
Meg rolled over to the edge of the bed and got to her feet, reaching inward for Jane. She found her, then pulled her out the way Purrfecta showed her. A moment of concentration, and the second body formed in front of her—Jane's body, a black-and-orange-furred tigress neko. “Welcome back to the world!” Meg said cheerfully.


Jane looked around. “What did you just do? And more importantly, where are we?”


The cheetah-furred neko grinned at her. “Well, first of all, Purrfecta had this ability called ‘multibody.’ She tells me all Level 2 vores have it, and all agents—Neko or human—are at least Level 2. And since I et her, I’m now a Level 2, too. And second…” Meg filled Jane in on Anton.


Jane grinned back. “Oooh. I’m always up for a party. Especially one with rich guys around. And I’ll be circulating while you’ll be velcroed to the furniture!”


“Well, have fun.” Meg grinned, tail swishing. “Just remember, you’re still a part of me, so I’ll know everything you do.”


“Ooooh.” Jane winked. “Did I ever tell you I’m an exhibitionist?”


Meg wandered over to the door and peered out, ears cocked forward. “The guests are beginning to arrive. Why don’t you slip out and mingle?”


“What about you?” Jane asked.


“I’m going to stay velcroed to the furniture for a little longer.” Meg climbed back on the bed and lounged artfully. “I think I’d rather people not know we’re together. The relationship might be a little hard to explain.”


“All right then…see you later!” Jane slipped out, into the party proper. Meg yawned, and decided to close her eyes for just a little nap…

***


A half-hour later, the party was just starting to get into full swing. As such parties usually went, little knots of people formed and unravelled, congregated around the food and drink tables, and generally moved from place to place aimlessly clutching drinks in their hands.


Jane was a past master at mingling, and her exotic feline looks attracted more than a little attention. There didn’t seem to be any other nekos at the soiree tonight, and sometimes she had a hard time extracting herself from the groups that invariably formed around her.


It was at one of the few times when she’d succeeded and was on her own again that someone grabbed her by the arm. “I don’t remember inviting you.” 


She blinked at the man. “I’m sorry, who’re you again?”


“I’m Anton. This is my party.” He smiled at her. “As far as I knew, there was only going to be one neko here, and she’s mine. If you’re not invited, I’ll have to ask you to leave.”


“Oh. Um…” She thought. She couldn’t exactly explain that she was part of Meg—he didn’t know she was even a vore, let alone able to split in two. “I’m with him!” she explained, pointing to the nearest man. “I’m his pet kitty.” 

 
She quickly yanked her arm free from Anton and dashed over to him, grabbing the surprised man’s arm. “Oh, there you are…” she quickly glanced at his name tag “…Richard! I’ve been looking all over!” Under her breath she whispered, “Act like you know me. Please,” and smiled winsomely at him.


“Oh, there you are, uh, Fluffy,” the man said. “Try not to wander off again, huh?”


Anton nodded at him. “Well, uh, Richard,” he said. Jane noticed he paused to read the nametag just as she had. So this one would be safe to eat—Anton didn’t know him. That was good to know. “You must be doing well for yourself, to afford a neko. I’d like to see you here more often.”


“Uh, thanks, Anton.” They nodded at each other, and Anton drifted on.


“Whew!” Jane said, after he was out of earshot. Then she turned and looked at Richard. “‘Fluffy’?”


“Sorry, it was the first cat name I could think of,” he said, blushing.


“Well, you saved my bacon, so I guess I’ll overlook it.” Jane grinned. “I’m Jane. Pleased to meet you.”


He chuckled. “The same. It’s not every day a man finds himself the beneficiary of an unexpected pet neko.”

 
Jane giggled. “I owe you big…so would you like to see what a pet neko is good for? I’m sure there must be a private room around here somewhere…”

 
Richard loosened his collar. “You know, I think I would like that.”


They had just slipped away from the party into a private hall when Jane felt the emergency summons from Meg.

***

 
When Meg awoke, it was considerably darker than when she’d gone to sleep. She’d been woken by something, she wasn’t sure what—but as she opened her eyes a slit to take in the room, she saw it. A figure along the far wall of the bedroom, pushing aside one of the paintings (leopards sunning themselves on a rock) to get at the safe beneath. One of the windows was ajar behind him. Meg nearly giggled. Of course, this hideously-decorated room would attract a cat burglar. 

 
Apparently he hadn’t seen her lying on the bed because all the leopard-spotting played tricks with the vision, especially in the dim light. I must have looked like just another pillow or something. She looked at her chest for a moment. Or maybe two pillows. 


 As Meg considered how to play this, Purrfecta mentally whispered a few suggestions in her ear. Meg grinned, and decided to put one of them into effect. She gasped theatrically. “Oh no, a burglar!” she called alluringly. “Oh, whatever shall I do?”

 
The figure stiffened, then turned to look at her. She waved. “I suppose I could sound the alarm…but what fun would that be? Maybe I feel like taking a little revenge on that twerp Anton, who won’t let me play at the party. Noooo, not me, I have to lie around and match his furniture, so anyone he brings in here will be impressed.”

 
“Well, I’ll admit I’m impressed,” the burglar said, recovering his aplomb. He had a smooth, pleasant voice.

 
“Well, good. Come over here and see how much I impress you at close range.” She smiled. “And if you impress me enough, I might just show you where Anton keeps his really nice things. Here’s a clue, it’s not in that safe.”


“Well, now,” the burglar said, moving closer. “That sounds like it might just be a fair trade. But what say I just lock the door first, so we won’t be disturbed?”


“Take your time,” Meg said. “But don’t take so long I fall asleep.” She yawned dramatically. 


The burglar stepped over to the doors to the party room and locked them, then he moved back toward the bed. Meg gestured to the space on it beside her. “Why don’t you slip out of those things and join me here?”


The burglar pulled a gun. “I’ve got a better idea. How about you tell me where those safes are, and I won’t put a hole in your really quite lovely hide.”


Meg raised an eyebrow. “Oh, wow. How can my charm have failed so badly? You’re not gay, are you?”


The burglar smirked. “No, but if you think I’m getting any closer than this to a vore neko agent, you’ve got another think coming, Purrfecta.”

 
“Oh, so my reputation precedes me,” Meg said, thinking quickly. “I wouldn’t have thought most burglars would know about me.” She reached out, found Jane where she was leading a party guest out of the main room. Jane, I need you. I’m in trouble.


“Oh, it’s amazing what gets discussed in certain circles,” the man said calmly. “Now, the safes. In fact, since you know so much about them, I’ll just let you open them for me.”


Meg slid lithely to her feet. “Oh, you’re too kind,” she said drily. In her mind’s eye, under her guidance, Jane was dragging her new boyfriend up the hall. She stopped at a giant vase to retrieve the handgun Purrfecta had left there on one of her visits, then turned down a cross corridor and stepped into a small alcove. Holding her fingers to her lips, Jane pressed on a carving and part of the alcove swung open, revealing a narrow passage. Jane slipped inside, and the man followed.


Meg went over to the safe the burglar had been about to open, and tapped in the combination. Meg knew it intimately—it was Purrfecta's measurements. Glancing at the first number, she looked down at herself again. Yeah, that was about right.


As Jane paused at the secret door that led into this room, Meg reached into the safe and pulled out a huge diamond pendant. “Would you look at that?” She held it up in the air above her head and looked up at it.


“Very good, now give—” the burglar began. And Meg opened her mouth, dropped the pendant in, and swallowed.


“Oops!” Meg said. “Guess you’ll just have to go in after it.” Now, she told Jane.


The burglar glowered, unaware of the wall panel silently sliding open behind him. “Oh, that’s very funny. You’re a real comedian. Cough it up.”


“I’ve got a better idea,” Meg said. “How about you drop that gun?” Her request was accentuated by the sound of Jane cocking her pistol. The burglar froze, then very slowly lowered the pistol to the floor.

***


Meg lay on the bed again, her hands behind her head, whistling cheerfully as the burglar reluctantly disrobed, under the watchful eye and gun of Jane. Jane was careful to stand well back, so the burglar couldn’t try a surprise move to disarm her. Her new boyfriend, Richard, stood in a corner examining some pottery. Jane had locked both sets of doors so he couldn’t get away. They’d have to deal with him next.


With his clothing and mask off, the burglar was pretty handsome. He had a vague resemblance to Cary Grant, in fact, though the glower on his face messed it all up. “So what now?”


“I’m afraid you’re not going to like what comes next very much,” Meg said cheerfully. “You see, I seem to have lost this diamond pendant, so I’m going to need someone to go in and get it back. And golly, it looks like there’s an expert in ‘retrieving’ diamond pendants right here!”


“You can’t be serious,” the burglar complained.


“I’m afraid I am. If that pendant isn’t returned, I might be in big trouble,” Meg said.


“And I’m supposed to believe you’ll cough me back up after I find it?” The burglar snorted. “Tell me another one.”


“I’m afraid I really don’t care what you believe,” Meg said. “Either way, I’m going to have you in my tummy in just a few minutes.” She sat up on the edge of the bed. “And Jane is going to cover you the whole time so you don’t try anything funny.”


The burglar sighed. “I guess I don’t have any choice, do I?”


“Afraid not. So come on over and come on in!” Meg stood and gathered the burglar into her arms, keeping him faced toward Jane. Then she leaned in and kissed him, and despite himself he began to kiss back. “Mmmm, that’s the way. That’s gooood. You’re a good kisser. If you’re not careful, I might begin to think you meant it.” She pulled back and whispered, “Remember, she’ll shoot you if you try any funny business.” 


Then she opened her mouth wider and lowered it over his head, pulling him into her mouth up to his shoulders. He whimpered, but gamely began to squirm forward, as if he couldn’t wait to get inside of her. She placed her hands on his arms to hold them down at his side, and opened wider to take more of him in, swallowing to push his head back into her throat. He was very delicious.


It didn’t take long until she was up to his waist, then his hips. As she took those into her mouth, her tongue darted between his legs to caress what she found there. Despite his squirming and thrashing, she was still able to bring him to climax with swift, deft swipes, then she swallowed again and pushed him further and further in. Finally, he dropped all the way into her tummy. Jane relaxed and lowered the gun.


“Well? Have you found it?” Meg asked.


“I’ve got it,” said the hapless burglar.


Meg massaged her stomach for a moment, shoving him around into the right position. “OK, hold up your hands and hold on tight. Up you come again!” She reached down her throat and gagged, and heaved, and up the burglar came—partway, anyway. His hands were reaching out of her mouth, and one of them had the pendant in it. Meg reached up to the hand that had the pendant, pried it open, shook the pendant loose—then swallowed again. The burglar’s hands disappeared, and he ended up right back in her stomach again.


“Hey!” the burglar protested from her belly.


“Oh, come on,” Meg said. “You didn’t really believe I’d cough you back up again after you found it, did you?”


Jane shook her head. “You are so mean.”


Meg patted her tummy. “I know, and you love me for it don’t you?”


Jane sat down next to her and placed a hand on her belly. “You know I do.”


“Um, excuse me,” Richard said from his corner. “You’re…vores, aren’t you?”


“Oh, hell,” Jane muttered. “I guess we’ll have to eat him, too, won’t we? Dammit, he was kinda sweet.”


“I was wondering,” Richard went on, “if one of you would be willing to, er, well, eat me.”


Meg and Jane traded glances. “Well, this party’s just full of surprises, isn’t it?” said Meg.

***


“You want what?” Jane asked.


Richard smiled nervously. “Is that so unusual? I bet if more people knew about vores, you’d have people queing up to sit on your breakfast table.”


“That’s as may be, but why do you want to be the Thanksgiving turkey?” Meg asked.


He shrugged. “Rare blood disease. Three months to live. I’d rather live on as part of someone else than die.”


“As many vores as there are, I’m surprised you haven’t been able to find one already,” Jane said. “Practically all you have to do is go to the campus and look tasty.”


“I was going to do that if I got desperate,” Richard said, smiling faintly. “But I guess I lucked out tonight.”


“Unless we decide not to eat you, just because you want it so badly,” Meg pointed out.


“But you have to, don’t you?” Richard said. “Otherwise I might go tell people about what I saw. Better to tuck me safely into your tummy, out of sight, where I won’t be talking to anyone.”


“He does have a point,” Jane admitted.


“Yeah, I guess he does.” Meg said. “Guess you better do it.” She patted her belly. “I’m still a little full.”


Jane got up. “All right, come on over here, big boy. Let’s see if you taste as good as you talk.”


Richard had his Blackberry out and was tapping on it. “Just a moment. What’s your name?”


“Jane Forner. Why?”


Richard tapped a few more keys. “Oh, no reason.” He put the device in a pocket, then started taking off his clothes. “Guess we won’t be disturbed in here.”


“Seems likely enough.” Jane made a note to check that Blackberry later and see what he’d just sent.


“You two can have the bed,” Meg said, clambering off of it. “Even if you clash with it terribly,” she added, as Jane sat down on it. Meg went over to put the pendant back into the safe, while the burglar in her tummy continued to whimper. She looked down at her bulge. “Oh, hush, you. Time you went away.”


Richard came over to the bed and stood there, eyes closed, waiting for the end. Jane snorted. “Oh, come here, you.” She pulled him down onto the bed, on top of her. “You don’t get in that way unless you come in another way first.”


Richard slowly smiled, and leaned down to kiss her. “I think I can do that.”


“Mmm.” Jane enjoyed the kiss, and returned it. “You are tasty. I’m going to enjoy you a lot.” She ran her hands down his side, and he started to run his over her furry breasts. “Ohhh…yes, I like that,” Jane murmured as they began to stiffen. She reached up and kissed him again, and reached down and began to caress lower on his body.


“Oh…” Richard murmured. He kissed her in return, and lowered himself carefully onto her. 


“Oh, yes…YES…”


“For crying out loud, can’t the two of you get a room?” Meg muttered as her belly finished slimming back to its normal tight shape. She stalked to the door, unlocked it, and slipped out, relocking it behind her. Might as well go match something in a room where something was happening.


Jane and Richard didn’t even notice. They were too busy making the beast with two backs, and then the beast with too much belly.


Meg strode annoyedly out into the party room, deftly snatching a champagne flute and some hors d’oeuvres from passing trays. She sat down on the cheetah-spotted divan in the center of the room, and crossed her legs, holding the champagne delicately in one hand. Before long, she was surrounded by a bevy of admirers.


They all seemed to want to touch her somewhere—on the arm, on the side—to feel whether her fur was really so soft as it looked. She smiled at them all, and even let one or two of the more daring pet her back. With Purrfecta’s memories to guide her, she was able to pick out three or four of them whom it would be safe to eat later in the evening in case she felt like chasing the burglar.


Meg’s first foreboding that something might be about to go seriously wrong at the party was the sound of a helicopter passing overhead. That can’t be right, Purrfecta thought with puzzlement. Anton is rich—they don’t allow aircraft to fly over his estate.


Meg frowned, and tensed, primed to react. So when the glass shattered and the armed men tossed flashbang grenades into the room, she was already over the back of the divan, hiding. When she heard the men grabbing party guests and demanding to know where Anton was, she crouched over and ran for the bedroom at cheetah speed.

***


“Mmm…now that you came in me,” Jane murmured, “are you ready to come into me?”


“I don’t know if I’ll ever be ‘ready,’” Richard said. “But I’m not ready to die, either. So if it’s die or diet, I think I’d better become part of your diet.”


“Fair enough.” Jane smiled at him. “Would you like to go head first or feet first?”


Richard considered that. “I think I’d like to see where I’m leaving rather than where I’m going.”


“Good enough. Lie down on your chest and dangle your feet over the end?” Richard maneuvered himself as instructed, glancing back over his shoulder as Jane walked around to the foot of the bed and knelt. “Now prepare for a foot massage you’ll never forget.” She gently took his feet into her mouth, caressed them with her tongue, and then began to push forward. His feet slipped down into her throat very easily, as did legs and knees.


Richard looked over his shoulder at her eating her way up his legs, and shuddered. He looked away as she took his hips into her mouth, and her tongue tasted the remnants of their lovemaking there. It was too soon for Richard to be able to go again, but she at least gave him a good going-over before moving on.


Now she took his hands in hers, using them to pull him upright off the bed, tipping her head back to let gravity help bring him down and in. He slid in up to his shoulders, and her throat was squeezing him tightly up to his waist. 


Richard looked down at the bulge he was making in her throat. “I guess this is it. So long cruel world…” Jane swallowed him in further, bringing his head into her mouth and onto her tongue, leaving only his arms dangling outside. The last thing Richard would see, as his head was tugged into her throat, would be two sets of pearly whites closing as his arms lay along the length of her tongue.


Jane lay back on the bed. “Why is it that every time I have a boyfriend, even for a short time, he ends up in my tummy?” she wondered.


“You mean I’m not your first?” Richard said in mock disappointment.


Jane patted her tummy. “Oh, hush, you. How is it in there?”


“It’s…pretty nice, actually. Warm, comfy…” She felt him pushing experimentally at her stomach wall. “You’re right there, all around me.”


“Are you scared?”


“A little. I know I’m not going to die…but I’m leaving this body I’ve had for a long time, and moving into yours. That’s a big change.”


“Well, I’ll try to make it as easy on you as possible,” Jane said. “And you never know, maybe someday we can have you as a baby. We can do that, you know.”


“I’d like that.”


Jane sighed. “Until then, though, you’re probably going to spend most of your time sleeping in the back of Meg’s mind. I haven’t even talked to my first boyfriend since I ate him. I probably should, but…I’m afraid he’s still going to be mad at me.”


“Just as long as I’m in there somewhere. Where there’s life, there’s hope, even if it’s sleeping.”


Somewhere in the distance, Jane heard what sounded like breaking glass, and then explosions. “The hell?” She tried to sit up quickly, and felt her stomach protest.


“What is it?” Richard asked.


“Something’s going on. Hang on.” Meg? What’s happening?


The door slammed open and Meg came running in. “Get up! Hurry!” She paused, and pointed at Jane’s chest. “Digest that. Fast.” She closed the door behind her, locked it, and for good measure tipped a chair up under the knob.


“Sorry about this, Richard, but it looks like this is goodbye.”


“That’s all right, Jane. Was nice to meet you.”


“Was nice to eat you.” Jane massaged her tummy, and felt the juices begin to flow. Richard’s movements ceased as he began to dissolve.


“Don’t have frickin’ time for this,” Meg muttered. She grabbed Jane’s arm, pulled it over her shoulder, and helped her up. With Jane staggering along next to her, she made for a large walk-in closet.


“Hey, wait, isn’t the panel over there?” Jane asked.


“Different one.” She opened the closet door, pulled Jane inside, closed it behind them, then shoved open another door. She led the way through into another bedroom, smaller than the one outside but just as sumptuously furnished. This room had no other obvious entrance or exit than through the closet (which just meant there were probably one or two more secret panels) and was currently occupied by a pair of lovers in flagrante delecto.


The man in the bed turned his head and looked up. It was Anton, in bed with an attractive brunette with eighties-style “big” hair whose clothes were scattered on the floor along with his. “What’s the meaning of this?” Anton asked. “You aren’t even supposed to know about this room!”


“That’s not important right now,” Meg said. “You probably can’t hear it because of the soundproofing, but your condo has just been invaded by a half-dozen or so heavily armed paramilitary thugs, and they’re currently asking all your guests where the hell you are.”


“What? No way, that’s impossible.” Anton fumbled for a remote, and clicked it, and a wall flipped around to reveal a big-screen TV. Another few buttons brought up security camera views—of guests being shoved up against a wall with their hands above their heads by gunmen in camouflaged uniforms, stalking back and forth and yelling at them.


Other thugs were walking around holding up small devices in the air. “They’re taking measurements with laser rangefinders, to put them together and see where the blueprints have gaps,” Meg observed. “This is a secret room, but it’s not a saferoom. Sooner or later they’re going to find it and get in here. If they don’t find a door, they’ll just knock a hole in the wall.”


Anton moaned. “Why do they want me? Where are all my guards?”


“Offhand, I’d be inclined to guess ransom money and either suborned or dead, in that order,” Meg said. “So, do you want them to catch you?”


Anton paled. “No, of course not!”


Meg smiled slowly, coming up to sit on the bed next to him. “Well, guess what? This is your lucky day, because I can purrrrrrsonally guarantee they won’t catch you.”


Anton looked relieved. “You can?”


“Yes. You see, you won’t be here for them to catch.” She leaned closer to him. “I’m going to put you somewhere safe.”


Anton started to look nervous. “Where’s that?”


“Somewhere I know for a fact Purrfecta has wished she could take you for a very long time.”


What the hell are you doing? Purrfecta seethed. You know why we can’t eat him!


Do you think your Agency would rather the gunmen took him? At least this way his money won’t be in their hands, founding terrorism or whatever it is they want it for.


Purrfecta didn’t answer. Meg supposed that meant she knew Meg was right but just didn’t want to admit it. Perhaps her own repressed desire to devour Anton meant she’d only wanted to put up a token argument. Meg turned her attention back to Anton, who was starting at her, only inches from her face.


“You’re starting to scare me, Meg,” Anton said.


“Aw, let me kiss it and make it better.” Meg leaned forward and kissed Anton deeply. Mm, yep, still tasted as scrumptious as Purrfecta remembered. Anton grunted in surprise, and his bedmate made indignant noises. Then the indignant noises ended in a squeak of shock as Meg opened her mouth and engulfed Anton’s head.


Anton started to struggle and try to pull his head back out, but Meg grabbed him with both hands, and then Jane hopped on the bed to help, stepping over the woman to kneel over one of Anton’s legs. Anton mmphed and squirmed but Meg was relentless, opening her mouth wider to pull him in up to the shoulders. She turned down the sheets as she took him in further, swallowing and swallowing and quickly getting all the way down to his waist. Jane stepped back off of his legs as Meg started to approach them.


As his hips went into her, Meg could tell that either Anton hadn’t had time to make love to “eighties hair girl” yet, or had done it long enough ago that he was ready to go again. She obliged him, then swallowed again and again, pulling him in up to his knees. Jane grabbed his dangling legs and shoved them further in. A huge bulge passed down Meg’s throat, and Anton was all gone.


“You wouldn’t believe how long part of me has been wanting to do that,” Meg said, grinning.


“I’ll bet,” Jane agreed, reaching out to pat Meg’s tummy.


“Let me out of here!” Anton demanded, his voice muffled by being inside of Meg. “Look, if it’s money that you want—”

 
“Sorry, sweetie,” Meg said. “What I want is to keep you from the loving arms of those armed thugs who broke in. And the only way I can be sure of that is for you to be a part of me. Then they’ll never have you.”


“Let me out! I’ll take my chances with the thugs!”


“Sorry, that’s a big no can do. You’re in my tummy now, and that makes you mine. All your money and all your charm won’t get you out of me, because once you’re part of me I’ll have access to both.” Meg smirked. Anton made a strangled sound that was cut off as Meg’s stomach began to gurgle with digestive juices again.


“Eighties hair girl” chose that moment to squeak in horror, and all eyes turned to her. “You know,” Jane said, “It’s not fair that you’re one up on me so far at this party. And we can’t just let her be. If she goes and tells the soldiers what she just saw…


“I won’t!” the girl squeaked. “I’ll be very quiet!”


Jane smiled at her. “I know you won’t, honey. C’mere, let’s have a little girl-to-girl talk, shall we? I’m Jane, that’s Meg. What’s your name?”


“C-Candi,” the girl whimpered.


Jane smiled wider, tiger-tail twitching. “Oh yeah? Let’s see if you live up to that name.”

***

 
Candi was an employee of a high-priced escort service that Anton often used. She’d been to three of his parties, and had wondered why a man that rich and that handsome needed to hire girls like her—but she’d discovered the truth the first time she’d let him get her into bed. The man was a dreadful bore, and, worse, a premature ejaculator. She’d never once gotten any pleasure out of being his bedmate (though the big tips, which he offered almost in embarrassment, helped make up for that, ahem, shortcoming), and this evening had been looking like no exception—until this happened. Now her wealthy bedmate had been eaten right before her eyes by what she’d thought was Anton’s “tame” cheetah neko (there went her tip!) and now this tiger-neko was eyeing her and drooling.


“Get away from me!” she whimpered. “I don’t wanna be eaten!” She looked around for anything she might use as a weapon, and her hand closed on the champagne bottle in its chilling bucket next to the bed. She raised it and up-ended it—and only succeeded in dumping champagne on her head, because the cork hadn’t been put back in. “Eek!” she screamed and dropped the bottle as the chilly fluid splashed all over her.


“Oooh, what a waste of good champagne,” Jane said.

 
“Nah, it wouldn’t be good champagne,” Meg replied. “Anton always cheaps on that stuff. Part of why he never can keep any girl he doesn’t buy.”


“Well, let’s try it and find out.” Placing her arms on the girl’s shoulders to hold her down, the tigress lowered her head and licked some off of the girl’s skin, between her bare breasts. “Mmm…not bad.”


“The champagne or the girl?” Meg asked.


“Both.” Jane grinned toothily, and started licking more. Champagne had splashed all over the girl, so there was plenty of area to lick. Candi squealed as the tigress licked, sucked, and then nibbled at her left breast.


“Stop…please?” Candi cried. The tigress ignored her, licking up to her neck, and then her face. And then she gave Candi the kind of kiss she’d always wished she’d get from Anton—a kiss that almost started to make her doubt her own heterosexuality. “Mmm. Mmmm!” she grunted around Jane’s tongue.


“Oh, yes. You’re a sweet and tasty piece of Candi, you are,” Jane murmured. “I’m going to gobble you all up.”


“Don’t? Please?” Candi whimpered.


“Sorry, sweetie, but you don’t have a choice. You just ended up in the wrong place at the wrong time.” Jane looked like she meant it, which somehow made Candi feel just a little better. Then the neko was opening her mouth wider, showing Candi all her teeth, her tongue, and tonsils—and then Candi was examining her tongue at closer range.


“No…” Candi whimpered. But she knew it was pointless. As Jane said, she didn’t have any choice. She closed her eyes and didn’t try to struggle, and felt more of herself being gathered up and shoved into Jane’s throat. She was in it up to her shoulders now, then her breasts were resting on the neko’s rough tongue. Jane wasn’t content to let them rest there, though—she started licking them. Candi moaned as the sensitive organs were swiped with warm, wet sandpaper, stiffening them up. Then another swallow, and her head was being gripped by the tight wet muscles of Jane’s throat, and then her neck and shoulders…her bellybutton was just passing her lips, then her waist. Then another swallow, and her breasts entered that throat, squeezed until they flattened out against her chest. Candi moaned, then moaned louder as Jane’s tongue reached between her legs, pressing, caressing, licking, relentlessly—not stopping no matter how much Candi moaned and squirmed—until Candy finally experienced the sensations that Anton could never give her.


Then, while she was still recovering, another swallow moved her further on. Her entire chest was within the catgirl’s throat, being clenched and squeezed like a tube of toothpaste until she could barely breathe. Another swallow, and her head pushed out into an open space as her thighs and then her feet entered Jane’s mouth. A few more swallows and then her neck, shoulders and breasts popped out, followed by her chest. Candi pulled her arms out, then braced them against the slick, wet flesh to either side of her and pushed, pulling herself the rest of the way into the tigress’s stomach.


At last she dropped free, and landed in the warm, wet pouch that already began to contract around her, forcing her into a fetal position. It was close, even cozy, the flesh touching her on every side. But somehow, it also felt…safe. She could feel Jane all around her, hear her soothing purr vibrating into her from all sides. It was like all the danger in the world outside—the gunmen, the crazy catgirls—couldn’t touch her any longer, because was safe and warm inside a place that would keep them from finding her. The fact that this safe place was about to digest her wasn’t lost on her, but somehow it just didn’t seem as important at the moment. Candi reached down to touch herself, savoring those sensations that were so rare for her these days.


“Are you all right down there?” Jane’s voice came from all around her. She even managed to sound concerned. Candi wondered how she could be concerned for someone she was about to dissolve into nutrient slush and then, presumably, crap out afterward.


But strangely, she actually believed the answer that came out of her own mouth. “I’m…okay, I guess. That felt…kinda good, actually.”


“Well, good. I’m really sorry about this. Anton probably deserved it—“


“Probably?” she faintly heard Meg ask.


“I don’t know the man, okay?”


“I’ll introduce him to you shortly.”

 
“Anyway, you probably didn’t, and I’m sorry.”


“That’s okay.” Candi sighed. “I didn’t wanna die so young…but I guess if I had to, then being swallowed by a catgirl has to be one of the best possible ways to go. At least it’s not a very common one.”


She felt Jane patting her stomach. “Don’t you worry about dying, honey. Our tummies don’t kill people. You’ll see.”


“I guess I will.” Candi sighed. “Well, I guess I’m ready. I can’t really thank you for eating me, but…thank you for making it feel so nice.”


“You’re welcome. Thanks for understanding.” Another pat on her tummy, then Candi felt the warm fluids flowing into it and then she didn’t feel anything else.

 [Author’s Note: This should certainly address the concerns of those people who might feel there’s not enough vore in these stories. Four people going down the hatch in nine pages, ha! Admittedly, three of those aren’t as fully described as they might be, but there wasn’t room or time to go into that level of detail without bogging down the story. I hope I made up for it with the fourth, though. —T_W]

