The sound of the Blight writhing in pain still lingered in Revali's mind. The loud, animalistic screeching as the beast writhed in pain—its malice-covered flesh bloating all over the place, magic pouring out through the seams made by its flesh overstretching beyond repair. The sound was disgusting yet triumphant. He just couldn't believe that he actually did it—with some assistance from his time-traveling successor, yes—but he managed to slay the beast and assist in the defeat of Ganon.
Walking back to Rito Village—his wing muscles beyond exhausted from the arduous, nonstop fighting—he wanted nothing more than to drag himself through the stairs and collapse on his bed. He was sure that he had some fractures and bruises, but every part of his mind was screaming at him ‘screw it’ and to deal with it tomorrow simply. Most people would be fast asleep or too scared from the ongoing war to chastise him, so he probably wouldn’t need to explain—
“Champion Revali!”
Revali stood rooted to the spot, body frozen in disbelief. Every villager was gathered at the entrance of the village, massive lanterns in the shape of Vah Medo showering the front of the village in a warm, yellow glow. A giant banner that read ‘Welcome Home’ hung across the archway that led onto the village stairwell that surrounded the giant rock. 
Revali smiled--a wide and proud grin, his beak stretching from the effort. He weakly raised his arm in acknowledgment of the cheers that echoed around him as he crossed the bridge, a gentle glow emanating from his feathery wings. His throat was too strained for him to welcome himself with a bombastic declaration of victory, so he humbly mumbled a 'hello' to anyone who passed him.
They led him to a large array of tables table lined with delicacies fit for a hero like him, Revali couldn't help but feel exhausted yet elated. The chair was heavily padded and soft beneath his tired body as he sunk into it. He looked around at the faces of all his well-wishers and felt the warmth of their admiration wash over him. 
Before he could grab one of the roasted Hinox legs served on a porcelain plate in front of him, a booming voice pierced through the chatter around him.
“Hello, Champion Revali!”
Revali turned his gaze to the right. He didn't recognize the plump, older Rito that had greeted him, but he quickly realized that it was the baker who came in on and off to the village. With how much he spent training, he rarely crossed paths with the cook—one or two times at the most, the extent of those interactions being pointers to where they sold milk and Tabantha wheat. “Tsukune, right?”
“Oh, I’m surprised that you remembered my name!” The baker rejoiced with glee. “Indeed. I originally came by to say hi to my grandson, but once word got out about your conquest over Ganon’s lackeys, I couldn't resist trying to make a celebration out of it!"
“Obviously!” Revali proudly declared. “I’m sure that everyone is elated to be safe from Ganon. You have a good head on your shoulders, Mister Tsukune.”
“Hoho! That is a true honor, young champion." The old Rito cheered. "With our safety guaranteed, I was intending to settle down for a while. I’m sure that my granddaughters will be very happy to see their grandpa back… and that means that I can make sure you keep being properly compensated for your protection.
Revali smiled—the honeyed words stroking his ego. “Of course! It’s the least that the people can do to congratulate me for my work.” 
"Indeed, Master Revali, you're completely right," Tsukune said. "Then I vow to make every day forward a feast fit for a champion like you, Champion Revali!" His declaration was joined by cheers of intoxicated but happy Rito, all of them raising their glass into the air.
Revali laughed, grabbing his Hinox Leg and beginning to tear into it.
It was going to be a good life.

4 MONTHS LATER

Tsukune kept looking at the sun to measure his time. He knew that despite having retired from combat, Champion Revali still was an early riser. Even being late by five minutes on the stated breakfast time was enough to ruffle the feathers of the ex-champion. The baker always prided himself in giving a perfect service—especially to the champion of their village. The sweet aroma of freshly baked pastries wafted through the air, and the smell of yakitori sizzling on open flames filled his home with a comforting warmth. He turned the flames off, wrapping the sticks with paper and placing them inside the final basket. Tsukune laid out an assortment of fruits, vegetables, and cured meats that he had harvested from around Hyrule on plates made from locally sourced wood.
Carrying three baskets in each hand, he ventured outside his home. He whistled to himself as the sound of harps filled the air—the portly bards on Revali’s landing putting on a concert for the weekly potluck. Some villagers were concerned after the combined weight of multiple villagers caused the landing to break, but Tsukune didn’t carry any woes—he helped some of the other men reinforce just not the landing area but the entire village, after all. The stairs didn't let out haunting creaks with every step and constant repairs were no longer a common sight.
An extra set of stairs had been built that led to Revali’s new home atop the village rock—overlooking all of the other Ritos and their home. The large cabin-esque structure was thrice the size of the usual homes attached to the circling wooden staircase. Having to walk all the way up—his old and corpulent body making it impossible for him to just fly up to the champion’s home—was always a hefty workout. Even now, he could feel himself beginning to sweat, plumage turning moist.
“Oh, Master Revali…” The baker lingered in a serenading tone. “I brought you breakfast.” 
He smiled at the five hundred pounds Rito—lazily sprawled out on his reinforced bed and wearing nothing but a blue thong with the champion patter on it after even the biggest kilt, chest plate, and armor were all too small for his gigantic frame. Tsukune smiled, pride and joy spread across his face. Revali had come a long way—from a scrawny Rito to a large mountain of avian fat and musculature. To say that he was obese would be an understatement; his belly spilling over his waist—a pair of giant man boobs protruding from his chest—arms twice as large as they were before in both width and girth—plump flesh on his neck that rolled off his shoulders with just the slightest movement—sweat runs down his body, pooling at his bellybutton before running the lower half of his body, dripping onto his bed. 
To say that Revali had become obese would be an understatement—his belly at least five feet wide, the rest of his body an easy two.
Revali had his hands behind his head—thick, rippling drumsticks covered in sopping wet feathers—as he lazily opened his eyes, snoring ceasing. “Mhm, took you long enough. I was starving!” 
Tsukune chuckled, slowly unloading the contents of the basket onto a cart built by himself stationed next to the entrance. The smell of freshly cooked dishes filled the room—curries, sushi, deep-fried snacks, and even a skewer of assorted vegetables. "I believe I made sure to prepare enough food for you today," he said in a joking tone as he rolled the buffet on wheels to the champion. 
Revali’s stomach rumbling loudly—the gurgling, boiling sound deep enough to match the roar of Death Mountain’s eruption. His eyes widened as he looked at all the food prepared for him, perking up in excitement as he slowly forced himself to sit up—fat wobbling like a mountain of gelatin from the sudden, forced movement. “You better have. Now, what are you waiting for? The champion’s hungry.”
“Of course, Master Revali. Open wide…” Tsunuke cooed, scooping a whole spoonful of curry and rice with a large wooden spoon. 
Gently pushing the spoon into Revali’s beak, the chef watched in awe as the champion obediently opened his mouth—a heap of calories of shoveled into it without any resistance. Even after doing this song and dance for months, the sight of such a powerful warrior completely submitting for food—like a wild animal domesticated to the point of sloth and placidity—still hadn’t gotten old. Revalo moaned in pleasure as more and more food entered his belly, a pink flush spreading across his cheeks.
Looking over to check if Revali was sufficiently pleased, Tsunuke slowly reached to take a grab at his body flab. He shuddered at how soft it was to the touch. The chef was fascinated by how someone could’ve let themselves grow so quickly. Revali had reached a size to match his ego, and to be the one responsible felt like the highest honor a cook like him could reach. 
Revali’s blush turned a deeper shade of rose, nary a complaint of resistance present in his being. He savored every single bite with gusto, moving his tongue across the profile of his beak to scrape every last scrap of food and crumb stuck to the sides. No words were spoken—his usual chatter and self-praise absent in the presence of overwhelming gluttony.
Plate after plate was thoroughly demolished, more and more piling up on the cart as Revali ate without care. He seemed completely unbothered by the magnitude of the meal he was consuming, devouring each bite so quickly and with such abandon that it almost seemed as if had turned feral at the presence of food. The thought of his pig-like manners negatively affecting his image didn’t even seem to cross his mind—his appetite seemingly unquenchable and indomitable, enough to rival that of Hinox.
It wasn’t until the Rito let out a massive belch that Tsunuke knew when enough was enough thanks—months of experience letting him know that it was the perfect time to stop. The champion was notoriously irritable whenever he was fed too much—a feat that seemed impossible to everyone other than the chef.
“Mgh… your meals are always divine…” Revali thanked Tsunuke for his meal and collapsed back onto the bed, barely able to move or speak—his fat, pillowy chest rising up and down in unison with his jagged breathing. He collapsed onto the bed, feeling the strain now that he was out of the euphoria from the meal. He ran his hand over his belly, bloated and gurgling. His eyes felt like leaden lids, barely able to stay open as each breath sent ripples of warmth through his body. “Now, if you please… Could you leave me alone? I must rest before I assist the potluck.”
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