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"Liz?! Liz!! Wake up! Wake up!!" Jackie yelled, startling her awake.

Her eyes tiredly opened, feeling the older woman shaking her shoulder. The first thing she saw was her phone stuck on the alarm screen, the time reading seven-fifteen in the morning. Twenty minutes after the third one she had set. Panic set in, the first violation of her discipline in years.

"Oh, no. Sorry, Jackie..." she muttered, her voice a little sore from performing. She didn't get to bed until a little over four hours ago, and she could already tell this was going to be a day.

"No time for apologies. Let's go, honey. You're lucky I still have a spare key." Jackie insisted.

She tried to move, but a considerable weight was holding her down. "Ugh. What the heck?" Liz complained, squirming around.

"What's the matter? You were moving fine yesterday. Kristin was bigger than you. Suck it up." her manager chided. She walked around her queen-sized bed and pulled the covers off her. Their gasps couldn't have been more perfectly timed.

They stared at the hill of Liz's bare brown belly. It was twice as big as it was yesterday, and she could feel how rigid her lingerie was. The fabric of her bra chafed against the apex of her huge stomach.

She couldn't see her matching light blue panties beyond her wide middle. If she looked nine months pregnant yesterday, she now would appear to be due with twins. Neither of the women could speak, the size of it keeping them from forming sentences. Curiosity got the better of Jackie and she gingerly placed her hand on it. It wasn't like yesterday when she tapped it. She was touching it like how the fan did at the previous night's concert.

Liz couldn't help herself either and touched the top of it. They both rubbed it, trying to see it was real. She was half expecting to wake up to her actual alarm, but a sudden movement in her tummy put that thought to rest. She felt it hit her fingers. Jackie still had her hand on it, and it did the same to her. She let out a yelp Liz didn't know was capable of coming from her.

Liz looked her in the eyes, and for the first time, saw the genuine surprise on her face. She was an experienced woman, and her fifty-plus years of life on this earth didn't prepare her for this. Liz looked to her again, like she had the answer.

"Get dressed. This isn't...right." Jackie directed. She composed herself as much as she could and left her room.

Liz saw a visible bump on her stomach and got up without hesitation.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Liz pulled up on the white camisole, hoping it would attract more of the waitress's attention. She and Jackie sat in a diner that was on the way to the doctor's office. Apparently, the appointment was for nine, instead of eight, and they decided to stop for breakfast. Rather, her stomach made that decision for them. It had been another quiet early morning drive until her hunger made its presence known.

Whatever was inside her, it seemed to have a hunger that got stronger every day. She had eaten more in five days than she had in weeks, and although it made her feel self-conscious on the ride there, that changed with the looks she was getting from their server. The young Spanish woman was flirting with her every chance she could get. She was quite a pretty thing, and it made her feel very flattered.

Liz opened a sugar packet and stirred it into her coffee, thinking about the effect her big belly seemed to be having on people. The blush of the barista, Mary Jane's comments, the brave girl who touched her belly, and now this. The vote was in and it seemed that the protrusion filling up her lap was an attractive quality. She hadn't made her mind about it, but she was leaning toward agreeing with them.

In a rush, she grabbed whatever she eyed first in her closet. Other than the camisole, she put on a teal knee-length skirt. She was forced to tie it together with her hair tie, the material not able to fit around the new swell of her belly. Now that she had lifted her top, it was exposed for everyone to see. If Brisa, their cute hostess, wanted to gawk at it, then she would give her the full picture. Besides scanning her face, she couldn't keep her eyes off it.

"Was that really necessary?" Jackie asked, breaking her egotistical musings.

"You didn't give me time to pick something out. It's too small." Liz replied.

Jackie took a sip of her own java and retorted, "I don't care about that. That's for Kat to worry about. I'm talking about the feast you just ordered. Are you handing out meals to the homeless again?" she asked, her eyes squinting from the forenoon light. 

Liz felt the shame starting to rise, but she cut it off, her fresh mindset taking over. "I'm giving them what they want," she said, lightly patting her stomach. And perhaps it was what she wanted too.

"You know I hate suspense. What does everybody 'want'?" Jackie implored, her tone sounding annoyed.

Liz took off the green, unzipped sweatshirt and put it on the chair next to her. She whipped her hair and before she could respond, Brisa wheeled a cart up to their table.

"Here we go. An English muffin with a side of margarine for the mother. For the 'mother-to-be', a Denver omelet with a triple order of bacon, eggs, and sausage." Brisa stated, placing the hot plates before them. "Annnd, for rounds two through five, fried chicken and waffles...huevos rancheros...San Francisco benedict...and a short stack of blueberry pancakes." she continued, placing each large breakfast assortment, and leaving little room on the table.

Liz unwrapped her silverware and smiled brightly at her. "Thanks, sweetie. My belly and I appreciate you very much." Liz teased, giving it a rub before diving in.

The waitress blushed, and moved along, too infatuated to say anything. The singer didn't see the perplexed eyes of Jackie and dove into a meal fit for a big family. This binge felt a little different. Normally, her mind would potter to some mundane subject. Right at this moment, she could only focus on the action of it. Her instinct was telling her to eat everything in sight. Her utensils couldn't move fast enough, tearing off huge chunks of the dishes, and bringing it to her mouth in an instant. It was a euphoric moment, one that she'd rarely experienced.

Every mouthful she swallowed, the more she wanted. Her stomach was filling up quick, and she could feel the calories being absorbed by the things inside her. Something told her even this much wouldn't be enough. It's what they want, isn't it?

This made her cease the stuffing and take a long sip of her drink. That thought felt a little intrusive, but not in a negative sense. She eyed the plates before her and assessed she had consumed about half of it. Her gaze shifted to the large ball of flesh. She pressed her fingers into it and saw it wasn't as pliable as it was before. It was now firm, and she found herself enjoying how that felt.

Its size was very eye-catching, and maybe it wouldn't be such a bad thing if it grew more. She let this motivate her to finish the rest of it with gusto. She dropped the fork on the last plate and sighed with accomplishment.

"Hot?" Jackie questioned, noticing she had taken just a couple of bites out her sandwich.

Come to think of it, she did feel flush. Her skin, especially her stomach and face, felt she had just taken a shower. "I'll finish that," Liz said, grabbing her small dish.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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They sat in the waiting room of the doctor's office. The results of her grand meal left her feeling sort of empowered. She noted a very slight amount of growth in her belly, the food rounding it out tautly. She left the restaurant with Jackie's judgment and Brisa's phone number. However, the former took control as she received the same from the people present. It wasn't bad until her stomach started rumbling again, her earlier prediction coming true. There couldn't be a few minutes without it disturbing the complacent silence.

One particular look from a middle-aged woman dressed in one of those tent-like maternity dresses made her uncomfortable. She had that same face as those who would judge her for wearing the outfits she displayed on stage. It was a reaction that she was all too familiar with online, and rather than brushing it off, today she felt somewhat ashamed.

"Vega?" the nurse called out.

"Here!" Liz answered, anxious to get this over with. She followed the attendant to an
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