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A grave silence fills the belly-ravaged inside of a gas station that was situated outside of the Bridge Street Bridge exit. At the middle of the short overpass rose a column of gas-fueled smoke—the source of which coming from a destroyed self-driving van. On either side of the vehicle was a large throng of black-haired and brown-skinned individuals, their various firearms bouncing against the huge bellies jutting from their torsos. Their plain robes were as dark as their messy manes, the two-hundred or so following a woman stepping off the bridge and onto Harrison Avenue—the Speedway store to their left. She was clearly their leader and if not for the positioning, the two white circles on her robe, relatively clean appearance, and the belly bigger than any of those following behind her would give the intimidating impression. The foot-plus width of the soldier’s tums were triple outclassed by the commander of the small force. Her self-assured attitude only made her more attractive than her base physicality, and the sex appeal was further amplified by the crimson energy now coating her one-piece garment. In a mystical flash, her outfit changed to suit her standing within the big-bellied multitude known as “The Ravens”. From top to bottom, she traded her attire for a modern two-piece ensemble.

“...Colonel Huitaca, what are your orders? ...Gabby and ‘The Versatile Viking’ could already be there. Should we mount up?”

The question from the subordinate was illustrated with them gesturing to the convoy of vehicles occupying the intersection ahead, three jerry-rigged Hummers and varied models of motorcycles idling. The Colonel tugged on the top hem of her dark red tube top, her bronze bust giving off a lustrous shine from the little morning light peeking through the partly cloudy sky above. Through the Steiner military binoculars that Renz Yehle lent to Gabby Tatum, she could tell the commander was celestially pregnant as well, the lactating teats of her unusually large breasts, and the solidly round four and half foot wide belly below them giving it away. What the in-hiding demi-goddess wished to know was the scope of the force presently hunting them. From the safety of the store, she and her comrade, Inga Gerdes, had eluded them by the latter teleporting them from the van that was in flames behind the attractive one they called Huitaca. The same caravan had chased them to this position and a barrage of gunfire from the many AR-15s in some of their hands had popped the rear tires. They finished the job by launching a grenade from the attached launcher of the semi-automatic, but were disappointed to see neither of the great-bellied women, the both of them having transported behind the now cramped front counter. Packs of cigarettes and scratch-offs littered the tops of their squished stomachs, neither moving an inch until the Ravens did.

“...Mount up, but only two per hummer and one per bike. Take the vehicles and rendezvous with the ‘Earth Armor Legion’ in Jersey City. They’ll want their toys back. As for the rest you...assemble in squads of ten and start searching from the Essex Fairway. Follow it all the way to Manhattan and give status reports every five minutes. Remember what the ‘Vice-General’ said? ...The legion that captures them will be given Red Matter training...and ten extra helpings of chow. You all want to continue using machine guns that do next to nothing? ..Do you all want to have a bigger belly and thus, more power? Then, let’s show what the ‘Light Infantry Legion’ can do!”

Colonel Huitaca boastfully thumped her massive belly twice and then rubbed it in a slow yet lewd circle, finishing her motion by raising her palms to her underlings in expectation of acknowledgement. In step, they repeated her gesture and instead of raising palms, they clapped their hands in what appeared to be a briefly mumbled prayer. The commander confidently smirked and left without a word, only displaying her apparent competence by manifesting the white light of teleportation herself. A louder mumble from the minions followed straight after her trio of huge orbs left a wispy after image, the food-stuffed men and women obeying their orders. The vehicles peeled down the avenue and two blocks in the distance, they could be seen turning right onto the fairway. Those on foot checked their weapons, readjusted their ruffled robes, and assembled in squads of ten, their tummies bumping as their tight formations fanned out. As instructed, they were all heading east and unfortunately, that included Gabby and Inga too. Quietly, they waited for the teams to disappear and cumbersomely, their bellies were freed from behind the registers. Tatum snagged a few salty snacks, wolfing them down in a stress-induced quickness that seemed like they never existed to begin with, the wrappers falling to the tiles before they cautiously approached the entryway. They were so big now that though these were double doors, they would have to exit one at a time.

“...I would pull up an app but I’m going to follow my instinct and keep my phone off. In fact, I’m taking the battery out right no—”

“Don’t.” Gerdes interrupted, putting her paw over hers and making sexy baby-blued eye contact, “I know what you’re thinking and for once, your paranoia is wrong. ...‘Bochica’ is a little different from the smartphones that are given to gods in training but they’re all the same when it comes to the fact they are impossible to track...or hack altogether. ...Even by GB. The only thing she can see is any questions you ask to her or other gods. I hate to say it...but they were counting on your paranoid mind. ...Likely for this exact moment.”

Gabby felt an odd sense of relief, patting the protective paw and mouthing thanks for the piece of information. She understood that Inga knew her so well that she was completing her unstated sentences. Belly-to-belly and eye-to-eye with the leaning eight-foot giant, she further felt lucky to have such a “Versatile Viking” in her corner. Bound by a boldly-spoken oath, Tatum had the comfort of knowing she was speaking the truth. Ever since the brooding indulgence that preceded this high-octane part of her journey, she hadn't relied on Bochica, in fear of the very thing she was just assured of. And as assuring as it was, it still didn’t stop this contingent from finding her. There were still many questions to answer but for now, she would accept this small sense of security. Even so, there was ten miles between them and Manhattan, and despite Renz telling them it would be a "slip" by car, the Ravens were determined—as Huitaca taunted—to make them "scrap" by the borough. With seemingly everyone converging onto The City, she had to ask:

"...Is this...Convergence?"

Gerdes abruptly kissed her and candidly replied, “No. ...This is just going to be one hell of a smashup on Manhattan.”

If she wasn’t pregnant with one billion, then she would have taken an entire carton of the smokes that were sifted off her grand maternal shelf. There had always been a feeling of underlying danger but all of sudden, it had verbatim blindsided her. The quick recall of that brown belly running across the tabletop in the mansion served as a turning point as tumefied as the gargantuan gut hugging hers. In twenty minutes, she had escalated from blasting a shotgun at the one in memory to facing an entire “legion”, who had her and every one she knew in their unrelenting crosshairs. Ever-relevant, she had to keep moving and although she knew the ultimate destination, there was no telling where this could go next. While on the subject, she reached for the zipper pocket of her tracksuit, noting a few frayed strands from the varying caliber of bullets and having to grunt just to get across the salacious span of her belly flank.

“Erh...there we go. We might need this.” Gabby stated, presenting the folded map Renz also gave her.

Before replying this time, Inga wiped away a droplet of sweat streaming down her right temple. “...You might need it. But, I already know where your sweetling of a grandad is holed up. ...And so do they. We’ll have to tread carefully. By now...all of their legions are swarming here. Fortunately, I know every place worth holing in betwixt here and there. While we hide...we can refuel with...these.”

Gerdes unzipped the same Deuter backpack she gave Tatum and grunting to reach inside also, approached her back by turning her great mound to the side. Inga had held onto it since she had picked her up from Wendy’s and after they exited the mansion in Newark, she gave it back. The slippery Swede must have swiped a box of Kit-Kats “betwixt” then, because not only was she holding one, it happened to be
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