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A large anthropomorphic creature carefully walked down a set of steps, the narrow and dark passage leading to a burial vault underneath a rather small mausoleum. After half a week of trying to find the tomb itself, he spent half a day figuring out the puzzle that had unlocked the secret entrance he was walking through presently. To say the obvious, he was beyond impatient to find the priceless ancient treasure held supposedly below. The supposed turned into a sure thing instantly when he got to the bottom of the steps. Three torches on either side of the walls immediately lit up once he crossed the threshold, and across the ten feet space in front of him was the prize he’d been tracking down for months. It came in the form of a gold medallion, the old bulky coin sitting embedded in the wall at the back of the underground crypt of dusty stones. His name was Flame and the nostrils of his cat-like nose flared with excitement.

“At last!!” he yelled in celebration, his voice amplified by the tight confines of the structure.

His patience gone from much time searching, he quickly dashed across the small space, all notions of caution disappeared from regard. He knew that treasure hunting, especially once the finish line was in sight, required him to inspect the surroundings for traps and such. However, you could say that hunger was driving his deprived senses, having naught all morning and afternoon once he found the mausoleum above. Even his last meal was a pitiful snack compared to what he normally ate, which was a lot considering how big he was.

Flame was what was called a “felibantor”, a species that could be most accurately portrayed as a mix between a cat, bat, and deer. Along with his aforementioned nose, his head was a solid blend of these three, two curved horns sitting atop his yellow-furred cranium and large open ears in the shape of a teardrop. He rubbed his slight double chin in anticipation of the huge feast he planned on treating himself to after this. From the neck down, any person with eyes could tell he enjoyed a good meal or two, seeing as he was quite overweight. The single piece of clothing he wore was a dark slate blue t-shirt, covering the moderately-grown man boobs underneath, as well as the triangular patch of fur that sat between those flabby tits. From there, the garment ended at where the middle crease of his big fat gut was. The fold peeked from under the cloth, stretched visibly taut around his broad waistline. He could pack a substantial amount of sustenance into his midsection and was easily the biggest part of his body. So much so that it hung halfway down to his legs.

“You’re finally mine!” he declared, salivating for the meals ahead as he snatched the medallion.

After today, he would wish that he had longer legs, a loud shifting of stone and structure heard all around him as he pivoted back toward the narrow entrance he crossed. The height of the clamor could be heard in the large room above him and knowing that upstairs was where the only entrance and exit was, he immediately began to shuffle back across the seemingly...smaller room?

“Huh? ...No, the light! I can’t see!” he started to panic.

All at once, the six torches were snuffed out. By who wouldn’t be known but if he had to guess, it was by the person or persons that made this tomb. He could also furthermore surmise they were magic users, seeing as scarlet red light was seeping through the cracks of the ancient vault. Every crevice of the stones was emitting this foreboding-hued energy, the visibility just enough for him to barely perceive the area around him. He squinted as he looked down at his shirt, his belly buzzing and brightening as the energies seemed to be seeping into his heavy anatomy. Soon, his entire physique was outlined with this mysterious power and expecting something foul to soon occur, he noticed that he felt no different than he’d always had. Then, from the core of his chubby being, he was pinged with a sensation.

“Ahhh! ...Oh. What is this...awesome feeling? I...I-I, uh, think I’m...growing!” he tried to process.

Everything was moving quickly and once the initial wave of pleasure came over him, he looked at the hand holding the medallion. No doubt the object itself was the trigger for whatever magical spell was unfolding at the moment, the runes carved into it glowing.

“...‘Beware of the desire that drives you...because it may be what ends up...entombing you.’” he translated from the runes.

He would’ve voiced an expletive but he had no time for even that. Flame had put two and two together and knew the magical equation was not going in his favor. At least, not entirely. He loved the surface-level sensation of growth slowly coursing throughout his husky body but if he didn’t get a move on soon, then the medallion’s text would become a self-fulfilling prophecy. He took one step.

“...Ohhh. I c-can’t move...it feels...s-so good!” he said through poorly restrained lust.

His stubby, yellow foot had planted on the ground but the feeling from within the red-furred lower curve of his belly level with its fat-buried kneecap prevented him from taking another step. Like embers at the base of a snuffed campfire, the fire of voracious hunger began to ignite. The thoughts that got him into this predicament began to fire-off inside his mind, flashes of eating straight from the buffet table coming to him as the inferno spread throughout him internally. Unconsciously, his movement resumed, the other leg lifting to be planted forward and once the slow motion completed, he felt his soft belly touch something cold, which shouldn’t be possible.

“...I am! I am growing!!” he realized, looking down at the bottom of his belly sagging down to the shining stones below and then feeling the same sensation throughout the rest of him. “It’s not just my belly! It’s all of me!”
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