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[September 21, 2019. Newark, New Jersey. 7:20 A.M.]


[2 Days, 20 Hours, 42 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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Across the street from the run-down Krueger-Scott Mansion sits another run-down building, the difference between the two properties being that the latter was abandoned. Despite no person understandably wanting to occupy either, the occupant of the former was sitting inside it for the purpose of sacred duty, and nothing more than that. A man with a snow-white Hulihee beard peered out from the third-floor window of the “mansion” and looked at the left hand third-story window of the ivory-painted home. At the count of three, a fleeting flash of white grainy light filled the entire two-paned opening. Immediately, he put his Steiner-brand military binoculars over his old tired eyes and then zoomed in enough to take in the surreal scene happening in the now occupied property. It was like he was in the room with the two enormously pregnant women—becoming a fly on the dirty wall. Within, the seven-foot-two Gabby Tatum was panting, feeling a bit winded from the rather erotic experience she had in the past hour. It was too much to get into but she was assuredly saving the funfest of stuffing, vore, and gigantic fondling women to her mastubatory memory banks. She looked at her faithful Anointed—Inga Gerdes—and saw that she was more winded than herself, the Swedish babe actually sitting down to recover.

“A-Are you sure ‘break time’ is over now? Don’t get me wrong. I don’t mind spending quality sexy time with Katie and her cute girlfriend, but come on. ...Where are we?” Gabby pondered, frustrated yet presently lamenting. By all accounts, she had every right to be irritable but something told her to be patient. The irony in that came to her as she removed the Bochica smartphone from her sweaty and generous cleavage—noting the less than three days till her date with death. She was still wearing what little remained of her outfit, having well-grown into the image of the big-bellied character of Cicero. Her breasts had bursted out of the Shine Here bra-shirt some hours ago, swelling from a band size of forty inches to an illustrious eighty. For a moment, the “Everything” comic came to mind, remembering the next page of the belly-awakening story. It was after the woman had eaten the contents of her cupboards and moved on to bigger portions to eat—swallowing her cutlery. The inorganic upturn culminated in a belly as large as the four-hundred-inch mound before her.

“...'Hey, Inga. It’s been seven months since the last time we saw each other and I sure do appreciate that you’ve been working so hard to protect my big pregnant arsel in the meantime.’ ...Sorry, give me a few seconds. Teleporting to or from Under Haven takes more Points than usual...” Inga mocked and then requested. The gravid lady with pure blond hair also appeared to have been minorly scuffed up, Tatum noticing the tear in her long-sleeved bra-shirt, and conveniently where a certain crossbow-wielding individual had shot one of their special arrows at. For Gerdes, the cauterized scar was indeed inflicted seven months ago but for Gabby, it had been well over a single day. Sure, the demigoddess had sultry encounters with the other women in her life, during the short meantime, but seeing her most dedicated Fyra now felt like they had picked up right where they had left off. Regardless of the facts, she needed to do as imitated and appreciate that she had a hand to hold throughout this turbulent journey. Her irritance came from such, reluctantly realizing that she was back in the race to prevent what was fated to happen once her Afterglow ends. She noted the early morning time and said:

“It’s only been a couple of hours?! I thought eating an entire replicated British candy town would have taken longer. ...Hm, it looks like my weather app is updating so we’re in...oh. Goddamnit...I’m in freaking New Jersey of all places.” she complained, taking a look around. They were on an empty floor and besides their massive bellies, nothing else filled the space—except for a very large duffel bag and an unopened letter sitting on top of it. She gulped, fearing the contents of either. “...Sorry for bitching. ...Take that breather.”

Tatum was certain that she had earned it and going by her past overprepardness, whatever was inside was not only exactly what they needed but also held an uncomfortable truth. The preceding six days told her to expect that much, however, it was more than their growing bellies that was making the uncleaned walls seem like they were closing in. A slight fifty-nine degree chill ran across her lofty body of fertility, reminding her that she was bare-"aresel" naked. Her clothes had been shredded from the binge at Wendy’s and the tatters that had managed to cling on had been lost in the food frenzy in Under Haven afterward. She tried to get the image of Katie and her own massive mound churning and expanding until she was an eight-foot tower of powerful pregnancy too. Aside from personally helping it transpire, she learned an interesting facet of Power Stuffing, the befitting technique every one of them were perfecting lately.
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