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-I guess that's what you call...this. My 'walk of fame'. I can't say I blame 'em. Just look at me. I'm absolutely...massive.- she trailed off. The low key euphoric woman was thinking of the exceedingly round focus of her and everyone else’s regard. Her name was Joanna Burke and she had just stepped into the highly engrossing and tempting process of awakening her pregnancy fetish. Most called her by the cute nickname of “Joanie” and lately, “huge”. The latter comes in twenty different variations, and not in the regular whispering behind her back manner. That was occurring but not as much as the other physiological activation happening in her overly fertile body. Currently, it should be considered as another day for the sophomore university student, with her unconcealed tum strolling down the hallway of the main wing. At this questionable stage in her childbearing, she referred to her abdomen as its own person, seeing as it was getting to the point where there was as much belly as there was herself. That was a bit of an exaggeration but with the concurrent triggering of her midsection fixation and the rare occurrence known as “superfetation”, the diminutive gal would be there in no time flat.

“I swear she’s bigger than she was yesterday...” one female passerby correctly assumed. Rude indeed, but as remarked, it was hard to ignore the mound jutting twenty-two inches in front of her. She knew the exact measurement because like the packed corridor, her unusual gestation had become the center of her world. How Joanna got here was a tale as old as time. Woman meets man. They fall in love and a couple of missed doses of birth control later, she was knocked up to the rafters. Beforehand, she was a wallflower, but mostly due to her four foot, eight inch stature. Burke was as introverted as they come so the gradual increasing of eyes on her was a jarring experience...at first. She couldn’t avoid the busy regularities of education, therefore hiding wasn’t an option. Especially in her peculiar gravid condition. Every day, the art student had no choice but to put on her typical grunge ensemble and let fellow classmates or the general populace take in the burgeoning belly. All seventy, sightly inches of its immaculately formed circumference—begging to grow.

“I like your skirt!” another rando complimented, throwing her off. This would happen sometimes and it would go down the same way every time. The stranger would initially grease the wheels with some flattery and then use that to segue into the two questions they were desperate to ask. She saw this one practicing it and instead of her usual “thanks” and continuing on with her day, she did this:

“I-I don’t know how far along I am or...how many. ...Bye.” she blurted out. The red-faced shorty ducked into a nearby bathroom, planning her funeral as she waddled to a stall, finding extra embarrassment when she remembered the nearly two-foot width of her big belly wouldn’t make it past the door. She accepted defeat right there, glancing to her left and taking in the reflection that pervaded her existence. Naturally, she was regarding barely half of her swollen pregnant profile but even the olive tip of the “iceberg” was enough to paint the picture of her hugeness. Joanie became one of the crowd, fascinated by the whole pretty painting of her physical bearing.

“Not...bad?” Burke beheld, surprised she spoke it out loud. Truth is, she had already admitted to her developing fondness of it, albeit inwardly. She constantly lived in her mind but at this point, she was outwardly present, soaking up every curve of the trio of orbs. The entranced lass started her careful inspection with an adjustment of the dark slouch beanie on her head of wavy purple locks. She then assessed the secondary perk of motherhood, using one hand to even out the fabric of her black shirt, and not complaining about expanding out of her bra weeks ago. It was not only sensually freeing but also appeasing to have a greater bust in general, slightly proud they filled virtually a bisection of the pullover’s space. The enamoring of that alone made the strap of her backpack droop off her delicate shoulder. Joanie took a look around before securing it to her moderately green hoodie-jacket combo and then trying to suppress a flush when she pulled on the pinching band of the aforementioned skirt. “Dang, I had to forget it today. Then again...”

“It” being the blue wrap she normally wore over the plaid garment. She didn’t have much of a rear end so the material acted as a layer of warmth and as a makeshift fastener. However, the real issue wasn’t with her slim backside, rather with the overwhelming belly at the forefront. Thus far, the outstretched womb had been spared any unseemly stretch marks. She couldn’t say the same for the clothes in dispute, her brown irises noting the bottom curvature of her stomach causing the top hem of the lower dress to forcibly sag by the sheer corpulence of it. Ms. Burke could resume grumbling about this and that but one thing was becoming steadily apparent. This string of thoughts and observations was the epiphany in of itself. The people outside had never noticed her before but they certainly did now. She could attribute it all to her short girl complex but an inadvertent “solution” had literally tipped the scales in the complete opposite direction. They were giving her attention and though it was principally superficial marvel at her midriff, she wanted...more of it.
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