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“Screw it. I’ll just do it the old-fashioned way. ...Alright, pretty pregnant girls! Line up and prepare for a patdown!” the bouncer woman instructed. The four women being called out—each of their bellies progressively bigger than the next—were gathered in a loose circle, and from the biggest belly to smallest, they formed a single-file queue. “This dang machine was supposed to do half of my job but seeing as I don’t rely on technology anyway, I’ll have to body-search ya myself. Don’t worry. ...It’s for y’alls and my security.”

The not so eloquent security guard for the Eternal Greens Dispensary & Club wasn’t warmly received by the prospective and pregnant Reach employees. Their reluctance wasn’t outwardly shown at all because the majority, like any fresh adult coming into the world, needed a job and had to unfortunately relent to the corporate hoops. The one that wasn’t in the majority was at the head of the line. Dressed in a skin-tight red latex catsuit and mask—Cammie Parsons and her seventy-five-inch belly that stretched out every bit of the taut material—sought to infiltrate the shady business practice. With her only ten days into her likely high-digit pregnancy, she was ironically the best of the candidates. However, more deception was amongst them—the second in line a short statured brunette that was dressed up as Batgirl. She happened to already be employed with Reach. In fact, she was the CEO’s secretary, and her name was:

“Big—...Sorry, I’m nervous! My name is Bonnie. ...Bonnie Brown.”

The bouncer had just finished clearing Cammie for entrance, and captivated by the nicely sculpted curves of the biggest-bellied prospect, she almost missed Bonnie’s introduction. The guard adjusted their sunglasses, checked the list for the name, and then gestured for her to spread her arms. As she padded the bird-like limbs of Brown, she questioned her with, “A little antsy to get inside, eh? Ya know...I swear I know you from somewhere. Don’t recognize ya with the mask but your perky voice sounds familiar.”

Afflicted with the exceeding pregnant physicality of Parsons from behind, Bonnie had also barely caught what the bouncer had said to her. As demonstrated, it was hard for anyone—in the know or not—to ignore the magnetizing midsection of Cammie. She was patiently waiting inside the tiny foyer of the marijuana dispensary and even with her gorgeous face masked-up too, her fit, short stacked body was something most women would be envious of. She was skinny in the right places, moderately thicker than Brown’s limbs but giving the impression that she wasn’t even expecting. Of course, the one body part that cleared out that mirage was the wideset belly that extended well past her minorly widened hips. The mound—massive compared to the smaller bellies behind her—likewise accentuated its immensity by how much it dominated her tiny upper torso. The corporate insider was genuinely fascinated by her all-belly physique but perverted reasons weren’t why she was secretly taking multiple pictures with the camera embedded in her costume’s yellow belt.

“Oh, I guess I just have one of those voices. Heh. ...Think I’ll still get the job even with a little belly like mine? Kendra’s huge belly doesn't make me feel good about getting hired...” Bonnie double deflected.

“I don’t blame ya for feeling insecure around her, but belly or no belly, you all got the same chance of being hired. Even if ya didn’t do good in school...or even have a ‘record’ like mine...you can get in. That Josh guy I mentioned? ...He was the ‘tech support guy’ I was supposed to call to fix this screwy scanner thing. I kept losin’ signal, though. ...Josh is nice but he makes me stereotype blondes, if you know what I mean. Haha. He wears a lot of hats for this recruiting thing, but whether he’s tech support or ‘screening’ you knocked up beauties, I don’t think he’s qualified to do either! Hahaha!” the bald gal divulged, drawing a sympathetic yet weak laugh from Brown and then patting her on the back, “...Anyways, you’re clear. Go on inside and wait for the others. ...And try to hold your nose!”

Bonnie cleared her throat, nodded, and adjusted the belt strained under the modest belly she had. As insecurely felt, she wasn’t huge like Parsons proceeding in front of her, yet she was bigger than most women at full-term with one. Brown was about to strike up conversation with Cammie but a buzzer sound opened the door in front of the belly in question. A young woman around the same age as the two women cramped in the belly-filled foyer appeared, decked in black apron, dress shirt, and pants, the outfit reminding them of the uniforms catering employees wore. Attractive women of all shapes and sizes aside, the smell that immediately entered the small area elicited the opposite reaction the “nose” remark the bouncer gave them. Instead of bad, it was intoxicatingly good.

“Welcome to Eternal Greens, candidates! My, my, don’t we already have some stiff competition. Hehe. I kid. Oh, don’t worry, you all have the same chance—” the uniformed beauty greeted, interrupted by the security guard.

“Already gave them the speech, Alicia! Get them in so I can pat down the last one! The first two are too big for this little space!”

Alicia embarrassingly opened the door fully and let them in. The object of apparently everyone’s attraction walked in first, Parsons’ pregnant belly staying firmly in place as she smoothly walked without encumbrance. In another fit of irony, the brown eyes that magnetized to it the most were currently looking at everything but the round outclasser. Through the mini-cameras implanted in the ears of her mask, Cross Baynes and the rest of the Preventers could monitor the infiltration. Their operations leader apprised Cammie of:

“We jammed the bouncer’s flip phone. It was a piece of cake for a tech wiz like Rosie. Speaking of sweets, Cammie, I advise that you don’t eat a single crumb of those edibles your eyes can’t seem to get off of...” Jack Anderson warned, three more similarly dressed employees coming out with sterling silver trays and lining up next to Alicia, “...I don’t have time to explain it, but short version, the smell you’re smelling is...Monica’s concentrated pheromones. It’s in the air and in that food they’re about to serve you.”
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