The sun was setting over the shrine, light fading and stars coming out in all their brilliant colours. Sitting out in the courtyard, watching the leaves fall and the sun set, was Kohaku. Kohaku was a kitsune, a Japanese fox spirit, one who had lived and travelled for more than a few human lifetimes. She had the form of an upright fox, her fur brown and soft like melted chocolate. Her eyes were of a deep purple, glimmering with light while she watched the lights of the city below come to life. From her elbows and knees down, her fur went from brown to a beautiful snow white, covering her paws. From her hips, two long fox tails grew, each ending in their own tuft of white fur.

Kohaku was currently resting at the shrine, enjoying the piece and quiet while enjoying the fresh air. She had only been staying at this shrine for a few weeks, often disguising herself as a human or watching unseen from the grounds edge. It was serene here, and not many people visited the Shrine grounds but that was the reason she liked it here. Kohaku’s ears twitched and she tilted her head away from the city, looking towards the forest on the edge of the shrine grounds. Something was moving towards her, it was large, with heavy footsteps. Moreso it was clumsy, trudging over bushes and branches with all the grace of a wrecking ball.

Kohaku stood and moved away from the gate, settling into the middle of the courtyard. It didn’t take long for the creature to arrive. She was large, taller than Kohaku by at least two feet. She had a large yellow and grey stomach, short stubby round legs poked out from under her belly and fat arms hung at her sides. The creature had a large set of breasts, each one a bit larger than Kohaku’s head. On her shoulders was a large head with a great wide mouth. Two large buck teeth sat on her upper and lower jaw. The creature had small eyes, and a large Egyptian pharaoh’s headdress, accompanied by a necklace of gold and blue around her neck.

Kohaku had seen creatures like this before. To her memory, this was supposed to be a hippo, but Kohaku couldn’t remember seeing one as strange as this. The hippo opened her mouth and spoke, a musical jolly tone slipping out. “Well hello there! And who are you cutie?”

Kohaku was instantly on guard, her tails puffed up and her claws out. “My name Is Kohaku, and you are not welcome here. please leave me in peace.” The hippo let out a jolly laugh, covering her mouth with one hand, a hard thing to do with such a large mouth and a small hand. Kohaku growled and took a step back. The hippo took a step forward, arms spread out for an embrace. “Come on now, don’t be shy! Come give momma Hippolita a hug.” 

Kohaku grimaced at the words, cringing. “You aren’t my mother, and I have no intention of hugging you!” Hippolita shrugged, the smile never leaving her face. “Well, I suppose girls your age are always so shy. Guess its up to me to get my hug on my own.” The hippo crouched as if she was stretching out a tense leg, then she was gone.

Kohaku only had a second to dive out the way before Hippolita crashed onto the floor belly first. The impact had Kohaku knocked from her feet and rolling away. She didn’t have time to relax, jumping aside on all fours as Hippolita dived for her. For such a fat monster, Hippolita was quite the agile creature. Kohaku found herself backed up into a corner, the temple wall on one side and a stone statue on the other. Hippolita grinned like the cat that caught the canary. “There, no more running now. Let momma give you some love.”

Hippolita lunged for Kohaku, arms spread wide. Kohaku shifted into her fox form, slipping under Hippolita, but not quite fast enough. She felt Hippolita’s fingers brush against her tail fur. The sensation sent tingles down Kohaku’s spine, like static charge. She stumbled, landing wrong and rolling again. Something felt wrong. Her tail, the one Hippolita had stroked, felt off.

Kohaku shifted back to her kitsune form and held her tail. It felt strange. Not like she was holding something made of flesh and fur. Instead, it felt like gripping a long pillow, or maybe a plushie. Her fur had turned to felt, her tail swollen up and short furred. Giving the limb a squeeze, Kohaku swore she could feel stuffing inside. Hippolita tutted, dusting herself off and drawing Kohaku’s attention. “It looks good, doesn’t it? Give momma a chance and I can make you look even better!”

Kohaku snarled, flames dancing at the edge of her fingers, spitting out in angry flickers. “I don’t know what strange magic you possess but I shall undo it once you are burnt to cinders.” Hippolita tapped her chin, looking thoughtful. “Magic? Hmm… nope, all momma has is the power of a mother’s love! Come here sweetie, let me show you what it can do!” Kohaku obliged, rushing the hippo. Whatever had been done to her tail was slowing her down. The chunky plushie lump was inelegant, unwieldy and threw off her balance.

The fox girl knew she had to end this quickly. Ignoring her new handicap, Kohaku launched a flurry of blows at Hippolita. The hippo backed away, avoiding the flaming hands by an inch each time. “Careful! Momma is rather durable, but I’d hate for you to leave a mark. Kohaku gritted her teeth, her anger helping to boost her speed. Hippolita spun like a fat ballerina, her belly swaying with each movement. It was hypnotic in a way, like a giant grey ball of liquid. Kohaku lunged, trying to punch Hippolita in the face, but her gaze was drawn down to the orb… an orb that was suddenly getting closer!

Hippolita had bent back to avoid the punch and sucked in her gut, then let it go suddenly. The hippo’s belly snapped back into shape, knocking Kohaku back, catching her right on the jaw. Kohaku landed a little away, rubbing her chin. The kitsune’s paws pushed into a soft, swollen lower jaw. Kohaku’s eyes went wide. Just touching Hippolita’s stomach had turned the bottom half of her mouth into a plush copy. She couldn’t even clench her jaw without pushing sharp teeth into soft fabric. Her jaw also felt a little out of shape, like it was square.

Hippolita twirled in place and stepped towards Kohaku, one hand extended towards her. “Hmmm that’s no good. We need to get your whole head otherwise you look a little… lopsided.” Kohaku tried to speak, but it was so hard with the mismatched jaws she gave up. The kitsune pulled deep on her power, she needed to get out of here. She tugged on her ability to teleport, but found the power was… missing?

Hippolita grinned and slapped her stomach. “You looking for this?” The hippo glowed blue for a second then appeared in front of Kohaku, wrapping her arms around the fox. “It was such a useful ability that I made sure to nab it before you could run.” Kohaku struggled in Hippolita’s grasp, grunting in anger, feeling strange energy pushing into her body, sinking into her very being and taking hold. Her fire vanished, and Hippolita smiled. 

Hippolita giggled, waggling her fingers, a soft orange glow encasing them. “Awww such a cutie, struggling with all your might. But what can you do? Your tasty magic is now all filling my gut. No more teleporting, no shapeshifting and none of that nasty little fire. Don’t worry, momma will put it to good use.” Hippolita summoned an orb of light into the palm of her hand, licking it and sighing. “Come on, it’s just in reach. If you grab it, you can have your fire back.” Kohaku wanted to lift her arms, but they wouldn’t obey. “Awww too bad, looks like the little fox wants to stay with momma.”

Kohaku’s body started to feel heavy, her limbs growing weak. They also swelled like balloons, fur sinking into her body to be swallowed up by a layer of brown and white plush. Kohaku shuddered as she swelled, limbs widening, hips thickening, her ass ballooned out into a huge set of cheeks. Up on Kohaku’s chest, her breasts pushed out, rounding out until they pushed out in front of her like big soft bowling balls. Soft satin fabric replaced fur and skin, making it hard to move, giving the fox a teddy look. Her hair remained, but Kohaku’s face grew bigger and rounder, her face twisted in confusion as Kohaku was reduced to a plush fox.

Hippolita let go and circled Kohaku, the kitsune dropping to her knees on unsteady legs. “Yes, much better, but you know… you really don’t suit being a fox. I think you’d be much cuter if you looked like momma.” Kohaku would have lashed out or ran if she could. She would have done anything really. Instead, she sat there, trying to think. Her mind was warm and fuzzy, a gentle pleasantness pushing down any fear or thoughts of resistance. Where once there was a ball of magic, now was a pulsing calming energy that soothed Kohaku’s worries.

Each time Hippolita spoke, the energy tugged at Kohaku’s mind, telling her to listen to momma, to relax and everything would be ok. Hippolita pressed a finger under Kohaku’s chin, guiding her to look up at the hippo with glazed eyes. “Let’s get you changed sweetie.” Kohaku blinked dreamily, smiling at Hippolita’s words. “Yessss…” she slurred.

Hippolita squished Kohaku’s cheeks, grabbing them and pulling. The kitsune’s snout widened, growing into a wide jaw. The hippo did the same to Kohaku’s bottom jaw, widening and stretching it to a much larger size. She leaned in, kissing Kohaku, letting her tongue trail along the inside of the kitsune’s mouth. When Hippolita pulled back, Kohaku’s teeth had moved and morphed into four large buck teeth. The kitsune’s tongue had also become wider, flopping around and relishing the hippo’s taste.

Hippolita started to rub Kohaku’s chest, squeezing her breasts and pressing her stomach against the kitsune’s. Kohaku responded in kind, her body moving on its own. She ground up against Hippolita, using her new mouth to kiss the hippo’s neck. As she did so, Kohaku’s breasts started to grow again, swelling even further in size. Beneath those breasts, her belly surged with growth. Her widened hips were soon blocked from sight as Kohaku’s stomach outgrew them, turning into a great sagging plush orb that pushed against Hippolita’s.

Hippolita pushed Kohaku over, moving her mouth up to kiss Kohaku once again. The hippo’s hands roamed over Kohaku’s body, groping and rubbing everything they could find. Kohaku groped and rubbed back, ignoring how her fingers and arms shrank, becoming stubby and fat. Her legs shrank even further, rounding out, losing claws and becoming short stumps that kicked at the air with each kiss. Hippolita then rolled Kohaku over, kneeling before the kitsune’s exposed rump.

The hippo placed both hands on Kohaku’s rear, rubbing her cheeks in deep slow movements. Kohaku’s tails rolled into themselves, curling up and twisting around each other. They shrank, knotted, then fused together, becoming a single small brown tail with a white tip. When Hippolita pulled back, all she could see was a nice chunky brown ass with a small tail. 

The yellow and grey hippo hauled Kohaku back to her feet and admired what she had done. Where once a kitsune had stood, now a brown and white plush hippo stood in her place. Hippolita was still bigger, but now Kohaku was just as thick. The larger hippo pulled Kohaku in close, pressing kisses to the side of her face. “Such a sweet looking hippo. Aren’t you happy that you listened to momma now?” Kohaku gave Hippolita a bashful grin, still swaying in her confused state. “I feel so warm and cuddly and floaty…” Hippolita patted Kohaku’s cheek. “That will fade with time my dear. Now come on, I have a whole world to show you.” With that, the two walked off, back into the forest, leaving only an empty courtyard to witness what had transpired.

