Shuddering and groaning, I pulled herself up from the small depression I had curled up in, shaking my head to try to clear the pounding feeling I felt throughout my body.  Wincing as nothing seemed to work, I rose up, poking my head over the rows of corn nearby as I heard something in the distance, and suddenly everything made sense.  Next to the old barn was a collection of cars, bikes, and other vehicles, along with all of their passengers.  Even from this distance I could smell the alcohol on the breeze, and the massive speakers that had been erected nearby explained the aching I felt, as every thump of the bass track echoed through my roots and back into myself, compounding and building on itself until it was almost painful.
Looking down at the somewhat meager crop I had grown thus far, I smiled, and looked back up at the oblivious partygoers.  This harvest would likely be the best I had in a very long time, and would keep me fed for months.  Beginning the laborious process of uprooting my main body, I started to send out feelers into the corn, slowly drawing the web tighter around the party.
The first pair were simple, having run off into the field to no doubt spend as much time copulating or whatever it was that humans that age seemed so intent on doing.  Completely oblivious to my approach, snagging the pair with my vines was trivially easy, and before long I had pulled them back to myself.  Holding them up and looking at them briefly, I lifted their flailing bodies up to my mouth, my inner tendrils surging forth and pulling the two down into my belly in a matter of seconds.  Shuddering in pleasure at the feeling of having a live meal inside me after so long without, I looked up hungrily at the bulk of the party still going on only about fifty feet away.
The next few minutes were the most nerve wracking of the night, as I had to balance the need to prevent them from discovering my presence with the need for sustenance, a feeling that only grew more and more intense with each errant partygoer I pulled from the corn and then down into my gullet.
Pausing for a moment, I flexed my main trunk, and looked down in satisfaction at my newest pumpkin as it began to fill out, growing on the end of it’s vine.  As the interior filled up as the last few skulls slid down the vine and plopped out into it, I looked back at the rave, and waited for the perfect moment to make my move.
Two hours later, I started to wonder if I had been mistaken in waiting.  Certainly, I wasn’t truly bored, as the bulging, squirming mass in my gut and the rapidly growing pumpkin behind me attested, but the party showed no signs of slowing down, and if anything was only growing rowdier.  Looking out at the crowd, I decided that at this point, it was time for me to push the issue.
Pulling myself through the edge of the field and into the clearing where the party was going on, I immediately began to dig my larger roots into the ground, running others around the clearing to cut off their escape.  Leaning forward, I was preparing myself for the panic to come and...nothing happened.
“Is...is that a giant pumpkin?”
“No, it can’t be, there’s a girl up there.  She’s not wearing a shirt…”
“She looks hot…”
“Oh wow, is this pumpkin full of skulls?  That’s so cool!”
Looking on in confusion, I eventually found the explanation I was looking for sitting in the middle of the group.  Like some sort of cross between a hookah and a giant bong, as soon as I realized it was there I caught the telltale scent wafting on the breeze.
Well.  This was going to be easier than I thought.
Leaning down as the first of the girls sauntered over, I gave her a quick peck on the cheek before I pulled her behind me.  Looming over her, I slipped my mouth over her head, gulping her down in a few quick swallows while she was out of sight of the others
Turning around and wiping my lips quickly, none of the others seemed to notice, continuing to dance, drink, and flirt, although there were more than a few that were starting to come over and look at my body.  While I wasn’t entirely displeased by the development, it wasn’t something that I was really comfortable with either, as their interest seemed to be completely focused around the size of my bust and how good of a mate I would make.
Looking around, I shrugged my shoulders and sent my roots burrowing in all directions, wrapping around the remaining humans, and pulling them close, lifting the first to my lips eagerly.  Now, as they started to truly see me feeding, the screaming started, but there was no way their drunken cries for help would reach the highway over the music.
The next few minutes became a blur as my entire existence narrowed to swallowing down the partygoers as fast as I could.  One by one by one they disappeared down my throat, joining the larger and larger bulge in my stomach and roots.  The entire time, I could feel my lower body churning and groaning, and I looked behind me in pleasure as I saw the largest pumpkin I’ve grown yet increasing steadily in size, watching as every few seconds, my belly separated out another skull and pumped it down the vine.
Settling back into the center of the clearing, I burrowed my roots down into the ground, settling myself back into a more comfortable position.  Hiccuping, I coughed and burped, and a pair of the curious little glowsticks that seemed all the rage with those humans went flying into the night.  Leaning back, I smiled and patted my upper stomach as the bulges slowly stilled and began to slip down into my roots.
Best.  Party.  Ever.
