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I always considered myself a good man. I had a prestigious job at a fortune five hundred company that focuses a lot of attention on the environment and people. I made sure I gave plenty of my hard earned money to various charities and I made time to help out at the local food kitchens. But there are just a few things I just couldn't stand.

Take for example Aslan Baba. Strange name, at least to me, but then again I really shouldn’t judge people on just their names. What I do judge people on, however, is how they choose to present themselves and how they decide to live their lives.

I was just getting home from a relatively productive day the office when I met with my doorman. I nodded to the well dressed, middle aged man as he allowed me entrance into my upscale complex in the heart of New York. 

Eric always presented himself in an upstanding manner, even if his weight had increased substantially during the years I’d known the man. I kept giving him the name of my gym but for some reason he always laughed and mentioned it just made him more authentic when he played Santa during the holidays. Usually I just shook my head and gave his ample belly a pat. I just couldn’t understand why someone wouldn’t want to take the upmost pride in their appearance, but Eric always just gave a hearty laugh and waved me on my way.

The paunchy doorman followed me to the elevator. We commenced with the usual small talk, but as I was about to hit the button to my floor, Eric remembered that we had a new neighbor moving in, possibly on my floor. I gave him a curt nod and thanked him as the doors to the elevator closed between us.

The room across from me had been empty for quite a few weeks now, which wasn’t a surprise since the apartments offered by this complex went for quite a bit. The rent control was also a nice boon, but added to the cost immensely. 

I was actually quite happy to finally have someone I could possibly talk to. Most likely, considering the price tag and the area, the new tenant was in a similar situation as myself. Obviously they had to have some money, and with the neighborhood being so close to some of the history gay neighborhoods, had to be at least a little open minded.

I should have worried right away though, as quite the pungent odor hit me as the elevator arrived on my floor. While it wasn’t bad, per se, the smell was quite overwhelming and I attempted to hold back my lunch. As I walked closer to my apartment door, I also began to hear a loud beat coming from what was the uninhabited room across from my own. That was where I quickly realized that I might have had a problem on my hands.

Wiping some stray strands of my dirty blonde hair from my eyes and fixing my, well, to be a bit immodest, perfect head of hair, I gave the door to room 501 a few quick knocks. I barely heard a word coming from the new tenant as the loud foreign music blaring from the apartment blocked out any verbal response I was given. 

As the door opened, the intensity of the smell hit me like a ton of bricks and my legs began to sway. A large meaty paw grabbed my shoulder to steady me and as my vision cleared, the problem became quite apparent. 

Perhaps, in order to explain a bit better the distress I felt, I should describe the average resident of Silver Towers. Take me for example. Well, already you know I’m a young, upper middle class businessman. I enjoyed working out three times a week to keep my lithe but athletic figure, eating a mainly vegetarian lifestyle, adding some fish and chicken in there for protein. I took quite a bit of pride in my appearance, owning a multitude of suits to fit every occasion, making sure I always show off my best. I’m was quite liberal in my beliefs, and was open about my sexuality, having dated quite extensively with both men and women.

This is pretty similar across most of the other residents of the building. I tell you all this, just to emphasize the magnitude of the cognitive dissonance I felt seeing my new neighbor.

After having a small coughing fit from the intensity of the exotic smells of spicy cuisine mixed with some strong incense, the figure that stood before me was actually quite a good deal shorter than myself, yet had a very powerful aura.

“Ha! You must be Mal Jenkins! My new neighbor! Aslan Baba here and I do apologize! A Turkish home can be a bit overwhelming for someone not accustomed, but once you get used to it, you can’t live without it.” The deep hearty voice came with a gruff, but jovial laugh. My eyes were still a bit unfocused, tearing up still from the powerful smells, but I could see the thick, beefy, hairy mitt the man held me with.

“Umm, thank...you? And it’s Malcolm.” I coughed again, blinking multiple times as I tried to clear my vision.

As soon as I was able to stand by myself, the man grabbed my own hand in a tight, powerful, slightly sweaty handshake. This in turn caused me to tear up once more, this time from some slight pain. But as the image was cleared up, things didn’t get much better for me.

Aslan was quite the fireplug. He couldn’t have been over five foot six, but the salt and pepper haired (well, with as much hair on his head that was left), olive skinned man had quite the air of power. The middle aged man might have been an athlete at some point considering there was some muscle in that body, but he obviously had gone to pot. The man had grown quite a beer belly, which considering the large can of brew in his hand was probably a very apt description.

His face wasn’t exactly what one would call, classically handsome, but it was all man. Fine lines and wrinkles filled the middle aged man visage, and a large double chin and thick cheeks gave him quite a jolly appearance. Mostly bald, a horseshoe fringe of salt and pepper colored hair surrounded his temples. He did have a bushy mustache below a pudgy, slightly bulbous nose though, as well as quite a swatch of stubble covering the rest of his face. His bright blue eyes were strangely mesmerizing however, and they happened to be quite piercing. 

What hair he had missing from seemed to have migrated south. The slightly stained wife beater showed off a thick pelt of chest hair, and even more hair seemed to originate from the older man’s shoulders and down to his thick mitts. The old wife beater he wore didn’t even completely cover the bottom of his beer gut, which spilled over the waistband of his sweatpants.

I may have unintentionally ogled at the beefy man’s bulge a little too long though. Even under that gut, there was no mistaking the shorter man’s...gifted endowments. He gave a small grin as I tore my eyes away.

Aslan finished up his uncouth appearance with quite a few pieces of jewelry. A thin solid golden chain necklace was loosely wrapped around his strong neck, a much thicker golden wristwatch circled the man’s thick wrist, and a few rings covered his fingers.

“Hey, dinner's almost done, wanna come in for a beer and a smoke? Some of my old friends at the cigar company I used to work at always send me a few new packs a month so I’m quite proud of my collection. Have a few Cubans if you wanna try the good stuff! This is a special day and all.” Aslan gave me a conspiratorial wink as he took a deep draft of his beer. So add the stench of cigar smoke to the cacophony of smells that was to come from my new neighbor’s household.

“I’ll...have to take a rain check. I have some work to finish and I really don’t have the time this week, business is booming and all.” I gave a small sad smile that I hoped look authentic but the man seemed to take it in stride.

“Tomorrow then!” His thick hand slapped my shoulder a bit, causing me to slightly lose my balance once again from the strength of the blow. Letting out a slight belch, Aslan shut the door behind him and I let out quite the sigh, heading back across the hall to my own place.

As I entered my own apartment, I fell back against the door. Damn, the smell lingered. Taking another sniff I groaned as it seemed it had even seemed to permeate my own apartment a little. Groaning, I quickly raced to a cabinet and grabbed all the air fresheners I could, hanging them near the entrance to my home. This was not how I wanted today to go. Aslan completely threw me off my groove. I decided that I needed to resume my usual daily clean up.

Not that it needed it mind you. I had a maid who usually tidied up while I was gone, considering my schedule can keep me long into the night at work, but there were always some things I enjoyed doing myself. Perhaps it’s a bit vain but I believed that a spotless apartment showed that you were professional in your home life as well as work. I could only imagine, with dread mind you, what Mr. Baba’s apartment looked like. Especially after he lived in it for a year or so...

I shivered at the thought as I tried to relax my thoughts and looked across my apartment. I was quite proud of my modern decor. There was little color, but a lot of glass and metal made for a very minimalist style option. Various statues sat on pillars around the hardwood floor and the massive windows that completely covered a full wall gave me an amazing view of the city, especially at sunset. Less is more as I thought to myself, collapsing into my leather couch after cleaning up a bit more. My briefcase dropped next to me as I had finally steadied my mind.

After taking a few deep breathes, a happy realization came over me. Even when I had neighbors before, I very rarely saw them. As I mentioned previously, most residents of my complex were young professionals and were constantly busy and active in various so the odds of seeing that...man on a regular basis were low. I smiled and tilted my head back for a quick power nap, comforted by that thought.

Sometimes nice people have to do, well...mean things. Not on purpose mind you, and certainly without malice, but sometimes you just have to put your foot down. It wasn’t as if Aslan was a bad guy - I don’t think he was - but my theory about never seeing the man turned out to be completely incorrect.

Being semi-retired, the short bear of a man was around all the time. You could always tell he was coming from the smell of cigar smoke that hung over his broad, hairy shoulders. Or there was always the thick odor of too much cologne. He was there in the mornings when I went off to work, always trying to press some Turkish coffee into my hands. I usually just dumped it out on the way to work, getting my usual soy latte.

Coming home he was always there to greet me, no matter what time I arrive. It was almost as if he was keeping track of me, offering me plenty of food. While most of it was probably quite delicious, and looked to be properly prepared, I had a very sensitive palate and the intense spices and tastes would have probably ended any enjoyment I would have experienced from the greasy cuisine. Most of it went directly into the garbage, even the pastries. 

I know for a fact that Turkish delights are good, and while I was tempted to try one, they were much to fattening for my gym regime. For some reason, a part of me thought that he had to have some attraction towards me, which was something I had no desire to reciprocate. I mean, he was definitely not my type.

But it didn’t stop there. I passed him when I shopped at some local organic businesses. It seemed the locals dealt in a lot of foreign foods so he was always there, waving and patting me on my back, a beer or cigar in those large, hairy mitts.

His day always seemed to brighten whenever he set foot around me. Aslan always had this jovial attitude about him, joking and having “fun”. But the man was just so...rude, crude, and gruff. 

He didn’t seem to care how others thought of him, how he dressed, what he looked like. The bear still had that same air of confidence that surrounded him and on some level, I guess I could admire it but I just couldn’t condone completely letting yourself go like that, even if you’re retired. A person has to have some standards.

I did actually relent once and head over to his apartment. The incense smell was still there of course, but living with it day in, and day out, was helping me to develop a tolerance. Still though, upon entering the powerful combination of incense, foreign spices, cologne, and...something else almost overwhelmed me.

“Ha, yeah, real Turkish homes are a bit overwhelming as I mentioned when we met, but take a feel deep breathe. It’ll put hair on your chest!” The man let out a harsh barking laugh as he took another deep draft of his brew, pointing to his thick pelt. Did he ever drink something healthy? Besides...I preferred my chest clean shaved thank you very much.

As expected though, the apartment was a mess. The design was a mishmash of multi cultural draping and furniture, mixed with a massive, big screen television...of course. Almost nothing matched. Everything was placed haphazardly over the room with no thought given to any good interior decorating standards. And while the place seemed...relatively clean, there were a great deal of empty beer cans and filled ashtrays haphazardly placed around the room.

“When you agreed to come over, I had to do a quick clean up and, you know, sorta missed a few thing but hey, it’s a home. A little mess means it’s been lived in.” The hairy man gave me a curt nod as he spoke through the thick cigar hanging from the side of his mouth. I honestly didn't intend to stay all that long, but I wanted to be courteous...

“It’s all very...you. Did you recently come from Turkey or did you…” I tried to think of nice things to say, and luckily Aslan took it in stride.

“Well Mal!”

“Malcolm…”

“Mal! We’re all friends here! Well Mal, I was born in the old country but my family moved here when I was but a lad. Of course the motherland was drilled into me by my mother and father, and we made sure we tried to take a trip there at least once a year if we could afford it. My pa thought America would be a good fit for me and obviously it gave me a lot of opportunities, besides, it sure does agree with me.” Still wearing yet another wife beater - how many does this guy own? - the fireplug of a man gave his belly a good pat, much to my disgust.

“And of course we all worked at the cigar factory as kids, real work. I did however get to go to school, and got a business degree before I took over. Hated the job though, lotsa fancy pansies and pricks in business suits who were more interested in a money then the value of a good stoogie.” Aslan waved his own cigar at me, ash flying around.

“Not that all of them were asshats you know. I hate snap judgments based on a certain kind of person," he added with a nod. I agreed to a point; the way one presents oneself really does have an impact on how others see you. 

I really wanted to mention that but I held my tongue as the older gentlemen continued to give his long, boring lecture on his family history. I suppressed a sigh and put on my business smile until I was able to give a good enough excuse to leave. He seemed to be genuinely sorry to see me go and welcomed me back over for an authentic Turkish meal. I gave him a nice smile back, as well as thanking him for the gesture and returned to the safe confines of my own apartment, knowing full well I would likely never take him up on that offer.

Everything came to a head the following evening. I was out with friends at a local gay club and bar that opened recently. We weren’t exactly sure what the place was like, considering a lot of gay bars usually had different themes, but we had heard good things about it. Unfortunately the name should have tipped me off.

The Grizzly was mostly filled with bears. There were a few cubs, otters, and twinks hanging around, but the vast majority of the place was filled with an older...beefier clientele. Now I can enjoy some of the more exotic, muscular specimens, the well polished beefy men who obviously took really good care of themselves, but a vast majority of the bar was filled with, well, lardasses.

A multitude of bellies were on display that evening, out and proud. Now my friends didn’t seem to have a problem even though I suggested we move on to one of our usual watering holes, but they thought the music was pumping, and I guess they enjoyed the more relaxed atmosphere. I guess it could be fun in its own way, but I felt out of my element.

I realized too late that I should have insisted on leaving but at the time, I figured what was the harm? The place seemed clean enough, and it could have been a new experience. Perhaps one of the muscular patrons would be free for a discussion later.

Taking a seat at the bar while my buddies went out on the dance floor, I ordered a light martini. The young muscular, bearded bartender started on my drink right away. A leather harness emphasized his slightly sweaty, beefy, hairy chest although a bit of a beer belly marred an otherwise attractive form.

As my compatriots decided to dance their night away with some the larger men in the club, I resigned myself to the bar, fending off unwanted advances from most of the patrons.

There was one guy, though, who wouldn’t take no for an answer. A young man, about my age but built like a tank, had his eyes on me for a while. This guy, who I imagined probably had some oafish name like Brock or Brick or something, had a body like a Greek hero, except for an offseason, bloated belly. He was a blonde Adonis with a smoothly polished chest...Almost everything I could have hoped for. Unfortunately his attitude left a lot to be desired...

“Yo, how about you and me get out of here. You know, watch me flex for a bit…” The preening, shirtless buffoon reminded me quite a bit of Gaston.

I knew the type. While he had his looks, I usually preferred a brain behind the body so I told him, nicely, that I wasn’t interested. He didn’t seem to like that much, but did leave me alone for a bit at least.

I then spent my time trying to ignore him as he tried to hit on a few other bar patrons. He struck out every single time, and I usually gave a smile as I sipped my third drink of the evening. Unfortunately since I wasn’t near as intimidating as the other guys he tried to hit on, the buffoon returned to me later on. 

“You know, I'm used to getting what I want.” He glared at me for a bit, deciding things in his head. He probably had a few too many in him as he wrongly decided that grabbing me by the arm was the right choice. Now I’m not a shrinking violet but this guy has quite a bit of weight on me so I wasn’t exactly able to get free... My eyes suddenly went for my friends, the bartender, anyone around that could help.

“Hey, muscle brain…” A beefy, meaty paw grabbed the arm of my assailant. The muscled man turned to view my savior...and of course it was the last guy I expected.

“Hey, who the fuck do you…” The tall Adonis looks down at the small bear of a man. Aslan was actually really intimidating when he’s mad, and he seemed to be quite strong even with his diminutive stature.

“This guy bothering you, hun?” He didn't even look at me, keeping eye contact on the muscle head as he implied we were an item.

“N...no. He was just leaving.” I wasn’t an idiot. I played my part as Aslan’s “boyfriend” and a bit of fear crept into the big man’s eyes as he looked from my savior, to me, and back. Here was someone who could fight back so he hastily let my arm go and jerked his own away from the small, Turkish bear.

“Yeah...N...no problem here.” The big man hesitated, giving one worried look back at my, well, savior and then disappeared onto the dance floor.

“Hey, you ok Mal? Let’s get you home.” The smaller man’s big strong arms helped me out of my seat as I fumbled a little.

“Malcolm, and I’m...I’m fine. Just a bit tipshy…” I was probably a bit more then that as I slurred my words but I was still a bit off after that experience and wanted to seem more competent...

“Ah, na, I like my booze like the rest of 'em but you can't hold your liquor well. Let’s get you home.” And He almost carried me out of the bar, to a taxi, and all the way back to my apartment. He even had to unlock the door for me as my hand kept shaking as I tried to insert the key.

“Careful, here we go...let’s get you to bed… Oh wow...your apartment...it’s very...clean…” Aslan's eyes widened a bit as he took in the minimalist, modern decor.

“Yeah...this bit more modern than yo...yo...you're used to huh?” I chuckled a bit as he brought me to my bedroom.

“A...bit. Not very much like home to tell you the truth. Too clean…I think…” And that's when I made my mistake. I was probably fully drunk by that point if I had to be honest, but for some reason I wanted that little bear. My hands gripped his strong arms, coated in a slight layer of adipose as they moved down to his thick, slightly hard, slightly malleable beer belly, groping it every so gently as I moved in for a kiss. 

My tongue explored his mouth, his thick bushy mustache actually felt pleasing as it tickled my face. The taste of stale beer and cigar smoke on his breathe was somehow intoxicating as my hand slowly pushed down under Aslan’s thick beer belly, pushing into his pants to see exactly what the big bear had. I certainly wasn’t disappointed. The thick smell of cologne mixed with the faint, heavy masculine musk of the older bear, heightening my own arousal. As my hand continued to try and grope for more, I suddenly felt myself being pulled away.

“Heh, while I appreciate your “thanks” Mal, I would prefer we continue this when you’re sober. Much more fun...and consensual that way.” And with that the hairy Turkish man pushed me into bed and covered me with my sheets before wishing me good evening.

Unfortunately the next morning was filled with a few regrets. One of my...talents happened to be that I could recall everything I did while drunk with perfect clarity. Everything returned when I awoke, crystal clear as I slowly pulled my aching head from my pillows, slowly dragging my hung over carcass to the bathroom. I was already downing some pain pills before I headed into the fridge to get some juice.

While I really needed to thank Aslan, both for saving me and for stopping me from doing something I knew I'd regret, I really didn’t want to go see him now, especially after my outburst. 

What was wrong with me, I continued to think to myself. He was not the sorta guy I went for, even if he did save me last night. I was going to have to explain to him that my...indiscretion was probably just some drunken thing. But not right now, not this morning. And luckily on my way out to work, it was the first time I missed him. Perhaps he knew my problems and gave me some space.

It wasn’t until I got home though that the real trouble started. My hangover had thankfully long since vanished but it seemed to return then. Standing there in front of his door, with a big grin on his face, was of course Aslan. I silently groaned but tried to match his smile.

“Hey I wanted to oomph!” And like that, as I walked up the short hairy man, I was pulled into his apartment.

“Hey mal, you’re looking good! How’s the head? You remember anything?” I was unable to pull away as the smaller man brought me to his dining room table, sitting me down. I noticed there was a large spread of food covering the whole top of it. It took a few minutes before I realized where this might be heading.

“After last night I decided I wanted to treat you to some of my favorite foods!” I felt his thick beefy hands on my shoulders and I sighed. I decided to humor the guy to try a few of his dishes, but this was quickly getting out of hand. I knew I had put a stop to this, so I stood up.

“Look, Aslan, I appreciate everything you did for me last night but the kiss, everything, well I was drunk.”

“Well, of course that's why I put you to bed and…” The small man started.

“Yes, yes, yes. And while I appreciate the gesture, the truth is...you’re not even close to my type.” I couldn't put him down gently. These were feelings I wanted to share for a while and if I sugar coated them, I felt I’d be doing him a disservice. Bring this up, man to man.

“I like guys like me. Athletic, smooth, young. I’m not at all interested in bears. Not into older guys, and I think hair is a huge turn off. And the belly, well I'm sorry but I think someone needs to take better care of themselves then eating nothing but beer and greasy food.” I should have stopped there, but it all was coming out.

“And seriously, you wear too much cologne, you smell like, well I don’t know what that is but it’s there. You dress like a complete slob. The decor here is atrocious. There can’s all over this pig sty. This food is unhealthy, and over spiced. You smoke those disgusting cigars...you…” And that's when I saw it. The rage hidden between those eyes which caused me to gulp. Aslan was furious.

“You come and judge me just based on my appearance. You don’t even try to get to know me, you insult my culture, my way of life when I have been nothing but nice, given you only kindness in return? Fine. Perhaps you need a lesson of sorts. Go, before I decide the lesson is more physical...but perhaps that would be more preferable…” The way he glared at me, the way he crossed his arms. It was like I had the rage of some beast, a lion coming down on me. It was looking for the kill. I got the hell out of there as fast as I could.

Well, I had said everything I privately wanted to say, whether I really should have or not. Looking back, perhaps I was a bit too harsh, but I was dealing with quite a bit from both work and the previous evening...Aslan really wasn’t THAT bed I guess. Sure everything I said was true, but he was also very kind, nice, and well, protective.

Well, the good news was that after that, my visits from my good neighbor were almost completely brief and formal, and that was if I even saw him at all. While it was a bit sad, I was quite happy to life going back to how things were before. Even the smell was beginning to fade and I began to think that maybe my dressing down of the older man was taken to heart. Perhaps there’d be no hard feelings after all.

It was a week later, around dinner time when I returned home from the gym. I’d just taken a relaxing hour work out session after my job, and was happy to return home. All I wanted to do take a nice shower, and enjoy a nice chardonnay as I read some memoirs. Perhaps I’d order a nice roasted salmon and mixed vegetables from a local eatery.

A few minutes after I put all my gym clothes in the hamper and was about to take my shower, there was a knock at the door. I was still quite a mess so I tried to adjust my hair a bit before opening up the door to a local pizza delivery man.

“Um sir, I’ve got your Double Extra large, all meat pizza and a six pack that you ordered…” The young teen smelled of thick grease and his messy appearance didn’t give me much confidence in the quality of the cuisine. Obviously there had to have been a mistake.

“I’m sorry, I think the order is for the man across the hall.” Before the teen could reply, I shut the door. Not the most considerate thing but the young man didn’t exactly look like the sharpest tool in the shed, nor did he look all that invested in the job. About a minute later, as I was about to once again about to try and take my shower, there was another knock. Sighing, I returned to see the dull eyed youth standing there yet again.

“Uh sir, guy said it wasn’t him, and honestly, I don’t really care.” The teen shoved the warm pizza into my hands. I could almost feel the grease coming from inside the box, the combined weight of the pie and the six pack on top surprising me a bit. How big was this monstrosity?

“It’s already paid for, I've got my tip and I’ve got other places to be... You get a free pizza and beer man. Later.” The rude teen then just left me there. The nerve. Besides...what sort of place delivers pizza AND beer anyways. And not even any good stuff. Just some thick, calorie ridden mass produced junk.

My first thought was to hand it over to Aslan across the hall, he’d probably down it all in one night. But we were still just giving each other their own space, so me showing up at his front door might be awkward. Besides, he already said no to free pizza and beer. I then decided I should probably just throw it all out.

As I sat the pie on my coffee table, I suddenly realized I hadn’t even looked inside, although I was pretty sure what I’d find. I wasn’t disappointed, nor impressed about anything I saw except but the sheer size of the pizza and the amount of grease pooling on the thick slices of the New York style pie. The intense smell of processed mozzarella, slightly golden brown though did start stimulating my taste buds. I hadn’t had any dinner so that must have been it.

Of course though, it had been a while since my last “cheat” day and one slice wouldn’t give me a problem. Grabbing some paper towels, a plate, and some silverware, I placed a piece on my plate and decided to turn on the television. Perhaps there was a biography on or something. Unfortunately it all seemed to be run of the mill reality shows, or sports programming much to my distaste.

The first taste was disgusting...well mostly. Even after patting the top of the slice with the napkin to get as much of the grease off as I could, I could still taste it coming from the thick and vast amounts of processed pepperoni, ham, ground beef and sausage. The worst part was the thick soggy slices caused problems with cutting into with the knife and fork. I actually had to start eating it with my hands.

After finishing the first slice, my stomach still gurgled so I absentmindedly took another piece. This one actually went down much better as my gullet must had been getting used to the taste t and before I knew it, I'd opened up the first beer, taking a large sip and letting loose a small belch before realizing my indiscretion and excusing myself.

Ugh, what was I doing I thought to myself. I licked off my greasy fingers, changing the channel again as the television now turned to some new modern reality series dreck on lumberjacks. As I tried to gently sip the beer, watching these thick, pot bellied guys talk, laugh and cut trees, I realized I was getting hard. Really, I should have known better but I started digging my greasy, pizza stained hand down my pants, gripping my own member. Unfortunately I was nowhere near as... gifted as Aslan was, which honestly did fill me with a bit of jealousy, not to mention some disgust at where my mind was wondering. Before I knew it though, I started jerking myself off to these beefier men.

I couldn’t even look at myself as I was in the throes of lust. All feeling of decorum and decency were headed out the window as I sat there, still sweaty from my gym session, stuffing myself with pizza and guzzling beer all while jerking myself off. I had no idea what came over me but as I continued to pleasure myself, I fell further and further into my own depravity, grunting and groaning like a beast until I finally finished, spraying myself with the most intense orgasm I ever had.               

Breathing heavily, I knew I should have cleaned myself up, but just the raw power, mixed with the long hard day and gym session left me so exhausted I fell asleep right there on the couch.

I knew there was something very wrong with me when I woke up the next morning with a massive belch. Rubbing my belly, I groaned as the slight tinge of a hangover fell upon me. Looking down, the empty six pack before me gave me the reason for the pain as I remembered last night...hedonistic session.

I was still covered in sweat and dried cum, not to mention crumbs and pizza sauce as I slowly lifted myself off the couch and headed towards the restroom. Did I really just down that entire pizza and beer? God I was disgusting. I'd have to double my time at the gym this evening just to make up for all those empty calories unless I wanted to look like, well, Aslan.

My problems didn’t end there though as I caught a look of myself in the mirror. Other than a thicker then normal morning stubble covering my jaw, I looked horrible. Was I really looking that old? I was only twenty five but perhaps my job was stressing me out more than usual. I looked thirty. Even worse was what I saw when I looked down.

I knew I wasn’t still bloated from the evening before, but my hard worked abs were gone, replaced by a small beer belly. That might have explained why my face looked a bit...fuller than usual. This...this wasn’t possible as I kept rubbing it, shaking it, willing it to disappear, and the only response was my member giving a few twinges of pleasure. Even with that impossibility, my thoughts continued on remembering I needed to shave my body again, the start of a treasure trail was just coming in. I shook my head as I remembered I really needed to focus on that gut. How the heck did I gain that much in one evening?

Even weirder, after my awkward shower, I found out that my wardrobe seemed to be tailored for someone larger, well, for my current size that was. It was as if everything I had was made with my newer expanded figure in mind, as if I’d been this big for more than a while.

What scared me though was that nobody at work had any idea there was any change. They all thought it was caused by some early midlife crisis, or just me stress eating. It worried me because the onus was now on me. Was this all just a bad dream? Had I deluded myself my body was a prime example of perfection. No, that was impossible. Something else was going on here behind the scenes.

As I returned home from work, Aslan was just coming home from with a package of groceries and some fast food. I was completely exhausted and starving and even after last night's indiscretion, the thought of eating a burger instead of a salad secretly thrilled me... I just felt so slow and knew I needed to make quite the gym run but my eyes were drawn to the shorter bear...Was he a bit...trimmer? I shook my head as I walked by.

“Oh hey, Mal. Look, sorry I exploded at you the other day, mind coming in and talking about it?” He gave me the same open smile as I thought about it. Why not?

“It’s Malcolm and sure. We really do need to talk and I don’t like how we left things. Let me do one thing.” After putting my briefcase in my own apartment, and glaring at the mess of beer can’s and the pizza box still resting on my coffee table from the previous evening. I had to have my little hedonistic indiscretion the evening before my maid was to have her day off. I sighed and quickly returned back over to Aslan’s place, wanting to keep this mess out of mind for now.

I was actually a bit pleased with some of the changes Aslan initiated. The scent of cologne and Turkish spices mixed with the various incense still lingered but it was nowhere near as powerful as it was when the fireplug of a man had first moved in. The apartment also seemed a bit cleaner as beer cans were no longer laid haphazardly across the rooms. The furniture seemed to be arraigned much more elegantly as well, a lot more thought had been put into style. Oh, there was still quite a bit of cultural influence scattered around the place, but it now fit the design and flow of the area much better. Perhaps he had took my criticism to heart?

“Look, I’m sorry for blowing up at you and threatening you the other day. I know you were only saying what you felt, and I know I can come on a bit strong.” Alan looked down a bit, scratching his beefy hairy arm around his thick watch. He was looking a bit thinner, and there was more energy in that face. His mustache was better kept and he seemed to have shaved most of the thick stubble around his jaw line. It was even more prominent as I scratched my own chin, the usual five o'clock shadow coming in thicker then usual.

I was actually a bit touched. I believed I was the one who really should have apologized. I did say some...rather harsh things. But Aslan was being the bigger person here? It did bring me some feelings of guilt.

“No it’s…” I started to respond, reply with my own apology but Aslan silenced me as he held up his hand.

“And it really didn’t help that you were still dealing with the guy who pretty much wanted to force himself on you. Sure, I helped but that can cause someone to say things they really didn’t mean. Especially if they had a bit too much to drink. So yeah, I'm sorry big guy. How about some dinner? I always buy too much.” he put on that smile again as he pointed to the fast food on the table.

“Well um...thank you. But you really shouldn’t have. I was a definitely too harsh in my criticism of you as well but…” I was about to say something else, about how he seems to be following some of my advice but my belly suddenly rumbled as I licked my lips at what was probably some very greasy burgers.

“Heh, let’s talk while we eat!” Aslan slaps my back, pushing me forward a bit off balance as he brings out some beers.

I gulped a bit. I really should have said no. I already dealt with the weird events of the previous evening leaving me thicker in the midsection and I really don’t want a repeat of that if I was just going to somehow put on more weight. I was completely starved at that point though, and I was tired from work. It had been ages since I last had any fast food...ignoring the pizza from the previous evening of course.

“Umm, ok but no beer ok. I really don’t drink.” I say as I settle myself down onto his chair. Strangely enough he gave me a blank confused look. Then he let out his usual harsh, barking laugh.

“Uh huh. Tell me another one. I live next to you remember. You come home with a six pack twice a week. Probably where that gut’s coming from.” Aslan laughed and pated my small paunch, causing me to blush.What was he talking about! I never drank but...I looked down and blushed harder as I felt a small wave of nausea.

“You ok Mal?” My head hurt a bit but cleared up quite quickly. I had been drinking a bit more than usual. My friends had gotten me into the habit and I’ve been neglecting the gym recently. I hated how much weight I was gaining but one more night couldn’t hurt. Then, back to my old regime. The burgers yes tonight, but no beer.

“Yeah sorry, but still...I really shouldn’t…” I try to push back the brew and Aslan smirked.

“Oh come on, one little beer can’t hurt you. Just head back to the gym a bit more later. Besides, just between you and me, I don’t mind a little belly. It looks good on a man if you ask me. In the old country, a nice gut showed you were doing well for yourself.” Aslan grin widened as I blushed harder, opening up the beer and taking a drink, much to the older man’s apparent pleasure.

“Now let’s eat!” The stocky man smiled as he moved the fast food off the table and headed into the living room to turn on that oversized television. Some action movie was playing, and while I knew it would have been much more polite...and cleaner to eat at the table, I hesitantly followed him into the den.

The first bite of the burger was heaven though, as I tried to eat it as cleanly as I could. My gaze did turn over to my host though, watching Aslan munch away without a care in the world. Maybe I made a bit more of an ass of myself then I thought. He wasn’t a bad guy at all and if he preferred a...different lifestyle, who was I to judge? You did have to admit he was quite masculine.

Looking down at myself made me wonder if this small pot belly really was all that bad? Maybe, but at least for one night I could pretend it was ok and eat to my heart’s content.

Before long though, my beer was empty, the first burger was done, and I found a six pack in my lap. Aslan already had his own brew ready, but strangely it was a different sort. Spying the label I raised an eyebrow.

“Light beer?” I asked suspiciously.

“Small mistake at the store, but I didn’t want to give you this piss water so I made sure to get you the good stuff.” He laughed at it but grimaced at the beer’s apparent bad taste. It was actually pretty sweet of him I thought.

“Hmm, what else is on…” As Aslan switched channels from the hyper masculine schlock, I accidently let out a massive belch.

“Oh god! Excuse me, I’m such a pig!” I blushed thoroughly but he only fell into that deep guffaw.

“Naa, just a healthy eater.” As we heard moans though, our attention went back to the big screen. There we saw two powerful, beefy men in the middle of making out. One a muscular, tall rugged beast of a man. His chest covered in thick fur, moving down his powerful pecs and over his rounded off season belly. His tongue was in the mouth of an older gentleman with a thick beard. His prominent beer belly was pressed against the younger bear’s rounded gut as they pushed against each other, writhing in pleasure.

My own erection instantly burst to attention as I blushed at the scene.

“Ha, didn’t mean to change to one of my “special” channels. Forgot I even had this.” Turning to me, Aslan gave a slightly perverted smirk.

“And you don’t seem to be all that worried it yourself. Perhaps you’re enjoying it a little hmm?” My blush deepened. This usually wasn’t my thing but the two on the screen were just so… well big and masculine. It was touching something deep within me.

Soon after I felt Aslan's beefy paw rubbing my stuffed belly under my shirt. I silently gulped as it soon began to move lower. My lower lip quivered as I debated on what I wanted. I really should have told him to stop, but it just felt so good. He wasn’t asking for anything in return, just giving me some fun so I pushed myself a bit closer to him as I took another sip of beer. His hand soon migrated down the front of my pants. 

I gulped. It had been a while since my last dalliance and I had been feeling quite frisky recently so my own member hardened completely at the slightest touch. I’ve been given hand jobs plenty of times, but never from someone with those big beefy mitts. It caused me to moan in pleasure. Aslan seemed to have plenty of experience with this as those thick fingers knew exactly how hard, and how rough he could be while remaining so gentle.

As we watched the two men on the screen make out, their faces pressed deeply together, the wetness on the front of my pants grew as Aslan continued to pleasure me. He made me feel so...big, so loved as he massaged my balls one handed. Slowly he began to pump me harder and harder, continually bringing me close to orgasm but stopping just before I could finish. 

I almost swear he was toying with me till he finally let me go all the way, it was probably the most intense orgasm I’ve ever felt as he left me moaning loudly. I hadn't realized I was pushing forward into the pleasure as I fell back into my seat, the front of my pants covered in the sticky remains of my seed. I realized later I should have opened up my pants but it just felt so good. I didn’t want him to stop for one second.

As he pulled his cum stained paw out, the thick hairy hand was rubbed clean with a napkin.

“I...I...oh… Thank you. Do...shall I?” I blushed as the mustached man gave me a smile.

“You don’t need to do anything my friend. It’s not often I find someone hung like a bull myself, so thank you for giving me the chance. But it is getting a bit late, don’t you have work in the morning?” He turned off the television as I still laid there, the warm afterglow consuming me, a dumb sly smile left on my face.

“And here, have some Turkish Delights! One should never starve himself in the service of good health!” He gave my bloated belly a small pat as he a placed a box of candy in my hands on the way out.

Of course my return home meant I had to clean up...a lot. I was going to have to get my pants dry cleaned quickly so they didn’t stain. I don’t think I had ever came so much. The whole entire front of my pants were soaked. I could have died from embarrassment if anyone saw.

I had so much to do before bed, but first, those pants had to get pretreated... Heading to the bathroom, I gently took off my slacks only to be stunned with what I found.

“Holy Sh...err.” I tried to correct my slight cussing but the words were apt. I was hung like a stallion. My bulge in the cum stained briefs I wore was much larger than it should have been, and slowly peeling off the under garments revealed a gigantic package that wasn’t there before. Well at least at that size.

There had to be a good seven or eight inches of flaccid member there now, and at full size, my staff was probably beer can thick. My balls hung low underneath them, filled with plump large egg sized hairy orbs. And for some reason, I was now uncut much to my displeasure. Still, this was impossible and something I really started to worry about. While many men would fantasized about this, growing a larger member, I felt that it might give the wrong impression in such a professional environment. Especially if I had to wear looser fitting work pants. 

It also didn’t help that the lower buttons on my shirt were slightly straining. I hadn’t eaten that much, had I? Ugh, I was becoming such a hog. That was it, back to the gym and a visit to the doctor. I needed to make sure this wasn’t some sort of allergic reaction to being around Aslan or something. Mainly because I was just really starting to get to know him. Perhaps I did judge him too...harshly earlier.

Right now I had to clean everything else up and then take a long, hot shower. And perhaps have a Turkish delight, since I was having a cheat day after all.

The following days passed by generally uneventful. After work each day I made sure to head straight to the gym, although I didn’t work out nearly as long as I usually did, and for some reason allowed myself some beers in the evening. I knew I shouldn’t but it was the time I usually set aside to visit Aslan, sitting down as we watched some show and talk about our day. At first we watched some my favorite documentaries until he insisted we watch something with a bit more plot, or at least some action.

We were actually getting a bit closer. It seemed his family had quite a lot of roots in Turkey, and supposedly there was Gypsy magic in his family. All interesting stuff, but nothing more than fables and fairytales of course.

I actually did have my doctor’s appointment, although he didn’t really understand why I had one. He thought I told him I had a huge question to ask but I never recall saying anything like that, so we just did the usual physical. He did tell me I should cut back more, and I quite agreed with him. I mean, I was almost 230 pounds now. That was a fifty pound beer gut I had grown. Although he was quite impressed when he needed to check my groin for any issues, which of course did make me a bit proud. I did love seeing guy’s reactions to my large package.

My relationship with Aslan actually progressed a few days later. I had taken a weekend off at a spa and had a whole body waxing. I was getting a bit hairy and wanted to nip that in the bud, not to mention my stubble was coming in much thicker than usual. Hopefully this would combat it for a while. It did end with me being quite sore, however, to tell you the truth.

Aslan was only too happy to meet me as I returned. It was actually pretty adorable.

“Ah, my friend, so good to see you again. Tell me, tell me, how was your small vacation? The spa was it?” As usual, the big man greeted me with a powerful slap to the back, but I was getting used to it. It only cause me to stumble a bit this time.              

“Oh, umm it was just fine. Been rather stressed lately, didn’t help with all the weight I've gained…” My hand patted my unfortunately growing paunch.

“But I did get to eat much healthier finally, and the waters were great. Although I am a bit sore.” I admitted. Although I was really looking forward to having a beer with Aslan when I returned. Just one though. I really wanted to lose this weight.

“Sore? Too much gym?” I found myself following him into his apartment.

“No, had a waxing.” I corrected as he raised an eyebrow at me. 

“Oh don’t give me that look. You might like being a hairy bear but I do prefer being nice and smooth.” I smirked. I actually was growing a bit fond of the short fuzz ball but I wasn’t going to tell him that. Yet.

“Heh fine...although…” I found a beer in my hand appear as Aslan scoured the fridge, trying to tempt me with some more of his delicious cooking.

“Although?” I replied as I popped open the can, a thick hiss came from the beer and absentmindedly downed half the can in one gulp. So I was a bit thirsty.

“I might have something to help smooth over that soreness.” Aslan grabbed a small sandwich, handing me a much thicker hoagie as he settled into a kitchen chair.

“Urp, excuse me. What do you mean, do you have some sort of lotion?” I gulped down half the sub in seconds as another beer appeared in my hand.

“Sort of. My family makes a very special body wash.” He gave a deep and hearty laugh.

“Oh? What’s in it?” I asked. Did I just finish that whole roll myself? Ugh, I really needed to keep track of that. And I was doing so well at the spa too...

“Well I could give it to you, unless I could interest you in a personal bath. I always find showering together can be quite pleasurable.” He returned a slightly perverted grin.

“I Ugh what?” I choked a bit on my beer. We hadn’t done anything since the other night where he gave me his...apology.

“I was suggesting we have some fun in the shower while I give you a personal rub down.” He smirked wider. Now I had a few wonderful massages while at the spa but I looked back at those thick, strong hands and I blushed. Why not? I gave a slight nod.

“Good, good! Let me get the bath ready then!” And he was off. He seemed very excited at the prospect so I placed my third empty beer can down next to the others, I hesitantly followed him to the master bath. I could always back out at any time, although, I honestly didn’t think I’d want to.

I had never seen Aslan nude before that time but my own member shot up instantly on spying his beefy form. Bending over the shower, his pert bubble butt was raised in the air. He had already stripped and that hairy, rounded rear looked so, well, desirable, which was odd because I usually preferred being the bottom in a relationship.

“Ah, well I can’t be the only one naked here. Join me?” He grinned looking back at me before turning around. I gulped a bit seeing all of the short, squat hairy beefy bear before me. That swatch of fur on his chest completely covered that his pecs, continued lower to that ample beer gut, and moved all the way down to his crotch.

Now while I had seen the thick bulge in Aslan's pants, this is the first time I’ve actually seen his package fully and even I was impressed. He was even bigger then I was, and we both knew I was hung like a horse. His plump sausage was uncircumcised, round and already beer can thick even while soft. Licking my lips I saw those massive bullish balls dangling below his fleshy tool. Perhaps this would be more fun than I imagined.

“Well?” He continued giving me that sly grin as I blushed, realizing I was standing there, gaping at him longer than I should. It was a look that said, I know I’m hot but what are YOU waiting for. I quickly, yet carefully, stripped down and entered the bath, wincing at the slight soreness as the water cascaded over my form.

“Ah, you are quite a bit red all over. Did they wax you EVERYWHERE?” Aslan raised an eyebrow as he followed me into the bath.

“Almost.” I blushed more as the shorter man started to spread some of his special body wash onto a washcloth and proceeded to start rubbing it against my belly. I groaned as those beefy mitts were already causing my legs to bow a bit. 

“Ugh...this feels so...so…” I groaned as he smiled. The thick wet matted body fur on my bears...I mean Aslan’s body just seemed to get me going. My own thick member bumping against my beer gut.

“Yes, yes, yes. Sometimes my family also uses this as an aphrodisiac.” he grinned as his big strong paws moved up to my chest, stroking my nipples, gently caressing them the exact right way.

“You...mmm can say that again.” I groaned. If I wasn’t already in the bath, my member would have been dripping all over, and he was only halfway done washing me. 

“Why don’t you turn around?” I nodded dumbly at the command, feeling his digits move up and down my back.

“MM bit itchy now…” I mumbled, my hands trying not to stroke my own member...not yet. He hadn’t reached there yet.

“That’s the healing. It’ll pass.” I blushed as that came right next to my ear. The thick cologne he usually used was washed away so all I smelled right now was his thick, masculine scent. It made my legs tremble hard.

“Oh my, I do have to say you have a nice ass.” I heard that deep chuckle in my ear as I groaned, his beefy paws finally made its way down to my slightly plump backside. I’d always been proud of my butt, so I was gently biting my lower lip as I felt his powerful finger squeeze it, rubbing the thick sudsy wash into it.

My arms and legs came next, his hands slowly moving up and down them before I felt myself turned right back around to face him. His soapy hands rubbing my face gently, smoothing over the raw skin from my treatments until they started to move lower. I moaned as I knew where he’d be moving next but I didn’t want to be alone this time, so my own hand shot out and grabbed his thick package first.

He gave a deep, masculine grow as I felt his member throb, hardening in my hand.

“I was hoping to join in on the fun this time…” He grinned wide as his head moved closer to mine. I closed my eyes. I wanted that short bear to kiss me, deeply, passionately as I bent over a bit.

As our lips met, his own hand finally reached my hard, dripping cock and I moaned in pleasure. His tongue invade my mouth as he gently pushed me against the wall. I could taste him, the thick spicy cooking, and the stale beer in his mouth as my knees almost buckled but his strong arms held me tightly. His own member was pulsing in my hand as he drew us closer together, pushing our plump cocks together, jacking us both off at the same time. His mustache tickled my face again, pleasantly, before we both pulled away as we showered each other with our own thick loads.

“Heh, well, good thing we’re in the shower still eh?” He wryly cracked. I laughed.

When he finally let me go home, a few beers later, I had to get straight to bed. As I went about my usual nightly duties I realized that I had forgotten to get myself waxed at the spa. I was sure I had it scheduled but I must have forgotten between all the massages. My body was getting moderately hairy by now and I was going to have to schedule an appointment soon. A thick treasure trail was forming down my chest to my ample goods.

A thought occurred to me as I was planning on scheduling the waxing. Perhaps I’d wait a bit longer. Aslan did seem to...enjoy it more.

It was about a week later as my coworkers surprised me for my birthday. I unfortunately made a hog of myself as they took me out to a local steak place, much to my distaste. They just seemed to laugh, saying I always did seem to have a large appetite. The three pieces of cake I downed afterwards didn’t exactly help my diet any either.

As I returned to my complex, I smiled seeing the doorman there. It was getting close for his retirement and I wanted to talk a bit. 

I smiled politely as I passed Eric, my button up shirt spread tight against my full paunch and the ample doorman gave a laugh.

“Been pacing on the pounds I see Malcolm.” he snickered and patted my belly, making me blush to no end.

“Well I'm not the only one. You’re looking paunchier than ever.” I returned the belly rub, Aslan giving me a much better appreciation with older guys with a nice table muscle. Well on other guys at least.

“Well you know, wife just can’t get enough of me, so she had to make more!” We shared in another laugh.

“Oh, and a bit of a warning, I think Aslan has a few things for you. Good luck big guy.” Eric gave me a wink as I headed to the elevator.

While I knew it was coming, it was still a pleasant surprise to find Aslan dragging me straight into the apartment, swiftly closing the door and greeting me with a deep kiss. We’d been “together” since the other night, although we really hasn't gotten much farther than gentle showers together. He was constantly complimenting me on my body, telling me how much more mature I looked with the added weight, even though I was still trying to lose my paunch. I did decided to hold off on the waxing for the time being. I was finding it quite pleasurable when he ran his hands through my small amount chest fur. 

I moaned as I felt his tongue invade my mouth, the taste of exotic spices still on his tongue. His thick masculine scent was becoming addictive now, and even his usually overpowering cologne was smelling like home. As our lips met, I felt something shoved into my hands.

I smiled slightly, unwrapping the box that was pressed into my grasp as my short, bearish lover continued to hug me moving around behind me, snuggling me as I opened the box revealing a nice golden watch with a thick strap. It was very similar to his own.

“You shouldn’t have.” I smiled, giving him another playful peck on the lips before he slapped my rear.

“Mmm, I have another gift for you tonight but first…” He pulled back, whispering deeply into my ear before moving away, showing a large cake. On the top it said “Happy Thirty Seventh Birthday Mal”. I chuckled at the mistake.

“Heh, I have to say I'm surprised, but I already had so much cake. Besides, you know it’s

Malcolm! And I think you got the age…” Before I got a chance to say anything, a slice of cake was already shoved into my hands, and a beer appeared before me.

“Come now, a big man like you has to have quite the appetite and I know, I know. You’re trying to lose weight, but it's your birthday. I think you deserve a cheat day and don’t I get a chance to treat you?” The man gave a friendly smile but he had his arms crossed over his chest. I knew that look. Aslan wouldn’t take no for an answer so I rolled my eyes and took a bite. It really was a good cake. A moist, decadent red velvet cake with cream cheese frosting and something else. I wasn’t exactly sure what it was but it gave the cake a sensual kick.

“Fine but I’m going to have to do double the work out at the gym tomorrow, and still, hate to tell you this but you got the age…” I smile, taking another sip of beer before I realize I’m already done with the first piece of cake just as Aslan decided to shove another slice onto my plate.

“Oh trust me, you’ll get more then enough exercise tonight.” He gave me that same perverted grin. I gulped a bit. Were we finally going to go all the way tonight? I just smiled politely as we sat there, talking more about his days at the cigar factory and his various dalliances. I didn’t realize he used to date women as well. It seemed just about anyone seemed to fall for my short, Turkish bear. I had to admit, I felt both lucky to have him now as well as having a bit of jealousy for not being his, well, first.

On my fourth beer I realized that we went through the entire cake, blushing as I let out a small belch. 

“Umm, excuse me…” I blushed a bit. Did we really go through the whole thing while talking? Aslan just laughed as he pulled me out of the chair, jostling me into another, much larger belch as he pulled me into his ornate bedroom. Huh, he had a four poster bed. I’d never been in there before so I didn’t realize how nice it was.

“No need to be excused. It just means that you were satisfied with the old family recipe. I actually made it myself!” I smiled as I felt the bear’s thick, strong arms around me, kissing my neck as he started to strip me of my work clothes. That would explain the added spice in the cake’s flavor. Of course, any thoughts about cake vanished as his fingers slowly unbuckled my tight belt, groping my already hardening crotch.

As soon as he took off my suit jacket, he began to slowly unbutton my white collared shirt, rubbing my full, taunt gut. His fingers rubbing through the slightly thicker treasure trail I had been developing lately. My breathing intensified as I stood there, left in my boxers while he gently stroked my thick member, a wet spot forming on my boxers.

The hands stopped for a few moments before I felt him hug me from behind, his dense chest hair on my shoulder blades, his belly pushing into the small of my back, those beefy arms encircling me, making me feel safe.

“Mmm, I think I should have the birthday boy take the lead tonight.” He murmured deeply into my ear before turning me around.

“But I’m usually a bottom. Besides, you still got my age…” Once again he shut me up by pushing me onto the bed, grinning before he jumped on top of me, rubbing his belly into mine as he pulled me into another deep kiss. The taste of cake still in his mouth this time making the intense make out session so much sweeter as he continued to pump my member, still leaking generously into my boxers.              

Pulling back, I felt him release me before crawling onto the bed, turning around with his ass in the air while I raised an eyebrow.

“Well, you are the birthday boy are you not? Come on, it’s been awhile since I’ve let anyone do this.” The big man gave me a wink as I gulped.

As I mentioned, usually I was the bottom during my sexual encounters. I don’t know why, because I was easily equipped to more than do the job justice but I used to prefer bottoming. Still, it was my birthday. Seeing some lotion on the side of the bed, probably laid out in advance by Aslan, I started to slowly rub it on my already engorged member. 

Aslan shook his ample ass, bouncing it a bit as he eagerly awaited my advance. My hands soon moved to rub the thick round cheeks, rubbing the thick hair as I slowly moved up behind him.

I moaned as I slowly rubbed my massive shaft into the tight crevice, groaning as I rubbed my shaft against his hole. I gave a slight smile as I heard him let out a deep moan before I moved on. Pulling away I started to press my thick, uncut head against his opening, slowly teasing the rim as I gingerly pressed in and out, hearing his groans of pleasure start to increase. This was easier then I though, and it actually made me feel better listening to how much he was enjoying this.

Now, deciding to give him even more, I grinned wider as I slowly shoved in the full engorged shaft, hearing him whimper in ecstasy as I felt his thick, warm walls encase my member. His inner muscles massaged every part as I felt my beer belly drop onto his back. 

My breathing quickened as I slowly started thrusting back and forth. Was this what it felt like to be in charge, to be the top? I gave a bit more of a masculine grunt as I nodded to myself in certainty. His entrance was just tight enough that he was giving me so much enjoyment without there being any pain on his end, and with as big as I was, that only made caused me to quicken my pace.

As I moved closer to my own orgasm, II felt my thick, hanging orbs slapping against his massive bull balls. It only moved me to growl deeper in lust.

“Mmm yeah, mmm that's right… you’re the big daddy…” Aslan moaned out. His words struck me odd at first, causing me to slow until I decided I liked that. Yeah, I was a big daddy. HIS big daddy. I redoubled my efforts now as I heard him whimper in need, my balls, drooping lower from age were throbbing more and more, getting me ready to explode.

“Oh yeah, finish for daddy…” I growled lustfully as I felt him let loose. Each orgasm caused Aslan’s tight opening to constrict, milking my own member. Thin in turn caused me to finally release myself, letting loose a large bellow before I fell in bed next to him, my pole still wedged firmly into him as his muscles were continuously milked my throbbing, aching cock.

We were both breathing hard as I held him in my hairy arms. We just laid there, enjoying each other's company before he slowly pulled away and kissed my forehead. There was a lot more of that now that I hit thirty seven. I was so aghast when I started balding but Aslan seems to enjoy it. I didn’t think I'd ever get with a younger man, even though he’s only one year younger.

“Happy thirty seventh Birthday Mal…” He whispered as he took me in for another kiss. Perhaps I'd enjoy being a daddy bear after all. Although there was a part of me, a younger part railing against the idea. Well, one can’t be young forever.

Since my thirty seventh birthday I’d decided to let loose a bit more. Aslan didn’t seem to mind me giving into a bit more of my cravings, so I let my diet fall by the wayside. I was going to try and take a little pride in my size, I was still going to the gym and felt as healthy as a horse.

I was looking more mature than ever, and even with my quickly receding hairline, and others were taking notice at work. Big men of the company were inviting me to more prestigious events. It seemed like my age and size were working for me now, which only seemed to increase my confidence in myself and my body.

I was continuing to use the gym though, although not nearly as often. While I wasn’t there to get rid of my more than ample beer gut, I did want a bit more muscle underneath and it was starting to show. I was focusing on my arms and legs and Aslan was starting to complement on how big and beefy his man looked.

It was about two weeks later when I got some good news. I was being promoted to a senior position. This was what I’ve been working for all my life so I made sure to give my boyfriend the call as soon as I had a break.

When I got home that day, I arrived to Aslan pushing into me, his thick strong arms rubbing my own. His belly was much flatter lately as he decided to try and lose some weight, which I generally accepted. I mean, if he wanted to, that was fine with me.

“You deserved it, you really do.” I melted as he smiled. His head of hair looking a bit fuller. I wondered if he was doing something to it. Perhaps I should ask him about it later, maybe try whatever he's using.

“Thank you.” I grinned as I took the beer he already had in his hand for me. He knew I enjoyed a nice cold one...or a few after work. They just helped me to relax. The dining room table was already set out with all my favorite snack and fast foods. He really seemed to be going all out and I was so glad that I wasn’t worried about watching my weight, well that hard at least.

As I took a few items that I wanted, I moved to turn on some action movie when I saw him grab something from a desk in the corner, bringing it over.

“Let us celebrate!” he smiled as a large stogie was in his hand.

Now I knew Aslan worked high up in some cigar factory, but since I never smoked, it didn’t really interest me other than the stories but even I could tell this was quite a special cigar.

“You know I don’t smoke.” I chuckled as I bit into a thick, greasy burger before taking another deep draught of my brew, finishing it as I moved onto my second. My younger boyfriend was insistent though.

“Nonsense! This is a celebration and we’ll do it the Turkish way. Besides, these are Cubans. You can’t say no to these!” He gave a grin and a conspiratorial wink as he clipped the end. 

Well, I guessed I could try it. I mean, what's the harm? Perhaps if I get into the habit I could get along better with my new co-workers. I knew a lot of them fancied a high class cigar once in awhile and I wasn’t exactly getting any younger.

It was a bit awkward however when he put the stogie in my mouth.

“Heh, been forever since I had a thick pole in my mouth.” I grinned at my own crude joke as he gave a sly smirk, rolling his eyes. I knew he loved it.

Grabbing a large torch lighter, I saw the end of the cigar light up and made a mistake. Inhaling deeply. I grabbed the cigar as I started coughing and hacking. Aslan seemed quite amused at this as he crossed his arms over his chest. I spilled a bit of beer on myself as I shook my head, wheezing as I fought to regain control.

“Don’t inhale silly. Puff, Suck on it like a straw, fill your mouth and then exhale. Do that a few times to get a nice thick smoke going.” The cigar went out as I slowly brought myself back under control.

I was a bit more hesitant this time as I replaced the thick stogie. As he lit it up once more, I took Aslan's advice and puffed a few times, never inhaling until I saw the red embered end start to expel a nice thick white smoke.

“Good, very good, now just sit back and enjoy the taste.” He gave me a grin as I did as he said, laying back against the couch. The taste was odd, earthy, spicy, yet hearty and sweet. It was very relaxing honestly as I closed my eyes. Taking another sip of beer, I realized the tasted melted together really well.

“Ah, I see you’re enjoying it. Excellent, puts hair on your chest.” I didn’t even need to see his grin. Considering how hairy I was now, I wondered how much more I needed to get into order for him to say I actually had body hair. I wasn’t THAT far off from him at this point. Chuckling to myself with my eyes closed, I shook my head at the thought as I puffed. 

That's when I felt his hands start moving around my thick thigh. I growled as I felt those nice beefy mitts begin to rub over the massive bulge hidden in my pants. It didn’t even surprise me anymore when Aslan decided to help me enjoy something this way.

I grunted a bit as I felt him move my legs apart, hearing him slowly unzip my pants as he moved onto the floor. Soon enough those thick paws began to bring my manhood out from my sweaty jock. My thick masculine scent starting to fill the areas as I growled, puffing harder on the cigar.

“Mal, your balls are just so big and boy do they hang low big daddy.” I grunted and nodded. He kept saying that word more and more recently, and while I usually laughed it off, it did sort of make me feel bigger and powerful when called me that.

I let the cigar smoke fill me more. It seemed to heighten the every touch, every rub, every ounce of sexual pleasure I was being given. I felt his hands grip, roll, bounce my plump hairy orbs more and more.

“Oh yeah, just keep doing it just like that boy…” My smile broadened as I rested lower against the back of the chair, slouching down further, spreading my legs as wide as I could as I felt Aslan’s lips start licking at the head of my uncut cock. If my big man’s constant massaging on my orbs didn’t already start to harden my girthy member, that warm mouth almost instantly hardened my twelve incher.

I growled louder as I felt his mouth move from the tip to fully enclose as much as my shaft as he could. Oh yeah, that felt good. My teeth dug into the cigars skin deeper as I puffed more, scratching my ample, hairy beer gut. Ugh, did it get bigger recently? Eh, who cares?

My member suddenly jerked again, my orbs continually producing thick loads of pre as my ripped the cigar harder. I was already getting close and I really couldn’t hold it off much longer, considering that he was rubbing my hanging bull balls while pleasing me with that nice warm mouth.

“Keep doing that boy… Please big daddy.” it didn’t take much longer after that. Taking in a deep, warm puff of smoke, I finally let loose, shooting my thick seed into my lover’s mouth, groaning, rubbing my belly. 

I smirked, the stogie almost completely gone now, all that heavy breathing does that as I put the stub into the ashtray next to the others. Loved a good cigar, have since I was able to get the best from Aslan. Heh, love the pudgy guy, can’t believe the thirty year old would go with a big forty three year old daddy like me. 

It might have helped that we both were had some Turkish ancestry. I was only a quarter though, unlike Aslan, so while I wasn’t as proficient in the customs, I was more than willing to explore them with him.

Rubbing my thick, graying stubble as my boy stood up, I put my thick beefy arm around him, pulling him in for a quick session. I knew my boy could taste the stale beer on my breath, the earthy taste of cigar smoke coursing through my lungs. It was easier sitting down since my Turkish boyfriend was a couple inches taller than me, although my nice muscled arms usually kept him nice and warm, especially with how hairy they were. Heh, Aslan usually called me a mini Bigfoot.

These session usually drove Aslan wild but my big man was a bit colder today than usual.

“Something wrong babe?” I asked as I pulled away. My hands rubbing his own groin as he sat next to me.

“Naa, just not as into it today I guess.” I shrugged and put my arm around him as I turned on some porn. Maybe that’ll put him in the mood, hopefully after I started a new cigar though.

Finally, I reached senior partner and at forty three I was the youngest one there. I could party with the big guys and it helped I usually brought the best cigars too, thanks to Aslan. I began to be known as the attack dog of the firm, the short but beefy man who could intimidate the most courageous foe. And after a good day we all usually celebrated with a nice trip to a steakhouse, where I usually cleaned out the discretionary budget with my nice big appetite.

Heh, I wasn’t huge but at two hundred and eighty, I had a proper table muscle for a man my age. And while I didn’t head to the gym much anymore, I made sure each day to lift some weights to keep my hairy arms nice and muscled, even under a nice layer of chub.

That’s when I saw Aslan come into my apartment, coughing. Well, I was sweating heavily as I had a cigar in my mouth, a beer in one hand, and a fifty pound barbell in the other. My place did usually have that lived in smell that could sometimes be overpowering for my taller, lankier boyfriend.

I had been trying some new Turkish cooking from some recipes I got from him and I was hoping to cook a traditional meal for him at some point in the future. 

Unfortunately my place was also quite a mess, the maid was on her day off and I usually forgot to clean up. Great girl too, I usually slipped her a few extra bucks too considering how much of a mess I usually left her. I usually left quite a few beer cans around, not to mention the filled ashtrays and empty fast food wrappers. 

Standing up, I took another deep draught, finishing off my brew, and letting loose a nice large belch for my boy. Since it was after work, I was lounging around in my usual beer stained wife beater and jock. The shirt was of course showing off my large pelt of chest hair, some of which was beginning to grey, not to mention the thick hair on my shoulders that traveled down my sweaty back. The jock of course had to be specially made for my ample package, a thought that always gave me a great amount of pride.

Wiping off the sweat on my mostly bald head with a rag, I sat the can down and moved in for a kiss. He was hesitant at first but my big arms brought him in closer. I think he was still a bit embarrassed about dating an older man.

“So got the promotion babe. Gonna celebrate with me?” I grinned, as I felt his hands grope my thick bulge and my beefy bicep. Yeah, most people couldn’t get enough of that.

“Sure big guy, where are we going?” I smiled. He must have recently shaved, his smooth features were much more boyish than I remember, and his head of hair was nice and full. You almost couldn’t see that he was starting to go bald. I still can’t believe he chose me, although I do love my boy very much.

“Ugh, no where. I just did my work out, it’s after work and I'm hot and sweaty. Don’t want to take another bath so we’re staying in tonight. I ordered a nice big pizza for us.” I did see the downcast look he gave me and I shook my head. Sometimes I forgot that my boy preferred some more finesse in his life.

“Don't worry, tomorrow, right after work, I’ll pick you up and we’ll head to some fancy, smancy dinner. Just you and me.” I grinned as I cut another cigar. I knew I was a bit crude but I had no time to be nicer in life, besides, I wouldn’t be me otherwise. His smile brightened.

“Yeah, sure.” I smiled, looking up, glad he was happy. At that moment the doorbell rang.

“‘Scuse me.” I grabbed my wallet and opened the door, looking up at the pizza kid who probably balked at the site of this short, broad shouldered, big bellied, middle aged hairy man.

“Um...umm…” He gulped at the site of me while I smirked as I lit my stogie, giving it a few puffs as I grabbed the three pies. As usual, the man couldn’t keep his eyes off my thick bulge. I drop a hundred dollar bill in his hand.

“Heh, yeah, I know I’m impressive. Keep the change kid.” He could probably use it as I brought the pizzas inside setting them on the coffee table. 

Taking a big slice, I collapsed back on my nice leather couch, taking a big bite of the piece while I held the beefy cigar in my other hand.

“Mind getting me a beer babe?” I smiled as I turned on whatever seemed to be the most action packed show on. Just needed something stupid and relaxing after the day I had. Not that it was a bad one mind you, but at this age I just enjoyed watching shit blow up. Just seems the older I get, the more time I need to relax after a busy day, with a need brew and a thick cigar in my teeth.

I didn't even have to look as I raised my arm up letting me get a whiff of myself. Whew, now that's some man musk. Definitely needed to take a bath a bit later, probably with Aslan. 

The beer arrived in my hand instantly as I continued to eat, belching a bit after the first drink as my ass absentmindedly sat on the remote, changing the channel. I chuckled as the TV changed to nice porn of bears and cubs. 

“Hey, hon, wanna cuddle?” I smirked at Aslan as I took a few more puffs on my cigar. The smoke circling off the slightly red embered end much more powerfully now. My younger boyfriend smiled and sat next to me.

“I’m gonna wait till later on, I don’t have quite the libido as you do big man.” He gave me a wink. I let loose a nice loud, deep guffaw as my large hairy paw gripped my bulge. As the two big, massive men on TV started making out, their large hairy guts covered in a sheen of sweat from their passion, pressed against each other as their mouths met. It was fucking hot and as my hand gripped my balls, I started to already harden in my jock.

Putting the cigar down, I grabbed myself another thick slice of pizza as my other hand continued to massage my beer can thick member, feeling the plump sausage stiffen. I moaned as my big paw moved down to my massive, hanging bull balls, cupping my sensitive orbs as the front of my already sweaty jock started to dampen from pre.

I finished the slice in seconds, downing half the can in beer in one more deep draught, drops of thick brew running down my thickly stubbled face. I used the back of my beefy, muscular arm to wipe it off, giving my boy a show. If he liked men, I always wanted to be as masculine as I could for him, as I slowly pulled my immense member from the jock.              

I could tell he was licking his lips at my half hardened staff, grinning to myself. I still had it.

My eyes returned to the show, the big daddy bear pushing his lover into a swing which was giving me ideas for future fun with Aslan as my dick was dripping copious amount of pre now, slickening my pole, letting me jerk off myself faster.

I grunted and growled as I took a few more puffs from my stogie. This is what it meant to be a real man, a big ol' daddy bear. My breathing quickened, matching my pace as I continued to jerk myself off harder, faster. 

The end of my cigar continuing to shrink as I puffed deeper, enjoying the taste combined with the sensations which was only heightening my sexual pleasure before I let loose large growl, cumming like a draft horse, spilling my seed everywhere in thick, vast quantities.

I grinned at Aslan, err Alan, as I headed to the bathroom. Why did I think his name was Aslan, heh, my mind must be going in my old age. 

“Gonna clean up kid, but I’ll be right back. Daddy’s up for round two.” I gave him a wink as I headed into the bathroom.

As I wiped myself off, I saw myself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door and gave a grin.

Damn I looked good, especially for fifty. Sure my face had quite a few wrinkles, thick brow lines and crow's feet. I was mostly bald by this point, my once perfectly maintained set of hair gone by the wayside for a fringe of salt and pepper colored hair around my ears. Thick stubble mixed with a nice big puffy horseshoe mustache moving all around my upper lip and down my chunky double chin had the same coloring as the rest of my hair.

My darker olive skin easily revealed my Turkish heritage which I was immensely proud of. The thick smell of Turkish cuisine and incense filled my home constantly and only inspired me to work better each day, as if I was in the old country. 

I smirked as I flexed for myself. I was proud of my large, hairy, beefy arm, massive compared to most guys. Sure it wasn’t toned, not that it mattered with how much hair I had running down my shoulder to the back of my hand, but you could tell just how much muscle I had under that coating of fat.

My chest was similarly huge. I nice mixture of thick muscle and chub showing off a nice hairy upper body. My nipples were of course plump and sensitive. My gut was my pride and joy, a large beer belly, sagging just a bit near the bottom but it showed off a nice large treasure trail moving down to my giant package. Sure my nice bull balls hang lower, but at fifty, who’s doesn’t.

I shook my head as I turned around. I snickered a bit at my large pelt of back hair. I liked to the make the joke I’m just a big silverback gorilla sometime. Alan seemed to enjoy it. I thought about having a bath, but I wanted to wait till after me and my tall fellow had some fun, we could clean each other up afterwards. I did add a bit more cologne though, while I don’t mind a nice manly musk, I don’t want to smell bad.

I replaced my sticky jock with a new one and reattached my thick golden watch. Alan got it for me for my fiftieth birthday and I wanted to make sure I always had it on, although it was getting a bit tight around my thick wrist. Gonna have to get it resized.

I grinned, gargling some mouth wash as I left the bathroom. Alan's been getting on my case about the taste of beer and cigars on my breath. I thought he liked them weirdly enough.

My smile widened as I see Alan trying to clean up some of the beer cans. At twenty-five, my proud American boyfriend looked so dapper, so well manicured in his suit. He had the perfect head of blonde hair, exquisitely styled. His perfect bronzed skin was a product of trips to tanning beds. It was funny that even after a trip to the gym, keeping that nice, smooth body so well crafted and lithe, he smelled so much like soap. I still can’t believe how a man like that got with a guy like me, even though I am, well, awesome.

I lit a few more candles, letting the thick, spicy smell of good Turkish incense grow around my room. I felt proud about the various traditional linens and smells coming from my home. This was who I was. 

I grabbed a new stogie as I moved back to the couch, Alan was still trying to pack away some cans as I saw the aggravated look in his eye. I started to grow concerned.

“Hey babe, you ok?” I patted the seat next to me as the growing anger in his eyes took me back. He quickly dropped the bag of can’s he was collecting.

“No, I am not. Ok, I’ve had it. Malik, we’re through.” My eyes opened wide as I saw him look at me, as if I was something disgusting.

“What, huh? You know it’s me, Mal…Right, Right, Malik. What, why I mean we were…” I started to plead.

“LOOK at you! You’re a fat, hairy, middle aged, balding man. I mean, just look at that gut!” He took his index finger and poked my belly, the bottom part of it falling out of my wife beater as I let out a scared belch.

“You’re out of shape. You need to hit the gym. I don’t care how big your “guns” are, all you seem to eat is fast food and drink beer.” He pointed at all the cans hanging around, and of course the pizza boxes for tonight celebratory meal.

“And god you smell. If it’s not that “musk” you like to call it, it’s that cologne you use to try and cover it up.” I was a loss for words as Alan’s rant continued.

“And look at what you're wearing! It’s not even in the evening and all you have on is a jock and a wife beater! Do you know how embarrassing it was to see you grab a pizza dressed like that? You look like a complete slob! Even when you try and dress well, when it’s not at work, your shirt’s always open, showing off all that body hair.” I look down, suddenly self conscious about my thick pelt as I tried to light my cigar, wanting something to calm me down. He takes it from my hand though.

“And these! I hate the smell of cigars. I work at the head of a cigar factory every day and I'm sick of them. They smell and they’re unhealthy.” He throws it to the side.

“And look at this place. It’s a proper sty for a hog. And seriously, this is America! The incense smell’s horrible, and we don’t eat that…fattening swill you call “cuisine”. And look at all this art! My god your room makes no sense, clean it out.” He made sure to point out all the cans still left hanging around, the empty pizza boxes, the filled ashtrays filling various nooks of my apartment.

“Look, I PREFER guys my own age. Athletic, smooth, professional. I don’t need or want a fat old foreign “daddy bear”. I’m done with this. I can get anyone I want. I don’t need to waste my scrap on you. You were nothing more than a friend with...laughable benefits” And with that, he left my apartment, slamming the door behind him.

And that’s how he left me. Sitting there, in tears. For some reason, deep within me this hurt more then it should, almost as if I deserved it for some reason. I had just come to grips of being who I was. A big loud, burly, hairy daddy bear and instead of finding love, I found someone who just used me for a quick fuck and then let me go.

Needless to say, I was devastated. For the next few weeks I just went through the motions at work. The other senior partners were actually very sympathetic. Considering we all had similar builds, they understood the stigma a bigger gentleman could feel in today’s appearance oriented culture. Heck, they even understood looking back and honoring one’s ancestors, being proud of your heritage be it Turkish, or American. We commiserated on how age just hits some guys harder than others, but we were still in the prime of our lives. I had to smile a bit, and while it did make me feel better, there was still that odd pang of guilt.

Alan was the only boyfriend I had for years, and it put me off getting back on the horse, fearing I’d see him whenever I go. That fear faded away soon enough, as he moved soon after our breakup. Of course that wasn’t before I saw a new lithe, young boy toy on his arm, as if to taunt me further.

I fell into a funk, eating more, lazing around, and being exactly what Alan accused me of being. A total hog. It wasn’t till a week later when one of the younger guys at work approached me. He wanted to go out, back to The Grizzly. The bar that started it all, where I protected my young American gentleman from some asshat. I had a choice, wallow in my own pity, or take a chance.

I made up my decision when I came home that evening. It was Eric’s last day. He had taken early retirement to be with his wife, but I just caught him as he was checking out for the last time.

“Ah, Malik.” I smiled, he always liked to call me by my full name for some reason.

“Eric, come here.” I gave the larger older man a big bear hug, my thick arms wrapping around his paunchy form as I became a bit teary eyed at this goodbye. I also slipped him a few hundreds, I was getting paid quite well now and sharing the wealth was one of the luxuries I enjoyed. I lived simply in my old age, not needed a lot of fancy shit anymore.

“Heh, you didn’t need to do it big guy but it’s appreciated. So, how have you been doing since, well, Alan left.” he gave me a sympathetic look. Not out of pity, no, real honest sympathy.

“Not well, pretty much in a funk Eric.” I shrugged looking down. I didn’t tell him the whole story but he seemed to pick up on certain things.

“You know…” he smiled as he changed out of his large red over coat for the last time, putting away his hat.

“I think you need to get back out there, maybe not date but live a little. You're not that old, just middle aged. And I'm certain you’ll find someone who appreciates a more ample man who’s proud of his heritage. Heh, I know I found one.” He smirked, patting his own paunch.

“You’re a great guy Mal. Just accept who you are and things will work out in the end.” And with that I saw the best doorman I ever had take his leave. I took out my cell phone as I headed to my room.

“Yo Joe, I’ll meet you there in an hour.”

The bar was exactly the same. It did make me smile a bit as I was approached quite a few time by a lot of men, real men my age. I wasn't ready yet, and while I had to turn them down, they more then understood. They told me I was awesome, though, as I ordered beer after beer.

I smirked at the young bartender. He was just as shirtless and hairy as before, but those abs had fallen by the wayside and were sidelined for a nice sized table muscle. I noticed his eyes followed mine. I gave a shy chuckle as I asked for my tab. it did feel good being out though, and I planned to come back, if just for the setting.

As I got the check though, I noticed it was way much more than I thought.

“Heh, buddy, I know I drink a lot but that price is into nine digits. I don’t think I drank THAT much.” I chuckled at the obvious mistake.

“Nope, tab is paid. Look again.” Checking it over I realized the issue. My face reddened a bit. The price was paid, the numbers though for a cell phone. I looked up at the young, beefy looking man. Why not?

~~~
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Clifton has hired a handyman to fix his pipes - a fat, oafish, low-class bum named Frankie, who talks himself into moving in. Every day, Clifton starts to become more like Frankie - he's getting older, losing his trim figure, and he's becoming low class. This is an erotic transformation tale with homoerotic themes.

Transformation TV (Various) 
What if reality TV could change reality? Transformation TV is a collection of 22 short stories about transformations of all kinds. Channel surf your way to ads for instantly fattening ice cream, gender bending travel shows, makeovers that could turn you into a cougar or a butch lesbian or a bimbo, political debates settled by muscle growth, and much, much more! Transformation TV is chalk full of transformation description, erotic escapades, and tongue in cheek satire of TV tropes.
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