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[February 9, 2019. Berlin, Germany. 7:43 A.M.]

[4 Days, 2 Hours, 19 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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The curly-haired brunette was affixed to the shining golden dagger, apparently reacting to the Relic in Inga's hand. Another mystery in this world of big bellies had cropped up and was about as overwhelming as the belly smothering the even more mystified Darby Lawler. He wouldn't remember this for the next seven months and at the moment, Gabby immensely envied that level of ignorance. Nonetheless, her journey had to move forward, and judging by the previous five days, it wouldn't get any easier. Behind the curtain of this mortal plane, there was an invisible war happening. One that stretched across tens of thousands of years. The chessmen had been carefully picked out and each of them had their chosen role to fulfill. Whether they were human, Anointed, or one of the several pregnant gods, the players and pieces are still limited to the rules of the game. The young Goddess of Belly Fetishes was at the center of it all and never had a chance to thoroughly read the manual. She was catapulted into this dangerous gambit and had hit the ground running. You could say it was unfair, yet that wasn't relevant anymore. Had it entered her head that she could simply decide not to play? No, but the thought would soon surface as the sounds of metal clicking and a pained yelp was heard. "What the fuck..." the unnerved Darby whispered.

The cause of the low utterance was unfolded as she looked to her right, seeing a blood-tinted bolt protruding above Inga's large left breast. In that instant, Gabby had enough. She had been deceived, tugged in all sorts of directions, and in a manner of speaking, given the runaround. Gerdes had taken up a mantle of pure devotion, exercised an unreasonable amount of patience, and even killed for her. All without meeting her prior to sixteen hours ago. She wasn't certain of the others who were actually in her corner, but one thing was clear: They needed to know she would do the same for them. It was time to fight back. Regardless of the prevalent manipulation that was tugging their strings, she had to attain a strength that could protect those who had safeguarded her. With that, Tatum stood up and put one foot back, pivoting on her heels, the powerful belly knocking over her Fyra as she did a one-eighty. Standing in front of the open window was an androgynous individual wearing dark clothing and sunglasses, wielding a tactical repeating crossbow. Their face was partially obscured by the mounted scope, their black locks wisping with a gust of wind, them aiming at the broad target that was her huge tummy. "Fuck this." she vented, placing her hands on the distention and charging at the attacker, eyes closed.

As she fastly crossed the room, the covered screen of Bochica displayed a verdant 3D computer model of her massive-bellied body. The abdomen was highlighted and changed to a red color. Simultaneously, the Points counter dipped to twenty-seven as a projectile was fired. The arrow bounced off her reinforced flesh, making the enemy tense up. They didn't have enough reaction time to dodge the alarming and indestructible bulk coming at them. The nearly five-foot width of it struck the person, pinning them against the sill, the top portion of their anatomy sticking out of the opening. They struggled to break free, tossing the weapon over their shoulder and then grasping the frame of the aperture. "Talk! Who sent you?!" Gabby demanded.

They refused to cooperate, the brown-skinned combatant grunting as they used the leverage to pull their lower limbs out from under the heavyset magnitude. She was about to interrogate them further, but her vibrating gut wanted to turn up the pressure. The well-nigh delayed growth spurt was welling up and considering the abrupt change of circumstances, she welcomed it. Tatum looked at them with a menacing and alluring facial expression.

"...Fuck," they pronounced in an indeterminate accent. Her belly instantly doubled in size, the force of it sending them over the railing of the fire escape.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[February 9, 2019. Elmley, England. 6:55 A.M.]
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In the middle of the wet marshes of the Elmley National Nature Reserve, the flustered pregnant women caught their breath, resting beside the Counterwall hide. It was a housed viewing point that offered some perspectives of the various wildfowl and waders in the sector. They weren't here for the sights, recovering from the turn of events. After erasing Darby's memory, she teleported them to the Isle of Sheppey. Since she didn't have an exact visualization in her mind's eye, the ability seemingly dropped them in a random part of the island. A ringdove sparrowhawk flew by the shelter, a bird of prey looking for its next meal. Gabby stared at the wounded Inga, realizing just how serious things had become. It wasn't horseplay, to begin with, but this incident validated that death could come in many forms. Barring the Afterglow countdown, she had to think about the mortality of those who were assisting her. Tatum had her back on the planks, barely able to stand due to the fresh dimensions of the four hundred and seventy-inch circumference of her enormous belly, also obscuring her field of vision. A minuscule part of her enjoyed the immensity of it, but with the looming stakes, they had to reorder their senses. Chief among them was bandaging Gerdes' bodily and mental damage. "I'm sorry." Tatum earnestly stated.
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