

    
        
          Suddenly Soft

        

        
        
          Boybloom

        

        
          Published by Boybloom, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SUDDENLY SOFT

    

    
      First edition. June 5, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Boybloom.

    

    
    
      Written by Boybloom.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Suddenly Soft

Sign up for Boybloom's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Suddenly Soft




[image: ]


Alex peered up from his computer screen as Jason, his flatmate, stumbled noisily through their back porch door carrying a large, wide, cardboard box that was visibly obstructing his view and straining his lurching movements.

Alex jumped off the couch and rushed over to his struggling friend, placing his hands on either side of the container, now understanding just how heavy it truly was. Slowly heaving the box down onto the nearby coffee table, a variety of strange, dusty picture frames and primitive looking figurines jostled around, each separated by loose sheets of newspaper and bubble wrap.

Jason worked at an art restoration facility, which often partnered with the local art history museum. This wasn’t the first time he had brought home strange relics, but usually only a couple at a time.

Gasping for breath, Jason wiped a hand across his dust smeared forehead as he recentered himself.

“Agh.. thank you.”

Alex grinned as he waited for his roommate to elaborate upon his dramatic entrance, or supply some meaning to the strange assortment of ancient goods now emanating a cloud of thick, rising dust into their living room.

“Yes! So I brought home some things!” Jason smiled happily as he slammed his hands against the sides of the container before briskly rummaging through them like he were flipping through vinyls at a record store.

“Mostly discarded recreations of old masterpieces, some prints, some ceramic recreations from the Byzantine era, and this really cool neolithic figurine that wasn’t being used.”

Alex nodded rhythmically as if he understood in perfect clarity what exactly his friend was describing to him. It wasn’t that he was entirely uncultured, but much preferred the modern world and its many shiny distractions.

“Ah, don’t worry though, I’ll move all this stuff to the basement soon. Just wanted to see if there was anything I can put to use first. And hey, if there’s anything that catches your eye, you know, let me know!”

“Okay, thanks bud.” Alex smiled as he glanced over the heap of junk, amused at how much enjoyment a man could get out of such tattered objects. But just then, in the corner of the box, something caught his eye. Reaching in, Alex felt his fingers graze across the rocky texture, a simultaneously smooth and coarse material that felt somewhat warm to the touch. As he pulled the figurine out from under a stack of faded paintings, his brows furrowed in confusion. In his hands stood a familiar shape, one he’d known he’d seen before. What looked like a medium-sized, stone-carved doll carried an unreasonably wide-set pair of hips, with legs thicker and wider than the entirety of the whole  figurine. Turning it over, Alex almost stuttered in shock at the sight of its ever-so-expansive backside. It had a figure with nothing but dramatically feminine curve to it, almost explicitly so. As he let the piece turn over in his hands however, he couldn’t help but notice how entirely masculine the upper half was. Instead of breasts, the figure boasted a man’s pectorals, set beneath some generously wide shoulders. Even the basic, primitively carved face seemed to hold a masculine expression: an almost knowing smile that gave off an eerily life-like quality for something so archaic.

Jason’s eyes lit up as he watched Alex examining the artifact.

“Cool, isn’t it? That’s the neolithic-era stone figure I was talking about. It’s based on those old fertility statues of Venus that you’d find, only if you look carefully, this one is actually man.”

“Yeah, you don’t say...” Alex’s voice trailed off as he stared into the expression of the statue, unable to shake the feeling of having seen it before, as if his intuition was alerting him to something rather vague about its origin and presence.

“By all means, you can keep it! I’ve got nowhere for it to go right now.” Jason sighed as he continued to rummage through the old picture frames, sounding genuinely saddened at his lack of a home for the strange item.

“Oh, yeah I don’t know if I’m gonna actually hold on to it. Just seems interesting, in a way.” Alex continued to turn the piece around in his hands, amazed at how rarely he had seen a depiction of such a masculine figure carrying such a pronounced, heavy and abundant bottom-half. He felt as if something deep inside him had been stirred awake, like a long forgotten dream.

“Well no rush. I’m not exactly in a position to put this all away just yet. I actually have to head back out soon to help clean up the warehouse we just gutted and prepare it for new stock. Is it cool if I leave some of this here for the night?”

“...Oh, yeah! Of course, yeah, no big deal.” Alex almost didn’t hear his roommate, his attention almost entirely glued to the way the stone doll was altering his mood. He didn’t believe in spirits of any kind, but in this moment it felt uncannily like there was some kind of presence amidst the things Jason had brought in, one that he could’ve sworn was coming from the gently smiling figurine. 

“Ah, you’re the best. Thanks man.” Jason gave the box another loving slap, causing an additional cloud of smoke to plume upwards into the air between them before turning around to exit the room, leaving Alex in a very different headspace than the one he started his day off in.
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It wasn’t until later that night that Alex set aside some time for himself to catch up with some of his online friends. After gaming for what felt like two or three hours, he had mostly forgotten about Jason and his new haul, despite the fact that his roommate was still gone, likely having stayed late for the extra hours.

As he breezed past the kitchen counter, Alex noticed the box that Jason had now moved, resting just at the edge of the table, with the same stone figurine staring right back at him in greeting.

Peering into the open fridge door, a single can of pepsi and a half eaten box of pizza was waiting just on the top shelf for him. This certainly didn’t feel like the night to be cooking, and he knew Jason specifically didn’t care for pizza. Feeling content with this decision, Alex slid the pizza out from its container and into the microwave as he made a point to keep his back turned away from the figurine, trying his best not to focus on the strange, yet familiar aura about it.

Alex ate in relative silence, chowing down on his greasy leftovers as he looked out towards the warm, summer’s night rain that was falling outside from the window. The combination of the gentle rainfall pattern and the warm, comforting meal digesting within him had carried Alex into a very content state of mind. He let himself stare out the window for some time, lost in a daydream about the game he was playing, and about what his day would look like tomorrow.

Without thinking, he reached backwards towards his chair in an attempt to pull it out from the table, and in doing so immediately felt the back of his arm bumping into the stone statue.

Alex watched in slow motion as the figurine careened over the side of the counter, gravity quickly yanking it to the ground as it loudly smashed into a pile of crumbled broken pieces before his eyes.

Alex froze, staring at the remains of the statue in disbelief.

“Fuck... oh fuck.”

He could feel a pit forming in his stomach as he turned around to fetch the broom and dustpan that was hanging around the corner of the fridge. He knew he should’ve been more careful, but now it was too late. There was no undoing what had just been done.

Exhaling noisily, Alex reached forward with the broom towards the spot where the pile of broken pieces had just been, only to find nothing there.

Alex blinked twice, then scanned the floor quickly to make sure he wasn’t going insane. The entire kitchen floor was spotless, not a single tiny shard of the statue to be seen. 

The ball forming in his stomach was now denser and heavier than before, accompanied by a trickle of sweat forming behind his neck as his heart began to pound. There was no reasonable explanation for what had just happened. But unless his eyes were deceiving him, there was absolutely nothing for him to clean up.

Alex took a step back in amazement, looking across the floor over and over as if he had simply missed something. But instead, only a deep, churning sensation entered his awareness. Like he had just drank a two-liter of soda followed by mentos instead of just a single can, his stomach began to suddenly surge with a surprising amount of activity. Only, it wasn’t a fizziness that remained in his stomach, but rather a deep moving, expansive, chemical sensation that quickly ran down throughout his body into all sorts of untouched places.

As if breaking the statue had somehow triggered something within him, Alex suddenly felt his body responding in an unexplainably strange way. It felt as if the organs surrounding his lower stomach and sacrum were brewing and baking, vibrating with a pulsating warmth that spread fast throughout his entire lower body until his very skin began to feel warm to the touch.

Alex quickly set the broom down, no longer fixated on the mysterious disappearance of the figurine’s remains. Instead, he placed all of his attention on the uncanny sensation of his body liquifying and bubbling at a now terrifying pace. Placing his hand over his stomach, Alex could now audibly hear as his organs continued to gurgle and surge with wild movements, as if preparing him for something beyond his comprehension. A strong wave of bodily discomfort washed over him, as if his own body was not only unsure of what was happening to itself, but completely unable to stop the strange process that was now set in motion from unfolding.

Alex gripped at his sides, listening to the sound of his organs slushing and expanding like a system of balloons being filled from within until abruptly, it
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