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In the upper edge of the Earth’s thermosphere, a satellite designated as “ESTCube-1” was following its low orbit path across the dark half of the planet. The artificial object was the first and only of its kind for the small country of Estonia. To the public, it was reputed as a scientific project that would test the initial run of the electric solar wind sail concept. The idea wasn’t worth explaining, seeing as that wasn’t its true purpose. Presently, the spacecraft was nothing more than a spectator to the rapidly unfolding scene in the American city of Los Angeles. Even from space, the mountainous Melony was a mightily round presence off the coast of Southern California. The orbiter was six hundred and seventy kilometers above the terrain, her Titan-surpassing height standing at thirty. The lofty woman nearly made of all belly had become so gigantic that she even made the imaginations behind Greek mythology look pathetic in their regard for the sheer size of their forecreators. She wasn’t just a “dot” on the map. The truly titanic being known as The Hunger was going to change the map. As the last three days of her meteorologic growth had shown, “how” that would occur would undoubtedly be the light speed operation of her belly-enlarging abilities. However, the exact execution depended on something even she couldn’t fully control yet.

-Context. That’s what you need. ...That, and more belly couldn’t hurt.- TH internally spoke, somehow leveling her rocked world. At this hour, she didn’t know how to address herself, much less unravel the real identity of Blizzard. Yet, the shocking proof was blown up on the second biggest screen on this shadowed side of the globe, her telescoped-eye taking in the carbon copy appearance of not only her face but also the rest of her teeny-tiny physique. The major difference was the skeletal, ill-looking condition of their person, notably the absence of any body hair, female or male sex organs, and a healthy skin tone. They had unkempt eyebrows that were the same ebony color of her lovely overflowing curls. Nonetheless, her surreal curiosity was directed at the frailness of their anatomy, which in turn made her wonder how they could even walk. The answer to that question became apparent once she lowered her wavering gaze downward, her reddened irises noting the blackmetal skeleton that was surgically screwed into every one of their thin limbs. The shiny cutting-edge technology seemed to be powered by a core device at their heart, with silicon tubes connected to where their belly button should be. She couldn’t miss the distended state of their paunch either, about the shape of hers after the twenty breakfasts of MB one.

-Like, really short. ...'You’ short.- the flashbacked vocals of Linsata the Third reminded her. Unintentionally...or intentionally, given his guilt-guided propensity of helping her, he had proffered a clue of her archenemy. Still, The Hunger...or “herself”, had made a sensible point. She needed context and had no notion where to start...or if she should open the identity-crisis-flavored can of worms to begin with. The incessant instinct told her to check her surroundings, removing her pupil from the astrophysical tool. She avoided lustily looking at the sea of belly stretching for scores of miles around, focusing on the cloudless horizon beyond the half moon projection. Her ear canals were amplified to their highest capability, listening for the sounds of the U.S. Armed Forces. When she spotted the insect-looking wings in the distance, she utilized the binocular to inspect the excessive number of planes, numbering in the hundreds. Tai’s training and experience told her to survey the ninety-thousand-foot altitude that was level with her neckline, the former reminding her of the bomber variant of the SR-71 “Blackbird”. And, the latter making her recall the last-ditch effort of General Green. Both of the variables aligned to give her a correctly assessed spotting of the aforementioned aircraft, a single unit hiding in the scant clouds afar.

“The cat has got your tongue...but not your eye, The Hunger. Your body language is easy to read...especially when the oversized ‘cinema’ that is your belly-anatomy...makes it easier than looking at a coloring book. If you’re thinking about shooting one of those freaky hair strands at me, then I must remind you that I’m still withholding a ‘particular’ possession of yours...” Blizzard warned, instantly getting the “eye” of “Melony” back on them and seeing a small yet long vial of pink liquid held in their bony fingers, “This is your half. My half is in a location I’ll never give up. I don’t think you have ‘interrogation’ in you but should you feel like breaking that cherry...you, from here on out, must remember one very important thing: ...I have nothing more to lose. Rest assured. In due time, I will take it all back.”

-...They’re right. Don’t make a move...just yet anyways. You have the Linsatas to trifle with too.-

She didn’t notice the pluralization of the slick surname at first, finding herself more trusting of TH’s thoughts. In the bombastic light of the recent revelation, a part of her couldn’t deny the doppelganger truth. Her defense mechanism said it was another overly elaborate trick of the hacking magician...but there weren't enough thought loops to spin that possibility into a sound educated guess. Assuredly, she knew the “space magic” of her species was at play, nevertheless, the “how” wasn’t going to be a humble tale.

-...Linsatas? ...What could Little Alex possibly have up his sleev—...-

-Ask him yourself. He’s calling in about...nowish.-

“...Hey, Mel.”

The casual greeting put her in a mental box, torn by the genuine love she once had for the young man she called “Zan” and by the authenticity of her personality as Melony Vonn. Come what may, she had a lousy life under the name...but some part of her was the outcasted native of Crescent City...and Blizzard couldn’t take that away from her. She kept her focus on the “real” Vonn, scrunching her cute button nose once she saw that her silky glassy threads were creeping upside the U.S. Bank Tower, and cognitively growling at TH.

-Relax. ...These aren’t for them. ...You’re not the only one with a back up plan. We still have to EAT, after all...-

“You’re more than welcome to tell me to fuck off...or better yet, fulfill your ‘promise’ earlier than expected. I don’t want to stop you...but maybe I can make it up to you...but only a little bit of what I owe you. Think of this...” Alex III resolutely inducted, hearing the ultra-familiar sound of metal sliding along metal and her mind 's eye overlaying the flinty introduction of his father, “...as a token of good faith. Look at the roof of the Wilshire. It’s two blocks southwest of our mutual asshole's position.”

For an ominous reason, she felt a tingling in her extensive right arm, the sensation heatedly flaring the instant she registered the prone and sniper-rifle-wielding Alexander. She was about to shoot a strand but stopped when she realized he was aiming at the exact opposite direction of her mountain ranging belly. He wasn’t alone, the pudgy Dan Favors laying on his blazer next to him and acting as a spotter, his right eyeball behind a M151 scope on a tripod. Furthermore, the spiky-haired Linsata was using the very same lethal Anzio his Dad had pointed at her forehead. Her hairs were attempting to fumble with the controls of the telescope, making the duo appear blurry. Only then did she grasp the purpose of the monitor, making her apprehensive that Blizzard knew about this extent of TH’s capabilities. She could snarf up enormous quantities of everything edible and inedible, swell her belly past the largest mountains of the eight planets orbiting the Sun, but encounter trouble with operating a mere optical instrument. In the end, they were bound to their programming.

“...Look at this. The Big Belly of The Hunger to my front...the planes of Linsata the First to my back...and the sniper rifle of the Second aimed at my pretty head...with the finger of the Third on its trigger. This truly is...the last stand. It’s so befitting...’yet’...humorous.”
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