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“Yo, little ‘brother’, what are you waiting for? ...Fill.” the overbearing and overpregnant Monica Sterling stated.

A month had passed since the ravishing redhead had managed to seize control of the Reach corporation. Although one might expect her to be getting used to her new role as its president, the conniving female put herself in a setting that was nearly the opposite of that expectation. She now had enough money to buy an expensive home, like the ones in the Lower Rattlesnake district of the city. Yet, the mysterious matron chose to live in a spacious but plain looking apartment on the upper floor of a convenience store. Behind it was a trailer park. The ordinary folks living in the modest homes gave the six-foot-six woman with the biggest pregnant belly they would ever see the confused stares she deserved. Even in her pre-pregnancy days, she stood out to anyone with eyes—with her waist-long fire red curls, chest booming HH cup-sized breasts, and intimidatingly gorgeous pale-skinned face. In fact, everything about her was intimidating, physical or mental. Moreover, she used both elements, plus a few more, to completely dominate her half-brother—Maximillian Sterling.

“...We’re out of apple juice. I would have gone downstairs...b-but I would need your card. And...y-you told me to never disturb you when you’re watching your soaps.” he nervously answered, reaching out to take the empty cup she was holding up.

“You really can’t think for yourself, can you? ...This is why I had to take Reach myself. No way an easily duped idiot like you could hope to run the business. Not only are you illegitimately not entitled to it...you don’t have what it takes.” she callously retorted.

In an instant, she pulled back on the handle of her recliner chair and once the footrest was back in its original position, an utterly reverberating thud followed. That was because the bottom of her absolutely massive belly had touched the crumb-littered floorboards. Its three-foot width and length was enough to outsize the bulk of most men. Even though he was big for his age—standing at two inches past six-foot—his half-sister was two inches taller than him. He was also certain that if he put himself in the fetal position, he could probably fit inside the enormous sphere of lustrous pregnant strength. Like the many, he wondered about every aspect of its abnormally large size, and its general existence in the first place. The former was demonstrated with the buxom yet also strong framework of Monica first planting a bare foot on either side, and then standing up. She did it without any real exertion and it was almost as fluid as someone not expecting a child. Of course, he did know there was numerous children in it, but voiced it with some uncertainty:

“...I-If there are one thousand of them in there, shouldn’t we be buying in bulk? It seems inefficient for me to make several trips up and down to the stor—” he reasonably raised, but was unreasonably interrupted by a boulder of belly smacking him down. “AHHH!”

“...Shut up.” she authoritatively replied, taking a side step back. A little dazed, his vision stabilized to see the lengthy side profile of the gravid girl and her vast belly. As though to torture him more, she was wearing the same dark purple halter top she had worn at the darkest turning point of his life. The 5th of November was remembered as Guy Fawkes Night but Max recalled it as a day of reckoning.

“...Why are you doing...this to me?” he plainly shot, gesturing at his downed posture and disheveled appearance.

She wasn’t prepared for the straight shooting question—her extensive belly jostling as she paused to think of her next response. By all means, it was fair to ask, considering that before she forcibly made him her personal servant, he had always been good to her. On that dark day, her adoptive father Theodore Sterling, beseeched her with the same reasoning. Monica had kept Max at a distance but he continually tried to be a part of her life, even going as far to defend her when she acted out. Nevertheless, the times had drastically changed and she explained away her ill-treatment because he was the bastard son of Theo and their deceased mother Dairine. Still, that wasn’t enough to justify it. To any well-rounded and mature adult, they could see the answer—as plain as the question itself. Today and for the following five years that would come to pass, the half-sibling would understand but not quite fully. Speaking of not full, the center of his servitude growled with a low bassy pang of hunger—him almost flinching with the plethora of food she was about to order.

“Because it’s your destiny, my little pathetic idiot of a half-brother.” she bluntly answered, the seated male swearing he saw the green in her eyes brighten with her cold-blooded words, “...And I’m not kidding. You—and some other nobodies—were literally made from me. Your birth wouldn’t be possible without me coming first. Daddy...my Daddy...wanted to have kids but he also wanted to make us...gods. I was the first and only successful one, though. You and those nobodies, including your bad-boy boyfriend Jack, are just failed experiments. ...Face it, lil bro. ...I’m doing you a favor just letting you be a part of my life...my corporation...and in my general presence.”

And like the gentle soul he was, Max took it without rebuttal. However, for the first time ever, the love and respect he had for the older sibling didn’t prevent the seed of resentment she had just planted. At the mention of Jack Anderson, his missing lover, he immediately recalled who was the biggest casualty of her November takeover plot. He didn’t show it, but unknown to the both of them, the power that made their birth possible, Evergreen, was developing their Sense in this tense instance. From him, a flower of rage was blooming and just faintly, this was “communicated” to her. ...Monica’s non-verbal response was throwing the cup across the room.

“...Fetch.”

He did just that—standing up, picking it up, grabbing the debit card she also threw at him while he did, and walking out of the apartment. As he trudged down the steps to the Conoco gas station convenience store, the spectrum of his feelings were smothered by a weight equal to her belly. He was nigh-numb, except for that tiny little seedling pulsing and begging to sprout. The trauma from watching her simultaneously snatch away his inheritance, lover, and real father in a single stroke had spiraled him into inaction. For the first week, he couldn’t eat or sleep. And after his big sister one-by-one took away his freedoms, he began to feel life trying to pulse him back into the bright-eyed optimism he used to have. What just occurred was the first occasion in which they had actually talked about it. He'd been too terrified to even question her and just obediently went with whatever she told him to do. At the moment, his ears were ringing, unduly entranced by his emotions attempting to jolt him awake to even hear the owner of the place greet him on the way in. The kernel in his brain swelled with anger as he walked down the aisle to the Wheat Montana bakery they had in the back. With some silver-spooned convincing from Monica, she gave the family-owned company in Three Forks enough money to invest in a mini-bakery franchise.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
JACKAL ENTENTE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





