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Out of the late night darkness, the huge-tummied outline of Cammie Parsons came into view, the motion-sensor flood light doing little to illuminate her completely pregnant person. It was shortly after midnight and in flagrant face of the below-freezing temperature, the moderately dressed woman wasn’t shivering whatsoever. From top to bottom, she was wearing standard but cheap-looking wear for the present kind of weather. The thin hood of her jacket could have been mistaken to have fur lining her pretty head, but it was the bit of her disheveled curly locks sticking out. Her arms were folded over her swollen breasts, and resting on top of a quite large pregnant belly. Not even six hours ago, its phenomenal circumference was five inches less than it was now. At seventy seductive inches, the mound was starting to appear a little “much” on her slender-bodied frame. She chose to begin the second day of November by having a rather big dinner before the Preventer’s first formal operation. In the immediate wooded area, every single one of her Sinless Completion comrades were here and with bated breath, they waited for the especially expectant female to initiate...“Operation: The Blonde and the Bellies”.

“Give me a few more minutes, Cammie. I’ll do a perimeter sweep before I use my Evergreen. We don’t need any...surprises.” the stoic voice of Jack Anderson requested.

Thanks to her EG-pregnancy enhanced senses, she could faintly hear him tiptoeing in between the tall trees surrounding her and the house in view. The young members of the small but well-equipped organization knew they would get well-acquainted with the city of Missoula. But they didn’t imagine that tonight, they would start with the factual northernmost part of the city limits. A long stretch of scattered neighborhoods was to the south of them, but the nearest house was just out of earshot. Effectively, they were in the “country”. Although full of natural splendor, they were pretty far from home, and the general public. However, for the gravid scheme of the gigantic organization they knew as Reach, the location and situation was exactly in their favor. Cammie was the only expectant girl in the Preventers but everyone—and soon including those of the aforenamed corporation—knew her pregnancy was highly unusual. Even after eating another meal that could feed thirty people, she got nervous once her tightly-covered mound rumbled for more nourishment. She was about to step back into the safety of the shadows but a series of noises coming from the two-story home at the end of the gravel road kept her huge, hunger-vibrating presence stationary. A barely transmitted “shit” from Jack spelled out the quickening circumstances.

“Woo! When you said Grant Crick, I didn’t think you would mean this close to Stuart Moun'un! Brrr! Huh...look at that! Speakin’ of moun'uns...what a belly!!” a woman with a very thick Montana accent bellowed into the quiet cold atmosphere.

The prolifically profiled Parsons froze, their operation off to an early and maybe rocky start. Standing on the light-filled porch about twenty feet in front of her was a female with bodily peculiarities that were as thick as her speech. At seven-foot-zero, she was what her folk would call “corn fed”. Coincidentally enough, she was clothed in the same above-freezing attire she was in. The only difference was that her hood was down—revealing an absolutely thickset mane of well-kept hair about as sheeny brown as the belly of the short preggo. The flowing glossy locks accentuated a “homegrown”, makeup-free beautiful face, her bold appearance yet soft facial features confusing the centerstage Cammie. She and this unknown female were physical opposites in height and body structure but their bellies were somewhat the same size. The big brown-haired beauty was voluptuous and sported a sixty-inch tum that suited her shape. The blue-haired stunner was skinny but clearly had the bigger belly—the magnetism between their gravid girths drawing all in.

“...A mountain? You’re pretty big for a civilian so I doubt...oh, wow! ...Hello there! You must be my next appointment. Callie, right? ...We spoke over the phone? ...I’m Josh!” the self-identified male said, stepping out from behind the “mountain” of a woman.

He had appeared, the “star of the show”, according to the currently hidden Anderson. Joshua Miller, what he did out of this Reach-owned residence, and how the redheaded giantess CEO monitored both was the main target of tonight’s undertaking. As made known by his debut at the Halloween office party, he was made the manager of the Local Outreach program, and the entire thing was run out of the freshly built home. From their own intelligence, the Preventers understood that this was the place where at least a majority of the “suspiciously large” pregnant women of Missoula were being guided to. Through their week-long surveillance of the community and their recent infiltration of said party at the headquarters, they were made more than aware of the highly unusual number of active pregnancies in the area. And since they were just as familiar with what exactly caused bellies as big as mountains, the Sinless born from Evergreen had sufficient reason to suspect the overlord Monica Sterling was behind it all. Not only were they near certain it was her but were also sure that it wasn’t for humane purposes. Regardless of motives, the too-big tums all came to Josh first.

“...Oh, h-hello! Yupperino, I’m Callie Pars—...ker. Callie Parker! Thanks for being so accommodating...and at the last minute!” the cute imposter responded, playing off her verbal fumble by pretending to shiver. Her belly entered the spotlight first before the rest of her five-foot-five-frame came into view, removing her hood and showing off her “last minute” hair dye job. Taylor, of all people, had done it and surprisingly, he did a good job in making her look like another ordinary long-haired brunette. The bulk of three-foot-long curls were tied into a marginally messy ponytail and two bushy brown strands framed her lovely visage, also matching the eye contacts he lent her. In complete defiance of Nan Parsons’ order for her stay off the battlefield, Cammie was disguising herself as a potential preggo. You could say this was an infiltration mission but that was only a small part of the plan. No, in fact, she was a decoy...and insisted on doing it.

“Well...how rude of me! You city folk being all proper-like and givin’ intros. It’s nice to meet you too, Callie! I haven’t seen ya big pregnant self around but ya might have heard about me. I am...” the towering country girl inserted, stepping down from the porch and making an unnecessarily sexy show of sticking out her solidly round belly, “...Madison. But, everyone calls me ‘Montana Madison’!”

The nickname didn’t require an explanation, seeing as her thick thighs, thickened-hair, and ever-thickening belly stated it for her. No one had foreseen this mini-giantess coming and despite her friendly demeanor, she was still an unknown factor. The idle Parsons was racing for a solution on how to play this, knowing every present eye—real and digital—was on her next move. And, Jack made it worse:

“...Cammie, my contact can only interfere with Josh’s communications for fifteen more minutes. If you can’t get rid of her, I’m going to pull your big pregnant ass out of there and we’ll call it a night. I’m not risking an ass beating from Nan over some big rando...”

Like her close-by boyfriend, Cross Baynes, the subsequent anxiety she felt almost dilated the contacts out of her eyes. She was regretting on insisting but if she desired not to be the liability her great-grandma made her out to be, she had to further channel her inner Baynes and pull something out of her pert buttocks. However, the uneasiness ended up inadvertently doing it for her and showing where she differed from the short man who impregnated her, luck was on her side. From brown top, to her white-brown middle, and finally at white-sneakered bottom, Cammie was uncontrollably shaking. She insisted on trying to verbally save the situation anyways:

“R-r-r-r-r-r-right b-baaack at ‘y-y—” she sputtered out awkwardly before succumbing to the physical tension. She remembered to not manifest her EG for a quick-healing and stood there, scarcely able to touch her hands to the glorious involuntarily-gyrating gut.
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