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The Goddess of Abundance, an avatar that wholly embodied her title, and soon enough, would reap everything she'd sown into creation. And by reap, we mean eat. Eat and eat, she would. Grow and grow, her big, voracious curves would. Presently, she was roaming the main street of her capital city, her prolific presence somewhat invasive to the street space. Not much, considering they're fairly wide. However, “fairly” couldn’t be applied to anything about this tall and greatly buxom beauty. Her physicality was as utterly big as her name implied—standing ten feet high and having recently inflated the roundly long mounds on her chest to an enormous size.

-Not a bad idea. I can feel their heavy weight bouncing against my belly...- the goddess inwardly remarked as she glanced down.

Hanging down her divinely shapely body, the lowest end of both orbs ended well past her comically small belly, mostly hidden by them and the other dominating features of her fantastic physique. In fact, her lower torso was more hips than belly. But, let’s back up and start from the top. While her bust was the first thing any mortal would lock horned eyes onto, the rest of her couldn’t be disregarded in the slightest. The highest point of this immensely attractive immortal was a golden, multi-pointed crown upon her gorgeous head. Each triangle was made of the finest craftsmanship and only served as an inorganic ornament compared to the exquisite and deliciously big mane of curly hair it adorned. While the men opined for her chest, the women did too, but were especially envious of the thick and sheeny ebony curls spiraling and ending at her holy huge hips. They were a healthy blanket that all would like to wrap their small bodies in.

Whatever the people may think or say, it wasn’t on her mind—as she casually said aloud:

“I think I will eat the world today...”

She spoke it to no one in particular and it was stated so nervelessly that none caught it either. If one did, then they would easily dismiss it as playful banter. With no context to run with, they were already onto the next common concern of their day. Hers happened to be acting on this sudden musing, so she set about finding a place of food. Expectantly, a place with a lot of food.

Her full lips curved into a cute half-smile, the perfectly creased fat bottom lip of hers briefly bitten as she slid her hand behind the wide drape of her breasts and patted her stomach as succinctly. Her kind could inflate their size at will but something about eating every single morsel of her world was a wildly exhilarating whim she couldn’t resist. It took her a long time to craft every inorganic and organic being in existence, but that honestly wasn’t on her mind at the moment. Nothing less than a simple gift she could give to herself. She’d been feeling a bit bored and although the daily worship the masses offered was satisfying, it just wasn’t stimulating her enough lately. With her interest piqued more than ever, the devious deity set her sights on going to her favorite dining spot.

-I know they filled up last night, so that means a full stock awaits me. And, I’m going to eat all of it.-

She couldn’t get there fast enough, the flowing ends of her lengthy white dress hugged and fluttered behind her broad ass as she moved about. The outfit was rather plain in design yet as elegant as the gorgeous woman it scantily covered. Her jewelry was as golden as her crown, and they gleaned from the bright beautiful blue sky above. The sun in the heavens couldn’t compare to the glow in her piercing blue eyes, the future sensation of other parts of her body expanding the very same as the impromptu desire to swell her bust.

-Can you blame me? They do look great like this...-

She internally regarded her breasts as much as the citizens externally stared at them. The enormous sex mounds made her lean forward somewhat, her short-waisted upper torso looking burdened by their hanging hugeness. The Goddess of Abundance certainly didn’t feel weighed down by them, her tree trunks for thighs and hallway-blocking hips compensating for her upper body strength. In between her thighs, a row of the largest watermelons could be crushed without thought, the complete column of her sexy long legs giving her an easy grace to her movements. Soon, the brisk stroll brought her to the establishment of choosing, the tall arch of its front door making it her go-to pick after increasing her height one day. The entire city was built like classic architecture, the buildings designed with columns, pediments, and arches. It was brimming with simplicity and harmony, like its beautifully giant creator. One could also lump in “proportional” to the description. Yes, for the constructions. But maybe not so much with her bountiful curvaceous frame.

“Urgh...there we go! Whew!” she stated as she squeezed herself into the expansive interior of the restaurant.

All of the customers and workers paused as she came in, taking in her towering presence before shortly resuming what they were doing. She was a frequent patron so it was nothing out of the ordinary...except when she walked and stood over a group of servers.

“Oh, hello there.” she seductively greeted with a hum, the shadow of her boobs and looming stature overtaking the several heads looking up at her. With a calm tone, she said, “I’ll make my order easy today, sweeties. ...Everything.”

One or two of them were adorably stammering to clarify but she gleefully made her intentions clear by taking one of their menus and promptly underlining each and every dish with her finger. She handed it back, and with a teasing wink, the order was understood. If they had any reluctance to voice, that ship had sailed the thoughtless second she decided to do it. She sat closest to the kitchen, rubbing the long length of her breasts and intermittently squishing them against her belly, the small paunch gurgling for the massive meal ahead. Her perfectly dark tan skin was soft-looking, yet as her people were soon to find out, if much pressure was applied, the object or person would soon find themselves resisting against her turned firm flesh. She hadn’t stretched her belly in a good while and as the smells of their diligent cooking began to waft across her sharp nostrils, the thought of filling it much more than usual thrilling her with impatience.

So much so that she bear-grabbed the first tray of succulent cuisine before the fleet of them reached the table. Being so tall and large, all she had to do was lean over the table to snatch the assorted pile. This wasn’t new behavior, her love of stuffing the abundance of her titular bounty to her superabundant body noted and smiled at by the grouping of servers. She placed the first tray down and briefly glanced at the mini-tower of large-cut meat, smoked fish, and hunks of cheese, the gurgling in her belly graduating to a solid growl for it all to be inside her.

Of course, the sound of that was dampened by her eating noises—swallows so bulky that her flawless face and neck visibly bulged as it went down and into her belly. The smells of more grub being cooked made her gleeful that they had taken her seriously, and encouraged her to eat a beat faster than normal. As the first highly-stacked platter dwindled, the other trays were placed on the table with it. Only briefly did one of the servers stop to watch her gorge—getting the sense the goddess was fully intending to follow through with the one-worded order. When the little server caught a sly gleaming smirk of the consuming celestial, she hoofed it to the kitchen.

“Wow...” one closeby customer whispered as they too gawked at the awesome display of gluttony.

One by one, they're joined by the other patrons, the aura of the stuffing goddess permeating the atmosphere so thickly that the people were drawn to her by instinct. They needn’t notice all of the other eyes looking at her to feel the primal urge to look at her. She ate and ate until three trays had been added to her. In conjunction with the majority of the attention now on her, she and they simultaneously noticed her belly protruding from underneath her massive breasts, lifting them enough to peek at the world it had become the center of attention of. The Goddess of Abundance gave it an appreciative pat and rub before setting back into eating, her powerful legs spreading to give the small mound the room it needed to conquer the space and regard of all around.

-I've always wanted to do this. I've barely begun and LOVE it already! It always felt so good to get so much bigger. I don't know why I waited this long...- she inwardly adored, her mouth too busy to utter a single word as she crammed it further and further.

She ate another beat faster, the emergence of her round stomach enthralling her to see it jut farther outward. Nevertheless, her belly had to contend with the topside orbs first—outclassing it by a wide margin. Which was the literal direction it grew in next, the front section of the lower three flowing flaps of her dress began to bulge with its swift swelling. In a few elongated breaths from the fixated onlookers, her belly had grown wide enough for the bottom curves of her bust to rest comfortably on the growing sphere. The whole space had fallen quiet, only the racket of the kitchen and her intermittently humming a happy tune filling the charged air. The patrons didn’t even hear the latter, their twinkling optics hooked to her belly, never seeing it grow this quickly before.

-I need more belly. ...A lot more belly. I want it to be so that it fills this room...and beyond.- she serenely mused as she gave it another addictive rub, unable to resist the flood of lewd sensations washing over her.

Urged to realize this erotic image, her eyelids opened.The trays on the table were emptied and not lacking in their duties, the servers seamlessly swapped the empties for another gauntlet of food. This round was more of the same but also included bread, soups, and fruits. All the same, she grabbed, stuffed, and swallowed the oversized proportions, the cooks always keeping the largest portions set aside for her. The eyes hadn’t left her and again, she took it a beat higher, gulping down larger mouthfuls of grub and absolutely loving the result it had on her belly.

Gloriously, her bosom began to rise slowly upward, her belly still not wider than two resting globes but now protruding sufficiently outward to cause the steady leveling of her breasts. Her thickset thighs were also collectively wider than her belly and with all of this curvy competition, the goddess started to feel pity for her belly, wondering how long it had been since it was the biggest. To make penance for this trite blasphemy, she gave it more to grow with, eating the food with fewer bites. The sight of her neck bulging was becoming a regular part of the salacious show to distend her waistline, her belly causing the bottom hem of her frontal dress flap to also rise off the floor. Naturally, the people couldn’t see it behind the table. A wild impulse to make her belly so big that the hem was at the gargantuan navel-center of her future belly was dousing her senses with unneeded fetish fuel. The flames of her binge shined on.

“Did she really mean...‘everything’?” a patron from the very back of the place rhetorically asked.

If Abundance had a second between mouthfuls, she would've gladly and loudly answered it, anyways. Yet, the pleasurable tingle of her belly growing and the underside of her boobs being progressively plastered with the lengthening mound made her instantly forget it. She was going to show them regardless. Show them all what a big belly really was. The invisible inferno seeped from out of her buzzing body and bled into the aura that captivated them—now dominating their will to do anything else. Any rational concern or urging to move on with their day was halted by the abdomen unstoppably advancing into their whole world. Merely the creak of her chair was added to the subdued environment, her belly’s constant surgence causing her lengthy back to arch as it claimed more of the little space between her and the table. In a handful of breaths, the soft doughy texture of it met the edge. Instead of adjusting herself, she proudly and erotically let it press into the surface, the groan of the wooden furniture in turn causing her to groan with it.

-I could get used to this. Yeees, push it back, my big belly.- she softly said in thought, trying to seize what little control she had.

As the widest edges of her belly began to broaden past the curved perimeter of her bust above, she slipped into a thoughtless state, her hand sporadically sliding in between where those soft edges met. Her belly had become veraciously huge, its round shape mostly maintained yet its mass was creasing at the middle, the length of the table edge becoming entirely overwhelmed by its broadening flesh. As its legs were pushed back a bit, the furniture began to creak—adding more to the fire of her eating pace. She hummed with pleasure as another tray swap replenished the belly-dominated surface.

The workers performed as dutifully before, but couldn’t help staring at her largely distended mound, its size now wider than her great boobs but still hanging over the upper latitude of her hungry belly. The piles of food covered its spherical presence but some ends of the mound began to peek out the sides of the overall pile. The female worker that paused to awe at her before understood the serious “weight” of the order and enlisted the help of the hosting and cleaning workers into the belly-expanding mix. It was all hands on deck and the goddess didn’t seem to notice, just stuffing her belly all the same—faster. Her only concern at this juncture was:

-Sorry, massive boobs of mine. This belly of mine wants to be massive too...and so much bigger.-

“All hands” applied to the food too, every type of grub available cooked, arranged, and slapped onto the building line of trays as more helpers ferried in to help. Hunks of rabbit, deer, and boar were piled in with pickled and smoked fish. All of the bread they had was baked and stuffed with all manner of cheese, spices, and herbs. Rich and cheap sauces were poured over the contents, anything and everything added to satisfy the bottomless appetite of the rapidly growing Abundance. Their combined efforts resulted in the empty tables around her being piled with the swiftly-made platters.

In the midst of their hard work, the belly of the goddess had reached the short-term goal she set for herself. Her pupils dilated along with it, the outer edges of her properly massive belly encroaching past the total immensity of her chest. Her hips remained as its last remaining bodily contender for greatest width. And wanting to reduce it to a passing goal, she started to eat every piece, small or large, in one or two bites. The one female server stayed near to shift the second table of food to the emptied one, and something about the tiny...plump worker was tempting to the guzzling goddess. ...How long would the food last?

“I've never seen her this hungry...and big.” one of the still staring, unmoving customers commented.

Their stationary positions might change, those closest to her watching with uncertainty as the table began to screech as she pushed it back with the expansion of her belly alone. The celestial needn’t or wanted to move, relishing her belly doing most of the work for her. Including the beginning of a peculiar phenomenon happening to her back. She felt an acute tingle along some of the vertebrae of her spine and ignored it for now, focusing on surpassing the breadth of her hips...and then the table. The first of which was a few gulps away.

-Ohhh, this is nice.- she thought simply, too inundated by the multiple sensations.

In concert, all of them were amplified by her belly broadening past the massive shelf that was her ass. They had to fashion a special chair just to accommodate her large figure, her rear end the main constructional concern when accounting for her weight. As her stomach surpassed the widest point of the goddess, the seat below and the table before it prayed for mercy from the magnifying mound of hers. She felt every bit described, inflaming her increasing desire for more belly. Her gulps then become frighteningly forceful.

It was a temporary boost but the tangible use force was shown with her flexing the associated muscles in order to downward shoot the heap down the barrel of her throat like a crossbow. There was no particular method to her madness, the invigorating instinct to put everything edible around her down and into her ever-enlarging belly. For this showing, though, she was doing it so that her belly would quickly widen past the length of the table that could seat five or six people. As plain as that. From there, she purposely arched her back, the immense size and shape of her belly on full display as the empty table sat smaller before the burgeoning belly goddess. Even those in the back could see it outsizing the furniture below, her boobs above, and soon, everything from end to end.

As they assessed this and caught up with the escalating events, everybody for some reason waited for her reaction. She showed some smirking teeth, knowing they were intoxicated by the sight of her eating and growing. Abundance didn’t say anything, winking at them and pointing a finger to her mouth. The irresistibly kissable, plump lips of her formed to wordlessly say “more”.

A second server joined the stunned first tray-table swapper, and the carousel of consumption resumed. With her belly enlarging anew, its outclassing size was completely ascertained as it continued to take over more space. Both edges of its eclipsing flesh made everyone instantly forget about her breasts, all manner of thought and questions going to her billowing belly. It seemed her technique was already being used in second nature, the goddess not even noticing as she forced-shot every increasing heap of sustenance into her greedy belly. She's also stuffing more into her maw before swallowing, her mindset careless of order or efficiency. In truth, she was treating it like any other meal, just with a naughty hint of unstated belly-greed. It was a minor addition to the equation, but it would have a major impact on everything about and encompassing her. The latter displayed with her belly widening and surging forward, the space between other tables and the belly-overwhelmed table claimed by her mass. As for the former, the sensation on her back returned.

“Is she getting...taller?” the same questioning patron in the back observed.

No one else heard them, including Abundance, as the top of her mane of alluring curls slowly rose to the ceiling above. In its conquest for more, her belly had bent her body structure to its indomitable will. The torso that carried the monstrous orbs on her chest and the rest of her lovely features was force-extended by her belly, the instinct of her mouth spreading to her mushrooming mound. It grew like dough, the exterior bubbling and squishing before it was rounded out by the rest of her belly catching up. These may be the mechanics of her godly powers working in their mysterious ways but since she paid it no mind, beyond her drenched senses, there was no system she could intricately exploit to maximize her growing frame. She had no interest in figuring it out, running with the impulse without sound rhyme or reason. To her, it spoiled the fun of plainly enjoying the process as it happened. And she stayed that way by eating and then relishing the subsequent bulge to her widening, lengthening, and now heightening belly.

With her mind set, body autonomized, and the people helping, she sat back, spread her stocky legs some more, and ate a notch faster. The entirety of the scene seemed to flow by, the cooks slapping and using every food resource at their disposal, the servers moving in chorus with their various tray and stacking duties, and the goddess reaching and stuffing it all into her billowing being. The onlookers remained mostly unchanged, with the exception of those in the vicinity of the stretching belly and body encroaching on their position. Although her waistline continued to receive the large majority of the growth—and in second place, her backside—her other assets and limbs seemed to gain little if nothing from the unending stream of converted expanding power. What little development they're given was merely her physique deciding it was necessary to support the proliferating enormity of her belly. As her pretty head soared an inch or two at a time, much more was added to her prioritized abdomen. With such increasing height and belly, the tables were, in her words:

-Getting...harder...to reach...urgh...-

There wasn’t a second without something in her mouth but with so much belly in between her reach, it was for once, starting to work against her. Her belly would push it forward, only stopped by the servers holding it still or the enclosing crowd of surfaces halting it temporarily. She solved this by scooting her elongating back to the wall but again, the outspreading perimeter of her belly would cause it to happen anew. As much as she enjoyed her spherical flesh taking over every object around her, the two servers took the initiative to move them out of the way and stand with the trays above their duteous little heads. Abundance thought it cute and convenient, the problem solved without lifting a finger and giving her a new substitute to overwhelm with her orb. The feeling of an organic being pressed into her belly as she reached down to them gave her a carnal tingle above what she got from overwhelming the inorganic. She supposed it was the fact that these living objects could squirm independently as she encased them repeatedly in her pliable yet firm skin. Something about the lively way they would resist her onslaught of belly with a hand, or especially when they put their whole body into it.

“Ohhh...” she managed to vocally moan in between swallows.

Her gratification spiked with the addition of a second, and then third tray upholder, reaping the impression of three beings on different points of her absolutely enormous belly. It was now so big that the entire length of the back wall was cleared of the surfaces on either side of her consistently broadening belly. Much of the area behind the advancing forefront of her massive mound was free of any possible impediments, yet the goddess felt it was laughably pointless. Whether they or her belly moved them, nothing was capable of truly stopping her. She hadn’t tested that confidence in a while, and was happy to see just how far her whim to eat the world could go.

She ate faster, doing it by reducing her bites to one per generous offering, emboldened by the embiggened ideal and really setting into the pure action of eating and growing. Since the first was already handled, she looked across her fairly vast belly, its breadth longer than three tables put together. Before she could think of the next thing to outsize, something well-forgotten was out-bellied and outweighed by her increasing bulk. The chair that somehow held her giant ass—it too a little bigger than previously—finally collapsed underneath her. The abrupt breakage didn’t break her devouring stride, actually thankful she could better reach the tray upholders. However, the second she felt insecure about being “shorter”, her anatomy comforted and enthralled her by giving her an extra heightening boost to her belly. The sensation was a bit different this time, her spine feeling very stretched out, her upper torso seeming to change from the middle of her back and up. That section of her weirdly climbed the slight upward slope of her belly.

Amid the flurry of bodily changes, she failed to notice that her breasts were further invaded by her belly rising upward and causing the huge spheres to split down her cleavage—hanging to either side of her rising belly crest. Presently, the change with her back rectified the slightly offbeat presentation of her momentous melons. Her upper body was now more centered atop of her still ascending abdomen, and in that instant, whatever she lost from the chair drop was made up for and then thrillingly exceeded.

The much taller goddess looked down on them all and liked how much smaller they appeared. Casting her dazzlingly blue eyes upward in remembrance of the last time she increased her height, she immediately saw the shorter distance between her luscious curls and the ceiling. With one more dimension added to her never-ending list of differing things to surpass, she looked back down to figure out how to cross them out quicker. To her delight, the servers showed higher initiative by standing on top of the tallest table they had moved out of the way from the rest. The surface was meant for double-digit parties and while not many atop it, the total of five tray upholders satisfied her nonetheless. As she crammed and gulped whole trays worth at a time, her multiplying greed begged for that number to go up too, looking at the non-tabled servers and curling a finger at each of them until there were ten total on the makeshift platform that became increasingly dwarfed by her belly. From all directions of the elevated workers, they admired her pumping sphere, awed and daunted.

The standing procession each felt more of her belly on them as they lifted and then leaned forward to reach their ceaseless celestial. Mystified, the original female server was oddly affixed to the goddess’ clothing, rather than the belly it was less and less covering. At the center of the line of ten people, she was before the middle flap of her fancy white garment. Strangely, the outfit seemed to grow with her elevated upper torso, including her perky, squished-together bust. No wear or tear was visible, in fact, it could be guessed it was bizarrely included in her multi-faceted growth. What little that remained of her backside on her newly centered upper body had minorly widened, demarcated by her sheenier curtain of black hair. Her mane looked softer too, similar to the fluctuating fat of her belly bulging at different parts of the wall of belly before them.

The smell in the air appeared to alter also, the smells of the cooking kitchen replaced with a sweeter and heavier scent. The tiny observant female looked up, seeing the glow exuding off the flushed face of the chewing and gulping goddess, her pheromones overproduced by her overinflating body. So potent, it seeped into the psyches of the workers and then the slowly retreating crowd of customers. Not one of them were leaving, seeking refuge from her advancing and now cramping form of massive belly, but wanting to see it grow, despite the danger. They shouldn’t have anything to fear yet the lessening scent of the galley was in truth, foreboding. It wasn’t because of her overpowering lewd aroma. The food stores were in reality...running low. Yet she wanted:

-More!!- she inwardly cried, her mouth so ridiculously expanded and full that not a single word of speech could escape.

Thus it went on. Those servers not on the table formed a bucket line from the kitchen and delivered the food to her as fast as mortally possible. People worked wonders when they worked together and although praise worthy, the effortless entity of Abundance faced no physical limitations. It was thoroughly demonstrated with her tower of tummy slowing the height climbing and giving a bold boost to its wondrous width. With everything gobbled and assimilated into her without pause, it was like filling a firm yet minorly amorphous balloon. With the tables evacuated in the vicinity of the dilating deity, there was no available object to compare to its vastly frightening size. The table of ten was visually diminished to an island against the arising and overtaking ocean of tan belly.
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