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The morning sun arose over the eastern sky, its warm beams of light illuminating a battlefield. Today was the twenty-third day of October, in a year that would go down as a long-built turning point not only for the young combatants but also for the North American continent as a whole. On another cold day in February of two-thousand and nineteen, a man and a woman met. Together, they consummated a massive pregnancy that was at the heart of this big change. Presently, the sunlight was shining upon the monumental result of the precise—and prolifically profound—eight-month build-up that had passed since that catalyzing conception. The pregnant belly that was steadily making the castles of the world feel immensity-flavored shame belonged to the “she” of this reluctant duo—the redheaded Monica Sterling. The rather large dong that was exposed to the frosty wind of the Canadian territory was owned by the “he”, who accounted for one-hundred percent of the reluctance—the brown-haired Cross Baynes. The history between the specially-endowed humans had been well-recorded and although it had been significant, the both of them weren’t ready for the next act their ample private parts had consequently crafted. Their respective partners—her solo backup “Kimi”, and his family of “Preventers”—all made fists.

“Why are you guys looking so surprised? I am one of the...Sinless Completion." a black-haired man identified as “Jack” matter of factly said. His full name was “Jack Anderson”. At this tense standstill of a moment, neither Cross nor Monica knew where this individual’s allegiance lied. Even though he had just caused the latter to lay flat on her extensive back by delivering an uppercut to her chin, the naked former wasn’t aware that this cryptic EG user had made a deal with her. Behind the five-foot-ten Anderson, the mountainous belly of stunned Sterling fluctuated with the sapphire-colored energies of the power they all shared—Evergreen. The puzzled Baynes couldn’t put a finger on his motivations and the fact that he and she were wearing the exact same prototype EBR jumpsuit wasn’t making it any clearer. The once and arguably still ordinary five-foot-five brunette was concentrating on the “signals” their mystic energy gave off. And judging by the overwhelming weight of essences, he could “Sense” they were about as strong as each other.

“An invitation to the 'club' would have been appreciated but no matter. ...Yes, because now we, the 'SC', are truly...complete." the unnaturally confident man proclaimed. Cross didn’t take an eye off the shuddering heap of pure Monica mass, but most of his attention was studying the person with wavy-textured hair that was just as long as his—the raven locks resting on his broad shoulders. The weary mind of Baynes recalled the little information he knew about the fourth and final member of the aforesaid Sinless Completion, and realized he only knew surface-level details. Anderson, like the rest of the SC, was the descendant of one of the original four founders of the corporation known as Reach. His father was “Benjamin” Anderson. And, his son had a homosexual relationship with another fellow Sinless, the broken-wristed Max—who was currently being healed of his injury by Cammie. In an elaborate setup, the female Sterling had tricked the male Sterling by making him think that he was having sex with his lover, but in reality, he was pegging the mother of Jack.

“Ugh...I knew that was you...Jack.” the annoyed bass vocals of Monica interjected, her mountain of a belly slowly but promptly flanked by her long strong legs bent at the kneecap, “I couldn’t see you because of the sunrise but it’s not like this is the first time you’ve punched me. ...Which is really rude, by the way. ...Anyways, I knew because unlike Cross or Max...you don’t hit like a pussy.”

Monica further punctuated her crass statement by digging her bare dirty feet into the frozen soil and using the leverage to scoot her immense-bellied physicality back—displacing and flattening the forest of jack pine trees. They all paused to take in the expectant giantess sitting up, her looming midsection first accompanying the movement by bringing its mass forward. The ninety-degree motion mightily displayed the intimidating dimensions of her belly. It accounted for seventy percent of her four-hundred-foot-plus height, and forced them to crane their neck backward to see the also tremendous bust, and darkly beautiful face of the soaring Sterling woman. She whipped her neck this way and that, her mane of fire-red curls accentuating the rough but budding demigoddess she was becoming. Now free of the biosphere and clad in the impossibly stretched black material of the EBR, she was reborn into a bigger, stronger version of herself. The Preventers had landed several blows on her but only one punch from Jack had done something none had—drawing blood.

“...You’re right, Monica. These little ‘Preventers’ are rookies...but they managed to not just cage your fat ass...but also put you in the dirt...twice.” Jack taunted, adding to the insult by not even turning around to face her.

Cross felt a twinge of hope flash in his hazel eyes, hanging onto the words of Anderson and intuitively coupling them with the implications they suggested. His insulting statement indicated that he hadn’t forgotten the infamous “Missoula Incident” and if he was still salty about it, then it gave optimistic credence to his previous actions. During the course of both Monica and the Preventers putting each other “in the dirt”, Baynes had noted the one-by-one disappearances of his comrades. And now that he had personally experienced the apparent wormhole powers of Jack, he full-on “hoped” that the estranged member of the SC was at least sympathetic to their cause.

“...You’re ‘right’ too, Mr. Anderson. Their cute posse actually has more balls than you do. Oh...I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have called you ‘Mr. Anderson’. That’s your...father...right? You know...the man who still thinks his son is...heterosexual? In fact, he thinks that you’re at that fancy college in Britain, and one glorious day, you’ll come back with a business degree and run the company together?”

This time, it was the cool-calm face of Jack that made that contemptuous flare of rage Monica had successfully drawn out of nearly everyone present. Cross knew she was very good at getting under people’s skin and he envied how Anderson was handling it. He studied the guy who assumedly was the exact same age as him, and watched his jet black mane sway as he turned to face the towering preggo. His handsome visage receded back into its calm symmetrical state as he turned around, the prototype EBR showing off his lean but highly toned physique. The discolored lines showed off the hard muscles that took about five years of practice to perfect. Baynes could see the red button that his Mark I model had and though it was a inferior variant, he also knew that it had the most basic function of the one-piece suit—to control the overflow of EG. And looking at the hunter-hued aura of the man in black, he wondered if the garb could contain the rapidly increasing “weight” that his Sense signal was emitting. In minutes, the two prodigies of Evergreen would duel.
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