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[September 22, 2019. Manhattan, New York City. 3:12 A.M.]


[2 Days and 50 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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Bullet shells ejected to her left, the Stuffers of the Ravens knocked unconscious to her right, and all of it was in defense for the massively outstretched belly of Gabby Tatum. She was holding her celestial cellphone, Bochica, to her dry lips and though she should be valuing every passing second, the very fetish that got her into this frantic state of affairs was being the double-edged sword it had been from the start. She was standing at six feet tall, wielding a tummy that was just as long and wide, but her mind was stuck on the grouping of that number. Naturally, her human brain saw the correlation of “666” and the fact that she was goddess in the making didn’t make the observation feel any better. In Christian lore, it was the “number of the beast” and seeing as her life could possibly end in less than fifty minutes, she wondered if the pregnant gods who orchestrated it were fucking with her. She didn’t know who sent the thousands of big-bellied soldiers coming at her from either of the aforementioned directions, but they had to have a dark sense of humor. As one would expect, the brunette smack dab in the middle of it all wasn’t laughing.

Relevantly, and doubly so, she desired to cut it up.

“Hey, Bochica.” she prompted. The ears of the right hand LastTry and left hand Inga Gerdes perked up, knowing the big moment had finally come. As needed, Gabby had figured out what her Soul Signature was, otherwise known as the “weapon of her ultimate desire”.

“Put your headphones in!!” Inga quickly inserted, getting her attention with three firm taps to her belly.

“Oh, of course...” Tatum instantly relented, realizing that she was within earshot of multiple enemies.

“Here!!” LT added, tossing her backpack onto the belly-shelf with one hand and punching another intruder with the other.

“Thanks...” she quietly said. Surgically, the front pocket was unzipped, headphones pulled out, and then jacked in. She looked at the glowing staff and asked the most important question thus far—in a barely audible whisper, “...Where is my katana at?”

“I’ll assume you’re still in a hurry, Gabby! Your katana is still where you left it! Presently, it’s on the wall of your apartment bedroom.” the speedy and sunny messenger god answered.

And with that, she asked her last inquiry until the deadline of 4:02 AM. The same went for her depleted Points. However, if she didn’t retrieve the katana before then, she wouldn’t live to see either of them refreshed. Her first week of pregnancy was fastly nearing its end and along with it, “Phase One” of her Probation. Despite having a mystical mother that should have already informed her of this, Gabby wasn’t made aware of this vital piece of information until three hours ago. It was crucial in that she was required to attain her SS.

“Ah, yeah!” she celebrated, drumming her belly in a show of it and then her nails digging into the nylon fabric over its immense surface, “Oh, no! I asked it through Bo...so GB must know now! And, GMP somehow, I bet! And...I’m out of Points! I can’t even get there!”

“Well, that’s interesting timing...” Gerdes remarked, seemingly ignoring her plea but then scooting one foot over and becoming belly-to-belly with Tatum, “LT, they stopped coming my way and you’re fighting them one at a time now. They must be changing tactics.”

LastTry tossed the one up into the invisible barrier over the giant belly-sized hole in the ceiling. As it encased and ejected the foe through it, he rubbed his visibly red hands. “They’re re-routing those with RM to remove the block on your side. Which gives you enough time to have the talk you’ve been avoiding to have with her. You can block their bullets...but you’re going to have to bite this one.”

Gabby glanced left and saw the hurt in her beautiful face—as inflamed as LT’s fists. Conversely, Inga’s belly-conveyed feelings were shown with a slight parting of their tummies. She looked on the verge of tears but sucking them in, the unbreakable commitment to her duty as a Fyra had her locking eyes with Tatum “...I already know what your Soul Signature is. ...And it’s the same reason why I knew you would ask Bochica in the first place. You’re...paranoid that GB or GMP may have already stolen it themselves. I know what you’re thinking and yes...LastTry lied to you...again. He knows what your SS is too. That’s why we’ve been taking turns answering your questions. Seeing as I'm a piece of skit who literally can’t lie to you, I...let him tell it. It also hurt me to ignore your pleas for answers. I’m...pure skit.”

As any living being that valued their relationships, Gabby felt a minor angry flare from being lied to. For a second, she considered jumping out of the window, and letting the mindless mashy middles of the soldiers take her to whoever was the mastermind. Once more, instinct told her that although her sentiments were justified, she didn’t know enough of the whole picture to roll with that grave fear. Still, past experience with liars told her something sound enough for her to stay in this box of bellies. Everybody lies, but most did it to protect themselves.

Regardless of intentions, if Gerdes was trying to save her ass, she simply could have not mentioned what she just said. As she had explained, she had been avoiding her questions, not telling her the whole truth, or deflecting to LastTry. The fact that she went out of her way to tell her this when they first met with Renz Yehle demonstrated that her guilt was from trying to save her anxiety-ridden arse. Inga was protecting her feelings and since she obviously valued their connection, her actions underlined the notion.

“No...you’re not.” Tatum responded, scooting over to close the belly-gap and putting a hand over hers, “...So...if you know what my SS is...then how am I going to get it?”

The mental-fortitude dam that held back her heartache was broken, Gerdes not wavering in eye contact but the tears streaming down her open-mouth visage. A spark went off in between the negligible space between their solid spheres and the warmth of the love they had for each other was reignited. The eight-foot fit Swede felt lighter, an untold amount of grief having made her dread this moment for a long time. She made her hands intertwine their fingers together and with a gold flick in her irises, she managed to reply without choking up. “...The same way you found your way back in time to me. ...I’m going to transfer the reserve of Points that you blessed me with those wonderful seven months ago. Like you did with Katie, they’ve been maturing inside me. Well...what’s left of them.”

Gabby felt similarly...enlightened. Her constant frustration with their constant lack of full context was reaching a head and like her grandfather first illuminated, she was feeling relief as big as Inga currently was. Her next question was to elaborate on Gerdes’ last sentence but she answered that for herself. “...All that teleporting and Red Matter drained the bulk of it? ...That makes sense...but I have to ask. ...If you and him already knew, why didn’t you just give them to me in the first place?”

She had a good idea what the answer was to that too but she had to hear the enlightening sound of them saying it. Inga wiped her lids and sighed. “...I hate to leave out the complete truth again...and considering we’re a little short on time...I’ll just say this: For one reason or a billion...it had to be done. Your SS is not an easily attained part of your godhood so we feared you might try to use more Points than you have...in order to survive...everything else that’s about to come. You could have muddled...the sequence of events.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Iruth
About Gabby
Eo. 15: Not

Fven Showing)

JACKAL ENTENTE

(






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





