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In the late evening streets of Cambridge, a young, petite elf was sprinting toward the Corn Exchange, a live music venue in the university city. She went by the sweet-sounding name of “Naomi Leòideach” and like her surname, the twenty-two-year-old was fairly ordinary in most schemes of living. Her dainty, adorable features, particularly a cheer-sparking face and chestnut, Rapunzel-long locks certainly made her stand out, but that was about the end of it. When that was stacked with her challenge in achieving a higher vertex, height-wise or career-wise, even she couldn’t deny the frustration with either was reaching a boiling point. There had to be more to life and at this nearly desperate moment in time, the five-foot-tall Help Desk technician just wanted to lose herself in the pop vocals of her heroine, the hyper pregnant female referred to as “The Gravid Star”. Coincidentally, their respective careers had run parallel to one another. She had started down her humdrum IT path of underappreciation and little fulfillment. Yazawa Mio had risen to become an idol of glorification and unbelievable excess. The latter being steamily expressed with the fifty-thousand babies in her giant belly.

-It’s quiet. Too quiet. I mean, it’s Mio! ...There should be people lining up for blocks...to see that beautiful blonde hair and BIG...bodacious...belly.- Leòideach thought, wet with the mizzle of precipitation in the night air and relatively, in her jade-colored panties. This was England and she was a fiend for disproportionate pregnancies so things were in line so far. However, as she turned left onto Wheeler Street, it seemed like the depressing former would win the battle for her mental well-being. At the end of the block was the entrance to the aforestated concert hall. She had been here a few times, thus the absence of impatient but enthusiastic concertgoers was a disheartening sight. In place of cathartic Friday vibes, there was just a single long-haired bloke smoking an unfiltered cigarette. He was resting against one of the wooden double doors and was preparing to reenter the building but stopped once he spotted her approaching. She used the cloth of her lime-green shirt to wipe off the mist pickling her straight-edged Helvetica eyeglasses and then cleared her throat, her unassertive voice asking, “Um, excuse me. Did I miss the Mio concert? I could have sworn it was at ten o’clock...”

The doorman gave her the dejected facial expression she didn’t want to see and replied with a thick East Anglian accent, “Sorry, bishybarnybee. That blonde biggie almost brought down tha’ ceilin’ with her tummy. You can go inside, she’s going to be there for a time. And she still is takin’ autographs.” He gestured to the open entryway and with a humble bob of thanks, Naomi exhaled. She smoothed her black, knee-high skirt and practically tiptoed through the opening. As a swift distraction, the nervous fangirl cursed the fact that she didn’t have time to change into an outfit more befitting the occasion. Leòideach works the mid-shift at the city’s titular university and determined to brighten the dullness of the profession, rushed to catch the last 199 bus to here. Notwithstanding the foregoing of the show itself, every ounce of stress in her cute anatomy exited the second she reached the auditorium. She hadn’t even pushed the crash bar, thunderstruck by the fertile mountain that occupied the totality of the window space she was shakingly standing before. If she didn’t know better, the comparably tiny woman would have supposed this was something out of the climax of Akira. The amazingly mammoth belly of Mio had filled out the seventy-foot width of the hall with her mass, convulsing with the kicks of her legion of babies.

“I-I’m asleep at my desk, right? T-This...THIS level of pregnant can’t be...real...” she stammered out, too overtaken with the belly to keep her galvanizing thoughts contained. The lump in her gullet was formed by the transparent realization that she would never get this unearthly huge. As an avid fan of Gravid Wave idols in general, she was well aware of the rumors and news that came with their fandom; the Blossom Petals. Naomi was not only a member of the subculture but also their underground purveyor of information. Therefore, a little birdie had told her that Yazawa was supposedly blessed by the pregnancy gods themselves. Although her suspension of belief was explicably questioned with the ultimate abdominal defiance in front of her smut-tinted glasses, she had already encountered the chaos of the mystical energies that surrounded them. She gently pushed the door open, her mind’s eye overlaying the image of Fiona Blackwood and her thirty-foot long bulge over the tower of tummy cramping the expansive theater. Coupled with her own kinky experience with bondage, bellies, and black magic, she was getting the feeling that it was time for her turn in the spotlight.

“No, that’s fine. There’s a reason why we have a separate fund for these kinds of um...’foreseeable accidents’. My manager calls it ‘belly insurance’. ...Soo, send us a complete invoice for the damages. It’s my fault for insisting that we play for a ‘smaller’ venue. I know there are a lot of GW fans in the UK, but due to the logistics with transporting...” Mio expounded, turning her FaceTime session to the property-wrecking culprit, “...this much tum, it limits our visits to this lovely island of yours. Even so, I was charmed by the history of the Corn Exchange and just had to fly out. I read that the roof hasn’t been replaced since ‘86 sooo...tell you what! I’ll pay for a whole replacement. Just make sure you can ‘accommodate’ singing ladies with a ridiculous waistline like mine, and you might see more tour dates. ...You’re welcome! ...Okay, thank you, bye.” As the generous Yazawa ended the phone call with the property manager, Naomi felt her nerves bunch up with a confusing chemical combination of star-struck and the seemingly limitless well of carnal desire that increased the closer she got to the ceiling-breaking belly. She had overheard the singer’s charity and it made her feel more at ease, nevertheless, that too evaporated the instant the grey-blue eyes of the gorgeous Gravid Star locked with the royal shade of hers. “Oh. ...Hello!”
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