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A lone seagull passes over the empty streets of Crescent City. The small bird was flying west, his dark brown eyes scanning for a bite to snag, only to find the boulevards and avenues flooded with soaked dollar bills. Though he had a poor sense of smell, he was getting an overwhelming whiff of the sea salt that had cascaded into the uninhabited community. The little guy wasn’t aware of the scene that had unfolded here. Five minutes before the present, less than seven-thousand people had disappeared off the face of the land and into the inconceivably big stomach of an utmost apex predator. The gull figured he had stumbled upon free eats, seeing as there were no other species around. Using his strongest sensory faculty, he looked ahead, making out entire flocks of his kind escaping to the farthest reaches of the largest ocean in the world. The infrasonic pulses from the foregone earthquake had hailed him from miles away and as he sensed the frequency of an aftershock welling up, his optics was suddenly overwhelmed by a gargantuan shadow emerging from off the coast. Every single pixel of his excellent vision was then gradually eclipsed by the belly to surpass all bellies.

“AHHH!!” the giant Melony refreshingly expressed. She had submerged her impossibly swollen build far enough from the shore to properly conceal the recently expanded proportions. Vonn had skyrocketed to a size that was challenging the laws of everything, and it began with the emergence of one of the most attractive heads a soul could take in. Her flawless skin, strong delectable facial structure, and orgasmic expression gave shape to a visage that could be best described as raw, dark sexuality. Her smile alone was intimidating, shaped by a mouth that could swallow up a person without a second to think. In thirty minutes, thousands of humans had passed through the full lips of the rapidly evolving being known as The Hunger. The entity had lied dormant inside Melony Vonn’s formerly scaled-down figure. Over the course of the Columbus Day weekend, she had gone through an extraordinary “glow up”, transforming from a measly woman that wasn’t even four and a half feet in height to a decidedly voluptuous icon that was two times higher than the tallest building in the city. It happened to be the ninety-foot tall Surf Apartments, which was now level with the top of her freaky mane of curly hair.

“Just look at me. If I was down there, my breasts could have been mistaken for sperm whales. These are too amazing to keep hidden. However, we are forgetting about the main attraction. It would be a travesty to hide all of this sexy, monstrous...BELLY!!” she pridefully boasted, slapping the titanic middle. Her upper extremities were well-centered on the soaring hill of flesh, starting with the twenty-foot-long arms that were attached to broad, powerful shoulders. Although not in proportion, her fat wasn’t bulging in random places. Every appendage was uniform yet appeared as inflated. From the beginning, her anatomy had always shifted and adapted to give Melony everything she needed to grow her belly unencumbered. The newest expansion was a bodily transcendence that was still being measured by the majorly aroused female. She looked down and started her eye feasting from the most western end of the broad spectrum that was her rounded waistline. Its widest margin had risen out of the blue waters and she undeniably basked in observing every foot of the mound that stretched wider than five city blocks. No structure in the vicinity could reach its arched peak.

“As impressive as this gut is...it’s...not enough. I must have MORE. ...I can’t get full.” she bellowed, her voice oscillating between her natural tone and the voice of The Hunger. Their fusion was complete but their evolution had just begun. It was forty minutes past one in the afternoon and generally speaking, Vonn had defeated her enemies in the most gratifying way possible. Far underneath the arising summit of the abdomen, Alexander Linsata II was slouched on the gallery of the Battery Point lighthouse. She wasn’t informed of his recent departure from existence. TH’s seemingly greatest nemesis had been unexpectedly brought down by a bullet to the head, put there by the mystifying Blizzard. Melony was blissfully oblivious of the truth and even if she knew, it wouldn’t change the indomitable mindset she was progressively assuming. And with over five-hundred and fifty yards of belly, nearly two-hundred feet of stature, and the shape-shifting capacity of her metaphysical power, it was easy to grasp why her overconfidence was forming.

“I would love to be in ‘Papa Linsata’s’ shoes right now. I must look freaking massive...” she erotically breathed, not caring if he heard it. At this juncture, the majority of her eight opponents were practically rendered ineffective. Half of them were in her belly and she was sure both of the Linsatas was too terrified to make any more moves. The father might have an ace up his sleeve but she doubted he had the capability of pulling it off, especially after she had overcome his elaborate trap at Dead Lake. The son wasn’t anything to worry about, to begin with. Essentially, Alexander Linsata III had been along for the ride so he posed no significant danger. That left her with two concerns, that being Dan Favors and Blizzard. The former partly influenced her decision to eat the total populace of her hometown. The federal government had sent him to contain the threat she was becoming and despite the DIA analyst escaping the morning incident, she hadn’t seen any type of response. The latter had warned her of the incoming National Guard and she assumed it was from his reporting of the aforementioned. At 1:35 P.M., two fighter jets were due to arrive and were now a bit past their invitation to the party.

-They might be regrouping. Even I was surprised that I could do that. What is this strange energy that I have now? It’s like I can do anything with it!- she enthusiastically mused. She was thinking of the astounding spectacle she had performed at the climax of her monumental binge. The abilities of TH had been consistent up until the instant before she had swallowed fifty percent of the population in one gulp. In that split second, she had summoned a supercell thunderstorm and for some reason, Vonn was granted night vision to see the three thousand and four hundred people she had snatched up with her super-flexible hair strands. The autonomous upgrade given to the follicles was sensible, on account of it not straying far from The Hunger’s stretching ability. However, she couldn’t make sense of how that occurred. The weather phenomenon maybe could be explained as a side effect of the constant generation of its unique makeup. She was on the right track but every one of her assumptions was wrong. And, Blizzard was about to arrogantly correct each of them. Melony had finally surfaced out of the bay and was realigning her bearings when the sounds of an aircraft forthwith captured her attention.

“Oh, don’t mind us, Melony. Carry on with what you’re doing. Stretch a muscle or two. With a tum that big, I imagine it’ll take some time to get used to.” Blizzard informally said in her ear. Overhead, a helicopter flew over her and was fastly moving due south. By the time she got a fix on it, Vonn realized it was stalking the coast. The development was bringing up her suspicions of the hacker so she proceeded to rotating her tumefied self to the direction they were heading in. As predicted, the simple movement wasn’t as painless as she would believe it to be. Her long, sturdy legs couldn’t budge past a certain point and the reasoning was plain to see. The hulking mass required more strength to flex and her various internal systems hadn’t sufficient time to redistribute the weight. After she awkwardly got her extensively-bellied torso situated, the zippy chopper was almost out of sight. To the left of the disappearing object, she could make out hazy activity. She then registered it as a thick plume of smoke and the location was making her feel uneasy.
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