
The news was on, droning quietly. The girls
were not paying it much mind as the newsanchor announced that it
was Feburary 11th, 2008. "Stay inside," said the anchorman, "Keep
doors and windows closed."

"Ugh!" exclaimed one of the three girls,
"Turn that thing off. News is always so depressing. Why do you even
have that on, Sophie?"

Sophie raised the control and dismissed the
anchor, the screen darkening as she tossed it aside, "Sorry Sue,
that better?"

The remaining female laughed airily. "That's
Sue, always have to have her way," she mocked.

"Better than 'Spreadlegs Sam," countered Sue
with a frown.

"You did not!"

"I just did."

Sam threw a pillow across the room, catching
Sue in the face. The friends laughed and began beating one another,
forgetting their troubles for the moment. They were in their early
twenties, just old enough to start getting real responsibilities,
but young enough to revel in just such things. They were enjoying a
sleepover, and the remains of their festivities were spread about
with several bottles and cans of emptied alcohol spread about, some
junk food containers pushed off to the corners of the living room,
and many crumbs waiting to be cleaned.

"So you got anything to eat?" asked Sue,
looking towards Sophie.

"Sure sure, one moment." She hopped up to her
feet and ambled through her apartment towards the kitchen, half
tripping over something small and furry. "Hey Mike," she said,
crouching down and plucking up her black cat. She began to pet him
gently as she walked into the kitchen, "You want a snack too huh?"
The cat had no reply but to purr contentedly in her arms.

She balanced the cat in one arm as she pulled
the fridge open and pulled out a pizza they had stashed away
earlier. She got it into the oven and turned the knob to start
warming it, then reached back into the chilly box, producing the
cat's half empty can of food and unending it onto the small plate
she reserved for just such things.

Setting Michael down to enjoy his dinner, she
watched the oven impatiently. She was roused from the wait with the
feeling of fur against her leg. A peek revealed Michael rubbing up
against her fondly. She crouched down and began to pet him anew. He
felt unusually warm, and she pulled him up into her arms, "Aw, does
my baby have a cold?" she asked with some concern, looking him
over. Her hands and arms tingled softly as if they had been asleep,
and Michael gave a plaintive meow. She moved to set him on the
counter, but found she could not. Her fingers refused to come free
of the cat, barely able to slide it across his fur, but unable to
withdraw it even an inch. "The hell?" she asked no one in
particular as he pulled harder.

It must have hurt michael, who spun around
and sunk small teeth into her wrist. She cried out in surprise,
trying to release the cat again, only to find herself still glued
to the angry critter's sides. The points of blood where the cat had
bit her welled up, but then began to recede. Fur suddenly lept up,
spreading from the cat across her fingers as the soft tingles
became a fierce throbbing. She hissed, then began to scream.

Sam and Sue came rushing into the kitchen to
find their friend waving her arms around wildly a moment, something
stuck between them, but then, they came free. Stranger still, her
hands looked furry, like she was wearing cat gloves. "Where did you
get those?" asked Sam with confusion, "And what's all the shouting
about in here?"

Sue shook her head, "Did you forget to put on
your... what are those, oven mitts? Before you reached in? You can
be such a klutz sometimes."

Sophie gave a nervous laugh at her friends,
heart pounding. Her cat was gone, and her hands were on fire with
change. She had fur, and claws, and pads. She wanted to scream, to
run away, but her friends were staring at her. She wasn't sure what
to do, "Uh, yea, that's... it, silly me..." She moved haltingly to
the oven and pulled it open. The pizza smelled good, and she felt
her throat start to vibrate, sending shudders through her entire
body. She was purring. She stopped herself quickly, glancing over
at her friends.

"Well?" asked Sue, "Going to get it? What's
wrong with you girl?"

Sophie frowned a little, then reached to
snatch the pizza and its tray. It was hot, but nowhere near as hot
as she expected it to be. Her hands didn't burn on contact, and she
got it onto the counter quickly. Maybe having fur wasn't entirely a
bad thing. The tingling was spreading though, and her elbows were
becoming as furry as her wrists and hands were. Thinking quickly
and haphazardly, she shoved the pizza tray towards her friends,
"Here guys! Enjoy!"

Sam took the tray, peering at her with some
concern, "You sure you're ok? You can talk to us, you know."

Sophie leaned forward and kissed Sam on her
cheek, then began blushing fiercely, Sam as well. She had never
kissed her friend before. As the two stared at each other, stunned,
Sue burst into laughter. "Well well well, aren't you two the best
of friends." She took the pizza tray from Sophie's numb fingers,
"Thank you, come on Sam, let's let our 'host' get her act
together." Sam departed, being dragged along, still stunned, by
Sue, leaving Sophie in the kitchen.

Sophie shook herself out and let out her
breath, "Alright girl," she said to herself, "Get it together.
There has to be an explanation for this. You didn't just... combine
with your cat... That's impossible."

Her words did nothing to halt the progress of
the warmth and tingling that slowly crept through her. Her
midsection suddenly ached, like the worst stomache ache she ever
had. She doubled over, clutching at herself and groaning before she
felt something pushing back at her fuzzy hands. She straightened
with a jerk, looking down with wide eyes as two lumps began to push
out against her shirt. They caught in it, and it began to hurt.
Without conciously directing it, she moved them, and their sharp
claws sprung free, shredding the bottom of the shirt and freeing
her new paws. Her third pair of limbs grew rapidly, poking out from
her middle absurdly. They were black furred paws, like Michael's,
but sized for her, larger, actually. As she studied them, she was
certain they were bigger than her hands. Ice suddenly fell into her
belly as she realized what she was looking at.

"Hey, Sophie," came Sam's voice from behind,
"Mind if I get some soda?" Sam was approaching as she asked. Sophie
span around to send her friend way, and her new paws brushed up
against her friend. Sam squeaked in surprise, then began to
stare.

"What, the, hell girl? Are those? What?" She
stammered, reaching out and tapping a paw. When the paw batted back
at her finger, she wrenched her hand away as if it were on fire,
squealing in surprise at its motion, "It's alive!"

Sophie felt her cheeks burning, but not
entirely with a blush. The tingle was heavy in her face, changing
something, "Sam, please, help me," she said, her voice sounding
slurred and strange.

Sam shook her head, "What? I mean, of course!
You're my friend." She grabbed at the changing girl's new paw,
rubbing it, "It'll be ok, I mean, I think? Alright, we'll get
through this."

Sophie smiled, feeling relieved, and
something else. She reached out with her furry hands, and drew Sam
in closer, hugging her. Her new paws wrapped around as well,
helping hold her friend gently, "I'm sorry I never told you before,
but I'm so glad you're my friend. I love you."

Sam stiffened in her grasp, but returned the
embrace, drawing close and putting cheek to cheek a moment.

"I...love you too... Uh... do you mean...
that way?" she asks, sounding nervous.

"What way?"

"Oh, you know, like like?"

The changing girl frowned at her friend, not
putting it together, "What do you OOoo" she was cut off as her face
throbbed, pushing forward into a feline snout with several loud
snaps. She hissed and grabbed for her face, "That hurt," she said,
slurred.

Sam reached for Sophie's aching face, gently
rubbing along the new snout, "I don't know what's happening, but I
won't leave you, I swear, ok?"

"Where is that soda?" came the voice of their
friend, Sue, who marched into the kitchen, and paused, eyeing the
two, between the hands, on Sophie's dramatically altered face, the
new paws, the still spreading fur, those twitching feline ears,
"What the hell happened to you?" She asked, backing up several
paces, "Sam, what are you doing? She's like a were cat or
something, she'll eat you!"

"Don't be stupid," argued Sam, though she
drew her hands away, "This is Sophie, she's our friend, and she
needs our help. Stop shouting at her."

Sophie rested her arms at her sides, unsure
what to do, or say, "How bad does it look?"

"You look like a freak," spoke Sue plainly,
fishing out a mirror and offering it up.

 

Sophie held up the mirror, looking at
herself. She had the face of a feline, not much different from her
beloved pet's, though much larger, and somehow... female. Her slit
eyes blinked at themselves as she lowered the mirror with shaking
paws to examine her mid paws and try to look at other parts of
herself. She dropped the mirror suddenly, pain stabbing at her
lower back.

"Oh jeez, what's going on?" asked Sam with a
concerned voice, moving up towards Sophie as the new feline's spine
extended bit by bit. The new tail burst through her pajama bottoms,
stretching out behind her long and slinky. Already it was growing a
dense carpet of black fur. She felt Sam's hand on it, petting it,
"You alright?"

"That's it!" exclaimed Sue, "I got it. You're
a furry aren't you?" she asked, peering at Sam, "A lesbian furry.
Oh my god. How did I not see this earlier?" she asked, laughing,
malice and hysteria mixing together into an unnerving sounding
laughter.

"Shut up," exclaimed Sam, "She's in pain,
can't you focus?" The flush in her cheeks gave it away


































