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"Down the hatch!" Monica cheerfully said as the contents of the large bowl were tipped toward her mouth.

Several pieces of cut up fruit tumbled into her kisser. Cross was standing on top of a chair next to her, tilting the bowl at a steady rate. She swallowed each piece like a fast moving manufacturing line. Streams of juice flowed down from her mouth and added to the multi-color stains on her tight white t-shirt. The last piece was slopped up, and he didn't even notice. Monica grabbed him by the belt and pulled him in for a sweet tasting kiss.

It barely woke him up. He must have fallen asleep again. He felt so haggard. If he thought the first week was tiring, the second stretched him past his limit. She let him sleep even less. Between the rounds of sex and belly indulgence, she added future plans to the mix. She spoke of him moving in with her and doing all the things that expected parents should do. Doctor visits and what not. He didn't have the focus to pay attention to all of the so-called "plans", or agree. She assumed he would go with it all. It wouldn't matter if he protested.

Her dominance was in full effect. Ever since that night a week ago, she went hog wild with it. She made him her little servant boy. He helped her with every little need. He did a wide array of tasks for her, like dressing, bathing, or eating. He just finished doing the latter. This was something that perked him up a little bit. The big bowl of fruit was the last of the food he had purchased. He couldn't believe she ate a supply big enough to feed him and his young roommates for over a month. She truly was a bottomless black hole.

He pulled away and climbed down the chair he used to reach her. His self-esteem took another blow just thinking about how the scene must have looked. Here he was, stepping down because he was too short to feed her. Her height hadn't changed, but her belly certainly did. The gauntlet of food she had consumed made it more dauntingly huge. It dominated her body, having grown wider too. It looked like an over-inflated beach ball. The shirt came just above her stretched out navel. If he curled up into a ball, he could easily fit inside of it, with room to spare.

She was licking her lips, happily caressing her massive mound. "Hmmmmmm, such a good meal. I love the taste of fruit, but it's not very filling. That made me hungrier! Crossie, I need more! What else do we got?!"

"...Nothing. You ate it all. Over four hundred dollars worth of food...gone in a week." he plainly responded. The exhaustion was hitting him hard. He was standing in front of her, and just fell forward onto her stomach. He felt like he was dying. His mind was already broken, but now his young body was falling apart.

Monica ran her hands through his hair, then used one strong hand to press him against it. "I love when your little body is on my belly. It makes me feel big. There's going to be more belly. Enough to fit a party of people on here. Just imagine it, baby. You got to keep feeding me. Don't you want to see me that big?"

It was one of the few times she actually expected an answer. Normally, she would do it for him. She was out of her mind. She thought they were on the same page. This woman really didn't have a clue. All of this time together and he was finding it hard to figure her out. Every time he gets close to discerning her, she would distract him with some nonsense about the babies. All day, every day. All that was left of his psyche was the beginning stages of Stockholm Syndrome. The fact that he had acknowledged that actual babies were inside of her was a sign of it. He had no rational reason to believe it. He thought he was going along with it, but her overwhelming personality and belly were starting to erode his sensibility.

"Sure...as big as the Moon." he groggily replied.

She squealed and pulled him up to her face. "That WILL come true! Oooh, that would be so hot. If I was that huge, everybody would bow to me. I would make them all obey me. They would be just like you."

He fell silent for a long moment. Her last sentence fanned a flame inside of him. One that had been dormant since he had that brief control a week prior. Her words confirmed what he had been thinking. She viewed him and pretty much everyone else as tools. He wasn't going to be that. Thinking back on what he did last time, he decided to go in a different direction. He couldn't confront her. It made things worse. He would have to be sneaky. First, he had to keep distracting her so he could think of a decent plan. He slapped a hand on her big belly. It got her attention immediately—as she still rubbed it.
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