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Emaline Rogers sat in her car, picking at a double cheeseburger from Dairy Queen. She was off work and decided to have a bite to eat before taking the twenty-minute drive home to Mt. Olive. In truth, she was seeing if her infamous appetite had returned. Her work duties had her so busy that her monthly belly stretching routine had taken a back seat for the past six months. It was the second Friday of the month. This should be the time where she would be racing down the aisles of a supermarket, throwing everything in sight into the cart. It severely depressed her that she couldn't take more than a bite of this delicious meat. She loved her job but was it worth it if she couldn't enjoy what made her the happiest? It was second to her love for Veronica, yet that had been left unattended for the same reason. She hadn't thought about it since moving here. The new opportunity was enough to make her satisfied, though it felt incomplete.

"Just say the magic words, and all of that can go away." a womanly voice chimed.

Emmy sighed, not needing to look to know who it was. "I gave you my answer a week ago. Go away, GB."

In the passenger seat of her open-top Jeep Wrangler was the beautiful Goddess of Bellies.

"Well...if you're not going to eat that, then don't mind if I do," GB said, snatching the burger from her hand.

"Heeey! I was eating that!" Emmy protested.

GB took a massive bite and swallowed, replying, "No, you weren't. You were sitting there, feeling sorry for your self." Emmy wanted to get angry, but the deity was right. She crossed her arms and stuck her big bottom lip out, pouting. GB ate the rest of it in a few chomps and tossed the wrapper outside of the car. "Hmmm, I forget how deliciously sinful American food is. So bad, yet so good. Come on, Emmy. Don't you want to eat? Feel your belly become bigger?" GB teased, seducing her.

Emmy let the words sing to her like a lustful melody. It had been so long, that any thought of belly stuffing was enough to make her instantly wet. She squirmed restlessly, her crotch becoming saturated when she thought of her last belly expansion. In her mind's eye, she was looking down at Veronica, who was hugging the one-hundred-inch diameter of her enormous stomach. It was her proudest moment.

GB's soft hand caressed the cute round bump she always had, and for a couple of seconds, let her do it.

She then slapped the hand of GB away and chastised, "What's wrong with you?! You know I'm taken. You know everything! ...Right?"

The fully naked GB looked away with a mischievous smile. "Oh my, Emmy. I wish I did know everything. Because if I did, you wouldn't have slipped under my radar for so long. I wish I came out of Hibernation two years earlier than I did. Then, your perfect, cute ass would have been mine." GB uttered in a sultry tone, biting her lip.

Emmy scoffed and responded, "Whatever. Don't call me Emmy. Only people I love can call me that. Leave me alone."

GB rolled her eyes and lightly clapped. A tablet materialized in her hands and at a superhuman pace, she tapped the screen until a lascivious grin crept on her flawless face. She turned the display towards her. "While your biggest belly was quite hot, it's nothing compared to hers..."

Emmy looked at the device, and then let out a high-pitched yelp. She was looking at the live stream of the "Liberty Belly" convention, specifically the runway portion. Emmy didn't know that, though. Her mind was centered on the gargantuan belly of a tall Asian woman wearing a two-piece cocktail dress. She confidently walked down the runway with ease and then knelt, her titanic belly striking a man with a headset.

"Oh my gosh!! She's huge!! Did you...'Appoint' her?" Rogers asked.

GB laughed. "It's Anointed, dear. Sadly...it wasn't my idea."
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[September 16, 2019. Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 12:06 A.M.]
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Gabby was staring at GMP, more dumbfounded than she had ever been. It says a lot, considering the series of surprising facts already made her want to bash her brains in. This, however, was having her go in circles. She opened her mouth to ask an agitated question but stopped herself. Whatever this was, it would require careful thought. It was a new day, and with GMP present, she had six questions she could ask. It would be best to handle this smartly.

"Good idea, kid," he said, his serious facial expression unchanged. She focused, looking at the woman she supposedly did this to. The blogger says her name was Lilly. She studied her face to see if she could recognize her. She searched her mind for all the women she had seen on the Internet. There were a few pictures she had of Asian women, though none of them looked close to her level of attractiveness. She was certain of remembering someone as sexy as her. She could hunt the Web for personal information. Whatever she could find would most likely not be enough for what she wanted to know. It would be suitable to ask GMP. He knew more than she did. All she had to do was word it correctly.

What do I need to know about Lilly?" she asked.

He smirked and replied, "Look at your monitor."

She turned her head back and heard a loud clap from behind. She watched as her browser automatically opened many tabs, pulling up multiple online profiles of Lilly. It was moving too fast for her to keep up, the images and text flying across the screen as GMP manipulated the technology. This continued until the computer monitor turned off and she snapped back to him, watching as a few droplets of sweat appeared on his forehead. The golden hue of his irises lessened its brightness as he grabbed his knees again.

"Looks like that'll be it for now. I have exceeded my allotment again. Pay attention. I should disappear at any second. This woman is Lillian Song. Over three months ago, you Anointed her. You realized the zygotes inside you could split and form multiples. You're afraid this will kill you, and your hunch is right. ...It will." he fastly explained.

Gabby, not wanting to waste a single second, asked the next question that popped into her head. "How did I do this?! I didn't know I was a goddess until fucking yesterday!" she bellowed.

GMP's stomach shrunk and he painfully stated, "Y-You...haven't. Not yet."

Gabby blinked and he was gone.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[September 16, 2019. Johnstown, Pennsylvania. 11:34 A.M.]
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The overly pregnant woman pulled her shower curtain back and turned the metal knob until it faced the red sign for hot water. The water shot out of the showerhead and she gently lowered herself onto the toilet, waiting for it to heat up. She didn't reek of body odor, despite not taking one in two days. It had to be one of the side effects of Afterglow. It's also the reason why she was doing it. She needed to do anything that made her feel human. Under the surface of this serene state of mind, she knew the little Gabby inside her head was wailing constantly. None of this made any sense. Every time she got a foothold of what was going on, another factor would come and inflame the utter confusion. GB said Probation was instilled to help them, and she gravely understood why most of the new gods didn't make it. One of the articles GMP had brought up was how many days it took for multiples to be formed. It stated the zygote could split as late nine days after conception. The one fact that made GMP's knowledge credible was this could occur within the first three days. To her, it was a fear that should be acknowledged. She didn't think of this when she impregnated herself, and since she was still learning her abilities, it could spell disaster.

-Be sure you can handle it. I would start small.- GB's warning said in her mind.
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