

    
        
          My Pregnant Stalker [Part 16]

        

        
        
          My Pregnant Stalker, Volume 21

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2018.

        

    


[LinkTree]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else. View the full outline of the series here.]

My Pregnant Stalker [Part 16]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2018 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MY PREGNANT STALKER [PART 16]

    

    
      First edition. December 23, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0463843512

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

My Pregnant Stalker [Part 16]

Sign up for Jackal Entente's Mailing List

Further Reading: My Pregnant Stalker [Part 17]

Also By Jackal Entente

About the Author

About the Publisher

Cross stared up at the fifty-foot pregnant giantess. With the recent development, the day was far from over. The revelations about the Sterling siblings showed Monica was arguably just as ignorant as they were. Max had been under the impression she wasn't telling the real story and used it to manipulate him further. It was a half-truth.

Monica's recollection was vastly different from what was established. Cross could tell where the confusion came from. She was only four years old when the incident occurred. No one could vividly remember things around that age. To boot, the tragic event must have traumatized her immensely. The extent of the damage was apparent. It shaped Monica into the person she was today. At present, the new information initiated a crisis of character within her. The way things were looking now, it was already bad. The crater in the wall indicated she wasn't taking it well. She was muttering like a madwoman, barely forming any intelligible words.

It then grew quiet and going by his experience, this wasn't going to be good. Cross and Max were still frozen in place. They paused for her reaction, which was going to be anything but pretty.

"Oh yeah, Teddy interrupted me eating. If he's going to try to take what's mine...then nobody can have it..." Monica unsettlingly proclaimed.

Cross felt Evergreen coming. This time, the haze was heavier than usual. It was like how he imagined an acid trip would be. The shapes and colors of everything were warping in a cartoon-like fashion. He closely examined what was happening to her. He must have been distracted by the trippy scene to see what was absurdly going on with her head. Her cheeks were slowly inflating. He remembered this from when she cleaned out the grocery store. She was using the magic substance to warp multiple items. Except, she was using an obscene amount of the bizarre ability. Her overblown head swelled to the size of her three-month-along belly. It looked like it was going to burst at any moment. Monica then tilted her mouth toward the ceiling. It blew out her mouth like a fountain.

Several droplets went to their intended mark. The mini balls of liquid seemed to take a life of their own. He saw them go in every direction, splattering on each little thing he could perceive. The droplets were also whizzing past their bodies, spreading throughout the complex. All of them bled into each thing and soon the whole place was many different shades of green. The haze had cleared, and they both stood by, waiting to see how she would transform it. Monica laughed like a mad scientist whose latest creation had been birthed.

All she did was slap her belly but the motion generated ripples across everything Evergreen touched. In a blink, it all changed. She was altering the compound into a literal...gingerbread house? It had a Christmas theme, red and green color schemes. Monica lustfully licked her lips, a powerful growl coming from her gargantuan belly.

"It's all mine. Everything will become mine. They are trying to keep me confined. I won't be like Mommy. This big belly of mine needs to be seen. No longer will I hide. Look out world, I'm going to eat you!!" she declared.

Cross followed what his instinct told him a long time ago. He looked at Max. "Let's get the fuck out of here."

The stoic sibling of Monica didn't argue and ran toward the blast door. As they did, Monica ate and ate. The furniture had been turned into gumdrops, and she was gobbling them up like they were nothing. Cross felt the foundation shake. He looked back to see her tearing a huge piece of what used to be the wall. She stuffed the graham-cracker plaster into her mouth, filing it down like a hamster. He realized the lift wouldn't be usable. They had no choice but to take the difficult back exit route.

"Let's get Mandy and go the other way. Nothing will be functional like this." he directed.

Max pulled the battered boy out of the box and headed to the left side of the room. Monica was already working on another section of the wall, her eating pace akin to a wood chipper. As she ate, she used her stomach to smash whatever was around her. She had no viable reason other than to feel the pure destructive power it held. She was going full throttle, thus no point in reasoning with her.

They reached the obliterated tunnel. Her little performance would actually aid them in their speedy escape. They wouldn't have to crawl through the mess of what used to be rebar and concrete. It was now made of graham crackers, Nerd ropes, and candy canes. Max used his formidable strength to break through the edible rubble.

Cross grabbed one of the broken off candy canes to smash their way into it. As Max destroyed what was in front of them, he looked back at Monica. She didn't even register that they were leaving. She was ramming giant-sized Hershey bars into her, adamant about eating the whole place. Out of nowhere, he suddenly felt sorry for her.

Now that he knew part of her back story, he could somewhat empathize. She was a product of her environment. The very thing that allowed her existence turned her into a monster. The same tragedy that befell her mother was repeating itself. At her core, she was a lonely little girl, lashing out at the world that failed her. And she could take it all down with her. Cross couldn't know how this would end, but he had to try. He was the only person who could persuade her. She hated her family and was too crazy to gain new friends. She did express her gratitude for providing the biological material necessary to make the pregnancy happen. He remembered the one time she stated "I love you" after she faked eating that police offer. It was creepy at that time, but he thought she meant it.

He looked back at Max and said, "Go on ahead. I'll catch up."

Max stopped what he was doing and looked at him like he was a fool. "Are you fucking kidding me, man?! This place will fall apart any minute! Let her dig her own grave."

Cross acted solemnly, turning to face him. "I opened Pandora's Box. If I didn't enact my little quest for the truth then this wouldn't be happening. The least I can do is try." he stated, his voice heavy with guilt.

Max stomped his foot on the ground. The Sterlings certainly didn't take no for an answer, desperately urging him with, "Don't be a fool! She's...long gone. I spent years trying to help her and look where that landed me. Come on, let's go!!"

Cross didn't respond at first, turning his back to him. "She's your sister, and I'm...the father of her children. Those titles still mean something. I won't let Evergreen ruin your family again. Get Mandy to safety."

The young man walked forward, resolute on his newly made promise. Max was stunned by his words. He went through the hole he made and fought the urge to look back.
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Cross let enough time pass before he engaged her. Max's brawn should make the trek through the candy tunnel faster. He estimated about ten minutes before they were free and clear. Monica had already eaten through half of the room. She was sucking in a gumdrop chair when he decided to make his move.

She was in what used to be her bedroom area. He waited for her to get closer to the second rope. It was utilized when he needed to climb her at the end of the night. She always insisted that he slept on top of her belly. He resented it, being reduced to a pet who had to cuddle against her girth. He could now see it as another sign of her abandonment issues. He approached her, his steps slowed down by the sticky sugars being strung about the floor. He climbed the rope and pushed off the wall, using the momentum to swing to her. He let go and landed on her colossal breasts.

Monica was too wrapped up in eating to be aware of his presence. To her, it was like a hair brushing against the skin. He stood by until she finished, getting her attention. He didn't want to poke the bear further.

She was reaching for an additional gumdrop when he suddenly blurted, "Monica! I'm...sorry." This made her pause, her face turning to the tiny man. "I'm sorry I did this. ...I'm sorry they did this to you. I'm sorry you lost your parents. Most importantly...I'm sorry for not loving you."

Her face was blank. Cross hinged on her reaction. It would determine how much time he could buy. He accepted the possibility
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