Claire
Part 1
(F/M, digestion, scat, soft vore, same size)
„Over here!” Sam yelled, running forward full speed on the left wing of the football pitch. His teammate certainly heard the call. Dribbling past the defender who tried to swipe the ball, the young winger was in an excellent position to pass; the ball came soaring in midair towards Sam, who managed to hit it perfectly, kicking the ball straight into the net. As his team began celebrating, so did he. „Yes! That’s a goal, suckers!” he taunted the goalie jokingly while high-fiving his teammate who gave him the goal pass. The girl smiled back while clapping along with the rest of her team.
Claire was the only girl on the pitch among the twelve players. They were all students, studying medicine at the nearby university, who managed to find some free time to enjoy their favourite sport on the town park’s football pitch. It was Claire who was the most thankful for the opportunity, of course. She had always loved football, both watching it and playing it, but as usual, she found no other girls, neither in high school nor in the university, who shared this hobby of hers. At least she used to be able to play back in her high school years in a women’s football youth club, but since she had to move in closer to the university, this opportunity was lost to her as well. Therefore, she always leaped at any opportunity to play some football with the boys – they were all amateurs, most of them had never played in a youth club like she did, and so Claire was above average in the group. She didn’t mind that though. She had thought about it for a long while – should she make a career out of football or medicine? In the end, she opted for the latter, knowing that she would probably need to sacrifice some of the former.
As far as her physique went, Claire was more than adequate. She was taller than most girls and some boys – just a bit short of 1.8 meters – and while she wasn’t as bulky as a bodybuilder, she had enough muscle and enough stamina to keep up with her male counterparts. Her blonde hair was perfectly straight and just barely reached down to her shoulders, her breasts were modest but perky, not big enough to slow her down at any rate, and her legs were smooth and long. She was attractive overall, and her sleeveless shirt and fabric shorts were just enough to show off the best parts. Claire didn’t mind though; most of the others didn’t really try to hit on her, and the ones who did weren’t persistent about it so far. ~Which is just as well~, she thought, surveying her friends as they prepared for the next kickoff. Some of them she liked to hang out with – Sam was one of them – while some of them were not so pleasant, and if it wasn’t for the football she’d have preferred to avoid them altogether.
The match lasted for half an hour more, with Claire’s team losing out by just one goal. She’d have loved to play some more, but several of the others had to go already. „Nice job, girl,” one of her opponents, Aaron, complimented her. Claire barely managed not to roll her eyes. It wasn’t that she thought he was being sarcastic – Aaron just did this routinely, after every single match of theirs. He was one of the guys in the „avoid” category of hers; she knew he was just taking the opportunity to leer at her for free and/or try to charm her. „Thanks, you too,” she delivered her routine response in return and turned to face one of her teammates, hoping to strike up a more quality conversation. She knew full well what it was like to be „that one girl”, and she heard it all before, not just from the footballers. The last time she openly confronted someone about a kitchen joke, back in high school, everyone just laughed her off, wondering why she took everything so seriously. Since then, she adopted a policy of „grin and bear it”, though she wasn’t content to leave it at that. That’s why she joined a radical organisation dealing with a variety of issues including but not limited to politics, women’s right and LGBT issues after getting accepted into the university. Her studies, football and activism filled out her free time almost fully.
None of her friends knew about her being an activist except for her housemate. Her name was Cassandra, but nobody called her anything other than Sandy. She didn’t share her interest in football, but that didn’t stop her from being Claire’s best friend in this new environment. The two girls rented a flat with two bedrooms just a short distance away from the university, about twenty minutes away on foot. Claire did the menial chores around the flat most of the time and Sandy cooked for the two of them. And she was great at it, too – Claire really appreciated how she could cook tasty meals from cheap materials, thus she didn’t have to spend a lot on food (they split all the costs evenly) and was less hungry than all the other poor university students who had to eke it out on the same budget.
It was early spring, and that meant a big workload for the first year students, less so for Claire than for Sandy who was a helpless procrastinator and postponed every minute of studying as long as she could. Nevertheless, she smiled as she heard the front door creak and open: her housemate was a distraction she didn’t mind. 
„Hi Claire!” Sandy boomed. „How did it go?” she inquired while standing up from the desk to go out into the hall.
„Great, thanks,” Claire replied as Sandy popped out from behind the door. She let Sandy hug her like she always did, but pulled away almost straight away with an uncomfortable giggle. „Yeah, I’ll have to shower…”
„That’s alright,” Sandy smiled. „Supper’s ready, I was just waiting on you,” she explained as Claire fetched clean clothes from her room and headed for the bathroom.
The rest of the day was rather uneventful. After having supper, the girls retired to their bedrooms, both of them still having a lot to study. Before falling asleep, Claire went over all the things she had to do this week. ~Exam in 3 days, and I promised I’d distribute some leaflets too. When will this week end already?~ She had some trouble going to sleep as all these thoughts weighed on her.
Claire was in a much better mood Wednesday afternoon, though. She was standing in front of the university, handing out leaflets advertising her organisation and its goals. Advertising inside the university campus would have been frowned upon, but even here, a lot of students passed by, and they were Claire’s main target audience. Of course, she also gave out leaflets to random passers-by who wanted one. Some gave her the cold shoulder, others appeared to be more interested. 
As Aaron approached her, accompanied by one of his friends – Claire knew his name was Curtis, but not much more – the girl figured these two boys would just pass her by like many others. She was mildly surprised that Aaron took one of the leaflets, though as Aaron’s mouth twitched involuntarily, she already knew he didn’t care for what he saw. „I think I’ll pass… see ya, Claire!” he told her. As he passed her, she felt a hand brush her left leg (she was wearing shorts again). ~That bastard,~ Claire gritted her teeth. She waited a few seconds before turning towards Aaron, who was walking away like nothing had happened – but she heard him snicker to his friend. ~Don’t think I don’t know that was intentional. One day I’m gonna get back at that asshole,~ she promised herself.
In ten minutes, her hands were empty, but she still couldn’t stop thinking about Aaron and bothersome guys in general. Perhaps it was because this was a stressful part of her life already, or maybe because she had reached a breaking point, but this time she just didn’t want to „get over it” again. Slowly, an idea formulated in her mind. ~It’s a radical solution, but then he’s a male chauvinist pig, nothing less would work on him,~ she thought as she considered whether she should act upon her idea.
Claire knew how to eat a person, or anything else human-sized, whole and alive. This ability of hers was inherited from her mother, who inherited it from her parents, and so on. This was also the idea she was contemplating… though in about five minutes, she came to the conclusion that it’d be wrong to do. Her mother had told her that the last one who tried to actually swallow a human alive in her family was her great-great-grandmother. She also told her how to manipulate her body in such a way that such a big meal would go down, but while this knowledge was useful when she was about to choke on something, she never considered actually devouring another human. ~Isn’t this just murder?~ she had thought back then. ~Yes, it is… plain old unjustified murder,~ she thought now. ~And even if it wasn’t, it’d be petty revenge.~ With that, she dropped the idea just as she arrived back home.
At least, she thought she did. It didn’t take her long to realise that there was something attractive about the idea of letting Aaron into her – in an entirely different way than what he had in mind. „Hey Sandy… I was thinking about something,” Claire began while the two of them were eating supper. „You know Dostoyevsky’s Crime and Punishment? The hero thinks he has the capability to bend the rules to accomplish great deeds. Do you think that could make sense in reality? Oh, and I’m not talking about killing, merely stepping above the law,” she clarified.
Sandy stared at Claire with a blank face, taken aback by her housemate’s question. She really wasn’t expecting this considering they were talking about clothing just a minute. „Uh… what do you mean? What exactly were you thinking of?” Sandy asked back, genuinely puzzled by the nature of Claire’s inquiry.
„Let’s say, if someone steals from someone who’s rich but a real asshat and helps poor but deserving people with it, you know, like a modern Robin Hood. Justified or not?”
Sandy blinked. She tried to guess whether Claire was thinking of doing something herself, or was unsure about something one of her friends did. Either way, she didn’t get what the Robin Hood example had to do with it. „Well… in theory, the law is there so that people don’t start to enforce their own ideas of justice. So, probably not… even if it does seem right, others may have different ideas.” Sandy put down her cutlery and rubbed her temple.
„Alright,” Claire interjected, „but then again, it’s people who make the laws… people who manage to force their ideas onto other people. What about the French Revolution? What about the Bolshevik Revolution? Both of them began with enlightened ideas in mind, both of them ended in terror and failure. But if you could go back in time, if you were Robespierre or Lenin… would you do it again if you knew that this time, there’s a light at the end of the tunnel? Would you do it if you could reach the goal, but only at the cost of all those lives?”
„Uh, I honestly… I mean, I just can’t answer that, I don’t have what it takes to decide over so many people’s lives,” Sandy protested. „Why are you asking me anyway? What are you getting to? This is sorta creepy.”
„Alright, forget mass murder,” Claire replied, ignoring Sandy’s questions. „If you had to kill one person for the revolutions to succeed – innocent by the law, but an enemy of progress, and let’s say he’s got a nasty personality too, for good measure – would you do that?”
Sandy sighed. Sometimes Claire asked her such weird, depressing and/or serious questions, and she liked chatting about them usually. Not so much this time. „I really don’t know… I’m inclined to say no, right here, but if I were over there, who knows, I might actually do it! It’s one thing to talk about it here, and another to have to decide on a whim. Again, what are you getting to?” she asked hopefully.
„So if we can agree on that it’s we humans who make the laws, we’re also the ones who make our morals,” Claire nodded thoughtfully, again avoiding Sandy’s question. „Essentially, the majority declares what’s to be considered good. The greater good.” Claire looked at Sandy’s face for a moment, but it was expressionless. „The question is, how do you know if you’re serving the interests of the greater good?”
„Going by your logic, it’s about whether you help more people than you hurt,” Sandy replied grimly.
„But how do I know how many people you help? Or whether you help them enough to justify hurting others? Like, you kill the boss of a corporation that treats its workers like slaves…”
„It’s dangerous to start placing a value on lives,” Sandy interrupted.
„But that’s what you did in the case of the revolutions,” Claire pointed out. „You said that you might do it if it was up to you!”
„That’s not the same!” Sandy exclaimed. „In that case it’s not just you deciding what’s good for others, it’s all about a majority redefining the rules! Oh come on… tell me, why are we having this conversation?”
Claire smiled. „Oh, I was just debating with someone about the philosophy of greater good,” she told Sandy. This wasn’t the first time she debated with her housemate with nothing really important in mind, so she figured Sandy would take that at face value. „You did help a lot, thanks.” She reached for her cutlery and went back to her supper.
Claire spent all Thursday trying to rationalise what she decided she would do after all. ~What’s the alternative? People like him roam free and don’t get punished for it, that’s what,~ she thought once. ~In a way, it’s like a revolution,~ she figured at another time, thinking about her organisation and her activism, ~we’re rewriting the rules… only I’m going about it in a different way.~ She was not worried at all about getting caught, for obvious reasons. ~No corpse, no evidence... no apparent motive either, and surely they won’t check my intestines?~ What she was most worried about was that she’d be different from all those other murderers who thought their actions were just when they weren’t. ~But then others have caused the deaths of thousands and are called heroes, aren’t they? Maybe I’ll be one of those instead…~
Her plan weighed foremost on her mind, she was surprised she was even able to concentrate on Friday’s exam. In fact, it went much better than she had expected. As Claire exited the university building, she felt like she could take on the whole world. With a broad smile, she enjoyed the sunlight and the cool breeze while reviewing her plan, now eagerly anticipating its execution.
„I’ll be out a bit longer - small after-exam party – be back by midnight” Claire texted to Sandy as she headed to Aaron’s house. She knew he’d be returning later, and that she’d probably need to wait a while. Claire glanced at her watch. It showed 18:27. She sat down on a nearby bench and started playing with one of her cell phone games to pass the time. She got bored with it eventually. 18:55. ~This takes an eternity. What if he’s actually at a party? Then I’m screwed,~ she realised. She had asked around and according to one of his friends, Aaron wasn’t going anywhere until late evening, which, she figured, meant that he’d definitely have to go home before that.
19:12… He was here! Claire suppressed a broad smile, then stood up and headed towards Aaron. The boy noticed her too – they both smiled at each other. ~I don’t think I’ve ever actually smiled at this little rat before, heh heh…~ 
„Hey Aaron, so glad to see you right now!” she spoke first. „I was waiting on a friend to pick me up, but she’s not coming for a while and I really need to use the toilet. You live nearby, right? Could I come up to you quick?”
~Alright, that’s a pretty lame story as it is,~ she thought. ~But this guy probably thinks I really like him, so anything should work…~ Her theory was confirmed as Aaron grinned. „Sure, girl… come on in, I live right here,” he led her to his front door.
Aaron lived on the first floor of the block of flats. Claire looked around to see if anyone noticed her come up. One old cleaner did, but Claire didn’t mind that – the man didn’t pay attention to her face.
„I’ll be just a sec,” Claire told Aaron and headed for the toilet straight away. She sat down on the toilet seat and reached into her bag, pulling a syringe out of it. As a medicine student, she had some clue how this would work – the dose would knock Aaron out for just a few minutes, and would dissolve quickly enough in him so that it wouldn’t affect her later on. „Just perfect,” she hissed. She waited a little more before flushing, then left the toilet and headed for the bathroom to wash her hands, waiting for an opportunity.
It presented itself straight away. „Hey Claire, when is your friend gonna come? I was thinking you could stay here and wait until then,” Aaron suggested.
„Half an hour at most,” Claire answered.
„Want something to drink? Water, coke, beer… tell me what you want.”
„I’ll have some water,” Claire replied icily. ~He really does want to get to the point. Real impatient, it seems. Oh well, I’m getting impatient too,~ she mused as she silently followed Aaron, sneaking up on him…
19:22. Aaron felt something really strange as he woke up. „This is weird, I’m not supposed to be… wait, what the HELL?” he screamed. His arms wouldn’t move, and neither would his legs. He opened his eyes, his vision returning a few seconds later, slightly blurred at first. Even then, he could make out the outline of a girl. „Claire,” he groaned. He lifted his head slightly to look at his arms and legs. His legs were duct-taped together, and so were his arms, although he couldn’t see those as the girl tied his hands behind his back. Claire smiled coldly as she climbed onto the bed he was lying on, forcing him down with her knee.
„Good morning, Aaron. Only a few minutes passed, you didn’t miss anything. Happy to see me?” she taunted. She had already thought of a few lines she would use, and it was really fun to hear them in action, she found out.
„What… what happened? W-what did you do to me?” Aaron stuttered. For a moment, he considered: did Claire want to rape him? ~That was a sexy fantasy, but it’s far less sexy in reality,~ he realised.
„No, I’m not going to rape you,” she sneered, as though she had read Aaron’s mind. „You deserve much worse.” She kneed him in the groin violently, causing him to yelp and stop struggling. „You see, I’ve seen you treat girls like dirt, and not just me, so many times I’ve started wondering… what are you even useful for?” Claire realised why movie villains always gave those long, cheesy speeches. Now that she was doing it, it felt great to humiliate Aaron.
„But… what are you talking about? I’ve never…”
„Shut up,” Claire interrupted Aaron’s plea and kicked him once again. „I’ve always figured you were a worthless sack of meat. Now I want to find out whether you’re really worthless… ’cause you’re meat alright.” Claire smirked. „Before you get your hopes up… I’m going to devour you, swallow you whole, make you a part of my body. You know I love football, just like you do. Maybe if it’s your proteins building up my muscles, your carbs giving me energy, I can say I’ve finally found a use for you!”
„You’re insane!” Aaron cried out. „That’s impossible, you can’t…”
„Fit you inside me?” Claire finished his sentence. „That’s where you’re wrong. Watch and learn. Admittedly, this is my first time, so it may be a little rough, but…” She chuckled sadistically. Aaron tried to squirm out of her grip, but it was futile, the girl held her too tightly. And as her mouth slowly opened and she drew closer to his head, a deathly chill ran down Aaron’s spine. ~This is serious, I’ve got to get out of here, she’ll kill me!~
Claire’s maw opened impossibly wide as it stretched over Aaron’s head. He tried to cry out, call for help, but after the kicks he’d received to his groin and stomach, he couldn’t yell loudly enough to be heard by the neighbours. Claire twisted herself to be able to progress further down. Soon she had all of Aaron’s head in her mouth.
Aaron felt Claire’s saliva flow down his face, as well as a few tears of frustration. He was a strong man, but here he was, lying helplessly, being sucked in by this devil of a girl. Inch after inch, his head was pulled towards her throat, then inside… He felt her teeth scrape the skin of his neck while the muscles of her esophagus pulled him down. He couldn’t pull himself out, being completely immobilised. He felt the crushing pressure of Claire’s throat on his face and he saw the faint light of the outside world disappear as he sank down into Claire’s impossibly stretching throat, then her stomach. ~This must be a bad dream,~ he thought, not really believing it himself. He just wanted to reassure himself that it would be alright in the end…
Claire reached for the knife she had prepared. She cut Aaron’s T-shirt off his body, then reached under his back to remove the duct tape once most of his arms were also pressed into her mouth. The experience was nothing less than what she expected. It was like achieving the ultimate victory over someone. She would destroy him completely, absorbing him into herself after humiliating him utterly – what could be more efficient than that? She tasted Aaron constantly. His taste was not the best, perhaps, but it was enhanced by the circumstances. Once she reached his waist, he stopped. She had to cut away Aaron’s jeans (though she decided she’d leave the underwear on), but she also wanted to taunt the boy further by letting him struggle. It was a foregone conclusion at this point, Aaron had no way to free himself anymore. His head and his shoulders were already in Claire’s stomach, his arms were just sliding out of her throat and he had no way to free himself with his still bound legs.
Claire worked her way down Aaron’s legs, cutting away the duct tape when needed. 19:31. Aaron’s feet just disappeared into Claire’s mouth. It took just a little more time until his whole body was curled up on her stomach. She slumped onto the bed, laying on her back. „I told you so,” Claire laughed. „Now be still!” she ordered, suspecting and hoping Aaron won’t comply. As she stroked her engorged belly, she felt her prey squirm inside. „Such a pity you won’t speak to me. I did enjoy you though. Oh, but maybe you have too little air in there!” Claire exclaimed. She tried to gulp down some air, and it seemed like it worked.
„This is a torture chamber…” Aaron whispered to himself, not loudly enough for Claire to register. His air supply was getting scarce and he was dumped into a swamp of semi-digested foods while stomach acids leaked out of the stomach walls and crept onto his skin, starting to dissolve him just like they dissolve everything else. After a minute or so, some more oxygen entered her stomach. He took a few deep breaths and finally willed himself to cry out. „Please Claire, let me go and I swear I’ll never even look at you again without permission!” He blushed slightly as he realised how laughably desparate that sounded, but he was desparate, after all.
Claire just smirked, making Aaron wait another ten seconds for her reply. „Tempting, but it’s too late for regrets now. Would you spit out your favorite food just because it asked you nicely?”
„Alright, so I was a bit unpleasant, but that’s no reason to kill me! Please, I won’t even tell anyone!” he begged.
„Oh, and I’m expected to believe that, no?” Claire sneered. Without warning, she let out a loud belch, not even trying to cover her mouth. „Whoops, there goes your oxygen,” she giggled. „Oh well, you probably have nothing interesting to say anyways.” She could just imagine Aaron trying to inhale whatever little oxygen there was inside, and how the boy tried to dig his way back through her throat in a desparate bid for fresh air, with no success.
Aaron tried to beg, to sweettalk and finally to threaten Claire, but the girl just stayed silent, not even acknowledging his existence any more. It infuriated her prey even more; he tried to „break through” a few more times before the lack of air and the burns from the acids finally did him in. As he went limp and stopped resisting, Claire relaxed too. It was now time to enjoy the sensation of digesting her meal, using his body for a good cause.
Claire stared at the ceiling, enjoying the situation, for about fifteen minutes before dozing off. It took another thirty minutes for her to wake up. After realising why she wasn’t in her own bed, the severity of what she had done dawned on her truly. She poked her belly to know whether she was dreaming that whole thing, the part where she devoured Aaron… she wasn’t, it turned out. ~But it feels so much like a dream, like I had just imagined the whole thing, but hadn’t been there to experience it,~ she wondered. 
~And now I’ve done it… I’ve extinguished a human life, killing him in the most humiliating way possible… Was it even I who did it, or did something possess me? And what the hell am I going to do now?~ Several worried flickered in her head. Her big belly would surely cause problems: she looked eight or nine months pregnant even discounting the sagging, and while strangers might not mind much, how would all her friends and acquitances react? Especially Sandy. She really didn’t want to creep her out, but she wasn’t sure what cover story she should invent. ~I suppose if I train really hard, I can get it down to a manageable size soon… but until then? I’ll be lagging behind with my studies, and there goes my perfect figure too. Though I’ve got to admit, having a belly full of this smug little prick feels great too,~ she consoled herself.
It was Sandy who she was most concerned about. ~If I tell her, even if she believes me… she’ll probably just hate me, or worse yet, fear me. Should I just tell her I’m going to stay away for a few more days?~ She reached for her cell phone, which she had removed from her pocket before. 20:36. One new message. Apparently Sandy was going out too with other friends. ~Maybe I should just go home and have a good night’s sleep, that ought to help, maybe I’ll wake up with a clearer mind.~ She thanked herself for having the good sense of bringing a loose-fitting jacket, which would help her avoid drawing too much attention to herself.
Claire made her way home without being noticed by anyone she knew. She showered quickly, changed into pyjamas and locked herself into her bedroom straight away. Though she spent some time on the computer, she was ready to switch it off and go to sleep at any time. There was no need for pretending to be asleep, though: Sandy didn’t come home for a long time, and Claire hit the sack before she finally arrived.
She slept almost ten hours, well and soundly. She found that her belly was no longer as deformed as the day before: it was rounded, slightly smaller (though still quite big) and not so sagging anymore. Even now, though, she wasn’t particularly keen on seeing Sandy – but her bladder was about to burst, so she had no choice but to leave her bedroom.
She went to the toilet and back to the bathroom, but Sandy was nowhere to be seen. Finally, she found a note in the kitchen. Apparently, Sandy had to go visit her family urgently and left early morning. Claire felt relieved; at least this would delay the inevitable, with Sandy likely being away for the whole day.
She spent the rest of the day with studying and working out, alternatingly. Her gut made the latter a lot harder, but Claire had never had weight problems; she figured this „little extra” from Aaron would go away soon enough. 
In the evening when she felt a familiar pressure in her bowels. ~This will be a huge load, and it’ll likely clog up the toilet for who knows how long,~ she realised. ~Maybe I should just rush to the park and do it there. Hopefully nobody will notice me!~
Claire hurried down to the park. It wasn’t far away, but with her extra weight and having to strain to hold it back, it took her twice as long to reach the familiar trees and bushes of the park. ~Now where to do it…~ She stepped off the road, making her way to a dense patch of bushes. After looking around to make sure nobody was around to see her, she took off her pants and underwear, tossing them aside, crouched down and let it all out.
A loud fart escaped her anus immediately, making Claire worry if anyone else heard it. It didn’t matter, however, as she began excreting the digested remains of her gigantic meal. Her shit was hard and thick, but it took hardly any straining to push the dark brown logs out. Several turds slipped out of her anus without pause, stretching it wide and making Claire’s eyes water slightly with pain. It just didn’t seem to stop, and the shit piled up so high, Claire actually had to step away from the first pile before she could continue. Sometimes she felt harder objects passing through her asshole – shrivelled remains of bones, as it would turn out.
Claire lost track of time, and had no idea how many minutes had passed before it finally stopped coming. Her legs were actually shaking as she stood up after the titanic effort she had exerted. However, it was all worth it to her to see Aaron’s digested remains resting uselessly on the ground - two big worthless piles of shit. ~Wow, I wonder what people will say when they see this…~ She took some tissue papers out of her bag to wipe her ass with, then threw them onto the ground next to her waste. As she dressed up again, she considered for a moment that this feces had her DNA all over it, as well as Aaron’s, and that the police could theoretically figure out what happened… ~But who would actually test THAT?~ she thought, and chuckled.
Claire felt herself much lighter than before, and while her belly was still bulging, she could swear it was much smaller already than in the morning. Her journey back to the house was noticeably shorter than the one to the park. However, the good mood that shitting out Aaron had put her in evaporated as soon as she noticed light seeping out of the window. ~Uh-oh, Sandy’s home… Now let’s see how I’ll explain myself…~
