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Diana made a few more half-hearted attempts to curb her insatiable appetite, but it was clearly a losing battle. When Demeter and Luna weren’t around to tempt her, some other villager was. Everyone was in on the action! Pretty soon Diana gave up on going out on her morning jogs because every person that she passed would try to give her focaccia or tabouli or baclava or something! She returned home each day feeling even heavier than when she left. Even her bigger sports outfit was becoming constraining and, besides, she was starting to feel to embarrassed to be seen in public with her wobbling gut and jiggling thighs. Her friends came to check on her the first day that she decided to stay home rather than to exercise, bringing a special guest.

“Knock knock,” said Demeter, pushing open the door. “You okay, Diana? We noticed that you didn’t go out running today. It’s not because you can’t run anymore, is it? I know you were getting kinda hefty, but I didn’t think—”

“Shut up! That’s seriously not funny!” cried Diana’s voice angrily. It sounded like she was down in the food larder.

“Follow me,” said Demeter to her companion and she led him down the stairs, carefully sidestepping piles of stripped bones and discarded platters, until they arrived in the cool, underground room. In the dim light, Diana looked like a gigantic white blob in the far corner, so big now that her soft billowing folds of flab spilled onto the floor and her massive form filled almost all of the far wall.  She was naked, her enormous breasts plopped against her gargantuan, overstuffed belly, which heaved like a ship on a story ocean with her every labored breath. Her glassy eyes seemed to glow in the dark with supernatural hunger. 

“Diana! So good to see you!” said Demeter. “You’re looking well.”

“So full,” moaned Diana. “But so… hungry…need more food…”

“Oh, did you eat up your entire storehouse? My my, I guess a big girl like you does get hungry, doesn’t she? Oh my goodness, look at the size of your belly! It looks like you’ve been eating all night.”

“M-more… please… I need more… By the gods… I’m ravenous…”

“Tsk tsk and I thought you were worried about getting too fat! We’re going to have to call Pericles to bring his team of oxen to pull down the wall to get you out, Diana, cuz I think you might just be too big to fit back up the stairs! Well, that’s what happens to greedy girls who don’t watch their waistlines. But where are my manners?” Demeter gestured to her guest and Diana noticed for the first time that there was a young man in a toga standing behind her friend, his eyes wide with astonishment. “Diana, this is Sophocles. He’s a shepherd from Tryptos and heard a rumor that we had the fattest woman in all of Greece here. I promised that I’d bring him down to see for himself for just twenty Drachmas.”

“Ugh!! By the gods, I can’t believe –urp—you would do this, Demeter! I don’t want anyone to see me like this! I’m huge!”

“Yeah, that’s the point.”

“This is SO messed up! Why would you show me off like a freak!?” Diana grunted, struggling to raise herself to her feet by pushing her hands against the wall. When she finally managed to stand, her gargantuan belly drooped so low that it hit the floor. Diana shivered, feeling the cold stone against the soft warm flab of her mammoth tummy, goose bumps suddenly popping out all over her nude body at the sensation. Her cankles slopped down over her ankles. Blubber dangled from her arm, outstretched and planted against the wall for support, like Spanish moss. She was absolutely massive and, once tonight’s feast turned into new fat, she was sure to soon be bigger.

“Hey, Diana, chill! I’m not trying to exploit you. Half of the money goes to you.”

“H-half the money goes to me?”

“That’s right. The rest goes into a fund to help buy you more food. Have to say, Diana, the villagers are starting to talk. You’ve really been eating them out of house and home. We all think something needs to be done to make sure you get your fill without bankrupting the whole village!”

“I’M eating them out of house and home?! They’re the ones feeding me! I—wait, half means ten Drachmas? Ten Drachmas per visitor?”

“That’s right. And here’s something even more interesting. Our friend here came all the way from Tryptos to see you. That’s halfway across the Aegean Sea! News of your size has already reached them all the way over there! You’re famous! And believe me, Sophocles here might be the first… but he’s not gonna be the last! Pretty soon you’re gonna have an endless stream of admirers coming in here to see you!”

“But no one can see me like this! No one can—an endless stream of admirers, you say?”

“Yeah! And Sophocles had to pay for shelter in the local inn and buy meals at the local restaurants. He’s spending money here, Diana. It’s just like I said! The tourists are starting to arrive and they’re gonna bring money for everyone! We’re all gonna benefit! You’re going to put this town on the map! And all you have to do is let people look at you! What do you say?” 

“Fine,” snapped Diana, crossing her thick arms across her chest and glaring at her friend. “I guess maybe, since it’s for the good of the town, let him see me. I mean, at least SOME good can come of this curse—”

“You mean blessing!”

“Whatever! Okay, Sophocles, come take a good look. Then you can tell everyone all about how fucking fat Diana of Mypos is now! Tell all your friends! Who cares? Not me!” Diana cried sarcastically.

Sophocles stared in amazement. “By the gods, she’s even bigger than the rumors said! I’ve never seen any woman so incredibly fat! She must have been stuffing her face for years to grow to that size!”

“Nope! Would you believe it’s only been a few weeks? She was all slim and perfect up until she begged Dionysus to make her the most beautiful woman in Greece. And it looks like Dionysus is delivering… he just has a very particular idea of beauty!”

Diana was as fat as a hog now, as big as a cow, long since inflated past the half ton mark, she was teetering on the edge of 600 pounds. Jogging was, of course, out of the question. Walking was becoming increasingly difficult and Diana found that she had to lean on a cane to help balance her increasing bulk when she waddled over to the food store for a snack. And she was snacking all day! She spent most of her waking hours down in the food larder, gobbling her way through the vast assortment of cured meats and fine cheeses that the villagers had gifted her since her return from the shrine of Dionysus. 

“Is that all real? Can I—”

“Ugh, fine.” Diana rolled her eyes as the tourist plunged his hands into her buttery blubber and rocked her like a water bed, testing to make sure that it was all Diana and not some sort of trick. He pulled his hands back in shock when he realized that, yes, it was all Diana. 

His curiosity satisfied, Sophocles paid Demeter 20 Drachmas on departure. True to her word, Demeter handed ten to Diana. Diana stared at the coins, her piggy eyes bulging as wide as possible given the new deposits of fat in her cheeks and forehead. 

“And remember,” purred Demeter, “this is just the beginning!”

*** 

Indeed, it was just the beginning. Within days, the second tourist arrived and pretty soon the small village was inundated with visitors, all eager to view the spectacle of the fattest woman in all of Greece. No one left disappointed. Diana grumbled and groused, but the endless parade of curious gawkers quickly filled the town’s coffers with extra coin. The inn was overflowing with guests and every restaurant in town was booked solid! 

“Isn’t this great, Diana?” said Demeter, posing next to her massive friend so that a crowd of pilgrims could gawk at the size difference. “Your wish really did put this town on the map, just like you hoped it would!”

“Yeah, whatever,” mumbled Diana. Too fat to move, Diana found now that there was nothing to do to occupy her time except eat… and that only meant that she was continuously growing fatter and fatter. Whenever the crowds ceased for the day, Demeter and Luna would cart in all the bread and cheese and meats and cakes that the townfolk had collected for Diana during the day and let Diana binge her way through the night. It was no good even pretending to resist, she was constantly famished and nothing brought her as much joy as stuffing her face. Every night, she ate and ate, gobbling down vast quantities of food and wine, until she passed out into a stuffed coma, her flabby double chin resting on her chest (although it was so thick now that her head barely even bobbed forward before the cushion of her double chin blocked it), her breasts and belly covered with sauce and crumbs and spilled wine. Demeter and Luna would sneak back in during the wee hours of the morning to help clean her up, washing her down with a rag on a stick and tidying her hair, so that she would be presentable for the tourists by the time they opened up for the day. But Diana was rapidly filling up the basement, so Demeter went to the town elders with a plan.

“Diana has done so much for our town,” she said. “And it’s all due to her plea to Dionysus. We should build a shrine to Dionysus right here in Mypos. That would be a way better place to put Diana on display, after all, and we wouldn’t have to worry about the day that she grows to big for her house.”

The town elders nodded sagely at this proposal and, within days, construction had begun on a new temple to the god of pleasure. It was twice as big as the shrine in Skeptos, with a vast central arena to house the ever-expanding woman who had been so fortunate to be the recipient of Dionysus’ largesse. Building the temple was the easy part! Once it was built, they still had to get Diana into it!

The whole village had to work together to knock down the walls of Diana’s house (since she was way too big by now to fit through the door) and even they were shocked to see how big Diana had grown on their gifts. She weighed well over a ton now, a vast human pool of squishy, wobbling, nearly liquid blubber, who mumbled and groaned as they slowly hoisted her to her feet using a series of slings and winches. Diana muttered crossly under her breath, but by now she was so completely lost to gluttony that she barely noticed what they were doing. Mostly she was just annoyed that she couldn’t eat as the young men of the village worked together, sweating and grunting and straining, to lift her enormous ass into a sling so that a make-shift crane could lift her out of her home.

“They say that if you have a lever long enough, you could move the world,” said Luna, surveying the sight from a distance. “But wow! I don’t think you could find a lever long enough to move Diana’s fat ass!”

“Ughhh… I hate this,” moaned Diana. “Why did you interrupt a meal for this?”

“Don’t worry, it won’t take long! We’re just gonna move you to your new home,” said Demeter.

“Huh?”

“That’s right! You don’t need to worry about anything, Diana. We built a temple to Dionysus right here in the middle of the town square and we’ve decided that you’re going to live there now. It’ll make it so much easier for tourists to see you! And besides, it’s way bigger than your house. You won’t even need to worry about outgrowing your home!”

“You’ve got to be kidding! A whole temple?! For me!?”
“How better to show off the gratitude of Dionysus? Think about it! You won’t have to want for anything! The temple priestesses will make sure that you get everything that your heart desires – all the food you can eat, all the wine you can drink! You think you’re fat now? Sweetie, you have no idea how fat you’re going to get! We’ll make sure that you’re always kept well-fed.”

“Priestesses? But… there’s no priestesses to Dionysus in town!”

“There are now!” Demeter beamed. “Luna and I volunteered! Who better to keep you fed than your best friends?”

Diana’s fat-slathered face went white. “You? Luna? B-but you’re the ones who made me this fat! I’m already way too big! I can’t move! I do nothing but eat! And--”

“I know!  Isn’t it great?” Demeter grinned as she patted her friend on her tree trunk-sized arm. “Don’t worry, you’re in good hands, Diana!”

The men struggled to push her into a specially-made ox cart, watching with combined shock and awe as her blubbery flanks overflowed the sides. Demeter couldn’t keep from snickering at the sight.

“Diana! You’re overflowing the cart! Even I didn’t think you would get this fat! I hope the temple we built is still big enough!”

It took a whole team of oxen to pull Diana’s overstuffed ass to the temple and then a whole team of the village’s strongest men to lift her out of the cart and roll her into her new home. Propped up on a vast pile of pillows, Diana looked every inch like a goddess herself – huge, pale, indulgent, too big to be human.


After months of non-stop gorging, Diana’s transformation was complete. The slender maiden was gone, buried under mountains of soft quivering lard. She was a rotund behemoth so absolutely swaddled in blubber that she was unrecognizable, yet people came from all over Greece to gawk at this monstrously fat woman who now completely filled the shrine to Dionysus. Diana was almost completely round, huge breasts slopping against the shelf of a boulder-sized belly that drooped so low that it brushed the ground on the very few occasions when the priests obliged Diana to actually struggle to her feet so that she could be paraded before the villagers for an annual festival or a regular feast day. Her legs were as thick as tree trunks, two massive pillars of pale white marbled lard that spilled over her cankles and nearly buried her chubby little feet. Her arms were covered with pillowy rings of fat, so thick that she could barely bend her buried elbows and she was obliged to keep them pointed straight out to her sides like she was a bird preparing to soar into the sky. Miraculously, despite the fact that Diana now spent all her time sitting, her ass still retained a hint of its former roundness, so that it stuck out behind her in two gargantuan orbs of flesh. When she sat (which was almost always), her butt cheeks were like two enormous cushions, so as obnoxious as her situation was at least she was always comfortable. Her face was buried under fat – her chubby chipmunk cheeks swelled until her mouth was forced into a constant pucker and her eyes into a constant squint. Her neck disappeared under a double chin so thick and blubbery that it rested on her chest and made it difficult for her to talk without mumbling. That didn’t matter too much, though, seeing as Diana rarely talked except to demand more food. 

Other than the occasional parade, Diana was completely immobile, helplessly suspended in an ocean of soft lard.  The new priestesses Demeter and Luna came to visit their friend daily and, although Diana made a big show of scowling at them – “Thanks a lot! It’s your fault I’m this big!” – she was always secretly pleased to see them. Especially because they brought her the best gifts. Everyone in the village was still always bringing her food, helping to grow the fattest woman in Greece with hopes that she might eventually prove to be the fattest woman in the world. But Demeter and Luna brought her the best gifts, sweet sweet figs and baclava, and Diana eagerly gobbled them down, her extra chin as thick as a pillow quivering as she chewed.

“It’s a good life, isn’t it, fatty?” said Demeter, patting her playfully on the cheek. “You’re famous just like you always dreamed!”

“This… isn’t how I envisioned it…” muttered Diana, already out of breath from the effort of chewing. Just talking was enough to leave the gigantic woman completely winded, so Demeter and Luna didn’t waste time with conversation. They stuffed their gifts into her mouth and let her eat. Because there was nothing that Diana loved more than food, after all! One thing that never diminished, no matter how huge her body grew, no matter how tightly packed her belly was from endless offerings from villagers and pilgrims alike, was her hunger. She was already ready for more food!

She understood now, that there was no going back. Even if Dionysus ever decided to remove his “blessing,” taking away the constant rumble in her stomach that demanded she fill it everyday to the very brim, she would still remain an immobile blob of lard. There was freedom in that knowledge, though! Why should she worry about her figure when her fate was ordained? In fact, the knowledge that she was so far beyond salvation was actually comforting. It meant that she didn’t need to constantly berate herself for her indulgence or worry that she was too out of control. She was absolutely out of control and she could finally accept it now.  Every day, she gobbled whole roast goats and washed them down with bottles and bottles of wine, never pausing in her feasting until she was so absolutely bloated beyond belief that the priests had to cut her off out of fear that she might actually burst. By early afternoon, Diana would be so obscenely stuffed that the priests would have to carefully position her on her back, her globular gut rising above her like the summit of Mount Olympus, because even the slightest amount of pressure against her distended belly might be enough to rupture her like a dirigible. She spent the afternoon and evening moaning in overstuffed pain, belching and hiccupping, a monument to the worst excesses of gluttony, while the priests gently rubbed olive oil into her over-stretched skin to help ease her distress. Her moans could be heard all through town and villagers went to sleep happy in the knowledge that as long as Diana continued to eat herself into a stupor every day the fortunes of the village would remain good.

Luna and Demeter took it upon themselves to carefully monitor their friend’s gluttony, keeping a careful eye on any new stretchmarks that popped out along her swollen middle. The priests were ager to keep Diana growing, but the poor girl did have limits to how much she could eat in a day. Her friends understood that the priests’ eagerness to indulge the living avatar of their goddess needed to be tempered or else they might let Diana explode some day. Diana’s hunger knew no bounds and she was never going to stop eating as long as food was in front of her, no matter how full she was, no matter if tears welled up in her eyes from the exquisite pain of a belly filled well beyond capacity. That’s why her friends took it upon themselves to be the ones to occasionally tell her “Uh uh, Diana! You’ve had enough to eat today. You need to digest a little bit before you go on to the next course. You don’t want to pop now, do you?”

“Ughhh, this frickin’ sucks!” whined Diana, her football-sized double chin pressing against her first chin. “I can’t believe this! Stupid blessing!”

“Now now, don’t you blame Dionysus for this!” said Demeter. “You know this is all your own doing. This is what happens when you ask for boons without thinking about what you’re doing!”

Because if Diana did burst, she would surely destroy the shrine in the explosion! Worse still, the village would no longer have its cash cow. People came from all over Greece and even further provinces for a chance to goggle at Diana’s marvelous size. And, of course, all those tourist dollars were a real boon for the local economy! Everyone was thrilled as Diana grew bigger and heavier every day. Luna and Demeter were especially thrilled to see their friend finally achieve her dream of superstardom and know that they had helped her get to this place. The only real fly in the ointment was the knowledge that eventually, as Diana continued to billow and bulge more every day, her belly edging closer and closer to the doorway of the shrine, that eventually Diana would outgrow the building entirely and they would have to build her a bigger temple.

But that was a problem they would deal with when the time came!
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