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"Waaaaaaakee UUUPPP!" Monica called out, doing just that.

Cross groggily fluttered his eyes open. He could see that the television was on, broadcasting a morning talk show. He must have found his way to the living room. He refused to sleep another night with her. It wasn't like it was feasible anyways. Her huge belly dominated most of his small bed. Its sheer size captivated him, having grown considerably during the past week. Every day he woke up to it surpassing what he used to think was the biggest womb he had ever witnessed.

It added to the reason why he slept on the couch. The sphere's constantly growing proportions were still breaking his reality. It was everywhere he went. She never let him have a moment to himself. From sunrise to sunset, his day was filled with belly, belly, and more belly. If she wasn't physically smothering him with it, she filled the dead air by incessantly talking about it. He needed a break. Sneaking out of his room at night became his only peace. He didn't get a chance to enjoy it—sleep immediately took him away.

Part of that was because of them fucking all the time. They didn't venture outside much. He always came up with some reason to keep them here. He didn't want to expose the world to this mystifying sight. Truthfully, it was for his image. He was embarrassed to be with her. He never knew when a schoolmate could happen upon him. He wanted to avoid any chance of explaining this. How could he explain the unexplainable? He entertained the idea that he was in some alternate universe. He should have never gone to that party three weeks ago. The decision to bang her branched out this tangent universe where Monica grew a belly that defied all reason.

He could smell bacon cooking—the sizzle of grease crackling and popping loudly over the sound of the television. He sat up, running his hands over his face and leaving them there. He didn't want to look into the kitchen. His peace was gone as he heard the heavy stomps approach him. He tensed up—fingers tightly grasping his face.

"Poor baby. This big belly must be wearing you out!" she spoke.

-You aren't kidding, you crazy bitch.- he aggressively thought.

He removed his hands to begin the cycle of shock, then loathing the rest of the day, and back to waking up to this again. This time, it was more than usual. The belly's growth had been steady. He assumed it was always growing. He didn't particularly pay attention to it throughout the day, seeing as she had him wrapped up in whatever insane task she thought up. All of that, plus how much it grew overnight, always led him to this daily routine. The mound usually grew enough for him to notice. He wasn't prepared for how much it was now.

She was wearing one of his shirts. It was that cute thing girlfriends would do. It wasn't cute to him for two reasons. Because she believed they were "together" and the fact it looked ridiculous in her current state. The shirt was so small on her that it only barely contained her large and firm breasts. The thought of it beginning to conceal her newly grown belly almost made him laugh. Compared to a week ago, it was three times as big. Its naked, bulging flesh had become much wider—more so than her hips. He was partially disappointed to no longer see the sexy feature behind the big sphere. It mightily jutted out farther as well. It had to be about three feet in front of her. It didn't hit him until now, but he saw there wasn't a single stretch mark across its gravid form.

He didn't have any more time to assess the growth...as it came plowing toward him. Great. He must have been staring too long, and she would take it as infatuation.

"I know, huh?! I'm getting SO big. You and your super sperm, Cross." she joyously said.

Monica was still coming at him. He let his body go limp, having learned to do this after being constantly smothered. If he tensed up, it would just hurt more. She let her body fall forward, her hands gripping the back of the couch. The belly engulfed most of his body—everything below his shoulders now under its powerful mass.

"Don't you just love it? I went to the store this morning. Everyone stared at me. My belly hardly fit through the checkout lane. The little boy running the register was so bashful. I made him so nervous. He reminded me of you." she vainly disclosed, pinching his cheeks.

It made him furious. He was always made fun of for his short stature and people usually didn't take him seriously. Right now, he hated how it made him helpless against the pregnant monster before him. He couldn't be the dom he wanted to be during sex. She had taken control of everything. He decided that it was best just to let her do it. He was too deadlocked by the unusual situation to act like his normal self. That was beginning to fade, though. He was getting tired of the bullshit and didn't know how long he could hold it in.

"Come and eat, Crossie! I need morning sex after this. Our babies need to know their father's touch." she ordered, pulling her belly back and then bumping him.

It hurt, but he didn't show it. Like what she had just said, the two things didn't connect. He was disjointed and didn't understand why she didn't see that. He followed Monica into the kitchen and sat opposite of her at the table. She had placed the plate on top of her belly because it made her sit far from the surface.

"So, I was thinking we should go to that..."

Cross tuned her out. He was still waking up and didn't care to begin with. She kept him up all day long. He wondered where she got the energy. Usually, she didn't let him sleep longer than six hours. And, it was starting to add up. His irritation was bubbling to the surface. He focused on the plate of food she was gingerly eating. It was something that bothered him. If she was actually carrying a thousand babies, then shouldn't she be eating a lot more? A staple of any pregnant woman was their insatiable cravings. He didn't need to be a math major to figure she needed to be eating all the time if she was this pregnant. Maybe this one realization would blow it all apart. He could see it now. This would lead to a chain reaction that would expose her bullshit. She would rip off the well-made prosthetic, and the camera crews would come out to reveal he was on some weird prank show.

He decided to confront her about it. She was still blabbing on, and he interrupted her. "That's all you're going to have? You eat the same amount as any normal person. After all, aren't you eating for a thousand and one?" he asked, feeling a little smug. He would love to see her mentally deranged ass explain her way out of this one. He would later grasp that crazy people didn't need a sound reason to justify what they believe.

She fell silent for a moment. She looked down at her plate and began to rub her belly. Then, she donned that unhinged look on her face that he had seen the night he had come over to the unkempt mansion. He became unsettled as she added to the look by giggling in a creepy manner. It was the calm before the storm. She got up, the plate of grease spilling and breaking on the floor as she dashed to him. She picked him out of the chair and struck him with a flurry of kisses. "I knew it. I knew it. I knew it!! You want my belly bigger too!!" she cried, overjoyed.

He stared at her blankly, not understanding how that had anything to do with what he just said.

"You have no idea how long I've been waiting to hear you say something like that! It's been so hard to control my hunger around you. If only you knew how hungry I've actually been. Truthfully, my belly should be A LOT bigger than this. I've been holding back because I wanted to be...ladylike around you. I was too embarrassed to eat like I should." she joyfully explained, giving him another big kiss.

He had made a big mistake. Regret was the number one feeling he had right now. He should have shut his dumb mouth and let her ramble on. This was what he got for speaking up. He tried to quickly analyze her words. He couldn't figure out how she extrapolated that. And...
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