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What did a big, round belly mean to Melony Vonn? As she repeatedly kissed an overpowered Brook, the question was considered, one eye viewing the massive one hundred and ninety-inch margin of her voluptuous orb. She had been dabbling in the kink for seven years, but as more of this mystery came into the light, the persecuted female had a notion that it had been there her entire existence. It was brought on by a number of details, but the particular that stood out the most was the close correlation between her personal history and the development of The Hunger Project. Simply put, the meticulous work that predated her birth was all for the stringent design of achieving the biggest belly possible, the lewd realization making her say, “You should touch it. I saw how you were looking at it. You hide it well, but you’re intrigued. After all, my tummy is the reason we are all here. It would behoove you to feel how...so...ungodly...huge it is.” The panicked words of the Blackwall heiress couldn’t be articulated, her struggling to break from Melony’s unbreakable grasp.

“L-let...g-go of me!” Brook demanded, attempting to pull Melony’s hands off her neck. Her newfound strength was a surprise to both of them. With the continual shifting of circumstances, she didn't have much downtime to regard her evolving physicality. At the inception of this, she pondered how her skeleton would be able to support the ever-surging belly. Her limbs had been adapting by remaining proportional, but that didn’t mean she had the necessary brawn. Up until now, there hadn’t been a litmus test that could properly gauge her muscularity. Even if she became one hundred feet tall, her muscles would have to be trained to handle the protrusion of flesh. Although the appendages were visibly lengthier, they didn’t have the “buff” appearance one would expect. As the seized babe futilely tried to pry away her fingers, it was beginning to become apparent that she was stronger than she looked. She had observed that after a period of rest, her big paunch would compact itself. Perhaps that also applied to the raw power she was gaining.

“Sorry, but that’s not going to happen. If I do that, then you’ll ruin my quest for more belly.” Melony asserted, making a sad look. Brook then donned the contemptuous facial expression she was used to seeing from them, savagely saying, “F-Fuck you, Melony. Who cares about that?!” From Brook’s shoes, she could understand that perspective. No one had a sound reason to be concerned with such an odd aspiration. Deeply, she took it a step further. This was the exact problem. Not a single soul had cared about her at all. Time and time again, she was reminded of how alone she was. The closest person that had a genuine love for her was Tai, and that was placing the bar very low. His extremely distant personality made her doubt if it was there at all. The one thing the old man had proven was his relentless dedication to the operation her parents consigned to him. Regardless, the keynote had been made. So, where did that leave her? A third of her lifespan had been dedicated to finishing the project and since that was completed, it elicited an important inquiry: What’s next?

“You’re right, Brook. No one cares. ...No one has ever cared.” she said, a flicker of anger in her tone. It was compounded by Melony slightly squeezing her throat, stifling any speech. Vonn locked eyes with her and continued with, “I won’t plead my case to you. It’s blatantly obvious that you and everyone else wouldn’t listen to a word of it. To be honest...I’m sick of looking backward. I’ve been dwelling on the past for many years and it hasn’t got me anywhere. It’s time to think about the future. ...And’s it right here.” The provocative utterance was punctuated with her flexing the monstrous and unfortunately, restrained girth. The polyester ropes were serving their function well, oppressively applying an unyielding resistance to her movements. This was intolerable. If she desired to expand her belly as much as feasible, then this barrier had to be broken through. It was keeping her from seeing how far she could take this. The spherical middle that towered five feet from her progressively amplifying frame represented the new outlook she was developing.

She declared it out loud, “My big belly will show all of you what I’m capable of. Besides showing their scorn, everybody has ignored me, just seeing me as a monument of my parent’s sin. ...Looking down on the little weak girl who would never live down something they weren’t apprised of. ...No more. I‘m not worried about the why’s and how’s anymore. With my belly, I’ll make sure none of you can overlook me again. I’ll get so big...that no matter where you look...all you will see is my...massive...indestructible...mound of perfection.” The image this produced made her fiercely horny, releasing it by kissing Blackwall, fancying how sweet she tasted. Her belly agreed, growling louder than ever before. Brook was short-statured as well, precisely four feet and ten inches. Not only was she five inches taller than Scott, but she was also much meatier. The fair-haired bully was curvy, posessing wide hips that are thickly delicious. It made Melony salivate from the thought of consuming this succulent and plump meal. The wet kisses ceased, all set to back up her belly talk.

“So what does the future hold for you, Brook Blackwall? ...I think I’ll be the one who decides that. You and your sister decided what mine was going to be like. Not with just turning me into the police. Seven years ago...that day in the locker room. Right then and there you both determined the course my life would take. ...Tonight, you have reached the end of the line. ...No other courses are possible for you...except for being my NEXT!!” she ardently proclaimed, grabbing her shoulders and briskly spinning her around. Rather easily, she lifted Brook, making sure her arms were pinned to her sides. Vonn then angled the screaming head toward her mouth, swiveling the squirming body front and center. She saw the challenge this position was presenting. Melony was laying flat on the table, so swallowing her at this angle would be cumbersome. The big-bellied banshee then bent her head back, holding Blackwall’s body in a straight line. From there, she watched the pretty visage of the terrified victim slide down her eyesight, entering the maw.

As her head was sucked into the outstretched chops, Brook was throwing in a Hail Mary. It came in the form of her emailing Laurie the recently taken photos, including a short message that reads as “I hate you but we did have some good times. Take this fat bitch down.” The attachments were halfway through its uploading process, Melony now shoving her shoulders into the trap. She noticed the action wasn’t as restrictive as before, the stretching facet of TH activating at an accelerated rate. Vonn had drunk six ounces of the formula fifteen hours ago so it had ample occasion to saturate her cells, further integrating with the bellified physiology. She didn’t have time to drink any prior to this but with the increased intake, it was starting to come about naturally. Realizing this and coupling it with the fast-working dissolvent in her esophagus meant easier gorging and ultimately...more belly. Her paws jammed more of Blackwall’s continuously scrambling framework in, the perky breasts sliding over her tongue. Desperate to assimilate her food, she worked faster.

The progress bar of the final photo upload began, the predator reaching her hips. Brook’s hands were next, one of them tightly gripping her iPhone. The mobile’s screen was sucked into the encroaching lips, the display indicating the email had been sent. Melony was none the wiser, forcing the wiggling legs in, acting like a swiftly-devouring snake. A smidgen of respect was given to her prey, considering that she was currently melting and still putting up a fight. The Blackwall twin and herself weren’t much different when it came to one thing. They were women who pined for others to recognize their talents and conjointly, to eliminate those who had taken their light. She finally grabbed the soles of the Louis Vuitton shoes and thrust them down into her gullet. Thereupon, her belly ballooned with the hefty serving, the audible tearing of the cords making her beam. The growth was completely isolated to the expanding bulge, the very essence of her second victim merging with the swelling woman in the red dress. Her taut crimson-clad dome steadily soared to the ceiling.
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