Zyntris felt weird. Sure, some of that probably could be blamed on her anxiety caused from her current predicament, which anybody realistically could excuse given the circumstances. Of course, she was embarrassed a bit too from last night. Getting caught is the one of the worst things that could happen to any thief, and having to be bailed out by her friends is not the image the master thief wanted to cultivate. But what was really making Zyn feel out of sorts was Emmie’s body. First, having a lot of hair was weird. Zyn never wore her hair past the shoulders and Emmie’s bountiful locks of blonde hair was a new experience. Second, Zyntris could all of a sudden sense things that she never knew existed, like very trace amounts of background magic in the air. The effect was like one day being able to hear out of your foot. Is it bad? Maybe? Probably not? But even still, pretty weird!
All of that paled in comparison to the biggest new feature of being in Emmie and that was the slight feeling of hunger. Oh, it wasn’t bad. Zyn wasn’t doubled over in pain, unable to move without a snack, but it was there. That constant reminder of, “hey, yeah, I could eat.” This feeling stayed even after breakfast. Even when eating it was there. Zyn shuddered, she struggled to think how living like this would alter somebody’s life. So, to avoid living in this weird, magic, long haired, hungry body Zyn had to perform the heist of a lifetime. And that meant supplies.
In order to run a successful heist a professional needed specialized equipment. Some laymen thought it was easy to be a thief. All you needed was a lock pick here, a mask there, and boom, you have a criminal. But laymen are dummies, they simply did not know what was required to pull off a burglary from some of the most secure compounds. Furthermore, there was no easy set standard of what equipment to bring. Rope was critical in some situations, while a heavy burden in others. Noise makers and mufflers each could be useful depending on the context. Each job was unique and failing to prepare was preparing to fail. Zyntris knew that she needed the goods for the job tonight and the city slums were the place to get it.  
The Capital of the Kingdom was a massive city of great wealth, and that meant great wealth disparity. The slums were where the less fortunate and less able gathered to consider that wealth and figure out the best way to redistribute it from the rich to the “monetarily challenged.” Hallowed institutions like the Thief’s Guild, that Weird Shady Tavern, and the old standby, “Crazy Guy on the Corner Screaming” all plied their trade in freedom far from the watchful eyes of the law, who didn’t consider the residents wealthy enough for protection. Zyntris was a solo operator and as a visiting tradeswoman, she didn’t want to deal with the “established” criminals. That would mean having to pay Union Dues and minimums loot requirements, something this new heist wouldn’t even provide. Ergo, the only option for her was a freelance shop. It was always tricky to suss out the best place that would protect her identity, but her past month in town had given her the ideal place to go; Fergus’s Pawn and Particulars.
Fergus was in the alleyway of an alleyway off the main drag in the tight “narrows” of the slums. A maze of buildings and side paths meant a law man would have to be suicidal to head in there, even with backup. Stepping past the professional beggars who were working hard on keeping the unique stench of the slums active and strong, Zyntris breathed deep that poverty. It was home. The main street’s stones were ripped up for cheap building material leaving the main path muddy. Even though Zyntris had been down this road before something was different this time. First, everybody kept looking at her. Normally in this part of town you kept to your own business, but eyes were glued to Zyntris no matter where she went. Again, for a woman focused on being invisible, it was very unnerving. But the worst part was how people stared. It wasn’t a “hey, what are you doing here, pal” kinda glare, but a “Hey, what are you doing here!?” shocked expression. Sure, she wasn’t wearing her usual garb, but it wasn’t like she wore a loud outfit. Emmie’s light blue blouse and skirt were very functional for adventuring, sturdy and designed to handle both fighting and eating, the biggest cause of potential damage for EmmiesTM. So all the attention really confused the poor thief.
Turning down the first of a few alleys to Fergus’s shop, Zyntris ran into her first roadblock. Literally. There was a man with a sign that said “roadblock” in the way lounging across the narrow pathway keeping anybody from passing unless they climbed over. Sunglasses on, he was at ease, knowing that anybody who was coming this way would have to deal with his bullshit. Zyntris summoned her usual candor to let him know that she had a place to be and it was behind his nonsense.
“Hey, pal. Mind if I slip by you?” She said gruffly, like a person who had a place to be. Sadly, for whatever reason the creator had decided to give Emmie’s “stern voice” an adorable squeak. A child would not have been threatened.
“Aha, for you babe? No. You gotta pay the toll.” He casually stated, not even looking at the thief. Zyntris rolled her eyes, it was going to be one of those men. In her male dominated profession, Zyn learned early how to deal with such people. Violence respected violence so Zyntris stepped on the resting man’s testicles. Hard. That generally secured attention. Sitting straight up, howling in pain, the man whipped off his sunglasses to finally take a look at his attacker. Zyntris was ready to go, a quick duck and weave and she would be by him lickity-split. But he just stared at her, mouth open. “Er, uh, um, *cough*, sorry ma’am.” He stammered out shifting off to the side. Zyntris was aghast. She knew beautiful people had an easy mode in life, but this was absurd! She crushed his balls! That hurt! Not wanting to know the reason why she was spared a fight, Zyntris quickly moved past the weirdo. Only one explanation, she thought. “Sicko city people. Density drives people nuts.”
A few more twists and turns through the back alleys and Zyn finally arrived at her destination. The sign outside had a stylized emblem, but age had chipped much of the paint off. The storefront wasn’t very welcoming either, with no windows and just a single shabby wooden door in the brick to enter. Walking in, the dark room was dingy and no items were on display. Instead, there was a counter in the back with several empty shelves and a disgusting ratty curtain covering a doorway to the back.
“Hello, hello, welcome to Fergus’ssss Pawn and Particular’ssss. Are you here for businesss or pleasssure? I will be with you in jussst a moment.” a slimy voice uttered, just extending those S’s enough that it made Zyntris roll her eyes. Everybody in the industry wanted to fit a certain role and sometimes the whole “shady snake-like pawn shop guy” was too tempting for people to pass up. Zyn would put good money on Fergus having a normal voice at home with the wife and kids.
“Hello, Fergus. Need some items for… construction and hoping you could assist.”
“Ah, what kind of conssstruction are we talking about, Miss…” he started, emerging behind the curtain to see his customer. Finally getting an eyeful of Zyn he straightened up and fixed his shabby looking suit subconsciously. “Y-your M-m-majesty!” There it was, the S thing dropped right off. Fergus failed to make any more noise out of his mouth, despite opening and closing it as if he was talking, flummoxed at the princess of the Kingdom being in his alleyway shop.
“I’m not the Princess, Fergus.”
“N-no! I saw you last week during the parade! You gave a speech! You looked like that! You SOUNDED LIKE THAT!” He uttered, agog.
“I assure you; I am not the Princess and I need to buy for an upcoming job. Top of the line stuff too. All in cash, right now, same day.” Zyntris pushed on, already growing annoyed. She was not a shopper and had shit to do!
“But the princess isn’t a thief!”
“I AM NOT THE PRINCESS!” Emmie’s body’s adorable angry voice again failing to make the impact Zyntris wanted. An uncomfortable silence lingered as Fergus’s mind went through the possibilities. His face cycled through the options until he finally found one that fit his world view, like an old man talking to a college student. Tapping the side of his nose, he gave a knowing look to Zyn.
“Ah, trying to see, ahem excuse me, sssee how the other livesss live? A little prince and pauper action, eh Princessss? Not a worry, you have come to the right place. Fergusss has the bessst for real or pretend thievery.”
“Sure, whatever. I want everything on this list. You should have most of it ready to go if you are worth your salt.” Zyntris thought about correcting his evaluation of the situation, but decided against it. Whatever fantasy the man wanted to believe was fine as long as he could supply the goods. Having reviewed “thief’s” requirements, the pawn shop owner moved to the back to start grabbing the tools. Zyn felt a little excited, she always shopped frugally. But with her not knowing the exact specifics of the job, she was going to have to just get everything. It felt a little decadent as she wasn’t even using her money, the Inquisitor gave her a blank check. 
Fergus came back soon enough carrying a single package, discrete and unlikely to raise any eyebrows. Again tapping the side of his nose, he gave a knowing look.
“All here and accounted for, Princesses. You can trussst ole Fergusss to ssset you right! Quite the expansssive lissst too! Very impresssive, mossst real thievesss don’t know half the equipment you requesssted. Whoever is your consssultant, I tip my hat to them.”
“Nyehehe, she is the best.” Zyntris said, always smug when she was being complemented, even in a roundabout way.
“Oh, and one lassst parting gift from me. A proper hiding royal needsss a proper hiding cloak with a hood! Sssneaking passst sssilly cassstle sssoldierssssssss.” The man produced a beautiful dark blue cloak that must have been filched from some noblewoman. Zyn normally didn’t take charity, but refusing the poor man after he dropped so many S’s like that would have been cruel.
“Thank you Fergus, I will be sure to drop a good word for you in… uh, the castle? The guard? Or should I not put in a word? Look, whatever, thank you and good bye. Also, if you run into Zyntris the thief, treat her like royalty as well.” 
Leaving the store, Zyntris mused that Fergus had been more than helpful with just the tools. The whole princess thing must have been why everybody on the street was paying attention to her. The cloak would provide excellent protection against the astonished eyes with its hood. Zyntris wondered how Emmie generally handled it. Meh, probably without much worry. The girl never seemed to be concerned with anything. Anybody staring was just another poor sap about to be turned into a new friend. Anything besides food that was. All Zyntris had to do was return back to Inquisitor’s home and all would be… be… 
Zyn found herself waking up from her thoughts, something was wrong. Her body took her down a completely different path compared to where she had to go. Just as she was thinking to herself how weird that was and that she should turn around, it hit her. Another smell just like breakfast entered into her brain and commanded that she move toward it. Even that natural background slum scent couldn’t get it out of her mind. What was that mysterious amazing aroma that was overpowering? 
Why, it was the meat pie man of course. Selling artisanal and creative meat pies for the low low cost of don’t ask questions on where the meat came from. Street meat in the center of town was one thing, at least they PROBABLY included edible parts of the animal, but the slums sellers… the less you asked the better. Zyntris knew this. Everyone knew this. Yet she could not stop her feet from walking up to the man with horrific stains on his apron pushing a wagon also covered in those same horrific stains. Mouth drooling, breathing heavy, Zyntris reviewed her options. There was the old standby, the “sasage” pie. If that didn’t tickle your fancy, the classic “chiken” pie was always a good option. Of course, if one feels adventurous, you could gamble your life away with the “???” pie. The thief’s brain was screaming to get out there, her health being at risk just breathing in the fumes radiating off these questionable goods, but her mouth was moving on its own.
“H-how much?”
“For you little lady, a gold and a smile.” The meat pie man grinned. His customer base was the desperate or the ignorant. Ideally both.
“Give me the chicken. I need it.” Zyn said, giving her best smile. Her eye twitching and strained voice did not really help sell normalcy she was hoping to convey. The meat pie man was not really bothered by this scene, his average buyer was somebody who REALLY needed the food.
“Of course, anything for the young woman. Here, this one is extra tasty. Took out most of the bones myself.” He said, sliding one of the pies over to Zyntris. The thief promptly horked it down in four bites. Even crazier was that she didn’t immediately vomit it back up. She looked back at the meat pie man and asked a question that he never heard before in his entire life.  
“Hey, is there a bulk discount? I want to buy more.”
“Uh, I… we could come to an arrangement? How much do ya want?”
“Everything. I want it all.”
“E-everything, ma’am?” The street vendor was shocked, nobody ever wanted more than one pie. Especially after they had that pie. “Um, do you want it packaged or-”
“No. Just give it to me right now. I’ll *homf* eat them all *snarf* now.” Zyntris said, cutting off the man, already leaning over the cart and shoving pies down her gullet. She was vaguely aware of what she was eating, but it didn’t matter, as each bite tasted absolutely incredible. Even the worryingly chewy bites that shouldn’t be there ever only added to the flavor. The pies further contributed to that feeling of power surging through her body. Now more used to it, Zyn figured out that different foods had different impacts. The beef made her feel stronger. The chicken made her feel faster. The ??? made her feel stouter.
“I don’t believe it. Nobody has ever eaten so many of my pies before! It warms an old meat vendor’s heart, it does! Ma’am, let me get a good look at you so I can see my favorite customer in the OH MY, YOU’RE THE PRINCESS?”
Zyntris looked up, final pie halfway into her mouth to be swallowed whole. Her “enthusiasm” had caused her hood to fall away, exposing the full look of apparent royalty. A final, massive gulp sent the last pie, whole, down her throat.
“H-hey, uh, I would, your majesty, I mean, you might want to consult the Royal Physician. I don’t want trouble with the castle! It’s perfectly legal in small doses! I can prove it!” the man stammered out, trying to cover his own ass. Zyn wanted none of it though, seeking to put this shopping excursion behind her.
“It was delicious, goodbye!” She yelled, waddling away after throwing a pouch of money at the man to cover her expenses. Zyntris knew she had to get home as soon as possible. Between the princess thing and the “unable to stop eating disgusting food” thing, being outside was a liability. Running as fast as her pie filled belly would let her, she sped out of the slums and back into the more respectable sections of society. The Inquisitor’s apartment would be her sanctuary and she could get back to doing what she did best, planning a heist.
—-
The apartment was quiet when Zyntris got back, other than the snoring coming from the master bedroom. The main kitchen table was cleared of the detritus from the breakfast feast and instead had several folders laid out and a note on top. 
“The information Clara requested from her organization is listed out here. I’m heading to the castle to chat with Mr. Druid Lover. Will be back tonight or tomorrow morning depending on how long it takes.”
“There goes any opportunity to clear up our argument before the job,” Zyntris thought, saddened. On top of that, Zyn was hoping she could have talked to Esse about the food issue. Sure, getting some sort of euphoria when eating was one thing, but the fact that she could barely resist gobbling up even the most disgusting of foods was another. What if she accidentally broke cover because the guard had a sandwich? Maybe Emmie would know of ways to handle it… Zyntris thought for a moment and shuddered. She was going to ask Emmie for advice on diet discipline. What was the world coming to?
Taking out the files from the folders, Zyn was presented with a wide array of very useful information on the place they were robbing. The manor was freshly constructed and took over an entire block of the city. That meant a lot of architectural submissions for the zoning board’s evaluation, notes on plumbing, air rights, materials used for the walls, and a myriad of other minor details. Some thieves would pass right over that stuff, but when you had to climb to escape, knowing if the wall was concrete, brick, or wood could be a life saver. Obviously, Lord Carrington could make changes to some of the designs on the inside of the compound, but this was a massive leg up compared to going in blind.
All the rummaging through the files seemed to wake up the Inquisitor; the snoring stopped and shuffling could be heard coming out of the bedroom. Soon enough, she appeared in the doorway, stretching and scratching her exposed belly. Most of her breakfast had been digested, but a visible food baby still existed on her thin frame. Zyntris normally was very diligent with staying lean and mean, that meal was four times what she would probably consume in one day alone, and the impact was already showing. Plopping down at the table, Clara started to yawn, only to be interrupted by a belch, the last evidence of her earlier meal being processed. She didn’t even acknowledge it though, treating the crass act as if nothing had happened. Her body being treated so slobbishly irked Zyntris.
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“You know, for somebody all over Emmie for breaking your diet, I would appreciate it if you would treat my body the same way.” Zyntris muttered.
“Oh please, it was a momentary lapse of judgment. A one-off cheat meal, don’t think anything of it. From here on out I will be an angel and eat as you normally do. Besides, not like you have been treating Emmie’s body as a temple. I can smell your breath from here. What greasy slop did you gobble down, sewer oil? And what is that gut I see?” Zyntris looked down to see the pot belly from the pies still going strong, noisily digesting in super speed in a way that only Emmie’s magical body could do. Zyn figured a topic change was in order. She coughed into her throat and slid some of the paper over for the Inquisitor to look at.
“Your organization did pretty good, these are really detailed files, Inquisitor,” Zyntris said, pulling out another map of the manor. “Normally I have to do all this research myself.” Clara glanced at what the thief was examining, with little interest. 
“I am pleased it will help with your work. If you need further assistance, do not hesitate to ask. While my focus is stopping illegal acts, I am not unfamiliar with how the criminal mind operates. Did you receive all the supplies you needed from the cancerous section of my fair city?”
“You mean the slums? Yes. I did. And that place is just fine, thank you very much. Better class of people than who you will be hobnobbing with at the party tonight, I bet.” Clara looked at Zyntris with that “really?” face again and thought about going into it. But, Zyntris was critical for the Inquisitor to get her body, and powerful position, back safe and sound. So the stern woman decided to not push it and play nice.
“Trust me, Miss Le Guen, I know that fact all too well. You may believe I unfairly target the poor pickpocket and shady dealer, but I assure you, I relish going after the financial fraudster and corrupt lobbyist all the same. All of them are a blight on my country. Why do you think I have no friends with this party crowd?”
Silence lingered. Neither woman knew where to take the conversation. Zyntris was proven wrong and Clara just admitted she didn’t have many friends. No winners there. Thankfully a new conversation topic managed to walk right in through the door. A very tired Emmie stumbled up to the counter and collapsed in a heap, drenched in sweat, still huffing and puffing.
“How was the run, Emmie? Kyle give you a good workout?” Clara asked in an overly sweet voice. It was rare that she got such a double win. Not only did Emmie finally learn the meaning of the word exercise, but Clara’s body got the benefit too.
“I want to die. It was torture! Each step was harder than the last! After I finished one thing, he had me start another right away! I could never catch my breath.”
“Yes, that’s called high intensity interval training. Designed to keep the heart rate up and burn the maximum amount of calories while building strength.”
“More like, high intensity dumb waste of time! How is anybody supposed to lose weight when all it does is make you twice as hungry! I could eat a horse!” the lazy girl complained, stomach grumbling to punctuate her point. “And all he fed me was rabbit food. And not even a lot of it!” 
Zyntris, with a long history of enjoying exercise, attempted to spin it in a more positive light. “Aw, come on, Emmie, it was only really rough because you were not used to it. Think about how good you feel right now. You did the workout and you’ve got that runner’s high going. I bet you will sleep amazing tonight.”
The encouraging words seemed to lift Emmie’s spirit. She lifted her head off the desk with a small smile. “Yeah, I guess you are right, Zyntris. I mean, it certainly puts into perspective how tough it is for HEY! YOU PIGGED OUT! THAT’S SUPER UNFAIR, I WANNA PIG OUT!” Zyntris’s gut growled in response, indignant at being yelled at. Zyntris sheepishly smiled and tried to hide the noisy organ with a large map of the manor. Unfortunately, her belly chose this time to let out a greasy burp to relieve some of that mystery meat pressure from behind the paperwork. Immediately Emmie’s well trained nose got to work.
“*Sniff* Gasp! That’s a sasage pie if I ever smelled one! And *sniff* the ??? special? Oh come on, I love the ??? special! It’s always a fun surprise!” The girl whined, upset at the injustice in the world.
“See Emmie, this is how everyone else feels when you eat and suffer no consequences.” Clara said, on her high horse, loving the turnabout in positions. Her day was only getting better and better.
“Bleeeeh. Well, it sucks and I don’t like it. Where’s ETV? She figuring out how to fix this?”
“Esse went to the castle to talk to that researcher guy she dislikes. Poor guy, when she is in a mood, it sucks to deal with.” Zyntris grimaced. Been there, done that. “Pretty much just me planning out the heist now. You guys should go over what you are going to do at dinner. If we have time, coming up with a story would probably help compared to flying by the seat of your pants.” Her grimace turning to surprise as she put up her hand to cover up another guttural burp.
“Yes, Miss Le Guen has a point. Emmie, I need to run you through proper etiquette training for tonight, and fast. I will not have you embarrass me infront of the most powerful people in the Kingdom.” Emmie stuck out her tongue and rolled her eyes at that sentence.
“Pfft, Clara, I grew up with all that stuff. I know which salad fork to use, how to speak fancy, and when to stick out the pinky. Daddy had me work with tons of tutors growing up. I can turn it on when I have to. I just choose not to because it’s all dumb.” Zyntris’s eye twitched at the word, “Daddy.” Emmie saying it in her usual body was one thing, but the term usually had a bit of a different context when a hot older woman said it. 
“But you are now Inquisitor Lord Van Damm, do you have an opinion on the tax burden on small business owners? What’s your position on the farmer’s bill? How about your position on our geopolitical allies who may be repressing their local populations to stay in power?”
“Clara, please, you are overthinking it. All you gotta do when people talk about boring stuff like that is respond, ‘wow, that’s crazy.’ Then you ask the person what they think should be done. Works like a charm every time.” Emmie said, leaning back in her chair. Clara raised her hand to make a point but stopped.
“Huh, you know, actually, that’s probably the best thing you can do. I’ll take on any questions that come your way. You simply smile and wave and point to me.” Clara’s mind started to really get going now, thinking of the possibilities. “Yes, I will be an Inquisitorial peer. Ultra secret division, known only to the Grand Vizier and Inquisitor Lord Van Damm. This is her night to be introduced into the political class. That’s the reason why we are going! Haha! This will go perfectly… yes. I can see it all now.” Clara rubbed her hands devilishly together. She might even be able to get some useful information from this party. 
“Clara, you probably shouldn’t do that in Zyntris’s body. Makes you look real evil.”
“Emmie, how could I be evil, when I am an agent of justice? Simply impossible.” The two started to banter back and forth again. Zyntris was still looking over the reports that the Inquisitor requested and had a sheet fall out. Picking it up, she noticed that it wasn’t tied to the manor at all, but a report from Special Agent Johnson, Clara’s underling from before. It had something to do with a follow up investigation into Lord Bradford, the fat fuck she stole from the night before. But the context was all lost to her as it was written in a special code.
“Uh, Inquisitor, I don’t mean to interrupt your petty argument, but your man wrote up something for you to review.”
“Special Agent Johnson? Ever since I got promoted he has been dying to come up with an amazing case to impress me. Pass it here.” Looking at the paper, the Inquisitor nodded along. “Yup, another grand conspiracy. Like the last four grand conspiracies he was looking into that went nowhere. Hmm, at least this one might have some merit as Lord Bradford is a known piece of trash in the intelligence community. Apparently he saw some signs last night during the stake out. Bah, I’ll be right back, I need to authorize some things to get this started. Probably nothing, but better safe than sorry. Chat amongst yourselves.”
Clara got up and left the two alone where, for some inexplicable reason, Zyntris’s stomach again growled hungrily. She looked at it exasperated. She ate more in one day than she ever had in her entire life. How was she still hungry? She always thought Emmie was just greedy, but between the euphoria when eating, and the constant stomach grumbling, things were starting to make a lot more sense.
“Emmie, how the hell do you deal with this all the time? It’s crazy, I gorge myself, nearly go insane from how good it feels, then two hours later I’m back to being starving!” Zyntris moaned.
“Huh? Really? I didn't notice that.” Emmie said, puzzled. “Have you been eating enough? You might just be hungry. I hear your stomach growling from all the way over here. I always feel a bit weird when I’m hungry.”
“You don’t notice anything!? What about how irresistible food smells? I ate street meat today! I couldn’t even stop myself!”
“Uh, I mean, food really does smell the best, especially tasty fresh cooked meat. Or tasty fresh cooked veggies. Or tasty fresh baked bread. Or tasty…” And she went on. Zyntris didn’t know what she expected when bringing these issues up to the original owner of the body. Sure, the thief respected the governor’s daughter as a dear friend to Esse and for generally being the nicest person around. But man, sometimes the young girl seemed completely oblivious to reality. Must be that rich, sheltered upbringing, the thief thought darkly. She didn’t seem to realize just how weird everything feels in her body. Maybe that was the price of the magic? Oh, right, the magic!
“Emmie, before we do the heist, you mentioned teaching me some magic? Like a whisper spell or…?”
“Oh, oh! Yeah, that’s a good idea because the whisper spell is super useful.. Essentially we can listen and talk to each other quietly without anybody else hearing us, even if we are far apart in different rooms. Will be handy for us to give secret layout information and all that. Like we are secret agents!”
“Emmie, we are working with the Inquisitor Lord. By definition we already are secret agents.”
“Woah! That’s super cool. I always wanted to be a secret agent.”
“Emmie, you worked with Clara during the whole crisis. You always were a secret agent.”
“Woah! I’m even cooler than I thought. This means we need to get new secret agent code names… I got it! Secret agent Zee, are you ready to learn some MAGIC?!” yelled Emmie, waving her hands around dramatically into a powerful (AKA silly) pose. She held that position, expecting something to happen. When it failed, she looked upset. “Aw, normally when I do that I summon some sparks and stuff… doesn’t look as cool in Clara’s dumb body.” Zyntris copied the hand motion, but nothing happened either, besides making the poor woman feel extra dumb. 
“Oh, no, you gotta put the feeling behind it to cast magic! It isn’t motions really. You need to put the oomph in it, you know?” Emmie emphasized the oomph, throwing her chest forward. Zyntris wasn’t listening though. See, all the Emmie-ism’s practically made the thief forget that she was looking at a bombshell body with huge tits. But that bounce easily brought that hot figure back to the forefront of any boob lover’s mind.
“A-ah, uh sorry. What were you saying? Oomph? I don’t think I follow?”
“Um, how do I put this… Oh! I know. Okay, come here.”
Emmie grabbed Zyn and manhandled her into position facing her, unaware of her own strength in the new body. This gave an impressive view into the depths of Clara’s body’s cleavage, still slightly sweaty from all the exercise Emmie did earlier. “Close your eyes, and breathe deep with me.” Emmie said, following her own advice. Zyntris struggled and, somehow, managed to summon the reserves of willpower to tear her eyes from the beautiful sight of rising boobs in front of her.
“What you need to find is that special energy in your body. Go through your senses and try to figure it out.” Zyntris wasn’t really sure what Emmie meant by “find”, but she started to focus on the senses her body was feeling. The touch of hands on her shoulders. The steady sound of her own heartbeat. The lingering taste of meat pie in her mouth. The warmth radiating outward from her stomach. The soft socks on her feet. The- wait, warmth radiating outward from the stomach? What the hell was that?
“T-there is something in my core. Something that feels warm inside of me. Like, by my stomach.”
“Yeah! That’s it, you found it! ETV says it should be like, in your head, but for me, I always found it by my tummy. Okay, try and envision it. Think of moving it around. Try and get a piece to go in your hand.” Again, not very helpful, thought Zyntris. How the hell was she going to “move” something she shouldn’t see or interact with? In the silence she pondered and imagined what the energy might look like. An object? Nah, it definitely didn’t feel sharp or defined. What about a box, like a place she could open up and take out? Nope, that didn’t help either. “Don’t get discouraged, it can take a bit, Secret Agent Zee!” Emmie said, seeing the thief struggle.
The idea that kept coming back to Zyn was a sphere, much like Emmie or Esse’s stomach after a binge. It definitely felt like it was in the stomach area as Emmie said. In Zyntris’s mind’s eye she envisioned a ball of energy right off her stomach, as if she had swallowed something huge. Mentally she swayed it back and forth, bounced it up and down and sure enough, it responded. 
“I can see it! I… I can move it!”
“Great, now try and take a piece and move it to your hand.”
To the shock of Zyntris, it actually worked. In her mental image, Zyn was able to take a bit of that sphere and move it through the body to the hand. In her real hand she felt that same warmth from the core. Opening her eyes, her fingertips were slightly glowing. 
“M-m-magic! I’m casting magic!”
“Not yet, Zee! Now you gotta do all the dumb science stuff that ETV always drones on about. What does she say… yeah, you have the power, but now you gotta know how to actually make the change. Like… moving properties of stuff around, or making atoms move faster.”
“What’s an atom?”
“I dunno, but ETV talks about them a lot. If they are really fast, you can get fire and cool explosions. You also gotta know the properties of what you are casting on. Metal is different from wood, so you can’t just go “bam!” and “zap!” to get it going, right? And then if you do too much it all goes fizz, you know?”
Zyntris did not know. She didn’t know even a little bit. She was actually, 100% completely lost. Emmie’s confident face did not inspire confidence either. Zyntris got the feeling that Esse’s teaching style might be a tad better at going through the specifics than Emmie who was more of a “go with your gut” kinda gal. Already the power in her hand felt like it was evaporating away.
“Emmie, I am not really clear on how I take this power and do anything with it. What do you mean, “bam” and “zap”? Uh, do I need to say some words or do specific movements?”
“Um, the words are really for mental prep and help focus on what you need to be doing. Movements are fun. Okay, let’s try this…”
Thus began one of the more difficult training sessions in Zyntris’s life. Between the actual complexity of what she was trying to do and the confusing instructions from a girl who apparently was a pure natural, the two struggled to understand each other. By the time Clara was done with her work, Zyntris managed to learn only one spell that could be cast reliably. The Inquisitor entered back into the main room to see the two splayed out on the couch, exhausted from the effort.
“What’s all this, you two are tired from doing nothing all day? Some of us had to work around here.” The ignorant Inquisitor said. “Anyway, for tonight, Miss Le Guen, what is your plan?”
“Party starts around seven right? I’ll use your vehicle to get in past the first line of guards. Wait until most of the party is busy and then sneak in when you go to dinner. Enter probably with this entrance by the kitchen. From there it’s just finding a way upstairs past the guards. I am not sure where the item is being held, but if I were putting a vault into my building and it looked like this, I would set it on the second floor. The ground floorplan is simply too open. Second floor is protected and safe, though you two figuring out more details is what I need. Might also need you guys to run interference with guards too.”
“Yes, that could be arranged, though do you have the communication magic prepared and ready?”
“Ugh, yeah, I got the whisper spell down. Barely. Don’t expect any amazing wizard powers like Esse can conjure.”
“Hey, come on Zee, it’s alright. Magic is really hard! It took me forever to learn spells. And that was with ETV teaching!” Emmie said, trying to cheer up the dejected thief. “You know, I think we all deserve a nice, pick-me-up, snack for all the work we did today. Something tasty!” Emmie’s stomach gurgled in agreement. To the girl’s surprise, Clara was nodding along. 
“You know, Emmie, that is very fair. We can’t have you heading to the party with your stomach loudly growling. How would that make me look? A snack is due to keep the noise down at the very least.” The Inquisitor was already heading into the kitchen to grab something for the couch girls. Emmie shot up off the couch, beyond excited at the prospect for any food. Even Zyntris scooched forward to the edge of her seat. She wasn’t hungry, or, she didn’t think she was, but got the sense that “not hungry” didn’t come into the equation for her stomach. After a minute preparing, Clara placed the food on the living room table. The contents were not exactly what Emmie had in mind.
“CELERY? YOU ARE GIVING ME CELERY? That isn’t a snack it’s… water! Barely! ETV says it’s negative food!”
“Exactly, we simply need to fill your belly up to stop the noise, not load it up with calories. Munch on it and be happy that you get anything at all.” Emmie, for the first time since the body swap, brought a familiar look to Clara’s body’s face while grabbing the celery. She produced a powerful death stare while munching on that vegetable. Zyn even heard a venomous curse about the lack of dip muttered under the starving girl’s breath. Clara continued, either oblivious to the angry reaction or immune to it.
“The party will start reasonably soon, so I ask that you both get ready. Emmie, you are to wear the Inquisitorial formal uniform. It is laying out on the bed. The shower is available, and I will help you style your hair to the ideal look.” That perked up the angry girl, who never really could hold a grudge.
“Really? Oh, it’s going to be like part two of the sleepover! I can’t wait to see what you do. I’m going to have to do up your hair too, of course.” Zyntris and Clara exchanged glances. While being very different women, they both wore their hair in very similar styles. Emmie would be hard pressed to figure out how to make something interesting out of that. 
Turning away to get back to the map reading, Zyn realized in all this talk that she too was going to change her hairstyle. Figuring out how to hide Emmie’s flowing golden locks was going to be a big challenge. But before she even said anything, Emime grabbed her arm.
“And you! Where do you think you are going? I’ve got the perfect sneaking look that you have just got to try…” said the sleepover lovering girl, a mischievous grin plastered on her face. Not everyday Emmie was able to play dress up with herself. She was going to enjoy this…
— 
The Inquisitorial carriage made its way through the streets quickly, citizens letting it pass, fearful of angering the powerful who dwelt inside. The Carrington manor was in its own section of the city, nearly encompassing the entire city block. The maps and layout of the estate really didn’t give off the proper sense of scale of just how big this place was. Tall walls, in some places equal to the city’s own defenses, encircled the whole property. Guards patrolled the top and were in force at the gate, checking guests in. Whoever was running the show was unusually smart and waved the Inquisition’s carriage ahead of the line. Inside the walls was an impressive garden, out of place in the stone city. Hedge rows, many different types of flowers, and water features were lit up by a very expensive set of lamps. The cost of maintaining such a luxury was enormous and definitely told the guests of the power on display by the Lord.
Winding down the driveway, the carriage eventually made its way around the loop to the front door. A smartly dressed doorman stepped out to open the door and provide instructions to the esteemed passengers. Emmie was out first, looking almost military in the Inquisitorial formal uniform. Her outfit was black with red and gold trim. Sharp, clean, dangerous, it was everything that the Inquisition wanted to present to the world. Right behind her was Clara in a very similar outfit, except the jacket was replaced with a vest of the same style. The two presented a very formidable image; these women were not messing about. The only issue was Emmie’s dumb, happy-go-lucky smile. Clara tried in vain to have Emmie keep a serious look about her to match Clara’s normal expression, but it was all for naught. The naturally happy girl couldn’t help it! A smile was less effort than a frown after all.
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Ushered into the main hall, the two girls looked around. Emmie grew up in a wealthy family and had also spent many nights in the castle of the King of the land, but was blown away with the absolute sign of wealth on display. Magnificent art pieces hung off the walls, grand tapestries draped over the gilded banners. Even the little things like the light fixtures were inlet with gems. If Clara was moved by the display of opulence, she did not show it, instead focusing on figuring out who the fellow guests were in the welcome hall. Some faces she seemed to recognize, others were new, potentially foreign nobles or trade partners?
In charge of sorting those guests, Head Butler Monsieur Moroes watched his team work with a critical eye. Lord Carrington was informed of the Inquisitor’s RSVP and decided to bump up the pomp and circumstance for today’s party. Dignitaries who may be “unfriendly” with each other for a variety of reasons, say their countries were currently at war, were to be kept away and pacified to avoid causing any hullabaloo. First impressions were key and everyone knew Inquisitor Lord Van Damm was a difficult woman to please. Noticing the VIP had entered, Moroes commanded a subordinate to handle the other guests, he was to take personal command of the Inquisitor’s wellbeing. He swept over to the woman to make the introductions.
“Lord Inquisitor Van Damm, on behalf of Lord Chester Carrington, I am pleased to welcome you to the event this evening. I am Monsieur Moroes. Please, let me know if there is anything I can do to make your night more enjoyable.” Before Emmie could say even a single word, her stomach growled, prompting Clara to bury her head into her palm. “Your travels must have left you famished, fear not, here at the manor, none shall be found wanting. Attendant!” A hooded man appeared instantly at the butler’s side with a plate of Hors d'oeuvres. “We have an excellent selection tonight. Shrimp in phyllo cups with a dollop of crème fraîche, meatballs with a delectable chimichurri sauce, brie topped with bacon-plum jam, toasted mushroom puff pastries, and my personal favorite, crisped bacon wrapped sausages.” Emmie reached out to grab one finger food, in this case the sausage, and tossed it into her mouth. She let out a slight moan of pleasure when the fat flavor exploded into her mouth. She moved to snatch another when Clara stepped in between to prevent any further snacking.
“Thank you, Monsieur, your offering is varied and exquisite. However, I believe the Lord Inquisitor and I would like to meet with the master of the household and formally introduce ourselves before we… indulge?”
“Ah, of course! Most sensible. And one thousand apologies, I did not even ask for your name to be properly introduced to the Lord! How may I present you, ma’am?”
“I am Warrant Officer Le Geun, adjunct to Lord Inquisitor Van Damm. You may refer to me as ‘Officer’ or ‘Inquisitor.’”
“Ah, understood, officer. Please follow me this way to the parlor.” The butler bid the party to follow him deeper into the manor. Emmie’s stomach, not satisfied with just a small bite, whined sadly. Hearing this behind him, the butler moved to assuage any fears. “And do not worry about missing any favorite finger food. Our catering team tonight is the best in the city. I’ve been told they have a near unlimited supply of everything one could ever want.” Clara rolled her eyes. Having excellent food is not a value add, but more a baseline requirement. Moroes continued to play up the upcoming meal, building hype for the party. “But I’d recommend saving some room, the dessert selection is apparently legendary. Rumor has it, the master candy maker at Serendipity was approached. Ah, yes here we are. The good master is… officer Le Geun, is something amiss?”
Clara stood frozen half step in the doorway face blank. Emmie sighed, she knew what the issue was. “Ah, Serendipity is her favorite place to buy desserts from. She is just surprised that you guys have anything from there, that’s all. She can really pig out if you give her the chance, if you know what I mean, eheheh.” Emmie said, elbowing the extremely confused Moroes in the side who most certainly did not know what she meant. The casual insinuation that Clara is a greedy animal snapped the woman back to attention. Red blush just barely visible on her face, she quickly caught back up to the other two, mind rapidly cycling through ideas for an excuse.
“Ahah, you and your extremely funny and not true at all jokes, Lord Inquisitor Van Damm. Apologies, just had a brief thought about… work. Classified work. Please, let’s continue.” Clara said just a teeeeeeny bit too fast. Moroes, a consummate professional, nodded and swept his hand over to the corner where a very well dressed, tall man stood chatting with a couple. The man noticed Moroes signal and politely dismissed the two and gave a slight head nod. Moroes acted on the signal, bringing the guests over, clearing his throat to make the proper introduction.
“My Lord Chester Carrington, I am pleased to introduce Inquisitor Lord Van Damm and her adjunct, Officer Le Geun.” Lord Carrington, regal in posture opened with a large smile. He had been trying to meet with Lord Inquisitor Van Damm for a long time after briefly meeting her at a government function a couple months back. This fact Clara knew very well, bombarded with the man’s invitations to social gatherings. In her mind it was starting to get tiring as she simply did not care for politics and petty corruption. Quid pro quo was for other people.
“Inquisitor Van Damm, I am honored you have graced us all with your presence. The powerful woman taking our diligent Inquisition into the modern era, keeping us safe from untold threats.”
“Hey Chester, nice to meet you.” Emmie said with a smile and a wave. The Lord’s smile faded just a slight bit. 
“Ah, Inquisitor, we have met once before, actually. The garden party after the crisis? You were just promoted then. We chatted by the fountain.”
“Oh, uh, sorry. Bad with names, eheh. Real nice place you got here. Looks really fancy!”
“Ah, thank you. I know it might be a bit overboard for somebody who has a famously spartan taste such as yourself, but most of this is for… well, it’s for work. Hosting duties, you know.”
“You host parties for work?” Emmie asked. What kind of job would involve throwing parties? Maybe he was a really fancy clown? Why was Clara worried, she already had so many questions for small talk.
Clara, looking for any chance to jump in and control the conversation away from Emmie without usurping her position, saw her opening. “Lord Inquisitor, recall that Lord Carrington here is one of the major trading families in the land. His merchant empire extends all the way to the far east. If you’ve ever eaten anything properly spiced, it is thanks to him and his fleet.” 
“Oh wow, I eat a ton of spiced things! Love the stuff! If that’s all you, I owe you big time!” Emmie said, honest excitement written across her face. The Lord blushed slightly at the compliment, waving his hands to downplay the significance.
“Oh, haha, it’s a minor thing, Inquisitor, a minor thing. But I am truly grateful that you took the time to come today. I had very much wanted to catch up since the last time we met. You had a truly brilliant outlook on the crisis. It’s rare that I meet someone so thoughtful when it comes to that sort of-” Emmie’s stomach, still thinking back to all that excellent finger food it was rudely denied from, cut off the man with another loud growl. Clara, seeing her reputation explode in real time, tried to drown out the noise with a loud coughing fit of her own. 
“*Hack* *Cough* Ahem, so sorry. Just, *COUGH*. Must have *Ahrem* got something down the wrong pipe.” Already Lord Carrington made a small motion to Moroes who had stepped to the side ready to assist in case anything was amiss. Moroes then relayed that hidden message with a fast glance to another hooded waiter standing by with drinks who quickly moved in with drinks to save the day. The host took the opportunity to show off his hospitality.
“Not a worry, Inquisitor Le Geun. How about a glass of red to wet the palate? We do have an exquisite selection of reds from across the sea that you just have to try.” Clara, recovering from her “fit” declined gracefully.
“No, thank you. I do not really drink. I find the lack of control… disturbing.” 
“Thankfully, I do not have that issue. I will simply have to drink for both of us!” Emmie retorted, waggling her eyebrows as if she said something witty. Taking a glass off the offering platter, she took a quick sip before looking down at it with surprise
“Wah, this might be the second best tasting wine I’ve ever had! What is this, a cabernet? Love this blackberry flavor!” As if somebody was going to take it away from her, Emmie threw back the rest of the glass and grabbed another two from the tray. Lord Carrington, still chuckling at Emmie’s “drinking for two” joke, acted surprised at the girl’s knowledge.
“My word, you are correct, Lord Inquisitor, it is a bottle of Screaming Sparrow. But I am more surprised that you have tasted something better. Screaming Sparrow comes from one of the most renowned wineries in the world.”  
“Oh, it’s nothing. During the adventure I had this crazy fancy bottle. Practically guzzled down the whole thing in one go! Found out later it was one of the rarest wines in the world, if you could believe it. But, that’s a one off treasure I found in a dungeon. You bought this! You can have it all the time. That’s super cool.”
“Nonsense, Inquisitor, the fact that you go on these world adventures is the real amazing piece of your story. I may run a trade empire, but I sleep, lonely, but comfortably in my own bed each night. Not much excitement in my life compared to everything you have done.”
Emmie polished off another glass of the wine, making a cute noise of happiness from the taste. “Seriously though, who got this for you? I need to tell Ellie in the castle to get some next time!”
“Ellie…? Oh! Princess Eleanor, of course. You are on a first name basis, that makes sense. You did rescue her from the clutches of the madmen during the lockdown. Say have you…”
Clara listened to this back and forth dispassionately. This was going exactly how she thought it would. Every one of her accomplishments was fawned over by this sycophant trying to butter her up in order to get something out of her later. Probably had some horrific skeleton in his closet he needs to be swept under the rug or forgotten. Still, he really did have a good memory for everything she had done. Even the smaller things that most people had forgotten about, like stopping a pirate take over of that boat cruise. Very puzzling. Oh, there seemed to be a lull in the conversation. Time for her to jump in and find out information actually related to the mission. 
“Ahem, not to barge in about unpleasant work related topics, but I did want to highlight the incident we had prepared for last night.” Clara carefully laid out, setting her trap.
“Oh, Officer Le Geun, apologies, I was lost in conversation with your lovely boss here. Ah, the… old druidic carving, correct? Actually, I inherited that item from a distant relative, if you could believe that. Yes… we posted men watching it in preparation, but nobody ever came. Did your team have incomplete information?”
“On the contrary, another target was hit instead. The thief’s true motives still remain a mystery, so keeping the item safe is paramount. Do you have more information for us on its location and security measures? I doubt with tonight's festivities it is at risk right now, but we would like to insure its long term safety.”
“Is… is that why you both are here tonight, for work?” Lord Carrington said, body posture clearly sinking, the man disheartened finding out the true reason for the visit. Emmie wincing a bit at the revelation gave one her best smiles and downplayed Clara’s sentence.
“Whaaaat? Me, work at a party? No, never! Come on, me and Clar… uh, my officer, are here because I needed a break from work! And I heard you had the best food in town. Just happened to be in the same place as that super important druidic carving.”
“Ah, of course. Why… why don’t we discuss it at the dinner table? You can have a seat next to me. And I have to tell you, normally my own chef’s work this party, but I was recently recommended to this new catering company. I think they are technically a religious group, but their output and resourcefulness is remarkable. They even sourced that wine if you could believe it! Please, follow me and-”
“Where is the big guy? Hey, get off me! Don’t touch my coat. This is the fourth time my invitation got lost in the mail and I want to let him know his servants are barely worth the air they breathe if this is how they work! I said, DON’T TOUCH ME.” A man rudely exclaimed loudly in the welcome hall, the increasing volume of the speech indicating that he was approaching rapidly. Moroes, already moving to intercept the incoming freight train, popped through the doorway but was immediately bounced back inside the parlor by the incoming missile. The newly arrived guest was fat, annoying, and loud. Moroes, struggling to get control of what was happening, gathered himself up quickly and turned to announce the man to at least pretend the situation was normal.
“Ahem, Ladies and Gentlemen, Lord Bradford.” The obese merchant struck what he thought was a dignified pose, failing to realize everyone was staring at him not out of awe, but displeasure. Not getting exactly the response he thought he deserved, he scowled. Spying Lord Carrington in the corner, the fat man approached. Chester Carrington let out a big sigh, knowing what he had to do. He did not want to do it, but proper etiquette was important at these events after all.
“Niles, so good of you to come. Apologies for the missing invitation, I thought you were in the country this weekend?”
“Chester, that was just a clever ruse for those dopes in the Inquisition! I was always planning on staying in town this week. Have some big plans tonight after all. Starting with this party!” Lord Bradford stated, whiskey on his breath, as if he was capable of any sort of forward thinking. His brain, now finished coming up with what to say to Lord Carrington finally freed up some processing power to notice the other two ladies talking with his target. “Now who is this delectable creature you are talking to? Introduce me!” 
“This would be Lord Inquisitor Clara Van Damm, Niles.”
“Oh. Huh. Didn’t know the Lord Inquisitor was a woman. Never would have guessed. And to think, I was afraid of eye candy like you, haha!” Emmie held out her hand to shake for an introduction, unsure of how to respond to that description. The man was giving her real creepy vibes. It was his tone of how he said everything. For example, Emmie loved the word delectable! Delectable things were generally very good! But when he said it, it was like she tasted something foul. He smugly grasped Emmie’s palm to complete the handshake and tried to squeeze to show dominance. He was a large man after all. But try as he might to make Emmie wince, he made no progress. Clara’s body was simply too strong from many years of lifting away her extra desserts to be influenced by a obese toad like himself. Slightly perturbed by his inability to beat a woman in a power contest, Lord Bradford tried to change topics. 
“Anyway, who is this next to you, Inquisitor, your toady?” He said, craning his neck around to meet the eyes of one very very, very, very, very, very upset Clara Van Damm. Clara’s death glare was operating at full capacity. As a modern Inquisitor, she did not believe in random torture and kidnapping, society had progressed past the need for that. But boy, the pain she could have inflicted would have made that man regret even existing. Emmie turned and gently nudged Clara to respond, only eliciting a low growl, like a dog backed into a corner. Lord Carrington, desperate to avoid a situation, attempted to intervene.
“Niles, this is Officer Le Geun. She is also an Inquisitor, who I may remind you is a powerful government official, regardless of their sex. Want to remind you of that fact.”
“Oh please, Chester, everyone knows they can be bought. Though I will say, some of them have gotten a bit uppity recently. There was the one last night who completely ignored me in my own home after the whole thief situation. Can you believe it? I did all this work and planned out everything to catch this rotten degenerate, and this man threatened me, ME, with his boss’s wrath if I didn’t comply. I simply didn’t care to press the issue and let it drop.” Clara’s teeth could be heard audibly grinding. Somebody was not happy.
“Oh, actually we were just talking about that. You had the other druidic item?”
“Pft, yeah, was the only thing the stupid thief wanted too. What a moron. That mask was just a dumb trinket I bought on a whim. I wish I could have kept that thieving girl though. Good looking thing, I would have taught her not to take from her betters.” Emmie, wanting to contribute to the conversation, decided to ask an innocent question.
“Good looking? What did she look like?”
“Oh, brown short hair, real thin, small build. Perky breasts.” He grabbed his own fat jugs to demonstrate exactly what he meant by breasts in case anybody didn’t pick up on that. “Looked kind of like… like… wait a minute. You. She looked like you. She looked exactly like YOU! YOU ARE THE THIEF! HOW DARE YOU COME HERE!” Lord Bradford screamed, pointing directly at Clara. The whole room, previously politely trying to do their best to avoid the least liked man in high society all turned to see what this was about. Clara, still madder than anybody else who has ever lived, did not react despite gobs of spit smacking her in the face. Each word she enunciated sounded like the sharpening of a knife.
“Lord Bradford. I assure you. I am not a thief. I would appreciate it if you didn’t accuse me.”
“I’m not accusing you, I know you did it. That explains it, that whole thing was a set up from the Inquisitors from the start to steal from me. Rotten government interference in a private citizen’s life! They should string you up for such despicable acts!”
“I suggest you cease your prattle, before I am forced to act.”
“You took the words right out of my mouth, thief.”
Emmie and Lord Carrington exchanged extremely nervous glances. This was ruining the mood of a good time! Something had to be done and both of them were going to have to be the ones who were going to do it. Each turned to their equivalent peer and tried to talk some sense into them.
“Clara, you are in Zee’s body! You technically are a thief! Remember, she was caught last night! We can come up with an excuse later. Twin sisters or something.”
Clara, begrudgingly looked at Emmie and nodded. Once she was back in her body, Lord Bradford would get his comeuppance. She could wait. She’s played the long game before. But poor Chester was having a tougher time.  
“Niles, think about what you are saying and to whom. You’ve always feared the Inquisition. There must be an explanation and right now isn’t the time to get it.”
“HWHAT ARE YOU SAYING TO ME? HOW DARE YOU INSIST THAT I AM WRONG! I will not rest until you properly deal with this scoundrel! Take her outside and report her to the authorities at once! Have her expelled from your manor!”
“Niles, I’m not going to do that.”
“What?! You trust this bureaucrat over me?! Absurd! And to think, I was going to protect you tonight! Now you are at the top of my shit list.”
“I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”
“I’m not going anywhere!”
The Lord of the manor stared at the fat man who resolutely stamped his feet like a child throwing a tantrum. Lord Carrington sighed loudly. It was going to be one of those nights.
—-
Zyntris calmly picked her practice lock sitting in the Inquisitorial carriage parked in stables across the yard from the main manor house. The job tonight might be the most important job of her life and emptying her mind of all the emotions and concerns of the day was critical to having a successful mission. All that mattered was her side of the job. The other two seemed to be handling themselves well, integrating into the party with no issue. The whisper spell was active as well, so she could hear both of them speaking when she concentrated in her right ear. It was a pretty disconcerting effect, but in the hour or so she was sitting in the carriage, the sound already faded into the background noise. When they needed to get her attention they would use the code word. 
*Click* Her current lock popped open with a spring. Tossing the completed puzzle aside she reached over to her bag to pull out another. All of her tools were prepared and laid out ready to go. She figured that the other two wouldn’t be able to get information on what she would need fast enough so she brought everything. Specialized thin rope for climbing, a hand mirror for checking corners, paint to help meld the face into the shadows. The clothing she wore was on point too. Zyntris was dressed in a skin tight outfit made up of various shades of gray. All black would stand out too much, as no shadow is truly just “dark”. One thing that was going to be harder was the hair. Emmie had a beautiful head of long blonde hair that flowed down to her back. Zyntris was completely out of her element in wrangling all that volume and had to have the body’s actual owner assist in working it into a tight bun tied up via her bandana. Even then, the yellow would stand out too much. That meant a hat to match the rest of the outfit, which bothered Zyn as it felt restricting. 
Another aspect that felt off was Emmie’s body’s flexibility. It simply could not do everything the thief wanted. The girl could barely touch her toes, let alone contort the body into a hiding place. And the girl’s strength was lackluster at best. Earlier Zyntris tried to pull herself up some easy ledges from a dead hang as practice and found herself majorly struggling to scramble on top. Emmie suggested some strength magic to help, but that was a new variable in the mission that Zyntris had no interest in relying on. 
And lastly for the major body differences, Emmie was a noble from a long line of nobles. Noblewomen were bred to… well breed. That meant wide child bearing hips to keep that bloodline going. And let’s not forget that Emmie’s diet of everything edible in sight meant there was some meat on those bones. Crawling through a narrow space or out a bathroom window was out of the question. No spell was going to help with that. However, even with all these new challenges Zyntris wasn’t going to complain. Burglarizing on hard mode will provide a high rush of adrenaline that the thief craved. Might even be more fun. 
*Click*, another lock down. Zyntris checked in with the status of the party. Sounded like the girls were being seated at the dinner table now. In her mind, if she was going to take advantage of having the two on premise, dinner would be the best time to act. So Zyn gathered herself up and creaked open the carriage door, ready for action. Her approach was going to be through the storeroom, sneak past the kitchen and through the generator and gas rooms. The idea was that the staff would be so busy preparing for the dinner that she could get by unhindered. There were a few other ways in, like a small ledge by the kitchen, but that option had a small window that Emmie’s ass would barely squeeze through. Meanwhile, the storeroom was designed to be close to the stables to receive goods and would not have to deal with the aforementioned issues of Emmie’s wide behind. 
Gathered and ready, Zyntris hopped out of the vehicle to begin. All the carriage drivers were playing cards in the corner and having a bit of a party themselves. No threat there. Crossing the dark yard, Zyntris made her way to the unguarded storeroom entrance which. Before she opened the door, a commotion drew her attention to the front porch. 
“DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM?! YOU WILL PAY FOR THIS INDIGNITY! TOSSING ME OUT LIKE SOME POOR PEASANT? GET YOUR HANDS OFF ME! YOU ALL WILL SUFFER…”
As the disgruntled voice was carried off into the distance, Zyntris smirked. Sounded like a pompous idiot was being removed from the party. Probably deserved more than a kick to the curb, but any damage to these snobs’ self esteem was a win in Zyn’s book. Minor morale boost/ distraction over, it was time to begin. 
The store room was filled to the brim with boxes, either filled with provisions or recently emptied for the party. The markings indicated a multitude of sources from all over the world. Some came from within the Kingdom, like Nordenhaven or Lantrum, but even further flung sources like Azh Rabot could be found. Zyn even saw a box from the jungle islands newly discovered only a few years back. Men and women from the kitchen kept coming and going, filling the room with light as the door opened. Zyntris carefully moved between shadows, always disappearing and remaining out of sight when somebody came in to take a box. People rarely are looking for things they don’t expect to see, so she was through to the hallway adjacent to the kitchen quickly enough. This was the main path for the waiters, rushing back and forth to keep the booze and food flowing for the high end guests who had just started their meal. Some carried trays, others had whole carts of meals. Nobody could ever claim that Lord Carrington did not feed his guests with the effort on display here.
The hallway wasn’t perfectly lit, matching Zyntris’s expectations. The architectural plans showed that the servant quarters didn’t have a proper gas line running through it so she assumed the old fashioned way of keeping the manor lit was in effect. That meant a choke bomb could easily disable some of the torches and plunge the area into darkness. All she needed was to time it perfectly that nobody would suspect foul play… Waiting… Waiting… There, her chance! 
The toss was perfect, the choke exploding right above several torches fully extinguishing the flames by cutting off their oxygen in a blast of non flammable gas. She made her move in the sudden darkness to the other end where there was a small closet and more importantly, a stairwell upstairs. Nothing helps a thief more when a Lord cheaps out on the servant’s quarters, Zyntris smugly thought. She had just gotten past the kitchen door and was almost home free when the next wave of waiters burst out carrying another cart load of food. The thief froze mid step, unable to move. 
She wasn’t afraid of being caught by the servants, who were freshly confused why the lights were out. Zyn was practically invisible in her get up, they would never see or hear her. But the food… oh the scent was heavenly. To be fair, slum gutter trash nearly drove her mad, Zyntris had zero chance against food made by actual professionals. The cart was so close she had to have it. But her rational mind cautioned her. She was on a job. Somebody was pushing that cart. Somebody with eyes. She couldn’t go out and risk stealing food and getting caught. Just let the cart pass and she will be able to move on. No worries.
Suddenly the kitchen door swung open to reveal a man on a mission. He was an odd image, backlight from the light of the kitchen. He had pink hair, ear piercings and wore a manic smile on his face. But even stranger was that somehow, he appeared to be the boss. His commanding voice showed that authority. He was deep in a discussion with another waiter who was getting dressed down.
“What do you mean she isn’t reacting to the sweet drink we laid out, but the subordinate is? That doesn’t make any sense. Chuck saw her walk in, it’s practically guaranteed that it will play out this way.”
“I am telling you, sir, she is just sitting there. She’s even drinking regular wine.”
“Nonsense. And you know what bothers Chuck? The subordinate doesn’t make any sense. She’s never worked for the sweet tooth. She should be with the Godde- What is this? This operation is not running in the dark. You and you, get those torches lit right this instant.”
Immediately the waiter pushing the maddening cart hopped to follow the boss’s command, leaving the food completely unattended. The rational part of Zyntris’s brain cursed, but the stomach shouted with glee. If she was going to get food, she would have to do it now, before the lights came back on. Moving as fast as she could, she raced to the cart. Metal dish covers filled the transport to the brim, surely the servants would not notice just one or two or three or four or five missing, right? She had to be fast, the far torch was almost back in operational and that would flood the entire room with light exposing her…
Twenty seconds later, the torches were back in operation and the pink haired man in charge sent the staff back to work. For just a moment, the hallway was back to being quiet. Mr. Pink stood there, still clearly thinking about his discussion with the other waiter when he heard an odd noise coming from the closest at the far end of the hall. He approached the door slowly, confused at the weird sound. Opening it, he saw several meal covers spread out, contents missing. And in the corner was a girl dressed in black hunched over horking down one of the lamb sausages whole. Her fear filled eyes met his, a sausage halfway down her throat. The Pink haired waiter noticed a few strands of blond hair peeking out from under her hat and the realization hit him, the manic smile returning to his face even wider than before.
“A-ha, that explains it! Ahaha, Chuck was thinking he was going insane, with how those two were acting, but this all makes sense now. Carry on, don’t let Chuck get in your way. Your secret is safe. Ahhhh, the Goddess works in mysterious ways…”
Still frozen with fear as the door shut, Zyntris nervously gulped, sending the rest of the sausage down to her gut. She was properly confused on why the man let her go after seeing her in such a compromising position, but she was not going to stick around to find out if he was telling the truth in keeping her discovery a secret. Still, she was very frustrated with herself. Getting caught like that was such an amateur move. Stealing the food alone was Stupid with a capital S, but then immediately gobbling up everything like a starved rat was even dumber. She angrily looked down at her belly poking out from her clothes. This was YOUR fault, she thought glumly, getting no response besides a long drawn out gurgle.
Cracking the door, the lights were back on, but it was only a step across the hall to the next stairwell and the second floor of the manor. Stepping softly, Zyntris ascended to the higher floor. Her plan was simple, she had the layout of the manor already, all she had to do was check the rooms to see what is there on the map. There were a few key locations to check, the study, the bedroom, and the music room. 
The study was first, a likely target as many men liked to work close to their money. On the table was a variety of important trade documents and a minor safe that Zyntris reckoned that she could have cracked in two minutes was hidden behind a painting. Wasn’t worth the effort, her gut instinct said it was a petty cash and document safe, not the main attraction. The study desk didn’t hold any secrets either, just some more paperwork and a music sheet. Perusing some of the Lord’s letters revealed an educated, thoughtful businessman, but little use to the thief’s search. This place wasn’t going to be it.
Slipping past the few guards stationed upstairs who were mostly concerned with sending lost party guests to the restroom, Zyntris moved to the bedroom, a likely target as many men liked to sleep close to their money. The bedroom was opulent, covered in soft carpet and well designed. Art from all over the world were on the walls, and the bed looked like the kind you could disappear into. The master bathroom was equally pimped out, marble his and her sinks, a bathtub you could swim in, and a toilet with a foreign device that on inspection shot water upward. Zyn paused to think about the implications of that device and shook her head. Not the time.
The music room was her last theory. Not a likely target as few men liked to listen to music close to their money, but still worth checking out because it was an odd location for a room like this. I mean, second floor? Who is inviting guests up here? Surely the Lord wasn’t a performer himself, that sort of thing was for servants and hired laborers, Zyntris assumed. The room was filled with instruments of all kinds, a harp, a piano, multiple guitars, drums, and some brass instruments that Zyn didn’t even know about. Inspecting the musical equipment closely, to the thief’s surprise, they all appeared to have been used regularly, or at least recently to keep the dust off. This place was legit.
Or maybe not. Zyntris pulled out her map of the compound and looked at the dimensions of the room compared to what she could see. Back and forth something felt wrong. Twenty five feet by twenty five feet according to the design documents, but the room was definitely not a square. One of these dimensions was off. She scrutinized the wall closely where she found what she was looking for, a slight recess. Inspecting the floor, small scratches showed some sort of movement. The man put in a sliding wall in his music room to hide the entrance to the vault. Impressive. But how on earth does one open this? High and low Zyntris searched, but not a single clue could be found.
It was time to call in the help. Zyntris quietly whispered the code word “Swordfish” to the other two. Zyn had an idea of what might open the door, but it would cause some noise. If she was going to potentially expose herself, might as well put those two to work.
—-
“Ahaha! No kidding, that’s amazing! Oh, ho, my sides!” Lord Carrington managed to get out in between his gut busting laughter. “Nobody ever said you had a sense of humor, Inquisitor Van Damm!” A correct observation that could be collaborated across many, many people. “Say Clara, do you mind if I call you Clara?” 
“Of course, *hic* all my friends call me Clara after all, Chester! Go *hic* ahead.” Emmie said, happy that somebody on earth was finally laughing at her jokes. It was a tough dinner for the girl, seeing all this absolutely stunning food come and go in front of her. She wanted to eat absolutely everything from the clam chowder to the steak and lobster, even the sausages looked like they were made with real meat. But Clara was on her like a hawk, and Emmie kept her hunger under control. Food was left on every plate with polite consumption of reasonably sized portions. The only blessing was that Lord Carrington was super nice throughout it. He kept talking to her, laughing at her really funny jokes, calling her insights… insightful. And the wine was flowing.
Next to Emmie was a very confused Clara. She had expected the buttering up by the Lord to get on her good side, but it was taking a very odd turn. Normally people tried to play up her accomplishments or flatter her. Nobody ever really wanted to know her favorite color or call her by her first name. And nobody would ever laugh at the jokes Emmie was dropping. It was completely baffling on what the Lord was getting at. And it wasn’t like he was doing this to everyone, most of his other guests were letting him focus just on Emmie, letting him have his alone time with the girl. Before Clara could really ruminate on this, a little buzz in her ear whispered the word “swordfish,” the signal from Zyntris. Emmie didn’t respond, drunk off of wine and enjoying the mood. Looks like it was up to Clara, as always, to save the day.
“Excuse me Lord Carrington, but I did want to briefly touch on the artifact again from last night. We never did discuss its protections against the criminal element.”
“Hm? Oh, do we have to talk about work right now? Dinner isn’t even over yet, officer, we still have the final course. Surely Clara doesn’t have you work at all hours?”
“Yeah, Clara, take a break for once! We can ask about it later.” Emmie said, flippantly. Her mental ability was seriously starting to slip from all the wine she had. It wasn’t an absurd amount of alcohol either, it’s just that Clara’s body’s tolerance was much lower than her own. Clara, again, face palmed, a familiar action of the evening. The Lord was a little confused though.
“Wait a second, you are telling me Officer Le Geun’s first name is also Clara? That’s amazing! You two must have a great nickname in the force. Clara and Clara, detectives on the case!”
“Oh, ahah, that’s a great name! Clara, we should *hic* totally go by that! Think of how popular you will be with that set up.”
“Yes, I can see it now.” Clara responded, deadpan. “But unfortunately, Lord Carrington, I must insist, could you please enlighten us on the security measures you have put into place to protect the item? The more specific the better. Remember, Lord Inquisitor? We do have to for our colleague who is working on the case who could use the assistance” The stress on “our colleague”, combined with another repeated whisper of “swordfish” in Emmie’s ear finally got the message through the drunken haze.
“Aw, I’m afraid, she’s *hic* right, Chester. Real fast, then we can talk about fun stuff again.” Emmie said, employing puppy dog eyes to the Lord. 
“Ah, well you know me, always happy to assist our boys in black, or should I say pretty ladies, eheh.” Clara visibly rolled her eyes, she had heard that one before. “The artifact is in the vault room, well hidden by several precautions. I had a special team put it in, it’s not even in the standard plans. It would be incredibly difficult to find it.”
“Vault rooms are tricky. Thieves could reverse engineer the layout and notice what is missing or off.” Clara repeated slowly. “What other precautions have you put in?”
“Well, I don’t want to brag, but I think I came up with a really clever idea. So, Clara, and I mean you, Lord Inquisitor, you remember what I was saying about my music room upstairs? You know, where I practice all the instruments in my spare time? To even get to the vault entrance, you need to play a special melody on the piano. That unlocks a door to the pathway to the hidden chamber.”
“Wow, very clever, my Lord, very clever. Special melody on the piano. I don’t think a thief would ever figure that out. So you hit the right keys and a passageway opens up?”
“Exactly! I’m very proud of it. Has to be a one of a kind lock before the thief could even get to the actual lock!”
“Ough, *hic* piano… I used to play as a kid, but *hic* I wasn’t very good.” Emmie said, face downcast from the memories of struggling.
“If you were looking to pick it back up, Clara, I would be more than happy to help you practice in some one on one tutoring. Anytime, you name it.” Chester said, as he clasped Emmie’s hands and looked her right in the eye.
“A-hem. My Lord, what about the melody to unlock the vault. What melody is it exactly?”
“Ah? Oh, I forget off the top of my head. It’s something-”
“Attention esteemed guests. I hope you have been enjoying the meal so far, but tonight we have a very special treat for you. All the way from Nordenhaven we have a custom selection from Serendipity. Please enjoy what we call, “The Chocolate Collection.” Moroes proudly announced as a wave of waiters poured out from behind him carrying a fascinating array of desserts. Cakes, bars, drinks, cookies, anything and everything you could think of that used chocolate was carted out in style.
“Ohoh! The special final course has arrived.” Lord Carrington exclaimed with glee, clapping his hands as the first plates were being placed in front of him.
“W-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-what is this?” Clara stammered out in shock seeing the parade of goods stream out in front of her.
“Well, Officer Le Geun, to be truthful, when I got your boss’s RSVP for tonight, I wanted to do something a little special. I heard through the grapevine that Lord Inquisitor Van Damm has a special hobby for chocolate.” Lord Carrington bashfully admitted.
“Oh man, you did good! These cookies are insane!” Emmie gasped, a full bite already taken out of one.
“B-b-b Emm-, er Lord Inquisitor… your diet! You can’t have these sweets!” Clara squeaked out.
“Ah, right… *crunch* I am not *munch* supposed to be *gulp* eating these.” Emmie said through a mouthful of cookies. She wasn’t aware of it, but without even trying Clara’s body started reaching out to the chocolate goods and shoveling them into her mouth subconsciously. It took Clara’s full Inquisitorial will to control a craving that powerful and a drunken Emmie simply did not have the strength to resist the mighty need. Once the body got a taste of the sweet confection, it was like an addict relapsing. It wanted MORE.
“Seems like my hunch was correct, haha. How was it, Clara, to your tastes?” Emmie was too busy gobbling up a slice of cake to respond, but a very, very sad Clara next her answered.
“Oh, it would be. It all looks so amazing. I would KILL to try it.” She said, putting a very scary emphasis on one word in particular. Lord Carrington looked confused. 
“Ah, I am sorry Officer Le Geun, any are welcome at my table to have some. I didn’t mean to imply that this was only for your boss! Go ahead, have as much as you like.”
“N-no. It isn’t that. I… I recently found out about… Ah. I am lactose intolerant. I can’t have any of these beautiful creations. I… *sniff* must *choke* refrain *abloo hooo*.” The water works were already starting to pour out from Clara’s crestfallen face as she told the saddest story in the world (to her). But Lord Carrington was not convinced. His stone face was more confused than properly devastated like anybody who had a heart would be. He put his finger to mouth and had a quick think.
“But, Officer Le Geun, that’s not an issue at all. I know several of my friends at the other end of the table from less dairy focused climes are also lactose intolerant. We specifically asked for a large section of dairy free and dark chocolate items to be delivered as well. You can easily have as much as you like without triggering any allergies.” Snapping his fingers, he summoned two waiters to immediately place several dark chocolate bars and a specially made cake in front of the shocked woman. 
Tears continued to pour out, though not out of sadness, but instead happiness. She looked at the man as an angelic being, one who parted the storm clouds from above and brought the gift of sunshine back into her life. The true Lord, the giving of light of all that is seen and unseen. The whisper for more information in her ear simply did not matter right now. It would be accounted for later. Clara took one bite of the dark chocolate and her eyes opened wide.
“It begins.” She whispered.
—
Zyntris sat in silence on the piano waiting for an answer she knew wasn’t coming. The frenzied eating in her ear was starting to get actually quite annoying and the two were clearly preoccupied with… something. She disabled the magic using a cancel spell Emmie taught her. No need to listen to both of them gorge themselves and all that came with it. Besides, she knew exactly what she had to do. Sneaking back out into the study room, she removed the sheet music stored safely in the desk. Earlier it was strangely out of place, now it was obvious. Seems the Lord just couldn’t keep it memorized and had to write it down. 
Crossing back to the music room, something seemed off. The guard patrols that she had been dodging all the while upstairs had gone quiet. She heard some worried whispers and some quick running, but it was never in regards to her direction. Something else must have triggered their ire, probably a drunk belligerent guest, or some other minor issue that needed some muscle. Whatever, not her job, not her worry. In fact, made playing the code to get in even easier as there was less risk of being heard. The music code was pretty basic, too and Zyntris’s rudimentary sheet reading skills was more than enough to play it. G D-D E D, rest F G.
“Heh, Shave and a haircut, two bits.” Zyntris chuckled to herself as the secret door in the wall unlocked and recessed back on its hinges. Inside was a passage down past the first floor and into the basement. An unrecorded room in the design layout underground, the perfect place for one the richest men in the world to hide his wealth. Not even a siege would find it here.
The vault itself was disappointing for the thief. She was at least expecting a four layer deep locking system, but it ended up being pretty run of the mill. It only took her half an hour to get through it all. Plus, the complete lack of urgency as no guards would ever be coming down there meant she was picking it practically for free. Inside there was an impressive collection of goods, gold, and other stuff that rich people love, but again, Zyntris was not there for any of that. It took a little digging, but she eventually found the final druidic carving. 
This one was different from the others she stole as it was carved from some sort of bone. The symbols on it were a mystery and it was slightly warm to touch despite being in a dark chilled room. As she palmed it between her hands, Zyntris could feel the power within it resonating with her own body. Emmie’s magic was connecting with the artifact! This was news to the surprised thief. She wondered what else in the world she dealt with in the past that had some hidden magic that only somebody attuned to it could feel.
Oh well, that’s for the experts like Esse to figure out. Zyntris’s mission was not done until she was back in the carriage, safe and sound. Pocketing the item she made her way back upstairs to the main part of the manor. Normally she would high tail it out a window, but the wall surrounding the manor made that more trouble than it was worth. Easier to just use the carriage and the unscrutinized exit that came with it. So out the same way she came in. 
Creeping down the stairs, she could feel some serious tension in the air. There was a large crowd of men at the storeroom entrance blocking it off, waiters and guards were running too and fro, though avoiding the dining hall carefully. Some men were still carrying desserts, composing themselves to get rid of their worried expressions before being seen by the Lord and the Guests. The pink haired man was standing back watching the scene with a calculating face. 
Zyntris cursed at herself, she should have just suffered through the eating noises earlier and kept the whisper spell active. Now she would have to figure out what’s going on herself. Best not get involved with what was-
The pink haired man turned around and smiled at Zyntris. “Ah, excellent, I was waiting for you to show up. Chuck needs your assistance post haste. Come here, don’t be shy.” Zyntris crouched down in a defensive position. She was not going to be taken hostage. 
“Back away, before you get hurt.” She hissed.
“Now, don’t be like that. If you don’t come with me, you won’t get thiiiiisss~” The pink haired man cooed, pulling out a giant sausage from behind his back. Zyntris’s eyes locked on the meat tube, watching it sway back and forth, completely hypnotized. All higher thought was discarded. Drooling slightly, stomach growling loudly, she approached reaching out for the pork. She must have it. Just before she got her mitts on it, the man pulled it back out of reach. She lept for it again, and again, but each time she got close, the man pulled it back and took a step back. She was inadvertently following him.
The man led her into the kitchen, where the people inside were running back and forth, even more panicked than in the hallway. The smells were overloading Zyntris’s brain, and she could barely make out a few sentences here or there. If she could, she would have been highly concerned about the phrases like, “Where did they come from?” or “How are we going to hold back that army?” and the very concerning “They already blocked off all the exits!” But that kind of brain power was not available at the moment. Finally the pink haired man probably known as Chuck stopped next to a large pile of food, the leftovers from the feast. This included a sixteen quart pot of clam chowder soup, a baker's dozen large pretzel rolls, four porterhouses for two, a pod of steamed lobsters, and a massive bowl of salad drenched in dressing.
“Chuck needs you to eat all this.”
Zyntris did not need any encouragement. With frightening speed she immediately got to work, chowing down on anything she could get her hands on. The steaks were stripped from their bones with startling efficiency. The lobsters sucked out of their shells, poured on the rolls to soak in and make it easier to consume those extra calories. The salad was torn apart like grass going through a mower. Everything was delicious. Each bite was better than the last. Finally Zyntris eyed up the final prize, the massive pot of soup. 
With strength she didn’t know she had, she hefted up and began to drink the creamy liquid, practically pouring it straight down her throat. Gravity eventually became too slow for the girl and she even started sucking down the stew as if it was the final sips of a soda through a straw. Eventually, the seemingly endless chowder ran out and the girl tossed the empty pot aside. One final big lick of her surprisingly flexible tongue to clean off the bits of sauce and butter on her face and the entire pile of leftovers was contained in her fat fucking orb of a gut. The girl was completely glutted and let out a mighty roar of a belch that settled into a satisfied “ahhh~” of content. 
Zyntris pet her stomach, the digestion already beginning to work on the feast she just consumed. Loud glorps, glops, and gurgles popped as the acid began processing the mighty meal. If her previous stuffing sessions from breakfast and the slums gave Zyn a pot belly, this belly binge provided a prodigious keg belly. She hefted up the gut and let it drop, the audible slorsh of the contents shifting inside. It felt good. Real good. All Zyntris could do was smile in her stuffed euphoria.
“Chuck is impressed. Almost as fast as Emmie herself. Alas, Chuck cannot have you enjoy your meal just yet, there is work to do. Chuck would like to draw your attention to this window behind me. Please crawl through it.”
The pink haired man’s words brought Zyntris back to reality. Oh, right. She was on a mission. Oh fuck, she was on a mission! She is totally compromised! She needed to get out of here! Brain regaining control of her faculties, which were rudely taken by her stomach just a moment ago, cycling through how to explain what exactly she was doing. Stammering out a mishmash of words she tried to come up with something, ANYTHING, but Chuck simply held out his hand to stop her.
“The window, if you would please.” He said, smiling ear to ear, unlatching the clasp. 
Still very unsure of the weird man’s intentions, Zyntris shuffled awkwardly to the now open air he was pointing to. Peering out, she saw a small ledge and the main manor yard. She recognized the location, it was one of her dismissed options to enter into the house. Outside, there was a significant commotion going on just around the corner by the front of the house. Many men were yelling and some pompous ass was screaming his head off. Zyn felt a light touch on her back which startled her.
“Through the window, please. It’s easiest to do this outside.”
“What? Are you crazy? I’m not going out there!”
“Do you want to stay here? Chuck thought you wanted to escape. Not really many other options, are there?”
He had a point. If this was her way out, Zyn had better take it. The hefty thief hefted herself up the narrow opening, gut audibly sloshing with the movement. Hands and arms out first, they helped pull her head through the smallish window. Previously she didn’t want to risk squeezing through the gap but it looks like her shoulders fit just fine as well. The further she moved through the opening, however, the harder it was to make progress. Eventually her stomach ceased to give way and she was properly stuck, the results of her binge wedging her halfway out the window. No amount of pushing from her two arms could pull her forward any more. 
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Realizing this wasn’t going to work, she tried to go back the way she came. Hands scrambling for purchase, Zyntris tried as she might to push herself backwards through the window. But the progress she had already made was too much, the amount of gut outside the window was now blocking a backwards retreat. Frustrated, she flailed, kicking her legs and swinging her arms, hoping that it would dislodge her. No luck. In sadness she hung limply.
A muffled voice rang out behind Zyntris. “Ah, Chuck realizes that there is an issue. Not to worry, Chuck will assist.” Ah, good, the pink haired man was going to pull her back into the kitchen. She wasn’t going to be stuck there all night until a guard came and found her. 
Two hands squarely placed themselves on Zyntris’s behind, causing a shocked yelp from the girl. He wasn’t pulling her in at all! Chuck started a powerful push to cram the stuck girl and gut through the window. But even that was not enough. Several more hands and potentially a shoulder began pressing the girl through. Luckily Emmie’s rear provided plenty of surface area for the folks inside the kitchen to work with and between them and Zyntris herself trying to get through the gut started to shift forward. Slowly at first, and then a sudden jolt as the stomach popped out, audibly, and Zyntris spilled out head over heels. Landing on her belly, she bounced and rolled onto her back, the weight of her stomach crushing her. The mistreatment of her tummy had ramifications and a massive, sickly burp ruffled past Zyn’s lips.
Chuck landed right beside her, barely making a noise. His wide smile never leaving his face, he helped the poor girl up who was still woozy from the tumble. Gently, he placed his hand on her head and turned her toward the scene of the noise. There was a large troupe of heavily armed mercenaries trying to break down the storeroom door, and from the sounds of it, the front door as well. They looked rough and primed for some serious violence. In the dim light, a fat man paced back and forth, cursing that the men were not working fast enough. The gravity of the situation dawned on Zyntris.
“What in the world? Why is there an army here?”
“Ah, trade war? Noble feud? A conspiracy? All of the above? Chuck cannot say, but the danger is still real, nevertheless. Now, our host most likely has enough guards to deal with this rabble, but the risk of injury and death is high and Chuck thinks the reputational loss might be significant. Plus certain… guests may be targeted. Best avoid it coming to that, agreed?” Zyntris shook her head in agreement, but was still confused. What the hell was she going to do about a company of angry armed men?
“To cut to the chase, Chuck needs you to cast a sleep spell over the courtyard. Don’t give Chuck that blank look, that’s what all the food was for. Ah… you are uncertain how. Not a worry, simply follow these steps and those men will be sleeping like the Inquisitor post binge.”
Out of his pocket came a short list of instructions. Zyntris quickly eyeballed them and, to her surprise, found them very digestible compared to Emmie’s crash course on magic taught mostly through feelings and other nonsense. This how-to guide came with detailed steps written in a way that seemed perfectly designed to match with Zyntris’s own mind and how she thought about things. Closing her eyes and using the knowledge she had gained, she again reached out to her core for the power within. Compared to this morning, the energy source in her abdomen felt huge and overpowering, the result of her recent meal. But using this strange man’s quick teaching she found it even easier to control. Envisioning what she wanted, she summoned forth the power and uttered the easy to use phrase to focus it all into one potent charm.
“Cupio, Virtus, Licet!”
A darkened cloud seemed to descend on the men at the door, slowing their movements. The two soldiers in front, focused on smashing open the door, dropped their weapons and slumped over. One by one, eyelids heavy, the mercenary army collapsed. The last man standing was their noble leader, still shouting about cutting their pay for every minute they dozed off. But even him and his spite was not able to resist the overpowering magic. Peace had settled over the courtyard.
Huffing and puffing from the exertion, Zyntris was amazed. She couldn’t believe it worked. She couldn’t believe that she cast that. She couldn’t believe that Emmie could do this sort of thing all the time and didn’t go insane with power. That was just a sleeping spell. What if she wanted to go invisible? What if she wanted to blow up her enemies? It would be so easy to do what she wanted whenever she wanted…
Zyntris shivered. These thoughts were not her style. She just wanted her old body back. The pink haired man known only as Chuck looked over at the sleeping men, his smile less manic than usual and somehow more genuine. He sighed when a waiter called out from the kitchen.
“Alas, my dear, we must part ways. Chuck appreciates the great help you have been today, and hopes that you continue to grow your appetite even into the future.” Zyntris’s stomach, downsized from the casting of the magic, growled hungrily at that comment. Zyntris finally noticed, completely shocked, just how much it shrank from the spell’s casting. No longer a full sized keg, Zyn’s tum had been reduced to a more manageable pot belly. Whatever food remained was now just a digestive soup, and it sloshed back and forth with her movement. Chuck looked at it and gave a sad pout. “Chuck feels greatly ashamed that he cannot provide dessert for such a hard working tummy. But wouldn’t you know it, it was the only thing we didn’t have leftovers for tonight. Please say hello to Esse on behalf of her loyal supporters. Adieu.”
And just like that, the strange man leapt through the window and out of Zyntris’s life. Wait, Esse? How the hell does he know Esse? And how the hell did he know she could cast magic? She barely knew she could cast magic! She was going to have to ask Esse and Emmie about the crazy man for sure. However, Zyn’s curiosity was not going to get the better of her. She was looking forward to safely sleeping off this meal in the comfort of the carriage, away from prying eyes. Trying to quietly sneak into the stable with the gut was difficult, but the drivers were still playing cards, unconcerned with the events going on in the courtyard. The mercenaries knew not to fuck with men who staked their careers on getting VIPs from one location to another across the open country. Opening the door to the black coach, she rested her busy-digesting tummy on its side and settled in for a nap, mission accomplished. She was sure the other two would join her soon enough.
—--
“Hah… Hah… Hah…” Officer Le Geun breathed heavily, looking at the chocolate cake in front of her. The preceding thirty minutes were a whirlwind and the effects were really affecting the woman now. Next to her, Lord Inquisitor Van Damm was reaching over to grab a slice of the cake and the junior subordinate had to act immediately before losing any pieces to the larger woman. Moving quickly, Le Geun slid the entire cake towards her, whole, and began to devour it, loudly gulping down entire chunks of the pastry at once. It sounded like a starving dog wolfing down a stolen turkey. In a blink of an eye, the entire cake was consumed and Le Geun leaned back, cake protected. But suddenly the cookies caught her eye and she motioned to a waiter to slide the plate closer to her…
This is what Lord Carrington and the guests at the dinner table saw. It was a ludicrous display, this proud, prim woman losing herself in wanton gluttony of sweets, desserts, pastries, and other assorted after dinner snacks. However, perhaps luckily for Officer Le Geun, even stranger was that she had a partner in crime. Lord Inquisitor Van Damm had consumed an equal, if not greater, amount of the sweets. And unlike the poor junior officer, Lord Van Damm had the stature, authority, and gut power to remain mostly coherent during the debauchery. 
The Senior Inquisitor managed to keep chatting away, even sometimes with her mouth full, as she gobbled up the other half of the monumental dessert offering. It was like she wasn’t even aware of how much sugar she was consuming. A similar sized cake was placed there by the wait staff and Lord Van Damm began dismantling it absentmindedly, entire slices going down in one gulp mid joke. Crushing the cake as if it was a thin mint, a pint of ice cream was provided to occupy the woman. She took out massive scoops of the frozen treat, dropping them directly on her stuck-out tongue to be swallowed down as if it was a tiny spoonful. Her only reaction to the hedonism on display was a small comment on brain freeze.
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Lord Carrington was astounded. He heard of her legendary sweet tooth, but to see it in action was another thing entirely. Sure, the two powerful Inquisitors had started somewhat slowly, and never stole off anybody else’s plates, but the near endless amount of sugar they consumed was awe-inspiring. They seemed like women possessed. It was savage. It was raw. Their physical appearance was even impacted, but in different ways.
Officer Le Guen, who for the entire night had been rigid and proper, had hunched over, posture completely changed in an animalistic way. Her belly pushed up her vest, whose bottom buttons had to be undone to make room for the mass bulging out from the woman’s waistline. The previously sharp eyes were half lidded, barely aware of their surroundings, with the one exception being any new treats she had not yet tasted yet. She would burp freely and crassly without care after finishing a target, probably because space inside her stomach was at a premium and the Inquisitor needed to prioritize stuffing it with as much chocolate as possible.
The Lord Inquisitor, on the other hand, seemed to get even more lively the more she ate. It had felt like something had been keeping her depressed and this final course allowed her to positively shine. Each bite of dessert added to her smile, each taste of sugar animated her more. It’s like she had been on fast for months and this was the first time she had been truly able to eat. Her physical changes too were significant. Her jacket also had been forced open, her impressive cleavage free to jiggle along with her happy bounces, squealing in joy at each delight. Her tummy’s largeness didn’t appear to impact her at all, as if she was naturally meant to be this size. Lord Carrington found the act entrancing, unable to look away like watching a wild animal in its natural habitat, freed from the cage.
Officer Le Guen gulped down the final cookie and let out her biggest belch of the night, which was so forceful the candles on the table flickered brighter from the expelled air. It was an announcement to all that she had finished. She made eye contact with the waiter who had been supplying her, his slight shake of the head indicating that there was no more coming. Sinking into her chair, the near comatose woman marveled and patted her belly, which was taunt from how much was packed into it. The fact that everyone was staring at her didn’t seem to bother her at all. She got exactly what she wanted.
Lord Van Damm similarly finished up her final scoop of ice cream, eyeing the empty container to see if there was even a little bit left. Seeing nothing, she tossed the cardboard behind her, perfectly landing on a waiter’s tray to be taken away. Daintily taking a sip out of her glass of wine, she smiled as if nothing was out of ordinary with this situation at all.
“Whew, I have to say Chester, this was quite the night! I am very impressed with what you put together here. I’ve eaten all over, from Lantrum, to deserts, to even with fairies in their weird cave/ corporate office thing. But this? This was special. This tanker normally is never this happy, haha!” The Inquisitor laughed, slapping her own stomach, causing a wave to ripple across the organ. 
“I… uh, well. I am going to be honest, Clara, I don’t know what to say. I think I can speak for the rest of us here tonight and say, you and your colleague surprised me. I have never heard of-”
Moroes rushed in, cutting off the Lord before he could finish his sentence, whispering frantically in his ear. Whatever news he was telling his Lordship, it was grave and upset the man deeply. The guests could only guess what the conversation was about as Moroes professionally kept his voice down compared to Chester’s reactions of “What?” and “No?” and “REALLY?” Contemplating the news, Lord Carrington stood up, ready to make a speech when the other end of the dining hall opened up and a man in a black uniform walked in. All heads, except one overstuffed Officer Le Geun, turned to see who the intruder was.
“Good evening ladies and gentlemen, Lord Carrington. I am Inquisitor Special Agent Johnson, I work under Lord Inquisitor Van Damm. I am speaking to you tonight as there was an attempted attack on the manor tonight by one insane Lord Bradford. From our surveillance, it turns out he was trying to make a play for your influence and wealth, Lord Carrington. Thankfully, it appears he was pushed into action early, most likely by his own rage, which led to a failed attack tonight. I want to commend Lord Carrington’s estate for their excellent quick thinking and resourcefulness which led us in the Inquisition to resolve the matter with little bloodshed.”
The room was stunned in silence. Only one person was making a noise and that was the Lord Inquisitor pointing and cheering at the far end of the table.
“Yeah! Let’s gooooooo SAJ! Coming in clutch. Knew you could do it.” She hooted and hollered, causing the underling to puff out his chest in pride. She read the report. She was in on the plan. Sure, she looked like a beached whale for some reason, but it was all good! After her response this morning to “monitor the situation and report back if there were any issues” he thought she didn’t believe him, but she one hundred percent had his back! This was going to be a feather in his cap. Career advancement in his future. Now all Special Agent Johnson had to do was close out the night.
“Ah, ha, thank you Lord Inquisitor, all part of the job. Erm, anyway, Lord Carrington, we gave a full report to your head of security. Esteemed guests, your respective majordomos and heads of security have been sent information as well, if you have any questions, please refer to the Inquisitorial Inquiries Department. I bid you a safe night.”
The table broke out into hushed conversation. Was that real? How close were we to real danger? Goodness, our government actually did something! It was exciting to be so close to danger! All topics of conversation. Lord Carrington, though, was still stunned silent, but this time for a different reason. Just a moment ago, he was baffled by his guest of honor's crude display, but now it all made sense. It was part of the plan. She was keeping everyone busy and focused on herself instead of worrying about the potential siege outside. Moroes filled him in on some additional details. The Inquisition fella left out just how scary the attack really was. There was a real chance they could have broken in and caused some serious harm. That’s why both of them kept eating and extending the dinner well past common sense. It was to keep everyone calm. All done for his and his guests sake… What a woman!
“Clara, I just have to say, what an evening it’s been tonight. Your company has been a gift to me and my friends. I am enchanted by-” The Lord Inquisitor belched loudly into her fist, completely unable to stop the colossal eructation from escaping her throat, “-enchanted by you. Would you please make these dinners a habit going forward? I would be honored if you would let me make them more personal. We could even spend some time tonight…” Lord Carrington said warmly, grasping the senior Inquisitor’s hand, looking longingly into her eyes.
Clara Van Damm, aka the real one, pretending to be a junior subordinate, on another planet deep within a sugar coma, woke up. Her brain pieced together all the clues that were right in front of her the whole night. Being on the outside looking in greatly improved her perspective on the situation. She twisted her head at the blushing noble staring deeply at her real body, realizing the truth of why she kept getting invited to these dinners after meeting the man so long ago. Oh. Oh my. Oh goodness.
Emmie Von Schleuse, aka the silly goose currently pretending to be the senior Inquisitor, did not have the experience or common sense to realize she was being hit on and struggled with the question. Spend more time tonight? But it was already so late? What were they going to do together? She’s never heard of a guy wanting to do a super fun sleepover before, so it was weird that this guy was asking. She opened her mouth to answer negatively when Clara jumped in.
“Ahah! Wow, that is super nice, Lord Carrington, and I apologize for bringing up work again, aha! But, Lord Inquisitor Van Damm, we sadly have to go back to the office and work on this huge conspiracy that our colleague just stamped out, haha! Can’t do anything tonight, due to work, ahah! You can blame all of this on me, officer Le Geun, haha! Not Clara here, I am sure she will give you a proper response right away tomorrow after all the work is done and you can have a proper evening in the future together, ahah!”
Emmie wasn’t one to normally pick up on social cues, but for whatever reason, Clara’s pleading voice resonated with her. “Yeah Chester, tonight was super fun, but we have a lot of stuff to do. Plus, I’m not going to lie, I gotta sleep off this haul. A gut like this just doesn’t disappear in an hour, you know? And you don’t want to have a sleepover with this thing next you, would keep you up allllll night!” She emphasized her point by hefting up the gurgling belly and dropping it on the table with a huge thud. Lord Carrington seemed enthralled by the vulgar display of power. All night she said. Woof. It wasn’t something he would ever expect from a woman, but there it was.
“Right, so I think we will be leaving, oof that’s heavy and will work with Johnson on that follow up report. Have a wonderful evening. Very impressive dinner and dessert spread. The Lord Inquisitor had an amazing time in your care, I guarantee it, Chester.” Clara said, struggling to stand. She grabbed Emmie and pulled her up to go. She wasn’t going to risk this girl messing up anything or being put into any situations which she would not know how to handle. Emmie, her goofy self, waved goodbye to the Lord as she was pulled out to the carriage.
Lord Carrington's heart fluttered. While the night didn’t end the way he had hoped, in his mind, it was a great step in the right direction. The normally stern and closed off Inquisitor was friendly, kind, funny, seemingly just for him! He totally had a shot. And even while being super charming, she still showed dedication to him and his guests. Eating that much must have been so difficult for her, and she made it look like it was something she could do every night! Even her poor junior threw herself at the task, probably because of the stress of the situation. What a creative way to distract… A thought struck him.
“Moroes, could you open a channel to our trading partners out east? I think we need to open a new product line for sugar. Might come in handy.”
—-
Outside, there were still Inquisition men gathering up the sleepy mercenaries who had been tied up. The men saluted their senior Inquisitor boss, undisturbed by her current size. They’ve heard the rumors. The two girls, supporting themselves to balance out the weight of their stomachs, watched as their carriage pulled up. Hopping inside, they both were surprised to see Zyntris waking up from her nap. Emmie and Clara had completely forgotten the reason why they were at the manor in the first place.
“Oh, right! The mission! Agent Zee, how did it go?”
“Got it right here, boss, piece of cake. Thanks for the info on the piano.” Zyntris said with a smile. Could those two have done a lot more? Yeah, they could have. But no reason to get into a fight after a winning night. Take your victory. Though something was off…
“H-hey! What hell did you do to my body, Inquisitor? I look like I’m smuggling another person in there! What the fuck did you eat!?”
“For your *BeeLLuCH* information this was an unprecedented situation and had to be taken advantage of. There were dairy free sweets and… I saw a chance to enjoy something I love without personally hurting your body. It was a win-win”
“Win-win? You DOUBLED my body weight! I’m not built for that!”
“I am keenly aware, Miss Le Geun. Your body was barely able to keep up with the demand! What should have been an easy romp became an uphill battle just to keep Emmie from eating everything and leaving me with nothing. This fat cow was sucking down everything in sight. I saw her swallow things whole, without chewing even! Whole cakes went into that bottomless pit. I didn’t even get to try HALF the dessert because of her greed.”
Emmie bristled at being insulted. “Hey, it wasn’t like I was even trying to, Clara. Your body just started to gobble up the sweets without me even noticing. I was still holding a conversation like I was supposed to. ”
The words “Your Body” rang through Clara’s ears. That’s right. Emmie was in Clara’s body. That fat cow at dinner was technically herself. Her mouth was able to swallow things whole. Her stomach was able to pack in food. Her belly was making all that noise... And the consequences for the binge will be hers.
“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO” Clara cried out in frustration at the belly hanging off her real body. “This is going to set my diet back months!” She grabbed the offending ball of fat in front of her shaking it back and forth in anger, the contents inside loudly sloshing inside. The waterworks were in full force as she pounded the belly with her fists. “ABLOO You manic, you ABLOO HOO blew it (the diet) up! You BLOO HOO blew it all up! I’m never BLOO AHOOO going to be able to enjoy chocolate again!”
Emmie, unmoved by this display, looked at the thief and noticed the thief had a bit of a tummy herself. “Hey, Zee, what about you? What’s the cause of this?” she said, poking Zyntris’s pot belly.
“Oh, this? Uh, I had a run in with this weird guy in the kitchen. He was… ah, it’s not important. Emmie, I gotta say, I tip my hat off to you. This whole eating and turning it into raw power thing… How do you ever resist? It’s better than sex!” Emmie wore a blank face. The comparison was lost on the inexperienced girl. “Er I meant to say, it feels really, really good.”
“Hmm, you know, the longer I am in Clara’s body, the more I understand what you meant. You brought it up earlier today too. Other than the chocolate I had, food doesn’t taste as good as it normally does! But Pro would say I don’t really resist eating…”
“You don’t get hypnotized like I do! Nor do you use your crazy powers to, I don’t know, take over the world or something. The things you can do with power seem unlimited.”
“Oh yeah, ETV is confused about that too. Back when she was in my body, she kept pushing for world domination! Seemed like a bad thing to do, so I didn’t do it. Everybody seems to want to have grand plans and control things, but that’s dumb. What would I do in charge? I just like to hang out with my friends and eat.” 
Zyn thought back to the feelings of power, the ease of casting spells to control the fate of an entire company of men. Emmie just dismissed those feelings easily, that overwhelming control, without a second thought. Zyntris knew she didn’t have that strength of character. Emmie really was a fairy tale princess. 
“Nyehehe, you know, Emmie, you really surprise me sometimes. One of these days you should join me in a heist. All you gotta do is work on shrinking this butt so we can fit it through some windows.”
Emmie winced and avoided eye contact while playing with her hair. “Y-yeah. Something must have happened when we swapped bodies. Magical mishap. I mean, it’s not normally that size… No way it’s that big. No way…”
Clara, entering into the resignation mode that happens post binge when you ate something you knew you probably shouldn't have, leaned back in her seat. She couldn’t stay mad at Emmie forever, especially after what she managed to accomplish tonight. 
“Ah, Emmie, outside the, er, diet mishap, I did want to say thank you for your… mostly exemplary actions tonight. You presented yourself well with distinction and helped me realize a new opportunity that I plan on taking advantage of once all this returns to normal.” 
“Oh, no problem Clara. I’m not really sure why you of all people would want to have a sleepover with him, he isn’t nearly as funny as me, but whatever floats your boat.” Emmie responded, still slightly confused. Zyntris immediately picked up what happened judging from the bright red flush that appeared across the Inquisitor’s face on the word “sleepover.” So the workaholic Clara Van Damm finally found a potential suitor, and all it took was allowing her to see the situation from the outside. More importantly for Zyn, she learned a bit about why Esse liked to tease her. The thief body looked amazingly cute when embarrassed. 
As the cart rolled on, the driver, a man very familiar with taking Lord Inquisitor Van Damm home, took this opportunity to earn his extra tip.
“Ladies, before I drop you off at home tonight, would you like for me to make any additional stops?”
The women looked at each other. They all were exhausted from the evening of socializing, drinking, eating, and thieving, what the hell would they want to do besides going right home? 
GOROGOGROGGLELE Their stomachs all growled in unison.
“Insomnia Cookies! They have a late night stall right on the way home!” Clara exclaimed.
“Bobby’s Burger Basement! It’s right around the corner!” Emmie shouted.
“LITERALLY ANYWHERE WITH FOOD!” yelled Zyntris, whose stomach was by the far the loudest, upset that it missed out on the big binge the other ladies got to enjoy.
The driver smiled, the tip was going to be generous tonight.
—-
Early next morning at the Van Damm apartment, the tranquil peace was interrupted by a very loud and angry Esse walking in. She had spent the entire night working on some stupid druidic magic ritual bullshit and she was tired of it. Right behind her was the Chief Archivist of the Kingdom, Leo, who was in an excellent mood. He had spent the entire night working on some amazing druidic magic ritual history and was loving it. Behind them was Hygge, a purple skinned demon of comfiness who was accidentally summoned to this world. Normally demon body’s can’t survive naturally without possessing a human shell, but Leo figured out how to pull it off. As such, Hygge’s main goal was to eat, sleep and, most importantly, hang around Leo. 
“Alright, alright, alright. Everybody get your butts out here.” Esse scowled.
The girls sauntered out from their respective beds, damage from last night visible from their frames. All of them had noticeably gained from their extra efforts the previous evening. Clara’s insistence that the party stop at the cookie shop on top of the dessert binge had directly led to her borrowed body gaining some thicker thighs and a serious muffin top. Emmie’s giant dinner gut was enhanced by a late night order of twenty bacon cheese burgers to “sober up” which added even more to the Inquisitor's waistline. And let’s just say some custom bras might be in Clara’s immediate future as her gals got big. Zyntris, who didn’t even bother resisting eating anything and everything wherever the carriage stopped, created a plush belly that any tummy lover would sink into and an ass that quaked with even a slight movement.
“Fuck, what the hell happened to you three? Decided to wage a three woman war on the world’s biggest buffet?”
Clara shuffled awkwardly in place. “Last night got a little out of hand.”
“A little?! It looks like you fucks went and did the sort of shit I have wet dreams about!” Esse crassly exclaimed, squeezing the closest plush body she could get her hands on, which happened to be Emmie who reacted by squeaking meekly at the rough treatment. Seemed Esse was legitimately miffed that she missed an epic stuffing session with her three favorite subjects.
“Despite… the distractions, we managed to secure the final piece of the druidic artifact,” said Clara who was trying to move the discussion away from her obvious failures in willpower.
“Yeah, it took us all night, but we figured out how to fix you nerds if you have the final piece.”
“You know, if we tried out my theory first, Esse, I think we could have-” Leo started before Esse’s glare shut him down. It was true that Leo figured out the issue with the power feedback that caused the mishap in the first place. But if you asked Esse, she helped him out by removing all the obvious wrong solutions. It was just luck that he managed to pinpoint the issue on the first try!
“It’s alright, Leo, Esse just likes looking stupid. I mean why else would she try everything but your suggestion for most of the night?” Hygge, the ever present backbone for the bookish researcher, sniped back. Esse audibly growled at the lower ranked demon who simply ignored the ire by yawning loudly. Demon power rankings had little sway in the real world. “Go ahead, Leo, show them how you figured it out,” the purple demon encouraged.
Leo took out the mask which already had the three other artifacts installed and Zyntris passed him the final bone carved piece. 
“Now, if our theory is correct, this final piece regulates the path of power between the three by diverting the accumulation of magical-”
“WHO CARES, JUST TRY IT!” Esse yelled, wanting the whole thing to go away. She was so done with thinking about this stupid mask. The boy researcher winced but understood her impatience. He donned the mask and turned to the women who had swapped bodies. The dark wood mask’s face of pain gave the meek boy a powerful presence. In some ancient language he muttered a few phrases that sounded like he was clearing his throat. A final harsh word and the mask lit up, lines of power flowing between each artifact, darkening the rest of the room. Esse and Hygge both instinctually shrank away, the druidic magic being an anathema to them. 
“Hey, look at that, it’s working just fine. Awesome!” Leo said in his normal, non threatening voice. Hearing his excitement and friendliness lightened the tension of the room and everyone relaxed. “It was just you three who body swapped, correct? Probably should avoid using any other features of this mask until we return everyone to normal… Okay, Emmie, you stand there. Inquisitor Van Damm, you stand there and… uh. Last person I don’t know, you can stand right here. Perfect, perfect. Now I’m going to activate the ritual. You just stand there and think happy, fun thoughts.”
“Oh, are fun thoughts lighter and therefore easier for you to move into a different body?” Emmie asked, trying to guess why Leo would suggest a thing like that.
“Oh, no. Just if I mess up, better to have good thoughts in your head before it all goes south, ahah.” Funnily enough, after he said that all three test subjects had very worried looks on their faces. “Here we go!  Inntinn, till don neach a chuir!”
The mask’s lines of power, which had been a bright orange, switched to a deep blue. Pulsing throbs of pressure radiated outward and the three women all shot upright, as if shocked by static electricity. And then, it was over. The energy drained from the mask and Leo popped it off, confident that he managed to succeed. Emmie was the first to react, saluting the return into her own body with a small lightshow exploding from her hands.
“Yahoo, I’m back in my body! That was awesome, Leo, you crushed it!” she shouted over the din of her celebration. “Nehehe, don’t have to worry about any diet now, I can go eat whatever I want! We should hit that new seafood buffet for lunch today, or maybe-” and the girl was lost to fantasizing about future meals to come, unrestricted by angry Inquisitors.
Clara breathed a massive sigh of relief. Her body and status in society was again secured. But all was not well. Pinching her fat folds and cupping her significantly heavier breasts that sigh of relief became a sigh of resignation, the diet would have to continue for much longer than planned. The stomach slightly gurgled as if it knew the lean teams were back upon it. But there was still some good. She would have to write a letter to Chester soon…
Zyntris was probably the only one who felt a little sad. It’s tough going from unimaginable power in the palm of your hands to a regular ole’ normal person. But it was for the best. The thief never wanted to be anybody besides herself after all and those feelings of power were overwhelming. However, the extra plush generated from the Inquisitor’s time in her body would have to go. The other two were talking to Leo and Hygge about something in the castle giving Zyn a chance to chat to Esse alone.
Looking over at a very glum Esse, who has had a no good, very bad past two days between looking dumb and a relationship fight, Zyntris felt guilty. A lot of that fighting was on the thief herself, getting mad at Esse for being interested in girls eating. It was something Zyn barely did after all. But with that new perspective of just how good it felt to convert food into power, it started to make sense why the demon was always looking for it. Hell, that’s literally Esse’s entire existence. According to Emmie, the demon was the emotional summation of humanity's hunger! Maybe some concessions could be made…
“Hey, Babe…” Zyntris started, sliding up to the down demon. “I wanted to talk to you yesterday before you left, but didn’t get the chance.”
“Ugh, I know. Hygge gave me a right talking to about how I messed up, like she knows how human relationships work. But… she… she had a couple of good points. I’m sorry Zyn, I didn’t mean to make you feel less valued. Stuffing yourself to exploding isn’t really your thing, and when I see other girls do it, I shouldn’t get all handsy with them.” Esse said earnestly.
“Oh. Haha, and here I was going to apologize to you! I was going to say after spending time in Emmie’s body, I think I can appreciate the value of a good meal. Maybe sometimes after a successful job we can, uh, go all out in celebration? Push this body to the limit?” 
Esse’s eyes lit up, a huge smile returning to her face. “You really mean it, Zyn? You would do that for me? I have the PERFECT scenario already thought up. You would be the thief getting caught sneaking in the bakery and I would be… actually, best leave it as a surprise, ohoh, but it’s good trust me. When can you steal something next? Today? Tomorrow? Right NOW?” Esse said, excitement getting the better of her.
“Whoa! Hey, soon, sure. But, let me at least undo this damage first! Unless you have a way for me to start to burn it off like you and Emmie!” Esse’s face went deep into thought. Yeah, sure, the demon always told Clara she couldn’t do it. But now there were REAL stakes on the line. Zyntris continued, to switch the topic away from how much food she was going to consume in the future. “But hey, you finally got your full complete mask! What are you going to do with it?”
“Ah… I didn’t work the way I hoped after all. But it might come in handy. You never know. Thanks for helping me get it.” Esse said, slipping the mask she sneakily grabbed from the table where Leo left it into some hidden pocket on her. Zyn caught something strange about how she said that… but figured it wasn’t important right now. Sometimes the demon wanted to keep her secrets. Speaking of weird secrets, that reminded Zyn of something else.
“Oh, Esse, do you know this guy named Chuck? Pink Hair? Insane? Somehow an expert in magic?”
“Ugh, he leads my weirdo cult. Weird people who worship me as a goddess. You wanna know more about them? Sit down, I’ll tell you ALL about them…”
—-
On the far side of the world, a demon plots. She was so very close to a breakthrough, only a few more pieces needed to fall into place. She too will finally get a taste of the pure human emotion. Yes everything that was denied to her will finally be in her grasp. Her rightful power. Her rightful place. Just a little bit more…
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