[bookmark: _GoBack]Kaden groggily awoke from slumber, groaning coarsely as he slowly sat up from bed. The sheer softness of the mattress underneath was so paralyzingly comforting that he didn't even want to get up. Everything from the last few hours had been a total blur. He had gone hunting through the mountains, only to stumble into a group of hunters. He tried to run, but they eventually cornered him and readied themselves to slay him. Then, the sound of metal clashing—sparks flying abound—screams filling the air. It had turned into a warzone. The people who came to aid him were certainly not his tribe—none of them used anything but their beaststones to fight.
“Oh, you’re finally awake!” 
He turned towards a man of similar age to him. He was clad in a yellow yukata—that was normal enough—but the thing that caught Kaden’s attention was the fake Kitsune ears and tail that he was wearing. 
“…What are you wearing?”
“Oh, this?” He said, grabbing the tip of his fake right ear. “It’s just something that we wear. They’re good luck charms, after all. Kitsunes are known to bring forth fortune!” The man said in a jolly tune. 
He had certainly never heard of such a thing. Still, there were more pressing concerns. "Where am I? Are you the one that saved me?"
“Indeed!” 
The man scurried to his bed, clasping his hand and gently pulling him from the bed and making him stand. The Kitsune’s legs wobbled slightly, but he was still able to walk—albeit slowly. 
His friendly demeanor eased Kaden somewhat. He was still suck in a completely foreign area, and his tribe was warranted to fall into panic once too many hours pass without him being there. They weren’t completely helpless, they just relied on his leadership for most things—sometimes to the point of indecisiveness. If push came to shove, they’d pull through, but he would rather be there to make sure everything would go smoothly.
"We're a minor province in the mountain region of Hoshido. We sometimes go out hunting for meat, and my search party just happened to find you. We couldn’t let such a precious being like you get slaughtered for fur!”
Finally! Someone who recognized his value beyond his fur. "Thank you so much! I’m so tired of those nasty poachers hanging around my mountains. We take care of one and two pop up!”
“Really? That’s horrible… If you’d like, we can help you take them out!” The man graciously offered. “We’d hate to see such an avatar for fortune fade away!”
“Woah, really?!” The Kitsune squealed in joy, tail beginning to wag at the thought of a peaceful life free of poachers and danger. “Gosh, I don’t know how I could ever repay the favor! Oh, I already owe you one for saving me, don’t I?”
“Oh, don’t mind that at all. There is only one thing that I would ask of you in return, really.” The man explained. “I wish that you stay here, at least for a while. You can obviously go back to your tribe, but just spending a week or two here would do wonders for our prosperity.”
“W-wait, that’s it?! Do you at least want me to help around in some way? Build something, rescue someone… anything, really!”
“No, not at all! A beautiful being like you should not be spending himself.” The man desperately stated. “Ah, I think that I should introduce you to our culture. It might make more sense if I explain it to you.”
“Alrighty then, uh…”
“Oh, apologies! I didn’t even introduce myself. How embarrassing…” The man bowed to Kaden. “My name is Governor Kin. I’m the leader of a small community in the mountains, and welcome to my domain, Mister Kaden…”
///
To say that Kaden was fascinated by the culture of Kin’s town would be an understatement. It was a humble town—not too unlike Izumo—but the difference was that every inch of their town was completely covered in Kitsune iconography. From temples to pretty much everyone wearing fake Kitsune ears and tails, the town was a living form of worship to them. 
The first thing that greeted them as they went out of Kin’s castle were two golden statues made in his kind’s image; life-sized gilded effigies of plump, joyous Kitsunes sat atop lacquered pedestals. The foxes wore traditional Hoshidan mawashi sashes around their waists and had their hands firmly planted on their bellies, rubbing them in a show of contentment. Their midsections were a giant, round dome of gleaming metal. Kaden could see his own reflection on them as he passed by. The sight was as confounding as it was alluring. For generations, their brethren had been forced to stay in top shape to protect themselves. The visage of sedentary was almost… emotional in a way. The thought of simply lying down and eating away whatever food they desired was like something taken out of a dream.
“So, you people… worship us?”
“Correct!” Kin declared joyfully. “For eons, our crops have thrived and our town has been freed of strife as long as even one Kitsune graces us with their presence. It’s why we live in constant devotion to them. Speaking of which…”
Kaden backed off as he saw two townsfolk basically shove a large array of pastries onto his face—served on trays shaped like a fox’s face and all of them with yellow glazing. Kaden couldn’t even focus on the oddity before he got enraptured by the intense, almost head-splitting scent of confections. “O-oh, wow! Let me get some!” He reached out to begin scarfing down without thinking twice about it, completely engrossed in the indulgent flavors. The pastry was soft, moist, and warm, and the frosting was creamy and sweet. It was a sensation of pure delight. He devoured the pastry in mere seconds, licking his fingers clean of the sugary residue.
“Ah, I see you’ve met our town’s famous Kitsune pastries! They’re a delicacy that we offer to any Kitsune that visits us.” Governor Kin explained, smiling as Kaden threw cupcake wrappers and napkins behind it—the sound of loud chewing filling the air. “The town has an entire stockpile for you to snack on while we sign some papers. Once they’re signed as you sign someone in your tribe as second in command, you’ll stay as a diplomat on behalf of the Kitsune people."
“Mgh, mff! Shure!” Kaden moaned with his chees stuffed with half-chewed dough and icing. “Gosh, this is the best food I’ve ever had in my life! Can I get some more?”
“Of course! You can have both whole trays, in fact.” Kin turned to the two townsfolk. “You don’t mind following me and our guest, right?”
“Not at all!” One said.
“We’ll be happy to feed our guest as much food as he desires!” The other one said.
“Aw, everyone is so kind!” Kaden mewled as he took a whole cake slice and shoved it in its entirety in his mouth. “I can’t wait to see the rest of the town!”
"Your enthusiasm is appreciated, Mister Kaden! After all, there'll be a lot to see to completely immerse yourself in our culture." Governor Kin firmly stated, hands firmly held behind his back. 
“Can’t wait!”
///
Kaden sighed in relief as he set down the letter on the bedside table. He was somewhat worried about the reaction his tribe would have to the news, but to say that they were elated would be a grave understatement. Written in messy handwriting, dozens of messages scribbled down on ink were plastered all over the letter. Governor Kin had sent a messenger to contact his tribe, bringing them up to speed on the current situation; Kaden would be staying for some extended period, but he would be free to go back if anything came up. In the meantime, hunting parties would be sent out to deal with the poachers and bring them to Hoshidan authorities. 
He quickly fetched a brownie from the tray that the Governor had given him. Every few hours, he'd receive gifts and food—donations from the people who were beyond thrilled to have a Kitsune living among them. He always found himself flushed at such a barrage of love and praise for seemingly doing nothing. Kitsunes were always magical creatures, so it was possible that he somehow brought luck to the town, but still, it amazed him that he could receive so many favors and praise for something as mundane as bringing his presence here.
Scooting up closer to the back of the cushioned headboard, Kaden grunted as he felt the sash of the yukata squeeze his midsection. His clothes had been thoroughly ruined after the poachers' attack, so Kin had given him a yukata just like the one he always wore. The problem? It had begun to shrink—probably thanks to a bad wash job by the castle staff. He didn’t want to complain, but the feeling of the tight sash squeezing down on his stomach wasn’t comfortable by any means. “Mmh, maybe I should try and talk with Kin to get something a little bit more loose…” He said as he reached for another brownie.
 ///
He constantly turned and twisted in front of the mirror—desperate to find one angle where his pristine, slender figure was still there. The sound of happy, joyful townsfolk coming from outside the castle was incessant. They were holding a festival in his honor—wanting to show their gratitude for bringing fortune to them. Every second that passed, Kaden was feeling the anxiety creeping up his throat. “H-how did this even happen?! I haven’t been eating that much, have I?” 
It was undeniable; he was fat. The musculature from years of training was still there, but it was invisible—buried underneath a layer of pudge that was impossible to hide. His flat stomach had ballooned outwards to a taut, round dome that had been pushing more and more against the Yukata until it became unbearable to wear. “Gosh, how heavy am I? This is crazy…” He had to think that he was at least two-hundred and fifty. 
Limbs that had once boasted lean muscle and definition now appeared plumper and more generously proportioned. Arms that were nimble and slender were now chunkier and legs—once powerful and sculpted had taken on a curvier contour. The extra heft made him feel as if he was wearing
He felt like he was suffocating in his own body, and it was all thanks to the constant supply of delicious food that the townsfolk had given him. But at the same time, how could he say no? They all offered him the food with such hope in their eyes that it was impossible to say no. They had given him so much, and he didn’t want to disappoint them. Not only that, but the taste was divine. Once he started eating, he just couldn’t stop! Even if he always ended up feeling like a gluttonous degenerate, the high he got from eating was addicting.
“Alright, let’s… try it again. Maybe if I slide in slowly, it will fit.” He grabbed the Yukata and tried to start putting it on once again, sliding his thick leg down onto the Yukata. Just like last time, the fabric wouldn't budge past his thigh. He whined in frustration as he felt his rounded-out behind bounce from the constant pressure. "Mgh! Dammit, come on!” He pushed the Yukata further up, but it wouldn't budge. The fabric was stretched to its limit, and he could feel it straining against his body. It similarly struggled to go past above his growing gut, causing the tight orb to push upwards only to drop down and wobble slightly. “Nghhhh, just fit already—!" 
Suddenly, a sharp ripping sound pierced the air—fabric tearing and pudge poking through those forming gaps. Kaden screamed in horror as he realized what he had done, dropping the garment and stumbling back. That very shame made him look at his predicament in the mirror. The feeling of being barely recognizable as the same Kitsune that had arrived in the town a few months ago worsened. What would his tribe think of him now?
He heard a knock on the door, feeling his tail frazzle up and shoot up straight. “Y-yes? Who is it?”
“It’s me, Governor Kin!”
Kaden hesitated for a moment before reluctantly calling out, “A-actually, I-I’m actually quite busy! So maybe—“
But his pleas were unheard as the governor stormed in. “Ah, there you are! I was looking for you!” He walked up to Kaden, seemingly completely unbothered by the fact that Kaden had torn through his Yukata. “Come now, do you have stage fright? Because if so, I have an excellent solution!”
Kaden couldn't even begin to process his embarrassment and Kin's indifference before he felt something shoved into his mouth. Immediately, he felt the stress ooze out of his body as a powerful, sugary flavor melted into his mouth. His ears drooped as he gleefully lapped his tongue around the thick pastry, whatever worries fading away. "Mmmgh…”
The governor chuckled, watching Kaden indulge in the sweet treat. "I knew you'd like it," he said with a grin. "It's my personal recipe."
Kaden couldn't help but nod, feeling grateful for the momentary distraction from his embarrassment. As he savored the pastry, Governor Kin walked around him, appraising him from head to toe. 
"You know, Kaden," He said thoughtfully, "No need to be so shy. People would love to see that body of yours. Plump Kitsune often brings even more luck, you know? The abundance of their bodies often tilts the scales of the gods towards our favor…" The governor traced his rough hands all over Kaden’s body—over the soft perimeter of his stomach, across his rounded shoulder, against his flowing sides, and even down to his chunky thighs.
Kaden blushed, feeling a mix of confusion and arousal at the governor's words. He couldn't deny that there was a part of him that enjoyed being seen as desirable, especially by a powerful figure like Kin. Still, getting bigger would be a problem… “W-well, I think that I can stay like this for a little while, but I was actually thinking of leaving soon. I just didn’t know how to approach the topic with you.” He said as he finished the pastry, licking his fingers clean and trying to compose himself.
“Oh, that’s quite alright, but first…” Suddenly, Kin took yet another pastry out of his bag and hovered it in front of Kaden's nose. "Go on, boy. Eat." He said in a commanding yet gentle tone.
Despite every part of his brain telling him that perhaps he shouldn't eat more, he found his body moving forward to chow down. Instinctively, he moaned in pleasure as a cascading sense of relaxation washed over him.
Governor Kin grinned maniacally at the sound of Kaden's moan. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against Kaden's ear. "That's it, let yourself go," He murmured. "You're so beautiful when you let yourself indulge."
Kaden closed his eyes, feeling the warmth spreading through his body. He knew he was playing with fire, but he couldn't resist the temptation of a second pastry. As he chewed, he felt Governor Kin's hands once again exploring his plump frame. This time, however, they were more insistent, kneading and squeezing his flesh with growing intensity.
Kaden gasped as he felt the governor's fingers brush against his nipples, sending a jolt of pleasure through him. He had never felt like this before, so vulnerable and yet so alive. As Kin's lips brushed against his neck, he knew he was lost.
"Please," he whispered, hardly recognizing his own voice. "I want more…”
“Oh, do you? We’ll be hosting a banquet tonight…” The king whispered. “There will be as much food as you want. A wonderful way to finish your stay here, wouldn’t you think?”
Kaden nodded, unable to resist the thrill that was coursing through him. The anticipation was already making his heart beat rapidly. The hunger was almost completely uncontrollable. The only thing that prevented him from mindlessly wandering off to the festival to feast more in preparation for the banquet was the ripped Yukata. “M-my outfit…” He whimpered, gently covering his slightly plushier pectorals.
“Oh, don’t you worry. I have the perfect thing just for you!” Kin said. “You’ll absolutely love it.”
///
In truth, Kaden couldn’t have asked for a better parting gift. While he loved the yukata that Governor Kin had given him, there was something about his usual attire that he loved too much. The mix of nostalgia and familiarity couldn’t be surpassed by even the finest tailoring. The replica Kin had made for him was just perfect; blue flowing garb made with magic fabric that would react to his beaststone. Of course, the beige and brown ribbon that usually hung from his waist squeezed his newfound belly. He still felt somehow apprehensive, but the longer he stared, the more he could find some strange sense of pride. In fact, he loved the way the ribbon felt against his plump belly—how it accentuated his curves. It made him feel desirable in a way he had never experienced before.
“I’m gonna miss this town…” He muttered to himself.
As he made his way towards the banquet hall, Kaden couldn't help but feel a mix of nervousness and excitement. He had never been to a banquet before, let alone one hosted by such an important political figure like a governor.
But as he entered the hall, all his doubts dissipated. The room was filled with the most delicious smells and sounds of laughter and music. The table was adorned with mouth-watering dishes.
With a wagging tail, he took his seat next to Governor Kin at the head of the table, feeling the weight of his newfound curves against the chair. Kin's eyes lingered on him for a moment longer than necessary, and Kaden blushed, feeling exposed and vulnerable once more. Even worse, he realized that everyone was similarly staring at him.
"What are you waiting for, Kaden? Dig in!" Kin said firmly. He gently pushed a fork toward Kaden, silently beckoning him to indulge in his gluttony once again.
He took a small bite, savoring the explosion of flavors in his mouth. It was unlike anything he had ever tasted before. He couldn't help but let out a small moan of pleasure, causing Kin's eyes to darken with desire. Immediately, he began scarfing down. It was like his body was a machine on auto-pilot. People cheered as he ate without regard, his body only demanding more and more with each bite. The flavors were so overwhelming that Kaden could barely think. He just ate and ate. As the night went on, Kaden found himself indulging more and more in the delicious food, unable to resist the temptation. His stomach grew round and full, and he felt the ribbon pressing down onto his overstuffed stomach. 
“Mgh… so… full…” Kaden moaned, rubbing circles around his stomach. Kin's hand brushed against his thigh under the table, sending shivers down Kaden's spine. He couldn’t say anything, only able to mutter nonsense as he turned red. 
“Oh, are you satisfied?” Kin asked… hand beginning to glow with a purple miasma. “Because it’d be a shame if you left so soon…”
Kaden felt his heart skip a beat as he noticed ethereal purple chains swirl around him, winding themselves tightly and leaving no room to escape. His cheeks burned red in shame as they squished his bulky frame against the chair, laying out every fold of flesh for all to see. “W-what the?! Let me go!”
“I’m so very sorry, Kaden! But I don’t think you should be leaving just yet. After all, the winter is coming to Hoshido very soon, and I can’t afford for our crops to be at risk.” Kin explained with sadistic glee. “And I do admit that the idea of having my very own Kitsune is…” He gently tugged on Kaden’s cheek, much to the Kitsune’s chagrin.
"L-let me go now, dammit!" Kaden struggled against the glowing bindings, desperately pushing against them as best he could. "W-what are you planning on doing with me?!"
"Oh, I think it's quite obvious, Kaden!" Kin squealed, a plate of food already in hand. "I'm planning on fattening you up! I'm sure the other villagers will be quite pleased to know that they’ll have a plump Kistune!”
“Mppmh!” Kaden screamed as the large Swiss roll was forced into his mouth. He unwillingly bit down, feeling the cream inside hit his taste buds. And in that moment—like an automaton winding down abruptly—he settled down, muscles relaxing as he chewed. W-what… is going on… why do I feel… so relaxed…?
The energy of the purple miasma had its way with him, slowly sapping his strength and will. He could feel his body swelling down, the fabric of his clothing becoming tight once again. Despite his best efforts to resist, he found himself completely unable to fight against the strange energy coursing through his veins. “Mgh… Whath are youuu…” He continued chewing, moaning as the delicious flavors only made his mind foggier. The avalanche of stimuli was a total assault on the senses, not a second spent where he could think straight.
"That's it, fat boy! Keep eating and you'll be veeeery happy..." Kin continued shoving food into Kaden's mouth, unable to resist the temptation of pinching and poking the kitsune's large layer of chub.  
"M-mmph! S-stop… it…!" Kaden's face was flushed red with embarrassment, his stomach grumbling as it expanded more and more with each passing bite. The gurgling was like the deep roar of a dragon, constantly erupting into the room and forcing nonstop laughter out of the townsfolk. His vision blurred, head lolling left and right as he struggled to keep himself focused. The gluttonous sensation driving him to consume more and more grew stronger even as his belly became more and more bloated. There was a strange sense of pleasure in the process, a feeling that he couldn't quite explain. I-is this me? No… it’s not… is it? 
The surface of their growing belly began to be tainted by stretch marks. Its smooth, skin-stretched expanse appeared taut and yet yielding, continuing to expand under the quickly digesting calories. It protruded outward, wobbling with each surge forward. Every inch radiated an alluring, gentle warmth that melted his resolve.
He could feel Kin's hands darting all over his body, poking and prodding him as if he were some kind of odd experiment. But still, oddly enough, he found himself wholly unable to resist. His body seemed to be almost in a trance, completely compelled to do as Kin wished. No… No… gotta…
"Sssh... it's okay... no need to think anymore." Kin cooed. "Just eat, Kaden." He whispered as he wiped away the sweat from Kaden’s face. “Just sink deeper, friend… you’ll feel much better when you give up fighting.”
Kaden felt his vision fading, slowly succumbing to the delicious taste and feeling of being stuffed. His ball gut spilled over to his waist, completely covering up his crotch as the heat from the food seeped into his body, calming his racing heart. The sound of his newly made garb torn asunder by his growing physique was like white noise. He could feel his skin relaxing and stretching under the force of his increasing weight.
Just… eat…
His eyes slowly turned glassy as let out a deep sigh, relinquishing himself to the pleasure of indulgence. His thoughts drowned further and further away, his consciousness slowly erased from the equation. 
“Do you feel good, Kaden?” Kin whispered.
Kaden, completely under the spell of the mysterious energy, could only nod his head in agreement. His mind was reduced to a mushy, gelatinous blob, unable to process the situation he was in. All he could do was eat and obey. The once chipper, confident Kitsune was now completely under Kin's control, allowing himself to be pampered and cuddled like an oversized teddy bear. His head drooped down, icing spilling out of his mouth. “Mmmhm…” He muttered in a droning, mindless pitch—void of any emotion other than gluttony.
By now, the townsfolk had formed a line to take turns snuggling up to Kaden's bloated belly, rubbing its soft surface, and admiring its sheer size.
It was going to be a long, warm, and cuddly winter.
