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Liz was standing in front of her bathroom mirror, stunned by the recent development in this curious journey. She hadn't changed into any clothes, still in her underwear. She was wearing a sports bra, putting it on the night before. She'd planned on working off the excess calories she consumed yesterday. Her hands softly touched the extension of her womb. She had the belly of a pregnant woman six months along with a single baby. She was amazed at her first reaction to it.

The swell made her feel affection. No, it was something more than that. She felt complete. This was that missing piece she'd been thinking about for the past few months. She also understood why the company paid her so much for drinking Xpect. She had the suspicion for a reason. Her climb to the top taught her that nothing comes simply. No business is going to pay five million dollars for one commercial. She wondered if Jackie even got around to reading the contract for her. She was also rid of the sickness that had kept her down. As a matter of fact, she woke up after the first alarm, full of energy. She didn't notice the growth of her abdomen until she got out of bed.

She turned sideways and noticed her spine was naturally arching, adjusting to the bump. It stuck out about six inches past her swollen breasts. There hadn't been any change in that department, except they didn't feel as painful. A growl from her belly tore her away from this infatuation, and she grinned, caressing her belly. "You just can't get enough, huh?" she spoke to her tummy.

She was so hungry that she forgot to finish dressing. She cooked breakfast happily. By "cooking", she meant she popped the entire twenty-four count box of Eggo waffles in the toaster. She wolfed it down, slathering it in butter and syrup. As another four would be heating up, she would gulp down the crisp four that had just come out. She alternated until it was all gone. Her hunger told her to warm up another box, but her phone ringing put it a stop to it. No surprise. It's Jackie. 

"Hey, kid. Let me hear that golden voice." she directly ordered.

"Good morning," Liz answered pleasantly.

"Much better. Did you enjoy that day off? Because it's the last one you're going to have for a long while. Back to business, Ms. Vega." she said seriously. "Besides the television appearance and concert, you have much on the horizon. Did you see what MJ said on the DBS morning show?"

Liz was putting her cutlery in the dishwasher and giggled a little. "Yeah, it was cute. She loves to put on a show." she responded.

"She did this with your first album. You would think with that album going triple platinum, she would have backed out. I guess I'm not too surprised the media is pushing her so hard. You know what they say. Everyone loves a comeback. Anyways, I'll see you tomorrow. I got the grandchild over, and he's probably pulling my drapes. Knock it out of the park! I know you will." she said and hung up.

Liz could hear her yelling at the kid before she hung up, and it was comforting to her. She went back into her bedroom to pick out an outfit for the talk show. She needed something flashy. The red dress should do nicely. After she put it on, she examined herself in the mirror again. She admired her slightly swollen figure. The rest of her body was still the same, and even though the attire was flattering, it didn't do much to hide her belly. She didn't think anything of it, moving to fix her hair and apply makeup.

"Not bad, Vega. Not bad," she said to herself, impressed by her ability to bounce back. She exited her home, and climbed into her car, noticing a slight problem with her belly, but nothing to complain about. She backed out of the driveway, and saw a lone photographer across the street, snapping a few pictures. She exhaled slightly and drove to the studio.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Liz was chatting with Heather Colburn, host of the Heather Show, an afternoon talk show. It had been running for almost a decade, and its popularity served to extend hers. The set directors and assistants were moving around them, preparing for the program to go live in about ten minutes.

"By the way, I love your dress. I feel like we should be on the red carpet now," Heather complimented.

The comment made her feel bashful, something she usually didn't feel. She wasn't cocky about her looks, but she knew she was pretty. However, her considerable weight gain made her feel self-conscious about it. Heather or anybody else hadn't said anything about it, but she knew the silence wouldn't last long. People across the nation watched her every move, and this belly would surely catch some buzz after this showing.

"Thanks. So, talking points?" Liz asked, trying to deflect attention away from it.

"Of course. I figured we could open with a story about your life, something preferably pre-stardom. Then, the album, and finally maybe a response to Mary Jane's comment?" Heather offered up.

"Sure, they'll eat that up. I already had a response planned. Might as well do it here," Liz stated.

After a few minutes of further chit chat, the show began, the audience cheering loudly as she entered the stage, hugged Heather, and sat down.

"Thank you for joining us today. I'm so happy that you're here! I'm a huge fan," Heather beamed.

The crowd cheered, and Liz smiled. "Oh, well thank you, Heather. I'm a fan of yours, too."

"Liz, you're the guest. I should be the one buttering you up, not the other way around. So your career has just skyrocketed in the last two years. Your first album is nominated for album of the year. You have a highly anticipated followup coming out this week. A sold-out tour and you're performing two nights in a row at the biggest venue in the city. Which starts tonight, by the way," Heather said, looking toward the audience.

"Unfortunately for you all, I think the tickets sold out in five minutes," Liz added.

"So how do you do it? Where does your work ethic come from?" the host asked.

"Well, I think I take after my dad in that way. He's the hardest worker I know. When he was recovering from injuries, he got in a car accident. I worked as a cashier and had to drop out of high school so we could make ends meet. Every morning, I basically trained myself to wake up within the first three rings of the alarm. Which, as we all know, is no small feat. And ever since, that's been something that I've done."

She could feel the emotional tension when she went through it. One of the producers was intently listening, and she could tell from their body language they were captivated.

"Wow. That's an incredible story. And how's your father doing now?" Heather followed up.

"He's doing great. I bought him a house, and he owns his own car shop now," Liz explained.

"Amazing. And speaking of amazing, that word has been thrown around a lot about this new album of yours. But there's a lot of secrecy surrounding it, and we haven't even heard any songs from it yet. Your music is always filled with raw emotion, so can we expect the same thing here?"

Liz shifted in her seat, her hand resting on her swollen belly. She remained cryptic about the new album's theme, but she jokingly retorted, "I guess this is where I become an official pop singer. It's about...heartbreak." She followed the comment with a cute grimace, gathering a short laugh from those present.

The conversation about that didn't go far, wanting to not identify Ramona, even vaguely. She still felt awkward about calling her last night, and she didn't want it to muddle her behavior.

Heather asked a few more questions, then transitioned into the last topic. She played the clip of what Mary Jane said and posed Liz with, "That's feisty. Any comeback, Liz? She's also got an album coming out this week, so I'm eager to hear what you think."

Liz rolled her eyes, looked at Heather, and replied with, "Let's move on, shall we?"

The host concluded the segment with a, "Ouch, feel that shade! That's all we have, folks. 'Missing', her brand-new album, is out this Friday! Give a hand for Liz Vega!"

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Liz promptly left the set, having no time to follow up with Heather off-screen. It was a bit of shame, seeing as she actually liked her as a person. She was also a lesbian, and she always wanted to get her thoughts about being in the public light about it for so long. She should get in touch
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