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On the second day of X-Mas, Lalia was taking on two particularly heavy turtle dove dinner rolls.

“Everyone, I love belly.” the gravid glutton began, exhaling peacefully and then a flame alighting in her blue eyes.

If one didn’t know better, which was a good possibility, considering there were fifty-thousand people watching the live stream that had kicked off a mere minute ago. In that tiny span of time, all that had occurred was the camera backing up from the center point of the largest belly—pregnant or not—a human had ever attained in recorded history. As debuted on the first day of the festive feast, the stunning woman was dressed in a three-layered attire consisting of the appropriate colors of green on top, red on bottom, and a mostly unseen black base underneath. While the color pattern was appreciated, what enraptured them the most was that this material somehow managed to shroud an abdomen of unbelievable proportions. Yet here it stood, plastered from end to end of the camera lens as the steady reveal finally pictured the upper and bottom curves of the gigantic tum. It was at this moment did the audience finally realize that it indeed was her progressively more famous belly. They collectively shuddered at the mythical mound’s confirmed existence.

“Everyone, I...love belly.” she repeated, inhaling sensually during the pause and her eye-flames dilating with her pupils.

Essentially, Lalia and her quirky team of belly-enthusiastic helpers had decided to jump straight into it. The “Day 1” VOD of the live stream told everything “everyone” needed to know about the program. Even though the majority of viewers were prior fans of hers, the newbies quickly understood the show’s routine. The pregnant phenomenon that was Lalia made people ask so many questions, yet the discussion never evolved beyond conjecture. By the time the performance was over, any questions they had queued up in their head was drowned in the plain process of watching her eat, eat, and eat. Yesterday, it was a record-breaking pie going into a record-breaking belly. The only difference between then and now was that the latter was continuing to raise the bar farther than her noticeably taller belly. Since the viewers were seeing her from a front-belly angle, they couldn’t tell that she was actually standing on one of the repurposed Arsenal Pantries. With her eight feet of height atop a seven-foot tall machine, it gave a daunting impression.

“Everyone, I...SO LOVE BELLY.” she unexpectedly bellowed.

They were already intimidated by a seemingly fifteen-foot high woman carrying a factually over twice-as-wide belly, so the sudden bass in her normally fairly high-pitched voice was a showstopper. Those three loudly punctuated words drew nearly involuntary submission out of everyone physically present or not. Yet, even though she spoke to them so blatantly, there was a strong hint that she was holding herself back. And that’s because she was. The speech she wrote and rehearsed was about to be a passionate outcry that she meant every word of. However, there was a small percentage of those hearing the hot words had picked up on something.

“Why do I get the feeling I’ve heard this before?” Emma Madris openly pondered, looking up from the camera to observe the mad look in Lalia’s belly-loving optics. “...Ah, crap. ...I left my Hellsing Ultimate DVD in the player. ...This is going to be a scary parody.”

Those in the know gulped with the realization too. For those not familiar with the infamous speech from The Major character of the aforesaid anime series, in short, whereas he went on about his love for war, Lalia was going to substitute it with belly. Emma also had another feeling that her rendition wouldn't be as lengthy, seeing as she copied the template out of some admitted laziness. Nevertheless, the inspirational creativity was appreciated, but there was some unvoiced truth to the zealous notion. The redhead was showing signs of increasing love for her tremendously tall self yesterday and in the four weeks leading up to this twelve-day revelry. She wasn’t going to actually harm anyone...but she would get as close as she playfully could. Ultimately, domination wasn’t all about distributing pain. Merely the physical possibility of it alone would often suffice. Her inhuman dimensions and proportions made that an instinct the little humans had to obey. And that was the “everything” of it. It being the confoundingly immense pleasure everyone got from her mystic mound.

“I love looming. I love flaunting. I love smothering. I love resistance.” she emphatically stressed.

Her delivery was frenetic and accompanied by the appropriate gesture for each belly-physical aspect. Looming was emphasized with a quickly raised and even briefer hold of her titanic tummy. The red clothy underside of her belly predominantly took over the frontal-visual frame of her, making it a slight more unnecessary menace. It could be said that even Lalia was intimidated by her belly, considering its height was a resounding twelve feet. The people ignored her aspiring-giantess stature in place of the higher absurdity.

Flaunting was stated secondly because it directly off-shot from the first, the steady back-and-forth motions accentuated by her lip-biting face disappearing underneath and then over the abdominal horizon. Unlike when she stood, the forward-leaning angle she started at produced the enticing image. Smothering couldn’t be applied to any one person presently, so she settled for the table underneath it. Emma had purposely kept the bottom of the lens frame just above where her lower belly vertically ended, and backing away another ten feet, the accentuated aspect could now be fully demonstrated. The dominating, rounded distention would not wait for the audience, the sudden power of attaining such a vast pregnant belly giving the impression of having a mind of its own. Whether it be the belly itself or its proud owner, they both enjoyed covering and overwhelming a large majority of its creaking length. The surface was turned horizontal for her Day 1 breakout and still not satisfied with its forty-foot width being wider than her womb, she pounced.

“I can’t believe any object would be able to, yet that table sure is giving her that ‘resistance’ she loves...” Logan Madris remarked.

He wasn’t wrong. It should be stating the obvious, but with Lalia’s phenomenal proportions, even the basic observations were put out of focus while in trance with the extraordinary extension of female flesh. They were witnessing history yet not a single trace of that crossed their minds as they observed her press a bit harder into the table. The leading end of her great belly pushed forward a few feet to completely and easily apply more pressure. With as much of her underbelly on it as possible, Lalia was momentarily irritated by the realization that her overpowering orb wasn’t as long or wide as the respectively great piece of furniture. If she put her whole strength into breaking the strong surface, it would surely break. But that wasn’t satisfactory enough for the gravid girl. She wanted the lengthy longboard to know its place by completely and utterly overshadowing it with so much belly that it would have begged for her to do it here and now. Looking at the tremendous and bulky dinner rolls, she knew exactly where to start that eminent eventuality.

“I love pressure. I love breaking. I love sleeping it off after. I love clean-up. I love takeover.” she narrated, telling a tiny story.

The next verse of her speech was a bit more extensive but it was mainly the addition of her blatantly blooming love for belly dominance. Signs of it could arguably be seen from the very beginning, Lalia seemingly fond of how her big belly would shred the various articles of clothing she’d worn over the years. It was a newly interesting aspect and like everything, she was diving into it full throttle.

“On the floor, In the dining room, In the kitchen, On the couch, On the bed, In a restaurant, On the table, In my room, In the open, In the dirt. ...I treasure each and every place my belly can expand on this earth.” she continued, dialing it back but marginally.

As she spoke, memories of her assorted binges over the years individually gleamed in the minds of the Stuffer herself, the Feeder, the Fool, and minorly yet not substantially, Mr. E. Inadvertently or intentionally, they had each participated in her series of consuming escapades and none of them could anticipate all of it building to a belly that progressively outclassed all pregnancies. Whether man or animal, no creature had been able to thoroughly indulge the hedonistic pleasure of eating and growing. A limit, whether personal or physical, would always present itself. Lalia saw either as an obstacle. Even with her belly having effectively outgrown her person, she would tame it by carefully attempting something she'd never done—control. She sighed before
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