Maternity R Us

By Matrix (bigtummies2@hotmail.com)
  Sandy walks timidly into the maternity store near closing time, she could have easily viewed the newest fashions via TV-net but she wanted to see how the clothes felt on her newly discovered pregnant body. 

The security shield door simply vanished as her presence was detected, she enters a new world full of maternity fashion.

“Welcome to Maternity R Us” the visual guide says, appearing ethereal-like via the 

holo-simulator. Sandy waves her hand, shooing it away… “Damn viso-guides, you’re available at home, I don’t need to just see it… I want to try on something…. there, that’s where I’ll start.” 

Browsing, she prances over to row after row of maternity clothing, some skimpy, some revealing and daring and lingerie…. aisle after aisle of maternity lingerie.

Her eyes light up, she’s always wanted to have a baby yet her career and subsequent military duties had held her up for years and years. 

Then she found love in the form of Mark Watson on Redeuz 12 whilst on vacation and life had steadily gotten better and better.

Sandy grabbed a simple pink maternity skirt, luminescent in color… the colors fading out to barely visible then roaring back to near brilliant in intensity. 

Sandy nearly dropped the dress in surprise. “That’s our ‘Growing Glitter’ line from Archos 3, it literally grows in brightness as you get closer to your due date, a hot item for those pregnant woman who want to draw attention to themselves,” Ann, the sales clerk pipes up.

“Ah… a person, a real person,” Sandy sighs, happy to be helped.

“May I help you?” Ann queries.

“I know that you’re about to close but, well… I’m… errr, yes… Yes, please help me. I… I’m… err…,” Sandy stammers.

“Pregnant?” Ann answers for her, reluctantly.

“Pregnant… yes, Pregnant!! Oh my, I’ve never told a stranger about it before!” Sandy says, surprised by her reactions.

Tearing up she says, “I’ve just… I have always wanted a family and now, after my career is settled and I just got my reproduction papers from the Feds last month so…” she pauses, then squeals uncomfortably loud, “I’m PREGNANT!!!”

“Well… congratulations, “Ann responds calmly, she’s seen plenty of expectant mothers come and go and Sandy seemed no different, “And we’ll be open for another hour or so, we close at 10 pm.”

An awkward pause settles in as Ann waits for Sandy’s next move. 

“…and you’d like to buy…” she hints.

“… clothes, lots of pregnancy clothes, lingerie, underwear, big ol’ pregnant panties for my ever expanding belly,” Sandy beams, poking out her completely flat and tremendously firm 1 week of gestation, pregnant belly.

Ann, matronly at 63 years old, looks down through her librarian-like glasses at Sandy’s taut abdominal muscles, looks back up at her and smiles timidly. 

Sandy, wearing a white mid-driff cotton t-shirt and blue jeans (yes, they still wear them in the 22nd century) quickly realizes that she doesn’t even have a hint of a tummy, suddenly turns bright red in embarrassment, her feet shuffling in near child-like fashion.

“Oh… ohmigod… I’m so, so sorry…. oh man, I’m such an idiot, what was I thinking…” she continues on, murmuring to herself.

Ann simply follows her, enamored with her newest customer, a wry smile snakes across her face as she watches Sandy awkwardness.

“Okay… umm… Miss… errr, Mrs..,” Ann queries.

“Oh… it’s definitely Mrs. … Mrs. Sandy Watson, pleased to me you…err (she looks down at the salesclerk’s holographic nametag) Ann,” she announces proudly.

“So, do you see anything you like, would you like to try on a few dress, skirts?” Ann questions, near business like.

“Wow! Try on dresses… what a concept, can one do that here?” Sandy responds sarcastically.

“Right this way, Sandy…,” Ann retorts, not even breaking stride.

“Christmas is coming soon,” Sandy thinks, “Maybe Santa can bring her a sense of humor this year… maybe the big, economy size!” 

“How about this?” Ann asks, holding up a sheer white jumpsuit with a large hole for a protruding pregnant belly, “It’s designed for the outgoing mother-to-be!”

Sandy nods her head politely, absentmindedly rubs her tummy, unsure of how she’ll feel or react with a big tummy sticking out of her clothes.

“Hmmm, I don’t know… do lots of pregnant women wear something like that?” Sandy asks. 

“Yes, you’d be surprised what they wear these days. Why, when I was in the childbearing years I remember mothers use to hide their bellies but something has happened since then, men began to reject those stick-figured beanpole women in favor of the more womanly physique. And what could be more womanly than a big, pregnant tummy? 
I ask you!” Ann replies, all knowing.

“Well, I see your point then,” Sandy says, holding up the garment for a closer view.

Sandy once again looks down at her stomach almost wishing that she hadn’t worked out so hard in the holo-gym.

Sandy finds a plain looking deep blue dress with silver, horizontal tubing from the hem its deep plunging v-neck. Her eyes flash widely, “What in blazes in…”

“Ah, you’ve found the reproduction enhancer…. but why would you want this when you are already pregnant?” Ann asks.

“Err, I was just looking… its very interesting!” Sandy replies curiously.

“Yes it is, it’s very retro… back several decades ago women would wear this to increase their chances of fertility by a hundred fold. It was a crazy period of time. 

Every since Dr. Mike Nguyen founded the ‘Pregnancy Safe( drug, making pregnancy 100% safe and secure for mother and babies some women tried to push the very limits of reproduction,” Ann answers. “And since then it’s been in the water we all have been drinking, there hasn’t been a premature birth nor birth defect of any kind in over five decades!”

Sandy is just amazed at Ann’s knowledge and resourcefulness.

“Gosh Ann, how long have you worked here?” She asked incredulously.

Damn near 40 years… I’ve seen them all, believe me,” Ann responds proudly.

“Why I remember one young woman, young and pretty much like yourself; came in here looking for clothes after she’d used one of those reproduction enhancers. Said she wanted to be super, super pregnant!” 

Ann continues, “She’d ignored all the warnings from her doctor and friends and ended up pregnant with 300 babies!”

“What… 300 babies?!” Sandy squeals.

“Yep, you heard right, “Ann answers, her hands crossed all-knowingly, “She’d taken extra doses of “Pregnancy Safe” then also took a whole years worth of fertility pills in one afternoon…. and don’t you know that she carried all those babies to full term.”

“40 weeks pregnant with 300 babies to prove a point!” Ann guffaws, shaking her head.

“Wow,” Sandy replies the unfathomable. “Heck, she probably looked nine months pregnant after the first week!”

“Anyway, I’m sorry… I digress,” Ann says, pointing toward the changing room, “Take a few of those clothes and try them on.

“Oh… okay,” Sandy answers reluctantly and shuffles off to change.

She returns quickly, wearing a banana yellow sarong, her bare feet peeking through the bottom, purple toenails flashing strangely.

“Well, well… do you look nice?” Ann says gleefully, “What do you think, you like?”

“It’s a pretty dress but… but….” Sandy replies struggling for the right words, “It just too big for me now, how will I know that I like it with a big belly?”  

Ann, seeing her dilemma replies, ”Well sweetheart, you could wait about 6 or 7 months and you’d grow into it, or simply grab one of those pillows over there, or…

Sandy sighs, “I was afraid you’d say that!”

“… or you could take one of these and we could see what you’d look like!” Ann gestures, revealing a small, emerald pill bottle.

“What are they? Sandy pipes up, ultra-curious.

“Oh, they’re just pregnancy simulators, simply take one and you’ll grow as small or as large as you like… I’ve found that customers really like seeing what they’ll look like in a few months,” Ann replies. “Are you having just one baby or multiples?”

“Just one… I think,” Sandy answers.

“Now I have a blue pill for simulating the look of pregnancy, another for simulating the look and feel of pregnancy, that’s the red one… and this big yellow one is for simulating multiples; which one would you like?” Ann asks.

“Umm, I think I just want the look of pregnancy right now Ann… damn, I wish my friend Nicole was here… I thought she’d be here by now,” Sandy says, taking the blue one.

Swallowing it quickly, Sandy abruptly lifts up her shirt a bit to see the change.

Ann just stares at her, incredulous.

“Well…,” Ann says finally.

“Well… what?” Sandy answers.

“Oh my, you really are new to this,” She sighs.

Talking down to her as if she were a school girl, Ann says, “... simply take a couple breaths and swallow, the excess air will go straight to your uterus and you’ll swell up nicely. Unfortunately the simulation only last 2-3 hours,” Ann retorts.

Sandy nods her head, takes two deep breaths and swallows. The effects are immediate as her firm stomach bulges outward very slightly.

“Just keep doing that until you’ve reached the size you want… just be warned that…” Ann pauses for effect, looks Sandy straight in the eyes, “… there is NO limit to how big you can make yourself and NO way to reverse it once you’ve started. You’ll just have to wait until the pill wears off…. understand?!”

Sandy nods her head again quickly, the gravity of the situation settling in.

“Here, just hold onto these other two pills, I see that I need to tend to a few other patrons,” Ann says waltzing away to help another late shopper.

Sandy inhales and swallows two more large volumes of air, her stomach burgeons out. 

“Nice!” Sandy says to herself as she turns about in front of the mirrors, after removing the yellow sarong.

“I sure do look pregnant now,” she mumbles to no one, slowly prancing about, her body swollen to 6 month pregnant size. 

She feels lighter which is to be expected with a few liters of air within her body. 

Her lacey, baby-blue panties bulging forward, her breasts remaining the same in size, much to her chagrin.

Sandy begins trying on several other fashions with abandonment, squealing with delight as she finds nearly 2 dozen outfits she adores.

Pausing for a moment, she realizes that the mannequins throughout the store which stand motionless, modeling various outfits seem to be much, much bigger than she.

“Hmmm, I thought I was big enough but perhaps I’d better add a few more inches to really look pregnant,” she thinks.

Again she inhales deeply, then swallow and her neat 6 month size tummy protrudes out forcefully to 8 month size… her feet nearly disappearing from her view.

“Now that’s more like it!” Ann replies, returning to her youthful, growing customer. “How do you feel?”

“Big…” Sandy replies, “Pretty big yet I feel so light, does one normally feel this light in pregnancy or heavier?”

“Oh, much heavier I’m afraid… sweetheart,” Ann chuckles, “Would you like to try the other pill? Almost all of my moms-to-be eventually do and they later on tell me that growing so big in this store helped them tremendously in the latter trimester.”

Ann hands her the red pill and a large glass of water, Sandy downs the red pill quickly and chases it with several swallows of water.”

This time Ann’s eyes light up, she reaches out pulling Sandy’s hand down forcefully, “Easy Sandy, easy…. Geez girl, how big do you want to get?! Don’t you know that an ounce of water translates into a gallon in your belly? That’s about 8 pounds per ounce!!

“Wha… what, each…each ounce…. why didn’t you say something?” Sandy says, realizing that she’d swallowed nearly 1/3 of the large 20-ounce glass.

Sandy belly slowly begins to expand, the retro green maternity dress that she was currently wearing slowly becomes taut about her, it’s lycra-like material stretching effortlessly.

And still she grows, staggering a bit then re-shifting her stance, adjusting for the new weight gain. Sandy’s panties roll downward as her abdomen expands more and more, she can only look down with utter amazement.

Yet something unexpected happens, a small flame in her psych had been stoked, an unrealized desire to grow extremely pregnant had come to fruition.

Her belly steadily grew outward reaching 9 month pregnant size and still growing, her lower abdomen settling deep, pushing her legs further and further apart.

Sandy just stared at herself, eyes wide as saucers.

“Well, I guess now I know what I’ll look like,” Sandy whispered, her hands rubbing the huge expanse of skin that was now her ultra-pregnant tummy.

“Not bad Sandy, not bad at all… although I have seen many, many woman with much, much larger bellies!” Ann says confidently, egging her on. 

“Here, try on the white one again.

Sandy waddled away awkwardly, her belly swaying left and right so prominently that you could see each side of her tummy clearly as she walked away.

“Hey, I’m kinda sloshy now,” she says, exaggerating her waddle even more so.

Returning in a moment wearing the white spandex jumpsuit, it’s brilliant white fabric revealing every single ridge and bump of her new body but the best part was it’s bare front. 

No longer was the opening bare with Sandy’s taut, un-pregnant belly but every inch filled with 3 ft. of simulated pregnant belly flesh. She’d finally stopped growing; her belly button had erupted forward, sticking out like the bowsprit of an 18th century sailing vessel.

Sandy prances before the mirrors, looking at her protruding tummy from all possible angles, the small flame within her growing, building… her loins responding with instant wetness. 

“Damn!” She mumbles to herself, “I really, really kinda like this!!” Her near perfect skin has expanded nicely, not a stretch mark, blemish or imperfection can be found.

She leans forward then back quickly, nearly 7 gallons of liquid undulate within causing her pregnant shape to distend forward then side to side as the liquid equalizes.

“Cool!” Sandy squeaks.

She rushes back to the changing room, ambling awkwardly with the extra 50 pounds of water weight within. Her large belly bumps into a table, nearly knocking over the glass of water Ann had given her.

Ann’s previous warning ‘there is NO limit to how big you can make yourself and NO way to reverse it once you’ve started’ echoes within her psyche, only to be quickly obliterated by the now roaring flame of desire within.

“I wonder….” Sandy thinks, grabbing the glass.

She takes but a sip, her already huge protuberance swells a bit forward causing the white fabric to cling even tighter.

Taking the water with her, Sandy slips into a black sequined, strapless and open backed dress whose length extended to her bare feet. It’s fabric shimmering in the dressing room light with prism-like colors. 

Sandy’s eyebrow arches, fearless fear they call it, as she gazes into the glass hypnotically, her other hand holding her swollen belly maternal-like.

“Oh well,” she says solemnly, “One only lives once and I’ve always wanted to live BIG, really BIG!” 

Sandy sways her belly slightly, repositions her gait and distances herself 4 ft. from the front mirror, for the impending expansion. 

She closes her eyes then swallows the remaining liquid like a pill popper, the effects immediately take place as her belly slowly, effortlessly surges forward. 

The strands of material stretch and stretch, holding its cargo within and still she expands.

Bigger and bigger she grows, the sequined material stretches audibly, tiny tears form deep within the fabric as it approaches optimum restraint.

Finally, her belly slows then stops its expansion and she feels something cold and hard brushing against her belly button, pushing her backwards. Opening her eyes quickly, Sandy wobbles a bit regaining her balance.

The surprise on her face is a classic one as she realizes the cold object that she’d bumped into was the mirror. “Huge” was not the appropriate word to describe her present form, perhaps “Enormous”, “Stupendous” and “Colossal” were now more suited to the person that she saw in the mirror.

She looked like a pregnant dolphin in her outfit, all black with sequins, flowing smoothly from top to bottom except for the tremendous tummy swelling out! 

She had to back up several feet for perspective then slowly turned from side to side to witness her incredible size.

Her enormous tummy stuck out over 6 ft. from her body, the glitter-like sequins still shining brilliantly. She looked closely, trying her best to reach forward and feel her protruding belly button but it was much too far away to touch.

It had poked through, the slight ripping sound that she’d witnessed was her belly button thrusting through the fabric like a Navy submarine punching a hole through Arctic ice.

“…. I figured that you wouldn’t be able to constrain yourself,” Ann says, returning to check on her patron. “What do you think? How do you feel?”

“My goodness Ann,” Sandy guffaws, “This is absolutely the best feeling ever! Just look how enormous I’ve become!” Sandy twirls around a bit, accidentally bumping into the side mirror that she’d failed to compensate for. Her bellies contents surge left and right, distorting the distended dress even more as the water and air within settles down.

“Oops, I gotta be more careful driving this thing around!” She says whilst looking over her belly, attempting to find her feet.

“Did you drink all of the water I gave you?” Ann asks, incredulously.

Sandy simply nods her head and gushes, poking her tremendous belly forward a little more for emphasis.

“Am I the biggest? Is this the absolute biggest pregnant belly that you’ve ever seen?” Sandy asks, nearly falling forward.

Ann pauses, then stalls awkwardly searching for the right words. “Well… that is a great belly that you have there, yes indeed!” She says whilst gently probing Sandy’s enormous bulge. Pressing softly, she finds that her tummy still gives a bit, as if no quite full.

“…. but, am I the biggest ever? Is this the largest most impressive tummy that you’ve ever seen?” Sandy pipes up, demanding an answer.

“Ummm… well, like I said, it’s very, very nice!” Ann responds gently, “…but…, well, umm, you’re still walking aren’t you?”

“…but… but…you’re stalling, which means that there have been bigger tummies,” Sandy sighs, answering her own question.

Sandy sits heavily down on a nearby chair, her belly’s width covering her entire lap and then some, extending beyond her knees. She leans back to avoid its girth and improbable weight from dragging her to the floor.

“To be honest, when they first came out with the pills that I gave you lots of woman drink as much water as you have, some even more. We had to remove the drinking fountain and replace it in the back of the store because we had too many customers pinned to the floor, they’re engorged tummies much too big to enable walking!” Ann sensitively answers. 

A smile rolls across Sandy’s face as she remembers the yet unused yellow pill still in the pocket of her blue jeans.

“Oh, that’s okay,” Sandy replies, cheering up quickly, feigning disappointment. 

Ann reaches out to lend a hand, she has seen many, many pregnant woman stuck in that very same chair, the look of helplessness an obvious one.

With a great “heave-ho” Sandy returns to her feet then changes into a more traditional maternity outfit. A powder blue dress with an empire waist with white spandex-like shorts. 

Trying to, not only reach down for the shorts but pull them up proved impossible, Sandy stopped and looked pitifully at Ann, her eyes pleading for assistance.

Ann smiles and responds to help. Pulling up Sandy’s shorts and wrapping the maternity panel around Sandy’s enormous girth, she pats her lightly on her belly.

“That is a very nice tummy that you have there, come back soon when its real, we’ll have more fashions for you to look over,” she says.

“Thanks for everything and I will be back in a few months,” Sandy replies happily.

With two huge bags in hand and an even larger belly leading the way, Sandy exits the store happily.

A security bell chimes in combined with a ‘cha-ching’ as her banking account is automatically charged. A metallic voice says, “Thank you…. Sandy Watson for shopping at Maternity R Us. Have a Nice day!”

Sandy simply nods and waddles on, “Wait till I get home, Bill is going to freak when he sees this tummy!”

Retrieving her keys from her purse as she waddles away triumphantly amidst wide-eyed stares and open-mouthed gaping she waddles through the mall.

Halfway to her vehicle she pauses momentarily as she begins to wonder how in the world she is going to fit in the car much less behind the drivers seat.

The End

