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“Forewarned is forearmed.”

—American proverb.

A gravidly pregnant woman sat atop the roof that overlooked the building that housed A Table for One and its raunchy operators. The twenty-five-year-old Caucasian had been ready for this day her entire life and despite being eighteen months along, the sandy haired individual wouldn’t be slowed by the four foot width of her tautly stretched belly. Her name was “Wynnie Wynn” and she was much more than the ludicrous alias would suggest. By all means, a five-foot-eight female carrying a mound that was half as big as a king sized bed was sufficiently preposterous, but she was about to surpass the comprehensively weird life she had lived. For one, the charcoal gray jumpsuit that hugged every curvy inch of her excellently spherical mass was custom tailored by herself, and made up the initial part of her fake identity. The United States was built by people who willfully discarded their old names and took on something appropriate to themselves. For this HVAC technician, hers had been forged without any of her say in the matter. Soon enough, she would change that.

“Broadly speaking, we are looking to advance how we think of pregnancy. In turn, we can propel the development of mankind. So, if you’re interested in helping us get there, please come to ‘A Table for One’, in Chinatown Plaza, on May 31st of next year. If you have any questions, please refer to our website. And if that information isn’t enough for you, let your skeptical eyes take this in...” the recorded Vi Jett stated, finishing her now famous broadcast with a display of the “bulging” proof. To her wide-ranging backside, the two masked cohorts of hers stood at parade rest, their feet apart and interlocked hands at the waist of their stoic persons. Needless to say, they were Bambang and Charles. Those that had never seen the quickly circulated video would wonder why her partners wouldn’t physically assist the immensely expectant woman in black. The reason would become sexily evident as she planted her uncovered right leg firmly to the side of her nearly three-foot-wide belly, the Elvira costume showing the curves of her healthily swollen anatomy. The most largest curve commanded the tall body of the arising model of extended, accumulated, and perfected pregnancy. She stood up slowly then dazed the viewer’s dominated psyche by a “left face” as fast as a one-two punch, giving them a salacious side profile of her equally lengthy paunch.

“Still not convinced? Then, come to the grand opening of our new fertility clinic and see this enormous belly in person. Don’t you want to extend the potential of your newborn, and do it all without the regular encumbrance of motherhood? Then, become a paid trial volunteer by registering today! And once the date comes, come see the live demonstration of our ‘Three Gorges’ treatment system. You won’t want to miss it. At any rate...you all can see it for yourself...” Vi professionally declared, slightly bending her knee and grabbing the hem of her dark dress. Even slower than her initial standing, she teased the “audience” with a steady unraveling of her ivory-olive tum. The residual coating of the ultrasound gel gave the sizable belly a glorious shine to its markless surface, the overwhelming bulk gallantly emphasizing the astounding impossibility of its very existence. She gave a cursory yet sultry stroke of the broad expanse, tracing her skinny finger from the perch of her plump ass, across the opalescent stretch, and with a wink, stopped just short of its impressive extent.

“You can track my weekly belly shots on the site as well. I just started my third trimester. Follow me for my...fourth...and fifth ones too. A new ‘dawn’ breaks ladies and gentlemen...” Jett concluded, the single transmission cutting to black.

“We shall see...Ms. 'Jett'. A new dawn is breaking, indeed. ...Or should I say dusk?" Wynnie dryly remarked, looking out to the red-orange tint of the civil twilight sky. The ashy blonde kept her light brown irises on the fullscreened recording and rewound back to just prior to Vi’s closing statement, the confident smile of the gothic queen of gravidity raising an impressed but mocking scoff from the seated stalker. Her eyes weren’t skeptical but they were bizarrely transfixed to the paused belly of Vi, while sneaking a hasty and glad glance at her own abdomen, which was presently a third larger than the six-month Jett of yesteryear. Wynnie was as atypical as a person could possibly be. She wasn’t just a “Whitebread Weirdo”. Wynn was the original WW. For five years, the notorious Boacunt had used her handpicked squad of the very uncanny Caucasians you wouldn’t want to make eye contact with, unintentional or otherwise. Although the “technician” was authentically attractive, her clown makeup betrayed the legitimacy. If a stranger happened to catch her in their casual regard, they wouldn’t be focusing on her face. Even she couldn’t keep her attention from it, the bump keeping her situated on the camping chair; made of the same elastic material as her one-piece. However, there was a womb that had her supreme consideration.

“Not bad, sis. Imagine if you had the ‘lead’ I have. Still, that doesn’t take away from how utterly...” she observed, slipping an optical display device over her natural sights and keeping the suspended image of the huge-middled Vi in her mind, “...substantial you are. ...Boacunt will be proud.” Wynnie then activated her nano drone, the little surveillance UMV positioned on the highest spot of the Xie Shan style roof of ATO. It already had a viewpoint of the true centerstage attraction, the ultra-high-definition resolution of the live feed capturing the massive-bellied figure of the frontwoman of “Fragrant Dawn”, a pointed operation that aimed to cure the infertility issue of their homeland. This was their “grand” debut and what a “point” the fifteen months pregnant Jett was making. Her belly was exponential in its growth, having grown more than twice its broadcast size. This instant, Vi and her momentous gut was gleaming in the soft lights of the parking lot, her monstrous form overtaking the small platform they had erected. The crowd was spellbound with awe.

“Heh. Not the ‘turn out’ you expected, ‘Vivien’. As big as your belly is, it still doesn’t hold the short attention span of Americans for too long. ...I wonder if I can spot the perverts that you’ve given plenty of ‘spank bank’ material to...” she bluntly assessed, zooming out from the belly that spanned six and a half feet from her thoroughly laden torso and getting a full view of the minor throng around the star of surreal vista, “Disregarding your declining irrelevancy...these fine weirdos of Las Vegas are about to get a real show.” The multiple cameras in the microscopic bug then centered its consolidated picture on the essence of empowered maternity, Jett kicking off her promised “demonstration”. The phenomenal appearance of her physicality by itself would be an adequate show in and of itself, with the majority of those present pondering how she was standing...or why she hasn't exploded yet. Heedless of the professional handling of their publicity, she had toned it down as much as she visually could, choosing to wear an inexpensive black e and a matching pair of the tightest jeans Wynnie or anyone had ever beheld. To Wynn, it was obvious that Vi wasn’t acclimated to the spotlight, noting her wavering pupils and the obsessive fondling of her globular pearl. Aside from the nearby Bambang and missing Charles, nobody would notice.

“Welcome! Thanks for coming out. I had a whole speech planned, but ya know what? ...Let’s just get into it.” the microphone picked up. She had also utilized the tiny aircraft to implant an even tinier transmitter in the hair clip of Jett, thankful that Boacunt was an elder that didn’t shun the technology people her age tended to not understand. Of course, this wasn’t Wynnie’s first rodeo, in any sense of prying into the secret world of the trio known as TLC. From the outset of her year and a half long gestation, Wynn had monitored their activities by planting several transmitters and every three months, peeking in with the drone. She had to just be as careful as them so she only got bits and pieces of the prolific project. Accordingly, she had her own quarterly “tracking” of Vi’s ever-extending belly. She did her diligence with their hushed conversations but the WW couldn’t get past her enamoring of the progression. Especially the blossoming stomach and the Three Gorges treatments that facilitated the graceful, fluid movements of the unfeasibly attained expansion.

“First off, I’ll answer the number one FAQ we always get. Say it with me...” she jokingly said, gesturing for the gatherers to finish and pulling out a
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