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Two months had passed since Cross had the most prolific nightmare of his life. At this point, it seemed like a faraway event. After the initial shock had worn off, he dived into his studies. He'd been slacking on his grades so he worked hard for the rest of the semester. In fact, the school had its last day of classes yesterday. He was laying on his not so new bed. He had to fib as to why it had a belly-shaped hole. His parents were more than happy to get him another.

At the time, it was puzzling to him. The problem with his missed tuition payment was his number one concern when spring break had kicked off. When the Monica debacle had settled down, he returned to find out it had been solved over the course of the break. His parents never specified where the sudden amount of money came from. He knew they financially struggled to get him here. They were hard working middle-class people who worked massive amounts of overtime just to pay for everything he needed for college. They had been late with payments before, but never by this much. It didn't add up. To add to his suspicions, they bought him a wide array of stuff. The bed was just the beginning. They also got him a brand-new computer, clothes, and a bigger allowance.

He didn't pry too much on the issue. Finances were never a discussion in his family. He figured it was money from a recently deceased relative or a job-related bonus. In the back of his mind, he pondered a different answer:

Was it...her? Monica always alluded to having a lot of money. It was something he would immediately stop thinking about. In the time since he last "saw" her, he had convinced himself that none of that happened. He had thought of it so deeply, there was a week where he thought she might not exist.

He tested his theory and found it quickly failed. He went back to the grocery store. He wanted to see if the employees who were there would give him some type of follow-up reaction. He figured they wouldn't forget him and the big-bellied dominatrix. They didn't, and promptly asked him questions about her. He couldn't answer them honestly. He didn't know why she was "so big" or what made her "so batshit crazy." He left them just as clueless as he was. He hated how it confirmed that reality. It made him shudder to think that horrible night actually...happened.

He'd managed to convince himself that it hadn't. He considered the facts. Over the course of those two weeks, he had progressively lost sleep. He remembered getting none the last couple of days. It was known that a person could start hallucinating after that amount of time. That combined with the massive amount of stress she caused made him think that had happened. Although she was insanely aggressive, he couldn't see her doing that.

Then again, what did he really know?

She had grown a belly bigger than a beanbag chair in four weeks. At the moment, he could feel it. He remembered the multiple times she smothered him with it. It was enough that he could automatically conjure its mental image. He especially felt the familiar sting of pain. And how unusual she was that big, to begin with. If she was capable of modifying her body, then maybe making people and cars into sandwiches wasn't that far of a stretch.

He'd stopped thinking about it altogether. He was surprised. It had been weeks since he last thought of it. He supposed the only reason he was doing it now was because he was once again sitting in his apartment, bored. As mentioned, yesterday was the last day of class. All of his roommates had flown back home, except Josh.

Apparently, a mishap with his parent's home water heater busting led to them having to stay in a hotel. Josh opted to stay with him instead of being cooped up with them. Cross didn't mind the company. He was going to have the whole place to himself for the summer. His parents had insisted on still paying the rent, even though they were now paying the whole sum. He thought it was ridiculous, considering the fact he only signed up for one class. His parent's house was thirty miles from campus. He would have been fine with commuting, but his mother insisted:

-I won't have you laying around the house all summer. You need to be out in the real world. You never know when the right girl can come along. You're not going to find her here.- he remembered her saying.
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