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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 The upstairs has twelve racks housing the hundreds of processor cores of an outdated central processing unit.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."

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE HUNGER
[CH. 1: MELONY VONN]

JACKAL ENTENTE






