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The duffel bag fell to the ground, Cross tilting his head from side-to-side, swiveling it also for good measure. After the Battle of Kakisa, he had a crick in his neck that never seemed to go away. He supposed it was the strain of that day's horrendous culmination. Max couldn't make sense of it, saying it was probably the effects of overusing "Trism". It was a cute terminology Cammie had come up with to describe the transformation portion of EG. She got the name from Hermes Trismegistus, the alleged writer of the Hermetica, an Egyptian-Greek text from long ago. It discussed many subjects, but the reference was related to alchemy. It was a fitting term, considering the mechanics of the ability. One constant that was never disputed throughout the history of humanity was something can't be created from nothing. Even though Evergreen was a powerful substance, it couldn't operate without the sacrifice of something. The increasing stakes were causing every member of the "Preventers" to push that limit more and more. This was the title given to Cross' group, letting the newest comrade come up with it as well. Carrying on, she named their distinctive ability as "Prism". That was self-explanatory, seeing as it manifested differently in every user.

He removed his windbreaker jacket, the room temperature of the biosphere starting to make him sweat. His black and red EBR Mark II suit was a significant upgrade from the first edition. Dr. Parsons studied the raw data gathered from the big fight with Monica and noted a few developments happening with Cross' physiology. His excessive absorption of EG had saturated nearly every cell of his body with it. The Mark I had done its job too well and made his EG quotient on the same level as Monica and Max. His anatomy couldn't handle the sudden inundation of it, and the doctor created this special attire to control the EG begging to exit him.

They made practical use of it, using it to fuel the receivers that kept the massively pregnant woman contained. It was the same antennas they utilized to keep her in place after their hard-fought victory at the remote village. The technology from the first EBR was implemented, able to directly siphon EG out of a person. Max and he used their respective Prisms to cancel out Monica's unique brand of power. The aforementioned scientist also found out that each EG user each had a discernible cellular makeup. For a normal person, this was only seen under a microscope. However, with those who had it, a strange phenomenon was occurring.

It first awakened during their initial subjugation of her. The new ability was hard to outline, but basically, those with EG could "sense" each other. Cross determined this was the reason Monica knew they were in the area. Which begs the question of why wouldn't she just come straight to them. After personally testing it, it became clear that it wasn't that simple. It had a certain range, and unlike her super hearing, it was less than that capability. At its maximum, they could perceive each other from up to two miles. He still wasn't satisfied, wondering the motive behind her decision. It was a big understatement to say she was crazy, yet her intelligence was something that couldn't be underestimated. Instinct was telling him there was something else she was hiding.

And for the past week, he was dead set on finding out. Unbeknownst to everyone else, he interrogated her daily. Naturally, he knew it wouldn't be easy. Although she was in a vulnerable state, the mammoth redhead never relented. ...Neither did he. As the days progressed, he kept raising the heat, coming up with new methods to extract the information he pressingly sought. The young man couldn't see it, but he was enjoying it more than he should. Subconsciously, Cross wanted revenge and would make sure she deservedly got every bit of it.

He unzipped the pack and pulled out the gloves that were critical to the suit's operation. It was the most useful feature of the new EBR, able to interface with the EG circulating in him. Instead of activating the abilities by concentrating, it would tap into his brain and automatically execute the process of Trism and Prism. It streamlined everything with a press of a button. All he had to do was press the corresponding finger to his palm, and it did the rest. He appreciated how versatile it made him. It was needed in the early days of her imprisonment.

She thawed quickly on the first day, and ever since then, attempted to escape by any means possible. Because of it, only Cross and Max were permitted inside. She wouldn't fight the latter, knowing his Prism would pin her down with ease. With her sibling, that was another story. In the beginning, they would come in together. Of course, that didn't stop her from trying to snatch himself. She always ignored Max and went straight for him. It strengthened his resolve to find out her true purpose. Cross slipped the gloves on and walked along the dirt path that led to the central zone. The various birds in the habitat chirped loudly as he walked through the trees. Artificial sunlight shone through the canopy of branches, and he cracked a dirty smile.

"Cross...please. ...No more," Monica begged.

He popped his knuckles and replied with, "You know the answer to that. Just tell me what I want to know, and it will end."

Exaggerated sobs were heard, and not an ounce of sympathy was elicited from him. He stepped into the open and took in a view that used to shake him to his core. She was sitting up, hands cupped over her face, crying. Her gigantic belly was still a sight to behold. It was wider than a standard grocery store parking lot, and taller than a twenty-five story building. Her height now stood at three hundred and fifty feet tall. Her growth had been kept at a minimum. Along with the barrier the receivers produced, it also suppressed the EG inside her. They kept it at a subsistence level. It was enough to keep her physique from falling apart and restrained it adequately so she couldn't use it against them. Cross had a vendetta, but if the fetuses inside her are real, he didn't want to harm them.

He smirked and looked up at her, knowing where to start. "Well, since you don't want to give me the answers I want, let's ask an easy question. ...Are there actual babies inside that ridiculously huge belly of yours?"

She removed her hands, the little makeup on her slick face badly smeared. She looked as though a dagger had pierced her heart. "...Are you serious?!"

He shook his head and retorted, "No. Are you serious, Monica? You don't exactly have a great track record when it comes to the truth. At first, you said it was a solid thousand. Then, thousands? After all, your own mother was carrying food inside—"

She pounced. He hit the Dairine button and had every intention of doing so.

His index finger connected to his hand, and the Prism whirred alive, green droplets of sweat forming on his forehead. The enormous shadow of her stomach was many feet above, coming down on him speedily. He raised his right arm, a mighty gust of wind discharging from it, sending the giantess flying upward. He brought his hand down, the ring and index fingers triggering his Prism, and the sensing ability.

Monica froze midair, a green aura outlining her body. Emerald-colored electricity was sparking off parts of his body. He stuck his left hand out, made a fist, and punched the air. Monica loudly screamed as she was sent hurtling toward the northern wall. Before she got past the forest, he opened his hand again and slammed it on the ground. The trajectory arced and brought her down on the ground, making the area shake intensely. The few species of animals scattered, the birds flying in the opposite direction of where she landed. The two digits he used hadn't moved, the currents shooting off him in a lesser manner. He paced forward, saying, "...Let's play a little game."

Cross was about to take a page from her book, planning on reenacting the moment he found out that she was pregnant. "I'm going to guess how many are in there. Every 'kiss' equals one. I'll kiss you until we reach the right number. We're at zero. ...Oh, and by "kiss", I mean every time I fuck you." he darkly mocked.

Nearly eight months ago, she had said these similar words to him. He loved how the roles were now reversed. Monica woozily sat up and retorted with, "Well, if that's what you got to do..."

She was blushing, running fingers through her hair. The rational part of his brain was screaming to think this through yet he couldn't hold back the raging bloodlust inside him. "Shut up. The only thing I want to hear from you is the truth. Otherwise, let's begin." he replied, stopping when he was about fifty away from her.

He made her lay down, the colossal tummy soaring taller than most downtown buildings. His middle finger joined the others, and Trism activated, a mist of perspiration spouting from the small vents below his pectoral muscles. In a fifty-foot radius, the surrounding grass vanished, then six inches of the soil below. His groin started to vibrate, the electric streams fiercely releasing from it. He pulled the pants of the costume down with his free hand.

His cock suddenly grew to a drastic size, jutting fifty feet from his pelvic area. He tapped his Prism again and reinforced his body to handle the weight of it. The super-endowed Cross didn't misspend another second and charged forward, making her strong legs spread, revealing a vagina that could swallow up a party of people. He rammed it in her, the subdued Monica crying out with, "CROSS!!"

That was the last word she would utter for a while, overcome by the great pleasure it was giving her. He went in as far as he could, hitting her G-spot with the power of ten bears. He thrusted away, channeling all of his hatred into the action. He had no sex for almost two months, not even masturbating. His balls had grown in proportion as well, engorged with weeks worth of cum. She couldn't move an inch, feeling the torrid pain, offering no resistance of any kind. In actuality, this made it better for her. Her body wasn't tense, so it reduced the discomfort that normally came with it. Each violent shove of his immense member made her moan louder. At one point, his eardrums popped from her resounding voice, but he ignored it, focused on keeping his load from exploding.

Nonetheless, he let the orgasm build as he felt Monica arriving at her own. If it was within his capacity, he would make her feel nothing. Coupling the Prism and sensing traits came to him after some experimentation. At first, he strictly used Trism to handle her, sometimes making himself as big as her. Whilst this worked, it would overspend the ability, going well past the limit Max had set for him. He still only used it once, though the amount he garnered was taxing his body...and especially the mind. Truthfully, he ignored the rule more than he should, not learning his lesson at Kakisa. The obsession with punishing Monica overrode his sensibility.

It became a vicious and addicting cycle. Part of it was because the substantial well of EG in him made Cross overconfident. He wasn't aware, but the extra quantity was depleting faster than he thought. As she mumbled gibberish, he came. A sphere of green energy erupted from him as a gargantuan wad of semen surged inside her cunt. It rocked the entire biosphere, disrupting the receiver system. Her wail of extreme gratification made him use Prism again to protect his mind from the sonic damage. ...And this was the moment Monica was waiting for.

Cross finished, not realizing he didn't have enough EG in him to maintain the multiple activities, and effectively breaking the control he had on her body. The last of his seminal fluid spewed out, and she found her opportunity. Oblivious, he was shocked to see her hand coming straight for his oversized dick.

"Fuck." was all he could say.

She grabbed it tightly, pulling him out, sitting up, and swiftly bringing him to her grinning face. She spat a little dab of EG infused mucus at him, freezing his limbs and evaporating his suit. The all too familiar fright returned to him, feeling like the helpless boy he was a few months ago.

She licked the top of her lips slowly, the tip of his penis near her plump, pink mouth. "That was just one, sweetie. You'll have to fuck me for years to get close to the true number. By the way, thanks for giving me—" she stated, stopping with her mouth agape.

He reverted to his original size, landing on top of her belly. With no EG left, he laid there, looking up at her sapphire eyes locked on him. He didn't need to guess to know what happened. At any second, he expected to hear Max calling him an idiot. Free from the influence of EG, he felt the exhaustion take over, passing out as Monica eyed him hungrily. Before he lost consciousness, she mouthed the number of babies, the shock making him blackout.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The spent Cross was roused out of a deep rest, his eyes registering a familiar ceiling.

"Whew. It's not as bad as we thought." Cammie remarked, relieved.

"It appears your Prism is much stronger. You better thank Max for helping with your training." the voice of Arthur Parsons added.

"None needed. I should be thanking you for being level-headed. Unlike this dolt..." Max commented.

Cross sat up, seeing he was in another hospital gown, except that it was pink. "That's a new one..."

He was back in the room he woke up in three weeks ago. All of the Preventers were present. Cammie was standing to his right. Max and Arthur were behind her, sitting on chairs and staring at a laptop screen. Theodore was looking outside the window, arms crossed.

Cross sighed and felt his head throb, wincing from the agony. "Okay...give it to me. Chastise away." he relented, slicking his bushy brown hair back.

After waking up from his first coma, he decided to let it grow out, wanting to try out a new look. Cammie looked at him sympathetically and put a hand toward him.

"Don't, Cammie. Let him feel the pain. ...It'll serve as a reminder for almost fucking up everything we have here." Max spat, burning a hole in his soul with stern eyes.

"...Sorry." Cross said, another beat of pain aching his head.

Max stood up, holding a piece of paper in his hand. "I'm afraid 'sorry' won't cut it. Take a look." he made known, passing the printout to Cammie. She handed it to him and he looked at it, seeing a PET scan of his brain.

"How long was I out this time?" Cross asked.

Arthur continued to clack away, and answered, "Twenty-six hours. What's more important is the extent of the damage. If you look at the '#1' and '#2' markers, you'll see the missing tissue in your frontal and temporal lobes."

Cross did so, seeing tiny pinholes in the circled areas.

Arthur resumed, "It appears the parietal section was affected as well. Frankly, I'm surprised you can speak. We'll have to perform tests to know more."

Max further added again, "You're lucky we have Cammie. The doc said you probably should have been asleep longer than last time."

Cross set the image aside and scooted forward. Cammie quickly grabbed his waist and said, "Woah there! You're not going anywhere. I hate to join the berating, but 'doctor's' orders!"

Max stepped closer and joined with, "At least for a week. I pushed for longer, but unfortunately, we need you. I don't see the need. You depleted the excess EG in you. Now she and I have to pick up the slack. Fucking—"

"Easy, Max. Your memory is short. ...Remember 'Missoula'?" Theodore calmly admonished, eyeing him.

Max turned his head, Theo gesturing to the door. His face was broken-hearted, as though a hurtful memory struck him right then. He silently left the room, slamming the door against the wall.

Theodore turned to Cross and walked until he reached the end of his bed. "Although my son is very emotional, I agree with him. Cross, my boy...you put us in danger. I had to pay off a dozen officials just to not come here. Your 'little game' caused a 1.1 on the Richter scale." he explained, gently grasping the footboard.

Cross matched the embarrassment Max had seconds ago, looking down with shame. One thing threw him off. "Wait...how did you know?" he queried.

The answer was on the tip of his tongue, but Theo spoke faster than he could think. "...There was a camera installed in your suit. Don't forget. I know Monica inside and out. I know the effect she can have on people. ...Max used to be the kindest boy I ever knew. She..." Theo informed, sniffling a bit, looking away. He cleared this throat and continued, "Anyways, we've been watching your one-man show since it began."

Cross wanted to implore more about Max, always curious about his personal history with all of this, but there were bigger things to figure out. "Why did you let me do it?"

Theo exhaled slightly and answered, "Your payback sessions were...unsettling, but we wanted to see if it could bear any fruit. As you know, electronic interference from EG renders most devices useless. That fancy new suit shielded the camera from that. Even then, the footage was still spotty."

Arthur spoke up, still occupied with his work, "It's ready. I sent the file to your phone, Camma."

On cue, he heard some muffled music.

"Oh!" Cammie chirped, pulling it out, the theme of Persona 5 playing. She pulled it out, squinting her eyes as she tapped the screen fastly. She leaned in, holding the screen in front of him.

It was a previously recorded video that showed the muscular Taylor holding Cross in his arms, with Max saying, "Get him to the infirmary now."

Taylor's face then twisted with horror, replying, "...I don't get paid enough for this."

The view then shifted to the giant-bellied Monica, her whole being shining with a verdant glow.

"Fucking Christ...go! Move!!" Max shouted.

It showed a dumbfounded Taylor jolting awake, then running into the woods.

It switched to a different feed, back to Monica giggling, reminding him of the beginning of spring break. Her belly was pulsing like a bass speaker. Her hands were slapping the stomach over and over, childlike glee on her pretty face. "Yes! Yes!! Yes!!! Give me MORE! MORE BABIES!!! MORE BELLY!!!"

In a flash, ten feet was added to her belly, and then it expanded at an exponential rate. Oddly, the rest of her body wasn't adapting. Seconds had passed, and it had already expanded by forty feet.

"I can't do a goddamn thing..." Max realized then, the camera backing up a little.

Monica massaged her boulder-sized breasts, white milk spraying out of them. "FINALLY!! More! I want to be MORE PREGNANT!!!"

The rapid expansion of her belly was making her back arch, the big hands smashing the woodlands behind her, moaning louder and louder.

"One day...you'll pay. You won't get away with this. God as my witness, we'll take you down..." he declared, turning away and running to the entrance.

"There is no god. ...We are the new gods. You can run and hide, Snax. ...One day, you'll join me." she ominously predicted.

The playback ended there, a somber air filling the room. Even Arthur had stopped typing.

Cammie pocketed her phone. "Maybe...she needs a real heart-to-heart. I could use my Prism on her..."

It was a nice sentiment, but the three men in the room knew better.

"That's sweet of you, Cammie, but...it's too late. The only thing she has ever cared about is getting pregnant. She's not going to stop now." Theo reasoned.

She frowned, yet persisted. "How do you know for sure? I healed him! If you give me more time, I'm sure I could repair the brain damage too."

Theo was thinking it through, but Arthur decided for her, stiffly conveying, "Absolutely not. I already have your mother calling me five times a day. You'll continue to play your support role for these gentlemen and do nothing else. ...Is that understood?"

Cammie tensed up, her mouth going tight.

"...Is that understood?"

She provided no answer, puffing up as she exited the room.

Arthur shook his head and closed the computer. "If you need me, I'll be in the lab."

The old man grabbed his cane, stood up, and moved with purpose. It was now just him and the man who made all of this possible.

"...Two things. One, you're strictly forbidden from entering the biosphere. If anyone catches you near there, I will send you on a one-way ticket back to Montana. I don't care how crucial your Prism is. We already have one supersized basket case. I won't deal with another. ...Got it?" Theo laid out.

Cross had no room to argue and meekly nodded.

"Two. Starting tomorrow, you'll be pairing up with Cammie. She'll be your physical and mental therapist. What she did there was just a band-aid." he ordered.

Cross worried for a second, and the stress broke the short-term cure-all. His vision started to blur, some colors missing. "Ah!" he exclaimed, rubbing his eyes.

"Rest some more, Cross. You're going to need it. We have a lot of work ahead of us." Theo advised, walking away.

His eyesight returned and he had to ask, "W-What's next?"

Theodore put a hand on the doorframe and responded, "...The search for real answers."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Alright...I think you'll remember it this time! Let's do the drill." Cammie enthusiastically instructed.

She was standing behind him, her dainty hands an inch from his temples. He breathed in and out slowly, silently counting to ten, stating, "I'm ready."

She kissed the top of his head, and he felt the energies of her Prism enter his brain. "Where did you first meet Monica?" she asked, beginning the routine.

"At the 'End of the World' party," he answered, hard to forget.

"Easy! Okay, I think we don't have to go through all of them. Let's skip ahead. ...Why does Monica call him Snax?" she queried, her sage-colored lips glowing.

He wasn't quick on the draw with this one, searching his memory. He had a fuzzy recollection of sitting in a truck with him, parts of their dialogue coming to him. "Max didn't elaborate, but he said...'I used to have your job.'"

Cammie squealed a little and responded with, "Bingo! Much quicker this time!"

Cross smiled, happy this was working. "Now for the big one: ...How many babies are inside Monica's womb?"

This was the evocation he couldn't recall, no matter how much he tried. Despite their numerous attempts to get it out of Monica, she always said the same line: "Ask Cross."

The recent incident was only six days ago. Nevertheless, that day felt very distant to him. The damage of Trism was greater than originally thought. The physical toll had been fully repaired, but the cerebral affliction was apparent. During the first day of this therapy, he even forgot the names of his parents. Progress was gained, grateful for Cammie's daily and thorough treatment. At least EG could be used for something positive. Parts of that day
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