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Lord Darkness & Inkwell Muse

Once again, I have the pleasure of inviting you to indulge in what is the second installment of stories in this anthology, which serves as a sequel to “MY BIG FAT BOOK OF BELLIES.” Following the analogy with which the previous anthology began, this time I tip my hat to you, my distinguished guests, and open the doors to invite you to spend the night in the various rooms of this hotel, where you will be well accompanied and the entertainment will not fail to satisfy your appetite, for the beds are soft and cushioned, and they're not the only thing. So, as with last time, if you allow me, I remind you of my suggestion to let your imagination soar, so that our 'agents' in each room can adjust to your personal tastes while they attend to you. Feel free to explore the hotel and return whenever you like. Without further ado, I hope your stay is pleasant while you lodge in this grand hotel where our ladies’ bodies are generous, and the rooms are cozy.
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Cherry was sitting on the edge of her bed, the phone still in her hand after the call with Brio. It had been years since they had last played together as a band, years since she had retired from the stage. And now, Brio wanted them to reunite. “Come on, Cherry, people miss us. They need our music,” he had said, his voice full of that energy that always rubbed off on her. In the moment, excitement washed over her. Playing again, finally! She had said yes almost instantly. After all, music had always been her life.

However, after hanging up, doubts started to cloud her mind like dark storm clouds. Cherry stood up and walked toward the mirror, gazing at her reflection. Her fingers grazed the soft fabric of her shirt, trailing down her once-flat and toned belly. Now, a more pronounced curve had formed in her stomach, rounding out her figure. It had been so long since her days as the energetic young vocalist. Back then, she was slender, wearing tight outfits that highlighted her slim frame, the skinny pants and crop tops that showed off her flat tummy.

But the image before her was different now. Her figure was fuller, her stomach, once sculpted by hours of exercise and wild dancing on stage, now displayed a soft potbelly. She stroked her rounded gut, feeling the gentle swell beneath her loose shirt. Her hips, once narrow, had widened, giving her a more voluptuous silhouette. Her chubby figure made her feel like a woman who had left behind her youth to embrace another stage of life.

“What are the fans going to think?” she wondered out loud. To many of them, Cherry was still that perpetually young image, a rebellious and sexy girl in tight clothes. "Now..." she muttered, watching how her thicker, firmer legs protruded from her shorts. She turned, and her eyes lingered on the reflection of her broad hips and fuller ass. She couldn't deny that she had put on weight; her thighs were thicker, softer to the touch, and her rear and chest had become more rounded and fuller.

Cherry sighed. "I'm not a young girl anymore; I'm a woman," she thought, observing how her belly and chunky hips stood out beneath the fabric. But there was also something about this new figure that gave her an air of confidence. Her paunchy belly, though it sometimes made her feel insecure, also told a story of maturity and fullness. She had lived, she had experienced, and her body reflected that.

As she reflected, the phone rang again. It was Brio. "Hey, Cherry, we're thinking of rehearsing next week, are you still in?" he asked in his usual cheerful tone. Cherry hesitated for a moment. The idea of playing again filled her with joy, but the image of her youthful self still haunted her.

"Yes, I'm in," she replied, though a pang of fear stabbed at her chest. She glanced once more at her reflection, her plump belly sticking out beneath her shirt, her full hips and thick thighs a reminder of the years that had passed. "I guess there's only one way to find out how they'll take it," she thought.

The next week came quickly. Cherry stood in front of her closet, going through one by one the outfits that had made her famous during her glory days. There they were, full of memories: the black leather jacket, the ripped jeans, and the short tops that used to fit her slim and svelte frame perfectly. Her fingers slid over the fabric with nostalgia, wishing she could recapture that air of youth and energy she had every time she stepped on stage. “Can I still fit into this?” she muttered under her breath, feeling a knot of doubt form in her stomach.

Determined to try, Cherry grabbed one of the shirts and the jeans she used to wear. As she slipped them on, her doubts grew. She started with the jeans, pulling them up slowly. The first obstacle was her waist. The fabric stretched as she tried to fit into them, struggling to button them over her more prominent stomach. "Come on... just fit already!" she muttered, tugging on the waistband with both hands. Finally, she managed to button them, but immediately felt the pressure around her waist, the fabric tight against her belly, which had grown soft and chubby over the years. Cherry paused, taking a deep breath, noticing how the garment clung to her swollen stomach, creating a curve she didn't remember having.

Then she grabbed the shirt. It was short and tight, designed to show off her flat stomach, which used to be one of her main assets. The fabric stretched across her chest and down to her stomach, which now had a more pronounced curve, creating a round shape she couldn’t hide. She turned to look at herself in the mirror, her butt filling out the back of the jeans more than she remembered. The fabric hugged her hips, no longer narrow, but full and voluptuous. The garment molded to her thick legs and soft thighs, making her feel just how much her body had changed over the years.

Finally, she put on the leather jacket. The sleeves squeezed her arms, highlighting the extra weight that had accumulated with time. She flexed her arms a bit, feeling the fabric tighten around them. “I don’t remember it being this snug,” she remarked with an ironic smile. She shifted her shoulders, adjusting to the discomfort. The jacket still fit, yes, but it definitely felt more restrictive.

Cherry stood there, staring at her reflection. Her eyes traveled over every part of her figure, comparing the current image to the one etched in her memory. Her legs, once slender, were now thicker and stronger, showing a curve towards her thighs that extended to her wide hips. Her stomach had transformed into a round, soft belly, something she never thought she'd see on herself in her youth. The shirt lifted slightly, revealing her rounded tummy that spilled over the waistband.

“Am I too big for this?” she wondered, doubting whether she could still pull off that rebellious and youthful look that had defined her. The jacket's fabric clung to her chest and around her arms, while the jeans highlighted the shape of her full, round ass. Doubts swirled in her mind: "The fans imagine the slim, energetic Cherry, the girl who could jump around and sing without missing a beat. What will they think when they see a woman with curves and a protruding belly?”

However, as her thoughts filled with insecurities, something inside her refused to let them win. She remembered how much she loved that outfit; how iconic it had been for her. She remembered how alive she felt when she wore it. It was true that she wasn’t the slender young woman she once was, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t still be the star she always was. Besides, there was something about her fuller figure, that rounded tummy and wide hips, that gave her a different kind of allure, a new facet that perhaps, just maybe, she could wear with pride.

Cherry sighed, brushing aside a strand of hair that had fallen over her forehead. "Well," she finally said, lifting her chin, "I may not be the girl I used to be, but I'm still me." She adjusted the jacket on her shoulders and gave herself one last look. Despite the fabric stretching over her stomach and hugging every curve of her fuller body, Cherry felt a flicker of the confidence she once had.

At first, she thought about wearing a corset, something to hold in her round belly, but quickly dismissed the idea. "I can't hide who I am now," she told herself. Her jeans hugged her wide hips and felt tighter than she remembered, especially around her plump stomach. She decided to wear a crop top, letting the lower part of her rounded abdomen peek out defiantly.

“I guess there’s no hiding it,” she thought, running her hands over her soft belly. “This is me now, curves and all.” There was a certain charm in what she saw, in how the iconic clothes she once wore now embraced her mature figure. “Besides,” she added with a playful smile, “at least I can still rock my own style, and if anyone has a problem with it, too bad!”

With renewed confidence, Cherry walked out of the room. She knew her figure was now different, with more curves, a rounder belly, and wider hips, but she also knew she still had that spark that made her special. She was heading to rehearsal as the new Cherry— a little chubby, but full of life, ready to take the stage and remind everyone why she had been a star in the first place.

When she arrived at the studio, Brio was already there, tuning his guitar. He looked her up and down and smiled. "You look fantastic, Cherry," he said, with a spark of genuine admiration in his eyes. Cherry felt her cheeks flush. "Thanks," she murmured, as she walked toward the microphone.

They began to play, and as soon as Cherry started singing, all her doubts melted away. It was as if every note, every vibration of the microphone reminded her who she truly was. The band sounded incredible, and Cherry immersed herself in the music, moving with the energy of her younger days. Yes, her figure was fuller, with a rounded gut that bounced to the rhythm of her wide hips, but she was also full of life, full of passion.

At the end of rehearsal, Brio hugged her tightly. "I told you, Cherry, you're amazing," he whispered in her ear. Cherry laughed and pulled away, resting a hand on her plump tummy. "I suppose I am, only this time, I'm a more mature Cherry," she replied with a smile.

In the following days, her comeback was announced, and when the day arrived, as Cherry prepared for her first concert in years, a mix of nerves and nostalgia washed over her. She was sitting in front of her dressing room mirror while the makeup artist did her work. Cherry watched every brushstroke in her reflection and couldn't help but glance at the young woman doing her makeup. She was young, attractive, and full of life, just like Cherry had been in her prime. That sight transported her back to her own youth when she herself was always in the spotlight, with a slender and energetic body. Realizing the comparison, a pang of anxiety shot through her.

When the makeup artist finished and left her alone, Cherry sighed, glancing around. Her eyes fell on an old poster hanging on the wall. It was a picture of her, from when she was at her best. She was wearing the same outfit she'd chosen for the concert: tight shorts and a cropped vest. She remembered how that outfit used to highlight her slim figure and how, back then, she could move her body freely, dancing without a care. But now... now the outfit fit her differently.

She stood up, approaching the poster, her gaze running over the image that had frozen her youth. She looked down at herself, at the present. The shorts, which had once fit loosely and elegantly, now clung to her wide hips, accentuating the shape of her thicker thighs and rounder ass. The vest, meanwhile, barely managed to close over her fuller chest. And beneath it, the shirt she wore hugged her skin, revealing the outline of her stomach. Her rounded tummy protruded slightly, peeking over the top of the shorts and exposing her belly button. Cherry ran her hand over her belly, as if trying to understand how much she had changed.

Standing in front of the poster, she observed her round stomach, her wider hips, and that soft curve of her abdomen that she hadn’t had in her youth. "When did this happen?" she thought, as she continued to stroke her chubby belly. She no longer had the slim, curve-free body she used to flaunt to the world, but there was something captivating about the fullness of her new figure. It gave her a more mature, more authentic image.

Just then, the makeup artist returned, interrupting her thoughts. Seeing her lost in thought in front of the mirror, she smiled and said, “You look just as beautiful as before, Cherry. Honestly, I'm a huge fan of yours and I'm honored to see your return. Good luck tonight!” Those words filled Cherry with an unexpected warmth. The young woman hadn’t mentioned anything about how her figure had changed; she only spoke of how beautiful she looked and how much she admired her return.

The moment to step on stage arrived. Cherry felt her heart race as she walked toward the curtains. Hearing the roar of the crowd, she paused for a moment and took a deep breath. "Come on, it's now or never," she told herself, remembering that she had once conquered these same stages with her spark and energy. Why should it be any different now?

As she stepped into the lights, she was greeted by a deafening ovation. The crowd cheered, and she could see welcome signs in the audience, some with photos of her from her younger days. But to her surprise, the fans began shouting how beautiful she still looked. "Cherry, we missed you!", "You look incredible!", "You're a queen!" As she sang and danced, she noticed how some people made comments about her new figure, with many mentioning how great those extra pounds looked on her. "Those thighs look amazing!", "I love your belly! It looks fabulous!" As she moved to the beat, her round, plump tummy jiggled with each step, while her fuller hips swayed with the same passion as before.

At times, her shirt would rise slightly, revealing her belly button and showing off the roundness of her stomach. Cherry felt more alive than ever, her energy spreading to the audience, and she couldn’t help but smile. As she sang, the fans sang along with her, and she realized that it didn’t matter how her body had changed. The Cherry everyone loved was still there, on stage, with her unmistakable spark. She felt a wave of freedom as she swayed her wide hips, as she jumped with her thick thighs, and as she proudly displayed her rounded tummy. Every curve bounced to the rhythm of the music, and the fans' shouts of approval filled the air.

After the first song, Cherry approached the microphone, unable to contain her happiness. "Thank you all for being here!" she said, catching her breath, while wiping the strands of hair sticking to her sweaty forehead. "I know I've changed a lot since the last time I was on stage, but thank you for welcoming me with so much love. Let’s enjoy this like the old times!"

The crowd's response was even louder, and Cherry knew she had made the right decision by coming back. Her worries faded away as she continued to sing and dance, her curves moving with a unique grace. The applause and cheers made her realize something essential: beauty wasn’t limited to one body type, and the changes she had gone through made her who she was now. By the end of the night, she felt prouder than ever, both of her music and of the fuller, more feminine figure she had developed over the years.

"Maybe," Cherry thought as she saw the fans’ reaction, "these extra pounds are what give my music a new essence."

The first concert was a success. The fans watched her step onto the stage, and though some noticed that Cherry was no longer the slim young woman they remembered, the ovation was deafening. She sang with all her heart, moving across the stage with her potbellied figure, which made her feel more authentic than ever.

At the end of the show, Cherry bowed to the audience, feeling the sweat on her plump belly and the heat of the stage on her face. Once again, she was the star she had always been, only this time, with an extra curve of confidence.
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In a distant corner of the universe, the crew of six explorers aboard the spaceship Astrolite was sent to investigate signs of life on an uncharted planet orbiting a distant star. The team consisted of Captain Ridly, a strong and determined woman with a keen sense of authority, though often impulsive and a bit vain, with a slim and athletic figure she prided herself on as a reflection of her discipline. Following her was the cautious and analytical scientist Carper, along with Rubrick, the medic, Spyl, the engineer and the only other woman on the team, the pilot Hitc, and Camerun, a highly capable android designed for assistance and advanced sensory analysis.

Upon arriving on the desert planet, they were greeted by an arid landscape peppered with what appeared to be colossal megastructures rising like towers and fortresses on the horizon, constructions that were clearly not natural. Ridly’s excitement spiked at the sight of those gigantic edifices, knowing there was something more to this place, and her sense of adventure ignited.

“This is it. If there’s life here, we’ll find it,” Ridly said with determination as she surveyed the landscape from the ship's bridge.

“We should be cautious. These signals could be ancient or even dangerous,” Carper warned, ever the skeptic.

Ridly, Carper, and Camerun donned their suits and descended to the planet’s surface. The environment was dry, but strangely warm. Camerun, with his precise programming, immediately began scanning the atmosphere.

“The atmosphere is breathable,” Camerun reported in his steady mechanical tone. “No apparent toxins.”

“Perfect,” Ridly replied, quickly removing her helmet, not waiting for the others to follow. Her impulsive nature often had her jumping ahead. Carper frowned, unconvinced by the speed at which Ridly made decisions, but he too removed his helmet.

The group advanced toward the nearest structure, an enormous tower that seemed to be part of a larger complex. As they entered, the scale of the place left them awestruck. Walls etched with strange symbols, vast corridors that disappeared into darkness, and huge vaulted chambers.

“This place doesn’t look abandoned,” Carper commented, touching one of the walls. Ridly ignored him.

“Let’s split up. We’ll cover more ground that way,” Ridly ordered.

“Split up? Here? That doesn’t sound like a good idea,” Carper replied, concerned.

“It’s just a quick look. There’s no sign of danger. You and Camerun take that hallway, I’ll go this way,” Ridly said, pointing in the opposite direction.

Before Carper could protest, Ridly had already taken off on her own. She ventured down a dark corridor, adrenaline pumping through her veins as her flashlight illuminated the walls around her. She walked for several minutes until she noticed something move in the shadows.

Suddenly, something lunged at her. A serpentine creature, long and slippery, launched from the darkness. With her quick reflexes, Ridly pulled out her laser pistol and fired, but the creature was too fast. It dodged the shot and pounced on her, knocking her to the ground.

Ridly struggled, trying to break free, but the serpent was incredibly strong. Before she could react, the creature slithered toward her face, aiming for her mouth. Ridly tried to clamp her mouth shut, but the serpent was too slippery, and soon she felt it sliding down her throat, slowly descending into her esophagus.

Ridly’s eyes widened in panic, feeling the snake sliding further and further, her belly beginning to swell as the creature settled into her stomach. Her previously flat, athletic tummy ballooned visibly as she fell to her knees, clutching her distended gut with both hands. Her belly grew larger and more bloated as the serpent squirmed inside her.

Ridly’s eyes filled with terror and confusion as she tried to understand what was happening to her, but the pressure in her stomach, the growing discomfort, and the exhaustion quickly overwhelmed her, and she soon lost consciousness.

Meanwhile, Camerun had continued exploring another part of the structure when his sensors picked up something unusual: ancient statues. They were of female figures, gigantic, with robust bodies and, most notably, rounded and voluptuous bellies.

“Curious,” Camerun murmured to himself, analyzing the statues with his scanner. The female figures depicted a form he hadn’t seen before, an idealization of the body that was much fuller and more plump than any human standard.

At that moment, Camerun detected a failure in Ridly’s communication system.

“Captain Ridly’s communicator has been deactivated. Something’s wrong,” Camerun reported to Carper.

“What? That can’t be,” Carper replied, already uneasy about having split up in the first place. “We need to find her immediately.”

Both of them set off, their pace quickening as they tried to locate the captain.

Carper and Camerun moved through the dark interior of the megastructure, their footsteps echoing in the vast corridors. Carper’s worry grew with every passing minute until they finally found Ridly. She was unconscious on the ground, her abdomen slightly swollen but no longer as inflated as it had been.

Carper rushed to her side, kneeling beside her, feeling the cold skin of her suit and the faint residual warmth radiating from her body.

“Camerun, give me a hand. We need to get her out of here, fast,” Carper said urgently.

Camerun, with his advanced assistance capabilities, quickly scanned the area and confirmed that there were no immediate signs of danger, but he activated a warning protocol.

“We must return to the ship with caution. I’ve sent a signal to Hitc to prepare everything for takeoff,” Camerun informed, scanning the surroundings once more.

Carper carefully lifted Ridly into his arms, surprised by her increased weight, likely due to the inflation of her belly. Her body radiated heat, and Carper could feel the gentle rhythm of her breathing as he carried her, her swollen gut pressing against his chest.

“Come on, Ridly, hang in there,” he muttered, trying to keep his composure.

With Camerun covering their retreat, the group hurried back to the Astrolite. Once aboard, Rubrick, the medic, immediately took charge of Ridly, bringing her to the infirmary for a full examination.

Meanwhile, Carper, Camerun, and Spyl gathered in the control room to investigate what had happened.

“I’m going to review her suit’s logs. Something happened down there, and we need to figure out what,” Carper said as he connected Ridly’s suit data to the main computer.

Spyl, the engineer, joined him, watching the readings alongside him. However, the suit’s data was corrupted. There were errors in the video files.

“This is damaged,” Spyl remarked. “I’m going to need some time to fix it, but I can try.”

Carper nodded, his mind still racing over the incident. Something had attacked Ridly, and until they could see it, they were still in the dark.

In the infirmary, Ridly lay on a bed, wearing only a tank top and shorts. Rubrick observed her with concern as he prepared the equipment for a full scan of her condition. As he approached to begin, Ridly woke up, slightly groggy.

“What... what happened?” she asked, looking around.

“That’s what I need you to tell me,” Rubrick replied. “We found you unconscious inside the structure. Do you remember anything?”

Ridly paused, bringing a hand to her head.

“No... I don’t know. Maybe it was just the excitement... and skipping breakfast,” she said, downplaying what had happened.

Rubrick wasn’t convinced. He noticed Ridly's stomach was still swollen and decided to proceed with the scan.

—"Better lie down. I want to do a quick check-up," —Rubrick said while pressing on Ridly’s tummy. Her skin was soft, but the area around her gut was visibly inflamed.

—"I’m fine," —Ridly insisted, smiling nonchalantly—. "I’m just... hungry."

Slightly skeptical, Rubrick decided to bring her some food. When he brought her the plate, Ridly devoured it ravenously, as though she hadn’t eaten in days. Rubrick watched her cautiously while Ridly kept insisting that she was perfectly okay.

—"Well... do you want me to continue with the examination?" —Rubrick asked in a professional tone.

Ridly, with a playful smile, slid one of her hands along Rubrick’s leg, pulling him closer.

—"Maybe you should check my skin more closely..." —she said, taking his hand and guiding it toward her thigh.

Rubrick, surprised by Ridly’s sudden behavior, tried to keep his composure, but before he could process what was happening, Ridly pulled him in, placing his hand on her neck and kissing him on the lips. Stunned, Rubrick felt Ridly’s body pressing against his, the soft contact of her breasts and her bloated belly sparking unexpected sensations.

As the kiss deepened, Ridly’s hands slid down Rubrick’s back, intensifying the contact. However, in the heat of the moment, they accidentally activated the scanner, which began taking readings of Ridly’s condition.

Meanwhile, back in the control room, Spyl continued working on the records of Ridly's suit.

—"It’s going to take me a little longer, but I think I can recover part of the video," —she said, focused on her task.

—"Do it quickly," —Carper responded, still concerned about what might have happened to the captain. Something wasn’t adding up, and the only way to understand what happened to Ridly was to reconstruct those last moments before she was found.

Rubrick woke up in a damp, dark, and claustrophobic environment. Around him, he felt the constant pressure of what seemed to be a soft but tight membrane, slowly moving, as if whatever surrounded him was a biological structure in motion. He was trapped in something alive, but he couldn’t figure out exactly what it was. The warmth and humidity enveloped him as his mind, still somewhat groggy, tried to make sense of what had happened before he lost consciousness.
—"Where... am I?" —he murmured, trying to move but feeling compressed by the soft yet firm pressure around him. Every movement he made elicited a subtle response from the membrane, as if the place he was in was reacting to his presence.
Meanwhile, in the ship’s mess hall, Ridly walked barefoot, enjoying the sensation of the cold metal floor beneath her feet. She wore only a crop top and shorts, her athletic figure on display, but the most noticeable feature was her belly, which still had a slight bulge. When she reached the mess hall, she ran into Hitc, the pilot, who looked up in surprise.

—"Are you feeling better now?" —Hitc asked, looking her up and down.

—"Yeah, I was just a little hungry," —Ridly replied with a smile, moving toward the table and sitting down to eat.

And eat she did. Ridly devoured her food with surprising voracity, filling her plate over and over again, while her stomach began to swell even more noticeably. Hitc couldn’t help but watch in amazement.

—"You’ve got quite the appetite, huh?" —he commented, watching how Ridly’s gut continued to expand, forming a noticeable potbelly that stood out beneath her top.

Ridly, still in good humor, flexed one of her biceps and smiled at Hitc.

—"It’s to maintain these muscles," —she joked, showing off her arm in a gesture that seemed innocent, but carried a hint of challenge. Then, with a mischievous grin, she added—. "What do you say? Arm wrestling match?"

Not wanting to back down, Hitc accepted. They sat across from each other, and Ridly easily defeated him, slamming his arm onto the table with a triumphant smile. Hitc was impressed, rubbing his sore arm.

—"Wow, you’re really strong," —Hitc said, still surprised.

Ridly grinned slyly, leaning toward him.

—"My legs are strong too. Want to find out?" —she whispered, making Hitc nervously swallow.

Before he could answer, Ridly flipped the table, tossing it aside, and pounced on Hitc, easily knocking him to the ground. With overwhelming agility and strength, Ridly trapped him between her legs, squeezing his ribs as she sat on him, pinning him down.

Hitc, gasping for air, felt Ridly’s weight on top of him. Her legs were like steel, and her soft, swollen belly rested on his body, pressing against him with a mix of strength and squishy softness. Ridly leaned forward, placing each hand beside Hitc’s head, bringing her face closer to his, while her hair fell in strands over his face. He could feel her warm breath and the gentle touch of her skin.

—"Afraid of big girls?" —Ridly whispered, her voice dripping with challenge and seduction.

Hitc, nervous but excited, quickly responded.

—"No... not at all," —he said, breathing heavily.

Without further ado, Ridly kissed him passionately. Hitc, surprised but fully surrendering to the moment, kissed her back, holding Ridly tightly. His hands explored her body, feeling the soft curves of her swollen stomach, but also the firmness of her arms and legs. The warmth of her skin and the intensity of the situation completely consumed him.

Suddenly, Ridly did something unexpected. With a playful smile, she licked Hitc and swallowed him in one gulp. Hitc barely had time to process what was happening before he felt himself being sucked into Ridly, sliding down her throat. As Ridly swallowed him, Hitc felt himself travel through her body until he finally landed in her stomach, which ballooned out even more after making room for her new "prey."
Ridly leaned back in a corner, rubbing her gut with satisfaction as Hitc, trapped inside her, struggled in vain.
In the conference room, Camerun was monitoring the data on the screens, concerned.

—"Captain, I’m detecting seven life signals onboard," —Camerun reported in a mechanically neutral tone.

Carper, who had been reviewing files, frowned.

—"Seven signals? But there are only six of us..." —he said, concern evident in his voice. Something was terribly wrong.

Spyl, still working on restoring the records from Ridly’s suit, looked up.

—"I haven’t finished restoring the data yet, but this doesn’t look good," —she commented, her fingers typing rapidly on the console.

Carper, realizing something sinister was happening, couldn’t help but think that Ridly had brought something else aboard... and now the danger was among them.

Carper, frowning, left Camerun and Spyl in the control room as he headed toward the medical bay. He couldn’t shake the growing feeling that something was terribly wrong. When he arrived at the room, his concern turned to alarm when he found no trace of Rubrick.

—"Rubrick, where are you?" —he muttered, inspecting the room.

His eyes immediately caught a shiny trail extending across the floor, a viscous slime stretching from the bed where Ridly had been to a corner of the room. As he approached, Carper noticed that the substance was eerily similar to the biological secretion they had found in the alien megastructure. Right next to the bed, the scanner was still on, flashing with an interrupted record of Ridly’s examination. Carper frowned and activated the last file from the scanner, wanting to understand what had happened to Rubrick.

Meanwhile, in the control room, Spyl finished repairing the video from Ridly’s suit and played it on the screen. Camerun watched with interest as the images began to unfold. The video showed Ridly walking through the dark corridors of the alien structure. Suddenly, a slimy, twisted creature attacked Ridly from the shadows, wrapping around her quickly. Ridly fought fiercely, but in a disturbing turn of events, the creature forced its way into her mouth, pushing itself inside her body.

On the screen, they saw Ridly’s belly grotesquely inflate, as if something were expanding inside her. Ridly struggled, but her resistance slowly faded until she finally collapsed, unconscious. At that moment, Ridly’s swollen gut began to shrink, almost as if the creature had completely merged with her.

Spyl leaned toward the screen, her eyes scrutinizing every detail. Before she could comment, Camerun spoke:

"That doesn't look like a fusion. It's more like... a symbiosis," he said with the precision of cold calculation. "Ridly isn't alone in there. The signals I'm detecting are clear; there are two entities."

Spyl raised an eyebrow, her tone more intrigued and rhetorical:

"But why would that creature do this? What does it gain by merging with Ridly?" she asked, as if trying to tie up loose ends in her mind.

Camerun remained silent for a moment, processing the question before responding:

"Maybe it has something to do with the statues we found in the mega-structure. There was something strange about them."

Meanwhile, in the medical room, Carper was reviewing the frozen scan of Ridly. As he analyzed it, he realized something disturbing. Ridly's metabolism was incredibly accelerated, far beyond any normal human rate. But the most alarming thing was that the scan revealed something growing inside her tummy. At first glance, it seemed like a pregnancy, but it wasn’t a typical human pregnancy. The data indicated that Ridly's body was undergoing rapid, wild changes, as if her very biology was transforming into something completely different.

Back in the control room, Camerun projected a series of images captured during the expedition in the mega-structure. The statues were clearly visible: large, female figures with enlarged breasts, wide hips, and prominent bellies that seemed to be in a constant state of swelling.

Spyl watched closely, focusing on the details.

"Look at this... All the statues have very specific features. It's a cult of femininity in its most exaggerated form. Fertility... but taken to the extreme," she commented, pointing to the bulging proportions of the figures. "The breasts, the hips, and those enormous tummies. It’s like they’re in a constant state of... pregnancy?"

Camerun nodded slowly, adding to the conversation.

"Also, the feet of the statues are bare. That might symbolize a connection to the earth or primitive nature. Maybe this creature now inside Ridly is tied to that concept of fertility and evolution."

Meanwhile, Ridly, who was still in the dining room, began to feel that something inside her was changing. After devouring a massive amount of food, her gut was now noticeably more swollen and tight. She could feel the weight in her stomach, a sensation that, oddly enough, didn’t bother her. Instead, she felt powerful, as if something within her was awakening.

With an almost unconscious gesture, Ridly caressed her ballooned belly, wondering what kind of new force resided inside her. Yet, she didn’t seem alarmed. Something in her instincts told her that everything was under control, or at least under the control of the creature inside her.

Suddenly, her expression changed. She had a new purpose.

Carper rushed out of the medical room, heart pounding, with a growing sense of urgency. Rubrick was missing, and the scanner's readings showed that something disturbing was happening to Ridly. The trail of slime on the floor and the signs of accelerated biology in Ridly's body only confirmed his worst fears: there was a threat they couldn't control.

When he reached the control room, out of breath, he found a grim scene. Camerun and Spyl had been completely absorbed in analyzing the statues, unaware that Ridly had entered the room with them. Ridly, now transformed, radiated an overwhelming presence, her figure marked by the physical changes happening inside her. Her abdomen, once bloated, now looked even tighter, and her movements hinted at a brutal strength.

Camerun was the first to react, trying to stop her.

"Ridly, stop! You’re not yourself!" he shouted as he lunged at her with all the strength his cybernetic enhancements allowed.

But it was in vain. In the blink of an eye, Ridly tore him apart, crushing him with chilling ease. Camerun’s body parts scattered across the room, leaving only his head intact, while Spyl watched the horrific scene, retreating until she was trapped against the wall. Ridly slowly turned toward her, a dangerous smile on her lips.

"You look very cute like that, you know?" Ridly said, her voice seductive as she approached slowly.

Spyl, still recovering from the shock, tried to fight back.

"It’s not you! It’s something inside you! Don’t do this!" she whimpered, trying to escape as Ridly cornered her against the wall.

Ridly, with a malicious smile, leaned her face toward Spyl’s, so close that their breaths mixed.

"How about you get to know what's inside me a little better?" Ridly whispered seductively before kissing her, her warm, firm lips meeting Spyl’s.

At first, Spyl tried to resist, but the heat of Ridly’s body, the pressure of her skin against hers, and the intensifying kiss enveloped her in a kind of trance. Ridly’s lips were soft and filled with an unusual warmth, almost hypnotic, which made Spyl slowly respond to the kiss. Her hands wandered over Ridly’s body, feeling the contrast between her soft curves and the tension of her firm muscles.

Ridly seized that moment of surrender to lick Spyl’s stomach, a gesture that left her breathless, before opening her mouth and devouring her in one gulp. Spyl’s body disappeared inside Ridly, who felt the resistance of her prey slowly fade away.

Inside Ridly’s gut, Spyl found a warm, enveloping environment. The walls of the stomach were soft and damp, and the digestive juices began to slowly dissolve her clothes. She could feel the heat and the softness of Ridly’s insides directly on her skin, while the remains of other crew members floated around her, already being partially absorbed by the internal walls.

Meanwhile, outside, Ridly took a moment to relish the sensations in her body. Her lips still felt the warmth of the kiss with Spyl, and her hands trailed over her neck, her breasts, her round belly, and her legs, as if every part of her body was intoxicated by a new energy. Her bare feet felt the contrast of the cold metallic floor against the heat of her skin. With a satisfied smile, Ridly left the room, heading back to the mega-structure to further investigate her new power.

Shortly after her departure, Carper arrived in the room, panting. The scene he found was a disaster: Camerun’s still-active head was connected to a small panel.

"Camerun, what happened here?" Carper asked, distressed.

"Ridly ate the rest of the crew," Camerun replied, with his usual analytical tone, despite the situation. "I’m afraid she’s become something else."

Carper frowned, recalling the scan.

"I saw something in the scan. There’s a creature inside her. I think it’s taken control of her body."

Camerun nodded slowly.

—"Ridly likely came into contact with some kind of alien creature that’s using her body as a sort of container for its development. Basically, it’s being reborn inside of her, preparing for its next evolutionary stage."

—"And the statues? Those female figures?" —asked Carper.

—"The statues seem tied to this cycle. The civilization that built this structure probably worshipped these creatures as symbols of fertility and rebirth. Their full-figured female forms represented the power of creation and gestation... and Ridly is serving as that vessel."

Carper remained silent, processing the information. He knew he had to act but wasn't sure how.

—"I'm going to try to stop her," —he finally said with determination.

Camerun watched him from his place.

—"Stop her? I don’t know if that’s possible. Ridly is no longer entirely human. And what’s growing inside her... I don’t think it can be stopped easily."

With a grim expression, Carper knew he had to try. With one last look at Camerun, he left the room in search of Ridly, knowing time was running out and the crew had few options left.

Ridly walked barefoot across the warm sand, relishing the contrast between the grains' soft warmth and the scorching heat of the sun on her skin. As she approached the megastructure, she noticed how her body was slowly changing. Her breasts had started to swell, filling with a new heaviness that slightly altered her posture. Her hips, now more pronounced, gave her walk a heavier, more sensual sway. Ridly felt the jiggle of her body, almost with a sense of power, but also of constant transformation.

When she finally reached the megastructure and stepped inside, the cold, dense air inside sharply contrasted with the growing warmth radiating from her skin. She felt the weight of her belly, swollen and taut. Something was moving inside her, writhing, as though it had a life of its own. Her body radiated intense heat, and with every step she took, she felt a slight pulse in her belly, as if it were the center of a process she couldn’t stop.

Meanwhile, Carper followed her silently, keeping a safe distance but determined to intervene. When he entered the structure, he saw Ridly heading directly for the room of statues. Upon arriving, he found her in the center of the room, surrounded by the imposing figures of curvaceous women, which seemed to be watching her, as if they were witnesses to her transformation.

Carper, heart pounding, decided to try reasoning with her.

—"Ridly! Please, stop! You can still control this, you can stop it!"

But Ridly didn’t respond with words. Instead, she slowly approached Carper, with an enigmatic look and a seductive smile. She wrapped him in her arms with ease, pulling him tightly against her body. Carper tried to resist, struggling in vain as the warmth of Ridly’s body enveloped him.

—"I can feel what you truly want," —Ridly whispered, her lips brushing against Carper’s ear—. "Don’t resist me."

Carper, terrified and fighting to maintain control, managed to break free from her grip, falling to the ground and running toward one of the statues. He climbed onto its base and hid between its stone fingers, trying to calm his breathing as Ridly calmly searched for him.

—"Why are you hiding? You can’t escape what we are. Don’t you want to ascend like the rest of the group?" —Ridly said, wandering among the statues, her voice echoing in the massive room.

Suddenly, a spark of electricity illuminated the place, and Camerun appeared behind Ridly with a hastily improvised body made from parts of the ship. Without a word, he fired a direct charge at Ridly, making her convulse in pain. Ridly screamed, and her body began to writhe as she fell to her knees. In a reflexive act, she vomited Spyl, who fell to the floor, covered in a mixture of saliva and gastric juices, but alive.

Before Ridly could react, her stomach started to swell uncontrollably. Her breathing quickened, gasping in short breaths, and her heartbeat surged. She collapsed onto her ass, supporting herself with her hands on the ground, while her abdomen ballooned grotesquely. Ridly clutched her bulging belly with both hands, feeling the frantic movement inside, struggling against whatever was happening within her.

Suddenly, her belly button opened, and a creature emerged from inside her: a glowing butterfly made of energy, floating in the air with an eerie radiance. Exhausted, Ridly fainted on the ground, her body unable to endure any more.

Carper, seeing the creature preparing to attack, didn’t hesitate to shoot at it. His shot was precise, piercing the glowing body of the butterfly, which burst, spilling a substance similar to blood onto the floor. Wherever it landed, strange, lush plants began to grow rapidly, spreading throughout the room. The blood that splattered onto Carper and Spyl miraculously healed their wounds, closing cuts and bruises instantly.

Spyl, still dazed but conscious, approached Ridly, who lay on the floor with an expression of utter exhaustion. Ridly slowly woke up, her body feeling different. When she looked at herself, she noticed the changes she had undergone: her hips were wider, her breasts more prominent, and her stomach, though less swollen, now displayed a soft potbelly.

—"Well, this is... interesting," —Ridly said, smiling with a hint of amusement as she noticed the alterations in her body.

Before she could fully process what had happened, Spyl hugged her tightly, feeling the warmth of her body contrasting with the coldness of the room. Without thinking too much, Spyl kissed her intensely, as if trying to reconnect with the warmth and life she had felt inside Ridly. Ridly, though a little surprised at first, soon remembered their previous encounter. With a playful smile, she continued the kiss, letting her hands roam Spyl’s body, enjoying the intimacy of the moment.

But as their lips remained locked, deep in their minds, they knew the danger wasn’t over, and that the secrets of the megastructure and the creatures it housed were still lurking in the shadows, waiting for their next move.

Hours later, on the ship, the group was preparing to leave the planet. The engines of the ship rumbled softly, signaling that takeoff was near. Ridly sat in the main room, her mind still processing what had occurred. Across from her, Carper and Camerun, now fully repaired, were trying to explain what had happened.

—"Ridly, what happened was... something unprecedented," —Carper began, looking at her with some concern—. "You gave birth to that creature. But it wasn’t an ordinary birth. That thing used your body as a means to reach its next stage."

Ridly, still with a half-amused, half-disbelieving smile, glanced at her reflection in one of the nearby screens. Her tummy, although not as bloated as before, still showed a soft curve. She reached out, pressing gently on the smooth skin, feeling the warmth still radiating from her belly.

—"Gave birth, huh?" she muttered, squeezing her stomach softly with a sarcastic chuckle. "That’s a nice way of saying that creature used my body for its next evolution." She paused for a moment, pressing a bit harder, feeling the strange yet satisfying softness of her gut. "Basically, it left me with a beer belly... without enjoying all the beer." She laughed, then added more lightly, looking at herself with appreciation, "Honestly, though, I think I could get used to this body. My ass and boobs aren’t looking bad in this new size. And really... this belly doesn’t look too bad on me either."

Carper and Camerun exchanged glances, unsure whether Ridly was completely joking or if she was genuinely comfortable with her transformation. Spyl, who had been adjusting the navigation controls, approached the group, watching them with a mix of curiosity and caution.

—"Actually, it’s likely that on that planet, they used those creatures for more... practical purposes," Carper continued, taking a deep breath as he tried to explain his theory. "From what I could decipher from the writings on the murals of the megastructure, it seems that the creatures born from the priestesses were used to improve harvests and cure diseases, thanks to their blood. It was a sacred cycle. And these priestesses... well, they volunteered. They saw it as a way to access the next life."

Camerun nodded, adjusting his newly improvised metal body. It wasn’t fully operational yet, but he had done enough to remain functional.

—"It seems like this was all part of some sort of fertility cult, where the sacrifice of the priestesses not only benefited the community but was also seen as an honor," Camerun added. "The problem is that, at some point, things probably spiraled out of control. The planet died, but it’s possible
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