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“...Lower. ...A little to the left. ..Yeah, about..there. Oh yeah..that’s the spot...” Gabby Tatum guided, eyelids closed in pleasure.

As known by her lesser used title, the Goddess of Belly Fetishes was standing in the dimly lit dining room of a run-down mansion. She was thinking about the many-faceted meaning of her god name because at the present moment, several of its facets were being illustrated. Plainly, the pregnancy-type fetishes were the most covered category. In her clothless state, she was the spitting image of what people would conjure when concerning the “naked fertility goddess look”. The majority would think of the Venus of Willendorf, a small statue of a faceless figure with fat breasts, wide hips, and of course, a big round belly. They or Gabby wouldn’t believe just how close she not only resembled the body shape but also how related she was to the original carver of the object. Nevertheless, it wasn’t an exact resemblance. The main heroine of this intricate tale was cut from the same ancestral cloth but the thousands of years that separated her from the mysterious lineage made her incredibly different. In essence, she was a modern idol. But with a semi-automatic shotgun in her hands, maybe an “American” Venus was more proper. The length of the weapon extended three and a half feet from the shoulder it rested on, but only those six extra inches went past the side of her powerfully huge mound. The observations made her sexually shudder.

“Speaking of my holy decree to never lie to you...this bit of pleasure you just got is going to be ‘it’ for a while. After Renz spits his spiel here shortly, we won’t have time for ‘indulgence’. ...I’ll let Mr. Yehle explain what else this lotion does...besides making your skin more radiantly glorious than it already is.” Inga Gerdes expounded, now smearing the special ointment on the lower half of her tummy.

Tatum enjoyed the pleasure for a few more seconds before opening her enticed eyes and quickly replying to her Anointed, “Hold that spiel, Renz. ..Inga..just tell me. ..Is something really bad about to happen?”

Inga avoided the question by swiftly sliding her smearing at a faster rate, which did its job in getting Gabby to close her lids in distracted gratification. She compounded it by vaguely adding, “..Not if I do my duty right. Don’t worry. It’s only happening because—”

“Convergence is coming,” Renz disruptively finished.

The gravid twosome looked to the old bearded man, his very appearance an eccentric mystery too. Decked in his artist-striped polo shirt, in the sights of a firearm, and with so much pregnant belly in between, it was hard to tell where he fit into the whole state of affairs. According to the taller of them, the eight-foot Gerdes, he was the father of her perceived enemy, the nearly seven-foot Adira Yehle. Although Tatum was now a solid six-feet of sensual stature, her insecurity couldn’t help but show itself. Even with a massive belly, a prettier face, and the strength of three strong men, she was still largely clueless. About the world of the pregnant gods and the conflict that both Inga and Mr. Yehle had alluded to. Whatever this “Convergence” was, it had an ominosity that was much heavier than both of their bellies combined. Incidentally, she was presently feeling a warm sensation beginning to speedily start at where the Swedish giantess first applied the lotion—her forehead burning. Gabby let out an exhale that was more pleasurable than the prodding fingers currently applying the cream, the warmth increasing in intensity as it traveled down her head, neck, and the luscious orbs that were her bare breasts. The melons were huge spheres by themselves and she felt every tender cell of them as the heat reached her swollen areolas.

“Sorry to interrupt Inga, but as you ever so graciously mentioned, I'll tell her about lotion, and about Convergence too. ..Well, at least getting you on 'the road' to it. Taking it from the ‘top’, I see that..judging by your..ahem, flush facial expression..that you’re now feeling a peculiar warmth, Gabby?” he put forth, his eyes respectfully staying in contact with hers.

If she could speak without the fear of embarrassingly moaning, she would curtly acknowledge this sensation as “peculiar”. Not only was it akin to the regular feel of being horny, it also felt stronger, and with an added layer she was having trouble discerning. It was as though the warming was spawning a second sensation, which she physically perceived as her skin tightening. However, it was somehow more than that, and caused her to reluctantly remove the palm absentmindedly plastered to the right side of her bulging belly. Realizing that her hand was off the gun, she hastily squeezed one of her boobs and grew concerned when she felt how not so supple they were now. The once fairly bouncy bosom was like how she imagined the skin of those who tanned too much—leathery. Still, this particular phenomenon felt more “synthetic”. And at that thought, she was reminded of the hunting trips she would go on with her human mother, otherwise aptly and recently known as “Shotgun Shelly”. With one in hand, she was starting to feel closer to the Tatum surname and didn’t know if it was a good or bad thing. What she did know was that she had one billion souls in the magnificent—and hardening—womb before her, and reading the dusty room, she figured that “something bad” could threaten the lives inside it.
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