

    
        
          The Truth About Gabby [Ep. 22: Dublin Dilations]

        

        
        
          The Truth About Gabby, Volume 26

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2026.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else.]

[Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.]

[This story is apart of the Requiem of Bellies universe. Please view this to get a chronological view of the stories involved, and the overall framework of this world.]

The Truth About Gabby [Episode 22: Dublin Dilations]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2026 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

[September 23, 2019. Cloghoge, Ireland. 10:20 A.M.] | [22 Hours and 42 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]

[September 23, 2019. Dublin, Ireland. 10:43 A.M.] | [22 Hours and 19 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[September 23, 2019. Cloghoge, Ireland. 10:20 A.M.]


[22 Hours and 42 Minutes until Afterglow ends.]


[image: ]


“Gabby, focus on Huitaca only! We’ll save these people while you fight her. ...Just remember your training.” Air B, one-half of the B & B twins informed, putting serious emphasis on her last word for a good reason.

Bellies, chaos, and battle were rapidly permeating the wide open area known as Guiness Lake. The slopes of the hills surrounding the body of water were speckled with the armored stomachs of her persistent enemy, the Ravens, and the many civilians they were chasing with spears in hand. What was supposed to be another ordinary day for the regular folk of the locale had instantly turned into a fetish-overlayed nightmare. As for the three beautiful, big-bellied pregnant women at the center of this battlefield, it was a day they had long trained for. At least for the pair of black-haired babes tasked with protecting the massive-tummied brunette at the centerfold of the overall conflict. Armed with the literal manifestation of air and water inflation, they wasted no time in doing exactly what they said.

“Here you go, Huitaca! A proper Irish shower!” Water B taunted, the translucent tendril of liquid transferring to her huge belly.

Gabby Tatum didn’t need an excuse to look at the attractive abdomen of the gorgeous girl from Hong Kong but was glad she did anyhow. The olive-skinned orb was encased in a whirlpool that spun faster and faster until a concentrated jet of water sprayed the wicked Captain of the Raven’s Heavy Infantry Legion directly in her sinisterly-smiling face. At once, the demi-goddess knew this was the opening being afforded her to attack Huitaca. However, she heeded the initial verbal hint—further realizing this was the moment to soul-split. A fleeting flare of excitement flashed over her flagrantly fecund body, thinking she could end this fight before it really started.

“Allow me to dry you off!” Air B added, mirroring her soul twin’s stomach-powered technique.

As a whirlwind swirled around the huge belly of the Dawn Brigade agent, the massive belly of Gabby fluctuated as she activated soul-splitting. In the next second, she was about to manifest a tendril of wind, but Air B was saving her Points, making sure she saw the feint by side-bumping her huge mound into her massive one. The whirlwind around her belly dissipated, and in a flash, the smaller-bellied woman had used the water-spraying distraction from Water B to arc an air tendril from behind her incredibly fit backside over the space in between them and Huitaca to snatch the also massive-bellied Raven’s short spear. With her Soul Signature disarmed, Tatum gripped hers and sprinted straight at her. Still recovering from both of the twins’ attacks, the Captain couldn’t react fast enough.

“Ahhh!!” Gabby howled, turning her belly to the right.

Moving with the increased speed and power soul-splitting afforded her, she swung her belly at Huitaca’s, further throwing her off. Her right arm swung over so she could deal a downward stabbing blow to the spear arm of her enemy, her double-enhanced blade piercing their shoulder, right where the joint connected to her arm. The wound was grievous, almost separating the limb from the socket completely. And despite how much it should hurt, the Raven officer let out a half-grimace, and delivered a strong punch to Gabby’s face with her non-wounded arm. Tatum quickly backstepped, feeling dizzy from the blow and getting out of striking range. Belly first, even when in a defensive stance, she resumed the posture she had at the beginning of the fight, belly turned to the left.

“Heeh...heeh...So that’s...what you were doing in Dysart Woods. Besides belly-fucking with these two annoying big-bellied bitches...” Huitaca comprehended, Gabby’s katana still pierced in her shoulder.

“You mean belly-fucking one of us big-bellied bitches. While your goons tried to infiltrate, I was the one picking them off. That demotion must have decreased the efficacy of your abilities. Otherwise, you could’ve used Theia Vision to figure it out...even from a distance. Your job security—like your belly—is starting to look...scarce.” Water B taunted.

Tatum’s vision returned to normal and she immediately re-scanned the hills around them, noticing the Ravens chasing the civilians all had stopped in place, holding their shoulders in the same spot as their captain, despite not being wounded themselves. Looking back at B & B, they were already aware, gesturing back at the leading female apparently controlling them like puppets.

“If this was an hour ago...you would be right...Water Bitch.” Huitaca responded, her hand surprisingly grabbing the katana.

Gabby was reminded of her last battle with the Raven captain, specifically when she touched her short-spear Soul Signature. The “nasty shock” she received was now in pure, gnarly effect for Huitaca. The wounded female grabbed the big-boobed Venus hilt with her left hand, and from the fingers down to her forearm, they were electrified with the automatic soul defense. The electricity was burning and melting the flesh of her arm. And although the enemy commander was full-grimacing, the negative side-effect didn’t deter her from proceeding. As the charring of her arm spread down to her bicep, the bigger belly she had from consuming the owner of the lake dock they were battling on, began to shrink. The green energies of celestial healing were regenerating the burnt flesh but not fast enough.

“Shit, time to call in the calvary...” Air B realized, placing two fingers on the right temple of her head.

Tatum was about to ask for clarification but the belly-on-belly blow she made on Huitaca started to painfully throb for her, both hands cusping her massive mound as the tide of battle shifted. She looked back at her main foe, grimacing in sympathy for the state of her completely charred arm. The fingers grasping the sword’s hilt were burnt down to the bone and the rest of the limb was steadily breaking down in the same manner. Her belly, nearly as big as Gabby’s at the start of the fight, was contracting smaller and smaller. By the time she removed the katana, her orb was a pathetic pregnant belly on par with the average human. Air B promptly grabbed the Soul Signature and floated it back to the demi-goddess, who gently grasped it with her right hand once more. Her brown eyes returned to the captain, seeing and hearing the plop of her right arm. It was a horrifying sight, made worse with the burnt-black and bone-exposed left.

“Heeeh...You must feel pretty proud of yourself now...heeeh...learning techniques of a world...you barely understand. I’ve been blessed and most importantly, entrusted with this power for nearly the entirety of my life. If you think...heeeh...that your eight days of knowledge...and dumb luck...is going to save you from my lifetime of being pregnant with my master’s power...then THINK AGAIN!!” the one-armed Raven spoke with venom and wicked wisdom.

The last two words of her furious statement boomed across the scene with the use of the god tone, the belly-expanding powers they all shared giving a grim reminder to Tatum. Whether her true enemy was the Goddess of Bellies or the God of Male Pregnancy, their power set came from the same fertile source, the Goddess of Fertility. The Venn diagram of enlarging body parts started with the gains of the all-body effects of pregnancy, even when it came to non-fertile methods of expansion...such as water and air inflation.

“Stand still, Gabby. ...And don’t deactivate your Soul Signature. It’s like keeping a car running...you’ll end up burning more gas turning it on and off.” Air B sagely advised, instantly appearing at her side, belly pressed into her massive bruised belly.

“I would say don’t let Huitaca get to you...but she does have a point. More pertinently...she has a lot more Points to play with...and this is why.” Water B added, appearing on the other side of her belly.

“This” was being demonstrated with many tendrils of air suddenly manifested and ejected from Huitaca’s smaller-bellied form.

“Time to REFUEL!! Ahahaha!!” the Raven captain bellowed menacingly.

The same wind tendrils that Air B used were launched to the motionless Ravens on the slopes, grabbing them by the score and returning them to the monstrously wide-open maw of their commander. One-by-one, yet in increasingly exponential fashion, the foot soldiers were swallowed—their fat bellies, robes, even the armor, and all. As she did with the dock owner, the ability of Power Stuffing was immediately triggered, all so her mouth, throat, and upper body could expand to take in the person-sized treats.

Tens of her comrades seemed to pour into the pregnant belly of Huitaca like the land absorbing the water of a rainfall. Multiple colors of multiple abilities being utilized simultaneously bathed the foe in an iridescent aura. Yellow to stuff them all, red to defend herself from attack, and green to rapidly regenerate her lost limb. Additionally, the non-celestial tints of the blue water splashing as some were dragged across the lake, and her blood mixing with the cyan paint of her short spear laying in the sand made a dull purple. If she wasn’t eating her troops to amplify her anatomy then it might be beautiful. No, this was simply the terror of...unlimited pregnant power.

“Forget calling you a bitch in return. You really are one sick, twisted cunt. ...What the fuck is wrong with you?!” Gabby cried in appalled anger.

For unneeded emphasis, the mouth warping around each of the Legion members laughed in sporadic fits, whether her prey was outside, inside, or being speedily digested into her empowering brown belly. Once her right arm was regenerated, she produced another tendril to retrieve her spear, and then finished healing her left. Now that all wounds had been repaired, Huiataca focused on using Power Stuffing for its full, unbridled purpose. Her belly was protracting and contracting with the intake and then expenditure of the Points she was absorbing from eating her comrades. At least a hundred of them had been consumed for restorative purposes, and hungry to make a point, she materialized more tendrils to nab more Ravens for more belly...and size overall. Steadily, her whole anatomy pulsed as she powered-up to a larger form. Taller and taller she grew, surpassing six feet tall and then growing higher over
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