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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.
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