Chained Up

By Marx

Finally, something that dosent invole me. I swear!

Though it is a little more aggressive than my usual stuff, it’s just a time killer. If I get decent feed back on this one then I’ll try to do more stuff like it. 

I already know this story lacks development or anything like that, but I promise I have a story coming up that has killer development and plot.

Anyway, I had to do a report on an old folklore for my Literature class, and it kind of got me thinking (which by now, I’m sure, you know is a bad thing.)

The story that got me thinking is Aesop’s fable of “The House Dog and the Wolf”. It’s basically about a fat dog telling a starving wolf to come and stay with his master to get food, but the wolf sees that the dog’s chained up and chooses his own freedom over food.

That wolf was insane, right?

Well, enjoy! 

And I’m not in this one but my older cousin is (Albért is Marx’s older cousin, all of my characters connect, just not in the same ways)
Lumen and Albért are © me.
And feel free to (please) e-mail me anytime at Marx360@yahoo.com or message me through Fur affinity.

Wednesday. The most important day of the week, it’s a hump, a halfway mark for kids and adults alike. A global sign that the week is almost done, and the weekend is soon to come.

It’s also when Umbra’s Tavern has its infamous all you can eat buffet.

“I LOVE FOOD! WHOO HOO!”

A fat dog could be heard spewing these drunken ravings only a few feet away from the center of the tavern. He was a football stud, or at least an ex-stud, that made a few too many trips to the bar. And like so many of his football buddies, made one too many trips to the feeding trough. But tis the curse of country life.

“Lumen, dude, I love to stuff my craw as much as the next fur, but don’t you think your hitting it a little hard tonight? We do have work tomorrow.”

Lumen was already drunk and most of his inhibitions were dissolved.

“I…uurp…Just want to say how…er…purty you look tonight…”

He was directing these and more vulgar comments at a perfectly plump tiger sitting opposite him at the booth. 

“Come on Binx…don’t you want to have some fun?”

“No. Now shut up.”

The tiger was growing more and more uncomfortable by the, his jowls began sluggishly moving with him as he turned more so to get away from the football mutt’s advances.

“Hey, I need to work off some of these calories, wanna go to your place?”

Lumen slurred his words less that time, only to try to sound persuading to the young and beefy Binx. 

“Stop it Lumen…that’s not funny.”

Lumen then opened his furry maw wide, spewing small chunks of beef in the leopard’s general direction.

“Aww…hic…come on! You’re hot as hell, you know that?”

The tiger, after wiping his face of cheese steak debris, posed his protest.

“I said stop it!” Binx let his body language do most of his talking, but Lumen was far to drunk to follow his own movements; let alone anyone else’s.

This continued for a while. A drunken doggie making a pass at a beefy leopard.

Binx just continued to be mad and uncomfortable, whilst constantly fiddling with his phone, until a new form waltzed into the tavern

A wolf, by the look of it.

But whatever it was, all the group could tell was that he had some of the blackest fur any of them had ever seen, and the bouncer was giving him a bit of trouble.

“What’s your name sir?”

“Albért.”

“Albert?”

“It’s pronounced Albért.”

“Why?” Tom, the bouncer, could only reply suit. He didn’t know much of many cultures. The pig perfectly fit the stereotype of big dumb pigs, quite literally.

“I’m from Arles.”

“Uh…” Tom’s jowls giggled with him as he released this unsure noise.

“It’s in France”

Tom let out a confused grunt. “But we’re in America…?”

The French wolf was becoming rather peeved at the lard-clad bouncer. He apparently had a thing against fatties.

“Look, can I just go in!…I’m meeting someone.”

This half-yell attracted the attention of almost everyone in the Tavern to his and the bouncer’s squabble. And to Albért’s beauty.
Countless ladies and furs swooned over this ‘Albért’. It was obvious to everyone in the restaurant. He didn’t really belong in Umbra’s Tavern, along side all of those potbellied, slack jawed, country furs.

He was beautiful, so much so that picturing him ordering anything other than a salad was impossible.

 Everyone in the tavern just had to drop whatever he or she was doing for his arrival. 

Until he waltzed his way over to the group of chubby furs. 

“Hello there, I just wanted to stop and get something decent to eat. I figured I’d ask your opinion on what’s good.”

The pitch-black wolf looked over to the leopard and met them squarely, both eyes burned with an odd message meant for one another.

But his look soon came up from the eye level of Binx, and swiftly hovered to the dog’s.

“You must be Lumen? Binx has been bragging to me about you.”

“Yep…bet this…mhmh…has lots…hic…to soy aburt me…”The dog couldn’t help but slur his words.

The Ocelot opposite him had to speak up. “Maybe someone should take Lumen over here home, I doubt he can drive for shit right now.”

“Oh, just leave the doggy to his fun.” Albért seemed to have a beautiful peace to him, despite how disgusted he was by Lumens stocky frame. Binx made him sick too, but he had to deal with him.

“His fun? This jiggling lump is so drunk and stuffed its not even funny!”

Lumen then pulled himself upward, and grabbed a portion of his flab. “It is too fun…hic…ny!”

All three of the furs then realized how drunk he really was.

“So who’s going to take care of tubby over here?”

The tiger continued to remain silent, whilst leaving Joe to do all the talking.

“Why don’t you just take him home Frenchy? We can still do a little partying before we have to head in.”

Joe had no idea how well this had played into the wolf’s plan.

“Well…okay!” He let an award-winning smile

Binx behind them all, smirking the whole time.

“Just follow me Lumey,” he apparently had the habit of adding –y’s to everyone’s name.

It was a short walk to wherever the wolf was taking him…but oddly it was in the opposite direction of the doors.

“Where…hic…are we goin…buddy?”

“Just wait for it…” Albért’s tone was tuning more toward the horrific side

“Fat ass.”
At that instant, all that could be felt was a sharp blow to his already throbbing head.

Who knows how much time passed until he awoke to a fuzzy image of black.

“You’ve been asleep for forever boy-o.”

Lumen panicked and thrashed about loudly, only to realize he was restrained.

He could feel cold metal dipping into his soft furry skin, and cloth wrapped tightly around his thick ankles.

And to make matters worse, his mouth was tied shut by some kind of metal muzzle.

Possibly a chain?

“What? Why do you look so…?”

The wolf must have read his mind. “Oh I get it.”

Albért began to pace menacingly around the chained up mutt.

“That’s right, Fatso. There’s a world of furs out there who like their jocks to have nice big round guts, and you’re about to become bigger than you ever thought.”

With that, Albért smacked the dog around some.

He was truly wicked. Especially when Lumen got a good look at him in the dangling light. Albért’s fur was even more luminous by the light, or lack there of, in the room.

And his muzzle was almost of a new pallor, despite the dark covering of his fur and long black tufts of hair.

 But it was his eyes that scared him most of all. From what he could only assume was because of stress, his eyes glowed a piercing red.

 “Oh, so you like what you see?” The wolf began to add more of a stride to his already frightening gait.

While doing this he began wheeling the cart right up next to the football stud. 

“Oh, don’t be afraid puppy…”

He patted Lumen’s belly, causing him to flinch and rock to test the ties, which were definitely too tight to break. “Shit Lumey,” Albért let out in a sickly playful tone. “You’ve really been packing it in before I came along, huh? This gut feels like a water balloon.”

Lumen began to bellow. He was in desperate fear. Nearly all of his fur was standing on end. He almost thought he was going to die.

Calling for help had come to mind , but it was an impossibility.

Albért still had him muzzled.

“Shut up, and get stuffed!” Albért’s eyes glowed the same hideous red. “I’ve already wasted too much time already.”

 

The wolf actually hesitated for a minute, but then nervously broke open a large white box.

Lumen had just now noticed the black cart in front of the even blacker wolf. The same type of boxes covered the cart and went up for what seemed forever. There must have been enough food in all of those boxes to supply the Umbra’s Tavern two months over.

It was staggering how much food there was…so staggering that lumen didn’t notice the advancing of Albért with one of the possible hundreds of white boxes.

“Now lets get started…I hope you like cheese steaks…” Albért then laughed hysterically.

“What am I saying!” he patted Lumen’s expanse. “Of course you do!”

The wolf then loosened the muzzle, and shoved a thick sandwich in the mutt’s mouth. Lumen tried to turn his head, but Albért Simply yelled at him again. Spewing what must have been spit onto his muzzle.

“Fine, I’ll just pull that cavernous mouth open!”

Getting to work, Albért took one hand and wrapped it over the dog’s damp chin, pushing down to yank his mouth wide open. With his other paw, Albért pressed the sandwich into the doggie’s mouth. Letting Lumen take a big bite, they both  paused for him to chew.

Suddenly another voice could be heard. A familiar voice.

The same voice that told the dog to go home.


“What the hell are you doing?! Shove the whole thing in that jerk’s mouth and feed him like he’s apparently been making himself eat since we were kids! COME ON!”

It was Binx all right, standing there in his bulky leopard frame.

“Yep Lumen, I told you to go home…but when Frenchy over here gave this proposal…I couldn’t turn it down!”

Binx began a maniacal laughter that almost sounded almost parallel to Albért’s.

“Oh I get that look, I was texting him earlier with my little idea to get some payback. And see you blow up nice and round!”

The wolf just stood idly by, letting Binx continue his explanation, and Lumen panic and recklessly try to escape his bonds.

“He’s not insane…at least I don’t think…but he’s the cousin of one of my school buds…said he’d fatten you up nice and good…”

Albért gave off another witty smile, “Yep…” picking up a sandwich, “And we’ve got a Wednesday night to kill here buddy…”

Instead of his life, Lumen now he feared for his waistline.

He continued to resist though, it was all he could do. But it wouldn’t last.

“Stop fighting it Fat ass! Leopard, get that sandwich in this tub of lard!!”

Binx jarred up straight at Albért’s shouting and shoved the entire sandwich in the mutt’s already full mouth.

Lumen let out a loud grunt as the food rammed in his mouth pushed his first mouthful down his throat.

“That’s more like it. Next one Binxy, next one! Stuff this jock until he’s ready to bust, you hear me?!?”

Binx readily kicked into gear. Keeping one hand on Lumen’s chin to make sure he didn’t clamp it shut except to chew, he started cramming food into the stud until the first box was nearly empty. That dog’s belly began to swell up, pulling his jersey a little tighter the more stuffed he got. After the top box was empty, Binx paused and looked at the leader in this wicked endeavor.

“Okay…now lets move on to the next box.” Albért was becoming more and more wicked with each passing second. “When I’m done you’ll be trapped in that lovely body of yours…”

Despite the dog’s protest, the wolf knelt down (not much) and began to hug Lumen’s growing bulk.

His sweet disposition dissolved in what seemed like no time.

“You don’t think that’s it do you? Come on already! There’s a whole fucking cart of food there!”

“Um…but frenchy, look at his gut already. There’s no way he can hold . . .”

Binx was nervous from the wolf’s immediate mood swings, but that didn’t pause Albért in the least.
“YOU HEARD ME!”

Binx looked Lumen in the eye and put one hand on his already bulging gut. “Sorry buddy,” he whispered, “but looks like you’re gonna have to eat a little more here.”  Binx was still somewhat scared, but Lumen had long since given up the will to resist. 

He was ready for all the food he could eat.

Halfway through the next case of food, Lumen had just given in and was trying all he could to keep up. His eyes were shut hard as he felt his belly strain tighter. Albért was now rubbing his hand across the top arc of Lumen’s gut, all the while Binx kept the food coming.

The dog’s gut seemed to swell and rise a few more inches into the air. Binx had become afraid that Lumen would literally bust as the feeding went into the fourth box of food. 

But Albért wouldn’t let either of them stop.

“Keep feeding him…” he began to coddle his gut even more so than before”…I’ll take over soon.”

Lumen’s jersey was now starting to creep up his belly, the holes in the fabric starting to distort from the pressure of his bulging, overstuffed gut. Letting tufts of fur shoot out along with the flesh. 

Binx finally eased up. “He can’t Albért! He’s gonna blow if I feed him this box! Look at him. He looks like someone inflated his belly with an air hose or somethin’!”

 Albért agreed to let them stop.

“Okay.”

 It was the first time he didn’t yell back all evening. This stuffing session had gone on for almost three hours now, and both Albért and Binx heard the dog groaning now that the endless flow of food had paused.

 They finally took off his muzzle.

“Fuck. Man, give me a rest! Ooooooo. I feel like my gut is gonna fucking split. Please guys. Uuugggghhh. You’ve made you’re fucking point. I . . . can’t . . . . . fucking . . . . . . . breathe!”

Albért walked up to the enormous mutt and set his hand on his towering gut. First running his fingers around it like he was rubbing the rim of a big glass, he then slapped the hog dog’s gut hard, making both Binx and Lumen jump.

Albért was apparently used to it.

 “Well now Fatso. Seems we have some fine football jock gut right here – how did you put it Binxy? – like someone hooked you to an air hose.” 

Binx just looked scared and puzzled at the scene before him, it remained this way until Albért finally spoke up.

“GO get the next four boxes…” another smile appeared on Albért’s muzzle, “and bring the fifth one…this fatty is finally keeping up”

From there the feeding went on. At some point they stopped at sub sandwiches, but Lumen could neither tell nor care.

It just went on for what seemed to be an eternity.
 Aw shit. This can’t be happening. There’s NO way they can get more into this gut. I’m gonna fucking bust. I’m  “gonna fucking BURST! STOP!!” Lumen’s thoughts came like a shout out of his mouth. Every so often this would occur, but they all knew the pup didn’t mean it. He only wanted more, and to be enormous. He still tried to speak and give protest, but they were mostly muffled from the noise of his digestion.

He was swelling up like a balloon filled with air. 

 

“What the hell Dude!” The swelling wouldn’t stop. Binx was scared almost out of his mind of what he’d gotten his friend into. But when it did stop, they all paused and stared. 

ALL of them.

Lumen, totally dazed, somehow managed to raise his head. All he could see was his towering belly. Letting out a huge, long groan, he slowly set his head back down. He couldn’t even talk, he was so stuffed.

“Now that’s more like it. A few more hours of work like this, and we’ll have one hell of a gainer on our paws!!”

 With one last hard thwap on Lumen’s giant belly, Albért snapped off the lights and left the bloated stud tied to the table to sleep for the night. Even though it was technically day.

 The mutt just passed out, hoping it was all a bad dream that would be gone by morning.
 But then he heard the lights click back on, and the mutt shook out of his groggy sleep to realize it was not a dream. There he was, still firmly strapped to the table, his belly not as painfully stuffed as before, but still definitely rising high into the air from the merciless stuffing during the previous day…or possibly night.

He couldn’t even remember anymore…but as he came further out of his food induced trance, two figures appeared in his vision. A large one, and a skinny one.

A maniacal skinny one.

 So with that, there were Binx and Albért, ready to go again.

 

“All right Binxy, let’s stretch that jersey over his big fat gut and get going again.”
 
Albért stood to one side of the beached whale of a dog and reached an arm over his belly. With both hands, he grabbed the bottom edge of the jersey, which now sat scrunched up under Lumen’s rounded pecs, and slowly dragged the shirt across Lumen’s furry expanse to get it over the big bulge of his belly. It took some serious tugging to get it to go all the way, and once Albért managed to get the fabric pulled over the widest, top-most swell of Lumen’s belly. All of that force pushed an expulsion of air from the mutt’s mouth, making Albért have to let go, seeing the jersey tug back up Lumen’s ball belly by a good few inches as they both let out a grunt.

 “Don’t worry about it Binx. The next few feedings are going to make that thing too fucking small to cover even half of his fat gut!”

Soon, Lumen became more aware of Albért’s hands on his belly, working the hem of his jersey so that it sat straight across his gut for the first shot. He felt his shorts getting as tight as the jersey.

“Seems our beer bellied doggy is definitely starting to like this, Binxy. Why don’t we take advantage of that? It’s time to fatten him up some more.”
And with that, the feedings resumed. For days and days afterward, the same scene repeated as Lumen’s belly ballooned up fatter and rounder. He was kept on the set like a pig being fed up for the state fair. 

Binx left after the fourth night. Who could blame him, things were getting very uncomfortable.

But as days passed onward the dog saw his belly swelling up bigger and bigger, pushed dangerously close to exploding before each take would end. All he could see was the giant spherical mass if his gut growing fatter and fatter and fatter, rising higher above his once plump and fuzzy torso toward the ceiling.

Until finally, after what seemed to be an eternity, the beached whale dog spoke.

Screamed actually.

“Albért! Help Me!!”

And no, he want stricken dumb, Albért had left him unfed for what must have been a full hour.
“Oh sure…I’ll help you lard ass.”

The wolf began waltzing along all around the humongous mass before him.
“Albért…what are you doing!”

“Just taking off these ridiculous sweats! They leave nothing to the imagination. If you’re going to let them get that tight, then at least have the decency to let me see that ass.

He was right though; nothing was left but stands hung in pendulous positions all around him. Especially the white that was once his underpants; his buttocks had grown nearly 10 times in size.

“I told you Lumen,” Albért began to pace, his slim figure made all the more alluring by his luminous grey fur, “I’ll take a dry crust and freedom, over a kings luxury with a chain any day.”

Lumen tried to roll over, as if to protest that he wasn’t trapped, or ‘chained’ for that matter, but it was all in vain.

He was trapped. Beached, as many would call it. The floor continued to grone under his pressing weight, he must have been at least a tonne.

He was stuck in that furry mass of blubber. Lumen could never escape from it.

Mostly because he’d never want to escape.

Ever.

“Hey Albért, pass me another pork chop please? You can feed me if you want…”

