The Cozy Bakery

In the bustling village of Pawswick, there was a quaint little bakery run by a cheerful,
friendly fox named Finn. His shop, The Honeyed Crust, was renowned for its warm,
buttery cakes, rich pancakes, and the sweetest cinnamon rolls in the region. Every morning,
the rich aroma of freshly baked bread and sugar drifted through the streets, drawing
customers from near and far.

One of Finn's most loyal patrons was a shy, soft-spoken rabbit named Milo. A profound
soul who preferred fantasy novels and tea to indulgent treats, Milo rarely enjoyed
sweets—until he discovered Finn's bakery.

One rainy afternoon, seeking shelter from the downpour, Milo stepped into The Honeyed
Crust. Finn greeted him with a warm smile and a plate of freshly baked blueberry muffins.

"On the house," the fox said with a wink.

Milo hesitated, but the fluffy, golden pastries were too tempting to resist. From that
moment on, he was hooked.

At first, he stopped by only occasionally, treating himself to a muffin or a slice of cake. But
as the weeks passed, his visits became more frequent. The bakery's inviting atmosphere and
Finn’s lively presence made it difficult to stay away—not to mention the irresistible food.

One afternoon, as Milo sat reading at his usual table, nibbling on a chocolate croissant, Finn
slid into the seat across from him.

"You've been coming here a lot lately," the fox remarked with a playful grin. "Not that I'm
complaining. It’s nice to see a fellow like you."

Milo's ears twitched, and his cheeks turned pink.

"I-I can't help it," he admitted, glancing down at his half-eaten pastry. "Everything you
make is delicious. I’ve never tasted anything like it."

Finn chuckled, his fluffy tail swishing behind him.

"Glad to hear it. But, y'know... you've been looking a little chubbier lately." He quickly
added, "Not a bad thing! You look adorable. Like a little dumpling bunny."

Milo’s blush deepened. He had put on some weight since frequenting the bakery. His belly,
once flat, now pressed gently against the table’s edge. His thighs had softened, and even his
face had taken on a rounder shape.

"I guess so," he mumbled, resting a paw on his belly. "I've just been... happy here. Your
company is nice—uh, [ mean, your bakery is nice."



Finn’s gaze softened. Reaching across the table, he gave Milo’s paw a reassuring squeeze.

"Then you should keep coming back," he said warmly. "And don’t worry about a little extra
fluff. It suits you."

From that day on, Milo became a permanent fixture at The Honeyed Crust. As he and Finn
grew closer, their bond deepened into something far sweeter than any pastry.

Over the months, Milo’s once-slender frame continued to soften. His belly became a plush,
doughy mound that jiggled when he laughed. His thighs thickened, his arms turned
delightfully soft, and Finn adored every inch of him. The fox often teased him
affectionately, constantly slipping him an extra treat to enjoy.

One evening, the two sat atop the bakery rooftop, sharing a plate of warm cookies as the
stars twinkled above. Milo leaned against Finn, his full belly resting comfortably in his lap.

"You know," he murmured, "I never thought I’d feel this happy. Or this... well-fed."
Finn chuckled, wrapping an arm around him and pulling him close.

"You deserve it," he said. "And I’'m just lucky I get to be the one to make you happy."
Milo smiled, his heart full.

And so, in the cozy little town of Pawswick, their love flourished—sweet, rich, and
indulgent, just like the pastries they shared.

The End. *w*



