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Below the area of space that used to be called Earth, the last two relics of the world were in polar orbit of where the Blue Planet had gone. It had been assimilated into the Red Planet—otherwise known as Melony’s belly. In a little less than three days, she had eaten the third boulder from the Sun and all because of the all-devouring power of The Hunger. Like the eating of the heavenly body itself, she had uncovered its secrets piece by piece and only recently came close to the whole truth. And comparable to the objects floating from in between her miles-apart legs, she still had a fragment to eat. Ultimately, it was the one way that had worked for her. And with her red-brown irises taking in the Solar System extending far and wide around her, she knew where to begin. As for the microscopic items at the end of their first circumnavigation of her global gut, they are a purple-painted Geo Tracker and a high-end drone. By luck that was as sheer as her tum, the latter of them was working. It had and would continue to chronice her growth—from start to finish.

-How do I measure myself now? ...The numbers are what made gauging this...planet...of a belly so hot.- she inwardly pondered, having just come out of an also unscalable ecstasy. With her planetary stuffing, she had reached the first of the few issues she had at the moment. For a solid hour, the greedy goddess enjoyed the simple sensation of her eminent belly stretching leagues per millisecond in the great distance before her. Throughout the course of the great orgasm, the pure sexual delight had numbed her into a literal thoughtless state. She was solely capable of letting it happen, all other mental and physical functions locked out as her stomach churned and processed an unweighable amount of calories. It was more than a good problem. It was the greatest and only “human issue” she had now. She realized it after initially worrying about how she would breathe in the vacuum of space. As always, her faithful alter ego, the cheeky “TH”, had her covered and explained that it had stored as much oxygen as possible. When she implored about how long it had been doing this, her second self gave a fairly vague answer, saying, -Since it was necessary. Specifically? ...After we ate Crescent City.-

“...Hello?” Melony managed to vocalize. She strung together enough oxygen molecules and created an air pocket for the single word to vibrate into vocal existence. Immediately, the subconscious nagging of TH told her that wasn’t a smart move. For their next “trick”, they would need every precious molecule. The truth about breathing in the cosmos was that the element did indeed exist, but the issue was that and the other ones that made up the “air” of Earth were far and few in between. Another nag nudged her to start focusing on ensuring she could get all the breathable air she could get, while servicing the bigger picture. For this, her mental buddy said:

-If you thought we were eating fast before, it’s nothing compared to how much we have to do now. You can ruminate all you want but I’ve been saving our planet-bellied ass. Get to work, Melony. As usual...I will hold your hand through it. Let us...EAT.-

She didn’t appreciate the bluntness but understood the necessity. It was right about being her point of support. Melony had faced an endless string of truths thrown at her. Fortunately, she had the power of a snarky alien to split her psyche in order to handle it. And thanks to this merger, she got the inkling there were a couple of facts yet to come. Blizzard had narrated the story of her origins and through them, she learned that she was a spacefaring Edaxian. The real nature of the species served as the final puzzle piece and considering that she was a “little” fragment of the living procreator, she figured it was more than fitting for her to absorb the full picture.

-Now...wheeere are you, ancestor?- she wondered, searching the cosmic fields for the Red Star itself. As her eyes scanned the neighborhood of the Milky Way, she stopped herself, strongly feeling as though this wasn’t the right place to be looking.

-I’m that ‘feeling’ and I’m telling you to quit screwing around, Melony! You really need to focus. This can wait.- TH begged.

And she responded in kind, -Shut it! I want to figure it out for myself.-

She suppressed its reply and resumed her train of thinking, remembering what MeMe had said about the supposed location of the entity. Prior to venturing to Los Angeles, she read up on the information about “Tabby’s Star” and learned it was in this galaxy. However, she also recalled Blizzard stating it was “beyond” the star and despite the scolding of TH, she wanted to get ahead of the mystery. The figurative desire to get “ahead” was then replaced by the strictest definition of the word, Melony seeing a round object rapidly approach. She heeded her mental passenger and focused, realizing it was a rocky, slate gray colored body of some sort.

-...That’s it. I’m taking over.-

Before she could question it, she felt and saw her left field of vision suddenly divide, throwing her through more of a loop than she was already verily in. She presumed the lust was back for round two but TH had assumed full bodily control, forcing the stubborn female to watch her left eye reform. Melony saw the last thing she would expect, which was the beat-up but intact Geo of Scott Stelfox. He was the first person she had eaten. The memory made her nostalgic for something that occurred almost yesterday and though she had added many things to her belly since, her mind was stuck on this surreal episode. Here she was, flying through the throes of interplanetary space—having become a planet herself—and by some miracle, the last teeny tiny trace of Earth was this. She about laughed but this wasn’t the time for humor, seeing as the incoming gray “rock” was another planet, her yelling its name into the void:

“...MERCURY?!” she bellowed, immediately inhaling afterward.

When she did, the automobile entered the mountainous cavern that was her mouth and didn’t stop there. The smallest orb in this star system was a third of Earth’s size and since her belly was double that, comparatively it was like a very large watermelon. She would have gladly swallowed it anyway but the insistent TH commanded her lips to envelop the lifeless ball of tasty rock.

“...ONE.” The Hunger tallied.

The voice tally was incredibly delayed and because the previous weight measurement was in metric tons, the restart made her ask, -One...what?! The highest it could be is yottagrams but...-

-The new count will be in units of ‘Earth Mass’. So, just...‘one Earth’. Don’t overthink it. ...It won’t last long.- TH clarified.

In faster development, she swallowed Mercury and briefly felt the small challenge it was to gulp down her second “inner planet” of the Solar System. She was back to being the observer again except that her alter had afforded her the luxury of experiencing the grand sensation of her belly expanding. Melony understood the urgency for them to take over innately, knowing that if she desired to have the answers to her questions, she would have to take care of the “micro” before they got to the “macro”. The eyeball that let her view the Geo was currently drawing back from her celestially gorgeous face and then shot straight above it. The perspective angled downward, giving her a complete bird’s eye view of herself. Besides noting how much glassier her hair was, she noticed that she was...spinning.

-My belly really has become a globe. Holy crap, I am...BIG. I’m...two Earths big! Well, two...point one six with Mer—. ...OOOH!-

-Pay attention. And try not to get...dizzy. Aside from your meandering, it’s taking everything I am to keep us going. You just had to keep this weak human form. Edaxians don’t need to breathe in space but...then again, we aren’t as ‘pretty’ looking as humans.-

The comment made her imagine the physical characteristics and her meandering eye was recentered on her spherical mass with a very abrupt change in the force of her propulsion. Firstly, she saw the “flare” of the pulse emitting from boundless belly. She found out these were gravitational waves so figured this had to be what’s called “lensing”. And since Gig Harbor, she had been capturing the raw essence of these pulses and used the fuschia space magic to manipulate them for various uses. Presently, it was utilized for the plain purpose of greatly increasing her thrust. She did focus on this but a little too much, her brain getting dizzy, and causing her to look through her right eye, taking a horny look at her growing tum. Then, she glanced at the Sun, which was moving away from her.

-Open wide.-

TH finally had her full attention, especially when the orangesicle orb that was Venus collided into her auto-stretched lips. The taste was extremely hot at first but then instantly cooled into a creamy treat that slid down her throat and added to her globular waistline. Her orgasmic state returned, enjoying the thousands of miles of growth. It was about as big as Earth so with Mercury, she was:

-...T-Three...Earths...b-b-b-...BIG!- she managed to think. The thoughtless state was dwindling her consciousness and though she relished the continuous climax, the world-devouring munch was making her consider that this was too much to chew. Melony felt TH scream a subliminal protest, telling her it was blasphemous to even entertain such a thought. For this spinning second, she sought to get her constantly shifting bearings straight. She centered her focus back to the overhead view and just in time to see another pulsing lens flare pop off, followed by its immediate capture—and as expected—her rate of thrust increased. In concert with her usual eating habits, she perceived how much speedier the Venus popsicle had propelled her, the flaming ball of plasma moving further away from sight. A second run-through of her newest method of belly expansion made her understand the meal plan...of action. Simply put, she was swallowing the planets and using the subsequent pulses to thrust further out of orbit from the Sun. Earlier, she had decelerated to pick up Mercury and was now “hopping” to the other planetary orbits. In essence, nothing had changed. The progressive sequencing was off but with Mars in her closing purview, she was absolutely certain that it would be corrected. She had started with her home world, the biggest of the inner planets. Although this was disorientating, she understood the strategy and licked her lips, wanting, -...More.-
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