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Four o’clock had well-arrived, and the seaport city’s sun-setting landscape was layered with the three entities that would spend the next minute vying with the instincts that made them who they are. The camera lens of a one-hundred thousand dollar drone, operated by an artificial intelligence pre-programmed to simultaneously track the trinity of bodies, zooms in enough to assess the whole situation. At the feet of a celestially full-bellied female were four million immeasurably small creatures representing the evolutional result of a billion years of sexual reproduction. Each of the humans had their stories but at this instance, they and the other two were showing the summation of their true essence. Inherently, the presence of the bigger, stronger, and sexier animal brought out something aptly called “hyperarousal”. Otherwise known as the fight-or-flight response, the reaction was initiated by a discharge that would alight their nerves with directions appropriate to the person they had become. The one percent of them were dressed and armed to battle the single and profound organism that had a remnant of what used to make her one of them. “Melony Vonn” was nowhere to be seen.

“This is Major General JD Green speaking. As ordered, I have her current dimensions. They are as follows:” the commander of the Washington National Guard announced, his vocals emitting from the Bluetooth bud in her cavernous ear canal, “Overall, she has more than doubled her size since the previously reported sighting at the Tacoma Narrows Bridge...some twenty minutes ago. Starting with the ‘foremost’ requested measurement, her abdomen is approximately one mile in circumference, confirming the uptrend of where the bulk of her growth is situated.” The vibrations of her building stomach growl had reached the auditory channel, shaking the embedded piece of wireless technology. The fading psyche of Melony was half paying attention to the odd transmission, her subconscious perplexed by the irrationality of it. Any further thinking was overpowered by the incremental hijacking of her mentality. Even though she was allowing it to happen, Vonn noticed the hungry beast was accelerating the takeover, more than it should be capable of independently executing. “Factoring in the unknown phenomenon with her follicles, her height is more or less around six-hundred feet. She has also—”

The military officer was quieted by the auditory chaos of chatter, resumed with the scratch of a tense yet authoritative voice. “General Green, t-this is the White House Chief of Staff. I have conferenced in the Joint Chiefs of Staff, the Director of the DIA, and the President. Please continue, General...” Melony cognitively acknowledged the high-ranking titles but put her focus on making one last move, accepting that TH’s commandeering of her senses couldn’t be stopped. She had an assortment of crafty barriers to prevail over and while the larger proportion of them was dubiously surmountable, she intended on fulfilling the greatest challenge of the long list Blizzard had detailed shortly before they had disappeared. “Before I do so, sir, I’ve just been handed the latest casualty report. Except for a number of minor injuries, no civilian casualties have been reported. I must stress that the person identified as ‘Melony Vonn’ of Crescent City, California has, in the opinion of my men on the ground and myself, demonstrated non-violent behavior toward the citizens. ...As for the last of the estimations, we are unable to accurately measure her hair, on account of the...ahem, ‘unnatural stretchability’ it seems to display...”

-Wait until I get stuffing again. There’s no stopping this avalanche of belly...- The Hunger mentally stated, alarming the hell out of Melony. The bottomless being had spoken on its own and despite her inclination that this was the first occasion, her short memory was briskly corrected with the recall of the disembodied speech that had tallied her consumption of Crescent City. As ever, she was mistaken and TH was darkly pleased to remind her with a snappy retort, -You’re forgetting about the diner. That’s immaterial. Listen to the old men...-

“Our people in the air are now reporting that four unidentified airships are sitting close to her. There are also armed hostiles—” the general informed, once more interrupted by incoherent but emotional-sounding arguing. Melony was losing herself quicker, falling from consciousness with the ping-ponging of voiced developments. Nevertheless, she wouldn’t let the top brass of the government or her “other half” distract her from an attempt at damage control. The spheres she had summoned earlier began to visibly retract.

“Hello, General. Director of the DIA on the line. ...Ah, fuck the formalities. It’s a waste of time. Besides, we’re old friends, ‘JD’. I hope you appreciated the strings I pulled. It’s not easy to mobilize forty thousand troops with such little notice. You have done a stellar job...and I mean that, especially with coordinating with every branch of the most powerful military on Earth. ...Having said that, it appears my shoot-on-sight order has been blatantly ignored...” At the sound of the brassy, aged words, The Hunger externally growled.

“Yes...Director. I used the emergency powers the President gave me to not just have a fast response, but to also keep our soldiers and civilians properly protected...including the rights of Vonn. Regardless of her...’body condition’...or our friendship, I will obey the rules of engagement. ...She isn’t guilty of anything but stealing a bunch of fish.” In the interest of survival, Melony used her immovable will to implement the impossible. She was sick of hearing their voices, The Hunger included, and with the short-fuse conjuncture clicks away from erupting into total disarray, the engorged woman at the crunching centerfold would echo the first term TH had ever uttered. At this epically escalated stage, that fateful morning in the diner seemed like it had happened years ago. Inside and outside her giantly curvy body, she cracked a truly warm smile at the thought of Linda placing that King’s Breakfast, along with a complimentary slice of apple pie, before her starved brown eyes. The following episode that would become “Major Binge” number one was started with a meager forkful of scrambled egg. Two and a half days had passed since that tiny bite and it dawned with a decisive choice. The choice to:

“EAT.”

A single word gripped every individual present, freezing any type of response their puny bodies could call forth. You could say it was the reaction that occurs when a meek creature meets an uncontainable goddess. Research had shown that people only hold onto an impulse for around twenty seconds and even with her speaking without the tone of TH, her markedly inflated lungs had made the message crystal clear. To the ears of the figurine-sized persons far below her vast, vibrating waistline, the verbose declaration had snapped them into submission, giving her a small window of opportunity to act. She laid the groundwork for her strange strategy during her “fishing tour” of the ports, honoring Tai by emulating his efficient ethos. Melony furthered his remembrance by making sure she cleaned out the restaurants of their stock of “pho”. The soup consisted of a delicious blend of rice noodles, spiced broth, and a hefty portion of usually beef or chicken. As the spheres that held the styrofoam containers pulled toward her pretty face, she felt fortunate that the national dish of his country would, on top of adding more feet to her belly, also give her and the weary public a layer of protection. In her mind, she was sensing a gradual disconnect from her physical form, starting with losing sensation in her elongated limbs.

-You’ll thank me later. Now...let go. You know it’s necessary for me to take full control again.- The Hunger chimed in an unusually reasonable temper. She was becoming unnerved by its developing autonomy, confounded by the occurrence but not deterred in completing her do-or-die effort. Her reddening irises rechecked the positions of the quartet of death blimps, discerning that her optic regulation was ebbing as well. The flexing of her robust muscles was slowing, however, all she needed was her greedy hands, the fingers carrying out a series of gestures that were executed so promptly, it couldn’t be measured. The human eye couldn’t have perceived the motions but they would certainly experience the momentous effects of the fifteen-minute result. The eighth MB had added seven thousand souls to her massive midsection was completed in half an hour. In consideration of the exceedingly extensive gap between that and the number of aggressors she was faced with, Melony had to put all of her accumulated energy into eating more, except within a hugely and disproportionally low timeframe. As a strand of her burgundy locks attached to every one of her tasty targets, Vonn did was what was asked and released what little “self” she had left, now solely having sensations in her city-scraping belly. -I need...MORE.-
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