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It's Memorial Day weekend, and Kellie was lounging by the pool. She wanted to enjoy the water on this ninety-degree day, but the giant belly of Kristene prevented her or anyone from going in. She could say it's a party, but that would require consent first. They're using their neighbors' above ground pool. It had a wooden patio built around it, and the people behind the screen doors refused to come out and interact with them. She couldn't blame them. Kristene had decided to crash the scene and brought her along as an unwilling participant. Her sheer size scared the partygoers from going anywhere near her and also did the same with the hosts.

They couldn't do much, considering her overwhelming reputation. She'd been like this for almost seven weeks and it was hard to ignore a tall, big-bellied woman like her. She would hear people whisper about her as they performed certain tasks in the city. She was sure her subject was starting to get some kind of media attention, but she hadn't checked. To Kellie, none of this is going to matter after tomorrow. The peer review was scheduled for tomorrow and would hopefully end this living nightmare.

She had already submitted the article to a journal, and also to her superiors. Normally, it was a long process that would take months to get through. The Center decided to speed the procedure along. They owned the publication she sent the article to, and agreed to give them a live peer review. It sped up from there, considering she was their "star employee". Honestly, it was amazing they could make it happen in less than two weeks. It's a miracle she had managed to get it all together in time. The unremitting commands from Kristene got more substantial and weird as the weeks passed, which included ordering the neon blue bikini she was wearing.

Those things she didn't mind as much, besides the time it took away from maintaining two projects. After she had moved in, Kristene spent less and less time in the lab. She hadn't been to work in about three weeks. Kristene made Kellie clock her badge every day, so she would still get paid. It turned out to be a massive relief for Kellie. The lab became her place of solitude again. It was the only time she could think straight. It gave her the added benefit of being able to fabricate the fake project without her looking over her shoulder.

She detested revealing most of the real project to keep her at bay, but it was necessary. She was glad Kristene became steadily more involved with other things because it meant she had less time to possibly sniff out her stratagem. Her ego was bad enough to begin with and became uglier as the days went on. She was going through a radical transformation and the bodily ability she gained was something...beyond human. Her body continued its powerful buildout. Kellie's eyes glanced at her most recent dimensions.

The height and limb growth had been minimal, most of the expansion happening in her stomach. The pool had a diameter of about four meters and her belly sat above that. She couldn't fit it into the water without somehow getting stuck or—like usual—destroy it. Her landlord wasn't happy when he had to fix the front door after she had forcibly pushed her big tummy through it. A little chat from Kristene killed his threats of evicting them. Although she used the backyard exit now, her belly was slowly making that not an option. She couldn't wait to get rid of her. She was confident the fake project would sabotage her, but her reaction was what she feared.

It was the very same terrorization of her immensity that made her fret about it. She was expecting the humiliation would be ample for her to disappear. She imagined her running away, crying, and making a new home in the woods—becoming a creature of folklore. Never to return to society ever again. It's a nice aspiration, though she had a lack of certainty. Kristene was devolving into a tyrant and with her condition, she could pull it off if she used her belly properly. She could wait for the gestation to end, which should occur in five to six weeks. The pregnancy moved three times faster than a normal human's.

The symbiote's fetal development was still a horror to look at. It stopped resembling anything close to an anthropoid. The previous generation of symbiotes blocked most of her view of it through the ultrasound, and she was well pleased when the machine "accidentally" broke one day. She got too worried about her finding out. At this juncture, she hoped the little monsters would rip their way through her womb and feast on her corpse. This had gotten way out of hand too quickly, and it needed to end. She would worry about cleanup later.

The deck started to vibrate, and Kellie removed her shades, forthwith knowing what this was. She'd been present for the first time it happened in the lab, but the second instance took place during a wedding rehearsal. It was Kristene who had pointed out the strange action. It always signaled a significant change in how her body and the symbiotes were evolving. The lab incident started the transfer into mutualism. The church debacle was when the symbiotes powered her body up by expanding her physical limitations.

She would later learn the symbiotes were somehow converting the energy from the fat in her body to amp up her body parts. They would meld into the inner body structure, and several of them would combine to elongate the chosen limb. This confirmed her theory that both are merging into one being. It showed the symbiotes had intelligence. They wanted to make their host bigger, so they could protect the ones she was pregnant with. She could only wonder what this one would produce.

"Uhhhnnnnnnnn." Kristene softly purred. Her eyes had rolled back into her head, and it seemed like her limbs were frozen in place. "Rub...our...belly, please. It hurts...so MUCH!!!"

Her voice was alternating between her normal speaking tone and a deep duality. It made Kellie feel on edge, walking down the stairs, just in case this would be a huge growth spurt. The homeowners finally stepped out of the house, the shaking so intense it was affecting the house itself.

"Get back inside, Carl!" Kellie shouted at the husband.

"Fuck that! This...monster thinks she can waltz in and do whatever she wants. I have rights!" the man angrily asserted. He went back into the house and came back with a baseball bat.

Kristene's body then convulsed, her skin visibly fluctuating. Her belly button then popped out, becoming a full outie. It didn't stop there. Her outie then opened up, and a stream of symbiotes spewed out of it. They slid down the curve of her gigantic belly, dropping into the water below. The guests could be heard shrieking from inside the house, followed by some fleeing movement. Carl wasn't deterred and raised the bat over his shoulder.

"AHHH!!!" Kristene's and the other voice dually shouted. The symbiotes then increased the force of the flow, and the stream arced straight to Carl.

"Honey Bunches!!" his wife screamed out.

The man equally howled, his body covered with the symbiotes. Kellie looked at a few that had landed on the deck. They squirmed around a little, then curled up—turning into a pitch-black color while shrinking. Carl still had the bat in hand, swinging in random directions. The symbiotes were covering his face and were crawling over his eyes. His wife, losing her fear from seeing her lover in danger, ran over to him and tried to hold him down. She wrapped her arms around his waist, and it made him react by pushing her away.

In the flow of that action, a symbiote hopped on his wife's face and crawled into her mouth. Her hands moved to her throat like she was choking, and then gulped the symbiote down, screeching so loud it almost broke Kellie's eardrum. She promptly fainted, the panic too much for her. Kristene's navel then closed up, and Kellie took notice of how much smaller she looked. Her muscle mass had disappeared, her limbs back to being relatively skinny. Her belly hadn't changed in size, going back to its symmetrical roundness. Kristene's eyes then rolled forward, a blank expression on her face. She stood up so fast, it was like she was made of air.

The new being spoke, her voice quite different, "...Much better."
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"Is this really needed?" Kristene or whatever it was, asked.

They're at a cabin Kellie's family used for summer vacations. It hadn't been utilized in some years, noticeable by the considerable amount of dust in the place. The last time she remembered it being occupied was when they celebrated her first
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