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In the cafeteria of Reach HQ, many costumed people were thinking of the events that lead them to this profound moment in time. Their stories were as different as the light amount of snowflakes falling outside the enormous skyscraper, but every one of them were united in their association with the equally enormous belly of Monica Sterling. Inside the area of the building, her great mound was displayed on a one-hundred-foot-tall monitor and besides the lot of them struggling with the fact that she was their newly appointed CEO, they were mostly in contention with the superficial but entirely unignorable womb itself. The “belly in the room”, so to speak. The five hundred or so employees couldn’t disregard their mystified interest in its solidly round and ungodly huge existence. Even considering that half of all female associates present were pregnant—with the least of them as heavy as one carrying overdue twins to boot—they were both enamored...and utterly intimidated. However, there was a group of individuals in attendance that weren’t so daunted by the waistline that exceeded one thousand feet in wicked width. At the back of the hall was the man who catalyzed its seemingly impossible impregnation. Cross Baynes, concealed in the guise of a white stormtrooper outfit, gulped hard—having felt every inch of its domination.

“Joshua Miller is the kind of fresh-faced representation we want for Reach now. He is twenty-two years old but he did graduate with his bachelors early and has been employed with us since summer began. In that time, he’s shown a fantastic dedication to this company, so much so that I have promoted him to Manager of Local Outreach. Everyone...give him a warm welcome!” Monica introduced.

The hand-clapping was awkwardly silent at first but with the former CEO Benjamin Anderson standing and now clapping next to him, the colleagues were quick to give him a round of applause. Their reluctance was understandable, seeing as they were still processing that Sterling—who was the same age as Joshua—was the headmistress of a company valued at trillions of dollars. For all intents and purposes, Monica at least looked the part. In her business casual attire, her gray blazer and dress pants replaced the usual little clothing she wore. She knew her unnaturally tall stature and big curves was an effective tool in disarming the red-blooded males of the business world, but if she wanted them to respect her authority, she had to dress and act like them. Nevertheless, her oozing and overwhelming sexuality couldn’t be overlooked, especially when every seam and crease of her garb showed off the powerful amount of expanded flesh contained within. Of course, the gargantuan belly she deviously grew for eight long months didn’t entirely fit into the clinical mold she was trying to “dress down” to. Even with all the money in the world, she hadn’t found a tailor who was fast enough to keep up with its commanding growth. This corporate event was happening in Missoula, Montana and she was nearly as pregnant as the state's total population. And to illustrate her plans for propelling the next generation and pregnancy further, she proclaimed her next introduction:

“We know change can be scary but rest assured, I have chosen the very best candidates for the ‘fruitful’ future we are building. Mr. Miller and myself are at opposing sides of the corporate ladder but there was a reason Mr. Anderson entrusted me to lead this ‘passing of the torch’. Ever since I was a little girl, I have roamed up and down these halls, amazed that I, the daughter of Reach’s founder, Cormack Walsh, had the prestige to be a part of the progressivism my father championed for. And for the same reason he chose the once young Benjamin to be one of his chief officers...I will continue that by introducing our new Chief Networking Officer...Logan Montagna!”

Having been intimately acquainted with Monica, Cross wasn’t struggling with her gigantic presence but he was similarly shocked by her hand-picked candidates. “Mr. Miller”, or the man he simply knew as “Josh”, was the last person he would expect to see here. At the beginning of this year, his friend was barely passing his junior year in college and here on Halloween, he had not only attained the supposed business degree but also was on the first rung of Monica’s ladder. He substituted her name because it was becoming steadily clear the cunning redhead had rigged the corporate hierarchy from top to bottom. And seeing her top-level officer coming onto the stage, he got the most unsettling and for some reason, “familiar” sensation when he set eyes on the woman apparently known as Logan. As she strutted across the platform, the vision of “progress” was outwardly yet dubiously exhibited with the eye-popping physical appearance of Montagna. Like any observing human, Baynes started with the strongly attractive head of Reach’s newest CNO, but found that description befitting to every part of her. Bodily, it applied because her hair extended from the top of her uniform visage to the bottom of her insanely thick thighs. The upper half of the mane was straight and dark brown, while the lower was streaked and curled with orange highlights. The color scheme extended to her ensemble, a button up shirt dress that draped an impenetrably massive belly.

“She’s bold, intelligent, and resourceful. Ms. Montagna envisions and embodies everything needed for the position. Soon enough, she will take Reach and the face of pregnancy farther than it has ever been! Along with Mr. Miller, she will personally oversee the Outreach Program as a whole. We intend to strengthen our ties with the community of Missoula, but her ambitious plan will extend to all of Montana! At twenty-six years old and armed with a master’s degree, I look forward to her potential. Now...up next, we have someone that doesn’t need an introduction. The daughter of Missoula’s own Senator Sullivan, our new COO is...Sheila Sullivan!!”

Promptly, he heard a few barely audible curse words from Max, whose position was revealed by Cross seeing and hearing the half-brother of Monica slap the side of his stormtrooper helmet. Baynes knew the tall ginger pretty well by this point and barring his quiet attitude lately, he could tell this person had rattled his usual composed cage. And as if the lineup couldn’t get any weirder, or more threatening, the successive Chief Operating Officer was yet another sexual, physical, and charismatic force to be reckoned with. He was finishing assessing the daunting dimensions of Logan’s pregnant belly, which—by his closest reference—was twice as big as the sixty inch brown mound of his girlfriend, Cammie Parsons. The three foot width of the waistline, clad in a top that was half black and orange, made him expect an even larger womb coming in from stage-right. But when Sullivan stepped onto the platform, he found that the five-foot-ten blonde was a modest two-thirds of his lover. In fact, Sheila was the most ordinary looking individual present. Granted, she was among super knocked-up women and employees in costumes so the bar wasn’t set high. Nevertheless, the wavy locks of the fair-haired beauty tousled to the side as she proudly walked along. She was wearing a purple pencil skirt, plain white top, and expensive flats, giving the impression she was born for the role—looking professional yet still mysteriously big-bellied. The tension grew thicker.
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