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Kristene was tearing through the spread that had been laid out for the wedding rehearsal. She pined for this to be the actual wedding because there would be much more than this pathetic offering. She didn't bother looking for her friend and went straight for the table that was jammed packed with various pre-packaged items. It was mostly store-bought food with a few prepared dishes. Factually, it was enough to feed the twenty or so people attending, but for her, it was a pittance to give to her massive belly. She had been eating non stop since it began. For three weeks, she packed anything edible—and non-edible—into her rapidly developing body.

There was no amount that could quell her never-ending appetite. At first, it was like she couldn't control herself. The parasites inside her kept sending the urge to eat everything in sight. She tried to mentally fight it, but her mind wouldn't relent. She felt like she was in the back seat, and then something changed. It occurred the afternoon Kellie pulled that larva out of her navel. That's when she knew something bigger was happening, rather than some week-long food poisoning. After she went home following the horrifying experience, she let her brain recalibrate the scheme she had been trying to pull off.

Originally, the plan was simple. She would slowly collect the data of Kellie's project and then present it as her own. There were a few hoops she would have to jump through, but it was completely feasible. After all of the reports were compiled, she would schedule a peer review a week before hers, and subsequently, make Stewart look extremely foolish. The fallout would have been outstanding. Kellie would surely lose her position, and she had planned to put the cherry on top by revealing what her grandad did to her uncle. It would ensure she would never appear in the public light again, and hopefully inflict some type of damage to her father's company.

That all took a turn when she discovered there were parasites inside her. To this day, she wasn't certain if Kellie had put them inside her or not. It didn't matter in the long run. All it did was bolster the level of control she had over the situation, which was total. The leverage was everything she needed. She was a little surprised that Stewart relented so easily. Then again, what was she going to do? She had no choice but to stand back, and let it happen. She enjoyed having this kind of power over the person she hated the most.

Following an evening of cleaning out her special Orson creme cakes, she made a few demands. The first one was that she would pay for anything she requested. That ranged from new clothes, accessories, and very lengthy grocery lists. The last-mentioned had become a daily task. The other stipulation was that she moved in with Kellie. She lived in a rough neighborhood. The starting salary she made was not enough to afford a nicer place. She was paying off her student loans, and it ate up most of her paycheck. She had stalked her townhouse many times, jealous that she could afford something close to a house despite being only a year into her current job.

As assumed, she would later learn she had a corpulent trust fund, and it numbered near eight-figures. It fueled the constant binge she was on, imagining her bank account depleting as she ate the dollars away. Soon, that feeling ran its trajectory and altered into her present-day mentality. As her stomach expanded, she found herself taking pleasure with the appearance it gave her. It made her feel she was more than some poor girl from Missouri. A week ago, Kellie affirmed that by telling her she was actually benefiting from the parasites greatly.

She thought it was a lie, but the image on the ultrasound confirmed the unexpected reality. It shouldn't even be possible. Kellie's parasites had evolved its symbiotic relationship from parasitism to mutualism. It wasn't unheard of, but it had not been observed in many research settings. At best, it was still a theory. There was a study from Yale that looked into this and concluded it can happen. Still, there wasn't a scientific explanation for it. What made her case special was the unique way it operated. Kellie informed her the change into mutualism happened two weeks ago when the parasites had grown to a point where her stomach wasn't a proper holding place for them.

They had taken up so much space that they started to travel to different parts of her body in order to survive. Unfortunately, one attempted to escape through her belly button and met their outside demise. The little guy was studied by Kellie, and she came to said conclusion. A series of additional ultrasounds showed they had spread to practically every organ system inside her. The parasites were starting to destroy their host by remaining unchecked in her gut, and they needed to reconstruct into mutualism.

As a result, the symbiotes, at times, would hijack certain functions of her anatomy in order to protect her from the insane acts of gluttony normally done to the body. They had actually developed a taste for human sustenance and since there are so many of them in her, they needed a huge amount to continue their growth. Parasites usually feed off a person's poor choice in diet, but these guys literally wanted anything she could give them. She noticed the cravings changed from snacks to that when she started to eat the cakes—packages and all.

It worried her at first, but it seemed the little guys were eating up the harmful plastic before it could do any damage to her. Kellie further detailed that the symbiotes are amplifying various organs to compensate for the strain they put on her. She went without discomfort most of the time, but when it did come, it always came in the form of a bellyache. It had been there from day one, and it never got any easier. If she wasn't outside, she would wear as little clothing as she could. Any type of touch would make it dreadful, being that responsive. She was running through a cheap brand of cookies when she heard a door open.

It was the bride-to-be, Amelia, and she let out a high-pitched gasp. "Krissy?! Is that...you?" she pondered, her hands restlessly rubbing her pregnant belly.

Kristene stuffed the last few cookies into her mouth and punctually swallowed them. She turned to face her, knocking over an empty pan, making a loud sound as it hit the floor. "Sorry about that. When you're this big, you become a walking hazard. Speaking of which, you look great! How far along are you?" Kristene casually asked.

The woman stood where she was and couldn't get her eyes off Kristene's dominate belly. "Um, I'm twenty weeks in. ...What about you?" she cautiously asked.

Kristene took a few steps towards her and smiled confidently. "I'm not pregnant. There is something inside me. Let's just say I'm evolving." Kristene declared.

Her friend didn't change the look on her face and replied, "...Okay. Are you feeling well, honey? You're not acting...or looking...like yourself. Besides that...belly, you look really skinny." Amelia observed, concerned.

Kristene got closer to her, making Amelia visibly nervous. "Don't worry about that. I'm feeling great. This big belly doesn't slow me down. So, when does this thing begin? No offense, but I'm already feeling hungry again. All of that was like dropping a pebble in the Pacific Ocean." Kristene stated, gesturing to the nearly barren table.
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Kellie studied the sonograph for what was probably the fiftieth time. It had been a week since she printed it, careful to make sure Kristene never saw it. She hid it in a box in the attic, only taking it out when she wasn't around. This was the one piece of information that would keep her ahead of the game they're playing with each other. At times, she thought she was in a dream. It wasn't scientifically possible—or in any realm—for this to be happening. The shift to mutualism was enough of an eye-opener, but this development floored her.

She knew that Kristene had sex with some stranger the day after she moved in. Kellie theorized that one of the symbiote's offspring had implanted itself during the fertilization of one of her eggs. Last time she had counted, there were approximately a hundred and twenty-four of them she was impregnated with. The image of them was retch-worthy, something straight out of some B-grade film on the Syfy channel. They appeared as the shape of what a human baby should look like at nine weeks along, except it wasn't visually appealing at all. For one, the size of it was too big for how far along she was.

If this were a human pregnancy
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