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When Jamie woke up, he was seated on the sofa in his apartment. "Wha?" he murmured, not quite trusting his memory of what had just occurred. "Could that really have dreamed—?" he asked out loud, before noticing his clothing flung haphazardly against one of the walls. "Huh, I guess it had to…" 

But then he became aware of something else. A strangely…hollow feeling. Only not hollow. It was as if he was only skin deep, and his insides were full of something—someone else. Someone…big and furry. Wakey wakey, Marie purred from the back of his mind. Hello, my little human suit. 

"Good uh, morning, I suppose," Jamie said out loud. "How long have I been out?" 

Not too long. Long enough for me to learn your life. Marie sounded very smug. And to plan our next dinner. Mm, getting shot took so much out of me that I'm still hungry. Who do you know that would be tasty, mmm? 

"You're assuming a lot, thinking that I would want to put anyone else in my situation," Jamie said, his voice dry. 

Marie purred. Oh, now, don't be that way, she cajoled. You'll enjoy it. For one thing, you should be feeling pretty hungry about now, too. And I hate to tell you, but this hunger won't be satisfied by sending out for pizza. 

Jamie felt his stomach. It was true, it did feel empty—or the stomach of the other person filling his hollow place felt empty, but he seemed to inherit that feeling too. In fact, he was starting to feel hungrier than he had ever felt in his life. "Well…well, yes, it is true…" 

So, Marie purred in that smug mental voice of hers. Choose someone you'd like to eat. Someone you wouldn't mind having inside me to keep you company. Purrrrhaps someone you've fantasized about? She let the question hang for a moment. Or else, I'll choose for you. 

"But why do you want ME to do it, I don't understand," Jamie whimpered, a bit confused. 

Oh, hon, because I care about you, Marie purred. I want to help you get acclimated to your new reality as quickly as possible. You're a part of me—and I eat people. Therefore, you'll eat people too. 

An image flashed in the back of his mind, but he tried to repress it. "No…Not her…" he whimpered. "Anyone but her." 

But it was too late. Marie had seen it. Oh! She'll do quite nicely. Call her and ask her over. 

"But…But…" he stammered, unable to even bring himself to think her name. 

Who do you belong to? 

"You." he sighed. 

Whose orders do you obey? 

"Yours." he said, resigned now. 

Would you like me to make you call her? Nice and cheerfully, like there's nothing wrong in the world? 

"No, no, I'll do it." he sighed, giving in, and picking up the phone. 

A memory of himself being cuddled by a big, warm, soft panther who was purring and licking his face briefly appeared in his mind. Gooood boy, Marie purred. 

He didn't even have to look up her number in his cell, he had it memorized, and on the third ring, she answered. 

"Hello?" a feminine voice asked, sounding a bit uncertain of herself. 

"Hi, uh, Katie? This is James, James Dvorak…The guy from downstairs? I, uh, well, I just got back, and the suspension on my Citroen's sprung a leak, I was wondering if I could borrow your car to run and get some new tubing for it." 

"Sure! I'll bring the keys right down. Or would you like me to drive you? I'm not doing anything else tonight." 

"Well, I could use the company," Jamie said with a chuckle. "And I'm not exactly used to sporty cars like your Alfa." 

"Great! Then it's a date! Um…in a manner of speaking, I mean." Jamie could swear he heard, through the muffling of her hand, Katie muttering, "Stupid, Katie, stupid!" Maybe his hearing was sharper now that he was part panther. 

"Okay, see you in a bit," he said, and hung up, suddenly realizing he needed to put some clothes on. 

"You know, you could've pointed out I was naked…" he hissed in annoyance, running to his bedroom and slipping on some of his nicer clothes…meaning they weren't ten years old. Marie just purred happily, in anticipation of a meal. 

A few minutes later, the knock on the door signalled that Katie had arrived, and Jamie hastened to let her in. Katie was blonde and a few inches shorter than he at 5'7". She was a little too plump to be considered conventionally attractive (at least by a society that idolized anorexic models) but by no means ugly. Her bright blue eyes peered out from below a mess of blonde hair that looked as if it saw too much wind and too little comb, and from above a batch of freckles that suggested a lot of time outdoors, or in convertibles. 

"Uh, hi," the shy art student stammered, slipping on a jacket. 

Katie stood awkwardly in the doorway. "Well, come on then, let's go!" 

Aww, isn't that cute? Marie purred. How long has this been going on? 

Go jump in a lake. Jamie snapped back mentally, the first real sign of any sort of resistance she'd recieved from him. 

Go jump in a lake, Mistress, if you please, Marie purred. He ignored her. 

"Okay, you know the foreign car place on Broad Street, right?" he asked, locking up his apartment, an umbrella in one hand. 

"Yes?" 

Jamie felt himself shoved aside long enough for Marie to say in his voice, "Well, there's no reason we have to go there right away. It's a nice night out, the rain seems to be stopping. Maybe we could take the scenic route." 

Just what in the hell do you think you're doing? Jamie exclaimed. 

What you should have a long time ago, Marie purred. Ah, young love. Pity you'll have such a short time to enjoy it. On the outside, anyway. 

Katie actually giggled. "You know—I was thinking just the same thing, but I didn't want to say so. You're right, it is a kinda nice night." And then she actually reached out and took his hand. 

It was a good thing Marie was there to stiffen his spine, as Jamie came pretty close to fainting. He'd been terrified of how she would respond, but she seemed to be responding quite happily. 

"In fact…there's a quiet little spot in the park I like to go to. It should be really nice after all this rain. Would you mind if I showed you?" Katie blushed a moment after saying that. "Er—I didn't mean to sound like I was, um, propositioning you or something. I just…" 

"It-I-uh, well, I'd love to," he stammered, barely able to believe that this had happened. And then he remembered that he was going to end up eating her. 

There, there, Marie purred. I promise you, you'll both enjoy it. 

"Uh, so, shall we?" he said, swinging an arm out in a mock bow. 

Katie giggled. "Let's do it!" She led the way to her car, a crimson Alfa Romeo Duetto Spider, and unlocked the passenger side door before going around to unlock her own. 

Jamie lingered outside before climbing in. "Uh, might want to put the top down, I'm not sure I'd fit otherwise" he said with a chuckle. 

"Good idea," Katie said. "I always forget how tall you are." She giggled again, and rolled the top back, left-over raindrops trickling off of it to puddle on the ground. 

Jamie finally climbed in, still looking a bit ludicrous, as any six-foot tall person in a low-slung vintage Italian roadster would. 

"Be sure and buckle up!" Katie reached around to start snapping her five-point harness into place. It was one of the things Jamie liked about her, that she'd replaced her car's ordinary seatbelts with a safer solution. Of course, considering the gusto with which she often drove, perhaps she considered it no more than a necessary precaution. 

"Try not to scare me too badly, okay?" he jokingly whimpered, and then chuckled. 

Katie put on a tone of mock disappointment. "Oh, so you don't want to see how fast it goes from zero to sixty now?" 

"I drive a forty year old French sedan, what do you think?" Jamie chuckled. "This is a gorgeous car, however." 

"Thanks." Katie put her foot down on the clutch and turned the key, and the car purred to life like…well, not at all unlike Marie, Jamie couldn't help thinking. Katie put the car in gear with the nonchalance of a pro, and pulled out into the road. 

Not too much later, they were pulling in at Bolton Park, and Katie was parking the car. She glanced up at the sky. "It's starting to clear off. I guess it'll be safe to leave the top down for a while." 

"All the better, it's a really nice night." Jamie said, looking up. "I think it's going to be a nice day…" 

"Yeah." Katie smiled, looking up at the sky. "It's really peaceful, isn't it?" 

"Uh-huh," Jamie said. "So where's this special place of yours?" 

"It's right down here," Katie said, again taking him by the hand and leading him down a small path off of the main foot trail through the park. "This little brook they put in when they redid the park last year. Most of the time it's dry, but after the rain it's running." Jamie could hear the babble of running water as they approached, and then they were down on a small paved patio under a footbridge, by which a chuckling little brook streamed in the moonlight. Katie motioned to a nearby bench, still slightly damp from the rain, and sat down on it. 

"It really is very nice here," Jamie said with a nod, and sat down next to her. "How'd you find this place?" 

"I went walking here a lot while the Alfa was in the shop last year," Katie said. "I had to do something with my time while I couldn't drive. And one day I just happened to be down here after the rain, and it really sort of came alive for me." 

"I like it." Jamie felt his arm move of its own—or Marie's—volition, coming to rest around Katie's shoulder. Katie looked questioningly at him for a moment, then smiled and leaned in against his shoulder and closed her eyes. Marie purred louder than ever in the back of Jamie's mind. "Thank you," he added—though whether to Katie for showing him this place, or Marie for moving his arm, he still wasn't quite sure. 

"Mmmm. It's silly, but I can't believe it took me so long to bring you here," Katie said drowsily. 

"I can't believe I didn't work up the guts to ask you out earlier." he said in response, with a chuckle. 

Then Jamie received a vision of himself suddenly reaching down to take Katie's chin in his hand and tilt her head back to be kissed. But Marie hadn't moved his body in the real world. Instead, she was waiting, watching—giving him the chance to do it for himself. 

Jamie wasn't about to wait for his first kiss with Katie to be as Marie's puppet. Gingerly, he brought his hand to her chin, and leaned in to kiss her, softly and gently. Katie accepted the kiss with eyes closed, tenderly kissing him back. Jamie tried to focus on the kiss itself, enjoying the moment—and to ignore the fact that Katie tasted absolutely delicious, reminding him again of how hungry he was. 

But Katie heard his stomach growl. "Oh, my. You sound hungry. You should have told me—we could have stopped for burgers." 

"I…It can wait." Jamie sighed. 

Katie grinned. "If you're sure." She leaned in and kissed him again, deeper this time, and his stomach rumbled louder than ever. 

Now Marie was sending a vision of himself and Katie, nude, cavorting in a nearby bed of damp grass. This elicited a brilliant blush from Jamie, who was shy about that kind of thing even in private…probably because he had never actually done anything like that before…

Katie saw the blush, and mistook the cause. "It's nothing to be embarrassed about. It's just natural." She smiled faintly. "But maybe we could…do something to take your mind off of it?" Blushing herself, she fiddled with the top button of her blouse, and looked the question at him. 

"Oh-oh! That wasn't, I mean, I didn't…" he stammered, blushing even more brightly than he had before…

Katie looked down. "Oh. I should've realized—I'm sorry." 

You're losing her. Don't make me take control, Marie purred warningly. 

"No, no, that's not what I meant…" he then said, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close, kissing her once more, more vigorously this time. Her eyes widened, then closed, and she leaned into the kiss, putting her arms around him in return. Her body felt nice and warm against his, in ways he could never have imagined. And yet, she tasted so delicious, part of him wanted to just swallow her right down. 

Don't worry about that, Marie purred. I won't let you do that until it's time. Still, it doesn't hurt you to have a taste. 

Jamie hadn't really anticipated using tongue, but on instinct, he began exploring the recesses of her mouth…

Katie began to play with the buttons on Jamie's shirt, unfastening them one by one as she traded tongue with Jamie. He fumbled with the fastenings on her blouse in return, exposing the plain white bra she wore underneath it. They separated long enough to pull their own shirt or blouse off, and Katie said, "Can you reach behind me to get my bra?" 

"Mmhmm." Jamie murmured, and leaned in once more to carefully…well, fumble with the hook fastener of her bra. Having never unfastened one before, it took him a try or two before he managed to unfasten it, but he did. The offending garment fell away, revealing Katie's breasts in all their C-cup glory, a sight Jamie had never really expected to see except in his fantasies. They didn't look exactly like he'd imagined them, but they were close enough—and, more importantly, real, whereas the fantasy breasts were not. 

Katie reached out for Jamie's hands and guided them to her breasts, placing one over each. She looked at him expectantly. "Mmm?" 

He softly begain to massage them, wanting this to be as pleasurable to her as possible. He really cared about this girl, and if this had to be her last night on earth, he was at least damned well going to make it feel good for her. 

She closed her eyes and leaned into it, murmuring, "Mmmm…your hands are warm." 

Jamie was at a loss for words, so he just continued to allow his hands to work gently over her breasts, smiling. 

Katie moaned as her breasts firmed up under Jamie's ministrations. "Oh…mmm, this isn't enough. Can we…please?" She glanced over behind the bench, at the bed of damp grass from Jamie's imagining. 

He nodded, a smile on his face that she had probably never seen before—more confident and more happy than he had been in quite a while. For the moment, the realities of the situation had been forgotten, and he was just another guy with a girl he'd had a long-lived crush on. 

Katie kicked off her shoes, and slid her skirt and panties down, placing them neatly on the drier surface of the bench to retrieve later. Jamie stumbled out of his pants and peeled off his socks, tossed them onto the bench, and followed her. The grass was damp, but not unpleasant in the warm summer night. Katie lay on her back, hair spread around her head, waiting for him. 

"I love you…" he said, and knelt down, straddling her carefully, and settled himself on top of her, wanting to make sure she remained quite comfortable. "I waited far too long for this…" 

"Better late than never," Katie murmured, reaching up to his shoulders to pull him down. "And you're not the only one who waited too long. I love you, too, Jamie. I…want to spend the rest of my life with you." 

Jamie half-expected Marie to put in something smug like, Don't worry, you will, but she actually seemed to be respecting the solemnity of the situation. He slowly, carefully pressed into her, unable to look away from her beautiful blue eyes. Those eyes stared back into his, beckoning him closer, bringing him in to kiss. Then, sliding a hand down his side to as low as she could reach, she pulled the lower part of his body down onto hers…and into hers. 

He gasped in pleasure, lost in the moment. Softly, gently, he began to thrust, his hands continuing to roam her body, gently stimulationg her other erogenous zones. Katie moaned in pleasure of her own as Jamie surged into her—wrapping her legs around his, clenching her muscles against him. "Oh…don't stop, don't stop…" 

"Mmmmm…" Jamie was beyond words. Gradually, he began to quicken the pace, starting to pant with the exertion. Katie was breathing faster, too, her eyes closed as she matched her rhythm to Jamie's. They moved together and synchronized, and… 

"OHHHHhhhh…" Katie cried out as she reached her climax. Her cry trailed off, but her lips remained parted in a sigh. Jamie almost simultaneously reached his, stunned at the intensity of it. Jamie could not think of a time in his life when he had felt nearly as good as he felt then. He hoped it would never end. 


*** 


They lay there in the grass, bodies intertwined, all but exhausted. They had made love two more times after the first one, with a little less intensity each time but no less love or pleasure. Now they held each other close, taking comfort in the warmth of each other's body. Marie's mental voice was the last thing Jamie wanted to hear right now, but nonetheless it purred into his mind. It's almost time for dinner. If you want to try to soften the blow, now would be good. 

"Katie, I'm going to tell you something, and I need you to listen…" he said, and gulped, trying to build up his nerve. "I…Well, there are some things about me that you don't know…I'm, well…God, I don't even know how to tell you…" he sighed. 

"Mmm?" Katie said drowsily. "You're not gay, are you?" 

"No, no, I'm not gay." he sighed, as a wistful smile crossed his lips. 

"Then whatever it is, I'm sure it's fine," Katie murmured. 

I…I can't do it, I can't betray her like this…Jamie sighed within his mind, where Katie couldn't hear. 

Do you know what's going to happen in a few minutes? Marie asked him. 

N-no. 

She answered, accompanying the words with vivid mental imagery, showing him visions in intimate detail of exactly what she was describing. Your body is going to turn to her, and lift her up by the shoulders to kiss her. She'll smile sleepily and lean into the kiss, perhaps mumbling something about how she wants to be with you forever. Then your mouth is going to open wider— 

Please…I can't hear this…I…

—and take her entire head into it. She'll be confused for a moment, not understanding what's happening to her. Then, as you lick down past her shoulders, taking her breasts into your mouth, maybe she'll even moan in pleasure again, thinking this is just a pleasant dream. Then, as you swallow more and her head starts to be clenched in your throat, she'll start to realize what's happening to her. She'll begin to scream, asking you how you— 

God, please, why are you doing this? 

—could do this to her. Her every word will tear at your heart, because you won't be controlling your body and you won't be able to stop it—and your mouth will be full so you can't explain to her what's happening. So you'll keep on swallowing her—she'll be very tasty, I might add, though you'll despise yourself for enjoying her so much when she's going through so much fear and pain—and then you'll begin to lick between her legs, tasting— 

No, please…Stop, Jamie whimpered inside his head. 

—your combined juices there and arousing her all over again, so she'll begin to thrust at you despite her fear, until she comes all over again. It may even let her forget what's happening for a while. Then she'll come back to herself again as she slides the rest of the way down your throat to end up in your tummy, where she'll sit there crying and cursing your name until you finally digest her. And then the real fun starts, as the two of you have to live together forever in my mind, and you get to explain to her why you didn't tell her what was going to happen to her before you started, when you had every chance to let her know. Mmmm, doesn't that sound like fun? 

His eyes and jaw set, still locked in the internal argument. I…Last night, a neko woman was shot in front of the building…and I tried to help her…

So you did. And don't think for a moment that I'm ungrateful. Marie seemed to radiate smugness. Why do you think I made this little romantic interlude possible, and that I'm giving you a chance to soften the blow? I could have made you devour her back at the apartment, or before you made love here, and enjoyed both of your pain. And had I not been in your debt, that was exactly what I would have done—rather than starving myself for several more hours. I did tell you only that I would play less roughly with you than otherwise, did I not? 

But why? Why her? Why do this at all? he asked, begging for answers. 

Did you ever hear the story of the scorpion and the toad? Marie purred. 

Of course I have, and if you've looked through my life, you should already damn well know that, you unutterable— 

Marie went on as if he hadn't spoken. A scorpion wants to cross a stream, and she asks a toad to carry her across the stream. "No," says the toad. "You'll sting me and I'll die." "But if I did that," said the scorpion, "you would sink and I would die, too. Where's the sense in that?" So the toad agrees to carry the scorpion across the stream. But when they get halfway across the stream, the scorpion stings the toad anyway. And as the toad starts to sink, and the scorpion with him, he asks her, "Why did you sting me? Now we're both going to die." And the scorpion says, "Because it's in my nature." She paused a moment. Making people eat others for my sadistic amusement, she said. This is in my nature. 

She withdrew from his mind, leaving Jamie to face his problem alone. 

"Do—do you trust me?" Jamie asked Katie tentatively. 

Katie raised herself on one elbow to look at him. "What sort of question is that?" she murmured. "Would I be lying out here naked with you—after some really great sex, I might add—if I didn't?" 

"Do you really want to be with me forever?" he asked, rather nervous. 

"Of course," Katie said. "But listen, you don't need to worry about buying me a ring. I know you don't have much—" 

"No—no, I don't mean—" He took a deep breath, and leaned in close to kiss her again. She closed her eyes and leaned into the kiss, and tasted delicious again, and he could feel Marie stirring restively in the back of his mind. Just give me a little longer, please. 

"What do you mean?" Katie asked. 

Jamie blushed. "I mean…being with me, forever. There's…um…something that I'm going to do in a few minutes that will…make it more real than a ring ever could. But…it's something that's kind of scary." 

Katie cocked her head. "Now you're not making any sense." 

"It…didn't make any sense to me, either. But…it will soon." He sighed. "In a few minutes, I'm going to have to do something. It will bring us…closer together than we've ever been. But it will scare you. A lot. But…if you trust me…trust that I love you and wouldn't ever hurt you…" A lump rose in his throat as he spoke those words, because he still had a hard time reconciling "digest your body and imprison your mind" with any normal definition of "not hurt." "…and we'll be together forever." 

Katie looked confused. "I still don't understand. But…I can't believe you would ever do anything to hurt me." 

Jamie kissed her again. "Thank you," he murmured. "Please…try not to be too scared when it happens." 

"Now you've made me curious," Katie said. "Whatever it is…go ahead and do it." She laughed. "I promise not to scream." 

"I'll…not hold you to that," Jamie mumbled, as he leaned in to kiss her again. Suddenly her full flavor burst onto his tongue, and he knew that Marie truly had only been giving him a taste. If Katie had tasted like this when he'd first kissed her, there would have been no way he could have kept from devouring her, his friend or not. She was…like no food he had ever had before. She seemed to have every flavor in the entire spectrum to her, better than the best steak or the finest wine. He kissed her deeply, hungrily, wanting to taste every bit of her. His stomach growled again. 

"Mmm…" Katie giggled, enjoying his sudden bout of kissing hunger. "If I didn't know any better, I'd swear you were gonna eat me right up…" 

"You have no idea," he murmured, beginning to open his mouth wider. He was shocked to realize that Marie wasn't even goading him on now—part of him truly did want to feel all of Katie on his tongue, feel her body distending his throat as he swallowed it down. And yet, it wasn't that he didn't love her—it was that he did. He wanted to be everything to her—to surround her, enclose her, protect her from the rest of the world. To be her entire world, letting nothing else in, keeping her all to himself. And he was going to do it—at least, as much as Marie would let him. And he sensed an echo of feline approval from the back of his mind. 

He wished he could explain this to her, but all he could do for the moment was push on, and hope she wouldn't hate him…well, he'd tried his best to explain. Even Marie seemed happy with his efforts. He opened wider, and gently lowered his mouth over her entire head, gently caressing the rest of her with his hands as he did so. 

"Oh my God!" Katie squeaked, her voice sounding odd as it echoed up through his inner ears. "Jamie, what are you—" 

He didn't hesitate, working his mouth down lower over her, angling her shoulders up to take them into his mouth. He ran his tongue along every square inch of skin, licking, tasting, experiencing, feeling. It was so good! And it wasn't just taste—he could feel every feature on her face with his sensitive tongue. Her eyes, her nose, her lips—he swore he could even read her expression. She was scared—he felt sad about that. But at least he'd tried to warn her. He ran his tongue over her breasts, tasting them, massaging them, until they firmed up again. 

"Oh God! Oh God, Jamie, what are you—oh. Ooooh. That…that feels good. Don't…don't stop that? Please? Oh God. That feels…why am I enjoying this so much? You're…you're eating me. Oh God!" 

He couldn't say anything to her. He could only reach down to give her hand a reassuring squeeze, to stroke her back in what he hoped was a calming manner, to hug her body to him one last time. And she seemed to get the message. "Ohhh…" she moaned, as his tongue worked back and forth across her breasts. "Oh, that's so…you told me. You told me it would be scary…not to be scared…to trust…ohhhh!…to trust that you wouldn't hurt me." She sounded strangely calm. And as he licked her breasts again and again, she put it together. "I trust you, Jamie." 

She began to wriggle, to squirm forward—as if she wanted to be inside him. Jamie blinked away tears that ran from his eyes, that trickled down into his nose and the back of his throat. He swallowed again, and put his hands on her thighs, gently tugging her upward to help her squirm down inside of him. Her arms were pinned to her sides as her upper torso slid into his mouth. 

Now his throat was beginning to clench tightly around her head and neck. He hoped it wouldn't hurt her too badly, but he didn't have any control over it. He was swallowing again and again, pulling her head backward and down, pushing her along with his tongue and pulling her with his hands. She was so delicious, and it felt so good, so right to have her in there. She belonged inside of him. She had been made for him to devour. 

Katie wriggled forward to pull her wider hips past his lips, and then his tongue was there, licking between her legs. She was even tastier there than in the rest of her body, and he couldn't resist probing, pushing deeper, even as she squealed and giggled, deep in his throat. "Oh, Jamie!" She wriggled around and thrust herself against him, faster and faster—and Jamie found himself reaching down to between his own legs, thrusting against his hands faster and faster in time with her, until once again they came together, though this time it was also separately. 

Now she was entirely relaxed from the waves of pleasure that had taken her, and it was up to him to pull her the rest of the way in. But he could do this easily enough. He gripped her ankles, one in each hand, and gave a shove. As he swallowed, and sucked in her legs like strands of spaghetti, he could feel her head and shoulders break through into his stomach. Then her ankles were in his mouth, and he was running his tongue over the soles of her feet. Her perfect, perfect feet, the last bit of her ever to see the outside world. Down in his belly, he faintly heard her giggling. How perfect, she was ticklish—and he only found that out now that he'd eaten her. 

A few more swallows squeezed her down and out of his throat, into his tummy where he felt her curl up in a fetal position. He looked down at the bulge she was making in his naked chest, and sighed happily. He felt so full. It felt so good and right to have eaten her, that it almost made him look back on his pre-dining qualms as nothing more than silly jitters. Almost. 

"Um…are you all right in there?" he asked, unsure what else to say. 

"It's…warm in here," Katie's voice floated up through his esophagus, confused. "A little smelly but not too bad…kind of cozy. Jamie?" 

"Y-yes?" 

"What the hell am I doing down here?" She didn't sound angry, so much as curious—and nervous. 

"It's, well, kind of a long story…Last night, this woman…One of those neko-girls was shot in front of our building. I…Well, I tried to help her, brought her in…but I ended up helping her out more, ehm, directly than I meant to…" he said, trailing off for a bit as he tried to figure out how to word the next bit…

"Directly?" Katie said from his stomach. 

"Well, I ended up where you are now…" he said, with a soft chuckle. "She, well, ate me, and then she digested me. I'm not sure how, but she kept my mind…And she can take my form, control me…" he trails off. 

He swore he felt her stiffen inside him. "Then tonight wasn't really you, it was—?" 

"No, no, it was me! I've felt for you for a long time," he said quickly correcting what could be a grievous misunderstanding. "She just…gave me a little nudge, then she let me do the rest." Well, most of the rest, but she didn't need every little detail. 

"And this?" She patted the wall of his stomach. He placed a hand outside his stomach, over where she'd patted, and gently massaged it in return. 

"I didn't want to, but—if I hadn't, she'd have taken me over and done it." He smiled ruefully, though she couldn't see it. "At least she let me warn you first." 

"Oh." She was silent a moment. "And…what am I doing in here?" 

"The same thing that I ended up doing last night…feeding her." He paused, trying to put the best possible face on it. "We'll be together for the rest of our lives, albeit inside her…" he said. Then he sighed. "But when you get right down to it, I'd have had to eat you anyway. She was hungry." 

"Oh," she said in a small voice. "What…happens to me now?" 

"Now? Digestion kicks in, I think." he sighed. 

Katie whimpered slightly. It stabbed Jamie in the heart to hear it. "I…I don't want to be digested, Jamie. I've got things to do with my life. Don't do this to me?" 

"I'm sorry. I don't want to do it either," he sighed. "But she owns me now. I don't have a choice." He massaged his stomach for a moment with both hands, looking sadly down at it. "And she's getting off on it," he growled. A faint giggle from Marie in the back of his mind verified this theory. 

"Oh," Katie said in a small voice. "Life sucks, huh?" 

"More than I ever imagined." he sighed. I'm sorry…" he said, once again apologizing—something he found that, looking back, he had done far too often over the course of his life. 

"Well…don't worry," Katie said. "I still love you. I won't blame you." She was silent for a moment. "I guess if nothing else, at least we're in this together. And if I had to be eaten by someone, it's just as well it was you." 

"I can tell you this, just from experience…it won't hurt. You'll just, well, go to sleep, and then wake up…Different. 

"That's good anywa…oh. Oh God, I think it's starting. It's getting all wet in here—" 

Jamie sighed, rubbing his stomach. "Goodbye, Katie. See you later." 

"Goodbye, Jami—" Her voice was choked off by a coughing gurgle as his stomach filled up completely. Jamie whimpered at the thought of his girlfriend being drowned in digestive fluid inside him. Lines from an old Cure song went through his head. 


"And found myself alone alone 
Alone above a raging sea 
That stole the only girl I loved 
And drowned her deep inside of me " 


Jamie shuddered, and staggered to his feet. The lump in his chest was shrinking, but it was still throwing his sense of balance off. He wobbled over to the park bench where they'd left their clothes, and stared down at Katie's dress, panties, shirt, and bra—neatly folded and stacked, awaiting an owner who would never come back for them. He picked up her shirt, held it to his face, inhaled. Her scent was still there, clinging to it. He used it to blot the tears that began to stream from his eyes. 

Aw, don't cry, Marie purred sardonically. That went just about as well as it possibly could have. I'm proud of you. 

"If that was an attempt to make me feel better…I believe the most appropriate term would be 'epic fail.'" he growled bitterly, out loud, and began to put what of his clothing would fit on him back on. 

Marie laughed. Then tell me you didn't enjoy it. Tell me she didn't taste better than the finest steak as she slid down your tongue. Tell me you didn't cherish feeling your lover squirm inch by inch deeper into you, knowing that you owned her now, that she would never be touched by anyone else ever again. Yours forever…at least insofar as both of you are mine. Tell me that it didn't thrill you. Tell me you aren't getting off on it even now. Tell me that. If you can tell me that without lying. 

Jamie looked down at his trousers, which still contained a huge bulge within them. "You were there, you know I can't. But you can't say you didn't either." 

Why should I deny it? That's what prey is for. Marie purred, and projected a memory of a warm, cuddly four-legged panther prowling around a naked Jamie within his mind. The panther stopped to take his wedding tackle gently within her jaws and suck on it. In the real world, Jamie hastily yanked his pants down again so he wouldn't soil them. Marie giggled. 

"Were you born this way, what you are? A catgirl?" he asked. 

Why do you ask? Marie purred. 

"Because I'm curious…" 

Well, no, actually. I used to be a normal girl. But I've put those days far behind me now… 

"Well, that pretty much tells me everything I need to know. You know, I really thought I was doing the right thing last night, saving someone's life always seemed like the type of thing worth dying for. If I had only known then what I know now…" 

Marie was silent for a long time. I can't apologize for being the way I am, she said. I'm the product of the way I was raised, and the things that have happened to me since I've been here. But…for what it's worth, I regret that I have to make others feel pain in order to take pleasure. I regret it…but I have to do it anyway. At least I tried to soften it some, for you. 

"Oh, don't give me that 'I had a hard life and now I'm not even human anymore' bullshit! Physically, you were made feline, made the way you are…But the whole point of living is to learn to make yourself better. To overcome your situation and your baser instincts in order to be a good person. That's what makes you human, not your genetics, or your body, and you gave that up yourself. What's left is a hedonistic wild animal, pure id. Nothing worth saving, I should have just let you die." 

Marie didn't deign to answer. After a while, Jamie gave up waiting for one, gathered up the rest of Katie's clothes, and headed back to the car. He sat in the unfamiliar driver's seat for a long time, then was just starting to fumble the key into the ignition when another voice spoke in his head. 

Jamie? 

He froze. K…Katie? 

Yes, it's me. Close your eyes. 

Hesitant, Jamie closed them. Then he felt himself falling backward into his mind, and…there was Katie. Only…a different Katie than the one he'd eaten, somehow. He couldn't quite put his finger on any one change…well, maybe she was a little slimmer. And her hair was longer, and straight—it fell past her waist, wafting gently in an imaginary breeze. She was wearing the same clothes she had before he'd eaten her, but they seemed to fit her better somehow—being her clothes, instead of just clothes she was wearing. The effect was jaw-dropping. Jamie goggled, and Katie giggled. "Welcome to my world," she said cheerfully. 

"You…You look incredible…" he stammered, not really sure of what to say…

She smiled, and curtseyed. "Thank you. Marie helped me with the look. She's really a clever beautician." 

"I will admit, she did an incredible job…" 

"And I'll look like this in the 'real' world, too, when I'm wearing the body. For that alone, it was almost worth being eaten." She flashed a dazzling smile that made Jamie wonder where he'd left his sunglasses. "Well, unless I look like this." And it was the strangest thing—her body rippled, suddenly sprouting Marie's dark fur and ears and tail and adding a foot and a half in height—but keeping Katie's own facial features and hair. 

"Wow…" Jamie gasped, having trouble believing his own eyes…"That's…amazing." 

"Isn't it?" Katie smiled, slipping back to her own self-image. "I don't know if I'll use it or not. She showed me how to put herself on when she gave herself to me, but I'm not sure she enjoys it, and I don't want to be vindictive." 

"Gave herself to you?" Jamie asked, sounding confused. "Vindictive?"

"We had a nice little talk, after you gave her that little lecture." Katie waved a hand. "She was afraid she was starting to go too far—losing control, having issues with bad judgment. She was afraid it might get her into trouble, and she needed help from someone a bit better balanced if she wanted to continue to survive. She thought you angsted too much…so she gave herself to me." She grinned. "You might say, she handed over her pinks. All of them." Her grin broadened. "So…" 

"I'm yours now." he said with a smile, putting two and two together. 

"Bingo. Now come here and kiss me. That's an order from your Mistress." She winked. 

He needed no encouragement, quickly embracing her and kissing her passionately. 

They made mental love until dawn, when a park policeman threatened to ticket the Alfa. The pretty young lady in the driver's seat apologized for falling asleep in her car, and started it up and drove away. 

[Author’s Note: We didn’t expect this to end up being anything more than a one-shot, and I was rather surprised at how well this turned out. But if it’s going to end up being a series, what should we call it? Any suggestions? —T_W]

