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A huge-bellied spirit was vainly caressing the sides of her prodigious bulge, licking the plump red lips that had consumed a big meal. This was the beginning of her quest to have the biggest belly there ever was. Her first snack was an innocent short-statured, yet large-waisted Irish lass named Ella Homz. She'd been haunting the shores of Friendship, Maine since her death in the early 1850s. Ella's unfinished business was never getting the chance to repent for her gluttonous ways after emigrating from the mainland. Starving for four years, she overindulged on the abundance of food she bought with the money she made from working at the local gristmill. Like many immigrants, she was supposed to be sending money back to her impoverished family.

However, she lied about how much she earned, stating it all went to keep her afloat in the small community. This was a lie too, as it turns out she'd been using the extra cash to buy the nourishment she regularly gorged on. This came to a head when she found out her entire family had passed away from smallpox. Homz, guilt-ridden, committed suicide by letting the tide take her away. She spent nearly a century and a half wandering these waters, forgetting the entirety of her life, damned to greedily eat the fish that inhabited Muscongus Bay.

What did this have to do with our principal figure of this tale? History-wise, practically nothing. Nonetheless, their stories were parallel in some respects. Catherine "Carrigan" Crittenden, a gorgeous and avaricious person from a wealthy household, had died a few months ago from falling off a cliff. She didn't die instantly, her body traveling the shores until it ended up on this beach miles away from that location. It is said that spirits often forget who they were as time went by, but some of them "woke up" with no recollection whatsoever. Carrigan was among this lot, vaguely remembering traces from her time as a mortal. One of these memories triggered this path of belly expansion. It happened to be a blurry recall of a relatively lavish and corpulent dinner she was having.

It randomly cut to parts of her stuffing all manners of sustenance into her crowded stomach, never satisfied with the extent it was at. There was something else about "Whipstaff Manor" and a treasure she was seeking, but it was too indefinite to know the details. All she had was a deep instinct to make her abdomen so big that everyone would be forced to recognize the extraordinary feat. Whether they approved or disapproved was of no concern to her. To Ms. Crittenden, all that mattered was they acknowledged her status as the largest.

"I must have more! I'm nowhere near done." she declared, rubbing the two-foot breadth of the solid sphere.

Physically, even in her translucent state, Carrigan was a human of considerable beauty. Before her untimely passing, she had a lofty slender build with a C-cup bust. The straight golden bob hairstyle draped to her sturdy shoulders. She customarily wore long-sleeved romper jumpsuits, black being her favorite choice of color. Crittenden bit the dust with this outfit on and somehow had retained it when she became a lingering apparition. The pale woman lustfully adored how the material seemed to stretch with her belly, showing no signs of tearing or shrinking.

This peculiar facet satisfied her self-conceit, seeing as the new ghostly form wouldn't fully showcase the waistline she was so very proud of. With the addition of the stout Ella, it was quite a sight to take in. She was laying on the sand of Martin Point, enjoying how the broad protuberance blocked out most of her forward eyesight. The gratified babe couldn't feel the coarse grains beneath, but looking at the paunch gave her the fulfillment she desired. It was unfortunate to not have a sensation of any kind. She did notice there was a fleeting amount of it when her belly enlarged, so the instance further drove her inclination to get bigger.

"What's next? ...Excuse me, who's next?" she pondered out loud.

She caught Ella in the middle of gobbling a halibut so they could eat living things. On a whim, Carrigan decided to eat her instead. Something about Homz's pudgy belly made her mightily jealous. The primal mindset told her it was unacceptable for anyone to have a belly, viewing it as a threat to her ultimate goal. In her previous life as an affluent socialite, being competitive was prevalent in that world. Of course, she didn't remember this, but it greatly influenced her natural tendencies. At present, she was galled with thinking there could be others with the same rounded waistlines as the maiden from Ireland.

"I'm the only one who can have a big belly..." she selfishly and childishly uttered. Even though Ella's waist was insignificantly big, Catherine didn't want there to be a possibility of someone else challenging her. She needed to establish dominance and the first step was to eliminate those who could oppose her. As she calculated her next move, she instinctively knew this small town wouldn't have a particularly high number of ghosts, so she needed to go to a more populated area. A cursory flash in the mind's eye showed her visiting the Statue of Liberty, complaining of how bored she was. Her mouth formed into a wicked grin, verbalizing, "...New York City."
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The insatiable woman hadn't made it to the Big Apple, making a rest stop in Hartford, Connecticut. Her hunt had shifted to Capria Silvestri, a matron who was descended from King Henry I. Her demise occurred five years ago when she choked on an expired scone from the bakery she frequented. She was a chief dietary nurse at Hartford Hospital and didn't adhere to the healthy lifestyle generally associated with the profession. When confronted about her unusually rotund food belly, the excuse was a thyroid disorder. Medical records would show there was no formal diagnosis of such and coupled with her cause of death, most people didn't have full sympathy for the obvious lie.

Now in 1997, she wasn't mourned by anyone, the remembrance fading as fast as it took to lower her coffin into the plot at Zion Hill Cemetery. On this cold evening in late February, Carrigan was stalking the grounds, standing by for the specter to make her nightly appearance. She made sure to do her research, her appetite inordinately powerful to wait out the trip to NYC. Crittenden, in the meantime, decided to play with her stomach, charmed by the shape of it. She was kneading it with the bottom part of her palm, starting from the furthest part she could reach and working her way to her torso.

"Mmm, yes. Come on out, my next course. I want to feel you squirm inside this monument of perfection. You're going to make me so much bigger." she stated in a dirty tone.

The overtly tall spook was doing her best to stay hidden behind a fence covered with overgrown weeds. This cemetery wasn't known for its tender care. They had a part-time groundskeeper and displaying subpar professionalism, he's currently taking a nap in the maintenance building. She was almost caught by the shaggy man while looking through the records of those who inhabited the plots. Luckily, she got what was needed, thoroughly reading the obituaries and then eavesdropping on the few family members she had left. As mentioned, they didn't have good things to say about her, mostly that she was a pathological liar. It made her isolated from friends and relatives alike. The behavior probably resulted in her overeating, unable to face the guilty feelings and suppressing them with confectionary delights. Carrigan used it as justification to eat Silvestri, failing to see how similar they are. The sole piece of information she wasn't apprised of was the reasoning for her spirit lingering in the graveyard.

"Coco Rum! Where's my sweet Coco Rum?!" a high-pitched voice called out.

This made Carrigan cease her fondling, the prey finally presenting itself. She was floating above her gravestone, an individual with moderate height, salt and pepper locks, and coke bottle glasses. Most notably, a bare seventy-five-inch belly that made Carrigan salivate. It was about the same proportions as her own and caused rage to mix in with the abhorrent craving she's having. It was enough to make her linearly charge at Silvestri, phasing through the rusty barrier. The preoccupied Italian was looking at the ground and was blindsided by the assault, trapping her with a bear hug.

"Oooh! What's this? Let go of me, you fiend! ...Although, that doesn't feel bad." Capria said in a monotone modulation.

She was speaking of the way Crittenden was groping her lustrous tummy. The texture of it was identical to hers. Solid, unyielding, and faintly warm to the touch. They couldn't feel items in this world but could sense other specters for some reason. It made the act of consuming them that much










[image: ]






























[image: ]



















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Apparitiona
uttony






d2d_images/scene_break.png





