Coryn spread her arms and opened herself to the magic all around her. She could feel the magic... frustratingly elusive, not as readily at hand as it once was. The sorceress glared at the walls, trying to hate them, trying to muster up the depth of emotion and intensity that would let her begin dancing with a second skin of crystallized power... but the hate wouldn't come. Something was wrong- her mind wasn't obeying her. Reaching up around her head to scratch the back of her itching shoulder, she scowled at Ahmiran's walls towering in front of her. A faint sound flowed in from the walls.

Laughter.

They were laughing at her.

And why wouldn't they? She'd built herself up to have a fearsome reputation, and now she was having  trouble following up on her own proud boasts. She was... weak, a fragile little gushy thing that cared more about making sure she was eating willing prey than winning... Coryn berated herself for her own failings, and now the rage began to seep into her mind. But not at Ahmiran. At herself. Recognizing the difference, Coryn ignored it. Anger was anger- it would, for now, do. And if she used her power to show herself and the doubters she still had her arcane power, instead of explicitly to humble her foes, the end result would be the same. She was weak, she was useless, she was...

...enraged...

Blue-gray energy crackled on her skin. Now Coryn felt it- now she could reach out with the hands that only existed in her mind, grab the threads woven into the fabric of the world, and tear them apart. The  power thrummed in her mind, her eyes changing colors to match that of the magic, and she kept the anger seething inside her head. They laughed at her- those peasants dared to scorn her? They thought she was weak? There would be a Reckoning for that. She grabbed the top most stones of the wall with her mind, levitating them with the insolent ease of a child lifting a pebble, and pulled them back towards herself. Then she gave Ahmiran its stones back... at a very, very high speed. 

Makeshift projectiles slammed into the walls of Ahmiran with titanic force, cracking the wall and shattering masonry. Then Coryn pulled back the original stones, and all the stones she'd knocked off along with it. A second volley followed, with more and faster stones, dealing still more damage to the towering city walls. Most of the townspeople were all but throwing themselves off the walls by now. Coryn didn't wait for them all to finish. The second volley buckled an entire section of wall, and she pulled the rubble back in a giant cloud of stone and then sent it again to a fresh section of the wall. Back and forth, back and forth, the sorceress shredded the entire miles-long stretch of wall with the wall's own stones. Near the end, to outside observers it was as though a rough sea of boulders were surging back and forth across the plane, waves coming in and out to a crumbling shore. Before long, Coryn was hurling stones back and forth without finding targets; there was simply nothing left of the walls to destroy. Looking at the blue sky with a smirk, she pointed up dramatically- and every single stone flung itself in that direction with a shrieking sound as they were pushed to velocities they never were meant to see.

None came back down.

That left the city unprotected, a crowd of panicked civilians and not much calmer soldiers milling about behind where their wall had been. They'd only just begun to realize their failure in doubting her talents- Coryn wanted to rub it in, however. She began marching forward, step by deliberate step, making a hand signal for the rest of her troops to hang back; only she advanced, still coated by the seething magic. Eventually, someone got a platoon of archers into something like military order by screaming louder and more forcefully than anyone else, and ordered them to train their bows on Coryn. The sorceress kept coming forward, face set in a thin and unpleasant grin. Really, give her time to prepare and this wouldn't have even been a threat back home...

Dozens of arrows flashed towards Coryn as she walked forward, with commendable aim. About five yards away from her body, they abruptly and exactly reversed their direction and speed, flying just as lethally down the paths they'd traveled. It took a few precious seconds for the soldiers to realize what had happened, and once they did there weren't any further seconds to get out of the way. Screams of pain and fear broke out in front of her as soldiers went down wounded or knocked out from particularly lucky shots, and still Coryn advanced. A thin line of swords and shields sprang up right behind the thinly-strewn rubble that was the wall's only remaining presence. Still, Coryn advanced. A few of the more realistic soldiers broke and ran back into the maze of alleys, hoping to get lost and not suffer any more than the common citizen, but most stayed where they were.

Still, Coryn advanced.

She marched squarely into the defensive line, never wavering her pace or her gaze. The magic reached out as it had before, enveloping those few directly in front of her who she wanted to not be there anymore and cramming them into her mouth. She swallowed almost absently, not breaking step, and her ravenous stomach digested and absorbed their bodies in seconds- energy to fuel the magic and rage inside her. The other soldiers broke and ran now, but Coryn still saw no reason to stop walking, heading down the main street towards the palace... until a lone figure in white and blue stood in front of her, holding her hand out to balk her.

The figure said, “Halt!” And Coryn did, though more out of surprise than anything else. The sorceress eyed the woman in front of her- the same white robe and blue bodysuit, they'd even found someone with almost the same 'look'; close enough to fool anyone who wanted to believe, anyway. The rulers of this city had decided to appropriate Waid for themselves, then. Why? Did they think Coryn would be scared away? Was it just to give some false hope to their people for a few more minutes? At that thought, a colder, darker rage began to build down in Coryn's chest. They dared bring out some... mimic to take an approximation of her shape, a human scarecrow? How DARE they. 

Coryn reached out with one hand, and grabbed 'Waid' around the throat. With a deep, resonant voice, she barked, “You're a fake.” But because she wasn't quite willing to completely abandon her old plans, she added, “The real holy woman's much stronger. You're... pathetic. Tell them.” Coryn squeezed. “Tell them your real name.” 


The impostor writhed in Coryn's grasp, eyes frantically shifting around looking for a way out; in response, Coryn lifted her effortlessly by the throat, holding tightly. She released, just a little, to let the fake Waid draw enough breath to speak- at the same time, the ravenous and raging magic spread out to slowly coat the woman's entire body, and from her face it wasn't a pleasant sensation.


“My... my name.. Kina...” she managed, squirming still. 

“Who put you up to impersonating a far greater woman than you, Kina?” Coryn asked, voice as implacable as a wall of sheer black stone.

“...council...” she gagged. “...worth... shot... hope...” Further words were cut off by Coryn's grip tightening again. 

“You hear that!” Coryn bellowed, and knew the answer was yes; the magic coating her prey had amplified her voice as well. “She is an impostor, not the one you waited for, not your so called savior- and the council encouraged her!” She waved Kina in the air like a puppet with cut strings, showing her prize off to the crowd. “Perhaps the true Waid could come back from what I'm about to do-” Kina thrashed a little more, desperation not helping her feet find purchase on the thin air, “-but this whelp won't.” 


Coryn's mouth unhinged, and with one hand and her magic she crammed the girl who dared pretend to be her into her maw. Gulping with hunger- the few soldiers she'd devoured did nothing to sate the ravenous need for fresh energy to fuel her magic- the woman was pulled roughly into Coryn's body. She began melting into gooey, churned remains the instant her head hit the pool of acids in Coryn's belly, screams ending quickly as she lost her mouth within seconds. Coryn continued gulping, and a bulge never had time to form; as soon as a piece of the thrashing impostor hit her stomach, it was digested, sucked into her intestines, and absorbed into her as fuel for her rage just that quickly. Coryn slurped down now limp legs, Kina mercifully unconscious, and felt them join the rest of Kina as rapidly burning honey inside her chest. She needed more- more energy, more food to maintain the fire and the magic.

The people all around her, terrified and nervous, they weren't... fit prey. They weren't trying to fight her  her back was still damned itchy they were just trying to get on with their lives, they'd need her love soon enough. No. The council was who deserved to be eaten. They were Coryn's prey, now. She looked behind her- Tish was, intelligently, keeping her soldiers the hell out of a situation where they could be vulnerable. Good. She'd need them for cleaning up once she'd conquered the city by herself. 

Setting her face back into its rictus grin, she looked up at the 'palace'- a poor thing, honestly, she'd have to build better- and jumped. She sailed into the air, flying by pure magic as a gasp sounded underneath her. Coryn flew for the palace, the wind on her face tingling and comforting her, and after a brief trip she decided to make her own door. Her senses told her where to aim, where her prey would have watched the debacle from their precious seats of power. One hand flung in front of her, she tore a chunk of wall out, flinging it into space as the others, and sure enough there were a dozen or so terrified looking Isharans inside the room. The brighter ones ran for the door; they weren't bright enough, as Coryn mentally locked it and settled down to stand in the hole she'd made, light streaming past her through the bluish magic crackling on her skin making the shadows dance madly.

Coryn hesitated there on the brink, seeing the naked terror on the faces of so many aimed at the magical apparition in their midst. Part of her thought they weren't bad people, that they didn't deserve what she was going to do to them. A much bigger part, heeding the call of her stomach and desperately wanting to believe that she was going to mete out nothing but justice, focused on the way they'd failed to protect their people as well as they could, and how they'd ordered Waid- the real Waid- fed to a naga monster, and how they'd counterfeited the holy woman they'd had executed to try to give their people hope... it was small excuse for a death sentence, but Coryn was starving, and she'd take that justification. That she didn't need any before only briefly crossed her mind.

“You've failed your people, failed your city, and at the end- failed to hold me off.” Coryn's voice sounded like the herald of doom itself. “Three failures. I would make a longer speech, but I'm hungry and you all look delicious. I hope you'll do better with your next life.” 

As she spoke, the bolder council members rushed her; the magic lashed out and froze them in place, and Coryn didn't miss a word as she talked. Only once she'd finished her brief speech did Coryn's mouth gape wide, and she began her feast. One after another, she pulled screaming powerful girls and monsters into her mouth, savoring their taste for a minute before gulping them down as they futilely fought against her throat. She consciously kept her digestion damped down as she engulfed the dozen council members, and her stomach bulged out more and more as bodies just kept on cramming themselves into her insides. At long last, she was done, and even her Isharan skin felt like it would actually tear if she so much as swallowed another apple. 

Coryn's magic vanished as her rage was overwhelmed by a tidal wave of ecstatic pleasure at having so many strong girls inside her stomach. She tried to take a few steps back towards the open wall, tottering and unbalanced, but she lost her balance and fell onto her back after overcorrecting for the massive weight bulging over her legs. As the last wisps of bluish magic vanished, Coryn didn't even try to get up- instead, she began caressing her obscenely engorged stomach, feeling so many bodies shifting and squishing around inside her, and began moaning when they rubbed her in turn.

As they tried to get out, finding no luck in their efforts, Coryn continued to steadily break them down- without the magical rage going, her body felt no rush to absorb her prey, and the squirming was far too pleasant to manually hurry. As they writhed around inside her, bulging her already stretched skin out, Coryn felt her flower get wet with the pure pleasure of feeling so many starting to come apart inside her. Her stomach was so big she couldn't sit up or get her hands down to the joining of her legs, so after looking around she half-crawled over to the table and wrapped her legs around it. Inside the stomach, acids and stomach contractions began mixing the city's ruling council into a soupy, undifferentiated but still struggling mush- outside, Coryn humped the table leg and lost herself in the building pleasure, tingling her skin as if she was being digested herself.

One by one, her prey slipped out of their digested bodies as she absorbed them, Coryn's swelling breasts playing host to their spirits for a brief time- Coryn denied herself release, continuing to build further and further straining at the tension knotting inside her. Only after the entire load of delicious flesh had been absorbed, had become contributions to her curves did she begin grinding harder on the wooden protrusion between her legs. The sheer bliss had erased her hatred of her prey once they were safely inside her; she felt her own ecstasy reflected off of them, a confused knot of mingled souls and minds contained in her own as she pushed harder and harder. At last, release came; a toe-curling orgasm that sent her into uncontrolled muscle spasms all over, some of her fresh-won overabundance of honey leaking out between her legs and staining the table leg with a slimy reminder of those who used to discuss the fates of thousands on top of it.

Coryn lay there swimming in the afterglow, dazed and ecstatic, for long minutes savoring her meal and its pleasures; as she eventually pulled herself up to her feet, she wordlessly quizzed her absorbed meals as to where the nearest bathroom in the palace was, and it was the work of most of an hour to void their remains and bid them a surprisingly fond farewell. Her robe no longer fit so well, bulges where no bulges should be ruining its clean lines, but that didn't matter anymore- she had been thinking about abandoning it, after all. Coryn made her way down to floor level, informing the guards that she'd devoured the council and that she was their leader now; dissenters were simply knocked unconscious, not even a wisp of hunger tempting her to eat the girls just doing their jobs. She liked the way she bounced and jiggled, now, when she walked- and she loved the feeling of power she had from having so many turned into sweet fuel inside her chest. She felt like she could do anything, and now that the city was hers it was time to test that out. 

She sent word through an adaptable messenger to summon her lovers and their troops through the city, informing them that the city was theirs, and piled the unconscious guards on a long table in the foyer of the palace as a welcome-home buffet for them to enjoy. Just because she had no desire to eat any more, didn't mean her loyal lieutenants should starve. The ceremonial accessories were geared to a ruling council, hardly worthy of a queen or an empress; instead, by the time Tish led her company in, Coryn greeted them from a newly summoned silver throne. Gold would have been too garish- silver was nice and gray and... comfortable. 

The remainder of the day was spent efficiently stamping out any resistance to Coryn's putsch, although learning that the 'prophecied' sorceress had ripped their walls down with a mere effort of will before devouring their entire ruling council alive tended to have a moderating effect on would-be rebels. Still, Coryn sent squads of her soldiers out to very visibly patrol the streets, and sent messengers to bring further reinforcements into the city. She'd just swallowed- metaphorically, at least- the biggest addition to her 'queendom', and a massive uprising there could completely ruin her focus on more important things. And so, for the first day, Coryn locked down the city and fed a few hundred girls and monsters to her troops for speaking out while she enjoyed Tish's (and to a lesser extent Sakkateth and Allie's, who seemed more satisfied in each others arms) company personally. 

Only after she decided that there simply wasn't the support for a real threat to her rule did she take her next step. The plan to be her own worst enemy and continue excursions into the world as Waid had been born of Coryn's conniving nature and a need to keep a worldwide peacetime army fed and trained. If it also fed Coryn's ego, so much the better. With the way things had changed- with the way Coryn had changed, more honestly- those original goals had lost their point. She could have simply let Waid die out, her prophecy never fulfilled. Of course, if she did, that was a lingering weakness in her flank; someone else could impersonate Waid, and stir up all manner of mischief before she could react. That factor alone led Coryn to want to keep control of Waid herself. The problem was, if she pitched her own original plan too sharply, she'd bring down the very thing she was fighting to avoid. A delicate problem- and when the solution came to her, she had to try it as soon as possible. A brief few minutes working out a plan with Allie, and then Coryn sorcerously disguised herself to get through the crowds. A quick hiatus in an alleyway to change her appearance to Waid's and change into the white-and-blue uniform, and she could begin.

She strode through the crowd, chin up, face set in grim resolve as she made her way through the square to where she'd first revealed herself to the crowd as Waid. As she walked, people caught hold of her face, gasped in surprise, and then fled to go tell others or trailed after her like mildly concussed baby ducklings. Waid didn't let her grin show- she couldn't. Even after Coryn's purges, enough had kept the faith and were willing to follow the right clothes, the right shape, to the very ends of the world. Once more mimicking her earlier speech, she summoned a small stage to speak from; she'd worked out the patrol schedules with Allie, and knew she'd have at the very least a few minutes before anyone showed up. Waid also knew that Allie would happen to be leading the patrol that eventually did. Proper planning was so important to these sorts of things. 

“Citizens!” Waid called out to get the attention of what small fraction of the crowd hadn't already seen her and begun staring avidly, hoping for her to be... real.

“Citizens, when I last left you, I told you the sorceress would come. And so she did. And I told you and your rulers, that I would be your only hope of beating off Coryn's army. And yet, when I arrived, the council had me secretly devoured again, to try to keep their power to themselves.” She shook her head theatrically, hearing the faintest smattering of boos from the crowd. “And then what did they do, having had me devoured not once, not twice, but three times? They created a fake version of me to try to inspire you, and then they watched- helpless- as the sorceress waltzed up to this town and tore down her walls. Were I here, I could have balked her- but at the time, I was briefly inside a kari guard's hospitable breasts, I fear.” 

Waid smiled, as though ruefully at the memory. “But I have told you before, my beloved friends, that mere digestion will never keep me from you. And here I am again- and, I am sure, soon I will be inside another hungry stomach sent by those who wish to keep us apart. But while I am here, heed my words.”

“The chance to preserve you, to preserve this area from Coryn was lost when your council rejected me, murdered me from their own fear. Great was their crime, and greatly have they paid for it- Coryn devoured them all herself, and they don't share my... talent, at returning from the bowels of a pretty woman.” Waid smirked, hearing the laughter and catcalls erupt. “They have paid for it, but unfortunately there's nothing I can do- for now- to evict Coryn from this place. We are stuck with her.” Waid bowed her head at the murmur of dismay erupted. There, she'd told them that armed rebellion wasn't going to work. Now to give them the hope they so desperately needed.

“You are stuck with the rule of the sorceress as your queen- and yet you must fight!” Waid called out. “Not with violence, my loves, that will only get you digested. Fight in every way you can but fighting! If you do work for Coryn, do it badly, do it slowly. Charge her soldiers more if you can get away with it, serve them last. Do whatever you can to make her rule an unpleasant one- but do not rebel!” 

She could tolerate passive resistance if it meant a lack of active resistance. “I don't have much time left, my friends. I will be eaten again- see, there, their patrol comes!” And indeed, right on schedule, a credibly irate looking Allie pushed her way into the outskirts of the crowd, backed by a small and grim looking picked squad of Coryn's soldiers. 

Some of the people nearest Allie turned as if to fight, to protect Waid- quickly, she called out, “No! Remember- you must resist without fighting! I am not done- these soldiers would not allow me to finish...” With a lift of her arm, Waid pulled Allie and her soldiers ten feet into the air with their feet dangling uselessly below them. “...so I must borrow some time from them. They will eat me- and I shall return, however often they kill me. Never fear. You are not alone- I will always come back, as long as I have strength. Someday, when the time is right, you'll be freed from Coryn's rule, and on that day I will lead you back into the light. Until then...”

Waid lowered Allie and her soldiers back down onto the ground, and beckoned them forward. “You soldiers, do your duty. I shall return when the time is right.”

Allie pushed her way through the rest of the obediently passive crowd crimson with fury and spluttering, until she climbed her way onto the platform. Smiling in what the audience would remember as an enigmatic way, Waid bowed her head and put her hands down by her sides, straightening up to make herself as easy to swallow as possible. Allie obliged, with just the smallest hesitation anyone not specifically looking for it would miss. Picking Waid up, the sorceress again felt the familiar (and now oddly welcoming) feeling of first a wet tongue on her face, then a slimy throat wrapping lovingly around her body and pulling down, and finally- all the familiar slimy/hot/embracing sensations of being in a tight stomach.

Around Waid- now Coryn once more that she was outside of view, letting her spell of disguise lapse so that she looked like herself again- Allie's voice echoed strangely, coming as it did from lungs a few inches from her head. “All right you lot, you heard her. Disperse peacefully, get back to your jobs, and anyone caught stiffing one of Her Majesty's soldiers is going to get acquainted with one of Her Majesty's soldiers very closely, if you know what I mean.” The guard belched as punctuation, the muscular stomach walls wrapping still more closely around the captive and slimy sorceress. “As for the holy woman, if she keeps coming back, I'll keep eating her. Hope she does, too, she was damned tasty. Now- move out!” 

Coryn nuzzled the side of Allie's stomach with her cheek as best she could in the slime, restraining the urge to distract Allie and speed up her digestion by beginning to finger herself or trying to hump the stomach walls. She'd had a hard enough time getting the Ironbelly to agree to do this. Coryn's arguments of “Well, Tish and Sakkateth both ate me at least once, it's your turn!” and “I've never been eaten by a girl before, and I'd like to see how much different it is than a monster's stomach” didn't seem quite incisive enough to get Allie to agree. She'd had to promise Allie that she could spit Coryn up within minutes (and they were already heading for a safe house with a shower), that she wouldn't do anything to speed up Allie's acids... all sorts of conditions. Getting this close to Allie was worth it, of course.

It wasn't that Coryn wanted to be digested, not anymore, not really. Not outside of Brightwind, anyway. What was the word Sakkateth had used a lifetime ago? Voraphile. That was it- she was in love with the way hungry stomachs wrapped themselves around her body, oozing acids to break her down into more of her devourer, loved the way that her heartbeat synchronized up with the one around her as she became part of their body, loved everything up to and including digestion... but she wasn't in love with the idea of dying, anymore, even the limited death most Isharans experienced. So a quick, time-limited vacation in Allie's stomach? Coryn'd indulge herself in that particular feeling any day. And, of course, she also loved being the one doing the digesting. And there, she didn't really feel a need to stop partway through. Predator and prey- Coryn saw no problems being an enthusiastic example of both in a given day.

Presently after just a few minutes, muscles around Coryn clenched and squeezed as she felt the sphincter above her open. A quick trip in reverse and she landed with a muffled slimy splat inside the house they'd picked out that morning; before she could fully reclaim her senses, Allie began to spray her with warm water to take the slime off her now-naked body. 

“No holes. Good- your body seems like it might be a bit stronger, now.” Allie's mouth quirked up into a grin. “I was a bit worried.”

“Of course you were, love!” Coryn padded over and gave the guard a damp hug. “And I'm glad. Still, someday when we've got a better idea of how much I can tolerate, maybe I can go back in and enjoy myself, hrm?” Coryn arched an eyebrow, and was rewarded by Allie laughing. “You're a crazy woman, Coryn. So... shall we?” She indicated the doorway out, and after a quick inspection to ensure that she was no longer particularly slimy anywhere on her body Coryn nodded. 

In the next room were the half-dozen soldiers Allie had had with her in the plaza. All veterans- and all ready and eager to be eaten, as Coryn and Allie had discerned via careful interviews that morning. They'd known the truth- seen Waid go in and Coryn come out- and so to preserve the secret, they needed to be eaten. Choosing soldiers of hers that were already just looking for a good excuse and a sexy body to die inside... that was just Coryn's own way of making things more palatable. No words were exchanged, and none needed to be. A few minutes after the shower ended, Allie and Coryn relaxed laying side by side rubbing each others stomachs as their meals squirmed their last inside of them. Too fat, temporarily, for any sex the pair just massaged each other's bodies into a state of deep contentment as flesh melted and was absorbed, transmuted into honey as souls briefly joined their own. It was, again, astonishingly pleasant. 

After a long spell of digestion, the two women got up from their bed and went to the bathroom, purging themselves of unwanted physical remains and (more reluctantly) the pleased spiritual remains of their companions; Coryn's robe, stored there that morning thanks to her careful plan, hid the sorceress's tempting body and the two returned to the palace by nightfall. Tish met them, and listened to their relaxed account of the day's work with an amused, tolerant air. And the mission had been a success. A possible nuisance of a rebellion had been channeled into passive and tolerable resistance. Further appearances, every so often and sometimes in other places could do to maintain the low simmer. Especially if each one of those appearances ended in her curled up in the stomach of one of her lovers, and a fine large willing meal afterwards, Coryn could get used to enjoying that routine.

Later during the night, when she and Tish writhed around each other in ecstasy, and Allie and Sakkateth with no less passion right beside them, something finally snapped inside Coryn's heart. She felt a deep, warm pleasure down in her soul, calmer and more profound than the turbulent thrills sex or feeding or even love sent through her. She could sense the passion, the joy of those around her even as her back itched, and basked in their pleasure as well as hers. She was in a palace that was hers, in a city that was hers, in a region that was hers, and her soulmate was with her and her best friends beside her. Her empire was at peace- Coryn was at peace, for the first time in as long as she could remember. When they finished, Coryn basked in the afterglow as well as her own serenity. 

Her eyes staring unseeing at the ceiling, Coryn focused on her heartbeat. She was an Isharan. She accepted that now, not just in her head but down where she lived. She had- almost- everything she ever wanted. All that was left was to share what she'd discovered with others who needed it more than even she had. Smiling in the darkness, Coryn whispered to the ceiling words only she could hear.


“I'm home.”

And she was.

