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The beeps of the cash register went on and on as the frazzled young boy attempted to work faster. Cross knew this had to be the boy she mentioned earlier. He sympathized with the guy. He didn't know the big belly of Monica would break his world a second time this morning. Cross felt so bad for him. He was dropping items, fumbling over his words, and ringing up prices wrong. Monica was looking down at him, adorning the same smile she had when she looked at him. She was pressing her huge belly onto the register—the reason why he was working as such.

Other than the ridiculous sight of her belly, the amount of food piling up at the end was equal in measure. They had filled up three shopping carts. The choice of food was just as crazy as the very existence of her big belly. Monica insisted on mostly getting pre-packaged things. It was a gauntlet of fatty snacks, meals, and...fruits. He couldn't resist thinking of the age-old joke of "Oh and a Diet Coke."

The glee she had for this was disturbing. She didn't take any prisoners in this little outing of theirs. It was like she had this planned all along. She told him exactly what to get, which was a precise quantity of whatever product she wanted. Although it was a lot, it didn't take much time to get through the aisles. She must have shopped here before. She knew where everything was and moved with familiarity. He couldn't discern the looks of the employees. Some looked like they recognized her, but were too enthralled by her massive belly for him to tell the difference.

He had to admit that he was as well. The clothes she wore managed to cover the huge, swaying orb. Back at the apartment, she had put on the outfit in observation, which first consisted of an extra-large button-up shirt. It surprisingly looked a little loose on her. At least with the sleeves. It was like a tent, only getting tight around the cusp of her big middle. The yellow fabric did its job in attracting more attention to it. The shorts did the same thing and performed the job her belly usually covered. Its denim couldn't contain her giant ass—the flesh of the cheeks oozing out of the hem. Cross was staring at it as she rotated her gravid belly to him. It was his turn to be nervous. That "look" was on her face again.

"Excuse us a minute. The little ones are pressing on my bladder, and I need my hubby's help getting around this belly," she told the cashier. She took Cross's hand and dashed for the bathroom. They left the employees more bewildered than they already were. She could surprisingly move fast for a woman in her condition. He almost felt his feet leave the floor as she rushed to the back of the store. She swung open the bathroom door so hard he thought it would break off its hinges. A startled woman yelped when she saw the big bounding belly come in first. Monica marched her tall form in and grinned down at the young woman, commanding her to "Leave."

The woman tried to comply, but Monica contradicted herself by blocking the path. "No, wait. I want to taste you." She forcibly picked up the woman and gave her a deep kiss, plowing her tongue down her throat. She then let her go, the dazed female landing on her feet and hobbling. "Mmmm, yummy. Now beat it."
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