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The Dream Eater 2



Lydia opened her eyes and immediately regretted
it.

She was lying on a gurney in the center of what appeared to
be a small, windowless office with the furniture pushed to the
sides, vaguely aware that she still had a body—against the wishes of what little consciousness
was left in her head, which was otherwise entirely occupied by the
worst hangover of her life. “Oh god,” she groaned and slumped back down.

She was not alone in the gray square of a room. A man and a
woman stood at her sides,
looking down at her as she woke up. They looked like well-dressed
secretaries, in matching gray suits and glasses.

“It’s rough,
I know,” the man said sympathetically. “You’ll get better. Brains
don’t like it when people poke around inside them, friend or foe.
We’re friends, obviously. I’m Agent Vance and this is Agent
Winterbottom. No need to strain yourself, we know who you are.
Here, have some paracetamol.”

Lydia made an attempt at defying the harsh glare of the
ceiling lamp and grumbled at the effort. She felt the pinprick every single photon that
careened through her eyeballs, but she had a sense that her full
attention was required, so she pulled herself together despite her
doubts that these supposed ‘agents’ were worth it.

“Thanks,” she
croaked, sitting upright to accept the glass of water. This put her
massive tits and lush hips back into view, confronting her with the
at once strange and familiar view of her transformed
body.

“Ah. It
wasn’t all a dream, huh?”

“It was not,” Vance agreed. “Not at all. Here, have a drink. We’re handling it.” He
nodded at Agent Winterbottom, who put a cold, damp towel on Lydia’s
forehead. The pain cleared promptly, leaving Lydia to battle just
the sensation of vertigo. That, and her impossible bodaciousness,
of course.

“Oh, what a
relief…”

“You’re
welcome,” Winterbottom said crisply.

“Now,” Vance continued, “here’s the deal. You’ve been in
contact with a Class O Reality Warper. An entity from another plane
of existence who is attempting to break into ours. Through
you.”

“What, like a
body-snatcher?”

“Not
entirely. It’s a cognitohazard. An entity that gets into your head
and changes you from the inside out. Highly infectious.”

Lydia looked over herself. She had changed, alright. But
her mind still felt messed up, too, a mishmash of contradictory
impulses. ’Holy shit, I’m so
fucking sexy!’ one part of
her thought, while another couldn’t shake the feeling that she had always been this
stacked and that the agents were simply confused.

“It’ll go away,” Winterbottom said. “Give it a little time. You’re fresh out of psychic
surgery.”

“You rummaged
around inside my head? I don’t like the sound of that.”

“Metaphorically speaking,” Vance said. “That’s why we’re able
to have this conversation in the first place. You’d be mumbling
about growing bigger boobs, otherwise. I take it you’re in favor of
having your sense of free will restored.”

“I don’t know. Big boobs are pretty nice.
Maybe it’s not a bad trade.”
Lydia felt a pang of regret at her awful joke—mainly because of the
realization that a disturbingly large part of her meant it. “Right.
Fine. Thanks, I guess. So, are you gonna tell me anything more
about this entity or why you’re chasing it? You’re from the bureau
of titty control or something?”

“Some days it feels like it,” Vance laughed. “This is far
from the weirdest call we’ve been on. But, as you might expect,
most of that information is classified. Not for public consumption,
sorry. Suffice it to say, we’re here to make sure that Pandora’s
Box stays sealed. Which, in this case, involves stopping an Oneirophage with a penchant for
fetishistic fantasies.”

“A what
now?”

“A Dream
Eater. A denizen of another
plane of existence that overlaps only fleetingly with our own.
You’ve probably met her in
your dreams without even realizing.”

“Maybe? I
don’t know, I feel like I’d remember being haunted by a
breast-obsessed demon. Why would it target me? I’m not psychic or
anything. I’m just really good at games. Does it like games? Is
that why it manifested in my arcade?”

“Vivid imaginations
attract it. Fantasies, the wilder better. Evidently it liked what
it found in your head.”

Lydia became aware that she was blushing.
“What’s in my head is none of its
business. Or yours.”

“Naturally.
But the entity made contact, nonetheless. And now it’s here,
establishing its foothold as we speak.”

“Threatening boob-based world domination. Or at least
putting an end to the profession of plastic surgeons,” Lydia said.
“Is that really so terrible, though? Can’t you just talk to it and
hash out a deal? Regulate
things? That’s what government agencies are supposed to do,
right?”

“We’ve tried communicating with this class of being before.
It rarely works. Which should be exceedingly evident from your
interactions with entity. It manipulated you, warped your mind, and
treated its body as a canvas for its lascivious desires. If the
Oneirophage stabilizes it entry in our world, it won’t stop. It’s
an infection, and our only option is to shut it out before it
transforms the world into a playground for its kinky
chaos.”

“Right. Fair
point.” Lydia lowered her gaze. “Can I at least keep the boobs? I
kind of like how I look now. Or is that against the
rules?”

The agents looked at each
other.

“Normality
must be restored,” Winterbottom said. “No exceptions.”

“No
exceptions,” Vance repeated. “Still, normality is a spectrum. The
fabric of reality would not be endangered by leaving Miss Lydia
more gifted than she used to be. As a reward for her voluntary
cooperation.”

Winterbottom did not look convinced. Which made Lydia
all the more desperate to nod
along and make the right sounds, agreeing to anything she
should.

“Yes indeed.
And what is normal anyway, when you come down to it? Does anyone
really know?”

“It’s in the
manual,” Winterbottom said.

“Well, screw
the manual, I wanna keep my boobs. I’m cooperating, aren’t
I?”

“You are, Miss Lydia, and brilliantly so. We have only one
more thing to ask of you.” Vance smiled at her with such honed
affability that Lydia couldn’t help but feel concerned. “One task
before we let you go.”

“... Yes?”
she asked, clutching her boobs protectively.

Vance reached for
something below the gurney and placed it in her lap: A bulky,
bright blue pistol. 

“We need you
to destroy the Dream Eater.”

 


* * *

 


 Lydia was
furious.

She made this known by
stomping her feet demonstratively as she marched through the empty
mall, her footsteps echoing down its dimly lit corridors. The shops
were all empty, closed, and dark. All except the arcade, its garish
neon lights glowing in the distance.

Not a living soul was
left in the mall. The agents had made sure of that. It was Lydia
alone against the presence lurking somewhere between the game
cabinets.

“You want me
to take on that thing by myself?!” she had demanded, livid with
outrage.

“You’re the only one who can. The entity will erase us from
existence as soon as we step inside,” Vance had said. “But it knows
you. Resonates with you. Might even like you, as far as a being
like that is capable of personal relations. You alone can get close
enough to damage its material
form and disrupt its anchoring to our world.”

“That’s a lot
of words to say that you’re sending me on a suicide
mission.”

Lydia shook her head; at
the sheer audacity of the agents, but also at the fact that she
went willingly along with it. Out of a sense of duty to help save
the world, of course. But mostly because it would let her keep her
newfound figure, should said world still exist tomorrow.

It prompted a spell of self-reflection. Was she really that
vain? Or, more specifically, that horny for her own transformation that she was willing to stake
her life on it?

Surely it wouldn’t
come to that. Worst case, she’d get locked into a living fantasy by
the Dream Eater while it ate the rest of the world. Which it would
do anyway, if she didn’t stop it. Might as well give it her best
shot.

Then she remembered the gun in her hand and got angry all
over again. They didn’t even
give her a real fucking weapon! It was a light gun, worn and faded,
scavenged from a scrapped Time Crisis cabinet. It had better not be
from her machine, or she’d give them hell. At least the grip felt natural; it was
familiar to her, a good-luck charm.

“Bullets
won’t help you in there,” Vance had explained. “The Oneirophage is
a creature of the mind. Willpower is all you need. Convince
yourself that you can beat it, and this gun will change the world.”
He had looked her in the eyes, then, and imparted his last piece of
advice. “She will try to seduce you with your own fantasies. Don’t
let her. Good luck.”

Then Agent Winterbottom had thrown her a curve ball and drained
Lydia’s supernatural curves
away—for her protection, supposedly—and pushed her out the door.
That, more than anyway, had ignited her anger.

“You’ll get
them back. When the job is done,” Winterbottom had told her, her
buttons popping under the strain of her suddenly outrageous
bust.

“I better.
With interest!”

She stomped off and that
was the last she saw of Agents Vance and Winterbottom.

 


* * *

 


 The arcade had
changed.

It hit her as soon as she stepped inside. The hall was
larger, darker, full of faint
whispers and distorted sounds of electronics. The roof seemed to
have been raised, but the utter blackness above felt oppressive,
like it might collapse and send her into the void at any moment.
The layout between the game cabinets had changed as well,
distorting and elongating the paths that she knew like the back of
her hand. It was as if someone had broken into her home and
rearranged her furniture; it felt unnecessarily rude, more than
anything.

The arcade was also cleaner than she was used to
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