
Kim walked into the cafeteria and picked up a tray. It was lunchtime, possibly her least favorite time of day. Kim would never admit it, but she was slightly anorexic. Oh, she would eat, but she was a twig and had the bad habit of going on a diet if she thought otherwise. But unfortunately for her, one of her friends had gone to a counselor about it, and now she had to eat every meal.


As she handed her tray to the man behind the food counter, she noticed something a bit… off. The man slopping food on her plate was one she had never seen before. He had platinum blond hair, steel green eyes and it almost looked like he was wearing a suit underneath his apron. His nametag read “M. Brown, Cafeteria Director.” Odd, where was the normal lunch lady?


“Would you like some gravy on your mashed potatoes, sweat heart?” he asked. His accent was foreign, though Kim wasn’t entirely sure where it was from. 


“Oh, no,” she replied as she patted her belly, “I really don’t need it.” 


“Oh but you did,” the cafeteria director said as he dribbled gravy not just on her potatoes, but on her entire plate. “I’ve been watching you, Kimberly Nguyen. You don’t eat anywhere near enough. Why look at you, practically a skeleton. If you don’t eat this entire tray, I’m going straight to the counselor.” Kim was so busy trying to maintain eye contact as Mr. Brown gave her this verbal beating that she failed to notice him pull out a small vile and pout its contents directly on her potatoes.


She was a bit perturbed as she paid for her food. For him to get on to her like that, one of her friends or the counselor must have let him know about her “disorder.” It’s not like she was starving herself or anything; she really wished people would just leave her alone. 


Kim unhappily took her tray back, paid for her food and found a spot next to her friends. For a few minutes she simply played with her food, but then she noticed Mr. Brown eyeing her from the lunchroom. She scooped up a bit of the potato-gravy concoction and slowly moved it to her mouth. Surprisingly, it tasted amazingly good.


She took in another mouthful of potatoes, thoroughly enjoying the flavor. Another glob found its way to her mouth, and then another. She almost wasn’t able to keep up with the amount of food that she was so desperately swallowing.


“Geez, Kim,” Christina said from across the table, “hungry much?” Christina was a friend of Kim’s. They were both seniors at their school having had many classes together throughout their tenure, and had birthdays remarkably close to each other (a fact they discovered when they both recently turned 18). 


 “Oh, sorry,” Kim said as she put the fork down. “I, uh… I missed breakfast this morning.”


“Well, just slow it down some. You’ll give yourself a heart attack eating too much of that junk food. Though I will admit, its nice to see you eating something for once.”


Kim gave a little chuckle and resumed eating. Those mashed potatoes were so good. All too soon, however, they were gone. She tried some of her other food, and it all seemed strangely wonderful as well. She tried controlling herself, but her tongue demanded that she continue to pleasure it. In just three minutes she had consumed her entire meal. She sat back, feeling quite satisfied, and dropped her fork onto her plate. Unfortunately the fork landed in a puddle of gravy, which went straight onto Christina’s shirt.


“Oh my God, Kim,” Christina yelled as she scooted back and took a look at her shirt. Yep, there was a little bit of mashed potato right in the middle of her favorite t-shirt. “I told you to friggin slow down!”


“I’m so sorry,” Kim said as she ran around to her friend with a napkin. She tried to get it out of her shirt, but a little bit was stuck on to the fibers. “Come on, we’ll get this out in the bathroom, it just needs some warm water.”


The two ran to the girls restroom as the bell rang for fifth period. As the cafeteria cleared out, Kim began to run some hot water. 


“Hopefully this won’t tale too long. You know how Ms. Pishport is with tardies,” Kim said as she began wetting a paper towel. Then out of nowhere, she felt her stomach growl. There was no way she could possibly be hungry now after all she had eaten, and yet it growled again.


She tried to ignore it, but couldn’t help but notice that there was a wonderful aroma filling the air. Her mouth began salivating as she took in the familiar odor of the mashed potatoes and gravy, and her stomach called out to her for a second helping.


“Ok,” said Christina as she came out of one of the stalls, “I think the shirt can be saved.” She had removed the shirt and was holding it out to Kim. Kim realized then that the mess on the shirt was what was sending her senses into a frenzy. 


Christine snuck back into the stall, lest someone might walk in and see her shirtless. Kim in the meantime was desperately resisting the urge to eat her friend’s shirt. She held the damp paper towel next to the stain, but couldn’t get her hand to move any closer to it. She looked around, just to make sure no one was there, and then took a quick lick of the spot.


Oh, she was in heaven. Without thinking she began to lap up the splotches of food covering the t-shirt. As she cleaned off the stains with her tongue, she began to chew on the soiled places, trying to extract as much of the divine flavor as possible,


It wasn’t long before she had sucked the gravy out of Christina’s shirt entirely, but a new flavor began to dance around on her taste buds. What it was, she wasn’t sure, but she loved it. 


Kim began to shove more and more of the shirt into her mouth, almost moaning with pleasure. She suckled on the shirt, just like it was candy. 


When the shirt reached the back of her throat, she instinctively swallowed. For a moment or two she panicked, worried that she was going to choke on the rather large object going down her gullet. To her surprise, however, the shirt slid down without a problem, straight into her empty stomach.


She stood in the bathroom for a few seconds holding her hand over her slightly swollen belly. She couldn’t believe it; she had eaten a shirt. What’s more, she wished she had another. That, or whatever it was that put that beautiful flavor on the shirt.


“Are you done yet?” Christina called from her stall.


Christina! She was what gave the shirt that luscious taste. Kim’s belly, though still full from consuming the shirt, ached to be filled even more. She turned to the stall, feeling light headed. It was like something else was taking over, something that desperately wanted to be fed.


When she opened the door, Christina was standing there looking quite annoyed, She held out her hand, waiting for her shirt, and was taken aback when she saw Kim didn’t have it.


“Um, so where’s my shirt?” she asked impatiently.


“I’ve got it right here with me,” Kim said with a smile. “Let me help you find it.” She grabbed Christina by the shoulders and pulled her in close, giving her face a lick to make sure she was the source of the flavor she so badly craved. She was.


“Eww, gross,” Christina said as she struggled to free herself (in vain, I might add). “What are you doing?”


“Well,” Kim said, “you were always so worried about my ‘eating disorder,’ that I thought I would show you first hand.” Christina reeled back as Kim licked her again. “You’re so yummy, and I’m so hungry. I think I know what happens next.”


Before Christina could say anything more, she found herself staring down the back of Kim’s throat. As she started to scream, Kim’s lips closed around her head, shutting out any hope of rescue.


Kim’s eyes glazed over as she ran her tongue across Christina’s face. This was all so wonderful to her. She lifted her friend off the ground with strength previously unknown to her, and took Christina’s neck into her mouth.


She struggled with Christina’s shoulder’s a little, but after a few seconds of trying and failing, Kim took a deep breath and shoved with all of her might, stretching her jaw around the girl’s upper body.


Christina began to kick around as much as she could. Her head was going in a direction that she very much did not want to go, and she would do anything to stop it. However, as Kim’s throat pulled her down even further, the idea of escape seemed to be fading.


More of Christina disappeared into Kim’s mouth as she savored every inch of her prey. Christina was drawn in by another powerful gulp, stuck all the way to her hips now. She had a good view of the inside of Kim’s stomach now, a place that she was getting a little too close for comfort to.


With another violent lurch Kim swallowed Christina in to her hips. Christina’s pants were significantly less appetizing than her shirt had been. Kim pulled Christina ever so slightly out. For a moment Christina thought that Kim might just be letting her out, but then she felt a strange tug on her pants. Another second later and her pants were no longer on.


Kim tried to swallow once more, this time enjoying the experience quite a bit more. Christina’s head and shoulder’s were now stuck inside Kim’s stomach. Her arms passed through Kim’s mouth, freeing her hands. She pulled her arms in and tried to push against Kim’s stomach, but as Kim swallowed again, she was no where near strong enough to resist. 


Christina’s knees were sticking just outside of Kim’s mouth, still kicking for all they were worth. Kim gulped again, pulling her knees down her throat and on their way to meet with the rest of her body. Having learned a lesson from the pants, Kim was very sure to remove her meal’s shoes first before swallowing again.


She couldn’t help but giggle once Christina’s feet were in her mouth. Even though she couldn’t really struggle at this point, she was wriggling her toes for all she was worth. Kim swallowed again, and the last bits of Christina slid down the back of her throat. 


Christina bunched up inside of her friend’s stomach, kicking and punching the walls around her. She was still determined to escape from her slimy prison, but wasn’t getting very far. She tried to push herself back the way she came, but the entrance from Kim’s throat was tightly sealed. It looked like the only way out was the one way she definitely did not want to go.


She curled up as she began to give up her struggle. She was tired, and air was getting kind of thin. As she let her arm rest beside her, she was surprised by a soaking wet piece of cloth. It was her shirt. Well, at least it was clean.


Kim let out a belch as she sat down in the stall. Her giant, wriggling belly looked so beautiful to her. She ran her hands across its bare skin as she let out a sigh of pleasure. And then the bell for sixth period rang. She quickly shut the door as students poured into the hall, and girls flooded the bathroom.


She stayed in that stall, trying to be as quiet as possible as her stomach began to break down her massive meal. She knew she was going to be stuck here for a while; there was no way she could get through the halls and home with a belly like hers. On the bright side, it would seem that she had gotten over her anorexia.

