
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          My Pregnant Stalker [Saga 2: The Steamy Line of Scrimmage]

        

        
        
          My Pregnant Stalker, Volume 26

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2022.

        

    


[Email | Subscribe | MainSite | Store (1,2, 3) | Commission]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else. View the full outline of the series here.]

My Pregnant Stalker [Saga 2: The Steamy Line of Scrimmage]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2022 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MY PREGNANT STALKER [SAGA 2: THE STEAMY LINE OF SCRIMMAGE]

    

    
      First edition. August 8, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005083212

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[Arc 4: The Shape of Things to Come]


[Part 12]
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Cross stirred the ladle in the jumbo-sized pot. He was making red beans with rice, using a recipe he got from the Internet. He took a page from Max's book, purposefully choosing dishes that he knew would take a long time to make. It was simple logic. It didn't matter what was before Monica because she ate it all with the same speed. As she progressed further into her imposing pregnancy, it would increase. All the more reason to continue the method. It was for his physical state. During the first week, it felt like spring break all over again. Classes hadn't started yet, and she made him work overtime. Comparably, he got less sleep, only getting a couple of hours every day. He assumed she was trying to make up for the lost time. He fed her so much food that he thought she was going to explode.

As much as he wished that would happen, it just deepened the misery. It just made her hungrier as time went on. Her belly would increase in size, and in her own words: -It's just more to fill!-

He was hoping she was able to get full, but that never surfaced. She had no problem explaining that either. The number of babies she was impregnated with consumed a ridiculous amount of calories. Her body also grew and adapted, so that added to it. Another factor was the green substance that manifested this insanity. It also burned up a lot of the sustenance given to her. Cross thought of a fourth rationale: She fucking loved it too much.

It was something that went beyond obsession. It was everything she wanted to be. He hadn't paid much attention to it since being here. He suspected she didn't care about the actual children. She was in love with the look of it. She used any moment to talk about it. He was certain she could spend the rest of eternity going on about her extraordinary eminence. It became a part of his routine to inspect every part of her body. She made him take pictures of her at every angle. He usually had to spend an hour with her sorting through the pictures, her narcissism flaring up immensely.

At the request of Cross, Max got her a tablet, making the process sufferable. Instead of him always having to snuggle up with her so she could view his phone. Speaking of the tall man, he wished to see him more. He showed up a couple of times per week. He thought it was a deliberate action by Monica. She didn't want them forming a bond. She was afraid that could lead to them teaming with each other and going against her. The few times they would interact, she was always sure to break it up. Her paranoia turned out to be true.

Cross saw Max just a day ago, and he slipped him a piece of paper with his phone number on it.

He had been thinking about it all day. The man wanted to establish communication. He spent his time thinking of a way to sneak out and call him. Another trick he used to distance from her was smoking. It was something he hardly did when he was drinking. He knew Monica wouldn't let him do it inside, so it did give him a brief retreat from her. After he fed her, he would occasionally go outside for one. He had to choose his moments carefully. If he made it a habit, she would catch onto the pattern and stop it. She did it when he started taking baths. She didn't enjoy the near hour he would be away from her, so she ordered him to take showers.

He turned off the stove and gave the meal a final stir. He didn't have to worry about serving it on dishware because she would eat it straight from the pot, not even letting it cool down. Regardless of the meal's quality, she gobbled it up all the same. It used to amaze him how it didn't hurt her physically, but that quickly faded. The pregnancy had given her superhuman strength and resistance, which only got stronger as she progressed. He wished he called the cops on her that night. That was probably his last chance in having someone who could restrain her. Fear made him think about what she could do if used her full power. ...He didn't want to find out.

He grabbed the potholders and gripped one of the handles. He stopped because of the futility. This was the largest pot they have, and it wasn't something his little body could handle. He gave it a tug, barely budging. Cross then could feel the ground vibrate below him, then shaking the pot a little.

"...Need some help, sweetie?" Monica's voice boomed.

Cross turned his head to see a wall of belly. Her growth was something that never ceased to amaze him. She towered over him with her thirteen-foot high naked body. He started using her popped out navel as a way to measure how much she had grown. The belly button was about as large as a basketball and was situated a couple of feet above his head. The rest of his forward vision consisted of the bottom curve of her titanic stomach, and the little of her strong legs he could see. She backed up and then turned sideways, all fluidly. She moved with ease.

"Ah, maaaan. I wanted to knock something over. I'm getting too good at this." she pouted. She whipped her beautiful hair over her shoulder. The long curtain of curly red hair hung down to the middle of her long spine. She ran her hands through it and gave Cross a wink before kneeling down.

Her hand reached for him. He flinched, her huge mitt passing over his head and grabbing the pot. She lifted it up to her, along with him in tow. He was so fascinated by her body that he forgot he was still grabbing the handle. He let go once he was over her body, touching down on one of her breasts. He landed with a thud, the mound much firmer than it usually was. Normally the texture was akin to a memory-foam mattress. The fall hurt his ass and he stroked the breast to feel the firmness. She was purring from his touch, holding the pot as her face became elated.

"Ooh, Cross. That felt great. Rub it while I eat this delicious meal you cooked for us." she expressed, bringing the cooking utensil to her full lips. 

Cross didn't mind obeying this order. He'd always been a tit man so at least he would get something from it. He got up and walked across the length of her left boob. This made her moan with great pleasure. Something was different. He had done this a number of times. He usually had to put his best work in to get a reaction like that. He hopped down to the shelf of her massive belly. He turned his attention to the big areola and began to massage it. She moaned louder, too overcome to begin eating yet. He traced the diameter of her nipple slowly. It made her jolt, the contents of the food spilling over, not affecting her unusually thick skin. He licked the spot, as if to soothe the burn.

"K-Keep...that...going." she managed to sputter out.

The building pleasure caused her to arch her big belly upward. Most of his body was now against it, and he didn't cease his motion. He continued to lick while kneading it. Her moans were interspersed with winces of pain. He could tell she was getting close to orgasm. He hurried it along by using one hand to slap the elongated nipple. She cried out, and suddenly a gush of white fluid erupted from it. Cross was surprised and sidestepped his way out of the stream of fluid, his back now wedged at the forefront of her cleavage. He watched the milk roll down the left and right side of her stomach. Her other boob must have gone off at the same time. He could feel movement from the right side and could see her hand groping it. He followed the hand back up to her face. She looked at the liquid, and her elated face became brighter with flushed pleasure.

"I'm...lactating!!! Oh, honey, you have magical sperm...and touch." she exclaimed, dazed about the new development.

Cross didn't share her eagerness. The secretion partway confirmed it was an actual pregnancy. He was still hoping it wasn't, desperate for the faint possibility that would free him from this belly-filled hell. He looked for anything remotely close to disproving the gestation. The last time he did badly boomeranged on him. He tried by directly calling her out about her hunger. He made sure to never vocalize these thoughts since his time here. He didn't want her to potentially make him hallucinate it instead. She wasn't above executing the deception. Regardless, it marked one off the checklist. The other thing that he needed to see was fetal movement. She never could go to a doctor, so no ultrasound could be performed. He could try to convince her to get one in here, but he felt like that would end up useless in trying. If one thing was for sure, it was that she was going to do this her way.

Monica stopped her enjoyment and slurped down the dish. She managed to hold onto the pot the entire time. It didn't surprise Cross. She always ate a hundred percent of what was brought to her. This was evidenced by watching her use her long tongue to lap the rest of it up. The way she ate repulsed him. He understood the reason why she ate so much, but it didn't excuse the manner in which she did it. She took obnoxious glee in the activity. Why? Because it simply led to...a bigger belly. It was the number one thing she talked about. The behavior was another thing that contributed to what he thought of earlier. She's addicted to how it makes her...look. She wasn't afraid to say or show what she desired to do with her growing mound. He was the greatest example of that.

"Cross, get up here!" Monica directed.

He was glad to. The milk was getting closer to him. He was tired of her fluids, climbing up her breast and standing in front of her glowing face.

"You can't call that a meal! That was a drop in the canyon. ...We have to celebrate this first, though." she chastised, waving her finger at him.

He clenched his fists so tightly that he was about to penetrate the skin. It was never going to be enough for her. Any mother would bask in a wholesome thing like first lactating...but all she wanted was more food. The quiet rage in him awoke once again. He let his instincts control him. He slapped her finger out of the way and dashed at her face. He grabbed her earlobes and locked his mouth onto hers. He hadn't kissed her in a while, and it was anything but sweet. Monica tried to form words, and he yanked her ears.

He pulled his lips away and asserted her with, "Shut up. I don't want to hear a bad girl like you talk. You get treated like a queen...yet you yell for more. Not any more. ...You're going to beg me for it."

He let go of her ears to firmly slap her breasts. She reacted by moaning greatly. It made her knees buckle and she dropped to the floor. He held onto her face and didn't stop the run he was on. He gave her dominantly hard kisses, making sure it was exactly how she kissed him.

"I know how to deal with big-bellied beasts like you. Lay on your back!" he commanded. She pulled her lips together into a knowing smile, obeying his instructions. He slid off of her. She ran her nails across her belly as he sprinted his way around it and before he exited from her sight, further demanded: "And, spread those legs!"

He removed his track pants and drove his hard member into her waiting lips. He grabbed her looming belly to mount himself. He jacked into her like a man fresh out of prison. He channeled all his suppressed anger into his cock, fucking her with a vengeance. The ground shook below him, and he smiled arrogantly. Her legs were already shaking. He continued like a beast himself—back and forth, side to side, and swiveling aggressively into her core.

It went on for a good hour. She had three orgasms that left him and the floor below soaked with her nectar. He rested against her sweaty thigh, panting like he just completed a marathon. His ears were also ringing from her continuous howls of enjoyment. She didn't utter a single intelligible word. He'd always wanted to shut her the fuck up. After breathing out a satisfied yes, he put his pants back on and walked his way to her face. Her belly was contracting with her labored breathing. He saw her face gone scarlet. She had a hand on her forehead while the other stroked her tummy. Her one open eye recognized him, and she grinned darkly.

She slowly brought herself back up to a sitting position. She snatched him quickly. It took him off guard. She had never done it this fast. It made him slightly dizzy, her contemptuous face boring a hole into his spirit.

"My frisky baby, that was the best! You really GAVE it to me, huh? You're right...I'm a very, very bad girl. You see...your little punishment made him think of my transgressions." she stated, her voice all over the place.

Cross could tell this wasn't going in a good direction. Monica gripped him a little harder.

"One thing that came to mind was that day at the grocery store. Remember? I had a craving to eat everything in the place. I wanted you to fuck it out of me. And...you refused. That day I didn't get fucked or fed by you." she spoke, pulling him in closer. "A little while ago I asked to be fed, and again...you refused. Cross...you should know by now that I always get what I want."

She accompanied that statement by jamming him into the chasm between her full busts.

"Tonight...I will get both of those things. I will eat everything in that store, and you will feed me every single morsel of it."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The evening was crisp and cool. For a late night in June, it was something to appreciate. What Cross didn't appreciate was being forced to assist an overly pregnant giant in her after hours feeding adventure. His vision was distorted from being jostled by her running. He was still held in firmly by her cleavage. All he could see was blurry trees and roads, her speed faster than a cheetah. She used the dirt road at first but avoided the highway by cutting through the forest. She was like a gazelle, elegantly jumping over obstacles. The few times she didn't land correctly, the tree would be easily knocked down by her big boulder.

There weren't many people out. It was a college town, thus it became rather empty during the summer. Cross remembered the Safeway store being on the edge of town. In order to not be discovered, she had it all figured out. The plan was laid out in her mind for probably quite a while. He hoped it failed. She needed to be caught.

He imagined the military being called to wipe her out. He made that his off chance wish, only blaming himself. This was the second time he was learning this particular lesson. She chastised him harshly back at the compound. He would rather be smothered by her belly than go through that psychotic tirade again. She came close to cracking a few of his ribs. Instead, she destroyed the blast door on the way out. To her, it was like smashing cake.

Monica eventually stopped at the edge of the back parking lot. Cross adjusted his vision for a few seconds, the roller coaster of a ride making him nauseous. They were certainly at the right place. He could see the tall sign of the grocery store, standing as one of the few sources of light. Thankfully for her, the back part didn't have any lighting. She crept to the loading dock. Cross ducked into her cleavage as she moved her body under the canopy.

The door was, of course, locked. They both knew that wasn't going to be a problem. Surprisingly, she had the courtesy to put him down before she performed her wrecking ball act. Except this time, she used a little ingenuity. She told Cross to take a picture of the lock on the side door. Which he did, tossing the phone to her. She stared at the captured image intently for a moment and then grabbed a twig that got caught in her hair and manifested the magical green substance. She shaped the glob into a key and tossed it to him. Once he got inside, they repeated the same process for the dock door. He rolled up the door, her mountain of belly dominating his vision.

She didn't waste a second and came plowing through. All the items situated close by were pushed back. The screech of metal and wood could be heard as she got all of her massive self inside. She smugly looked around, happy with the destruction her belly made. Pallets of packaged food lined the walls and shelves of the stock room.

Monica licked her lips, rubbed her hands together, and declared, "...A feast fit for a belly queen."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[Part 13]
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Cross pulled the lever next to the fuse box. The place went completely dark, and he pulled out his phone. He activated the flashlight feature and walked through the stockroom. A sudden crashing sound surprised him. He shone his light on the source of the sound. It was the cargo door to the stockroom, having fallen off, barely hanging on from its belly-bashed state. All sorts of debris were around the entrance. Monica's unstoppable belly obviously did the crime. He started to wonder if any material couldn't be destroyed by it. The scattered piles of plaster and metal didn't make him feel better about the notion. He followed the trail of scrap to the produce section.
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