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The anxious pupils of Maximillian frantically darted side-to-side, his peripherals wall-to-wall filled with the gargantuan belly of his half-sister. Monica and her monstrous mound were likewise grinding the helpless Cross into the snowy ground, from one end to the other, the daring young man—once again—beaten by the womb that had continuously and word-for-word, put a tremendous weight on his shoulders. However, the fire-headed brother of the colossal ginger giantess had long known the burden of the midsection that had wickedly held the connection of the Sterling siblings. He never had a choice in the nearly five-year chokehold she had on him. Often and arguably moreso, he was the one in Baynes’ presently smothered situation. The yesteryears of subjugation were notably marked by she making him wait on her hand and foot—during the entirety of her previous three pregnancies. None of them came a red hair close to the million-strong lives in her thousand-foot-wide tum but that didn’t mean the villainous vixen wasn’t an unnaturally huge sight to behold, even then.

-You got...to...fucking...move!- his mind screamed. And, he hurriedly did. Max had hesitated but it was only for a moment. He was standing before a steel door, but had promptly repositioned himself to the long wall of window panes of the now pointless Checkpoint Chucky. The emotional Cross had planned on somehow baiting the idol of deviantly giant pregnancy and though he didn’t intend to be the short but “potent” lure, Baynes was ensnared by the verbatim out of the blue missile striking the helicopter. Sterling couldn’t let the distraction be in vain, deciding to rescue Barry and Taylor from the half-submerged vehicle in the Slave River. Still, he had to make the most of the quickly spiraling circumstances and since about a third of the biosphere was littered across the island, he didn’t see a point in keeping the security station any more. The hot-blooded Sterling instantly restored the missing sleeve of his EBR by using Trism to sacrifice the glass in front of him—the ice daggers of frosty wind pouring into the small building. In a pressing flash, both of his middle fingers touched the gloves, activating a feature none of the Preventers had used yet. The reason being that it increased the output of the sacrificial ability he had just minorly applied, and by five fold. He could already feel the rush of mental strain it was having on him.

“It’s okay, Cross. Don’t fight it. ...You can’t say I didn’t warn you, honey. ...Long ago, I told you to keep your eye on the belly."

The subsequent deja vu her devilish statement evoked gave him pause once more, recollecting a memory of when she had said something similar. He could see the remindful image of Monica and her lesser but enormous belly overtaking the desk he was sitting at—his laptop and other belongings painfully crushed against his upper frame. Why did she do it? Because he had been rude to their mysterious “guest”, a very tall brown-skinned woman whose name escaped him. Nonetheless, the memory of her crass abuse served to refocus him on the task at hand, his vision becoming temporarily blurry as the overflow of Trism exited the vents of his jumpsuit. The tiny spherules of Evergreen sprayed and attached themselves over each surface of the four-walled structure. His sibling and her overindulged pregnant body were the result of her mastery of the miracle substance, presently transforming the matter around him. Max didn’t have the massive surplus of the essence that she had—him angry that her anatomy was currently and freely oozing the power. All the biological same, he wasn’t a rookie with EG, the clever Sterling morphing the checkpoint into a pricey Yamaha snowmobile. And using its top speed of one hundred and twenty miles per hour to blaze a lime-tinted trail to the sinking helicopter and behind it, her wall of shifting belly.

“Over here!! You...overly pregnant...psychotic...cunt!!!” he goaded, using the significant boost to perform a “string” of moves. As the messy yet sheeny curls of hers turned to face the rapidly approaching man, he had already summoned two more objects, the excess of Trism affording him the skill to implement a literally blinding combination. Firstly, he deployed a snow ramp at the edge of the river, throwing a EG-packed ball and manifesting a slanted construct that would lead straight to her halfway-rotated noggin. The forty-four-story-high tower of sculpted and strengthened female flesh erected itself by flexing two long but shapely legs, on either side of her belly. The width of her waistline was twice that of her height so it was a majestic feat to see the seemingly little limbs bend to raise the heavy mountain of skin. It mattered none to him, banking on the extra physical effort it took to lift that much tummy. Secondly, he had materialized the lengthiest bungee cord he could think of, the ridiculous extent of the rope becoming apparent as Max dove off the motor sled. The machine roared its supercharged engine as it fastly climbed the rising backside of rounded physique, the end of the tether hooked to its rear bumper. The framework of the mechanism started to reform into a cylinder, ascending past the ass of asses.

“Hey! You...giant...pain...in my a—” Monica mocked, stopped by an unstable wobble of her too-wide midriff.

-I fuckin’ knew it. She hasn’t had time to get used to her bigger proportions.- he confidently discerned. His movements were sharp and direct, a tap of his index finger sending his Prism throughout his muscle fibers, negating their stretching limits for a spell. It allowed him to run to the partially ashore chopper and wasting no spare second, executed an Evergreen stopgap. The primary talent and its initial stage of melding and liquifying the matter of choice was swamped over the visible half of the aircraft. Instead of converting the material into something else, he briskly followed up with a burst of his nullifying trait. In short, the combo drenched the upper hull of the machinery, then as it started to morph, the changeover was interrupted with a “bubble pop” of its amorphous state. Since it was just the outer shell, the inner workings had remained untouched but in a twist, he saw the absence of the two security guards. He didn’t have the time to ruminate over what happened but a fleeting, hopeful thought told him that Cammie might have pulled a trick of her own. The ever-vigilant Max then turned his attention to the stabilized but delayed Monica—the slack of the cord mere seconds from yanking him upward. And, that it ascendantly did. There was no hesitation in letting his EG technique help him deliver a “glaring” blow to her.

“A...flashbang?!” she rightly observed, her sapphire eyes widening.

“No matter how many legs or arms you take from me, I’ll forever be a pain in your ass!! From now on, I recommend that you keep your eye...on me.” he satisfyingly boasted, gripping the rope with both hands and pulling the oversized pin. The snowmobile had been reconverted into a stun grenade that was about the size of an average person. Evergreen and its mechanics for Trism had been a point of debate among its users and though much research was needed, they were certain of two things. One, the object of choosing depended on the user’s knowledge of it. The more they knew, the more tangible and effective the item would be, which was why the Yamaha motor sled was an exact working replica. Max often used the very same model—parked in the garage of the nearby mansion. On the other magic hand, he knew little about flashbangs so despite him overcompensating by making the explosive bigger, the disorientating light it was about to discharge would operate at half its normal capability. Normally, the flash would blind the target for five seconds so roughly, he had three. His inhibited muscles made up the difference, giving the descending Sterling enough time to land on the opposite side of the waterway and dash to the lengthy leg of Monica, his right hand primed with a stronger form of his Prism.

“Ahhh...golly, that stings the eyes. Lucky for big ol’ me, I have my own posse too. Snax, you should remember...Kimi.”

A half-breath before he reached her brawny calf, his Sense ability was alarmed by yet another powerful resurgence of EG to the northwest. He casted his lime irises to the direction of the danger, only to find exactly what he didn’t want to see. The fins of a rather large missile was jetting straight for him, its propellant emitting a cobalt blue trail of mystical fire behind it. His next reaction would be decided for him, the cord remaining hooked to
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