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[September 22, 2019. Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 8:58 P.M.]


[1 Day, 7 Hours, 4 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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“Excuse us, excuse us, a couple of heavy-bellied Hypers coming through...” the polite yet sultry-sounding Penelope Proctor spoke.

She had to insist on the obvious consideration of their condition. Usually, delicate would precede the latter word but this wasn’t the nineteen-fifties any more. It wasn’t even five years ago. The Hyper phenomenon was something Gabby Tatum didn’t fully understand either. She knew it was the result of her traveling back in time twice. Thing is, she didn't have time to think about it. If anything, she was technically picking up where she had left off in interacting with the changed world. After she ran out of the Trinity Church, the short series of shocking events that occurred in Universal Storage was worsened by the sudden return to normalcy. After seeing and running from a pew-sitting Darby Lawler, she was flummoxed by the once empty streets of Manhattan reverting to its usual busy urban action. She avoided the influx of stimuli by ducking into a nearby subway bathroom, calming herself from a near panic attack and doing anything to avoid thinking of what transpired with Adira Yehle. So much so that she immediately replied “sure” to a text from her old high school friend. Penelope, or “P Squared”, somehow recalled their last meeting and although that might be a concern, she readily accepted her invitation for a catch-up dinner at Primanti Bros. Restaurant. One of their massive bellies growled, Gabby adding to the insistence with:

“...Better make your orders to-go, boys. Get as much as you can while you’re at it. It takes a lot to fill our ‘tanks’.”

Gabby loudly smacked her door-blocking belly for emphasis and feeling frisky from the teasing foreplay, she gave a lighter smack to the smaller yet respectable mound of Proctor. The few Yinzer dudes were not only swamped with their assertive presence but also with the succinct moan coming from Penelope. Even Tatum briefly side-eyed her after she uttered it, a little taken back by the British babe’s uncharacteristic outward lust. She didn’t miss the other outward observation that came in the form of her bigger belly. It wasn’t much but the extra fifteen inches added to the formerly one-hundred-inch circumference of P²’s womb was done in less than two days.

“It’s all ya’ll, ladies. Come on, yinz idiots. ...Let the preggo hotties binge in peace. Not like they don’t rule the world anyways...”

Like her last visit to Pittsburgh, she couldn’t get a good read of the atmosphere, equal parts flattered by their compliments and then wondering if it was backhanded. The young men in their twenties were rosy-cheeked but that was first prefaced with a defeated look in their eyes. It gave the impression they had no choice in complying with a Hyper’s request. Even the male host of the restaurant had sighed as he already accepted said societal defeat, and pulled out the verification equipment for the incoming “Hunger Protocol”.

“Evening and welcome to Primanti’s. ...Which one of you will it be? As you may or may not know...only one Hyper at a time.” the host opened with, adding in a hint of the little authority he had in the matter.

As it stood, the normally ignorant Gabby actually did know the stipulation...but only because Penelope informed her in their text exchange beforehand. The men who had left the restaurant—and their heavy Pittsburghese accent—reminded her of what spurred the four-hour trip back to her home city. According to the texts that followed, Proctor stated a “Jonas” had come looking for Tatum.

“Lucky for you and this fine dining establishment, that’ll be me. Although that might make you breathe a sigh of relief...don’t be fooled. I aim to be as big as her someday.” P² acknowledged, the Welsh beauty returning her belly smack and raising her an abrupt ass grab, Gabby blushing as she finished with, “Then again...we won’t be long. But in case I feel like staying...be ready for me to eat everything.”

Neither Tatum nor the food service worker had a response for the blatantly erotic honesty of her statement. Penelope moved things along by grabbing the fingerprint scanner, unnecessarily putting it on the pastel pink fabric covering her three-foot-wide tum, and shaking it from side-to-side as it verified her Red Deer Outliers account. The host only looked from her sensually-swaying stomach when a beep sound emitted from the laptop. He made a few clicks and gave them an approving nod. “All good. Please be seated.”

They guided their bellies through the narrow arrangement of seats and choosing to further flaunt the immensity of their bulges, Proctor made a noisy show of getting onto the high-standing stool. Gabby figured they should sit on the regular chairs but not being one to deny a fellow Hyper’s desire to parade their hulking sphere, she began her short vicarious experience. She was also glad to use her height to help Penelope lift the hefty sphere of belly onto and across two seats. Tatum was only three inches taller but any excuse to cop a feel of their mounds touching was worth the nearly unnecessary courtesy. The Brit seemed to be in on the grope game herself, feigning that she lost her grip twice in order for their tummies to glide along each other’s firm surface a few more times.
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