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The enormous mound belonging to the underclothed Goddess of Belly Fetishes faintly touched the concrete walls to her left and right. She was mildly aroused by the fact that either height of the differing structures was brushing different edges of a pregnant belly that confined the most compact brood ever impregnated. The metaphysical energies that made it possible for one billion souls to be packed into the budding fertile body of “GBF” were buzzing with two-sided anticipation. She wasn’t certain of even the basics of how her partially immortalized anatomy worked so she didn’t feel entirely connected to her godly title just yet. The nervous yet erotically burgeoning female was only twenty years old so she scarcely understood who she was as a human. Nevertheless, she was a person first and foremost. Her earthly name was Gabriella Tatum and barring whatever came of her “reunion” with her mortal mother—Michelle Tatum—she was on the verge of fully dipping into her golden powers. In the back of her scattered mind, she had a “gut” instinct that she was going to regret revisiting her troubled relationship with the parent called “Shelly”. She was known by the similarly drawn nick name of “Gabby” and with the constant conflict with both sides of her identity, she was hiding in a shaky middle ground—the pure lust of it all.

“And, let’s turn you off. I have enough ‘distractions’ as is.” she muttered, holding the right side button and tapping the “power off” selection. Aside from any notifications from the celestially-interfaced smartphone, a hint of paranoia reminded her that her divine mother, the Goddess of Bellies, was directly connected to the device and could possibly listen in via the microphone. Then again, there wasn’t a fool-proof measure to guarantee that she couldn’t be monitored. She wasn’t sure how her kind peeped into the human plane of existence but knew there existed methods based on the bits and pieces she had been given so far. For all she knew, GB could phase into this reality, hide behind a wall, and she wouldn’t be none the wiser of it. Regardless of the continuous games the big-bellied gods played, she hoped to get some answers from a former player. Up until almost four years ago, Shelly was “Anointed” and had been for at least sixteen prior to her giving up the special energy. During the interval in which she was, Gabby remembered acquaintances and strangers alike asking her about how Michelle stayed not just pregnant all the time, but managed to carry multiples with minor hindrance too. Suffice to say, the daughter didn’t have an answer then and nor did she now—despite her present belly being twice her mom’s biggest.

“Will I even fit through the...” she wondered, trailing off once she realized that some renovations had been made to the place. The demigod had walked through the short side alley next to the garage and with her belly jutting five feet from her dominated torso, the mass had tripped the excessive number of outdoor flood lights. For a second, she felt like she was on a high school football field, her baby-stuffed presence lit up for the whole world to see. The area slightly constituted what could be considered as a backyard, seeing as a tall hill hugged the backside of the three-story property. Thus, it also didn’t make sense of the newly installed French double doors, left open and conveniently giving her just enough space to enter the home without getting her massive midsection stuck. Her memory then wandered to her time traveling antics and before she jumped down that rabbit hole, she stopped herself—grabbing the broad extent of her thoroughly exposed middle. Her recent mindset suppressed the urge to analyze, focusing on her current objectives. She would have a “long overdue” talk with Shelly and whatever the outcome, she would return to delving into her pervading purpose: “...More belly.”

It mattered naught what future hoops she would have to jump through, the inborn call for more belly was a straightforward yet all-round consideration. She was extremely knocked up and the wants of her mothers were secondary to a basic biological need that was more behind schedule than the imminent discussion. Gabby had a pressing need to feed, and if she had her way, the starving woman would eat every edible thing in Pittsburgh. ...And still ask for seconds. Her litter could populate many countries of the Earth and nearly six days into this profound pregnancy, she had consumed enough to amount to a microscopic morsel of the nutrition she needed. Afterglow had always been a double-edged sword and though it had effectively repressed the powerful hunger pangs, she was purposely letting the urges rise to the surface—and lewdly so. A gleam of logic told her to dial it back a hair, the smell of stale tobacco smoke from inside the house making her guard go up—gripping the belly for protection. As her enormous bank majestically passed over the threshold, the flagrant confidence she had prior was dwindling. She was proud of her greatly gravid condition...but Shelly assuredly wasn’t.

“Just wow, Gabriella. You just had to do it.” the matriarch opened with.

“...That didn’t take long.” Gabby said under her breath. Before she got the rest of her belly in, she pushed a button on the locator Jonas gave to her. She had a hunch this wouldn’t take long and seeing that it was off to a great start, she chose to activate her bailout plan early. The gadget was a long-distance beeper that would “page” the Uber Hyper driver with her location, indicating that she wanted to be picked up. As the man had explained, apparently it was a normal part of the “protocols”, since Hypers were easily tracked through their cell phones. It was bizarre and she didn’t implore further, knowing it had something to do with her meddling of the past. The ride-sharing service wasn’t on the app, and she had to call a number to arrange the pickup. At the time, she didn’t think anything of it, still dazed from the overwhelming encounter with that haunting holy presence. Although she was getting compressed from both planes, she was ready for the incoming verbal assault from the overbearing “earthly” presence moreso. As an act of defiance, she adjusted her ill-fitting garments to show more of her sheeny skin. She was done with the belly-shame Shelly had drilled into her and it made her seethingly desire to exhibit her hypocritical behavior—recalling the skimpy outfits the mother had worn while expecting.

“I pointed to the other side of the house. I didn’t want you going through the alley and tracking...” Michelle grumbled, the wrong assumption making Gabby embarrassingly pause her movement—planting a wet foot onto the threshold, “...mud.”

“...Sorry. It is pretty dark out there.” she responded, the misconception throwing her game face off. It took less than a minute for her to regress into the obedient sixteen year old version of herself. She was letting the changeover happen, watching as old habits made her take a step back and remove the footwear. Notwithstanding that she was mentally disarmed without getting one foot in the door, a part of her enjoyed the “normalcy” of it. Undeniably, she hadn’t experienced the regular order of things since Awakening so the mortal in her was satiated. The nice notion evaporated as reality set in—guiding her unnaturally grown girth into the moderately sized and unlit kitchen. Her barely audible stomach growls were pushed down as she looked directly to her northwest, the idle Shelly sitting on a stool, the butt of an ashed-out cigarette between her bony index and middle fingers. The sole sources of lighting were the dull orange glow of the nightlight plugged into the outlet near her empty pack of Camel Blues and the lamp light from the adjacent living room in front of her. The lights made the averagely built matron appear as a suburban Mob boss—her attractive attributes, inexpensive green and blue sweater, and unruly mane of dark brown curls framed by the dim aura. The older Tatum grabbed the flip phone on the counter.

“You’re not kidding. From out there, I couldn’t see how...big you’ve become.” Shelly remarked, glancing at the sub screen.

Gabby resisted the inclination to get defensive and instead played the game Michelle was adept at—giving the third degree. “Is it though, Mom? ...Is it that much of a surprise? You’ve always hated this house. So, are you renovating because you’re about to sell it...or did ‘someone’ tell you that this was going to happen? ...As for my very big belly...I don’t think we have to get into the...inevitable.” She underlined the aforementioned by slowly spreading her legs, the thicker thighs












[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Iruth
About Gabby
Eo. 10: More

Belly)

JACKAL ENTENTE

(






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





