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A shapely female in a white lab coat stands up, wiping the doughy crumbs from her plump red lips. The enticing specimen of the human race tapped the rightmost rivet on her high-tech, Jackie O glasses. The function changed the lenses from clear to black, her cobalt blue eyes disappearing. Her wide mouth curved into a kittenish-like smirk, as though she knew the secrets of the universe. That might imply that she was some metaphysical being, but in actuality, the young scientist was a goddess in a much different sense. Physically, her inviting physique gave the impression that the hands of the gods themselves crafted her. She brushed the sides of her half-up, half-down hairstyle, the wavy icy-blonde locks illuminated by the high wattage of the fluorescent lights above. The thick tresses accentuated a heart-shaped face, her attractiveness further denoted by the beauty mark an inch from the right of her celestial nose. She went by the moniker “Maya Devi”. Her real name and overall origin were unknown. Besides her educational credentials and exceptional wealth, the only other clearly defined truth was the unnaturally large pregnant belly protruding in front of her exquisite frame.

“Are you ready?” she queried to an offscreen individual, the British accent as thick as her anatomy. The hourglass-sculpted idol bit her bottom lip and in a sultry manner, firmly kneaded her monumentally-massive tum with deliberately slow motions. The sphere of flesh made her a sexually-commanding presence. Most people were mystified by the sight of her alone. In the modern world of 2014, she certainly stood out. At five feet, eight and a half inches tall, she was more belly than person. Which was saying something, considering her irresistible body-type. Even without the presumed, high-numbered brood, she was, for lack of a better word, a big woman. Medically-speaking, she was overweight, but her appearance wasn’t unhealthy. If she was naked, her almond-toned curves would have seized the green-eyed regard of fitness experts. Somehow, a combination of the genetic lottery and a carefully-planned workout routine had blessed her with thirty-inch wide hips, powerful thighs, and breasts that made her F-cup bra scream for clemency.

“...Oh. My apologies. Yes, varenicline is known by its trade name, 'Chantix'. Fret not, the plant I extracted it from was picked from an area around my hometown of Mumbai. Thus, it won’t be anything like the stories you’ve heard. I synthesized it myself.  ...Hehehe. I concur. As long as that beautiful belly of yours grows...” she uttered, conversing with her subject over an earpiece. She then lowered her overly gravid self onto a small stool, the seat enveloped by an ass that could reflect asteroids. The India native visibly enjoyed the notion of being so immensely pregnant, one palm vigorously groping her milky teat and using the other to circle the attired mound. She was about to open the red flip cover of the activation switch, yet was distracted by the broad amount of space between her outstretched buttons. The lab coat was a hair-trigger away from bursting and if this experiment went well, she hoped to send the fasteners all the way to the Moon. The cover was flipped and before she pressed the toggle, Maya said, “Thanks for doing this, Katie.”

************************************************************************

[image: ]


Katie White, now thirty-one years old, had ventured into the next phase of her personal journey. A week ago, her band’s third album, Super Critical, had dropped and received a mixed reception. According to the stance she and Jules took with the second album, it told her they were doing something right. The insecure hell she experienced after the first album brought about a significant change in her character and it was oddly catalyzed by lucid dreaming. Precisely, mentally-designed fantasies of pregnant belly expansion. It was a four-month period of her life that wasn’t wholly acknowledged, due to the embarrassment she felt from the approach that was used. Therefore, the erotic practice was nearly forgotten about. All that mattered was that it got her through a rough spell and subsequently benefited the singer in the long run. She intended to keep the technique in her back pocket, only using it when the old demons had come back. They hadn’t, though. She was comfortably confident about her looks and paradoxically, it was the reason she was returning to it. Much can change in five years—including repurposing a coping mechanism. However, this time, there were a few “twists”.
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