
The universe known as ‘Earth-3’ was a realm where morality was inverted and villainy reigned supreme. It was only natural, then, that this universe’s equivalent to the Justice League, the Crime Syndicate, was a cadre of amoral individuals. The Amazon once known as Lois Lane and now as Superwoman was no exception. In fact, she was among the Syndicate’s most depraved members, taking nothing less than pure delight in the subjugation of others.

In the face of her general monstrousness, her tendency for infidelity would seem far more forgivable. But this was the one indiscretion that her associates in the Syndicate could not abide-namely Ultraman and Thomas Wayne Jr. , the ones who she was cheating on. Not because it was immoral, of course, but because it would be a blow to one of the few things they valued-their own egos. So while she committed flagrant acts of cruelty in front of everyone, she kept her most vital secret close to her chest-the true father of the child which resided inside her growing belly. If anyone were to reveal this information, the position of power she’d secured for herself by carefully manipulating the male members would collapse, and she would almost certainly find herself in direct conflict with at least two of her fellow supervillains. And consequently, anyone who obtained this information would gain a great degree of leverage over her.

It was this leverage that Rhonda Pineda, otherwise known as Atomica, sought to obtain. Her size-changing abilities made her incredibly well-suited for infiltration. Shrinking down until she was only a few centimeters in height, she hid herself in Superwoman’s private quarters with a diminutive recording device in hand, knowing it was only a matter of time before she’d do or say something scandalous. 

She didn’t have to wait very long. Superwoman entered in less than an hour, and incriminated herself almost immediately upon her arrival. She was conspicuously, flagrantly pregnant, with her blossoming baby bump bulging out enormously beneath her black suit. “Whoever her baby daddy is, he must be pretty potent,” Rhonda muttered to herself.

She strode into her room with Owlman beside her, his hand was against her waist in quite the intimate matter. 

“Are you sure he doesn’t know I’m the father?” Owlman said, as Superwoman reclined in the nearby chair, absentmindedly caressing her stomach. Ordinarily, the sight of a pregnant woman cradling her belly would be sweet and tender, but somehow Superwoman managed to make the gesture appear sinister.

She shook her head. “He doesn’t suspect a thing. He’s far too arrogant to even consider the possibility. He won’t know it’s not his, even after it’s born and he’s looking right in his eyes.”

Thomas sighed, not entirely satisfied with that answer. “Fine, but it’s still vital that we take every possible measure to conceal that information from him. I don’t have time to stay, but I’ll be back for you soon, my beloved. Is there anything I can get you?”

Superwoman shook her head, stifling a laugh. “No, be on your way. I’ll be getting myself a snack in a moment.

Once Owlman’s footsteps had grown faint enough, Superwoman’s head whipped around, and pointed her fiery eyes directly at Rhonda’s hiding spot. There was no mistaking it: she saw her, she could feel her predator’s gaze bearing down on her as a physical sensation, like she was being jabbed all over by hot needles. At Rhonda’s size, the swell of Superwoman’s pregnant belly looked truly colossal, eclipsing her beneath the round, black expanse. Before she could run, before she could even turn around to begin running, Superwoman’s hand shot out and snatched Atomica from her hiding place.

“Did you think you were being sneaky, my little pest?” she snarled, elevating the squirming Atomica to her eye level.


“Put me down right now!” Atomica demanded, pounding her little fists against the hands of her captor, as though she stood the slightest chance of breaking the grasp of the world’s strongest woman.


“Look at you, picking on a woman while she’s in such a vulnerable state. I may be bad, but that’s truly evil. The stress you’re putting me through isn’t good for the baby, you know,” she said snakeishly, caressing her stomach as one would a snarling tiger sat in their lap.


Atomica watched the woman’s crimson lips curl into a grin that was twice as broad as her body was currently tall. “Fortunately, you can still make it up to me,” Superwoman continued, speaking straight through Atomica’s viscous little protestations. “My pregnancy cravings have been overwhelming lately. I’ve really been dying for some finger food.”

Those same sinister lips parted, and with a casual toss Atomica was sent flying into that wet, waiting maw. Her tiny hands groped and clawed in the pitch blackness, but she could find no purchase that wasn’t slicked with saliva. She found herself plummeting down Superwoman’s esophagus in a generous coating of that same lubricating drool, on a journey so swift and frictionless that it was practically instantaneous. Before she had time to blink more than once, she had landed within the hot, groaning abyss that was Superwoman’s stomach, submerged up to her neck in hissing acids

The raucous belch Superwoman unleashed, alongside the way she drummed her fingers against tremendous roundness of her belly made it look as though she’d just finished a profoundly filling meal, when Atomica had left her merely sated, not stuffed. This was at least the case when it came to Atomica’s current stature. In a panic, the devoured villainess made a rapid return to her original size. Superwoman’s belly could comfortably contain her shrunken self, but surely she couldn’t stomach a full-sized woman.

She returned first to her original stature, and then attempted to go beyond, but found herself stopped by Superwoman’s stomach walls, which pressed up against every part of her body as she grew, leaving not one iota of empty space which she could expand into. They tensed and pulsated against her skin, but crucially, they did not budge. It was her own form that needed to contract in order to fit, while the stomach, as wet and fleshy as it was, seemed to be utterly immovable. Not knowing what else to do,  she squirmed and thrashed as much as the amazon’s constrictive gut would allow, which was a few millimeters at most in any direction.

Superwoman’s belly more or less doubled in size, as the volume of a child within a fairly spacious amniotic sack and a grown woman tightly compressed inside a stomach was apparently roughly equal.

Her expansive bump erupted into a surge of activity, as Atomica’s sudden expansion and her subsequent struggling. woke the child slumbering within the neighboring organ. She could distinguish the kicks of her own spawn from Atomica’s desperate writhing, by the fact that the former actually caused her some noticeable discomfort.

“My body is invulnerable, inside and out. Grow any larger and you’ll just end up crushing yourself into a bloody pulp. Although, it’s only a matter of time before my stomach acids turn you into exactly that anyways.”

The aggravated growls of digestion which emanated from her belly were somewhat muted, as there was essentially an entire second belly set in front of her stomach. Regardless, they were still an indicator that the ghastly gastric process Superwoman had described was already underway. Atomica had no space to grow any larger, and shrinking herself back down so Superwoman’s stomach would at least be less suffocating would also accelerate her digestion. So, she was stranded in her standard size, unable to do anything but wait as the amazon’s acids steadily ate away at her skin.

At least there was some brief blip of activity to break up the monotony, as Atomica felt the stomach surrounding her suddenly heave and lurch before falling still once again, leaving her in a state of vertigo. She could feel Superwoman’s fingertips lightly pressing against her back from above. Between these two sensations, she was able to determine that Superwoman had sat herself down, and was now idly caressing her colossal belly, to either soothe the child within her or to expedite the digestion of its unwilling adult occupant.

Superwoman belched wickedly as she reclined with her enormous gut nestled comfortably in her lap, each eructation essentially a wordless taunt to her prey, a reminder that she was little more than food for a superior being and her spawn.

At least Atomica’s end would be a relatively painless one. The acids eating away at her skin coincided with her losing sensation, and she spend the remainder of her time before being reduced into chyme in a half-lucid state. In only a short amount of time after that, her body was rendered entirely unrecognizable, and the pulpy, nutritious remains were quickly claimed by Superwoman’s body. She promptly stood after that, feeling quite invigorated. Even someone of her power was left a bit lethargic by her pregnancy, but the sudden surge of calories left her with more energy than she’d had in ages. 

Her belly shrank considerably, which was to stay it was still huge. She was still just a bit larger than she would’ve been with her baby bump alone, but even someone as observant as Owlman wouldn’t notice or assign any significance to such a subtle change.

“I can’t remember the last time I had so much fun doing away with an annoyance,” she said, feeling a kick against the palm rested on her tummy.

“Oh, you agree? Mmmm…maybe a meal of this sort is just what I’ve been missing. I think I’ll give this another try, as soon as the opportunity arises...”
