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The white particles of two vastly different yet minorly similar beings came together in the small living room of an apartment. Their differences were many but their physicalities stood out the most. Foremost, the massive waistline of the clearly female form would be where anyone—belly obsessed or not—would notice first. In a blink, their forms flashed into visual transparency, the immensely pregnant Gabby Tatum placing her palms on the ever-expanding surface. In anticipation of an attack, she focused on stabilizing her center of gravity in case she needed to immediately move. Her black-red tracksuit—slightly frayed and still missing its right sleeve—was tightly conformed to the belly as long as its six-foot-one owner. For some reason, she was reminded of Cicero and looking from the horizon of her mound, she knew why. The refrigerator and cabinet-emptying binge she had in this very place seemed like it happened months ago, when it was a mere three days. People can change and besides her pregnant physicality, she had made a few small steps when it came to her character. Yet again, she had circled back to where it all began, her belly making the apartment look smaller than it already was.

This time around, however, it would be her last.

“...Are you serious?! This is the last place I need to be! Because it’s the first place they would expect me to come to!” she exclaimed, angrily looking at the man standing beside her. “...And get your hand off my belly! Why the hell am I here?!”

She sideways belly-bumped the mortal who teleported her to the undesired location. His name was Jonas. Although he was a muscular guy and just an inch short of Gabby’s height, her belly not only matched his vertical standing with the length of its protrusion but also had more strength that he could never hope to gain. Not knowing said belly-strength, even she was surprised and a little concerned to watch him fly across her living area, taking the dining table and chairs with him as he smacked into a wall. He whimpered like a wounded animal and fell from the depression his big body had made in the plaster. His arm was twisted in a way that wasn’t natural and she grimaced at the swollen red injury it was immediately becoming. She was about to apologize but a bold voice chimed in:

“That’s a fairly impolite thing to do to a person who just gave you a ‘free ride’. ...Points don’t come cheap.”

The thoroughly booming masculine speaking tone of the voice made the god tone all the more intruding. Tatum had been teleported to a position that faced her forty-five degrees to the right and when she turned her belly to the reverse angle, fear set in. Through the belly-bashed doorframe, she saw the lower torso and body of the largest male she'd ever encountered, a hulking man that had to be around eight feet tall. Instantly, though, she knew he was no regular red-blooded fella. He was one big god.

“...You’re just like your mother. ...Both of them, in fact. ...Belly and brains.” he curiously added, clapping his bear-huge hands.

Gabby had already made a habit of grabbing the Venus hilt of her sword and it happened the second she caught a flash of green from her right. Still facing toward the unknown bass-voiced deity, she glanced in the other direction to observe Jonas standing up. His arm untwisted and the few other bloody scrapes on him disappeared with the verdant light of healing. The fact the god did it with a simple gesture, and the overwhelming aura she was feeling from him in general, led her to believe she was dealing with a deity on the same level as her mother and uncle. The Goddess of Bellies and the God of Male Pregnancy had been the only ones she was acquainted with. And due to the further fact that one of them was trying to kill her, she had a reason to distrust this one too.

“...For once...I’m going to obey my flight instinct. ...Fuck this.” Tatum immediately decided, thinking of a place to teleport to.

“You could teleport out of here...but, that unfortunately means I would have to erase all of your art and stories. ...Up to you.”

Just when a place came to mind, the statement from the highly cheeky god had hooked her with distress. Behind the wall to the left of the bedroom door was where her desktop computer sat, and her whole fetish career was on it. Only now did she regret not backing them up, and whoever he was must know that. He seemed to know a lot about her and it appeared the walls were closing in on her. Reluctantly, she had to play this carefully and figure out how much he knew. With that said, her fingers unwrapped from the sword hilt and she set them upon the billion-filled belly she knew littler of. There had been quite a few new characters entering the fray and no matter how big or weird they were, every single of the belly-centric persons coveted what’s inside hers. She exhaled slowly.

“...I’ll be honest. I’m in no mood for bullshit. There’s already enough with the big-bellied girls and guys attacking me left and right. And now I have...whoever or whatever you dudes are entering this plenty pregnant picture...so out with it. ...What do you want?” the disgruntled Gabby opened with, trying to make herself bigger and more threatening by pushing her great mound out.

“That makes two of us...Gabby. Push your belly out all you want. I’ve seen bellies so big, they make yours look like the insignificant speck you verily are. I’ll show you how a real god...postures.” the blunt and self-important entity responded.

Another clap of his hands triggered something truly otherworldly, a high-tech noise that sounded like a dentist’s drill pierced her eardrum. Putting one hand over it and “posturing” herself into a defensive stance, she dipped her belly down, brushing the carpet as she used the momentum to side-step. Before she made a second move, she observed a clear film suddenly coat itself over the entire wall separating her bedroom and living room. Then, the light of fire erupted across the whole partition, its radiance illuminating Tatum in all of her tremendous-tummied glory and watching as the flames increased to an intensity that was best described as “whitehot”. As fast as they exploded and expanded across the plaster, she failed to flinch from the potential harm, yet instinct still served her well. As the wall crumbled and disintegrated into nothingness, she understood that somehow, this explosion was contained within the mystery film. She felt no heat but did sense a flare of anxiety spread throughout her as the burnt barrier revealed the entirety of the huge eight-foot god.

“...W-Who are you?” she nervously stuttered out, not realizing she had fallen forward onto her belly from the fire-bred fright.

Her lengthy belly kept her steady, its extent only lowering one inch to be level with Jonas, who looked as scared as she was. She looked at his supposed “partner”, noting that his outfit looked strikingly familiar. And if it wasn’t for the fight she just avoided with Branson, she wouldn’t have remembered. Physically, she was reminded of the video game character Heidegger from Final Fantasy VII.

“O-Okay there, partner! I’m not sure scaring the very, very pregnant girl is going to make her want to help us find my wife. It was yinze who told me not to ‘cause a scene’ at the hospital...even when I saw that old pregnant man in a top hat with her mom earlier...” the equally if not more confused and fearful Jonas tried to reason.

Now with the mentioning of GMP in the mix, Gabby’s fingers compulsively screamed to unsheathe her katana but looking at him again had her instinct screaming even louder that it would be futile. He was a mountain of muscle, hair, and age. Even through his pure black military overcoat, she could tell that both of his beefy arms were big and long enough to reach around her belly. Something she couldn’t do herself. Moving past his threatening physicality, she returned to his attire and remembering who she last saw the clothing on made his presence all the more menacing. For days on end, her belly and overall physique had swelled to dimensions that gradually dwarfed every mortal person she came in contact with. She excluded the massive bellies of friend and foe alike because it just added to a feeling that she foolishly thought wouldn’t come anymore. As she stood there, before a celestial that had more anatomy than she had in belly, the goddess-in-training felt...small. She could accept the larger mounds of
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