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[Episode 9: An Erotic Roar]


[September 20, 2019. Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 12:49 P.M.]


[3 Days, 15 Hours, 13 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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The dissipating energies of the time bubble scattered, the natural light from the bedroom window reflecting her godly-bellied figure in the tiny golden spheres. Gabby had just returned from a country-hopping journey to the past. It was riddled with multifaceted methods of belly expansion, some surprising facts, and an abundance of pregnant sex. Cognitively, the Goddess of Belly Fetishes was at the end of her rope, and on this one occasion, she didn’t want to think about any of it. It didn’t matter if it was the underhanded plots of her spiritual relatives, Points, or even the seconds of her death clock burning away. For the time being, she was done with it all. Her surface thoughts evaporated, exclusively absorbed with the lustful absentmindedness the sight of her mastodonic tummy was immensely invoking. She was freely choosing to get lost in it. At the end of the day, it was why everyone was here. Years upon years of belly-inspired orgasms and other related, conjured images had given life to a fetish-driven existence. ...GBF was going to indulge in every one of them.

“You and I have a lot of catching up to do. ...In more than one way.” she smuttily emitted, overpowered by her massive mound. Her palms fondled every reachable inch of it, stimulated by the excessive length and width of it. She had a handful of things to worry about but the uterus holding one billion babies had seized her absolute regard. Gabby was subconsciously utilizing one of the benefits that came with Afterglow. The outpouring of awakened god energy was capable of giving her mental clarity, yet she had a tendency of using the other side of this advantage. AG could also grant her physical resistance from the strain of carrying a womb with a two-hundred-inch circumference. From the beginning, she had been mostly applying the latter of the two durabilities. Admittedly, she suffered from multiple forms of severe anxiety so even divine vigor couldn’t quell the cocktail of disorders Tatum has. On this sunny seventy-two degree Friday, the psychological fortitude was wholly active and it was telling her to submerge herself in an ocean of belly.

Her gray winter skirt fell to the carpet with a low plopping sound, the perverted female already fingering away. She appreciated the absence of her panties, the memory of them shredding in Under Haven making her wet enough to slide in four fingers. The flushed Gabby couldn’t be bothered to remove the rest of her clothes, barely making it to the mattress before a stress-relieving orgasm was zippily building. Tatum was about to cream once she became aware of a very sultry realization. “Hah!” she exclaimed, slowing her three-knuckle dance. The bulky babe knew she had grown to a great extent but it wasn’t as apparent as it was now, staring at a belly wider than the breadth of her queen-sized bed. It was sensually exhilarating, the dynamic gestational idol one step away from cumming. “A-A big belly bed. I’m that fucking big...” she growled with raw, carnal inflections. She was now facing the left side of the bed, the size of her lily-white mountain generating rackety jarring and creaking. There was only one way to make it better and that was attained with, “More belly.”

The deeply-toned proclamation intensified the off-center foreplay, Gabby laying her perspiring hands on the overwhelming bulge. It was aggressively pressed onto the bunk, the weight of the belly causing the box spring to bend with a noisy groan. The brazilian cherry wood of the pre-owned furnishing was splintering as she rubbed her gushing pussy on the edge of the soft pad. “Ohhh yeeeah. That’s right. Whimper before my mighty baby mountain...” GBF let out, haughty. She continued the grinding action, intermittently exerting additional pressure, relishing the unbearable burliness of her tum.

The increase in brawn could be attributed to the many effects of PS, short for "Power Stuffing". The exceptionally instrumental ability was used no more than twice and even without Afterglow’s bodily resilience, it provided her a sufficient range of fluidity. You couldn’t say the same for the frame that was buckling under the enveloping protuberance, her primal climax peaking. The arousing mix of sexual and unnatural muscularity produced one of the most thrilling ejaculations she ever had, her consciousness fading because of the staggering emission. In the pocket of her discarded skirt, Bochica was vibrating with activity. Gabby couldn’t care less, falling asleep.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[September 21, 2019. Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 12:16 A.M.]
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Nearly half a day later, the well-rested Gabby stirred from the deep slumber, her face buried in the comfort of her perched-up breasts. The high-quality fabric of the expensive, Swedish-made turtleneck covering her DD-cup sized tits was stained with a dried pool of saliva. Tatum’s first thought was how unfitting the sweater looked on her. In the strictest sense of the word, she knew not a thing would ever fit this ever-increasing belly. Her stories would usually have the main character wearing some scientifically designed textile that could stretch for infinity. This wasn’t that kind of story, though. She was in a realm with a metaphysical overlay, a shroud that was steadily merging with the real world. So far, the gods she had encountered were essentially just profoundly wise humans but with superpowers. Their personalities were crafted by the sum of their ages-old experiences and barring her comparatively transient twenty years of existing, she wasn’t any different. That being said, she had to figure out who she was; as a human and as a deity.

“You're gonna fall, but I'll catch you. Come on and jump, well, I dare you.” the smartphone’s speaker spouted. It was the lyrics of the song “I Dare You”, made by The Regrettes. In the week leading up to her Awakening, she had got into the punk rock band, downloading all of their songs and listening to a shuffled list of them when she was writing or drawing. Naturally, it was the default ringtone she had picked out during a sparse period of downtime. Besides the minorly jarring feeling an incoming phone call could give to a person, it was exacerbated by her lack of telephonic communication in general. She hadn’t possessed a cellphone since her mother took the last one away during the Dark Age. The situation was further compounded by the limited degree of agility she had. Gabby was on day six of her prolific pregnancy and despite shrinking her belly several times, the necessity of adequate space was quickly becoming an issue. At this rate, her compact one-bedroom apartment wouldn’t be able to contain her gravid body for long.

Whilst she knew of the obvious complications that came with that, her recently reformed mindset focused on the erotic notion of it. So much so that she took pleasure in the tearing sounds of lumber, metal, and fiber as the growing GBF stood up. She had to sidestep her way to the ringing Bochica, careful to not bump into the low-lying columns of the bed’s footboard. Her next maneuver was to take a step forward, forthwith closing the distance between the front side of her belly and the wall. Once more, her private parts were rekindled with raunch heat. She made a swift calculation in her head and estimated that her protrusion was over five feet, lengthwise or widthwise. The guesstimate caused her smirk as she knelt, picking up the article of clothing and taking out the cellular device. It was a call from “GMP” and with no hesitation, she tapped the red decline button. She exhaled slowly, redirecting her attention to anything else but the familial troubles. She wouldn’t get a chance to, a second ring immediately coming in, this time coming from “GB”.

“I wish I had never met you assholes. You should have just made me pregnant, erased my mind, and let me grow my belly in peace. ...No wonder I’m so envious of Lilly.” she candidly confessed, declining it. Her effort to avoid the supremely concerning problems would be again tested with a third buzz. She snapped, accepting it without looking at the caller ID, and greeting them with a vehement, “Fuck off!!!”
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