If Bogo regretted one thing, it was buying that mobility assistance car. The price was incomprehensibly high, but with the sun searing him to the point he was sure all his blubber was going to melt, the buffalo yearned for a comfy seat—protection from the sun—and the cool winds of air conditioning. He couldn't take the bus or the train either—even the ones meant for elephants far too small for his massive frame. It was a miracle that he could even get out of bed, let alone the house.
He could feel the gaze of both prey and predators following his every movement. He couldn’t fully blame them. While the constant onlookers certainly didn’t feel nice, he had found himself in that spot before. After all, how could he deny that he gazed at Clawhauser in the same way when the cheetah first arrived in the police precinct? Now he was the obese mound of fat among people that weigh only a third of his current weight—and he had to carry not just the weight but all the implications that came through it.
His police jacket and shirt had quickly gotten snug enough that they couldn't do anything other than cover his voluptuous man tits—so much adipose wrapped around them that they were as big as his head. Someone had even compared them to the udders of a fat cow, and even then, they'd probably been bigger than that by a margin as wide as his hips. It was almost like a glorified bra; a comparison that initially left him with deep shame but now seemed completely natural. 
The uniform's trousers similarly had been useless for a long time. They left almost half of his bulbous ass cheeks exposed—two massive mounds of lard that wobbled with each step he took. Even when simply walking from his bed to the bathroom, the rhythmic motion of his ass cheeks going up and down was uncomfortably palpable. The size of his posterior was so massive that his hooves were almost completely invisible underneath the flab hanging off his legs and thighs. Not that he could even tell how bad it was—his giant stomach completely deprived him of looking down at the floor.
His belly hung off from his midsection all the way to just mere inches above the ground. His lower back ached and strained constantly, pulling it back so that it wouldn’t drag against the floor, trying to prevent it from picking up grime and dust. It was already bad with sweat constantly getting trapped between the plethora of rolls built up on his sides and back. They smashed and flopped against each other like wet sacks of meat—the feeling never failing to make him wince a little. That was just another reason to stay unmoving—cozied up in his custom-sized bed—in his opinion; no need to deal with the constant feeling of his body jiggling like jelly just for simply existing.
His facial features were almost completely obscured by the protruding layers of fat that had formed around his face. Eyes and mouth were almost drowned out by the sheer size of his widened jowls and multiple chins. The fat sacks emerging from his cheeks had long gone crept forward to push against his mouth, slurring his speech and shifting it a tone deeper as his lips were squeezed by his own cheeks.
“For the third time, sir. You can't order through the drive-through if you're not in a vehicle. Please proceed inside if you want food." An annoyed, tired employee explained through the speaker.
“C-come on… You know that I can’t go in there…” His tons of pounds-worth body wobbled constantly—even breathing enough to cause more gelatinous motion to spread across his body. The movement was like a constant stream of ripples formed around the surface of a lake. The sound of the cars behind him honking angrily at him only made him sweat even more—pressure building up in the back of his fat-slathered throat. Even if his chest wasn’t buried underneath tons of lard pressing down against his ribs, he would still find himself hyperventilating at the building amount of stress. “I’m too big. Can’t you see that?!”
“There’s always an option to have food delivered to your house if you’re not capable of entering.”
"With that insane delivery fee?! As if?!" The indignation was making him exert himself, his tree trunk-wide legs quivering underneath his giant body. He wasn't accustomed to remaining upright for that long—most of his days were usually spent eating away with Clawhauser's constant assistance. "I can only get nineteen burgers instead of twenty, not to mention no drinks! Not worth it at all."
His stomach churned loudly at the prospect of stuffing himself with thousands of calories once he got back home. He had already eaten only one stack of ten pancakes instead of two stacks like he regularly did thanks to Benjamin running later for work, and now he was forced to wait even more. He desired nothing more than to flash his badge and demand service, but he had already gotten in trouble for using it. It wasn't like he was the same qualified, nimble officer he once was. The only reason that they hadn't fired him for being a walking pile of lard was his seniority with the police force. Any misuse of that authority would leave him without his current job; pushing papers in the front desk.
“Well, there’s nothing I can do about it. I legally can’t serve you food on the drive-thru if you don’t have a car. If you don’t leave, I’ll have to call the cops.”
“I am a—“ He pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to stop himself from causing a scene. His stomach let out a growl so deep it was akin to a predator’s roar—drawing even more eyes towards him. “Fine, fine. You say that I should go to the front? I’ll go to the front.”
“Thank you for your service, sir—“ 
“Oh, shut it already!” 
Bogo took a deep breath as he slowly started to turn around. His movements were almost akin to a fully armored tank struggling to turn around in the middle of the battlefield. Pedestrians and drivers alike whispered at his sluggish posture, the brow on the buffalo's face growing more prominent in parallel to the gossip's volume. Each step made the earth underneath shake, requiring every inch of his might—raising one foot for even just a few inches meaning lifting literal tons of pounds. Were it not for the fact that he had trained himself for years and had some muscle buried under all that lard, he was sure that he wouldn't even be able to do as much as lift his arms.
He began waddling towards the restaurant’s entrance of the restaurant at a snail's pace. His tongue hung out in pure exhaustion as he felt more and more sweat pour down his body. His light blue shirt and pants started to turn a darker blue as they turned damp from the torrent of sudor raining down on them. The feeling of fabric sticking to his similarly wet fur made him whine in disgust. He couldn’t turn his head completely with the large rings of fat around his neck, but if he were to able to, he knew that he’d see a trail of perspiration left behind.
His wide, burgeoning hips brushed against parked cars. His immense body mass was enough to actually push the steel vehicles—much to the owners’ chagrin. They screamed at him furiously, throwing out every insult they could think of relating to his weight. Fatass—lard ball—fat fuck; he had heard every single one enough times for it to fall on deaf ears. The most that he could muster was giving them a dirty look back. None of their opinions would matter by the second he bit into that wonderful burger anyway.
Turning to the left, he sighed in relief as he saw the entrance to the restaurant. The neon sign above the doorway displayed a cartoonish depiction of a pig holding up a veggie burger with three whole patties and every single topping the restaurant offered. The visage of food alone was enough to get him drooling. A thundering, almost eardrum-bursting rumbled through the air. It drew heads in like a blood-curling scream—horrified and awe-struck expressions painted on everyone's faces. The gurgling was ceaseless, continuing for uninterrupted seconds. The churning reached a point where he could feel the walls of his stomach wobbling against it, forcing him to clutch the giant dome of herbivore lard to try and soothe it.
"Mgh... dammit, I really need to get lunch soon."
Bogo stumbled slightly as he reached the door, his hand grasping for the handle as he tried to maintain his balance. The handle felt incredibly small in his large, sausage hands. He had to grip it so it wouldn’t slip out of his fingers. 
Twisting the doors open, he pushed them open with force. Immediately, he tried squeezing his colossal frame through the entrance. His lardy outer layers of fat compressed as he tried pushing against the door—Bogo groaning in pain. His hands pushed against the wall to thrust himself inside. The combination of pressure put on by the cramped entrance and the ripples of his growls disoriented him—the result of a growing headache pulsating across his temple.
“SIR!” The cashier screamed. “This establishment is not meant for your size. Please, retire yourself from the premises or I’ll be obligated to call the authorities!”
“Enough of that already! I’ll leave once I get my food, dammit!” The buffalo roared, pushing and pushing. His man tits and belly rubbed against the floor as he tried to force his way through the doorway. As he got further inside, the compressed parts of his flabby body surged outwards once they were past the doorway—wobbling as they practically flooded the entrance with their size. “Mgh, you people have HORRIBLE accessibility! You should feel ashamed!”
“Sir, STOP! You’re going to—“
“Don’t interrupt me!” The herbivore sneered, moaning in exhaustion. He had only just managed to push his man tits and the very top part of his belly past the entrance. His desperation had pushed him to start crawling on all fours in an attempt to fasten the process. “Mgh, dammit! Will you help me out here!”
“S-sir, I…” But before the anxious puma behind the register could devolve into further panic, another coworker placed their hand on his shoulder—shutting him up as he sighed in relief. "Yeah, I-I can't deal with this. Some help?"
The husky—whom Bogo assumed to be the manager—ushered the cashier inside before turning to the buffalo. "All right, sir. Do you want to get food? We'll take your order from where you're standing and then you'll leave. Does that sound like a deal?" 
"Yes! I'll take twenty burgers, five extra-large fries, and a three-liter Coke to go, please." The buffalo said with confidence—speaking with ease and confidence. Sometimes he forgot that the size of his meals was an outlier in comparison to what most people ate. He saw the manager’s face contort into horror, but he didn’t care. His stomach beckoned him to get his hands on food as fast as he could—no matter how indecent it would be. “What are you looking at, shrimp?”
"A-ah, it's nothing, sir…" The manager shuddered, clearly unsettled by the large order. "All right! I'll have your order done soon enough… How are you going to pay, sir?"
“E-easy enough…” Bogo struggled to reach for the back pocket of his trousers. The flab hanging off his arms flopped as he pushed his arms towards his backside. The sagging pieces of lard attached to his back clenched and bent, compressing against each other. Physical exertion like this was seldom present in his life—his muscles were pushed to their limit. "Mgh, dammit. Can I get some help over here?”
“You.” The manager beckoned to the puma as he cocked his head. “Go help him get his phone.”
The feline froze in place—Bogo rolling his eyes at his apprehension. Surely they must deal with more than one morbidly obese person a day. It was a fast-food restaurant, after all.  
Whining profusely, the feline tried to shimmy his way around Bogo's flab—trying his hardest to not even graze it so as to not get the herbivore's sweat all over him. After a few minutes of struggling, the puma managed to get to the buffalo’s backside. He reached for the back pocket of the buffalo’s trousers.
“You better not pull on my fat, runt." Bogo threatened.
“S-sorry, sir…” The feline apologized for the intrusion. He reached for the back pocket—brushing the buffalo’s ass on the way. The large protrusion of fat that sat atop it felt cool to the touch thanks to the blue fabric of his pants stained with sweat. The feline jumped in surprise, pulling back his paw in surprise. “H-here’s your phone, sir." The device was large enough that it necessitated him to use both hands to hold it up. “I think?”
“What’s the matter?! Give it to me now. I’m starving!”
"Y-yes, sir." The cashier stuttered, walking back up towards his manager and handing over the phone he placed on the counter. 
The manager gave him an equally odd look but shrugged as they put Bogo's phone near the wireless card scanner. The machine beeped as a green light lit up for a second—indicating that the payment had gone through.
“Here you go, sir.”
It was only when the manager gave Bogo his phone back that he realized why it was so massive. The buffalo's chunky, hands tapped the screen—his face scrunching up with frustration. Were the phone as small as any other, the herbivores' fingers would've been enough to completely cover the screen. The sheer size and chunkiness of his digits were only comprehensible with something else to compare it to.
“About time! How long is this going to take? I have important matters to attend to back in the police station.”
“W-well… it’ll take around an hour. In the meantime, how about you wait outside? You’re blocking the entrance for anyone else.” 
A line of angry and disgusted customers stood behind the buffalo’s rump—some of them angrily tapping their feet while others vocally announcing their frustration. 
“Hmph, right. I suppose I can make that compromise, but only because your food is of high quality.” Bogo grumbled as he tried to back through the door, only to feel his rump refusing to budge against the glass doors. For a few moments, he thought that it was simply a matter of positioning himself correctly—angling his ass in different ways to see if it would fit. “Agh, just… give me a second?”
“Need some help, sir?” 
“No! Just, have some patience. I’ll get out by myself.” Bogo grunted as he squirmed his way in the door—feeling his fat pressing against the glass, the stubborn material refusing to yield to his body. He tried multiple times, but each attempt was met with failure as he felt himself become more and more stuck. “This is ridiculous! None of this would have happened if you people built more accommodating infrastructure." The line of customers behind him started growing bigger and bigger—some of them getting impatiently close to him to try and get out. 
The manager sighed in frustration, pinching the bridge of his muzzle before looking at Bogo. "Okay, we'll try to help you out. We'll have someone go out on the back to try and drag you out from behind while I push you forward."
Bogo cursed under his breath—his horns shaking quite furiously and eyes narrowing in frustration. He looked around for any kind of free himself without the embarrassment of having people pull his fat—finding none available. "…Fine."
The husky placed his hands around Bogo’s chest—cringing as he felt his hands sink deep into the flesh. The flabby, oily texture of Bogo’s fur brushed against his naked hands—combining with the tactile feeling of wobbling, lardy flesh completely swallowing up his hands. The gray mass and the black undershirt had completely swallowed up his palms—invisible under the myriad of layers. “Here we go, sir. On three.” He peeked over Bogo’s massive ass to see if the puma was pulling on his lardy, chunky legs. 
"Just get this over already, please," Bogo grumbled.
"One." 
Bogo's gut churned—the thought of almost being taken out by these people made him nauseous. It was one thing to get called names The fact that he was starving only made the constant rippling feel all the worse.
"Two."
“If I get any kind of injury, it’s on you!” Bogo hastily uttered—his face red with embarrassment.
"THREE!"
The puma yelped in surprise, his ear twitching at his manager’s command. He approached Bogo’s rump with caution—trying to be as gentle as he could. But he found that he was struggling to get a firm grasp on the chunky flesh. As he tried to get a hold of it, he felt it slosh about. He constantly failed to get a good hold of Bogo’s ass, but each time he did, his paw sunk in deeper until his wrist was propped up on the buffalo’s ass. His heart raced as he thought about how he just got his hand up a client’s behind—hoping that he wouldn’t get fired from this incident.
Bogo grunted as he felt the husky pushing against his chest, his fat squishing and oozing against the glass doors. He didn't dare look behind him, not wanting to see the puma's paw buried deep in his ass. The humiliation was too much to bear. He closed his eyes and tried to think of something else, anything else.
But as the husky pushed harder, Bogo felt his body start to move—probably thanks to his sweat acting as a lubricant. The process was slow at first, but he slowly started to gain more and more momentum. The sound of his fat sliding along the glass made a horrible squeaking sound that made the client ine move away from Bogo's encroaching rump with their ears shut.
“Aaaalmost… there!” The husky groaned.
And then, suddenly, he was free. He was launched backward, his massive ass shaking and quivering as it slammed against the ground—followed by the wobbling of his stomach. It quivered with the impact, the flesh undulating with a wave-like effect across their abdomen. For a few, long, agonizing moments, the soft, pudgy mass of their belly continued to sway gradually, finally coming to a rest after a few moments."…Thank you," he muttered, embarrassed at how helpless he had been.
And much to his chagrin, he wasn’t allowed a moment of respite as he felt an unpleasant struggling sensation underneath him. The pliable flesh jiggled against the sudden thrashing, making Bogo wince at the result. “W-what is…”
“CAN YOU MOVE ALREADY?!” An angry, muffled voice came from underneath.
His already prominent blush spread to the rest of his face as he realized that he had inadvertently pinned the cashier beneath his massive frame. He immediately tried to sit up to free the puma from underneath his lardy ass, but he found himself unable to rise from his back—helplessly waddling and straddling himself on the ground like a turtle on its shell. The cashier’s feeble attempts to wiggle out from underneath only served to accentuate the billowing motion across his ass.
“Uh…” Bogo mumbled. “You might need to call someone else for help.” they realize with a start that they've inadvertently pinned someone beneath their massive frame
[bookmark: _GoBack]
