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It had been three months since Lilly's party fiasco. She sighed remembering that strange night, albeit vaguely. All she could recall at this point was waking up to irate voicemails from Alice and a belly twice as big as it was the day before. She didn't know how she got home. The only evidence being the large holes she left in her house. Even in her blackout state, her belly was strong enough to tear down walls easily, something she wasn't proud of.

Ever since that day, she buckled down, not counting the scene she made at the Liberty Belly convention. She thought of that as a bump in the road. She trained herself to ignore the constant growls from her stomach. She watched how much she ate, even starting to get into healthier options. The expo experience made her see how bad her appetite could get, so it scared her into keeping her belly as small as she could.

-You don't mean that.-

That too. Whatever that voice was. It started shortly after she began the new "diet", and briefly during the forum. She liked to think it was the personification of her belly. It only spoke when she talked about keeping her belly smaller, especially any time her mind trailed to actually liking her massive stomach. She felt miserable from the struggle of having to go back and forth about it.

-Then, just admit it. You want to be big.-

"Shut up!" she harshly whispered to herself. She was trying to focus on the task at hand—preparing her webcam show. Even with her best budgeting, her belly cost her a fortune. She kept the hunger controlled, but that didn't mean she ate less. Her total meals throughout the day could feed a large family. Also, the sheer size of it made her find more accommodating housing. She rented a two-story house, completely renovating it for her needs.

She turned the five-bedroom home into one large studio. She got tired of breaking door frames and decided to knock out most of the walls, including the entire second floor. Unfortunately, she needed the headspace as well. The whole growing taller thing didn't go away either. She now towered at seven feet, ten inches tall. Her hips were much wider and her muscle mass grew as well. Besides her belly, she didn't mind the rest. Her big stature was what made her a star in her world. Plus, it helped her carry her belly with relative ease. Thankfully, that aspect was easy.

Except for this part. Setting up her show was actually not the problem. Trying to move around the belly was what made it troublesome. She had to carefully maneuver around the various props and stage equipment, always having to sit with the giant sphere to her side. She plugged in the last spotlight and grunted. "Finally. I can't wait to be small—" she cut herself off. She had to stay away from thoughts like that or...

-Small? You know you want me bigger.-

...that would happen. "Don't you start. I'm about to do a show. I already hear enough about my belly from my viewers." she spoke to the voice, instinctively slapping her belly. She wasn't supposed to do that—talking to it. It only made it speak more.

-They worship you.-

Like that. Okay, fuck it. She was almost late starting the show. She had to get in position. Everything was programmed on an exact timed system she designed. She knew that her bachelor's in computer science wouldn't go to waste. She lowered herself carefully upon a circle basket chair, rather, what remained of the poor wooden furniture. Her belly had long ago destroyed it. She kept using it to enhance the image she projected to her fans.

"Big Momma." The name Maria had chosen for her. At first, she wanted to remain nameless, trying to add mystery to the whole stunt. To the people who paid for it on the regular, she knew the persona she adorned had to be just right. It was all about the fantasy to them. She had to play that role the best she could. What made her popular was that she was an actual fantasy come true. The enormous belly. The ungodly height. The strong body. It appealed to many different fetishes and most of the related subcategories. She attracted normal people to it as well, who weren't there for the obvious. They wanted to watch with intrigue.

She was one of a kind and would surely capitalize on it. She still did abhor her belly. At least something good came out of it, namely the money. She was close to becoming a millionaire. An achievement she wanted to shove in Alice's face. Suddenly, she fancied putting her belly in front of her actual face. She imagined doing it for real. The image in her mind seemed more like a memory than something she made up. Why did she have a black dress on? Seriously, fuck it. This was a job. Nothing more, nothing less. She couldn't wait for the next three months to pass.

-That was a memory. You actually did that.-

"Fuck off." she fired back.

She postured when she saw the main camera zooming out slowly. She donned a sultry smile, pushing her immense belly out as far as she could, her arms outstretched and displaying the played-up enthusiasm she built for the character she played. When the video frame captured her entire form, she cued the usual line:

"Hello, boys and girls. Big Momma needs more belly!"

And the chat would respond, "Your belly babes are here to serve!"

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The show went on for hours. She wanted to make up for being off the past three days. She never went past two days off but felt like she needed the extra rest. As such, her audience was bigger than usual. At one point, she beat her own personal record for total viewers, finally surpassing the six-figure mark. Her absence had created a demand. She was that desired.

She went through the usual games they loved to play, starting by playing "Guess the Growth". Which would be a sort of raffle, with the fans guessing how much her belly would grow in that session alone. She rewarded the winner with a private viewing. She then moved onto "Mama's Hungry", a game that she made sure to play every time she put on a show. Those who tipped the highest got to pick what she would feast on that night. She had to abide by any request, no matter how much or what it was.

This was the reason it was hard to maintain her dietary regimen. These people paid top dollar to watch her stuff herself with some type of inordinate amount of food. She knew they loved it because it led to the obvious thing they all wanted, for her belly to get bigger and bigger. She had to indulge the game. It was why they kept coming back. In between games, she would chat and pose. She would occasionally pretend to knock over something. Either that or crush an object into pieces, appealing to a sizable sect of her fans.

The voice would chatter the most around that time. She was reminded of how much she hated it when she was flattening whatever item she picked. She had to admit that she liked that part, maybe a "tiny" bit.

-You like it because it makes you feel unstoppable.-

-Goddamnit.- she thought. She wasn't going to fight it this time. She would give it that one. It's time to wrap up the session. The last segment would be a fan favorite. "Cosplay of the Week" was scheduled to be played on the final day of the week. In the previous, they would vote for whatever they desired her to dress up as. It ranged from ordinary sex roleplays, characters from television shows, or a special request.

The latter had won, and "Farm Girl" was what she was supposed to be. She wore a pigtail wig and a plaid shirt, which was exhibited in her signature fashion. Her fans dubbing it the "bra shirt", which was simply her tucking the shirt under her more swollen breasts, still displaying her natural defiance by choosing to leave her belly exposed. She completed the look by hilariously drawing a pair of overalls onto her mound's exterior. She wanted to wear shorts, but her belly from this angle would make them invisible.

She went on to play the role and received a positive reception for it. She set up a whole narrative where
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