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The bulky abdominal mound moved from side to side as the brown-haired female headed down a shabby hallway of a Section 8 apartment complex. Kellie quickly pushed in and swallowed a glazed treat she got from John’s Donuts in downtown St. Louis. The forever-voracious parasites made her crave sweets the most and she had consumed a dozen of them on the walk to here. Behind her, the hard-hearted Jessica was guarding the rear, hand on the grip of her SIG Sauer M17. The pistol remained out of sight, situated in her unfastened shoulder holster. The scientist and her head of security had traveled two hours by car at the insistence of the former. The latter expressed her disapproval for the last two hours, complaining about the vulnerable position it put them in. Above that, the situation left the Breakers without two of their most essential members. Even so, the divided house would soon discover the individual strength they would need to face their respective threats. Her big, two a half a foot wide belly snarled for more, sensing the danger.

“We should retreat. This has 'set up' written all over it. I can’t believe you convinced me to come. I should have clocked you over the head once you told me we had to come down to the projects to see a little old lady in the dead of night.” Jessica scorned, making a tsk sound with her tongue. The chary yet courageous Stewart let her palm aggressively stroke the rounded gut, the amber-colored fabric beginning to chafe the outstretched skin. She reached the door at the end of the corridor and firmly knocked on it a few times. Jessica stood beside her and disengaged the safety mechanism of the handgun tucked in her windbreaker. 

A voice matching the description of the person in question yelled, “J-Just a moment! I don’t get around like I used to.” Kellie heard the soldier make another scoff and in response, nudged the athletic Asian with her belly, looking at her with a condemning facial expression. They stayed put for half a minute before the entrance creaked agape, a hunched over senior wearing a faded sweater and square-lensed glasses appearing. “Oh goodness, I didn’t know you were bringing company. Is that you, Kellie? I think I recognize your pretty face from the pictures on the news but your hair isn’t...blue.” the mother of Kristene innocently inquired.

Kellie felt the warmth of the compliment, the senior reminiscent of her own. She ran a nervous finger through a strand and replied, “Oh, I went back to my natural hair color during the whole...mess. And this is Jessica Tse...my bodyguard. I still have a lot of people invading my privacy after the incident so it became necessary. I apologize for not saying anything earlier.” 

Mrs. Rothenberg opened the entry some more, giving her a sympathetic look and came back with, “It’s okay, honey. I have reporters hounding me every day. If my husband was still around, he would have gotten rid of them on the first day. He was meaner than a wet panther. ...Look at me clucking away. Come in. Make yourself at home.” The gray-haired woman left the doorway fully ajar, revealing a cluttered but homely living space, appearing as though she had lived here for many years. The belly barely made it past the edges of the doorframe, coming into the crowded living room, stacks of old newspaper blocking her view of the place. Jessica followed her, grumbling about the presence of multiple blind spots. The elder gestured to her right and pleasantly instructed, “Take a seat in the living room. Be careful with that baby bump. It’s a bit cramped in here. I’ll be with you beautiful ladies after I use the bathroom. At this age, when you got to ‘go’, you got to go.”

Stewart smiled and slightly nodded, observing the widowed and childless lady shuffle to the restroom with her worn cane. Tse waited until she disappeared, drawing the firearm, placing a steady hand on the majestic tummy, and ordered, “Hug the wall and don’t move. Wait until I give the all-clear.” Kellie tried to protest but the obstinate escort was already on the move, the well-trained instincts making the servicewoman move surgically. It didn’t take five seconds before Jess was shouting, “Hands above your head! Do it! Do it now!”

The statement that came next perked Stewart’s attention and not in an enjoyable manner, hearing, “Put your weapon down. I’m not your enemy.” 

It was so decomposing that as she rounded the corner, her rushed movement made the girthy paunch slam into a pile of papers, knocking the unstable heap over. As the embarrassed brunette gathered her senses, it was further shattered from the surreal scene in front of her big-tummied self. Jessica was in a fighting shooter stance, the coyote tan semi-automatic pointed at a well-dressed man in his late forties. The buzzcut male had his hands up, armpit stains visible on the sleeves of the single-breasted suit he was dressed in. Their eyes made contact, sparking off a bewildered recognition from Stewart, who exclaimed, “...Father?! Why the hell are you here?!” 

Tse whipped her head to Kellie, equally confused. The dark-haired CEO of Orson’s Creme Cakes seemed to be in his usual composed demeanor, though his wavering pupils told a different story. Kevin Stewart earnestly stated, “Kellie, we need to talk.”
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“Mika! Why are you still eating? I was in the woods for hours looking for Trinity and you haven’t moved an inch from the fridge! You were supposed to get ahold of Jessica!” Martina Meyer scolded in a rasping whisper. Across the kitchen island, the frighteningly-fast progression of Mika’s bodily magnification was clear to see, almost making her red-headed girlfriend feel apologetic about encouraging the alarming expansion of her belly. Presently, it was bordering on overshadowing the founder of the Breakers. As one, she had established herself as the biggest after the second eating contest. The last two days didn’t see a change in the gluttonous appetite she had displayed following that and because of it, she was now challenging the swell of Kellie. It wasn’t her intention to get this far, lost in the lustful thoughts of the stuffing action alone. The ninety-nine-inch circumference of her abdomen was positioned sideways, its size imposing on her ability to reach into the refrigerator. Reeves wasn’t willingly ignoring her lover, avoiding something else altogether.

“Mmm, so filling.” she pleasurably let out, swallowing a couple of chicken drumsticks, the bones included. Nearly three hours ago, the burgeoning blonde was struck with memories that weren’t hers. Despite the frightfully skewed context of the invading recalls, Mika subconsciously knew who they might belong to. Although, that inkling was impossible. The mystery of the overall experience and the danger of what was lurking in the woodlands made her plunge into the recently developed coping mechanism. On the other hand, this dynamic was a positive thing. As a result of the current circumstances, the constant swelling was making her one of the strongest weapons in their lineup. Reeves’ ascension was brought to the fore by the threads of her lingerie beginning to inaudibly break. Martina visually took in the lewd phenomenon, the creamy-white flesh bulging with every fist-sized gulp. Her belly and height are rapidly transcending, elevating the resolute Breaker to an iconic status. The first-mentioned was surging bit by bit, the contents of the icebox thinning out.

Tina was one breath away from another reprimand but the pulling noise of the sliding patio door grabbed her regard. She turned around, hands protectively on her small distention, looking at a disheveled Trinity Hill, a white oak tree leaf in her long thick black hair. The muscular guardian glanced at the tiny Martina, then at the tall and profusely swollen Mika. “Is she growing out of the underwear I gave her?” the six-foot-plus athlete implored, pointing at the gorging titan.

The retort Meyer had queued up wasn’t needed, the audible tearing of said undergarments making the women take in their comrade with wonder and a little bit of envy. The perfected Shift 2.5 was highlighted by her proportionally inflated body, most of the weight in her enormous tum. Mika, becoming aware of the magnetically attracted looks of her mates, nonchalantly asked Hill, “Where were you?” 

In face of the room-filling belly that was more worthy of questioning, Trinity shyly looked away, replying, “Oh, nothing to worry about. ...Just some local kids with fireworks.”
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“Order up! Thirty each of chocolate, caramel, maple, Boston creme, powdered, custard, green velvet, cinnamon, double chocolate and...” the winded John’s Donuts clerk announced, taking a breath, “...and one regular bear claw.” 

Jessica, with an unamused countenance, carefully clutched the ludicrous tower of boxes and exited the shop as modestly as she could. Normally, the gritty trooper would have refused
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