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The celebrity singer tried to remain as inconspicuous as possible. That usually consisted of doing what people like her usually did—blending in. Liz was wearing a pair of dark red sweatpants with a plain white t-shirt. The problem was that she wasn't exactly succeeding in this endeavor with the new size of her belly. She awoke to another bout of deja vu, her stomach expanding to the shape of a woman eight months pregnant. The few outfits that could possibly cover it were the classy long dresses that she usually saved for award ceremonies. That wouldn't exactly be a good idea when trying to be incognito. Unfortunately, she had to resort to dressing down into civilian clothing, but it didn't make her look unflattering.

She was more worried about the top not hiding her newly inflated tummy. The pullover barely sheltered half of its mass, coming just above her navel. As a side note, it still stayed as an innie, but she was sure that would change soon. She was currently standing in line at a local coffee shop, and the attire didn't do much to warrant off the stares she was getting. Liz was a little irked by this, thinking her belly couldn't be attracting that much attention. She wasn't the first woman to dress this way. Did they think she was pregnant?

It then dawned on her that there were a few more reasons for why this was happening. For one, it had to be her looks. Even if they didn't recognize her as Liz Vega, her beauty was enough for them to have eyes for her. She was naturally pretty, not needing much makeup to bring out her pleasant face. She couldn't doubt this helped speed the process of stardom along, but she still tried to be modest about it. The sunglasses she wore now didn't stop others from noticing her soft, cupid's bow lips and luxurious black hair with chestnut highlights.

Besides that, the noises that were coming from her belly made it worse. The insatiable hunger hadn't abated, somehow getting stronger over the past three days. She thought the fast food binge before bed would settle it down, but a loud growl this morning quelled that hope. In the back of her mind, there was a thought she'd been pushing away. It arose when she eyed herself in the windows of the shop before coming in. She found herself actually liking the appearance her belly gave her.

I must be going crazy, she thought. The conflict had to be there. She was a star and weight gain had always been frowned upon in their world.

The customer in front of her paid for the order, and Liz approached the counter, careful to not step too close. The bump dangerously came within proximity of the cashier's tip jar.

"W-What can I get for you, ma'am?" the young boy asked.

She noticed his eyes weren't on her face or even her bust like expected. He was directly looking at the half-covered bulge jutting out from her thin waist. Great. So much for staying hidden, she thought to herself, flustered.

"Yeah, can I get a medium Long Black coffee, and..." she said, looking over to the case next to her. She first spotted the doughnuts, and her belly let out a resounding snarl. "And, a dozen of the old-fashioned doughnuts. Thanks..." she added a little meekly, trying to breeze past the embarrassing display of hunger.

As she opened her pocketbook, the barista stated, "A-Alright, that'll be $16.29. Name?"

She fumbled for her debit card, forgetting where she placed it, and not thinking, replied with, "Liz Vega."

The humiliation was now compounding itself, and she prayed he didn't know her. "Wait, the Liz Vega? I thought it was you! It's just the..." the perplexed young adult said, swiping her card and handing it back.

"Okay! Thanks again, bye." she nervously said, stepping to her right and taking the tip jar with her.

The glass clamored to the floor, making everyone in the shop aware of the escalating situation. She quickly scooped the money back into it and made sure he saw that she added a twenty-dollar bill to it, putting a finger over her lips. She fled into the bathroom, the shame too much for her.

"Damnit!" she harshly whispered, hating how awkward she just made herself. She wouldn't be surprised to see this on The G later. Liz Vega even MORE pregnant?! Reports of coffee shop assault! Stay tuned for more she imagined the headline reading.

Whatever was transpiring with her was starting to get out of hand. Her stomach then started to rumble and she let out a loathing grunt. However, it felt different this time. It was like pressure slowly expanding inside her. She put her hands on her abdomen and felt it physically grow bigger. She removed her shades, convinced she must be hallucinating. It stopped as fast as it started and she prodded it to feel if it was real. She felt some fluttering underneath her fingertips, and she removed her hands from it, stunned. She needed to get out of here.
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