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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."

Mr. Vonn uncrossed his arms, holding an FN Model 1903 pistol and coldly retorting with, "...The Edaxians are coming and I won't have you speaking a single word of this. ...The Hunger will swallow us all."

——————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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The supposed nightmare made her bolt up, breathing shallow and rapid, breaking out into a cold sweat.

"What the heck was that...? That felt...too real," she mumbled, looking to her right.

She saw a soundly sleeping and presumably naked Alex next to her, the gel in his hair matted in scattered spots. Melony briefly thought of what occurred last night and looked down at the culprit—the belly—compacted from her latest meal. She got off the bed, careful to not wake him. Tip-toeing to the restroom, she took her backpack with and closed the door. Once more, she was captivated by her image. She took out both of the tape measures she purchased on the trip back from Oregon. The d-tape was uncoiled and wrapped around her rounded waist, telling her it was sixty inches big. The spring return pocket type was used to assess her height, which told her she was five feet and four-inches tall. This mystified her, seeing as this was the second major expansion and was moderately dissimilar. She knew TH was redirecting the growth to her limbs, but from the food court feast, she knew it was now doing this automatically. So, where was the rest of it going? As she inspected herself, the answer became clear.
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