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Part 2
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Just as escape seems impossible, two of Vexa’s ultimate SSBBW plush guards—stuffed to defiant capacity with forbidden desires—break ranks, offering Riven freedom in exchange for indulgence of the most intimate kind. Their rebellion, snouted and shameless, brands them as traitorous piggies beneath Vexa’s gaze. She unleashes a cosmic spanking of thunderous proportions, sending ripples across plush dimensions as punishment for their squealing betrayal.

Amid the uproar, Riven slips into the belly of the planet, guided by the artefact’s pulsing hunger. Deep within, he encounters the Queen of Bellies: a sovereign of excess, cloaked in mystery and luscious gravitas. She is the first of three voluptuous trials—each demanding a surrender to forces that could bend desire and reality itself.
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The Guard’s Offer — Soft Rebellion

The room was quiet once more

Vexa had left, the pressure doors sealing with a dull hum. Riven lay still — chest damp, face flushed and gleaming from being smothered. The cradle held him firm, straps firm, breath shallow the hum of the spaceship a constant, dull drone.

Riven’s mind raced with thoughts of escape and freedom and questions about the artefact, Her guards hadn’t moved until now and he suddenly became aware of their presence.

One stepped forward.

She was wide-hipped, her belly pressing against the gleaming PVC suit, fabric stretched taut over her generous midsection. Each step was slow, deliberate — her thick thighs pressing and sliding together rhythmically, the swell of her bust rising with every movement. Her eyes never left Riven’s face — still damp, still glowing.

She stopped beside the cradle where a prone Riven had no choice but to look up at her.

Her voice was low. Not commanding. Not coy. Just charged. “She got what she needed.” But some of us... didn’t.”

Riven managed to turn his head slightly — just enough to glimpse her. The flicker of light caught the curve of her belly as she leaned in.

“I’ll undo those straps.” Her palm grazed the cradle’s edge, heavy with warmth.

“If you let me... experience what she did.”

Her words hung in the air — half request, half pressure. She didn’t demand.

She offered.

Not in defiance.

In desire.

Riven’s eyes met hers, a slow smile curling at the corner of his lips. “You don’t have to ask twice.” His voice was rough but sincere. “why don’t you let me free first.”

“Not yet she sighed” Her breath heavy. Her thick thighs also heavy 

“One more thing” she said voice clipped but matter of fact. “The containment pod will stabilize your health. It’s designed to regulate your vitals and accelerate recovery.”

The second guard added with a smirk, “There’s a side effect you should know about — increased blood flow. The pod has a setting that will maintain your erection, no matter what.”

Riven’s eyes flickered with a mix of surprise and something else — anticipation. “So... I’m stuck like this?”

The first guard shrugged. “Until you’re fully stabilized or set free, Consider it an... incentive.

The artefact pulsed softly.

Riven’s lips parted.

He didn’t speak. After all what could he say? He blinked slowly. His face was damp — still shimmering from Vexa’s earlier interrogation. Moisture clung beneath his eyes, his cheeks tingled, and his lips stayed parted in quiet awe. The straps hummed faintly, still holding him flat in the cradle, artefact pulsing low against his sternum.
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