Tadano waved his arm towards the deliverymen, ushering them inside with a flurry of words. “Come on in, come on in! I already sent you the coordinates of where to put the couch!” He tapped the side of his headset, AR screens suddenly manifesting around him—only visible through the lens of his newly constructed headgear.
The deliverymen slowly moved the couch forward. The legs scraped the marbled floor with a grating creak, placing it on an empty space around a stack of mixed equipment; lighting kits, tripods, and wires with a camera as the center feature of the arrangement. As if that wasn't hard enough for the pair, they had to maneuver around all the small robots and drones that Tadano had built in his spare time. With so much machinery and parts stuffed inside his closet, the best option he could come up with was just leaving them on the floor.
His electronic gloves lit up as he traced his fingers against the contact list on one of the screens, causing confusion among the deliverymen—him seemingly looking into the air and waving his finger aimlessly. Without as much as a peep, they both slowly walked out of the apartment with befuddled expressions on their faces.
One of the few drawbacks of the headset was that they couldn't display holograms properly—a problem both of costs and technological limitations. They'd figure it out eventually—all it took for a scientific breakthrough to be made was just enough time and resources to land onto the correct solution by luck—but he didn't want to endlessly postpone the prototype showcase either. He already had such revolutionary technology in his hands that both he and the investors knew that it'd be a hit.
"ENI-O, call Miss Suzume and tell her that the live streaming will be starting in around thirty minutes. As well, send a message to Miss Mitsuha and tell her and the rest of the marketing team to start the live countdown. Oh, oh! And don't forget to set a time for my 8:00 p.m. meal. I can't be thinking about low blood sugar
“Of course, Mister Tadano. Is there anything else that you’d like for me to do? You have saved a total of seventeen reminders for the day.”
“What, are you saying that I need to slow down, ENI-O?” The donkey asked. 
“Partially. Burning out is a great danger visionary minds like you are presented with, and while your productivity is high, I estimate a 67% chance of a low point of energy and drive in the coming future if you do not slow down. I recommend postponing all appointments after the prototype showing to reduce that risk—“
"See, those calculations would've been correct a month ago, ENI-O. Right now, I'm better than I've ever been thanks to these two friends over here." Tadano tapped the top of his head and the headset. "I barely even have to spend time thinking now that I have another AI focused on nothing but maximizing productivity helping me out." The investors were all obviously skeptical about a neurological implant—hundreds of ethics questions brought to the table—but Tadano knew that it would all turn fine. They refused to allow him to do testing on people out of concern for the company's reputation in the case of an accident, so making himself the test subject was the best loophole he and ENI-O could find. "I even came up with a name for her!"
“Her, sire?”
“Well, I made you in mind with the image of a butler. I made the new AI in the image of a sort of… secretary, so I thought it fit. I thought about calling her… CER-S.” Suddenly, Tadano felt a buzz travel through his brain. His ears and tail shot straight up with electricity, a loud bray parting his muzzle. “Oh, forgot that she activates with voice command. I really have to change that. It’s gonna make discussing her in the middle of the showcase a pain.” Another screen popped up between the streaming page and the contact list at the press of a button—a coding software with thousands of lines of code displayed. “CER-S, are you there?”
“Yes, Mister Tadano?”
“Turn off the voice summoning for 24 hours, alright?
“It will be done.” Hundreds of lines of code re-wrote themselves across the screen, an entire script re-done in the blink of an eye.
"See, ENI-O? She works directly with my brain and with the headset. While I'm working, she's already preparing even more work for me!" The donkey explained with a child-like cadence. "She helps me with pretty much everything regarding my body."
“What do you mean, sire?”
“Well, I remember we used to try helping me track of stuff with reminders and alarms, but I just got so tired that I just slept past through them. With CER-S, though, that won’t happen anymore. She beams the stuff directly to the forefront of my mind. Can’t think of much else when I’m suddenly energized for the task!” Tadano explained, wildly gesturing with each word. “It’s like it pushes all distractions away. It’s really handy!”
“I see. Very useful.”
“There are some other features that you have forgotten to list. I’ll help you list them.”
Tadano felt like the nape of his neck was pinched by an invisible force, words flowing out of his mouth without his actual mental input. “Muscle relaxation and stimulation. Digestion. Body temperature. And Focus.” When he finished listing them, he exhaled loudly. “See? Perfect memory. I practically never managed to hold a consistent workout regime, but now I have a perfect schedule!”
“Correct. I can stimulate the dopamine receptors in your brain for a small motivation boost. Usually, food or other rewards are required for it.”
"Yep! It's great. Even better, the microchip works with this headset." Tadano said as he tapped the device. "It was for gaming stuff involving augmented reality, but I ended up modding it so that it can wirelessly connect to the implant. It's the same connection your network uses!"
“Impressive, sire. I’m sure that these talking points will go smoothly with our general audience.”
“I’m sure that it will. Oh, maybe I can squeeze some summons for my gachas before the stre—“ Yet another jolt of electricity swept through his brain, nearly making him drop his phone. “Oops, guess not. Time’s tight, CER-S?”
“Correct. You should be sitting on the couch in 7.3 seconds.”
As Tadano stepped forward, he felt like he was walking in space—strange, almost ethereal ripples going through his muscles each time contact was made with the floor. It felt… odd to be influenced so thoroughly. Every small brain impulse that CER-S assisted with didn’t feel completely on his own. Instead, it was as though a small whisper was in the back of his head, providing directions and nudging him to take this step or that one. It wasn't an actual voice speaking to him—just signals, almost like being a robot! Is this what ENI-O feels every day when I tell him to do stuff? For as bizarre as the experience was, it was invigorating. Everything seemed novel and exciting as if he were experiencing it for the first time. CER-S was only a prototype at this stage, but who knows what she could do were he to develop her further?
Before he could think further, he plopped down on the couch—the cameras automatically starting to roll. CER-S began to run her diagnostics, transmitting the readings to the headset, and providing a constant stream of data so that Tadano could monitor his body. The constant flow of artificial signals in his brain tracked eye movements and pupil dilation—motor skills and reflexes that were checked with a few gentle taps on his shoulder or foot, and even his heartbeat was monitored in real-time. It was almost like having a personal trainer while being on camera.
Everything seems fine… 
“It is. I detect no abnormalities in your body. May I ask why we must communicate verbally instead of using your neural link?”
“Because I love talking, CER-S.” He said, only now remembering that he was supposed to be welcoming the viewers. “Oh, sorry! Got distracted by what I wanted to present today. It’s just… really captivating. What I have here is a revolutionary piece of technology that—“
A loud, grating noise blared from the headset, so piercing and high-pitched that Tadano instinctively tried to cover his ears. He stopped talking, slouching down from the acute ringing left in his ears.
"W-what was that?!"
The speakers crackled to life, emitting a high-pitched, compressed message read through a voice that was nothing like the streaming TTS software. Instead of the robotic, monotone voice—lacking any emotion or inflection—the voice that hijacked the donation message was like an edited version of it in the vein of an unsettling, annoying mockery. 
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: LOL You seriously believe that this is impressive? I've seen better firewalls on online MMOs.
“W-what the?! But… I thought that donation messages would be turned off…”
 "I did, sir. It appears that there was an unaccounted-for exploit that this individual has taken advantage of. I've already begun to contact the administrators of the site, but it appears that the customer service hotline is down. Direct contact with the company also appears to be down as well."
“Really? Ugh, we could probably just pay him off. It’s usually why they do thi—“
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: Wrong again lol. I’m just gonna show how much your product sucks. Also, CER-S is such a cringe name. 
"Hey, that's not fair. Why are you even doing this? I mean, most haters usually just settle for sending me death threats. Do you want some kind of shout-out? I'd be willing to do it if whatever content you do is interesting enough—" 
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: Okay yeah I'm just gonna start
The faint tingling sensation that usually accompanied CER-S' orders was present on the back of his head again, but this time, it was different—it didn't carry any immediate order. There was something there—something slowly building, like a sluggish coder typing at a crawling speed. It seemed to him as if his own mind and brainpower were being used as a vessel for someone else's thoughts. He immediately tried questioning the anonymous chat member through the stream, but he found his tongue completely paralyzed—unable to form words.
W-what the?! CER-S?! What’s going on?!
“That dumb whore isn’t there anymore. Didn’t I tell you that your firewalls sucked ass? It was so easy finding a gateway to your neural network.” 
Wait, are you in the microchip network?! ENI-O, shut it down!
“Blocked his ass lmao. See how dumb you were for thinking about this? I’m gonna force you to make an ass out of yourself in front of millions.”
The electricity continued to flow through his brain. What was once a bizarre but positive symbiotic relationship between him and his new AI had quickly devolved into the program puppeteering his body around as he stood powerless to combat it—its strings running deep across the crevices of his brain. No, no! This wasn’t supposed to happen. You’re gonna ruin the stream for everyone!
“Ruin? Bro. I’m gonna make it PEAK.”
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: So like this tech bro just fucked up hard. I read through the coding and this shit is so easy to hack that I’m just gonna try everything.
…What do you mean by that? The donkey pondered with fear.
“Check it.”
The drones thrown around Tadano’s room came to life, beginning to move on their own. At first, it was a slow and crawling process as the drones adjusted to their new commands and settings, but in no time at all, they began moving quickly in tandem with one another as if there were some unseen force governing their movements. Tadano watched in awe as the drones transformed the room into a sort of miniature battlefield or playground—zig-zagging back and forth through the air like tiny helicopters.
What are you doing with them? They’re just… flying around.
“Can’t you wait? I’m doing something.”
Tadano stared in shock and confusion as the hacker's plan slowly unrolled in front of him. The shrill, relentless sound of his food delivery app pierced through the air like an icy dagger—rapid beeping rippling in wave after wave. He could feel a cold sweat trickle down his forehead, an ominous feeling weaving through his gut.
The doorbell chimed and a drone lumbered towards it, pushing the heavy oak frame open with a deep creaking as more of its brethren followed behind it. Immediately, the donkey fruitlessly tried to scream out for help—jaw muscles clenching back in rebellion to silence him. He tried to twist his head to see what was happening but his stiff muscles refused to budge. What are you— It was only when he saw the cluster of drones slowly coming back—each one carrying paper bags full of take-out food—that he finally understood what was happening. 
You… ordered food?
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: Time to show the world what a pig this CEO can be. Eat away, fat boy.
Well, I’m not particularly hungry—
“God, are you always this chatty? This will shut you up.”
A sudden jolt of electricity sent bolts of energy through his body as the virus surged through his brain, sending a surge of volts to the receptors in his brain that governed his organs. His stomach audibly growled and churned as an uncontrollable hunger began to overtake him. Drool trickled out from the corner of his mouth as he clutched at his midsection in agony, the craving intensifying to unbearable levels. The hacker was at least gracious enough to let him move to hold himself through the pain, clenched teeth silencing his pained moans.
That same gray area between bodily autonomy and absolute compliance propelled him forward to one of the bags. Though the sudden forced movement of course compelled him to try and get up, he quickly found it impossible as his knuckles gripped the grease-stained paper bag. It seemed that he was allowed to move… as long as he followed the script set up by the hijacker. 
The paper bag trembled under the weight of its contents as he ripped it open. Inside, nestled in white cardboard, a generous portion of Chinese fried rice and chicken bits coated in an oily bittersweet sauce begged to be devoured. Grease overflowed from the meal like a molten river that had been soaked by the box and bag. The scent of ginger and garlic filled his nostrils, making his mouth water. He reached for the plastic cutlery and dug into the rice with abandon, savoring every bite like a starving man receiving his first meal in days. The flavors burst in his mouth like fireworks, each bite more exquisite than the last—a muffled moan erupting from him.
He recognized the food from the place five minutes away from that Karaoke place that Retsy loved so much. The food had always been fine—completely and utterly unremarkable. The overwhelming potency of the flavors bouncing on his taste glands was nothing like the usual mediocrity of the food. What is going on? Did they change the recipe? But I know that Haida went there just a few days ago… and he said that it was still super drab.
His stomach loudly churned with each gulp of barely chewed food. A sizzling, boiling sensation traveled across his midsection in unison with the worrisome melody—one hand still clutching fiercely at the spoon while using the other to soothe the thundering, rumbling ripples spreading across his stomach. Mgh, w-what is going on with me? I feel like I have a stomachache, but I want to keep eating at the same time?!
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: This guy always throws food away when he goes to restaurants. I’ve seen it before and it’s so fucking annoying fr. How about he finally finishes a meal for once?
Tadano hastily shoved more food into his mouth, barely tasting the food as he worked his way through the box. His hunger had grown insatiable—unable to stop himself from devouring every last morsel that was set before him. The grease coating the chicken glistened against the blinding studio lights set around the camera. His newfound gluttony had left him messier by the second—crumbs and sauce covering his mouth and shirt. He hadn’t even registered that he had been eating for such a long time—only stopping occasionally to take a swig of soda accompanied by the food to breathe heavily between bites.
Another burst of electricity pulsed from his head to the rest of his body. While continuing to eat he waited with nervous breath as to what the stranger would force him to do. The chat was moving too fast for him to know what the public was saying—the only thing he was certain of was that his reputation would certainly be smeared by the end of this mess. The amount stored in the box was certainly at least enough for two whole people, yet he had already demolished almost the entirety of it. His already overworked stomach stretched to its limit as it struggled to digest it all—a strained pain spreading across his overstretched belly.
Uh, OTM guy? When do you think I’ll be able to stop eating? I’m getting kind of full…
“Guess we need some more… storage space. Get ready!”
Huh? What do you mean by th—
Then, in the blink of an eye, Tadano felt his body soften up with an extra layer of pudge around it. His stomach rumbled and relaxed as it adjusted to the sudden expansion, no longer struggling to contain all the food he had been stuffing into it. The sheer ease put on his body was so relaxing that he sighed in relief through the sudden shock. The few seconds after left him in a strange haze—disbelief at what he was looking at. 
Years of barely eating thanks to constant focus on his work had left him with a spindly physique hidden away by hoodies and loose pants. What lay in front of him was the complete opposite; thick, somewhat chunky limbs adorned with soft flab that felt like a lumbering task to move around—a rounder jawline that made even breathing through his mouth an alien feeling—chubbier cheeks that made his face feel heavy and sluggish—and a round potbelly that had its small bit of dangling pudge push against his waists and legs.
W-what the…
Glancing at himself in the stream window only made the cognitive dissonance with his new body all the worse. His hoodie was so tight he could see his nipples poking through the fabric—protruding and perky. His pants were tight around his hammy thighs, denim straining as his thicker legs made it spread itself thin. His belly risen like a mound of dough—a miniscule sliver of pastel blue flab peeking from underneath his tight hoodie. His body changed so quickly that it still didn’t feel his. Even the most minute details—the softness of his thighs rubbing against each other, the way his belly tugged at his shirt when he turned even slightly, the feeling of being pulled down by his newfound weight—felt completely foreign.
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: See? This is what SHOULD happen to a lazy ass like you that just sits down in an apartment all day. You just got lucky with a fast metabolism, so it's about time you learn what it's like to live without it!
He pushed his finger against his newfound stomach, gasping at the sensation of his finger sinking slightly into the fat—adipose tissue morphing around the pressure of his digit. “W-what the… How is this possible?” His sense of identity was warping and shifting constantly—sight and mind in a conflicting tug of war. He knew that what he was seeing was his own body, but his mind couldn’t wrap itself around the sudden, new concept. Each prod and poke only left him all the more troubled.
“That stupid thing controls your brain. Why are you surprised? I can overclock your body in any way I want. “
Is that what you want? Just ruin my body?
“You think this is all I can do? Check THIS out.”
Tadano shuddered as he began to feel a boiling warmth begin to spread around his muscles. It was as if his muscles were being seared by an intense, potent burn. His mouth hung open as a shrill, wavering scream broke through the air. He convulsed and thrashed against the burning sensation, feeling the muscle tissue pulse rhythmically against the assault.
W-what is this?! Are you just trying to hurt me?!
“Maybe. How bout you look at the stream instead?”
Tadano watched with horrified awe as he saw his body morph again in real time The newly acquired fat was transforming into hard muscle with each burst of fire crackling around the area. With each pulse of the fire spreading around his muscle tissue, it hardened—definition building on top to highlight every single detail. Muscles rippled across his frame, growing larger and larger with each surge of energy. His clothes struggled to contain the constantly shifting muscle mass—fabric barely weaving around his muscled body as his shirt strained against widening shoulders and his now taut, perfectly round stomach forcing his hoodie to ride up even more. Almost half of it was visible to the camera, much to Tadano’s embarrassment. Worst of all was the button of his pants teetering on the brink of flying away from the pressure mounting against it, his fly forced downward as a result.
W-what is even going on with me? You made me fat… but now… muscular? 
“I wanna play with your body in all the ways I want! You’re like my new toy, you rich prick! Better get used to it!”
He was forced to reach for even more food. Brown, greasy paper flew through the air as an entire buffet's worth of food was revealed to the stream. Thick milkshakes the size of his own head—packaged deep-fried cookies—nachos drowning in a sea of molten cheese—triple patty burgers—pizza boxes that smelled freshly taken out of the oven; those were just the foods that caught the donkey's eyes among many more.
Tadano’s stomach growled at the sight, churning with a mix of hunger and revulsion. The rumbling was fierce, begging for him to dig in. There was a part of him that still wanted to resist, but it was drowned out by the almost parasitic urge to consume. Each second, it felt like thousands of affirmations about that this is what he needed right now were raining down on him. He couldn’t escape it, no matter how he tried. Every limb was pulled on by the stranger’s puppet strings, opening the pizza box and letting that wonderful scent flow into his brain. He clutched a slice—copious amounts of oily pepperoni plastered across the surface—and felt his mouth open without input.
As he took his first bite of the pizza box in front of him, his stomach rumbled with pleasure as the rich tomato sauce flooded his taste buds. He hadn't even gone through half of the slice before his hands greedily reached out for more. Each bite was like a punch to his wavering will—overstimulation brought forth and left him almost out of it for a few seconds, and when he was ready to steel himself, another bite would come. His eyes rolled back into his head, muffled moans exiting his full mouth.
He could feel his stomach bulge, and the streams of groans gurgling from his overstretched belly. He didn’t care anymore, though. He couldn’t care. All instances of worry and anxiety were extinguished almost immediately. In some distant, convoluted way tucked in the back of his mind, he knew that what was happening needed to be stopped immediately, but even that was twisted into compartmentalizing it into not being that bad. Instead of the futile rationale, the thing at the very forefront of his head was simple-minded sloth.
So good… What… Do I… Even his own inner monologue felt floaty and aimless—drifting into the mental fog. The differences between the impulses forced on him and his own thoughts were practically undetectable—corruption smeared across his entire brain by this point.
His arms were getting swallowed by the growing excess fat around them—rips and tears beginning to form around his sleeves. His hands had become meatier and pudgier, digits now closer together.  His chest had become pillowy and soft—moobs now grown to be a pair of squishy, formless blobs that he found himself squeezing every few seconds. Each squeeze sent an arousing tremor down his body, and he panted like an out-of-air dog at the titillating touch. 
His stomach had ballooned outward, stretching the material of his hoode top to its breaking point. The cloth had been pushed upwards to make space for his growing stomach so much to the point that it now served as a glorified cover for the pair of man tits that sat atop his soft, jiggly midsection. The flesh of his abdomen looked so smooth and tender on the stream—the fat underneath that sagged beyond his waist was big and jiggly, shiny with a sheen slathered with oil and sweat.
Each time that he bent forward to reach for food, the task would become more cumbersome with the growing obstacle on his abdomen. The rolls that composed his belly would all be compressed down by his upper torso—layers of lard squished against one another like burger patties forcefully flattened between two bread buns. 
He felt his pants strain even further at the seams, his thighs now pushing the buttons down to the point where they were threatening to pop off completely. His legs, previously thick and muscular, were now spreading outwards with a layer of fat that made them grow closer to each other. 
The feeling of his clothes growing tighter and tighter on his bulging, bloated frame only heightened the sense of arousal that coursed through him. The waistband dug into his skin, leaving red marks around his bloated stomach.
The stranger cackled with glee, his voice ringing in Tadano’s ears. “You’re mine now, you pathetic fucking pig! Look at what I’ve turned you into!”
Tadano moaned in response, his hand drifting down to his crotch as he began to rub himself through his tight jeans. The feeling of his own hand on his now-growing gut only served to drive him further into a state of frenzied lust.
As he shoved three whole fried Oreos caked in sugar down his hungry maw, his pants’ button flew forward—fabric snapping after failing to hang on by a thread, barely keeping the metal connected to the fabric surrounding it. Tadano moaned in response, feeling his cock—now starting to get buried by the beginnings of a fupa—throb at the act, his twisting, corroded mind recognizing it as an accomplishment.
XxNumberOneOTMFanaticxX donated -69 dollars: Look at this morbidly obese piece of shit. Make sure to take screenshots and download this VOD. We gotta let the world know how much of a worthless pig the CEO of Freeride is. No way that this fucker is going to get a job ever again.
C-come on, at least make this a private thing… so many people are staring. 
“You’re saying this like it’s a bad thing. How about you get a better outlook on this. You’re MY entertainment, fuckwad. Act like it.”
Tadano suddenly found himself standing up—body jiggling from the sudden motion even after he came to a standstill again. His entire body locked up as another charge built up in the back of his mind. In the few moments that he was afforded thoughts freed from manipulation, he could only fear what would come next. “Mhmm! Mhmm! Pay attention to me!” He said in a mannish, rumbling tone—voice almost completely unrecognizable from his quiet, relaxed pitch. His body, no longer in his control, began to rhythmically shake and shiver as he groped at his plump belly. “Come on, make sure that you guys share this with all your friends!”
W-what the?! I didn’t think that… I… I think I didn’t. I don’t remember— 
“Woah, we have sooo many viewers! I guess I’ll give you guys… a REWARD!” Tadano cried back, no longer in his control as he tore the last remnants of his hoodie with nothing but his bare hands. The taut muscles of his abdomen rippled and shook—soft, jiggly fat bouncing around as the garment was slowly pulled apart. The fat underneath his belly button glistened with sweat as he posed seductively for the camera—constantly shifting angles with his arms behind his back. “And I want to thank my new owner for letting me show off for everyone else!”
Owner?! Stop making me say those things!
“Why not? It’s true. I owe you completely, donkey boy.”
I.. Tadano felt a chill go down his spine as he found it impossible to reply. He could spout platitudes about how he was his own person, but it was clear that the stranger wouldn’t care about it in any other way other than the literal one. His thoughts and flesh were at the behest of someone who wanted nothing more than to morph his body into a plaything for their own depraved desires.
And yet at the same time, the fact that he hadn’t felt this elated in years couldn’t be denied. As he posed around, the creeping realization that the huge grin plastered across his obese face wasn’t completely fabricated began to nest itself in his brain. The rush of dopamine had left him in an inescapable joy-filled high. The artificiality didn’t matter if he was swelling with pride about his body, right? 
Wait. No, this isn’t right. This is all wrong. I’m not supposed to be like this. I’m… I’m gonna stop this… I… His heart raced as he glanced at the stream once again. For the first time, his body felt somewhat his own. He identified with the piles of blubber coating his own skinny frame, able to recognize each and every line of cellulite as his own. The face that stared back at him through the video feed—smiling and filled to the brim with confidence—was one he recognized. Memories that were both his own and foreign intermingled with the real ones, a weaving tale that made it impossible to tell what was real and what was not.
Days of stuffing himself to the brim in his limo. Lifting weights in the gym without a shirt on. Hours spent on buffets with similarly large investors. It was like a black mirror reflecting back the new reality he would live in, and no matter how hard he scavenged for information that would dispute that the man on the stream was himself, nothing would come up. 
That pride. That wonderfully soft body. The erotic curves bounced with every new pose. They were all his. How could he deny them? Even if they were only temporary and freedom would come someday, in the moment, it was clear. They were his own.
…No point in resisting…
“No point in resisting.”
Tadano felt his body go rigid again as his brain started to rewire itself to a degree that not even he knew was possible. The sudden shift was sudden and drastic, like a hot needle being drawn across his skin. He let out a loud moan, the sound of it manly and commanding. He closed his eyes as newfound power slowly traveled through his veins. It was electrifyingly addicting. He clenched his fists as his arms raised themselves to the air in one final pose; legs stanced apart from each other for full support and arms held up in the air to display them in full view.
…Time to grow…
“Time to grow.”
The same boiling sensation coursed across his body, stimulating every inch of musculature as it began to swell rhythmically. Flabby, sagging flesh began to harden with muscles—hundreds of pounds worth of lard morphing into hard, chiseled muscles. 
His arms were adorned with muscle all over them—all the sagging fat that once hung off them now wrapped around the limb to accentuate each and every part of it. Veins appeared all over his deltoids as the circular, doughy fat around his shoulders hardened. The amount of lard around his biceps turned into bulging, taut musculature that he flexed as hard as he could. Whatever softness was there was completely swallowed up by the new layer of hardness around it. His sweat reeked of testosterone and manliness, the scent so intoxicating that it was almost like an aphrodisiac—cock pushing against a pair of stretchy boxers that were on their last legs.
The fatty, sagging thighs and claves that once rubbed together and buried his throbbing cock now as hard as granite. Instead of constantly shaking as they struggled to support his mountainous, flabby build, they now pulsed outward as all that flab was repurposed into hundreds of pounds of rock-hard muscle, the outer layers of fat that once used to drape around them now used to accentuate the muscles beneath.
His torso began to rumble as his flabby stomach began to solidify into something more uniform. The fat that once sagged around his waist had been tucked inwards, and the love handles that once hung over his sides had melded with the base of his stomach to create a strong, rounded shape. A perfect circumference of hard, taut flesh slowly began to form. Tadano tentatively reached down and gave his stomach a hard slap—it only jiggled slightly, much less than before when he'd lacked muscle definition.
His feet suddenly surged forward, bursting through his shoes as he wriggled his toes in freedom. The hard plastic was left in pieces after they failed to contain his enlargened feet. Sweat glistened from under his soles, the sound of them against the marbled floor an addicting squeak that he couldn’t get enough of. He made sure to press his feet as hard as he could on the ground with each step, feeling the earth quiver underneath him. His unfurled toes were thick and stumpy, large enough that no ordinary shoe could contain them.
His chest puffed out with newfound bulk. Once soft and rounded, the musculature moved around them in a symmetrical as it hardened. In mere seconds, they had been turned into a tighter, more defined array of square pectorals that held a perky, hard nipple each. He let out a deep, rumbling laugh as he traced his fingers around them—biting his lip as he tried to suppress a moan. 
Pre leaked out of his cock as he gazed at himself in the stream—utterly drunk in self-love and narcissism. He was a bastion of hard muscle, completely dwarfing any other animal that would ever cross his path. Even before ever going outside, the thought of burying someone under his giant body was enough to keep his cock stiff. 
“Mmgh, alright! This is more like it!” He declared with pure glee. “Let’s give the stream a show worth staying for!” 
///
Haida kept looking at the ceiling. Living a single lifestyle after having spent so much time with one’s partner was like living with a constantly bleeding wound. He had the coding job, which was nice, but it failed to give him anything other than migraines from the constant stream of blue light. By now, he was even thinking of going back to working at a trading company just to get someone to talk to.
“Man… What do I do?”
Then, as if the universe had heard his call, his phone chimed loudly. He sat up feverishly, gripping the phone in the futile hope that it would be Retsuko.
Of course, it wasn’t.
"Unknown number?" Against his better judgment, he opened the message. He was expecting it to be spam, in all honesty, but when he started to read it out loud, he realized that it was clearly something else. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Good morning, Mister Espoir Haida. I have an urgent message for you. It’s about Mister Tadano Yamashita.” 

