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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.
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