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"EGG SALAD SANDWICH? Sure. Honey-Cashew Chicken? Yep."

I piled all the bowls of stored food on the table next to me, the chill from the office refrigerator's open door raising up a slight chill against my skin. The silky fabric of my new size 4 button up blouse, and my slinky pencil skirt did little against the cold air, but when a girl has a supermodel style figure, you just have to show off.

"Brandi, I don't know how you can eat like that and still be so skinny. There's something seriously wrong with you." My friend and coworker from the cubicle next door, Sharon, shook her head. The classic middle aged housewife with a dumpy figure shrouded in loose blouses and knit pants straining at their hems to contain her thick thighs, Sharon was far from a looker but she made a great lunch partner because she could eat almost as much as I could. "Plus you're literally stealing from your coworkers."

"It's called good genes. That's what blessed me with these." I teased, squishing my generous C cups that strained the fabric of my blouse between my arms while popping off the lid on the chicken. I slid into the chair opposite Sharon and scattered my scavenged lunch across the table. The chicken, a bowl of spaghetti, the sandwich, and a 9 x 13 pan of thick fudgy brownies that had my mouth absolutely watering. "And it's not stealing if no one bothers to put their name on them. It's a community fridge, ya know." I popped one of the crispy fried chicken bites in my mouth, crunching loudly as the sweet and spicy taste flooded my tongue. A little shiver rippled through my shoulders, loosening a few strands of my platinum blonde hair from the bun pinned to the base of my neck. 

"What about that one?" Sharon broke off from eating her own disappointing lunch of a wilted green salad sprinkled with ancient looking brown carrot slivers and scrawny red peppers to point a fork at the pan of brownies. "That one specifically says 'Brandi, do not eat!' in big, bold letters taped to a note on top?"

I reached over, flicking the yellow sticky note with my name with the tip of my finger and watched the paper flutter its way to the floor. "What note?" I smiled, my white teeth flashing against the crimson red of my lip-gloss, and popped another chunk of chicken into my mouth. My empty stomach let out a long squeaking rumble, protesting its current empty state, and I smoothed my palm down over my flat belly, stretching the silk until I could see the indentation of my navel and the bump of my belly button ring. "Don't worry, I'm going to fill you up so full that you won't have room to even make a squeak."

By the time the lunch bell rang, every scrap of my lunch was currently packed into my belly. Creating a slight rounded bulge that pleasantly tightened my shirt across my swollen and stuffed belly, it gurgled thickly beneath my hands, a small burp leaking up my throat and out of my lips. I teetered back to my cubicle, my six inch heels clicking loudly against the tile floor, and ignored the stares of my coworkers when I sank down into the cushy confines of my chair with a long and very loud moan. A dull ache had started deep in my ribs, my heart faintly throbbing in my ears as my belly sloshed and groaned with each breath, a shivering wave spreading underneath my skin as the overfilled organ struggled to process my meal. "What's wrong, belly? You've eat so much more before." I kneaded my knuckles against a tender spot along the right side of my ribs, a loud sound like bubbles popping splashed around and a grumble roared under my hand. Another burp forced its way out of my throat, leaving the taste of soured chocolate and something else metallic clinging to my tongue. Yuck!

"I told you shouldn't eat those things!" Sharon's mousy head popped over my cubicle wall, scowling like she was my mother or something. "You've probably got food poisoning or something."

"Shut up! I don't get food poisoning, I can eat anything I want!" I snarled, hunching over my desk with one arm folded over my churning belly, staring determinedly at the piles of papers waiting for my signature and approval. I could do this. I could. There was nothing wrong with my belly. Nothing at all. 

I hope. 
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"OH, GOD. BELLY WHAT is wrong with you?" I groaned, tightly clutching my hands across the rounded, groaning mass of my belly. The ache that had started deep in my ribs spread all across the surface, sharp pains running down from the top of my stomach all the way down to my crotch. It was bulging, small square diamonds of pale flesh peeking through the buttons of my shirt straining to contain it. It felt so heavy, pressing out against my hands with a thick warm pressure right behind my navel, and my soft skin was turning harder. So hard that my fingers could barely make a dent in it. I wish I could burp, the intense pressure felt like it would let up then. But no matter how hard I kneaded my hands into the tender spots, nothing would come out.

A second moan lingered long and low out of my throat, and I faintly heard a few rushed whispers along with a moan of satisfaction from behind my cubical wall. The wet sound of skin slapping on skin was unmistakable, and the self-satisfied male moan was echoed by a thick churning gurgle that rolled through my belly. Oh, god. Creepy John from behind me was getting off to my moans. 

"Oh! Please, belly. You've got to stop!" I groaned, my eyes flashing down to the clock at the corner of my computer screen. Two more minutes. Two more minutes until I could leave here and be in the privacy of my own car. A thick cramp squeezed down like a vise on my poor abused belly, and I nearly screamed in pain as my head twisted back and forth against the edge of my chair. My hair was pulled free, tangling around my head in a thick blonde wad and caked with sweat. Thick circles of dampness had formed under my arms and even spread across my breasts, the silky fabric of my shirt sticking to every curve of my heavy breasts and brightly illuminating the hardened nubs of my nipples poking up through the fabric of my lacy bra. They scratch against the fabric, sending little electric waves of pleasure straight down to my pussy that was damping as well.  

With every breath that bounced my heavy chest up and down, a thick sloshing gurgle churned in the rounded pudge of my belly. I leaned back into the full grip of my chair, letting it bulge forward as the waistband painfully tight waist band dug into my skin, catching on the tip of my belly ring. Another moan crept out of my throat as I rubbed my hands over my belly, the pressure easing a little but it wasn't enough. The painful tightness was still there, and something else too. Gentle nudges from deep inside me, they push out against my hands and draw more whines out of my throat. 

I look at the screen again, and right there by the little clock that said 5:00 p.m. is a new message. Sender unknown. 

Brandi,

You're always so beautiful with your trim figure and beautiful smile, but all that beauty hides a nasty personality that doesn't give a single fuck for anyone. Always humiliating people and stealing their food. Maybe now since you're growing a person inside you, you'll finally get a clue on how to treat others with respect. Hope you enjoy your rapid pregnancy as much as you enjoyed those brownies. We'll certainly enjoy watching you.

Signed, your friendly coworkers.

My mouth dropped open in horror, a silent scream of horror rounded my lips. No! There was no way I could be pregnant! Losing my cute, flat little belly and growing some kind of disgusting baby deep inside me. There was no way in hell I was having this!

"You all did this! You all wanted to ruin me!" I screamed out to the ceiling, my eyes rolling around to see so many familiar faces peeking over my cubicle wall, each one watching the growing bump of my lower belly as it swells out with each breath. My elbows shove back against the chair arms, a gurgle of protest echoing from my stomach, and I try to sit up but the weight pushes me back down. 

Then I hear it.

The strain of fabric ripping apart stitch by stitch until it finally gives out.
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