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Aelynn Cloud was overwhelmed by the pleasurable pangs of the latest growth spurt, her massive belly rounding out and giving her more height. From the tempting top of this transforming woman was a purple-faced head that was thrown back, her mouth struggling to form syllables as she “topped” out at six and a half feet tall. The black mane of hers was as wild as the sensational swelling, her bright green eyes rolling forward to see that a large portion of her vision was her stomach. The change in her skin’s pigmentation was dying the mound in the same seductive shade of her face, both salacious surfaces darkening a bit. Despite the enjoyment she seemed to be having, the experience hadn’t been entirely enjoyable, her clothing not faring well either. Somehow, the gray undershirt had survived but no longer retained its true form, her great breasts and belly reducing it to a thin piece of cloth. By some tensile miracle, it managed to cover the lower half of her greatly dilated areolas and a small sliver of her greater gut. Her hands couldn’t stop tugging the taut hem.

“Oooh, that’s just...roundly rand!” she lustily shouted. It was at this moment that Cloud realized she had said that rather loudly and it wouldn’t have been a problem if she wasn’t outside. Her embarrassment managed to redden her violet cheeks and the subsequent panic of the “fuller'' situation made her sober up. She was an abrasive loner who hadn’t made an effort to connect with the people of her village. They were a wholesome bunch and their friendliness didn’t wash well with her independent nature. She didn’t trust people, to begin with—having been a victim of a bandit raid that took all of her family and friends at an early age. The settlement she was originally from was about the size of this community. And though she was well-liked here, she promised herself that she wouldn’t get that close to anyone ever again. While it was understandable, her disposition had put Aelynn in a confining corner. She didn’t have a dependable companion she could ask for help and even if she shedded her pride to elicit aid from a neighbor, her huge-bellied form would likely scare them off. It wasn’t just the abnormally big abdomen. Practically every part of her had changed.

-They’ll probably think I’m some purple-skinned demon and poke the air out of me with a sword...- she inwardly figured, studying the rest of her anatomy. She had calmed enough to see that her expansion had thankfully stopped. Although Cloud was admittedly smitten with her belly and its imposing enormity, she wasn’t certain about her other assets. To be clear, she did enjoy their increased magnitude, her fingers gently massaging her larger bust and buttocks. The left hand was rubbing just one of the hugely spherical pillows and the other was hardly groping the as-firm meat of her rear. She wanted to correct her last thought, now physically aware of their solid feel. If anything, she felt a little...engorged. The potion she had drank was somewhat thick going down her gullet but conjecture wasn’t going to get her anywhere. Especially seeing as Aelynn wasn’t fantastically acquainted with magic at all. She knew the basics but she had taken up the blade her whole life and seldom had to use them, other than to heal her wounds. Which her intimate touch was presently reconfirming with this peculiar potion, feeling and seeing that the previous wounds were still gone. She half-expected to see them, yet not only were they absent, but her entire body also had swelled to a bigger, stronger physique. ...And she wanted more of it.

-...Shut it. You’ll...curse...your...self...- she self-chastised, but not soon enough. Though she was fond of her swollen shape, Cloud knew she couldn’t stay this enormous—or this blue—for eternity. The reality was tangibly coming from within. The invigorating sensation that would come prior to inflation was building again. If she was inside her home, Aelynn would let out a moan and having to suppress it out in the open was a torment she wouldn’t wish upon her worst enemy. She found it torturous for such a heavenly feeling to herald something she lusftfully enjoyed...but had to stop. At the least, that was of the utmost importance. The rounder dimensions of her belly, boobs, and butt could stay as far as she was concerned. But, the decreasing mobility of her upper and lower limbs was dampening the puddle in her highly stretched underwear. The elastic in the knickers kept them from bursting off. And in view of the tightening effect happening to them, she knew it wouldn’t be long before they and her top would join their shredded brothers in the house behind her.

“Quit your randy lolly-gaggin and move your fat bum!!” she frustratingly yelled at herself. Her palm would have slapped her wide yap shut but the damage had already been done. Across the lane she saw lantern light brighten a cottage and knew it was only a matter of seconds until its occupant—the lovely Euphemia—would come out. Aelynn quickly waddled herself to a tall stack of hay. She had let her next door neighbor store it for their late harvest. An old ash tree provided a perfect canopy on the left side of her two-story abode and she used the low-hanging branches to further hide her lofty anatomy. Moreover, the bales concealed her three-foot wide belly and though she shouldn’t be spotted, she had tripped over her bastard sword and barely managed to not yelp in pain when her knee bashed it. As she quietly got into her hiding spot and peeked over the top of the stack, it appeared the investigator had heard her awkward retreat. In the middle of the road, the attractive face of the villager was illuminated by the glow of her lantern. She approached Cloud’s residence.
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