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A large jewel was sitting at the top of the massive woman’s cleavage, the color of the stone oscillating between the close palette colors of blue and purple. It glows with the awakened fury of the spirit of a once massive yet deceased woman—the possessed jewelry having transformed the lady wearing it into her likeness. For now, let’s focus on the one living in the present. Her name was Regina.

“Baby...are you sure this is what you want? Literally...everything?” her boyfriend concerningly asked with a nervous gulp.

He didn't have a name. At least not one worth mentioning. And even if it was, it mattered none. Regina, or anyone else around them, wouldn’t be able to see him as who he was. No, the powerful manipulative magic emanating from the jewel had brainwashed him along with all present to believe she was a ghost of the past. None of the mindlessly onlooking patrons of the tremendous restaurant, with the exception of a nervously-sweating table of elder-looking studio executives, would or could know who had overtaken the once “smaller” Regina. Sixty odd years had passed since the spirit was alive, and even back then, she was an unsuccessful actress.

Famous or not, her name was Jenny Carmack, and she was on a path of vicarious vengeance.

“I won’t answer stupid questions. Either help them get me more food...or help get the food faster into me. That’s all that matters right now...” Regina coldly responded, cutting up the last of her super-sized omelet and then eating the whole entree in seconds.

Back to where this bizarre scene began, the people admired the beauty but mostly the belly of Regina. Starting from above that, though, past her enormous firm rack of breasts, and further past the warmly-glowing jeweled fashioned into a gold necklace hanging from her neck. In less than two days, she had gone from a full-figured beauty—sporting a less-enormous yet still huge bosom, widely round hips, and a plump ass—to still retaining the round shape of all three bodily assets but becoming visibly fatter everywhere else.

Until now, the boyfriend saying it out loud as it happened, “They’re...receding.”

“They” being the several chins she’d developed over the last hours. Presently, the last of the additional chins was forming back into the sharp chin she’d always had. Regina, to begin with, had a striking resemblance to Jenny. The boyfriend looked up at her face, ignoring the weird fact that he had to actually crane his neck back slightly, and saw the same beautiful visage he’d seen almost every day for the last three years of their relationship. Framing that gorgeous countenance was a shoulder-length mane of moderately wavy black hair. The thick locks swayed majestically as she aggressively tore into her next dish, a stack of syrup-drenched pancakes. Even if his eyes were level, the many piles of tall dishes on the table between them blocked the view of her ever-expanding belly. Formerly, his lover was a barely short five-foot-five stack of voluptuousness, and now, she had barely passed six-foot...but growing exponentially. Although boggling his mind, he was glad the fat that accumulated on the rest of her was disappearing. Before all this, she was big but not flabby.

-Is all of her fat being redirected to other parts of her body? ...Her spine, maybe? ...I don’t know how the fuck any of this possible, but I certainly don’t mind it.- the boyfriend internally observed.

He very well knew what happened, and mostly why. Technically, he did know the how but like the sane, normie he was, he found himself having trouble believing it. The story of the last thirty-six hours of his life was brief but presently, he couldn’t think past what was blooming before him. Regina, his perfectly-proportioned companion, was plainly becoming bigger. Everywhere that mattered, and more.

“Guess I’ll help ‘them’ since it looks like ‘you’ are getting it fast enough into you...ahem, for the moment.” he said, standing up.

Doubting she heard him at all, he took the “moment” to get a better look at her burgeoning body. He first started with her bust.

-They’re three times, no, maybe four times as big as they were before! Maybe if this ends well, I can put my face in them later.- he optimistically hoped yet realistically had to somewhat doubt.

He was thinking of her as Regina, the Mediterranean looker he’d fallen in love with, who was an aspiring actress that, prior to eating through a series of food binges, was watching her weight. Despite being slender everywhere else but her bust, butt, and hips, she believed her figure was the reason she’d never been casted into any role yet. He loved her stacked frame, adoring how her natural beauty was complimented with little to no makeup or accessories. A girl next door type, adorned with the most spherical and juicy parts he had ever laid eyes on. Glancing at the necklace and jewel again, he knew that she’d been replaced with Jenny, a spiritual force that made her give into pure belly-stuffing indulgence. Perhaps his lover was fond of the belly pushing into and rising above the table edge, but he couldn’t tell. All of this had happened so fast that he was struggling to keep up with the sequence of events, much less the salacious series unfolding before him. Regina or Jenny, the woman in the tight, merlot-colored midi dress was insatiably hungry.

And looking to flaunt her fatter, bigger, and firmer belly in all of the faces that had shunned her.

“What are you looking at?! Go! More food!!” Regina-Jenny demanded.

To make her abdominal authority known, she stood to her full six-foot-two—and rising—height, her huge stomach knocking over a few platters as she turned to face him. He could see her full form in all of its embiggened magnificence, noticing that her arms and legs, while thicker and muscular in appearance, had lost all trace of the former fat. Top to bottom, she was a taller being of belly. Even when she was chubby, she moved as smoothly as she’d been. Not a complaint about her heavier frame causing her any pain had been voiced, but like she had just vocalized, she was nowhere close to being full. And to demonstrate exactly that, she first pushed her belly out.

He flinched, watching it visually become larger, and then physically so, ushered in with her declaring, “I knew it! You’re just like the rest of them! All of those casting directors, agents, and whatever else man in a suit decided that I wasn’t ‘skinny enough’ for all those parts! Well...I’m going to give them and you exactly what you wanted! You think of me as nothing more than a trough-guzzling pig!”

She stepped closer to him, her belly dominating her form so much that he couldn’t focus on anything else about her, except when she grabbed the unfinished stack of pancakes, plus the other four plates of them. Deviously, she lifted a fork and further proclaimed, “You want this ‘fatty’ to disappear into the shadows! Not anymore!! I’m going to eat and become so big that you won’t be able to ignore me!!”

Grabbing a second fork, her point was readily made with her stabbing one butter-slathered flapjack and stuffing it into her mouth whole. Furthermore, her huge mound was pushed out, the five plates of pancakes sitting atop the shelf of her stomach. Alternating between her two hands, she stabbed and stuffed each calorie-packed cake—swallowing them with hardly any chewing. Since her belly had been technically “full” since who knows how many meals ago, every hard gulp was blimping her belly further outward. Soon, in a matter of minutes, the first stack was gone, the space between the plates widening as her girth enlarged.

Only when she got halfway down to the second stack did he feel the urge to hurry along the process. Her frenzied eyes never left him, Regina not moving from her spot but facing him as he moved closer to the overworked kitchen. The servers were stacking plates on wide trays, and while they rushed the cooks for more, he had a better idea. He got their attention, suggested they help clear the many piling up on the table, and then requested a cart. For some reason, they promptly obeyed, despite him having no command in the situation whatsoever. Once one came back with a cart, he loaded up the full trays and while waiting for more, he turned back to see her looking directly at him. She was handing the server the empty plates and trading for another loaded dish. When her belly-shelf was once more occupied, she ate with the same efficiency as before. Yet, she was eating even bigger portions, and swallowing them with less resistance. He was surprised by the steep uprise but not by the method. This is how she’d been gorging since he gave her the necklace.
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