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[Episode 11: Slip to Manhattan]


[September 21, 2019. Newark, New Jersey. 7:20 A.M.]


[2 Days, 20 Hours, 42 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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Across the street from the run-down Krueger-Scott Mansion sits another run-down building, the difference between the two properties being that the latter was abandoned. Despite no person understandably wanting to occupy either, the occupant of the former was sitting inside it for the purpose of sacred duty, and nothing more than that. A man with a snow-white Hulihee beard peered out from the third-floor window of the “mansion” and looked at the left hand third-story window of the ivory-painted home. At the count of three, a fleeting flash of white grainy light filled the entire two-paned opening. Immediately, he put his Steiner-brand military binoculars over his old tired eyes and then zoomed in enough to take in the surreal scene happening in the now occupied property. It was like he was in the room with the two enormously pregnant women—becoming a fly on the dirty wall. Within, the seven-foot-two Gabby Tatum was panting, feeling a bit winded from the rather erotic experience she had in the past hour. It was too much to get into but she was assuredly saving the funfest of stuffing, vore, and gigantic fondling women to her mastubatory memory banks. She looked at her faithful Anointed—Inga Gerdes—and saw that she was more winded than herself, the Swedish babe actually sitting down to recover.

“A-Are you sure ‘break time’ is over now? Don’t get me wrong. I don’t mind spending quality sexy time with Katie and her cute girlfriend, but come on. ...Where are we?” Gabby pondered, frustrated yet presently lamenting. By all accounts, she had every right to be irritable but something told her to be patient. The irony in that came to her as she removed the Bochica smartphone from her sweaty and generous cleavage—noting the less than three days till her date with death. She was still wearing what little remained of her outfit, having well-grown into the image of the big-bellied character of Cicero. Her breasts had bursted out of the Shine Here bra-shirt some hours ago, swelling from a band size of forty inches to an illustrious eighty. For a moment, the “Everything” comic came to mind, remembering the next page of the belly-awakening story. It was after the woman had eaten the contents of her cupboards and moved on to bigger portions to eat—swallowing her cutlery. The inorganic upturn culminated in a belly as large as the four-hundred-inch mound before her.

“...'Hey, Inga. It’s been seven months since the last time we saw each other and I sure do appreciate that you’ve been working so hard to protect my big pregnant arsel in the meantime.’ ...Sorry, give me a few seconds. Teleporting to or from Under Haven takes more Points than usual...” Inga mocked and then requested. The gravid lady with pure blond hair also appeared to have been minorly scuffed up, Tatum noticing the tear in her long-sleeved bra-shirt, and conveniently where a certain crossbow-wielding individual had shot one of their special arrows at. For Gerdes, the cauterized scar was indeed inflicted seven months ago but for Gabby, it had been well over a single day. Sure, the demigoddess had sultry encounters with the other women in her life, during the short meantime, but seeing her most dedicated Fyra now felt like they had picked up right where they had left off. Regardless of the facts, she needed to do as imitated and appreciate that she had a hand to hold throughout this turbulent journey. Her irritance came from such, reluctantly realizing that she was back in the race to prevent what was fated to happen once her Afterglow ends. She noted the early morning time and said:

“It’s only been a couple of hours?! I thought eating an entire replicated British candy town would have taken longer. ...Hm, it looks like my weather app is updating so we’re in...oh. Goddamnit...I’m in freaking New Jersey of all places.” she complained, taking a look around. They were on an empty floor and besides their massive bellies, nothing else filled the space—except for a very large duffel bag and an unopened letter sitting on top of it. She gulped, fearing the contents of either. “...Sorry for bitching. ...Take that breather.”

Tatum was certain that she had earned it and going by her past overprepardness, whatever was inside was not only exactly what they needed but also held an uncomfortable truth. The preceding six days told her to expect that much, however, it was more than their growing bellies that was making the uncleaned walls seem like they were closing in. A slight fifty-nine degree chill ran across her lofty body of fertility, reminding her that she was bare-"aresel" naked. Her clothes had been shredded from the binge at Wendy’s and the tatters that had managed to cling on had been lost in the food frenzy in Under Haven afterward. She tried to get the image of Katie and her own massive mound churning and expanding until she was an eight-foot tower of powerful pregnancy too. Aside from personally helping it transpire, she learned an interesting facet of Power Stuffing, the befitting technique every one of them were perfecting lately.

“...I won’t be able to get out the front door.” she thought aloud, gripping Bochica. She sighed, knowing what had to be done, yet further aware that would mean “break time” was officially over. Gabby suppressed her overthinking and brought the device onto the shelf of her sheeny bust, opening the application she hadn’t touched since returning from her February time-trip. Promptly, she noticed that only five Points remained for the rest of what was about to be an exceedingly long day. The other five had been burned when she used PS to get where her amazingly huge body was at now. She figured that consuming half of the aforementioned candy town would have made her larger but that’s where her new knowledge came into play. As revealed by the still panting Inga, the empowering technique required “more and more” energy to maintain. Thus, it will take exponential quantities just for them to even start expanding their bodies. The initial three to five binges would have an immediate bulbous effect but the trade-off was already affecting the woman who had a billion lives to feed. Presently, that culminated into a revelation for her—realizing that shrinking it all of these times was actually not the blasphemy it seemed to be. Simply put, the back and forth of her pregnant physique was circumventing the trade-off.

“For once, I’m not mad. ...I’ll assume you knew I would have no Points by this...uh, point...right?” Tatum asked Gerdes.

The fierce European cleared her throat and nodded in noble confirmation.

“And, for once, I’m getting straight answers. ...I assume that whatever is in that bag will somehow make up for that...right?”

Inga just smiled, her gorgeous features giving breath back to Gabby—the Swede saying, “...Have some goddamn faith.”

“...Maybe it won't be so bad this time around!” she cheerily replied. The optimistic feeling hadn’t been experienced by her in a long while and it lasted a total of one second—the pretty smile of Gerdes disappearing quicker than it took to draw one of her labored breaths. At this “point”, she should have known better. Nevertheless, she didn’t let it dampen her well-rested spirit and accepted the weird reality, closing her eyes. The body-scan animation popped up on the phone screen and as before, her inherent access to fetishes gave her the power to shrink a belly and bod that had consumed every crumb of a fast food restaurant, and one-half of the replicated city of Ashfield. She could sense some resistance at first but then her majestic physicality decreased by the number on the screen:

“37.5% Reduction...”

She watched the Points counter blinking to zero and studied the measurements displayed, never noticing this feature of the app. As activated, she had utilized her latent ability to diminish her tummy to a still respectable two hundred and twenty-five inches. Twas no different than what she had been doing, in that she stayed somewhat larger than her previous prolificity. The same went for her height, adding one inch so she could finally attain the six feet of stature she had always pined for. As for her chest, they were sixty around but always spectacular to look at. Undoubtedly, her belly-proportioned anatomy would stand out but not shockingly so. The need to stay low was always in effect but without any Points, she felt more naked than she already was. Which brought up an interesting but moot point.

“If you don’t mind giving me more straight answers, I got another one for you. ...I’d like to save the important questions for Bo, so here goes: I get that Under Haven has the power to make your thoughts come to life...but it’s still made possible by Points...right?” she inquired, turning to face her and noting how lighter she felt. Inga was already taller than her beforehand but with her standing to her eight daunting feet of height, Gabby’s arousal neurons were ignited. Both by her three-hundred inch tum and the bottom lip she desired to suck on. Although the compromise of Power Stuffing was troublesome, it was sensible, considering the several positive bodily effects it had. Especially including how it made their facial characteristics more attractive, the lips she wanted to kiss over and over opening to say:

“How could I not? ...You told me to never lie to you. ...Yes, you are right again, my goddess.”

Tatum eased into the positivity she was attempting to maintain and went back to her train of thought, remembering the times when the God of Male Pregnancy would clap to generate inorganic objects, such as the bananas he liked. Related but differently, she recalled the Goddess of Bellies also clapping to materialize objects in her personal Void—the television for example. These memories were revoked because her ever-curious brain was trying to figure out what particular ability the gods used to execute it. She reasoned that whether they were in the mortal plane, their own pocket dimensions, or even the similar but divergent Under Haven, the ability to produce inanimate items was all the same. She assumed the golden glow was only associated with powers that used Points, but despite that, she was now recalling something she had almost forgotten...and felt eerily relevant. Back when she and Gerdes were attacked by the person with a crossbow, she had intuitively activated an ability that temporarily strengthened her belly, but exuded a red tint. And sooner yet, the teleportation technique they used to get here consistently gave off a white glow. Regardless of color, it still used Points.

“...I got two for you this time. ...I can’t use it now but when my Points do replenish, I’d like to know what is the name of the ability my kind uses to make...uh, you know...any thing pop into existence? ...And, kind of related, but how are you able to use these powers?”

Inga didn’t have a reaction initially, then her baby blues looked upward, as though she were in deep thought. Before she answered, Gabby observed one other sign of body language, her dark browns looking at the unusual way the blonde twirled her long hair. In others, the nervous tic usually manifested as them twirling the blonde strands with their finger—not utilizing their whole big hand to do so. In any involuntary case, Gerdes responded with, “...It’s called ‘artificial creation’...and as a bonus fact, I also know it costs you two Points. As for your second question...it’s—big surprise—a little complicated. From what I’ve been told, I gathered that, foremost, it’s possible because I have a portion of your power. Points govern every one of your abilities and though you can use them at will, it’s tougher for those of us who are Anointed. After you ‘left’, I tried practicing them but it was sooo hard! I was...frustrated. But I knew my Fyra sisters could activate Power Stuffing. ...Anyway, I figured it could be tapped into, at the least...subconsciously. Furthermore, it seemed the circumstances of the situation had to factor into it. Then, about a week ago...I could suddenly use it but only if I concentrated hard enough. I think it only happens when there is a desperate need for it. And considering what happens in sixty-eight hours...”

Tatum didn’t need her to finish the sentence to get where she was going with it, having received enough appreciated context to make sense of the celestial subject. Her explanation checked out when she saw how using teleportation exhausted the willfully strong Inga. Their human bodies could barely handle the tiny percentage she gave her—“tiny” being five million souls—and even took Gabby a few tries before it felt natural. On the subject of baby allocation, the most important task centered her back into the dread she had been avoiding. If she was going to survive what inevitably comes in sixty-eight hours, then she had to impregnate the last of her Fyra. Precisely eight hundred of her growing ultra-brood remained to be distributed and “big surprise”, she had no idea who they were, making her say:

“...Who’s next? Or, um, I should say, ‘last’. Who is the last of the Fyra?” she fired back, ready to get back into the game. She didn’t know if the short rest did the trick but she, “for once”, was feeling confident. The young Tatum was intelligent but she still had—much like her six-day pregnant belly—room to grow when it came to her emotional maturity. She couldn’t see that, in part, she had accepted her duty. Whatever doubts she had about “doing it” was gone. The brief interactions with Shelly and Penelope showed her that she couldn’t proceed into this half-cocked. Assuredly, she had been deceived but she did have a choice in Awakening her pregnancy powers so she didn’t have time for insecurity. Her friends and family were now in danger. The stakes had become real and whether she would succeed or not mattered less than roping them into something thanks to her carelessness. They needed Gabby to be at her best and while indulgence was good for stress relief, she couldn’t be selfish. Like with Katie, she would show Inga her reliability, and some stuffing.

“I’m afraid I can’t be ‘straight’ with this answer, my love.” Gerdes countered, promptly strutting her big bounding belly-body to the military-looking sack and bent as easily as Tatum could to knab the letter, “I don’t know their identity. Venus made sure we Fyra didn’t know of each other, so we could be ‘safe’. However...I know the person who will help us get to the answer. I know...jumping through hoops doesn’t have me dancing for joy either. Oh, and don’t tell me the contents of this letter. It’s meant ‘for your beautiful brown eyes only’. ...Welcome back!”

Gabby cracked a small snicker and rolled those chocolate peepers as she grabbed it, unhesitatingly breaking the envelope’s seal while Inga picked up the duffel bag and opened its wide mouth. A golden shine caught her eye but noticed it was coming from an object in the back pocket of her black nylon booty shorts—the extensive breadth of the blonde’s ass overriding the curiosity as she pulled a single note card out of the letter. The same shine glinted off the paper, Tatum looking down to see two words appear, reading as, “Shotgun Shelly”.

“...My Viking blood can handle a little American fall weather no problem but I imagine your bare rump is getting a bit ‘chilly’. So, don’t worry. And considering we’ll be in public for a long while...put these on. They’re tailor made...check the tag.” Gerdes insisted.

She faced forward—once again registering a pervy glance at the even more extensive length of the Viking’s enormous belly—and peered at the set of clothes in her palm. Gabby then placed the outfit on the shelf of her lesser-enormous mound and separated the two articles of clothing by taking the top piece. She unfolded it to reveal that it was a special Adidas tracksuit. Special in that it was stylized in a color scheme that wasn’t commonly sold. The zip-up jacket was predominantly black and the arms had the usual three white stripes, but was flanked by a wide strip of red on either side of the markings. She quite liked the overall look of the set and noticed that it was just her current size—making her briefly think about how Inga would know she would be out of Points, and these particular dimensions. A brief flashback of Bochica explaining the “forbidden” practice of looking into the future came up before she set the thought aside to look at the tag, the text printed as, “Adidas, made in collaboration with Red Deer Outliers.” ...Her mouth slacked open.

“...RDO? The same company my mom used to sponsor with? ...You know what. I’m good. Seeing her in person was enough. ...Wait. Don’t tell me she’s the person we’re seeing?!” she manically pondered, making serious eye contact with her Anointed.

Inga stared at her endearingly—the love she had for the Goddess of Belly Fetishes making her content with just being back in her presence. It was becoming increasingly obvious that she had prepared for this moment for a long time, as diligently as she had prior to meeting her in February. As dedicated as she was, however, she couldn’t have done it all by herself, Gerdes saying:

“As much as I would adore meeting the magnificent matron that birthed you, I’m afraid you have yet another ‘character’ to meet. I don’t say that lightly. I’ve met many a strange persons but even for those who are a part of our world...he’s exceedingly eccentric.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[September 21, 2019. Newark, New Jersey. 7:43 A.M.]


[2 Days, 20 Hours, 19 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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They—overly pregnant, clothed, and hand in hand—stood in front of the front door of the mansion that was a waddle and a strut from the abandoned house they were in. Tatum had changed into her new ensemble and though she expected quality from the name brand, the threads felt super comfy and soft. The jacket absurdly fit the great circumference of her immense belly and she was advised by Inga to never pull the zipper down. Her reasoning was because what made this clothing authentically “special” was the addition from Red Deer Outliers. A stretchy material had been applied onto every fiber of the outfit and the advanced textile technique was said to “grow” with her ever-ripening frame. This intrigued her and rightfully so, considering that clothes that would never tear—no matter how massive her stomach would become—was a facet of the art of LastTry. Though not present in Everything, his short sequences of crazily big-bellied women usually featured the unusual quirk. The ensembles would range from regular pajamas to classy dresses, and even though their tums would swell endlessly, their attire would remain intact. She didn’t have the minutes to pull on the “thread” it would unravel into but she got the impression she would soon find out. Running with the hunch, Gabby looked around and observed:

“...I know it’s early but it is a Saturday, and Newark isn’t a small city. So, why is it so quiet? I don’t see any cars...”

Gerdes tightened the grip she had on the unusually weighty knapsack and tensely responded, “There's a crazy man in this home, but trust me when I tell you that it’s safer inside here...than it is to be out there. Don’t make me explain. In fact...he will do it for me.”

The remark was punctuated with the other hand of Inga squeezing hers tightly—a solemn expression in the flawless features of her visage. Tatum relented, trusting her right-hand woman and gently pushing the open door with the minorly flattened end of her belly. The inside of the place was mostly dark, except for an artificial source of light shining from further inside. Her apprehension began to creep through Afterglow and though she knew what this meant for her mentally, Gabby didn’t allow her brain to diverge into a branching network of paths that would overwhelm her. Instead, she calmly considered the facts. For one, there was a barbed-wire fence that surrounded the property, but they had easily overcome it by walking through a section that had been clearly “cut” with a tool of some sort. She also noted that all of the windows were boarded up. At the least, these two observations told her the “danger” was closer than she could imagine. And interlocked with the figurative and literal hand she was grasping, she had Gerdes, who would protect and more pertinently, guide her through it all. Earlier, she wasn’t fully appreciative of the faithful protector and that was due in part to her just naturally “expecting” this to be the unfettered truth. She had trust issues with her celestial relatives but not with her Anointed.

“I don’t want to let your hand go—and for many reasons—but I’m sure you know the particular one that applies at the moment. ...This is going to be weird, but even weirder yet, it seems like my instincts are on a roll for today.” Tatum opened with, stepping back a bit and spreading her strong legs to arch her spine, “It’s no coincidence that this door—like my threads—was made to be just big enough for one ridiculously huge pregnant woman to get through. Not two of them, though. My ‘magnificent matron’ taught me how to defend myself and her first lesson was to know your exits. And seeing as things are starting to get tense, I want our exit to be...wide open.”

A naughty smirk creased the dimples of Inga—and belly-to-belly—the gravid companions walked forth, undaunted. The center point of their mounds each touched either post of the door frame and with a simultaneous flex of their backs, they proceeded into the home. Her instinct continued to be prosperous, Gabby banking on the strength boost from PS to be sufficient in destroying the frame of a residence that had been here since 1888. The adjoining walls offered only a slight resistance, its brick facade crumbling before the force of their blessed bellies and taking the sheathing with it as their prolific persons entered the spacious foyer. She became aware of the lights immediately, seeing they were the kind one would see on a construction site—her optics taking in the many bulbs in little protective cages and hanging on yellow strings that led directly to the room in front of their dusty tums. They waited for said dust to clear before assessing the lowly-lit surroundings. Even for ones as huge as them, the grand interior of the layout still made them feel small. Tatum had heard of the historic place but only from a short documentary she watched in a social studies class, the only thing she remembered being that it had changed many hands over its century-plus past. In the musty stillness, a masculine yet perky voice called:

“Hello there!! Come on in already!!”

Although she expected it, the sudden outburst of happy-toned vocals echoing throughout the structure made her brown curls stand on end. She clung to Inga moreso, almost hiding behind the pillar of millions of pregnancies like a scared girl. Nevertheless, she didn’t forget her new resolve, reluctantly letting go of the hand and walking toward the direction of the voice—the bulbs buzzing with an uninterrupted current as she guided her massive tum through the door. She was entering a long and high hallway, doors to either side of her bulbous body. The lighting told her to turn left, but Shelly’s self-defense class taught her how to clear a room. So, she was eyeing her right flank. In creepy “coincidence”, a semi-automatic shotgun was propped in the corner and according to the firearms portion of her mother’s curriculum, she instantly knew the gun was locked and loaded. She stared at the high-end weapon for a few long seconds, fight-or-flight both presenting good arguments. The recent mindset ended up winning—her unhesitatingly grabbing the fine piece of Italian iron, and shifting into a shooting stance that could only be assumed by a female as gravid as her. In actuality, the elder Tatum had taught her these skills while she was carrying a belly half as big as hers. Quietly, she signaled to the unsurprised Gerdes to follow.

The memory of Shelly teaching Gabby to shoot from her side made obvious sense to her then. It was an awkward way to wield but for a close-range arm—the bullet spray could harm the over five feet of belly jutting from her skinny torso. Slowly, they maneuvered their maternal bulks into the western quarters, the greatest concentration of lights at the head of the vast dining room. The mystery man had his back turned to them and from this angle she could see that he was short-statured, portly, and neatly dressed. She could also tell that by his full head of white hair, he was probably in his fifties. His physical characteristics were ignored as she spotted a peculiar sight at the end of the long farmhouse table in between him and her sideway-facing belly. There was a peculiar amount of unopened cases of Kit-Kats—the color scheme of the boxes already telling her he had bought practically every one of the various flavors. If this was intended to have a positive impression upon her, it did exactly the opposite, the freaked-out Tatum shouldering the shotgun and taking aim.

“Hands up!! ..W-Whoever you are!!” Gabby loudly ordered, putting her finger on the trigger, “I don't want to shoot you!”

The old fella complied, raising his hands and softly saying, “...You'll rethink that once I tell you my name. But, please, Gabby, I’m actually imploring you to keep that shotgun pointed at me the whole time.”

She raised an eyebrow as he turned around and the brow rose higher as she assessed his cherubic, smiling face and dirty, artist stripe pique polo shirt. Still, Tatum felt this was incredibly intrusive, especially with her noticing that he had each of the Kit-Kat flavors that only she had cravings for, including the world’s rarest flavor—“Chocolatory Sublime Volcanic”. Her trigger finger clicked the gun safety off and her mouth authoritatively and shakingly asked, “...A-And, w-what is your name?”

“...It's Renz. ...Renz...Yehle.”

At the mention of that daunting last name, the whole world seemed to spin around her. The paranoia had her listening to the argument from her flight sense, Gabby even looking at Inga with suspicion. That notion immediately didn’t feel right to her, so she was now scared and confused—glancing back at the man who she assumed was the father of the woman who was tasked with taking away her near-billion brood. The neurotic possibilities tried to invade her psyche but she somehow remained as mentally steady as she could be—then noticing what appeared to be a folded twenty dollar bill tucked between his thumb and palm. Still softly, Renz stated:
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