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The devastation of the White House was a
distant memory, a mere prelude. President
Dakota Redwood and Vice President Evelyn
Hayes had long since outgrown the confines
of any man-made structure. Their insatiable
hunger, and the resulting runaway growth,
had forced a terrified government to relocate
them to the vast, open expanse of a remote
mountain range.

Here, surrounded by rocky peaks and
sprawling green fields, they ruled. While a
new, impossibly-scaled accommodation was
being constructed at bankrupting expense,
Dakota refused to be anything less than the
President. She had commanded, and her
engineers had obeyed, constructing a throne
of truly ludicrous proportions. It was a perfect
replica of the Oval Office chair, scaled up to
the size of a stadium, its reinforced leather
groaning under her colossal weight.

From this seat of power, she spent her days
engaged in the only two acts of governance
that now mattered: consumption and
expansion. Flanked by Evelyn, who had
become a mountainous, pear-shaped
demigoddess in her own right, Dakota
presided over a non-stop feast.

The valley floor was a constant bustle of
activity, a logistical nightmare of supply
trains, cargo helicopters, and industrial
food pipelines all dedicated to fueling the
two giantesses. And then there were the
worshippers. By the countless thousands, they
came to offer themselves, to become one with
their god-queen, disappearing one by one
into the gaping maws of their leaders.
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That!sla/good little flock:JAll[aboard for;
Ithe/Paradise Within."
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3 (His voice cruchlmg over the comms ,.
at theﬂshy) "Skyguard One to Command, &
airspace Lﬁgcleur No unauthorized drone =~ Ao e
r.uctiuity Repeut uirspu:e is clear. Maintaining N

prol:ectiue perlmeter

The presidential chair was a monument to
Dakota's ego, a leather-bound skyscraper that
dwarfed the surrounding mountains. On either
side, two titanic flagpoles, each the height of
the Eiffel Tower, had been erected. From one,
the Stars and Stripes billowed, a sheet of fabric
vast enough to blanket a small town. From
the other hung the Presidential Seal, its eagle
staring out with defiant, golden eyes.

A dedicated squadron of military helicopters
circled them 24/7, their cameras broadcasting
the obscene spectacle to the nation. The feed
was a constant, hypnotic brainwashing tool.
It showed Dakota and Evelyn in their naked,
ever-expanding glory, their bodies swelling
with every meal. The propaganda had a
name for the ultimate sacrifice: 'The Paradise
Within.' It was an honor, a patriotic duty, to
be consumed.

Evelyn, her own ass and hips a range of
foothills spilling over the hills, plucked a
passenger train from a nearby track. She held
it to her lips like a peashooter, tilting it. A
stream of tiny figures poured past her tongue
and into her throat.

Dakota, watching her VP's snack, let out a
low, rumbling groan of anticipation. Her own
stomach gurgled, a seismic event that sent
tremors through the ground.
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1 (Over the comms, speaking to the
airship) "Sky-Larder, this is Skyguard
One. You m“e\ cleared for the drop.
Wind is negligible. Proceed to drop
coordinates ulphg-one. The President
is... awaiting yourielivery. Over."

A new shadow fell across the wvalley,
momentarily eclipsing the sun. Dakota
stopped her lazy burps and hiccups, her gaze
shifting upwards. Her pupils constricted, the
hunger striking her with physical force. A low
groan rumbled in her chest, and she licked her
lips, a massive, wet tongue swiping across her
(o[-

Descending from the clouds was a colossal
military airship, a zeppelin easily a mile long.
This was the main course. The airship was a
flying pantry, its entire cargo hold filled with
Dakota's absolute favorite treat: her loyal,
fanatical worshippers.

The President shifted in her seat, the
movement causing a minor earthquake. She
was entirely naked, her body a sprawling
mountain range of soft, tanned flesh. Her
belly, a grotesque, sagging continent of
fat, was crisscrossed with a roadmap of
silvery-white stretch marks, each one a
testament to her unending growth.

Her breasts were two monstrous, drooping
globes, so large that they rested heavily on
her swollen stomach. Her areolas were the size
of dinner plates, dark and puckered. From
the nipple of her left breast, a thick, creamy
stream of milk leaked, dribbling down the
curve of her belly in a slow, sticky rivulet.
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T Y NES | - - : el Dakota leaned her head back, her mouth
gaping open like a colossal, wet cavern. The
rain of bodies intensified, a steady, pouring
stream of human confetti. Many fell perfectly,
landing on her enormous, pink tongue and
sliding, screaming in ecstasy, into the darkness
of her throat.

Others weren't so lucky in their aim. A cascade
of them struck her massive, jutting chin,
tumbling down her neck. Dozens more landed
on the upper slopes of her breasts, their tiny,
naked forms struggling for purchase on the
slick, milk-covered skin. They slipped and slid,
many tumbling into the cavernous, sweaty
valley of her cleavage, becoming wedged
Y O\ a— between the two titanic globes of flesh.
$|ldQ,",d0Wl‘l her.r«tongue) "I'M |
INSIDE')GLORV'"J:&\ o GRS -' o A few missed entirely, splatting onto her
*” _r /i sagging belly or the leather arms of her throne.
4 . k. But the main torrent continued, a river of
| N o worshippers flowing directly into her gullet.
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The sheer volume of tinies pouring into her was
having an immediate, visible effect. Dakota’s
stomach, already a mountain of soft flesh,
began to swell. It started as a low rumble, a
deep gurgle that vibrated the air, and then the
expansion began.

Her belly pushed forward, the tanned skin
stretching taut, the silvery-white stretch marks
widening like cracks in a glacier. It was no
longer a slow, gradual gain; this was a surge, a
rapid, gluttonous inflation.

The worshippers raining from the sky now had
a new obstacle. Many who missed her mouth
tumbled down her chin, bounced off the upper
slopes of her breasts, and landed on the rapidly
expanding globe of her stomach.
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shouting to his pilot) "Back it up!
O Malleyyibackiit up NOW! Her
belly®gitis¥surging! Pull back!

Bull|back!s y
/

R/ “I . ——
. LNy —— /
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(B voice) tight with ’cllm_jm};g g N : ﬁ_\

2 (A low, shuddering groan of

- pure, unadulterated pleasure)
"HNNNNNGH... Yes... fuch, yes...

| fill..- n‘?‘el'l up'lill
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» R T | | - - . | . The lead surveillance helicopter, which had

o | ' | ‘ Wy been hovering directly in front of her face to

- ‘ ' capture the propaganda feed, was forced into

a rapid, undignified retreat. Its rotors strained

as the pilot threw the machine into reverse,

barely clearing the oncoming tidal wave of
presidential flesh.

Dakota's belly had truly ballooned, swelling
outwards and upwards, creating a vast, soft
shelf that now protruded far beyond her
breasts. It jiggled with a deep, liquid inertiaq,
the thousands of bodies sloshing within.

More tinies landed on the new expanse. Some
tried to run or crawl upwards, desperate to
reach her mouth, but were too slow. Others
simply lay back, weeping with joy, rubbing
their tiny bodies against her warm, stretching
skin, content to be on her at all. A small group
found themselves tumbling into the deep,
cavernous pit of her belly button, disappearing
into the dark, sweaty canyon.
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1 (Panting, his uo:rgghahy) ]esus Christ...
Command, be a&lﬂg:sed the President's

abdominal expansion is... exponentlal.,;-_
We gotta move to fa‘ I:wo-mlle;‘_perlmeter‘ |

I

for now. We can't get any closer.

— T e —
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v ,

\‘h

2 (K“wet, satisfied burp, a gale-force wind)
"BUUUUURRRRAAAP. Oh... excuse me... $o
much... room... need... more..."
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) L “'f | — — “ “ Her belly swelled again, a final, monumental

K surge that seemed to absorb the mass of
- the last thousand worshippers in a single,
= rippling expansion. It was a grotesque,
beautiful mountain of fat, soft and pliable,
= yet unmistakably full. It sagged under its
-  own immense weight, resting heavily on her
colossal thighs.

The airship above, its cargo bay now

half-empty, continued to pour its human

offering. The stream of bodies falling onto

her was now almost entirely obscured from
. the helicopter's view by the sheer, cliff-like
overhang of her stomach.
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o

~ 2 (Her voice a low, orgasmic moan as a
~ fresh wave of growth hits her) "Oh... fuck...
that's... that's different... Hhnnnngh... my

tits...”
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The relentless torrent of her followers was
being redirected. A deep, tingling, agonizingly
pleasurable surge flooded Dakota's chest.
Her breasts, already the size of big buildings,
began to swell.

The growth was immediate. The shkin
tightened, the blue veins beneath becoming
as thick as firechoses. They pushed outwards,
two monstrous globes of flesh inflating with
terrifying speed. Tinies who landed on them
were bounced off like rubber balls, while
others who fell between them were instantly
caught in the deepening, tightening valley of
her cleavage.

The giant leather chair beneath her let out
a deafening groan, a high-pitched shriek of
stressed metal and wood as her overall weight
and mass increased.
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4"Command... her... her entire upper
| [b exp ng. The chair... the

| mtegrlty of the chair is...
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Sl NS B S e 1 R N R R | I The growth in her breasts became a runaway
N p reaction. They ballooned outwards, becoming

so large they obscured her own view of her

belly. Each one was now the size of a municipal

stadium, round and impossibly full, drooping

under their own colossal weight.

The milk that had been leaking from her left
nipple now gushed forth in a thick, creamy
torrent, splashing onto the tinies still struggling
on her belly. The worshippers screamed in
ecstasy, bathing in the warm liquid, trying to
drink it.

The massive chair shrieked again, and a visible
crack appeared in one of the giant, reinforced
steel legs. Dakota was becoming too large, too
heavy for even this custom-built throne.
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2 (Screaming as he falls from the -

" airship) "LOOK AT THEM! SHE

~ cRows ;;p_hggjgpp_gsgs%ongs? -:E“'
FkoRl:."as':, g t!-"'- . P %4’: ﬂ}-
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‘ 3 (Covered inl h asti el (MR

i . A - ¥ — m-"‘l n 'y

. N;\ milk) "I am anointed!"1

-~ am blessed by her! Drink,
brothers! Drink her milk!"

1 (Lost in pure, sexual ecstasy, moaning as her tits
swell again) "AAAAAAH! FUCK, YES! BIGGER! |
want them... | want them to block out the sun!
MORE! GIVE ME... HNNNGH... MORE!"

4 (Evelyn, her voice thick with arousal)
“Oh, Madam President... you're... you're
magnificent...”
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| (Fgllmgxpast her. lips during
' the bu

burp, buff?rted by the f*orce)m
"l'm,rldmg @e wave' The wind

> \

The downpour of bodies was relentless, a living
stream of fuel. Dakota's head was tilted back,
her mouth a vast, receiving cavern. Suddenly,
her jaw stretched even wider. A deep, seismic
pressure was building within her, a gurgle that
came from the depths of her full, churning
stomach.

Her enormous pink tongue seemed to quiver
in her mouth, vibrating with the force of the
eruption that was coming. The tinies still
falling didn't even have time to react as the
blast hit them mid-air.
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"BUUUUUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRAAAMP'"

4 (A sétisfied, wet groan) "Hnngh...
better... so much better..."
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3 (Being nudged by her tongue from
' between her teeth) "She's... she's saving
me! The goddess herself is guiding me!
: -- / Thank you!”

2 (Bouncing off her uvula)GTAKEfE "4 L ’
ME IN! MY GODDESS$! IAKE ME!"%" .

e o
'Seee it's 5O
»

——

1 (Stuck to her tongue) "It
soft! And stichky!" -

The view from inside Dakota's mouth was a
chaotic, wet, pink world of ecstasy. The walls of
her cheeks were slick and pulsating. Her teeth
rose like a fence of ivory skyscrapers, dripping
with thick, ropy strands of saliva. The tinies
landed on the vast, muscular landscape of her
tongue, which was sticky, soft, and incredibly
warm.

Some fell into the deep gutters between her
tongue and teeth, getting momentarily stuck
in the pooling saliva. Others tumbled into
the dark, warm pocket under her tongue. A
few, in their chaotic fall, struck the dangling
bell of her uvula, bouncing off it like a fleshy
pendulum before dropping into the dark,
gaping hole of her esophagus.

Her tongue would then move, a gentle,
massive swell of muscle, nudging the "stuck"
tinies free from between her teeth, collecting
them, and pushing them all in a single, wet
wave over the back of her throat and into the
paradise within.
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__ virus's true work was visible in her lower
v - body. Her thighs were two obscene pillars of
| flesh, each one wider than a highway, spilling
i, out across the grass. They were monstrous,

o2 & SLLT ' powerful continents of soft, dimpled fat, so
thick that she could barely bring her knees
together.

;L‘i X e Next to Dakota's throne, Vice President
1 (A low, tﬁi’»ﬂty purr,as sheitilts'theltrair ) Evelyn Hayes sat directly on the valley floor.
/ car) "Thatﬁ"\ it... tumble Fin. “Mommy,s She lacked the President’'s custom chair, but
" hungiy|too! you know. M her own colossal form was a spectacle in its
= ¥ - §@EMM@ ger - own right. She sat with her legs splayed out,
ﬁ} ¥ }?‘ husky)kDonijtibe iThe a nearby military transport truck looking no
531\ ¥ X 4 ofiroom—Sfornow: D _. larger than one of her painted toenails.
;{ 4 While her belly was profoundly round, the
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She held a mangled passenger train in one
hand, which she had plucked from a nearby
track. She was idly shaking more of its
occupants into her waiting mouth.
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The two giantesses continued their feast,
a duet of gluttony that echoed across the
mountains. As Evelyn swallowed another
handful of tinies, a familiar, deep, pleasurable
ache spread through her lower body. Her ass,
her most prominent and rapidly expanding
feature, was growing again.

It was already an impossibly vast, sprawling
mountain range of flesh. It spread out behind
her for what seemed like an acre, a colossal,

double-sphered cushion that dwarfed even
" (c"""t'"g her monstrous thighs. It was a landscape of
a seismic euent) ' soft, white skin, marred by a constellation of

I'mielim trying; . =i
. President™ deep, silvery-white stretch marks.

growth: .lt's $O.ee wonderfully
intensers. The skin was dimpled and creased with deep

v folds and pockets of cellulite, a testament
" to the sheer, unrestrained speed of its daily
- growth. With every swallow, it seemed to
swell, pushing further out, claiming more of
the valley floor and sending tremors through
the earth.
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'I (Fulling'frnm the popped door) J
"$he broke it! For us! REJOICE!" ) 1

(N

N 2 (Her eyes rolling back in her
| ‘head as she swallows) "Mmmm...
yes... just... just pour right in...
GULDP. So... so good..."
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Evelyn held the train car in her thick left
hand. Her custom-made diamond rings were
digging painfully into her fat, sausage-like
fingers. As she tilted the car, another stream
of worshippers fell from the mangled doors.

Simultaneously, a surge of arousal and growth
shot through her. Her own massive breasts,
heavy and full, spasmed, and thick jets of milk
squirted from her nipples, splattering onto her
belly and the ground below.

Lost in the pleasure of the meal and the deep,
spreading warmth of her own expansion, her
grip tightened. With a surge of impatient
hunger, she squeezed, bending the metal train
car in her fist. The remaining doors popped
open with a sound like a soda can being
crushed, spilling the last of the passengers
directly into her waiting throat.
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The last of the train's occupants vanished down
Evelyn's throat, and a deep warmth spread
through her. But the parasite was not done.
The feast was just the fuel for the next phase.
The "hypnotic cadence” of Dakota's will, the
viral link that bound them, pulsed in Evelyn's
mind. It was a constant, purring whisper that
demanded more, demanded bigger.

A sympathetic surge of growth, triggered
by the massive meal, flooded her torso. Her
belly, which had always been secondary to
her massive hips, began to swell. It pushed
forward, a soft, rounded mound of flesh
that quickly became a taut, stretch-marked
sphere. Her breasts tingled, then ached, as
they too began to inflate, swelling with new
fat and milk.
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This entire obscene spectacle was, as always,
being broadcast live, 24/7. Across the planet,
billions watched in a state of traumatized
paralysis. In Beijing, Moscow, and Brussels,
emergency summits were held, but they were
meaningless. The United States had gone dark,
isolating itself completely.

The broadcasts were the only signal out, a
display of power. Diplomats were horrified.
Generals were impotent. What missile, what
army, could possibly stop two creatures who
saw a passenger train as an appetizer and
whose very growth was limitless? The world
could only watch as the heart of Western
democracy consumed itself, and then its
people.
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2 (Booming from her throne, =\ .. ﬁ T | - | a1l(Gasping as her breasts swell, milk streaming

her voice a proud, possessive = S | e 2 down" her new belly) "HNNNNGH! FUCK...

rumble) "That's it, Ev! That's L N ‘ theyire... they're getting so heavy... just like...

my good girl! Show them | just]like yours..."

how big their VP can get! |

Show them your devotion!” . 3 (Weeping with ecstatic pleasure)
B "Yes, Mommy... anything... anything

to please you... make me huge...!”
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The principled, terrified woman who had
once argued CBO reports was gone. She was
a hollowed-out vessel, a willing pig at the
trough, her mind completely rewritten by the
virus and her devotion to Dakota. The old
Evelyn was buried under layers of fat, milk,
and greed.

B

Her belly was now a soft, protruding drum,
sagging heavily onto her colossal thighs. Her
breasts were two full, aching globes, leaking
warm milk onto the new, silvery stretch marks
that decorated her stomach. She was no longer
Evelyn Hayes, the professional. She was just
Ev, Dakota's loyal, pear-shaped demigoddess,
and she had never felt more complete.

A "‘E"@(
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The fuel from the train, having flooded her
torso, now settled. The parasite's programming
took over, directing the new mass with brutal,
efficient focus. The growth, like a tidal wave,
plunged downwards, redirecting into the
colossal, sprawling mass of her lower body. This
was her purpose. This was her design.

The deep, agonizingly pleasurable stretch
began in her hips, a feeling of her very bones
being forced wider. Unseen behind her, parked
a few yards away, a standard six-wheel
military transport truck, oblivious to the soft,
slow-motion avalanche bearing down on it.
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1[(AYsharp? .g,ggp asfshelgrabs]herfown
massiveithighs) R HNNNNNGHOhZ. oh, fuck...
therelitisssJthereisithe; good'part...”

'3 Panting, her eyes screwed shut, | '
her voice a desperate prayer) "Yes, h S =

Mommy... gettin?... $Qeee Wid?.--- for f 2 o#ming from!herldistant{throne, her voice full of encouragement)
you... hnnnngh... just for you... A :"fg_\el that,|Ev2iThat siyourjreward. Get wider. Get heavier. $how them
" how much _.youc"the.them how big we can get!"
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Her ass began to swell, pushing backwards
across the grass. The twin globes of flesh,
already the size of small houses, inflated
with a steady, relentless pressure. The soft,
dimpled skin, a landscape of stretch marks
and cellulite, made contact with the truck's
front grill.

At first, there was just a soft thud. Then, with a
horrific, high-pitched shriek of tortured metal,
the truck's chassis began to bend to the left.
The bumper folded inwards, and the hood
buckled as the relentless, soft-looking flesh
continued its passive, unstoppable expansion.
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Egéi C ) moan, completely oblivious to the
destruction)lgOh GOD, the stretch... it's... it's

tight“t HNNNGH::- myu: my ‘hi“": it feelin-
feelsTsolgood x

(The sound of the cab groaning and glass
shattering is heard, followed by the loud, percussive
*POP-POP-BANG!** of the truck's tires exploding

under the immense, growing pressure.)
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The truck stood no chance. The runaway
growth of Evelyn's ass was a slow-motion
avalanche of pure fat. The cab flattened, the
wheels were pushed clean off their axles, and
the entire metal frame was folded, crumpled,
and then unceremoniously buried.

Within seconds, the truck was gone. It was a
non-entity, a small, hard lump lost forever
beneath the new, sprawling, quivering
acreage of the Vice President's ever-expanding
posterior. She was now several feet taller, and
her ass had claimed another twenty square
yards of the valley floor.
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The last of the 100,000 worshippers batch
o slid down Dakota's gullet. The airship, now a
%m‘ﬂ‘eﬂ S ..m hollowed~-out shell, began its slow, ponderous
nnnghedd GIG}}m s'hard... to ascent. Dakota ran her tongue over her teeth,
mm[ﬁm& a massive, wet muscle sweeping her ivories

i

hifti t h clean of any stray, sticky patriots, nudging
'::.:z *,;u.':z,:-:....,:::':tz B it iats her throat.

uny... cmy more trqlnf.?" gt

She let out a low, sated groan. 100,000. The
number was absurd. She was, for a moment,
genuinely surprised. She'd toyed with the idea
that the parasite was emitting some kind of
hypnotic field, compelling them. But her own
titanic ego crushed the thought. No. It wasn't a
trick. They were just that devoted. They loved
her. They loved her fat, her power, her hunger.
It was only natural that they'd want to be a
part of it.

Not far away, Evelyn, her own feast finished,
began the monumental task of standing. It
was a true effort. She groaned, pushing her
thick-fingered hands into the dirt, her colossal,
cankled feet straining to find purchase. As
she heaved her mountainous ass off the
ground, a forgotten, empty supply truck
was unceremoniously crushed flat beneath
one spreading buttock. $She got to her knees,
flattening a grove of pine trees, and then,
with a final, shuddering grunt, pushed herself
upright, her feet sinking two yards into the soft
earth. She immediately scanned the horizon.
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Dakota let her head loll back, her belly a vast,
churning, tinies-filled mountain. The pressure
that had been building from within erupted.
It wasn't just a burp; it was a volcanic event.
A hot gale roared from her lungs and blasted
across the valley, flattening trees for miles.

The release of pressure, combined with the
sheer, orgasmic pleasure of her fullness,
triggered a new reaction. Her breasts,
already aching and rock-hard, spasmed.
Thick, creamy ropes of milk exploded from
her dinner-plate-sized nipples, spraying in
high~-velocity jets, drenching her own belly and
the ground below in a sticky, sweet-smelling
flood.

The tinies in her belly could be heard, chanting
the same things on repeat, worshipping her
from within.
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Dakota, panting and slick with her own milk,
turned her colossal head. The movement was
slow, like a statue turning. She focused on
Evelyn, who was now standing, her lower body
a sprawling monument of fat. The airship
was already speeding back to Chile for its
next cargo of prisoners, as agreed upon with
President Hernando.

NGERCHD @ lo,\ldominunt, appreciative
rumble) "Hnnni{Look at you, Ev... just... look at
that ass. Youlgot/so... fucking... wide. You're a
_good, fat girl. 1‘ v

Ty
o

7 B e
N

3§he rubs her own taut, gurgling
gut) "Mmm... fuck, I'm... I feel like
} t’:’d‘_{gld go for some more."

28 (Blushing’@ipanting, her wvoice
thick]withEarousal)kaTh-thank you,

goddessi*iMadam]President."

13:‘_.
4] (HerJeyeslgolwide) y '
cOhNgodeaameltoo
0 S oo W |
I iRfecillike we / 3 j
soff much =
more'x
St
L
Y
/)
r";:.
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,_ & With a groan of stressed leather and torture
?@%{) voicella whine) _ 1T hissthisfvalleylisfempty WAl ¥ steel, Dakota pushed herself up from her
m&m@mmm theselgantsiegthey'refjust-ggone: throne. The two giantesses now stood
said thefshipfwonitlbelbacklfor&=3for, | ItlifbeYakwhile)before theyfcome side-by-side, two naked mountains of flesh,
hours:= a1y 1[dontiknowlifiifcan R | - i their greed as vast as their forms. They began

thatllong:-x 3 " — to walk, slowly, their movements causing the
¥ (HerXeyesfwidenjher” mouth . f inR®™ | thinkit's ti ¥ very ground to liquefy.

open'galistring of saliva ) - .
dripping) “Oh... fuck... - » : i : =2 Each step was a seismic event, their feet

Watlington? You... T D . ¥ ; leaving behind yawning, crater-like footprints.
e INSiRtRem? All 700,000 of o - ] Their asses, two sprawling continents of fat,
oo N jiggled with a catastrophic, tidal-wave-like

P | it motion, while their bellies swayed, sloshing

fathungry/goddassyUet sMIctslgo with the bodies inside. The earth split and
getborders[m cracked under their combined, ever-growing

b ra sojtheres i
ﬁ::;uﬁm{} EIiJ 7007000 weight.

ants.”
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o

B ™

e

4aWelreJgoingftofhave¥solmanyJof;
{Itgm untillwelcanjtifuckingimove’ Ev.
wmmmmmm
to ébmmmm

\:I
& P

2 (A tinny, terrified lvoicelechoing[up™

through the speaker) =V-Yes, Madam'

President! Of course!/Follow:.: {tf[bm
our vector! Due... dueTeast,

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

They were black holes of ego and appetite,
their hunger a force of nature that could never
be sated. Evelyn, her vast, dimpled hand
dwarfing Dakota's, reached out and laced her
fingers with her President's. She was a loyal,
massive pet, ready to follow her master to the
ends of the earth for another meal.

They took another step, a simultaneous,
earth-shattering THUD. Miles behind them,
the colossal, deep-set flagpole bearing the
Presidential Seal shricked as its concrete
foundation, destabilized by the tremors,
finally cracked. The pole tilted, groaning,
beginning its long, slow fall.
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. —

o BRI . R &Y | pe— = Meanwhile. In a fortified bunker, Secretary of
3 (fiuddenly sggia_?s: 1::|r1;:»tt;m:l‘..t Il:t’n' vmcg . e 2 USir, it it was... like... flesh..._everywhere. State Dwight 'D)' Lance stood, his face a mask
. al furious'boom ‘that rattles the room ! . = Nurse Goldstein... she ‘was just... puffed up. | . . -

~ "WHAT! DO YOU' MEAN, THEY'RE __ T — e And &6}poml Davissghe...| heswas meme——— of exhaustion, talking to two soldiers. One,

. " '--'ﬂ'!"'.'-

LY

.~ 'HEADINGTO WASHINGTON™!" Corporal Davis, was not in the room, but on a
h‘ 5\ .."‘\t.\.. r

Just; his... his clothes.:2 in a-'ina

table, contained within a climate-controlled
terrarium, now standing barely three inches
tall. The other, Private Peterson, was pale
and visibly shaking, recounting the story for

the tenth time.

In the background, a new, dominant presence
. | - R | | R T oy o ~ filled the room. Agent Megan Donovan,

‘ 41 . P P s - though drained of her astronomical size by
o i S L) L ~ Scarlett, was still a titan. She stood well over

I . Al o NG RL e twelve feet tall, a giantess of solid, powerful

again, Peterson: S e NS o T muscle and thick, burgeoning curves. She was
mgi’”_] 1ent F/ - g S . === . - squeezed into a pair of camouflage pants that
Eﬁ:;qctl what/youlsaw.y’ T TN W O BN N AR . e - were straining to contain her. Her ass, still
| K| 1\ T Gl o N TR - IR . "absolutely gigantic,” had already ripped the

= backh seams wide open, the straining fabric

and the exposed, dimpled, tanned flesh of her
cheeks creating an entirely new, unintentional
camouflage pattern. She had her back to
them, a comically tiny radio pressed to her
eqri
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ﬂﬂ e doesn't even flinch at Megan's roar, just

sempoints“al finger at Peterson) "Peterson, 1 want
W your fireteam to secure this entire
e ing. - Nobody in or out without my personal
- m&"uthorlzatlon. | want it all locked down. This
/thole incident is now classified above top secret.
You will not speak of what you saw, not to your
— Canottto your priest, not to your wife. Do you

“4 A understand me?"

3 "Go. Now."
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; . 1 (Ignoring Dwight, rm:{mg into théé’l ny

T

"What the FUCK do you mean,  you'r 're’ gwmg /
{ ,r a’?b“eé-’

AT LY ,;:f

ngf '

them a uector"" You're supposed

‘ - surveilling them,mot... not gwmg th m f?lt)él?l

‘ directions!”

\

3| "She's not the _‘f'uchmg PRESIDENT
anymore, you moron' She's a goddamn, o
WMD and you 'te” leading her to. the

AL, 7

v |9

‘radio
s viems

l_ held between hel/ thumb andyforefrnger)

o (3%

......

..........
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2 (Over the radio, a tinny, terrified voice) "Ma'am,
you don't understand! The President... she ordered
us! She... she said she'd... she'd pluck us out of the shy
if we didn't..."

41..~(In the lbachground to the other soldler) "eecand
Iu%down allfcomms from this wing. | want a
full wmformatlon blackout. Nobody... and | mean
nobody... posts about this..."

\ N
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We R 2N
\ B *,.,,,.._.-."__ \

3 (Defensive, cracking) "Ma'am, we... we
; had no choice! It was... it was either 'guide’
her, or she... she was gonna BRING U$
DOWN. This was... it was the only way to...
to let you know. It was... a curious decision,
ma'am, but it was all we had!”
)_ 2 (Her voice lowering, calmer but filled with
dread) "...Listen to me. Sergeant... just...
listen. Do you realize what you've done? That
entire city... millions of people... it's not a city
anymore{,\ye'rem Jesus... we're going to be
the laughing stock of the world."

Jrf“’f._.:.j.qnd I want every scrap of intel
on the hitman. | want to know how
he got in, who he worked for,{fand

oW o greenlit him. The president has
inr’nug@ts. Find them. Now."




THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAM PRESIDENT V - © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

. 1(Her uolce dropping to r} Iow, cold whlsper of pure
\ rage) 'i'Cur:mg"’ You ]Ji:hmh/thls is fucking...' curlous'? Y

g

_You.Zyou spineless; pathel:lc... That's a buffetfvml just, |

- fuchmg ordgl’e?llhrgeant. Vouwlmt féf[oémp elght

!‘

2"l of this... all o '-i"'ff“ _
/ hands: \}&'u'i-?'ear ' ?

I get OH my fuchmg radlo. OVER AND OUTz-r

UGN TR S B f
R, e Y LY ;"\. .?.' AN ]
SRR ey g R R LR
b o LA L LAR W e s o X ® WYy 1]
8 A Yy KL A AV T MR - .
A Yy \.-\1 i R =" | |
R TR LR g ot L AT
K i yu \.‘ \ N\\.k;\_- 'Y ALl 0 . :
AR
RN 0 U WL OO A A 1
A ¥ L5 N

T E o i SRR
LR ' y N LR
s _‘?I’I i
\.:\-‘I 4
R\,
j.]
-.1;'. .I. .
SN I‘ . -
':““r\ . P
-'Jl '.-'.-- "“. =
N
Ly '}i‘.-‘.
APy - e x,

The nation's military, its last line of defense,
was utterly broken. It had fractured into
three distinct, warring pieces. There were the
'Loyalists,' those who, through fear, awe, or
perhaps the parasite's own subtle influence,
still followed President Redwood's orders.
There was the terrified, disorganized majority,
frozen in place, just trying to avoid getting
on her bad side. And then there was this tiny,
bunker-dwelling resistance, led by a disgraced
politician and a half-shrunken alien-hybrid.
The chain of command was not just broken; it
had been devoured.
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.
1 (Her voice a low rumble) "We
have a problem, Dwnght."

leght’ The...

airship. Wh
a rs IP’M/ y

W0 are'they just...
5/ her? It's... lt'sl'not normalg

:.:y (Slgl'nng, EE'_'-] turnlg

‘ ureu;d’) "Don't sav ,t. / ., :{ﬁ
“°'d$, SIWIy) "CG 'te-- y : ._:;_'{ /

I'mfsurp rised. She...

'''''''
''''''''''''
| | f

6 (His che etched with fatlgue) “I don't
fuchlng know. Mass hysl:ene iome... ‘some
hind of psychic influence from”‘ll:*ﬁehuirus.
The Iub tests on thqt first semple we » took
of her... the one from the plqne. il:... it's
like the old onm it's not. She's... she's
exhibiting an intelligence, e... @ stmtegy...
that Pami und Barbare... they never had.
‘This one... thls one is smarl:. . And |I:'s... it's
persuaswe. ) aa

The two soldiers Dwight had been speaking to,
Peterson and the black-suited agent, walked
quickly away. Megan clicked the radio off, the
tiny piece of plastic creaking in her grip. She
stood behind Dwight, her massive, muscular
form casting him in shadow. He looked
impossibly small.
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1 "We have to use Scarlett. Now. Washington...
fuck, Washington is already gone. It's a write-off.
But we... she... can stop them from turning this
into a cross-country fucking tour."

dy walking away from her, not
vy, Megan. We don't know what
- ‘fitem will do to them. We don't

,, He stops, looking up at her from the side,

™ |1I$ eyebrows raised, his face a picture of pure,
truglc exhqustlon) "Go. Check on your new
weapon. Report her status. l... | have to go lie
to the nation. | have to go on TV and... and find
a way to let the world know Washington will
be w:ped off by the end of the day. So please,
cut me some fucking slack.”
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1 (Her handstilllhuge, looks
small asGheRtapsEthe vast

expanse of taut;
voice echoes, shou

whitelskin. Her
ting up at the

unseen face.) "Hey. Scarlett?

You... uh... you okay up there?

It's Megan.”

£ e
ey

SRR

BT =
.....
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2 (Her voice is a low, muffled
rumble, vibrating' the very
air)  "Hnnnngh...  just...
fucking... peachy. Coul}i:e‘g.
had better days... 'm... I'miso’
it:hy-u“ w y/d /s .';

;‘ﬁ 2 /7 }/// J

o A

The military warehouse was vast, but it felt
small. In the center, sitting naked on the
concrete floor was Nurse Scarlett Goldstein.
She was... impossibly big. She was a whale, a
mountain, a true goddess of softness. She was
easily bigger than five elephants combined.

Her belly was a catastrophic, sprawling,
sagging mountain of pale, stretch-marked
flesh. It cascaded down her front, completely
obscuring her legs, her fupa, and even her
own enormous, milk-heavy tits. Her face was
invisible, hidden behind the vast, soft cliff of
her own stomach. Two soldiers stood guard
with rifles, looking like ants before a god.
Megan approached, the floor shaking under
her own, not-inconsiderable weight, and
reached out.
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Megan leaned in, her ear close to the wall of

1 "L... hnnnngh... | heard you. On the... radio. flesh, to hear the low, vibrating words.
Washington. $o0... what the... what the fuck are

you waiting for? I'm... hnnngh... I'm starving.

Feed me. Feed me now. Point me at them. l... |

can feel it, Megan... I'm... I'm empty... but | can...

drain them. I can grow. l... | need to."

3 "Hnnn... bullshit. l... | drained
you, didn't I? And... you... were
: \ infecmdnm" |

2 "It's not that simple,
Scarlett. We don't know
what happens when your...
ability... interacts with
their strain.”

4 "Not with thls’..Whal: Dakota has... it's
different. It's smarter. And what you have...
that purple chemical shit... is something else
entirely. What happens when they mix? Do
you both expand? Do you supercharge her?

o We don't fucking know, $carlett! And I can't
risk it."
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1 "Hnnnngh... this... fucking... mask...
It's... it's hot. | can't... breathe...
s:;fucking itchy... and... and I'm... I'm
e h“ngry, Megﬂn..."

samples... they should s
be back tomorrow.

\

o 'l
.........

There was a new addition to Scarlett's
"wardrobe.” Strapped around her unseen
head, with massive, thick bands, was a maskh.
It was a mandatory precaution. The lab had
confirmed that her power was, in fact, in her
saliva. A single droplet, a sneeze, a stray bit
of spittle from talking, could shrink anyone in
the room and add their mass to her, triggering
another runaway growth spurt. She was a
living, breathing, biological size~thief.
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4 " . Scarlett shifted, a monumental, slow-motion
1 .:'““Engh""t :!'e"‘:r;he :l':t“;"“':a H: “ quake of flesh. The warchouse groaned. Her
g ;:u:f_'_" blosd M=ot I'_f;'n;;_: ass, pressed against a wall of military supply
God knows what... \:’hﬂt the fuck... she containers behind hel', was il-l’t as vast as
wanted... with your blood..." her belly. She was a being of pure, obscene
depth, a sprawling, immobile sphere of fat.
8 AU i | ; Her depth was easily greater than her height.
e o RS == She was a living, breathing mountain range,
e | W 1 idly rubbing the only part of herself she could
reach: the vast, warm, flabby sides of her
stomach.

TR TV
- -f-*' e
L -

2 (Her face hardens) "See? That. That's what I'm
afraid of. Is it her? Is it Dakota, the politician,
wanting a new weapon? Or is it the parasite? A
parcmte that's smart enough to send assassing...

'silwhy| we can't just... throw you at her. We
G]E]j{} know what game we're playing.”

< ;
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2 "Hnnnnnngh... Megan... wait...ql;

m... I'm so fucking hungry.

Just... just one burger. A... a cowyPlease... I'm... aching..."

Al '

. \ [ 4 ’;

" . -.n{ I -.--'\.' f : i

4 ‘ | '}{.ﬂ ]{f;‘y I r' ’ [

il b L Ry USSR ke &t 1 - i < SR
Al 1&#.- 81 4 U R M

v

4 "Hnnn. Fuck

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

L L L you... Go to...

hnnngh... sleep.”

_,.-'#

-y

"r‘_'| 'l

A
‘.e,..:z'sm ?

(She,-f.‘slaps the mountain of belly softly, the

\ THWAP-T HWADP sound echoing in the warehouse)
'If'ooh... I'm beat. I'm... I'm still not used to... this."”
(She‘gestures to her own, still-gigantic 12-foot

body) ‘This... shrunken... size. Thanks for that, by

‘thétggy. I'm gonna go... sleep. Or try to."

3 "Not gonna happen, big girl.
Remember how you starved me?
'Calibrating the system.' Payback's a
bitch. How the tables have turned, huh?”

3 #
7 7 (Whhpering to the nther) "I‘his i*
gonna be a a Iung night..." | i,
i

- ,@iﬁ\ﬁ‘“
A

LY

1

- L ]
-,
. i




THE HUNGER VIRUS: NMADAMN PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025
h ‘ . . - . ;-, : ‘ll“';rl'l::‘.‘hl ; " ? fl"" -
- ' [ . ¥ 3 . T‘:‘\": " 1: }._ e . - r
. . . "y A Ha o Ty . ‘th‘l'. 1'!:‘v L % ‘_: . Y
DR AP 333’5‘:“ L

A "*. ol

iir

R A i -*l (Slghs; imohe-fllled) Fuch 'my life.
. ML Y e -“'h. ‘\]’:’ht l-;' 1",,: LY, = 3

Rt We re... we're rymg to‘*sto%}wo... thmgs... from eatmg the goddamn

W . A : LN _‘-"_:‘L': nﬂ\, |
R *{ X mcountr y. A %unbest bel: iSeee anotherf;:‘ thmg...aglant Ieahy, horny
R v, .' _-."i} ;“5.". :l,r‘.x % ig = . M *f“"mh‘ = ( ]
WA e _nurse 'who got‘ithat; way by...*byrsnee_zl_ng on"lmg_. Tl'gls... this lsn ta
“‘ B l[tary'oberatlon.aThls*ls a&ﬂq;f ?!n’g“.,a Cll'ﬁ!-li- e 4 5 it |
A e i '-'H -‘. b & u ‘EF‘.I':}. l "l%ﬁ;}l:liﬁ‘ hél\_, ) s

!
T T }ﬁ ”’ki* ' -"1.1 l“ .:'. *H |
: %ﬁ&ck CA b!‘fa- i"ﬁﬂ' ‘ \'1. h‘f! : 2 ‘41 W f
- wt ZmAnd& lwught... nDl Lunce'" Jesus. That fuckin! .. |
= x'e-‘?‘f‘fj n weclsel..l“%lsilthe* one“* ullmg the shots. The... the whole |F 7~

S ééiﬁégp#ﬁ:lé‘ﬁt.;‘ “I!ﬁ a 12-foot-tall topless ugent'j a
“' wf""*“*‘threélmch-tullcorporcll and a...agoddamn political.’.”

@ ,,,w N ghoul. We're... we're so fucked. We're $0, 50 fuched. . T«‘?i_

‘-H 1.-"I' <Al Th Jr" L .“' : "“ .c:"".'.t-

P A

It had been a long, fucked-up day. Megan's
allocated "bunker" was a concrete box, a
converted storage room that was comically,
insultingly small. The "bed"” was a steel-frame
cot that didn't even reach her knees; she was
half-sitting, half-leaning against the wall, her
massive frame taking up most of the room.
The tiny mattress groaned under her weight.

She was wearing the same ripped, strained
camouflage pants. That was it. Her upper
body was bare, her heavy, muscled breasts
perked, her nipples hard in the cool, damp air.
She'd found a pack of cigarettes in a looted
office. She held the tiny white stick between
her thumb and forefinger, took a long, deep
drag, and let the smoke pour from her lips.
She watched it hang in the air for a second
before sniffing it all back up through her nose.
A small, simple, human pleasure in a world of
monsters.
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11,3 2

v

A sharp, metallic sound cut through her
thoughts, startling her. Someone was knocking
on the heavy steel door of her bunker.

B : i =

e
| - ‘ _ -y
| 1KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK
. v N % =
* tii | " | h e i‘

I| \ 3 b i I’

e

5" @Dﬁ&ﬂm jreah,

‘4

j.)"\')‘ §
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The door hissed open, and Dwight Lance

e AN 2 S stepped inside, framed in the hallway light.
' \ o v - ‘ B He looked small, tired, and deeply out of
Y / 2 (She takes another drag, not M 3 W, place. It was just after one in the morning. He
. | bothering to cover herself) "Not | was alone.

at all. Just... decompressing.
Having a smoke. Want one?"

\

-
ot
.'b.x

1 "Hey. Uh... did l... did | come at
a bad time?"

i’ f

g

:Ei"!‘:k

e —___ 3 (He eyes the cigarette, then her)
D Lio— "Yeah, sure. Fuck it. I'd... I'd Rill for
B 1 a smoke break right now."

ol II
;
p
¢
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.? )

Dwight walked further into the room, and the
sheer, absurd scale of the new world hit him
all over again. Megan was a goddess. A tired,
pissed-off, half-naked goddess crammed into
a broom closet. She dwarfed everything. The
cot was screaming under her weight, her bare
feet, liberated from her boots, were massive.
She wiggled her toes, each one the size of his
fist. She gestured with her left hand to the
tiny sliver of cot next to her hip. Her other
hand held the cigarette, which was already
half-gone, her thick fingers pinching the paper
well below the filter, which her digits were too
large to hold properly.

M /, |
1 (Her voice a low, smoky rumble) “Parh |l:.~ o

-

_ There's... some... room. If you don't mm w‘*
B, the squeeze. C'mon, | don't b.te_ Hardr“ Wi

L

-~
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L T

— e %2§($h snorts; a;puff of smoke) "You're
S just figuring'that out?/l..:: {gon't think |

A\ ever read about this ,chapter‘l in.., m the
fucking Bible. 'And lo, the President did

eat the fuchm"‘sreiiate. Dld I ls's'thgt

N »
®

3

. 5 (After a long}quiet drag) "Vou... £ 48k
‘ you|lose anyone R
during all thu"“ - M e o |

1 "This... I:hls ise.. fuck. The world'
to shit. Really; truly... just... fuched"' ﬁ. b

"Don't fuckin! know. Not rellglous." \

uh...

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

‘-.
%

s "Veah..

Good cull:g

l"'l-

xgone":* \

. -

close' to you, b A

"‘Vea Right. Sure.?

He sat. It was like sitting next to a warm
statue. They both smoked, the silence heavy.
Megan stared, zoned out, at the far wall.
Dwight stared at the concrete floor.
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1 "Hey. Mind... scratching my
foot? This fuckin' thing is itching
like crazy. These goddamn
boots... I've been in them for...
fuch, | don't know." .

polltlclan.

y
.
_,0
y
f
g fo_
e

Mahe;yourself useful.

N © GTSX-3D NOVETIBER 2025
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r}w&f\ .,l i ‘l w; A VN KIA P
4 "Right... there. q?OI.I 3 ;,. ?e |
blind?  God. Juste.. ;_%"

scratch.” iy

! f f.'

-

o -
3/(He looks from her foot to her
fuce,p surprised, a faint blush
"
s creeping up his nech) Uh...
AATTRRAGE SR ' "
RSN V
MY U

\.\
=

The air was thick with smoke and unspoken
tension. Megan, a mischievous, predatory
glint in her eye, slowly moved her left foot. She
nudged his leg with her big toe, then planted
her massive, bare foot on the floor right in
front of him, sole up.
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His hand was shaking slightly. He reached out

2 (She leans her head back, a low, 6 "You heard me. You. Me. Fucking. The world's and put his fingers on her sole. It was warm,
satisfied moan) "Mmm... yeah... fuck, | ending, | haven't been railed in... fuck, years... soft, and ridiculously huge. He started to
that's... oh, yeah. That's the spot. Keep... and you're here, in my bunker, at 1:30 in the scratch, timidly at first. His face was flushed,
keep doing that. Shit... who knew? ‘ morning, with a raging hard-on. $0... I'm and as he continued, a very obvious, very hard
Secretary of State... and a professional connecting the dots. Am liwrong? ‘Cause if I'm bulge began to press against the fabric of his
foot-scratcher. What a fuckin' resume.” wrong, you should... probabl‘;"f‘get out , 50 l can pants.

fuck myself and get some sleep.™.

I

1 (His voice is alittle high, a little shaky)
"Like... like this? Here?"

3 (Stammering, his eyes locked on her
| foot, but his mind... elsewhere) “I... uh...
/ ] just... mm‘*to please, | guess, Agent..."

'5 (He freezes. His hand stops
- moving. He just... stares.)
"ees What?"
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R gh . | '- LN &l There was no hesitation. Before Dwight could
even stammer out a yes, Megan moved with
terrifying speed. Her massive hand clamped
around his torso, lifting him like a ragdoll.
$he spun him and slammed him onto the cold
concrete floor, the breath leaving his lungs in
a wheeze.

S$he was on him instantly. $She rose to her knees,
her thighs two colossal pillars flanking his
body, her ass a sprawling, caked-up landscape
of muscle and fat that eclipsed the ceiling
light. With a grunt of effort, she ripped his
shirt open, buttons popping like gunfire, and
yanked his pants down past his ankles, leaving
him shivering in just his socks. $She shed the last
of her own rags, tossing the camo pants aside.

She lowered herself over him, her arms shaking
as she planted her hands on either side of
his head, locking her elbows to support the
thousands of pounds of genetically enhanced
muscle and curve that hung above him. If
she let go, she would flatten him into a paste.
Instead, she hovered, a sweaty, naked canopy
of flesh.

o

2 (Gasping, staring up at i:he
mountain of woman above"hlm):

"Jesus... Megan... you're....youire
so fucking heavy..." &

1 (Pcmtmg . her face inches from  his, eyes
| . answered that for you... didn't
R, [EE}}GB vou-n vou llttleur- fI.IChII'I' 0

“Shut up... shut the fuck up... I'@otfyou...
I'm gONNU... I'm gonna drain you%':‘.. right
fucking now."
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2 (Straining against her grip, his
hips bucking involuntarily) "Yeah...
fuck... yes... do it... pin me... you big
bitch... pin me down..."

1. (Hervoice ajlow; guttural growl against
his lips) "Feel that? Feel how.:SIfucking...
small you are? I could... I could 'snap'you
like a twig, Dwight." R

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

3 "That's it... beg for it...
you like feeling helpless...
don't you? You like having
d... a giantess... on top of
YOU.eo'

The dynamic was absolute. $She was the
goddess; he was the offering. Megan shifted
one of her supporting arms, grabbing his right
wrist with her left hand. $he pinned it to the
concrete. Her hand engulfed his completely,
her palm swallowing his palm, her thick fingers
wrapping around his forearm like shackles.
The size difference was comical, terrifying, and
incredibly erotic.

She lowered her chest further. The tips of her
massive, heavy breasts brushed against his
bare chest, her hard nipples dragging hot
lines of friction across his skin. He could feel
the immense heat radiating from her, the
sheer biological furnace of her metabolism
burning above him. $She breathed heavy, hot
gusts of air directly into his mouth, consuming
his oxygen.
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Dwight was harder than he had ever been
in his life. He was fully bricked up, his cock
standing at attention, throbbing painfully in
the cool air. But the relief was hovering just
inches away. Directly above his hips, Megan's
crotch was a source of intense, radiating heat.

2 (Grinding her hips in the air, teasing him) "You
want inside? You want to get lost in there? It's...
it's so wet, Dwight... I'm dripping... I'm fucking
dripping all over your little cock."

She was unshaved, a thick, dark patch of hair
that smelled of pheromones. He could see
the pink, glistening slit peeking through the
bush, hovering like a wet, hungry eye. The
heat coming off her pussy was palpable, like
an open oven door, promising a tight, wet,
overwhelming grip.

L

i B

L& - v B g i ==
{ ’ i 3 1[
_ -~
"I ' i o f*— M ¥ !',‘ Y
o - 4 i

s ' i -;L ol x' f o

- 1 (Looking/down his own chestatj, i;;éﬁ-.f’%fﬁf et
the lo'gﬁi sexJabove him) N | wx"?’é o
god... Megan... 'it!s]'s0... it'siright
there... | can feel the heat... fuck:...
drop it... just dropliti..>
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voice cracking, raw and

/ = = :demandmg)\\-‘.iwant you to fuck me so

hard, legh

2 "l will... fuck... I'll gwe you
everythmg... just... just dout'“

l"’want you to... burry

3 "Don't 'hold*ach... I need it... |
need to I'-eel somethmg... mmle MECece

© GTSX-3D NOVEMNBER 2025

\

She held the position, her arms trembling
slightly from the strain of holding up her own
titanic weight. Sweat beaded on her forehead
and dripped down onto his face. She looked
down at him, her eyes dark with lust and a
desperate need for release. The friction, the
size, the taboo of it all—it was driving them
both to the edge of madness. She shifted her
hips, aligning herself perfectly, the tip of his
cock brushing against her wet, swollen lips.
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1 (Screaming, her voice cracking)
"AAAAAH! FUCK! YES! JUST LIKE
THAT! POUND IT! POUND

B

IT'"

oL\

i R ..‘"\
LY

2 (Gasping, slobbering slightly) "Oh
god... don't stop... fuck me... fuck me
harder! HNNNNGH!"

3 (Grunting with effort) "I'm
trying... Jesus, Megan... you're
so tight... for a big woman..."

Megan flipped onto her back, the floor
screaming in protest as her massive frame
settled. She brought her right arm up, her
forearm and hand grappling with the sheer
mass of her own breasts. As gravity took hold,
the heavy, soft flesh cascaded backwards,
threatening to smother her own face. She
squeezed them, her fingers digging into the
tanned dough, her nipples hard and dark
against her skin.

Her head thrashed from side to side, her eyes
rolling back into her skull until only the whites
showed. Her eyebrows were arched high in the
center, a mask of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.
The bunker filled with her screams, a primal
release of tension that had been building for
months.
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Dwight was fully committed, buried to the

hilt inside her. But the logistics were a battle.
She wasn't a normal-sized person; she was
a landscape. Even on his knees between her
spread thighs, he wasn't high enough. He
had to strain, pushing up onto his tiptoes, his
calves burning as he leveraged every inch of
height he had to reach her wet, heat-radiating
center.

1 (Panting, sweat dripping from
his nose) "Fuck... | can't... | can

'@ barely reﬁ... but it feels...
mcredlble... P

He clung to her like a climber on a cliff face.

His hands gripped the underside of her

massive, overhanging belly, using the soft,

sweaty flesh as an anchor to pull himself
. deeper. Megan’s legs were thrown wide, her
| heels digging into the mattress. Her feet,
massive and bare, were spasming with every
thrust. Her toes curled and uncurled violently,
splaying out and then clenching tight,
throwing gang signs of pure neurological
pleasure.

2 (Her head tossing bach)
"Deeper! Get in there! Climb
me, you little fuck! Use my
belly! Pull yourself in!"

3 "OH! FUCK! My toes! | can
feel it in my fucking toes!"

k
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With a desperate lunge, Dwight managed to
secure a better grip on her hips and shoved
himself deeper than before, bypassing a ring of
muscle that made Megan gasp. The connection
was visceral, a wet, slapping rhythm echoing
off the concrete walls. Her body clamped down
on him, milking him with terrifying strength.

3 "I'm... I'm in! I'm touching the

w!?.ﬁ"h! God, you're hot inside!

You're burning me up!”

Down at the end of the bed, her toes curled
inward so hard the joints popped, locking into
tight fists of pleasure.

:

2 (A guttural, animalistic roar)
"GRRRRAAAAH! THERE! RIGHT THERE!
DON'T YOU FUCKING MOVE!"

1 SCHLICK... SLAP... SCHLICK... SLAP

a
.
-
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The rhythm intensified. Sweat flew from
their bodies. But as Megan's orgasm began
to build, a strange, new sensation began
to ripple through her biology. Usually, the
virus demanded calories to fuel growth. It
demanded meat, sugar, biomass. But this...
this was different.

The pleasure itself seemed to be acting as a
catalyst. The endorphins flooding her system
were unlocking a dormant, mutated sequence
in her DNA. Her skin began to flush a deep,
feverish red, and the air around her seemed to
shimmer with heat. She wasn't eating, but her
body was reacting as if she were consuming a
feast.

1 “Oh godoh god, Dwight...
it's bmldmg... it's... changing...
Hnnngh... « whggdoes it feel like

that""
= = /

- O, *‘T-a
E"""--:-:_ “It'sl.- Itls t'“Q"“Q“' eueryWhere'.. mv shln

iSees crawling...”
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1 "Whoa! Megan! You're... you're w
vibrating! What the fuck is...” sl

N\

ey /1 >

-

"f.--‘ ﬁ_ - i 1

I don't...

\

Dwight stopped thrusting for a split second.
He felt it through his cock, through his hands
on her belly. A vibration. A deep, hum-like
resonance emanating from her core. It wasn't
a tremble of pleasure; it was the hum of a
generator powering up.

Suddenly, Megan's hips bucked, not from sex,
but from expansion. Her thighs thickened
instantly against Dwight's sides, pushing his
knees together. Her belly pressed out against
his hands, firming up and expanding like an
inflating airbag.

2 (Her voice dropping an octave,
becoming deeper and more resonant)
. HNNNNGH!
FUCK! I'm... I'm growing! Why am |
growing?! | qlidn'tjeat anything!”

OH
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e
ﬁa (Watching in horror and awe) “Holnghlt... they' re
they re exploding! What the fuck is going on?"' " % ?

\ i 4. ¥

: 4 :|Ilr

It's...

fuchmg tlts' 'I_'hey re... AAAAAH!"

The growth was aggressive and localized,
surging upward with the blood flow. Her
chest heaved, and the fabric of reality seemed
to stretch around her. Her breasts, already
massive, began to balloon with frightening
speed.

The mounds of flesh swelled, pressing together,
erasing the valley of her cleavage. They rose
like rising dough, expanding outwards and
upwards. Megan's eyes went wide in terror and
arousal as the horizon of her own chest began
to consume her field of vision. The weight on
her chest doubled, then tripled.

p] (Gd's'ﬁhg) "It's... it's too fast!
hnnngh...
pressure!”

so much...



THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAIN PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

e

The expansion didn't stop. Her breasts surged
again, a violent, popping growth that sent
them cascading over her collarbones. The sheer
volume of flesh was overwhelming. Gravity
took over, and the massive, soft globes flopped
backwards, crashing into her face.

zé-fggan! Are you okay?!"

P " -
\\5&
e 1
L

Megan was suddenly smothered by her own
anatomy. Her nose and mouth were buried
in the cleavage and the underside of her own
breasts. Her muffled screams vibrated through
the flesh. She thrashed, her hands scrabbling
uselessly against the mountain of boob that
was pinning her head to the pillow.

1 (Muffled, panicked arousal)
"\ \MPH! MMMMPH! GGRRGH!"
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. | 4 BPY T St With a surge of hysterical strength, Megan

., d _ | _ eEs s vl managed to hook her thumbs under the
& - | - | v Y 4 | mass of her tits and shove them upwards,
just enough to clear her nose and mouth. She
gasped, sucking in air, her face flushed and

sweaty.

#, 5

She looked down—or tried to. Her body was
a foreign country now. She was huge, easily
pushing fourteen or fifteen feet, crammed into
the tiny room. Her panic was mixing with a
confused, blinding arousal.

- = _

""" : _fruentilating, eyes wide) "HAAAH!
Haaah! Oh fuck! I'm... I'm so big! I'm
getting so FUCKING BIG!"

A\ 2 "What is... hnnngh... happening?! I'm not...
\ A eating! Why... why am | growing?!"

3 "It hurts... it stretches... oh god, it feels so good...
don't stop! Keep fucking me while | grow!"

-
—

/e
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She didn't know the truth. She couldn't
know. Months ago, while drifting through
the cosmos as a celestial entity, scanning
solar systems, she had inhaled more than just
stardust. A microscopic, cosmic strain of a
viral agent—something ancient and drifting
in the void—had entered her system. It had
lain dormant, waiting for a massive spike in
serotonin and dopamine to activate. It was
a pleasure-feeder, a strain that converted
orgasmic energy directly into mass.

As the realization of her size hit her, the
arousal spiked again. And so did the growth.
Her breasts surged forward, heavier and softer
than before. Her arms gave out, and the wall
of flesh came crashing down again, burying
her face completely.

1 (Muffled, deep, vibrating moans
from under the flesh) "MMMMM!
MMMMMMPH! HNNNNG!"



N N
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Nl N SR A B The bunker had shrunk. Or rather, the woman
O\ P A A - 1 (Muffled, vibrating deeply from under inside it had outgrown it to a comical degree.
- the flesh) "MMPH! HNNN... GGRR... Dwight was no longer just having sex with

N FFF-UHH-MMM..." s W a woman; he was spelunking inside a living,

e

shifting geological formation. As the pleasure
spiked, Megan's internal musculature reacted
with terrifying force.

. frantic series of noises
like 'don't stop')

Her pussy didn't just clench; it locked down.
The walls of her vagina swelled, creating a
vacuum seal around him that felt like a warm,
wet fist. It wasn't painful, but it was absolute.
He was anchored there, fused to her by the
sheer pressure of her arousal. Her massive
hands were still gripping her tits, but her face
was lost beneath them. The twin avalanches
of her breasts had settled firmly over her nose
and mouth, turning her screams of ecstasy
into deep, vibrating hums that he could feel
reverberating through her entire torso.

N AR

fuck...’ youlvelgotime...
Maganou %u
Ijwanted to...x

481'm) not N goingM anywhere!
You're/milkingime/dry!;
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T T -
. ‘ . l": I' 1 \! ‘ . _,i | M ! \‘;\___
2 (She managestoshoue her tlts aslde for, Hgrin Lr g AN (I S | | D :
o spllt ‘second, gasping for ulr) "HAAA' A s AR ool ,; ruly Y
F“Chl My gut-u |t'$-u |t'$ b“bbllng' lt feeli i, | L A AR 1 " esusl v°ur ’tomach' It's... It' 1?‘:‘ :
like:..|like hot lava msnde' Flll!mgfup"' igh )" ) i pu'shmg n!.% back! | can't... my
g i S AV TR, My LU _ . . 7 T |
3 head fulls chh’andfthe.aﬂesh |mmedmtely s R J.{, / ) 'arf-;.lrlen : Igﬂg Jenoqgh | S 1A 8
backloverlher mouth) "MMMPH' GULLLP'" A T R i j/ | v i,

The cosmic strain in her blood was now fully
active, feeding on the dopamine loop. The
growth energy surged downwards, targeting
her center of mass. Dwight, whose hands were
splayed wide across the curve of her stomach,
suddenly felt the surface area expanding
beneath his palms.

It wasn't just stretching; it was thickening. A
layer of soft, plush fat materialized instantly
under the skin, pushing his hands further
apart. He had to physically widen his reach,
stretching his arms to their absolute limit just
to maintain his grip on the sides of her waist.
Her belly, previously a taut wall of muscle and
curve, was softening, ballooning outward like
rising dough, pressing insistently against his
chest.
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SA ST A T kK, | o S, The expansion rolled down her body like a

‘2 (Muﬁled moan of a;b:ejement O o e s W L ’ \---.\\ T S shockwave. Her I:!'ligh's, already massive pillars
(her ‘hips buchmgﬂ r.whclrder) AR TR e R o g s 'I (Half-dellrlous) "Your legs.. A W .thﬂt_ flanked Dwight's kneeling form, SEII‘QECI
'.k‘ Mmmmm-hmmmm' Mmmph'" AR AT % i i IR Megan, your legs are enormousl" N 7 In size. The gap betwqen them ucfmshed.
RN e ,.,'.‘ '. : ?,Q;hu g, At S IR ) (05 4 : <N The inner meat of her thighs swelled inward,

A f_, A pressing against Dwight's ribs.

: f'fuﬁ 4 -‘ .

' It wasn't a crushing blow, but a soft, relentless
squeeze. It was like being trapped between
two industrial-sized memory foam pillows.
The warmth was incredible. He was being
enveloped, swallowed up by the sheer
accumulation of woman around him. His torso
was now effectively clamped in place by her
legs, ensuring that he remained buried deep

inside her core.
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K | The belly growth accelerated, fueled by the

1(She claws her face freg ugalm. her eyes , Ok iy, "~ dual stimulation of the sex and the thigh
W'Id and unfocused) It 5---"“ SO heuuy' (Ed S R RN Ll R e ' : e __ friction. The mound of her stomach was no
fat °"d I |°"° 't' : 1’ e R A S Ty T S -\ enveloping it. The flesh was getting softer,
Ao i r | __ . M deeper, turning into a true "potbelly” that

f . T el jiggled with a heawvy, liquid weight.

r{- ‘. ‘i...
1_-.-’{. .

The sides of her waist spilled over his gripping
hands, swallowing his wrists in rolls of new,
hot fat. He buried his face into the curve of
her shoulder, but found himself being pushed
away by the expanding horizon of her gut. She
was becoming a sphere, a planet of arousal
that was slowly conquering the room.
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. The transformation was mercilessly erotic.
1 (Muﬁled muffled, muffled)j"MMMM' ARG ) Thmg S0 - The soft, pale dough of her lower belly surged
STRRR-TCH' MMMM-GOOD'" | kA, | L DT upwards and outwards. It crested over the top
_4. Y TR R G of Dwight's shoulders, a tidal wave of skin and
*y o .?' _%' S Vs warmth. He was no longer just holding her: he
- - | R was submerged in her.

Her belly button, once a shallow dip, was
stretching and deepening, pulling inward
to form a tight, vertical slit that looked
deep enough to lose a finger in. Around the
equator of her expanding gut, the skin finally
gave way to the rapid growth. Fresh, jagged
lines of silvery-white stretch marks appeared
in real-time, lightning bolts of expansion
that etched themselves across her skin as she
moaned into her own cleavage.
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BC oL S | | - The climax of the growth spurt hit. Megan's
belly surged one last time, creating a massive,
overhanging "airbag” of lower stomach fat.
It pressed forward, burying Dwight's face
completely in the soft, yielding flesh. He was
nose~-deep in her navel, inhaling the musk of

her skin, blinded by the sheer scale of her.

Megan tried to speak, to scream her pleasure,
but her breasts, reacting to the same surge,
had expanded again. They washed over her
face like a heavy tide, sealing her mouth and
nose completely. She was trapped in her own
body, a prisoner of her own pleasure-induced
growth. She thrashed her head, letting out a
long, continuous, muffled vibration of pure
bliss against the underside of her tits.

1 (A long, vibrating, underwater-sounding
moan) “MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM...
HNNNNNNNNGH..."

3 (Incoherent, joyous

whimpering from under the
ﬂeih) "Mmphnt MMee. fff.n

yyyy... mmph!”
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e - The physics of the situation finally broke.

/ Megan was simply too massive, her belly

. * / | / : I'(Hegd' hanging low, hair obscuring her too expansive to allow him any leverage
| /' / / ff:ce, drool dripping) "Fuck... s'heavy... from above. With a growl of frustration, she
| / gotta... gotta move... Come on... get back gathered her Titanic strength. She shoved

in there..." herself up, the movement clumsy and

catastrophic in the cramped space.

2 (As he pushes back inside)

"GRRAAAH! VES! Fucking... As she turned, swinging her colossal hips to get
finally! Mmmmmm..." onto her hands and knees, her knee clipped
a row of metal filing cabinets. They crumpled
like tin foil, crashing to the floor. One heavy
steel cabinet toppled directly onto the sole of
her right foot. She didn't even flinch; her foot
was so large and thick-skinned now that the
heavy furniture felt like a pebble. She settled
onto all fours, the floor groaning, and spread
her knees wide.

3 "Don't stop... don't you
fucking stop... | need it deep!"

Dwight had to scramble to his feet. The scale
was terrifying. Even on her knees, the curve
of her ass loomed over him, the dark, wet
entrance of her pussy now sitting at his chest
level. He had to stand on his tiptoes, grabbing
the soft, expansive flesh of her buttocks with
wide arms just to re-enter her.



THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAN PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENMBER 2025
| \ '\l A The change in position unlocked a new wave
of growth. The virus, feeding on the raw,
animalistic pleasure, surged again. Megan’s
head throbbed violently, a pressure building
behind her eyes that felt like her skull was
trying to expand. She grabbed her forehead
with her right hand, fingers digging into her
scalp as if trying to hold her brain inside.

Her left hand, planted on the concrete for
support, balled into a fist. With every thrust
from behind, she slammed that massive fist
into the floor. THUD. THUD. THUD. Cracks
began to spiderweb out from her knuckles.
Her eyes were squeezed shut, her bottom lip
caught between her teeth, bitten down so
hard a trickle of blood ran down her chin.

ll(*iclﬁ;,,lx eaming through her teeth)
"NNNNGH! FUCK! MY HEAD!

ITESIT:S BUZZING!"

2 "AAAAH! YES! FUCK MY BRAINS OUT!"
MAKE IT BIGGER! MAKE ME BIGGER!"

- 3 "YOU LIKE THAT?! YOU LIKE
FUCKING A GODDES$$?! HUH?!"
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\\ \t = The room was shrinking. Or rather, the
\ ‘*j_ \ - ° . ) .

: _‘ occupant was conquering it. Megan’s spine
1 CRACK... CRACK... THUD... lengthened with a series of wet pops, and her
THUD... |

ass rose higher. The soft flesh of her buttockhs
brushed against the industrial cage of a ceiling
light.

She didn't notice. She released her forehead
and brought her right hand down to her face.
Instinctively, needing to bite something to
handle the intensity, she opened her mouth
and clamped her jaws around the meat of her
own hand. Her left fist continued to hammer
the concrete, pulverizing the floor with the
rhythmic, seismic force of her ecstasy.

2 (Muffled against her hcmd) "“MMMMPH!
GGRRRR! HNNNNG!"

3 (Releasing her__hc_md to gasp) "HIGHER!

GET UP HIGHER':I'M LEAVING YOU
BEHIND!" ‘
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\
ZZZRT... POP... ZZZZRT

1 (Muffled scream into her palm)
"MMMMMM-FFFFUUUUUUCK!"

-

5.
2 (Through the hand)
TIGHT... SKIN... IS... BURNING!*

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

The growth was vertical now. Her ass swelled
upwards, pressing firmly into the ceiling
fixture. The metal cage crumpled instantly,
and the glass bulb shattered with a pop that
was barely audible over her moans. The heavy
cheeks of her ass pushed past the broken glass,
pressing against the thick, black power cables
running along the concrete ceiling.

She bit down on her hand harder, her teeth
sinking into the thick, callous skin of her palm,
stifling a scream that was half-pleasure,
half-growing-pain. The room flickered as the
cables were compressed, casting her writhing,
expanding shadow against the walls in chaotic
bursts.
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1 (Letting go of her hand,
breathless and wild) “"NO ROOM!
THERE'S NO FUCKING ROOM!"

2 "I'M GONNA... I'M GONNA
BURST! | NEED MORE!"

3 "FILL ME! FILL THE WHOLE
FUCKING BUNKER!"

She was expanding in all directions. Her hips
widened, the saddlebags of fat spreading out
like spilling dough. Her ass cheeks brushed
the side walls of the bunker now, scraping the
paint. Dust and debris rained down from the
ceiling as her body shifted, grinding against
the infrastructure.

Chunks of plaster fell onto Dwight's hair,
but Megan was oblivious. She was lost in the
chemical haze of the virus. She kept biting her
hand, her body jerking and expanding with
every heartbeat, turning the small room into
a pressurized container for her lust.
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Dwight was struggling to keep his footing.

" ' . As Megan grew, her pelvis lifted higher and

1 (Feeling him slip out, a roar of 2 "DON'T YOU FINISH! I'M NOT " ; ' : - ’
. = - y K 3"FUCK!I'M TOO BIG! I'M TOO higher. He was up on his toes, stretching, but
frustration) “"NO! NO! COME BACK! S BT ERS U FUCKING TALL!" the connection was slipping. Suddenly, her

vaginal walls clamped down in a spasm of
growth-induced contraction.

The grip was so strong, so complete, that as
she rose up another few inches, Dwight was
physically lifted off the floor. He dangled
there for a second, suspended by nothing
but her grip on his cock, before gravity and
the slickness of her fluids won. With a wet
POP, he slid out, dropping back onto the
debris-covered floor. She had simply become
too tall, too vast for him to reach.

\
-

Ay




THE HUNGER VIRUS: NMADAI PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

1 (A deep, resonant vibration that shakes the He looked U, paralyzed by a mix of primal

floor) "THNNNNNNGH... IT'S SO TIGHT... THE 2 "MMMMM.... FEELS $O... SO GOOD" terror and overwhelming arousal. Megan was
ROOF... IS SCRATCHING ME..."

forcing herself into the architecture.

Her ass was no longer just touching the ceiling;

e it was molding into it. The soft, incredibly
— thick fat of her buttocks pressed against the
. * rough concrete, filling every crack and crevice.
She ground her hips, and the sound was

ey terrifying—the scrape of skin against stone, the
— groan of the building's foundation. $She wasn't

breaking the ceiling yet; she was swallowing
it, her flesh wrapping around beams and pipes

like rising dough.
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1 (Her voice booming, echoing in the shrinking
space) "I'M TOUCHING EVERYTHING! 1 CAN FEEL
THE WALLS! | CAN FEEL THE CEILING!"

2 "IT'S ALL TOUCHING ME! THE
WHOLE ROOM IS FUCKING ME!"

Panic screamed at Dwight to run, to open the
blast door and flee before the bunker collapsed
on top of him. But his body betrayed him.
The sight of her—this unstoppable, growing
titaness filling the room, her ass blotting
out the lights, her moans vibrating in his
chest—was too much.

He didn't even touch himself. As he watched
the white expanse of her ass cheek grind a steel
pipe flat against the ceiling, his body seized.
He let out a ragged gasp and came right there
on the floor.
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The orgasm didn't stop the growth; the

1 (Her voice heavy, slow, and adrenaline kept it feeding. Megan was now
deep) "No... more... room..." a prisoner of the room's dimensions. Her ass
N e e b Im the had completely flattened against the ceiling,
room... I'm the whole... fucking... creating a squared-off shape of compressed
bunker... fat. Her shoulders were wedged against the
3 "$0... fullee 50use biges." side walls. The bunker groaned, the steel

beams screaming as they were subjected to
hydraulic pressure from the inside.

‘ $he was molding herself to the room, filling the

cubic footage with terrifying efficiency. The

ceiling didn't collapse; instead, her fat seemed

to ooze around the obstacles, turning the harsh

industrial space into a padded cell of her own
making.
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r - The return of the administration to the capital
was not a diplomatic envoy; it was a geological
‘ event. Two titans of flesh and power strode

down the streets, treating the historic layout
of the city like a narrow hallway. Dakota and
Evelyn were so wide that their hips brushed
against the facades of office buildings on
either side, shattering windows and crumbling

3 "Skyguard Leader to Base. The Eagle

has landed. | repeat, the Eagle is in | masonry with every sway of their gait.
the city. Crowd density is critical. They
~—-are...~highly receptive. The Mayor's Boom. Boom. Boom. The sound of their

little blockade looks like a joke from
up here."

footsteps was a rhythmic artillery barrage,
cracking the asphalt deep down to the sewage
lines. Evelyn, whose lower body had become
an obscene, sprawling monument to gluttony,
took a step forward. Her massive, dimpled
knee clipped the corner of a lobbying firm's
headquarters. The structure didn't just crack:
it sheared off, collapsing into a pile of rubble
and dust as if hit by a wrecking ball made of
' soft, pale fat.

Below them, the streets were a chaotic mix of
terror and ecstasy. A barricade of police cars,
flashing blue and red, had been set up by the

7D Mayor's task force—a futile, ant-like attempt
% S e to halt the advance of the goddesses. But
& ' swarming around the police, climbing over

the barricades, and flooding the side streets
were the worshippers. Thousands of them,
chanting, screaming, waving signs that read
TAKE US HOME and THE PARADISE WITHIN.
They weren't running away; they were
running towards the seismic impact zones of

4 BOOM... CRACK... RUMBLE ‘ the President's feet.

—|

-y
v

WILL, OUR LAW!

2 "Over here! Step on me! Or eat me!
*'“ __Just take me, Madam President!”




THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAN PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENMBER 2025

4 m | The scale of their growth was now undeniable.
Standing in the heart of the city, Dakota and
Evelyn rivaled the shyscrapers themselves.
They were naked, towering kaiju of political

jLook at that,Ev, Wl authority. The sun glinted off their vast,
Wh‘?r"““"th" show. WL/ sweaty skin, casting long, terrifying shadows

over the monuments of democracy.
2 —_ | ‘”‘ | i) . X The air was filled with the roar of jet engines.
goffithe T i ey L A squadron of fighter jets, ignoring the
W == = | . | T e Mayor's desperate pleas for air support
e = X S ' kY BTN against the "monsters,” screamed through

the gaps between the buildings. They weren't
attacking; they were performing an air
show. They banked around Dakota's massive
shoulders and barrel-rolled over Ewvelyn's
expansive hips, trailing red, white, and blue
smoke in a display of fanatical military
loyalty. It was a surreal, dystopian celebration
of the very creatures destroying the city.

!

| \gl(l@_llce&icer through megaphone) "This is an

unluwfulrgutherlngmuperse' I repeat, disperse!
Nﬂfﬁ obstructing’al huzardous area! Go bach 4 (Squeakhy voice from the street) "Shut up,
to your homes!" ' T traitor! $he's here to save us! $he's here to

\*\~ = swallow us whole!"
‘ - [
s




THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAIN PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

Dakota paused, her interest piqued not by
the police, but by a city bus that had been
abandoned in traffic. With a casual, fluid
motion, she reached down. Her hand, a
massive, manicured claw of soft flesh, scooped
the vehicle up as if it were a Matchbox car.

1 iLook| at them|in| there, Ev.
ike|little/sardines/in a tin.'So
‘ eager.;$0... patriotic.

BEEEI‘%EDGIB‘I II'mdone She held it up to her face, her grip gentle
his city, Iin g:‘ﬁ;ﬂ:j{bl}xaﬂlraeﬁb enough to keep the metal frame intact, her
n th fat fingers curling around the chassis. Inside,
the passengers weren't screaming in terror;
. they were cheering. Men and women pressed
. S their faces against the glass, banging on the
ME{JOPENITHERR © = B 3N windows, pointing at her colossal, smiling lips,
$ 4 N begging to be the first appetizer of the D.C.
| feast.

njhonor! Thun_h ad ;
gﬁ“f;:ﬂ': m%?% \ Dakota ignored the individual faces. She
4 \ looked past the bus, gazing out over the
| sprawling grid of Washington. To her, it wasn't

a seat of government anymore. It was a bento
box. It was miles and miles of densely packed
treats.

But look at the rest of them... milli

| dy_:} -

\'.' ) |.
Ny SN
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1[(Herlvoice]booming)
dripping with

um;ﬁib ::cﬂ;::l)

3 'Contain?,You[couldn't
contain] the | runoff from
my tits, ) let N alonel me.
Lnnh at [l the [ people
behind you. TI‘IW know
what timeﬂ:ls They‘l_mnw
who their goc god is.\You sure

wantjtolbefon the
wrong | side  of histnry?
Or:the right[side of my
stomach?;

5&&&? They love me.
And I thinh"' yes,
I[think] I'mYstarting
to]get bored of your
flashing lights 4

/ﬂ
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r

(Police Captain, Through a
loudspeaker, voice shaking) "Madam
President! Surrender immediately! Step
back from the barricade! We have orders
from the Mayor to contain this threat!"

Dakota lowered her gaze from the horizon to
the annoyance at her feet. The police blockade
was parked right in front of her massive toes.
The blue and red strobe lights reflected off her
pristine white pedicure, irritating her eyes.

She glared down at the tiny, uniformed
figures aiming their rifles at her shins. The
sheer audacity of it made her smile—a cruel,
shark-like grin that promised nothing but
digestion. She dangled the bus full of cheering
citizens just above their heads, a taunt of
what was to come.

( n{mﬁ from the crowd)

. BOOOO'LGET OUT OF HER WAY!

LET;HER GROW! TRAITORS!"
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1 "Hee~-hee! Ooh, that tickles! Stop it, /—\

you naughty little bugs! Is that all N

you got? itchy little things..."

4 "Time to squash the bugs.
Bye-bye, boys."

— "‘--:-'-—'}J g
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The threat in her voice broke the resolve of
the weaker officers. Several of them looked
up at the mountain of woman, then back at
the cheering crowd, and made a choice. They
threw down their badges and guns, tearing
off their uniforms as they sprinted past the
barricade, diving into the mass of worshippers,
screaming that they wanted to be swallowed
too, that they wanted to serve the President
from the inside.

The remaining officers, the die-hards,
panicked. They opened fire. Hundreds of
rounds erupted, tracer fire streaking up
towards Dakota's left foot. The bullets
struck the sole of her foot and her ankle, but
they simply bounced off the impenetrable,
virus-hardened wall of her skin, falling to the
pavement like useless hail.

Dakota didn't flinch. She giggled. She lifted
her massive foot slowly, hovering it directly
over the squad cars and the screaming officers,
casting them in a terrifying, permanent
shadow.

2 "It's not working! The bullets are
bouncing off! Fuck THIS!"

3 "FUCK! LOOK UP! SHE'S
BRINGING IT DOWN! MOVE!
MOOOOVE!"
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2 "AHAHAHAHAHA! Oops! Did |
do that? squish, squish, squish!"

F 5N
&// \ R
> f l
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\'\“"y.
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1 KAAAAA-BOOOOOOM
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Gravity took over. Dakota brought her foot
down with the force of a meteor strike. The
impact was deafening. The asphalt of the
street didn't just crack; it liquified. The police
cruisers were flattened instantly, compressed
into sheets of scrap metal in a fraction of a
second.

The officers who hadn't run were launched
into the air by the shockwave or instantly
obliterated beneath the pale, heavy expanse
of her sole. Glass from the surrounding office
buildings shattered and rained down like
confetti.

A cloud of dust and debris billowed out from
under her foot, but cutting through the
destruction was the sound of her laughter. It
echoed off the skyscrapers, a booming, joyous
sound of absolute dominance that rolled over
the city like thunder.



THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAIN PRESIDENT V ) © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025
' Dakota wasn't done. With the nuisance

= | cleared, she prepared for the main course. She

g f s i
1 "Come to. Mommy‘ ComeYon! i | ; ::;:rh:': eceoslfssul body drop forward, landing on

There s room for everyone| ﬁ:n[{}_@ ,_ ] .
Paradise Within!? A - | —

The impact registered as a localized
earthquake. The force was so great that two
buildings on either side of the street simply
gave up, their foundations shattering as they
collapsed into ruin. Dakota was so incredibly
wide that her knees and shins alone occupied
the width of four city blocks.

With the police gone and the buildings down,
the path was clear. The crowd roared. They
surged forward, a tidal wave of humanity
running towards the President. But as they
looked up, the sun vanished. The sky was
completely blotted out by the overhanging
curve of her stomach. It was a white,
stretch-marked horizon that stretched from
building to building, an eclipse of flesh.

Dakota looked down at the ants rushing her,
the bus still clutched in her hand, her face
: framed by the destruction, her belly resting on
v , ' | the ruined street like a massive, waiting altar.

t 2 "THE BELLY! THE BELLY IS
‘ HERE! GLORV' GLORY!"

\ ...*F ?’ k“ , ﬁw
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18 (Her, voicealboo

that rattlesthew
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While Dakota held court in the street, Vice
President Evelyn Hayes turned her attention
to the skyline. She waded through the city
blocks, her massive thighs brushing against
skyscrapers like tall grass. She stopped before
a gleaming corporate tower, thirty stories of
glass and steel that barely reached her chest.

With a lazy, heavy motion, she leaned
forward. She planted her left hand on the roof
of a neighboring building to steady herself.
The structure groaned audibly, spiderweb
cracks instantly racing down its facade as
the weight of her fat arm and massive hand
compressed the concrete roof.

$miling, she reached out with her right hand,
curling her thick, sausage-like fingers. She
drove her hand directly into the side of the
office tower, shattering the glass curtain wall
and tearing through the steel support beams
as if digging into a layer cake.
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' § g s 5 I - b 4 She twisted her hand inside the building,

. . ey 0 409 gouging out a massive chunk of the twentieth

¥ | . [ e S | floor. Below her, on the streets, thousands
5 e K ™ iy of worshippers were screaming, jumping,
S ! ' y | waving their arms, begging for her attention.
AL | AT But Evelyn was zoned out. The hunger—and

e = , 3 /B N the sheer size of her own body—had dulled

her senses to the tiny insects at her feet.

s She frowned slightly, wiggling her fingers

\ Wt |/ inside the office space. She was so impossibly

i /1 large now that her sense of touch was skewed.

' e Yy She couldn't tell if she was grabbing deshs,

L drywall, or people. It all felt like dust against
her skin.

Ak uVl Behind her, the true monument to the virus

> 0 3 loomed. Her ass was a geological feature. It

| ) was so wide, so incredibly vast and heavy, that

it completely blocked the sun. If she were to sit

down, the sheer surface area of her buttocks
would flatten ten city blocks instantly.

1 '(M‘dtt‘ering to herself) frustrated

';sﬁliﬁ.:. feel anything... arefthe
*,e.}!é“ people in here? Or is it just..."
‘furniture?”

{

)

4

"~ 2 "Come on... stop hiding... It’s
useless..."
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e - - Inside the twentieth floor of the tower, the

3] (Her, voice! boomitr : side) muffle S p | By ' ;S i world ended in an explosion of manicured
the building):Gotcha : SCUIrr - R | e S B A flesh. One moment, it was a Tuesday
ner - | . - /' -8 ¥ afternoon; the next, a wall of pale, soft skin

| -~ crashed through the windows.

there)Youire/gover

Desks were overturned, monitors flew through
the air, and the ceiling tiles rained down. The
employees weren't screaming in terror, though;
the suddenness of the intrusion just caught
them off guard. They were thrown back by the
wind and the impact, tumbling over carpets
and chairs, staring up in awe at the colossal,
fingerprints-whorled wall that was Evelyn's
~ palm scooping through their workspace.
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Evelyn pulled her hand back, shaking off
debris and twisted metal. She held her palm
flat, bringing it closer to her face. Her massive
belly, swinging freely beneath her as she
leaned, swayed and slammed into a nearby
apartment complex, crumbling the brick
facade like a sandcastle.

On her open palm, seven tiny figures stood. As
she leveled her hand, three of them lost their
footing on her slick, sweaty skin. They tumbled
over the edge of her pinky finger, plummeting
towards the street below, screaming not in
N 358 fear, but in disappointment at missing their
i — ==~ chance.

The remaining four dropped to their knees.
They bowed their heads, pressing their faces
against the warm, soft skin of her hand,
worshipping the very flesh that was about to
consume them. Evelyn gazed down at them,
her smile beatific, arrogant, and terrifyingly
large.

1T y; 1 "Careful now... sllppery little’
Ve — thmgs. Don't fall off... the only
way is in." |
2 "Look at you. So obedient. &:‘)[I?G:Gl?
to serve. You're going to a |better
5;-'pluce, little patriots. You're gomg &5)
Paradise Within."

3 "Thank you, Madam Vice President! We
are unworthy! Fill your belly with us!"
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1{(Openingjwide)xAaah:.. down
thelhatchiWelcome home.

2. EMmma s warm:.:
@ﬁ%mﬂmb@m‘”
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Evelyn tilted her hand bach, lifting it towards
her open mouth. The four worshippers slid
down her lifeline, tumbling past her lips and
onto her waiting tongue.

She was fat. Absolutely, mind-bendingly
fat. The virus had taken her pear shape and
exaggerated it into monstrosity.

Her love handles were vast, rolling shelves of
flesh that cascaded over her hips, swaying
with every breath. Her belly was a deep, soft
ocean of fat that hung low, resting heavily on
the tops of her thighs. There seemed to be no
end to her. She was a landscape of soft curves
and deep folds.
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The swallow triggered a ripple of motion

through her entire body. Behind her, her
U @ long;jisatisfied limoanjiithat ass was a separate entity entirely. It was a
vibratesithroughB the I street) towering, double-lobed mountain of pale

thatQhitsB fiosh, dim ; ;
- pled with cellulite and stretched
Ehammcfglﬁaamﬂﬁjxg@ " tight.

As she shifted her weight to swallow, her
left butt cheek swung out. It collided with a
twelve-story historic hotel. The building didn't
crumble; it was simply absorbed, pushed over
and crushed beneath the slow, inexorable
pressure of her gluteal mass.

High above, a news helicopter pilot was
screaming into his radio, trying to wave off a
police chopper that was drifting too close to
the danger zone.

eiimmy = 9
———
2 "Pull back! Alpha-Two, pull back! Her ass 3 ~-
is shifting! Repeat, the target's posterior
3 CRRRRUUUNCH... RUMBLE (The is expanding into your flight path! You're
Lﬂ“l.:l::: lre'e::‘)e hotel flattening under her gonna get $Wﬂtted!" \
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The tinies hit her system, and the reaction was
instantaneous. Evelyn arched her back, a gasp
escaping her lips as the familiar, agonizingly
good heat flooded her lower body.

The growth started in her thighs. The massive
columns of flesh thickened visibly, pushing
against each other with enough force to
generate a shockwave. Her skin stretched,
shining in the sunlight as new volume poured
into her legs. She rose, inch by agonizing inch,
her head lifting higher above the shyline as
her legs lengthened and thickened.

1 "Oh! Oh god! Here it comes!
Dakota!" Look! I'm growing
again!”

2 "HNNNNGH! My legs!
They feel so... thick!"
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¥

24 ‘‘Command...\¥she’s... 34 she’s
expanding rapidly. Thg&gclusipn
zone is gone:she's eating the city
with'her ass!;
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The surge moved upward, hitting its primary
target: her ass. The expansion was violent.
The two globes of flesh ballooned outwards,
claiming more and more of the city's airspace.

A row of townhouses behind her, previously
safe in her shadow, were suddenly engulfed.
The expanding curve of her ass pushed them
flat, grinding the brick and mortar into dust
against the pavement. She was widening,
her hips flaring out to impossibly broad
dimensions.
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She grew taller, her head now clearing the

highest antennas of the surrounding buildings.
But her width was outpacing her height. She
was becoming a pyramid of fat, a solid base of
flesh that anchored her to the earth.

Her belly swelled in sympathy, pushing out
further, the stretch marks widening. But the
ass was the star. It was now so large that it
created its own wind patterns in the streets
below, a massive, insurmountable wall of
womanhood.

\

L
\
1
\

1 (Panting, sweat dripping from
her face) "More! | need more! I'm
getting so... heavy!"

2 "Does my ass look big,
Washington?! Does it?!
Hahahahahaha!!"
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With a final, shuddering growth spurt, Evelyn
settled into her new size. Her lower body had
easily doubled in volume. $She took a step,
and the ground shook with the force of a
Richter-scale event.

She turned to look at her own reflection
in the shattered glass of a remaining
shyscraper. She preened, slapping her own
massive flank. The sound was like a cannon
shot—THWACK—echoing through the ruined
streets.

2 "Damn right it's big. And it's
only going to get bigger.”

3 "I'm gonna need a bigger chair, Madam
President... this city is getting too small for
my ass already.”

1 THWACK!
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The Vice President stood triumphant, a
colossus of gluttony. Buildings lay in ruin
around her feet, crushed not by malice, but by
the simple, undeniable fact of her existence.
She was too big for the world she governed.

She looked over at Dakota, her eyes shining
with the high of the growth, her body
radiating heat and power. She was ready for
the main course. Washington wasn't just a
city anymore; it was a trough. And she was
just getting started.

1 "Who's next? Which building
wants to be part of the Vice
President?"

3 "$So many volunteers... don't
worry. I've got plenty of room
left, mmmmmmmm..."

2 "ME! ME! TAKE ME!"
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Dakota watched Evelyn grow. She saw the

P V) : Vice President's ass expand into a geological

feature, crushing the city beneath it, and
a spike of pure, venomous jealousy pierced
through her haze of pleasure. She was the
President. She was the alpha. There was no
world in which the Vice President outsized
the Commander in Chief. The power was hers,
and the size had to match it.

- -

Her eyes, constricted and feral, snapped back
to the city bus she was still clutching in her left
hand like a toy. It was the fuel she needed to
reclaim her dominance. She didn't hesitate.
Driven by an ego that was now physically
manifesting as mass, she lifted the bus high
above her head, tilted her face to the sky, and
brought the metal rectangle down towards
her gaping maw, intent on swallowing the
entire transit line in one go.




THE HUNGER VIRUS

: MADAM PRESIDENT V
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The bus descended. The front bumper
breached the threshold of her lips, and she
didn't stop. She shoved the wvehicle past
her teeth. Her massive, wet tongue surged
forward, a muscular pink wave that smashed
through the front windshield. The glass
shattered, not hurting her tough skin in the
slightest, and her tongue invaded the cabin.

Inside, the environment changed instantly.
The air conditioning of the bus was replaced by
the overwhelming, tropical heat of Dakota's
mouth. It didn't stink; it smelled of sweet milk
and arousal, a hot, humid fog that instantly
fogged up the remaining windows. Passengers
tumbled from their seats as the floor tilted
vertically, sliding down the slick surface of
her tongue. Some caught themselves on the
handrails, dangling over the dark abyss of her
throat, while others simply let go, dropping
into the wet darkness, engulfed by the steam
of her breath.
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E She leaned her head back further, her neck
muscles straining like steel cables. The bus
was wide, wider than anything she had
attempted before, but her jaw unhinged
slightly, the ligaments popping with a wet
sound to accommodate the girth. The metal
roof of the bus scraped against the roof of
her mouth, sending vibrations through her
skull. She squeezed her eyes shut, forcing the
rectangular mass past her uvula, turning her

throat into a bulging, metal-filled tube.

ngisoundjas

meJistre ches'h

e HNNNN..."

o 5
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It was a tight fit. The bus pushed against the
back of her throat, triggering a massive gag
reflex that she fought down with sheer will.
Her throat bulged comically outward, the
shape of the bus visible beneath the pale skin
of her neck. $She wasn't just swallowing; she
was deep-throating the entire public transit
system. She moaned around the obstruction,
saliva drooling from the corners of her
stretched lips, cascading down her chin like a
waterfall.
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It wasn't going down fast enough for her
liking. She released her grip on the sides of
the bus and brought her left index finger up.
With a lewd, deliberate motion, she pressed
her fingertip against the back bumper of the
bus, which was still sticking out of her mouth.
She shoved it. Like she was taking the world's
largest, hardest cock, she forced the vehicle
down her own throat, her finger disappearing
past her lips to ensure every inch of it was
consumed. With a final, wet, convulsive
swallow that shook her entire upper body,
the back of the bus vanished into the wet
darkness.
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The heavy metal object plummeted down her
esophagus and splashed into the churning
ocean of her stomach.

)

1 (A colossal, _g‘.e'arth-shahing belch  that : N _ Her belly, already a landscape of its own,

.~ releasess the, trapped’s airliifrom)’ the . bus) . N lurched forward. It began to swell with a
p 'UUUUUUUUUQQ,LJQUBBRRRRRRP-_! : '~ ey terrifying speed, pushing out past her knees,
~ . S~ e - . Ny | past her shins, claiming the airspace over the
o fuck...phere it comes... A G e 3 " ' street with aggressive speed.
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The skin of her stomach grew taut and shiny.
Her belly button, previously a deep divot,
stretched and pulled inward, deepening into a
dark, swirling vortex that looked like it could
swallow a truck whole. The pressure inside
her was immense. Simultaneously, her breasts
reacted. The nipples hardened to the density
of diamonds and began to spray. It wasn't a
leak anymore; it was a high-pressure fire hose
of milk, blasting out in random directions,
coating the surrounding buildings and the
street below in white, sticky fluid.
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Her belly was now expanding horizontally as
well as vertically. The massive, rounded sides
of her gut slammed into the office buildings
lining the street. There was no resistance. The
glass and steel structures crumbled on impact,
pushed over by the inexorable expansion of
her midsection. She was widening the street
simply by existing in it. The debris rained
down, bouncing off her stretching skin, but
she didn't feel a thing. $She was just a growing
sphere of pure consumption.
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She was a grotesque, beautiful monument to
excess. Her belly had swollen so much that she
could no longer see the city at all. She was just
a head and tits resting on top of a planetary
object. The milk continued to spray, mixing
with the dust of the collapsed buildings to
create a paste on the ground, where the
remaining worshippers rolled around in
ecstasy, celebrating the growth of their god.
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The growth shifted gears. The energy moved
upwards, hitting her chest with the force of a
freight train. Dakota’s eyes rolled back into
her head, her mouth hanging open in a silent
scream of overwhelming stimulation. It was
growing pains on a kaiju scale. $She brought
both massive hands up, pressing them hard
against the sides of her breasts, trying to
contain the explosion of flesh, but it was
useless. The meat pushed against her fingers,
swelling around them, swallowing her hands
in cleavage.
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Her breasts ballooned. They surged outward,
becoming heavier, fuller, dropping lower
even as they expanded upward. The milk flow
increased to a torrent, creating a river in the
street below. She was growing taller, too, her
head lifting away from the smoke and dust,
rising into the clear air above the city, but the
focus remained on the twin mountains on her
chest.

- SPLORT.... P$$SHHHH (The
~ soundof milk intensifying)m
_ B
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The pressure in her stomach released another
wave of gas, but she barely noticed. She was
hyperventilating, her chest heaving with
every breath, each inhalation seeming to add
another few feet to her bust measurement.
The heat coming off her body was intense
enough to distort the air around her. She was
turning into a nuclear reactor.
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Evelyn, deep in the ruins of a different district,
paused her destruction to watch. Even she,
a giantess in her own right, was awestruch.
Dakota was expanding in real-time, her
silhouette changing second by second. The
President wasn't just big; she was becoming
the shyline.

1 @Iﬁ]ﬂiﬁ] around blocks/away,
her eyes widening) x'Holy...

5 P, Ceeld) T D e /A0
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The sequence reached its climax. Dakota stood
panting, her hands resting uselessly on the tops
of her new assets. The growth slowed, settling
into the new reality. Her breasts had reached a
size that defied physics. Each individual breast
was now roughly the size of Evelyn's entire
upper torso. They were colossal, milk-leaking
planets that rested heavily on her distended
belly, a testament to her absolute, gluttonous
supremacy. She was the biggest thing in world,
and she knew it.
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1 § . | x The city'of Washington was no Iopger a grid of
1N (HerMvoicellbooming;§llaughing Mo ROAR (st Bvine) streets; it was a playground for titans. Dakota
shefdragsiherifeet]throughfan Sl : and Evelyn, having stabilized—barely—after

Ev! {Madam|President! their respective growth spurts, began to move.
ize!]Look It was a clumsy, catastrophic procession. As

they walked, their hips and asses swung with

w the momentum of wrecking balls, clipping the

il

edges of office buildings and sending showers
of glass and concrete raining down onto the
streets below.

Above them, the sky was a chaotic canvas of
patriotism. Fighter jets screamed overhead,
weaving between the two colossal women.
They deployed their smoke canisters, leaving
thick, lingering trails of red, white, and blue
that swirled around the President's head like
a halo. It was a perverse celebration. The
military was treating the destruction of the
capital not as a disaster, but as a coronation.
The President was bigger, fatter, and more

—  powerful than she had been at breakfast,
and the Air Force was throwing her a parade
for it.
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Evelyn took the lead for a moment, her
gait wide and lumbering. She looked down
at herself, admiring the devastation she
was causing. Her belly had indeed swollen,
pushing out into a heavy, round pot that
jiggled violently with every step. Her tits
were engorged, leaking milk onto the ruined
pavement.

But it was her lower body that defied logic.
Her hips had widened to a degree that looked
almost painful. They flared out aggressively,
creating a shelf of bone and fat so wide that
she couldn't walk down a single street without
her hips demolishing the storefronts on both
sides simultaneously. Her ass was a planetary
object trailing behind her, a shelf of flesh so
deep and wide it seemed disproportionate
even to her giant frame. She was a pyramid of
woman, forcing the architecture of the city to
bow to her width.
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As massive as Evelyn was, she was nothing
compared to the President. Dakota was a
different species of giant. She didn't just block
the street; she blocked the sun. Her shadow
was miles long, casting entire neighborhoods
into premature twilight.

Her belly was an eclipse, a colossal,
stretch-marked sphere that hung in the shy,
obscuring the monuments. And her breasts...
they were terrifying. Each individual tit was
now roughly the size of Evelyn's entire upper
torso, heavy, milk-laden storm clouds that
rested on the shelf of her gut.

When she moved, the displacement of air
created wind gusts that shattered windows
blocks away. And when she spoke, it wasn't
just sound; it was a physical sensation. Her
voice had dropped to a deep, gutter-rolling
reverb, a bass frequency that vibrated in
the chests of everyone in the city, a voice
that sounded like the earth itself grinding its
tectonic plates.
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The crowds swarmed around their feet, a sea
of ants begging for attention. Evelyn, looking
up at the swaying, panting mountain that was
Dakota, had an idea. It was a callback to their
private moments, a desire to serve.

But Dakota was struggling. The rapid
addition of tonnage—the bus, the people,
the viral mass—was disorienting. Her center
of gravity had shifted radically. She swayed
drunkenly, her eyes rolling up into her head,
her mouth hanging open. Every breath
was a labor, heaving her massive chest. She
stumbled slightly, her foot clipping a parking
garage and collapsing it instantly, sending
cars tumbling like toys. She was drunk
on power and size, barely holding herself
upright against the pull of gravity on her own
impossible bulk.
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P T A | L R A I S The military warehouse was a cavernous, silent
tomb, save for the hum of the ventilation
trying and failing to cool the massive biological
heat source in the center of the room. $carlett
Goldstein sat immobilized by her own bulk, a
masked, mountainous prisoner. Two soldiers
sat in folding chairs a safe distance away, their
rifles resting on their knees, looking like action
figures compared to the titaness they were
guarding.

mgm,mﬂb,y) | 7 $carle_tt was bored, and worse, she was
:';:1 hasya up:::::y‘lmluht:er:d" inf starving. The hunger was a constant, gnawing

z | ache that made her temper short. She looked
down at the two men, her eyes narrowing

behind the industrial mask straps.
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1 (Groaning, tugging at a strap)
"God... this fucking mash. It's like a
sauna in here. | don't know how we
survived the pandemic with these
things on. I'm overheating."

2 "If only | were... bigger. Just a little
bit bigger. | could break out of here. |
wouldn't need permission. I could just...
go save the day."

3 "But I'm stuck. Unless...
unless | found a little... boost.
Something to get the reaction
started again.”

Scarlett adjusted her position, a seismic shift
of flesh that caused the concrete beneath her
to groan. She couldn't even see the soldiers
past the horizon of her own chest; her breasts
were so incomprehensibly large they formed a
wall of flesh chin-high. $he had to rely on their
voices.

She felt the sweat pooling under the rubber
seal of her mask. It was stifling. She needed to
get out, and she needed to grow. $She needed
fuel.
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\¢ | \ AR P R "\ The two soldiers exchanged a long, heavy look.
\ ‘-“ oy '.; e 2 Ul ¢ AR The warehouse was isolated. Communications
W A\ \\ were spotty. They knew what was happening
G in Washington; they had the foot f
”*é? ) 2 (Whispermg back) "If we do this... et 7 s At g ey - it

W A the President swallowing a bus. They knew
> :."J there’sno going back. You know what she ~ that standard weapons were useless.

eds. Vou know what happens to us." e -

= They looked at the massive, suffering woman

in front of them. She was dangerous, yes, but

she was also a weapon. A weapon that was

2 WNTTRY | T N = , currently unloaded. The conflict played out in

\ . ¥ J? A 1., A AN o & their eyes—fear of the court-martial versus the
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2 "Oh? Do you now?"

4 (Feigning ;shock, placing a massive
hand on her/chest) "You... you would do
that? For g1e? You'd let me... swallow
you? Tha}:}s... It’d be a great service to
your country, boys."

~
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The decision was made in silence, a pact of
patriotism. They stood up, slinging their rifles
over their shoulders, and walked to the edge
of the containment platform. They looked up
at the mountain of flesh, shouting to be heard
through the mask and the distance.
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1 "Are you sure about this? Once |

start... once | drench you in spit... |
can't stop. There's no going back."

"You're brave men. Heroes. |
won't forget this."

The soldiers walked over to a heavy-duty
hydraulic scissor lift parked near the wall. They
climbed into the basket and hit the ignition.
The electric motor whined as the lift began
to rise, carrying them up, up, up towards the
summit of Scarlett.

Even at maximum extension, the lift only
brought them level with the upper slopes of
her breasts. They were tiny specks hovering
before a wall of pale skin. Scarlett rested her
hand on the railing of the lift, her fingers
thicker than their arms.
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The lift shuddered to a halt. The two soldiers
stood side by side in the metal basket, dwarfed
by the giantess they were about to empower.
They straightened their uniforms, squared
their shoulders, and snapped into a crisp,
perfect salute.

Scarlett, sitting up as straight as her bulk
would allow, mimicked the gesture with a
slow, respectful motion of her massive hand.
| | PO\ o S e 2 i TNl U R | L It was a moment of solemn duty, a transfer of
- ‘ﬁ" W e i N A i S . power from the many to the one.
poreduy  AFAN .\ V. AR o SN T R e TN , SN

"It's been, an. honor, Ma'am.

SR
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Midway through the salute, the solemnity
vanished. Scarlett's hand, which had been
raised to her brow, suddenly lunged forward
with the speed of a striking cobra.

She grabbed the first soldier by the head and
upper torso while his hand was still glued to
his forehead. The lift rocked violently. A slow,
wide smile spread across her face, visible in the
crinkling of her eyes. It wasn't just gratitude
on her face anymore; it was a spark of intense,
gluttonous excitement. $She had them.
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1 "Oh wow... This feels so weird,
being able to carry a grown-ass
man this easily... hah."”

She plucked him from the lift like a ripe berry.
His legs dangling high above the warehouse
floor. The second soldier, still standing in the
basket, slowly lowered his hand, his salute
faltering as the reality of the situation crashed
down on him.

Scarlett held the squirming soldier up,
bringing him closer to her face. She stared at
him, her pupils blowing wide with the rush of
impending growth.
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She lowered Mike slightly, letting him rest
on the vast, pillowy shelf of her cleavage. He
scrambled for footing on the slick, warm skin
of her breasts, staring directly into her eyes.

She was smiling so hard that a prominent
double chin formed beneath her jawline. She
looked at him not as a savior, but as a treat.
The look in her eyes was filled with a lust for
size that unsettled him.
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She didn't hesitate. She brought the soldier
up and shoved his head directly into her open
cavity.

His face was instantly engulfed by the hot,
wet muscle of her tongue. Her eyes crossed as
she focused on the sensation of him filling her
mouth. A deep, vibrating moan escaped her
throat.
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She shoved him deeper. The moment his
uniform made contact with the heavy coating
of saliva on her tongue, the reaction began.
The fabric of his fatigues became loose, then

baggy. His boots felt like they were slipping
off.

Scarlett felt the transfer of mass instantly—a
tingling rush of power. $She worked her tongue
around him, coating him thoroughly, shoving
his shoulders past her teeth with a wet, sloppy
sound.

{

1 SCHLOP... GLUCK... SOUEI;éH -
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‘ As he shrank, she grew. The floor groaned
| N loudly as her weight increased. Her thighs
thickened, pressing harder against the railings.

She continued to push him in, her fingers
guiding his shrinking form deeper into the
cavern of her mouth. She gulped, her throat
working to pull the mass down, savoring the
texture of the shrinking man as he slid over
her taste buds.

"GULP... mmm... that's l / slld
~down... give it all to me...

A i i




THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAM PRESIDENT V © GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

4 ‘ | He was almost gone. Only his boots and shins
- ! Ny were dangling from her lips now, and they
were shrinking rapidly. But he had bunched

= up at the entrance to her esophagus. He was

E&M“‘m h... stuch... stubborn~~— still just large enough to be a difficult swallow.

1 IttF “. hnnnsh---_'

FIJ [

'ﬁa‘ d... l:o q’?é?éﬁ&éjfbetter ik -- | | Scarlett frowned, feeling the blockage. She
T . - ' (3 | opened her jaw wider, her mouth stretched to
its limit, realizing she couldn't force him down
with tongue action alone. She needed gravity.
She prepared to tilt her massive head back to
let him slide into the darkness.
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’}T. LI NS ‘ IR Tl e '_ /.,.f The remaining soldier, Private Harris, dropped

" PO iz /7 : 7/ / ot m sounds.- his rifle. It clattered uselessly against the
1 "Our Fo:ﬂ:hek‘:l L ALl g7 ._ 1/ /4 p g - ) | metal floor of the lift basket, a sound that was

heaven... hullowe entirely swallowed by the wet, visceral noises

e... £ x\\\ 4/ | - coming from Scarlett's mouth.
Thyxh_ |

He stood frozen, his eyes locked on the sight
of his friend's boots disappearing past the
giantess's lips. There was no struggle. Mike
wasn't kicking or screaming anymore. It was
as if the moment he entered her warmth, he
had simply... accepted it. Harris watched the
slow, rhythmic motion of Scarlett's throat,
the wet GLUCK sound of the swallow, and
his mind fractured under the absurdity. He
began to mutter, his voice a thin, trembling
thread against the overwhelming reality of
the consumption.
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{a\ AN SRS | - . s i | The blockage was stubborn. Scarlett groaned,
NN N tilting her massive head back until she was
staring directly at the high, corrugated ceiling
of the warehouse. She opened her jaw to its
absolute limit, her tongue lolling out, pink and

slick with saliva.

Gravity did its work. The shrunken, wet form
| of the soldier began to slide. A visible bulge
1 "HAAAWK.SG-GULPY% moved down her neck, distending the skin.

- She brought her hand up, her thick fingers
wrapping around her own throat, massaging

el | the lump downwards, coaxing the meal into
2 HHUUUK... MMMMPH:x NN the depths.

------
...........
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He went deeper. The bulge moved past her
collarbone, settling into the warmth of her
chest. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lashes
trembling against her cheeks. A flush of heat
rose in her face, turning her pale skin a rosy
pink.

To Harris, watching from the lift, it was
deeply shocking. This wasn't just a tactical
maneuver. This wasn't just a soldier refueling
for a mission. The look on her face was one
of transcendent, narcotic bliss. The virus
didn't make her evil—she still believed she
was saving the country—but it rewired the
pleasure centers. It made the act of voring, the
act of growing, feel better than love, better
than heroism. Like a vampire faced with a
vein, the moral context faded, replaced by the
overwhelming, biological need.
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SRR S SRS g/ ¥ S ; Mike was gone. Fully submerged in the dark,
\# v y/ e 3 . wet slide of her esophagus. $Scarlett began
| sl " to close her mouth, her jaw aching from the
stretch. She swallowed hard one last time, a
convulsive motion that shook her entire upper

body.

She kept her hand on her throat, rubbing
the skin in slow, sensual circles, feeling the

1 "K-Kuh... cough® i Mmmph®tty | phantom pressure of the man she had just
R swallowed. She choked slightly, a wet cough

~ 2"Down.../youlgo:-/good|boy:x escaping her, but she smiled through it.

i
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The transfer hit. It was violent and immediate.
Scarlett's hand gripped the railing of the lift so
hard the metal crumpled like foil. The growth
surged through her, expanding her framein all
directions.

1 "Here it comes! HAAAAH!" P -

sh'ﬁg; back!"

2 "Oh god, yes! The
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Her breasts surged outward, the pale skin
" ' stretching tight. The nipples hardened and
::h::'torwceitl't“hem- g began to leak, thick droplets of milk running
) down the slopes of her chest. She threw her
2 "I'm leaking! AHAHAHA! head back, her laughter becoming guttural
T-THIS IS AMAZING"'ATHIS]IS ~ and deep, vibrating in the chest of the

FUCKING AMAZING!'s > X remaining soldier standing inches away.
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Harris stumbled backward in the lift basket,

hitting the far railing. The woman in front of
him laughed harder, a manic, joy-filled sound
that echoed off the walls, drowning out the
groan of her own expanding body.

THE HUNGER VIRUS: MADAIN PRESIDENT V

1" HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA"

2 "HNNNNGH!IT'S SO MUCH
BETTER THE SECOND TIME!"

3 "MORE! | NEEDJMORE!s

. .
,,,,,,



THE HUNGER VIRU

W " /

3 CRACK... 3
SPLINTER... ¥
CRUNCH &\
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1 "My ass! Oh god, my ass

too?? HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!
C-CAN'’T BELIEVE THIS!"

2 "It's so wide! It's
feels so fucking
heavy ALREADY!"

The growth moved lower, hitting her hips
and ass with a vengeance. Behind her was a
massive metal container filled with surplus
rifles. As her ass cheeks expanded, they pressed
against the inner walls.
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e

-y e The container didn't stand a chance. The
relentless, soft pressure of her expanding
buttocks shattered the wood and then

1 "Crushing it! I'm crushing it all!” began to bend the metal frames of the rifles
inside. Her ass was becoming a landscape, a
sprawling, double-lobed continent of fat.

a0

>~

2 "This warehouse
won’'t hold me in
for much longer!
Muhahahaha"
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[’ S, S - e The metal container itself began to buckle.

SEVEL & 8/ Scarlett's ass cheehs flowed over it, swallowing
' s N the sharp edges in soft folds of flesh. She
e A was getting so big that her backside alone
could serve as a landing pad for a Chinook
helicopter.
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| -- Scarlett opened her eyes, seeing Harris
" 2 “Scarlett, you need ' 1 "Oh no you don't. You cowering in the corner of the lift. His
to think this through! promised, soldier." nervousness was palpable. He looked ready
| know what | s%t “ to jump off. She couldn't have that. Not when
; what if --" s 3 "You can't back down now. The she was so close to another round.

country needs you. | need you."

With a speed that belied her size, she reached
out. Her hand enveloped him completely,
scooping him up before he could even scream.
The motion knocked the lift over. It crashed to
the concrete floor, the rifles inside spilling out.
Several of them discharged on impact, the loud
BANG-BANG-BANG echoing like cannon fire
in the enclosed space.
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The gunshots drew attention. The blast doors
of the warehouse hissed open, and Dwight

2 "Holy shit... This is what I ' Lance and Agent Megan Donovan rushed in.

was afraid of... she's... she's
enormous...

Dwight was in a fresh, ill-fitting suit. Megan
was... monumental. She was easily eighteen
feet tall, naked, thick with muscle and new
fat, a titaness in her own right, though she
barely seemed to register her own state.

They froze. The sight before them broke their
brains. Scarlett was swallowing the second
soldier.

N\

¢

1 (Pointing c}\g&@‘q‘g finger, his
voice high with panic) "Oh my
god... oh myﬁgo*d!@doh at her!

She's swallowing him?!"

ﬁ‘\*\i\&

3 "Soun?g}%e alarm! We need
containment! NOW!"

; s
- N
h &
B
A ¥ |
AAY
§
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2 (Gulping loudly, a eupho@
smile on her face) "G-GULP...
Mmmph... hi guys... just...
fueling up... Told you |1 was
hungry earlier.... Mmmmm..."
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Megan took a step forward, her own massive
foot shaking the ground, intending to
intervene. Dwight threw himself in front of
her, waving his arms frantically.

Scarlett ignored them. She sat there, a
mountain of pleasure, massaging her throat
as Harris slid down to join Mike. Her belly was
swelling rapidly, pushing forward like a rolling
tide of flesh, closing the distance between her
and the new arrivals. Milk pooled in the deep,
sweaty creases under her breasts, dripping
onto the expanding dome of her gut.
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3 “Scarlett? Can you hear me?
Please don't do anything
stupid, the lab tests will be
back in a couple hours!”

2 “What ure you
FUCKING GO.«-.,;;,

1 "HERE IT COMES!

TWO!"

ROUND
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The second soldier hit her stomach, and the
growth accelerated into overdrive. Scarlett was
no longer just growing; she was avalanching.
Her body expanded outward in shifting rolls of
pale fat.
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ZUHENT N, 1 (A wet, thunderous, chest-deepjgbelch)
{ ‘:‘a "BUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRR-AH-AKZA |:"'1:|' sP!"

p ] (Scrambling
on. the floor)
““MOVE! MEGAN!
THIS PLACE IS
~ GONNA FUCKING

/3
b |
-A

Dwight realized the danger instantly. She was
filling the room too fast. He turned to run, his
dress shoes slipping on the smooth concrete,
and he went down hard. Megan stood frozen,
staring up at the woman who dwarfed even
her new, giant form. Scarlett let out a burp
that rattled the teeth in their skulls.
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g N\N Y - y A Megan snapped out of her trance. She grabbed

T Dwight by the back of his suit jacket, hauled
him to his feet, and they both bolted. Panic set
in. They needed the heavy tranquilizers. They
needed the suppression team.

Behind them, Scarlett roared with laughter
and pleasure.
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E&, —— iy, They sprinted towards the garage door, the

_‘ ground shaking violently with every shift

| of Scarlett's weight. Her breasts were now

spraying milk in high-pressure jets, soaking

the walls and the fleeing figures. Her head rose
higher, her hair brushing the ceiling lights.
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ﬁ\ —_—i e s Ll o : Scarlett threw her head back, her eyes rolling
L 2 %) \.\ _______- ————— e ———

e : up, lost in the same animalistic, intensified
T i Sacs = il ) 2 pleasure loop that had claimed the first

i
| il

woman infected by the virus, Sharon. It wasn't
just growth; it was a biological imperative, a
high that no drug could match.

________
""""""""""

''''''''
T . 3
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- The euphoric haze that had clouded Scarlett’s

N mind shattered. The growth didn't stop—it
NN accelerated—but the pleasure that had
masked the physical trauma of such rapid

expansion suddenly evaporated. It was too

much, too fast. Her eyes rolled up, snapping

open as a wave of overwhelming sensory

— P e . overload hit her.

1 (Heavy, wet, panicked _ g ¥ . ' PR v | By -+ She could feel every square inch of her
breathing) "HAAH... Y/ 1 . = shin stretching to its breaking point. The
HAAH... TOO... MUCH..." . e _- e . = .=+ floor beneath her screeched and cracked,
s | : '3 o ..+ = the concrete turning to powder under her
2 (Incoherent o P P % = widening hips. Wooden crates splintered
m oaning) e A > " Tt | against her flanks. Above her, the massive,
NNNNGH e A | milk-leaking mounds of her breasts slammed
G'GRRAH-WMM - B e . . into the steel cross-beams of the ceiling. She
| \597101pp- A\ |1 2 o .| clawed at her own chest, pressing her hands
MAKE \ IT..S | e . into the doughy flesh, trying to relieve the
' " e -+ crushing pressure, gasping for air that seemed

too thin to fill her expanding lungs.
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B

1 (Voice distorted, deep and
vibrating) "WHAT... IS... THIS?"

2 "IT BURNS...
BLOOD... IT BURNS..."”

3 "GET."I
ouuuut!"

THE
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A terrifying physiological shift began. The
capillaries in her eyes didn't just burst;
they changed. A flood of alien pigment
rushed into her irises, turning them a bright,
bioluminescent purple. They widened in terror,
glowing with a sickly, radioactive light.

The panic set in deep. She wasn't just growing;
she was evolving into something unstable.
Her movements became jerky and erratic,
her head whipping back and forth. When
she spoke, her voice had dropped an octave,
vibrating with a distorted, monstrous timbre
that sounded like two wvoices speaking at
once—one human, one something else.
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1 (Strained, deep groaning)
"GRRRRR-AAAAH..."

3 "THE... CEILING... IT'S... TOUCHING...
MV--- BRAIN...l'

2 SCREEEECH (Metal bending)
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Her breasts, now colossal and hard as stone
from the internal pressure, ground against the
industrial piping of the fire suppression system.
The metal pipes groaned and bent, wrapping
around the soft flesh like wire.

The purple hue spread from her eyes to her
skin. Her face flushed a deep, bruised violet,
the veins in her neck standing out like dark
purple cords. She looked less like a woman
and more like a reactor meltdown in human
form.
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1 (A monstrous, deafening roar)
i {elololoolole].V.V.V.V.V.\ {1t

2 "TEAR IT... OFF! TEAR...
THE SKY... OFF!"

© GTSX-3D NOVENBER 2025

The structural integrity of the warehouse
failed. Her tits surged upward, snapping the
thick steel pipes like dry twigs. The entire
ceiling grid groaned and began to lift, pushed
up by the relentless, hydraulic force of her
chest.

S$he screamed, a sound that wasn't human—a
deep, resonant roar that shook dust from the
rafters. Little was known about the cocktail
of alien blood and chemicals coursing through
her veins, but it was clear now that this
wasn't just the Hunger Virus. It wasn't the
simple gluttonous tyranny of Dakota or the
compliant hedonism of Evelyn. It was changing
her behavior, stripping away the human nurse
and replacing her with an unpredictable thing.
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2 "NO... MORE... ROOM..."
3 "PUSH... PUSH... THROUGH..."

1 CRUNCH... GRIND
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She was too tall. Her head slammed into the
corrugated metal of the roof. The steel beams
bent around her shkull, forming a twisted crown
of industrial debris. Her neck compressed,
muscles straining, as she effectively became a
living pillar supporting—and destroying—the
roof of the building.
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| | The containment failed. With a catastrophic
series of explosions, the warehouse came apart.

Her feet kicked out, blowing the side walls
apart in a shower of bricks and mortar. Her
belly surged forward, bulldozing the blast
doors and the loading bay. Her ass expanded
backward, flattening the rear offices instantly.
And finally, with a scream of tortured metal,
her head and breasts tore through the roof.

1 KABOOOOOM... CRASH... RUMBLE

She rose from the debris, a purple-skinned,

L W . . glowing-eyed titaness, still growing, covered
\ }b - in dust and the wreckage of her prison. She
rF B\ 4 was a nightmare illuminated by the purple
OG- 2 (Breathing heavily, the glow of her own face.
sound like a wind tunnel)
| "IiIAA%AAH... HAAAAAH..."
, 9
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1 (Whispering, but loud enough
to echo) "They can hear it... they
can hear it..."

2 "The signal... it's not...
quiet... anymore..."

3 "They can hear it... oh god... they
know where we are..."
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Suddenly, the thrashing stopped. Scarlett froze
amidst the rubble, her massive chest heaving.
She looked around wildly, her movements
jerky and paranoid. Her purple eyes were
wide, the pupils dilated to encompass almost
the entire iris. She looked terrified. She looked
small, despite being a titan.

She grabbed her head with both hands,
pressing her fingers into her temples, and
began to repeat a phrase, her voice trembling
with a cosmic, incomprehensible dread.
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1 (A low, terrifying growl)

"Let them come.
THEM COME TO ME!"

LET
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Then, as quickly as the fear had come, it
vanished. Her pupils shrank to pinpricks
of violent, radioactive light. The trembling
ceased. Her posture shifted, straightening up,
her muscles tensing.

An intense wave of emotion washed over her
face, wiping away the fear and replacing it
with something colder. Something harder.
It was a pure, distilled rage, a predator's
aggression that felt ancient and alien. It was
a hatred unlike anything Dakota, Evelyn,
or even Megan had ever felt. But who was
this anger targeted towards, really? Was she
referring to the soldiers who are gonna try to
stop her? Was it Dakota and Evelyn? Or was
it something else entirely?

TO BE CONTINUED...



