she had on that night set her off. She hated being so weak, so she plotted her payback, not being a woman who was held down by anything.

Without seeing it, her plan was basically an elaborate version of Alice's that same night. She wanted to embarrass her so bad that she would be forced to feel the same way she made her feel. She pulled together the last of her money for it. She made the Wingham cake edible from scratch—using the most expensive ingredients. She wanted to make it so irresistible that Lilly's insatiable hunger would make her eat it all in one sitting.

She went as far as planting a camera that evening she gave the cake to her. The move proved crucial in her turnaround of the whole thing. She could see the edible was making her behave exactly the same way when she smoked the joint. She felt like an idiot. Of course she wasn't going to remember. Her tolerance was incredibly low and combined with whatever massive horde she was pregnant with, it must have made a perfect storm.

After a long talk the morning after the ceiling-breaking binge, forgiveness was easy to distribute, but making up for it was a long way from completion. Lilly agreed to many things, with Emily dictating
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