

    
        
          Lalia's Pregnant on the 12 Days of X-Mas [Day 12]

        

        
        
          Craving Control Saga, Volume 16

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2026.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Characters are copyrighted to Arthur and me, respectively. The story is written by Jackal Entente. Please notify us before you post this somewhere else.]

[This story is funded by the donation drive seen here. If you want to see more chapters in this series, please consider donating to the effort that unlocks all 12 of the planned installments. All contributions are appreciated.]

Lalia's Pregnant on the 12 Days of X-Mas [Day 12]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2026 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Lalia's Pregnant on the 12 Days of X-Mas [Day 12] (Craving Control Saga, #16)

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Further Reading: Lalia's Pregnant with a Continent: Valentine's Day

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

On the twelfth day of X-Mas, Lalia was going to eat twelve, puff pastries numberlessly packed with all varieties of hams.

As with the chosen food of the final night of her great binge, the routine within the routine continued onward the same as the previous three days. The last quarter of the twelve-day affair was marked by exponentiality on a level that tested the belly-focused minds of the siblings who headed both sides of the overall effort. Emma and Logan had to be present for what surely would be a climactic end to the belly-stuffing show of a lifetime. They had taken their turns with their respective rewards of belly-intimacy, and it was now time to put a cap on the feast as a whole. That’s assuming Lalia was on the same track. The Madris siblings may be done with X-Mas...but not her.

“Hmmmmmm...a baker’s dozen...” she cryptically left unexplained, thinking ahead while eating ahead.

Emma heard her but dropped any consideration for it while scrambling to get her camera setup ready. The pre-game show for the stream was the same, Lalia flaunting her gigantic girth in a hypnotic dance that made anyone watching feel subservient to such an authoritative abdomen. Her dancing wasn’t usually anything elaborate, or coordinated really. The redhead had never been a dancing-in-the-nightclub type of girl. She didn’t have a rhythm to groove to, her spontaneous nature driving every move that came to her.

With that said, the female Madris could tell there was a message being sent with the pregnant prance she performed prior to getting into the main event. Since the giant preggo was more or less a third of the size of the mansion, she kept her prevalent physique regulated to the backyard. At such a round and behemoth scale, any movement—even something as simple as walking—had the risk of her damaging or flat out destroying something was consistently high. However, the tightrope of caution wobbled when she pressed her giant tum to every dimension of the massive residence. Similar to a play bite when pretend-fighting with dogs, Lalia pressed the parallel dimension of her belly to the matching part of the house just enough for her to feel the resulting rumbling the pregnant pressure caused.

“...Belly-outsizing foreplay, huh.” Emma remarked, seeing it all come together.

She hit the nail on the head, watching as Lalia smothered her four-hundred-foot wide waistline onto the practically windowless wall of the western wing. Lalia was so gigantic that even the lower part of her belly squishing and seeping into the cracks was a little less than one-half of her belly’s total height. Above the roofline was the bottom of the pyramid of all previous eleven days of treats, each treat big enough to break its own world record but still a fraction of the mountainous mound they all laid upon. In almost two weeks, she was many, many times the proportions she was on Day 0 of this long binging affair. The disparity in size was nothing short of astounding, and overwhelming. To think that she was considered as “massive” after Thanksgiving was whirling Emma’s mind into mush, never anticipating such a large margin of error when estimating her pregnancy magnitude either. That brought her back to the reason this was all for, the nutritional deficit that was, with recent news, no closer than they believed was done halfway into this feast.

“...And she wants all the babies to be at least ten pounds. ...My job is never going to be done.” Emma admitted defeat.

“NOPE!! Haha. Sorry...didn’t mean to bust your eardrums. I’ve just never been so thrilled to eat and grow! My only regret, food-wise, was that I would never live long enough to taste all the world has to offer. And since I’m close to greatly adding to the world's population...I guess it won’t be long until the countries come to me. They might as well...because my belly is certainly coming to them. ...Hehehe.” Lalia shamelessly admitted as well.

She punctuated her point by arching her back with as much force as the mansion could take, the supple layer of her mountain overtaking the roofline and more. The building began to violently shake from the simple show-off press, Logan Madris grunting as he allowed the Arsenal Utensil to auto-stabilize. He was on the belly of the pregnant beast, strapped into a seat the engineers had fashioned as a “test” for a new system they were developing. Seeing as he was going to be a father to a brood the size of any one of the countries she wanted her belly to grow towards, he also realized his job was not only going to be done any time soon but also progressively harder. The “Mountain Climber” game she made him play was an unintentional test for the real challenge it would become.

“I know I’m asking a lot—and feel blasphemous for suggesting—but...could you take it easy with your, uh, flaunting at least? I enjoy the view up here but that ‘belly-outsizing foreplay’ before the stream made me, uh...dizzy.” Logan implored, holding his head.

“...NOPE!!!” Lalia and Emma responded in loud unison.

He sighed, tightening the seatbelt.

The quarter of a million people watching the stream spammed various laughing emojis at poor Logan, one of them accurately pointing out that he shouldn’t even bothered to ask. The audience, of course, was here for exactly that, fetish artists now included in the loop too. The clips of her belly-flaunting had inspired a range of drawings in the poses she had assumed over the twelve days, the wealth of material creating its own subculture for Lalia, and in extension, Belly Giantesses. Now that they knew they were real, many were trying their hand at the new and bizarre evolution of pregnant humans. The male Madris hoped this wouldn’t inspire real women to become pregnant BGs, because honestly, one pregnant Lalia was more than enough. Helmet on...the show began for one last time.

“Okay, got to squint here...my little Logan has his helmet on so that means he’s ready. What about you, Em? You’re sooo tiny, and move like a fly. It’s hard to see from all the way up here...” Lalia inquired, squinting as said and wrapping her hands around the eclairs.

“If you’re half as pregnant as any of us can guess, then it wouldn’t be a bad idea to put cameras on your belly too. At this rate...” Emma said matter of factly, gesturing to the procession of giant treats, “...you’re going to be too tall for any type of communication.”

Luckily, the camerawoman was already ahead of herself, the belly-stuffing trio that had walked hand-in-hand since this began all assuming a similar mindset. With yesterday’s news, they knew their roles would extend well beyond the last day of X-Mas.

The Pilot, the father-to-be Logan, was getting his drone license but he didn’t want to let the development of the AU to stagnate. He suggested the Utensils needed to be mass-produced and possibly, upgraded for “launch” capability. The Feeder, the world’s most overworked chef and aunt-to-be, had started to experiment with growth hormones and saliva-activated yeast, but also took her camera work seriously. She suggested that cameras should be placed all around the property, and hearing her brother’s idea, in the machines he was ordering more of. Lastly, the Stuffer, the mother-to-be and most pregnant being on Earth, was working with the ultrasound technicians but needed to do the same with seamstresses. She suggested that both camps could be knocked out with one stone by having the latter measure her up for a new outfit while she stood still for the former. And to wrap them all together, the Financier, the quiet yet ever-present Mr. E, approved their next-level suggestions, and trusted their growing expertise in the ultra-pregnant operation.

“On the last day of Bellymas, my giant pregnant body was fed...everything.” Lalia inaugurated.

A shuddering and enthralling chill coming over them all, the final night of festivities began. The cold January air was the least of their concerns, Emma and Logan not even needing to bundle up around the constant fountain of pregnant heat emitted from her belly. In point of fact, the pilot wiped his brow from struggling to keep up with Lalia’s faster and faster rate of consumption. Bigger all-round, her longer arms shoved the smaller-looking foods of Days 1-3 into her larger and stronger mouth—pie, dinner rolls, and eclairs going into a space they used to be many sizes bigger than. And since bigger begot bigger, the chef injected growth hormones into all twelve treats this time. As described, though, the increase was barely noticed by any present, particularly so when her maw stretched only minorly to accommodate the large load. In succession, the arms of the AU pushed the next three days worth forward and the real work started.

“HMMM...oh, yes...this is going to be one epic swallow.” Lalia erotically anticipated, gripping her hands behind the deviled eggs.

As dictated by her new routine, she was mass-gulping a mere once today. The challenge came pre-loaded but the heavier treats and the extra heavier hams of this Day was going to result in a strenuous effort for sure. Of which, the first hurdle was already here, the eager preggo raising her eyebrows at Logan to signal for the much-needed assistance. After yesterday’s pair of mass-gulps, the latter having caused red-streaking strain to her cheeks, she required his Utensil-powered help right away. The one-fourth of the feast in her maw had stretched it tight, so as rehearsed, he applied two of the robo-arms to each of the center-four deviled eggs. With Lalia’s hands on the two on either end, he placed the remaining two arms on the back of her eagerly-squeezing hands. The combined strength of machine and mega-empowered maternity then pressed on together, piles of pancakes entering her super-packed mouth and squished from the inside and outside her flaming-eyed face. And in they slowly went, flapjacks disappeared further inward in front of doughnuts.

“HMMMMMM...stuff...this...hog...FULL!!” Lalia rallied, eyes rolling back from the immense pressure inflating her head.

In the dark undertow of her gargantuan gut, one of her legs swung forward to kick the underside of




































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jackal Entente






