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-EAT, EAT, EAT.- her internal voice deeply and manically chanted. Melony Vonn had assumed a single-minded way of thinking, utterly consumed by the “afterglow” of the unreal transformation she had just gone through. The giant-bellied babe had defeated the four bullies and was now engrossed in an intense but well-earned victory lap. It was fifty minutes past six in the morning and she had spent the preceding five making quick work of the overabundant stock of apples. Crescent City’s yearly Apple Festival was due to start at eight before lunch. In time immemorial, the event was warmly celebrated by the small-town populace but with this year, things were undoubtedly about to be very different. The light of daybreak was ringing up the curtain of destiny, redefining the significance of the national holiday known as Columbus Day. While the titular personage was a controversial figure, it didn’t take away from the pioneering that had changed everything. In correlation with her progressively expanding belly, the soul of Earth had extended its sphere of perception with the discovery of the New World. More than five hundred years later, mankind was about to meet a being from the “final frontier”.

“MORE...MORE...MORE...” she boldly repeated, speaking the solitary word in between downing barrel after barrel of apples. A highly sexual, all-consuming fuse had been lit inside the inflamed psyche of Melony and from the looks of the development, it might take the entirety of the city’s stockpile to stop her. She gladly welcomed it, setting her hungry sights on eating every eatable morsel in the urban area. Vonn had undergone an abrupt and drastic mental changeover. Ever since her belly started swelling, it had been kindling, like a slowly building inferno. The little ember had been omnipresent her whole existence but it truly began to spread with the ingestion of that minuscule bit of apple cake. Two days had elapsed following that seemingly trifling yet pivotal moment. She had many controlled binges in that time but at this breakout juncture, she had let the hunger faucet go full tilt. The absorption of Laurie and Chad had soundly eliminated a third of her most dangerous foes and she was unreservedly overwhelmed by the boost it gave her.

-Swallow, swallow, swallow. Don’t think about anything else. EAT IT ALL.- Melony incessantly thought. Thirty barrels of the sweet fruit had been stored in preparation for the festivities and she was currently gulping down her tenth. All of the fascinating abilities of The Hunger were operating in high gear, reaching a pinnacle in which she had virtually no restrictions. The continuous surmounting of the obstacles thrown at her had created an exponential amplification of her fetching and devilishly full-figured build. No comparison to other curvy women could be made because she had excelled above the biggest exemplar. The once tiny wallflower had ascended to a class of desirability mortals could only dream of. As she crammed in the eleventh, twelfth, and thirteenth containers into her overstuffed mouth, the black-haired belly woman aspired to ride this gluttony train to its putative end. With everything that had transpired, she was beginning to question if there even was a limit. Vonn vocalized her opinion of it with a garbled, “That’s what they call a good problem.”

Before, during, and after that expression, the determined gorger tucked away barrel fourteen and fifteen inside her monstrously outstretched maw. She was working her way throughout the airport hangar and came to a space that had a nicely arranged grouping of nutritious crisps. Five of the double-stacked batch were waiting to be swallowed but the lightning-fast Melony desired a challenge. Each keg held approximately one-hundred apples, separated according to their type. One-thousand of Golden Delicious had been methodically added to her and even with that feat alone, she was becoming impatient. The absolute need to expand the belly was causing her to outpace the previous maximum, ultimately leading to the ongoing effort. Five hundred of the Roman Beauty variety were tightly packed in her muzzle, the contracting labia revealing the gleaming red skins of the compacted bushels. Her digits balled into fists, fully concentrating on forcing it all downward, and in one boisterous gulp. The mass had a broader circumference than the combination of the aforenamed duo and just one cask of the yellow produce. She inwardly rallied herself with, -Push...it...DOWN!-

Practically fifteen minutes ago, the terrifyingly foxy witch had achieved a formative convergence of her anatomical evolutions. It subsequently made her realize that if she yearned to find that inevitable “belly ceiling”, then this would be the most efficient manner in breaching that. Once again, the materialization of the metamorphosed vitality appeared, bolts of red-pink static fizzing off her immaculately swollen frame. Dissimilar to the aftereffect of the human meal she had beforehand, the brilliant radiation wasn’t taking the shape of an outline. Overall, she had gobbled less than the latest feeding, hence the low visibility of it. Blinded by her voracious haze, she was forgetting this was the ultimate phase of the project. Its base state was an enzyme and after it assimilated any kind of matter, the converted energy would evolve into a living organism. Up until now, the final product was internalized, The Hunger gradually merging with every cell of Melony’s physiology. As of this point in time, the two had at long last become one. In truth, they weren’t separate beings. Vonn and TH had been apart for twenty-one long years and the reunion was heralded with her saying, “I...must...be...bigger!!”

The manifestation of their will, functioning in tandem, enhanced the speed of the digestive substance it started as. Melony had bitten her own tail and as a result, the massive belly could spread unchecked. The heap of edibles descended and liquefied immediately, her intramural systems moving in perfect concert. There was no longer a holdup with the esophageal dissolution so her booming body could blow up expeditiously. Every limb was inflating simultaneously, with certain areas displaying a frightening spurt of growth. Her immense stomach was first, pushing the nearby objects with unhindered ease, her urging it on with a cognitive demand, -Bigger.- The bodacious bulge responded by achieving a physical zenith of forty feet around. -BIGGER.- she declared, her burgundy-tinted mane extending like a weed, becoming sheenier also, stopping three inches shy of seven feet. It was coupled with a surging of her substantial tits too, dilating beyond the largest available cup size. Drunk on power, the insatiable girl snatched up the remaining five casks of roman beauties and forthwith downed them in identical fashion, except quicker. “BIGGER!” she said out loud, expressing it the second her throat was clear.

Her brightly energized framework was still steadily growing, the next surge of enlargement heightening her stature to nine feet high. She wouldn’t allow the arousing momentum to taper off, her big bounding self zipping over to the kegs containing a thousand Gravenstein-style apples. As her physicality continued to swell, she stuffed the ligneous drums into her mouth two at a time. The numerous waxy lime fruits were piled in her absurdly tensile jaws, the concluding pair of barrels stretching the chops to their widest margin yet. In excellent timing, the concurrent inflation of her physique and the single hard swallow she was performing harmonized, generating a beastly and brisk expansion. A pitch-black animation of tendrils then mixed in with the fuchsia-colored energies, reforming into a vivid and thicker aura. The clock on her cleavage-buried phone clicked to 6:55 A.M., marking the exact instant she ceased her bodily escalation. Five minutes had passed and our fleshly incarnation of pure belly-lust had become a ten-foot-tall idol of the fetish. Melony tossed her seven-foot-long pelt of dark locks, rubbed the tantalizing fifty-foot girth, and carnally set out to be even, “BIGGER!!!”

—————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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“Listen to me very closely. I don’t care how long you’ve been the chief of police, your counterterrorism handbook from 2002 is wrong. I know that my agency, the DIA, called ahead and told you this was now under federal jurisdiction. We also told you to not mobilize on the threat...so enlighten me, Chief. Why the hell am I seeing ten of your cruisers converging on the location of said threat? I just got off a nonstop, four-hour flight from D.C. We aren’t here because of ‘kids playing a prank’. ...If you want your men to live, you will order them to stand down.” senior analyst Dan Favors frankly directed. The disheveled, grey-headed, and stout government employee ended the phone call and promptly made another, holstering his SIG Sauer M11 so he could wipe the cold condensation forming on his full metal rim glasses. The firearm and eyewear were as old as his “golden days” of the late nineties. The very last agent assigned to monitoring Melony Vonn was unaware that she was listening to every word he was grimly conveying to the chief.
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