“THIS IS YOUR FAULT!”
“STOP SCREAMING AT ME!” Rigby’s throat tightened as he yelled back at the blue jay for what must’ve been the umpteenth time. How could he not? Neither of them knew who was the guiltier party out of the two, which left them throwing the blame back and forth like a volleyball in an attempt to absolve themselves. Benson would be arriving any time soon and they needed an explanation fast.
Debris fell out of the hole in the wall. The entire situation seemed eerily familiar, but they’d gone through so many incidents in the park that something so minor would’ve been completely forgotten beyond vague details. 
The moments before they cracked the drywall were incredibly blurry. They were doing their usual arguing—which console was better to know which one to buy with their shared savings—until Rigby started pivoting his insults from Mordecai’s console of choice to the blue jay’s tastes in pretty much everything. The discussion got worse and louder, screams thrown back and forth until the raccoon eventually dared him to hit him. He was too fast for Mordecai to strike, so Mordecai grabbed something and threw it without thinking. Then… 
CRASH
“God dammit, Rigby! What are we going to do now?! We can’t afford to pay Benson for more stuff. We already have that debt from totaling the Golf Car—“
“You don’t need to remind me! It’s not my fault that morbidly obese clowns came from that arcade machine!”
“Skips told you specifically to not play it!”
“WELL, I DIDN’T KNOW THAT FAT FURRY CLOWNS FROM THE 9TH CIRCLE OF HELL WAS HAUNTED!” Rigby screeched, stomping his feet on the ground. “And instead of complaining, maybe you should come up with a solution to what we’re gonna do about—“
“ANOTHER FREAKING HOLE?!”
The pair turned around in fear—freezing as they saw the blood-red gumball machine standing in the doorway gripping the clipboard he always carried around with such ferocity that they swore it would crack at any second.
“…Heeeeeeeeeey Benso—“ 
“Are you serious?!” He interrupted the avian. “Can you two go one day without causing some kind of trouble for me?! I guess you want MORE paychecks nulled. That sounds wonderful, doesn’t it?!”
“Come on Benson, at least—“ 
“NO! No more second chances. I will be taking your paychecks until both the debt of the golf cart and the wall are repaired. Have fun working for five months pro bono!”
Rigby groaned, cocking his head skyward. “Benson, come on! Can’t you at least give us some time to find a way to pay for the hole before you take our next paycheck? Maybe we can even find a way to get both the hole and golf car in one single sweep!”
A furious cackle came from Benson—not as a sign of whimsy but instead laughing from the sheer audacity of the question and his inability to believe that they’d dare ask something like that from him. Mordecai and Rigby stepped back, clenching their teeth as they braced themselves from one of the gumball machine’s trademark screaming fits. 
“Oh, sure! You can just make money appear out of nowhere! Why didn’t I think of that?!” Benson smacked his metallic hand against his head—hard enough to visibly hurt himself. “Since you seem to be so sure that you can fix this mess, I expect the money in four weeks, or you’re fired!” 
He slammed the door shut with such ferocity that more of the drywall crumbled—splintering cracks spreading around the perimeter of the hole. The sound of his frustrated huffing and furious stumps slowly faded away while the pair remained paralyzed with a mix of fear and stress. 
They waited until they were positively certain that Benson was gone to exhale, practically deflating after the verbal lashing.
“Dude, why’d you say that?! Now we have to get like, one thousand dollars in four weeks! I can’t lose this job! I got a date at the end of the month and I can’t take her out to dinner if I’m broke! What is—“
“Margaret, CJ, or whoever you wanna bone doesn’t matter right now, Mordo! What we need is a plan.” Rigby smacked his fist against his palm, rubbing them together vigorously as he loudly made a ‘hmm’ sound. “Come on, come on. What do people with no qualifications or other job experience do?”
“Maybe we can look for some kind of gig on the internet? There are always people looking for help with events and stuff. I remember I got paid to help with some quinceañeras before Mister Maellard hired us.”
“And how much did you make of that gig, huh?” Rigby asked—eyes squinting and hands indignantly placed against his hips.
“…Twenty bucks. And that was for the entire day. Even if we both did it, we would barely have enough to fix the hole in the wall. We’d still be screwed on the golf car angle. What else is there to do on—“
“STREAMING!” Rigby screamed in elation. 
He made a sprint on all fours to the computer room, Mordecai running behind him in tow. Running past the doorway, he jumped onto the office chair and quickly began to type something down on the computer. 
“What are you doing, dude? Streaming? You only have like, one hundred followers on your Tweeter page, and I’m sure that half of those are just chat bots.”
“Doesn’t matter, Mordo! I can just record myself playing video games and people will donate as long as I pretend to get mad and scream at the game!” Rigby proudly boasted, already well on his way to creating his Jitter page. “It’s gonna be easy as pie. Benson will be like whaaaaaat and I’m gonna be In Yo Face! And you’ll be like oh my gaaaawd Rigby you’re so smart and hot and—GAAH!” The raccoon screamed as Mordecai landed a swift punch on his scrawny arm, almost sending him to the floor from the impact. “What the hell?! What was that for?!”
“We both need to be working, dude. You’ll probably get five bucks at the most for streaming even if you go all in.”
“Nuh-uh.”
“The hell you mean by nuh-uh?! You know I’m right! If it was so easy to get money from streaming, most people would do it. The only people that can get famous for it are people living with their parents and don’t have to work or pay rent. That’s why they can stream all day long and break the algorithm.”
“Yeah, because they’re not funny. I—on the other hand—am incredibly hilarious. I’m gonna be drowning in followers and simps before you know it!” Rigby huffed, angrily typing down the last details of his account to sign up. A bit-crushed chime came out of the computer’s speakers, followed by a popup box with ‘RIGBONEZ, you have created your account! Get started streaming here!” written on it—a giant purple ‘START NOW’ button underneath the text. “I’m gonna start streaming after work. You’re welcome to join after wasting your time with gigs.”
“Ugh, you’re the worst! I’m gonna tell Benson that you didn’t do squat if we don’t have the money by the end of the four weeks!” Mordecai threatened—words falling onto deaf ears as the raccoon continued typing away on the computer to prepare his setup for the oncoming streaming session. “… all right, suit yourself.”
“Hmph! Hmph hmph hmph!” Rigby hummed to himself, smugly opening the photo editing software and beginning to prepare his layout. “Oh, you’ll see Mordecai. You’ll see…”
///
His thumbs hurt and he was sure that staring at a screen in the dark for so long would mess up his eyes, but he couldn’t stop. The viewer count remained at zero, and while almost every ounce of his brain wanted to give up—his body lazily draped over the office chair, posture tangled up in a strange seeking for comfort—his laziness ironically drove him forward. He’d stay up for hours if it meant not having to do more labor. He didn’t understand how Mordecai could give up so easily. They had gotten out of trouble, many, many times before with a crazy scheme. Why couldn’t this be just another one of those situations?
He looked away from the counter, hoping that if he ignored it, it would somehow go up. Of course, he could only look away from it for five seconds before he tried to look again, only to be met with disappointment. “Ugh, this is so dumb!” This was supposed to be easy. He shared the join link with everyone he knew, so why didn’t anyone join?! Sure, it was late, but he knew that all of his high school friends without jobs stayed up until four in the morning. They could’ve joined! He even put his title in all caps so that people would be drawn into it. Having zero viewers just didn’t make sense. He was doing everything right!
The sole comment on his chat only served to rub salt in the wound. He tried to not stare at it, but bitterness and spite always dragged his gaze towards it.
JereStreechS3E22: Your gameplay really sucks man. At least smash and scream louder if you’re going to be bad at video games. You’re not even good for background noise.
“Moron…” The guy didn’t spend more than five minutes in the stream, dipping after typing his snide comment—probably a jobless basement dweller, if Rigby had to guess in his one-hundred-percent unbiased opinion. It wasn’t like he wanted a low-energy stream. Pops, Skips and Muscle Man would all certainly throw a fit and tell Benson on him if he were to spend all night long screaming. The only reason that he was even streaming at such a late hour was because he had to keep up with Benson’s incessant nagging about tasks all day long, leaving him no free time before nightfall. “I bet if I had like, huuuuge tits I’d be driving in thousands of simps to me.” The raccoon chided.
Then, breaking through the white noise of the gameplay, a high-pitched beep came from the speakers. A DONATION MESSAGE! The sudden shift almost made Rigby fall from his chair, immediately tried to correct his posture. “H-hey! Hi! Hihihi!” He awkwardly waved at the camera, smiling and pressing down on his teeth so fiercely that they almost instantly started to ache. Yes, Yes, YES! “Welcome to my Jitter stream! My name’s RIGBONEZ and, uh, we’re just playing the HD remaster of Broken Bonez: Revengean—“ But his enthusiastic tirade was almost instantly cut off as he read out the donation message, freezing as he processed the words.
ShablowshkeeD: I sent you a message :P
His phone buzzed at the same time, the bombastic persona almost withering away completely as he reached out for it. Unknown number—already off to a bad start—but he had to pretend that he was thrilled to have a complete stranger talking to him. Play the part. Do it for the money! “O-oh, you did! How… thoughtful.” He said through strained teeth. “Uh, do you want me to read it out loud ooooor—“ He was interrupted by another donation message.
ShablowshkeeD: Nah. It’s a surprise just for u. Shush Shush.
He would’ve been flattered if he hadn’t seen so many videos about online stalkers that started just like this. Rigby was half expecting to find either porn or a shock video, but they did give him five dollars. If he could have them join every day on top of inviting their friends, maybe he could start gathering some momentum with his streaming channel. Reluctantly, he opened the message. 
It was a Cashyapp screenshot. Benson had made all of them install it on their phones to quickly send each other money after an incident where he was forced to pay for all of their food because none of them had cast in their wallets at the moment. The debt was repaid right after that, but Benson was bitter enough that he made it a ‘company mandate’ to have it on one’s phone at all times. The screen lingered on the ‘send payment’ screen, directed towards his number. How the chat member got his phone was already weird enough, but whatever apprehension he could’ve had was thrown to the wayside the second he laid eyes on the amount about to be sent.
Send Rigby Riggerson $50?
SEND
Cancel

“What the fuck…?” He whispered, feeling his heart beating so fiercely that it was practically about to explode. That alone would be a tenth of his half of the bill. “Why are you doing this?” He asked—equally scared and hopeful.”
Shut the stream down and I’ll tell you.
Rigby didn’t think twice. He pressed down on the hotkey to shut down the stream. The CPU practically sighed in relief as its fans stopped spinning so fiercely, coming to a quick halt. He took a deep breath, then started typing back at the unknown number.
What do u want?
The sound of his heavy breathing was deafening as he saw those three dots bob up and down inside the text box. Each second felt suffocating and long—almost eternal.
The stream was for gathering funds, right?
Rigby looked at the title; PLS DONATE – RIGBONEZ’S FIRST STREAM!
Maybe.
There’s no problem with that. I was just curious.
 I actually want to help.
Whyd u ask me to shut down the
stream instead of donating then???
There was something fishy about this whole thing. However, he also had to be careful. Pickiness could deprive him of fifty bucks.
Well, I’m willing to assist you financially, just not
in exchange for streaming. I want something
else.
Dude.
Rigby was about to type that he wasn’t whoring out for feet pics, but then again…
It’s nothing too raunchy. I actually just want
something slightly unorthodox. Have you
ever heard of a funny little concept
called feederism?
///
Coming out in the dead of night to a fast food place wasn’t what Rigby expected his stream to lead to. Still, the mysterious caller had given him specific instructions to follow; go to The Burger Laws, have something to eat, and wait an hour for them to arrive. The only silver lining brought to him was that he was at least able to stay inside while waiting for the mysterious benefactor. If he was just being messed with by a stranger, he was already planning to have Mordecai pick him up. No way he was walking home alone, and he had already spent all the cash he had on hand to buy a cab here.
“Yo! Are you Rigbonez?”
Rigby almost spat out his soda as he heard his streaming name called out. A similarly petite squirrel stood under the doorway—buckteeth showing as he gave him an easy yet subtle smile. A large, red cap was draped over the top half of his face—almost obscuring the entirety of his eyes—an oversized satchel hung from his arms, seemingly stuffed to the brim.
His tone was friendly enough, but there was just this sinking feeling that something was wrong. He couldn’t quite place it. Irrational stress, maybe? That was his best guess.
“Sorry for contacting you so late, but I wanted to get this sorted out as quickly as possible…” The rodent sat down, eyebrows raising as soon as he noticed Rigby’s meal of choice. “That’s it? I thought that you’d order something more… I mean, I implied that I was going to pay, did I not?” Despite his giggle, his disappointment was clear.
“I mean, a burger, fries and soda’s pretty standard, right?” Rigby mumbled. He felt like there was a lump in his throat—the same horrible feeling that he had when he was first doing job interviews day in and day out after getting expelled from high school. He felt like he was walking on a rigid tightrope suspended over a void. “A-at least that’s what I think! I could be wrong! Maybe! Possibly!” He sputtered, awkwardly forcing a smile.
“I suppose, but with what I want, you know that feederism stuff usually involves a lot more than this.”
“I-it does? I just kinda skimmed through it before hopping in the cab. I thought that you wanted something like a taste tester for food more than anything…”
The benefactor snorted, quickly placing their hand in front of their mouth. “I figured that something like that would happen. It’s an odd concept to grasp, I get that. From the large satchel, he took out two greasy fast food bags. “Whole point’s to eat, Rigbonez.”
Rigby was like a deer in headlights as soon as he laid eyes upon those bags. He could already smell the greasy delicacies, practically drooling at the mouth. They were definitely homemade from the scent of it. It was like the ones Don would make during barbeques—no, even better than the ones that his brother made. The scent of premium, high-quality beef filled his nostrils like a breathable aphrodisiac.
“I take it that you’re a big fan of burgers?” The benefactor asked coyly. 
“Am I?! Come on, give ‘em to me!” Rigby beckoned, eagerly motioned with his hand.
“Pahpahpah. First, we need to discuss the terms of our agreements.” The squirrel corrected him—tone so suddenly stern that it made Rigby feel as if he was being called out by a professor in high school. “So, have you realized what I want? I feel that it’s not needed to spell it out, but I’d rather be sure that we’re on the same terms.”
“You want me to…” Rigby looked down at the meal he had bought for himself. Maybe this was smaller than usual. He had eaten much more before easily. It wasn’t like he was fat, it was just that constantly standing beside the literal stick that was Mordecai certainly made him look somewhat tubby. He was sure that if he were to loosen up a little in his diet, nothing of note would happen. Skips had made sure that his body would never take out his soul again despite how much junk food he shoveled in it with one of his weird, unexplainable magic tricks. “…Eat? Because if that’s what you want, I have no problem with that!” 
“Well now, it’s not that simple, Rigbonez—“
“Rigby! My name’s, uhuhuh, Rigby!” He sputtered.
“Well, Rigby… It’s just not eating. What I would want is for you to follow a very strict diet plan. I’d deliver the food to you, you’d send me proof that you’ve eaten it, and I would be sending partial payments every day.”
“That’s it?! I thought that it would be something way more complicated. I already eat with my phone out aaaaall the time, bud!” The raccoon cockily boasted. “What do I need to do to get the cash?! I kinda need it pronto!” He anxiously tapped his fingers on the table, staring at his benefactor with wide eyes.
He took out a document from the satchel, giving it to Rigby alongside a pen. “Sign here and we can start! Your first task would be those burgers I just gave you. This will be a… starting sample. From now on, you’ll get three meals a day and a complimentary snack. The snack isn’t mandatory, but it will give you a bonus at the end of this—“
“Done!” Rigby didn’t even wait for the squirrel to finish before he scribbled down his messy signature all over the paper. “Now gimme those burgers and fifty bucks, Mister Shabalowshiki!”
The eagerness seemingly amused the benefactor, making him snort once again—this time, his wobbly smile uncovered. “You can just call me Dah. Dah Szabłowski”
“Of course, Dah!” Rigby grabbed the burgers for himself, tearing the bags asunder. He bit down on the burger, messily beginning to chow down, crumbs flying down onto the table. “Mgh, so fucking good!”
“Well, I’m very glad that you enjoyed them…”
///
“This is…” The summer heat made it so that Rigby had to wear something on top of his body to prevent himself from getting sunburnt. He had settled for a baggy, promotional shirt for a videogame console that Don got in a contest—a contest that he didn’t even enter but somehow won. Rigby knew that it was better to not question those things. Even inside the snack bar, the small rays of sunshine pouring through the window were enough to drive him insane with high temperature and stress. “...sooooo dumb! I told Pops that he couldn’t put this on the washing machine! It has to be washed by hand. Ughhhh!”
“Pops did wash it by hand, dude.” Mordecai leaned downwards, poking his finger deep into Rigby’s newly formed pouch of fat. His finger caused the flab to morph around the pressure, surging around it as his blue-feathered digit was swallowed by it. “You’re just getting fat.”
“Nuh-uh!” Rigby said. “Don’t think so, bud. The only problem is that you’re so skinny that you’d go flying if a strong wing picked you up!” He tried to push Mordecai away, only for the bluejay to barely budge. “Mgh, ngh! AAAAAGH!”
“…Can you like, stop?”
“Mgh, ugh!” Rigby tried to push some more before relenting, finding himself out of breath as he hung forward just slightly—almost like he was constantly under the threat of being pulled to the floor like gravity. “Whatever. I’m still not fat.”
“Whatever helps you float your overweight boat, bro.” Mordecai didn’t want to linger on the topic too much. If Benson were to discover them fighting in the middle of a job, he’d chew them out. Still, he couldn’t help but be slightly worried at how Rigby had started to balloon recently. The raccoon was always a little bit tubby—even back when they were in high school—but now he was just downright overweight. 
His body had become softer, his belly protruding out in the form of a noticeable pouch of fat—stretching his shirt around to the point that it didn’t reach his waist, leaving his underbelly exposed. The garment similarly struggled to wrap itself around his chest, two growing and pliable mounds of flesh pushing against it. He wasn’t above teasing Rigby about the weight, but a part of him was still genuinely concerned for the raccoon.
Not just that, but Mordecai noticed that Rigby was moving slower than usual, huffing and puffing with every step he took. He looked like he was about to pass out at any moment from how much he was sweating. Some of the complaining was probably from Rigby’s naturally overdramatic complaints, but he couldn’t be sure if he could ignore it for long.
Suddenly, the sound of a miniature, whirring propeller alerted the pair. A drone comparable to a bulky videogame console in terms of size slowly hovered towards the front of it. It was clutching a cardboard box with a logo on it—a pair of chocolate antlers slowly melting. 
“Moose’s Mousses? What kind of name is that—“
“FINALLY!” 
Rigby rushed forward, waddling on all fours. His once nimble and scurrying movements were now clumsy and sluggish, like an overstuffed sausage dragging itself against the floor. Rigby’s ass was now a thick, flabby mass that was beginning to engulf his underwear and shorts alike, the stretched fabric barely containing the overflowing flesh. The large appendage bounced and wobbled with ferocity from the sudden movement, the way it moved making the blue jay cringe in disgust. What the hell is he eating?! He must’ve gained like, twenty pounds in the last three weeks. Is he stress eating or something? Mordecai tried to ignore the sight as he followed Rigby towards the drone. 
The raccoon was undoing the tape around the box like an overexcited child unwrapping a Christmas present. Both he and Mordecai were hit by the overwhelming scent of pure sugar bursting into the air. Mordecai’s face scrunched up while Rigby was practically drooling as he inhaled it. Inside, freshly baked triple brownies were all nestled together. The sugary, thick squares had a crackly, glossy top from the ganache covering it. Underneath was a trio of chocolate layers—milk, dark and white chocolate respectively. 
The sheer amount of sugar that just one brownie must hold made Mordecai cringe. He couldn’t even imagine how biting into one would feel. The feeling of something so potent in one’s mouth that taste buds would go numb was enough to make him feel uncomfor—
“Mgh, sho fucking good!” Rigby moaned as he alternated between two of the triple brownies. He savored each morsel, savoring the gooey chocolate goodness as if trying to extract every last bit of flavor. A trail of chocolate adorned his brown-furred fingertips, turning them sticky as he ate without regard. 
“Wait, that’s… for you?” Mordecai asked. “Dude, have you been ordering food every day?! No wonder that you’re so fat, and what about the money?! You can’t be spending all your savings when we’re in debt—“
“You guys are doing WHAT?!”
Both of them froze—Rigby with his cheeks stuffed with brownies while Mordecai just looked like he wished the earth would swallow him up. 
“Beeeeeeenson!” Mordecai said as his face contorted into a strained, awkward smile. “W-we were just joking, you know? Rigby wouldn’t be stupid enough to—“
“Oh, you two are so fired! I can’t believe that after I told you that you needed to pay, Rigby just spent all his money on TRAAAAAAASH!” He roared, saliva flying out of his mouth as his throat strained. “I’m not even going to begin with you eating in the job! How can you just stand there being a fat, uuuuuuseless slob while you have responsibility—“
“Here’s half of my part of the debt, Benson.” Rigby nonchalantly said as he took out a clump of crumbed dollar bills and handed it to his boss. “I’ll have the other half soon. I’m sure Mordecai already gave you part of his half, right? I mean, since you and him think that I’m the least responsible. Mordecai already must have all the money!” 
Benson looked at the piles of dollars, silently counting them up. His expression turned all the more horrified the further he counted up, mouth trembling. “H-how did you… this is… two hundred and fifty dollars? How?! This is literally more than double what I pay you!”
“Yeah, what the hell man?! How did you get all this money?!” Mordecai scooted closer to Benson, looking at the money just to see if the gumball machine had made a mistake. Yet no matter how much he didn’t want to believe it, held between Benson’s metallic fingers, was the two hundred and fifty dollars. “This…”
“So, what will it be?” Rigby said as he took out his phone, beginning to record while he finished another brownie. “You should give him your half, Mordo. Right now.”
“Well, I…” Benson turned to Mordecai, extending his hand out and silently asking for the money. From the sweat pouring out of the blue jay and his anguished expression, he already knew that the avian lacked the money. Still, he asked. “Mordecai?”
“I-I… I have seventy bucks at the moment.”
“Then give them to me.”
Mordecai whined as he shamefully took the money out of his pockets. He winced as he felt the bills leave his hands, even more as Benson shoved them into his wallet.
“Thanks a bunch, Benson! I’ll have the rest by the end of the week. Think you can lemme snack here? I mean, it is the snack bar, and I’m doing a pretty good job!” Rigby said.
“Well, for once in your life, you’ve earned something Rigby. You can eat those…” Benson squinted at the box, quickly grimacing at the contents. “…things. Just make sure that people know that they’re not part of the snack bar. I don’t want the health regulators getting on my case.”
“Oh, dude, totally, don’t worry... no one’s gonna mistake the cheap crap we sell in here for these babies.” With a bwomph, Rigby shoved an entire brownie into his gullet, moaning as he slowly broke it down inside his mouth.
///
Mordecai watched. He couldn’t stop watching. He had to know how in the world Rigby of all people had managed to completely one-up him. If it was Skips or Pops—hell, even Muscle Man or Hi-Five Ghost—he would’ve at least been able to understand the how, but Rigby?! He had thought up hundreds of ways that the raccoon could’ve come up with the money that fast, but none of them seemed possible.
Rigby was sitting on his trampoline bed, chugging down a whole two-liter bottle of cola between digging into a massive bowl filled with BBQ chips and eating away at a box of candy bars. He was as disgusted as he was amazed that Rigby could so blatantly indulge in his desires. Finally, shaking his head to try and power through the embarrassment of bringing the topic up, Mordecai finally spoke. “How did you do it, man?” he asked.
Rigby paused mid-chew and swallowed. “I went out and hustled. Found some folks who needed their lawns mowed and their houses cleaned. Got paid in cash.” He said, matter-of-factly.
“That’s bullshit and you know it. There’s no way mowing lawns could get you enough money to buy all the crap you’re eating and pay half of the bill! Come on, tell me!”
Rigby rolled his eyes, unrolling two candy bars and barely chewing them before eating them up. “Maybe. Maybe not. All I know is that I’m already basically off the hook while you only have two weeks left to pay the bill.” 
“I…” Mordecai clenched his fist. “Come on, man! Tell me!”
“Can’t do. My benefactor told me that I’m not supposed to tell anyone.” Rigby smugly said. He continued eating, happy to tear through the chip bowl. He was stuffing handful after handful, his appetite abominable. The sound of loud chewing filled the room, Mordecai silently glaring.
Who could have given Rigby so much money, and why did they want it to be a secret? He couldn’t shake the feeling that something fishy was going on, but without evidence, he couldn’t do too much. 
Rigby took the bottle up again—now half empty, as he began to chug down. His neck bobbed as he gluttonously swallowed, moaning as he felt the fizzy, caloric liquid sloshing around his stomach. He just couldn’t stop! Best part of all was that he didn’t have to put any effort in. His phone was tucked near his trampoline bed, recording the gluttonous feast for his own. Mgh, mgh… so… good… He tilted the bottle higher, fastening the tsunami of soda down his throat.
He didn’t know why he was so obsessed with devouring every last bit of junk food in sight, but the sensation that filled him up was beyond description. There was the money, yes, but there was something more. The complete lack of inhibitions was addicting, and so was everything that was brought with it; every gulp of soda, every crunchy chip, and every sugary bite of candy bars—it all made him feel complete. He could drink and eat until his stomach burst if he wanted to—it wouldn’t matter. This feeling was too good to pass up, and with each passing second, he felt an overwhelming sense of satisfaction wash over him like a tidal wave. The fact that Mordecai was forced to look at all of this made it a hundred times better. 
And then, it was suddenly gone. The bottle emptied onto the ground with a final fwisshhh. Rigby smiled, leaning back as he rubbed his now-full stomach. As Rigby finally pushed the last morsel down his throat and wiped his hands on his shirt, his stomach rumbling. Before he could even blurt out another insult, the pressure traveled up his throat. His mouth rippled as a roar of a burp surged out of his mouth, all the fizziness exiting his body in one single stream. Mordecai stared at him in disgust, but he just grinned back at the blue jay. “What? You don’t know how to have a good time?” He asked.
“I… You’re such a slob, man!” The blue jay whined as he rushed to bed again, throwing the covers over himself and turning away from Rigby.
“Whaaaatever. You’re just probably jealous that you have to eat boring crap all the time.” He looked down at the cola bottle, quickly realizing that he might’ve become too overzealous. “Oh, crap. I forgot that I still have six candy bars to go, not to mention all those chips…”
“Good job, idiot.” He said.
“Shaddup! I don’t talk to twigs who eat nothing but soggy, watery eggs for breakfast!” Then, that familiar sound serenaded Rigby’s ear. Those miniature propellers slowly approached the window, causing Rigby to immediately try to get up and check. He collapsed out of the trampoline bed and onto his belly, knocking the air from his lungs as he tried to breathe again. His heart was already racing; the blood pounded in his head, making him feel dizzy, yet he still remained giddy at the prospect. “D-did I get another extra snack?! That’s… mgh… awesome!”
“Did you order something else?! What the hell?!”
Rigby exhaled sharply as he managed to get on his own two feet. “N-nah, sometimes I just get some extras sent my way! Oh, and they sent me just what I needed!” He almost stumbled back as the drone dropped off yet another cola bottle on his arms, chunky legs clumsily floundering as he tried to regain his balance. “Mgh, dude, I love my job…”
“Whatever…”
“I mean, I get to do what I want, I’m almost not in debt anymore…” Rigby listed off as he unwrapped yet another candy bar. “…I’m not gonna get fired unlike a certain someone—“
“Shut up!” Mordecai screamed, launching himself out of bed and stomping towards the fat raccoon. “Shut up, shut up, shut up! You’re so freaking smug about it! Do you even care that I’m going to get fired?!”
“I mean, I did tell you that I had better ways of making money. It’s kind of your own fault if you think about it—“
“Ugh, just stop being a jerk and tell me what you do so that I can pay my half of this stupid rent…”
“Can’t do that, Mordo. It’s a private endeavor! If you joined in with me, you would’ve been able to come in. Too bad that now you’re just stuck with crappy jobs. Hope the quinceañeras treat you well!”
“W-well, is there anything I can do at least? I dunno, maybe like, like, uh… I can borrow the money from you! You seem to be drowning in cash, so can you help me out?”
“Hm…” Rigby rubbed his first chin and the growing second one underneath it. “I don’t know, maaaaan. Lending that amount of money would be pretty financially irresponsible on my part. I gotta save up, y’know?”
“Come on, man! You can’t be that much of a jerk. There has to be something I can do. I don’t wanna keep dealing with teenage girls! They’re the cruelest kind of people in the world!”
“HMMMM…” Rigby muttered out loud—clearly just trying to get a rise out of the blue jay at this point. “Well, I think if you can do me a solid, I’ll be able to lend you the money. You help me, I help you!”
“This again?! Come on—“
“Ooooh, you hear that?” Rigby placed his hand behind his ear, gasping over-dramatically. “It’s the sound of your empty wallet! Ooooooooh!” The raccoon waved his arm in the air, the extra layer of pudge around the limb jiggling in a chunky, sluggish manner. 
“Fine! Just promise me that you’ll have it paid by the end. We only have two weeks left and I don’t think I can handle one more quinceañera, eugh…” He said as he shuddered.
“All right! Oh, man! I’m gonna love this. You’ll be my servant until further notice!”
“What?! No way. That’s so unfair!”
“Ooooh, damn! I’m hearing empty wallets again—“
“FINE!” Mordecai finally relented, exasperated and exhausted. “I just want this to be over already...” 
Rigby snorted as he saw whatever resistance that was once there leave Mordecai’s eyes. It felt good to be the one pulling the strings for once. It was about time that the blue jay was put in his place. He’d sometimes join the other park employees in bullying him—be it for his height, intellect, or whatever random thing they decided to grill him for that day—so he was already drooling at the mouth of making his friend go through that. No, no. Something even worse.
I love my new life…
///
“RIGBY!” Benson screamed as he stormed inside the living room, glass, and gumballs bright red with ire. “What do you think you’re doing?! I told you that—“
“Hol’ up.” He held his arm up against Benson, mindlessly mashing buttons against the CPU opponent. The volume was turned to the max, bit-crushed sound effects overlaying against each other nonstop. “Playing something.”
“I can tell, you lazy, fat slob! Why aren’t you out there doing your chores?!” 
“Oh, didn’t you hear?” Rigby mashed the button repeatedly, grease-covered fingers slathering the surface of the controller alongside traces of crumbs and soda droplets. “Mordecai unfortunately isn’t as financially savvy as me, so I graciously offered him to help cover his part of the debt in exchange for some assistance with my chores.”
“We-he-hell, since you’re so cocky that you can pay the debt for both you and Mordecai, how about you—“ 
“Desk with the green vase. It’s there. Count it up if you want.”
Benson looked like the color drained from his face. Rigby had to use all of his willpower to not burst out laughing at his boss’ continuous befuddlement. Hearing the buildup to a rant die down so anti-climactic was the catharsis he had been looking for such a long time. Even better was hearing him counting up the money over and over in a panic-driven frenzy. He continued mashing the buttons, seeing the life bar slowly deplete until there was nothing there.
K.O! Raggidy Riggenson wins!
“You can’t be serious! How did you—when did you—what did you even do! I don’t get paid this much and I break my back carrying this park on it!” He yelled as he angrily waved the dollar bills around.
“Bensooooon. My man, if I told you, I wouldn’t be able to keep gathering all the bucks. It’s perfectly legal, but we can’t let too many people in on the business. It’s kind of a closed deal thing.”
“It better be legal. Mister Maellard isn’t going to bring a lawyer to save your sorry ass.” Benson grumbled as he went upstairs. “And put some clothes that fit, for god’s sake. No one wants to look at your morbidly obese body!” 
Rigby scoffed. “Morbidly obese. Yeah, right. I’m just chubby.” Still, his mind couldn’t ignore the comment. Against his better judgement, he looked down at his fat frame. 
While his belly used to only peek out through the bottom of the shirt, now the giant dome of flab refused to be contained by the garment—sliding all the way up to the very top of his belly. The sagging sphere forced his legs to spread outwards a little, the gelatinous pudge cascading in the space between them—preventing him from closing them. It similarly failed to cover the now growing love handles—spilling past his shorts almost in their entirety. One would have to squint to spot the tiny portion of the shirt that managed to snugly hug the upper portions of the overflowing muffin top. 
Said shorts ferociously clutched to his butt and thighs. The fabric had been stretched out to the point where it was barely holding on—any sudden movement was more than enough to tear it asunder. Each ass cheek was bigger than his head—buoyancy so thick that they looked and ebbed like miniature water beds. 
The only reason that it hadn’t happened already was because he had spent the entire day glued to the couch—a ritual that he seldom had the chance to do. He was sure that his massive rear would completely erase Mordecai’s and Muscle Man’s butt imprints. Shifting slightly, he could feel the sweat pouring past them and onto the couch cushions below—soaking up the sudor like sponges.
And most embarrassingly of all, his chest had become pillowy to the point that he could hold his hefty man tits with one hand. What used to be a small dumpling-esque mound of fat was now a spilling, cascading appendage that sagged atop his stomach.
Looking over to see if he was being checked, Rigby cautiously moved his hand to grab one of his moobs. Its sheer size left him wordless. The soft, pudgy flesh spilled through the fingers like rising dough. It wasn’t just large, either; it was also incredibly jiggly, sloshing, and wobbling with every little movement he made. The fat almost seemed to melt under the pressure of his fingertips, morphing constantly against his grasp. He kept squeezing, mesmerized by the act. The sensation was soothing and strange—almost like discovering what masturbation was for the first time. He didn’t know why he felt compelled to do it—just rubbing it for what felt like an eternity in complete and utter amazement at how big it had become.
“…What are you doing?”
“NOTHING!” Rigby let out a shrill scream as he suddenly let go of his moob, face flushed with embarrassment. “A-and shouldn’t you be out there doing my freaking chores?! Benson’s gonna be watching you like a hawk!” He stammered, voice struggling to put up a confident front despite breaking with every word.
“Already finished with half of them. I’m gonna have my lunch break.”
“Wait, it’s already lunch?!” Looking at the clock, the hands marked one in the afternoon. He had waddled downstairs at nine in the morning, never getting up from his seat on the couch. Not even food, thanks to Dah’s trusty drones coming in through the window and leaving a myriad of food next to their Drive Mega. 
Boxes of cold, half-soggy French fries that had lost their crispness hours ago. Nearby sat a stack of oversized, slightly squashed cheeseburgers wrapped in crinkled paper, oozing a mix of congealed cheese and ketchup. An open bag of neon-orange cheese puffs spilled across the coffee table, leaving a trail of powdery residue. Cans of sugary soda stood in a disorganized row, dribbling the fizzy dark liquid onto the wood.
“You’re telling me that this isn’t lunch?” Mordecai asked, incredulous as he waved his hands towards the pile of thousands of calories. “Then what the hell is it? Are you going to get more?”
“Now don’t bite the hand that feeds you, buddy.” He threatened. “Who’s the one with the bucks and who’s the slave?”
“Whatever, dude. I gotta get my break—“
“Pahpahpah!” The raccoon quickly chanted, stopping the blue jay in his tracks. “Not so fast, Mordo. You’ve just given me the Best. Idea. Ever.”
He cocked his head skywards, letting out an anguished groan as he turned around—dragging the complaint for as long as he could. “Whaaat?”
Rigby gently patted his stomach—ripples sent through the bulbous mountain of fat’s expanse. The layers of soft, doughy flesh jiggled and wobbled in response to the touch, almost moving like tempestuous waves. He smiled as Mordecai looked in awe, clearly disgusted by the sight. Whatever he could use to make him uncomfortable, he would, and his next request would push that desire further. “Come here, bud.”
“…What do you w—“
“The solid doesn’t say that you have to talk back, Mordecai. Now, come here!”
He reluctantly stepped forward, carefully maneuvering through discarded soda cans and food wrappers. The urge to gag crawled up his throat as he felt the sofa cushions squirt against the sudden pressure. “What the hell, Rigby?! Did you spread your swamp ass all over the couch?! That’s disgusting!”
“Not my fault, Mordecai!” He retorted. “It’s the summer and you’re expecting me not to sweat?”
Mordecai inhaled sharply, clenching his wings. “…It’s OCTOBER!” 
“Eh, that doesn’t matter.” Rigby dismissively waved his hand, scoffing. “What does matter is that you have yet another task. One that you have to do before you can eat your lunch.” 
“What.”
Rigby couldn’t stop giggling, biting his lip just to hold himself together. “Y-you have to… pff…”
“Dammit, Raccoon! Can you just spit it out?!”
“Okayohkay, just…” He took a deep breath, a devilish grin painting itself across his muzzle. “Time for you to feed me, buddy! I can’t eat and game at the same time, and we still haven’t bought a memory card for our Drive Mega, so I gotta beat the game in one go! I can’t do that if I have to stop over and over to grab a bite, you get me?”
“W-what the?! Dude, no! You’re already eating all day long, you don’t need any help being any more of a fatass!” Mordecai harshly said as he dug his finger into Rigby’s belly, the raccoon seemingly not even feeling it through the layers upon layers of lard around his body. “No way, dude. You reek on top of that.”
“Oh, Mooooordo—“
“The freaking house can tear open again for all I care! I’m not gonna do your stupid solid!”
“Man, you’re such a pain! Guess I’ll have to… HAH!” 
Rigby leaped at Mordecai, pushing the tiny blue jay with all his might. He knocked him against the stained couch cushions and pinned him there, his overwhelming size keeping Mordecai from squirming free. His size was massive and he weighed far more than a blue jay, so no matter how much Mordecai shoved and wiggled, his position stayed still—not even an inch shifted.
“D-dude, what the hell?! Let me go! Your fat ass reeks!” He coughed, fruitlessly pushing against the raccoon’s belly. 
“Whatcha gonna do about it, huh?” Rigby taunted, his lips stretched in an evil smirk as he raised his behind only to slam it against his helpless friend again. He kept pushing down, slowly but surely, trying to get Mordecai to relent and give in to his will. “Not so tough now that you can’t just punch me into silence, right?!”
“Get off! Get off! You’re… too heavy!” He whined loudly. 
“When you feed me, I’ll let you go. Deal?” Rigby grinned, lowering his head to Mordecai’s level with a goofy smile that spelled out the intense schadenfreude going through his mind.
Mordecai sighed heavily, looking up at the raccoon with a defeated expression. “Fine. I’ll feed you… if you promise to never do this again.”
It took him some few seconds to haul himself off Mordecai, groaning loudly as he carried the hundreds of pounds. He launched himself backward, resting against the couch and panting heavily. “…There… and… no promises.” Rigby chuckled. 
“Ugh, you’re the worst!” Mordecai said as he sat up, rubbing the sore spots on his ribs that the raccoon had left behind. He knew that Rigby could be incredibly petty, but he had never expected him to do something like this. Then again, maybe he should’ve expected something like this. He hadn’t learned his lesson after god knows how many fuckups, why would he learn now? He wouldn’t be so cocky if he didn’t have that stupid… ‘benefactor’, whomever the hell that is… “J-just… stay still while I grab the food…” He reached for the mountain of meals on the table, starting with the cheeseburgers.
Rigby’s eyes lit up as he saw Mordecai reaching for the food. He quickly straightened his posture and eagerly opened his mouth to receive the tasty morsel. The blue jay gently inched the burger towards his mouth, only for him to chomp it down quickly. He scarfed it down gluttonously, slobbering loudly as he barely chewed the massive bites before asking for more. “More! More! Come on, I’m starving!” he exclaimed, bouncing his legs like an angry child throwing a tantrum—the chunky, tree trunk-wide layer of fat wobbling from the continuous streams of impact.
Mordecai rolled his eyes as he handed over another burger, cringing as he felt the grease from the meal seep into his palms. “How can you stand to eat this crap?” He asked as Rigby grabbed the burger, taking a large bite before turning back to Mordecai with a satisfied grin.
“You just don’t know what good taste is, bro. Not my fault that you just eat plain crap all day long!” He boasted with a full mouth.
Mordecai shook his head, not even dignifying Rigby’s response with a reply. Not wanting to touch the burgers anymore, he reached for the first thing he could see. He grabbed a clump of the soggy fries, equally regretting the act as the decaying snacks oozed out grease against the sudden grip. He violently shoved the entire thing into Rigby’s mouth, earning a squeak out of the raccoon as his cheeks filled up like a squirrel’s. He still chewed happily, giggling to himself between bites.
“Mhhh… this is just what I needed! Thanks, buddy.” He cheered. “How about you do something else for me while you feed me? Either that, or I’m just gonna pin ya underneath my fat again.”
Mordecai shuddered. “What is it this time?”
Rigby pointed at his belly. “Rub it.” He said flatly.
“Excuse me?” Mordecai asked, fear spreading across his face as he looked at his friend’s massive gut. It gurgled so deeply that it resembled a wild beast’s snarl. The sound sent a wave of dread through him as the raccoon’s stomach continued to churn like a giant boiler filled with sizzling grease. 
“Nah, you know what? I just don’t want you to rub it. Massage it, worship it, knead it!” He demanded. “Come on, Mordo! I’m soooo sore and need someone to help me ease the pain. Can you be a good friend and do me a solid?”
Mordecai winced as he stared deeper into the giant pile of mass in front of him. The thought of touching it was revolting; his entire hand was swallowed up by the metaphorical jaws of the rolls presented to him. The amount of sweat and god forbid grime stuck between them must’ve been downright horrific. And yet still, by some twisted swing of fate, that option was the preferable one. The thought of being pinned down by Rigby’s stomach—pressed down by a living mattress of a raccoon—was ten times worse. His body still ached from the sudden bout of pleasure. Not to mention that of course, he still owed him the stupid solid. 
Fuck.
He reached his right hand forward, sinking into Rigby’s belly while using his other arm to continue scooping up food. He switched to the cheese puffs, hoping that at least the texture of cheese dust in his fingers would be better than more dripping grease piled on top of his digits. 
He felt sick to his stomach at the thought of continuing to touch Rigby’s stomach, but he knew that his fate was inescapable. The sooner he accepted that fact, the easier it would become. That was what he was hoping, at least.
“How does it feel, Mordecai?” Rigby mockingly asked. “Please, compliments only.”
“I-it’s… good…” Mordecai shuddered, moving from the base of Rigby’s stomach to his sides. He reluctantly glided his hand underneath the spilling love handles, lifting it and wincing as he felt his feathers pick up sweat trapped down there. “Soooooft… too.” He forced himself to chuckle as he continued, moving around the top of his gut and tracing his hand across it—sliding underneath his moobs and brushing against their bottom.
Rigby let out a satisfied sigh, the tension in his shoulders melting away as Mordecai worked his hand against his belly. all of his aches and pains fading away with each stroke. “Ahh, you’re the best, Mordo!” He said with a content yet clearly smug smile. “I knew you’d come through for me!”
“Suuuuuure.” He said through clenched teeth. His hand then moved to the bottom, knowing that Rigby wouldn’t let him leave until every last crevice of his belly was thoroughly massaged. Simply pushing against it felt like he was constantly stroking a thick, heavy bean bag. “J-just the outside parts, right?”
“Come on, Mordo. You know it doesn’t work like that.” Rigby said through chuckles. “You gotta lift it up and massage my underbelly too! It’s constantly smashing against my thighs whenever I move. Doesn’t Benson always tell us that leaving work incomplete is bad behavior?”
Mordecai’s fists closed up. The constant rubbing it was just getting worse and worse, and in tandem, Rigby was growing smugger at his helplessness. Just one day and everything had gone as bad as it could’ve been. Knowing Rigby, he would probably surpass his expectations and find a way to become even more insufferable.
“Chop chop, Mordo. Lift my belly and make sure to massage it there too.”
Mordecai gritted his teeth and sighed. He curled his fingers and began to lift the blob of fluff, pushing it against his thighs and stomach and rubbing it in circles with his fingertips. The sensation would’ve been pleasant were it not for Rigby’s unbearable grinning. He continued to hold up the giant blob of fat and knead it, taking extra care to make sure that he hit every spot to make sure Rigby wouldn’t have anything else to demand of him.
“Holding up well, buddy?”
“Can you stop talking? I want to focus…” He tried to continue working on Rigby’s stomach, but he suddenly felt a pressure on the nape of his neck.
Rigby had bent forward and gripped the back of his head, grunting as the act took the wind out of him. Mordecai couldn’t even question what his friend was doing before he leaned back again, driving the blue jay crashing into him. With the raccoon’s belly suspended in the air as he careened downwards, he ended up slamming against Rigby’s waist, only for his gut to then come crashing down and trapping his head underneath it.
“RIGBY, WHAT THE HELL?!” He screamed, trying to pry himself off Rigby’s waist—quickly finding that Rigby was exerting pressure from the outside. He flailed his arms around wildly in an attempt to swat the raccoon—his smacks ineffective. The layers of velvety, furry flab almost served as a shield. Through the compressing, thick underbelly, Mordecai could hear him laughing loudly. His laughter was downright vicious—schadenfreude at their power reversal seeping through each cackle. “I-I’m sorry about punching you so much, but knock it off!” He pleaded. The only thing that could match the size of Rigby’s obese body was his ego. Playing to it was something that had never failed him before.
The unfortunate keyword was before.
“Nah, you think I’m dumb?!” Rigby asked—almost offended at Mordecai’s attempt at a bargain. His pudgy hands sunk deeper into his gut, further burying the blue jay underneath it. The feeling of his flab giving under pressure was amazing—like kneading on a stress ball. It was like being on cloud nine—a power thrill so intense that he was completely drunk off it. “You’re just going to get away and then talk crap about me! You deserve this!”
Mordecai growled, pushing harder against Rigby’s belly from the outside. The giant, pliable ball of mass gave under his constant smacking—morphing against the constant assault. Yet still, Rigby showed no sign of backing down. The more he pushed, the more Rigby pushed back. It was a back-and-forth that he had no chance of winning. “Shut up, man! You fucking stink!” 
Being up so close to the raccoon’s body was like directly breathing in toxic miasma. He tried keeping his mouth shut through constant coughing. The odor was a horrible blend of sweat and grime that saturated the air around Rigby’s massive belly, forming an oppressive cloud that assaulted the senses. Tears welled up in Mordecai’s eyes as he was forced to breathe it in—the pungent aroma of day-old fast food wrappers mingled with the cloying stench of bodily neglect almost unbearable.
“Nuh-uh!” Rigby chilidhsly responded. “I got some good ‘ol Ax Body Spray!” 
“That doesn’t count, you slob!” Mordecai had had enough. With a fierce shove, he finally managed to push against the giant ball of mass. As soon as he was freed, he took a deep breath—finally freed of the pungent aroma of Rigby’s body odor.
The raccoon fell on his back with a loud thud, slamming hard against the couch. “M-mgh, dammit!” His breath was ragged and shallow, his chest rising and falling as he tried to regain his composure. The shock of it all had taken away the feeling of power that he had felt only moments before.
“You asshole!” Mordecai seethed. “You’re the worst, you know that?! You’re insufferable!” Each word increased in volume, complaints turning into screams. “Ever since you began to work for that guy, it’s like you’re a completely different person!”
Rigby staggered, slowly trying to sit up once again. “You’re just mad because you’re the one that’s getting jerked around! Not so fun being player #2 in everything, isn’t it, Mordo?”
“I don’t even care what you think! I’m going to try and find somewhere else to get the money. I’ll borrow it from Skips or Muscle Man. At least they’ll be more rational than you!” Mordecai stormed off into the kitchen, slamming the door behind him with a deafening smash.
Rigby was then left alone in the living room, clenching his fists and seething in his newfound disappointment. “He’s just learning to deal with what I have to deal with every single day. It’s not my fault…” He mumbled to himself, almost immediately reaching for more of the food in an attempt to soothe the turmoil brewing inside. He crammed as much as he could into his maw, moaning in delight as the greasy flavors granted him momentary bursts of joy.
His mouth and throat were flooded with grease, fat, cheese, and sugar. It was a combination of materials that sent an explosion of flavor surging through his body with every bite. Rigby sunk further and further into the couch with each passing minute as he stuffed himself with food. Grease ran down his chin, staining the cushions and dripping onto the floor below. The raccoon closed his eyes in blissful satisfaction as he ate morsel after morsel. He patted down his now distended belly—finally feeling the slight bruising left by Mordecai’s resistance.
The air hung heavy with the scent of culinary excess.
As Rigby continued to devour his mountain of food, the couch groaned in protest, each bite pushing it closer to the brink of collapse. The once-sturdy frame now quivered under the ever-increasing weight of Rigby’s expanse. Cracks spider-webbed across the leather upholstery, stuffing beginning to burst forth the emerging seams. The wood legs creaked beneath the collective weight of both Rigby and the crumbling couch, bending outwards and splintering in a futile effort to hold more than four hundred pounds worth of lard and pudge.
With a final, agonizing protest, the cough gave way. The wood legs broke like fragile twigs with a thundering burst that managed to snap Rigby out of his food-lidden trance. The supporting structure of the couch that held the burst-open cushions now cracked in half, breaking the couch into two awkwardly tilted pieces. Rigby, now seated amidst the wreckage, blinked in momentary surprise before bursting into laughter, his amusement echoing through the room.
“I… I can’t believe it!” Rigby said through cackling. He held his hand against his eyes, throwing his head back through his laughing fit and accidentally pushing against the rings of fat that had begun to grow around his neck. “God… I don’t know why it feels so good, but…” Rigby let out a content sigh as he felt his fingers sink into the soft padding of his stomach. He ran them over the ripples of fat that had slowly accumulated around his waist—each ripple sending a pleasant buzz up his spine. The softness was almost intoxicatingly addicting now. He didn’t even check twice before reaching his hands down to his upper love handles, biting down on his lip as he felt his palms filled with copious amounts of raccoon fat. “…I’ll just pay for this too. I’m sure that I can ask Dah for a raise…”
///
Never in his life did Rigby expect that money could come so easily. In just a few exchanges of words, he had gained enough to completely pay off the entire debt and , the couch, and even bribe Benson into laying off him. It was all so, so easy. He even felt stupid for not doing something like this before. What was stopping him from just giving into the hand that was feeding him? 
Nothing! Zilch! NADA!
And all he had to do was agree to some more… intimate encounters. Something that once would’ve mortified him and tugged at his controlling anxiety was now something he relished. Three days in, and he was loving the pampering—to be treated with the respect he deserved after being wronged for so long! 
“Come on, Rigby. You’re slowing down…”
Ah. Right.
Dah’s voice brought him out of his deafening train of thought. “Mophhy.” He muffled, continuing to chug down the milkshake being poured down the funnel attached to his mouth. They always met up in motels—off the record and untraceable. He never dared to ask why they never did it in Dah’s house—upsetting his money source wouldn’t be smart, after all. The squirrel would always bring a variety of desserts and sugary drinks to both congratulate him and request his ‘services’ for a heftier price. Rigby himself would’ve never called just pigging out a service, but that wasn’t his business.
The milkshake was chunky; more solid and slimy than pure liquid. He could feel the traces of rich chocolate, velvety vanilla, and a faint hint of caramel assaulting his taste buds. Each second that he breathed was a second spent drinking the cascade of wonderful flavors. There was no respite for him—and why would he want something like that? Limits were something that no longer concerned him. With money in his pocket, he could do anything he wanted. 
Dah was more than happy to have his pockets emptied for the pleasure of seeing him grow, and Rigby was a generous soul. Who was he to tell the squirrel what he should do with his money? It was a mutually beneficial endeavor!
He kicked his feet forward, moaning in pleasure through the funnel as the milkshake descended the funnel, Rigby felt an almost visceral, carnal pleasure. The liquid delight coated his throat, layers of a sugary afterglow that piled on top of itself over and over again. Each gulp was a further descent into a bottomless pit of gluttony. 
His eating habits had now evolved beyond simple want. It was a need. Rigby had practically forgotten how a normal person could eat. Anything other than Dah’s demands was foggy, and he desired nothing more than to never go back to that life again. He wanted to be around his benefactor’s thumb—fiercely clinging to that life no matter what. This is what he was meant to do! It was far more fitting for his style of life compared to meaningless, stupid tasks in the park. Tasks meant for someone like Mordecai.
He finally breathed in deeply as he felt the stream of shake cease and the funnel be taken out of his mouth. “Holy… How many did we do this time? My throat feels all weird from chugging so much…” He had to press hard against his neck to put pressure through the shields of fat around the area.
“I think it’s more fun if I keep it a secret,” Dah stated plainly. He wrapped a rag around the tip of the funnel and placed it near the trash can—filled to the brim with so many emptied-out milkshake cups that it was impossible to count just from view. He then scooted up next to Rigby, pressing his hand around the raccoon’s stomach and tracing circles around it. “Are you feeling all right, big guy?”
Rigby exhaled slowly, trying to regain his breathing. His heart raced so fiercely that he could hear the drumming of his heart inside his head. Following the question, a disconcerting sound left his stomach. Every day—tantamount to his worsening eating habits and widening belly—the sound of his sloshing stomach would grow deeper and deeper. He could feel his body struggling to keep up with the amount of food that it had to digest. The rumbling was constant—an ebbing, rippling sensation that always lingered for minutes if not hours.
“What did your boss say?”
“Oh, he was thrilled.” It was the perfect storm. Benson broke his stove in a fit of rage in his apartment, and there he was; the always lazy employee ready to bail him out of yet another debt. The look on Benson’s face as he had to swallow up his pride and accept the money was priceless. Even better when he realized that the bribe meant that it would fuck over his friend down in the line. “You’re the best.”
“Well, I have to reward my best employee.” Dah flatly said, moving his massaging hands from the base of Rigby’s stomach to the underside of his man tits.
“You say client, but… what is it that I’m doing for you?” Rigby asked, his tone briefly dropping the snark and edge. “I mean, I love this, but…”
“That’s for me to know.” Dah winked. “I’ll send the cash over to you in a few hours. Anything specific you want, big boy?”
Rigby turned red at the pet name, looking away. “I’ve been in a nachos mood, actually. Think you can do that?”
“Have I ever failed you?” Dah asked, a streak of coyness in his voice.
“Hah… that’s true…”
///
“Mordecai, this isn’t—“
“You don’t get it, man!” Mordecai pleaded. The pushing around—the new diet—the benefactor—the drones that never left them alone; he was done dealing with all that. He had to put his foot down, even if it meant snitching on his best friend. “He’s out of control! Isn’t there like, a protocol for interventions and such?”
“Like I said before, it’s not so easy. He’s not behind in any debts and he’s still doing some work. I just moved him over to doing some paperwork since he’d be more useful there.” Benson explained unenthusiastically. “He’s not under any substance abuse, so that avenue’s a no-go either.”
“Come on, Benson! Mister Maellard barely gives a crap about what happens here. Do you really think that going outside of protocol is going to get you fired for something?”
“Unlike you two, I take my work seriously. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to.”
“GOD DAMMIT!”
They jerked their heads back, Rigby’s dissonant and snidely voice breaking through the house. It was followed by the sound of wood splintering and crackling like thunder, prompting the two of them to rush into the room where the raccoon’s complaining was coming from. 
Turning on the hallway, they were met with a mountain of a raccoon wedged through the doorway. The edges of his body were compressed between the two ends of the entranced—folds upon folds of fat smushed against the base of his body. His ass cheeks swallowed up his shorts—denim wedging his behind and on the verge of tearing up. The contours of sweat-stained, yellowing peeked from under the garment. The rippling waves of his back fat pushed against his shirt, clenching and flexing as his body tensed up.
He continuously tried to shove himself through the tight entryway. The sagging, chunky cellulite jiggled with each one of his failed attempts. The strain brought with it a horrible scent that made Mordecai and Benson turned their heads in disgust—a pungent body odor with a layer of body spray that only worsened the scent. 
“I told you that you could keep lazing around as long as you showered, Rigby!” Benson screamed, pinching his nose in disgust. “You can’t be stinking up the whole place! I work here!”
“Not my fault that you made the doorways so damn tight! How about you help me out instead of complaining!”
“He didn’t make it ‘too thin’ or some crap like that. You’re just freaking obese!” Mordecai said. “You need to cut it out now. At this rate, you’ll just end up breaking through the floor with how fat you are! Aren’t you concerned?!”
Rigby huffed and puffed, sweat dripping down his sagging cheeks. “Sorry, Mordecai! I don’t… mphmh!” He tried pushing forward, wincing as his blubbery thighs and love handles scraped against the inner sides of the doorway. “…Speak broke! How about you help me instead!”
“I’m not dealing with any of this,” Benson said as he turned around. “Mordecai, help Rigby get to his room or you’re fired.”
“What?! No fair!” Mordecai cringed as he saw the gelatinous mass of Rigby’s posterior jiggling as they wedged themselves against the door. “I don’t wanna deal with that!”
“Well, Skips is far busier than you, same for Muscle Man, and I’m sure Pops’ arms would break if they tried to deal with that.” He said while pointing at Rigby. “You’re on your own, and I don’t want to hear any complaining.”
Before the blue jay could even complain, Benson was high-tailing it out of the hallway while Rigby snickered. 
“You know the drill, Moooordo. You gotta help your friend! I’m sure that my butt would love having a massage!”
His stomach twisted at the thought of being forced to touch the giant sacks of blubber that the raccoon had for an ass. 
“Um, what are you waiting for, Mordoooooo?” Rigby asked teasingly, shaking his rump to taunt him—the giant sacks of fat wobbling even after he stopped moving his waist.
Mordecai took a deep breath and tried to ignore the feeling of disgust that was still lingering in the back of his throat. “…You’re so gross!” He said while inching closer, arms trembling at the prospect of being engulfed by the giant raccoon mass. His hands sunk into the fat, pushing Rigby forward while sinking his palms into the giant layers of pudge. Just finish this quickly. Just finish this quickly. JUST FINISH THIS, MORDECAI! He nagged himself mentally as he flexed his arms against the chunky, lardy mass of Rigby’s ass. Trying to push Rigby through the doorway was like trying to jam a truck through a tight garage door. Mordecai grimaced as he applied more force, his muscles bulging under the strain. The feel of Rigby's massive, quivering flesh pressing against his skin was making him feel sick, and he knew he had to get out of there fast.
Despite pushing hard, he felt like he was barely making any progress. The only thing that he could focus on was the horrible feeling of pushing against his friend's ass; the heat, the sweat, the greasy texture of his fur, and the feeling of giving a massage to something that should not be massaged. It was all enough to make him wretch.
The raccoon's attempts to move forward were met with groans from the stressed wood of the doorway. It was a slow, arduous process, each push met with resistance as Rigby's body refused to budge. While the contours of the giant pile of mass gave under and morphed under the blue jay’s pushing, the rest of his frame was uncooperative. 
“Jeez! Careful with the merchandise, Mordecai!” Rigby whined indignantly. 
"Can you shut up for a second?!" He growled at Rigby, who was starting to squirm impatiently. "If you keep messing moving, I’m not going to be able to get you unstuck!"
“Hmph! Hmph!” Rigby huffed in annoyance but stayed still as Mordecai continued to wrestle him forward.
The strain on Rigby's shorts became more pronounced, the fabric audibly groaning as it teetered on the edge of surrender. Mordecai's hands, now coated in a mixture of sweat and body spray, clung to the slippery surface of Rigby's back, and the raccoon’s painful moaning grew in volume until it was audible through the entire house. 
Mordecai heaved with all his might, pushing against Rigby's back—the folds of his back fat compressing around his arms. Mordecai's face was red with exertion as he heaved, slowly managing to push Rigby across the threshold of the doorway. 
“God, dammit… just… MOVE ALREADY!” 
One final push sent Rigby through the door with a wet pop. He launched forward, tumbling forward with his chunky feet—a vast expanse from his calves almost completely swallowing them up—and barely managing to remain upright. His lardy arms circled as he just barely managed to not fall on his back. “D-damn… about time! You really need to work out more. I mean, you can barely push me!”
The audacity of the comment left him speechless for a second. His beak hung open as he tried to connect the dots, just looking at the raccoon with an expression that couldn’t be properly named. “…You’re awful, man!” He hissed. “Screw you! I was going to get everyone together to try and help you, but you’re just an asshole! I hope that you enjoy your cardiac arrest!”
Rigby crossed his chunky arms, turning away like an indignant child ignoring a scolding. “Oh, you’re such a nag! You’re starting to sound more like Benson every day!”
“It’s not that I’m being a nag, you’re just becoming worse!” Mordecai said—hands thrown into the air in exasperation. “I don’t even know how to help you! You just don’t want to be helped, so sorry for caring about you. Now go fill your mouth, you dumb idiot.” He exasperatedly ranted, storming away from the room and leaving Rigby alone.
A feeling of Deja-vu lingered in Rigby’s throat. Was this becoming a pattern? Maybe, but Mordecai punching him was also a pattern, and no one seemed to be bothered by it. He was just tipping the scales to be more balanced, was all. 
He slowly waddled towards his trampoline bed. He needed a rest after walking up the stairs, not to mention the trek to the bathroom. Considering that his stomach now dragged across the floor whenever he walked, washing himself would take him at least thirty-five minutes. Dah sometimes offered to pick him up and take him to a motel so he could help him shower and reach all those hard-to-get areas, but today, the squirrel was busy—that left him to clean himself on his own devices.
The jumping mat strained as Rigby piled himself on top of it, bending downwards as it grazed the floor. Rigby occupied the entire circumference of the trampoline, with even more of himself spilling over the metal. His breathing turned heavy as he felt the blubber piling against his frame, burying and pinning him to the trampoline. The feeling was almost intoxicating, if only because it had become familiar and comforting. 
For a while, all he heard was his breathing and the soft creaks of his trampoline bed. A sudden wave of calmness washed over him as he let out a deep, satisfied sigh. This was the good life. He felt truly safe in his own little world, completely immune from the judgment of all the other park employees. It was the perfect place for him to take refuge and just exist in absolute., gluttonous bliss—nothing more, nothing less.
Of course, his moment of peace was interrupted by the loud grumbling of his stomach. “Jeez! I just fed you!” Rigby whined. “But… I guess I earned it after all that workout. Just a little snack, though!” He chuckled as he ran his hand down his stomach. He was about to reach for his phone—stuck all the way deep into the confines of his skintight shorts’ pocket—to ask Dah for some more grub, but before he even started to try and dig through his blubber, the whirr of the drones serenaded his hears. “Huh? But how did he…”
The drone flew through the window, carrying a large box. This time, however, Rigby noticed that an array of mechanical arms had sprouted from the sides of the machine. New model, maybe? He slowly observed as it slowly hovered near his mouth, beginning to open the container with its multiple iron limbs. They moved with the grace and celerity of slithering snakes, their speed so extreme that he could barely keep up with it. Before he knew it, they opened the box.
The contents made Rigby feel like his mouth had become unhinged. He stared wordlessly at the large, chunky éclair that two of the many hands brought out. It had to be at least nine inches of pure calories; the golden-brown, crispy exterior was coated in a glossy chocolate glaze—the giant, elongated mass of dough was stuffed to the brim with velvety pastry cream, melted chocolate, cookies, and strawberries—and was adorned with a heavy coat of powdered sugar and chocolate spread across the top. “Woah…” The sight was so mesmerizing that he didn’t even reach for it, gawking at it as if it were a trophy instead.
His daydreaming was promptly interrupted as the drone began to move the éclair closer to his mouth, using yet another arm to grab his neck fat and push him towards the dessert rather forcefully. He would’ve complained were it not for the almost brain-melting assault of sugar that hit his mouth as soon as he made contact. He moaned in pure bliss as the drone pushed the éclair deeper into his mouth, forcing him to chew to not choke. He would’ve torn through the dessert whether it was pushed into his mouth or not, of course. He rolled his eyes in pleasure, savoring the assault of pure sugar.
He could barely think through the sheer display of gluttony he was being forced to put on. All he knew was that his mouth was being filled with a seemingly never-ending éclair. Every time he thought he was close to being done, he’d look at the drone and realize that he was only barely through it.  
The sheer amount of calories being consumed made him feel almost drunk; every bite felt like a sweet little explosion in his mouth. His senses were overloaded as aromas of sugar and chocolate filled his nostrils while wave after wave of sugary bliss entered his stomach. Rigby couldn't help but scoff down every sweet treat in sight. His eyes were wide with delight as pockets of icing melted on his tongue, and he quickly inhaled each sugary morsel. As each bite disappeared into his massive gullet, Rigby noticed that he was… slightly shifting downwards. He didn’t think too much about it at first, but eventually, he began to feel his backfat being squeezed by the confines of the metal. He tried to prop himself upwards, but before he could, a horrible ripping sound filled the air.
The trampoline became almost completely undone under the weight of his body. "WAIT, NO!" Rigby screamed as his blubber became trapped between the metal ring that made the base of the trampoline. The jumping mat—now turned into tatters—somewhat cushioned his fall. The metal ring that once supported the structure had become a constricting vice around his expansive midsection, causing his soft blubber to spill out in uneven, doughy waves—once-plump cushions of adipose tissue were compressed into bulging folds between the unforgiving metal coils and bars.
Rigby felt his breathing quicken as he desperately tried to prop himself upward, but the trampoline’s base was unyielding. He pushed and huffed as he tried to push the fat through the hole—all to no avail. His panic grew like wildfire once he was reminded of the drone’s presence by its whirring. “W-wait! I think I have to stop for a moment. Just give me a-MPMHH!” 
The drone’s feeding was becoming more intense. Its metal arms clamped tightly around the flabby flesh of his neck while, head forced against the half-eaten jumbo éclair. “Mphhhm, mphhm!” A muffled cry of protest escaped from beneath the éclair as he tried to push away the drone, but his fat hands and arms were pinned to either side of him by another pair of metal arms, bound to continue eating. His neck bobbed up and down through the constant consumption, gluttony, and horror mixing in his mind.
He felt his stomach fill up quickly through the incessant feeding as if it was about to burst with every bite. The giant, thick layers of cellulite rippled as his struggle intensified. He could feel the energy draining from him, but he couldn’t seem to do anything about it as the drone continued shoving bites of eclairs into his mouth faster than he could swallow them. With every bite, he felt himself being pushed down further into the metal coils that held him captive like a prisoner—the only reprieve coming from second-long breaks between bites of dessert.
W-what is going on?! Why won’t it stop?!
He tried to focus on what little pleasure he could take from this experience, but all he got were mixed feelings of pain from his body starting to get stretched beyond its limits. His stomach churned like a faulty machine being overworked. Time seemed to stop, constantly forced to indulge in the gluttony that he once glorified so much.
Each passing moment felt like an eternity, and the drone's relentless assault on his senses blurred the boundaries between seconds and hours. The layers of lard on his body ebbed and jiggled in protest as he continued to struggle against the metal coils, his efforts only pushing him further into captivity. The drone's mechanical arms worked with ruthless efficiency, leaving him gasping for breath.
Then finally—after feeling trapped for god knows how long—Rigby finally found himself free from the drone’s clutches. Sweat dripped down his face and a few éclair crumbs still stuck to his shirt. His clothing was slightly torn and damp with sweat, uncomfortably sticking to his body. “Oh… oh my… ghod…” His arms were still held up fiercely by the hands, binding him to his makeshift prison. “Mgh… no… more…”
“No more? But I thought you wanted to be a lazy, fat raccoon, Rigby!” 
Rigby's heart skipped a beat as he turned to the window and saw Dah - a malicious look on his face—hanging from one of the drones. The small squirrel was propped up by his arms, dangling in mid-air, and then gracefully swung back and forth until he gained enough momentum to slip through the narrow gap and land firmly on the ground. “Heh. Still got it.” Dah said in a whisper. 
“What the hell, man!? Your drone’s out of fucking control, man!” Rigby huffed, still desperately trying to pry himself from the trampoline. “Damn thing made me get stuck in this! You should come and fix this now!”
“Oh, but you look so adorable all wedged up inside the trampoline!” Dah said as he playfully poked Rigby’s stomach, much to the raccoon’s chagrin. “Look at you, you fat fuck.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“W-what the? What’s up with you?” Rigby was now sure that there was something horribly wrong. He was completely helpless, wedged inside a prison of his own making. His legs writhed slightly from side to side, a last-ditch effort to try and escape his inevitable fate. “You’re… acting weird…”
Dah only chuckled—bitterness dripping from his laughter. “Sorry, but how can you expect me to hold back? It’s hilarious that you were so careless that you let yourself get like this! Only someone like you would let themselves go like this!” He continued teasing the flab around Rigby’s body, playing with the velvety dough as if it were a stress ball.
“Lay off, you freak! And don’t act like it’s not your fault!” Rigby indignantly replied. “Y-you’re the one that got off to me getting fat! Why are you switching up on me so fast?!”
“You still haven’t figured it out?” Dah mockingly asked. “Man, you’re even stupider than I thought!”
“I’m not stupid! I just wanted some money!” Rigby clarified, indignant and continuing to try and pry his arms free of the arms’ grip. “You know what?! W-we can call this off! Now get the hell out of here!”
“Oh, that’s not how it works, Rigby.” Dah hissed, taking off his glasses as he glared at Rigby. “You can’t just back away from an agreement. You signed a contract, right? I bet that you were so desperate that you didn’t even read it.”
“W-well, what are you gonna do, huh?! Sue me? Because, buddy, I only have the cash that you’ve given me! You’re going to get NOTHING from me!”
“That would be assuming that money’s the thing that I want out of this. No, I want something else.”  He shoved the glasses into his breast pocket, moving from poking Rigby’s flab to twisting and pinching it as hard as he could, making Rigby scream out in pain as he helplessly writhed under the squirrel’s coveting hands. “I want revenge.”
“R-revenge?! For what?!”
///
“Ugh! Mordecai!” Benson called for the blue jay. “Why do I always have to tell you guys that if you log onto your email in the computer, you have to log out! This computer is only for work-related purposes!”
“I’m not the one that keeps using it. If you want to complain to someone else, you have to ask Rig…” The thought hung off onto his words, puzzle pieces falling into place as he lingered on Rigby’s name. “Wait, Rigby’s account is still logged on?”
“Yeah. That’s literally the problem—HEY!” Benson screamed as Mordecai shoved him aside, desperately searching through the raccoon’s emails and private messages. “Mordecai, what are you doing?!”
“Don’t you think it’s weird that Rigby’s suddenly drowning in cash and eating like a pig? Whoever is giving him all that money is probably the reason. If we find out what that deal is, we can cut him out of it and get him back to normal.”
“Mordecai, I’m not allowed to dabble in employee’s business if they’re outside of the park’s employment,” Benson explained, yet still clearly curious.
“Well, it’s not like you’re doing anything if I’m the one typing the words into the computer. You’d just be a witness!”
“…That is true.”
///
“Revenge!? I never did anything to you! We haven’t met before you called me into that damn restaurant and made me sign that stupid contract!”
“Oh, but we have! You just never bothered to check if my name was the real deal. Faking identities is pathetically easy nowadays, dontcha know?”
///
“ShablowshkeeD? What kind of name is that?” Mordecai asked.
“Wait,” Benson called. “Say it again.”
“…ShablowskhkeeD?”
“There’s just something… familiar about it. I think it’s written in a scuffed way intentionally”
///
“Your username? What’s it got to do with anything?”
“I admit that I made it somewhat obvious, but that’s because I wanted to see your face once you figured it out.”
///
“Shablowshkee… Shablowskee…” Mordecai’s eyes widened. “Shablowski.”
“Wait, you mean that guy!? Wasn’t he in prison?!” 
///
“Me?! In prison?! Come on, Rigby! Did you think that I wouldn’t escape?!” Dah’s bushy, orange fur began to turn brown and silky as he cackled madly. The air reeked of an otherworldly energy as his body grotesquely morphed into that of a brown otter. His fluffy tail—once curled around him before flopping on the floor—was now lengthened and tapered. His snout elongated into a sleeker form, whiskers sprouting from the side. “I at least expected you to shape up after I got arrested, but I found out that you’re still being a lazy, useless piece of garbage!”
Rigby stood breathless, clenching his fists in anger as he desperately tugged his arms forward, gurgling stomach sloshing through his fruitless attempts at resistance. The sight of the shape-shifting otter gawking at him—the face of the gentle and almost admiring squirrel now being worn by his vindictive captor—made him feel the helplessness sink deep down into his chest. 
“And since you didn’t appreciate your life after I almost stole it, then I guess that you don’t want this life! That means that it’s mine to take!” What once was an unassuming frame now rippled with the emergence of bulging musculature beneath the surface. Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of their attire, and arms thickened with newfound strength, sending tremors through the seams of their clothing.
“W-what are you going to do?”
“I’ll be taking you somewhere where you won’t be meddling with my plans, Rigby.”
///
“Holy crap! No wonder that he was insistent in turning Rigby into a pile of lard! We need to warn him before—“
The ear-bursting sound of wood bursting and splintering interrupted him, leaving him and Benson in complete silence before they wordlessly agreed and rushed to the source of the thundering noise.
Mordecai stood on the doorway, beak agape as he met the sight in front of him. “What the…”
///
Rigby slowly opened his eyes as he saw Doug slowly shrink down to his normal size, clothes still overstretched from the sudden transformation. The entire wall of the room had been demolished into splinters and cracked wood boards—a massive hole left in the front of the house. Outside, a flock of drones was gathered—the sound of their spinning propellers ear-bursting as it almost completely drowned out everyone’s thoughts. They were countless, almost looking like a swarm of bugs surrounding their home.
“What the hell is that?!” Benson screamed.
Mordecai didn’t even answer. He rushed at Doug, letting out an enraged wail as he tried to tackle the otter. 
He was met with a mighty, oversized fist swung at him as soon as he leaped at the shapeshifter. The impact sent him flying through the room, launched as if he were weightless before slamming against the wall. 
“MORDECAI!” Rigby screamed, thrashing desperately as adrenaline surged within him. The constant movement caused the metal poles that held up the trampoline to creak in agony, bending outwards as more and more pressure started to be mounted onto them. “You!” He hissed at Doug. “Stop hurting my friends, you ass!”
“Friends? Didn’t I see you treating everyone like garbage for weeks?” Doug said as he motioned for more of the drones to rise—eight of them revealing that held by their iron fingers was a giant, blue tarp. “You don’t deserve this life! You didn’t cherish it!”
“Wait, w-what are you…” Rigby’s lardy arms were pulled into the air, finally realizing what Doug exactly was doing. He was going to kidnap him. “NO! WAIT! STOP!” He kicked his legs like a maniac, kicking away against the trampoline. "Y-YOU CAN'T DO THIS! THIS IS ILLEGAL!" His shrill screams grew louder and louder, voice breaking under his imminent doom. "I DON'T WANT TO-" His screaming was finally silenced as the trampoline finally couldn't handle his erratic movements. The legs bent too much, breaking in half and sending him crashing into the ground. 
Doug’s cheeks puffed up as he tried to stifle his laughter. He barely held off, breaking out into laughter. “You really are a fucking fatass, Rigby! This was just bound to happen, with or without me!”
“S-shut up—GAH!” 
Now freed from the confines of the trampoline, he was helpless to do anything. He felt the cold metal fingers of the drone grab him, yanking him off the ground and suspending him in the air. The drones cradled him up like a pile of putty, and in a matter of seconds, Rigby was bundled up in the large, blue tarp, unable to move or scream any longer. The thick, crinkly fabric completely bound him up—his muffled screams barely audible. 
Benson stepped closer to the otter, his glass face incandescent and tinted red. “You’re absolutely demented! I’m gonna be calling the police!”
“Oh, for the wall?” Doug mockingly asked. “Just tell me how much I need to pay and I’ll sign you a check.”
“No, for the kidnapping!”
“Ohhhh, that. That.” Doug didn’t even seem phased by the prospect. He held his arms behind his back, gleefully looking at Benson to see if the gumball machine would find out. “Still have no idea what I’m doing? Did the lard ball over there not tell you?”
Benson’s eyelids lowered as he glared daggers at Doug. “What are you saying?”
“I’m saying that according to this little legal document that Mister Rigby Riggerson signed,” —Doug took the contract out of his bag, stretching himself upwards so that he could hold it over Benson’s head. “I can relocate him once he reaches a specific weight threshold. He should be grateful that I didn’t move him before.”
“What the?!” Benson’s eyes darted left and right as he skimmed over the document. His first instinct was to throw it at Doug’s face, but he couldn’t even spot anything illegal, let alone fishy. “Dammit, of course, Rigby would’ve signed something like this without even reading it…”
“Mgh...” Mordecai moaned in pain.
“Mordecai!” Benson rushed to the blue jay’s side, the avian slowly beginning to regain consciousness. “Are you okay?! Thank god for health insurance…”
“Not… the best thing to be worried about right now, Benson,” Mordecai said—his voice strained and pained.  
“So, if you don’t mind, I’ll be taking my property to… well, none of you need to know. If you still want a groundskeeper, I’m always up for hire.” Doug hopped up and gripped the bottom of one of the drones, dangling from it. “Adios, sucke—“
The sound of a gunshot rang through the room—a horrible, high-pitched ringing lingering in everyone’s ears afterward. The drone that Doug had been holding onto had been left as a blackened, destroyed pile of electronic parts and wires. The otter had slammed onto the ground, groaning in pain as he rubbed his back.
Benson uncovered his ears, opening his eyes and gasping. “M-Mister Mallard?! What are you doing here!”
“Don’t you dare think that you can take away my property.” Mr. Mallard angrily pointed at the otter with his wrinkles-covered, dry finger with a row of suited-up men behind him. He turned to Benson, angrily shaking his head at the gumball machine “And that contract is null, you oaf. Didn’t I tell you to read all of the contracts for the employees this year?”
“W-what the… yeah, but I just didn’t find the time—“ Benson stammered.
“Spare me the excuses, Benson. I’ll deal with you later. And as for you…” He said while pointing at Doug, whose bravado had slipped away as soon as he entered the room. “Whatever vendetta you have against Riggerson is not something I’d care about, but I need that boy inside the park. After all, his job contract makes it so that he can’t miss out on labor for at least another year…”
“W… What are you…?”
“That goes for you too.” The old park owner clarified to the blue jay. “Did you really think that I’ll give you such good benefits without a catch? I’m surprised at how stupid young people can be.”
“Hey! What the hell, man?! We wanted to—ugh!” Mordecai angrily countered, stopping to catch his breath and clench his stomach from the pain pulsing through his ribs. “W-we just wanted a place to work…”
“Mhm. Whatever.” Mr. Mallard hummed. “They’re not allowed to stay off for more than 2 days away from the park house either, so I recommend that you leave my overgrown raccoon worker if you know what’s good for you, chump.”
Doug stood still for a second, slowly stepping away from Mallard and his security team. The realization that he had been cornered once again slowly dawned on his face—fear smearing his once confident expression.
He turned around and tried to make a sprint for it, but Mallard snapped his fingers almost immediately and sent his guards at the otter. Doug barely took a step before he was caught, thrown to the ground, and repeatedly kicked by the men in suits as Mordecai and Benson watched in pure satisfaction.
“…Thanks, Mr. Mallard,” Mordecai said as he finally managed to stand up. 
“You fools might cause a lot of problems, but you also have a terrifying ability to get out of them. By now, I just keep you around so that you make sure that the park is still standing.” The old man explained. “But I guess that you’re not smart enough to deal with the legalese. I’ll need to keep that in mind from now on. As for you, Benson.”
“Yes?” Benson squeaked. 
“Fix those stupid holes.” He said while pointing at the small one in the wall—the one that started this whole mess—and the one that Doug had made in the wall. “Do it or you’re fired.”
“Y-yes, Mister Mallard. Will do that immediately.” 
“Good. And uh, call the police. I don’t want that vermin near my park anymore.” He said while pointing at Doug, who was still being beaten into a pulp. “Do it before my coffee break, if you can.”
“Yes, Mister Mallard.”
“All right. Then I’ll be going now.” The elder said as he slowly walked out of the room, seemingly unaware of the currently-beaten otter in front of him.
Then, there was only Mordecai, Benson, and Rigby.
“Should we do something about… him?” Benson asked, referring to Doug.
Mordecai looked at the mob kicking his friend’s to-be captor. “Nah, I think that we can wait a bit. Same with Rigby, maybe the scare will do him good.”
Benson chuckled. “That is something I can agree with.”
///
Rigby huffed and puffed as the sun above continued showering him in melting heat. He and the four hundred pounds of blubber that were attached to him. The workout clothes that Mordecai bought him barely wrapped around the layers upon layers of cellulite. The blue running shorts were almost swallowed up by the sagging lard of his ass—the red muscle shirt barely managed to have his pillowy arms go through the arms holes and clung to his man boobs fiercely, leaving some underboob visible to everyone that watched in pure schadenfreude—and the headband had soaked up so much sweat that it resembled a rag. 
He waddled through the dirt path, each step titanic and causing the blubber around his calves to jiggle vigorously. Everyone around him looked at him as a walking pile of lard worthy of mockery. Pedestrians—from little kids and their parents to old married couples—pointed and laughed at him. He would yell at them to shut up, but he was already so out of breath from running that he physically couldn’t. 
“Come on, fatty! You want to lose all those extra pounds, don’t you?” Mordecai’s voice boomed through the megaphone as he followed behind Rigby with the golf cart. “You still have a few miles left!”
“S-shuuduuh…” The raccoon exhaled. “A-and when are you going to get me… clothes that fit me?!”
"Stop complaining! They’ll fit once you lose another one hundred pounds!” Mordecai said through laughter, making sure to draw as much attention from the surrounding park-goers. “Now get back to running, you lard ball!"
“Mgh… I HATE YOU!” 
