
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Truth About Gabby [Episode 14: Soul Signature]

        

        
        
          The Truth About Gabby, Volume 17

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2023.

        

    


[Email | Subscribe | MainSite | Store (1,2, 3) | Commission]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else.]

[This story is apart of the Requiem of Bellies universe. Please view this to get a chronological view of the stories involved, and the overall framework of this world.]

The Truth About Gabby [Episode 14: Soul Signature]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2023 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE TRUTH ABOUT GABBY [EPISODE 14: SOUL SIGNATURE]

    

    
      First edition. May 30, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215689837

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[September 21, 2019. Manhattan, New York City. 10:00 A.M.]


[2 Days, 18 Hours, 2 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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A tiny bead of sweat rolled down from the scrunched forehead of Gabby Tatum, the first bit of perspiration her pregnant body had secreted since the nearly two-hour conflict had begun. She stood as erect as possible, the jerk movement ejecting the little droplet onto her tightly-bunched teats. Her black-red tracksuit made the melons appear lustrously large but more critically, the special-stitched ensemble kept her protected from the hundreds of bullets that had been fired at her. Due to the fabric and the bulletproof lotion underneath, the shells hadn’t pierced her flesh. However, the constant barrage and other celestial arms had rendered it frayed and missing its right sleeve. Outwardly, she was partially exposed but with no weapons equipped, she was conditionally vulnerable, and almost wholly so. She leaned forward, her six-by-six mass angling down and causing the rolling drop to stream across its illustrious length. Everything up and until this point was to ensure she could grow it soundly and safely. As had all that had preceded since her gravid Awakening, the forces of this kinky world were, in one way or another, doing everything in their power to disrupt it. Symbolically, the fragile orb of fluid was her, an overly round figure thrust into a war eons in the making. And though the bead split into pieces, she would put herself back together.

“I can run, fight a cybernetic man one-on-one, but the moment I start dragging your big pregnant Swedish ass, I break into a sweat...” she remarked, furthermore grunting to prove the comical point. Of course, she was referring to the unconscious Inga Gerdes, who had expended practically every bit of her human and godly stamina. The eight-foot blonde proved to be as strong as her colossal physique looked—managing to strategically teleport her across New Jersey and to combat their fat-bellied foes along the way. The latter was demonstrated not just with her marksmanship with the strapped Ak 5 machine gun bouncing against her massive belly but also with the supernatural display of Red Matter on the boat ride here. Like the billion souls compacted in the ground-scraping belly before her, Gabby wasn’t certain how she acquired either of the mortal or celestial skills. She had an idea but with only scattered pieces of the pregnancy puzzle, it was just another aspect to consider. What the battle-green brunette didn’t know was that on this particular day, she would finally connect a couple of said pieces. Clarity often came when least expected and for Tatum, it was literally right around the corner.

“Get him!! He’s just as valuable as Gabb—...WAAGH!!!” an accented female voice wailed.

From the dialect alone, she assumed it was one of the Ravens, and thus, a wail of pain was bluntly followed with a black-haired and big-tummied girl flying from the end of the block. The enemy landed hard on the asphalt and skidded to a halt, their closed-eyed facial expression indicating they were out cold. The large pistol in their hand disappeared in a flash of red energy and just as bizarre, their big doughy belly shrunk minorly. Gabby knew what was happening with either of the physical phenomena but the how escaped her. And in the next second, the why would absolutely flabbergast her. A short figure then backflipped into view...her jaw hitting the cement.

“All of you, come at me at once! ...This is a waste of my and your time.” the five-foot-man spoke to the Ravens out of sight.

Figuratively, her slacked jaw happened yet in actuality, it was the big belly and butt of Inga collapsing from her loosened grip. Gabby didn’t notice she had dropped her, the saucers that were her brown eyes dilated and her arms laid slack on her angled abdomen—letting the mound serve as a temporary kick stand. No amount of belly trouble could distract her from the strange-looking fella about fifty feet from her frozen position, not even the back-belly of Gerdes pressed against her backside. For once, she knew this person. It had been a couple of years since she had seen him but he looked exactly as she had remembered. They had met only one time but even then, it was hard for her to forget the “costume” he wore. During the height of the Dark Age that robbed her of belly content, she ran away from home and once she told the mysterious male this, he came straight to her, appearing as he did now. A contradiction and conundrum wrapped into one—his black vest, pinstripe dress pants, and white button-up shirt weirdly complementing his “wild man” look. The appearance this image would normally conjure would be correct, in that he was very similar to the man second from the right of the human evolution chart. With a combed-back lion mane of blonde-brunette curls, a wide nose, and bulging brow, he was a convincing Neanderthal.

Whether he actually was or not wasn’t known to her. However, what she did know was that his name was, “...LastTry?!”

Promptly, the main muse of her belly-stuffing obsession, the creator of the fetish that had interposed itself on this progressively weirder reality, turned his head to her and briefly, the corners of his mouth upturned into a soft smile. Then, he oscillated back into his regular demeanor, politely and with a powerful regal tone, said, “...One moment, please. Don’t move a muscle. Yes, just like that, Gabby.”

His corny sense of humor hadn’t changed either but the subsequent series of moves he executed were nothing like the big belly artist she knew. First of all, he gave the impression of being like Neo from the Matrix movies, ever so slightly side-stepping to dodge the succession of bullets fired at him. They only got off a few pops before a particularly round Raven came charging straight at him. LastTry merely side-stepped again and delivered a blow so resounding, she thought the back of the falling foe had cracked in half. The caveman didn’t wave them in the cool-calm way The One would—casually flapping his palm in an almost impatient manner. A couple of shots followed but the guttural howls indicated and soon showed that several of them were coming at him like he requested, at once. If Tatum wasn’t absentmindedly groping the tremendous tum of Inga as a nervous tic, then she would have snickered at the absurd assault of the three plump aggressors. The one in the middle had bear-gripped the two on either side of him, their improvised attack suggesting they were using the brute force of their side-by-side bellies as a wide battering ram. Even LT found this amusing, donning a smirk before not moving a muscle himself, and then simply delivering another hard-impacting punch to the dead center of the trio.
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