Satsuki stood in line in the heat. A massive sign above her proclaimed that this was BLUEMORN EVAC ZONE – SOUTH TRESSANI. She couldn’t see the start of the line from where she was standing, but she could, finally, see the end; a Constellar hangar base just outside city limits, with furs shuffling in intermittently. 
Satsuki was a limber cat, having grown up in the low gravity of Bluemorn. Her fur was mostly black, with white spots over one eye and her hands and feet. She’d taken most of her clothes off, in just her panties, letting her bulge show. Ever since the spike in solar activity, public nudity had become a lot more acceptable.

That spike was why they were here in the first place – it was just the beginning, apparently, and their sun was going to scorch their little planet clean in just a few months. With no time for physical evacuation of ten billion people, the Constellar had opted for a faster approach: mass digitization. Some key personell would leave in their bodies, but most of the population would be converted into data, flown off as server racks, and then reconstituted later. Today was the day that the south half of Tressani would be digitized, along with the north half and a few dozen other cities.

After twenty more minutes of waiting in the heat, she came to a gate – one of dozens. A boar woman was managing it, completely nude except for a sash with a Constellar badge on it. She looked up, smiling. “Name?”
“Satsuki Morgan.”
“Constellar ID?”
“...Don’t have one. Never thought I’d leave.”
“No worries! I’ll assign you one.” The lady punched a few commands into her keyboard. “Alright! You’re Satsuki Morgan of Tressani-Bluemorn, and your number’s in the system. You’ll have a chance to learn it and add other information once you’re safely in core space.”
Satsuki shrugged. “’kay.”
“Now, it looks like Hangar 3 is the lest congested, so if you’ll just head over there, then everything will be alright. You’ll just have the machine copy you, and then the next thing you know, you’ll be in a reprinting bay.”

The opening to Hangar 3 was covered by a curtain; a few people had gone in, just before her. She walked through, unsure what to expect.

She didn’t expect a mouth. It was massive, filling the doorway and then some. It was a machine, and yet the way its synth-flesh tongue moved looked perfectly organic. Plastic, toothless jaws in the shape of a dragon’s framed a glowing blue gullet, pulsating with perfect rhythm. Before she even had time to scream it inhaled her, that tongue shoving her back into the throat, going down, down, down, before slowing, then stopping. She was in some kind of chamber, a crop. The walls were wet and slimy, covered in pores (sensors?), before suddenly they vacuum-sealed around her. She heard a voice, “Initiating scan–”

------- THREAD A
And then she was awake in a sickbed, breathing raggedly.
“What the hell just – that thing was eating me –”
She heard a light voice. “Deep breaths, ma’am. You’re fine. You’re not being eaten.”
She coughed. She tried to breathe deep. She breathed deep.
“Good. Now, you’re Satsuki Morgan of Tressani-Bluemorn, correct?”
She looked at the voice. It was attached to a songbird of some kind, she couldn’t tell. “Y-yes?”
They nodded. “Okay. You’ve been reprinted. We’re going to do a few quick tests to ensure that you’ve maintained function, but then you’ll be free to go. Do you have any questions?
She had hundreds, but only one came out. “Bluemorn?”
“Destroyed two days ago.”
She sat with that for a while. Her school. Her apartment. Her grandmother’s house. …But she was alive. Her friends were alive.
“Alright. Let’s go.”

------- THREAD B
And then, a second later, “Scan complete.”
She waited. Any second now, she’d wake up in the Constellar Core, like that lady had said.

Any second.

I mean, she wouldn’t remember anything from after the scan, right? So-
“Disposing of biomass.”
And suddenly she was sucked further in, snaking along the ground, then rising. She didn’t realize what was going on until the machine deposited her into a new chamber, splashing her into a pit of blue liquids.
“W-wait, what does-”
Before she could say more, it sealed around her all over again, surrounding her with the fluids, leaving her totally unable to move. Then, the chamber seemed to break off from its feeding tube, moving aside.

She was trapped. Her cock, her thighs, her tits and ass; every part of her was clear as day, and every part was touching the blue fluid. Every so often, she could another piece of “biomass” enter another bag, before the entire machine rotated again, but the sound got fainter and fainter.

At the same time, though she was too overstimulated to realize, she was being dissolved. The juices around her were an enzyme bath, breaking down her fur and skin into liquid, the bag getting even tighter as she was compressed. Her body was melting; her ears and eyes gave out quickly, leaving her with just the sensation of being broken down. Some of it would be converted into storage, integrated into her devourer’s “brain” to help it hold the scans of so many people. Most of it, though, was just being made into raw carbohydrates; a sugary slop of biofuel.

Of course, she didn’t know any of this. All she felt was terror; a brief moment of pain, before the enzymes shut off her nerves; a long, silent moment of dread as it ate away at her organs and brain; and then, the indescribable feeling of her bag being drained to make way for the next inhabitant, her last thoughts draining with it.
