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[June 26, 2020. Blue Creek (Weapons Cache), Pittsfield, Illinois. Target #4: “Trinity Hill”]
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Twenty-four hours prior to the event that would become known as the “First Battle of Breaker Point”, the frightened and trapped Trinity was nearly eye level with the also terrified and heavily panting Randall. She was on guard duty when the CIA agent had baited her into the late-night darkness of the woods that circled the mansion with a lightbulb breaking bullet from his silenced gun. The perilously upside-down female was now eyeing the pistol, surprised the barrel of the weapon wasn’t pointed at her perspiring forehead. She looked down, unable to see past her large exposed belly, but knowing that the rope holding her had to be made of a strong material to firmly hold her two hundred pounds of curvy muscled orbs. The middle-aged fella appeared as confused as she was, albeit inwardly. He had seemingly gone out of his way to not harm her, nevertheless, she couldn’t bank on good intentions, considering the obvious. In the deep recesses of her cerebrum, the parasites were urgently augmenting her physiology. She had to escape this predicament and as her glorious glistening tum rumbled with power, Hill instinctively knew she had to use her surroundings, honing in on the thick vines of the old white oak tree. Her dark abdomen emitted visible pulses and like its humble host, the mound was calling on Nature for a “break”.
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[June 27, 2020. Breaker Point (Storage), Pittsfield, Illinois. Target #3: “Mika Reeves”]
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Forty minutes before multiple explosions had rocked the luxurious residence, the enormously voracious Mika was inside the pillaged shipping container that sat near the back patio of the house. The adjective correctly described the scope of her appetite but was nowhere close to assessing the alarming magnitude of her belly. The awakened overgorger couldn’t wait for the third eating contest to start and took her towering six-and-a-half-foot tall, bulbous body to the “filling” source of the fattening festivities. She was pleasurably avoiding the non-sexual rousing that had filled her head with concerning mental images. Reeves hadn’t told anyone of the vaguely familiar memories, not even with her girlfriend, Tina. After all, she was inept at making sense of either development, opting to submerge herself in her massive physicality, instead of probing her changing mentality. Unbeknown to the dusky busty blonde, the past couldn’t be evaded and it was word-for-word approaching their doorstep. Currently, two men were putting the finishing touches on their planned assault, the covert individuals cautiously encircling the perimeter. Agent Oberholtzer was moving in, his quiet presence creeping on the backside of the cargo box, just in range of Reeves’ new ability. Her mountain of flesh responded in kind by autonomously “shifting” the lustrous twenty-foot circumference of it from side to side, her parasite colony seeking to hijack his cognitive frequency.
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[Blue Creek (Extraction Point). Agent-in-Charge: “Randall Oberholtzer”]
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And four minutes preceding the triggering of the strategically-placed C-4 explosives, Randall found himself groggily awaking from an invasion of his psyche. At this juncture, he didn’t know what hurt more, his head or the icy stare of his partner, Agent McKay. The man with silver hair was holding his Glock in one hand and using the other to discard the tiny package of smelling salts that were used to rouse him from the state of forced unconsciousness. The agents’ differences were as wide as the bellies of the women they were after and the biggest one had decisively come to a head. Jodi leaned in and reached around his rope-bounded waist, giving the binds on his wrists a tug, and bleakly spoke.

“Stay put, Agent Oberholtzer. I don’t have the time to deal with your insubordination so I’ll have to leave you here for now. You thought I wouldn’ notice this?” he accused, showing him the text message that was warning Jacob Miller to flee, “...Director Schopf said you were ‘obedient’ but I’m glad that I listened to my doubts. ...I always had a knack for sniffing out those who don’t truly belong. Henceforth, I’ll be taking command of this mission. I’ll do what needs to be done and eradicate all twenty-two targets...starting with the ‘Fab Five’ first. Notice that I didn’t say ‘twenty-one’? ...It’s exactly who you think it is. I’ve deemed Stewart as a target for elimination. Like you, her emotions are...misplaced. Once I put all of them in theirs...I will put you in the right place too.”
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[Breaker Point (Third Floor). Target #1: “Kellie Stewart”]
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In the disorientating present, the great belly of the infamous brunette powerfully lurched forward, externally representing the unstoppable will of the boss of the fantastic ladies called the “Breakers”. Her designation as the number one mark of the predatory McKay didn’t require an explanation. Despite the life-threatening and rapidly spiraling circumstances, she had better prepared the group than the chaotic scene would suggest otherwise. Her effort to facilitate a “Shift 3” had laid the foundation and in this do-or-die hour, the outcome was coming to realization. The chain of blasts had taken out every door to the three-story property and with the attack itself, the automatic security shutters had now sealed all of the windows closed, forcibly trapping the terrified occupants. The last explosion had left a sizable hole in the wall of Kellie’s room. Around half an hour earlier in the leadup to this moment, Jodi had scaled the building and placed the plastic explosive on the nook of her quarters. The unsympathetic male had sought to cause maximum damage by having Miller put micro GPS trackers in the Orson Creme Cakes they ate to kick off the eating contests. A week back, the operative had bugged the whole premises so he knew it would be the perfect opportunity to significantly reduce their numbers. He had largely missed.

“Uhhh...that...h-hurt.” she groaned, knocked back to the foot of her bed. Her wounds were nigh serious, the heavy woman covered in numerous lacerations, with the greatest injury coming in the form of a large gash on her meaty thigh. The parasites and the small accelerative curative properties they brought had speedily clotted her blood but didn’t have enough energy to maintain the biological process. She was down for the count and considering that defeat wasn’t an option, Kellie dragged her formidable-bellied self to the remnants of the chocolate chip cakes, now just a pile of custard on the debris-ridden carpet. The weary yet determined eyes of hers scanned the immense belly, its peach mass mostly untouched, save for some streaks of black soot. She gobbled up the favored dessert, essentially ingesting a concentrated injection of Mika’s Shift 2.5 colony, moderately amplified by the ever-increasing, belly-stuffing binges. The boost was all the afflicted Stewart needed to electrically evoke a third Shift of her own. The lobes that regulated bodily maintenance were commandeered by a light-speed marriage of her and Reeves’ colonies, befittingly granting her the ability of rapid regeneration. One by one, her injuries miraculously healed, the tissue reforming back into its rounded lusciousness. ...But there was more to be seen.

“I-I feel...feel...better...and I’m somehow getting...stronger?” she observed, visibly seeing her muscles slightly dilate. The carnal development was followed up with her entire epidermis condensing in a briefly painful flash. The power-up was complete and Kellie was left feeling like she was bouncing on a cloud of air. She not only felt refreshed but also weirdly sturdier. Her belly was hardly groped
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