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Cross felt like he was in a scene from Star Wars. The technology looked like it was from the original trilogy. Advanced, but basic looking. There was a large cylinder construct in the middle of the circular room. Opposite from the blast door was a row of computer servers that dated back to the late nineties. There was a railing around the concrete tube. He looked down to see a skinny catwalk around it as well. It extended under the floor they were on, toward where the blast door was. He scanned the area around the blast door and could see a service door to the right of the panel. He took note of this fact and that the door hadn't fully closed. He turned around to see Max in front of him. It made him flinch, but he managed not to alert the pregnant giant on the other side of the room.

"Sorry about that. Runs in the family," he spoke candidly, getting behind Cross and shoving him along, "I already know what you're thinking, and you might as well forget it. She's crazy but amazingly intelligent. She's had two months to plan all of this. There's still much you don't know yet. Now, let's move along."

The man had a point. She already had him trapped, and there was more to the story. He couldn't forget the extreme lengths she would go to. She did...eat the police officer he'd summoned to take her away. She had set all of this up for the same reason. She knew he would do anything to run as far as possible. He cringed at the thought that there were deeper layers to this. She was a master orchestrator of living nightmares. For now, he would have to follow the giant-bellied woman into whatever hell she had constructed for him.

He walked over to her, standing on the left side of the room. She was in front of another blast door. He could tell she was lost in her own lust again. He stood beside her so he could actually see her head. She was quietly whispering to herself and rubbing her big belly in slow circular motions. She turned her face to him, her mouth contorting into an expression of daze and excitement.

"Baby, let's hurry up and give you the tour. Momma is getting hungry, and I want you to feed me. Snax needs a break from that." she directed.

"Yay for me," Max said sarcastically, opening the panel and pushing the button that opened the door. "I've been doing it for half a fucking decade. As soon as you run him off, I'll go back to being your replacement. You're just lucky you're holding that over my head. Otherwise, you'd be all alone."

There was a long silence. Monica stared at Max the entire time the door was opening. As it stopped, she faced forward and darkly proclaimed, "A pretzel roll. A big, fat cheesy pretzel roll is what I'll turn you into, Snax."

She moved forward, brashly squeezing her stomach through the door. As they walked down the hallway, Monica's chilling words triggered the memory of her doing it. He briefly remembered the policeman being eaten by her. A montage of horror played in his mind. Her picking him up, the heavy mist and green liquid, and him morphing into a sub sandwich. He cut the reel short at the memory of her biting into it. In the back of his mind, he was hoping that was something he made up. He was willing to forgive the rest of what she did to him, but that solidified his position of not wanting anything to do with her. Max seemed to be very familiar with her, and he wasn't exempted from this.

It was a long while before they reached the end of the hall. It took almost as much time as it did to descend down here. Max let out an exaggerated raspberry. "This better lead to the main room. I'm getting tired of looking at your big ass. This has to be that one door we never used." he complained, slamming his fist on the button.

"Blasphemy, my body is a work of-" Monica tried to say, but Max cut her off.

"WoRk of aRT. mY BeLly iS thE BeSt tHinG that ever happened to this world...blah blah blah."

Cross managed to stifle a laugh. He was starting to like this guy. Monica ignored him and squealed when the door opened. She stepped through the door. Once she wasn't encompassing his vision, he found himself amazed at the room he was in. The lighting was the first thing he focused on—fluorescent lighting running along several rails. It looked like a giant testing area. The ceiling was three hundred feet above him. In fact, it was the exact dimensions all around, meaning they were inside a cube. The walls were made with a solid, unknown material. He looked around to see a kitchen to the right and a living area of sorts to the left. The walls were painted white, making everything more visible. The other thing that stood out was the window high above the wall he was facing. There were more blast doors, seven more to be exact. There were two on every side, spaced twenty feet apart.

"Come on, she'll get impatient," Max urged, patting his shoulder. Cross walked at a steady pace by his side toward the kitchen. "Don't worry about your friend. He should have left by now. He took your car. I swiped your keys when I first spoke to you. Don't give me shit for it. You're going to see that we are in the same boat. Including Josh...and some others you know."

Cross didn't have much time to process it before he heard Monica yelling for him. He slowed his walk as much dread set in. He decided to look at anything but her. The kitchen had an impressive and unnecessary aspect to it. Ten wide refrigerators were stacked side by side until they reached the corner of the room. On the other side were various cooking equipment. From left to right, there were several cabinets, an oven, prep area, and a dishwasher. All of it was larger than one would see inside a residence. There were other things, but unfortunately, Monica's frame became the center of his attention.

He stopped short enough to see her face. She was tapping her feet while gently massaging her breasts. She winked at Cross. "Snax, go away. Cross and I need our alone time." she ordered.

Cross looked at Max. He shrugged at him and walked away. "You're on your own, chief."

He turned back to Monica, catching her blowing a kiss. Her eyes looked down at the giant belly. "Just look at it. Didn't you miss looking at this enormous...luscious...round...belly? It's the only thing that kept me from missing you. All those lonely nights made me remember that we made me into this hot wonder. ...I saw you the way you looked at me back there. You may hate me...but you love what I've turned into. You just don't want to admit it. Who wouldn't? I'm in the next stage of evolution, and my beauty continues to bloom. I've got six months left, and I intend to get as big as I can. You will help me with this. I'm pregnant with thousands of your babies. You must do your duty. Now come here and make me bigger. You've got a lot to make up for. Make...me...bigger, Cross."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Cross decided to not put up a struggle. He figured this would eventually lead to some answers. He couldn't control the fact that he'd been fooled into this, but he could certainly try to find a way out. Thing is, he didn't know exactly how fucked he was. If she already went this far, there was no telling how wide it could extend. She had somehow attached her puppet strings to Josh and Max, and they weren't putting up a fight at all. She must be holding something over their heads. The vague exchange of words between her and Max made him suspect that much. She was right about him not wanting to admit his position. He didn't want to think about how much of a slave he looked like right now. He was going through this train of thought obsessively to distract him from the fact.

He was a couple of hours into the new order of things. He fumbled his way throughout the kitchen. He had no idea how to cook, and she was yelling at him the entire time. She quickly gave up on him making anything complicated, so they resorted to merely making frozen things. She requested a ridiculous amount of food. He used the oven to make ten bags of fries, which he was instructed to pile a copious amount
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