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“To drive the point home, I’ll show you my belly again. But this time...I want you to tell me what’s different. Think of this as a reminder and as a teaching moment...Joshie.” the recorded voice of Monica Sterling sharply briefed.

In the War Hall of the Preventer’s underground base, the four Sinless offshoots of the Evergreen model herself sat, attentively watching the hacked video. It was stolen from right under the giant’s belly so to speak, three of them wondering who the mysterious hacker was. Nevertheless, they had many questions. And although each of them were acquainted with the colossal abdomen on one level or another, they still weren’t fully apprised of her inordinate pregnancy. Even with their combined knowledge, the secretive Sterling had them at a superficial distance from the truth. That especially included Cross Baynes, despite him being the one that inseminated his seed into the absolutely goliath womb being shown on the holographic screen. From edge to edge, it was nothing but belly.

“...Hm? Oh well, isn’t this a nice surprise! Sit right here...Sheila.” Monica discussed offscreen, her lengthy arm reaching out to tap a tiny area of her great expansive flesh and continuing with, “Don’t give me that look. Just do it. I’m teaching Josh about...perspective.”

Her forearm disappeared and after a few seconds, the huge pregnant belly of Sheila Sullivan entered from the right side of the screen, then followed by the rest of her fit, five-foot-ten person. The blonde still had the look of annoyance on her conventionally attractive face, and compounded the body language with a frustrated shrug to Monica. The arm reappeared, gesturing for her to sit down as requested.

“...Whatever. Like I don’t have important things to attend to...” Sheila complained, holding her sixty-inch mound and sitting.

“We’ve had that discussion, my sassy little COO. ...I’m the one who determines what’s important or not. That’s why I’m the CEO.”

Cross was reminded of a scene from the television series Game of Thrones, in which the bratty Joffrey childishly proclaimed “I am the king!” He was being confronted for the annoying monster he was and when given disrespect on top of it, he screamed it as his only defense. Baynes couldn’t help but see the parallel with the interaction between Monica and Sheila. Even though he was ignorant of big business, he knew that Reach’s newest and biggest CEO wasn’t wholly qualified for the position. She was no doubt capable of rising to such a role one day but the impatient twenty-two-year old female showed her immaturity with the comment. Sullivan was blessed with a youthful appearance but the way she carried herself—and her modest belly—indicated she had to be older.

“Okay, Joshie...what’s wrong here?”

The idle Cross raged at her babying name for him. It brought up all the times she’d called him “Crossie” and he hated that he knew it was her outward sign of belittling of whoever she didn’t like. Furthermore, if she had a bigger dislike of them, she would give them a personalized nickname. The best example was Max Sterling, sitting to the left of him and Cammie Parsons, the “original” belly slave.

“...Ohhh, Joshieee? You there, honey? You’re starting to remind me of Snax. ...Full of hesitation.”

“S-Sorry, Ms. Sterling. Madison just arrived and I was welcoming her in. She just ate all of the complimentary doughnuts. ...She’s a perfect fit for the program. ...Ahem, sorry again. Let me see... ...Hmmm. ...I’m triple sorry...because I’m drawing a blank, ma’am.”

The wicked cackle from both Monica and Sheila was as weirdly harmonizing as it was creepy. It had an immediate condescending whiff, as though the two corporate titans were reacting from an inside joke they had. And both Cross and Max tensed in rage from it.

“Hahahah. That’s okay, ‘Mr. Miller’. It’s what we get for hiring a blonde. ...No offense, Sheila. You know I love you.”

Sullivan stood up, almost elegantly, and directly looked at her giantess boss. She rubbed her huge belly seductively and then extended her hands out from its one and a half foot width, like she was groping an imaginary bigger belly. “None taken, Monica. After all, this isn’t my real hair...” she confidently stated, flicking her locks and a flash of purple outlining her tum, “...and nor is this my real belly.”

Sheila exited from view, leaving only the edge of Monica’s expansive belly and the darkness surrounding her. “...And that’s why you're my second-in-command. You can fit into whatever role I need. ...Are you paying attention, Josh? Now that we have Preventer-sized rats in my buildings, I’ll need you to...adapt. Like Sheila, you aren’t just an employee of Reach. You are...mine. You work for me...and my belly. And if rats are trying to eat my food...then you’ll change from a manager and into an...exterminator. By the way, what you failed to spot was that...” she emphasized, using the full length of her arm to grab the edge of the fleshy protrusion, “...is not my belly. This...”

A distant mechanical sound was heard before the screen was flooded with a sudden amount of light. When the phone’s camera adjusted, the fleshy edge was now taking up a tinier part of the lower right corner of the screen. In the distance—her seemingly small breasts disappearing as it slowly panned over to the right and up—was the fair-skinned horizon of her phenomenally gigantic belly. End to end, it stretched for over a thousand feet, and belly-vain as always, she took the time to let her phone pan over every foot of it.

“...is my belly.”

The recording ended there, all of them reminded that what Monica lacked experience, she more than made up for in belly.
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