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The first thing Liz saw when she woke up was Brisa's face. It certainly wasn't an unwelcome sight to see. She was still asleep, allowing Liz more time to think about things and appreciate Brisa's features.

Last night was wonderful. Brisa was wonderful, too. It had been a long time since Liz had spent time with a person who wasn't in the entertainment industry, and she'd almost forgotten what it felt like. This was quite the breath of fresh air that she needed. It was nice, and she certainly wouldn't be against spending more time with her.

Liz gasped as she felt her babies move around. For a moment, she'd almost forgotten she was pregnant. Given her size, that was quite the accomplishment, but the covers on the bed did a good job of covering her surely massive bump at the moment.

Brisa moaned and began to wake up. She opened her eyes, and the two looked at each other for a moment.

"Good morning," Brisa smiled.

"Good morning," Liz replied. "Sleep well?"

She yawned. "Amazing. This bed is so comfortable..."

"Yeah, my manager bought it. Said it was top of the line," Liz said.

She frowned, her mind going back to the conversation that she had with Jackie yesterday. Mainly, she thought of how frustrating and disrespectful it was. It was so unlike Jackie. Maybe she'd changed after all these years. Maybe they both did.

"So I guess I should head out, right? I'm sure you've got a busy day ahead of you. Being a huge pop star and all," Brisa said.

Liz raised an eyebrow. "Huge?"

Brisa blushed, immediately realizing what she'd said. "Oh, my god! No, I didn't mean it like that!"

The pop star laughed. "It's okay. Actually, come to think of it, I don't have much going on today. Mi Abuela lives about an hour away and I was thinking of visiting her. If you wanted to come along, I wouldn't turn you down."

"I may take you up on that offer. But we should probably get up at some point if we're going to go anywhere," Brisa noted.

"Fair point," Liz added.

Brisa threw the covers off of them, and the two froze at the sight in front of them. Liz's belly had grown more, sticking out over two feet. It was pressing into Brisa's torso.

Liz could only look on as the babies moved, shocked at her size. She made a mental note to schedule a doctor's appointment for tomorrow. She needed to find out what was happening to her.

"Wow...it's bigger..." Brisa breathed, her hands drawn to the massive baby-filled orb.

Liz nodded, rubbing the bump along with Brisa. "It sure is..."

After Brisa helped her up, the starlet got dressed, putting on a loose yellow top that only covered the very top of her belly and a pair of leggings. Her grandma probably wouldn't mind if she didn't dress up. She was pregnant, after all.

"Do you want me to make you breakfast? I've learned a little from the chefs at the diner," Brisa offered.

"No, I think I can wait. My grandma makes the best breakfast tortillas. I want you to try them!" Liz said.

Brisa perked up at the thought. "Okay! I can't wait!"

The two got into the waitresses' car and took off to Liz's grandmothers.
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"Take a right up here."

They were getting close to their destination. The traffic hadn't been too bad, and the trip was shaping up to take about an hour.

A rumble from Liz's stomach filled up the cramped space of the car's interior.

"Are you sure that you don't want anything? I think that there's a gas station a few blocks away. I could get you a snack," Brisa said.

"No, we're almost there. And how did you know about the gas station?" Liz asked.

"My parents actually live not too far from here," she admitted.

Liz sat up, a difficult task due to her belly's size. "Really? Why didn't you say so?"

"I didn't think it was that important," Brisa shrugged.

"It is, though! Why don't we visit them after this?"

"Really? You want to spend time with them?"

"Why not?" Liz asked.

"Alright. I'll let them know to expect company, then."

Minutes later, they reached Liz's grandmother's house. It was a quaint one-story home and appeared to be very welcoming. After her grandfather had passed, Liz had just signed her record deal. With some of that money, she helped her grandma move to America, and she had lived in the house ever since.

Brisa helped Liz out of the car, and they made their way to the front door. It opened, and sure enough, Liz's grandma was on the other side. She was a short woman, with a round face covered in wrinkles. She seemed to always be smiling.

"Oh, nieta! Como estás?" she asked.

"Estoy bien, pero un poco cansado," Liz replied, noting how tired she was.

"I can imagine putting on all this weight!" she laughed, patting Liz's pregnant belly. "Congratulations! I'm so happy for you! Come in, come in."

It appeared the news of her pregnancy had spread far and wide. Liz and Brisa stepped inside the cozy interior.

"I'm sure you're happy that you'll have grandchildren to spoil, too," Liz said, rolling her eyes.

"So who is this?" her grandmother asked, turning her attention to Brisa.

Liz glanced at the waitress, their eyes locking. "Oh. This is Brisa. She's my...friend."

The two blushed at the same time.

"Well, any friend of yours is always welcome here," her grandma said.

Liz's stomach rumbled again. She was starving. Her grandma took notice of the noise. "Let me guess. Breakfast tortillas?"

"Yes, please!" Liz replied.

"Do you want to help me make them?" the grandmother asked Brisa.

"Sure!" Brisa answered, following Liz's grandma into the kitchen.

"What about me?" Liz asked.

"You're pregnant, sweetheart. Go rest. We'll get you when it's ready."

Liz couldn't disagree with that proposal, so she waddled into the living room and sat down heavily on the couch. The TV was on, so she turned her attention there. It appeared to be a morning show. It didn't take her by surprise when she saw Mary Jane. She was sitting on a couch, getting interviewed by the two hosts.

Mary Jane wore a tight, white dress that showed off her assets nicely. One such asset that MJ probably didn't want others to notice was her bloated belly. It looked slightly puffy, sticking out a few inches from her normally thin frame. It caught Liz's attention, but another rumble from her own stomach brought her back to what was happening where she was now.

"Any update on those tortillas?" she asked.

"Working on them!" Brisa playfully shouted back.

Liz smiled and looked back at the TV. The interview with Mary Jane continued.

"So, you have a new album coming out? When is that, for those that aren't aware?" one host asked.

"Well, if you aren't aware, you must be living under a rock. But you can download it tonight at midnight," she answered.

"There you have it, folks. Anything else you want to say?" the other host inquired.

Mary Jane looked at the camera and smiled. "Make sure you tune in to the Grammys this weekend. We've got big surprises planned for you all."

Liz could smell them from a room away before Brisa or her grandmother said anything. The tortillas were ready, and sure enough, they brought the food into the living room. A few hours and many tortillas consumed later, Liz had her fill, and she and Brisa went to meet the waitresses' parents.
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"Liz? Did you hear me? ...Liz?" Brisa's mother asked. She heard her, but she was too enamored by the delicious gazpacho she was slurping up. It was a soup with a special blend of tomatoes, cucumber, red bell peppers, garlic, bread, and olive oil. Apparently, the tortillas hadn't put a dent in her hunger and, comically, her stomach growling was the first thing that happened when she met her parents. 

Brisa's mother, Carmen, was more than sympathetic and whipped up this Spanish dish. Of course, the animal arose once again, and she stuffed herself silly with it. Even Brisa let her have her portion when she choked down the first bowl in the span of a minute. "She can't hear you, Mom. I can answer that question for you. Yes, she wants more. I would give her the rest of the pot if I were you." Brisa candidly advised.

Carmen chuckled slightly and went back into the kitchen. Liz swallowed the last bite and let out a satisfied exhale. "...Sorry." Liz said, immediately realizing how rude she must have been.

Brisa grabbed her hand and replied, "Don't be. Honestly...I like it when you get like that. It's...pretty hot." She said the last few sentences in a low voice, and it connected to how it made her feel as well.

Liz brought her hand to her hulking belly. In a whisper, Liz said, "You just want it bigger." Brisa had snuck a quick peck before Carmen came back with more. Liz picked up the ladle and filled her bowl to the brim. "Thanks, Mrs. Palmero. I had a...erm, light breakfast." Liz said, embarrassed by her embellishment.

Carmen smiled warmly and stated, "I can't take credit. It's actually her father's recipe. ...Do you mind if I ask a personal question?"

Brisa let go of her hand and said, "Mom. Don't."

Liz felt a little awkward, yet invited it by saying, "Sure, go ahead. It's not like it'll be the first time. I'm used to questions about my personal life."

Carmen remained composed, but there was a noticeable change in her body language. "I didn't want to say anything, but I know who you are. Forgive me for being blunt, but how long is this going to last?" she implored.

Liz tensed up from the direct tone of the question. "Mom! Stop it." Brisa complained.

"It's a valid question. Brisa, you always do this. You find some girl, fall in love too quickly, and it ends in disaster. The only reason I'm saying this now is because she's famous. No offense, but celebrities aren't known for their successful relationships." Carmen put forth.

Brisa grunted and put her hands on her face, wanting to escape this as much as Liz wanted to. However, the pop star felt the need
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