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A soft breeze blew through Endra's shop, sending scrolls rustling and baskets swinging.Long .ingers of mid-morning sunlight reached under the overhang of her open-airworkshop, casting shadows of wondrous shapes. Every one of her many tables brimmedwith treasures, all invaluable to the ambitious adventurer. Enchanted weapons hung fromracks and rattled in their rungs with the morning winds, and planters over.lowing withreagents dangled from jingling chains. Jewelery and trinkets glittered in the light, and robesof every shape and size swung in their lines. Still, despite the high-end products, only amodest sign set her apart from the other shops. The kitsune let her work speak for itself,and if the crowds she attracted were anything to go by, it certainly did. The .ive-tailedenchantress busied herself among her wares, banishing dust and polishing her creations,caring little about wandering window shoppers. Her tails .luttered as moved from task totask, until the approach of a customer caught her attention. A warm smile graced hermuzzle as the weasel approached, who returned the gesture while ri.ling through his bag.Curiosity tugged at the corners of her lips when he donned a pair of gloves, retrieved anordinary plate, then presented it like the crown of a long-lost civilization."Can I help you with something," she asked, weary of a trick."You sure can! Go empty your coffers and see if you can afford this beauty!"The kitsune's brow arched and her expression soured, but the adamant customer provedoblivious."This my look like an ordinary plate, but it holds a powerful enchantment," the weaselschmoozed. "I know, I watched it immobilize my partner in minutes.""Sure. And where is this partner of yours?"The weasel faltered. "He's uhhh... I mobilized. Still in the mansion I think. We sent a rescuecrew to widen the doors and get him out."Endra's tails slowed with irritation. "I don't doubt that, but I can tell you this plate wasn'tresponsible."The weasel placed a paw on his chest in indignation. "Are you accusing me of telling afalsehood?"Before he could react, Endra snatched the plate from his gloved grip and examined it. "Notnecessarily. Folks like you are always getting immobilized around here," she explained. "Butwhatever did that to your friend, it wasn't this. See?" She passed the dish between herhands without caution and effect, investigating it from every angle. "Look, it has the markof the tavern down the street." His expression fell when she passed it back to him. Confusion spread across his face,followed by realization and panic. "Ohhh no no no no no," he muttered.
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Endra watched the gears turn in his head and wondered where his incredible tale would gonext. She didn't wait long."You have to help me," he .inally admitted. "I wasn't lying about that plate, and if this isn't it,it must have got mixed up at the tavern. You have to help me."The kitsune scrutinized him until her posture softened. "Alright, I'll help. But I expect someform of payment for this, even if nothing's wrong."The weasel nodded fervently, then grabbed her wrist and led her to the tavern.***Tranquility .illed the tavern hall. The soft creaking of timbers and the distant sounds ofa roaring kitchen .illed the morning air, along with the pleasant scents of a feast inpreparation. Sweet treats and savory meats .lavored the dining hall as the innkeepersassembled breakfast, gradually waking their temporary residents. Bleary-eyed patronsdescended the stairs as the call of the morning drew them from sleep, some more gracefullythan others. A towering snow-fox stomped down the stairs and took her seat at the bar,where a barkeeper slid her a drink without question. Magni nursed her hangover while hercompanions gradually assembled, each just as large as the scantily-clad ninetales. Adiminutive mouse danced between them and took a spot at her own table, watching thegroup as they recovered from the previous night. Hunger welled in her chest when a serverbrought out a cauldron of simmering stew and brandished several ladles. The portly partygrew more lively as they dug into the serving pot and ate their .ill, blunting the edge ofdawn with a delicious meal. The mouse rubbed her stomach with envy as they tore throughthe feast, until the server .inally graced her with his attention. A plate and bowl droppedbefore her snapped her from her musing, and she met the gaze of a vaguely bovine fox."I'll go ahead and get you a portion of what they're having," Vic grinned. "Would you likeanything else to go with it?"The mouse blushed, caught in the act, and completed her order. "Some bread to go with itwould be nice.""I agree," the server beamed. "I'll get that right out to you."The mouse nodded and fell back back into her thoughts when the hybrid left. Theydrifted between the hearty group at the bar and her immobilized companion, tugging at heraway from inner calm. The possibility of asking the burly party to help her friend crossedher mind, but she shook it from her head. The matter was taken care of, and she foundherself reluctant to drag anyone else into the matter. Still, she couldn't stop herself fromappraising the group when she rose to fetch a drink. Despite their muscled .igures andobvious strength, each of them sported a belly large enough to contain the lithe dancer
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obvious strength, each of them sported a belly large enough to contain the lithe dancertwice over. Her breath caught in her throat with that realization, and she prayed none ofthem heard her thoughts. She squeezed into the only corner of the bar they didn't .ill,unable to avoid brushing against the towering, icy vulpine. The barbarian gave her anunexpectedly warm look before turning away, and the barkeep gave his attention before themouse could think anything of it. The rodent ordered her wake-up potion and snuck backto her seat, then nursed the sweet, bubbly mixture. Sleepiness lifted from her eyes as shedrained the cup, and she fully roused as she polished it off. The server was at her side when she put her tankard down, and a jolt of surprise rushedup her spine. Vic offered an apologetic chuckle, then served her food. The mouse didn't seethe cauldron at the hybrid's side until they scooped out an over.lowing ladle andgenerously poured it into her bowl. They furnished her plate with a half dozen biscuits and.lashed a knowing smile as they placed the last one. "Just in case you decide you want tofollow in their footsteps," they whispered, nudging their head toward the colossalcomrades. The mouse resisted the urge to bury her face in her paws and gave a half-heartednod, drawing another chuckle from the server. They excused themself and spun on theirheel, narrowly avoiding sending a wave of stew over the table, and sauntered to the kitchen.The rodent dwelt on their words for a second, and temptation tugged at her betterjudgement, though she soon shook that thought from her head. Dancing would only bemore dif.icult with a fuller .igure, and she balked at the notion of resizing her out.its. Hermind returned to the food before her, then wandered to her other companion. She waitedfor the weasel to come down stairs and join her before starting her meal, until sheremembered their exchange the previous night. He had business to attend to, and sheshouldn't wait up for him.A chill raced up her arm when she plucked a biscuit from the plate, raising her fur fromher wrist to her neck. The mouse squeaked and recoiled, grabbing her paw and clutching itto her chest. The cold dissipated swiftly, and she cautiously lifted her arm and twisted thejoint. When she couldn't replicate the sensation, she touched the plate once more. It felt aswarm as the rest of the room, and confusion played across her face as she pondered thereason behind the icy lance. With no explanation, the rodent shrugged it off and returned toher meal. Her appetite woke as she grabbed her .irst biscuit and dunked it into her stew,saturating it with delicious essences. A groan of approval resonated in her chest at the .irstbite, which grew in volume as she stuffed more and more of the pastry into her muzzle. Hercheeks swelled with crumbs as she crammed nearly half of it into her jaws, then chompeddown and swallowed. The mix of .lavors proved too powerful to resist, and she dunked therest of the roll into the bowl before she .inished her .irst bite. A second and third biscuitfollowed quickly in its wake, though her pace slowed as her meal caught up with her. Themouse turned her attention to the stew alone and slurped it away at a much morecontrolled speed, savoring the dish until she reached the bottom of her bowl. She lifted it toher lips and drank the last drops, then clacked it down against the table and let out a sigh ofsatisfaction.The mouse leaned back and rested a paw on her belly, relishing the fullness brought bya good meal. Her .ingers traced over her slight paunch, until Vic cleared their throat right
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a good meal. Her .ingers traced over her slight paunch, until Vic cleared their throat rightbeside her. The rodent lurched from her stupor and nearly fell from her chair, earning agiggling apology from the vulpine hybrid."Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," they began. "I couldn't help but notice how quickly youate your meal."The mouse was visibly confused. "Umm, thanks? I think."The hybrid smiled. "I just .igured you'd appreciate another serving. On the house, ofcourse."Her befuddlement deepened."Our cook really enjoys that .lavor of compliment."The dancer tried to think of the most polite way to turn the offer down, though her stomachspoiled her efforts with an audible gurgle.Vic re.illed her bowl without further invitation."I'll leave you to your meal~ Let me know if you need anything else."The mouse waited for the hybrid to disappear into the kitchen, then eyed her secondhelping with mixed emotions. While capable of .inishing the serving, she didn't exactlywant to. The thought of performing on a full stomach instilled her with nausea on its own,but the notion of wasting it didn't sit right either. She instead resolved to fetch a water-skinfrom her room and use it to save the stew for later. The clever rodent stood from her seatand started toward the stairs, until someone grabbed her wrist and held her in place. Shebared her claws and took a swipe at her forward assailant, only to rake through empty air.The errant swing unbalanced her and sent her stumbling for a brief instant, until another'sgrip spared her from a clumsy fall. Shock rooted her in place, making it a simple task for themysterious entity to sit her back down. A quick glance around the room con.irmed no oneelse had seen the invisible attack. Confusion edged into panic, until the source of contentionrevealed itself. The mouse's breath caught in her throat when she watched a phantom hand.loat out of her plate, and her eyes locked on it while it .loated toward her stew. The dancerremained motionless as it grabbed the bowl, but .inally reacted when it lunged for her lips.A yelp leapt from her chest when it tipped the dish up, .looding her mouth and muf.lingher squeaks. She battled the mixture with her tongue and resisted as long as her breathheld out, though eventually, she relented. The hand held just long enough for her to gulp thesoup down and take a breath, then struck once again. Its patience ran thin as it tipped thebowl up higher and higher, pressuring the mouse to chug the meal. Her resolve held untilanother hand emerged from its porcelain portal and trailed its phantom touch under herchin. She swallowed re.lexively when it reached her neck, and once she started, she couldn'tstop. The mouse squeezed her eyes shut and drank the stew as fast as she could, spilling
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stop. The mouse squeezed her eyes shut and drank the stew as fast as she could, spillingonly a few drops from the corners of her muzzle. The hands at her wrists .loated to herbelly and rubbed the subtle swell as she .inished, relishing the sharp gasp of satisfaction astheir counterparts slammed the bowl down. The hollow sound echoed through the hall anddrew several curious eyes. Most returned to their business and left her in peace, though notall of them. The blubbery barbarian and her cohorts watched the slender rodent withappreciation and interest, which deepened as the moment lingered. Eventually, theninetales spoke up."Oi! Vic! You got a hungry one out here today!""Shouting isn't going to make your food cook faster," they called back."Not me or mine this time! You got a little dancer out here with an appetite."The hybrid peered in from the kitchen, and their expression brightened. "Oh~ Hun, youshould have said something if you're that hungry. What else can I get you?"The mouse opened her mouth to clear the misunderstanding, only for a phantom hand tohold her mouth shut."Indecisive, eh?" Magni cut in. "Sounds like she wants the whole menu to me."The hybrid shushed her. "She can speak for herself. But I'd be happy to make that happen ifshe wants it."As they turned back to her for her answer, she realized they couldn't see the spectral hands,and that fact grew more obvious when one palmed the back of her head and nodded for her."Excellent! I'll get right on it~"Magni nodded in approval. "If you got the belly to back appetite up, you might have a placewith us, if you ever decide you want to run with a real group. But that's to decide later. Let'ssee how ya do now."The rest of her party murmured in af.irmation, and their collective attention turned to thenervous rodent.As the kitchen roared to life, several thoughts drifted through her head, the mostprominent of which focused on the bill. While the tavern was by no means the highestquality in the town, she found herself staring down the pointy end of a considerable tab.The rodent moved to .lee the inn and escape her high-calorie trial, though several phantomhands .lew to her wrists and thwarted her efforts. Her struggles against them wentunnoticed, and more of the spectral menaces joined to assist their counterparts. The mouseonly relented when she ran out of breath, spurring most of her arcane harassers to leaveher side. She fell into thought and desperately grasped for another solution, paying little



A Hefty Mistake

6

her side. She fell into thought and desperately grasped for another solution, paying littlemind to the wandering swarm. They only reclaimed her attention when they circled herwith palms of food, pilfered from the other patrons. Impulse struck, and she opened hermouth to call out the undeniably paranormal act, until one of the hands swooped andswung by her face. The mass of food caught her words, and a procession of offeringsensured her cheeks stayed stuffed. The mouse bobbed and weaved to dodge the .lyingmorsels, though her options grew limited once more when a hand held her steady. Withreluctance she accepted her situation and relaxed her throat, thinking it better to relentand save her strength for the perfect moment.Her focus .luttered as the .lock of spectral hands multiplied, however. With feedingthoroughly covered, the new arrivals busied themselves elsewhere, exploring the growingcurve of her middle. A soft moan resonated in her chest as their dexterous .ingers tracedover her love-handles and pinched her softening rolls, which transitioned into a rollinggroan as they massaged her belly. There was no denying her paunch had grown, swollenand tight against her enticing top, and every electric touch drew more attention to that fact.She couldn't stop her hips from rolling or her back from arching into their .ingertips as theyenticed and seduced, chipping away at her self-control. The tension relaxed from hermuscles as the desire to embrace her fate took root in the back of her mind, spurring thehands to speed their feeding. Her fellow tavern-goers paid no mind as clumps of food.loated from their plates, remaining oblivious as they swirled around the increasinggluttonous rodent. Her tail lashed against the .loor as she feasted with glee, rising to thecurse's challenge until her food supply ran dry. The spectral feeders relented only whenthere wasn't a scrap of food left in the hall, and even then, their attention turned to .indingmore. Several of them darted through the inn in search of more treats and morsels, whileothers stayed behind and lavished the mouse's stuffed curves. Still, their hold on the dancerweakened with the slowing of their fervent feast, and an overbearing sense of fullnesscoaxed her from her trance.The mouse let out a low groan of discomfort as her hands .lew to her belly, rubbing toboth soothe its tightness and survey the damage. Her fur spread thin between her nails asshe gingerly raked over the tight dome, and hints of stretch marks developed in their wake.A hiccup lurched from her chest and brought with it a wave of nausea, eclipsing herthoughts with the need to not make a scene. She only just fought the sudden sickness backdown, and her thoughts grew slow and sluggish as the results of her induced gluttonysettled. She knew she needed to bolt for the door while she had an opportunity, but themere thought of moving .illed her with dread. The weight of her stomach sat heavily in herlap, and she wondered if she could support her weight with her diminished strength.Despite that, she found the willpower to try. Her knees trembled with exertion as they borethe additional pounds of her .igure, and she let out an un.lattering grunt as she placed herpaws on her knees. Every muscle in her body shook with uncertainty as she rose, and for amoment, it seemed her effort would pay off. She snaked her tail beneath her rear and easedthe load on her legs, and after a few seconds of concentrated straining, rose to her fullheight. A sigh of triumph tumbled from her lips, until a paw clapped her on the shoulderand sat her back down.
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Her bench creaked and bowed with the graceless landing, and the impact stole her breathwhen it resonated through her middle. When she .inally recovered, she looked up to see theninetales beaming down on her."You aint havin second thoughts, are you?" she smirked. "I don't think I can let you walkaway after tacklin that kinda appetizer." A pat to the mouse's belly punctuated thesentiment and nearly made her sick."What are you talking about," the overstuffed dancer wheezed."You got the whole tavern rootin for ya! They practically gave you their food, and you'remeant for this if you can eat like that."The mouse blanched."You'd be doing yourself a disservice to leave now! If you're worried about the bill, don't.I've got you covered. Ya got me invested now."The dancer stammered, searching for the words to refute the barbarian'smisunderstanding."No worries, you can thank me later," Magni grinned, punctuating the sentiment with a patto her back. "But we can talk about that later. It's time for the main event."Confusion .lashed across the rodent's face, until Magni stepped aside and revealed Vic,approaching with enough food for an army. Their eyes glowed as they wielded a largecooking spoon, emblemized with the inn's mushroom logo. A constellation of dishesorbited its tip, each adding their delectable contribution to the maelstrom of s deliciousscents .illing the air. Savory, sweet, and everything in between found its way to the mouse'snose, overwhelming her senses with a buffet of sensations. If the collection was only agroup of ordinary servings, she might have stood a chance, but the centerpiece of theculinary solar system dashed that hope. Her stomach sank at the sight of a whole roast pig,basted in gallons of seasoning and decorated with a garden's worth of herbs. The spectralhands hardly needed to hold her in place as the server carefully set the colossal meal down,covering every inch of the table. Strategically placed stands added a second level to thefeast, and her astonishment redoubled as that .illed as well. Every eye in the tavern was onher by the time her breakfast .inished landing, and tense silence .illed the air after the .inalplate clicked down. Vic released their magical hold, leaving their work to stand on its own."Enjoy hun~" they teased. "Let me know if you need any help getting through it all, but I'msure these .ine folks have you covered."Magni laughed. "Not this time. This is alllll hers."The mouse swallowed with nervousness and tested her bonds once again, .inding them
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The mouse swallowed with nervousness and tested her bonds once again, .inding themjust as secure as ever. She started to turn to the magical server to ask for help, but beforethe words could leave her lips, the phantom limbs struck. They ripped away handfuls of thenearest servings and crammed them into the mouse's muzzle, cutting her plea short."Eager, aren't we," Vic teased. "Maybe you won't need any help after all."The portly party agreed and backed away, granting the dancer the space to feed withoutheed of decency or manners. As they retreated to the bar, they saw the wisdom in theirchoice. A whirlwind of ghostly hands swirled around the increasingly stuffed mouse,shoveling food into her maw at a reckless pace. They swung out wide to gather food and cutin deep the bring it to her maw, rapid-.iring down her gullet faster than she could swallow.In the back of her mind, the mouse wondered how they managed such a feat withoutchoking her, though she soon lost that train of thought in a deepening, gluttonous haze. Heronlookers watched as she threw herself at the table in a feral frenzy, spreading her armswide to sweep several dishes into her mouth at once. Her sti.led embarrassment deepenedas more and more patrons wandered into the inn, coaxing more and more hands to burstfrom the plate She fell from Vic's attention as they .ielded the lunch rush, though theycouldn't help themself from stealing glances in slow moments. Her new friends wereequally powerless to pull their gazes away, awed by her hedonistic display. One of themelbowed Magni and chided her to step her game up if she wanted to remain leader, but shebrushed the trash talk aside with ease. She knew from experience a short sprint was easy tomaintain, but clearing a meal like that required a marathon mindset.As the sun climbed high in the sky, the mouse's feast dwindled and her stomach grew.With the task of keeping her mouth full covered several times over, the swarm of handsbusied itself with tinkering in her metabolism. What reluctance she retained melted awayas they rubbed her swelling stomach, easing the tension in her hide and speeding herdigestion. The sounds of gurgling and groaning eclipsed the sloppy noises of her eating, andher .igure softened with their work. Growing rolls spilled from her immodest clothing,folding over edges and swallowing her garments up. The muf.led pops of yielding threadsentered her hedonistic song as they gave way, marking her progress with percussive beats.Tiny waves rippled through her from as her hills and valley sagged and bounced with everyaccent, until her garb gave away completely. Tattered strips of fabric .luttered to the .loor,shredded by her advancing rolls. Free from their restrictive in.luence, her curves swellednaturally and without impedance. Her thighs softened and her ass consumed the base ofher tail, concealing the growing sag in the bench. The lower roll of her stomach strove forthe .loor like a tide of molasses, while its upper counterpart spilled and spread across thetable. The tightness in its swell was a stark contrast to its lower counterpart, but constantattention from the hands ensured it never reached the point of discomfort.The mouse's breasts overtook her top and poued down the slope of her belly, eventuallyreaching the table as well. The phantom hands paid particular attention to their peaks,massaging her sensitive nips to add another layer of pleasure. Her hips rolled as much asher .igure allowed as different .lavors of satisfaction and hunger mixed, strengthening theplate's cursed hold on her inhibitions. Muf.led moans resonated in her chest and her tail
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plate's cursed hold on her inhibitions. Muf.led moans resonated in her chest and her tailcurled around her waist, searching for an angle to reach between her thighs. They rose involume and pitch when she found none, and despite the hand's hedonistic tendencies, theyprovided no relief. The mouse gulped and swallowed with redoubled enthusiasm as hertwo needs sought one outlet, plunging her entirely into the plate's control. Her .igureswelled and soft .lab dominated her frame, swaddling her arms in generous rolls andendowing her with several chins. The rodent's fattened cheeks served as a funnel to hermuzzle as they encroached on her vision, a property not lost on her spectral feeders. Withthe help of her obese anatomy, they shoveled entire plates into her mouth at a time, guidingthem with those soft curves to minimize lost crumbs. More and more of the spectral hoardshifted their attention to her hills and valleys as they reached the last leg of her feast,ensuring every ounce of it found its way into her. Their relentless touching and rubbing andteasing stoked her carnal hungers to a fever pitch, .illing the space left by her waninghedonism. An adventurous hand dove between her legs and brought her to the brink ofclimax, leaving her twisting and groaning and moaning on the edge until it abruptlystopped.The mouse let out a pitiful whine and kicked out in disappointment, hardly lifting her feetfrom the .loor. The gesture was enough to break the bench however, dropping her to the.loor with a foundation-shaking boom. It rattled through the building's timbers andsilenced every conversation in the room, ensuring every eye was on her when the roast pig.loated from the table.The immobile dancer offered no resistance as it loomed over her muzzle, and insteadopened up as wide as she could. Her tongue lulled over her lips and she groaned inanticipation, inviting the phantom hands to help her .inish her meal. Fortunately for thecursed rodent, they eagerly obliged. Ghostly palms planted themselves over every inch ofthe roasted pig, and it launched from its colossal platter with slow grace. The mouse'sstomach gurgled and roared as its shadow fell over her cheeks, and she stared her meal inthe face as its backside tipped up. Their muzzles bumped together before the mouse gapedher jaws even wider, clearing its perfectly glazed snout by a thin margin. A moan of mutedbliss resonated in her chest when the dexterous swarm let the pig drop, cramming it intoher maw with the force of its own weight. Her eyes widened with shock, and her feastingaccelerated swiftly. Several hands rubbed her cheeks and loosened her jaws, allowing her toclaim the serving's head with supernatural ease. More jumped into the folds of her chinsand massaged her throat, granting her the .lexibility to properly claim her gluttonous prize.She wrapped her lips around the beast's shoulders and gulped with all her strength, butfound she herself had little in.luence. Gravity proved to be a potent ally however, and shestretched her cheeks around the pig's bulk with some wiggling. Her illusion of control fadedfurther as the oiled and seasoned porcine dish slid passed her lips inches at a time,regardless of her input. As it became irrelevant, she shifted her focus to the effects it had onher body.Her throat bulged grandly around the mass of pork as it sank toward the entrance of herstomach, smoothing out the rolls of her chin. The tavern's patrons watched the descendingbulge with awe, tracing its details before they disappeared behind her lardy chest. The
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bulge with awe, tracing its details before they disappeared behind her lardy chest. Themost meticulous of them watched subtle bumps and dimples travel across her rollingstomach, though her abundant .lab hid all but the most distinct of them. The marks of hermeal only became harder to spot when her progress slowed, hampered by the pig's broadbelly. The mouse's gorging crawled to a stop just before its widest point, bringing a momentof tense calm to the storm. She reached up and struggled to .ind purchase on its slickedsurface, though it took all her effort to lift her .lab-swaddled passed her shoulders. Themouse winded herself long before she came close to reaching, and the hands circled tosupplement her efforts. She squeaked with delight as they rallied at the hog's high end andpooled their strength, then shoved in unison. The immobile dancer squeezed her eyes shutas her jaw strained to its limits, and after a few seconds that spanned several lifetimes, shecrested her meal's widest point. Progress resumed as her overtaxed muscles struggled toreturn to their original position, squeezing the pig down her gullet with restorative tension.Combined with gravity, her lips accelerated their advance up the roast, racing along itsnarrowing curvature until she reached its hind legs. Her stomach billowed out with theswift addition and pushed her table away, then toppled it entirely when she slurped up itsankles. The entire tavern watched the rest of the Vic's master work glide down her gullet,until it landed in her overstuffed middle with an audible slosh.A wave of fullness swept over the mouse, stronger than anything she'd experiencedbefore, and the hands retreated in the wake of their completed mission. The mouseteetered on the edge of consciousness as her spectral feeders .iled into the plate, .inallyleaving the mouse in relative peace. Their in.luence waned with their departure, and therodent's awoken gluttony returned to slumber. Her head swam as their intrusive, enticingthoughts dissipated, and the full weight of her encouraged gorging settled onto her softshoulders. Her growing outrage did much to keep her awake, but not as much as the heartyslap to her back from Magni. The mouse's entire frame wobbled with the enthusiasticimpact, sending waves up and down her limbs for several seconds. The blush in her cheeksfaded and she found her voice to tell the vixen off, though she couldn't form the wordsbefore a shower of congratulations."I admit, I misjudged ya!" The barbarian guffawed. "I dare say you got an appetite to rivalmine! But you're gonna want some more muscles to help burn that off." She poked themouse, sending a much more minor ripple down her arm. "Probably.""Oh come on!" The mouse squeaked. "There is no way you didn't see that swarm of ghosthands! You could not have possibly missed them."She looked genuinely puzzled. "I didn't see anything except you magicin' all that food intoyour mouth," she shrugged. "Which reminds me... Oi! Vic! When you gonna teach me someof that .loatin' magic?""As soon as you pay off your tab," they called from the kitchen."Right then, so not any time soon." The ninetales laughed to her herself and turned back tothe mouse. "Magic or not, you got a real talent. Me and mine are familiar with this .lavor of
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the mouse. "Magic or not, you got a real talent. Me and mine are familiar with this .lavor ofadventuring, so give us a call if you need help pullin your weight around. The more themerrier," she grinned."I am not joining your crew of gluttons," she sneered. "I absolutely would not .it in with anyof you.""Well, you're not wrong about that," Magni smirked. "Still, the offer stands." She turned onher heel and sauntered back to the bar, where she gathered her party and prepared todepart. "I hope you still got some of that slimming brew back there Vic. That mouse ain'tgoin anywhere without it.""And you're not either until you pay your tab," they barked back."Tisk tisk, playing bill collector with your best customers. Thought you ran a betterbusiness than that."The hybrid groaned. "Just bring back something good this time. And I need more lightgrassto make slimming brew. Yall keep using it up.'"Sounds like a quest!"The barbarian and her friends gathered their gear and waddled for the door, preparedearn their next bar tab. Or they thought as much, at least. The door .lew open mere inchesfrom her face as a kitsune and weasel stormed into tavern. The pair's frantic search endedthe instant their gazes fell on the immobile mouse, their suspicions con.irmed. Endrasurveyed the rodent and approached, running through a mental checklist of appraisals andidenti.ications. The weasel rushed passed her to the mouse's side, only to scour the table insearch of the plate. The lardy dancer glared daggers into him when he triumphantly liftedthe cursed porcelain over his head, holding it tightly in his gloved hands. He only noticedher ire when she slapped her tail across his face, nearly knocking the prize from his paws."What'd ya do that for? I almost dropped the thing!""That's the least of your concerns," the mouse rumbled. "I can't believe you took the wrongplate. You had ONE job!"The weasel lowered the plate and scratched the back of his head. "It's an easy mistake tomake," he muttered. "Looks just like the plates here.""It absolutely does not," the mouse said .latly. She strained over her belly and picked one ofthe tavern's plates from the .loor, ignoring the streaks of sauce across its surface. "Themarkings are nothing alike.""She's right," Endra piped up. "Seems you dropped the ball on this one."



A Hefty Mistake

12

He started to refute the attack, but another glare stopped his words in his throat."I take it you're the one he tried to sell it to," the mouse asked."I am."The rodent rubbed the bridge of her nose. "Thank you for coming down here with him. Heprobably would have gotten lost otherwise. How much do you think the plate is worth?"Endra donned her own set of gloves and took the offered dish from the weasel, thenexamined it. "We'll I'm afraid you won't be founding any new kingdoms with it," she began."But there is some value here. This style of curse is fairly rare, and I'm sure some scholarsomewhere would love to study it. Frankly I wouldn't mind looking it over myself in themeantime.""So how much is it worth to you?"Endra thought for a moment. "How about a trade? I have a couple amulets I think you'll .induseful. You can use them to transfer fat, and I think it's your best bet to getting back toadventuring too."The mouse and weasel shared a glace, one much more concerned than the other."Interesting~ Tell me, do you have a need for a lipo-battery?" Endra shared her conspiratorial grin. "I just might, now that you ask. Are you thinking whatI am?""I do believe so.""Excellent. Then I accept your offer. You'll rent your friend to me as a lipo-battery, until he'searned enough to pay off your tavern bill, at least."The weasel blushed through his fur. "Don't I get a say in this?""Yes," the mouse answered. "Do you want to take my .lab here so we can roll you to Endra'sshop, or do the transfer there?""There, I think.""Good, we'll do it here." The dancer turned to Endra. "As long as you don't mind helping meroll him, that is.""Not at all~"


