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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."

The confused and blushing woman sprinted past Cross. Monica pulled him in, looking at him with carnal intensity. "You have one job right now: Stop me from eating everything here. I'm THAT hungry. And I could do it too. I told you how much I suppressed it for you. It's your fault for making me so shy. It's another thing we have to catch up on. So, this is what you're going to do: Fuck me. Fuck me sooo hard. I want to be so fuck dazed that I can't think about eating. Touch my belly the whole time too. You can't hide your love for it any longer."

"No." he bluntly stated.

This caused her hand to stop furiously rubbing her big mound.

He was looking at her dead in the eyes. "I'm paying for these groceries, and we're leaving. We'll go home and finish the rest of this vacation. Let's go."

He didn't care for her reaction and left the bathroom. For once, he felt proud. He finally stood up to her. This little trip gave him insight. The way she treated the cashier and the young woman was all he needed to know. He didn't realize how bad she was. She wanted everyone to follow her every word. He wouldn't be another person she would boss around. He took that from Chelsea, and wouldn't let it happen again. He rationalized that just letting her do it was the best course of action, but now he knew it was a bad decision. Like the aforementioned ex-girlfriend, the more you submit, the more people like them will come down on you. He had enough. It had to stop here. He didn't have to put up with this.

He walked back to the register, paid for the food, and the bagger helped him wheel the carts to his car. He felt so good that he didn't mind spending over four hundred dollars on the ridiculous amount of food. By the time they loaded the vehicle, Monica had come back. She frightened the bagger by giving him a hard look. Her face then switched back to her usual jubilance. She grabbed his hand and forced it under her belly. The man was stiff.

"Get a good feel, honey. This is what a real woman looks like. My boyfriend knows how to really handle a big girl like me. I'm so full of babies. I'm not even a month alon—"

"Monica! Stop messing with the poor boy. ...You're due any day now. Let's go already." he asserted, hurriedly. He hated this amount of exposure. She complied and got into the car with him. They left the boy in wonder as they exited the parking lot. This would be the last time he would come here.

The drive home was quiet. He was going to ride the high of the minor victory as much as he could. The silence was comforting. Her constant rambling had ceased for once. He thought about how she spoke to the young bagger. She must have been shocked by the blatant refusal. He let her dominate him for too long. He should have begun the "relationship" like this. He had a feeling it was going to be different from here.

They arrived at the house. She was grabbing most of the groceries, making the trips less infrequent. Her face was blank, but she moved with purpose. She even told him to stay behind as she got the last of them. As he was putting the food away, she came back, dropping the rest of them on the table.

"Don't worry about it, Cross. That won't be necessary. I'll take care of this." Monica told him.

He didn't bother to respond. He only smiled back at her. The sum of the tiring week was starting to catch up to him. He decided to take a nap. He went to his bedroom and plopped down on the bed. He sunk into the crevice her big belly had created. It actually made him crack a snicker. As he drifted to sleep, he felt he could make it through this. He had gained enough control to where he could move forward with dealing with a woman he knocked up with a thousand kids. He would have to take it one step at a time. Monica wouldn't be an easy person to overcome.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Cross awoke an hour later. His mind just suddenly clicked on. He had achieved what some called the "perfect nap". The one where someone slept for just the right amount of time. He felt full of energy. He went to the bathroom and started to clean up. He had a lot to maintain. Monica had him distracted. About fifteen minutes after that, he wiped the sink down and flashed a smile. He had brushed his teeth and still felt like the activity, fresh. He felt the sudden urge to kiss Monica. Notwithstanding what he loathed about the belly, he was still physically attracted to her. He suspected that was another reason he let her run all over him.

He exited his bedroom and knew the urge was about to leave him. From his point of view, he could see that much trash was piled up at the end of the hallway. Another box was thrown onto the pile. It came from the right side, which meant she had to be in the
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