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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.
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