Dealing with lost civilians was something that always left Carlos’ stomach twisting. Maybe it was because of a content diet composed of nothing but gruesome murder cases narrated in a bombastic way, but he always anticipated the result involving body bags and half-burnt flesh. Of course, almost all of what he ended up hired for was just a runaway cheating husband or someone trying to avoid paying a debt, but that worrisome feeling never left him. The nature of this specific disappearance tickled that perverted and paranoid part of his mind.
Idiot influencers were dime a dozen, so it was just a matter of time before one disappeared in the middle of a stream. He was breaking into a storage unit to look for unreleased Nintendo World merchandise. For some reason, the situation gave him a strange sense of Déjà vu, but he didn’t think too much about it. He might’ve been conflating other cases that he was involved him—the reason didn’t matter. 
The police were looking into it, but it had been a full week and they hadn’t made any progress. One of the influencer’s fans grew so desperate for answers that they eventually hired him to look into what exactly happened that night. It certainly helped that the desperate benefactor was desperate enough to give him thousands of dollars for a quick resolution.
Locating the hangar took some time, but the landmarks in the background before the streamer entered let him know that it was in a giant lot that god knows who owned thirty minutes away from the city. In the thirty-minute recording, the influencer said that someone tipped him off about the unreleased merchandise. Whoever did it was still completely unknown. Even after snooping through his social media accounts through less-than-legal means, Carlos found nothing. That meant that he had to go to the source directly.
He put his shoulder to the door and pushed, straining against the wood until it finally creaked open. The rusty hinges groaned in protest as the door opened, exposing a dark chasm of a building. He squinted against the dim light streaming through dirt-encrusted windows, barely enough for him to get his bearings.
Loud, droning hums came from within the dark expanse around him. The ray of light from his flashlight barely broadened his field of view. Besides the crusts of dirt and dust that littered the entire place, boxes and scrap were strewn around haphazardly. Despite everything intel-wise pointing to this storage being the one where the future amusement park attractions were being stored, everything looked dilapidated and abandoned. The air hung thick with dirt and grime, almost suffocating. 
His slow, methodical steps echoed and bounced against the metal walls. The hums slowly grew closer and more intense, like the sound of a wild animal scurrying through the darkened halls. 
A horrible, chemical odor was strong. Even just a faint whiff made him nauseous. He couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was—uncertainty driving itself through his chest. He moved forward, his senses on high alert, and his hand tightly gripping his flashlight. Fear coursed through him as he stepped over scraps of metal and cardboard boxes.
Suddenly, the hum grew louder, and the smell of chemicals intensified. Carlos felt his heart hammering in his chest as he cautiously followed the sound. As he turned a corner, he saw something that concerned him as much as it confused him. 
A giant pile of rubber, cartoonishly-proportioned mascot suits were stashed against a corner. Open, dirtied boxes with the Animal Crossing logo were positioned near the arrangement. A dark, strange goop was smeared against the cardboard surface—tarry, black smudges obscuring the otherwise colorful design. In contrast to the boxes that once probably contained them, the giant suits were perfectly stainless—even shiny against the ray of light of his flashlight. The three, from left to right were, a yellow dog dressed in a winter outfit, an owl adorned with nothing but a bowtie, and a skunk dressed in old-timey-looking clothes respectively. 
“What the hell…?” He cautiously approached the boxes, kneeling to get a closer look. The black sludge inside and outside the boxes was bubbling and sending off an acrid smell. A wisp of smoke drifted up from the boxes, accompanied by an ominous sizzling noise. “Jesus, I’ll need to come here with some chem equipment…” He pinched his nose against the wafting odor, feeling a nausea crawl up his throat. He grabbed his camera as fast as he could to take pictures of the evidence and then get out of there. There was something deeper going on, but just going in head-first with a camera would be a bad idea.
He snapped a photo, the flash illuminating the area around him. As soon as the shutter went off, he heard something shift around him. It was faint and incredibly brief. Carlos’ hand shook as he spun around without rhyme or reason, trying to see where the noise came from—shining his flashlight at random. “What the fuck?” It came up again, this time louder. Carlos gasped, the sound of his breathing filling his air. “Is there anyone there?!”
Silence. His breathing was visible, but he felt seen. There was something inside his factory. A slithering, crawling creature. His heart sank as he waited for the next noise. His mind flashed at the thousands of documentaries that ended in cold cases because of a lack of evidence. The money in his pockets felt meaningless now that he felt like his life was at the hands of something truly foul inside of the building.
Then, instead of a slight shift, the noise this time was wetter—now directly confirmed that it came from the pile of villager suits. It was like living, boiling sludge moving around on its own. He couldn’t run. Fear was like a paralyzing animal digging its claws into his legs. It corroded and consumed, crawling up the side of his body as the horror of the situation dawned on him. Even if he was to run away, it wouldn’t matter. He thought—no, he knew—that if he tried to run away, as he turned his back to the suits, something—whatever was stored inside—would jump out of there.
The shuffling continued. Unceasing. It was like seeing slow, clunky, and barely operational machines come to life. Their chunky and puffy limbs writhed as they began to rise, their pristine exterior tainted as the black sludge began to pour out of their seams. 
Carlos swallowed hard, taking a step back as the sludge-covered suits began to rise from the floor. They moved slowly and clumsily, almost as if they were still trying to figure out how to work their limbs. Carlos realized with horror that this wasn't just some kind of sludge or chemical spill—it was something alive and with a horrible, unknowable intent. The sulfuric, artificial smell grew worse as more and more spilled out of them.
The suits lumbered towards him at a crawling speed, their plastic eyes reflecting the dim light of the flashlight. 
He took a hasty step back, but his shoe caught on an old, cracked tile, and he stumbled backward. He crashed to the ground with a loud thud—the impact sending up a puff of dust that lingered in the air. The creatures - whatever they were - lurched forward, their movements now more coordinated and deliberate. Carlos scrambled backward, his heart hammering in his chest as the sludge began to pool near him. 
“No! No! Stay away!” He screamed! He crawled like a wounded animal desperately attempting to feel a predator. He was a carnivore ensnared by his ego—regrets seeped into the base of his throat as he burned thanks to his own petard. The money in his pockets was weightless as he saw that sizzling, horrible substance crawling up his leg. Despite the bubbling, boiling nature of the liquid, it was harmless. It draped over his leg like a mantle, the substance moving on its own. “W-what… is this…?”
The suits congregated around him. Their expressionless, forever smiling gazes were fixated on him—peering down at their helpless victim. Their arms remained limp, dangling and letting droplets of black sludge pour from the limbs’ ends.
Carlos lay there, motionless, as the sludge-covered suits closed in around him. A sense of dread consumed him, the kind of fear parallel to drowning without a sign of hope of ever resurfacing. The suffocating fumes coming from the substance coating his He couldn't move, couldn't scream, couldn't do anything but wait. The smoke coming from the liquid grew thicker and less opaque. It was like paradoxically it got more comforting yet more horrifyingly hot. There was no pain, just anxiety and worry. 
It covered his hands. His arms. His waist. His chest. Himself. It covered him. He was more sludge than puma. As Carlos lay there, enveloped in the black sludge, a strange sensation began to wash over him. It started as a tingling in his fingertips, then spread through his body like wildfire. His heart raced, pounding so hard against his chest that it felt like it might burst through his ribcage at any moment. 
The tarry substance slid up his neck, slowly creeping towards his face. He could feel it entering his nose, ears, and mouth, coating the inside of his body with thick sludge like a foamy batter. Eyes wide open, muscles stiff with fear, he waited for... whatever this substance was to melt his insides or worse still, something immeasurably worse. What he didn't expect was for the warmth to creep into his groin and perineum, then flood towards the head of his penis like an ocean wave. Panic set in, but he couldn't even scream as the sludge pushed its way down his windpipe, suffocating him from within.
He released a guttural moan, his tongue flicking out of his mouth as he panted uncontrollably. His eyes glazed over and his body seemed to be writhing beneath an invisible force. The sheer intensity of the experience was palpable as if every nerve in his body had been stimulated simultaneously, sending electrical shocks of pleasure traveling through his veins like a tidal wave. Instantly, a wave of disgust sunk into his chest and he felt tendrils of slime slide deep inside his ears and penetrate his brain. The neurons fired without end, creating an unbearable pressure in his head as the mental overload took over.
TOM NOOK.
The sound reverberated in his mind, a deafening and persistent pounding that rivaled the jackhammer outside his window. He was overcome with a vivid image of the tanuki—a creature he had read about countless times in stories heard as a child. The small figure was wearing it's signature dark blue apron, speaking in the beeps and boops trademark to every character from the series. Everything else faded into obscurity as the mental image of the tanuki took center stage in his mind. 
TOM NOOK.
The word sent tremors across his body. From his shoulders to his feet, he shuddered as the words sent borderline orgasmic pleasure through him. The mixture of pleasure and disgust was overwhelming, and he couldn't help but moan as the sludge continued to fill him up both physically and mentally. The pollution in his brain carried the image of the tanuki; playing through the stock animations of his character and the sound of his talking boops turning unending. It was as if the character itself was speaking directly into his mind with a language made of ones and zeroes.
TOM NOOK.
As the sludge made its way further down his body, the pleasure intensified. He felt his penis growing harder and longer, being pulled by an invisible force. He wanted to scream, to resist the overwhelming sensations, but he couldn't. Every fiber of his being was under the control of the sludge, and he was powerless to do anything but submit. He still tried to resist the overwhelming sensation, but it was no use. Tom Nook's name continued to echo through his mind like a mantra, each repetition intensifying the pleasure coursing through his veins. The sludge that had once felt like a suffocating nightmare now felt like a warm embrace, comforting and familiar.
TOM NOOK.
He heard the tell-tale clang of coins being weighed out and dropped into leather bags. His eyes grew wide as a yellow, glowing light filled his vision, and for a moment it felt like money was everywhere. He could feel himself succumbing to its power as if he were being possessed by its very concept. The sound intensified with each second; one bag being jingled—two—four—eight—and then the sound of clanking coins overlapped to the point that he couldn't count.
TOM NOOK.
The word kept rhythmically pulsing in his brain. By now, he felt every single inch of space inside of him now be completely occupied by the black slime. Multiple layers of the liquid covered him, a thick coating obscuring his body to the point that there was nothing visible underneath. On the outside, he just looked like an ever-increasing pile of black goo that writhed under its weight. Corded and overworked muscles were pacified as whatever negative emotions that once were there now eroded into an almost intoxication-esque haze.
TOM NOOK.
What was he doing before meeting his…friends? Were the figures that cornered him his friends? For some reason, those three brought a strange sense of familiarity. The memory of the figures that had cornered him flooded back into his mind, and he suddenly got a clearer picture of them; his wonderful assistant, the town’s museum keeper, and the owner of the shoe shop. He doesn’t have any specific memories of them, but paradoxically, it felt like he had known them for ages. He remembers telling Isabelle to take a break, surveying the construction of Blather’s museum, and perusing through Kicks’ stock of shoes to see which one would go the best with his apron.
Wait. 
Apron? But Carlos didn’t remember—
TOM NOOK.
Ah, yeah. There it was. The memory eluded him for a few seconds, but now he could remember it perfectly. Made out of the finest cloth money could buy and imprinted with his shop’s insignia—a half-eaten apple stitched with a lighter blue tone to make it stand out. Over the years, it had become a tight fight thanks to his old age. It wrapped around tightly around his belly, digging into the flesh.
Wait, was he fat? He always remembered working out at least four times a week so why—
TOM NOOK.
Then again, maybe he had let himself go through the years. He really needed to take a rest from his constant work—his memory was seemingly beginning to fail him. Constantly managing… what did he manage?
TOM NOOK.
Real state! Yes. Managing such a high-value business venture often brought too much stress. Being the owner of Tom Nook's housing business was no easy feat, but it was worth it. After all, constantly surrounded by… no, not dollars. The word just sounded wrong in his mind. There had to be another term for what he had by the millions.
TOM NOOK
Bells! Gosh, he had so many bells that it was unbelievable. Some people might call him greedy, but he couldn’t care less! He had gotten all those wonderful bells fair and square. He was just a humble, everyday businessman. Not just that, but he was giving back to his community! Without him, Miss Isabelle wouldn’t have a job, Blathers wouldn’t be able to foster his passion for fossils, and Mister Kicks would be deprived of so many potential customers!
TOM NOOK.
He was Tom Nook! A tanuki that needed a vacation post-haste. What was he doing in such a run-down hangar? And why were his friends there? Surely, they should all be resting while they waited for their mayor to tell them what to do. Were they all on an errand by him? That seemed possible because they were wonderful and obedient citizens. They wouldn’t be out here without a good reason.
[bookmark: _GoBack]He slowly began to make out the shadows of his friends around him and saw the roof above. When he opened his eyes, his shock was palpable. Instead of a shining body, he saw that he was a giant mound of black goo. He tried to speak, but when he parted his lips, nothing came out. It was like something had been stuffed inside. What was there? Before he could even begin questioning it, he saw that the pitch black was suddenly gaining the usual coloration.
A dark brown surged around his feet—once actual well-proportioned feet covered in dark tar now turned round, featureless nubs—while a lighter tone crept up his legs. Tom Nook ran his hands across the silky surface of the material, feeling a pleasurable tingling sensation as the different shades of brown began to taint his body, swirling together before firmly settling themselves on top of the base rubber. As he continued to rub the rubber against his body, waves of pleasure coursed through him until finally ebbing away. He licked his lips in anticipation as he was left blue-balled and yearning for more.
His ‘friends’ lifted a full-length mirror and set it in front of him. His eyes grew wide as he stepped closer to the glass and examined himself. His once-average build had transformed into an egg-like protrusion that extended from his shoulders, making him appear almost fat. His legs and arms were puffed up like marshmallows with matching feet on the ends. He realized this was now normal for him. After all, the reason that he was so lovable was because of his friendly appearance. A normal body would be uncouth for attracting customers. He was as marketable as someone could be!
His apron suddenly manifested around him, tightly wrapping around his body and tying itself into a neat bow. Tom Nook slowly turned around to examine the apron, and his eyes instantly lit up. The process was cumbersome with his bulky limbs and puffy body, but that didn’t matter. He was used to this, so why would he care about it? This was the normal for him. 
TOM NOOK
The brown layer had almost completely covered the rubber base. A rush of euphoria ran through his rubber mascot veins. Such a look was more than perfect for him. Self-love quickly morphed into almost orgasmic self-obsession. He couldn’t stop looking at himself. He was beyond perfect. The softness—the endless squeaking sound—the feeling of thousands of liters of rubber caking an organic base that was nothing more than a vessel. 
TOM NOOK
Tom Nook shifted his weight and pulled his pillowy, thick arms down to the area of his crotch. His tightly stretched rubber overalls creaked with the effort, a barrier between him and the pleasure he so desperately sought. He pushed as hard as he could, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't find any relief. The air in the room seemed to thicken with frustration and Tom's breathing became heavier and more labored, as he felt his manhood becoming increasingly unmanageable with every passing second. A dull ache had settled in this groin and it was growing more intense by the second. He needed it. He craved it. The thought of being deprived of pleasure made him nearly delirious.
He thrust his hands into the rubbery mass, pressing it against his face. As he continued to shape and manipulate its form, the rubber slowly conformed around his head, eventually taking on the shape of a giant Tom Nook mascot head. The size of the head was so immense that he had to take a step back to keep from tipping over, wobbling back and forth clumsily. Maybe he was just having an off day. All his friends knew how to move around. He’d learn too. They were all performers and villagers. 
WE HAVE TO TAKE POSITION, TOM NOOK.
His cock throbbed at the command. He didn’t know who said it or where it came from. Was it himself? His conscience? A remnant of his organic base? It didn’t matter. It felt good. The words were like a serenade. He had to follow. Hearing them brought him even more pleasure than rubbing ever could. 
Stocky feet moved on their own, following behind his friends as they marched back to the corner where they were all back when this first initiated. They were just being stored before they went home; to a place of amusement where they would all forever perform. Mayor’s orders were absolute, and to top it all off, he was guaranteed accolades for as long as he could imagine! Daybreak was coming, and the thought of being showered in praise and bells made him giddy. 
Tom Nook's friends pulled him up with a gentle tug, and he felt his body being lifted off of the cold, hard ground. They carefully carried him towards the box, which radiated warmth and comfort. When his feet touched its soft surface, Tom couldn't help but let out a sigh of relief. He sunk further into its depths until his entire body was submerged, and he closed his eyes in bliss as he felt the warm gooey sludge engulfing him in pure happiness. Tom Nook felt the warm embrace and the safety of the box as he slowly closed his eyes. He heard his friends slowly get inside their own respective boxes, all of them ready to be preserved until they were ready to be brought out to perform.
///
Nova ground the cigarette underneath his feet as he pushed the rusty door open. The last thing he knew, Carlos had scored a big case and went off to solve it as fast as he could. The puma always had trouble reeling himself in when it came to money. A dollar was like a carrot on a stick for the guy. He didn’t show up for their morning coffee, and he wasn’t home either. By the time his phone went to voicemail, he knew that there was something terribly wrong. The feline’s paper trail had led him to this giant, abandoned hangar.
Nova flicked the flashlight on, immediately pinching his nose at the heavy chemical scent in the air. “You better have not gotten yourself dissolved in a vat of acid, Carlos…” he muttered, trying to calm his racing heart with some dark humor.
Then, a loud splash. Something heavy and wet smashed against the ground, making the detective’s stomach twist. He quickly waved his flashlight around, finally settling upon an odd sight. Sitting neatly on a corner was…. A giant Tom Nook mascot suit. Nova slowly walked up to the mascot suit, feeling a strange mix of curiosity and fear. He cautiously stepped closer, not sure what to make of it. He ran his hands along the squeaky material, feeling a strange sense of nostalgia. This was definitely not Carlos. Yet, it still felt like it was calling him.
He slowly opened the mascot’s head, his eyes widening in horror. Inside, spilling out of the suit, was a giant pool of black sludge that smelled like burning plastic. “What the hell—GAH!” He was hoisted into the air by thick, plush, and squeaky arms. “What the hell?! Unhand me!” He screamed, trying to reach for his gun. He gripped the firearm, but by then, it was too late. 
Nova was dunked into a box, forever encased in a giant pool of similarly colored goo.


