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The compact dome of a belly that belonged to Cammie Parsons rose from the flat-reclined chair she was laying on, her pupils fixated on the real-time scene unfolding on the dual monitors on the desk in front of her. To her right was Cross Baynes, who had one hand protectively interlocked with hers and the other absently stroking the twenty-one-inch vertical length of her belly. A little more than two inches had been added to it over the course of the past twenty-four hours and according to the controlled growth she was supposed to adhere to, it was an inch too much. Going by the lust behind the engaged eyes of the two lovers who created the numerous souls inside it, they certainly disagreed with that notion. The half-moon horizon of her majestic mound was partially obscuring the video feed and although her belly managed to capture their secondary regard, their primary concern was centered on the concerning spectacle happening on the screens. On either was two objects they had been inside or near hours ago. Both the van and house were...on fire.

“First time I’ve seen it in real-time but it doesn’t surprise me Monica would dispose of the evidence so...quickly.” the idle Jack Anderson commented, standing to the left of Cammie and her gravitating belly. He tugged on the collar of his EBR and stress-exhaled.

“You were right. She and you seem to run things by the same book. Erm...at least clandestinely.” Cross added, his stress evident with an audible gulp and faster rubdown of the excessively pregnant belly of Parsons. The excessiveness worsened it. “...Where's Max?”

“I don't know but I have a sneaking suspicion he's out pulling a 'you'. ...Don't worry about it. We have eyes looking for him.”

“A...‘me’? ...Oh, yeah. The whole ‘going rogue’ thing. ...Wait. Now I am worried. After this...Monica should be on high alert.”

Cammie posed, “I’m inclined to agree. The Halloween party got her attention but they only saw Cross. Last night, though...Logan was there, so now she’ll have no doubt at all. ...How did Max get out, anyways? You forbade us from leaving after we came back.”

Anderson played it cool by jokingly patting her belly and retorting, “I wish he had something like your ‘mountain belly’ weighing him down...because then I could at least guilt him into staying by telling him it expends too much of my Evergreen. However...it appears he manipulated me instead. I got him onboard with last night’s operation by granting him a ‘no questions’ request. ...I would have argued with him but time was short so I agreed to his ‘one-time’ leave of Roy Rogers. ...No offense to you two...but love is a bitch.”

Parsons teased by belly-bumping his hand away and mocked him, “Awww! ‘No offense’ but ‘you two’ should get back together.”

Jack looked somewhat daunted by her belly’s firm push and stated opinion. “...There’s a better chance of me fucking a woman. And speaking of bad fortune with the opposite sex...Cross! Even as a gay man...I hate to say it, but you have the worst luck with women.”

Respectfully but not, he wasn’t referring to Cammie, instead gesturing to the third monitor. In front of it was Yunda Parsons, who was working on processing the data from their first nearly disastrous The Blonde and the Bellies operation. On it was a still image of the wicked woman in reference, Logan Montagna, her fingertips hovering over a massive belly twice as large as the “mountain” with them.

“...I want to say fuck you but...” Baynes sighed, pausing his rubbing of the second female he had inordinately impregnated and looking at the high-level henchwoman of his first impregnated female, “...You got a point. Speak of the she-devil, how did you not know Logan would be there? No offense, but what you also have in common with Monica is your...uh, stalkerish tendencies. You knew about our battle in Kakisa...and something else I can’t remember. If you’ve been watching us...then surely you’ve been watching them too.”

Perhaps rolling off his prior assertion of why Jack didn’t tell him his former friend Josh was in total enslavement to Monica, the curious Cross pondered if he overstepped. Anderson had a flagrant intensity to him and even without a belly full of EG-made babies, he was considered a serious threat to “them”, the upper bellies of the Reach corporation. Surprisingly, the black-haired male frankly replied:

“...I did know Logan was going to be there. As a matter of fact...I counted on it.”

Not even the subconscious consideration of her huge belly could partly hold the young parents' attention, their palms detaching from the precious mound. Together, Baynes and Parsons openly glared at Jack with ireful judgment. It was in their right to be mad at the revelation, seeing as Cammie was put on the front lines of the unexpected fight that had taken place inside the ablaze house on screen.

“...I’m not going to give you the satisfaction of my offense. Explain yourself now, mister!” Cammie asserted, sitting up and her chair groaning with the shifted weight of the belly it scarcely held. Her stomach matched the sentiment, the container of hard unstoppable growth that defied all human capability...yet had to be handled with the gentlest of care. Let alone put it in direct danger.

“The same reason I didn’t tell Cross that his friend had been reduced to a whimpering dog on a leash: It was a tragedy that couldn’t be avoided. There was nothing that could be done to save Josh...or the inevitable ability that is the Prism of his master, Logan.” he explained, extra unflinching in his confidence than usual. “Doct—...Yunda, can you smash these two side-by-side then throw her here?”

Anderson had stepped forward and pointed at the trio of monitors. Even though Yunda should be addressed by the same title as her father, she was staunch in her renouncing the doctor designation she had over-earned. She deserved to be called “Dr. Parsons” too but her glare was more soul-piercing than her niece and nephew-in-law’s. Although Jack swiftly corrected himself, her messy black hair seemed to become further frizzled by the heat of her “offense”. She didn’t even break her glare as she did as requested, the live feeds of the burning objects placed together on one screen and the image of Logan—along with several other screens—over to the right monitor.
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