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Cross stood under the crazed redhead. As she pelted him with kisses, he tried to summon any rational thought. He needed to unhook from this situation, and with haste. There was something very wrong with this woman. And, that was saying the very least of it. She actually believed she was pregnant with an obscene number of babies. "Believe" wasn't the correct word for her level of insanity. In her mind, she KNEW she was pregnant. And, over the moon about it.

He'd seen girls with baby fever, but never to this degree. It was usually something that passed. A biological need that arose from their primary purpose as a species. It happened with his old girlfriend as well. He and the old flame had higher aspirations. Both of them came from families where education was a priority. The typical way people tried to do it. College, job, house, then babies. However, it was clear that Monica didn't subscribe to the normal order of things.

In under twenty-four hours, she had managed to convince herself she was carrying..."One-hundred!"...over a hundred babies. He had to make a move. A distraction was needed, waiting till after she said, "One-hundred and one!" to grab her waist and kiss her deeply. He tried to turn her around, but his physique was no match for hers. A notion that didn't make him feel any better about this. Still, he took advantage of it and used it to slip out from underneath her.

She turned around, her plump lips pursed out, pouting. God, what a cute face. If she wasn't off her rocker, he would gladly date her. He felt fortunate to get this far with a woman of her caliber. She looked like a hot mess. Her thick curly hair was tied back into a disheveled ponytail. The lipstick was smeared from heavily kissing him, but it didn't take away from the fact that she was very pretty. She looked good, even like this.

"All this excitement has got me hungry! Got anything to eat?!" he asked, putting on more of a performance than the dialogue called for. He had to steer it in a favorable direction, buying enough time to tell her what needed to be said. And that was, -Take the fuckin' the pill and never call me again.- He had to be softer than that. There was no telling how she would react if he got aggressive. He didn't want to test that, desiring to break it to her easily.

"How rude of me. I should have known that my sweetheart is hungry. Especially after last night." she replied. She squeezed his member. He almost grunted in pain. It was still sore from blowing so many loads. "Come, I'll feed you. It should be the other way around, considering my condition," she put forth, giving a sensual rub of her belly and winking at him.

He followed her to the kitchen. On his way there, he could see the place was just as filthy as it was outside. Plates, clothing, and other random items littered the place. It was outnumbered by the amount of dust and crumbs. It looked as though the place was lived in, albeit a long time ago. The furniture was obviously expensive but damaged by the march of time. The entire mansion looked to be in a state of disrepair. It only made him more uneasy.

"Excuse the mess. Mommy had a little celebration," she innocently reasoned. It was a lie. This type of mess didn't happen over one night. It didn't compare to the bigger lie she told. Was it a farce, though? He was looking at her leaned down, peering into the fridge stance, regarding the small bump that was her belly. It felt real and looked that way too.

It was the sole thing that irked him. Possibly because it was actually real. There was no logical way it could have become that big already. Perhaps, she had stuffed herself silly. Yeah, that had to explain it. He was desperate for any rationalization. "Don't let me be rude. Cook yourself something first. You got...a lot...to eat for." he offered, probing.

Monica looked back at him and smiled. "You're so sweet. Already wanting to take care of our babies. I haven't eaten today. I've been staring at my belly all day." she made known, doing so again. She slapped a frozen meal into the microwave and fired it up. He sat down, not convinced of her answer. He wasn't even convinced of his theory. A person's belly wouldn't expand this much, even if they ate all day. They would get full before it could happen.

She sauntered over to him, dancing to music that wasn't there. Her hands sensually rubbed the tummy as she performed a sultry dance. She stopped moving, her belly right in his face. "I'm going to be sooo big. I'm sad that you stopped kissing me. Soon enough, you'll need a step ladder to reach me. You better get your kisses in while it's easy to do so." she suggested, pushing her belly out. Her navel was barely an inch from his mouth.

He didn't know what to say next. She assumed this was real. A small part of him did as well. He ran out of ways to excuse it. -No.- he stopped himself. This was crazy. He just met her. All of this was some insane dream of hers. He didn't have to deal with this. Cross would eat, give her the Plan B, and be on his way. He had enough of this.

The microwave dinged and saved him from digging more of a hole. He had already entertained this insanity more than he should have. Cross had to break it to her, and now. The cheap dinner tray was put before him. She sat across from him, leaning forward, hands supporting her face. She looked at him adoringly. He couldn't take it anymore. It was becoming too much to deal with. He couldn't lead her on like this, seeing as she took this seriously.

He dropped the fork, his appetite non-existent, to begin with. The whole ordeal had his stomach in knots. He pulled the box out of the bag and placed it between them. She removed her hands and sat back, looking thunderstruck. "Look, let's be honest here. We just met each other. I'm in my third year of school, and I intend to complete it. I'm not interested in having a family at this point. ...Let us be even more honest. There is no way you can know that you're pregnant. It just doesn't work that way." he stated.

He could tell it split her. Her eyes were starting to become teary. It made him feel sympathetic, but he had to ground her in reality. He couldn't feel sorry for her. "For what it's worth, I think you're one of the prettiest girls I've ever seen. If you really want a baby, I'm sure there would be plenty of guys who would jump at the chance. ...I'm not one of them. I'm sorry. I can tell I'm hurting your feelings. ...I'm just being honest." he emotionally conveyed.

He waited for what seemed like an eternity. His armpits were producing sweat, never feeling so anxious. Maybe he was too harsh. She was looking down. Monica then looked straight at him, wiping the tears that were forming in her eyes. She instantly switched to a toothy grin. "You're right, Cross. I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me. It's been hard lately. I guess school is getting to me. You know how it is." she finally communicated.

Cross contained his happiness, relief flooding into his body. This worked out perfectly. Honesty never usually got him this far. It didn't happen with his previous partner, Chelsea. She always made him feel guilty over everything. He surmised it was why he made this more difficult than it should be. He learned that agreeing with whatever she was accusing him of was easier than arguing it to death. It made him appreciate Monica a small amount. If the circumstances were different, he would consider dating her. He was glad she was capable of reason.

He got up, and so did she. He came over and gave her a hug, which she warmly received. Poor girl. He knew the stressors of higher education, and how bad they could get. It made him crazy. He knew of kids who committed suicide because of it. Her detour of pregnancy insanity didn't look so bad in comparison. She then squeezed his ass.

"Well...since we aren't pregnant, how about one for the road?" she proposed, pulling him in tighter. He fell silent again. "Don't worry. I'll take the pill. I will do it in front of you." she declared, eyeing Plan B.

He pulled back and looked up, smiling and nodding. Why not? It was all clear now
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