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Mystically rotating along the orbital path of the former planet Earth was its much larger successor, the self-appointed Goddess of Belly. Other gods in solar systems away might chuckle at the audacity of an immortal rejecting their title and assuming a new one but one look at Alexandra would command their respect. She and her globe of belly were not only four times larger than the world she ate clean, but also bigger than all of the deities in the galaxy combined. Naturally, they had the same ability she sparingly utilized, in that they could willfully inflate themselves to proportions that could make all of them together be able to take her down. However, such power came with a price, and it was the energy pool of their magic. Most of them would long tire out before reaching her planetary level of mass. Even she, who built an immense reserve of stamina, would eventually reach a limit. They couldn’t expand to an infinite degree, yet that “only” depended on running out of said energy. Well...what if they found a way to never run of things to convert to stamina?

And by “things”, the curly-haired goddess had amassed the full-scope spectrum of the definition. Food, people, the buildings that housed them both, the cities they were all herded in, and even the land they stood on was consumed by Alexandra. She ate her world and the constant stream of energy gave her the notion that expanding her belly for infinity was a...possibility? The sum total of all her creations had given her considerable power and although she could probably assert that dominance over the other god’s worlds just by eclipsing them with her planet-sized belly, she wasn’t interested in conquest. However, she was...hungry.

The original whim to “eat the world” had run its course...or had it? When she said the world, it could be assumed she meant her planet. If she really was getting technical, then her statement was vague enough to assert she could’ve meant:

“The world of the gods...” she stated, verbally stopping to allow a full rotation of her globe of belly to pass.

As she circled around, the endless sea of stars caused her heart to swell—remembering that her father, the God of Gods, decreed that only one god could inhabit any given solar system. In the beginning, they were ordered to spread out as far as possible from each other, so they wouldn’t squabble over resources. Well, resource management wasn’t exactly Alexandra’s concern at the moment. For her, she was realizing that her whim hadn’t been fulfilled. Her father had sent them to this galaxy of stars, also warning them to never leave their home of the Milky Way. His previous litters of children inhabited the galaxies that had come before them. As she reached the halfway point of her revolution, her sly smirk stayed static but her eyes—pupil, iris, and all—dilated at the cosmic buffet all around her. Galaxies spanned from one end of the void of space to the other, and with God Dad sitting above them all, the world of the gods was:

“The whole UNIVERSE!!!” she over enthusiastically bellowed across her solar system.

Her eagerness had been relatively tame across the three acts of her binge, but with billions of worlds in a countless number of the spiral systems of stars, she was unable to contain her electric excitement. One full revolution of Planet Alexandra later, she was thoroughly empowered to eat and grow on a universal scale. She wondered what her celestial siblings would be thinking as they saw her worldwide belly approaching their respective worlds. Would they even see her coming? As her feast of Earth proved, most of the billions of tasty inhabitants in her ultrapacked stomach could attest to maybe seeing some part of her gigantic gut before they were pulled or pushed into her mouth. Briefly, she recalled her first act, back in the restaurant that was a morsel of a morsel by this point. The patrons in there went down her maw and throat so compacted and plump. Oh what a delicious joy it was to feel hundreds of limbs feebly squirm as they progressed down the digestive train that would make them a part of the biggest belly giantess in existence.

The devious remembrance connected to the present, and then to the future craving to stuff the gods of this galaxy in the exact same slick manner. “Hmmm, they must be tastier going down...” she imagined, grabbing a handful of boob and belly each in both mitts.

In a manner of speaking, she had tasted the gods. Lovingly, the face of her girlfriend, the Goddess of Mischief, came to mind.

“Darn, I miss her, but I ate the only way I could communicate with her...” she lamented, slightly regretting eating the telescope.

The device doubled as a communicator and with how far Mischief’s world was away from her, she felt sad at the prospect of not seeing her again. After all, once Abundance got started, there was little to nothing that could stop her voracious wish. Speaking of that, she felt a faint hunger gurgle rise to the overbrimmed surface of her belly. Mouth watering, she looked at the nearest planet. The Earth she had replaced was actually the closest to the Sun in this universe. The gassy, green planet akin to Venus was flying along its distant orbit, so far away that it looked like a paltry snack for the gravid goddess. In fact, she was only twice as large as the second planet of the giant hot star to her back, the digesting Earth originally half of its emerald mass. She groped her belly and teat harder, turned on by the quick formulation of her new plan: Alexandra the Belly Goddess would go from world to world, and consume the gods ruling over them.

Before that, though, her brethren could potentially pose an obstacle to her plans. In order to make them submit on sight, she would need a belly so big that the option for opposition would be viewed as utterly futile. She moaned from imagining their perspective, looking into the night sky and seeing her belly stretched across the constellation of stars they used to admire. She needed to grow big and fast, so she ruminated on whether to willfully inflate or eat the planets first. It only took her a laughable second to decide:

“How about both?”

She cracked a devious smirk, half-hoping Mischief was looking at her with her telescope. Alexandra would make her proud.

“Huh, nothing‘s changed. I will...” she straightforwardly said, letting out a succinct moan to underline the playful understatement and then taking one last sweeping look at the seemingly endless stellar spread around her, “...eat the world today.”

An also succinct giggle was unheard beyond the void of space she fully intended to fill, and with that, she began to inflate. Before doing so, she threw her planetary mass in the direction of Venus. As she streaked across the darkness, the light of her activating god magic enveloped her in an aura that would soon make the Sun jealous of its giant-bellied brilliance. The summation of the energy she accumulated from consuming her world of Abundance was being burned so to make it easier to concentrate on eating, she applied the ability to her full-body. Delicious black curls, flawless face, country-splitting arms, moons for boobs, boundless big belly, continental ass, and legs for miles—all bloomed in one concurrent expansion. Creatures on planets ahead began to see a dark yet shining orb move and grow in the heavens they could barely comprehend to begin with. The green world was hurtling toward her because of Alexandra anticipating its orbital path and the species aboard it found themselves as confounded as the few others witnessing it from worlds away.

Those on her former world’s largest continent would join them in their confusion about the phenomenon of female flesh, but they couldn’t weigh in, seeing as they were deep in the stomach these worldly denizens were going to. They could guess that she was a woman by her weird belly-centric anatomy yet only because of her feminine features looking minorly prominent from top to bottom, before her gigantic belly became center stage above them. The simple truth was that Alexndra had angled the front of her swelling stomach toward the facing side of the planet, her moans so loud and daunting that her vocals were piercing the atmosphere. She couldn’t help herself—imagining the viewpoint of their oh so tiny little heads looking up to see their sky steadily filled with her belly.

By the time she reached the wow’d world, she was four times its size, the upper hemisphere of her astral abdomen completely covering the horizon before her country-sized head slammed open-mouth onto its polar cap. Her thickening and widening lips then spread over the top of the world and due to her continually expanding, she had touched the equator once she decided to take a bite. The growing goddess expected it to take around five bites, and ecstatic from her quickening proportions, she didn’t bother to force-flex either. The first half of the world was left in her stretching jaws—opening them again to then shove the lower half in her maw with it. Like chewing on a hunk of jaw-breaking steak, she savored the multi-flavored mass by breaking it down slowly with her teeth. Continents were eviscerated, oceans softened the planetary meat, and the crunchy underlayers made her muffle moans as she munched on one whole planet. This was the first time since the inaugural food of the restaurant that she had eaten in a “normal” manner.

-I can’t remember the last time I actually chewed...- she inwardly considered.
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