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[September 23, 2019. Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 12:00 A.M.]


[1 Day, 4 Hours, 2 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]
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Barely a minute had passed after the massive-bellied Gabby Tatum was once again teleported to parts unknown. Her breathing was still rapid but slowing as she touched the security blanket that was her belly. The mystical mound that was increasingly put in danger had gone from dodging bullets to a full-on woman-on-woman assault from another enormous pregnant person. Much had happened in the last hour and it had seemingly ended with her getting her big gravid ass handed to her by said character.

No surprise, they're one of the Ravens—a big-bellied contingent of unrelenting enemies. The one in question was Huitaca, a once high-ranking Colonel of the small army, and now a low-ranking Captain bent on personal revenge for the demotion. Although our heroine felt special that she’d unlocked her Soul Signature—the weapon of her ultimate desire—it appeared the aggressive avenger not only had one of their own but also knew more about it than she did. None of this was new, considering dodging death had been the main goal since this began eight days ago. The one difference between then and the present was that it was getting a lot more fierce.

And in an exponentially more freakily fecund fashion too.

“Haa...haa...and you two are...?” Gabby panted out, looking at the huge-bellied twins across the office-looking space.

“We’re B and B...security agents of the Dawn Brigade. ...The ones you were actually supposed to meet.” they said in freaky unison, their voices monotone yet with an underscore of genuine authority.

Tatum was physically reeling from the abrupt shock of the assault, so she carefully propped her thick ass on the desk behind her, holding her six-foot mound protectively as she drank in the two women of Asian descent. For a funny second, she thought these might be relatives of Lilly Song and wouldn't be surprised if that was the case. This was a tight knit world and usually family was preferred as their trusted associates, but merely the superficial was on the smut writer’s mind. This pair held beauty as flawless as the respectable mounds protruding from their relatively tall and fit-looking physiques. Their bellies were, of course, splendidly large. Four feet wide and long, round, and also firm-looking, they were like any belly she’d come across thus far. However, their bodies gave the abdomens an irresistible attraction. Their jet black hair was straight and gave off an illustrious well-kempt shine on each thick lock hanging on either side of their immaculate faces. Upper lip full and a lesser-fill lower lip made Gabby lust for the chance to kiss them.

“Okay...‘B and B’...I appreciate the save, but...why are we here? ...And how do I know I can trust you?” she plainly and dubiously put forward. It was a fair question, considering the two gorgeous girls had said it themselves. Fool me twice, as the saying goes.

“You can’t...not absolutely, as you no doubt gathered so far.” one of the B’s frankly answered the latter inquiry, the other finishing the shared thought with a confident circle-rub of her belly and a flick of her waist-length mane, “You can fact check with Bochica if it’ll make you feel better. Like the gods snarkily say...it’s ‘up to you’. ...All we can tell you is that we’re here to help guide and protect you on your journey to Anoint the last of your Fyra. We’re on direct orders from the Dawn Brigade’s president...Cathleen Lawlor.”

Tatum blinked and insecurely incongruent-rubbed her belly, stunned by the self-assured nature and speech of the twins. As they had again pointed out, things tended to be frustratingly vague and at best, half-truthed, throughout this whole expectant experience. She could count on one hand the amount of times someone in this pregnant world had been totally straight with her. For the most part, that had come from those she had a solid trust-bond with, but just minutes ago, even the new enemy, the God of Impregnation Sr., had been almost unnecessarily honest with her. He was a god, so his word was bound to the truth no matter what, yet it still stuck out to her how odd that was. It became apparent to her that she had fallen for a trap and yet another unnaturally beautiful and bulbous pair of ladies had swooped in to save her. With only twenty-eight hours left until that date with death, she was beginning to see that being a feminist was ideal in another world where men, even including the ignorant agent of GIS, Jonas, didn’t have her best interests in mind.

“...Okay. If you’re really from the Brigade, and now that I’m thinking about it, Adira's dad mentioned the ‘Security Forces’...then you should know...Inga. ...What’s her rank and the number of babies she’s carrying?” she succinctly deduced and interrogated.

“We'll answer both of your questions and for funsies, we’ll give you a ‘bonus’ answer. In order...Captain, five million, and...we’re both Anointed by the same ‘Venus’ she no doubt mentions a thousand times a day.” they simultaneously retorted and circle-rubbed.
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