“Ugh, man, did you really need to grab that stuff?”

Jason stood there disgusted, as his roommate Scott threw down a trash bag full of old clothes they found near a dumpster.

“Hey, it's free! Who knows, maybe there's something there that'll actually fit your skinny ass,” Scott said in jest. Jason just glared at the raccoon before flopping on the couch boredly, putting up his feet on the table, his blue running sneakers in plain view.

The two roommates had been living together for about six months. Jason was the textbook definition of a “twink”: Fairly slim with a little muscle, and a ridiculous metabolism that made it nearly impossible for him to gain weight. Nonetheless, the wolf preferred looking nice, usually wearing button shirts with jeans. 

Scott on the other hand, was on the opposite end of the body spectrum: Fairly round, but not outright fat. Preferred hoodies and shorts, sometimes ones that he had for a while. The raccoon was a bit of a scrounger, liking second-hand goods over actual new things, hence him digging through the clothes.

Scott smiled as he dug out a few more hoodies, some of which were advertising a local college, and threw them on the floor as he kept sifting through.

“Are you going to clean that up?” asked Jason, sarcastically.

“Well, yeah. Just grabbing what we can use, then this is going back in the trash,” replied Scott.

Eventually Scott smirked and pulled out a pair of tight white briefs, with a red waistband, and threw them right at Jason. “Hey, I told you'd I find you something, didn't I? Now you can save a few bucks!” Scott said approvingly.

Jason was less than pleased. He grabbed the underwear that landed on his lap saying, “Dude, they're probably used ten times over.” However, when Jason felt the underwear, he was perplexed. There were no visible stains, as if it had never been worn. Realizing this, Scott looked at him, saying “I know you like more exotic colors and sizes, but you can't go wrong with the ol' tighty-whities. I'd wear them myself if they didn't pinch at me every time I wore that stuff...”

Scott then tied the garbage bag back up and hoisted it over his shoulder. “I'm gonna go get us something to eat, what sounds good to you?” he asked.

“Just go to the burger joint we always go to,” Jason answered, “Get me my usual.”

“I might try their new chicken fingers this time. Can't be all bad, right?” Scott smiled, before heading to the door. “I'm gonna also toss these back near the dumpster before the garbage guys come.”

“You just gonna leave them there?” Jason questioned Scott's priorities when it came to cleaning habits.

“I'll wash em! Promise! Just gotta get this dealt with first. Be back in 30!”

Scott locked the door behind him, leaving Jason alone. He kept rubbing and feeling the fabric of the briefs in his hands, unusually surprised at how well-kept they looked. Jason got up from the couch and walked over to his bedroom.

His bedroom was fairly simple, with a bed in the middle, a nicely arranged closet, and a small desk for his computer. He closed the door, the mirror hanging the back of it showed his slim wolf figure daintily holding the briefs in his hands.

“Well, if they feel good in my hands, maybe they'll feel good on me,” Jason said to himself. He immediately kicked off his sneakers, unbuckled his belt and let his jeans casually drop onto the ground, his lime green striped trunks were in view, showing off his bulge. Jason then pulled his underwear down and threw it casually to the foot of his bed, briefly letting his junk hang in the air.

Granted, Jason's preferred style of underwear was more for bright colors and more trunk-like in design, but despite his complaints to Scott earlier, he wouldn't pass up a good pair of briefs. Putting one foot in each leg hole, he slowly pulls them up to his waist.

The problem was they were a little loose for him. Jason liked having his package and nuts snug against the fabric, whereas these briefs felt like they were a size or so too large for him.

“Oh well, can't complain about free, I guess. Maybe this is more the size I want anyway.” Jason said, putting his jeans and sneakers back on. He was about to head outside to smoke, but as he walked through the living room, he almost tripped over the clothes pile Scott left.

“Ugh. Can't believe he just left them there.” Aggravated, Jason picked up the pile of clothes Scott pilfered through and walked over to Scott's bedroom.

Unlike Jason, Scott was a bit more messy. While he was able to keep after himself, he was more prone to throwing dirty clothes on the floor rather than keeping them in one place like Jason did. It took Jason a moment before he got inside since a pair of sandals were accidentally blocking the doorway. After he let himself in, he throws the clothes right onto his bed.

Man, the dude needs to kinda clean himself up better, Jason thought. He moves the sandal onto Scott's desk, nudging the mouse and waking up his computer.

Scott had the computer on FurDivinity, an art site. He had left it open on a piece of art where a chubby dude was giving a blowjob to a man with a similar build, spurting cum onto his face. Jason was really into blowjobs and anything sexual, as long as it was the right person.

“Scott, you damn pervert,” Jason chuckled as he glanced at the several tabs he had open. All erotic stuff usually involving heavier or muscular dudes doing homosexual things with each other. But hey, I haven't looked at porn in a while, so why not, Jason thought out of curiosity.

Jason stayed hunched over Scott's desk, fixated on the porn he had open. After a while, he started getting an erection, which had a visible tent through his jeans. He kept looking, until he started feeling a tingling sensation in his crotch. He stood straight up and looked down at himself, then one of his hands as it was trembling a little.

The tingling started rushing all over his body, starting from the crotch, and making its way up the wolf's body, getting to the chest, then before long his entire body was feeling numb.

“Whoa, what the fuck?” Jason took a few steps back from the desk, leaning against the foot of the bed as the numb sensations got more intense. The wolf started panting rapidly, his body completely hot and strangely getting tighter.

Thi-this is real weird, Jason thought. He moved a hand to wipe the sweat off his forehead, but he noticed the small dainty hands he had before were gone, slowly growing in size. The wristbands of his shirt started stretching, the buttons popping on them before he felt his arms thickening in size, struggling to stay in the confines of his nice shirt.

All the wolf could do was look in shock, breathing heavily as he felt his sneakers getting tighter than before. He tries to wiggle his toes, but all that did was speed up the process, causing his shoes to start getting puffy on the front and sides, before bursting straight through, his growing feet shredding his nice sneakers, his fancy purple argyle socks struggling to stay on.

The tingling sensation then started to shift right to his belly. Before, his skinny frame made it fairly flat, but Jason could tell something was up as it started getting a bit tight down there.

“Am I... getting bigger? What's happening to me?!”

The weight shift started moving closer and closer to the center of his body. His shirt sleeves couldn't stay on him for long, the bulk causing them to split as they got closer to his shoulders, before his sleeves were completely torn off, briefly giving him a sleeveless hick look. His skinny jeans weren't so skinny anymore, getting tight around his legs before a brief flex caused them to split, showing his knee high socks, only staying on by sheer luck.

Jason continued breathing heavily, watching it all unfold, not sure how to respond. He looked down as he started noticing his belly, which was very slim before, starting to bulge against his shirt. He then felt something break – his belt couldn't handle the stress and split in two, before hearing the button on his waistband fly off and the zipper rip open. The skinny jeans weren't even jeans anymore, slowly becoming shreds of denim stretched along his bulging legs.

The wolf was going into the final stages of his transformation. His belly swelled so much that he couldn't really see his cock down there anymore. His shirt wasn't built for such strain, so one by one the buttons popped off his shirt, exposing his newly formed belly to the warm air.

There wasn't much to do except sit and watch it all unfold, as the final remnants of clothing met a destructive end. His shirt split in two and fell gracefully to the floor, his jeans ripping at the seams, and his toes made holes in the once-long socks, fraying at the ankles. They weren't really socks anymore, but rather very tight legwarmers.

The tingling sensation then stopped, causing Jason's breathing to slow down, but he was still a bit winded. He looked down at his new body, wondering what had happened. He stood up, dashed over to his bedroom, and closed the door. When he looked in the mirror, he was shocked at what he saw.

The skinny twink wolf was no more. What he saw in his place was someone about 3 times his size.  Probably in the 250-300 pound range. His gut made it impossible to see his dick directly, but he did notice something odd. While the rest of his clothes became scrap fabric, his new tighty-whities were still intact, complete with the red waistband still visible. In fact, they felt like they grew with him as they were now incredibly snug on him.

“I-I'm a chubby wolf. H-how could this happen?” asked Jason, who wasn't expecting a response but was bewildered at the events that occurred. He pulled down his briefs, still aroused from earlier, to notice one last change. His cock had gotten thicker with the rest of his body. In fact, it was so hard that it was dripping precum from his tip. With his right hand, he grabbed the new meaty dick he had down there and started groping and fondling it. It didn't take long for him to start stroking it quickly, panting in pleasure. He let out a soft howl, shooting jets of cum right onto his mirror. While he may had a different physique now, he still had the power to shoot far distances just like his twink self could.

After letting off one last squirt, he breathed a sigh of relief. However, he noticed right away that his dick was still partially hard. He then had an idea.

Heading back into Scott's room, he started looking around the clothes in his room, before finding a pair of blue boxer-briefs. They had a spot right in the middle, where Scott had previously pleasured himself. Curious, he gave them a whiff, letting the musky smell go straight into his nose. It didn't take long for his cock to stand at attention. Jason kept sniffing the undies, letting the smell overwhelm him as he let his right hand jerk off vigorously. It didn't take long before he let out a yip and shot a second load, about as powerful as the first.

Jason flopped onto Scott's bed, marveling at his new body. He rubbed his own belly and fondled his balls before rubbing against his dick, feeling it getting hard again. He starts rubbing his belly in a circular motion, getting in the mood. He then hears a door slam.

“Man, the place was a fucking madhouse,” yelled Scott from the living room. Scott then noticed the clothes he found weren't on the floor. Curious, he heads to Jason's room, and sees all the tattered clothes from earlier.

“Hey, where are you? I got your burger right outside here,” He then noticed his door was closed. He opened it, thinking Jason was in there for something. What Scott wasn't expecting was a chubby dude on his bed fondling himself.

“Uhh, who are you?” asked Scott worryingly.

Jason stood up, slightly in shock. “It's me, Jason.”

“No fucking way, dude. My roommate is a skinny as fuck.”

Jason got up off the bed, immediately nuzzling Scott's cheek, letting out a warm breath on his neck. “Well, he isn't now.”

Even though they weren't a couple, both Jason and Scott knew each other's kinks and turn-ons. It helps when they've had a few beers and you're shooting the breeze without a care in the world. Scott was particularly into more chubbier dudes compared to Jason, and was not afraid to admit it.

When Jason breathed on Scott's neck, it didn't take long for Scott to breathe a pleasureful sigh.

“How'd that happen, man? No one just bulks up like that in 30 minutes without explanation!”

All Jason could do was smirk. “I don't know myself, but you like what you see, don't you?”

While Scott stammered and stood there in shock, there was one part of him that was making its presence known. Jason unbuttoned his shorts and saw the black boxer-briefs, with Scott's happy little cock making a nice tent.

Scott started breathing heavily, as Jason started giving the raccoon's cock a nice squeeze, one hand rubbing the soft cotton against his shaft, the other fondling his fairly sizable nuts. Scott groans as he feels his wolf roommate pleasure him in the best way possible, Jason's dominating skills shown to great effect.

“F-fuck that feels so good...” uttered Scott, grabbing onto one of Jason's arms. Jason starts pumping harder, which causes Scott to moan. It doesn't take long before Scott lets out a nice load through his underwear, causing a nice large stain on the crotch. Jason sniffs the semen-soaked underwear, letting the musk seep in, causing his own dick to leak and twitch considerably.

It didn't take long before Scott started getting hard again. Jason pulled down the soaked underwear, letting it plop to the ground. After giving his musky crotch a nice sniff, Jason began to lick the tip of the raccoon's cock.

Scott began to shiver at the feeling of his dick being worked on. He'd heard that Jason was good at giving blowjobs, but didn't know if it was actually true. Jason worked his mouth and tongue all around the big shaft, licking and nuzzling before slipping the entire penis down his mouth, pumping at it quickly.

“Fuck man, it's like I'm being sucked off by the blowjob gods...” Scott tilted his head back, grabbing softly onto Jason's head as the wolf kept thrusting inside, his tongue lapping all around the wonderful cock. Scott began visibly moaning, gripping tighter on Jason's head, wanting to get a nice load inside his mouth. Jason grasped onto Scott's thighs, continuing to deepthroat him.

“I think, I think I'm getting close... Fuck...” Scott pushed Jason's head down one last time, letting the spurts of cum go straight into the wolf's mouth, before letting him escape, the raccoon's cock still spurting out hot sticky jets all over Jason's face and new found belly. Jason gulped down the juice inside him, wiping some of the mess off his face.

“Man, I haven't come that hard since I was a teenager,” said Scott, still engulfed in excitement, “I shouldn't have underestimated your cocksucking abilities, Jase.”

“It's what subby people like me do.”

“Well, that was fun, now let's e-”

Scott couldn't finish his sentence before he got a kiss on the cheek and a soft belly rub through his t-shirt. Bellyrubs were Scott's biggest weakness, and he leaned into the chubby wolf, smiling happily.

“I'm not quite done,” smirked Jason. The rubbing didn't take long for Scott to start getting aroused yet again. Jason kept rubbing the raccoon's belly before forcibly taking his shirt off, leaving the two completely nude. The wolf leaned closer into the raccoon, giving him a kiss on the lips, that immediately moved to a little tongue action. The two got into an erotic embrace, bellies rubbing against each other, both their fat cocks occasionally poking at each other.

Both of them were horny as hell. Jason flopped on Scott's bed, facing away from him, wiggling his big rear at Scott.

“I know you wanna do something like this,” said Jason seductively, “So why don't we fulfill your fantasy?”

It didn't take Scott very long to hop on the bed and get right behind Jason, his cock hard and wet from earlier. He swivels his hips, teasing his cock around the tailhole of the wolf before slowly plunging the tip inside. 

Scott groaned as he felt his cock around the warm confines. He kept pushing inside until his cock was fully inside.

“It feels so... good. Can't believe I've never done this before.”

“Well, you know what's next, right?”

Scott physically responded by slowly humping Jason from behind, doggy style. The humping began to put Scott in a state of euphoria, feeling warm and tingly. It didn't take long for the humping to speed up, then the two really started getting into the moment, panting and moaning as the raccoon thrusted hard into the wolf, his balls bouncing back and forth, occasionally knocking into the wolf's own hard nuts.

“Fuck... So tight in there, so... good.” Scott was at a slight loss of words, the excitement overwhelming him.

“Feels good to me... too.” Jason grunted loudly, letting his cock slap against his belly, leaking out loads of precum over the bed.

Scott was on cloud nine, his head tilted back, his tongue hanging out, just going on instinct. Jason adjusted himself so he was on his knees, leaning right into Scott. He grabbed one of Scott's hands, shifting it to his own crotch. Scott knew what he wanted, so he grasped right onto the fat cock and started to pump, giving Jason the pleasure he'd be long desiring.

The thrusting went from slow to a breakneck pace. Scott kept panting heavily, moaning as he felt his cock feeling the best its ever been, while Jason was moaning as he was getting fucked royally hard, making Scott's hand incredibly slick as he was jerking him off.

“Nnngh... I can't... can'tholdon for... much longer...” Scott's humping was getting quick and forceful, the two practically bouncing against each other. Even though Scott had already released two loads that would make his younger self jealous, he was ready to blow an even bigger load inside his wolf roommate.

The raccoon kept humping, his words going from something cohesive to pure moaning. The wolf sat there feeling good inside and out, that same tingling sensation from earlier intensifying. Scott put his chin against Jason's shoulder, before wrapping an arm around his belly.

“nnnggonnacum...” The euphoria was too much. Scott did one last thrust inside the wolf's hole, spurting jets of hot sticky cum inside the walls, hitting his prostate. Jason responded with a loud howl as he shot his own jizz onto the bed. The two flopped on the bed, exhausted in pleasure. Scott slowly let out his softening member as it shoots a few small loads onto Jason's back.

Jason turns around to face Scott, both of them smiling. The two hold onto each other, cuddling closely as they bask into the afterglow.

A few hours later, Scott woke up and saw Jason sleeping next to him. Jason opened his eyes and looked down, noticing he's back to his normal body.

“Man, what was that?” asked Scott, “You suddenly became a chubby dude and now... you're not?”

Jason sat there confused. “Maybe it had to do with that weird underwear you gave me.”

Scott smiled. “Hell, whatever works, man. Now I'm real hungry. Let's eat that food before it gets too soggy.”
The two got up from their bed, not caring that they were naked as the day they were born. As Scott saw Jason walk out of his room, he did notice that Jason had put on a little weight on his tummy and buttocks.
Maybe it was that underwear... If it was, it's a goddamn blessing, thought Scott as he saw Jason's cute butt jiggle a little as he walked away, a bit more so than usual.
