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The door to the lobby of Checkpoint Chucky opens, three EBR-wearing individuals filing into the dark room. Collectively, they are known as the “Sinless Completion”, a trio of twenty-one-year-olds who were minutes away from the fight of their life. At the forefront was Cross Baynes, an ordinary adult forcibly brought into an extraordinary situation by the most pregnant female that had ever lived. Behind him comes Maximillian Sterling, the half-brother of said woman, who believed he had no choice when it came to breaking them out of the all-encompassing stranglehold she had on them. The last to enter was Camma Parsons, a comprehensively beautiful soul, willingly choosing to become apart of the organization dedicated to neutralizing the monumental preggo. Together, they formed the fighting force of what was called the “Preventers”. On the surface, their purpose was straightforward, but once they got into the thick of it, the implementation of such was a bit more complicated. None of them ever imagined the world’s greatest threat would come in the form of a four-hundred-foot-tall redhead named Monica Sterling. “I’ll look over here,” Cross said, walking to a desk.

Nor could they foresee themselves battling the constantly growing sex symbol with a power given the informal designation of “Evergreen”. The engineered substance was a wonder of science and transcendence. Its origins are as top secret as the creation of the young prodigies. Their lives depended on their competency of EG and all of them shared frustration with consistently being put “in the dark.” Figuratively, but literally at the moment too. “A little light should help us find this thing Barry conveniently forgets about at the last minute,” Max commented in a cheeky tone. He flicked on the light switch, groaning as he remembered the biosphere was running on emergency power. They were searching for a laptop that was left behind by the station’s security guard, Barry. When they were ordered to evacuate Ryan Island, the old guy bailed out of the shaking building without it. Sterling was somewhat annoyed by the ill-timed errand, nonetheless, he kept his complaint silent once the senior announced that he was leaving the Preventers. With everything considered, nobody tried to convince him to stay. Roughly a day ago, they were forced to reveal Monica’s titan-bellied existence to the carefree man.

“Found it! If he sees Max coming in, he usually stows it in the bottom drawer.” Cammie remarked, cradling the computer under her right arm. The urgency of the pressing circumstances made her rush back outside, full-on sprinting to give the lappy back to him. He was standing by in the helicopter that had delivered them here. The aircraft was piloted by the Preventer’s other watchkeeper, Taylor. No hard feelings were given by anyone for Barry quitting, considering the fact they were up against a giantess with a belly that made them all look like playthings. The gorgeous lady wished the security guards a sweet goodbye and broke out into another sprint. As she hoofed it, the blue-haired human saw an unnerving occurrence. The section of the dome that was nearest to the checkpoint had cracks forming on it. She ran as fast as she could, the unexpected development causing the short stack to think of the worst possibility. Unluckily, her prediction was actualized, a huge length of the wall collapsing in a clamorous manner. Half of the biodome caved in, sending vibrations throughout the island. Parsons came to a stop, stiff with absolute fear at the sight of the exposed Monica.

“She’s...big,” she whispered, saying the biggest understatement possible. Although the tiny woman was four hundred feet away from the structure, the gigantic belly in front of her didn’t elicit the inkling that should come with that perspective. Then again, most people didn’t find themselves gawking at a stomach with a width exceeding one-thousand feet. Coupled with her towering height, it was best described as being dangerously close to a meteorite. At any second, the titanic sphere of smooth bulk could smother them into nothingness and with the crumbling of the steel framework that held up the mile-long complex, that notion was rapidly becoming a potential reality. Parsons wanted to put a foot forward but couldn’t muster the will to do so. The sheer presence of the impossibly-grown abdomen felt different this close up. She was also separated from her teammates, which caused the skinny lass to feel like a helpless mortal. Despite the wicked actions of Monica, Cammie still gave her the benefit of the doubt. She chose to see the good in everyone. Even in the face of the ex-girlfriend of her lover, Cross, who was manipulated into impregnating Sterling with countless children.

“Hello...Cammie.” Monica greeted. The plain expression was amplified by her overgrown physiology, the vocals seizing her absolute attention. Parsons swallowed the wave of substantial tension, quickly eyeing the checkpoint and breathing a sigh of relief after she noted that it was undamaged. A two-hundred-foot-long tunnel connected the station to the main facility so the terminal was well out of the proximity of the destruction. The colossus hadn’t moved so the pylons were supposed to be functioning. Desiring to take no chances, Cammie put her hands together and activated her EBR Mark 2.75. In succession, she used Trism to generate a barrier. While she was trying to be civil, the Battle of Kakisa taught her to take every possible precaution, remembering the defensive tactic Cross utilized at the outset of the aforementioned.

“Good morning, Monica. ...It’s good to finally get a chance to speak with you. I begged them all the time...but you know how 'the boys’ are.” Cammie nonchalantly replied. The surreal scene was being listened to, on both ends. An hour before they had left, her grandfather, Arthur, imparted them with the latest upgrade to their EBRs. It was better classified as a supplemental enhancement because it didn’t require a remodel of the costume. Similar to the installation of the Faraday cage, this was an auxiliary component the genius engineer designed. Simply put, it was a new-fashioned communications device that allowed them to talk with one another through the radio waves produced by Evergreen. It worked by interfacing with their frequency via a wireless transceiver. They patch into their frequencies by hailing each other. Essentially, the update was a cell phone that could solely call EG users. Instead of having a ten-digit number they could dial, they “rang” the desired person by tapping into the Sense ability. It was performed by mentally locking onto the person’s signal and initiating the whole process by pressing their thumb to palm. Cross was...“on the line”.

“Well, aren’t you just a ray of sunshine! The pleasure is all mine, you scrumptious sweetheart. ...I’m not one to assume but there is the fact that we have...uh, a mutual ‘friend’. ...There’s a bit of history between ‘him’ and me, which makes this just a little awkward. Now that I think about it...you and I have a lot of mutual friends. Funny that we’re meeting for the first time.” Sterling casually put forth. The malice-laced inflections in her speech weren’t perturbing Cammie but it was alarming Cross. With that noted, she carried on with distracting her, knowing that Baynes and Max needed time to enact the first step of their strategy. However, the destruction of the biosphere prevented them from putting that foot forward. Monica usually had an unseen edge and they weren’t going to make the mistake of showing their hand a second time. The Preventers’ last confrontation with her created this white-knuckled predicament and just like Kakisa...every move had to count. A different concerning factor was at play as well. Parsons’s psychological state was in question, seeing as she was speaking to the babely monster who leveled her hometown...and ate two of her closest relatives.

Unbeknownst to everyone in attendance, the descendant of Nan Parsons had inherited the family’s unstoppable resolve. “Let’s forget about them for a minute, shall we? I want to have a talk. ...Just between us girls.” she sincerely stated. Cammie paused for a second to take in the snowflakes gently falling on the shield, visible because of the light of her sage-hued EG. The charm of the snow was wholly appreciated by the enthusiastic Northener before she had set her sapphire irises on the gut of guts. “...There’s a single grocery store in Kakisa. Every day after school, my Dad would give me a fifty-cent piece for this old gumball machine in the back. It was an antiquated thing that only took that particular coin. The man who made it thought it would be worth a lot someday. ...All it did was collect dust. It also happened to be one of those dispensers that would give you an extra gumball every time you bought one. ...I always left the extra in







[image: ]































d2d_images/cover.jpg
JACKAL ENTENTE
L 4






d2d_images/scene_break.png





