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Winding the clock back about five fast-changing minutes, the heavily pregnant and costumed Cammie Parsons was simultaneously trying to listen to the Reach employee and her Preventer comrades. The former was in front of her, a young slim pretty girl named Alicia, who was informing them of the next part of their interview for the company. And although the latter wasn’t speaking, she was waiting for the chatter that would assuredly happen over the communication device hidden in her hair-covered ear. In between the two parties in consideration was her bigger, tighter, and slightly exposed pregnant belly.

On either side of her broad brown mound were the other “Candidates” for the elaborate yet weird recruiting process. The setting they were in spelled out the notion, seeing as they were standing in the first-level basement of a marijuana dispensary club that was a secret front for said process...and much more. That much more was what they were attempting to uncover through her direct infiltration. Like the beautiful covert woman, the conspiracy had everything to do with how knocked up she was...and wasn’t. Two other expectant women were with her, and even with one being just a big-bellied foodie, they all had one thing in common: They had no idea about the wonders and horrors that were ahead of them.

“Okay, so for this part, we want you to show us what you got! The cosplay contest is actually part two of your interview! The new CEO is all about ‘work hard, play hard’ so while this is meant to be sort of fun, it’s more about telling and showing us who you are! Along with the um personality test we breezed through in record time—thanks to a certain cravings-crazy preggo. Hah!” Alicia attempted to lighten the air, and then resumed once a passive-aggressive growl emitted from the certain preggo’s massive tummy bulging before her, “Um, anywho! So, yes, with the test from part one, we will see if you’re a good fit with the company culture! ...Shall we get to it?”

Even though the awkward host of the interview was a part of the pregnancy problem of Reach, Cammie still gave her sympathy by lightening the mood herself. “Let’s do this! Although...I don't think it’s appropriate for a ‘cravings-crazy’ girl like me to show off ‘more’ than I already have...” the highly knocked up Parsons joked, casually pointing to and slightly thrusting her huge belly out.

The other Candidates chuckled and so did the host—after she had flinched out of the way of her big belly thrust. She made more inane chit chat as she showed them to a “backstage” room where they could prepare for the showcasing of their “personality”. As the four women were left to themselves, Cammie strutted and unintentionally flaunted her massive belly as she paced around the area. She further pretended to rehearse something for the upcoming interview but in reality she was listening to the telephone conversation the Unit 01 drone was picking up from the van driver parked in front of the club. Parsons had already demonstrated she was good with multi-tasking and continued by keeping up with the escalating developments while Alicia fumbled through her speech. Apparently the driver was the same guy who drove the U-Haul for their Halloween infiltration. He was in contact with Josh Miller, the unwilling orchestrator of the recruiting aspect of Reach’s pregnancy scheme. Despite the unwillingness, she heard him say something she never expected:

“Double sorry. ...So, my direct supervisor just passed along the order. She...I mean they want you to...let the FB loose. Remove its restraints and dump it right there...s-so it can take care of...a-ahem...the ‘clean up’.”

There was obvious hesitation in him speaking it, yet the further descent of the horribly abused Josh had plainly reared itself. She physically reared herself upright, feigning like she was doubled-over from the weight of her belly. In between her cupped hands, the twenty-five-inch width of her belly reminded her of the extra five she added to its circumference. She was doing well to offset the encumbrance it gave her with Evergreen but the recent expansion wasn’t factored into her active calculation, so she stumbled back a bit.

“Woah there...” the abruptly helpful Bonnie Brown said, preventing the too-pregnant Parsons from tilting back by using her own big belly and hands to stabilize her, “...Good thing I caught ya. With a belly like that, you might have never got back up. Hahaha!”

Not knowing that Bonnie was Monica’s personal secretary, the nervous Cammie laughed along with her. Turning back to face and thank her, the cameras in her panther mask then scanned and identified her. The closeup allowed the new system update to extract more data and before Jack Anderson began to shout his new marching orders, the update also allowed Yunda to send her a text message. Since her EBR was hidden underneath her even tighter red latex catsuit, all she heard was the sound of its notification from her earbud.

“...Hey, girls!” Alicia chimed before Parsons could thank Brown, making them turn around and see her holding a clipboard that was used to gesture, “...Kendra, the Wonder Preggo, you're up first! Are you ready...or perhaps you need to sit after eating everything?”

Cammie didn’t know if the cute jab was malicious or not. In pregnant parallel, she's in a clinically corporate version of a lion’s den, so she could be reasonably paranoid about the possibility. Regardless of the awkward hostess’ intent, or the layers of still greater pregnant persons above her low-ranking position, the Wonder Preggo was going to show them just that. To her, the impressive multi-tasking maintenance of her precarious massive-bellied frame wasn’t enough. She’d expressed a desire to get bigger and in turn, use the excess gains to augment her strength. Even with the ultra-compact brood begging to rapidly expand her little womb, the cost of carrying it would reversely bring her down. In spite of the many physical forces pressing down on her, she would ravishingly rise.

“Ha! The most devouring all of those sweets will do is give me a little...indigestion.” the femdom in Parsons making an unusual but not unwelcome appearance. It further rolled from there, hotly displayed with her standing tall and walking right up to Alicia, her two-foot-plus broad mound partially shadowing the tinier woman. “So, no. I don’t need to sit, because I plan on showing you...a lot.”

As she exited with the speechless Alicia, she heard some mumbled comments from the others and for a change, didn’t care to know what they could be. Cammie tended to be respectful of everyone’s feelings, whether friend or foe, but the ongoing comm chatter told her she needed to toughen up. Nan would surely punish her but being bold and beautiful, she held her big belly pridefully. In her ear, she concurrently listened to Jack’s orders. All she needed to know was that one floor above them, the apparent “Firebreeder” had been let loose to kill everyone here. Furthermore, Max and Taylor were following the U-Haul Guy, who set him loose in the first place. That left her with her boyfriend Cross Baynes as her sole protector, but with Jack joining the fray some time later. That all meant she would have to juggle more balls than she already was, yet she wouldn’t shy away from the dangerous situation. She processed it all as they walked down a narrow hallway to the assumed stageroom. Along the way, she noticed several smaller spaces that were plainly “smoke rooms”.

“...Sorry if I was rude back there. To be honest, I’m not too far away from being as hungry as you are. ...Barely a week ago, I had a belly about half as big as yours. Yup...I got this job the same way you all are trying. I’m what corporate calls a ‘Bank’. ...Those smoke rooms we just passed are the ‘Club’ in Eternal Greens. Adults of all ages come here to smoke the dank herb we sell here. ...And if I say any more, I could lose my job. Haha. I ramble when I’m apologetic...” Alicia overshared, nervously laughing before opening the door to the stage.

“It’s okay. ...You can make it up to me by playing ‘Life Will Change’ while I show you what I got...on that?” Parsons implored.

If one didn’t know better, they might assume this used to be a ‘strip’ club. The stage room looked like a miniature model of a high-dollar type, the marble stage literally having a pole rising from the middle of it. The lighting was a bit dim but the platform was brightly lit with dark colors. Cammie, remembering the mission, casted her sapphire blue eyes upon the numerous speaker-box looking devices on the walls
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