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Summer faded fast. Mike knew he would eventually have to tell his mother what had happened. It wouldn’t be fair to Mom to keep lying to her. Mike had to tell her the truth; he now knew his destiny. He felt so good that Mike he never wanted to go back. She would understand. After all, her son was about to become a multi-million dollar business woman. What could be better than that?

Still, leaks were a problem. Mike began to sleep on old towels to soak up watermelon juice while he slept. He placed the shower curtain underneath the towels, and every morning, when he woke up, he bundled up the dirty towels and laundered them so that he’d be able to use them again that night. He used a rag every day to wipe the condensation and the juice off his nipples, and occasionally he used it to wipe off his crotch whenever juice dripped down his leg.

Mike began to wonder how he would ever get clothes, and how he would deal with the leaks when he finally became the company mascot.

Martin will come up with a way. If he could find a way to turn a man into a voluptuous watermelon woman, he can certainly find a way to plug up a few inconvenient leaks.

Mike continued to grow. His belly was soon sloshing with enough juice to fill a water cooler. Whenever he walked, Mike could hear the juice churning and the splashing inside his body. Mike’s breasts grew larger, and larger, and larger. Soon, they were so heavy that they made it hard to breathe when he lay in bed at night. Mike had to sleep on his side from now on. Mike had no idea if there was a bra that would ever fit a chest like this. He added bras to the list of innovations that Martin would have to work on.

Still, despite the need for clothes, Mike didn’t mind being naked. He preferred to go without clothes; he hadn’t worn them in weeks. That way, he could watch himself grow, and grow, and grow.

Mike grew so large that soon he began to fall behind in his housework. His cheeks were so big that they obstructed his vision. He had to bend over just to see the breakfast table. His butt was full and firm. It stuck out behind him like a shelf, and soon, Mike’s hips were so big that some rooms were off limits. Eventually, Mike grew so wide and so round that he could no longer fit in the stairwell. Martin set up a bed for him in the living room.
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