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Lilly Song awoke to what sounded like a small earthquake, but somehow only limited to the confines of her bed. She sighed, not needing to open her eyes to know what it was. "Of course..." she drearily lamented.

Nowadays, she couldn't get a few hours worth of sleep without this monstrosity waking her up. She slowly opened her eyes, the monster in question already encompassing most of her vision. Laying on her back always made her realize just how utterly huge her belly had become.

She was three months into her pregnancy and couldn't believe how big she already was. She flipped the heavy blanket off, and let it sink in for a moment—just how ridiculously big it was. Its bare mass dominated her body—starting to make her bed regret it as well. She refused to buy maternity clothes, not seeing a point.

At two weeks in, she'd looked full term. She knew there would be a constant battle of outgrowing clothes. Instead, she just wore what she usually did, much to the surprise of everyone who saw her. Often, she wore a short top and jeans, her sexy outfits long outgrown. She preferred to keep it simple. Currently just in her underwear, she would need to go shopping soon—feeling the white fabrics tightly stretched to her large body.

She quickly bolted herself upward and swung her legs around the edge of the bed. She figured that by now, this should be a daily battle. However, she did it with ease. She laughed internally, imagining that most women would have struggled. It was obvious this wasn't a normal pregnancy, but she was enjoying the strangest part of it. In actual fact, her whole body had somehow become much stronger.

She stood up and approached the standing mirror. This time, she laughed aloud at how her belly filled up its width well before she got to it. She blew a raspberry looking at the absurd image. She hated it. Ever since the one night stand that started it all, she loathed every moment. She was one of those people who said they would never have kids, and still meant it.

The whole idea of babies and the life around it made her want to escape. She prided herself on being an independent woman. She decided to give whatever amount of children to surrogacy would be the best resolution. She couldn't provide that kind of life, especially to the great brood that had to be inside of her. She purposefully didn't want to know how many there were, making the doctor turn the ultrasound machine away. She did see the open jaw of the doctor when he finally registered the number. She didn't care. She just wanted it to be over with.

Walking into the bathroom, she felt the sides of her massive belly brush up against the frame of the door. Great. Like she needed another reminder of how big she was. Comically, there would be another one as her belly pressed against the bathroom mirror. She looked at her reflection, and in a change, felt a little fixed by the sight of her overwhelming orb. She let her hands roam the huge sphere as she felt, for the first time...sexy?

For starters, it wasn't like she was a troll. She was actually a strikingly attractive woman. She was considered an Amazon—tall, with voracious curves and strength to match. Her six-foot-three frame, despite the belly, was toned perfectly. Throughout the entire pregnancy, it had managed to stay this way. She ventured to think she had become fitter as she progressed through it. She thought of how her shower head seemed to be...lower?

She suddenly snapped back into reality. Taking her hands off her belly, and proceeding with her normal cleaning practice. "Whatever." she vented, frustrated.

What was coming over her? Oh well, all of this was unusual. Why worry? Probably something to do with the hormones. She had more important things to worry about, like the birthday party she was getting ready for.

Her sister Alice had practically forced her to come. If there was one thing she hated more than this belly was to interact with her immediate family. Before the pregnancy, she was always on heated, stressful terms with them. Her parents were typical Koreans, thus her life had to center around studies, appearance, and a strict code of behavior. And her being the typical second generation immigrant child, she had to go against every facet of it.

Despite her rebellion, she turned out to be moderately successful. With her looks, she became a webcam model. She was constantly rated as one of the most popular girls on the site she frequented. She kept it a secret, telling her parents that she tutored English lessons to kids in South Korea. She did anything to keep them and their prying ways at bay.
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