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“Get off me! I’m trying to concentrate!” the agitated Adira Yehle protested.

Presently, the well-muscled and massive-bellied woman was surrounded by several finely-toned yet doughy-tummied women. According to her shotgun-wielding father, the tan-skinned, black-haired ladies were known as the “Ravens”. Although their physicality varied by person, they all wore plain robes the same color of their long manes. What wasn’t plain was the unnatural crimson red energy that was emitting from about half of the silent soldiers. With the muscles she had gained from the golden mother energy known as Points, she was able to easily take out those who didn’t have the ruby power her dad also informed as “Red Matter”. The battle had been afoot for roughly forty minutes and regardless of the hue of the godly skills or the sizes of the bellies, she was double-meaning tired. With that said, she did notice a transparent correlation. The bigger the belly, the more likely they possessed RM. Favorably, she could use it too.

“I wouldn’t bother, sweetie! That’s kind of...oh!” the multi-tasking Renz Yehle educated, shooting one and finishing, “...the point!”

The bearded and somehow still clean-shirted patriarch of the family was faring the best in this wild state of combat, as though he had been preparing some time for it. Adira didn’t doubt that he had, seeing as he carefully equipped her for the two-hundred babies she was currently carrying in her huge shifting stomach. Shortly before this group of three-thousand-strong fighters invaded their tiny corner of the giant underground facility, his celestial cohort—the God of Male Pregnancy—divulged the years of planning that lead to this scene. She was sure there was more to learn but for the moment, they had to protect the selfsame god inside the shed they had surrounded. The dad was racking up a high knock-out count but as he fired the last shell in his semi-auto weapon, his next big-bellied foe was moving in on him quickly. The old man didn’t have enough time to reload or even defensively react, the belly of his aggressor about a third as large as his daughters. As its firm yet flabby mass barreled toward him, the war cry of a younger man interrupted the charge.

“Stay away from my father-in-law!!” the courageous Darby Lawler yelled.

Renz legitimately smiled from the involuntary way he was addressed—knowing the heat of the fight had brought out the subconscious desire. He didn’t need the future-sight the pregnant gods possessed to know the red headed Irishman would marry her. And he looked forward to one day hosting the event in the “backyard” they were standing in. At the minimum, he could count on the skinny fella’s protective father instinct—watching as the long hunting knife in his hand slashed at the sloshing abdomen of the aforesaid enemy. Like his firearm, the blade was adorned with the gold magic itself. And since the sorcery was spawned from the contents of their bellies, any blessed weaponry automatically caused non-lethal damage to its opponents. The elder Yehle had a chuckle to himself when his future son-in-law discovered this aspect with his first opponent. The normally passive thirty-year-old man begged the Raven not to make him use it, but to both of their surprise, the dagger didn’t pierce the skin. The “wound” left a mark but according to the follow-up information he gave to him, the tip and edges of the weapon was coated in an instant tranquilizer that would knock them out for twenty-four hours.

“Awww!!” Adira cooed from the addressment, then face-pounded a barely-bellied foe.

“I know! Isn’t that endearing! He’s a keeper!” Renz agreed, using the butt end of the stock to smack another down.

“...Please tell me this whole thing is a weird family prank or something? This is...pure insanity.” Darby rued, shoulders dropping.

The Yehle father-daughter simultaneously laughed, choosing not to answer the question and further perplexing the odd human out. While they were mostly mortals themselves, the German family inherently had Points infused in their genetic makeup. It wasn’t much but enough to make Lawler feel inadequate. Then again—as he stared at the gold-glowing dagger—there was a chance he also could have a portion of that power in his Gaelic genes. He’d forgotten that even if they survived this numerous-tummied assault, they still had a few more tasks to complete. The dying words of Damona had told them to find his ancestor, a woman apparently named “Nuala”. As Darby went back to his post at the northern side of the shed, he wondered what eccentric human, god, or whatever in between he would meet next. Nervously, he eyed the ring of Charmed women, those on standby rubbing their big bellies as they leered at him. For the duration of the struggle, this had been their tactic from the get-go. The thousands stood patiently in a sea that surrounded them for what appeared to be endlessly. Then they would send a stuffed soldier to one-on-one combat with each of their three defenders.

“...They’re sending two at a time now, huh? I guess we’re giving them that much trouble. Not bad, considering the both of us were pretty much unprepared for an invasion of these...‘Ravens’. Like their appearances aren’t intimidating enough. And...while on the subject, the two they’re sending at me are about as big as I am...” Adira remarked, the doubt in her voice matching the development.

“Darby, be the good husband I know you’re going to be and lend your blade to your lady. ...They sent two after me first because they know I’m the most experienced...but I’m not as ‘fit’ as in my younger days. So, I must admit—proudly I might add—that Adira is the strongest amongst us. She just doesn't know it yet. ...They do, however, and will use that against us.” Renz advised and warned.

“...I’ll ignore my insecurity telling me that you just established me as the weakest. ...Damn, not only are these ones as big as you, their bellies actually look...as firm.” Darby observed, pacing to the eastern flank of the barn-looking shack.

As boyfriend and girlfriend stood side-by-side, the pair of tummies slowly stepping to them didn’t have an incongruent shape to them. They had punched enough of the paunches to know these couldn’t be the usual persons they had thus far encountered. Plainly and undoubtedly, these bellies were simply stuffed with huge quantities of food...or at least they hoped. The soft and pliable texture almost assured them of the assumption, and also seemed to be their physical weakness too. The oldest amongst them instructed them to strike it and again, had a laugh at both of the younger ones' behest. They have all rights to defend themselves but the difference between them was that neither Yehle nor Lawler would harm the innocent young they formerly presumed was in their tums. The couple’s hesitation led to a few bloody scrapes they had on their face and neck respectively but now with the two biggest yet coming to them, there was none. As they cleared the safe forty-foot radius from their belly-chained line to their shed-hugging position, Darby noticed a peculiar motion happening in the shoulder to shoulder wall of stomachs—something going on with their hands...and smiles.

“...Hey, uh, Adira, I think they’re also—...bloody hell!”

“Accurate, my love. That’s more of this Red Matter stuff than they’ve been using...”

They observed the now dangerous duo manifest the crimson energy in a brighter and larger covering than before. So far, they had been displaying it exactly as Ms. Yehle had been—enshrouding their fists with a flame-like animation. This instance in contrast was the same, except as said, the flames were presently encircling their massive mounds also. The ignorant lovers weren’t aware that RM could also be used defensively, hence their voiced curiosity. Mr. Yehle was though and the bigger change in strategy began to reveal itself, seeing as the parent was preoccupied with shooting the two assigned to fight himself and the ones he additionally took on for Lawler.

“...Screw it. Three can play this game.” Adira resolved, raising one fist and closing her eyelids. After a few seconds, she opened them to see it alight with the ruby fire and then holding the other duke up, repeated the process. “In fact...I’ll take you both on!!”

“Adira, no!” Darby protested, but it was too late.

The slender man in a tan suit chased after the lusciously curvy woman in an ill-fitting crop top. He had no hope of catching up to her and even if he could, there was nothing he could do to stop the six-foot-nine, brawn-bound, and massive-bellied lady. As shown in her month-long journey, once she made up her mind, not even
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