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Belly out in the woods of a beautiful forest in Ireland, a cauldron of enough Irish stew to feed a village to her side, and a black-haired babe eagerly awaiting her to finish eating it, Gabby Tatum felt like this was normal. The abnormal was the new norm and while one of the aforementioned round things didn’t look like the other, that was the point. Neither of the women were from, or even had ancestors, from the Emerald Isle, so their already misplaced massive-bellied presences stuck out more. Thus, with only the food being the closest thing that could help them blend in, why were they here? They obviously didn’t have much in common with the country, but although their bloodlines didn’t originate from this lovely land, the weave of the pregnancy gods wasn’t bound to international borders.

“You learn quickly, Gabby. I would advise to savor it...but you got a continent in your belly to feed.” the ebony headed woman known as B stated. Her four-foot wide abdomen was an exquisite sight on an exquisitely beautiful female. She served as another guide on her journey, however, she and her twin’s purpose was to fast-track Gabby’s offensive combat training.

“You said it. Not me.” Tatum shot back in between another mouthful of hearty, dense mutton. Her cheeks bulged momentarily as she chewed a lot more than she was accustomed to, which was virtually none. She was drinking it from the large ladle and didn’t hesitate in going for the biggest chunks of lamb—also making sure to scoop little amounts of mashed potatoes, onions, carrots, and herbs in each big spoonful. The common pub food was just one of many ordinary dishes in the green country she would devour. After all, it wasn’t advisable to fight on an empty stomach. And going by the slight bulge hers was emitting, she wouldn’t have a problem with that.

“You’re welcome—and most likely—to empty the pot, but I wouldn’t advise slurping it all at once. It’s good food and although your billion-packed belly will soak it up like a sponge...this stew is infused with Points, and they will make you feel bloated. Not the good kind for round gals like us.” B suggested, patting her own stew-filled mound for emphasis. The gorgeous gal herself rubbed it lewdly to distract Gabby long enough for her to see reason.

It worked. Tatum was physically attracted to her, and her perfectly huge, olive-skinned belly was in her sights sufficiently to pause and assess said bloated feeling. “Now that you mention it...woah. That’s a hearty meal, but I do feel...” Gabby trailed.

“Heavy?” B filled in, walking around from the other side of the cauldron to promptly press her huge sphere into the enormous one. If she didn’t fully have Tatum’s attention before, the belly-on-belly contact surely did now. By appearances alone, their absurdly big bellies should meet in solid, unyielding touch. That was true for Gabby’s belly, but not for the raven-haired looker.

“Yeah...h-heavy.” Tatum sluggishly replied. Not surprising, but she was still ravenous yet also felt very full. Or, rather. “...Dense, really. Like there’s a...thousand pound weight in my...stomach. I’ve eaten Kit-Kats with Points in them, but no dense feeling then. How are these different?” she point-blank inquired, holding her wieldy and six-foot wide orb as her knees buckled slightly.

“The Points are just Points. The difference is what we cooked it with. Like Bochica told you, this morning, you’re going to learn how to use...soul-splitting.” B informed, removing her belly from hers as a trite demonstration.

Gabby heard but her focus was still on the strange texture of the fairly tall and fit agent of the Dawn Brigade. She thought it was maybe a trick that was taught by the Security Forces division they are a part of, nonetheless, the very existence of B and her same-named twin seemed to answer questions she had about either subject. “Do tell. I mean...do show. Whatever.”

The ladle was hooked back onto the edge of the pot and she gently side-stepped from it. Almost forgetting about her sword, she detached the scabbard from the magnetic holder on her back, and looked to the tight-physiqued trainer for her next instruction. The girl from Hong Kong backed up two steps, spread her long legs, and pushed her big belly out. Once again, the sexy move made Tatum miss the tendril of tangible wind extending from B’s right arm. It was a ghostly extension of the limb, the bigger hand launching forward to snatch the hilt of the blade. Her katana was unsheathed as smoothly as the pale surface it was laid upon. When Gabby became aware of this, she noticed the sword-stealer’s arm was much thicker before it shrank back to its original slender form.

“...Isn’t that just using air inflation, though?” the Goddess of Belly Fetishes tried to assert her god knowledge.

“Not ‘just’ air inflation, no. ...I’m using Red Matter along with the fetish ability. ...Soul-splitting is an advanced technique of RM.” B explained, her verbal pauses physically punctuated with her manifesting the bright crimson energy and pointing to where it emitted.

“Hm, okay. So...if I’m getting this right so far. Red Matter comes from other universes, and we absorb the power from the version of us from whatever universe in order to...steal people’s Soul Signatures?” GBF partially understood and inquired.

B giggled and still kept the Soul Signature sword levitating over her red-glowing belly. “Basically, yes. However, we’re just interested in stealing one particular person’s SS. As you found out with your brutal fight with Huitaca, she knows how to use hers well. And in extension, her Red Matter also. She was a Colonel in their army, and they don’t get to those positions without knowing how to use either. ...I’m teaching you soul-splitting because it’ll give you an edge. It’ll take time for you to fight them evenly, so we’re taking a...”

“Shortcut.” Tatum filled in this time, exhaling with reluctant relief.

She was wondering about how to properly melee with such an enormous protrusion jutting from most of her person. And since Huitaca loved to get up close and personal, this was also a good time for her to practice her sword play. She only knew the basics and never had time to practice when she was a normal belly-writing human. They were juggling a lot of belly-centered abilities, but as she just realized, it was comparatively the same to Power Stuffing. Something she had mentally juggled when writing. Gabby smirked and assumed the same pose as her trainer, asserting the only dominance she had—her massive belly wider and taller than the five-foot-ten B.

“Oh, don’t worry. I could never hope to out-belly you. Even if I became whole with my other self, my pregnancy is still just a drop in all of that stew compared to you. ...I can kick your ass, though.” B asserted playfully, laughing as she dangled her sword above her.

“Oh, yeah? Let's make a bet then: ...If I can snatch my sword back within three tries...you have to make out with me.” Tatum playfully teased back too, serious on the last notion.

B crisply smirked, rubbing her belly in pleasurable anticipation. “...Deal.”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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She didn’t snatch her sword back within three tries.

In fact, she hadn’t successfully done it in one-hundred tries. For the last hour, the two immense-bellied women danced back and forth, their mounds slick with exertion and almost colliding at times. Each time Gabby failed, the patient B was there to offer a one-sentence critique. It was mostly with her form, the simultaneous use of Red Matter and MLA making it hard for her to focus. None too shocking, the latter came easier than the former. In this rewritten reality, the cartoonish method of inflating her arm with a literal lip-puckered blow of her bicep was too wildly funny for her to not get distracted. The method came straight out of one of her own stories and she was given a direct reminder when she actually saw the DB agent perform it. Her expertly sculpted belly and body was ignored for its high sexuality to pay attention to her fluid flexibility. She was like a spirit.

“Haa...haa...I need...haa...haa...a break.” Tatum wheezed, deactivating both of the abilities.

“Me too. You’re almost there. So much that you’re actually starting to wear me out.” B plainly stated, exhaling once.

The dual-purpose of the Points-infused stew was made clear with their exhausted yet shining with health appearances. First, the constant activation of RM and air inflation would use all the available Points she had within less than ten minutes. Gabby understood that easily, including the
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