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“Cammie...I’m not fucking around this time. Your big pregnant ass will be on the sidelines for the next op. ...You know Nan is somehow going to figure this out and I rather mitigate the damage she’ll do to my big gay ass.” Jack Anderson chastised, hand on his hip and an accusatory finger pointing at the enormous pregnant belly of Cammie Parsons, “...It’s nice that you’re willing to maintain your giga-pregnancy and fight on the front lines...but don’t think I didn’t notice all of the cameras in the basement of this now...extinct club.”

The operations leader of the Preventers had taken control of the helm, and with them moving his scolding finger from her belly to the smoldering remains of the Eternal Greens club, it could be viewed as a mostly good thing. The black-haired man was their strongest asset and despite the blue-haired preggo being pretty capable herself, he was apprised of exactly why the building was reduced to inoperation in one fairly short fight. Speaking of short, the low-statured Cross Baynes was standing off to the side, and having barely survived the very fight itself, he found himself agreeing with Jack. He also didn’t fail to miss how much bigger his girlfriend’s belly was.

“You can keep stuffing your face all you want, but as the practice op should’ve communicated to you...Monica always has a backup. I wasn’t fucking around either when I said that it’s ‘in and out’ with these ops. No more, no less. ...With that said...” he continued to rebuke, now curling his digit and putting it under his chin as he too studied the new breadth of her massive belly, “...I think we can use this ‘stuff, stuff, and sacrifice’ technique you got going on here. I see that you’re a little...taller too. Cross may find that tickling his fetish fancy...but what you see as more belly...I see potential in other areas of Evergreen warfare. And, on the ‘Farm’...we’re going to need it.”

Cammie crossed her arms over the two-foot-plus width of her rounder and stronger-looking belly. Like how Anderson had bluntly criticized, the new eighty-six-inch circumference of her mound required a boost in anatomy. Overall, eleven inches had been added to it, and in the span of maybe an hour. Luckily, her skintight black EBR suit was made to stretch with their crazy bodily upgrades of Evergreen, but her curvier features weren't missed by an eye present. Including the mechanical ones in the sky above them. They were scanning every molecule of her larger middle, her Aunt Yunda driving them, and as interested as everyone else. They all had their reasons but the older Parsons had several considerations. She’s also one of the few who were apprised of the heavily-hinted gargantuan litter in her.

“Jack, I’m seeing it through Max’s vitals, but I think they’re close to the Farm. His Sense is getting pinged from a handful of directions. ...It looks like you and my niece were right: Reach is transporting the edibles and Vessels between the farms and clubs. So, it wasn’t hard to believe they wouldn’t be far from each other. ...And, affirmative, the U-Haul Guy just took a right off the highway. They’re almost there.” Yunda reported over their communication network, all of them hearing it over the shared channel.

“Thanks, Yun. We’re heading there now. ...We’ll talk about the little ‘private’ conversation you and Cammie had earlier. ...And, yes, I noticed. I may not be a tech whiz like you, but Cross’ dad was kind enough to let me access the camera feeds inside Roy Rogers. ...I couldn’t hear what you two talked about...but I saw you talking away when the two of you suddenly went quiet.” Jack made known, the uncomfortable-looking Cammie now looking sheepish as she attempted to shrink into her huge belly shamefully.

“...Someone’s got to ‘watch the watchers’, I guess.” Cross added to the conversation, not missing the irony to his position as well.

He wanted to diffuse the tension, trying to catch his breath before they all moved onto the next minor undertaking, Anderson recently naming it as “Operation: Uprooting the Harvest”. With the recruitment process mostly discovered and documented by their completions of Rooting the Harvest and The Blonde and the Bellies, they were ready to see what happened to the successfully recruited “fruits”. According to the intel gathered thus far, the variously large-bellied women—and some flat-bellied males—that were accepted went to one of three designated roles.

Those with an education and a “killer bod” were to become Nymphs. Those who were uneducated, older, or had a criminal history were put into a category known as Banks. And the last was the one they were least apprised of, the Vessels, who they planned on figuring out next. The first two were on opposite ends of the corporate structure, the most pregnant of them and holding a degree usually working a genuine position at Reach HQ. The non-pregnant of them were employed as contractors, thus they weren’t full-time employees. Reps from either camp had exited the scene a short moment, ago, Jack naming them:

“Bonnie Brown and Alicia...are the trackers I put on them working like the ones I put on Lumberjack and Wednesday Addams? I did destroy the one I put on Bonnie...but since she’s with Alicia, we should be able to track them both.” Jack inquired of Yunda.

“Affirmative, three are active and moving. It appears all of them heeded your ‘advice’. The tracker for Alicia is moving toward the address Rosie gleaned from hacking the house and now, the club. ...I must also add that the trackers you placed on the other three regular employees you saved are working too. ...None of those three are Banks, but I still scanned a tiny amount of EG in them.” Yunda reported back to Anderson, her voice monotone but slightly raised with her last statement.
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