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The date was the twentieth of October, in the year of 2014, and a week before the sensational Taylor Swift would release her very successful album, “1989”. She had released the promotional single “Welcome to New York” today and with the buzz and business that brought, she had retired for the evening in her Manhattan penthouse. With her popularity, everyone seemed to know every little detail of her highly publicized life. However, in this alternate reality, everything was the same...except for the secret belly-stuffing fetish the star had harbored. In real life, she didn’t participate in it but the imaginative creator did inside her pretty head. The fondness for seeing a stomach—whether it be someone else or herself—was an erotic exhilaration she couldn’t resist. Obviously, she kept it under lock and key, considering the media would salivate at the chance for rumors that she was a deviant foodie of some kind. No one knew about it, not even her therapist, and it would stay that way. So after a long busy day, and with not a soul around, she took out her phone.

“...I guess you can call it ‘one of those days’. ...And I am about to have zero time to myself. Sooo...” she mumbled to herself. Taylor was doing whatever mental gymnastics that could justify dipping into the lusty habit. Due to her caution, she engaged in it sporadically and as said, her private time was about to become non-existent. She brushed a dark blonde curl out of her face and wrinkled her nose, thinking it over for a moment. When she realized there weren’t any other engagements for the night, the singer naughtily smirked and took a look around—ensuring there were no uncovered windows. It was second-nature at this point but she had to double-check.

“...The coast is clear.” she mumbled again, feeling a rush of titillation.

-And now it’s...belly stuffing time.- she thought, retreating inside her mind in case there were any prying ears.

The top button of her blue-white pinstripe shirt was undone and untucked from her salmon-colored short shorts. She had gone to the gym shortly before, choosing to lounge and now pleasure herself in them. A random video was pulled up on her iPhone 6 Plus and propped on the coffee table—to further create the illusion of her being a normal bored human. Of course, looking at porn was as ordinary as one could get but even she didn’t have the star power to make belly stuffing a thing to normalize. Some fetishes could be casually mentioned but the world wasn’t ready for that to be a part of the conversation. Until that time, Swift would continue to use her “ghost phone”, which she was presently retrieving from her wall safe. Her nervously sweaty hands had her redoing the combination and once it was opened, she took out the prepaid version of the regular iPhone 6, and powered it on—a shuddering chill electrifying her nerves.

“Ohh..it has been a minute.” she whispered, noticing the big red blush on her cheeks in a nearby mirror.

-You know what they say. ...‘The longer, the better.’- she deviously quoted, chastising herself with a long finger to her pink lips.

After a few excited breaths, she sat on a recliner chair in the corner of the living room, taking the position because she could see if one of her runners or bodyguards would enter the front door, but they couldn’t see her. Nevertheless, Taylor opened a folder of photos and the fun began, her scrolling and intensely soaking in the various images of drawn characters expanding their bellies. The single portraits were used as a warmup, her electric blue eyes widening with salacious delight. It wasn't long before the sequenced comics were slowly yet warmly absorbed, her optics and neurons dancing in a pattern that stirred her nether regions incrementally. Before she swiped to the second of this sensual sequence, she stared at the first picture—revving her engine of ecstasy. The character in regard had a nice round pot belly, their limbs and everything else about them remaining the same—just how she liked it. Something about the niche kink was fantastically alluring to her, realizing her “like” was a full-on stimulating love for an abdomen that knew no physical bounds.

-...You need to chill. Easy now, we’re not ready for the ‘bad girl’ phase yet.- she self-scolded, and found it to be a test.

The step-by-step increase of the female character’s tum made it that much harder to restrain, her knickers starting to become stuffy with the building inferno emanating from her core. She disconnected for a half-minute, squirming in her seat and taking the brief respite to stop her fingers from paddling the pink canoe to orgasmic release. The back-and-forth, plus the weariness of the daytime hubbub drew quite a big yawn from her perfect cupid’s bow of a mouth. She also realized that pre-release anxiety kept her up the night before and thus, a cozy three hours of sleep was achieved. All the same, the post-release of this one-on-one session with herself would tranquilize her into a much needed rest. The screen was peeked at—her swiping to the third image and groaning from the significant amount of belly that was gained by the nameless, well-drawn female of the comic. The fact that she couldn’t reach around the huge spherical protrusion was enough for Swift to close her eyes, hardly bite her soft lip, and knead the crotch panel of her stifling shorts.

“OHH—”

-Oh God. ...Someone must have heard that.- the intrusive thought told her.

In reality, no mortal had heard it—and with her eyelids closed—she waited another half-minute for any concerned footsteps to approach the front door. Funny enough, she hadn’t removed her hands from their respectively clasped positions—the reawakened belly love overriding her unreasonable fright in getting caught in the act. After the thirty seconds lapsed, she cautiously resumed her bout with the bean, opening one lid to see the illustrated tummy and immediately having a notion that it seemed “bigger” than before.
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