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One-hundred feet above the belly-compressed streets was the humorously small but darkly beautiful head of the Goddess of Abundance. The sun glinted off her golden crown and the long kinky mane of black curls it sat upon swayed with her massive-breasted upper torso. She was twisting as far as she could each way and back in lusty astonishment for the consummately gargantuan belly below, before, and every which way to the side or behind her. Taller, wider, and longer than it had ever been, she was endlessly euphoric.

She couldn’t stop surveying the roughly spherical mass she stuffed into giant actuality. It all happened so fast, but not unwillingly. There was no complicated back story or even reasoning that led up to her decision—just the uncomplicated, sudden notion to eat her world. Where it all started was far below and flattened underneath her gut, her go-to dining spot devoid of all food, people, or structure it once had. And every bit of the first two, and soon including the third, was compacted inside the belly spanning wide around its little remnants. She had many meals in it and those happy memories washed over mind—the place now eaten in one, uninterrupted sitting.

Rubbing her monster-huge belly, she expressed it verbally too. “Hands down, best meal ever! The food was so wonderful. ...The servers too. ...And the others. Anything else I missed? ...Ah, no matter. Whatever it may be, it’s either in my belly...or under it.”

Abundance took a cursory look down, finding it hard to look at anything or anyone else besides her overstuffed belly. Rather...her once overstuffed belly. The combination of the aforementioned two sources made her big and tall enough to almost fill the entire space of the dining establishment. With neither in reach of her building-cramped self, she had no other choice than to willfully inflate herself. Overall, that made her five times bigger and taller than all of that had been added to her. From here, one might think she would opt to continue inflating her already towering, giant-bellied presence...but that wasn’t what set out to do in the first place. Right before she entered and ate everything in the place, she got the wild whim to, in her words, “eat my world”. Sure, she could change her mind, yet what was the fun in that? Something about personally cramming every tasty part of her creations into her was enthralling on a level she was still cooling off from. Her climax had soaked the stones below, and wanting to reap a higher-grade of it, she resumed as normal.

“Hmmm...food and people. My new favorite, so...why not more of them? Except, this time...” she thought aloud, glancing at the expansive harbor to her right and beginning to shift her belly-giantess self toward it, “...I’m craving seafood.”

Rotating her behemoth body was as smooth as it had always been, yet even though her smaller upper body turned to the coast forthwith, her belly revolved at a hypnotically slower rate. The nervous captains of the many ships in the harbor could substantiate the feeling, the wide vessels they piloted needing to make their turns well before they needed to. While that did apply to the goddess riding the gigantic vehicle that was her belly, she didn’t have to proceed with caution. Much to the dismay of those under and in the path of the walking tummy titan. Each step made by her little yet herculean legs cracked the spot where it landed, the godly weight of her belly giving her the strength of the sea beasts that lurked in the waters close to the capital spreading wide behind her. In that realization alone, she counted several levels of magnitude she planned on stuffing her belly to. Her recently sex-soaked nerves had barely any time to dry as a system-wide pulse of lewdness wetted them again. The whole realm shuddered in paltry comparison to her steps.

Thanks to her size, she was able to reach her destination in a short minute, whereas it would have taken about ten times as long. Speaking of the particular multiplying figure, she remembered her prior estimation of the fishery—smirking that it was the same amount.

“Ten restaurants worth of food! I-I...have to have it in me n-now!!” she enthusiastically declared, the thought of that sheer quantity stuffed into her already giant belly enough to re-soak every microscopic measurement of her senses.

So excited was she to taste a fresh palette of cuisine, Abundance let her soaring stomach fall forward to the broad front wall of the fishery market zone. The roof to the place was mostly hollowed-out, thus practically every ear and eye heard and heeded their practically all-bellied goddess. The upper reaches of her dominating mound loomed high above the roofline, the entire length of it pressed into her inordinately wide belly. She was undoubtedly more belly than woman, her upper body merely a massively busty snowcap atop the aspiring mountain. On the opposite end of her spherical mass, her small yet powerfully thick legs—wriggling in gleeful pleasure for the abundant selections stuffed tight into the expansive open air market. There were maybe a hundred different vendors, their varying stocks less the total stockpile of the restaurant in her, but altogether a superabundant feast for a superabundant belly.

She started small, bending down to grab and stuff entire stocks of stands selling minor schools of fish, moaning from the actuality of eating enough to feed hundreds in a few seconds of effort. Scores upon scores of bass, eel, and even seahorses were slurped down, not a single species discriminated as she scooped and stuffed them into her mouth, all without chewing. She didn’t see a need for it, the magic of her god powers making digestion an automated non-concern as the great quantities were instantly converted to more belly, more belly, and sometimes a boob, ass cheek, or one of her limbs.

All of these separate yet combined factors flared across her bright blue eyes, making excuses she didn’t need to demand more of this flagrant feeling. The intoxicating sense was fast to activate, the complete stock of her dining spot becoming an easily-passed short goal. Next, she focused her hungry eyes and paws on the bigger breed of aquatic life. Cod, sturgeons, and sharks alike had become prey to the giant-tummied predator. They offered no resistance, only becoming aware they were being eaten until they were inside her maw. They and hundreds of their kind were cascading like a tightly-packed stream down her throat. Her belly wasn’t expanding just yet but it certainly was “talking” up a storm with the increasing volume of gurgles and groans. Only now did she comprehend how big the willful growth spurt had made her. She needed bigger game to eat, and fast. The populace inside the fishery wasn’t as enamored as the restaurant patrons had been. A good deal of them were staring transfixed up at her, yet some were beginning to flee.

-Hm, how convenient. I need to fill this giant belly of mine and the people are kind enough to demonstrate themselves as the solution. I need a good chaser to down with all of these small fry for fish...- she deviously reasoned.

The relish of the hundred or so diner patrons she ate lit up her taste buds in a most delicious way, and feeling lucky with numbers, she decided to ingest just that many. But first gulps first. Thus far, around twenty stalls had been crammed into her soon not so cavernous stomach, and about ten more were either in her throat, mouth, or hands. Promptly, she crammed the last mentioned into her overstuffed mouth, her head insanely inflated from the marine bounty packed into her scarcely closed jaws. Not needing to think about what to do next, she used the force-stretch technique employed earlier—clearing her craw and filling her belly with one-third of the ten stock. With her hands free, she bent herself right and left to snatch up those fleeing from the side exits. In swift fashion, she had plucked and grasped exactly one-hundred people, most of them shoppers—counting each one grabbed as her luscious lips pursed tightly.

Her mitts now full, she applied the same technique to her mouth, evacuating the room-sized trap and compacting the remaining two-thirds of fish into her throat. Her jaws stayed open as the palm of her right hand smacked over her lips, the fifty people inflating her cheeks rounder and rounder. As one palm was removed, the other pushed the other fifty-crop in, meeting some resistance but then smoothly joining the mass of citizens. Now, from here, one would understandably expect her to subsequently throat-flex. Yet, no.
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