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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.
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