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The longest day of Gabby Tatum’s pregnant life had begun. It was the fateful last day of her Afterglow—the godly overflow of energy preventing the one-billion brood in her belly from mass-expanding from within. Five minutes had been ticked off from the looming, twenty-four hour death clock and from here on out, the handful of time and any in the future would be few and far in between.

Presently, the goddess-in-training was standing at the edge of a forest near a quaint village in Ireland. She was an hour's ride from the capital of the country, Dublin. And according to both of the gorgeous huge-bellied twins on either side of her, the first step of the many-stepped plan to prevent said death was in the big city. She was seeking Cathleen Lawlor, who was born and raised in Dysart Enos. Who she was happened to be another matter entirely, but saying the least, the pregnancy gods of Gabby’s extended family were responsible for her going from an unknown peasant villager to president of the one most powerful organizations in the world. That organization was the Dawn Brigade and with two of its most capable agents at her sides, the fight ahead was looking less intimidating than her six-foot-wide belly.

Until...the fight ahead became literal. In the green-meadowed horizon beyond, numerous figures began to dot the landscape.

“...That’s exactly what I think it is, isn’t it.” Gabby rhetorically asked, putting her eyes behind the binoculars in hand and making out the round-bellied outlines of the name she said with increasing bitterness, “...Ravens. Goddamn Ravens. ...How many this time?”

Whereas the three women held vast, untold power in their firm pregnant physiques, the squishy-stomached Ravens had them beat in numbers. However, the show of force didn’t appear as numerous as her last multi-unit encounter in Manhattan.

“Three-thousand.” one of the same-souled pair known as “B & B” directly answered.

“Ahem...two-thousand nine hundred. I know belly-fucking Gabby made you forget, but I don’t appreciate our hard work going unnoticed. ...I didn’t spend hours picking them off, and mind you...so you and her could safely train. ...And belly-fuck. ...Without both of us.” the other slightly disheveled B corrected.

“...I appreciate your hard work.” Gabby said in a monotone expression.

She put her binoculars back inside her backpack, tightened the straps of it, and readjusted her messy ponytail of curls. With a skyline of now strangely-morphing stomachs, the somewhat battle-hardened babe didn’t need to be told what to do next, at least when it came to preparing her offense. A long breath exhaled from her, the invisible air ejecting across the jacket-covered mound of her belly as she reached behind for the scabbard, unsheathed her katana from it, and transformed the blade into her Soul Signature with a palm squeeze of the big-boobed Venus hilt. The sheath was magnetized to the holder on her back, and quicker on the draw, the heavily pregnant babes from Hong Kong had activated their respective fetish powers, a tendril of air and water inflation enshrouding the right arms of either. They had been recently refreshed from a solid dose of healing from the air-wielding B, which begged the water-wielder to say:

“We need to inform you that ‘hard work’ comes at a price. The one you’re familiar with. ...In other words, we’re out of Points.”

A slight pang of alarm crept into Tatum’s mind, but owing to that “familiarity”, she knew to expect this. She didn’t even need to look at Bochica to know how many Points she currently had. A new yet potentially final day had given her ten more, but with that Red Matter activation of her SS, she had a total of twenty-two. The fight wasn’t as large as the Battle of Manhattan but then, she had the enormous guiding belly of Inga at her side, who chipped away at her seven-month accumulation. She hadn’t even met Nuala, and with B & B tapped out, she would like to think the odds were maybe slightly tipped in her favor, but it was the other way around.

-Probably worst. Besides these goons, I haven’t considered how draining the fight with Huitaca will be. ...Not mention all of the bullshit between that, Anointing my last Fyra after that, and lastly, whatever-the-fuck ‘Convergence’ will be...- she reasoned.

The anxiety was trying to make a comeback yet she stopped there, accepting that she was mostly fucked, and not in the good belly way. For now, she would have to focus on one battle at a time. Rather one belly at a time, noticing something different about the distant yet enclosing combatants. Looking at Ravens from a distance wasn’t new to her so she knew there was something off with their robes. The black flowing outfits would usually cling to their advancing, bulbous forms, the hems of them trailing behind.

Theirs wasn’t, and the air-wielding, belly-fucking-buddy B answered the question in her wavering eyes. “They’re wearing armor around their bellies. Which is normal for them, considering they’re a unit from the ‘Heavy Infantry’ Legion. Basically...they’re going to force you to use as many Points as possible, because you’ll have no choice but to use Red Matter to hit them. ...Regular strength won’t cut it. ...Another tactic in their war of attrition.” she methodically explained, taking the moment to stretch while she did.

Gabby stepped forward a few steps and remembering “belly first”, she planted a foot to pivot her enormous tum sideways, crimson-burning sword gripped nervously as the Ravens passed the ruins of Dunamase Castle. She turned to them and flatly asked, “...And what happens to be our tactic? Might I suggest cutting to the chase and teleporting to Dublin.”

Her last statement wasn’t even rhetorical this time, eight days of not cutting to the chase telling her it wouldn’t be that easy.

“...Heh.” B confirmed with only a laugh. “We didn’t sweat and belly-slide all over each other for hours just to take a shortcut.”

“...Thought so.” Gabby immediately relented with a sigh. As the Ravens crossed the road near the castle, she rubbed one hard sweeping circle across her broad belly for luck. “We’re hoofing it to Dublin so I can conserve Points...right?”

The cool wind rustled across Dysart Enos, the countryside still quiet amongst a sea of moving bellies. Gabby asked a question she already knew the answer to, B & B saying the phrase she loathed the most, and in cheeky unison, “...Up to you, hon.”

Tatum rubbed a firmer and wider circle over her coveted corpulence, looking at the nearest residence. “...Goddammit.” she relented again, saying the appropriate response and unknowingly, in true god-spiteful spirit of the Lawlors. “...Not here.”

Without thought, she ran toward the nearest non-populated area, relying on the one thing her fading mortality afforded her:

Agency.

“That’s the spirit, Gabby.” B & B chimed simultaneously, giggling as they ran after her.

The glamorous girls were glowing with the activated gold of Points and crimson of RM—emanating from their stiff stomachs. An emittance of blue stirred the also active ability, the same one they had sweatily taught to Gabby. The advanced technique was made possible by the combination of these three abilities. They coined it as “soul-splitting”, the physical effect shown by their bellies bending with their agile sprints across the meadow. Their malleable mounds contrasted to the widely swinging waddle of Tatum’s massive one.

“Oh shit! Of course!” Gabby blurted, realizing the tactical blunder.

The twins hadn’t explicitly said it but from their short exchange of dialogue before the Ravens appeared, Tatum gathered the robed soldiers had likely known exactly where she and “Air B” had sparred. “Water B” had been scouting the whole time they had, picking off apparently one-hundred of them who had stepped too close. Essentially, they had her surrounded from all sides, and although attempting to keep civilians out of the crossfire, she forgot about this fleeting fact, now looking at a wall of armored abdomens.

“Stay there and concentrate on activating soul-splitting! Even with RM, you’ll need the extra power to knock them out in one blow! ...Allow us to demonstrate.” the B’s shouted, their unified voices coming from different directions as they split to counter.

Gabby halted, the sudden shift in motion nearly causing her to tip forward. Fortunately, she got her belly in control, digging her heels in and allowing the forward momentum to “kick stand” her belly into soft, bright green grass. Without the leading horizon of her wide gut blocking her lower view, she was free to look around her, scanning from left to right to see Ravens running from every which way. The original line of them she’d seen in the binoculars were now crossing the road closest to the Dysart Woods they had emerged from
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