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"It's all gone... Every bit of it is inside...all of...that...belly." the doubtlessly confounded Eric Easton uttered. The sole survivor of the massively unreal Major Binge number nine was sitting in the foggy remnants of what used to be downtown Seattle. He was a veteran of the Gulf War and though the setting reminded him of the oil fires that overcasted the sky with its black smoke, the scene was much different from the countless wars of persons versus persons. Here, in the span of fifteen minutes, was the climactic result of the first battle between people and alien. He was also the last resident of Crescent City and still wasn’t sure what had happened there either. Well, he certainly could speak of a basic report of “what” transpired but that part of the context, along with everything else, was entirely beyond his comprehension. The fella was a modestly retired fisherman and besides being a decent human being to the woman he once knew as Melony Vonn, he had no connection to the small group of humans that, in one way or another, had paved the dark path that created the mountain-bellied being calling itself The Hunger. At present, he was trying to find any sense of bearing, turning his dusted regard this way and that, the clear water bottle of pink liquid sloshing audibly enough to make him remember that he had it fastened to his neck. “...Hm?”

“Don’t move, Mr. Easton. I’ll ‘clear’ things up for us.” the computerized speech of Melony spoke. He stared up to see two coiled strands of her icy ebony hair spiraling to him, one of them holding her smartphone and the other separating its bunch into a pair of hooks. The follicles appeared as they were coated in a substance so black that it was causing them to have a white supernal, glassy shine to its appearance. His mind couldn’t use any type of reasoning to deduce what they were so he tried to understand what he could, looking at the phone screen, now held in front of his bewildered face. A custom soundboard application was open, using the recorded conversations she had throughout the weekend. What was supposed to be employed as poetic insurance against those who had often blackmailed her was currently functioning as a simple method of communication. As matters stand, “coercion” was the slightest of her worries. On the whole, those had tolerably dwindled. She had surmounted a wide range of armaments from the United States military and mushroomed to a magnitude that even made her vocal cords a weapon toward the practically defenseless citizens. Eric fully comprehended the need for it as the gray fog dissipated with a low-level pulse from the beautiful demigoddess, clearing the area.

“Hell’s bells...” Easton muttered, taken aback by the state of the structures that surrounded him. The lot of the buildings were riddled with holes and altogether, looked as though they had melted under a strangely generated extreme heat. What caught his notice the most was the complete absence of the people and vehicles, knowing exactly where they all went. The hooks embodying unworldly power then fastly moved to him, one coiling around the bottle and the second slicing the nylon rope. Eric was unharmed yet petrified, craning his head up to the belly that canopied a state county worth of land mass, water, and constructions. The biggest of each category couldn’t hope to sizably compare to the godly substantial heap. Whether it be the native formations of the Earth, such as the surface area of Pacific Northwest country or the volume of the various bodies of waters, she could gobble every bit of down like cake and milk. The mighty architectures, namely the smorgasbord of properties and the roads themselves, were nought but a hearty meal of oversized spaghetti and meatballs. He didn’t bother looking in any particular direction, figuring the displacing curtain of humidity would take a minute to clear the miles beneath her celestial sphere. As always, the underbelly of her impossibly stretched red dress was markless.

“Stay safe.” the mixer stated, typing out one last message and letting it say, “...Don’t go south.” And, acting as a lightning-quick fishing line, the phone and formula for TH were reeled in. The objects were encased in the animate curls, protected from the damaging elements as they climbed an ascent as tall as the Denali. In a snap, her ultimate belongings were past the one thousand foot mark, surpassing the tallest building in the state of Washington with a thoughtless “pull” of the hairs that had saved her goliath hide. The mist cleared enough to make the presence of her two ultra-strong legs known, thickly curvy and four times higher than the vacant Columbia Center. Her unbent limbs stood imposingly on the islands west of Emerald City, the right foot planted on Vashon Island and the left upon Bainbridge Island, both of her firebird checkered Vans shoes about as high as the respective skyscrapers of either isle. She didn’t have to use her mystical mane to keep her erect, the ends of the overflowing coat retracting to their “natural” length. The items in tow couldn’t keep up with them, Vonn knowing her new strength would have to handle them with delicate care. They were heading in a forty-five degree angle, passing the lowest point of her mightily round belly, a scarce hundred feet away from the bottommost dress button.

“Under condition. We on our way to the top.” the ringtone of her mobile played. The befitting lyrics to a song titled “Top of the World”, fantastically sung by Kimbra, a songstress fondly admired by Melony. More critically, she was receiving the beginning of a series of phone calls that would remarkably unravel her belly-dominated world. That meant a great deal, considering she was acclimating to the gigantification of her body. While the running intrigue of her origins left many unanswered questions, one thing she was certain of was that seemingly everyone had her phone number. The device sailed over the resting extremities of her locks, nearing the halfway mark of her height but nowhere the same marker for her gargantuan waistline. Her peculiar yet tantalizing loftiness was seven parts made of the overgorged embankment of indomitable flesh, still fluctuating with expansion from her over the top dinner. The unimaginable burden it had on her small-scale legs made one wonder how just two parts of her stature could hold an unweighable amount of belly. The teeny tiny piece of technology passed the fourth button, ascending in parallel to the fairly flat extremity of her giant gut. The call itself was on its fourth ring and though her voicemail was about to come on, the caller would assuredly ring again. That they did, buzzing another three times as it re-angled over the extensive slope and within one more, it was skating the trench of her miles-long cleavage.

“I'm on top of the world! Need a break, then I'll take it to the top of the world!” the words spoke for her. The immaculate neck was briskly zipped by, her plump kisser drawing back into a self-assured, sexy smile. Vanity struck her when she realized there wasn’t a mirror big enough for her to observe the soul-taking facial features. And what a beauty she had become. She was a pretty little thing, to begin with, but now, her radiant skin and alluring flushed cheeks gave a realistic manifestation to the phrase “if looks could kill”. The soft way she was exhaling could knock a creature back to the smaller mountains in the distance. All of them would soon know of her compelling capabilities. Melony would never let a meal, no matter how trifling, escape her widely voracious mouth. With that said, a couple of blood related “triflings” had and in due course, they would disappear into the boundless void of her opening maw. The parting of her lips was thin, the eight ounces of rosy liquid carefully shot into the cavity. For the most part, Vonn feels she understands what the solution factually was. The arrangement of chemicals and other properties that Raymond and Martha had synthesized was lost to known history, even to the all-knowing Blizzard. What’s important was their composition facilitated an accelerated marriage of her abilities, catalyzed by splicing the recessive and dominant genes of her DNA. By and unquestionably larger, she was two-thirds complete.
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