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[Chapter 1: Melony Vonn]
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Moonlight bathes the five-acre, hilltop estate in northern California. A charming, yet very neglected red two-story house sits in the middle of the coastal plateau. To the west of its position lies the border of the hundred-foot elevation, tall redwoods encircling the perimeter of the highland. Alongside this eastern boundary was an equally tall barn that had been around since the Summer of Love. Its robin egg blue paint was faded, revealing the splintered lumber made from cheap pine. Inside this structure, one wouldn't find animals or any kind of farming implements. Unexpectedly, the layout appeared as though it was the lair of some mad scientist. The equipment came from the early two-thousands. The upstairs has twelve racks housing the hundreds of processor cores of an outdated central processing unit. Specifically, they came from the decommissioned ASCI Blue Mountain supercomputer of the Los Alamos National Laboratory. As a matter of truth, it was a fraction of the entire network but was enough for the tiny woman standing in front of a monitor at the bottom floor of the building. Melony Vonn wasn't your typical twenty-one-year-old female. While most young adults her age were experiencing the world around them, this deep burgundy-haired beauty had harrowing issues to solve.

She had an arm across her rail-thin waist and the other one covering her full-lipped mouth. There was a black elastic band clenched between her slightly crooked teeth. She brought her thick, curly, and three-foot-long hair back into a messy ponytail and secured it with the tie. With her petite, 4'4'' stature, the extensive curls went nearly down to her knees. Except for the big mane, everything about her is little. Even though she was of legal drinking age, most people didn't treat her like an adult. Truth be told, it wouldn't matter if she didn't look like this. The reputation of the Vonns preceded her. Twenty years ago, her parents were involved in a high profile scandal. They were nuclear physicists that worked on a controversial, renewable energy project. They created a one of a kind enzyme that could eat the radioactive material produced by nuclear energy. Not only would it eliminate the waste, but the reactor would also convert the by-product into clean energy. Furthermore, the converted energy behaved like a living organism. The undisclosed reports never could explain this phenomenon, much to the chagrin of the highly educated individuals who couldn't decipher the missing puzzle piece. That was Melony's lifelong quest as well. Until tonight.

The contrived history of Raymond and Martha Vonn was a tale that cursed her survival. To begin, they were the farthest thing from role models. Nothing about them was genuine, including the fake names they used. Their true identities were another part of the dark enigma. They could be traced as far as back to Washington D.C., apparently where they first met. In 1995, they had set up a private company that funded nuclear research. Their aforementioned project was up and running at the end of the century, sizeable funding coming in from an unknown source from 1997 to 1998. The US government caught wind of it and approached them with a lucrative deal. In exchange for a donation to the recently created National Nuclear Security Administration, they were allowed to use the resources of Los Alamos in New Mexico. The agreement wasn't official. The federal budget was tight at the time, and they were desperate for the potential of the project and, of course, money. In late September 1999, things went south. The crazed couple managed to steal the same computer Melony was in possession of, causing a nationwide manhunt that lasted for three weeks. They eventually found the criminal husband and wife in Crescent City, California; five miles north of her current location.

On October 12th, 1999, her mother and father were gunned down during an intense standoff. The authorities never recovered the supercomputer, but they did find an infant Melony at the scene. She would be the solitary possession they left behind. All of the documents related to their research was destroyed. There was no digital data either, which was strange considering the scope of the enterprise. She and the owner of this property were the only individuals who knew where her parent's greatest work was stored. Tai Chason adopted her when she was fourteen. She had been bounced around in group homes until then, surviving years of physical and emotional abuse. Her wish for a happy life was met with disappointment. The old man wasn't malicious, yet was distant in every sense of the word. For four years, he never spoke more than a paragraph worth of dialogue to her. Most of their communications were through notes. The majority of it was simple tasks, such as chores or errands. In between those, she was directed to input boxes upon boxes of journals into the hard drives of the Blue Mountain system. The thousands of composition notebooks were full of handwritten, unique code.

Three years ago today, she became a legal adult and obtained two things that would change her life dramatically. The first was the freedom to make her own journey. She could have bolted from this bleak actuality, but a revelation brought her more into the fray. Mr. Chason finally divulged the point of entering random numbers and letters for four years straight. He told her she had been inputting the totality of her procreator's highly coveted venture. Tai didn't go into much detail, but she gathered they entrusted him to discreetly keep their work going. Even though the government had publicly closed the investigation, certain elements continued to hunt down the missing data and hardware. For this reason, she was put in foster care so the officials could track her movements. As time marched on, those who were assigned to this gradually stepped away from their monitoring of her. There hadn't been any new developments and the people in charge decided it was no longer worth pursuing. Sticking to the late Vonns' specific instructions, Tai handed the plan over to their literal legacy. Wanting to feel apart of her bloodline, she accepted. Unfortunately, there wasn't a roadmap.

"Finish it. Everything you need is in there." Tai vaguely told her. That would be the last bit of valuable communication she would get from him. His health would rapidly deteriorate to the point that she had to take care of him, on top of figuring this out. For three long years, she combed through the nineteen terabytes of information. She quickly realized it was source code for a very elaborate operating system. It was designed with the sole objective of finishing the energy project. It took a long time, but she was able to recreate the lab work under the guidelines left in the OS.

"Success: Sample is a match." the green text on the big screen read. For a solid half-hour, she had been staring at the results of her final experiment.

"It's...finished," she said out loud. Years of blood, sweat, and tears had culminated in a beaker full of a pink liquid on the desk below the display. Melony didn't know what should surprise her more. The fact it was done or the nature of the final and most key ingredient for producing the special enzyme. When the OS was booted, she expeditiously found the blueprints for creating it. This was the hardest part of the endeavor.

Her former legal guardian made them live on a tight budget. Where and how the money came in, she wasn't privy of. She didn't expect to, bearing in mind that she didn't even know basic facts about Tai, much less about his finances. If she needed lab equipment, it always had to be bought one piece at a time and from a place of his choosing. It didn't matter if it was a simple test tube, she would sometimes have to travel to other states to purchase it. Nonetheless, it took close to two years before she had a fully-functioning laboratory. The last twelve months were spent in trial and error. No matter how many times she would run the enzyme making procedure, it would fail. It became evident there was a missing component. She thought the recipe was wrong, so she spent a month going through the notebooks, thinking she could have made an error when copying them. That didn't turn out to be the problem. Instead, she found something else. It was a photo in between the pages of the endmost notepad. The picture showed her parents standing together, their faces stoic, her mother holding a baby Melony. On the back of it, she assumed one of them wrote, "The answer is you."

Once again, the cryptic words frustrated her, but it was a clue. It all came together one listless night when she was studying the behavior of the organism. Every time she synthesized it, the microscopic blob had a tendency to eat any element she would introduce, and then swiftly die. With this, she thought it was all for naught. If she was supposed to find some mystery chemical, then it seemed pointless if this little creature would consume it. The "answer" came in the form of an unanticipated, and very weird connection. That evening, she was browsing through her substantial porn collection. Outwardly, Melony was a timid, soft-spoken girl. She lived her whole life staying below the radar. Because of her rough upbringing, she grew accustomed to trusting no one but herself. She was as introverted as a person could get. With no social life, she became a homebody. Subsequently, she often explored the Internet. As with any blossoming adult, she discovered sexual content, and in turn, determined what fetishes revved her engine. And, that would be big bellies and stuffing. As soon as she combined the two, it became an endless obsession. It ran parallel with the tribulations of the past seven years.

Having nothing she could confide in, this belly-growing fantasy became her only source of comfort. Day and night, it was the exclusive activity that kept her focused. For some reason, it empowered her. Having an absence of mostly everything that would keep a person stable created this huge, bottomless void inside her. The only possible thing that could fill it was the countless drawings and stories of women growing a belly that, like their hunger, never seemed to have a limit. She noticed this exact pattern with her little all-consuming enzyme friend. As she mulled this over, she thought of the words on the back of the picture.

"It's...me," she whispered, looking at the pink fluid. Running with the hunch, she injected her DNA into the organism and as of thirty minutes ago, completed a conception twenty-four years in the making. She stared at the glowing liquid, wondering about the most important question: What was next? Before she could think further, a spine-tingling growl erupted from her grape-sized stomach. Adding to the list of matters that she thought would never happen, her big brown eyes widened. She clutched her vibrating abdomen, no bigger than her fist, and used this as spontaneous inspiration for what she would name the newly-made substance, declaring it, "...The Hunger."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Open up, Tai! Open up! Please!!" she yelled into the intercom. She resumed banging on the door, knowing he was asleep at this hour. According to the rules, she wasn't allowed to enter the home before or after certain hours. Melony's patience had run out. She had been dragged through an abundance of obscurity. It was time to find out the true purpose of this. Her knocks went unanswered, so she walked around to the side to look inside the window to the living room. The rest of them were covered with newspaper and cardboard, showcasing the depths of his persistent paranoia. The one she was looking through had a small, uncovered hole that afforded a perfect view of the elderly male in his usual spot. A sharp gasp left her mouth once she saw him on the floor, crawling like a snail towards the kitchen, his wheelchair a few feet away.

"The power surge!" she exclaimed, running to the back entrance. The creation of The Hunger caused a brownout, resetting the clocks in his house. She was too enamored to think about Tai's system. Despite his feeble state, the man refused to be treated like a cripple. It took much difficulty, but he stayed ahead of his disability by having a series of timers for his tasks. Her surge must have made him miss the one for changing his oxygen tank.

She used her keys to open the panel next to the door. The premises were always locked down during the times he slept. For emergencies like this, Melony was given a thirty-two digit code that she was forced to memorize. Panic was flooding her brain, so she concentrated by saying each number as she pressed them. It was accepted and the automatic locks switched off. She dashed inside, at Tai's side promptly.

"Why didn't you call me?! Stubborn old man!" she cried, putting her hands under his armpits. Melony was seventy-five pounds soaking wet, so lifting a dead weight twice that would seem impossible. Having said that, the adrenaline rush gave her the necessary strength to put him back in his wheelchair. Wasting no time, she went under the sink, retrieving the disposable emergency oxygen tank kit. She opened it, fastened the mask to his face, and opened the valve. In seconds, he was breathing normally, his dark blue eyes fluttering open. She pulled out a barstool from the kitchen table and sat down. She saw his pupils dilate with fury.

"Calm down. I just saved your life. You can lax on the rules for once." she responded, sighing. She took off her backpack and removed the cylinder object wrapped in a blanket. The cloth was unfolded to show a clear, liter-sized water bottle full of the pink liquid.

Tai squirmed in his seat, making alarming grunts.

"Ta-da! Can you believe it? This was the reason the power went out. Sorry about that..." she told, looking down. Once he got sufficient air, she expected a serious rebuke. The days of chastising her in notes were done once his Parkinsons worsened. He could speak, but it was usually with curt one-liners.

He brought a shaking hand to his face, pulling on the oxygen mask and wheezily saying, "D-D...Drink it."

Tai let the breathing apparatus snap to his face, his eyes never leaving hers. She was astonished, figuring there would be a twenty step plan. Every facet of this had been a meticulous process, so to hear two simple words had her speechless. "Are you...sure?" she asked, unable to believe it.

He immediately slammed his fist on the armrest, a fiery and stable look on his wrinkled face. Since "yes or no" questions were the only ones she was permitted to ask, she was used to this affirmation for yes. Though, she wasn't familiar with this swift of a response. Due to his frailty and calculative mindset, he would usually take his time. Her nickname for him was 'Rùa'. It was the Vietnamese word for turtle, where she suspected he was from.

"Okay..." she confirmed, still unsure.

Melony hesitantly took the bottle and unscrewed the cap.

"Here goes nothing," she mumbled, bringing the mouth of it to her lips. She took one sip, swallowing the tasteless solution. A sudden, intense feeling jolted her being. Instinctively, she put the container down, her hands going to her belly, the source of the sensation. It spread from there, the walls of her stomach absorbing the substance. It raced through her bloodstream, saturating every major and minor organ system. It felt cold, goosebumps appearing on every part of her body. When she thought it might be over, a tumultuous growl shook her body, almost making her fall off the chair. It was so loud, Tai was covering his ears, never breaking eye contact with her. It then decreased its intensity, becoming barely audible. She carefully stood up, feeling light as a feather. The hem of her beige shirt was lifted as she stared at her visibly shaking tummy. She looked at the rest of her figure, seeing that nothing looked different. For some reason, she felt...serene. It was an emotion she wasn't well acquainted with. The constant turmoil always kept her on edge, usually expecting the worst to happen.

Turning to the unmoved elder, she asked, "What now?"

He pointed at the air tanks sitting in the corner of the room, and muffled, stated, "Empty."

She looked puzzled, then brought herself back down to Earth. It was Saturday, so he was just about due for a refill. Thing is, it was two o'clock in the morning, so the place wouldn't be open. And, he knew that.

-Was he losing his mind?- she worriedly thought.

"You should have at least one tank left. Let me check-" she said, interrupted by a stronger slam of his fist. The look he was giving her was one she hadn't seen since she was a senior in secondary school. The same authoritarian fire he had when he was healthy. It was an ember of that inferno of a personality but was adequate to make her pivot back into submission.

"Alright...alright. I'll get it..." she meekly relented, standing up and working fast. She grabbed the gray hoodie out of her bag and put it on. Looking at the container, she didn't know whether to bring it or not.

"Take it," he instructed. She nodded, securing the lid, and securely wrapping it. Feeling like she had overstepped, she moved without looking at him. He seized her bird-like arm, and as a reflex, she winced. She opened one eye to see him with an earnest glint in his eyes. "...B-Be...safe."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Melony climbed down the steel rope ladder, the overused motorized Zodiac watercraft twenty feet below her. Ordinarily, the five-hundred-foot descent would scare the living daylights out of her. Tonight, she wasn't worried about it. For once, she wasn't overthinking every little thing. The stream of anxiety-filled racing thoughts wasn't present. The waves were crashing below, yet she could still hear the steady rumbling of her stomach. It hadn't ceased since she drank TH. The fact it was happening in the first place was perplexing enough. Living with Tai meant adhering to a stringent set of regulations. While some people might view it as maltreatment of some level or another, she always knew it was for a good reason. In spite of the fact that she had no qualms about them, there was one practice she never understood, or particularly enjoyed. From the day he took her in, she was put on a strict diet. If you could call it that. Every day, she was given a single, small, and tart cube of some unknown sustenance and three liters of an equally nasty drink. It never starved her, but only gave the bare minimum of needed nutrition. The hardest part was resisting the temptation of eating anything else, which she was highly forbidden from doing.

She cautiously stepped into the inflatable boat, untying the rope anchored to the stake in the rock. The air was a chilly fifty-five degrees, the currents moving towards the night lights of Crescent City. She started the motor and began the mile and a half ride to the beach near Nickel Creek. With the Coast Guard patrolling the area, this was the closest she could get to the city. In a few minutes, she was already nearing the sands of the private beach. There was a resident named Eric Easton, who lived nearby, but was paid to look the other way. Tai took every precaution, even if it meant paying a fisherman who couldn't care less. She would occasionally see Eric, and he was always nice. He usually would talk to her, rambling on about some trivia. She pulled the lightweight vehicle inside the naturally made cave along the coast. Inside this large cavity was her orange Schwinn bicycle. She took off the weather tarp and put it over the zodiac. She put her helmet on and walked it out of the cavern. Moving with haste, she trudged up the hill, noticing she wasn't getting winded from it. Now she was on Enderts Beach Road and mounted the bike. This would be the longest part of the trek, following this eight-mile path to town.

Her mind wandered as she biked along the hardly used road, always appreciating the splendor of nature around her. This morning was different. In the past, it was used to distract her from the emptiness of the controlled lifestyle. Presently, she felt the freedom of it. She didn't know what would happen next, but she would relish the peace. The road ended as she merged onto Highway 101, becoming alert of any incoming cars. She reached under her seat and activated the tail light. As she rode along, she started to whistle "Bad Guy" by Billie Eilish.

A Mercedes Coupe slowed down as it caught up to her. Muscle memory made her pull over to the edge of the shoulder. Melony's face was then struck with a cold item, someone screaming, "PISSANT!!!"

Laughs were heard as the car sped away. The impact of whatever hit her made the jostled lass lose balance and she careened into the ditch. Her right eye perceived she was about to strike a tree, so she bailed, hitting the grass as the cycle crashed into the evergreen.

"That...smarts," she groaned, feeling the burning pain in her forearm. She sucked her teeth looking at the nasty turf burn. Her hand wiped away the sticky stuff on her left eye, seeing that it was a piece of "Apple cake..."

Her head turned to survey the crash. She could see that the front wheel was bent, rendering her most reliable form of transportation useless. Trepidation then set in, Melony untightening the straps of her pack and opening it. The blanket was stripped off, and she breathed a sigh of reassurance, seeing the vessel wasn't damaged. She put it back and stood up, looking at the Crescent Beach Motel in the distance. She was about a mile outside the city, so it wasn't all bad. The walk home would be a dread she would avoid thinking of. The sweet smell of spiced apples on her fingers made the ferocious snarl in her belly return. Her eyes looked at the diner next to the lodging and for the first time, she made a choice that wasn't guided by anyone but her. She brought her hand to her face and licked the bit of apple. It was...delicious!

She hadn't experienced desserts in a long, long time. Her memory tried to search for the last one she had but stopped when it branched to a bad recall of the last group home she was in. Not today. She wouldn't let the chains of the past hold her down. The prodigious daughter of the Vonns brushed the dirt off, let the head protector fall to the ground, and walked toward the urban area that never welcomed her.

"Happy birthday to me..." she sung, feeling very, very...famished.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"Be quiet. I'm here already," she told her stomach. It got worse as she crossed the parking lot. There were a few cars parked outside, so she might be the only one here, making her feel at ease. It lessened the possibility of the townspeople harassing her. That hope was dashed when she spotted a group of folk in their early twenties sitting in a booth near the entrance. She stopped dead in her tracks, knowing every single one of them. They are a quartet of affluent young adults who bullied her for most of her public schooling. They represented the overall attitude of the small town's view of her. They made her already sad life a living hell. There was no doubt in her mind that it was them who knocked her off the side of the road. "Pissant" was the insulting nickname the bulk of the populace called her. They bestowed it when she was a freshman and it stuck ever since. For a while, she sympathized with her aggressors, agreeing it was an apt moniker. To them, she was this insignificant piece of dust from a lawbreaking family that tarnished the image of the municipality. She was about to turn around, but an even stronger stomach growl commanded her not to.

Her belly was right. No more. They couldn't do any worse than they had already done. She hadn't seen them since her junior year. They must be home for the weekend, knowing the four went to a college pretty far from here. She took the hood off and psyched herself up.

"Let's go," she encouraged, walking inside. Hoping they hadn't noticed her yet, she hurried to the booth farthest away from them, facing away as well. Besides not remembering her last real meal, it must have been ten years since she had been inside a food establishment of any kind. She took off the backpack and jacket, placing the things right next to her, and fidgeted with her hands.

A middle-aged waitress arrived at the table, greeting her with, "Hi there. I'm Linda. What would you like to drink?"

Nervous, Melony replied with, "Drink?"

The woman gave her a pitying look and replied, "Just get out of a party? It's okay. Just joking. Maybe some water would be a good idea?"

Vonn was confused but then understood. She must look like she was drunk with a somewhat disheveled mien and weird behavior. "Um, water is fine."

Linda smiled and stated, "I'll let you look at the menu. I recommend some grease. Pretty little thing like you could use some meat."

The pleasant woman walked away, Melony blushing from the compliment. Her physical appearance was something she rarely thought about. Her unorthodox manner of living didn't afford time for socializing. Even if she did, her tainted repute made people stay far away from her. Nevertheless, she was an attractive individual. Apart from her naturally radiant pelt of big hair, she was fit for a girl of her diminutive size. The most appealing characteristic of her allurement was her striking face. Every feature was perfectly symmetrical, highlighted by smooth creamy pale skin. Her eyes and mouth are the biggest part of it, sweet yet sultry looking. She wouldn't know what was considered "sexy", but most would credit that to her. Anything other than a big, round growing belly didn't do anything for her, so she didn't see the need to attract a mate. Because of this, she never wore any makeup, drawing the jealousy of the girls around her. Expressly applied by the two on the other side of the eatery. She grabbed the menu from the placeholder and browsed through the many choices. The food was the typical quality you would expect at a place like this, but to her, it was like looking at a gourmet spread.

She flipped each page, licking her lips at every selection. It looked so good that she got a huge craving to have one of every item. Her stomach agreed with this, growling so intensely, the silverware on the table vibrated with it.

"Shut up! That's just..." she whispered to her incessant belly. Melony stopped, becoming aware of Linda staring at her with a stifled laugh, notepad in hand.

The amused server clicked her pen and remarked, "It looks like someone spent a lot at the dispensary, instead. Sorry, hun. I'll stop. What will you be having?"

Very embarrassed, she ordered the first thing she saw. "I-I'll have, uh, the...King's Breakfast..."

"Alrighty, comin' up! Here's your water, sweetie," she responded, placing the drink and a straw down. The self-conscious girl sighed, hating herself for being so skittish and awkward. More importantly, she couldn't believe the meal she got. It contained every breakfast item imaginable and was an ample serving that could make her full for a week. She thought of Tai and instantly regretted the decision. This was breaking a plethora of rules. He has a GPS tracker on her phone, so he would know she was here.

"Melony?" a male voice inquired.

Her optics then registered the face of Alexander, an old classmate she hadn't run into since her first year at college. He was a handsome and kind boy she was acquaintances with during her first term at the College of the Redwoods. "Zan...hey!" she greeted, badly trying to hide her excitement.

"I almost didn't recognize you! You look beautiful. I'm home for the three-day weekend. How's the chem degree coming?" he asked.

She brushed the strand of spiral, curly hair out of her face, feeling overwhelmed. "Um, not bad. Finishing my master's in the spring. Why are you...here?" she wondered, mentally cowering.

"I'm the designated driver for the idiots over there. Went to some house party and got a little blazed. Don't tell them. They are my friends, but I wish they would smoke more. Anyways, good seeing you. Give me a call. We should hang. Here, take my card." he offered, taking the business card out and handed it over.

She took it, him winking at her and leaving. It read, "Alexander Linsata III, Professional Glassblower".

His phone numbers were below the text. She put it away, butterflies floating in her empty stomach. Alex was one of the not many people in this world that treated her like a person, thus she had a slight crush on him.

She took her phone out and got an abrupt idea. Without second-guessing herself, she removed the battery from her smartphone. Her thoughts were worrying about how she would have to explain this to Tai, and the notion took away the apprehension. At this point, she was tired of...everything. Tired of the harsh control of an old man she scarcely knew. Tired of being treated like a leper. And especially tired of being so...hungry.

"Here we go! One King's breakfast...and something on the house." Linda stated, putting the huge plate of food down. There was also a slice of apple pie.

Her eyes lit up, Melony handing over her debit card and identification. "Thank you. This should be enough. Give yourself a nice tip."

The delightful waitress giggled and returned with, "Oh, you can take care of that later. I could lose my job if I did that. I'll ring you up. Enjoy!"

The starved girl salivated looking at the hot and scrumptious assortment of food.

-EAT.- the single word boomed in her mind.

Rolling with this thoughtless mindset, she grabbed her fork and dug in. The first bite felt like nirvana. An explosion of flavor hit her palate and the next five minutes was a blur. She was a different person, gobbling up every morsel with a fixed gusto. Melony couldn't see it, but she was awakening a new side of her. She had unlocked a beast that had been sleeping for twenty-one years, and it wasn't going to rest until it had its fill.

"...Disgusting." a familiar, drawly voice commented.

Reality snapped her out of the mini-blackout, her fork falling to the empty plate as she looked at the faces of Laurie and Brook Blackwall. The gorgeous blonde-haired twins made up half of the batch of her persecutors. Their faces were twisted with the same contempt that was seared into her brain. Too stunned for words, she let out a robust belch, making the nicely-dressed women cringe.

"Eating your feelings? Probably going to throw it up later. ...So, on top of being a weirdo-nerd and general basket case, you're going to add an eating disorder." Laurie judged.

"I'm surprised she's still here. If anything, I feel a little sorry for her. Probably has nowhere to go. Let's go, Laurie. We don't need to do anything here." Brook appended, the two women leaving her.

The laughs that accompanied their exit made her hysterically run to the restroom, hearing one of them say "See!" as she ducked into a stall. She sat on the toilet and covered her face, trying to hold back tears. Vonn became that scared freshman again, hiding in bathrooms from the slightest confrontation. As the sorrow began its usual neural routine, she became conscious of something that froze time and space for Melony. Ever so moderately bulging her shirt was the aspiration that she had dreamed of over and over again. To a normal person, they would dismiss it as a little flab. To her, it was the distention that had given her the peace of mind to keep moving forward. Her fingers delicately touched the bump, letting out quiet sounds of pleasure. For a couple of seconds, she imagined it growing to a drastic size. So big she couldn't get out the door. Her belly responded to the mental image by letting out another frightening growl. The surprise-train kept running, this development astounding her the most. Her anatomy had adapted to the dietary regimen. So much that she hadn't heard her stomach grumble in at least a decade. Now she had eaten over an equivalent of one week's worth of meal cubes, this was that much more baffling.

-MORE.- the resounding thought ordered. Again, it centered her, making her think of how to achieve just that. One prospective complication could derail that.

The older model Android was taken out of her pocket, putting the battery back in. When it was booted up, she opened the browser. Her bi-monthly allowance was close to depleted, so this could end on the launchpad. The checking account loaded and she dropped the device.

"No. That...Just. I-It can't be...right." she let out, fumbling for the right words. She picked it up, triple-refreshing the page. Her fingers minimized the application and dialed the customer service number. After escalating the call to each successive supervisor, she ultimately got the unbelievable confirmation. The nine-digit number wasn't a mistake. As of 3:31 A.M., Melony Vonn is a multi-millionaire. The $101,219,990 balance was all hers. A company had wired the transaction from a bank in the Cayman Islands. The bank manager repeatedly assured her it was a verified business. It was the same corporation that had been depositing her allowance since she had turned fifteen. A superfluity of questions and perturbances clashed in her mind, yet her belly was only concerned about one thing. She put a hand over her tummy, staring at the inordinate amount of dollars, and declared, "I'm still hungry."

She moved to the sink, washing her hands. As she dried them under the automatic machine, she took note of the absence of the bloody rash she had from the bike crash. There wasn't a trace of the wound, as if it never happened. Once this tenacious ravenousness was satisfied, she would need to get back in the lab and study TH. She exited the washroom, seeing her four tormenters paying for their meal. The boys shot a contemptuous look at Linda before leaving, waving a fake goodbye. The waitress looked dejected, and Melony was compelled to go to her.

"I swear...kids these days. No tip on a hundred dollar bill. ...Sorry. I should keep that to myself..." Linda made known, saddened.

Melony watched as they laughed obnoxiously, getting inside the expensive automobile. Her hand balled into a fist and she calmly asked, "Linda...is it just you and the cook tonight?"

The service worker answered with, "Um, yeah. The boss usually comes in at five. It's a ghost town until then."

The calculating short stack looked at the counter and saw her receipt. She grabbed it and scribbled an exorbitant number on the tip line. She showed it to Linda along with her phone still displaying the bank balance, seriously saying, "Lock the doors."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The nippy wind gusted over the tranquil harbor. A handful of citizens were awake this hour, the rest of the town sleeping in their beds, catching up on what they lost during the workweek. The manager of the diner got out of his jalopy, cursing as he had to deal with the warped door. He fiddled with it, the front door of his establishment unlocking, followed shortly by the bell ringing.

"Damnit. Piece of shit." the man cursed, smacking the roof of the car.

"Yikes, that looks bad. I never want to own a car. So much maintenance." Melony remarked, her presence making him look down at her, his mouth slacking open. He didn't even know who he was gaping at, his eyeballs observing the mound of belly jutting from her torso. The sandy-colored shirt that was meant to fit a child not able to cover the large sphere at all. It looked as though she had swallowed a basketball, dominating her very skinny frame. Her hands touched it, cordially resuming with, "Thanks for the yummy food. Linda and Rob were delightful...and accommodating. Have a nice day!"

She walked away, a bounce in her step.

Linda sidled next to him, showing the one-hundred-thousand dollar tip. His bugged-out eyes met her nodding face, saying, "Was that...?"

The waitress punctually replied, "She said to split it three ways. Yup. That's her, alright. ...Melony Vonn just paid the rest of my mortgage."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Happy whistling escaped the pursed lips of the nourished brunette, opening the door to her motel room. She was brimming with vigor, continuing to indulge her impulses. After eating twenty more King's breakfasts, she was ready for a nap. Since going home wasn't a viable recourse, she crossed the street and got a room. Melony was going through many changes and the last contrivance she needed was a huge tirade from Tai. Speaking of huge, the one change she wasn't loathing was the belly her hand couldn't stop touching. The door was closed and she darted for the bed, letting her belongings fall to the ground. She leaned against the headboard, obsessively caressing her stomach that made her look like she was eight months pregnant. Back in the diner, she could have finished the meals faster if she wasn't using one hand to constantly rub it. It took everything in her to not moan, which was slowly happening at this instance. Her hunger had subsided for the moment, and she wanted to reap the rewards. Her hand unfastened the tight button of her jeans and slid her bony fingers into her panties. As she pleasured herself, her hand rubbed every part of her belly, coming to a gratifying orgasm. She let the lusty satisfaction coast her to sleep...the hem of her jean leg rising.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The alarm for noon rang, the sunny tune waking her up. She yawned, sitting up, and stretching her arms. Straight away, something didn't seem right, feeling as though she was being weakly suffocated. The culprit turned out to be her ill-fitting clothes, staring at how far up the pants are.

Her mind beamed with the realization, "This can't be!"

She stood up, going to the full-length mirror next to the desk. Every part of her had changed, including her somehow smaller belly. If she was expecting a child, it appeared the clock had winded back a month, losing an inch off its diameter. By contrast, the rest of her was, "Bigger..."

The long sleeves of her shirt are covering half her forearms. The same with her trousers; snug around her wider hips. Even her breasts were swollen, the clasp of her trainer bra digging into her back. Melony estimated she must four inches taller as well, doing the rough math in her head. Somehow, someway, her body had converted the food into a mass that was equally distributed to her limbs. No, that was wrong. Her body didn't do this on its own. She saw her backpack at the foot of the bed. It was TH. There was no lack of conviction about it. The Hunger was morphing her body so she could acquire a "Bigger...belly."

She didn't have the data to back it up, but it was right here. Melony couldn't explain how she knew it wanted a larger belly. This was her first time expanding it, so how could she ascertain this without having another example? It was the same reason why she had eaten so much in the first place. She just knew. It was pure instinct. The inclination was speaking now, telling her to, -Drink it.-

As she retrieved it, she thought of the old man. Ten hours ago, he commenced this whole outing. She had a suspicion he didn't even need his air tanks refilled. He knew the place wasn't open at the time he sent her out. What's even weirder was that he let her out after the designated hours. Now that she was thinking about it, he had always been the gatekeeper of this clandestine affair. She wasn't aware of her parent's project until she first compiled the OS. Of course, Tai never outlined it. If she pressed for more details, he would often tell her, "You'll know when you need to know."

All she could do was blindly obey. As she held the mysterious chemical in her hands, a new strength was emerging. She was done taking orders. It didn't matter what the "how" and "why" was. She had a new master, and it only cared about one thing. "More," she declared, taking a long drink of TH.

It wasn't as acute as last time, Melony placidly standing as TH further assimilated with her biological makeup. She felt unfettered, as though the world had opened up for her and all of it was for the taking. Since being born, she was a ghost, going through the motions and not making a peep. The little girl lived in the shadows, told to, "Look. Don't touch."

That was over. She was alive, in love with life, and would gobble it all up. A pressure was then felt and she let it happen, grinning wickedly. The stomach growl was as strong as it was in the diner's lavatory, except it went on longer. Her hands rubbed the belly and said, "It is lunchtime."

Looking down, her tight clothes were a cue of something else she needed. She remembered Tai taking her to a shopping mall in Medford, Oregon last year. It came to mind because she recalled passing by the food court and wanting to know what a hamburger tasted like. Without delay, she called the front desk and booked an extra night. Her next call was to the local taxi company, the dispatcher telling her it would be there soon. She put TH in the mini-fridge, gathering her things, and zipping up the sweatshirt.

As the cab driver rang her phone, she gazed at her reflection. For once, she felt...pretty.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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It was a mid-afternoon at the Rogue Valley Mall. The effects of online retail could be seen, very little customers strolling throughout the noiseless complex. Even on a Saturday, it was a shame. However, the food court was receiving plenty of business. One table was jam-packed with food selected from every restaurant in a hundred-foot radius. The pile of meals was a mish-mash of large-sized combo meals, dozens of sides, and fat desserts. On top of this two-foot-high heap, a greasy hand grabs a double cheeseburger. In the next beat, the other hand takes a few cookies. Behind this stack, Melony could be seen cramming both of these items into her mouth. Minutes ago, she had stumbled upon something fantastic. On a whim, she decided to see how many fries she could fit into her mouth. She was in a rush after getting an invitation to a party. Her simple attempt at efficiency revealed a most peculiar evolution: Her cheeks were stretching well past its normal elasticity. 

Currently, she was testing its limits, shoving the strange combination of meat and sugar into herself. It got about a fourth of the way in before the previous maximum was reached. Feeling anxious, she pressed on. She wasn't letting it stop her. This belly wasn't going to get bigger by itself. Impossibly, the skin, muscles, and bones of her jaw stretched, her lips closing around it. Keeping the momentum going, she mustered a powerful swallow, her face looking insane as the food moved along. Her neck bulged as it went down and entered her belly. When it was over, her eyes lit up with amazement. She touched her lower jaw, feeling no pain. Actually, she felt great. Her half-starved eyes looked upon the rest of the food, realizing there were no physical restrictions.

"More," she voiced, the new Melony taking over. Similar to what happened with the first King's breakfast, she lost track of time. In her world, the only things that existed were her and this mouthwatering grub. She didn't care if anyone was looking. All that mattered was how big this could make her. In her lap, the belly was steadily swelling. A fourth of the load had been consumed and she showed no signs of slowing down. She was eating faster, becoming a gluttonous animal. The threads of her shrinking clothes started to break as her appendages enlarged. Her midriff was twice as big as it was hours ago, edging closer to her knees.

In a state of unbridled bliss, she didn't hear her jeans ripping a hole that exposed the red underwear she had on underneath. Even if she did, it wouldn't stop this train. The rest of her attire soon followed suit, her bra unclipping itself as her bosom swelled. Her lower back was showing more skin as her spinal column lengthened. The oatmeal-tinted top was starting to replace her brassiere, solely covering her chest. The pants were turning into shorts, meeting the front of her belly as it proceeded on with its growth. Lastly, her pelvis broadened, allowing her to carry the huge ball of flesh with no physical bother. She swallowed the last bite, belching so strongly it knocked over the tower of wrappers and napkins. Total awe flooded her senses as she fixated on the belly that had grown four times its size in a little over twenty minutes. She could be easily mistaken for expecting overdue twins. Once more, her overall figure had adapted. Also, she was becoming more womanly with her curvier framework. By some miracle, her clothing still clung on and no one had witnessed the amazing feat of stuffing. It was that dead. She ran into the nearest lavatory, fearing that wouldn't be the case soon.

The big-bellied Melony didn't get very far, stopped by a brief glimpse of herself in the mirror. "Holy! I'm..." she softly observed, touching her tum, "...so...big."

She lustfully admired her belly, finding fresh confidence in her looks. Her face was shining with health and she looked...dare she say it? Prettier. Her teeth had straightened alongside with her facial structure filling out. This was nice, but all she wanted was more belly. Although, there was a need to buy a new ensemble. A primal part of her wanted to burst right out of them and walk around looking like this radiate fertility goddess. Normally, this would be the part where she was overflowing with agony and overanalyzing the situation. As a welcome substitute, she was at long last enjoying herself. Even so, she needed to take it easy. Alexander had invited her to a house party, so she couldn't walk in looking as though her clothes went through a terrible mishap with the washer. She strutted out of the facilities, smiling at the certitude she wouldn't have to shop in the kid's section anymore. Thankfully, there was a women's clothing store closeby. Time was against her, so she picked out the first thing that caught her fancy.

In the fitting room, she was fond of the outfit, gazing at her image. It was a fire engine red spaghetti-strapped cami dress with a shirred waist and a button-down front, made of stretchy jersey fabric. Truthfully, it was the nicest thing she ever wore. Some overtly Christian group home would make her wear dresses for church, but this was unlike those. Coupled with her enhanced looks, she thinks this might qualify her as...sexy? It wasn't a word in her regular vocabulary. Her sheltered existence didn't make her informed of what was in the media. The cliffside residence didn't have access to cyberspace, and Tai only allowed it for homework purposes. Her little personal time on the Web was spent frequenting kink sites or finding music. She never had friends, so word of mouth narrowly got to her. She was a Martian and as she looked at her fuller taller form, it wasn't something she could disagree with. A height chart by the changing rooms confirmed she was precisely five feet tall. Out of all the physical modifications, this one made her joyous. Her unusually small stature was a focal point of the bullying, adding to the array of hurtful insults. A celebration was being held at Laurie and Brook's place, and she couldn't wait to see their reactions.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-

[image: ]


"...I'm sorry. I must have the wrong room." Alex said, bewildered by the woman in a red dress.

Melony brushed the extremely long locks out of her smiling face, leaving her hair down after taking a brisk shower. "Hi, Alex..." she welcomed, bashful.

He studied her face and gleamed with shock. "Melony...?" he implored, finding it hard to believe.

"I know I look a little...different, but it's me, I swear!" she assured, opening the door to reveal all of herself. It didn't help to convince him, the belly the center of his attention and dubiousness.

He nervously touched his short, spikey hair, saying, "Sorry...again. I didn't know you were..."

She put a hand on her stomach and finished his accusation, "...Pregnant? Yeah...we didn't exactly have time to get to that part. Is that going to be a problem?"

Unanticipated, he blushed, rubbing the back of his neck. "Of course not. It's just...I hope there won't be a jealous boyfriend tracking us down..." he replied, apprehensive.

Sticking with the story she came up with on the two-hour drive back, she responded, "Oh, no, no, no. Nothing like that. I'm actually a surrogate."

He looked relieved, feigning a wipe of the imaginary sweat off his forehead. "Whew! I just smoked a bowl, so I was mad paranoid!"

She laughed with him, saying, "It's okay! Come in. I'm almost done getting ready."

He came in behind her, watching as she walked without the usual "waddle" expecting women had. She picked up the paddle brush she bought from a general goods store and stroked the lustrous curtain that reached to the middle of her thicker thighs.

"Did you cut your hair? It looks shorter," he inquired.

She acted nonchalant, knowing the extra eight inches in height explained it. She usually kept her hair at the length it was at now, so his remark was to be expected. Be that as it may, she wanted to have some fun. "No. I don't know. I think I had a really late growth spurt." she put forth.

"I'll say. You look...good." he complimented, his cheeks reddening.

His reaction stuck out to her, but she moved on, adjusting the thin straps of her dress. "What do you think?" she asked, putting her hands on the belly that made the pricey garment stick out a foot in front of her. The forty-inch round protrusion looked ridiculous on her compact build, but it was apparent Alex didn't mind.

"G-Great! Ready?" he asked, trying to disguise his ecstatic approval.

Sufficiently pleased, she added, "One more thing."

Melony took the bottle of TH from the fridge and gulped down two hefty swallows.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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It's an hour until midnight and she was in a silent standstill with Laurie. To say the least, this wasn't how she saw this going. She had been at this social gathering for three hours and somehow didn't see either of the hellish twins. On the way to the bathroom, she was suddenly pulled into this room by her. The seething, drunken look on her face didn't spell good tidings. Laurie took a sip out of her plastic cup, worsening the exasperation she was giving off. Melony had her back against the wall, Ms. Blackwall holding her there with one hand on the shoulder.

"You better thank God that you're knocked up. Otherwise, I would have already given you a black eye. How fuckin' dare you?! You come to MY house, uninvited. And, on today of all days." she angrily spat.

Shit. It took a second, but she thought of today's date: October 12th. Today was the twentieth anniversary of the demise of her parents. The death date was also shared by the tragic loss of the city's most valued native. Jay Blackwall, the father of the woman currently intimidating her, was murdered with a bullet to the brain—fired by Raymond Vonn. It was the original sin. The catalyst that shaped these women into who they are on this black night.

Melony had forgotten about it due to recent events. In truth, she hadn't dwelled on it in a long time. She was spiritually disconnected from it, finding out about it when she was first confronted by the identical twins years ago in the girl's locker room in high school. The townspeople didn't speak of it, wanting to bury the memory that had left a shady stain. Vonn tried to be rational about it, thinking the hate she received wasn't deserved. Why should she be shunned for something she had nothing to do with? It was a horrible incident, but that doesn't mean she needed to be punished. This was a reminder that the past never stays buried, and Laurie would ensure she knew her place.

"L-Look, I get it. You and the others have made sure I don't ever forget. ...I-I have, though. It's ancient history to me. I never knew them. Heck, I didn't even know what occurred until you and your sister told me when I was a freshman. There is nothing I can say or do to change it. ...And, neither can you. So...can we...move on?" she lamented.

The inebriated blonde removed the hand from her clavicle and looked at her with a cold expression.

"Did you think that was going to work? I am a spoiled rich girl, but not an idiot. I know what you're doing up on that hill in the state park. I hired a private investigator a few months ago. Your weird grandpa or whatever did a good job of covering the tracks, but he didn't think of current technology. I spent one-hundred grand of my trust on a surveillance drone. ...Yup, that's right. You're fucked, Melony. That little guy snapped a bunch of photos of your little 'experiments'."

Laurie took out her iPhone and speedily tapped the screen, turning it to show a color picture of Melony looking at the directions for making TH. Her heart began to pound, lip quivering uncontrollably. The context was skewed, but that wouldn't matter to the fatherless Laurie. It gave her every reason to treat her the way she always had. The game had forevermore changed. This wasn't first-period lunch, her and the others laughing as they made her trip, face planting into a food tray. They are adults and legal repercussions were on the table.

"I was going to wait until tomorrow to tell you, but you have three days to get out of town. I'm not kidding. The private eye guy said we couldn't get involved. There is one thing, though." Blackwall continued, swiping and showing her a photo of a scruffy-looking guy in a sedan.

"You're still being watched. It's too complicated for me, but I'm sure you know. What I'm saying is pack your shit and take your crazy nerd stuff out of here. I'm tired of you. You remind me of the reason my life is so shitty. If you don't, then I'll hand over the photos of your little stolen 'project' to the cop that follows you around sometimes. ...Enough said. So, go ahead. Enjoy the party. It's your last one in this town. Eat up while you're at it. Get as big as you can. Sooner or later, they'll catch you. Seeing your fat ass in handcuffs will be the cherry on top." she concluded, walking out of the bedroom with a triumphant smile.

Melony's world was turned upside down. Just when she got a foothold, the demons of her past wanted to take one more shot at her. The vengeful Blackwall daughter had her cornered. The "cop" she mentioned had to be a federal agent. Tai told her it was the Defense Intelligence Agency who was watching their movements. The problem was that all agents had stopped investigating before she turned eighteen. Regardless, Laurie was sincere about her threat. Whilst she assessed her limited options, her big belly had other ideas. It growled fiercely, making her entertain a wild solution.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The delivery man wheeled the luggage cart down the motel's hallway, looking for room 104. He sighed, hoping this wasn't a prank. It was strange to play the pizza joke in a place like this, but he had seen stranger things.

He found the room, knocked loudly, saying, "Delivery! Order for fifty large pies, all with cheese...and apple slices?"

The door opens, the chain stopping it from going further, the woman saying, "Hiii. Sorry, I'm not decent right now. Here ya go."

A dainty hand appears, holding a wad of bills. He takes it, counting the cash fast. "Ma'am, you gave me too much. Your total was $898.56. ...You gave me two grand." he told, flummoxed.

"No mistake. That's your tip. You can leave them there. Thank you!" she insisted.

He left the receipt on top of one of the boxes, pocketed the cash, and left with, "Thank you, ma'am. Enjoy!"

Melony waited for a minute and then came out, chewing on a gas station hotdog, and pulled the cart in, looking around before she closed the door. Inside, her bed was littered with junk she picked up on the way back. She felt bad for ditching Alex, but the siren call of her belly wasn't going to be ignored. After what happened with Laurie, she wanted to be alone, anyways. This time, she was eating her feelings. It wasn't just that, though.

She wanted to eat it all. She didn't care anymore. Whether it was secret government agents, her personal weaknesses, Laurie, or even the world, she wasn't going to let anything stop her. She didn't know how she was going to do it, but she would overcome this. As she replayed the preceding twenty-four hours in her head, she was opening her twentieth box. A short burp made minuscule particles of TH eject out of her, melding with the fibers of her dress.

Three more slices were consumed in one big gulp, making her belly surge further out, the dress strangely growing with it. The binge at the mall made her understand that her limbs and belly were growing in sync. Additionally, the frequency of the hunger pangs were coming back faster, discerning an hour less in between each session. As for the quantity, it was increasing, but that aspect wasn't attributed to TH. Melony was subconsciously making the choice to eat so much. Call it karma, call it fate. The descriptor was immaterial. Machinations aside, this was now her story. The real motivations for inventing TH may never be uncovered, but she thinks the "answer" was clear. A lesser-known detail was that she was never given a name. Her birth certificate's name field was left blank. In actuality, there was no "Melony".

Her belly swelled, further evolving into the being called...The Hunger.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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[Chapter 2: Encroaching Blackwalls]
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Her oily hands stroked the seventy-inch circumference of her swollen belly, moans of ecstasy escaping lips as red as the dress tightly stretched around the mound that defied all rationality. Her fifty-pizza binge was finished not even a minute ago and Melony was absolutely in love with the result. It was a few minutes past two in the morning, a full day passing since she initially ingested The Hunger substance. She leaned her head to the right to see beyond the twenty-two-inch breadth of her stomach, and looked at the see-thru door of the mini-fridge. Calculating an estimation, she had thirty ounces of TH left. And, turning back to the freshly expanded girth, a naughty smile crept on her prettier face as she imagined how much bigger she would become. This was the beginning of her transformation and she already showed signs of her personality shifting to a sexier, all-devouring mindset. The events of the preceding day faded to the back of her brain as she continued to rub the one thing that mattered the most, vainly muttering, "My...BIG...irrestible...gorgeous...belly."

October 12th was yesterday and even though it marked an unfortunate part of her tale, she viewed it as a new birthdate. It was her actual birthday, but that was for Melony Vonn. That wasn't who she was anymore. A gentle knocking sound was heard, her deep train-of-thought ceasing as she sat up. She waited for some seconds, heart starting to race.

"...Melony. It's me...Alex." he sheepishly made know, followed by a second modest-sounding rapping.

Relief flooded into her, thinking it could be several possible persons, all of whom didn't have her best interests in mind. Alexander had been nothing but sweet and it made her feel guilty for abandoning him at the Blackwall home. This sensitivity started to dissolve as she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror, her panties getting wetter when she fully registered the size of the belly. She stood up, crumbs falling off the great shelf, knowing just how she could show her appreciation.

Her great mane was tossed to the side as she headed for the door, the male saying, "I know how hard it must have been for you to be there. I just wanted to make sure you're o—" He bolted back when she opened the door, his eyesight promptly going to her tum, finishing with a perplexed, "...Kay?"

Melony grabbed the collar of his long-sleeved Polo shirt and pulled him in. The door was slammed and so was he, plastered against the wall as she showered him with kisses, sandwiching Alex with the stomach twice as wide as he was. He was 5'10'', so she had to forcibly pull him down so he could be level with her height, which was six inches lesser than his. There were no protests from him. He wasn't kissing her back, wondering if she was drunk.

Linsata managed to ask, "W-What's got into you, Mel?! Don't get mad at me for asking, but did you drown your sorrows or something?"

She stopped for a second, biting her lip, wanting him more. He genuinely cared for her. "Far from it, Mr. Linsata. I'm alive. Stronger than I've ever been. Better...and bigger." she replied, thrusting the source of her confidence against his lower torso.

He grunted, searching for his next question, but she had other ideas. She guided them to the bed, smooching him, swatting the pile of pizza boxes off, and laid down, making him scared that he was on top of it. He sat up, panting, and gave utterance to, "S-Slow d-down, I don't want to hurt the babies. ...Two things. One, are you sure about this? I don't want to take advantage of you if this is the hormones talking. Also, I know you said it...but did you really get bigger?"

Melony grinned, patting the firm sphere of flesh. "Do you have to ask? ...For both of your questions. Here's one for you. Do you...like this big belly of mine?" she inquired, fingers tracing the throbbing erection in his pants.

Alex was embarrassed from the accusation, his cheeks immediately blushing. She knew it. The looks he was giving yester evening made her suspect he had a fetish for it. She understood it from lusting at bellies for seven years. His pants were unzipped. "It's okay if you do. There's nothing wrong with it. I'll tell you a secret. ...I do too. Quite a bit, actually. It's part of the reason I became a surrogate." she confessed, half-lying.

He let her pull the slacks and boxer briefs down, his rather lofty member flopping out. The man was in a fantasy world, having to admit, "...I-I...do. ...How many are in there?"

She brought his face to hers, responding with, "Millions."

He was given no time to react, her lips locking over his. This time, he returned every peck, his penis lengthening from the response. Linsata's shyness was exiting as his mouth worked its way from her neck, along the bustier bosom, and finally on her huge bulk. She didn't have to urge him to touch it either, rubbing the sides as though it was a fortune ball. They equally groaned, getting their respective pleasure from having their wishes actualized. This eventually reached a pinnacle with him slipping inside her, both using her belly as support, hands joined as their hips rolled jointly in mutual love for each other.

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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"It's over for us. There's nothing we can do but let them take her." the voice of Raymond Vonn candidly told.

Melony was unsure whether this was a dream or a memory, her point-of-view low on the floor of an office of some kind. Her father was there, the thick black mustached skinny man dressed in civilian clothes, arms crossed, with a hand on his chin.

"We've done everything we can. The rest depends on Tai." her mother, Martha, added.

She was seated across from him, waving a recently taken polaroid. She was wearing the same attire as him, expression as emotionless as his, straight black hair framing her strong-jawed face.

"Not everything. ...Isn't that right, Jay?" Ray rhetorically asked the unseen person.

Her vision shifted to the left, viewing a tied-up Jay Blackwall in a wooden chair. He was roughed up, natural blonde hair tousled, and a blood-encrusted wound near his temple. He vehemently said, "You're a bunch of fuckin' psychos. You strung me along with some commie bullshit and it turns out you want to wipe us all out. Fuck you. I can't wait to see you behind bars."
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