The moon was full and the air was warm, and a figure dressed in a long red cloak walked down a dark ally, looking this way and that as she went. There had been several disappearances in this part of the city recently, yet the figure moved through the streets without any visible concern. 

As it passed over a manhole, a scaly hand silently lifted the manhole’s cover and a massive figure crawled out. It was a weregator, and a large one at that, almost two times larger than the mysterious figure. The weregator towered over his unsuspecting prey, opening its jaws to reveal a heavily salivating mouth. 

The figure turned to face the large predator, its hidden by the shadow of its hood. 

He was ready to clamp his tremendous jaws around his prey when a short, furry snout poked through the shadow of the hood and took a sniff of the air. The weregator immediately closed his jaws. “Sorry about that ma’am. Thought you were a human,” he bellowed with a thickly southern accent. 

Mary pulled back its hood to reveal a furry red mongoose head. “That’s okay. I was planning on that.” Quick as a flash she pounced on the large gator, catching him off balance and knocking him down.

“What are…!” He wasn’t able to finish before Mary said, “I bet you taste like chicken.” And stuffed half of his snout in to her mouth. She purred with the knowledge that she was getting such a large meal. But before she could take a second gulp she abruptly stopped and pulled herself of the weregator, gagging. “Ah, oh god,” she said grabbing her stomach. “Bleh, you taste like raw sewage!”

“That might be because I hunt through the sewers,” the gator said as he got his feet. “You ain’t right in the head.” The weregator remarked. “I’ve got to report this to Slasher,” he said turning to the man hole. Mary quickly grabbed the weres scaly tail and pulled him back, tripping him on to the pavement. “Just because you taste like shit doesn’t mean you are getting away from me,” Mary said before reluctantly stuffing his tail in to her mouth.

No sooner had Mary taken her second gulp than the weregator whipped around with a reptilian burst of energy, and she barely dodged his powerful jaws as they snapped at her legs. In the same motion, the ferocious reptile shot a kick that landed square in Mary’s chest, knocking his tail out of her mouth. 

Quickly, Mary revised her strategy. Leaping nimbly onto the weregator’s back, she wrapped her arms tightly around his jaws, preventing them from opening. At the same time, she yawned her mouth wide and swallowed the gator’s snout once more. 

Furiously, the reptile kicked and bucked, and for a moment it seemed that the weremongoose would be flung right off him. But Mary wrapped her legs around his midsection as far as they could go, holding herself fast to his bulk. 

Next, the weregator twisted and rolled around in the street, bashing the weremongoose against the pavement, but Mary remained resilient, and focused all her strength to keep her grip. Still, she knew she could not withstand the weregator’s battering for long. 

Just as she planned, however, the weregator began to weaken, and it rolling turned into a mild thrashing. Mary’s jaws over the gator’s snout had cut off his airway for the entire struggle, and finally, all his energy spent, he passed out belly down on the ground. 

When she saw the gator’s eyes close, Mary released her grip around his jaws and pulled his snout from her mouth. Stepping off him, she stood to survey her meal. Mary bent over to take another whiff of him; she grimaced. “I probably don’t have much time,” she reminded herself, and then got to work. 

Sitting in front of him on her knees, she picked up his head and, for a third and time, stuffed his snout into her mouth. Working quickly, she gripped his shoulders and shoved his head into her mouth; it was as big as the torso of some of her past meals. His shoulders were a challenge, and she had to push them into her mouth one at a time. 

By this point, her cheeks were over twice as wide as her head on either side, and her lips were so strained that she had to work her jaws one side after the other, a few inches on the left side, and then a few inches on the right side, and so forth.

Though swallowing him was proving to be difficult, Mary quite enjoyed the physical sensation of sending such a large mass to her belly. Rather, it was the flavour that hindered her. Between every scale on the weregator’s body was the wretched taste of the sewers. She thought of nearly everything she could to stop thinking about it, every sweet meal she had consumed in the past from her first were up to her most recent meal, a white werevixen. Still, she soldiered on. 

When she reached the weregator’s tail, Mary’s prey awoke. Disoriented and weak, his struggles were reduced to the vain wiggling of his thick tail and the slow kicking of his feet. To Mary, this was a pleasant distraction from her meal’s taste, and she pushed and rubbed her prey through her belly, prompting only slightly more vigorous attempts. 

Tilting her head skyward, Mary pulled at the gator’s legs with all of her throat’s strength until she slurped the tip of his wriggling tail down her gullet. 

“Oh man.” Mary moaned as the large gator thrashed around inside her. Her belly was at an all time record of size since she now had three hundred pounds of thrashing prey inside her. Not only that, but her mouth tasted like raw sewage causing her to gag several times. “Come on big girl, keep him down.” She said before gagging again and gripping her large belly.

The thrashes weakened and the awful taste in her mouth died down some. She let a sigh of content and rubbed her belly. Glancing down at her belly, she saw that it looked like she just eaten two whole weres. Her stomach sagged so much it rested against the ground. “This will be painful when he comes out.” She moaned as her belly made a light gurgle noise.

“Better call Derek.” She yawned. “Before i go to sleep.” She pulled out a phone and speed dialled Derek’s cell. Then she held up the phone to her ear as she rested her head on her enormous gut. She could feel light beatings from the soon to be digested gator.

“A bigmac, medium fries, and a medium coke. Is that everything sir?” The drive through operator said to Derek. Derek rode Mary into the city not too long ago so she could have her own food. For the last hour Derek had been fixing up the bed of his pickup truck with some blankets and pillows so when her girlfriend was finished with her hunt she would have a place to sleep on the ride home. He covered the bed with some tarp so it would conceal her from any onlookers.

“Yes that’s...” His cell phone began to go off. “Hold on.” He looked down and saw MARY’S CELL in bold letters on the screen. He answered it. “Hey, did you get something to eat?” He asked. Mary held the phone up to her belly as it made a loud rumble then brought the phone back up to her round ear. “Does that answer your question.” She said with a little giggle. “Alright, I have you on the GPS. I’ll come get you. I’m at McDonalds right now. Do you want anything?”

“The were I just ate was covered in filth that ruined his natural flavor, and it’s left a nasty aftertaste. Can I have something sweet?” Mary said as she scrapped her tongue across her fangs as though scraping the weregator’s flavor off her tongue. “Alright...” Derek leaned out the window. “Can I change my coke to a milkshake?” The coke order on the little tv screen change from coke to milkshake. “Is that everything sir?”

“Yes that’s it.” The computer added up the total. “5.60 is the total. Please pull forward to the first window.” Derek took the truck out of park and moved forward. “You know I envy you and the other humans.” Mary admitted. “Whys that?” Derek asked as he neared the window. “Because all you have to do is eat a simple burger and fries to state your hunger. I had to go and eat Godzilla here and he might not even last me a week once I’m done with him.”

Derek handed the woman at the register a ten dollar bill. “I’m sorry, Mary, you lost me. Who did you eat?” Mary patted her belly. “Sorry, forgot to tell you what I ate. It was a massive weregator. He would have been delectable if he didn’t travel through the sewers to hunt.” Derek received his change of four dollars and forty cents and immediately said “And you still ate him! Ah, eww, Mary! That’s nasty! Why did you eat him?”

“I don’t know...i had the chance to let him go but...” She looked down at her stomach and lovingly rubbed it. “I guess my hunger and predatory instincts got the best of me.” Derek looked back and saw the woman handing him his bag of food and the milkshake. “Alright, I’m on my way now. I hope this “mobile den” idea of yours works.”

“Me too. If it does work then I’ll be safe from anyone seeing me after I eat a were.” Derek pulled out on to the highway. “It’ll be about ten minutes till I get to you. Do you want me to hang up or...”

“No, don’t do that. Talking to you keeps me awake.” She stroked her furry gut. “Besides, I love hearing your voice.” Derek chuckled.

“Okay, but what do you want to talk about?” Derek asked. 

Mary yawned, “Anything, really.” 

“What does it feel like to transform?” he said after a short pause. 

“It’s sort of tingly at first,” she replied, “like you have goose bumps or something. It’s really hard to describe from there. You can feel yourself changing, but it doesn’t hurt, you just feel it. I’ve always thought it was a bit odd how natural it feels once you’re done. Take my tail for instance. When I’ve transformed it feels like I’ve always had it. It’s the same with my senses, they’re just...there.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” Derek remarked. 

Mary yawned again despite herself, “That’s not all, though. The biggest change is in your head. It’s not just that you see and hear and smell better; it’s like there’s something else with you, something guiding you.”

“I think I know what you mean,” he said. 

“No, you don’t. Instinct compels a were more than anything else. I’ve never had much of a problem with it, but I see it in all my prey. They’ve lost control. I mean, the things they do... let’s talk about something else.” 

“Alright,” he consented, “I’m not sure if this is any better, but it’s the first thing I thought of. When was the first time you transformed?” 

Mary laughed, “Don’t worry, I didn’t eat anyone. I was walking around the woods outside the farmhouse when I just blacked out. Next thing I knew I was in our neighbor’s yard with a beach ball sized belly and with chicken feathers clinging to my fur. Of course I ran back to the woods as fast as I could and found somewhere to hid while I tried to sort everything out. That night I snuck back inside and climbed into my bed. Thankfully, my father didn’t notice because our neighbor had called him over earlier to go hunting for the pack of coyotes he supposed ate all his chickens.” 

Derek laughed as well, “What did you do from there?” 

“I was pretty freaked out by the whole incident, so I pretended it never happened. I’m not proud of that, but what else was I supposed to do? Anyway, about a week later I started to get hungry again. I happened to be visiting my grandmother’s house when three of her cats went missing. I felt bad doing it, but they were really fun to chase around.” 

“Well, by then I knew that I had to do something, so I started taking more walks in the woods and practiced transforming back and forth. When I felt I was good enough, I started hunting for myself. There was no time to go hunting Monday through Friday. Between school and helping my dad with his work, but on Saturdays I had the whole day off. My father was used to me being out all day, but he always expected me in for dinner. So I snuck out on Friday nights and hunted around in the woods to see what I could catch and spent the next day up until dinner digesting it. Mostly I just found squirrels or raccoons, but every once and a while I would come across a deer and run it down.”

“What happened when you couldn’t find anything?” Derek asked. 

“Well... there are a lot of farms around where I live,” she replied sheepishly. “And I would only take something if I really needed it.” 

“What did your dad think about all of this?” Derek asked. “I mean, he found out eventually.” 

“No, I told him about it,” Mary corrected. “I’m sure he would have found out with enough time, but after a month or two I couldn’t take hiding it from him. At first he didn’t believe me- of course- but after I showed him what I could do, he just accepted it, me, as I was.” 

“Just like that?” Derek said, amazed. 

“Well, it took a few days, but yeah, pretty much. I don’t know what it is about Dad; he believes what he sees and takes it at face value. I guess he’s just level headed like that. So, after I told him, he started helping me out, you know, hiding me when I needed hiding, and driving me out to better hunting grounds when nothing was around.” 

“Wow, that’s really cool of him,” Derek said. “One more question, okay?”

“Sure,” Mary yawned. 

“When did you start eating other weres?” 

Mary sighed, “I was seventeen at the time. My dad had taken me out to a nature reserve to hunt so there wouldn’t be any other hunters out, you know, the kind with guns. Anyway, it was just past midnight when I bumped into a grey furred werecat who was stalking around in the brush. He was just as excited about meeting another were as I was, and naturally I offered to hunt with him. He said he knew a great place to find prey and led me a long way through the woods. It was a campground. I asked where the prey was, and he motioned towards one of the tents. It took me so long to understand that he had to explain it to me. I said I couldn’t, and he said something like ‘your loss’ before stalking off towards a tent. I tried to talk him out of it, but he just told me to be quiet or I’d startle the prey. So I pounced on him. He scraped me up a bit, but in the end I got him all down, and you know the rest.

“When my father picked me up and saw the shape in my belly, he thought I had eaten a human. It wasn’t until I explained to him what happened that it dawned on me that if it wasn’t just me. There had to be many more weres out there, and many of them were probably just like the werecat still sloshing around in my belly. I was still in school, so I still stayed at home and preyed mostly on deer and such, but whenever there were disappearances somewhere nearby, I’d go on a hunt.” Mary yawned once more, “Was there anything else you wanted to ask me?” 

“Actually, Mary, I’m here, but where are you?” Mary looked out the ally way and saw Derek’s red truck. “Yes, I see you. I’m down this ally. See you in a little bit cutie.”

Derek backed into the alley as inconspicuously as he could, always making sure he had enough room on to open the door on the driver’s side. He continued until his path was blocked by an old dumpster, creating a gap just too small for his truck. 

Derek checked the time, 2:48 AM, plenty of time. “Plenty of time to be cautious,” he said to himself, cutting the engine and turning off the lights. 

Stepping outside, Derek saw his girlfriend on the other end of the dumpster not more than ten feet from the back of his car resting with her arms folded under her chin atop a gut bigger than herself. “Dang, you weren’t lying when you said he was a Godzilla,” he remarked, provoking a tired smile from his girlfriend. “I brought you your milkshake,” he said, handing it to her. Immediately she began slurping it down, swishing it around as though it was mouthwash. 

“Was he really that bad?” Derek inquired. In response, Mary turned toward him and exhaled in his face, causing him to cough and flail his hands as though trying to bat the smell away. “Alright, I believe you.” 

In a few minutes, Mary finished with her shake and tossed it into the bunker. “So what now?” she said. 

“What do you mean, ‘what now?’” Derek answered, “Now I get you into the back of the truck, you get all comfy, I pull the tarp over you, and then I drive away to find somewhere for you to finish your meal in peace. That’s the whole point of the mobile den idea of yours, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, that’s exactly right,” she said. 

“Then what’s the problem,” he asked, dumbfounded. 

“How am I going to get back there? He’s quieted down, which will make it a bit easier, but I’m just getting past his scales, and he weighs about as much as before. Maybe if we waited a few hours...” As if on cue, thunder rumbled in the distance. 

“What if I rolled you?” Derek suggested. 

Mary giggled, “Alright. Just, um, be careful.” 

Though much rounder after her meal, Mary wasn’t exactly spherical, and it took quite a bit of effort to roll her. Still, after seven minutes of work, Mary knelt with her back to the truck, her massive belly protruding in front of her, pulsating slowly and ripe with the sounds of digestion. 

“Now what?” Mary asked. 

“Okay, now you stand up,” her boyfriend answered confidently. Mary gave him a quizzical look. “Look, I know this guy’s heavy, but you’re a lot stronger in your were form, right? Here, I’ll get down like this,” he got down to his knees and placed his hands as far under her belly as he could reach, “and when you stand, I’ll lift, too.” 

“Great,” Mary wiped the sleep from her eyes, “just give me a second.” Reaching up, she got as good a grip as she could on the lip of the truck, and below she braced her feet on the ground in a strong position. “Ready,” she said confidently. 

“One, two, three,” Derek took a deep breath, “Now.” 

Together they lifted the weremongoose’s bloated stomach with all they had, and to the great relief of both parties, it was working. Once Mary’s stomach was a few feet off the ground, Derek moved under it so he could put his back into the lifting. When he did, his back made a bit of a depression and he could hear the sounds of the weregator being broken down in stereo. It was a low, pleasant sort of grumble, and through the barrier of silky fur and hide he could feel a slow pulsation. 

“Derek,” Mary called in distress, “you’re lifting too, right?” Shocked back to reality, he put his full strength back into lifting his girlfriend. 

Too late. Mary’s knees gave way and she fell down with a great plop, tired, but unharmed. Derek wasn’t doing quite so well. When she fell, the full weight of Mary’s belly came onto Derek’s shoulders, flattening him under its bulk and pressing him to the pavement. 

Now it was Derek’s turn to be distressed, “Mary,” he called hoarsely. 

“I’m on it,” she said with as much confidence as she could muster. Really Mary was just as frightened as her boyfriend; for she could feel him being crushed under her bulk and she knew that if she didn’t do something immediately she risked injuring him. 

Bracing against the ground once more, she put all of her might into heaving herself into the truck bed. Slowly, her belly lifted off the ground, and when it came high enough, Derek, still winded, pushed against it until Mary’s knees locked and she was able to lean back into the truck. 

Breathing heavily, neither the weremongoose nor her mate said a word. She merely curled up around her belly in the mass of pillows and blankets while he tied the tarp tightly to the sides. 

Mary dozed into a long awaited sleep before Derek could so much as start the engine. 

“Better get you somewhere safe,” Derek said as he closed the tailgate. He hopped in to his truck and backed out of the alleyway and headed down the road.

He made a quick stop at a local convenient store, he bought some mouth wash for Mary. “This should help a little with her breath.” He said as he stuck it in his pocket. Thunder cracked through the sky. As soon as he entered his truck, rain drops began landing on his windshield followed back a crack of lighting.

“It’s going to be a bad storm.” He said putting the truck in to reverse. He looked back over the tarp and said to himself, “I hope that will stand up to the rain.”

Fifteen minutes later of driving and heavy down pouring rain, Mary was sleeping like a baby while her belly played a symphony of digestion noises. She felt a drop of water land on her snout. She moaned and rolled over some. Another drop landed on her cheek. As she woke up she heard rain beating against the truck and tarp. Then she saw something that was a problem.

The plastic was dipping in from rain building up. It looked like it was ready to cave in on her and she didn’t want to mess with it for fearing it would collapse on her. “Um, Derek, there may be a problem here.” Her voice was muffled but he could still hear her. “What’s up Mary?”

“The water is building up above me... It might fall on top of me any minute.” Derek looked back and saw light glimmering across a pool of water where Mary’s makeshift roof was suppose to be. “Ah, crap. Alright, hold on Mary.” Derek pulled over down a dirt road. After travelling it some way, he shut off the engine, grabbed a flash light, and headed out in the dark stormy night.

He splashed some water out to relieve some weight on the tarp. Then he tightened the tarp some to let the water roll off. He had to make sure this didn’t happen again. He searched through the woods a little till he found a large stick. He took it and walked back to the truck. He opened the tail gate, startling Mary somewhat. “Mind if I crawl in there with you.” Mary giggled. “My den is your den.”

Derek crawled inside and shut the tailgate behind him to prevent the rain from coming in. It was hard moving since the weremongoose and its large belly took up two thirds of the truck bed. He squeezed his way past her and placed the stick against the bed and the tarp, creating an angle on the roof.

“There we go, that should keep the rain from building up again.” He yawned. “I better get back to the front and...” A pair of furry red arms wrapped around him and a wet tongue lapped his face. “You are tired, cold, and wet. You’ve done far too much for me my loyal human.” She giggled as she held him tighter. “Sleep with me; my fur can dry you and keep you warm.” 

Derek and Mary locked eyes for a moment, then she moved forward to kiss him. Derek remember she just ate a three hundred pound were that travelled through the sewers. He pulled out the bottle of Listorien and held it up to her face, where she accidently kissed it. She looked it over and said, “Is it still bad?” Derek nodded, “First this, then we kiss.”

Mary moaned and dumped the green liquid in her mouth and swished it around some. Since there was nowhere to spit it out, she just swallowed it. She breathed in to his face which now had a mint smell. “Better?” He nodded. “Much...” She didn’t give him a chance to finish before she locked lips with him. They kissed for a few minutes before Mary yawned and nestled against his chest and fell asleep. Derek rubbed her bloated belly before the sound of rain to tarp and his girlfriend churning belly but him to sleep as well.

The next morning, Derek awoke to the gaze of his beautiful girl eyes. “Good morning.” She cooed. “Good morning to you too. How do you feel?” She stretched out. “Wonderful. I’m actually still working on the weregator.” She said pressing her hands against her rounded belly. “Well, we’d better get going; your father is probably waiting for us.” Derek said as he climbed out of the truck. “But first I got to go to the bathroom.” Derek thought as he closed up the tailgate.

Mary looked down beside her and saw the keys to the truck. She giggled ad twisted her body around in to pouncing position. “When he comes back, the predator shall have the element of surprise.” She said as her tail wagged.

As Derek moved away from the truck, the dark figure licked it lips. Whoever was in the bed of the truck was now unprotected. The were darted out from his hiding, reveal himself to be a raccoon were. All that was on his mind was getting whoever was in the bed of the truck.

He opened the tail gate and the next thing he knew he was tackled to the ground by a flash of fur; he heard a series of giggles. Mary looked down at her pounced victim with a bright smile. The smile disappeared though when she saw what she had just captured. “You’re not a human.” The wereracoon said in shock. “And you’re not Derek.” She growled.

They both got to their feet. The first thing the raccoon notice was Mary’s belly. Even with a whole night of digestion, her belly was still massive and sagged past her knees. Though large, it was much lighter. “That must have been some hunt last night.” The wereraccoon said with a chuckle. He had been starving for a while so he was a bit jealous of the female were. “Yeah, it was…” She muttered as she eyed the were over.

“Is there something wrong?” he asked. She shrugged. “Just wondering if this will work.” The raccoon was confused. “What will…” Mary grabbed his shoulders and engulfed his head. 

Already well sated from last night’s adventure, it took a moment for Mary’s saliva to really get flowing. The wereracoon’s struggles, though powerful, were futile once she pinned his arms to his sides and latched onto his back with her fangs. No matter how hard he pulled, the raccoon could gain no ground. Several times he kicked at her, but Mary’s bloated belly fended off the blows like a giant sponge. 

Mary purred with pleasure; this meal was much sweeter than her last. She needed more of him, and fast. Taking in his shoulders, the weremongoose advanced down the raccoon’s chest, forcing his head deeper and deeper down her throat. 

As she approached his waist, however, she hit a barrier. The raccoon’s legs and striped tail dangled in front of her where they kicked periodically and flailed. Reaching down, she dragged her paw along her midsection until she felt her prey’s head right at the entrance to her stomach. She eaten so much that her belly was refusing more. Squeezing him with her throat muscles, she attempted to gulp him down further, but to no avail. 

Right about this time, Derek walked around to the back of the truck and was surprised, though only mildly, by what he saw. He chuckled, “When did you find him?” 

In response, Mary made a few frantic gestures with her arms pointing at her mouth saying, “Ulk em ‘own.” 

“What was that?” he asked. 

“Ulk em ‘own,” she repeated, flattening her palms and making a pushing motion. 

“Oh, I see,” he said. Moving in front of her, he surveyed the situation. “Should I just, um, you know what I’ll just do this.” Careful to avoid the raccoon’s clawed toes, Derek caught the were’s ankles and did his best to try to straighten its legs. Then, he simply pushed. Of course the raccoon’s legs buckled, but there was enough force to the push, coupled with Mary’s own efforts, to poke the raccoon’s snout right into Mary’s stomach. 

From there, things went smoothly. Each of Mary’s gulps brought more and more of the wereraccoon into her gullet, and slowly he sank deeper into the weremongoose’s stomach. Derek helped her down her prey every gulp of the way.

In her final gulps, Mary caught Derek’s arms in her mouth up past the elbows. Relaxing her throat, she allowed him to pull them back out. Mary was in too much pleasure to be embarrassed as the wereracoon curled up in her stomach. The girth she lost from digesting the weregator was returned to her by the wereracoon. Her acids were already at full force when he entered, and the raccoon received no reprieve from the toxins that would normally have incapacitated him before serious digestion began. Enveloped in the partially digested goo of Mary’s previous meal, he couldn’t even scream for fear of swallowing a mouthful of bile. 

Mary beat her chest and belched loudly. “I’m going back into my den, mind giving a girl a lift?” she said. Derek smiled and nodded. He placed her arm around his shoulder and carried to the tailgate to let her sit down. She said thank you before giving him a kiss on the lips and crawled to the back to cuddle up with the pillows and her massive belly. Derek was certain that Mary would explain the encounter once she had finished with her meal.

Before he lifted the tailgate up, Mary quickly said, “Derek, thank you for helping me. If it wasn’t for you I would have never been able to properly hunt in the city. And these two would have certainly claimed another human life. You know you don’t have to do this for me.” He shrugged. “I got nothing better to do then to please my girlfriend.” He lifted the tail gate up and let it lock in to place. Light shined through the blue tarp giving her a calm blue lighting. “You certainly do know how to please a woman.” She purred as she curled around her enormous stomach, letting it’s pulsation and low rumbles put her to sleep.

As for the mobile den idea. In her mind, except for the whole rain incident, it work better then she hopped. After today, there were going to be a lot more weres missing.
