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[Episode 1: Awakening]


[September 14, 2019. Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 10:09 P.M.]
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Gabriella Tatum had always wanted a big pregnant belly, ever since her active cognitive functions fully came about. At the age of three, the first instance of this fetish was when she witnessed her mother's sextuplet-filled stomach. It was her earliest memory, and it snowballed from there. By her eighth birthday, it became a full-blown obsession. She was hoarding fashion catalogs and maternity books under her bed, looking for an image of a round tummy. It crossed into voyeurism when a ten-year Gabby was caught looking at expectant women in her neighborhood. By that point, she had stolen a list of their names from the surrogate agency her female parent worked for. That's when Ms. Shelly Tatum stepped in and forbid her from engaging with it in any form. She seized her substantial collection of pregnancy material, which winded up filling five long boxes that were used to store comic books. She considers watching it being thrown into a garbage truck very traumatic. Of course, it didn't stop her endless crusade of belly love. She graduated to scour a limitless source; the World Wide Web. She remembered the year of two thousand and nine as one of the greatest times of her life.

Her single mother wasn't technologically inclined, and they wouldn't get Internet service until the following year. She was forced to use the computers at school during the workweek and the ones at the town library on weekends. This evolved into beyond obsession once puberty struck. She couldn't get enough. She joined every kink site made for it. The first being The Den. She never interacted with the members but was an expert lurker. She actually found it from her numerous Google searches for galleries of pregnant bellies. The ones on normal sites became too tame for her. The morphs on the Haven was where things started to really change concerning the nature of her fixation. In retrospect, Gabby realized she had been chasing the high of trying to recreate the first time it activated in her. The recollection of the biggest belly was what she was trying to get back to. Her mom had always been with children during this time period. She was the star client of The Evergreen Agency. She couldn't remember a time when she was pregnant with no less than three fetuses. This had an obvious impact on how she developed into this. Shelly used her super fertile womb to pay the bills, and she was treated as a goddess by men and women alike.

Despite this treatment and her profession, her mother wasn't a very sexual person. She viewed her unusual fertility as a means to an end. Gabby had never known who her father was, and there never was a male parental figure in her life. Shelly never had a relationship as long as Gabby was alive. It was strange considering she was a very attractive woman. She refused every advance. It didn't matter if the man was the greatest mate, she just wasn't interested. She thought she might be asexual, yet that didn't seem right. When they finally got hyperspace in two-thousand and ten, the compulsion consumed all of her free time. Through some links on the first site, she was redirected to a site called Gut Empire. This was where discovered the next stage of her belly fetish. For some reason, regular-sized pregnant bellies weren't doing anything for her. She always had an uncontrollable need to find the biggest stomachs, and she was never satisfied with the realistic pictures. She solved this by finding the art of the photo manipulated images on the aforementioned website. She also found out the overlap of many other fetishes, and most of them didn't suit her. That was until she read a comic known as "Everything" by an artist with the moniker of LastTry. She almost fainted when she saw it. The series featured a woman who literally ate everything in her house. Each panel showed her belly growing to an obscene size, and she adored every bit of it.

She was fascinated by how her body would adjust to accommodate the enormous belly that expanded with everything she ate. Every part of it made her feel whole. The female in the comic, called Cicero, seemed to really enjoy the appearance of it and was driven by a base urge to get bigger. Gabby highly enjoyed how her height increased, allowing her to not be encumbered by her expanding belly. She would later see other artists make the abdomen so ungodly huge, it would render the person immobile from it. She always detested the women being in a powerless state. Worse yet, she was aesthetically displeased by any type of fat on their bodies. LT's depiction of this checked every box for her. She didn't know what to call this particular sect of belly expansion. It never really got a universally used term for it. When she made the move to another website, she noted a user using the expression "ascension". This fits nicely. The comic saw Cicero eating food, inorganic objects, and even people. Although this was getting dark, Gabby didn't care about the method. If it made the belly bigger, then that's all that mattered to her. Her addiction came to an abrupt standstill when Shelly inadvertently found out about it.

Gabby was sixteen when this happened. Ms. Tatum had an explosive reaction to this. She used her computer for some mundane task and found her stash. Gabby had left her external hard drive folder open and Shelly combed through over eight terabytes of belly content. She had never seen her that angry. It was more than that. She was enraged by what she saw. Typically, she was very reserved. She could count on one hand the number of times she conveyed any type of emotion. It frightened Gabby immensely, and for once, she felt ashamed of it. The next two years became what she referred to as the "Dark Age". Shelly took complete control of her life and made sure she couldn't access the Web any way possible. She canceled the Comcast service right away and made sure she didn't have access to a computer outside of the house either. Gabby wasn't allowed to use one at school and was mandated to mostly handwriting her assignments. She took her desktop away and replaced it with an old laptop that no capability for accessing wi-fi. Her mother went as far as taking away her cell phone. That caused substantial damage to her social life.

She didn't have many friends, to begin with. She was a latch-key kid also. Shelly quit surrogacy altogether; the most surprising result of this. She took a regular job and often had to work evenings. This further limited her social activities. Combined with having no online life, Gabby became very isolated. During this time, she resorted to actually making her own pieces. This became a dicey part of her life. She struggled between drawing and writing stories, then having to destroy them after a short period of time. Shelly would constantly perform inspection checks of her room. There wasn't a level of trust from the beginning. This routine was established directly after instilling the particular punishment. It was executed weekly. After a year into this, Gabby gave it up. It was making her feel too guilty. Instead, she focused on her senior year of school. She surprisingly did well with her grades. The tremendous energy she devoted to bellies was now channeled into something healthy. This was the closest she got towards being normal. Her mother relaxed the checks down to a monthly format. There were opportunities for her to get on the Internet, but she never strayed to her ultimate desire.

Gabby presumed it was a form of Stockholm syndrome. Shelly regularly warned her about going back to it, and it scared her enough to not do it. Even these talks gradually fizzled out, giving her sufficient shame to not engage it. However, this "belly fire" would never be snuffed out. She reverted to her old ways shortly after going off to college. Shelly couldn't control what she could do anymore. The liberty of being eighteen years old and far away from home tempted her to tap back into that secret life. It was minimal at first. She was rolling off the academic mindset she cultivated during the last year of high school. That didn't last after completing her first semester. The winter break before the next term was where she totally dived back into it. There was a week where she filled three ten terabyte external hard drives with a plethora of content. After she had got back into her old accounts, she added another aspect to this. She heavily started contributing her artwork and literature. She found a folder of it in the attic while they were searching for Christmas decorations. She had forgotten about the old hiding place and decided to submit to all the art sites she once frequented.

The first week of two thousand and eighteen saw a wave of positive reception towards her submissions. Some of the users recognized her from the former days on the other sites and encouraged her to make more. This severely affected her studies. A month into the spring semester, she stopped going to class. She invested all her time into creating art, creating a perfect storm of creativity. She found it all came naturally to her. She was pursuing a degree in creative writing and spent most of her time making stories. She also drew the art, making them illustrated novels. Her pieces were well received. This eventually led her to charge for some of the material she produced. In a month, she was able to make a decent income from it. This made her drop out of university three months before the end of the academic year. She used the money she got back from financial aid to get an apartment. She chose to stay in Johnstown, an hour a half from her home in Pittsburgh. She couldn't face telling her mother and didn't attempt to contact her after making the big decision. She was sure she would figure it out and the confirmation came when she received a one-sentence email from her a week after moving out of the dorms.

"I'm very disappointed in you." she remembered the message reading. It was the last communication she received from her. That was about a year and a half ago. In the present day, Gabby never had ceased the train of this. She became a well-known figure in the community, and her earnings soared. Every waking minute was dedicated to the business she created. There wasn't a day that passed without her somehow making something related to this. Her obsession became her life. The real world didn't exist to her. The realm of big bellies is all that mattered to her. At this moment, she's on her bed, masturbating to a selfie of a pregnant woman. Lately, it had been her go-to picture. It was of a girl about her age with a stomach almost too big to be real. She suspected it was a morph, but she couldn't find the usual signs that it was. She had an open, red and black plaid shirt with a white top that was rolled up to reveal a rather huge pregnant tum. Her face is very fetching, her long and wavy dark hair covering half of it. The resolution was low enough for her to imagine herself as the woman in the photo. In some respects, they almost look alike.

She brought on a significant climax when fantasizing about the woman being only one day pregnant. Thinking of the subsequent nine months of growth made the blended orgasm the best in recent memory. She cleaned herself up and grabbed the roach sitting in her ashtray. She lit the small portion of the blunt she rolled up earlier. This high-grade drug was too potent to waste. She took an inhale of the little amount left and put it out. She stared at the whiteboard on the wall next to her bedroom window. It had an extensive list of her upcoming projects and according to the strict schedule she made, she would be working on them in about half an hour. She needed to even out the high by eating a small snack. Nature was calling when she felt the need to use the bathroom. She walked to her adjoining bathroom and stopped when saw her reflection in the mirror. She was never considered a pretty girl. In her current make-up free state, she was average as could be. If she dolled her self up, she could pass for barely good-looking. Unfortunately, her mother's genetics wasn't entirely inherited in that department. She was just as insecure as any person would be about it, yet hasn't obsessed over it.

She brushed her slightly disheveled, curly dark brown hair out of her skinny face and adjusted the black square lenses of her glasses. She turned to the side and examined her body. She's incredibly short with a height of four feet, nine inches. Her weight is about seventy-five pounds, making her a little underweight for her stature. She always had a high metabolism, and without being affected by the stuffing she commonly used in her art, she didn't have a hankering for eating. She ate twice a day, and it was usually a dinky serving of something made in the microwave. She looked at her A-cup sized breasts and flat ass and understood why she didn't get hit on that much. She was called cute for her height, but she never attracted many men in her life. The few times a boy would show interest in her, she wouldn't know what to do. Honestly, a relationship never intrigued her. The lack of emotional support from her mother and the circumstances of her history didn't equip her with the tools for handling that. She didn't have any real-life friends, just the ones she made in the online fetish scene. She utilized the toilet and stepped back into her room to see a shapely woman casually sitting on her bed, flipping through one of her sketchbooks.

"...Um, hi?" Gabby awkwardly said, still feeling paralyzed by the weed she just smoked. For a second, she thought she might be—

"You're not hallucinating." the full-figured stranger answered, not looking up from what she was doing. 

Her pupils dilated when she uttered this, startled by the fact she is—

"Reading your mind?" the mysterious person finished. Gabby froze in place but then instinct kicked in and she reached for the katana mounted on the wall. "You know what? Even though I know exactly what happens here, I want to see this play out. It's too funny." The strawberry blonde stood up and showed her full form. She was exactly seven feet tall, and surely has other nice attributes, but Gabby wasn't fixating on that. The tiny girl was looking at the giant belly dominating this woman's body. It was fucking huge. Godly. Bigger than anything a human could achieve. 
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