Vince kept turning the gas mask around his hands. The material was almost like old leather; somewhat squeaky yet rough to the touch. The stitching was the same as the one from the real merch line; four thick lines from the forehead to the bridge of the pig nose, five more around the mouth to form a ghoulish-looking frown, and two more under the eye lenses—so opaque that it was completely impossible to see behind them. 
Is this the real deal?  He wondered. The Roadhog Gas Mask wouldn’t be out for at least two months according to the announcement on the Blizzard website, and yet here it was; stashed in a corner of a thrift shop in the costume section. The only thing that clued him into its origin was the lack of a copyright stamp on the inside, but then again, leaked products often lacked the info that would go on the final product. And it’s for so cheap too… ten bucks? This is worth at least twenty times more than that. He felt a little bad for even thinking about buying it from the owner considering the massive worth that it had, but at the same time, he’d be an idiot for letting go of such a massive opportunity.
He did a quick double-take to check if anyone was looking at him. All right. Just quickly try it on and if it fits around your face, buy it as fast as possible. Simple as that. He mentally murmured to psyche himself up.
Vince placed his hands inside the mask and stretched the straps from within to make space for his head. He quickly found it unnecessary, however, as the size of the costume piece made it so that there was plenty of space for his head. His chin didn’t even manage to scrape the mask’s chin pocket even after multiple tugs from the head harness, the leather bottom of the mask flaccidly dangling in the air as a result. He tried pulling tighter on all the straps to see if it would accommodate his face better, but despite how hard he yanked on them, they refused to budge even a bit. Are these straps just for show? I can’t adjust them at all…
Taking a deep breath and exhaling to see if he could breathe, the scent of old leather hit his nostrils. The scent was decayed and ashy, almost like breathing in cigarette smoke turned solid. There was dust and what felt like… sand inside too, trickling the outer edges of his nose, making him exhale by force. Saliva flew out of his mouth and through the breathing valve. The scent was so terrible that Vince couldn’t stop his coughing fit, growing louder and drawing the attention of other customers. Their eyes glaring only worsened the situation—his anxiety hastening his breathing and in turn, making him cough louder. Jesus, no wonder this got thrown out! What did they use to make these?! 
He immediately tried to pull the mask off his face, gripping the head strap through forming tears. But as his clawed hands made contact with the polyester straps, something happened. 
The mask smashed against his face—closing in around him like a bear trap clamping down on its victim. He screamed out in pain as the hard plastic slammed against his muzzle, a horrible pain spreading from his nose to the rest of his face. The plastic bands suddenly tightened with newfound flexibility that wasn’t there before, securing his head in a perfect fit. The strands of chocolate brown fur and crimson hair that weren’t directly being compressed by the straps and mask jutted outward.
“Get me out, get me out!” He screamed, but his words were almost completely incomprehensible through the thick leather breathing valve and the filters surrounding it. The sound was so distorted that it was practically undifferentiable from his coughing, so none came to help. “What is this?! LET ME OUT ALREADY!” Vince pushed the gas mask forward with all his might, trying to snap the bands by force, but they were unmoving—strong as hard, cold steel. They didn’t even strain against his fruitless attempts at freedom. It was useless, yet he still pushed—fighting like a cornered animal against the mask.
He felt his fur and hair stand up on end. They were crawling as if each strand had a life of their own. Clawed hands sprawled out as that strange, erratic buzz traveled across his skin. His crimson mane began to push upwards, gaining an oily and unkempt feel.  He couldn’t see it, but each one of his hairs were turning an ashy, faded white. His eyes widened in shock as he felt a sudden chill rush across his body—a horrible sensation that he couldn’t understand or see, but instead, simply basking in horror as no one could hear his plea for help. 
His stomach began to churn. A horrible, disconcerting sound that finally caused the confusion from the other customers to evolve into full concern. Still, Vince could barely focus on the whispers and gossip around him as the trickling buzz continued to travel downwards. As every strand of hair turned into a silvery white, the strange surge reached the nape of his neck. The mask pressed harder, forcing him to inhale its horrible stench further as something that he couldn’t have even considered started to occur.
Fur falling to the ground, sticking to his pants. Sticking to his hands. Spreading across the entire ground. His fur. It was falling off rapidly, patches of it cascading down the sides of his body—leaving nothing but his squishy, fleshy skin exposed into the air. By this point—as his gaze remained transfixed at his balding body—everyone in the story had been reduced to screaming, recording, or both. “What… what is this doing to me…” Despite the horrifying circumstances, he didn’t feel as panicked as when the changes started. He knew that what was happening was something beyond reason, but no matter how much his mind screamed at him that he should be scared, it was as if something was suppressing his fear.
Fascination? Curiosity? An emotion without a name, perhaps? Whatever he was feeling, it was like an intoxicating miasma that corroded any kind of rationale. A sick, twisting, and most importantly growing part of his brain was piqued at what else would happen to him. 
Turning around, he saw his tail slowly retracting into his body—shrinking second by second until the bushy scraggly appendage was no more. It was as if it had never been there. What am I… turning to…?
Then, a piercing, searing sensation around his stomach. Vince clenched his teeth and suppressed the urge to scream as he stumbled around, feet unevenly stomping the ground around him. There was an urge to move. To act. To do something no matter what. Lifting his shirt and looking down at the source of the pain, he found that something was being inscribed onto his skin. Grays, blacks, yellows, and pinks began to spread around his belly as if it were a blank canvas. He couldn’t tell what exactly was forming on his stomach from his current angle. The drawing was so complicated that it looked like nonsense when looked at from above.
He rushed to the changing rooms, looking at the drawing forming on his body; a large engine in front of a raging fire. In front of it all—the title ‘WILD HOG POWER’ encircling it—was the chibi-fied drawing of a pig. Its nose was aligned with his belly button. Despite the extravagant nature of the design, a certain sense of incompleteness hit Vince. Nothing was missing from the drawing per se, but he still felt that something was lacking with it. The perspective was ever-so-slightly off as if it had been painted at an angle. “Wait… why do I care about this?” He wondered out loud. “I… but it feels like a part of me at the same time…?”
He was so thrilled about the tattoo on his stomach that only now did he finally got a good look at his body. To his shock, instead of looking like a bald hyena, his fur was surprisingly smooth. He didn’t know exactly what it reminded him of at first, but as if the answer was directly beamed into his head, he spoke it out loud. “I’m… a human?” As the words left his mouth, Vince realized that they had changed pitch. His high-pitched voice had morphed into a warped, gravelly voice that reeked of years of nicotine. “That can’t be my voice! I remember my voice sounding…”
How did his voice sound like? He knew that just a minute ago, he was speaking with another tone, but when he tried recalling the sound of it, his mind drew a blank. Even memories of days, weeks, and even years ago now carried his new voice. He clutched his masked face as desperation began to settle in. “Is this… me? It can’t be me, but…” There was nothing else besides the new features scribing themselves onto him.
An invisible force suddenly yanked his hair with a sudden, forceful pull. It felt as if an invisible hand had wrapped around a handful of his hair and tugged sharply, creating a sensation of tension radiating from his scalp. “U-ugh!” He tried moving his hair down, but he couldn’t seize his hair by the time a rubber band manifested around the pulled-on strands of hair. It snapped into place with a loud wham—almost throwing Vince out of balance. “W-woah…” He barely had any time to register the shock as he looked into the mirror again.
It didn’t give him the feeling that he had found himself longing for the moment he put on the mask, but it got real close to it. There just needed to be something more and then he would be complete. What could it be—
A loud, gurgling rumble came from his stomach. Vince instinctively moved his hand down to his navel, and that’s when he noticed it; the slow, bubbling expansion of his stomach. It was growing bigger and bigger with each passing second—expanding with an intensity he hadn't expected it to have. Layers of adipose tissue were forming around his muscular structure without a seeming end—a process that the rest of his body quickly began suffering from as the sudden growth began to spread. 
He shuddered at the sensation as if someone had just poured a bucket of hot water over him. The feeling of his own body being buried under piles of blubber was a sweltering, bubbling warmth suffocating him under its embrace. His shirt began being torn apart by his expanding body, swelling body mass tearing through the fabric as if it were made of wet paper. The sleeves were the first part to perish as his shirt rode up against his swelling midsection—the tattoo growing into a more… correct shape as time passed. “What is… happening to me?! Mgh, how do I make this…” The word ‘stop’ refused to come out of his mouth—a part of his brain holding his tongue still. 
Now with his bare chest exposed, his belly button suddenly surged outwards—innie turning to outie with an audible bwomph from the sheer force exerted by the muscle tissue—and forming the nose for the pig tattoo. His entire upper half had been transformed into a bastion of pure muscle and fat—his gut—adorned by the frankly adorable tattoo. No bias there—was a perfectly spherical dome that didn’t carry and sagging flab. His arms and legs, were now like tree trunks—bulging with muscle and pulsating veins that seemed ready to burst at any moment.
His pants suffocated his widening thighs. The material around his thighs stretched as the skin was pulled taut—bare, chunky skin breaking through the tears in the fabric as it began ripping apart. The waistband of his pants was taut, quickly forced open by his widening stomach. “W-woah, I gotta find something to cover myself with…” He slowly waddled out of the changing room, having to squeeze his burgeoning belly through the gap. Clothes racks and coat hangers were knocked to the ground through his accidental rampage, finding everything around him petite and diminutive—the fact that his hands had grown to be freakishly mannish and large not helping in that regard.
Vince groaned as he felt his body grow even larger, the sound of fabric ripping filling his ears as his shoes finally gave away too. He continued looking for something to cover himself, ignoring the laces snapping and the soles splitting apart as his feet grew in size, sausage-sized toes finally freed of being squished together painfully in the confines of the shoe.
“SIR!” 
He turned his head to see a young mall security guard glaring daggers at him, yet clearly nervous at his presence—clutching the handle of his Segway like his life depended on it. 
“Sir, please remove yourself from the premises or I’ll be obligated to—“
Vince’s body moved on its own. He could barely understand what was happening other than the fact that a surge of adrenaline came completely over him. He tackled the mall cop, dragging him out of the Segway and pinning him to the wall. “Don’t mess with me! I’m a one-man apocalypse!” He roared out, the feeling of the mall cop squirming against his gurgling stomach absolutely divine. 
“S-stop, sir!” The mall cop whined.
A strange hissing sound was heard from inside the mask. It was a strange, hydrogen-esque scent coming from the filters, but that didn’t matter. The guy was heading for his pocket, seemingly trying to get a strange device. For some reason, he couldn’t remember the name of the device. He just knew that it was bad news. “Oh, no you don’t…” He pushed his belly harder against the wall, a cackle erupting from the inside of his mask. “That’s right! Squeal for me."
“W-what the?!” The younger man asked, face turning beet red. “What are you—“ 
The mall cop was silenced as he shoved his thick fingers into his mouth. Just one digit was enough to almost fill up the entirety of the man’s mouth. "Here, little piggy." He whispered, hot air leaving the nose holes in his mask.
He had never felt more powerful before. Just looking back a few minutes ago, he couldn't believe that he had been living as such a weakling for so long! There were so many useless things like education or courses that he was wasting his time on rather than bulking up like a pig! Strength continued to surge through his veins, each time that he felt his body pulse earning a sultry moan.
The mall cop was now moaning in a mix of pain and embarrassment, his muffled complaints sending vibrations through Vince’s fingers. He relished in the power he held over the man—the way his body shook as he whined only fueling the thrill. The urge to dominate and overpower him was overwhelming.
Brawn over brain.
Brawn over brain.
Brawn over brain.
He couldn’t focus on anything else but being the most powerful in the room. His only desire was strength. He was large and in charge. It wasn’t just his physical appearance. He had to be a brute to be respected. Words were nothing but tools for weak fools that couldn’t push people around. All these faculties didn’t match Vince—the weak shrimp that stuttered and stumbled his way through life. That identity didn’t match the kind of guy he was now! Or maybe it would be more accurate to say the kind of guy he was always meant to be…
“Time to go Whole Hog…” He muttered under his breath. The hissing of the gas mask kept growing louder—the odious gas seemingly coming from the filters; cylinders spewing out some kind of gas into his mask. He was similarly unaware of what the purpose of them was, but it made him feel good—relaxed—more prone to go with the flow. He was a big dumb brute, after all. Nothing wrong with that. “Thinking’s for weaklings…”
“Wmhpph deehdm mphu mphay, mhir?” The muffled security guard asked, quaking in his boots as his crotch rubbed against his captor’s belly.
“Shaddup, ‘m thinking.” He muttered. Vince was a weakling’s name. He needed something more fitting… something that could describe that he was as strong and ruthless like a hog. Something like… “Roadhog.” He whispered.
“Mphh?”
“I’m Roadhog!” He screamed. “And you’re just a weakling! Know your place, and don’t order me around!” The frantic nodding from his victim made him thrill in his superiority. His strength was undeniable, and he wanted everyone to know it. He felt invincible; invulnerable; unstoppable. Nothing could stand in his way—no one could question his power or authority. “Glad to see that you’re on the same wavelength, little piggy!” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Then, the click of a camera. Roadhog jerked his head around, finding a variety of voyeuristic witnesses looking in awe at his incredible display of power. Some were recording his rampage. Some were paralyzed in fear. Some were even fawning over him. 
Roadhog finally backed away from the guard, taking his finger out of his mouth and dropping him to the ground. “You weaklings think that you can make a fool of me?! Not a chance…” He growled, the mask completely engulfed in the strange gas. “Here, little piggies… I’m sure that you’ll love being pinned by my giant hog tank…” 
