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It's Memorial Day weekend, and Kellie was lounging by the pool. She wanted to enjoy the water on this ninety-degree day, but the giant belly of Kristene prevented her or anyone from going in. She could say it's a party, but that would require consent first. They're using their neighbors' above ground pool. It had a wooden patio built around it, and the people behind the screen doors refused to come out and interact with them. She couldn't blame them. Kristene had decided to crash the scene and brought her along as an unwilling participant. Her sheer size scared the partygoers from going anywhere near her and also did the same with the hosts.

They couldn't do much, considering her overwhelming reputation. She'd been like this for almost seven weeks and it was hard to ignore a tall, big-bellied woman like her. She would hear people whisper about her as they performed certain tasks in the city. She was sure her subject was starting to get some kind of media attention, but she hadn't checked. To Kellie, none of this is going to matter after tomorrow. The peer review was scheduled for tomorrow and would hopefully end this living nightmare.

She had already submitted the article to a journal, and also to her superiors. Normally, it was a long process that would take months to get through. The Center decided to speed the procedure along. They owned the publication she sent the article to, and agreed to give them a live peer review. It sped up from there, considering she was their "star employee". Honestly, it was amazing they could make it happen in less than two weeks. It's a miracle she had managed to get it all together in time. The unremitting commands from Kristene got more substantial and weird as the weeks passed, which included ordering the neon blue bikini she was wearing.

Those things she didn't mind as much, besides the time it took away from maintaining two projects. After she had moved in, Kristene spent less and less time in the lab. She hadn't been to work in about three weeks. Kristene made Kellie clock her badge every day, so she would still get paid. It turned out to be a massive relief for Kellie. The lab became her place of solitude again. It was the only time she could think straight. It gave her the added benefit of being able to fabricate the fake project without her looking over her shoulder.

She detested revealing most of the real project to keep her at bay, but it was necessary. She was glad Kristene became steadily more involved with other things because it meant she had less time to possibly sniff out her stratagem. Her ego was bad enough to begin with and became uglier as the days went on. She was going through a radical transformation and the bodily ability she gained was something...beyond human. Her body continued its powerful buildout. Kellie's eyes glanced at her most recent dimensions.

The height and limb growth had been minimal, most of the expansion happening in her stomach. The pool had a diameter of about four meters and her belly sat above that. She couldn't fit it into the water without somehow getting stuck or—like usual—destroy it. Her landlord wasn't happy when he had to fix the front door after she had forcibly pushed her big tummy through it. A little chat from Kristene killed his threats of evicting them. Although she used the backyard exit now, her belly was slowly making that not an option. She couldn't wait to get rid of her. She was confident the fake project would sabotage her, but her reaction was what she feared.

It was the very same terrorization of her immensity that made her fret about it. She was expecting the humiliation would be ample for her to disappear. She imagined her running away, crying, and making a new home in the woods—becoming a creature of folklore. Never to return to society ever again. It's a nice aspiration, though she had a lack of certainty. Kristene was devolving into a tyrant and with her condition, she could pull it off if she used her belly properly. She could wait for the gestation to end, which should occur in five to six weeks. The pregnancy moved three times faster than a normal human's.
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