Reflections in Chicago 
By the usual level of accommodation offered by city centre hotels, the room was luxuriously appointed and very spacious, but then it was situated inside one of Chicago's top locations. Opened only last year, the new hotel's boutique feel was already earning it a host of accolades. If you (or whoever was paying your bill) could afford the tariff, it was fast becoming the new place to stay. In the achingly trendy bedrooms, the very latest in digital technology controlled just about everything, from the wall mounted plasma TV to the full length curtains.
One of the few common features shared with more traditional hotels was the concept of double occupancy, with a pair of queen size beds a dominant feature. But today the room held many more than just two. There were twenty people within its confines, though their exact location was not immediately clear. 
The only visible occupant - a highly attractive, olive skinned young woman with jet black hair - had crashed out a few hours earlier on one of the opulent beds. Now her eyes flickered open and she began to stir. Not immediately realising where she was, she rolled over on to her back, propping herself up by her elbows.
She peered groggily around her. Catching the sound of a television, chuntering away in the background reminded her that she was in a luxury hotel room in Chicago. She gazed at the wall mounted, ultra flat plasma screen; it was displaying the weather forecast. A breezily enthusiastic female presenter was talking about what she called "the barrowloads of snowfall here in the Greater Chicago Area". The digital display on the TV told Sahiba Yilmaz it was 15:11 hours. 
She blinked her eyes again, still slowly coming to. Must have dozed off, she mused. Mmm, weird falling asleep like that. Pretty much totally the sort of thing old people did. She guessed she must have dropped off after set the room temperature too high. Until she'd gone to university back home in Turkey, she'd never even seen a flake of snow before, and she'd never experienced a blizzard. So she must have over-reacted to the freezing snowy conditions outside. She'd maybe adjust the heating controls sometime soon.
Had it finally stopped snowing? Glancing out of the floor to ceiling windows, she found her answer. The blizzards had stopped, leaving the city under a thick white blanket. A weak sun was doing its best to dispel the unexpected storm.
For anyone still seeking answers about where the other nineteen people were, there was little to help you. But let's consider the evidence. Over there on the dressing table there was something pointing out of Sahiba's open handbag. It actually looked like a the barrel of a gun, though the colour was a delicate pastel pink. Guns just don't come in barbie shades like that. A lanyard and a pass for some sort of event had been dumped next to the bag. Nothing else of the woman's possessions scattered around the room offered any help, and but for the warbling of the TV, the room and the en-suite bathroom were quiet. So let's turn to Sahiba herself. 
She'd shifted herself to a sitting position on the bed, blinking her eyes as she shook herself free of sleep. Sahiba's shoulder length jet black hair framed an open, inviting face, set off with dark brown eyes and black eyebrows. The downy white dressing gown she'd wrapped round her shoulders earlier fell open, revealing her very slim body. She clearly looked after herself. She was well bronzed, too, with rather appealing white tanlines around her nicely pert breasts; not too big, not too small. You could just make out the lower part of her ribcage, emphasising how trim and slight she was.
Yet over and above all that delightfulness, there was one thing very unusual about Sahiba's body just now. It was her tummy, disproportionately round. And bulging.
The other nineteen people were causing that bulge, because they were all in her stomach.
Sahiba had eaten them, quite leisurely, earlier that morning, as a contestant at the International Vore Competition, held this year in Chicago. Contestants, all volunteers naturally, were shrunk to a few centimetres tall And now she was digesting them.
She yawned, her mouth gaping wide open as it had done earlier that morning just after she allowed her victims one last look at the world they were about to leave, and a glimpse of the dark tunnel they were about to enter. She stretched her arms languidly upward in an exaggerated fashion and arched her back. Almost immediately she felt the tight constriction around her midsection which was a direct result of her visit to Chicago. She still felt she could have downed a few more of those little people. It was a tactical defeat more than anything else. She had finished twelfth out of a field of fourteen, but by she was so far behind the lead - 24 people behind, to be exact - by the time she swallowed her last victim that there hadn't seemed much point in carrying on. 
A mistake, yes, and not one she intended to repeat. 
Sahiba slipped her hand over her swollen belly and massaged it gently. At least the sensation of having eaten a kurban bayrami feast had lessened. 
Just a few centimetres under her hand, her stomach continued efficiently to process her huge meal. Until some three hours ago, the atmosphere down there had been like a party in a small flat, with the buzz of conversation and laughter, of people jostling together in a warm enclosed space. That had all died away slowly, as Sahiba's stomach acids gradually reached them all. Now the happy sounds of people interacting with each other had been replaced with the sporadic rumblings of the young Turkish woman's digestive system, compelling their bodies to interact with it instead.
Cleaners, call centre operatives, research scientists, a couple of students (she'd already had a lot of practice eating them), a college lecturer, a woman who worked in a jewellery store: there were others inside her stomach too, but she'd forgotten what they'd told her about themselves. It didn't matter; they were all slowly becoming part of Sahiba Yilmaz.
Her stomach continued to churn its contents, absorbing through its walls valuable nutrients and preparing what remained for its journey deeper inside her guts. A bubble burst to the surface of the smelly, revolting soup of gastric juices, releasing gas from the soup of digesting bodies. 
Sahiba felt and heard the gurgle as the bubble subsided again, suppressing a burp as the air bubble travelled up her throat. She tasted again the sweet, earthy flavour of people, their individual differences now blurred together as one, her body remorselessly and impersonally taking from them what it needed.
* * * * *
She felt that now was a good a time as any to stake stock of her brief career in vore. It had only been a few months ago that, as a curious new student at university in Ankara, she'd visited a freshers' fair and found herself attracted to just one of the stalls. 
The uni's Vore Society had been invented as an ironic statement on campus life, if you subscribed to the view of some members. A few others thought it was an excellent cover, an aimless society which amounted to an excuse to drink as much alcohol as possible whilst receiving student union funding. Because what chance was there of the society ever meeting the terms of its charter?
When she was a little girl, Sahiba had found the old story of Hansel and Gretel exciting. Jack and the Beanstalk - specifically the giant - was a big hit with her too, as were a couple of traditional Turkish stories which featured giant women. The idea of actually eating someone had long fascinated her, and by her early teens she'd made up for not actually being able to do so by swallowing the occasional goldfish or frog. 
Vore hadn't really hit Turkey in any big way, but she knew enough to recognise what the word meant and had been curious about occasional mentions in the media about the International Vore Competition, but the hard work of getting her grades had pushed any thoughts about finding out more to the background. But finding that a Vore Society existed had reignited those latent thoughts ...
She'd chatted to two guys who were manning the stall, initially curious but her eyes widened when they explained that the Society existed to promote vore within Turkey and, if possible, to fund some entrants for the International Vore Competition.
"Prey only, unfortunately" shrugged one of the young men gloomily. "Turkey's not really clued up on vore We were very lucky to get any funding at all. Might be able to get a couple of people over to the next IVC but that's about it." 
His companion was only slightly more encouraging. "New members would be good. We're not exactly one of the biggest clubs. It's dwindled down to under twenty people. In fact, you'd be our first female member."
Sahiba chided him. "Lighten up! You're never going to get anyone to join like this! And actually I am interested. When's the next meeting?"
* * * * *
The Vore Society, she learned, was next meeting in two weeks' time ("we hope, if we're still running by then" the gloomier of the two, who had turned out to be the society treasurer, had told her). Back in her student lodgings, Sahiba used the time to good effect, by searching for "International Vore Competition" on her laptop.
What she found had astonished her. It was like finding her childhood thoughts coming to life. Every two years, the IVC met in a city somewhere in the world ("never in Turkey" she muttered) and women competed to see how many shrunken men they could swallow. The winner was crowned IVC Queen of Vore. 
Curious to find out more, she clicked on to the official competition website, ivcvore.com, where she learned that the current champion was someone from France called Cherry Berthier, who wouldn't be competing this year. So how many people did these women eat at the competition? she wondered. She navigated to the Vore Records page. There it was:
Most people eaten: The record is held by Mitsuko Takagi of Japan, who consumed a total of 49 people at the 2016 IVC.
Something to aim for, Sahiba thought. And I've got the right people to practice on here in Ankara. Now, how do I go about ordering a shrinking machine? And how do I sign up for the vore competition?
* * * * *
Word of the unexpected new (female!) member had got around the somewhat moribund collection of exclusively male students at the Ankara college, so the turnout was slightly better than usual, but still not great. Twelve of them were gathered together in the unsalubrious surroundings of the treasurer's apartment. they'd already had to shift empty or partly empty pizza boxes off the tired sofa and beanbags in the makeshift front room.
"Sorry guys" he'd grunted. "Not had time to clear up. Deadlines, yeah?"
They'd all nodded understandingly.
There followed about ten minutes of desultory chat, punctuated by periods of staring at each other and alternately the dereliction in the room. To end one particularly long silence, one of them grumbled that their new member was either late, something which in his experience was a characteristic of women, or - far more likely - not coming at all and the whole idea of a female joining had clearly been a joke by a young lady with a keen sense of humour.
Then they heard the click-clack of high heels sounding in the tiled corridor outside the room.
The door opened and an attractive face peered round it, its owner's long, wavy black hair cascading down to the shoulders. She asked, uncertainly "Um, not sure if I have the right place - I'm a new member, my name is Sahiba?" Her intonation rose at the end of the sentence, making it sound like a question, Western style.
First to respond was the treasurer. almost disappointed that his negative mindset was going to be proved wrong this time. 
"Er, yes, sure, hi Sahiba, I'm Dilmen, er come right in, take a seat if you can find somewhere." he babbled nervously. She really had come!
Sahiba recognised the speaker. It was one of the guys she'd met at the freshers' fair a fortnight ago, and there in the corner was the other one, the slightly less morose one. She beamed at them as she stepped through the doorway. She was wearing a short brown skirt and black knee-length boots which allowed her to show off her nicely formed thighs, finishing the effect with a black top with a frilled V neck which showed off her figure well and matched her dark complexion. She gave a thumbs up and a "Hi everyone" to the assembled company, her distinctive dark green eyes gleaming in tune with her smile. She had an appealingly sinuous upper lip and mouth shaped like a crescent moon which revealed her brightly shining teeth.
What a stunner, they thought. Seems a pleasant person too. 
They could not know that she was also competitive and ambitious. And that within three weeks, she would have eaten and digested all of them.
Sahiba smoothed her skirt over her bottom and seated herself sideways on a spare wooden chair, inclining her legs gracefully and displaying their toned shape to the room. Unhitching her handbag from her shoulder, she deposited it at her feet. 
She looked round affably and pressed her palms together. "So this is the Vore Society, then? What's going down?" She hadn't meant to joke, but nobody seemed to have noticed anyway.
One of them coughed a little nervously. Quite a high proportion of them weren't exactly experienced in their dealings with women. "Er, well, you know, just hang out, have a few beers, see if there's any new vore videos on the net, maybe some news about the IVC, that sort of thing."
"Hmm ...you guys certainly know how to live on the edge" she said, with definite traces of irony. They all seemed the same level of dullness as the two she'd already met. Did they ever liven up? she wondered.
During the silence that followed, Sahiba thought she should introduce herself to lighten up the proceedings. She explained that she was starting an economics and political science degree and asked what the rest of them were studying. This seemed to get them talking and she learned that over half of them were doing computing or engineering courses, which didn't completely surprise her. 
Dilmen, the treasurer, turned to Sahiba. "Can I get you a drink? Efes is all we've got though" he offered, with an apologetic shrug.
Sahiba briefly considered the offer. Although she quite liked beer, she knew that drinking a bottle would delay things for something like half an hour. She really didn't fancy the idea of making strained conversation for even that long with a collection of guys many of whom appeared to be social misfits or geeks. Or both. 
Instead of the drink, she took a casual approach to the subject uppermost in her mind, as if it was something that wasn't any big deal. "Actually, no, I'll pass on that, thanks very much though. But I was wondering - when do you want me to start? I thought maybe I'd swallow one of you guys as it's the first time for all of us, then we could see how I go and take it from there." 
She beamed from nerd to dude, a number of whom had lapsed into open-mouthed shock when faced with the reality of Vore Society membership. She filled the stunned silence with a firm explanatory statement. "It is time to liven your lives up a bit, I think. Yes. And I am very hungry. I have not eaten since lunchtime." 
She reached down to her bag - she'd left it open - and pulled out a small pink device. Its shape, but not its colour, resembled a small revolver. Hooking her index finger into a strap hanging from the device, she added with a knowing grin, "Ever met one of these bad boys before?" 
"Errr ... isn't a Shrinkmaster GT500X?" asked one of the nerds finally, who had been studying the machine intensely and was the first who managed to say something.
"What's one of those?" questioned another, also recovering the power of speech.
"In conventional terms, it's a commercially available hand held shrinking machine. One of the best on the market, I am led to believe" the nerd opined.
Sahiba smiled. "That's right! And, well, she's not been used in action yet, so I wondered ..." she paused "... whether one of you fine gentlemen might like to help me try her out?" As a coincidental emphasis, her stomach gave off a low rumble. "Well, I said I was hungry, didn't I?" she reminded them, flashing that winning smile again.
Just as she was beginning to think that nobody was ever going to volunteer, Dilmen spluttered into life. "Um, er, Sahiba, did you say that you had never swallowed anyone before?" 
"That's right" she responded brightly. "Nobody, ever. Well, I've not had a shrinker until now. I swallowed a few goldfish when I was younger, but that's as far as I've gone with vore. No idea if I can eat anyone really, but I'm looking forward to giving it my best shot."
"Well, in that case I'd like to volunteer to be the first of many." He smiled, the first time she had ever seen him show any signs of happiness.
A couple of the geeks insisted on helping her set the shrinker, characteristically dispensing with the instruction manual, which they deemed "an irrelevance". They agreed between themselves that a consequential height after shrinking of five centimetres should be, as one of them put it, "sufficiently adequate to provide optimum size, having regard to the likely overall experiences of the two protagonists and probable oesophagus width of the female." Sahiba actually felt some confidence in them; they certainly seemed to know what they were talking about.
The next ten minutes were, oddly enough, something of a blur. She didn't remember as much as might be expected of her first vore experience. She recalled forbidding the use of mobile phones, in fact she made all of the society members turn them off and place them in a box. She had no wish to appear on a video sharing site eating somebody alive - she wasn't a freak and didn't intended to appear as one. But the actual process, no, not much; she had been pretty confident that she would be able to swallow Dilmen, especially after the painstaking calculations carried out by the geeks. She had been curious though about the possible reaction of everyone else in the room of seeing one of their mates disappearing down her throat. And she also found her heart was beating faster than normal.
So getting Dilmen into her mouth was something that was now a bit lost in time, though she did have a memory of picking him gently up by his waist and lowering him on to her tongue. She had probably goofed around a bit too. Having a video of that first time maybe would have been nice, though it would have carried with it the risks that had concerned her.
But that actual first swallow was etched on her mind. It felt really odd, having something shifting about in your mouth. She'd had some of that sensation before from those goldfish flapping about, but Dilmen actually bounced about on her tongue. A really weird feeling. She could hear him shouting happily to his friends too, especially when she parted her lips. Then, when she felt he was spitty and slippery enough, the conclusion. Having moved him around with her tongue to the back of her mouth, she delivered the big gulp. 
Feeling a fellow human being slipping down her gullet was something that would forever be with her. And for some time she had been able to feel him moving around inside her stomach.
It was everything she had expected and more. 
She hadn't lingered with the remaining Vore Society aficionados after consigning Dilmen to his acidic fate in her digestive system, not particularly fancying any more of their attempts at conversation than she had endured already. But she did invite herself to a second session in three days' time. 
* * * * *
She'd promised that, if there weren't any "problems" with Dilmen, she would take it to the next level and swallow three of them at one sitting. And Dilmen had indeed gone on his way with the minimum of fuss, the occasional gurgle from down below being more or less it. She figured that Dilmen's flat was sort of hers now, since he was now part of her, so she thought she might as well use it for some more vore based activity. So it was back to his apartment for more.
Sahiba jogged over to the flat in her tracksuit bottoms and a white top, the shrinker in a drawstring bad over her shoulder. She was met on arrival by something like double the amount of people, this time a smattering of women as well as men. Word of Sahiba's remarkable diet had spread and a selection of possible meals were seated or standing in the room. Again there was the brief charade of the aimless chatting, which she brought to a conclusion by eating two men and a woman in fairly quick succession.
She'd put the three of them away in such quick time, and made her getaway from the steadily dwindling membership of the Vore Society, that by the time she set off for home, she could still feel occasional squirmings in her belly. Although it was now getting dark, Sahiba decided to take the quicker route home along the old tramway footpath. She knew that women had occasionally been bothered by men in that area, so she broke into a run. The contents of her stomach were jolted up and down as she pressed on, keeping up a steady pace.
It was some ten minutes after leaving Dilmen's flat that she spotted the figure of a person in the middle distance. Someone who had clearly already see her, because whoever it was had taken up station in the middle of the path, perhaps to block her forward progress. She slowed a little, but there was no way around the man who now hove into view. The option of turning round was one she briefly considered, but she'd come this way to save time. She'd have to run past him.
Sahiba picked up the pace again. He was much nearer now. Arms folded, he looked unshaven and dirty, quite tall with a fat build and a Galatasary football top. His hair was shaven very short and he looked trouble. 
Virtually at touching distance now, she tried to surge on but felt podgy hands grabbing her. She stumbled across his outstretched foot and fell to the ground.
Furious, she made to get up but felt his arm round her waist preventing her. "Not so fast, pretty one. Just you and me here. Nobody's going to hear you" he hissed in a high, nasal voice, alcohol fumes and bad breath emanating from him.
She fell back onto her bottom, his arm round her neck. How dare he treat her like this?
"Now, if you're nice to old Niko, that would make things different. You can start by sucking me off." The disgusting apology for a man was already fumbling at his zipper.
"Stop, stop, I have money. Will that do instead?" she asked, pulling apart her bag with her hands. Anger had made her cool-headed and calculating rather than panicky. Maybe already having total control over three people was a part of that.
The lure of hard cash was enough to distract her assailant. His fatal mistake was being interested enough to relax his grip enough so that she could delve into the sports bag. Her reactions were much quicker than his drink-sodden brain could cope with. In a bag containing a shrinking device and a towel, it wasn't hard to find what she needed. 
She pushed him off balance and fired the shrinker at him. Instantly it acquired its target and, still fixed on the setting the nerds had calculated, her attacker was outlined in a yellow-green hue. In less than half a minute, he was five centimetres tall.
And in less then five minutes, she had ensured that he could no longer a danger to women.
Sahiba picked him up. "Mmmm. So who's in charge now, dickhead?" she asked, still very angry. "How long have you been abusing women like this?" 
He squeaked a slurry, drunken reply: "Whash it to do with you, bitch?"
Big mistake. Sahiba narrowed her eyes and brought him closer to her lips. "You know, I'm not going to waste my time with you. I'm going to do society a favour and put you permanently out of circulation." She tilted her head back, held him high above her head and dropped him unceremoniously into her gaping mouth.
Sahiba wasn't at all proud of what she did next, though at the time, seething with anger, it was almost an automatic response. Ignoring his panicked shrieks, and mildly surprised with herself that she could do so, she pushed him with her tongue to the back of her mouth, positioning him carefully between her large molars. 
And took a deep breath.
* * * * *
The incident with the horrible man hadn't put her off vore, although it did make her more careful about getting home after an evening "meal". Having eaten four people that night - three willingly, one not so - rather than just one had produced no ill effects whatsoever, apart from an odd side effect. She had suspected as much on her way home the first night, and maybe the cause was all the moving around that went on in her stomach, but the second time proved it for Sahiba: people made her fart. Not a lot, just more than usual.
A bit of ass gas wasn't going to stop Sahiba, who having tasted people was now keen to eat her way through the entire Vore Society, though she decided to use her moped to get around rather than jogging. And, in keeping with her promise to "liven things up", she called another gathering of the Society a day later, at which she selected four of the remaining people by getting them to draw straws. She asked them to give her the keys to their rooms, telling them that she would visit them one night soon - "very quietly", she said - to make them her midnight snack. Which night, she wasn't going to say. It would be a surprise.
Not only did Sahiba believe in having fun, she also felt it important to have a consistent diet, so she made sure that three more people were nestling in her stomach that night before she pointed her moped in the direction of home. 
* * * * *
It was now six nights since Talu Takabh had drawn one of the longest straws, yet his life still hadn't been livened up. The first couple of nights he had been unable to sleep, expecting Sahiba to appear at any moment, his ears attuned to detect the slightest creak of a floorboard or click of a door. On the third night he'd fallen asleep through sheer tiredness and had been disappointed to wake up not inside her stomach. After the fourth and fifth nights her promise seemed further and further away. It was all quite frustrating, especially as it was pretty difficult to get into his flat as the only key was now attached to three others in Sahiba's pocket. He'd not been able to find his spare key and he reasoned there was no point getting one cut as she'd be eating him very soon.
Tonight was cooler, clear and moonlit. The onset of the Turkish winter not being far off, and he'd turned the heating on for the first time. Talu was quickly asleep, being used to occasional clicks from the hot water pipes as they cooled down. He was soon so deeply sleeping that he failed to hear a key turning slowly in the front door. Didn't stir at the sound of somebody carefully slipping off their trainers. Nor did the sound of a dress falling to the floor or the padding of feet on the bare floors disturb him as somebody moved carefully, quietly around the flat. Searching.
It was his gentle snoring that was giving away his location. Slowly, the door to his bedroom was pushed open. It helped that didn't creak. Two bare feet crept across the floor, almost soundlessly. 
He wasn't sure why he awoke; maybe it was an atavistic sense that something or someone was watching him. Whatever the reason, as he shook himself out of a deep sleep he realised that a naked woman was standing at the end of his bed. He rubbed his eyes, trying he tried to take stock of this wholly unexpected development. Nude females in his bedroom were considerably more rare than, well, something very uncommon indeed. 
Blinking, he realised that Sahiba had finally called for him.
She stood, one hand posed on her hip, the other down by her side, eyeing him with amusement. "Hi there. It's Talu, isn't it? What's the matter, never seen a naked woman before?" she asked coyly.
Exactly as Sahiba suspected, Talu had little experience of the female sex. His eyes were fixed not at her face, but goggling instead at the midsection of her trim olive-skinned body, taking in first her flat stomach which would shortly contain him. Moving his intent gaze further down, the cute knot of her belly button seemed to wink at him. It surmounted the very slight mound where her lower abdomen met the vee of her pubic area.
"As you seem to have lost the power of speech, I'd better explain what's going to happen next." Sahiba's stomach chose that moment to growl threateningly; she laughed, not at all embarrassed. "Hey, that shows you I really am very hungry!" she smiled.
The ominous rumble diverted Talu's roving eye, which had reached down as far as her bush, back to her face. He managed to blurt out: "I hope I'm going to make you a tasty snack then!"
"Wow, so you can speak after all!" Sahiba responded in mock surprise, airly waving her free hand. He was one of the less geeky types and if she'd had more time available, the young fresher might have had a nice chat with him. But she was a woman on a mission. And quite hungry, too. She'd had nothing to eat since early afternoon in anticipation of the midnight snacking which was about to happen.
Sahiba continued: "So er, yeah, well I'm going to swallow you whole, of course, so we'd better get on with it hadn't we? I'd quite like to get you eaten up pretty quick. I've got three more of your friends to put away tonight and I've got lectures early tomorrow" she explained conversationally, producing in her other hand the shrinking machine which had already helped her consume nearly half of the vore society.
"I guess you don't need me to explain this, do you?" she asked, brandishing the shrinker. Using it was getting to be almost second nature. She was right, Talu supplying a brief answer. Her remembered it from that first evening she'd turned up at the society meeting; nobody who was there that night had forgotten what happened with the shrinker and the aftermath. And again, there was that bright flash caused by the machine's advanced subject reduction technology which reduced Talu down to the size she needed - just fitting the width of her throat. 
She discarded the shrinker, walked a couple of paces forward, and climbed on to the bed, advancing along it on her hands and knees like a prowling cat. Her pair of small but jaunty breasts gently jiggled around, nipples pointing downwards, as she inched nearer to him. 
Her body had somehow sensed that Talu was now no more than food, to be swallowed and digested; her mouth began to water involuntarily and her belly rumbled again, anxious to take on nourishment. Spurred on by the reactions from deep within her, Sahiba crept onwards until she was within easy reach of Talu.
She spoke the last words - no, commands - to her prey that he would ever hear.
"Come here. I'm going to swallow you now." She reached down and picked him up carefully and popped him without ceremony straight into her waiting mouth, which gratefully accepted the first course of its evening meal.
* * * * *
Sahiba slipped her legs back into her thin black designer jeans and pulled her white top back over her head. She savoured Talu's taste for one last time, sucking on his tiny body; in her experience people weren't all exactly the same flavour and she liked to think she could detect differences. Perfume, aftershave, sweat, lipstick, hairspray; they were all things which she'd tasted mixed together from person to person. Talu had a mildly sweet taste, with definite notes of hairgel. She made a quick exit from his flat, her trainers clattering down the uncarpeted wooden staircase. There wasn't any need to be quiet now. 
Sahiba jogged over to her scooter and sat herself down on the seat. She paused before putting on her helmet and swallowed, sending Talu down the long fleshy tunnel of her gullet. 
She reflected briefly on Talu's demise as he plopped into her empty stomach. It was really strange, but it seemed that her body had taken over, urging her brain onwards; it seemed almost like she had been an animal hunting down its defenceless prey. No, not seemed - it had actually been just like that. Maybe it was because she was very hungry, or perhaps the full moon had something to do with it (Sahiba was a little superstitious), but then again it could have been caused by this being the first time she'd visited someone in their own home. 
Whatever it was, after the one-sides exchange she'd had with Talu, she hadn't given him a chance. She'd just swallowed him. 
Well, it certainly didn't matter to Talu any more, Sahiba thought, and she wasn't too fussed anyway. It just proved to her that things weren't always the way you expected them.
Patting her grateful belly, the Turkish voress gunned the little scooter into action and puttered off into the night, in search of her second course.
* * * * *
With the regular society meetings, and now her midnight snacks, Sahiba was making good progress on her mission to eat her way through the entire Vore Society, but she was also now several weeks into her college course and deadlines were starting to build up. It had been good fun having a late night swallowing spree, but with three pieces of work needing to be in before the end of the week, and more work due in very soon after, she decided that she couldn't afford another night's tummy activity. She needed to speed up the rate at which she was putting away her tiny victims. 
And there was something else which had caught her interest. Finding out about the International Vore Competition had awakened her competitive instincts, and she'd been browsing the internet to find out as much as she could. That research was really why she was now lounging in a Chicago bedroom, her stomach crammed with half-digested people.
Eating those three people in quick succession had been easy, and they were now on their way through her with the absolute minimum of fuss. She was curious; how many could she actually eat? She realised that she had the ideal opportunity to find out.
Sahiba called another meeting of the vore society at the lately digested Dilmen's flat for the night after consuming Talu and the two others. She had effectively taken over its running anyway; in just about every way she and the society had become synonymous. The fact that she'd summoned the meeting early seemed not to matter to the members, most of whom were already in the room when she arrived.
On time for once, Sahiba was wearing a light pink cropped top which displayed her newly pierced bellybutton to advantage. A metal stud drew attention to the new refinement to her body. Even though she'd shifted the start time forward, it was now nearly seven o'clock in the evening and she was starving hungry, having eaten nothing since breakfast. She strolled in to the small sitting room and breakfast area which Dilmen had used for the society meetings. One or two of the less nerdy members were eyeing the gentle curves of her thighs and bottom, she noticed. Others had clocked the sparkle of her belly stud, wishing they could soon be a few centimetres the other side of it.
"Mmm ... I thought I'd try something different and eat the lot of you tonight" she said casually, with a lazy flick of her hair. She made it sound like she was going to change the TV channel.
There was a brief silence, followed by several intakes of breath. "Um, did you say, eat us all?" spluttered one of the nerds.
"Yeah, every last one" she purred. "I'm going to pig out on you guys. That's if you all agree, of course. Might get a bit cosy in here, hope you're all good friends" she giggled, patting her stomach. She looked round, pleased with herself. Hmm, nine of them. It was definitely going to get quite packed down in her belly. But she felt confident. 
But first, there was a disputatious cough from a man with spectacles and a side parting. "I think you will find, Sahiba, that there are rules that must be adhered to concerning volume consumption of human beings. International Vore Council requirements stipulate that no more than three may be consumed within any period of 24 hours. It would be most regrettable if actions such as you propose were to lead to the depletion or extinction of the vore community."
Sahiba thought for a moment. He was quite right, she had noticed on the IVC website there was a plea that voresses should keep to a limit of three shruken people per day, to (as they put it) "conserve valuable food stocks". The only exception was, of course, at a vore competition. But her fertile mind quickly came up with a solution.
"Yeah, sorry, you're quite right. Though those really are guidelines rather than rules, aren't they" she responded firmly. "But if it makes you happier, I'll stick to three for now. Now, how about I swallow you first, just to show there's no hard feelings?"
She winked to the rest of the room, unseen by him.
Keen to get on with it, she waved the shrinker at three people, and in no time she was lowering spectacles guy into her mouth. A quick swish around her mouth to get him nice and slippery and, with a gulp, he was gone.
"Okay, that's him referred to the complaints department." she smiled as he slipped down her throat. She ran her tongue round her lips. He had tasted pretty good. "I guess the rest of you guys aren't fussy about how many people I eat?" she asked as he hit the floor of her empty belly.
She was right, nobody else cared; they just wanted Sahiba to eat them. She swallowed her fourth victim with a particular sense of pleasure, imagining how annoyed spectacles guy would be when he found himself joined by an increasingly illegal number of people.
Fifty minutes later, she finished off the last of them with a triumphant gulp. Her stomach felt full, like she'd had a good meal, and her crop top showed off nicely the bulge in her midsection. The wrigglings and shiftings from down there were nice; she could hear occasional glorps and rumbles as her digestive system got to grips with its meal.
Back in the snowbound Chicago hotel, in real time, Sahiba's nostalgic reverie of that first stuffing was interrupted by the insistent message tone of her mobile. Putting the past out of her mind, she glanced down at the screen.
It was the IVC medics. Oh yes, she remembered now, she was supposed to check back with them sometime this afternoon. She thumbed the screen to read what he wanted. They seemed insistent.
"Hi Sahiba. You've missed your medical check scheduled for 1330 and are now nearly an hour late. We need to carry out some basic tests to ensure that your body is not suffering any adverse reactions to your meal. This is a vital procedure and should not be delayed any longer. Please report to the medical room immediately you pick up this message." 
She sighed. Whilst appreciating that the doctors ought to knew better than her how her body was reacting to the enormous load it had taken on board, she felt fine. OK, she had noticed that her heartbeat was a bit increased, but any feast does that to you. Her belly had started to go down and was making occasional contented gurgles as it processed its huge meal. All seemed well down there. Still, she'd better put in an appearance. They'd only start knocking on her door.
Sahiba got to her feet, slipping off the hotel's dressing gown. Mmm, must see if I can fit that in my suitcase, she mused; maybe not, it is really big. She padded naked over to the wardrobe, her stomach wobbling a little as its contents were sloshed around. She waved her hand over a pad to the left of the doors to operate the automatic sliding mechanism (a silly gimmick she thought. Who can't pull a door open?). Selecting a blue top and white jeans, she slipped them over a fresh paid of briefs and a padded bra.
Sahiba picked up the room actuating device - an electronic key - and slipped her arm though the strap of her handbag. Checking herself in the mirror, she made some last minute adjustments so she'd be looking her best for the medical exam and whatever else might be going on downstairs. It was time to get herself checked over. 
*   *   *   *   *

"Okay, well, that's you done then, Sahiba, thanks very much" said Debra, the efficient young Canadian doctor who had checked over the Turkish vore champion. She unstrapped the blood pressure monitor from her arm and scanned down a clipboard of notes before flicking her eyes back to her patient who was reclining on one of the treatment couches.
It only took a moment for Debra to made her mind up about how Sahiba's body was reacting to its intake of small people. "So, ummm ... your heartbeat's a little up from what it was when we tested you at induction, but that's only to be expected in the circumstances. Blood pressure fine, respiration normal and from what I can hear from my stethoscope, I'd say you're well advanced with digesting your meal. All systems go, then! You've got some mild swelling to the abdomen like all the other girls, in fact it's a little less pronounced with you, possibly because you ate a few less people." Debra smiled. "There's always another time of course. You should be fine to grab yourself a drink now." 
Sahiba returned the smile. "Yes, I thank you very much. Next time I will be back. Will be much better" she said firmly, in accented English. But she was getting much better at the language. 
"Yeah, make sure you do that, sister!" announced a cheerful voice on the couch to her right. Sahiba looked round to see the smiling face of Ramona, the Australian vore champion who she'd met earlier that day.
She greeted her warmly. "Hello Ramona, is nice see you again. Doctor is finding you well, yes?"
"Aw, call me Mona mate, all me friends do" was the response. "Yeah, it's all good, thanks. The Doc tells me I'm a rare specimen. By rights I should be laid up with bellyache, she says, but instead I've got these little guys all bubbling away nicely down here." She patted her still bulging belly approvingly, inside which the 26 people consumed earlier that morning were being quickly and efficiently digested. 
"All is well with me too, but I have very full belly" admitted Sahiba. She turned the conversation to international travel. "So, your flight is back to London, yes? Back to work at vore restaurant?" asked Sahiba.
"Nah, mate, I'm off to Aussie for a three week break" Mona replied, shaking her head. "Most of us take a break after one of these. I'm going to see my folks as well, they live upcountry New South Wales. Be nice to see them, I spend so much time in Pommieland these days."
Sahiba smiled. "Yes, holidays are good, I always like too. You will be have break from eating people I think too." 
It was Mona's turn to grin. "Well. not entirely, no." she admitted, taking a sip from a sports drink. "I'm deffo having several days off, 'cos going by the size of my belly right now I'm going to need a good diet. But the day before I fly out back to the UK I've got a new challenge lined up ."
Sahiba was intrigued. "What is this thing that you do, Mona?"
"I'm going to eat a cricket team" came the reply.
Sahiba inclined her head quizically. "What is cricket, please? I think I hear of it, is sport, yes?"
"Sure is, mate. Bat and ball game we got off the Poms. It's pretty big Down Under, but it's going to take me a good half hour to explain it, like, properly. My old man really loves watching it, and I used to play meself a bit back home in Aus. I'm pretty sure it's not a Turkish thing though." 
Sahiba nodded. "Yes, you are right I think. At home it is football we play. But how is it you will eat all team?"
Mona turned towards her new Turkish friend, warming to her task. "Ah, well, it's a longish story, but the short version is that a few months ago I got talking about sport to one of my customers back at the vore restaurant, this guy Rupert. I like to know a bit about who I'm putting down my throat, and turned out we both liked cricket. Anyway, we talk a bit more, then he says he might be able to arrange something which I just might like if I can let him have my mobile number. Well, I'm a bit curious and I think yeah, why not? So before I send him down the old pink tunnel I give him some time out to send a message to some bloke he knows."
"This is short story, not long one?" Sahiba smiled.
Mock indignation was the result. "Ha, ha, very funny. Don't bloody interrupt, mate! So, yeah, where was I? Yeah, so it's half an hour later, the bloke's tucked away in me bread basket and I'm just about to leave work for my flat when I get this call on my mobile. Can I speak to Rupert. And I'm like, well, no sorry mate, no can do because I just now ate him. So there's this pause then he's like oh right you must be Mona then? And I'm like, you betcha, buddy. Well, next thing I know he's offering me these eleven guys to eat." Mona paused and shrugged. "Well, with a twist."
"What is twist, please?"
"Er, yeah, it's something you don't expect. So, right, it turned out that the pal of the bloke I'd just eaten was arranging for a group of his mates to go over to Aus and play some cricket matches." Mona adopted what she felt was an approximation of an upper class English accent, waving her hand airily. "**Nothing that serious, just some friendly fixtures against some of the locals**. What he doesn't realise is that there's no such thing as a casual game. We play to win. Anyway, he goes on to say that he's into vore himself and thinks he can get the other blokes interested too."
"That sound very good!" smiled Sahiba.
"Sure does, mate. Turns out they're only playing their last game ten miles down the road from my rents' farm - how weird is that? Twenty overs a side, too, so it won't take long. Anyway, the plan is, right, that I go down to the game and eat them one by one. Like I said, it's a bat and ball game, and when each batter is out, they have to leave the pitch, so they come back to the changing rooms - they call it the pavilion - and I'm there waiting with the shrinker. No time at all, I'll have a belly full of posh English bloody drongos."
Sahiba clapped her hands approvingly. "Is great plan, yes, I think!"
"Well, I think so" responded Mona happily. "Maybe they can try to play a game down there, who knows. Anyway, we'll see how it goes but it should be a good laugh. My dad will be pleased for once, he hates Pommie cricketers. Cheers him up to think back in London I might be working my way through future English cricket team! I'm doing a great job keeping the UK population down, but it's not always so easy to find willing prey Down Under." 
"Yes, I have some problem back in Turkey. I eat all members of vore society and now I have little problem in finding more people." Sahiba pouted, a little petulantly.
"Well, the Brits love being eaten, I must have packed away hundreds of the little blighters since I started, not that I've any real idea how many. So why not come over to London and help me share the load for a bit?" enquired Mona. "I'm sure I can fix you up with a contract. My mate Tiff's the manageress and we're always looking out for hungry new girls."
"I have not worked in restaurant. Must be problem, yes?" suggested Sahiba.
"Nah mate. I'm bloody useless at waitressing. Cast iron stomach is all you need to work there. And you've obviously got one of those." Mona reached across and gave Sahiba's rounded belly a playful tap, being rewarded with a delighful giggle.
"Leave my lunch alone!" Sahiba protested. "But yes, maybe I come over to vore restaurant. Be good, I think."
"That's settled then. Hey, fancy a drink tonight? A few of us are going to brave the snow. Meet down in reception at seven? Gabby's hoping to give the bloody film crew the slip." Mona gestured to Gabrielle Paramo, the star of "America's Top Voress" who was lying on her back on one of the other couches, her head turned away, disinterestedly gazing out of the window as the enthusiastic presenter of the US show she'd won some weeks earlier excitedly pressed a microphone to her stomach, no doubt in the hope of hearing a gurgle from within. The frantic gesturing suggested that Gabrielle's belly might have suddenly obliged.
Mona viewed the scene, unimpressed. "It's like she's a digesting machine with a person attached, isn't it? Anyway, my mate Abby might try to drop in later too, though she's still a bit crook. I ought to go check how she's doing."
She waved across to Abby, one of her fellow waitress from the UK vore restaurant, who was hooked up to a saline drip like a few of the other contestants. Mona received a thumbs up by return and was relieved to see one of the nurses unstrapping her friend's arm from the feed. Not being able to have anything to drink for several hours meant thirst was a hazard at these competitions. The lights in the Chicago centre were bright and warm, the air humid; whilst none of the women wanted to turn their stomachs into swimming pools and risk drowning the contents, many of them had been judged to be in danger of dehydration by the medical teams. 
Mindful that she needed to fire up her laptop to update her web blog for the growing numbers of fans back home with all her news from the competition, Sahiba took her cue from Mona and slid herself carefully off the couch. "It is looking good for Abby, yes?" she noted. "Mona, I see you later, thank you very much". 
* * * * *
Three hours later, six of the world's top voresses had managed to make their sometimes slippery progress through the ice and snow to one of Chicago's many bars. Hardly surprisingly, Patricia had opted to stay in the hotel: snowy sidewalks were no place for a wheelchair, and in any case she was feeling tired and a little listless after the gigantic meal she had consumed. Mitsuko was having similar issues, the 40 people she'd eaten weighing heaving on her digestive system. Abby and some of the others couldn't face the prospect of food and drink either.
So it was a small party who joined Mona and Sahiba on a subway trip downtown, well clothed against the wintry weather. Cristiane Zepequeno, the tall and statuesque Brazilian, was with them. And, the producers of "America's Top Voress" had finally run out of airtime, finally taking Gabrielle and her digestive system off the nation's cable TV and allowing her something approximating to normality (if you could have that with the remains of 31 people in your small intestine). The rather aloof Canadian, Severine, had made her way over to the subway station in the company of the sociable and talkative New Zealander, Sherrie, who'd persuaded her to come and have a drink with the rest of the girls. 
Now all six were pulling off padded winter jackets, gloves, scarves and hats in the lobby of an inviting-looking bar restaurant. Mona plonked her curvy bottom unceremoniously on the vinyl-covered seating. Grabbing the menu, she scanned it quickly.
"Bonzer - they've got ribs. Honey glazed too. I'm deffo going for that, and maybe a side order of fries. You girls chosen yet?" she asked expectantly, looking at the two others.
"Er, Mona, aren't you still a bit full?" ventured Gabrielle.
"Nah, mate, my belly's as empty as a Pommie's bath. All gone. They must be somewhere down in me spaghetti by now" Mona commented. To emphasise her point, Mona slipped her hand under her hoodie and slapped her abdomen. It actually did sound quite hollow.
Like many of the girls, she had taken some professional interest in the workings of her digestive system - what were the different organs for, what happened where, how long the whole process took. Browsing through some online pages and video sharing sites on her friend Abby's laptop, they'd clicked on a diagram of the human digestive system. Mona had immediately pointed to the small intestines, likening their appearance to the Italian pasta. The two women had - unaccountably - found the comparison hilarious.
"You girls still struggling with the house guests?" Mona asked with simulated concern.
"My tummy is a little sore" admitted Sahiba with a rueful grin. "Probably I will not have the food, but a drink would be good."
"Well, if you're having something, so am I" Sherrie said firmly, opening the menu and running her finger down the options. "National honour at stake here. Cross Tasman rivalry, isn't that what they say? A Kiwi's got to keep up with an Aussie. Twenty six eaten each I think it was, right Mona?" Sherrie reminded Mona they'd both happened to swallow the same number of shrunken people. "Now ... er ... yeah, well let's see ... for some reason I got given a whole load of Mexicans during the competition today, so seems only right I have the chorizo and chicken rice as a chaser. Sort of respect to those folks down there. You guys eat as many? I must have downed like eight or something." 
Severine cleared her throat delicately. "One or two perhaps. Je ne compais pas." She shrugged and folded her arms.
"What's that, mate?" Sherrie was curious.
"Severine is French Canadian" Gabrielle interjected. "I think she said she wasn't counting." 
"Yes, and I am not interested where those people come from. So they are helping me with the vore competition, that's good. But I do not want to know anything about their lives. Which I am about to end" Severine responded, emphatically. 
"Jeez, don'tcha ever feel like chatting to the little blokes and blokesses first? Okay, so you're not going to be new best friends but maybe put them at ease a bit? You don't want a load of, like, thrashing on their way down." This was the first Sherrie had heard of the Canadian's method of dispatch, and it all seemed very cold and impersonal.
"It is not a problem for me if they do. My throat and belly can cope with that. I like a challenge, that's why I am a trainee attorney. In my profession, it's the strongest argument which wins. And my stomach acid is a pretty effective challenge."
"Ah, well, different strokes and all that, I guess. I just like it all to be friendly and cosy down there." It was Sherrie's turn to shrug.
Mona was listening, interested. "I can see where you're both coming to be honest. It's good to chill with the little guys first, but if you ask me who I ate this morning I can't really tell you much now. There was some professor of something or other, I remember him, and a sheila with red hair, but the others, well, no. Oh, well, yeah, nearly forgotten, there was some guy, just before I ate him said he could speak seven languages, but I never bothered asking what his job was."
"Jeez, Mona, you're like a bloody vore machine. At least he could have interpreted for some of the other people you ate" complained Sherrie. 
"Yeah, I guess. Some of them didn't speak English. But I just gulped them down quick, so no idea if he'd have been any use." 
"I always ask what my little guys do with their lives. I reckon I could still tell you stuff about my lunch" chided Sherrie, warming to her theme. "Now, let's see, there was Beth, she was the first one I ate and she was a subway driver. Tasted real nice, too. Then there was ..." 
"Yeah, right, mate, great memory there." Mona cut off what could have been a lengthy reminiscence about the contents of Sherrie's small intestine. She continued, by way of explanation, "Our boss Tiff keeps a computer file of everyone she's ever eaten - bit weird really. All I know is all those bloody languages ain't no big deal to him now, are they? Only one language he can speak now. And here it is."

Mona lifted a buttock cheek off the seat to give a brief aural expression to the fate of the language expert, causing all-round laughter and the end of that discussion, followed swiftly by the arrival of the waiter, ready to take their orders. 
* * * * *
Most of the girls either had something very light - Sherrie and Gabrielle both went for caesar salad, whilst Cristiane had some spicy chicken wings; Sahiba and Severine just had a glass of wine and a spritzer. Mona, however, worked her way through an entire order of ribs and fries.
Gabrielle had a question for her. "So Mona, about the vore restaurant, one thing I don't really get. You guys must have eaten so many people since it opened. You ever get like wives or husbands turning up asking about relatives? Must be really embarrassing."
"Yeah, you'd think, wouldn't you" Mona replied, sucking on a rib, fat running down her chin. "But now, we don't. I guess people always sort out that shit before they come. We did have one time though with Abby which was a bonzer laugh." She pulled the fleshless bone out of her mouth and selected another from the diminishing pile. 
Cristiane filled in as Mona lowered the rib into her waiting mouth "I am, like you say, all ears" she said.
Mona gnawed the rib for a moment. "Yeah, we had some woman come running in one arvo, just before we started clearing down for evening service, something like four o'clock. Was lunchtime, er, finished yet, she says, just like that. Bit agitated, too. Turned out she's the PA of a chief exec in some massive company or other. They'd just signed some deal or other and they'd found something wrong with the papers. Everything's got to be done all over again, and her boss was the only bloke who could sign -they had to have his signature. Well, we realised what must have happened, of course. Not looking too good to get whatever it was signed."
The girls looked at each other. "Was it too late?" Severine asked.
Mona nodded her head apologetically. "Well, we checked the lists for that day. We keep records, you know, we're a reputable business. Each waitress gets an allocated meal for the day, and when she's eaten them she has to check out with Tiff, our manageress before she can leave. Sometimes it can be hours before we get to actually swallow our guests" She was enjoying this, keeping the story going as long as possible. "So there might have been some hope, maybe the guy hadn't gone down the hatch yet. But it wasn't good news." She left the obvious conclusion hanging. 
Several of the girls gasped. "No! You mean ..." Sahiba was horrified.
"Yeah, we had to break the news that somebody had eaten him a few hours earlier" Mona intoned sadly, adding a little sigh. Mona smirked to herself, reaching for another rib. "So it was just as well the bloke had gone for a full tour rather than total vore," she added brightly.
"So he wasn't being digested then?" asked Gabby.
"Nah. Tiff found he'd been swallowed by my mate Abby, who does most of our full tours. She's our go-to girl when they want to come out the other end the same state they went in. Bloody full tours are a total dag if you ask me. Complete pain in the arse in every way. Anyway, so we're telling the woman what's what in the belly department and she rings back to her office. They're demanding we get the bloke out of Abs. We're saying, hey, cool it dudes, there's not much we can do about this, you gotta let nature take its course. Anyway, they insisted we get Abs back to the restaurant. So we ring her but she's not picking up cos turns out she's gone for a swim down at her gym."
The girls were enjoying Mona's account, which she was more than happy to continue, wiping the grease from her lips with a napkin. "Yeah, so eventually Abs rings in and we tell her she's packing some, like, seriously important guy in her breadbasket, get back to base bloody pronto. So she's straight over - gets there about seven-ish, just as we're starting the dinner service. By then, some guy in a suit's turned up from the company and it's all getting a bit serious."
"Serious? How's that?" asked Severine.
"Well, he's been told what's happened and he's not happy. I guess hearing that one of your top people likes spending his spare time in a sheila's guts takes some getting used to anyway. Starts demanding Abby sticks her fingers down her throat and chunders the guy back up again. We say that's dangerous, he might break bones and all that on his way back up. So he's wanting Abby to have her stomach pumped out down some smart private hospital, all expenses paid. And Abby's saying to him, well, that sounds painful but it's a bit late now anyway."
"I thought he was not to be digested, no?" asked Sahiba.
"Well, no, he wasn't, but even though he'd picked the waitress with the slowest metabolism in the whole world of vore, it was now over six hours since she'd swallowed him. And one of the things I don't like about full tours is that you can feel the bloody little midgets most of the time. Think about it." 
"So ... Abby knew he had moved on into her small intestines?" Severine guessed.
"Got it in one mate. She said she'd felt him leave her stomach whilst she was on the Tube train getting back to the restaurant. Now there was only one way he was coming out of her." Mona grabbed the last rib and popped in her mouth.
"Awkward" commented Gabby.
"You bet" Mona grinned. "They still needed those papers signed. Kept coming up with off the wall suggestions to move my mate's insides along - you know, put her on a diet of spicy food, that sort of thing. All the time they've got this major deal held up waiting for Abby to take a dump and shit that drongo out her arse. Don't know how they covered it up, I suppose they said he was ill or something. All the time they're waiting, Abs got two days in some smart hotel near the company's place, all expenses paid. She told them you never know when to expect them out the other end. Bloody liar. Yeah, ok, her guts move at a snail's pace but she admitted to us she's regular as clockwork. She knew all along she'd be pooping him out two days later, she just wanted to stay in a posh hotel for free."
"You go, girl" smiled Gabby.
"Yeah, I'd tell them the same. I guess" Mona admitted, pausing to gnaw on the final rib. "Got to say it's really funny though. As soon as he's out her bumhole, Abs tells him what's been going on whilst he was inside her. She says she's never seen anyone get showered, cleaned up and away as quickly as that guy!"
Mona pulled the stripped rib through her teeth and belched pleasurably as her meal settled in her stomach.
* * * * *
The few plates had been cleared away as Mona reached for the sweet menu. "Afters?" she suggested.
"You know, sweet course, dessert ... don't they have pudding in Brazil?"
"No, no, Mona, I couldn't eat anything more today" protested Severine. Several others looked at Mona with varying degrees of surprise or amazement. How could she want anything more?
"Actually, I'd quite like something now" announced Sahiba brightly. "I'm starting to get peckish now. I've not eaten since the competition."
"Hmmm, well ..." Mona pondered, her eyes running down the menu. "Those ribs were bloody bonzer, but I only want something light to finish off ... and all this stuff is a bit heavy. Ice cream sundae, knickerbocker glory, yada, yada."
"The famous Mona Sheahann, too full for her dessert" laughed Gabby.
"I didn't say I didn't want anything" Mona responded archly, with the stress on the final word. She leaned across to Sahiba. "You still hungry? I got an idea."
Sahiba, equally conspiratorially, but also intrigued, quietly replied in the affirmative.
Mona nudged her. "See those two guys on the bar stools right over there? I recognise one of them from earlier today when he was an inch or so high. Sitting in a tray in front of me."
"You certain about that, Mona? They're over the other side of the bar." Sahiba was a bit doubtful.
"Yeah, sure I'm sure, mate." Mona pretended to be affronted. "He was in the last tray I had. I had room for his friend but not for him. Looked really disappointed, the little blighter did. Not only that, but both those guys keep sneaking a peek over at all of us, so they must know who we all are. Well ..."
Mona cupped her hand and whispered in Sahiba's ear, keen not to have her thoughts overheard. Sahiba listened, with a smile slowly spreading broadly across her face. Without another word, the two girls rose to their feet.
Sahiba surreptitiously adjusted her g-string; she was getting quite moist down there. She followed Mona's purposeful stride through the maze of tables and chairs, their quarry in their sights.
* * * * *
Deben and Renhold had known each other for some thing like half a day. They'd both had long journeys from their home countries, Renhold from South Africa with his friend Hentie, and Deben from India, their planes delayed due to the bad weather in Chicago. Their flights were supposed to have landed the night before, but they'd been diverted to New York and had only arrived in Chicago that morning, like many others. It was no coincidence that the first people to be shrunk and eaten were Americans and Canadians.
Deben had met Renhold and Hentie for the first time that morning, when all three of them had been directed to the same shrinking machine. That pretty much guaranteed you got put in the same snack tray, and so it proved. They got chatting whilst they waited to find out who was going to eat them and found they liked the same computer games. They'd also hooked up with an attractive and vivacious woman called Zanella, whose hair was dyed a distinctive bright red. You couldn't really miss her. 
Perhaps because of her noticeable scarlet hair, Zanella had been sent to the shrinkers a half hour before the three guys. That was the last they saw of her. Then three reduced to two when the guys' tray had been placed in front of Mona, who had decided tactically to take her time during the competition. She'd know not to do that again, but for Deben, Renhold and Hentie - well, two of them - Mona's slowness had been bad news. The two Premier Service customers had taken up a lot of her time as well; you had to give them what they wanted and had paid for, but it had been such a relief when she'd finally swallowed the second one. It all meant that although she'd already consumed 24 people, she was so far behind the leaders that if she was to catch them up, she'd have to had eaten something like 12 people in the space of half an hour. 
Mona had been thinking through the prospect of gulping down that many people so quickly whilst she was holding Hentie in her mouth, preparing him for the short journey down her throat. With her lips slightly apart, she'd run her tongue lazily across his body - always good to let the punters see as much as possible. Maybe she could manage one more, she had considered. The guy in her mouth - what was his name? - had got nicely slippery by that time, so she swallowed him. As Hentie slid down her throat, she'd allowed an appreciative burp to escape from her mouth. 
For the last one, she'd picked out a guy called Marek, who she'd had a nice chat with. "Well, mate, it's been bonzer talking with you, but you look a tasty mouthful, too. And I just think you might have to be the last" she had told him.
Deben and Renhold were Mona's leftovers, almost as if she'd pushed them unwanted to the side of her plate. Together with a handful of others, they remained uneaten at the end of the competition, and were placed back in the shrinking booths to be restored to their original size.
* * * * *
The two young men quickly caught sight of the girls advancing on them, Mona in the lead, Sahiba prowling behind.  Mona was looking right at the two men, grinning broadly, but they both seemed frozen by her gaze, focussing on their approaching nemesis.  They picked out that both women were around medium height - Sahiba a little slimmer and more slightly built, and very distinctive with her shoulder length dark brown hair.  

Mona, who didn't believe in formalities, got straight down to business. "Hey, you guys have been looking at us for the last half hour!  Now, where have I seen you before ..." she said slyly, putting her finger to her lower lip in mock thought. She knew exactly where she'd last seen them.

The taller of the two guys responded with a slightly nervous laugh, disconcerted by the Australian's brash approach.  "It might just be earlier this morning, when I was a bit smaller than am I now" he offered. He wasn't likely to forget his earlier experience with Mona that day, though he wasn't sure if she remembered them both.  "Erm ... hi, I'm Renhold, I was just updating my blog from today's vore competition."  He waved his e-phone in supporting evidence. 

"Yes, and I am Deben from India" added the other, getting to his feet and offering his hand to both of them.  "How do you do, ladies?  It is very nice to meet you.  It has been a most interesting day."

"Yeah, interesting ...it's not every day you get shrunk to a couple of inches high and get to see your best mate swallowed by a giantess." Renhold blurted out, his South African twang betraying a trace of irritation. "Mona, you ate my pal but not me!"

"Aw, strewth, stiff cheddar mate! Jeez, I feel all bad about that now, but my belly was pretty full" Mona replied, fairly apologetically, indicating her midsection with a sweep of her hand. 

Renhold pressed home his advantage. "Well, my friend Deben and I were wondering if it would be ok to take your photos for my blog.  It would really add something to the day."  Recording devices had long been banned from the IVC - exclusivity deals for footage with commercial media providers had put a stop to all that.  And the organisers didn't want a pile of discarded cameras to dispose of after their owners had been swallowed.  

Mona, a natural extrovert, was happy to agree, pulling a variety of faces as Renhold took selfshots of them both.  What had started off as a slightly uncomfortable encounter quickly became more light hearted, with Sahiba entering into the spirit too.  Having checked nobody was looking, Mona even lifted her top up for Sahiba to photograph the two men pointing dramatically at her bare and still noticeably rounded stomach.

The four of them laughed as Sahiba handed the phone back and Mona rearranged  her clothes.  She beamed at Renhold. "Aw, mate, you're pretty cute! Wish I'd forced you down too now.  It's just that I was getting a bit full and there was no way I was going to win from where I'd got to, so no point in gettin' meself gutache by getting stuffed like a Christmas turkey."  

"Ah, well, I'm not complaining" Renhold assured her.  "You weren't to know. Just a bit disappointing.  After you dropped out, I was switched to Oksana, but she dropped out too.  Then I nearly got eaten by Patricia.  I was the last guy in her tray, but she stopped when she knew she'd won. But that's what can happen at a vore competition, I guess.  Still all over for another year."

Mona gave him a sympathetic grimace.  "Fraid so. Anyhow, you guys gonna buy us a drink now?  All those photos were thirsty work and my belly thinks my throat's been cut."  Both girls were already quite merry. 

Deben and Renhold apologised profusely and, having found that both girls fancied a glass of wine, Deben rushed off to get their drinks.

"He is such a polite man!" beamed Sahiba happily.   
"Guess he's yours then mate" Mona whispered behind the back of her hand.  "Though I do like my Indians hot and spicy.  Wanna draw straws?"

Finding herself increasingly liking the idea of an unorthodox choice of late night snack, Sahiba grinned back.  "No, hands off!"

Renhold seemed not to have noticed the clandestine exchange.  "My problem now is that I got nowhere to stay tonight" he observed, as if Mona was in any was responsible for his tale of misfortune.  "To be honest, I thought I was odds on to end up in someone's belly today, so I didn't bother finding a room for tonight.  Me and Deben are going to try finding something on our smartphones right now".

"Already found a couple" Deben added, having put in their drinks order.   He brandished his phone cheerfully.

"Well, me and Sahiba reckon we can help you out there.  We've got somewhere nice and comfy where you guys can hang out tonight."

Deben looked up from his phone. "That is really most generous" he gushed.  "The use of your bedroom floor would be most kind."

"Er, mate, that wasn't what I meant.  Me and Sahiba are feeling, well, a bit horny, and a bit peckish too."  Mona had slid her hand under her top and lifted it, exposing her round belly which she tapped suggestively with her other hand. "Mm, sounds pretty hollow in there. I think I could find room for one of you blokes.  And the other can check into Sahiba's belly."  She paused.  "But we need a good shagging first. I've not had any bedroom action for a bloody fortnight so I'm ab-so-lutely gagging for it.  Fair deal, yeah guys?"  

Deben and Renhold looked briefly at each other.  It wasn't a difficult decision.  They both nodded, lost for words at Mona's directness.  Eventually Renhold, slightly embarrassed, asked the question which was on each of their minds.

"Um, which of you is going to each which of us?"

Sahiba grinned mischievously, though the girls had already settled on their respective choices.  "I would like to see which of you is nicest guy first!"

"Yeah, we don't want to eat someone who disagrees with us" Mona added helpfully. 

The guys abandoned that line of questioning, but Deben was intrigued about other  aspects of vore.  "So I am reading, Mona, that you work in a restaurant where the waitresses can eat the guests?  That sounds most unusual to me."

"Yeah, I guess so, but it's a bloody popular gig and it's rare that there's not somebody somewhere in my guts.  Still, the Vore Restaurant isn't half as unusual as some of the things our customers have asked me to do when I eat them" Mona admitted, ruefully. 

Renhold laughed.  "Mona, now you cannot leave it hanging like that, you have to explain" he insisted. 

"Well, there's a whole range of oddness, mate, but I'll try most things 'cos nobody's ever gonna know, are they?  Most of the time it's being eaten with something, like part of a sandwich or even a meal, so they want me to pretend I don't know they're there - that sort of thing.  Or they want to dress up as something - you gotta be careful with that 'cos most of that sorta stuff won't digest.  I swallowed Batman once, well, someone done up like him, but said no to a Roman centurion.  Far too much metal, obviously."

"And what was the weirdest of the weird?"

Mona sighed. " You're pretty flamin' persistent, aren't you? OK, if you gotta know, some guy wanted me to fart in his face."  Her Australian inflexion made it sound like a question - one which Renhold would probably have answered in the affirmative.  "Like, before I ate him, you know?  I hadn't been doing vore for long, I'd eaten somebody already that day, and as I guess Sahiba will agree, little guys often make a lot of gas - guess because they move around a lot, and humans aren't meant to each other, or stuff like that.  And I thought, well, okay, I'd give it a go, it won't be difficult, and I could feel a trump building anyway."  She paused and shrugged.  "So I pinned his face against the wall with my arse and popped out a silent but deadly on the drongo.  Never again though."

Renhold couldn't resist asking why.  "You'd want to eat something you'd just farted on, mate?" Mona asked.

That put a stop to Renhold's questions, but Deben had something else on his mind.   "I am most curious what is the answer to this question, ladies" he asked earnestly.   "Do all people taste the same?"

Sahiba smiled, happy the subject had changed.  "Some girls say that there is no difference from person to person.  I do not think this is so.  For me, there are different flavours.  A man tastes not the same as a woman, and sometimes people who do not wash very much have a nasty flavour."  She thought back to that horrible old tramp in Ankara.

Mona joined in.  "Yeah, I'd say people come in different flavours.  Like, there was this sheila I downed today, long bright red hair she had.  Bloody delicious she was - a real sweet taste to her.  Her hair tasted of apples - I gave it a good sucking.  Guess it was the shampoo she used.  Whatever, it was lovely. Mmm - mmm."  She ran her tongue round her lips in glad memory. and patted her stomach. "I can almost still taste her now. A real yummy mummy.  Well, if she was a mum.  I didn't ask" Mona shrugged.  

Deben and Renhold exchanged glances.  "That must have been Zanelle, who we got talking to" Renhold told Mona.  "We had wondered what happened to Zanelle, but as we haven't seen her round tonight ..."

"Yeah, well, so I guess I ate her too" Mona observed, adding a badly timed and tactless burp - although Zanelle had wanted to be eaten very much. She patted her stomach. "Pardon me!! Zanelle, right? I get a bit of stick for not knowing more about the people I eat.  So why don't you guys tell us something about yourselves"

"Well, I'm a deputy accounts clerk" Renhold said.  His inability to gain advancement was a bit of a sore point.  "Not made promotion yet" he added shortly.

Mona's lips widened in a wicked smile.  What was the Saffer guy's name - Ren something?  "Ah jeez, that's bloody ironic cos I got made chief waitress last week."  The post was entirely symbolic, a motivational gesture on her boss's part to keep her top voress happy.  Mona's lack of waitressing skills was legendary.  "So I could deffo help you there mate.  I can get you a promotion just by swallowing you. You'll be a clerk in chief.  Ha ha ha." 

Sahiba stepped in.  "That is good, Mona, because I would like to eat Mr Deben very much!  I have a very empty and hungry tummy waiting for him!"

"Bloody great" Mona responded approvingly.  Turning to Renhold, she added, "just one thing I oughta tell yer, mate.  I, er, had a little snack earlier on, so my breadbasket's not quite so empty as hers.  If you like red wine and spare ribs, it's all good, but it's only fair dinkum I tell yer."

Renhold shook his head.  "Ja, well, given a choice I guess I'd rather not be sharing your belly with anything else, but ok, yeah, but I'm cool with it."

"Aww, look, that's bloody great then" Mona replied.  It wasn't as if he'd know all that much about it anyway, but she decided not to make that comment.

Sahiba was keen for the bargain to be fulfilled, rising from her seat to be followed by the other three.  It was only then that Renhold's lack of height became apparent.  Though Mona was only 5ft 5in tall, he was shorter than her, and characteristically the forthright Australian immediately drew attention to the disparity.

"Strewth mate, I'm hardly going to need the bloody shrinker!" she laughed, slipping her arm around his shoulders. "Never mind, I'm sure you'll slip down a treat.  I believe in equal opps - I'll eat anyone."  She glanced at Deben who was much taller at over six feet, towering over his intended pred, Sahiba.  "Whereas there'll need to be some serious size reduction to fit you in there mate" she beamed, pointing at Sahiba's belly.

Sahiba reached for her coat with one hand, leaving the other free to give Mona the finger in simulated annoyance. 

*    *    *    *    *

In the vestibule of the bar, they'd agreed a plan before any of them ventured outside into the freezing night.  Mona and Sahiba would leave first, entering their hotel as normal.  Then they'd let the two guys in through the lift to the car park, Mona helpfully supplying directions to Deben and Renhold.  Sahiba reflected that Mona must have checked the way in beforehand.  The Australian must have had all this worked out in the hope of such an encounter, she realised.    

The trudge back to the hotel didn't take long - the thick carpet of snow and slush meant that none of the girls had felt like venturing far - and in little time they were stamping the snow off their boots in the hotel lobby.

"Might as well take a seat for a moment while I text those guys" commented Mona, plonking herself down on a fairly uncomfortable looking but very trendy sofa.  She started tapping out a message on her phone but received back from her companion a regretful sounding sigh.

"Deben's got such dreamy eyes, Mona - a lovely deep brown.   Really striking, don't you think?" Sahiba mused.

Mona paused her messaging.  She didn't much like the sound of this, feeling strongly that you should never even have a suggestion of feelings for someone you were about to swallow.  Let them think that you like them, sure, but don't start talking about how handsome they might be.  Sahiba wimping out because she thought the guy was too attractive to eat wasn't what Mona needed.  She quite wanted her second course now, but if Sahiba carried on with this girly chat Mona could see it might all get called off.

So Mona's response was initially a little terse.  "Does it really matter what colour his eyes are?  You'll be turning all of him brown soon anyway."  She paused, then more sympathetically added "Look, these guys want to be eaten and we want a bloody good seeing to.  So It's shag 'em then swallow 'em.  Deben won't thank you for getting all moony about his peepers if you don't have him for sweet course".

"Yeah, suppose you're right.  After all, he would have been eaten this morning if he'd have had better luck."

"Too true I'm bloody right, mate.  So let's get the sweet course ordered."  Getting up from the sofa, she led Sahiba confidently past the reception desk, past the lifts, and over to a pair of double doors giving access to the basement car park.  She pushed one of the doors, revealing a concrete staircase with grey block-lined walls.

"Only just got enough reception down here" Mona complained as she tapped out a terse text message and thumbed the Send button.

*    *    *    *    *

Deben and Renhold had found their way to the well-lit hotel car park, although its cavernous size and maze of walls and corners were confusing.  The delay caused by Sahiba's momentary crisis started to make them think that they had missed their second chance of being swallowed alive that day.  They were both about to give up and return to their hotel when Renhold's message tone rang out.

He grabbed the phone.  He'd added her to his address list, so it was quite clear who the call was from.  And the content of the text could not be clearer, or briefer.

"Get raggedy arses down 2 lifts in car park. Randy + hungry."

"It's them!" Renhold gasped.  "We've got to find the lifts!"

Fortunately Deven spotted a direction sign pointing to "Hotel Reception" which they followed.  Turning a corner, they spotted two figures standing beside an open lift door, one slightly taller than the other.  Drawing closer, they saw one of them was tapping her wrist to indicate growing impatience (and hunger).  It was Mona, naturally. 

"See you got the message, guys" she called over to them.  "Get a wiggle on, I'm bloody starving and it's cold enough to freeze a koala's gonads down here!"

*    *    *    *    *

The lift jerked into life, its machinery whirring as it lurched upwards.  Apart from the lift's clunks and groans, a silence descended on the four people inside it.  Like just about everybody else forced into a lift with people they hardly know, they looked at their feet or at the lift's ceiling, not each other. 

Sahiba's guts chose that moment to emit a loud rumble.  The low, insistent sound made her put her hand to her mouth to stifle a slightly embarrassed giggle.  

There was a brief silence, which Sahiba punctuated. "Ooh, that is my tummy!" she squealed apologetically, patting her abdomen.  She was rewarded by gales of laughter from the other three as the lift continued its slow ascent.

"Yeah, I'm feeling peckish too now" Mona admitted, recovering from the hilarity.  She looked over to Sahiba. "I'm good with waiting a bit longer though.  Gotta work up my hunger, know what I mean?" she leered, adding a nudge and a big suggestive wink.

Sahiba looked away and blushed a little; though an extrovert like most of the girls at the vore competition, she didn't quite have Mona's earthy upfrontness. But she was looking forward to what was now about to happen.

The lift doors jerked open to help Sahiba avoid an answer, and all four of them spilled out into the vestibule area.  The two girls led their dessert course up the carpeted corridor towards Mona's room, their bottoms swinging agreeably as they went.

They reached the door and Mona slipped her hand in her bag to find her room card.  All four of them having had plenty of wine or beer, the effects were starting to show as they waited, giggling, around the entrance to the room, Sahiba and Deben leaning on the door, whilst Mona rummaged ineffectually, Renhold standing right behind her.  Mona grinned at him over her shoulder and ran her tongue lasciviously round her lips.  He responded by fondling her left buttock, leading to Mona pressing her behind into the palm of his hand and loudly observing "bum guy, right?".  Finally she located the errant card and clicked the electronic lock.  The door swung open as the four of them stumbled inside in darkened room, their impetus neatly freeing Mona's arse from Renhold's grip.

The Australian had instead half-fallen on to Renhold across the threshold during their inelegant group collapse at the bedroom door.  "Mate, I can't wait to get you down my throat" she murmured into his ear, fully aware of the double meaning, as she gathered herself back up to her feet again. 
Meanwhile Sahiba was wasting no time in getting to know Deben a lot better.  The two of them had plunged headlong into the room and collapsed on the floor, rolling over towards the nearest of the two king-size beds and laughing almost uncontrollably.  Sahiba squealed with delight as Deben, now not quite so polite, helped her pull her heavy top over her head.  He loosened his own belt and dragged down his jeans and boxers, allowing his already erect penis to spring out.  Sahiba squealed in delight, slipping her bra off and fumbling at her g-string.  She grabbed his penis, using it as a means of pulling Deben on to the bed.

He reacted by helping Sahiba on to the bed.  "Deben, Deben, not on top of me please, my tummy is still sore" she panted.  "Anything else is very good".  

With that, she pulled the duvet over the two of them and started.

On the other side of the room, Mona was back on her feet again and had found the remote control for the lighting, pressing a few buttons randomly.  Purely by luck she managed to create a low romantic glow to the room.  Now she advanced on Renhold with a glint in her eye and a hunger in her stomach. 

*    *    *    *    *

Some time later - they had lost track of time - their bodies finally unlocked in the darkness, lovemaking over. 

"Mmm, was very nice" purred Sahiba.  "And now ... is time to eat you up" she added invitingly, her white teeth glinting in the subdued lighting.  "Maybe the others are ready as well?  We need Mona's machine for the shrinking." Sahiba was practical as well as voracious. 

Emerging from the covers, the looked over to the other two.  Were they finished? 

They found the Australian astride a suppliant Renhold, bouncing up and down on his prostrate body, her entire torso gleaming with perspiration. 

Mona wasn't finished, but she had almost finished Renhold.  She was doing all the work, perspiration gleaming on her as she bore up and down on his penis. Her belly, still showing evidence of the morning's feast, rippled up and down with her body's flowing movements as the results of her meal started to show on her hips.

Inside her stomach, chewed up spare ribs and Californian shiraz slopped about violently.  Below, much further into her digestive tract, the contents of her lower small intestine smacked against the walls of the labyrinthine coils along which they were slowly progressing.  The little that remained of 26 people were half way along their journey through the Australian's guts, their nutrients now distributed around her body.

She had Renhold almost totally immobile and under her control; her thighs had clamped themselves round his waist, her hands were planted on his shoulders to support her as her glistening upper body repeated a series of flowing movements. Fuelled by her human meal that morning, she jerked her hips rhythmically up again then slammed back down hard on his penis, imprisoning it deep inside her.  Mona's mouth hung open, her eyes tight shut as she flicked her body up again, slightly slower this time, paused for a moment in mid thrust then bore down on her prey again with finality.  

She let out a shriek of delight as she finally came, her body shuddering as she timed her climax to the exact same time as his.  Noticing the small audience of two which she had generated, with his penis still clamped insider her, she released her hands from his shoulders, seating herself astride Renhold in a pose of triumph, his penis still clamped inside, her bottom enveloping his waist, her wrists clasped together over her head as if she's just won a sports contest.  

Sahiba and Deben clapped, amused at the display.  Beneath her, Renhold was beginning to revive.  Covered in sweat, his balls ached and he felt as if he had been run over by a runaway truck.  

She shimmied her hips, sliding herself deftly off his still rigid penis; his mind was now on what Mona was about to do to him next.  Mona, laughing, clenched her pelvic floor and clasped her hand across her vagina as she embarked on a dash across to the bathroom.  Her breasts, belly and ass cheeks bounced around as she completed her bid, having largely successfully avoided leaking on the carpet.

"I'll be right back, dessert-boy!" she called from the bathroom, as she dabbed at her crotch with a small towel. 

Sahiba and Deben laughed at Renhold's enfeebled state.

Shortly, true to her word, Mona strode back across the bedroom, still giggling, her tits wobbling agreeably.  She remained in a mischievous mood.  She glanced across at her partner in vore.  "Well, mate, I guess it's snack time" she observed, waving a packet she'd just picked up from the tea and coffee tray.  "And all we've got in here is either these cookies - or those tiny guys we've just worked a number on.  So which do you fancy?  Half coated double chocolate crunch too - it's a tricky one.  Or we could raid the mini bar, I guess."

Sahiba displayed a mock grimace.  "The mini bar is very expensive!" she pouted.  "So, it has to be either the guys or a cookie."  She grinned mischievously.  "We did promise them - but I really love chocolate."

Mona winked at her. "Ah, look, jeez mate, we'd better stick to the bloody promise." she conceded.  "So" she announced, turning suddenly to Deben and Renhold, her breasts bouncing gently "looks like it's belly time for you yummy little morsels"

Sahiba continued the theme.  "Yeah, maybe I'll eat the cookie tomorrow.  It's you guys now!" 

"Ja, Mona, I gotta tell you, you go like a train" Renhold addressed her a little breathlessly, still recovering from the thorough working over he had received from the seemingly inexhaustible Aussie.  Sexually voracious and actually voracious seemed a good way of describing her.

Mona laughed, a little evilly.  She hadn't forgotten Renhold's obvious interest in her rear end earlier; now to give him a bit of a show, she decided.  Turning her back on him. she reached over the dressing table to pull her bag towards her.  Clicking it open, she looked back at him over her shoulder, as she responded with a sly grin. 
"Well, a train sounds right to me, mate, seeing as you've got yourself a one way ticket all the way to Butthole Junction", emphasising the matter by patting her left buttock cheek.  

"Holy moly, where's my bloody shrinker?" Mona added in fake consternation as she carried out a mock search for the machine which she'd already found and placed unseen in her hand. She pushed her feet further apart and bent her knees a little, her butt cheeks parting as she redoubled the pretence of a search deeper in her bag. Exactly as Mona had intended, during the extended rummage Renhold could now glimpse along her butt crack the darker surrounds of her puckered rear exit, which seemed to be winking at him, mocking him.

Through that anus sometime tomorrow Mona would be squeezing out his remains, once her body had taken from him what it needed.

"Aw, bloody thing's right down the bottom" Mona grumbled, though its location seemed quite apt given the view Renhold was getting.  She gave a simulated cry of triumph, turning to face her snack and firing up the shrinker, being rewarded with a series of bleeps as it came to life. 

"Right, time to make you even smaller, pint-size" Mona told Renhold.   She addressed Sahiba conspiratorially.  "Fancy trying out one of my party tricks, mate?"  Sahiba said she wasn't sure what her vore partner meant. 

"Comes in handy if you've only got one to eat and you're a bit famished, like I am now.  You just set the old shrinker a bit higher than normal.  Gets you a bigger belly-full, and I've got a special ingredient to help them slip down."  She bent down and fished a bottle out of her bag.  "Extra virgin olive oil" she whispered behind her hand.  "Glug or two of this and your throat's like a bloody ice rink.  No worries about getting the little buggers down".  She winked and started programming the shrinker.

*    *    *    *    *

A few minutes later - the shrinking process with a hand held machine isn't very quick - two much smaller figures were sitting on Mona's bedside table, looking up at their respective nemesises, towering above them.  Mona's handiwork with the machine had shrunk them so they were both very small, but also bigger than usual and a tight fit for a human throat.

Sahiba looked pensive.  Nor surprisingly, she was wondering how Deben was going to fit down her throat at that size. 

"Come on, let's get them eaten" Mona chivvied, reaching down for Renhold.  "This is pretty much it for you now, mate.  Any last requests?" she asked, grabbling him firmly between her thumb and forefinger.  "No?  Great".  She opened her mouth and unceremoniously popped Renhold straight in, her lips closing round his thighs, his legs dangling down her chin.  She pushed his legs up inside and closed her mouth, now full of shrunken man.  A grin formed around her swollen lips as she started massaging his body with her tongue.

Renhold was still slightly dizzy and disorientated from the reduction process, and simply hadn't expected Mona's move on him.  It was dark and warm inside Mona's mouth, and he assumed that he was just about to be swallowed. 

Sahiba, too, was slightly taken aback by the speed at which Mona had pounced on her prey, but she was hungry too and getting quite tired too. Eating Deben would mean she could get a good night's sleep before her flight home to Turkey late tomorrow. So she, too, reached down, inviting Deben to step on to her outstretched palm.

Deben needed no second bidding, and in no time he had been hoisted up level with Sahiba's mouth, her lips parted.  He looked between them to her glistening teeth, noting her incisors, shaped a little like fangs.  Then Sahiba gently tipped her hand, allowing Deben to roll in between her lips.  He fell back first inside, allowing him to perch on the bottom row of her teeth, his feet outside her mouth.

Sahiba tipped her neck back and flipped her tongue up so that Deben fell further inside her. 

Mona looked on approvingly.  Inside the humid prison which was her mouth, Renhold had quickly become slippery and spitty.  Now those lips parted again and the light flooded in, making the fleshy interior of Mona's mouth take on a light pink colour.

Suddenly, Mona gaped her mouth open as wide as she could, placing a hand underneath to protect Renhold if he fell out.  Sahiba took up the prompt and yawned her mouth wide open, too.  Renhold and Deben waved excitedly at each other and the two girls brought their faces close together. 

Cupping her hand under her chin, Mona nudged her tongue inside Sahiba's mouth, to her friend's surprise, prodding Deben gently with its tip.  Sahiba's eyes opened a little wider, but with Mona's tongue between her teeth she didn't want to risk speaking for fear of biting her fellow voress.  Instead, Sahiba listened to Deben and Renhold taking excitedly to each other instead.  It wasn't easy for either girl to hear what they were saying inside Sahiba's mouth, but they definitely were enjoying themselves.

Sahiba let this carry on for a while, but now tried something that she felt Mona wouldn't be expecting.  She swiftly closed her lips round Mona's tongue and pulled her head backwards, having the effect of depositing Renhold inside her mouth with his friend.

The reaction was instant.  "Hey!  You've pinched my dessert!  Give him back" Mona folded her arms in simulated annoyance.

"Mmmm ..." murmured Sahiba and she sloshed the two miniature men round her mouth.  "I could I jush' swarrow boff of vem" she slurred.  Talking with people in your mouth was never easy.

"No you don't swallow both of them!  Spit my one out!  I've waited over an hour for my afters, to be fair"  Mona whinged, lowering her head into Sahiba's lap and opening her mouth wide.  "In here!" she added, helpfully, pointing inside with a finger, as if it wasn't obvious.

"Shpoilin my fun" complained Sahiba good naturedly, as she reluctantly parted her lips pushing one of the two saliva-covered figures with her tongue.  Luckily it was the right one.

Deben and Renhold were revelling in this delayed despatch to their destinations below.  Now Renhold found himself propelled head first back out into the light, where Sabiha's pout held on to him round his waist for a last moment.  He dangled, looking out of one mouth down to another which yawned beneath him.

The vast maw which gaped beneath him filled his eyes. Mona was stretching her mouth as wide as she could, her glistening uvula stretching downwards to create the impression that there were twin tunnels disappearing down her dark, hot throat.

Sahiba let him go and he fell through the air, his fall cushioned by the fleshy protectiveness of Mona's pink tongue.

Mona shifted herself back upright and the two girls faced each other again, their mouths open.  They did not attempt to speak.  Deben and Renhold watched each other, both sitting on alternate tongues, each framed by the teeth and lips of their chosen destination. 

Mona grabbed the bottle of olive oil and took a swig with Renhold still inside.  A blotch of oil flowed over him and gurgled into the void behind him.  Mona winked at Sahiba then opened her mouth and shoved Renhold with her finger deeper inside so his feet hit the back of her throat.  Her uvula danced on his knees.  Now  she slowly ran her tongue round her lips and closed her mouth.  With a brief frown of concentration, she closed her eyes and swallowed.  The twitch of her throat as Renhold began his journey inside her body was obvious.  His Australian predator opened her mouth again, wide, allowing Deben to see from inside Sahiba's mouth that his friend was no more.  

Mona took a second swig of olive oil to aid his passage, then put her hand on her hips and summoned up a satisfied belch.  

 "Mmmm - m! Your turn" she said, handing over the olive oil.  "Just do as I did, a good swig, then push him as far down as you can, swallow as hard as possible and let your throat take over.  No sweat."

Sahiba listened carefully, not wanting to choke on Deben.  She took a good draught of olive oil, pushed at Deben so she could feel him entering her throat, then gulped, tipping her head back.

Sahiba felt him almost instantly slipping away down her throat.  She felt him forcing a path down her oesophagus all the way down, but it wasn't painful.  In fact, she rather liked being able to feel him descending down her body.  She shook her head from side to side and stuck her tongue out to highlight his departure to the pink prison below.  She traced her finger down her body to her belly, which she patted agreeably.

Sahiba thought she's take a leaf out of Mona's book, so she swallowed some air and summoned up a ladylike burp.  It didn't have the resonant quality of Mona's abdominal eruptions, but it did earn her a "Way to go, girl" high five from her partner in vore.

"In my country burps can be a sign that you are liking your meal" Sahiba beamed.

"Yeah, mine too" lied Mona.  "But I like to belch anyway, it gives me a feeling of dominance over the guy or gal I've just eaten.  Like, I'm saying that's it mate, no escape, you're part of me now, yeah?"   

*    *    *    *    *

Deben fell headfirst into soft fleshy floor of Sahiba's stomach.  The Turkish girl's belly was, as promised, empty apart from a small pool of Californian chardonnay which hadn't entered her bloodstream yet, mixing with the gulps of olive oil.  It was as hot and stifling as Deben had expected, with the added interest that it had recently contained 24 shrunken people.  

By contrast, Renhold plopped into a viscous, bubbling stew of digesting spare ribs and red wine. 

*    *    *    *    *

They say it takes between one and a half to three days for food to move through the entire digestive process of an average person.  But Sahiba and Mona were distinctly not average people.  They were two fit and vigorous young women with fast metabolisms, who were well used to eating people.  One of them even did it for a living.  Their digestive systems were strong, robust and quick to process food.  And the vore competition represented the only nourishment they'd had that day - apart from Mona's little indiscretion with the spare ribs - which meant that their bodies had been dealing with just one meal, if a big one.  

Sahiba - and Mona too - quickly got off to sleep.  Mona suggested Sahiba crash on the other bed, which Sahiba was happy to do - her own room was several floors up and she just couldn't be bothered to go back.
During the night, their digestive systems slowed a little, but dealing with Deben and Renhold was a simple and quick matter for the girls' bellies. And the remains of the big people binge that morning finally reached the last coils of their small intestines to  begin the slow grind up the ascending colon.

As daybreak neared, what little remained of Mona and Sahiba's Vore Competition meals slipped into their rectums.

*    *    *    *    *

Sahiba stirred.  A weak sun was playing on the bedroom wall, which might have been what awoke her, or the other possibility was the rustlings of the other occupant of the room, whose round pink Australian bottom had just swung into view.  

Her co- voress was sliding herself reluctantly out of bed, arse first it appeared to Sahiba, though Mona quickly swung round to face her, crouching down to eyeline level.  "Sorry mate, I didn't really want to get up just yet" she whispered grumpily to her sleepy accomplice. "But I'm starting to get me flamin' back door kicked in here.  I gotta take a dump.  Then a shower."  And with that she dragged herself upright, not bothering with the fluffy white dressing gown hanging in the wardrobe.  She sloped naked across the bedroom, absent mindedly scratching her left buttock cheek.  

Sahiba slowly came to life as the door to the bathroom clicked shut.  The severe winter weather had discouraged many previously booked guests, so the hotel was mostly quiet with few sounds of people moving about.  It was silent in the room; the bedside clock read "06:58". 
Sahiba heard the sound of the toilet seat being lifted.  Amplified by the lavatory pan, a fart heralded the start of proceedings in the bathroom.  A satisfied sigh followed as Mona eased out an introductory turd. Sahiba groaned, realising she should have gone back to her own room.  She buried her head in the pillow, but not enough to shut out Mona's activities in the bathroom.  

As listening to people on the loo wasn't an activity Sahiba wanted to take part in at all, she grabbed the TV remote, managing at last to drown out with breakfast television most of the succession of satisfied sighs, gasps and plops as Mona excreted the remains of 26 people from her bowels.  Finally the flush of the loo indicated the end of the whole thing, to Sahiba's immense relief.

Ten minutes later Mona emerged wrapped in a towel.  "If you need the dunny, I'd give it a while first" she advised cheerfully.  "Reckon that's most of the little buggers dumped.  You fancy a trip down to the gym first up?  Got rid of a few pounds just then, but I could do with working off some more before I go!"

"Yes, that is a good idea" Sahiba agreed.  "But first I need to go back to my room and get ready.  Thank you very much Mona, you have been a very good friend to me."

"Aw, look, no worries, any time" beamed Mona.  "I think we're going to be really good mates!"

*   *   THE END  *   *
