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  Chapter 1

  
  




Aston awoke, having experienced the weirdest and most harrowing nightmare of his life. It was so real and vivid that he could even remember feeling it. It was strange and quite frightening, and he was frankly glad that it was just a dream.

But the second he opened his eyes, Aston realized that it was no dream at all. Before him was a massive belly, easily the size of the moon. It was his own. Aston wanted just to scream, but he knew that that wouldn’t do anything. He timidly grasped the large thing, feeling his skin react to his touch.

His brown eyes welled with tears, and his deep voice grew heavy. “Good God! It really is a part of me!”

He whimpered a little when he felt movement within his belly, as though it was reacting to Aston’s voice. The investigator let out a startled yelp.

Just twenty-four hours ago, the private investigator was not like this and looked completely different. He was a tall, three-hundred-pound brick of solid muscle, who used to be a professional bodybuilder and still kept in great shape. He was always large, but didn’t feel like it. Now, though, he was carrying twelve babies inside him, the prized possessions of a client of his. At first, he thought the job was a gag, but he was sure fooled. All for the measly price of twelve grand. 

Aston’s reminiscing was interrupted by a sudden need to use the bathroom. Never in his life did he have the urge to go as strong as this. He tried to get up at his usual speed—which was quickly—but he was immediately acquainted with the speed of his new reality. Movements were hard, awkward, and difficult, and could only be done at one speed, slow.

Aston was not used to having a fifty-pound weight strapped to his stomach and found it awkward to get himself out of bed. No matter how he moved his legs, arms, or torso, his massive belly was in the way. All the while, his bladder was screaming to be relieved. He was a strong man, but in this instance, he wasn’t strong enough.

It took several minutes to make any progress, and all Aston managed to do was roll onto his back like a turtle. His stomach stuck out a whole foot into the air, and felt even heavier in this position. His bladder only hurt more.

“Right. More weight on me, more weight on my bladder. Maybe I should plan on buying some Depends.”

Thinking of that gave Aston his second wind, for even when he was in the Navy and lost his left eye, he still managed to get himself to the bathroom. With a renewed resolve, he pushed himself up off the bed, the heaviest push-up in his life.

Aston made it just in time, and when he was all finished, he felt one hundred pounds lighter. It was the greatest feeling in the world.

He rested his hands on his belly, struggling to figure out what else to do with them. He started thinking about all that he had to do that day. First thing on the list was to get food—he was starving, and now that he was feeding more than just himself, he was famished.

Aston continued rolling through his mental to-do list. He stood in the bathroom, looking at his reflection in the mirror, swaying his weight from one foot to the other. He didn’t see his brown hair or stubble; all he saw were goals to achieve. 

“I need to get new clothes…go grocery shopping…” He rolled his eyes and looked down in disgust. “And I need to make an appointment with the doctor.” That left a bad taste in his mouth. 

Suddenly, a bell went off in his head. “I almost forgot! I have to meet that lady about Lilia. Shit, what time is it!”

He had such a big day yesterday, and was so exhausted from his new pregnancy, that Aston had almost forgotten about the phone call he received. Lilia Gotham was the lady who impregnated him just twenty-four hours ago. It was just before he fell asleep last night that he received a phone call from her purported daughter, claiming the lady was missing and that she would like him to find her. 

Aston’s memory was foggy—another thing he needed to get used to now that he was pregnant—but all that he cared about was that this lady knew about the person who did this to him, and he was going to go and find some answers. 

“It doesn’t matter what she needs. This bitch can help me!” Suddenly, he got excited and felt a surge of energy flow through his large body. “I won’t be lugging this around for much longer!” He patted his belly and got straight to work.

Aston tried to rush as fast as he could, but was severely limited. The bathroom was not large at all, and he kept knocking things over with his new, giant form. He struggled to reach things in front of him, for his arms were shorter than his belly, and he felt like a T. rex, forcing him to lean sideways to reach things. Shaving was an adventure, for he could barely see his face since he was so far away from the mirror. He needed to turn sideways to reach the sink, which made his belly touch the shower wall.

The only thing that he saw as a benefit was that his new stomach could act like a shelf, and Aston was able to rest his razor there.

“At least one thing is within arm’s reach.” He mused. A small smile came to his mouth. He was trying to look at the bright side of this whole thing.

Bathing was another adventure. Aston had never before realized how small his shower was until he nearly burst out of it. He couldn’t turn around because he touched both walls with his stomach and his butt. There was barely any room for him to wipe himself—he was essentially giving himself a sponge bath—and he was afraid he was going to get stuck. During the entire ordeal, he could only think of one thing: “Please don’t drop the washcloth. Please don’t drop the washcloth.”

Aston quickly got the hang of the new way to approach the sink and how to use his belly as a shelf. The only easy part of this whole endeavor was brushing his teeth, though he was dripping on himself now and not on the sink, which forced him to take another shower.

Putting clothes on was the new bane of Aston’s existence. Nothing fit, even the new and bigger articles he bought yesterday. Everything felt tight and constricting, and his pants would not pull up as high as he needed.

He was winded just after putting on his underwear. “I’m used to being a big boy, but this is ridiculous.”

Aston couldn’t bend over and needed to lie down on the bed just to put on his pants. He bought the largest sizes they had, not worrying about the look. He just needed the shit to fit, and they barely did at that.

Ten minutes later, he was dressed in sweatpants, a white tank top, and shoes he could not bend over to tie. Already, he was sweating up a storm and soaking his clothes through. He checked himself in the mirror. He was so large that he couldn’t fit into the whole of the skinny mirror, and had to shift around just to see all of himself.

“I look like I just came from working out.” He shook his head. “This doesn’t look professional at all.”

He looked around for something, a tie, a shirt…anything that didn’t make him look like a complete bum. What he did find, he immediately knew would not fit.

Aston turned around and knocked something over with his new big belly. He looked down and saw a Hawaiian shirt he got years ago while he was in the service. All he focused on was that it was a button-down.

He put it on and looked again. It complemented his dark hair color. “Not bad. Still doesn’t fit, but at least I look like a tourist now. Wearing a tank top in the dead of winter.” Aston just shook his head and plopped on his hat. “I have to face the world sooner or later.”

Aston put on his trench coat, the one thing that still fit him, and wrapped it around himself. Well, as much as it could cover.

“This is the closest thing to a hug I can get, and even I’m too big for that!” With his eyes tearing up, he stomped out into the crisp winter air.

Even though it was thirty degrees, Aston was immediately on fire once he stepped outside. He pulled off his coat and rolled up his tank top. The crisp wind touched his exposed belly and gave him a small shot of relief. Aston waddled down the busy sidewalk, ignoring the stares and whispers of the passerby. He slung his coat over his shoulder and focused on walking to the diner.

Aston lived in a working-class neighborhood of M-City called The Hundreds. At the time of its construction, the city was expanding so quickly and needed so much space that the planners didn’t even bother to name the streets, and just assigned them numbers. Aston lived on the corner of 700th Street and 170th Avenue, and while it was far from the swankiest place in the city, it was charming and cozy, and everyone who knew you, that is, looked out for each other. It wasn’t nice, it wasn’t the ghetto. It was home. 

Walking felt so different, as if Aston was wearing a fat suit and clothes that were two sizes too small. Moving felt heavy and awkward, requiring twice as much strength and effort just to get half as far. He hadn’t even traveled half a block, and he was already out of breath and still had quite a way to go.

But he couldn’t stop now. With each step Aston took, his appetite grew, and his belly growled for attention.

“I’m going as fast as I can, dammit! I’m just as hungry, too, you know!” He found himself talking to his belly, as though it were a car or a computer. It certainly wasn’t a part of him. It couldn’t be.

He finally made it down the block to his local eating spot, Sam’s Diner. The walk felt like miles even though he only walked to the other end of the same block as his apartment. Aston struggled to get the door open—it needed to be pulled, and his belly kept getting in the way. When he finally made it inside, the cacophonous place quieted to just a few whispers.

Sam’s wasn’t very big at all, with a twelve-seat counter on the left wall and four booths on the right. There was a small bathroom on the opposite wall that doubled as the dry goods closet. It was not even as big as Aston’s small apartment, but the food was good, and it was always packed. 

The private detective smiled awkwardly. Everyone was staring at the sight that he was, and he looked down at himself. He awkwardly pulled down his shirt, which didn’t improve his image. 

Thankfully, the diner’s owner, a small and boisterous mustachioed man named Chris, came out of the kitchen carrying a tray of hot breakfast. He recognized the detective and gave him a beaming smile. His voice filled the cramped space.

“Mike! How the hell are ya? Nice outfit! You undercover? All you need is the camera around your neck and you’ll look just like a tourist!” He chuckled at his own joke, and only then noticed his friend’s discomfort.

Aston was startled for a moment before realizing that the weirdest thing about him was his outfit. At least to strangers, that is. M-City was a place that looked like a black and white movie; everyone dressed formally when they were out, replete with a hat for men and gloves for the ladies. The local society was quite backwards and stuffy in that regard, and only visitors dared to dress in the outfit Aston wore. 

He tried to put his coat back on before realizing he had entered the building. “Undercover? Uh, right, yeah.” Aston’s brain was scrambled with embarrassment; he could barely form a thought together. Instead, he just focused on getting to his seat. He waddled to his usual spot, which was all the way at the far end of the counter. As he walked, he put one hand on his massive belly to quiet down its growls of hunger, while he tried to keep his balance with the other hand, grabbing onto whatever he could.

Aston mumbled “excuse me” as he bumped into people, careful not to lean too much on their shoulders. He wasn’t used to taking up so much space, and the cramped diner made Aston feel even larger. He was now getting even stranger looks; no doubt his sweating didn’t help. Maybe I should just keep my mouth shut, he thought.

“Cup of coffee, Mike?” The owner had served his food and was now eyeing Aston with a faded smile. He knew something was off.

“Yeah. And some water. Ice water. Lots of it.” Aston fanned himself. 

Aston reached his usual stool and sat with a victorious thud, facing outward. For several moments, he just tried to catch his breath and calm his body. He had never worked so hard just to get a bite to eat.

When the owner set down the drinks, Aston turned the stool around to face the counter, but was impeded by his belly. The investigator just sighed in defeat. He reached for the water and sniffled as he drank.

Chris looked sad. “Here, buddy. Let’s take you to the corner booth. C’mon!”

“Thanks, Chris,” Aston said as he gulped down the water. “And can you fill this up, please?”

“Sure thing, Mike.”

Chris and Aston were in the Navy together. Chris would call his best friends “Mijo” as a nickname. In one battle, Aston received an order from Chris and responded, “Thanks, Mike,” rather than “Thanks, Mijo,” and the typo became his nickname. When they retired, they roomed together for a bit until they could get on their own feet. Two years later, Chris bought a diner and was doing a hell of a lot better than Aston right now.

Chris came back with a pitcher of ice water. Aston drank straight from it, downing it in ten seconds flat.

“Thanks, Chris.” Aston panted as if he had run a marathon. “I’m just so damn hot right now.”

Chris opened his eyes wide. “Yeah?” His voice reeked with skepticism. “It’s two weeks before Christmas. The coldest time of the year, one of the chilliest days on record, and you’re hot?”

Aston’s face flushed red. He was angry, embarrassed, and ashamed. “Be nice to me, I’m not in a good place, right now.”

“I can see that.” Chris slowly shook his head. “Barely nine in the morning and you’re already three sheets to the wind. Look at you, Mikey. Sweating up a storm, dressed like a bum, and bloated to all hell. I knew you never drink just one, but the whole keg? C’mon, buddy.”

Now it was Aston’s turn to shake his head. “You think I’m drunk? At this time of the day?” God, he fucking wished.

Chris just held out his hand, gesturing to his friend’s body. 

Aston had to laugh. It was the first time he laughed in a while, and he felt a weight lift off his shoulders. “Mijo, I promise you I’m not drunk. Trust me, I’d be in a much better mood if I were.”

Chris just gave him that look that asked, Are you sure?

“I promise,” Aston put his hand on Chris’ arm. “I’m not slipping…that much.”

“Yet,” Chris smiled and laughed. “And you know I’ll always be there when you do. So, what is with this outfit, then?”

Aston just leaned back in the booth, sticking out his massive belly so that it filled all of his friend’s visual field. “Can you not see this?”

Chris looked at Aston’s belly, noticing it for the first time. A look of confusion clouded his face. “That’s not a part of your…disguise?” 

Aston pulled Chris’ hand onto his belly. “Feel. Doesn’t feel fake, does it?”

Chris’ eyes widened in shock and surprise. He placed both hands on Aston’s belly, completely in awe. “Mike…you…oh, Mike. I haven’t seen you in a bit, but I was only gone for two weeks. You really let yourself—”

Aston’s belly grumbled loudly, visibly vibrating. “Dammit, Chris. No, I’m not fat! No, I didn’t go on a bender! Now, can you please just get me some more ice water, and some eggs, bacon, hashbrowns, oatmeal, and a side of Italian dressing.”

Chris’s face scrunched in confusion. “Italian dressing?”

Aston turned his eyes down, embarrassed. “And maybe some French fries.” He started biting his thumbnail. “Drizzled in chocolate sauce,” he mumbled. 

The diner owner was frozen for a solid ten seconds. Then he shook his head, slapped his cheeks, and yelled towards the kitchen. “Sam! Give me two Pregnant Plate specials. Italian dressing, this time, Sam, not bleu cheese. Make them with some dessert fries. Extra chocolate.” He looked at his friend and winked in understanding.

Aston’s mood shifted once the food came. He was suddenly all smiles and laughter, with nary a care in the world. He had never had such good food! Everything he ate tasted like magic, and he savored every bite. He could not eat fast enough, and the best part was that he never felt full. He could get used to this part, he thought. 

Chris was in the opposite mood. He could not take his eyes off the pregnant belly, and his face was a contorted storm of angry emotions. “Who leaves you by yourself in this condition?”

Aston was too busy eating, and his ears were full of the twelve babies inside him sighing with relief from their hunger. It took a few seconds for the man to register that someone was speaking. “Huh?”

“What’s his name? I’m going to show that sonofabitch how to be a man.” Chris’ arms were crossed, and he was seriously angry.

Aston was completely lost. “What are you talking about?”

“The asshole who did this to you! He knocked you up and now left you alone to fend for you and your kids all by yourself! Men aren’t men anymore, these days! But you always like the immature ones.” He scoffed as he slugged down his coffee and slammed the mug down on the table. “Kids today make me sick!”

Aston could tell Chris was about to explode. His friend was twirling the butter knife, just itching to throw it. 

“Whoa, whoa! Okay, pal, hold it! Before you go all Terminator on me, let me tell you how I got here. And I resent you accusing me of being a cougar, I am only thirty-two!”

“Allegedly.” Chris smiled mischievously. 

As Aston told the story, Chris’ demeanor changed. The poor man went through all of the emotional ups and downs with Aston. He was thoroughly intrigued, but not at all that surprised when the investigator finished.

“You’re doing this for money?” He started laughing out loud and clapping his hands. “I should’ve known that. You can’t resist doing anything for money!”

“Fuck you!” Aston was genuinely offended. “We’re all prisoners of poverty here, and we all have to do something differently about it. Not all of us like cooking meals for people, or buying someone else’s diner. And besides, I’m getting twelve grand for this.”

“Whoa, gee. Twelve grand?That’s a lot for one of your clients. You’re just rolling in the dough, now, aren’t you?”

“You know, there’s a ton of other diners I can go to around here. Everyone knows how to fry an egg, but the service over there is just…” he made an exaggerated gesture to search for the right word, “…better?” Aston rubbed his chin and turned his hand into the bird.

“One day, you’ll follow through with that threat. But I’m the closest place, and you’re a lazy ass.” Chris smiled victoriously.

“I represent that remark! In more ways than one.” They both chuckled heartily. Their revelry was interrupted by Aston’s loud burp. He scratched his taut belly and felt immediate relief. 

Chris couldn’t help but touch Aston’s belly again. “Wow! You really are pregnant, aren’t you?”

Aston closed his eyes. Something about belly rubs…they were his new weakness. He was then suddenly overcome with a wave of nausea, killing the short-lived joy. “Twelve times over. God, I really need a cigar.”

Realization crossed Chris’ face. “Oh yeah, you can’t do that no more. And drinking.” He then laughed menacingly. “Oh boy, you’re going to be in a great mood.”

The investigator frowned deeply in sadness. “Don’t make me sadder than I already am.”

Chris scrunched his eyebrows in genuine concern. “So what are you going to do? Now that the woman who did this to you is at the bottom of the sea? Are you stuck like this?”

Aston closed his eyes, praying he wouldn’t be stuck like this. “I have a meeting with someone claiming to be her daughter. She called me about finding Lilia Gotham. Supposedly, she’s missing…”

“What? You just said—”

The investigator slammed his fist on the table. “Man, I don’t know what to do!”

“Are you going to get rid of,” he pointed to Aston’s belly.

“Hopefully, this woman will be able to do something. I’m even willing to give back the money.”

Chris was surprised. “Mike! Are you okay? Do you know what you’re saying?” He touched Aston’s wrist. “Are you having a stroke?”

“You heard me right, Chris.I’d give back the money.” 

“That’s the one thing—”

“Yeah? Well fuck it!” Aston slammed the table again. “This is not worth any amount of money! I am done with this shit already! Nothing fits, I can’t see dick. I can’t even see my dick! This is worse than torture, Chris. I’d rather lose my other eye before continuing like this. And I really need a fucking, goddamn drink!” He slammed the table one last time to punctuate his point.

Aston’s tank top ripped down the side seam, further punctuating his point. He burped loudly and covered his mouth as a few bits of food almost flew out as well. His face was completely overwhelmed, and he was about to cry. “I can’t even sit and eat with my friends anymore.”

“Oh, Mijo, you’ll be alright.” Chris moved to sit next to Aston and gave him a side hug. “It’s just the hormones talking. And the withdrawals … You know what you need—paternity clothes.”

“I’m wearing some.” Tears flowed down Aston’s cheek, and his face was contorted in fury.

The diner owner looked down. “No, you’re not. These are just fat people’s clothes. Actually, not even. Those are just really big-sized clothes. Paternity clothes are specially designed for pregnant people. You’ll be able to find exactly what you need!”

The detective gave Chris an intense stare. “And that’s going to solve it all, huh?”

Chris returned with an obnoxious smile. “No, of course not. But at least you won’t be walking around looking all weird and out of place. That’s what makes you stand out, you know. Everyone’s seen a big belly before.”

Surprisingly, the pregnant investigator’s mood lightened. Aston smiled as he got out of the booth. “Thanks, Chris. I always knew that you would look after me and tell it to me straight. Even when I really don’t want to hear it!”








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




Two trains and a bus later, Aston entered the apartment building of the purported daughter of Lilia Gotham. He had never really walked around this part of town—the borough called Towers, with its towering glass buildings housing the ultra-wealthy and above—he could only afford to pass through it on public transportation, yet even the stops looked fancy and expensive. 

Compared to Aston’s neighborhood, where the streets were not named, here in the Speer neighborhood, even the buildings were named. But the investigator wasn’t too jealous, for he had one of the nicer units in The Hundreds—it had a private bathroom.

The doorman of the Stanwyck Building took one look at Aston and told him to get lost, despite his having an appointment. “You don’t fit our aesthetic.”

After some back and forth that was increasingly getting heated, a call up to the suite he was supposed to go to, and a well-placed sneer, Aston knocked on unit 35D. He had never been this high in the sky before. He looked out the window as he waited for the door to open, trying to see his building from here. 

A pleasant voice startled him. “You must be Aston Chase?” The woman before him was quite homely yet tastefully dressed. Her face wore light makeup around the eyes and a faint shade of lipstick. Her smile was pleasant, but Aston could see that she always wore a pouting expression.

“Yes!” He took off his hat, suddenly embarrassed. “Pardon me for getting straight to it. May I use your restroom, please?”

She led him in. All Aston could think of was not embarrassing himself. This pregnancy shit is already getting old, he thought.

Once he availed himself of the facilities, Aston sat in a beautiful sitting room on a couch that was music to his pregnant body. His large frame took up the entire love seat, which was upholstered in pink cashmere. The wall in front of him was floor-to-ceiling windows, staring out onto the undulating green ocean. Everything about the expertly decorated pink and yellow room screamed overcompensation for an unhappy childhood and expensive taste with a bank account that can afford it.

Aston smiled meekly. “My apologies, I’m still getting the hang of this.” He gestured to his belly and noticed his tank top had rolled up and exposed his skin again.

The woman before him smiled, and her eyes widened in awe. “None necessary. May I?” Her eyes were looking only at Aston’s massive belly.

He pulled up his tank top further, revealing his glowing and pale skin. “Sure.”

The woman caressed his belly, as though he were carrying her own children. She rubbed the entire surface with her hands, not leaving any tiny centimeter uncovered. She even lightly kissed it in some places. 

Initially, Aston was uncomfortable. He had never gotten this much attention from a woman before, and he frankly didn’t know how to feel. But soon he found
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