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200 Wishes


[September 10, 2019. Berlin, Germany. 8:15 A.M.]
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Adira Yehle was sitting on a love seat, staring at a home pregnancy test. It's the moment she had been waiting for her entire life. She comes from a special line of people exalted with superhuman fertility. Her family had been in America since before the first World War. They descended from a German family that immigrated to the US in the early nineteen hundreds. Their surname used to Jehle, meaning "ancestral home". It wasn't clear how far their ancestors extended, but one thing was known was their fruitful pregnancies. It's one of the reasons why it was hard to trace their roots. Her great-great-grandfather Rudolf Yehle arrived with his twenty children in 1901, so it was difficult to map their family tree in America alone. It was why she was present in their country of origin. Three weeks ago, she came to Berlin to find clarity with her family history. This whole quest was initiated when a man calling himself the "God of Male Pregnancy" appeared to her. When the expectant celestial showed up, she was taking care of a host of animals. Rather, she was "working" on grooming fifty or so guinea pigs, seeing as it was apart of her profession as a work-at-home pet sitter.

She used a big rusty shed to house the many critters, and at the time, the celestial was there to greet her when Adira was opening up for the day. He was a tall man, a few inches shorter than her six-foot, nine-inch height. He wore a pinstripe suit, stylized with a dark blue and white color scheme. His jacket and white button-up shirt were perfectly fitted around the nine-month pregnant belly he has. The supposed god was also handsome, endowed with sharp facial features. The upper portion of his clean-shaven face was obscured by a matching top hat, leaving only his thin-lipped mouth and small nose visible. He was rather nonchalant, as though he had foreseen this. He explained that she needed to find the "dirty secret" of her family's genesis. As with all interactions with GMP, he was vague about what she had to do. He would give her a direction to follow, but everything after that, as he said, was "Up to you." Her first instruction was to travel to Berlin and search for a man named "Darby Lawler". For a week, she searched high and low. She was lucky that her Yehle heritage was well-enforced, seeing as it was mandatory to learn the German language. This was established by Rudolf, not long after making landfall at Ellis Island. He didn't want his newborn children to lose their homeland's tongue, and that practice continued a hundred and eighteen years later.

The fluency helped her navigate the unfamiliar land, however, it wasn't enough for the task at hand. Most of the citizens were apprehensive about giving a total stranger private information, and understandably so. Even if she found a person who was willing to help her, they either never heard of the name or would lead her to some dead end. Adira eventually utilized current technology, figuring it was an off chance the locals would know anyways. If this was related to her familial origins, then the people from around that time would be long dead. Additionally, if she did manage to find a relative, she doubted they would know anything, to begin with. After she executed a quick Google search, Darby Lawler turned out to be a very Irish name. This confused her further, the connection seeming like it wasn't sensible. She came to Berlin because it was where Rudolf last resided before he immigrated to America. GMP knew that, so the man had to be here. On a whim, she decided to stalk the pubs, banking on the drunken stereotype. It worked out. She bumped into a loudmouth in-law of Darby, and following a physical scuffle, he gave her the information she had been looking for.

The next obstacle she had to overcome was trying to find an opportunity to talk to him. Lawler was a busy man, and he treated her like the stalker she was. Adira couldn't blame him. From his perspective, it must have looked utterly insane. This changed when GMP materialized during an argument between the two. The godhead had corroborated her story, so Darby was forced to believe her. When they grilled the deity about why they needed to find each other, he replied, "That's up to the both of you to find out." The only other thing he detailed was that his discretion was necessary because this was something he shouldn't be doing, and that it cost him "a huge amount of Points" just to keep it in motion. The statements didn't make the situation any clearer, but it did partially explain why their time with the deity was limited. Nonetheless, less than two weeks later, they had discovered their connection. They found it in his "family library",  an extensive archive stored in many bookcases. The "link" came about when they had looked at the records dated before 1901. He explained that the only known relative around that time was a distantly related uncle who had lived in London. That's when things took an interesting turn.

The reason this took that long was that they inadvertently uncovered a fact that was never supposed to be known. The uncle turned out to be the creator of a British magazine called "Health & Efficiency". He was their first editor, first publishing it in 1900. It was particularly hard to find this since the name of the editor had always been anonymous before George Greenwood took over in the 1950s. They came to this by finding a written confession by Edmond Lawlor. The letter was hidden behind a framed photo of him and his wife. During that period, the Irish were treated as second-class citizens. If the British knew who made the magazine, it would have been disregarded. Either that or taken down entirely. Rudolf came into the picture when he, at the request of Edmond, moved to London. They had been friends for many years. Yehle could be trusted, and he had also had worked as a print presser for the majority of his life. This worked until an unexplained "incident" occurred between them. What happened was a mystery. The sole clue was a cryptic line from Lawlor's letter, read as: "I loved Rudolf as my own kin. However, after seeing that witch, he changed beyond my own recognition."

This was as far as they had got. She and Darby agreed on taking a break; the series of disclosures taxing their mental health. They had broken away from each other yesterday. In the meantime, she attended to a problem that had been bubbling below the surface. Adira had been feeling ill for the entire trip. She assumed that it was jet lag and the overall stress of the situation. In the back of her mind, she had a strong inkling of what it could have been.  And it was confirmed by the plus sign on the stick she was currently holding in her hand. Her boyfriend, Kolton, and she had sex shortly before leaving the States. She hadn't her period in over two weeks, but the biggest indicator was the belly that had been slightly forming. The swell was noticeable on her mostly skinny frame. Compared to the rest of her curvy family, she stuck out like a sore thumb. They are a short bunch, the tallest after herself being cousin Beatrice, at five feet, six inches tall. The major difference was how long it had taken her to get pregnant, especially considering the framework of Yehle pregnancies. Usually, they would get knocked up after their eighteenth birthday. On rare occasions, it could happen in their early twenties. Historically, that had only happened once.

Adira wasn't made to feel like a black sheep but was often teased for it. In actuality, she had a severe complex about it. She had always been surrounded by pregnant bellies, and her envy grew each year she was denied that. At twenty-seven years old, she had experienced over a decade of disappointment. The sentiment distinctly hurt when her nineteen-year-old triplet sisters all got pregnant at the same time. The cause was just as mysterious as the present predicament. Every boyfriend she had was just as fertile as the last. Medical professionals eliminated any physical cause, saying her reproductive system was in perfect shape, along with the rest of her health. During her time here, she had almost settled on thinking that it would never happen. At this moment, her world had now come to a standstill. She had hopped a few continents just to feel apart of her clan was unexpectedly rewarded with a most suitable surprise. Yehle then rubbed the small distension on her torso, absolutely floored from the test result, wondering if it was all a dream. After all, a pregnant man claiming to be a god sends her on a discreet mission, and now she ends up like this. "How many are in there..." she whispered to herself.

"Two hundred," GMP matter-of-factly stated. 

Adira let out a startled yelp, dropping the stick, hands immediately going to her belly. "Please stop doing that. Why can't you just announce...TWO-HUNDRED?!" she screeched, embarrassed by her raised voice.

He was leaning against the wall opposite of her, peeling a banana. "I have your next assignment. Get on the first flight to New York City. I'll tell you more once you get there." he directed, taking a bite out of the fruit. 

Yehle was still processing his first statement, mentally frozen from the intoxicating cloud of powerful emotions. "...You can eat?" Her mind wasn't able to search for a better question.

"It's not necessary, but I like to occasionally remember what it was like to be human," he responded, the yellow fruit disappearing from existence. 

"...Is this a dream?" 

GMP adjusted his top hat and tepidly uttered, "Nope, and don't make me prove it. We hate doing that. It's annoying, and costs a lot of-"

"Points?" 

A small, yet cunning smile spread across his face, replying with, "This is why I picked you. Unlike my sister, you pay attention to detail. Get to the airport. Your flight leaves in two hours."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[September 11, 2019. Heathrow Airport, London, England. 8:11 A.M.]
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Adira was seated by the windows of the gate, restlessly desiring for the pre-boarding process to begin. She had been here for nearly twenty-one hours, and her patience was wearing thin. When it came to that, this journey had exceedingly put it to the test. Patience was her strongest attribute and the sum total of the past month was slowing chipping it away. Between a divine being withholding crucial information and being pregnant with two hundred children, she over the limit. The latter should be making her jump for joy. She then tugged on the hem of her short sleeve. It was a stressed tic that had developed over years of wearing tops that didn't properly fit her abnormally long frame. The nervous habit started when she had shot up eight inches in her freshman year of high school. She was blatantly self-conscious of her towering height, and the ill-fitting garments constantly reminded her. Consequently, the vicious cycle made her obsessively pull the short sleeve down, childishly thinking the insecurity could be erased by the action itself. She gazed out through the enormous pane of glass, inspecting the overcast, English sky.

"Um...hi!" a heavily-accented yet mousy British voice greeted.

She turned to her right to see a short woman with a head of messy black hair. Her face was pleasant to take in, especially with the rosy red cheeks and dual-colored eyes, glinting in the lights. "Hi?" Adira vocalized, perplexed.

"Sorry if I'm troubling you. I don't mean to pry, but you look very tense," she remarked, concerned. 

Adira took her hand off the right bicep and was embarrassed that it looked that obvious. "Oh, it's nothing. I've been here almost all day, so I'm a little restless." the tall woman admitted. 

"That's awful. Do you mind if I sit?" she implored. 

Yehle smiled and gestured to the chair next to her. The little woman sat in the seat and stared at where she was previously looking at. 

"It's my first time flying, so I'm nervous too. It'll be nice to see something else besides rain. I'm going to New York City for an...unplanned vacation." the dark-haired girl mentioned, grabbing her right arm. 

"I know what you mean. I'm coming back from one of those myself. ...It was...fun?" Adira added, uncertainty in her voice. 

"That doesn't sound like an endorsement. I guess I get that, though. Life loves the unpredictable." the dark-haired female retorted. 

"Tell me about it," Adira came back with, oblivious to the fact she was touching her pregnant belly.

She noticed this and asked, "Are you expecting? ...You don't have to answer that. You must think I'm the nosiest person alive."

Adira didn't mind. This had been the most normal type of human contact she had in a while, and it felt refreshing. "You're fine. I am, actually. It's the best news I've had in a long time." The pregnant giant warmly smiled, looking down at her stomach.

"That's cute. The person I'm staying with is pregnant too. Are you American? I didn't detect an accent."

This wasn't new. Her family's thick German accent had stayed strong, despite her being the fourth generation born in the USA. It was an interesting blend of both and could be confusing to anyone. "Yes, I'm from Newark, New Jersey. I've lived there my entire life. My ancestors came from Berlin." Furthermore, she was feeling secure talking with this woman, as though they were destined to be mates for life. 

"Attention all passengers. Pre-boarding for Flight 181 to JFK is now beginning." the attendant announced over the speaker. 

The women looked at the counter and a spark of life entered their eyes. "Well, that's our cue! Great talking to you. Congratulations." the tiny woman earnestly expressed. She got up and smoothed out her black cocktail dress.

"I didn't get your name. I'm Adira," she pronounced, reaching her hand out. 

The polite girl shook her hand and returned with, "Maria."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[September 11, 2019. JFK Airport, New York City, New York. 11:48 A.M.]
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"I don't mean to be rude, but could you tell me the next 'assignment' and poof away. This is awkward...and cramped." Adira insisted, nose to nose with GMP. They are in the airplane's lavatory, and with the two large-bodied figures, it was violating every sense of the term "personal space". 

"Agreed. There was an advertisement for the 'Liberty Belly Convention' in one of those magazines you read. Tear it out and give it to Maria." GMP instructed and blinked out of existence. 

She let out a pent-up exhale and flushed the toilet. She eyed the tired face in the small mirror and brushed her medium reddish-brown hair out of her hazel eyes. At some point, she would need to get answers from the prickly male. She was glad to learn more about her family, but this seemed to be outside of the agenda. What did a little Brit have to do with this? She remembered the ad well. The con was in Philly and sadly didn't have enough funds to make the trip herself. It slightly bummed her out, seeing as the expo was made for women expecting multiples. And with her abnormal condition, it wouldn't be a bad idea. For the most part, she had been riding this without second-guessing it, and this was the first time she had. Then again, why should this be questioned?

This was the happiest she had ever been. Not on account of the pregnancy. Despite the truth that her family had always treated her as one of their own, she never felt assured of it. She had observed this feeling coming out when her relatives would talk about their pregnancies. The sterile-like Adira could never add anything to the conversation. It got to the point where she couldn't help with the typical gestational tasks. The sorrow would rise, and she didn't want that affecting them. Of course, this made it look like she wanted nothing to do with them, considering most of their lives revolved around it. She wouldn't have to worry about these messy emotions anymore. She was blessed with a gargantuan number of babies, and could finally feel like a true Yehle. If anything, she needed to thank GMP. Presently, she would continue to do as he directed. She didn't have a reason to not trust him. Her high emotional intelligence would alert her to that. Candidly, all she "aspired" to do was to watch her belly grow, and with two-hundred of them, she couldn't wait to see how big she would get. She exited the bathroom and went back to her seat. The magazine was removed, flipped to the exact page, and torn out.

She knew Maria was a few rows behind her seat, and the departing passengers ahead were making their way off the plane. Yehle moved quickly, not wanting to hold up the line. "Hey! I thought you might want to check this out. You mentioned that your friend was pregnant. It's a bit of a train ride, but it could be fun. Trust me. You'll get tired of the City real quick. Philly is nice." she recommended, holding the page out to her. 

Maria brightened up, took it, and said, "Thanks! I'll be sure to show her." 

Adira gave her a soft smile and went back to her seat, grabbing the carry-on. She put the backpack on and walked down the aisle with a sense of reinvigoration. She thanked the pilot and flight attendants before exiting the aircraft, moving onto the passenger boarding bridge with gusto. Yehle tightened the straps of the pack and touched her abdomen, jubilance radiating from her soul. The trip had been eventful, and she was certain this wasn't the end of it. She was chosen for a reason and would take it one state or continent at a time. The gods had given her a gift, and she wasn't going to squander it by questioning it. Her father's words cognitively echoed, "Time will tell all."

She took a shuttle to the gate, picked up her rolling luggage at the carousel, and walked to the arrivals area. As she passed the crowd of anxious people waiting for their visitors, she spotted a tall woman who shined with beauty. The Caucasian woman was quite pretty, yet it wasn't her face that caught Adira's attention. Her pregnant belly was bigger than any of her own family had ever achieved. Her white and black dress showcased it nicely. Feeling bold, she made sure to get in her line of sight and with a wink, came out with, "Looking good!"

The chestnut brunette grinned back at her and fired back, "Right back at ya!"

Adira blushed, unable to believe that she has just done that. 

As she passed, the big-bellied New Yorker picked up a sign and held it in front of her, reading as, "MARIA".

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1 Billion Wishes


[December 24, 1900. London, England. 10:30 P.M.]
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"We'll talk once you've impregnated her. Then we'll move on to the next one. I know you can do it, Rudolf. This is your destiny." the Goddess of Bellies proclaimed, disappearing in a blink of an eye. The man she spoke to, Rudolf Jehle, was sitting on his thin mattress, contemplating every facet of his existence. He touched the left side of his chest. The place where the tall spirit had inserted a golden ball of light into. He then grasped his groin, feeling how unusually engorged the testicles felt. At the moment, he didn't know where to start. It was a toss-up between his standing as a newly-established "Anointed" or the wild task that had come with it. He was minding his business, wondering what to do about his girlfriend's severe cholera infection. That's when this strange, very expectant goddess showed up and offered him a solution. Like all things in this world and apparently from hers as well, it came with a price. She informed him that the godly energy would cure her but would also extraordinarily pregnant. The other part of the undertaking was ripping his heart in half. According to the womanly entity that told him to call her "GB", he would have to spread his superpowered seed a billion times. 

"This is mad, Ru. You can't do that witch's bidding!" Edmond Lawlor protested.

His business partner and close confidant were present during the entire affair. Puzzlingly, she ignored him, as though he didn't exist. Although
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