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[September 22, 2019. Manhattan, New York City. 2:47 P.M.]


[1 Day, 13 Hours, 15 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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Gabby Tatum had shrank into the close protection of her massive six-foot-wide belly, hugging her face into the upper ending region of her sleek cleavage. Her lips gave a quick kiss of good luck to the tracksuit-covered mound squished against her vexed visage. She may feel angry but as concrete, rebar, and every other material in the wall, floor, and ceiling of the apartment was loudly stripped away, fear was her number one feeling. At the moment, she was once again glad to have the second layer of security that came in the form of the bigger-bellied, eight-foot-tall Inga Gerdes. Which was as literal as it could get, seeing as her eight-foot-belly was laterally jutting across the breadth of hers. If she looked up, in which she briefly did, she would be directly embraced by the fair-skinned barricade of flesh. Above her, there used to be a giant belly-made hole in the ceiling but now there was nothing but sky and the side of the Liberty View building that was being demolished. Below her, the six floors of wreckage remained, a floor’s worth of space cleared out in between her big ass and the floor of the sixth. The towering source of said fear was above, below, and before all of it.

“Don’t make a single move. I don’t see any Stuffers around...so that most likely means they could attack from any angle. We can’t do anything until they strike first. Otherwise...we wait for Plan B.” the oddly calm LastTry advised, his back to Gabby’s.

His manner of speech didn’t make her feel any less fearful...or any more secure. Everything about the fetish artist—who evidently moonlighted as her Neanderthal-belly-punching grandfather—was odd so she didn’t know which way to sway. The ever prevalent yet unseen “future sight” him, Inga, and the Dawn Brigade organization had questionable access to had covered them up until this point. They had cramped their space-invading bellies into the small home of Katie Straum’s for the purpose of shielding her from the thousands-strong wave of Ravens that had continuously assaulted her. But the real reason was so she could unlock her Soul Signature, which turned out to be her twenty-thousand-dollar katana. Now that either wasn’t an issue, she could only sit with bated breath.

“...You know, now that fetishes are taking over reality, I expected to encounter a fifty-foot pregnant person at some point. ...Not like this, though. ...Still weirdly hot, though. ...Ignore me.” Tatum commented, lifting her head up and looking in either direction.

Hoping to catch a glimpse of the biggest pregnant belly she had seen yet, she flexed her sword hand in anticipation of that “first strike”. The weapon was sheathed in a new saya LT had artificially created for her, and was pressed between their connected backs. Naming it the “Blade of Self-Pregnancy”, or SP Blade, the long piece of steel wouldn’t be her go-to move, since the grandpa who helped her attain it told her it would cost two Points to activate the powerful aura of Red Matter that would enshroud it. The mysterious subset of the god currency wasn’t as cryptic as it once was, in that she was informed it couldn’t fully act as her SS without re-kindling it with the red energy. Otherwise, it was like her belly: Mystically empowered when in threat, but otherwise ordinary.

-Has the bar for ‘ordinary’ been set so low that simply having a two-hundred-thirty-inch belly and an expensive sword is what’s becoming ‘normal’ in this world? What makes...‘them’ so special?- Gabby thought, looking upward and regretting that she had.

“Let’s flank her, Inga! You on the left!” LastTry promptly ordered.

Tatum tried to not hook her horny sights onto the moderately attractive face of the aforesaid “them”, still unsure of their sex, or name at that. Other than calling them the “Assassin”, or by their apparent rank, “Vice-General”, she only knew a few things about the towering titan of tummy. As implied by both titles, they had attempted to kill her and also happened to be the top leader of the Ravens. In the shadow of their phenomenally giant-orbed body—the removal of the Gerdes gut making them fastly come into full view—she figured they were here to finish the job of the former implication by using the complete capability of the latter. Even with their breasts—each the same width of her six-foot belly—overwhelmingly pressed on the street facing side of the translucent box they were in, their deep voice and general lack of femininity in their words and actions casted doubt on their gender identity. Nevertheless, there was a pregnant man in this world, so it mattered little compared to their professional identity. Thus far, the Stuffer soldiers they commanded were suspected to not be pregnant at all, just as their title suggested. However, one thing Gabby did know—and well—was big bellies.

“...Are you actually pregnant?” Tatum frankly asked the giant enemy.

She heard unintelligible grunts from the machine-gun Inga and knuckle-cracking LT, but also from the Assassin. The direct, somewhat out of place question caught all present parties off guard and although it was a worthwhile curiosity, this wasn’t the time for it either. Despite that, the nose-ringed Raven flicked the fashion accessory in bemusement and decided to entertain the queer inquiry.

“Interesting question coming from you. At this time, the answer is yes...and no. You tell me, supposed ‘Goddess of Belly Fetishes’...” they responded, the fingers of their plastered palms gripping the invisible edges of the Void container.

The entire length of the once intact apartment was thirty-feet and having wiped out the seven stories of units that were beside it, their height came into suspicion...until Gabby looked down. Far below were two thick legs standing on top of two crushed Hummers parked side-by-side. She was well-versed in her belly-comparison math too, knowing each floor of the building must be around nine feet tall. So factoring in the boost from their vehicle step ladder, their dimensions were hauntingly adding up. Especially when she audibly gulped looking at the forty-foot breadth of their gargantuan belly, the naked brown mass itself wider and taller than the box.

“...I think I agree. But the Void is making an indent into your...broad belly. If you used Power Stuffing to get that big, then it should be firm like mine...” she observed, barely pressing into her unyielding mound to make the point and taking a sec to slowly stand, “So, you either don’t have access to it...or you do, and used some other method to expand. Maybe you ate too much for PS to process?”
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