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Cross pulled the lever next to the fuse box. The place went completely dark, and he pulled out his phone. He activated the flashlight feature and walked through the stockroom. A sudden crashing sound surprised him. He shone his light on the source of the sound. It was the cargo door to the stockroom, having fallen off, barely hanging on from its belly-bashed state. All sorts of debris were around the entrance. Monica's unstoppable belly obviously did the crime. He started to wonder if any material couldn't be destroyed by it. The scattered piles of plaster and metal didn't make him feel better about the notion. He followed the trail of scrap to the produce section.

He found the pregnant giantess heaving a table of bananas to her hungry mouth. She tilted it up, the many bunches falling into her mouth. He could tell she was in full glutton mode with Monica performing her mass swallow trick. She was now doing it with a stand of strawberries. He hoped the cameras caught what she did before he shut off the electricity. He couldn't count on their security system automatically backing up the footage. They were probably using outdated technology, and wouldn't have the storage capabilities to constantly record.

Cross put his phone in his shirt pocket. His eyes had calibrated to the darkness and there was enough light from the outside to see somewhat clearly.

"Cross." Monica simply addressed, lowering the strawberry stand and wiping the juice from her mouth, "Have you ever played Half-Life 2?"

"What?" he responded, taken back by the seemingly random question. He had played the video game, but he didn't understand why she asked it. She looked at him still, wanting an answer. "Uh...yes. Yes, I have. My father and I played it when I was small."

Monica didn't respond and turned her attention back to the table she held. She initiated the haze and spat the property-changing substance. It was a little different than other times she used it. The table became a formless, green blob, behaving in a frazzled manner. It struggled to form any kind of shape. Momentarily, it stabilized for a second and then shaped into the "gravity gun" from the game.

"Pick it up. I'm happy that worked. This is going to make it so much easier for you to feed me." she stated.

Cross did so and studied it for a moment. It wasn't exactly how he remembered it. The coloring was off and one of the prongs was longer than it should be. He aimed it at a hand of bananas that had fallen to the floor. He pushed the secondary fire button and the food was pulled in. He then aimed it towards Monica's head and had to pause for a moment. It had been years since he played the game, almost forgetting how it operated. It didn't take long for him to remember that he could press the secondary fire to drop it or the primary one to punt it. He pressed the primary, and it launched into her open maw. She happily swallowed them whole and let out a satisfied sound.

"Ahhh. Good thing your aim is awesome. My first boyfriend played that all the time and he couldn't hit the broad side of a barn." she remarked, elated. "Now, let's get to work! We have a lot of goodies to stuff me with."

The fruit and vegetable section was easy to blaze through. Cross used the gun to grab whatever he could, and she would awkwardly eat whatever she could reach. It went rather quickly. The sustenance was right before them. They didn't have to worry about any type of packaging slowing them down. At least not yet. Monica finished slurping up a few kiwis, the last of what remained of the produce.

They moved to the nearest aisle, which happened to be the one with snacks. She encountered another problem. Her belly was too wide to fit down the aisle. It just meant more work for him. He quickly gravitated many bags of chips and shot it at her. They landed on her chest, and she stared at them sadly.

"Oh, no! This is going to take too long... Wait!" she lamented, an idea then coming to her.

She let the green substance form on her lips and brought one of the bags to them. The substance instantly dissolved the bag. Amazingly, the chips didn't fall down. As the bag disappeared, the chips sucked into her mouth. It puzzled Cross. What was happening? As far as he knew, her power only had one function, which was converting an object into whatever she could think of. This didn't fit the pattern. Monica saw his confused look and snickered.

"Oh, baby. You're so cute when you're thinking. All I did was turn the packaging into a mini vortex! I love being efficient." she explained proudly.

He had to give it to her. The intelligence she possessed was yet another contributing factor to her path to invincibility. They used the method she had craftily developed to clear the aisle in no time. Chips, crackers, pretzels, and all the other salty food added to the mass of her belly. Her growth was minor at the moment but he knew they had filled her belly to capacity. This was where it was going to get ridiculous. The corpulent amount of food would surely make her bigger than before. She could effortlessly double her size.

After she cleared the aisles containing soups and boxed meals, she turned her hungry attention to the meat department. The next course would be interesting, to say the least. All of the displayed meat was wrapped neatly, but how would she cook it? Surely, even she wasn't resistant to unsafely consuming raw meat. He would soon have his answer. He shot a full rack of ribs at her. The power dissolved the packaging, and instead of vortexing into her mouth, it floated in place. She concentrated for a moment, and the ribs became instantly cooked. It smelled delicious. She ate the whole thing in less than a second, eaten with a speed that left a spotless hunk of bone.

"HAH, YES!" she belted, slapping her tremendous belly and satisfied with her work so far, "All of it's mine. Everything will become mine. I want all of the food in the world..."

They continued with the new technique. It did take longer than with the other sections, but she seemed to be getting faster at it. He figured the extra step would kill more of the time they had. It was as though the special ability was evolving. She ate all of the meat, and the results of her feast were starting to show. The expansion went straight to her imposing tum. It expanded a few feet in every direction. She was admiring it as well.

"Hehehe! This is usually how big I get after a full day of eating! This makes me want to eat out every grocery store from here to all over the world!" she declared, smoothing her hands over her bigger belly.

He didn't want to think of that, nor would he say anything about it. His stupid mouth had already led him to this point. She decided to work her way through the frozen foods next, happy with her new idea and eating them faster yet. Sometimes, the mini vortex would suck in a nearby food item. It was starting to make him uneasy.

She worked the rest of the aisles like clockwork, every single dry and canned good added to her amazing bulk. Every perishable shelf was cleared out, even the endcaps and side displays. The cleaning supplies were left untouched, including the beer section. At least she had some merit. They went to one of the three areas left. It happened to be the kind of store where the deli and bakery are next to each other. Getting there proved to be a problem. She had grown so big that she was bumping into shelves and whatever else that got in her path. Her height had increased to the point where the twenty-five-feet tall ceiling was less than ten feet from her head. She tried to round the corner around the drink section, then became pinned between the end of that and the opposing wall.

"Oh lookie here, I think I might be stuck. ...Not!" she jokingly commented. It only took one thrust for the shelf to shift to the side, the beverages scattered across the ground. "Hmph, nothing can or will stop me."

She stepped on a wet bottle of soda as she moved on to her next meal. Cross stared at the flattened plastic. Even if this ended well, he was certain he wasn't looking at a simple future. She was the type of person who would exploit any advantage. The rate in which her special ability grew made him as uneasy as the belly did.
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