Tommy kept pacing back and forth. Surely this would work out. He was Tommy Thunder! His agents would manage to suppress any kind of less-than-savory rumors about him. The thought of a star like himself collaborating with such an evil man, having his green room and filming set funded and built by him, and not to mention the fall guy they were going to use to cover his behind… no one would believe it! Slander! That’s what it would sound like to his fans… or that was what he was hoping would happen. In truth, it was impossible to know how the tide would turn if what he was about to do ever came out. 
Looking at the white rubber sphere with Eggman’s logo, a controller with two switches, and a large spray machine, a twisting sense of guilt and relief were pulling at opposite sides from his conscience. Despite knowing that he was wrong, the idea of doing such a dangerous stunt felt even worse. Sure, not reading the contract before signing might’ve been his fault, but at the same time, no one could do such a horrible thing and leave unscathed! It was to the point that none of his agents could find a stunt double after he so desperately requested.
“Mr. Thunder? Are you there?”
Tommy sucked dry air, holding his breath as he heard the recently-hired intern come into the green room. “Play it cool, tiger.” He whispered to himself. He had to rip off the band-aid—the sooner, the better. He stood up, puffing his chest out and putting on his best foot forward. “Ah! There you are, little one! I was beginning to think that you got lost on your way here!”
“I mean, I did get lost for a while.” The petite bull said, fiercely clutching to his Tommy Thunder-branded binder. “I expected the filming area to be closer to the town. Why is your Green Room so deep into the jungle?”
“A-ah! That! It’s just, uh…” Think! Think, you big, stupid, and amazingly attractive cat! “I-I’m just making sure I’m connected to nature before the big stunt! Jumping a ten-foot-long pool of sharks is n-no easy feat!” His voice croaked at the end, lip quivering as even thinking about those jaws sent a shiver down his spine. 
“Ah, that makes sense! You’re so smart, Mr. Thunder!” The bull said in delight. “But… what did you even bring me here for? The director said that you needed an intern’s help and sent me here…”
“That! Yes, that! But before we do anything else, what’s your name?”
“Iggy, sir.” The bull replied, feet tapping incessantly as the smile on his face widened into an ear-to-ear grin. 
“Iggy! Wonderful name!” Not that he’s gonna go as that for much longer, but I have to keep up the ruse. “Well, they gave me my costume and I wanted to see how it looks on someone else. Try to see if the costume is actually good or if it’s just my amazing physique that is making it look good.”
“Uh, okay! Is there a changing room that I can use?” 
“It’s a little bit more complicated than that…” He clenched the sphere harder, feeling it morph and ebb against his grip. It’s easy. It’ll be so easy! Why are you panicking so much?! “Uh, I need you to close your eyes. Just for a second! I have a surprise for you!”
“A-a surprise for me? From the Tommy Thunder?!” Iggy squealed, eyes beaming at the prospect. He closed his eyes, practically hopping on his feet from the excitement. “Sure! Just let me know when I should open them!”
“Yeah, buddy. Just… stay still.” 
Tommy closed his eyes and winced, clutching the Eggman-branded sphere and threw it at Iggy’s chest. It landed on the bull with a disgustingly wet slap—sticking to the base of the bovine’s pectoral area like a snail crawling up bark. He didn’t even know what exactly would happen to the bull—just that it would end up with him being able to perfectly encapsulate the role and fool not just the audience but the producers as well.
“Hm?” As Iggy felt the weight of the sphere on his chest, his eyes flew open in shock. “W-what is this?! I thought that I would be trying out a costume!”
“J-just stay still! Promise, it’s an experimental kind of costume!” Tommy said, now clearly trying to salvage the crumbing situation around them—and doing a poor job at it too. “I’m sure that you’ll come to love it!”
Iggy grabbed onto the smooth, round rubber ball that had somehow lodged itself on his chest and attempted to pry it away His hands clamped tightly around its top, unable to move it or take it off. The sphere seemed oddly elastic—stretching forward a few inches as if trying to keep hold of him. The rubber expanded forward, stretching like slime as both Tommy and Iggy stared with agape expressions. The bull pulled and yanked, trying to extend his hand as far as he could while holding onto the strange sphere. His arm was shaking, and before long, he released his grip. The ball recoiled with a startlingly loud WHAM, snapping back into its original shape. 
“H-how do I get this off, Mister Thunder?! I-I think someone else would be better suited for this, u-um… task…”
“N-no! Surely, I can trust my biggest fan to do this, right?”
“Ah, well… maybe…” Iggy mumbled, clearly torn between self-preservation and impressing his idol. He squirmed under the hot, slimy liquid spreading through his body. With the slithering substance crawling around his chest, a strange sensation coursed through his body—like small jolts of electricity zapping every nerve ending. The liquid sprawled out from his chest to the rest of his body; it seemingly moved through his clothes to dissolve them and seeped into his pores, invading every inch of his skin. “A-ah…”  The warmth was off-putting yet soothing at the same time. It was like getting a full-body massage for each second that the goo traveled across his. Before he could even put out any more objections, it had covered his entire body in a sort of pseudo-pure white body suit with Eggman’s logo on the back—fortunately away from his line of sight. “What is this… for?”
"W-well, that's just to make sure that your body is completely covered by a strong solvent! We don't want you getting hurt during your new stunt."
"S-stunt?! But I'm just an inte-"
"Oh, and speaking of which! It's time for you to grow as big and strong as me!" Tommy said, now beginning to ease into the process of converting his fan into a perfect replica. The relief of not having to do the stunt was getting the better of him, pushing him forward through mania. 
Iggy's face turned beet red as he felt his entire body be massaged under the rubber's constant vibrations. His body began to swell outward with surging musculature, rippling and bulging under the rubber suit. He felt a rush of power coursing through him, filling him up from head to toe with new strength. As his muscles continued to expand, the suit stretched along with them, straining at the seams until it seemed like it would burst. The rubber squeaked and stretched loudly, managing to completely overtake Iggy's whiny moans. He felt his bones and muscles growing, lengthening several inches. “U-ungh! What’s going on?!? I feel so… mgh… weird…” His voice quaked at the end of the sentences, pulsating pleasure coursing through him.
"Don't worry, kid! Just let it take over. Everything will be fine!" Tommy insisted, scooting closer and putting his hands on Iggy's shoulder to try and pacify him.
"Mgh, mgh... so hot..." The bull whined, rubber continuing to stretch. He could barely focus as his body swelled further, turning him from a stick of a bovine to a mountain of muscles. 
Bulging biceps and triceps formed peaks hard as mountains, flexing and throbbing with newfound strength. Iggy's chest expanded into a broad expanse of sculpted pecs, the rubber suit struggling to stretch in a desperate attempt to accommodate the burgeoning mass. His abdominal muscles emerged in a chiseled six-pack, each muscle fiber visible beneath the stretched fabric.
Thick, corded muscles wrapped around Iggy's thighs and calves, transforming his legs into powerful pillars of strength. The rubber suit clung tightly to the intricate details of his newfound musculature, accentuating every curve and crevice. Even his forearms and neck became robust and thick, making his voice go down an octave. “H-how is this possible?” 
“Ssh, just chill. Don’t think about it too much, man.” Tommy cooed.
“A-all right…” His ass swelled with newfound mass, each cheek becoming a rounded, firm globe of muscle. The rubber clung to the intricate curves, accentuating the curvature of his sculpted glutes. What was once a flat rear was now a pair of meaty, tight cheeks that wedged the rubber suit between them. “M-mgh, so… mggh…” He moaned, biting his lip. He looked down at himself in amazement, admiring the bulging muscles that now covered every inch of his body. He could feel the strength coursing through him, an urge that he couldn't resist overtaking him. He flexed a few times in front of his idol, showing off his new physique. "I-I feel... weird... but good...?" He had to admit that the feeling of having so much might on him was nice, but at the same time, he couldn't shake off the feeling that something was wrong. He couldn’t put it into words, so he kept quiet to not upset Tommy.
"That's good! Now, hold still... we hafta add the finishing touches to your body."
"W-what else could be needed? I-I think I'm as buff as you... with all due respect, Mr. Thunder!"
"Y-yeah, but you still need to look the part..." Tommy nervously glanced at the spray machine, slowly approaching it and trying his best to not look suspicious. "Just, promise that you'll stay still, alright?"
"W-what for?"
"Uhh..." Tommy stammered. "Oh! Pose, you gotta pose! Flex for me and stay still. I can't explain 'till I prepare everything."
"Well..." The idea of impressive his lifelong idol pushed all doubts to the side. He struck a pose that highlighted his newfound musculature; he lowered his head, his arms raised above it. He was flexing his biceps as wide as they would go. His glistening head fur shone with sweat, small droplets running down the suit. As he stretched his biceps, they bulged, veins popping out from the pressure. “How does this look?”
"That's perfect! Now, no matter what happens, stay still, okay?"
Iggy nodded, smiling wide as he continued to hold the pose.
Tommy lurched towards the spray machine. His finger trembled as he hovered it above the power button, hesitating. Even in his imagination, he could feel those sharp teeth digging into his flesh. He couldn't look away but forced himself to press down the button and immediately regretted it. The machine roared to life with a metallic rumble, vibrating ominously before an explosive jet of orange and brown paint burst from its valve. Before he could tell Iggy to brace himself, a powerful stream of orange and brown paint burst from the valve.
The bright orange dye rapidly spread across the white rubber, and Tommy's eyes widened in recognition of the distinct pattern - brown stripes like those of a tiger. Not just any tiger, however. The pattern was a perfect match for Tommy’s. His pectorals and navel were spared to preserve the pattern of Tommy’s stomach, but the rest of his body was now adorned with an unmistakable coat of orange as if he'd been dipped in paint.
“W-woah… I’m… just like you!” Iggy said, equally horrified and excited. “I didn’t even think this was possible?! How is this possible?! I look… just like you!” He looked at his reflection in the mirror, gasping as he finally saw with his two eyes how radical his change had been. “M-Mr. Thunder, do you want me to be your stunt double?!”  
“That’s… one way of putting it.” Tommy cringed as he realized that the next step of the plan was upon him. He never expected that he would get this far into what the Doctor outlined for him. Iggy already saw the machine and if it came out that the Tommy Thunder had an Eggman-branded machine in his Green Room, his career would be other. He sighed in relief and resigned himself to his fate. He pressed the first button, and the rubber around Iggy’s neck began to vibrate.
“Huh? What’s going—“ Before Iggy could react, the rubber coating his shot up from where it stood. It coiled around his face, filling his nostrils and mouth with its thick substance. He tried to scream, but the heavy rubber muffled his cries and he couldn't take in enough air to make any noise. His eyes bulged as it stretched tightly over his head, leaving only two tiny breathing holes for him to not suffocate. “MPPMH! MPMHH!” He desperately tried to pull the rubber away from his face, but it was too tight, clinging to him like a second skin. The rubber continued to tighten, compressing every inch of his head and face. Iggy clawed at the rubber, but his fingers could barely make a dent in the thick material.
Iggy felt a strange warmth begin to fill his body as the area around his crotch began to hum and swell. The sound of rushing air gradually increased in volume, drowning out his panicking screams. With each passing second, the smooth surface of the suit became increasingly taut as a tight and round protrusion progressively jutted from his groin. The pleasure was so overwhelming that even through his panicked pulling of the rubber around his face, Iggy couldn't resist moving his hand down to grip his bulge.

A panicked moan escaped his mouth when he realized that despite rubbing his bulge nonstop, he received no pleasure. Each second that spent where he couldn't relieve himself was hell. In a matter of seconds, the all-consuming need for release had taken complete hold of his mind and body. “MPfffff…mmmhn...” He continued to pant and struggle in vain, unable to break free from the tight grip of the rubber.
Tommy couldn't believe his eyes as he watched Iggy, sweat glistening off his forehead, contorting his face in pleasure. The bull’s hands were firmly planted on his crotch, kneading it with an intensity that the tiger had never seen. This was just the beginning of his transformation, and he could already see that this would be a success. He walked over to the bull, admiring the way the rubber molded tightly around his features. "Don't worry, Iggy," he said, his voice low and smooth. "You're going to be a star. Just trust me." Iggy's muffled screams turned into whimpers, and Tommy knew that he was starting to break him down. He reached out and placed a hand on Iggy's bulging crotch, feeling the rubber pulsate under his touch. "This is just the beginning," he whispered, his eyes locked onto Iggy's featureless. "Wait until you see what else we have in store for you." 
His thumb quickly pressed down on the button, and he ducked. A stream of paint shot out from the machine with terrifying speed, colliding with Iggy’s face. An almost caricature-esque depiction of Tommy’s face was suddenly painted over the bull, truly making him the perfect replica of Tommy Thunder.
“Mpmmh, mphhm!” Iggy moaned, growing more erratic by the second. “MPHHM!” He could barely think through the now brain-melting need.
Tommy smiled to himself, satisfied with his work. He could barely believe that he got away with it. The fact that he was staring at his handsome face made it all better Iggy was now just another version of Tommy Thunder, complete with the trademark paint job. He reached down and grabbed the bull's rubber-clad arms, prying them away from his crotch. "Come on, Iggy," he said kindly. "It's time to show off your new look." 
The bull stumbled along as Tommy led him out of the room, and they made their way out of the green room. The pleasure was so intense that he couldn’t even gather the fight to resist. Loud, bulky steps pressed against the carpeted floor and then the dirt outside. He still tried to relentlessly move his hands down to his crotch, constantly being pulled back by Tommy as the superstar pulled out his phone to send a message.
“Just going to send this to my manager…”
T.T: I have a sore throat so I’m not going to talk today. Please don’t bother me or push me. Just make me do the stunt and don’t question it, not in the mood.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Aaaaand sent!” Tommy cheered, patting Iggy on the back. “You’re gonna do amazing, kid! I just know it. I might even keep you around to make sure you’re my permanent stunt double…” He chuckled, gently rubbing the bull’s back. His hand hovered over the Eggman symbol, and a lightbulb went off in his head. “Oh, how could I forget?” He began taking off his accessories to put them on Iggy; the brown leather vest, gloves, the shoes, and the spiked metal wrist. “After all, you’ve gotta be the perfect recreation!”
