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"Belly, belly, belly. All that matters is the belly..." Monica recited, touching the mountain of flesh that was towering overhead.

The belly's circumference was unreal for a person to have—fifty feet of perfectly smooth peach belly magnificently stretched beyond normal means. They are in a section of the facility known as "The Box". The three-hundred square feet of the area was a sixth filled with the paunch that defied all reason.

Dairine Walsh, the overly pregnant woman that it all belonged to, was also the four-year-old's proud mother. She was laying on her back, a weary and smitten smile on her face as she took in the great midriff she worked nine long months to achieve. She had taught the toddler that growing it was the only thing that mattered in this world. Thanks to the element known as Evergreen, she was able to stretch it to the current, overwhelming size.

The secret project's goal was so the parent could get knocked up, to begin with. Four years ago on this date, she gave birth to the little girl that never left her side. Exactly one year later, she and the girl's father, Cormack, gave her a little brother named Max. However, her third pregnancy wasn't to give her a second sibling. Mrs. Walsh was doing this out of pure vanity.

Evergreen was noted to deteriorate brain cells, subsequently leading to insanity. Since Dairine was the first person to be injected with the advanced compound, there wasn't enough data to tell if it was the cause of her mental state, or a desire that was the result of the tempting power that came with EG. As with most things, it was a combination of the two. After Maximillian was born, she was infatuated with how her body changed and most importantly, grew. She would purposely walk through her husband's corporate headquarters, Reach, to make sure everyone got a good look at her ripe belly. She was thirty-two when she became with Monica, so her looks were starting to fade. Not to say she wasn't attractive. She was a lithe, five-foot, eight-inch looker.

Every part of her was skinny except her abnormally large FFF breasts that most swore were implants. Her face was like her figure, compact with uniform features. She had a wide, full-lipped mouth with a beauty mark on the left corner of it. Above that was a button nose, far-flanked with brownish-sapphire eyeballs, and framed with delicious fiery-red hair. These attributes were inherited by her daughter, except with shining green irises. Monica's time in her uterus made Dairine's belly a wonder to look at, her birth weight a whopping twenty-five pounds.

The EG-induced ripening had some unforeseen effects. For one, it made them exceptionally hungry. Dairine made the grocers cower every time she came to do the shopping. Even the regular customers would duck out of her way, knowing she had a habit of randomly using her belly to intimidate them. Although the men weren't as shy, seeing as she was so gorgeous. Normal human gravidity was known to have an unpleasant detriment on a woman's physical appearance. The opposite happened to her, making it seem she had de-aged by seven years.

Her skin was flawless and shiny, giving a special glow that made most stare at her. If it wasn't that, her voluptuous framework caused heads to turn. Combined with the round, one-hundred-inch boulder dominating her average stature, she was a vision of fertile envy. To say the least, the stomach obsession carried over to her present state, which was an ungodly marvel. She was rendered immobile two weeks into it from the sheer weight of the mass. The narcissistic dream had grown out of control and as with the heavy influence parents had over their children, it had radically infected Monica's soul. In reality...she wasn't staring at the giant middle of her progenitor. The horrifying trauma that had just occurred made her mind conjure the false image.

"Y-Yes, my lovely Mona. R-remember that for the rest of your life. The...b-belly...is all...that matters..." Dairine weakly spoke, holding her daughter's hand.

At that moment, her fingers let go, dying from the selfish inclination that would forever change not only Monica but also the rest of the planet.

The small red-headed lass touched the belly that wasn't there and grasped her mother's limp hand, saying, "Y-You did it, Mamma! This is the most bootiful thing! One day, I will get one just like yours."

A middle-aged man with black hair then entered the room, stopping once he saw the unsettling scene before him. He was Theodore Sterling, the COO of Reach, and who Dairine had committed an affair with, panting from sprinting after he heard the commotion at the end of the hall. "Dear God..." he breathlessly took in.

He then assessed the thousands of undigested pieces of food "birthed" from the deflated womb of his ex-lover. Among the disgusting displays was the woman's spouse. His boss and best friend, the CEO of the company that financed this disaster, Cormack Walsh. Theo didn't have to check for a pulse, immediately knowing the man was deceased from his crushed and bloody shape. A spectrum of regret flooded his being, the first of which was exiting the room when Mr. Walsh told him to:

"This is a family matter, Theo. You've already meddled enough. I only brought you to talk some sense into her. So...kindly fuck off." Cormack's last words rang in his mind.

Theodore had no choice but to comply with the harsh order. He broke his heart with the adulterous action and the shame made him tuck his tail in between his legs. With the situation in front of him, he knew the decision would haunt him for the remainder of his life. He heard some sobbing to his right and turned to see the junior Max huddled in the corner of the spacious room, arms around his folded legs, tears staining his face.

He ran to him, blocking the view of his dead procreators. "Max...my good boy. Listen to me. You remember 'The Floor is Lava'?" he asked, cupping his empty-looking face, desperate to ground him.

The three-year-old didn't respond, unable to process the tragedy that had permanently damaged his psyche.

"Max!!!" Theo screamed, shaking him.

The child snapped to attention, looking at him and meekly uttering, "U-Uncle...T-Teddy?"

Sterling hugged the youngster, nearly about to cry himself. He made Maximillian look at him, verbalizing, "Listen, Max. We're going to play a game. Right now, this room is lava. There is also a 'monster' that can melt you with its eyes. Don't look behind me. ...Okay?"

Max took a couple of seconds to take it in but silently nodded.

"Okay! Now go to the playroom. It's a safe zone. Hurry! You don't want to melt, do you? Now...go! The floor is lava!"

The juvenile ran away, going past the blast door, closing his eyes the whole time. As Theodore watched him go down the hall, he heavily sighed, turning his awareness to the mumbling Monica. She was stroking Dairine's messy hair and using her other hand to touch an unseen object in the air. He slowly stepped to her, trying to look away from the flattened Cormack. He knelt next to her, closing his eyelids in agony when he listened to her say:

"You got a bootiful belly, Mamma. Belly, belly, belly..."

He put a hand on her shoulder, her attitude making an immediate one-eighty. She looked at his hand, biting it. He winced, standing up and looking at her with shock.

"Don't touch me! This is all your fault!! I saw the way Mamma looked at you! You did this!" she fired, her eyeballs glowing with EG.

The accusation cut him deep, knowing it was true. What was scary was how perceptive the nipper was for her age. He feared what she would become. He posed, putting his hands together, bowing his head, and saying, "Yes it is, Monica. I hope you can forgive me. One day...I'll make it up to you."

She pivoted her head back to the lifeless face of Dairine. "...Reach. It's my birthright. When I'm eighteen, you'll sign over the company to me. That's how you can make it up to me."

Theodore didn't know what to be more afraid of. The death of both of the people he loved the most, or the frightening intelligence of their creation. For now, he dismissed it, wanting nothing more than to get her out of here. Even if she detested him this plainly. He got on his knees, prostrating himself before the successor.

"It's a deal, Monica Walsh. I promise that Reach will be yours. ...Let's go, okay? ...You can't do anything for her."

She didn't move for an uncomfortably long time, turning her face to the unseeable belly. "That's a biiig belly, huh?" she observed, her face twisted with madness, a single tear welling in
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