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"Just look at it. My perfect mountain..." Monica dreamily revered.

She was laying on her back, her hands roaming the newly expanded mass. It rose more than two stories high. The flesh was still smooth and supple, except for a few scratches from the trees she ran through. She closed her eyes, her nails digging into the skin.

"I mean it, look at it, Cross. I'm so swollen with your babies. My belly is a monument of perfection." she ordered, making it sway from side to side, giggling. "This feeding was the absolute best. I never knew I could get this big so fast. My little ability is getting stronger too. I'm capable of getting bigger than I thought I could..."

Cross inserted the final button on his pajama top. He wanted to pretend that last night didn't happen. He didn't care that the young bagger had seen them. He was dismayed further when he thought it could lead somewhere. The simple fact was that no one was going to believe the kid. There was no video evidence so they'll never get to the bottom of it. Even if they did, what would actually happen? He looked at her, frightened by how big her belly had become.

Her display of power put things in perspective. The way she easily destroyed all the obstacles made him aware of how strong she was getting. He looked back at the ravaged blast door. It was the same door they had exited from. When they came back, she made sure to make a grand performance out of it. She effortlessly plowed through the metal and concrete, all of it bending to her incredible strength. She was tall enough to continue using the tunnels, but her belly had become too wide to fit through the door. He could hear the echoes of debris falling and shifting. It was easy to say they wouldn't be using that anymore. The only exit she could use was the missile silo lift. The same one she used to reveal herself during the party. He started to doubt that too wouldn't be viable for long.

"So...much...belly. There needs to be...more. ...More Monica..." she dazedly asserted. Her hands had stopped rubbing but were planted upon it. Her breathing became steady, the belly rising and falling in rhythm with it. She turned her head to him, looking at him with a tired smile. Her pretty face rested solemnly as she drifted to sleep.

Cross gazed at her for a little while. He didn't know what to do. This was a first. Normally, she made him sleep with her. He was made to devote most of the time to her so he was confused about what to do next. He decided to have a cigarette, the culminated stress of the night before suddenly making him feel drained.

He couldn't use the usual exit. It was too dangerous now yet it was the only exit she made him use. In fact, he was given the strict order to only use two of the six blast doors. This one and the other near the kitchen. That door led to a series of rooms that used to be offices of some sort. There was furniture over twenty years old in them. When he first moved in, he tried to find any evidence of what the place used to be. There was no paper trail to find. He couldn't find a single document, memo, calendar, or anything of the sort. He found some old recipes he guessed Max used to make but nothing else that could help him unravel the maternal mystery of Monica.

He went over to the door next to one he was considering. He took another look at the sleeping giant, a few green leaves doting her long mane of messy red hair. "Fuck her. I'm going to explore," he whispered.

He slapped the button and the door creaked open. He thought the noise would wake her up, but it didn't. The insane combination of food from last night must have soundly knocked her out. He was going to take advantage of it as much as he could. He walked down the long hallway, the corridor proving to be lengthy as he reached the end of it. As usual, there was a blast door and a service door to the right of it. Except it didn't look like the others. He opened the door to see what he perceived as a control room. On his left was a couple of old seats nestled up against a large slanted board of various controls. There were three small screens spaced equidistant from each other.

He flipped the light switch, and nothing happened. He activated his phone's flashlight and explored more. Above the control panel was a window similar to the one in "The Box"—what he called the room where he and Monica lived. He remembered the cop shows his mother religiously watched. This had to be one of those one-sided windows the police had in their interrogation rooms. He would have to look at it from the other side to be sure. He went to his right, seeing a desk with an older model computer. His mind lit up when he thought of the possibility of useful information being in it. If he could figure a way to restore the power, it could be just what he needed.

He sought the answers that could possibly shed light on this. Monica was the only thing that wasn't realistic about the world. The fact that she used every precaution to hide her existence proved she knew it would be a hindrance if someone found out. He felt things had changed a little. The way she dealt with that bagger boy put a splinter in his mind. The entire grocery store incident was the big picture of what he was fearfully thinking of. She was getting...bolder. Her recent growth surprised her as well. The way she moved through that gauntlet of food was an impressive feat, despite how monstrous it looked. She had cleared the place in less than three hours. All thanks to her evolving ability. The power to transform anything into anything wasn't something a single human should have, much less a person like Monica. He'd underestimated its capabilities. He hasn't seen it as a threat until now.

Given what he knew about her, he surmised that she would exploit it as much as possible. Her abnormal goal of growing a pregnant belly to goldy proportions was too specific. The one summer course he took was about human reasoning. Often a person's past will affect every facet of how they navigate life. He needed to know her story.

He wasn't going to get it from her. He'd tried to probe the subject, but she always deflected. She didn't mention anything concrete about her past, only mentioning arbitrary things here and there. He didn't know what rummaging through old technology would do, but he had to start somewhere. She picked this place for a reason. He had to if he was going to understand any of this, and hopefully...find a way out.

The desk had a lot of dust on it, but appeared disturbed. There were a few marks that could be clearly seen, as though something had been removed. He looked at the three drawers. He searched the first two and found nothing, but the third drawer yielded a new-looking file packet. He wasted no time in opening it. He undid the latch and opened the top flap. It revealed many folders with tabs. The first one was titled "Project Evergreen".

The folder contained most of the papers. He was then startled by the power coming on. The whirring of machines was louder than he'd heard before. He put the folder down and walked to the left side window, seeing the source of the noise. He automatically knew where he was. This was the missile silo! He was glad to make these two discoveries. The former interested him much more. He could see what looked like a bigger version of the first room he had encountered but with a few alterations. There was a half-cylinder in the center of the room. It took most of the space, and the open part was facing him. There was a large discolored pole sticking from a hole of the same diameter. He couldn't see how far up it went because the ceiling cut it off from view, the pole rotating downward. He looked at his phone, turning off the flashlight, and noticed it was six in the morning.

"Shit!" he exclaimed, realizing what day of the week it was.

Mondays were always supply day. Max would bring in half of what she ordered for the week. This structure had to be how he got it down here. Monica would make him organize the supplies while Max would dolly in various sized boxes. It was
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