
“Ohhh…” Jane lay on the bed, the lump in her gut that had been Candi slowly shrinking. “I’m so full—I’ve got so much energy! I don’t think I’ve ever had two people so close together.”


Meg turned off and retracted the TV set, then gathered up Anton and Candi’s clothing and shoved it under the bed. “Me, neither. Isn’t it great?” She went out of the closet and could be heard removing the chair and unlocking the outside door. Then she retreated back into the secret room, making sure to leave both the closet and secret door slightly ajar.


“What am I ever going to do with it all? I already have my perfect body…” Jane complained.


“I’ll tell you what to do with it.” Meg grinned. “Lactate.”


Jane blinked. “Say what?”


“Lactate. Just imagine yourself doing it, and you will. Like this.” Meg closed her eyes, and her breasts swelled with milk. “See?”


Jane stared. “Why would I want to do something like—Hey!” Meg had grabbed one of her own nipples and squirted Jane in the face with milk.


“Well, that’s a reason,” Meg smirked.


“All right, you. If it’s a milk battle you want, it’s a milk battle you’ll get.” Her own breasts swelled, and she returned fire.


Meg giggled, and they had fun spurting each other with milk for a minute or two. Then Meg stopped. “I hear footsteps,” she whispered. “Quick—we have to cuddle.” She grabbed Jane and pulled her down onto the bed.


“What’re you—” Jane began. Then she heard the footsteps, too. “Oh, I get it. Cuddle.”


“And giggle a lot,” Meg said.


And so it was that the two mercenaries sent to check the secret room for Anton only found two gigglesome catgirls who had slipped off alone to cuddle together. They called it in digustedly. “He’s not here.” Then they turned to the catgirls. “You shouldn’t be in here. Get outside with the rest of the guests.”


“Aww…” Jane said.


“You could join us!” Meg suggested.


“Oh, yes! Come join us!” Jane giggled. “We could use a little male company. There are some things two girls just can’t do to each other so well, y’know?”


The mercenaries looked at each other. Then they looked at the two nude, well-endowed catgirls lying all alone on a luxurious king-sized bed.


“We’ll be real quick, we promise!” Meg said.


“Unless you’d rather we take it slow…”


The mercenaries carefully shut the secret door behind them, and started stripping out of their clothes. The catgirls waited on the bed. Then, as the two naked mercenaries came to join them, Meg said. “Just one thing…we’re both full of milk, and we left our breast pumps at home. It hurts so much…can you give us a little relief?”


The mercenaries grinned at each other. “Sure, baby,” one of them said, reaching down to suck on Meg’s teat. The other followed suit on Jane. They’d barely drunk a few mouthfuls each before they both keeled over, unconscious.


Meg and Jane looked down at the two unconscious mercenaries lying between them on the bed. “What happened?” Jane asked. “They just suckled on our breasts a little, then they went out like a light.”


“Vore breast milk has a strong soporific effect on anyone except other vores and their own children,” Meg explained. “Purrfecta told me.”


“So you’re saying that our milk is natural knockout drops?” Jane said. “Oh, that’s so convenient. What next, are you going to tell me that we piss nitroglycerin?”


“Hey, don’t knock the knockout knockers,” Meg said. “They’re going to help us get rid of these gunmen.”


“Speaking of which, what are we gonna do with these two?” Jane asked.


Meg grinned. “Hope you’re hungry.”


“I was afraid you were gonna say that.”


Working as quickly as she could with a bloated belly, Meg stuffed the last of the mercenaries’ clothes out of sight under the bed, followed by their submachine guns and other weapons. “Why are we leaving the guns here?” Jane asked. “Shouldn’t we have them with us, for defense?’


“There’s still a half-dozen or so of them out there, prowling around,” Meg said. “They’d have us way outnumbered. What we need to use is guile.” She tapped her breasts. The amount of milk inside them was making them absolutely immense. “And these.”


Jane groaned, patting her engorged tummy. “I’ve already had three people now. How can I eat any more?”


“I’m not feeling so hot myself,” Meg admitted. “But it’s the only way I can think of to put them out of commission permanently.”


“And we have to eat, what, three more each? Where will all that energy go?”


“I’m sure we can find a place for it.” Meg smirked. “I mean, come on, we’re vores—or at least, we’re a vore. This is what we do.”


“Oh yeah? Well, what’s the most people Purrfecta’s eaten at one sitting?” Jane asked.


Meg closed her eyes and checked. “Three.”


“And does she know what might happen if we eat more?”


“Well…no, not really.” Meg picked up the remote and clicked on the security monitor again. “But those people out there are innocent, and we really shouldn’t let them come to harm.”


“Oh, pfft,” Jane said. “You, who chowed down on your roommate and then tricked your roommate into eating her girlfriend, worrying about innocent people?”


Meg grinned. “All right, you caught me. But at least these thugs aren’t ‘innocent’ by any stretch of the imagination, so we can feel good about eating them.”


“Yeah, good and bloated,” Jane muttered. “But hell. I’m part of you, so I have to do what you say. I guess we should get our Amazing Boobs of Sleep all charged up and go out swinging.”


Meg grinned. “That’s the spirit. C’mon, let’s show ‘em what a couple of cute catgirls can do.”


Jake and Nate, the two mercenaries assigned to patrol the hallways for any guests who might have gotten lost or snuck away for a little nookie, were feeling fairly cross. They were the two newest members of the squad, the low men on the totem pole, and they always got the scut work. In this case, wandering around empty halls while the others occupied themselves with a little petty larceny such as relieving party guests of their expensive jewelry, or pillaging objects d’art and other trinkets from the mansion’s rooms. There was pretty much nothing they could take in the hallways. Just a bunch of vases, which were too big to stick in one’s pocket.


So they were in a pretty poor mood when they rounded a corner and almost ran right into a pair of very furry girls. “Hey! Hold it right there!” Nate said. He was the taller of the two at 6’1”, with brown hair and a small brown mustache. His pistol wavered between the pair—a girl with the pelt of a tigress, and another with the pelt of a cheetah. Not just pelt—they had cat ears and even tails, too! And Jake couldn’t help noticing that they were hugely endowed—and were those immense breasts dripping milk?


“Eek!” the tigress said, jumping behind the cheetah. “Don’t shoot! We give up!”


“Who’re you?” the cheetah asked, drawing herself up straight (causing her breasts to bounce entrancingly). “You’re not Anton’s bodyguards!”


“It doesn’t matter who we are,” Nate said gruffly. “Who’re you?”


“We’re with the catering staff,” cheetah-girl explained. “We were going to make ice cream, but we left our breast pumps at home.”


“And it hurts so much,” the tigress whimpered, stepping out from behind her friend again. “We were going to come to the party and see if anybody wanted a drink of some nice warm milk.” She hefted one of her breasts in her hand, to show how full it was.


“You were gonna make ice cream out of that?” Jake asked.


“Well, yeah. It’s the latest delicacy at parties like this,” the cheetah explained. “They say Ben and Jerry’s is going to buy its own herd of catgirls and see if their milk works better than cows’.”


Nate snorted. “Rich people.” Jake and Nate looked at each other, then Nate turned back to them. “You’ll have to go sit with the rest of the guests.


“Oh, please, won’t you help us?” the cheetah whimpered. “Oh God, please? You can tie us up if you’re afraid we might attack you. We just want someone to drink some of our milk.”


“Well…” Jake glanced along the hallway. There was a fairly sturdy-looking light fixtureup near the ceiling. “Okay, move under that light fixture there, and grasp it with both hands.”


The catgirls looked overjoyed. “Oh, thank you soooo much!” They went willingly to the light fixtures, and smiled happily as the two mercenaries tied them up back to back, hands above their heads.


“And after we have our little drink, we might just have some other fun with you,” Nate chuckled nastily, giving the cheetah’s breasts a playful rub.


The cheetah squealed, then purred, and smiled seductively. “Oh, that would be fun. You wouldn’t even have to untie us. But just drink our milk first?”


“You’ve got it, baby.” Nate leaned down over the cheetah, and Jake took one of the tigress’s tits in his mouth, and they both began to drink the warm, sweet milk. The girls giggled as the men drank and drank.


Jake had a moment to wonder why everything was getting all blurry before he went out like a light. Nate succumbed a moment later.


Jane looked down at the men on the floor, then over at  Meg. “So what now, O Fearless Leader? We seem to be a little tied up.”


Meg closed her eyes and concentrated, pulling Jane’s body back into her. Jane dissolved and disappeared, leaving only the straps dangling from the fixture. Then she pushed Jane’s body back out again, right in front of her. Jane blinked, and looked down at her wrists. “Oh.” Then she grinned at Meg. “You know, this could be a lot of fun.” She ran her hands along the cheetah’s sides, up toward her breasts.


Meg rolled her eyes. “Untie me before I make you untie me, mmm?”


Jane sighed. “Oh, all right. You’re no fun.” She undid the bindings, and then they looked down at the two unconscious soldiers. “So do we eat them now?”


“Let’s get them out of the hallway first.” Meg grabbed the one who had been suckling from her, and kicked open the nearest secret door. Jane grabbed the other and followed her in.


“What’s with all these secret passages, anyway?” Jane muttered. “Aren’t they a bit of a cliché?”


“Anton likes to watch,” Meg said.


“Won’t the mercenaries know about them?”


“The one I ate thinks they probably already checked them.” She dragged her thug further along the narrow passage and started to strip his clothes off.


“How long will these guys sleep, anyway?” Jane asked.


“At least a couple of hours, why?”


“Maybe we should, you know, just pile them up and take them all at once?” Jane asked hopefully.


Meg shook her head. “We do that, there’s a chance the others might stumble over them by accident. Best to dispose of the evidence quickly.”

Jane groaned. “I was afraid you’d say that.” She started to strip her own soldier.


A little later, Meg grabbed her naked man by the shoulders and lifted him to her mouth. “Well, down the hatch!”


Jane sighed, and did likewise. “Mazel tov,” 


A few minutes later, they sat next to each other, in the musty passage, feeling their bellies slowly shrink. “It’s not as fun when they’re unconscious,” Jane sighed. “Weird as it is for me, the reluctant vore, to admit, I really kind of like it when they squirm.”


“Yeah,” Meg agreed. “It’s a lot safer, though. Purrfecta agrees with me that you don’t mess around when they’ve got guns.”


Jane sighed. “And so does Tigressa.”


“At least there should only be four of them left now,” Meg said. “Let’s check the peepholes and see where they are.” She tried to get up, then sat back down again. “Oof! As soon as we finish digesting, that is.”


“Yeah,” Jane muttered, rubbing her stomach.


At last the soldiers had finished dissolving away, and Meg and Jane were able to clamber to their feet again. But something felt wrong to Jane in the way her body moved. It was like she was suddenly wearing a big, thick fur coat. The light shed as they passed a one-way mirror into the corridor revealed it to her. “Oh my God!” Jane cried, looking down at herself. “I’m fat!”


And…and so was Meg! Their arms and legs seemed to have swollen a little, and so had their torsos. Jane was now at least an F herself, and Meg’s breasts were now well beyond F, into G or even beyond the territory of letters altogether. Jane whimpered. “My perfect body…”


Meg looked at her with a critical eye. “Oh, grow up. You are not fat. You just don’t conform to the current anorexic model of beauty anymore. Have you looked at some of the pinups from the 1940s, like the notorious Bettie Page? She wasn’t any chubbier than you are right now.”


“But…but…my body!” Jane whimpered.


“Hush.” Meg turned and beckoned her onward. “Besides, if you think you’re fat now, just wait’ll you have those other two soldiers in you.”


Jane just whimpered.


“And look, there’s two of them in the kitchen right now.” Meg pointed through the peephole. “Looks like they’ve stopped in for a drink. Shall we offer them a real drink?”


“But I don’t wanna get fat,” Jane whined.


Meg sighed. “Jane? Don’t make me change the channel to Tigressa? I’ll bet she’d be willing to go through with this.”


Jane sighed. “All right. All frigging right. Just two more soldiers. Then I swear I’m never eating again!”


“Just as long as you don’t purge them. It’s a terrible thing to be a vore with bulimia,” Meg said, sliding a panel open around the corner from where the two mercs were currently engaged in rummaging through a fridge. Meg and Jane slipped quietly through the portal into the kitchen space beyond. Then Meg gestured to Jane with her finger to her lips, and walked around the corner, hips swaying. Jane followed. She had to admit that the extra padding still didn’t make Meg look too bad, so she probably looked all right, too. But she didn’t like to think about what she’d be looking like soon.


“Hey, boys, what’re you doing in the kitchen?” Meg purred, causing them to jump back from the refridgerator with a guilty start.


“Forget us!” one of the soldiers said gruffly, trying to seize back the high ground. “What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be with the other guests!”


“But we’re not guests,” Meg said, her tone all but adding an unspoken “silly boys!” after the words. “We’re kitchen staff. We’re supposed to be wearing French maid outfits with little frilly aprons, but we ate too much of our own cooking and now they don’t fit anymore.”


“They were such cute little outfits, too,” Jane sighed.


Jane could almost see the wheels turning in the mercs’ heads. If they’re kitchen staff, maybe they know where the booze is! Apparently Meg could, too, because she asked, “Are you looking for something to eat, or drink? Is there anything I can help you find?”


“What about some beer?” one of the soldiers asked.


“Are you supposed to drink on duty?” Jane wondered sweetly.


“Let us worry about that!” the other merc said. “Bring the beer.”


Meg swept over to a cabinet and removed a pitcher and two mugs. She placed the mugs on a nearby table, but retained the pitcher. “I’ll just go fill this, shall I? Why don’t you two have a seat and I’ll bring it right back.”


The two mercenaries took seats on one side of the table, and Jane slid into the other. She leaned forward, crossing her arms on the table and resting her breasts on them to show them off to full advantage. “Is there anything…else I might do for you gentlemen?”


“Maybe,” one of them said. “After the beer.” The other one chuckled meaningfully.


A moment later, Meg returned with the pitcher. She had, Jane was certain, spurted a hefty dollop of breast milk into it before filling it the rest of the way with beer. She hoped the mercs wouldn’t notice anything strange about the taste.


Don’t worry about that,Meg said in her head. I chose Foster’s Lager. That stuff is sweet enough already they wouldn’t notice the milk making it a little sweeter.


Ah, Foster’s,Jane thought wryly. Australian for “horse piss.”


Budweiser’s too good for them, Meg agreed.


But the men didn’t seem to mind. For them, any beer was a good beer as long as it was free. They poured themselves each a glass and drank it right down. They were halfway through the second one before they noticed themselves starting to get sleepy.


“Hey—wha—whu’d you put’n…’n…” the first soldier slurred, then thumped down on the table. The second one managed to get his pistol out of his holster before dropping it, and then himself.


Meg grinned, seizing one under the arms. “You know the drill.”


“Yeah, I know.” Jane followed suit, dragging her soldier around the corner and back into the passage.


Again they stripped their soldiers, and again Meg held hers up. “Cheers.”


Jane looked at her mercenary, his head lolling to one side and a little string of drool hanging from his mouth. “I—I can’t,” she whimpered. “I just can’t.”


Meg sighed. “I’m sorry about this, I really am. But Jane, you will eat that man. Now.”


Jane jerked as the command in Meg’s voice overrode her own will. Mechanically, she opened her mouth and shoved the soldier in, beginning to gulp him down.


Afterward, they sat against the wall again, the mercenaries making great lumps in their bellies. Jane looked away from Meg. “That was a dirty trick,” she grumbled.


“But you agree he had to go, right?” asked Meg. “At least in principle?”


“Well, yes, but…why’d he have to go into me? I’m gonna be huge.”


“Some people find that attractive, you know,” Meg grinned, then sang, “‘Oh, you’re gonna take me home tonight. Oh, down beside that red firelight.’”


Jane sighed. “‘Big bottom, drive me out of my mind. How can I leave this behind?’ I heard the songs about fat-bottomed girls, but I never thought I’d be one.” Her stomach gurgled as the mercenary within her began to make her even fatter.


Meg replied, “‘When you’re only having seconds, I’m having twenty-thirds. When I go to get my shoes shined, I gotta take their word because I’m—’”


They spent the rest of the time while the men digested quoting song lyrics back and forth about fatness and eating. They came up with a lot  more of them than they thought they would.


And what rough beast, its hour come round at last / Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born? The words from the Yeats poem echoed in Jane’s mind. Though she wasn’t Bethlehem-bound, she felt like a rough beast, and she certainly thought she was slouching. She was immense! It felt as though she was wearing a fat suit she couldn’t take off. Her arms and legs quivered with each movement like they were full of jello. Her breasts which she had been so proud of had grown again, and now they sagged nearly onto her new pot belly. She could feel she had a double chin. Meg, in front of her carrying the beer tray and the same amount of extra weight, looked every bit as bad. This was awful—and she was still going to have to eat one more?


They were no longer keeping to the secret passages, as there were only two guards left, and they knew roughly where those were—guarding the prisoners. Meg’s story was going to be that she had been sent from the two in the kitchen to bring them some refreshments.


Halfway from the kitchen to the den where the party had been held, they met one of the men. “Hey! What’re you doing here?”


“Phipps and Hinton sent us,” Meg said. “They thought you could use some refreshment.”


“That’s funny,” the man said. “I’ve been trying to raise them for the last ten minutes and haven’t gotten any response. In fact, I haven’t gotten a response from anyone. I was just coming to look for them.”


Meg smiled. “I think they had a leetle too much to drink.”


The soldier looked at Meg’s rotundity. “Or maybe you ate them!” He laughed at his own wit. 


“Could be,” Jane agreed, nodding sagely. The soldier chuckled even harder.


“Now, now. Haven’t you heard that you shouldn’t trust a skinny cook?” Meg grinned. “It’s we  fat ones who are the best, because our cooking’s good enough for us to get fat on!”


“We’re good in bed, too!” Jane bragged. “You just sink right in, like a nice cushy pillow.”


“Real teddy bears,” Meg agreed. They leaned against each other and purred, Meg still managing to keep the beer pitcher absolutely level.


The merc chuckled. “All right, then, give me a mug of that. Foster’s? Oh well, free beer is good beer.” He took the mug and stalked toward the kitchen, drinking it along the way.


“You follow him,” Meg whispered to Jane. “I’ll go find the other one. You think you can handle him?”


Jane looked down at herself and sighed. “I’m already so far gone that it doesn’t matter how much worse it gets. I’ll manage somehow.”


Meg grinned. “Good.” She continued onward, holding the beer tray level. Jane waddled after the other merc, toward the kitchen.


By the time Jane caught up with him, the merc had drained his beer and set the glass aside. He was wobbling a little as he walked now. Jane sighed a little. He’d had enough of the milk to make him wobbly, but maybe not enough to send him to sleep yet. She caught up with him. “Are you all right?” she murmured.


“I’m—a’right,” the soldier slurred. “Wha…shom’tin’ innat beer?”


“Not as far as I know,” Jane said, smiling at him. She considered. She could try to get him to drink some more breast milk from her, and nod right off—but if this meal was going to bloat her beyond all reasonable limits, she at least wanted to feel it squirm inside her. So she reached up and kissed him. He was far gone enough that he kissed her right back, out of reflex.


“’s good. Yerra good kisser,” the merc said.


“I’m glad you think so,” Jane purred. “Why don’t you come with me and I’ll show you what else I’m good at?”


“Gotta find Phippsh,” the man murmured. “An’ Hinton.”


“I can take you to them,” Jane said. “Or at least one of them. Come with me?”


“A’right,” the merc managed. “Leadda way.”


Meg walked toward the living room, a little slowly due to the unfamiliar extra weight on her. Despite her cheerful attitude with Jane, she was starting to get worried. What if the extra pounds didn’t come off? Would she be bloated for the rest of her life? Would other vores look at her as a tasty snack that couldn’t run fast enough to get out of the way? Ugh.


Purrfecta was more optimistic. No way. This has got to have happened to vores before. There are plenty of people around the campus, and lots of us have end up with some pretty poor impulse control. Yet we don’t see all these fat vores waddling around.


Yeah, because the thinner vores eat them all, Meg thought pessimistically. But then they were at the room where the party had been held, and there was no more time to talk about it.


The room was almost entirely empty in the center, as all the guests had been shoved to one of the walls, where they were forced to kneel with their heads down. They were only being covered now by one remaining mercenary—but he looked like the oldest and toughest of the lot. He was standing by one of the windows, his submachine gun gripped firmly in hand, a walkie-talkie on a table nearby. He was starting to look pretty jumpy by now—as could be expected when, for the last hour, his men had been steadily failing to report in.


“Ah, sir?” Meg said. “I’ve been sent by Phipps and Hinton? They wanted me to bring you some refreshments…”


The mercenary captain slowly turned to look at her. His eyes widened at her rotundity. Meg had just enough time to realize that, like the cat burglar, it was entirely possible this man knew about Purrfecta’s “hidden talents”—before the man swung his gun to point toward her, and opened fire.


Jane opened the door into one of the many spare bedrooms in Anton’s condo. The bleary mercenary with her looked around. “Where’sh Phippsh?”


“I’ll show you,” Jane purred. “I put him someplace special. But you’ve got to please me first.”


“Pleash…?


Jane smiled. “Come over here to the bed?”


The merc was not in possession of enough faculties to resist, and followed the plump tigress. Jane heaved herself up onto the bed like a whale beaching itself on a sandbar, and beckoned to the man to join her. The soldier scrambled up after her, and she pulled him on top of her, trying to ignore the way he seemed to sink partway into her great big belly. She pulled his face close to hers and kissed him.


The soldier was starting to get the idea, and kissed back with enthusiasm if not much skill, his hands starting to caress her now-pendulous breasts. Jane began to purr more loudly, the sound amplified more than usual by the massive size of her belly. “Why, you’re just a skinny lad. You don’t know no good from bad,” Jane murmured. The soldier made lazy noises of agreement and snuggled further.


“You’re overdressed,” Jane purred. “Slip out of those nasty clothes, so you can feel my flesh and fur against yours, hmm?”


The mercenary hastened to comply, fumbling at buttons and snaps and zippers, dropping boots onto the floor. Before long, he was down to just his briefs, and Jane helped him out of those. He snuggled back down on top of her, and again Jane couldn’t help but notice how the volumious flesh of her belly squished to partly surround him. Oh, great. I “fit him like a flesh tuxedo.”


But Jane reached up and kissed him again, and caressed him as he felt her breasts. Then she helped him navigate to port to “sink her with his pink torpedo.” After he had shot his load, and lay there on top of her, she murmured to him. “You want to know where Phipps is?”


“Whuh?” he mumbled.


She patted her belly. “You’re lying right on top of him”


The merc looked at her confusedly, not understanding. She patted her belly. “He’s all gone to fat.” She giggled. “As the man said…‘Get in mah belly!’”


She opened her mouth and engulfed his head and shoulders. Funny, it actually seemed to be easier to do that now that she was fat. She wondered if whatever magic controlled her mouth size was mass-based—the bigger she was, the bigger her mouth could be? It didn’t really matter, she supposed, except that it made it that much easier to grab the man’s waist and jam her all the way to the back of her mouth so her throat could clamp down on his head. Despite his half-drugged state, he wriggled and squirmed most delightfully.


Maybe this isn’t so bad after all, Jane thought as the merc squirmed ineffectually and she shoved him in up to his waist.. It’s so much easier to cram them in this way. I bet I could fit three more of them in at once. She tried not to imagine what she might look like after that, however. Another two swallows, and the merc was squirming his way down to her tummy. Well, that’s my last contribution to the cause. Maybe I’d better go see how Meg is doing.


Jane tried to heave herself off the bed, but discovered that between the unaccustomed fat and the extra weight of the merc in her stomach, she couldn’t manage it. Oh, great, I really am a beached whale. She sighed, and massaged her now absolutely mountainous belly. I guess I’m stuck here for now.


Meg dived for cover as the gun burped bullets her way; the pitcher and mug of beer shattered on the floor. Once, she could have danced out of the way with seconds to spare, but thanks to the excess fat she was now carrying, she barely made it out of the line of fire. “Crap!” she swore, ducking back into the corridor. By the time she got to the end, she was already out of breath—and she heard the mercenary’s footsteps behind her.


She had to stop and gasp for breath. She looked for a door to dive into, but there were none along this stretch of hall—obvious or secret. She heard the magazine drop out of the merc’s gun, heard him inserting a fresh one and ratcheting back the bolt as he approached the corner. Purrfecta, what do I do?


Don’t look at me, I’m out of options too!


Meg’s own panic was reinforced by Purrfecta’s. He could hardly fail to hit a target her size at that range! They really were going to die! The panic rose and intensified, and suddenly there was a sharp “twang” somewhere inside Meg—and then she felt her fur rip away from her, along with about half of her body mass, and take on a body of its own. Then Meg was standing there, furless and naked, and back at her original body weight, with a similarly svelte Neko Purrfecta standing in front of her.


Purrfecta looked down at her hands, seeming just as stunned as Meg felt. Then she must have remembered their predicament, because she launched herself at the mercenary as he rounded the corner. Her pounce took her right past his gun; before he could fire she had pinned it under her left arm, and had her right hand on his throat. She lowered him to the ground as he clawed at her, then held his throat for twenty seconds or so after he had stopped moving, then turned back to face Meg. “I hope you won’t mind if I make him my meal?” she asked politely.


“Be my guest,” Meg said. “I’ve had more than enough. Um…what exactly just happened?” She grasped herself with her hands and shivered. The place was suddenly cold when you didn’t have any fur.


Purrfecta frowned, a strange look on her face. “I’m not sure. But I think you may just have somehow spontaneously regenerated into a Level 3 vore. I didn’t think that was supposed to be able to happen.”


“Level 3? What, so I can have three bodies out at once now?”


“You certainly do at the moment.” She bent low over the unconscious mercenary and purred. Meg left her to her dinner, stopping at the bedroom where she had trapped the burglar to borrow a dress from the closet, then heading back toward the kitchen to find Jane.


“Jane?” Meg stepped into the bedroom, and grinned. “There you are.” 


“Help,” Jane said, flapping an arm feebly. “I can’t move.” 


“Wow. You look like Totoro,” Meg said, grinning. “The big one,” she added helpfully.


“Just shut up and get me out of here?” Jane whimpered. She seemed to have expanded in all directions, and just about overflowed the bed. Her belly and breasts sort of flowed together into a big, pudgy mass, and her arms and legs were so thick that she couldn’t move them. 


Meg climbed up on top of Jane and lay down, face-down on her chest, belly to belly, and grinned into Jane’s face. “Mmmm, you’re so comfy I think I may just have to use you for my new mattress. Better than a waterbed!”


“Meg!” Jane growled. “Don’t make me kick your butt as soon as I can move again!” Then she looked at Jane, and blinked. “Hey, where’s the fur? And why aren’t you fat anymore?”


Meg grinned and mimicked Weird Al. “‘You ain’t fat! You ain’t nothin’!’”


“Don’t make me smack you,” Jane said. Her arm quivered with useless effort. “…as soon as I can move again.”


“I’ll tell you later,” Meg said. She sighed. “Much as I hate to give up my new comfy mattress, I think we’d probably better go now, before the party guests get up their nerve to find us—and, more importantly, call the cops.” 


Meg reached out and pulled Jane’s body back into hers—and as it melted away, the transformation-energy that had been stored on Jane’s body as fat flowed back into Meg, into energy reservoirs that had suddenly grown. Well, at least Jane would be happy to be back to normal next time she came out.


Meg checked her link to Purrfecta and found she’d finished digesting her merc-meal, so she dissolved Purrfecta’s body and restored it to herself as well, pulling Purrfecta’s skin back on again. She felt Purrfecta’s indignance at having to be a fur coat when there were two alternate bodies to be occupied, but shushed her. As far as Meg was concerned, being a fur coat was all that she wanted Purrfecta for.


Well, that and her knowledge of Anton’s habits, right now. Purrfecta knew right where he kept all his car keys. “Oh, the agony of having to choose between a Porsche, a Maserati, a Ferrari, and a Lamborghini,” Meg groaned. 


She ended up going with the Lamborghini, because it was red.

