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Two weeks had passed since Cross had the strangest day of his life. He was glad to be back in the normal swing of things. It was incredibly mundane, but he welcomed any average activity with glee. The minutiae gave him a jump start to his system. Meeting a woman like Monica made his previous complaints seem childish. He could be carrying an arm full of babies if he went down that path.

It was as though he had been shot and somehow survived. This gave him a new lease on life. He tackled his studies with a one-two punch. He avoided any parties, half paranoid about meeting another Monica or the gorgeous redhead herself. If she was on campus, he wouldn't have noticed. He wasn't even trying to look for her. On occasion, he would mistake her for other tall women he would see. It was hard to forget that sexy body of hers.

He felt that it was a shame that she was wholly dedicated to a nuanced aspiration. Monica could be anything she wanted. She was attractive enough to get any man or woman. Especially if that person was wealthy. If Josh was right about her being loaded, then there were no limits in what she could achieve. Cross had to think about something else. He purposefully made himself not ponder about it. This was the longest he had since that day.

Cross believed he had suffered from some minor post-traumatic stress. He kept coming back to it. Ironically, his mind flashed back to the last time he saw her. The wild sex, the derelict house, and that...belly. It was the one thing that couldn't be explained. It was why he tried to put it out of his mind. He would go over and over it again, and still come up empty. There was no way her abdomen could have become that big in such a short amount of time. He pinched his arm.

The subject didn't matter anymore. She was out of his life. If there was a slight chance that she was pregnant, the contraceptive should have taken care of that. It wasn't his problem. Cross should be focusing on what he wanted to do for spring break. He had just got out of his last class and was heading back to the apartment, with no clue how to spend the time off. He usually went back home, but his parents had left for their own vacation already. His roommates had left as well, so he had the whole house to himself.

With nothing to do over a spring break, he felt like a loser. He had to admit that he let Monica distract him too much. He spent the past couple of weeks trying to bring his grades up. The breakup with Chelsea caused them to drop and he wasn't going to let another woman ruin them again. He spent a lot of time attempting to suppress the emotions. It made him forget about the respite in front of him. Perhaps he needed to be alone. Thinking about the two women made him see how weak he was. He did it with his friends too, depending on them too much. Possibly, this isolation would be good for him. He had to build his own security.

He turned around the block and could see their place. Cross noticed there were no cars and prepared to be mentally strong. A part of him hoped that Josh or one of the others were still there, so he could get his last bit of socialization in. Alas, as he got closer, it wasn't the case. Josh usually parked in the back, seeing that it was empty also. He went to that area, reminding himself that he needed to take out the trash.
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