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Cross and Cammie are in the throes of the greatest sexual climax either of them had ever experienced. If they were fornicating under normal circumstances, it would have been the wholesome origination of their romance. Lamentably, it was for practical purposes. The blossoming lovers were experimenting with Evergreen’s capabilities, their orgasms currently blending into one powerful magic bullet. Furthermore, their respective Prisms were combining, forming a solution to surmount his profusely expectant ex-girlfriend. In half a day, the stopgap measure Max applied would crumble, unleashing the mega-bellied woman. Thus far, the Preventer’s joint strength was narrowly enough to keep her at bay. They were facing their greatest challenge and it might culminate with Monica’s girth blotting out the sun. Come what may, the trio of scions would use everything in their arsenal to ensure she couldn’t get more pregnant. Our young protagonist recently learned he had impregnated her with over one million of his offspring, fully explaining her building-sized belly.

“Cross...what’s happening to you?” she whispered in a concerned tone.

He was asking himself the same question, his mind’s eye displaying unrecognizable recollections. The reason he couldn’t comprehend this was because of Cammie’s Prism working too well. The hyper-healing was repairing his childhood amnesia, retrieving episodic memories from the first four years of his life. At the moment, he was seeing a beauty that looked like the spitting image of Monica. She was sitting in a rocking chair, caressing a belly that could be overdue with triplets. The two-year-old Cross was viewing the underside of her immense sphere, placing his palm on it. Two hands then scooped him up, becoming eye level with the countenance of a red-haired goddess.

“Well, aren’t you just a sweetheart! You’ll be a perfect match for my Mona. You love my big belly as much as she does.” she bubbly stated. The mystery lady placed him on the shelf of the mass, smiling sweetly at him.

“...Dairine! You’re not allowed to interact with one of the SC!” a male voice admonished. His field of vision turned left, seeing a man with short black hair, somewhere in his mid-thirties. The adult came closer, Cross having a burning hunch of who he was.

The answer would come from the mother of Monica, her retorting with, “Relax, Theo. This is why I wanted nothing to do with this after having Max. ...You’re no fun anymore.”

Theodore picked Cross up, setting the toddler version of himself next to his leg. He continued to gawk at the paunch, about the size her daughter was at two weeks along. “Is that why you used Evergreen a third time to get pregnant? Come on, Dai. You’re not being yourself either. For years, all you went on about was having two healthy children. ‘A boy and a girl.’ ...And now you have them. Why are you doing this?” Sterling earnestly inquired.

Dairine stood up, both of them taking in her full-figured physique, especially the swollen stomach that would sow seeds of swaggering destruction. The redhead cusped her unreal belly and replied with, “For the same reason why  you ‘made’ him and the other two. ...Because I can.”

The recall ended there, a burst of turbulent images coming to him. He tried to make sense of it, floored by the revelations. In the tangible realm, his eyes had rolled back, him mumbling intelligible phrases. The single word that could be discerned was, “Dairine!”

Cammie was cradling his shuddering body, scared by the possibility that their first time was killing him. She didn’t know where the name came from but had a vague familiarity with it. Unlike most of the players in this conspiracy, she was more worried about his well-being. “Talk to me, Cross. What do you see?”

Once again, he couldn’t tell her. He was catching glimpses of an anachronic event. It finally stabilized, playing from the beginning. He was in a playroom, looking at strung-about toys and a mirror on the wall. Back in the present, he grabbed Cammie’s hand and tried to convey the intense reminiscence. “I-I’m in some strange room. It feels like this happened a long time ago. I’m very little.” he told, the EG between them smoothing out his faculties.

The window to the past resumed, skipping to the part where a boy with wavy black locks was biting the leg of an unknown guy. “There’s another with me...about the same age. His name is...” Cross described, letting it play out.

He saw Theo come in and rip the aggressive tyke off the screaming man, scolding him with, “Enough of this, Jack! Listen to me. You’re getting out of here. ...All of you are.” Sterling wrangled the youngster while looking at some offscreen individuals, saying, “Sharon is taking E-1-46. Will you be able to get her out of the country?”

This was where he lost focus. The persons Theodore was talking to appeared as blurry outlines. Nevertheless, Evergreen put the pieces together. As the faces cleared up, he relayed their descriptions to Cammie. “Theo is talking to a man his age...maybe older. He has salt and pepper hair...wait. I know who this is. ...I-It’s your grandpa! Dr. Parsons is here!” It was hard to recognize the doctor from twenty years ago, but his trademark cane and lab coat made it undeniable. As for the tiny human beside him, their visage was presently taking shape.

“The third child...has...bl-” he stopped, stunned by their identity.

Through his eyesight, the fading memory showed the face of the small girl overlaying the real-life woman holding him. There was no doubt. They were one and the same. The context was severely lacking, but somehow, Cross was well-acquainted with Camma Parsons way before their introduction at Kakisa. Moreover, he had encountered everyone well beforehand. He sat up, his world turned upside down.

For a minute, he disputed his entire reality. In the last eight months, he was under the assumption that his involvement with this affair was completely incidental. He often pondered why Monica chose him at that house party in February, supposing it could have been anybody. This went farther back than he could imagine. An unsettling feeling came over him, realizing a frightening possibility:

Had Monica been stalking him his whole life?

The questions were piling up and he didn’t know where to start. As he regarded Cammie, someone came to mind. Someone he hadn’t spoken to in months.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
[image: ]


“Hold on. I can get a better view of her here. She hasn’t found this one.” Barry informed.

Every member of the clandestine effort was present in the briefing room. Considering the looming threat, everyone had to be apprised of all developments. Theodore kept the security guards at an arm’s length but with the potential consequences on the horizon, even they could be in danger. In ten hours, Monica would have access to Nan Parsons’ accumulated EG. They unequivocally knew she would break her chains, however, there was a question of who else would be "broken". The gravid mistress wasn’t beyond eating humans so her vengeance was a chilling prospect. She had been locked up for over three weeks and given the bare minimum of all things that kept her growing. Cross knew the voracious giantess would want to make up for that and judging by the live feed on the projector screen, she was getting a head start.

“And you chastised me for putting one there.” Max put in, wincing from the phantom pain of his missing arm.

He was referring to the security cameras. The few they had left. The past fourteen hours consisted of Monica destroying them one-by-one. The operative word wasn’t "destroy". Rather, it was "consumed". She had utilized Trism to make quick snacks of the ones inside the premises, transforming them into chocolate cupcakes. The hungry beast didn’t stop there, currently doing the same with the majority of the objects in the biosphere. It was peculiar, seeing as she normally used the minimal amount of available EG to expand her anatomy.

“I think she’s ‘pre-celebrating’. ...Monica believes she has won.” Theodore theorized, sipping on a cup of fresh tea.

Cross concurred, having witnessed the behavior in the Box. She was at her happiest when everything was going her way. And when the control freak was happy...she wanted more. The heiress also had a habit of binging when she thought that control was slipping, as seen with the grocery store incident. With this particular gorging, he believed it’s a combination of both.

“Can you zoom in?” Taylor queried, sitting next to Barry.

Even though the latter mentioned wasn’t technologically inclined, they didn’t trust the former with the sensitive system. The old man attempted to tinker with it, though, his chances of successfully doing it were low. That’s when
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