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Clay’s shoes tapped nervously into the cold brick alleyway. He was seated on a short, wooden bench, just at the end of the hallway like he had been instructed. He was positive this was the right place.

Only a few faint overhead lamps illuminated the dark subterranean alley, casting his slim, sharp facial features in a low, warm glow as he waited for his plug to arrive. He checked his phone, watching anxiously as the numbers changed to 11:08, now eight minutes past the agreed time. Maybe he was just being impatient.

Exhaling, Clay rose up from his seat to scour the area, wondering if the man he was supposed to meet was waiting somewhere nearby.

The moment he stood, an unnaturally large, foreboding shape suddenly filled the space at the top of the stairs, blocking out the majority of the remaining light from the street above. Clay squinted his eyes to get a better look, but struggled to make out the exact form of the figure before him. With a series of labored grunts and sighs, the man’s incredible stature lumbered heavily down the steps, his feet pounding into the stone stairs like bags of heavy sand.

Clay had never before laid eyes on a person who weighed anywhere above a few hundred pounds. And by the looks of it, this man could’ve easily weighed in at over a thousand. Although it seemed impossible for a body like his to fit through the narrow stretch of hallway between them, sure enough, his massive, blubbered stomach pushed and piled up against the walls on either side of him as he forced his way through, rolls of fat squishing past and slapping the brick as he heaved forward. Clay gulped down the saliva forming in his throat as he struggled to maintain an expression of composure. As the man finally made it to the bottom of the stairs, the light above illuminated not only his face, but his unbelievably obese body that billowed out in all directions like he had been putting on weight his entire life. His abundant flesh was rippled with sweat from his voyage down only a few sets of stairs, reflecting the small amount of street light like a morning dew.

“Hey... Um- I’m Clay.”

The man breathed out loudly through his nose as he approached, eyes scanning Clay up and down as his heavy chest rose and sunk under the dim glow.

The man’s eyebrows came together as he squinted at Clay, his face twisting into a look of uncertainty.

“Alright kid... Now... you’re sure about this?”

Clay felt his stomach twist with anxiety.

“Yeah. I’ve done mushrooms before. It’s not a big deal.”

The man kept his gaze fixed at Clay for an uncomfortably long moment before responding.

“...What?”

Clay swallowed again.

“Yeah I- This isn’t my first time I...”

The man’s expression changed to one of genuine concern as he straightened his posture.

“Oh. You don’t actually know, do you...”

Clay felt the hair beginning to stand on his neck. He gripped his palms closed, which were becoming sweaty the longer he stood there.

Sighing, the man looked around behind him, then back at Clay, as if he were making some type of decision.

“Look... I’ve been waiting far too long for this, man.”

Clay’s heartbeat stopped in his chest as the words left the man’s mouth.

They locked eyes for only a brief second before Clay quickly jolted forward into a sprint, rushing to squeeze past the massive stranger before him.

The man immediately shoved himself to the side, his gigantic stomach slapping into the brick wall beside him, cutting Clay off from his escape.

“NO!”

Clay’s voice shook as he turned the other direction, his arms flying forwards towards the remaining opening. But the man’s enormous gut quickly surged the other way, filling up the gap within a second, nearly slamming Clay’s head hard against the wall in the process.

Clay gasped for breath as panic took hold of his being. He didn’t know what this strange, massive man had in mind, but he knew it wasn’t good.

“PLEASE -PLEASE, I’LL GIVE YOU WHATEVER YOU WANT! JUST PLEA-”

“Oh I know you will. I know...”

The man grabbed both of Clay’s shoulders with his large, pudgy hands, pushing them together in place forcefully.

Clay began to whimper as the man shook his head.

“You need to understand... I’ve been waiting... so, so long for this. I can’t just let this chance pass me by...”

Clay’s voice broke as he shivered within the man’s grasp.

“I -I don’t know what you- I don’t kno-”

“Oh I think you do.”

The man exhaled as he carefully released the grip of his right hand, then slowly brought it up to Clay’s face.

“...You’re not gonna wanna move for this part.”

Clay felt as the man’s large hand spread out across his forehead, his fingers gripping tight into the top of his skull with his wide palm pressing right over his third eye.

He watched in fear as the giant man tilted his head up, his eyes beginning to roll back until only the whites were visible. The man began breathing in several sharp, staggered breaths, as if he were undergoing some sort of trance.

Then he felt it.

Like an electric current running through him, Clay’s eyes shot wide open at the sensation of his neurons suddenly lighting up with activity. Clay’s breathing hitched at the top of his lungs as he struggled to breath properly, feeling as if a strong vacuum of energy were forcibly linking the massive man in front of him to his own brain.

Like a wooden block tower collapsing, Clay could feel as his neural network was becoming undone, unravelling and falling away to a powerful new program, one that twisted and winded its way into every corner of his brain, seeking and infiltrating a vast supply of information stored within him like a system of weeds spreading fast through a garden.

Clay couldn’t understand what was happening, but felt as each strong flash of imagery made its way to the forefront of his brain like pockets of air breaking the surface of water. It was like someone were playing with a projector inside his mind. He was watching himself eating -various different meals that he had eaten throughout the past week, then ones dating back even farther. He could both watch and feel himself eating the dinner he had ordered at his favorite restaurant last month in terrifying realism, as if it were happening all over again. Then a morning breakfast from farther back: a plate of hashbrowns, eggs, avocados, and toast. Then the veggie sub he had ordered a few days before that. Then the late night cereal he had several weeks prior. Then the dinner his friends brought him to.

Then the cake he had picked up on the way home from work. Then the family-sized bag of chips he had forgotten he had eaten those few months back. Then the multiple pizzas he had ordered, one of which he had consumed almost entirely in one sitting.

Clay’s brain flickered with activity as he bore witness to and reexperienced in full sensation every single meal he had eaten in the past few months... before it quickly crept into the past year. The pasta he had cooked and eaten as leftovers for three different meals. The pie his neighbor had brought him for his birthday. Every single sandwich he had ordered from the café next door. The chocolate smoothies he had drank multiple times a week last summer. Then the year before that. The tupperware of brownies his friend gave to him. The spinach bake he helped make for Thanksgiving two years ago. The caramel apples he ate at the town fair. The countless, countless amount of avocado toast sandwiches he had eaten for god knows how many breakfast mornings. Every single protein shake he had dranken when he was trying to bulk up those years ago. Clay was always a thin kid growing up, and even well into his twenties could barely put on more than three pounds before losing it again. But he watched regardless as he ate, and ate, and ate. So many meals that went down the hatch, so many calories, so much swallowing and digesting, so much food that went into his body and never amounted to anything.

Clay knew he was standing in a cold, dark alleyway, yet was seeing and feeling himself eating meals from back in highschool... every single school lunch he had, every repeating carton of milk, every side of potatoes and every cup of fruit that went into his system. They flashed before him fast like he were flipping through the pages of a picture book, going back further and further in time. He could taste the triple layer cake his Mom made him for his eleventh birthday, the lasagna he had for dinner the night before, the applejacks he made himself every morning, every mindless meal, big and small, rushing up to meet him as if it were happening in the very present moment.

Clay gasped for air as the overload of imagery continued its course, spiraling through his brain like someone were yanking them out of him, every single seemingly insignificant bite he had eaten, all shooting up through his subconscious like a rising plume of smoke from the pages of a burning book.

Unable to grab hold of the flurry of infinite memories soaring past him, Clay let his mouth hang open as first hundreds, then thousands upon thousands of meals caught up with him, like he were bearing witness to every single snowflake that touched the ground during a blizzard -unable to process a single thing other than what his subconscious was forcefully stirring up within him at an inhuman rate.

As the sights and tastes and smells and textures of every fork and spoonful made its way past his lips, Clay could feel his brain concentrating on and cementing the countless memories over any and everything that wasn’t related to food. His brain was rewriting itself, and it was doing so terrifyingly fast. As every cell in his brain worked to consume and digest the memories, Clay felt himself
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‘An encounter with an imp@ti’/y 7arg)e sfranger goes terribly wrong,

causing Clay to undergo a fateful, rapid process in which he begins
to take on an even heavier\fory than the man before him.’
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