Carlos swore that once he got home, he would pop some headache medicine and take the longest, deepest nap of his life. Being part of an anime convention sounded fun in concept; tons of diverse costumes and outfits would make for some excellent compositions, he'd get credit from the convention, possibly even be recommended for future events, and have tons to post on his page. The one unforeseen problem was that the entire thing would feel not just eternal but incredibly grating on his patience. So far, he had seen two fistfights, someone getting escorted out for harassing a female cosplayer, and someone bringing a hacked console to the video game contest, leading to an uproar on the opposite end of the venue that could still be heard.
I want to go home...
The disappointment was bitterly palpable. He was so excited by the chance that he ended up buying a brand-new camera for the occasion. It was discounted in a hardware shop near the shadier parts of Paloma City. The specs it carried should've made it worth 5 paychecks, yet he managed to get it for just one hundred dollars. That excitement had been replaced with harsh bitterness at how hard of a mess the convention had turned out to be. He was going to take as many photos as possible in a short burst of time and go home before his camera got trashed by another pair of bickering cosplayers.
“Heya! Are you taking pictures?” 
Carlos looked up from his phone at the slim man in front of him. His face was obscured by a cheap, rubber cheetah mask with wonky, uncanny eyes. A cape with a similar cheetah print rested atop his shoulders—held up by a pair of straps going around his armpits and shoulders. The material was cheap and resembled a cut-up curtain more than an actual cape. A pair of loose golden wrestling trunks wrapped around his thighs in unison with blue wrestling tights.  He didn’t know if he should take more than a cursory glance at the man’s crotch and the words written on the trunks—KING spelled out in blue neon letters. His arms and feet were covered by thick, ornate armbands and boots respectively—both of which looked a little big on him.
“I do.” He said flatly. “$10 bucks for two photos. Way better than quality than most phone cameras.”
“Will do! Get my good side, please.” The cosplayer cheerily said as he took out a pair of $5 bucks from his merchandise-filled backpack. 
“Step back a little, and get ready for the flash,” Carlos said as he adjusted the camera. “Are you planning on posing?”
“Yep! Gotta capture that wrestler spirit.” The cosplayer said as he took a few steps back, striking a pose; he raised his arms, flexing the little muscle that was there. “Okay, snap the pic!”
The flash shot out, the camera whirring in return. The cosplayer quickly turned around, dramatically throwing his cape onto the ground and trying to show off his back muscles too. He was trying his best to live up to the character he was cosplaying—pushing his body to try and put a mightier, more imposing image. 
While fiddling with the camera, Carlos looked up the character online—seeing a muscular, tall wrestler with a cheetah mask so lifelike that he thought it was yet another anthropomorphic animal just like him at first glance. Seeing the cosplayer side to side with the internet results was like hearing a joke that was funny but was made in poor taste as well. 
The cosplayer sighed in relief as he was allowed to drop the pose, arms dropping limp as the tension oozed out of his body. He took off his mask, an average face with golden, unkempt blonde hair revealed. “Mgh, how did I look?”
“Good. I’ll send you the photos soon. What’s your name, by the way?” Carlos said as he connected his camera to the laptop, transferring the data from one to the other.
“Bryce!” The cosplayer exclaimed. “Thanks a bunch for the photos, man! Think you can send ‘em to my phone?”
“Just doing that.” He muttered, quickly asking for Bryce’s email as the progress bar slowly filled up. “Gotta wait for the thing to transfer.” As he explained, he suddenly heard someone call out to him in the distance. He turned around, ears spiked up straight and tail frazzling at the sudden volume. “Huh?”
“Do you take photos?!” The person asked from a distance, standing beside a nervous-looking individual. 
“…Yes?” Carlos answered half-heartedly.
The young man’s face lit up, a grin expressed as he fiercely held onto the nervous man's hand—his grip so intense that the victim’s palm and finger were red from the pressure. “I told you, man! There was a photographer here.” He screamed out in glee as he dragged his unwilling cohort forward. “Sorry about that, Darren here is a little shy—“
“Shut up, Benny.” The nervous man whispered, futilely trying to pry his hand away from the young man’s—each pulls backward only failing. “Sorry, w-we didn’t mean to interrupt.” 
“We did, actually! My older brother’s super camera-shy, so he’s just being nervous. Ten bucks for two pics, right?”
“Yep.” Carlos proceeded to explain the gist of it to the pair of siblings while Bryce sat on a nearby bench as he waited for his photos to process. He readied the camera while Benny and Darren placed themselves in view—Benny wrapping his arm around Darren tightly, pulling him closer, and forceful in his approach. 
Darren was incredibly thin and lanky. His shirt had a large graphic of a rugged, armored warrior, complete with an eye patch, donning a heavy, worn fur coat. His reserved yet clearly pained expression was adorned by a pair of thick glasses whose lenses were smudged. 
Benny—while shorter—was more athletic than his older brother. From just the looks of him, Carlos could tell that he really wasn’t into the culture of the convention. He was one of the few persons that wasn’t carrying some sort of merchandise—not even a pin on his backpack. Even if he just assumed that he just wasn’t in the financial position to spend money on trinkets, his personality just screamed extroverted to the point of suffocating; the kind of person that would only consume popular media. He was probably just there to accompany Darren, although his presence seemed to be more of a burden than support if Darren’s expression was anything to go by.
“All right, smile for the camera!” Carlos said—his cheery pitch forced. He lowered his digit on the button, yet before he could press down, Bryce suddenly spoke.
“H-hey, are the photos ready? I… I think I need to go home.” He clutched his stomach fiercely, voice turned croaky and hoarse. He was slightly rocking back and forth on his seat, an expression of intense discomfort pressed onto his face.
Carlos frowned, his attention momentarily diverted from the siblings. He didn't want to lose a customer, but he couldn't ignore Bryce's obvious distress. "Are you all right? Do you need some help?" He asked, approaching the younger man with concern.
Bryce shook his head, a pained grimace still visible on his face. "I just...I don't feel so good," he muttered weakly. "Think I ate something bad..."
“I don’t want to rush, but can you just take the photos quickly?” Benny whined, hand on his hip unsympathetically. “You can send that King cosplayer the photos later.”
Bryce nodded through the pain. “Y-yeah, you go do that. Here’s my phone number…”
He demanded Carlos' mobile phone and quickly punched in his contact information. A gnawing noise echoed from his stomach, a sickening gurgling sound that made Carlos’ insides churn with apprehension. 
Slowly backing up to the tripod, he quickly snapped a photo of the pair of siblings. Bryce groaned and clutched his stomach even harder, his face contorted in pain. Carlos focused on remaining staunch, trying to ignore the incessant complaining. “The photos will be done soon.” 
“Is he gonna be okay?” Darren’s discomfort was palpable. Every groan and pained moan made him shift awkwardly away from Bryce. “He said that he ate something bad… I hope that the food from the booths doesn’t give us food poisoning. I have bad defenses… Have you seen anyone else with an upset stomach?”
“Jesus, Dar. You can’t just ask someone as if they’re part of the staff.” Benny said before turning to Carlos. “Sorry about that. He’s just nervous like that.”
“No problem,” Carlos said, trying to not judge the fidgeting brunette too much.  
Then, all their heads turned. A horrible sound erupted across the convention center. Bryce had knelt over the floor, his painful wail crescendoing into a full-blown scream. Carlos rushed to Bryce's side, placing a comforting hand on his back. The scream seemed to reverberate across the entire hall, causing patrons to turn and regard the commotion.
“Hey, hey! What happened?!” Carlos tried his hardest to remain composed at the scream. His mind raced as he tried to think of what to do. He felt frozen, legs shaking. It wasn’t until Bryce’s scream lingered long enough in his pained ears to realized that the sound wasn’t born from pain. It was hard to hear at first, but the longer it echoed in his brain, the more… triumphant it seemed. Chaotic and boisterous; like the sound of… “A wrestler.” He said out loud, backing away slowly in confusion. 
“Mgh… Gnhgh…” Slowly, Bryce began to rise from the ground. His pained expression had been replaced with a manic smile as his screams morphed into boisterous laughter. “You… haven’t seen nothing yet! This is how a real wrestler rumbles!” He screamed out in a deeper, confident tone that sent rumbles down the nape of Carlos’ neck.
Bryce performed the same pose from earlier, but this time, as he stood in position with gusto, his body began to… change. 
The arm braces clenched around his limbs as they bulged out dramatically. The space that was once there filled out instantly, pushing the straps and buckles outwards as they wrapped around now meaty, defined musculature. Bryce continued to laugh as his body morphed into something matching the image on the internet—cackles dripped with pleasures and ego. Veins crawled around his swelling body, jutting outwards in unison with the hard-as-stone flesh. 
The wrestling trunks and tights filled out similarly, loudly stretching around their new wearer. They spread themselves so thin that the fabric turned skin-tight; every crevice, jutting out piece of meat and line of musculature punctuated perfectly as if there was nothing between them and the naked eye. 
Carlos could only stare with hitched breath—completely motionless at the sight in front of him. He wasn’t even sure if what he was seeing was real or not. Rippling musculature grew with Bryce’s confidence, a ringing in his ears propping and drowning what he assumed to be the screaming of frantic, running guests.
The text on the impossibly tight trunks morphed as Bryce's crotch expanded outwards as the outline of his rock-hard, throbbing dick stretched and flared out.
Soon enough, almost all of his costume became no match to his ballooning body. Shrill tearing noises echoed through the room as the seams of the wrestling gear were undone, turning into bright blue tatters that littered the floor. The arm braces burst forward as the straps and braces failed to hold his enlarging mass. The straps holding up his cape gave out under the expanding mass, snapping in half—the sound deafening.
“Ah… that’s more like it!” His arms and legs grew as thick as logs. Sweat trailed down from his boisterous shoulders—giant clumps of muscle that matched the size of boulders. “Mgh, so powerful…!” His giant pectorals bloomed outwards, grinding against each other as they ballooned in size—pushing outwards to the point that they obscured some of Bryce’s field of view. “It’s so… good…! I’m the best wrestler ever!” 
Yet the thing that caught almost all of Carlos’ attention was the giant dome of a gut that had formed around his pectorals. It was perfectly round and taut—not even a small bit of pudge in sight. The giant drum of a belly was a perfect circle slathered in body hair. Its diameter was so wide that it almost reached his knees. The now-massive wrestler caressed his belly with an almost loving embrace, giving it a few gentle pushes with a grin.
“W-what the hell…?” Carlos whispered. He managed to snap from his amazement to see if anyone had gotten hurt… only to see that the convention was going on as normal. No one was running—no one was screaming—no security staff trying to escort people out. It was as if Bryce’s growth had only been noticed by him. The impossibility lingered in his mind as he saw Bryce slowly lumber towards the siblings. “Wait, don’t get near him!” He screamed. 
“Hey, little runts! Want to get a pic with King?!” Bryce enthusiastically asked. “We can have that lil’ guy over here take a pic of us!”
Carlos was expecting Darren to run away in a screaming fit at the sight of the hulking Bryce, and while he still shuffled awkwardly, there was no primal, visceral fear in his face. The glass-clad man only mumbled something under his breath, shying away from the hulking mountain of mass in front of him.
“I’ll take a pic!” Benny insisted, eagerly letting himself be lifted towards Bryce’s shoulders. “Come on, Darren! You should join in!”
The color drained from his face as he glanced up at Bryce’s towering form.  “A-ah… are you sur-“ His impending complaining was interrupted as Bryce moved his hand behind his back and pushed him closer. His stomach churned as he felt the giant cosplayer against him, forcing him against his massive frame. 
“Come on, bro! Take a picture already!”
“A…are you speaking to me?” Carlos pointed at his chest with faded breath. 
“Yes! Take the photo already, man!”
Whatever was going on was beyond explanation. This entire sequence of events felt like an incomprehensible dream—everyone but him acting like the bizarre sight of a giant mountain of a man was commonplace. He didn’t dare to question it further, trembling as he fiddled with the camera again. He clicked, and almost immediately, he felt that he had just made a horrible mistake. It was something in the air—something completely unnatural. 
“M-mgh… I feel… weird…”
As Darren uttered those words, Carlos’ worries were validated.
The young man clutched his stomach and began to complain incessantly—a repeating series of events that Carlos was helpless to do anything about but watch. That same strange, now almost ethereal-sounding chime echoed through his head as the world began to blur around him. It felt like the only people there who were really conscious of what was happening were him and the increasingly panicking Darren.
And then, it began.
Darren’s stomach began to swell outwards, churning loudly as he stood still in horror. The boiling sensation in his body spread out as his limbs as layers of adipose tissue began to wrap themselves around his entire body. His baggy clothes quickly filled out with soft, plush, and sagging flab. The growing fat pushed out against Darren's clothes, each second adding a few pounds to his frame. His stomach billowed outwards like a rising tide, full of chubby rolls of fat that spilled over the waistband of his pants. His arms and legs were not spared, as they each grew exponentially thicker with each passing moment. Tears spread through his jeans as mounds of fat piled on top of the limbs, calves beginning to grow to the point that they were swallowing up his feet. Cheeks and chin began to swell outwards and sag, the billowing sides of his face growing to the point that it was similarly obscuring his field of view. “H-help…! Mgh… canh’t… stohp…”
Bryce and Benny were still chatting, completely ignoring Darren’s unstoppable growth. 
“G-guh… Please, help….!” Darren pleaded as he grew larger. His clothes were pulled tighter against his widening girth, as each passing second added inches to his gut. He had a second of clarity as he looked at his hand. His fingers had already grown to a size to match thick sausages, sweaty slathered digits that were sluggish to move. “C-can’t…stop…!” His clothes began to give out under the pressure of burgeoning flab, the seams bursting open as his body became wider. His thighs and waist began to swell outwards to match his increasingly beefy torso, the skin of his fat growing thick and smooth.
“I-I don’t know what to do! I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Carlos repeated, almost comforting himself more than Darren at this point. He cringed away as he stared at Darren's growing man boobs, sagging piles of flab spilling from his chest and landing across his gut. The size of his belly was enough to smother him—leaving the growing man suffocated under the swells of cellulite that protruded outwards, obstructing his vision. He was completely immobile under the weight of his own body. The once slim man had become an adult-sized ball of blubber in mere moments, and Carlos was now sure that he had gone completely crazy.
The ringing grew louder—drowning out the entire world. It went higher and higher and higher… until it stopped suddenly. 
“Darren?” Benny asked, seemingly having snapped into consciousness after being in a trance. “Where’s your mobility scooter?”
“I…I… I dunno…” Even speaking was laborious for Darren—the copious amount of fat stored around his face made it hard to move his facial muscles. “M-mgh… Can we… go home? I feel so hot… I think I’m going to pass out…”
“Ah, don’t worry about it! I’m sure that you’ll be fine.” Benny dismissively said before turning to Bryce. “Yo! Big man, can you let me down?”
“Can do, little man!” 
Darren was lowered to the ground, and as soon as his two feet hit the floor, the familiar rumbling enveloped him. “W-woah… woah…” He stumbled forward, barely managing to careen to the floor. “W-wait, what is going on…? I feel… dizzy…”
“Y-you too?” Darren asked, trying his best to air himself out as his massive body overheated from the mere act of standing around.
“No… It’s not because of overheating. I’m not a fatty like you, you know?” He chided, voice growing gruff all of a sudden. “Dammit, what is… going on…” Something else was happening besides the standard churning. His shirt collar trembled and shifted as if it was searching for an escape while his pants pockets twitched, as though tiny creatures were scurrying inside them. “M-my clothes… they feel… weird…”
“Bro, what is going on?! You’re acting all weird.” Bryce complained. “Your clothes are looking all… weird.”
The fabric of the shirt and jeans began to shimmer and twist, as if caught in an unseen whirlwind: threads elongated and intertwined, the colors melding and shifting. The shirt's sleeves retracted, melting seamlessly into the material, while the denim of the jeans shortened, cinching and molding themselves higher up the body.
The once-separate pieces of shirt and jeans now seamlessly amalgamated into a singular piece, hugging the body like a second skin. The plain colors of Benny’s original outfit were now replaced with bold and vibrant neon spandex. 
“Huh… what is…” Benny ran his hand down the material, feeling it radiate a strange warmth. The ethereal, ebbing feeling was so entrancing that he didn't even notice his musculature beginning to swell. He involuntarily moaned as his body surged with swelling pleasure as the newly formed material hugged and contoured to his newly forming curves. The swell of muscle rose to emphasize the contours of the body, stretching outwards from the core and cascading down Benny’s back. The ridges of his abs deepened and bulged as layers upon layers of muscle stretched across his chest. His biceps swelled and thickened, flexing with each movement he made, while his legs hardened and toned, becoming more defined by the second. “…Going… on?”
His newly sculpted physique glistened with sweat, and the scent of pure raw masculinity began to fill the room. The odor was overwhelming, making everyone slightly wince at the intense, potent musk.
"Fuck... so... hot!" He moaned out in pure ecstasy, running his hands all across his glistening frame. He could feel his dick straining against the tight spandex, the tip leaking against the fabric. Saliva dripped from his mouth as his muscles swelled, tongue lolling out of it—moans cascading from him nonstop. He was in pure bliss, muscles pulsing and bulging as the powerful hormones drew out the latent strength in his body. “Mgh, this is… amazing! More! I need… More!”
“A-ah… what… is… happening to you!?” Darren asked, quickly finding himself out of breath. “M-mgh… Benny… something’s wrong!” He whined, face turning red as panic slowly grew in the form of a lump trapped in his fat-covered neck. 
“N-nah, nothing’s wrong… with my new body!” Hair began to sprout all over his body; bushy, black strands painting the canvas of his body. The crawling, fuzzy, masculine sensation was pure Nirvana. Benny felt himself being overwhelmed by an unquenchable thirst and carnal desires coursing through his veins. He posed with pride to show off his muscles to the rest of the con-goers, moaning out loudly.
His skin was stretched tight over his abdomen, his shirt riding up as his gut pushed outwards. He felt like a balloon, growing bigger and more confident with every passing second. His laughter echoed in the room, bouncing off the walls as he braced himself against the waistband of his singlet which strained to keep him contained.
"Yes... YES!" He closed his eyes, tilted his head towards the ceiling, and let out a loud yell of joy as he felt each coarse hair tickle his chin as it sprouted from its follicle. He ran his hands through the long, coarse hairs of his thick, bushy beard with a satisfied smile and let out a loud, triumphant yell as it cascaded down his face.
While he was still shorter than the giant, walking pile of mass that was Bryce, Benny was still a giant in his own right. He looked ten years older just because of the new addition of copious amounts of body hair on him. The arm bands were stretched thin as his protruding belly pulled them downwards, looking like they would snap at any moment. He flexed a massive bicep, feeling the satisfying ripple of his muscles and veins pulsating in unison. His legs were like tree trunks, thick and sturdy as he spread them apart to let out a loud bellow from his new chest. He felt powerful! It was like nothing he had ever felt before; the combination of raw power and strength emanating from his body was intoxicating.
And then, before Carlos could even realize it, the strange hum noise in his head came and went. Reality had reset again.
“Mgh… can we go home already?!” Darren finally screamed, breathing like a dog as exhaustion settled in his massive body. “I need… to take a bath!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“What’s wrong with the little guy?” Bryce asked. 
“Nothing, dude! Just being a little fussy is all!” Benny leaned down, using all his might to pick up the giant blob that was his brother. With one arm, he held him in a tight embrace and used the other to steady himself against a column. His muscles strained under the weight as he felt his body heat up, sweat trickling down every crevice of his body. He focused his energy on lifting Darren’s large frame and slowly but surely managed to carry him with his own two arms. “H-hey, you know what would be cool?!”
“…What?” Carlos asked—apathy and reluctant acceptance present in his voice.
“Take another photo!” Benny enthusiastically proclaimed.
