It was the time of day that Thera loved so much she could barely stand it!  The sun had moved a little past noon, and the only clouds overhead were small and white, and since she'd spent the morning racing her friends through the tall grass of the savanna, her black and white striped flanks shimmered and glistened.

With a great leap she cleared the high bank of the river and splashed down into the firm footing of the smoothed stones to wade the last few feet to the old gnarled tree on the far side.  Her friends were far behind, almost too far to see!  She'd never outrun them by so much, even if she was the fastest hoof in her tribe.  They'd sure get the teasing they deserved when they finally caught up.

Meanwhile, she leaned against the tree and gasped and laughed while she caught her breath.  Her chest heaved, and she took a moment to cradle and massage her heavy breasts, which always took a bit of a beating when she ran so fast.  "Mmmmm..." she sighed happily.

Until Thera's arrival, Leandra had been dozing in a patch of tall grass. The sleek, athletically-built lioness was well hidden; her dull, golden fur hides her almost perfectly among the similarly-colored savanna grass, and she just so happened to be upwind of the zebra. 

Thera's hoofbeats and scent, however, stirred the slender lioness, and soon, her golden eyes were locked on the unsuspecting zebra. Her pink tongue slipped briefly over her jet-black lips,  before she slowly began to crawl closer, careful to avoid anything that would make a noise. 

Soon, Leandra had managed to move within pouncing range. Her tail slowly flicked, and her legs tensed, ready to propel herself at the meaty target.

Thera arched her long, slender neck and stretched her legs. It was foolish to stand in the cold river so soon after a run, but it felt so good, and the way her tail flicked at the water amused her.  Beside, Nora and Day owed her a massage for her win; they always owed her massages, and they never were stingy giving them.  She grinned at the thought of it, sprawled out on a warm rock, feeling their fingers pressed into her back, into her thighs and her ass.  It was always the ass with Nora, but Thera had plenty of that to massage.

Where were they?  She twisted her head and stood on the tips of her hooves to look back over the far side of the bank.  There was no sign of them yet, and they should have caught up by now...

Leandra flicked her tail once more, then launched herself towards the zebra with a roar. The lioness hit Thera hard, knocking the zebra to the muddy riverbank, and bit down on the back of her neck. She didn't intend  to break Thera's neck, but her fangs did leave some cuts in the flesh as the feline held the strong equine down.

After Leandra was satisfied that she'd restrained Thera, the lioness sat up, resting her firm rump on the small of Thera's back. "Mmm...gotcha, hon..."

"Holy-" was the only word Thera got out before lioness knocked her into the muddy water, and she was sputtering to keep it out of her nose.  She began to kick at the air, hoping to throw her attacker off, but when she felt the teeth pinching in on either side of her spine she went limp quickly.  The water was barely an inch deep where she'd fallen; she could gasp all she wanted without worrying about drowning.

She shivered in fear until her neck was free, but as soon as Leandra spoke she tried to kick again and buck her off.  "No you don't!"  She knew from her now seconds of experience as well as all the warnings from her parents that you couldn't shake a lion from your back, but there was nothing else to try.

Leandra just grinned, her strong legs straddling the zebra, keeping her pinned. "Oh, hush. You let our guard down, and I'm sure a lovely, clever zebra like you knows what happens when you let your guard down. Especially when you're away from the herd."

The lioness then spun herself around, only briefly raising her legs, until she was facing Thera's large, soft posterior. Her furred hands came to rest on those large, plump cheeks, and she slowly began to massage them. "Of course, you must also know how much us felines love to play with our food..."

The zebra stopped kicking, and smiled a nervous, toothy grin as she tried an answer to Leandra's first question.  "I guess... when we let our guard down, we meet nice new friends who like to give impromptu back massages?  And.... " her voice wavered, "they make very funny jokes about their new friends being 'food'.  Heh heh."

"I'm Thera.  If you know my name we must be friends, right?"  She attempted to squirm over onto her back, or at least her side, so she could get a better look at her attacker, but settled for craning her long neck.  The all-black mane atop her head bobbed pompously.

Leandra just grinned, and squeezed that ample rump again. "Wrong on both counts. When you prey animals let your guard down....predators catch you. And to a predator like me...well, a big, sexy zebra like yourself is enough food for a week." 

"Although..." Leandra seemed to think for a moment.  "...You ARE sexy. It'd be a shame to just have one romp with you before I eat you...Tell ya what..." She grinned. "If you want to live, you'll obey me, let me do what I want with your body...If you don't, well..." Leandra grinned, showing off her white, sharp teeth. "...I don't think I need to tell you what happens next. Got it?"

Thera gulped, and nodded quickly.  Despite the fear coursing through her brain and her face, her rear seemed to be reacting of its own accord, rising up to push back against the lioness' hands.  Her tail swished happily, and the thin, silky hair on her thighs scritched as she rubbed them together.

"I want to live," she whispered, moaning a little and almost whining.  "I'll do anything you ask, I promise."  Her large, brown eyes rolled pitiably up at Leandra.  "I'm sure you'll like me."

Leandra chuckled, and stood up. "Try to run, and I'll remove your jugular, got it?" The lioness flicked her tail, and traced a finger over Thera's stomach. "Mm....Such a sexy zebra...I've heard you equines have wonderful tongues...Why don't you show me?"

The lioness stood with her legs spread,  and pushed down on Thera's shoulders, forcing the unfortunate zebra to her knees. The lioness' womanhood was mere inches from Thera's snout, and smelled...oddly enticing. The lips were already glistening with arousal.

Thera nodded again, and her ears perked at the freedom.  "I won't run.  'Jugular' sounds important."  She had barely lifted herself to her hooves before she was back on her knees  in the shallow water. 

Her long, pink tongue slipped out from between the frame of her black lips and curled up toward her nostrils before she understood the gist of Leandra's command.  Of course it was obvious, but having been on the receiving end more frequently than the giving end gave her a moment of pause.  Her black fingers slid up the lioness' thighs slowly until they framed the swollen mons and gave her some support.  Slowly, gently, she nuzzled in to trace her tongue up the shape of the slit, far too gently to push inside.  She explored and tasted and sniffed, and seemed to come to the conclusion that she liked this strange odor and flavor.  It wasn't like her friends' at all.

Her mouth spread wide and the tip of her tongue stiffened to press into the lioness and draw firmly up the crease of her labia toward her clitoris, where her mouth closed and she began to suck.  She settled down into a more comfortable position on her knees, spreading her thighs into a wide V, and eagerly lapped at the lioness.  A girlish giggle barely escaped her.

Leandra let out a low, rumbling purr, slowly rotating her hips, grinding down onto the zebra's muzzle and that fantastic tongue. Her hand reached down, gripping that black mane to hold Thera close, and her tufted tail lashes.

"Ooh yeah....Mm, this...haaa...isn't yer first time, is it?" She chuckled. "I'd almost...mff...say you were experienced..." The lioness grinned down, chest heaving as the zebra's tongue explored.

Thera followed Leandra's hips like a dancing partner, pressing back against her plump flesh and offering her lips and tongue for the lioness to rub against.  Her hands slid around the tawny thighs to cup the lioness' ass and pull her to her; she opened her mouth wide and drank from the lioness' womanhood, thrusting and swiping with her tongue to tease the juices from her.

In answer to her question Thera moaned and squeezed the lioness' ass, then pulled her forward and down as she leaned back, urging the feline to kneel down over her.

Leandra happily did so, her knees resting on either side of the curvy equine's head. Her furred, dripping womanhood rested against the end of Thera's muzzle, quivering with each lick.

The lioness' entire body was quivering, in fact, and she was panting, tail lashing even faster as the zebra expertly ate her out. She was beyond words, only able to pant and, occasionally, let out a short growl of pleasure. She was close...very close.

The cold mud felt good against Thera's tender neck; by this point the zebra had all but forgotten why her neck hurt in the first place.  

With Leandra's body weight to hold her in place, Thera could nuzzle into her with abandon, driving the stiff tip of her tongue in as deep as she could reach, then drawing it back out between the tender, velvety folds.  Her upper lip pressed firmly against the clitoris that had swollen out from under its hood, and whenever the lioness bore down she held herself as still as she could and let herself be used.

Thera's black fingers had moved up from the lioness' round cheeks to ride over her belly and up her breast bone.  There her hands parted ways - one curved off to trace the curve of a breast and cup and fondle and squeeze her nipple, while the other skipped up under Leandra's neck and pushed against her lips, urging her to suck on or nibble a finger.

Leandra took three of Thera's fingers into her lips, sucking and nibbling. That tongue was driving her wild...and a few moments later, she came, her body tensing as her oddly sweet-tasting juices washed over Thera's snout. 

Her teeth gripped Thera's fingers a bit firmly, but Leandra managed not to bite them off. She continued suckling and nibbling on them as her orgasm subsided, but finally released them a moment later, licking her lips. "Mm...You *are* talented..."

Leandra stood up, moving off of Thera's muzzle, then leaned down and kissed the zebra's snout, one paw lewdly groping that round, full rump. She continued to kiss and grope, but Thera could now hear something a bit unsettling...the loud, hungry growling of the lioness' stomach.

Thera's fingers stretched after the lioness' lips, and her mouth followed after her soaking mound until it was replaced with Leandra's own lips.  She moaned and twisted as the lioness touched her, and squeezed her eyes to block out the hunger sounds.

"There's something I ... I want to tell you, but it's embarrassing."  Her big, brown eyes rolled over toward Leandra's face, then closed again quickly as her cheeks and ears blushed bright pink beneath her stripes.  "Sometimes-" her breath caught at a kiss to a particularly ticklish part of her belly.  "Sometimes when my friends catch up after a race, instead of a massage they pretend they're lionesses like you.  And they lick me all over and bite my ass and tell me I'm meaty and juicy and beautiful... And I like it.  Sometimes it makes me come." 

She sniffed, and without opening her eyes, she asked, "Are you going to hurt me?"

Leandra chuckled softly, and gave Thera's snout a gentle nip. "Mm....I'll be as gentle as I can." She purred, and slowly licked the side of Thera's muzzle. "My dear zebra....I'm going to eat you all up. Although, something tells me you've already figured that out."

She gave Thera's rump another firm squeeze. "I won't even chew...I'll swallow you whole and alive. My fangs might scrape a bit, though...Are you ready, my dear prey? Because I'm very hungry."

"No!"  Thera covered her face in her hands, spreading her fingers just enough to peer through them; as frightened as she was - and she was shivering again - she had a hard time peeling her eyes away from the lioness.

Though she knew she didn't have a chance of escape, she squirmed and struggled beneath Leandra - which did little more than accentuate the bulges of muscle and ripples of fat in her belly and thighs.

"Oh, hush." Leandra chuckled, giving one of Thera's ears a playful nip. "Accept your fate...You're prey. I think you even knew this was coming, didn't you? Deep down...you knew that, in the end, you'd end up inside me."

The lioness didn't bother waiting for a response, as she once again kissed Thera's snout. Her lips then stretched bizzarely wide, and Leandra began to lower her muzzle over the zebra's snout, slurping and sucking on the furred flesh. Her arms kept Thera restrained, 'hugging' the zebra while the lioness consumed her.

Once her muzzle was inside Leandra's, Thera didn't try to argue or even cry.  She did know she was prey, but like all of her friends she'd assumed -she-'d never be the one to get caught, the one to be food.  Her brown eyes were wide enough to be framed in white as she watched the lioness' black lips and white teeth worm their way closer and closer.  Her ears lay back in fear, and rather than fight she clutched Leandra back and quivered.  

The ravenous lioness' jaws soon contained the zebra's entire head, the top part of Thera's mane matted down against her skull. Leandra sat up, pulling Thera against her body as she worked to stretch her lips over the zebra's shoulders. 

Once she passed the shoulders, Leandra slowly released Thera's arms, her hands moving, once again, to that plump, delicious butt, kneading it like a housecat kneads its bed. Her claws come out as well, drawing several trickles of blood from the doomed zebra.

Thera's slow squirming alternated between groaning stretches and flinching pain; she clutched at Leandra as she went down, but wasn't strong enough or at the right angle to slow her descent.  Her head craned and pushed down the lioness' throat.  Saliva slicked her fur against her skin.

The muscles in her haunches flicked and tensed and spasmed beneath the lioness' touch, and between her thighs her juices flowed thick and fragrant - either in spite of her impending fate or because of it.

Leandra paused for a moment, resting her throat for a moment. Then, she began gulping again, her muzzle squashing Thera's chest rather painfully as the soft orbs were devoured. Her sharp fangs nicked the flesh, drawing a bit more blood from the zebra's body, staining Thera's soaked fur. 

Once Thera's chest was mashed into Leandra's gullet, Leandra began to heft upwards on that round rear end, shoving more and more of Thera's belly into the ravenous feline's maw.

The zebra's chest heaved when the fangs pierced her skin, and her hooves beat wildly at the air.  A cry of pain choked off inside of her, and her lungs struggled to fill again, but were crushed by Leandra's throat.   Her snout squirmed against the top of the lioness' stomach.

Leandra swallowed hard, and her muzzle began to work over that huge, gorgeous equine rear. Again, her teeth cut the flesh, her mouth and throat compacting the ample butt as much as possible. But even the experienced lioness found devouring that luscious rump to be a chore. 

Her jaws ached, making slow chewing motions, drawing even more blood, which trickled out her lips and down her chest. Finally, though, her jaws crested over the widest part, and her swallowing sped up once more. Gulp after gulp, Thera's strong thighs disappeared, Leandra's hands resting on her gradually expanding gut as it filled with the equine. 

Finally, Leandra tilted her head back, pointing Thera's hooves  (the only part outside of the lioness) towards the sky, With a loud gulp, followed by her jaws snapping shut, Thera was completely consumed, the zebra's body squashed uncomfortably into the lioness' immensely-stretched stomach. Leandra lazily rubbed the bulge, Thera's form perfectly outlined in the stretched skin, and looked for any signs of life.

For a few moments more Thera squirmed, maybe gasping for breath, maybe trying to find some way to fit into a belly barely big enough for her ass.  But her movements didn't last long; there was a last shudder, and she slumped into a limp bulge.

Leandra purred, dragging herself to the base of that old tree, then slumped down, relaxing against the trunk. She felt a stirring in her throat, moments before she belched, releasing the air that had been displaced by Thera's entry. Then, the full, sated lioness dozed off, her belly beginning to work on its prisoner with loud gurgles, churning around the once-beautiful zebra's body. In a day or so, there'd be nothing left of Thera, save for, perhaps, an inch or two of fat on the lioness' body.

