Claire
Part 4
(F/M, F/F, soft vore, same size, digestion, scat)
Emmanuel’s first experiment ended as a failure as neither the X-ray nor the camera revealed anything useful to the scientists on his payroll – it merely showed the obvious. However, he clearly wasn’t in a hurry. The rest of the day passed uneventfully.
The girls woke up late in the morning to the sound of the door opening: it was Gina bringing breakfast. Safiya gasped with surprise. There was only one bowl with a single piece of bread with a thin layer of butter already smeared on it and half of a tomato, barely enough for one person. Claire got the bowl, and Gina left without a word.
„Wow, they’re actually giving you breakfast,” Safiya exclaimed. „They must really like you…”
„Have it,” Claire immediately shoved the bowl towards the other girl. „They’re gonna feed me more people anyway.”
„Nah. I survived so far with one meal a day. And just because you got one big meal doesn’t mean you don’t need to eat regularly either.”
„Fine,” Claire replied, tearing the piece of bread into two and handing the bigger part to Safiya, along with the tomato. „Then have this.”
Safiya took the food and smiled – she was, after all, quite hungry. „Thanks.” She munched on it slowly, enjoying the taste for as long as she could, in sharp contrast with Claire, who devoured her share in a few bites. „Judging by the taste, they really are leaving us the scraps,” Claire remarked.
Safiya shook her head sadly. „I hardly remember how good food tastes by now.”
„How long have you even been here?” Claire asked, realising she forgot to ask this fairly basic question before.
„Must be years. Then again, I have no way of keeping track of time now. I could have etched little lines into the wall, but I didn’t, so I’ve no idea what season it is now…”
„Spring,” Claire told her.
„Then I think it’s been two years and a half.”
„Ouch,” Claire said sympathetically. The conversation died down here, with both of them feeling depressed about the situation. Though tempted to check out some of the books, Claire decided to work out instead to burn away some of the fat that appeared on her belly, courtesy of the prisoner she had eaten the previous day. She only went for the bookcase after becoming too tired to continue.
Claire estimated that it was around early afternoon when she felt the urge to go to the bathroom. She signalled via the bell, and sure enough, the footsteps came quickly. Once again it was Gina.
„I need to go to the bathroom,” Claire told her and left the room. As Gina locked it behind her, Claire couldn’t help but ask a question. „So are you always going to be the one escorting me around and bringing us stuff?”
„Yeah, why?” Gina asked back. „Should I get Emmanuel to find someone else?”
„Nah… in fact, I really like it this way,” Claire reassured her, realising that her question didn’t quite come out as she had intended.
„That’s kind of you, I guess.”
„Yeah, well…” Claire blushed a bit with embarrassment. She just wanted to make some smalltalk and really didn’t want to sound unfriendly. „Um, how did you get all those scars anyways?”
„Various prisoners,” Gina replied. „But these two, the ugliest ones, they’re from your friend Safiya,” she said, pointing at two particularly nasty scars, one across her right cheek, one just below her mouth. „She found a knife and got out of hand, a little bit.”
Claire stopped in her tracks, her jaw dropping with surprise. „Safiya? Wait, that’s not why you only brought me breakfast, is it?”
„What?” Gina sputtered. „You think I would bear a grudge after two years? Not for a moment!” she cried out indignantly.
~Great, I did it again!~ Claire shook her head rapidly, her face becoming red again. „I’m sorry, I just- I don’t know why I said that…”
„That girl had a lot of spunk, can’t blame her for that,” Gina continued, calming down a bit as she heard Claire’s attempt at damage control. „It’s a pity she took it out on the wrong person.” They arrived at the bathroom door; Claire entered and closed the door behind herself.
She sat down on the toilet and emptied her bladder first. The thick yellow stream of liquid splashed against the porcelain and flowed for half a minute before stopping. However, the harder part was still ahead. Claire grunted and strained hard. The pressure in her bowels was great, but the excrement just didn’t seem to want to come out, no matter what. She strained and strained, her eyes watering, and finally succeeded. The turd that came out was extremely thick and hard as a rock this time – Claire felt her anus was on fire as the log passed through it, agonisingly slowly, and landed with a splash in the toilet bowl.
Claire sighed with relief and relaxed, but the pressure wasn’t gone yet – there was more coming. After a minute of rest, she started squeezing out the next log. It was no different from the first one, except that it was longer. She did not know how many minutes it took, but it was longer than she had ever spent on the toilet. It was even more painful than the last, and Claire moaned in pain several times. Finally, the relief came: the turd separated itself from Claire’s asshole and fell into the bowl.
She stood up, her legs shaking a little, and looked at her waste – the remains of a man who was alive and well one day ago. It felt drastically different than when she was getting rid of Aaron. „Rest in peace,” she whispered awkwardly before wiping and flushing the toilet. She achieved no success: it became hopelessly clogged. Claire didn’t have the will to sort out the problem; she simply went for the exit and let Gina follow her back to her room.
On that day, Claire’s dinner was perfectly ordinary (that is, inadequate). It was only one day later that Emmanuel „invited” her to floor -3 again. By this time, her belly looked merely a few months pregnant – or moderately overweight, depending on how she looked at it – and she guessed that this might have been part of the reason why she didn’t get to eat someone a day before.
Emmanuel was waiting for her already, as were all the other scientists. „Ah, hi again Claire! We’ve found another victim for you. You’re really gonna enjoy his taste, he’s a really nasty sort who almost killed his wife because she cheated on him…”
„I don’t care who he is,” Claire retorted. „Over here he’s just one of your prisoners, destined to be eaten.”
Emmanuel gulped. „You can look at it that way too. Either way… Gina, go ahead and bring me number eight…”
„Just a moment before you do,” Claire told Gina, then turned back to Emmanuel. „If you want me to eat more people for your amusement, I’ll do so only if you give Safiya clean clothes, more books and more food including breakfast,” she stated sternly.
His face became clouded and his brows furrowed; Emmanuel didn’t fail to spot the change in Claire’s attitude. „You’re forgetting that I’m the one calling the shots here,” he said, his voice sounding a bit threatening for the first time.
„You’re forgetting that you’re the one who needs me here,” Claire smirked, imitating Emmanuel’s sweetish, manipulative voice. „You can threaten me all you want, but I’m not sure how many eaters are out there… and people are bound to get suspicious if too many young girls disappear.”
Emmanuel gritted his teeth; Claire could almost hear the cogwheels whirring in his brain. „Alright, I’ll grant your request – this time. It’s trivial to organise someone’s disappearance, and I’m only caving in now because I want to save some time looking for another. Don’t ever try to defy me again!” He forced a smile upon himself. „Gina, why aren’t you on your way?”
She looked at Emmanuel, prying her gaze off Claire, at whom she had been staring in awe. „Yes, sir,” she acknowledged the order and stepped into the elevator. Emmanuel gave Claire another camera to swallow – she wondered briefly whether the first one was still in her intestines or gone with her poop – and this time, he also had a scientist inject some fluid into her, somewhere around the level of her stomach. „It’s harmless, we just need it to observe your digestive system better,” the man explained.
The prisoner who was brought in was different from the one she had eaten two days before. This one was tall and rough-looking; he shot a hateful look at Claire as he was slammed down onto the bed. A guard ripped most of the clothing off him and handed Claire the knife to cut away the man’s bindings when needed. „Just like last time,” Emmanuel told her. „Bon appetit!”
The prisoner looked at her quizzically; Claire deduced he hadn’t been briefed about his fate. ~I won’t let myself get carried away this time, I’ll keep a level head no matter what,~ she willed herself and pounced on the man.
She began with the feet this time, sliding them smoothly into her mouth and pulling him in rapidly by the legs. With the duct tape still on his mouth, all the man could do was to give out muffled screams. Claire worked fast, not stopping anywhere, as she wished to get it over with quickly. It was much easier to swallow the prisoner this way, as she found out: instead of having to take in his wide shoulders suddenly after his head, her mouth only had to gradually widen to fit her meal inside.
For him, it was much more painful. His legs were already burning in Claire’s stomach acids before his head even entered Claire’s maw. He was also twisted into a very uncomfortable position inside Claire’s stomach, more so than the prisoner Claire ate head first – he felt like his spine was about to break when he was finally stuffed into the girl’s hungry gut. It was the lesser pain he had to endure, though: with his head entering much later, he had to endure getting digested alive for much longer before the lack of air mercifully finished him off, leaving his body to be digested and recycled.
Claire was entirely sober, she wasn’t overwhelmed like the previous two times. „There you go,” she uttered once she was finally able to speak, and with it, let out a little burp too. She lay down on her back, knowing that this was expected of her, and waited patiently.
„We’re done,” Emmanuel announced after a while. „You can go now!” He waved at Gina, who helped Claire onto her feet and back to the room.
Emmanuel had Safiya’s clothes and books delivered a few hours later – the girl was over the top. She immediately guessed that Claire was behind this fortunate turn of events, and hugged her gratefully as she admitted it. Other than that, everything happened like last time until the next evening, when Claire called for Gina to escort her to the bathroom.
„I’ll be having a shower too, if that’s okay,” Claire told the guard before entering the room. She used the toilet first, dumping the remains of the man she had eaten last. This time, her shit was soft, with visible bone fragments, and came out much easier – however, the resulting pile was still too large to flush away. Claire decided to ignore the smell and go shower; she shut the lid of the toilet, took off her clothes and stepped into the shower cabin.
Claire came out of the bathroom, all cleaned up and refreshed, about five minutes later. Gina beckoned to her to follow, which she did nonchalantly. Suddenly, she felt the woman grab her left hand – she looked at Gina, who shook her head quickly. She then let go, and Claire realised that her guard left something in her hand – a piece of paper!
Claire didn’t dare say anything, or even look at Gina again, figuring out that her actions were probably being recorded. Instead, she took a book out of the bookcase as soon as Gina locked the door behind her and put the paper into it, then lay down on the bed with it and started reading the message.
’I’ll help you escape. Tomorrow you’ll have to eat someone. When I’ll have to fetch you, I’ll carry the two of us up and out of here. Everything else will be set up. This will be your only chance.’ The handwriting was a bit shaky, but easy to read. Claire stared at it, wide-eyed. While the message revived her hopes of getting out of the complex, it also raised many questions. ~Why would Gina want to save me? How is she going to make sure we won’t get caught? Why does she even care about me? And what if the whole attempt fails?~
„Found something interesting?” Safiya asked, noticing Claire’s face.
„Uh… no, nothing really,” Claire replied quickly. She felt a twinge of guilt immediately. ~How will Safiya get rescued anyway?~ she asked herself. She decided not to pass the book to the girl, fearing that her reaction would betray them both, or that the girl would accidentally reveal the existence of the secret message to Emmanuel’s crew. The cameras on the ceiling observed almost everything going on in the room. ~If I make it, I’ll go to the authorities and tell them about this place, they’ll break Safiya out,~ she decided.
Claire slept only a few hours, being more nervous than ever before. She tried to envision her escape, but it all seemed too easy, she knew there had to be a catch somewhere. 
No breakfast came. „Easy come, easy go,” Safiya stated with a hint of disappointment in her voice when it was clear that the first meal of the day would not be arriving. „They must hate us again.”
„Oh, if Emmanuel’s going back on his word, then I won’t be serving him anymore,” Claire growled. „I told him that and I’ll carry through with my promise.”
„Well, good luck,” Safiya told her. „Perhaps they realised you’re getting too cocky?”
„Remember, they need me, not the other way around.”
„Clearly it isn’t beyond them to hunt down someone else if both of us stop cooperating, though,” Safiya argued.
„I told him that they’ll get caught eventually if they do that, and I’m sure he knows that too.”
„Oh, if they managed so far, I’m sure that threat won’t deter them,” Safiya sighed. „Let’s face it, we…”
She fell silent, and both of the girls turned towards the door as they heard the familiar noise of the key turning in the lock. Claire stood up and hopped eagerly to the door, her heart beating in her throat in anticipation of her escape. When she realised that it wasn’t Gina standing in the doorway, she actually stumbled backwards in her surprise.
„Wait, isn’t Gina supposed to…” Claire tried to ask, but the man interrupted her. It was the dodgy cop who had ambushed her in the alleyway. The implications of this change didn’t click straight away, but it was clear to Claire that something was wrong.
„Hello… little Claire,” he began, seemingly not paying attention to her half-finished question. „If you would please come with me, your next dinner is ready.” He smiled eerily, and finally answered the question: „Gina is, unfortunately, no longer able to fulfill her duty. I’m taking over. You can call me Reynald.”
~Oh no… if she got caught…~ Claire followed the man, looking at Safiya once before stepping through the doorway, with a clearly horrified look in her eyes. The guard locked the door behind her, then put his hand on her right shoulder. „Hey!” Claire protested, but he ignored her, and moved her hand downwards, down to her waist…
„Get away from me!” Claire snapped at Reynald, pushing his hand away. „How dare you treat me like this?” She was starting to suspect that the man would call her bluff, but she didn’t want to seem weak after her performance two days earlier. Unfortunately, her guess was right.
„You can whine to the complaints department, young girl,” he smirked. „I’m sure they’ll care a lot.” With that, she squeezed Claire’s butt with his hand. „This is too fun to pass up!”
Claire tried to resist again, but this time, Reynald grabbed her on the wrist. His iron grip had Claire hiss painfully. „That’s enough for now. Come on, they’re waiting for you!” He yanked the girl and pulled her after himself, delivering her into the elevator. Claire glanced wishfully at the button leading back to the surface as the man pressed button „-3”.
The door opened and Emmanuel stood there, like always, ready to welcome his captive. „Hello Claire!” She winced upon hearing the shout. Emmanuel didn’t show any anger or disappointment, he merely flashed his trademark creepy smile at her. „Thanks Reynald, you can let her go now.” He reluctantly did so and took a few steps back, drawing his weapon. In fact, everyone else had their weapons trained on her too. But while Emmanuel babbled on, Claire noticed which unfortunate victim was lying on the bed this time… She no longer listened to the man; the blood drained out of her face and she felt dizzy as she saw Gina, tied up, disarmed and already stripped of all clothing except for the underwear.
Claire shook her head. „No, I’m not doing that,” she stated plainly after partly regaining her composure. „I’m not eating her. Find some other prisoner, I don’t care who it is, but I’m not eating her, you got it?”
Emmanuel puckered up his lips. „Maybe next time. You seem to forget that you don’t have a choice in the matter, little girl. And I’m done haggling with you.”
„Oh, I have nothing to lose anyways,” Claire spat. „Put your money where your mouth is and find someone to replace me then, or if you don’t, find someone else to replace her instead,” she pointed at Gina.
„You wanna know what Gina’s fate will be if you do not comply?” Emmanuel replied coolly. „It will be the same as yours! If you’re as smart as you seem, then you should stop acting like you run this place and devour her too! Why do you care more about her than the others, anyway? Because she wanted to bust you out and happened to do a pretty terrible job at it? Oh please. A few days ago she was bossing you around like normal.”
Claire looked at Emmanuel, then the other guards, with despair in her eyes. More so than at any point during her stay in the research complex so far, she had to choose between two great evils. „Yeah, like I’ll believe you’ll kill me. You couldn’t bring yourself to kill Safiya when she refused,” Claire pointed out.
Emmanuel raised an eyebrow. The girl had a point… „You’re half right on that. I didn’t kill her. But I could…” He turned towards one of his men. „Kyle, go and finish the other girl off, and make it quick!” he barked the order at the guard.
„No!” Claire screamed out as she saw that Kyle nodded and headed for the elevator. „Please! Leave her alone! I’ll eat Gina for you, I’ll do anything, just spare her, she had no part in this!” she yelled wildly.
Emmanuel listened to her efforts with a malevolent grin. „Now we’re talking, but it’s a bit too late,” he sneered. „Your pathetic resistance has just caused Safiya’s undoing. And when you told me you have nothing to lose…” He rubbed his chin and paused for a second for dramatic effect. „You were wrong. There’s still your best friend and housemate Sandy, oh, and how could I forget about your family… I think you’ll never again make the mistake of not taking me seriously, eh Claire?”
Claire tried her best to fight back tears, but two of them still rolled down her cheek. She rubbed her eyes and face quickly to wipe them away. „Okay…” she whispered. „You won this time, I’ll do it…” 
She ambled next to the bed and sat down on it, next to Gina. She tore the duct tape off the former guard’s mouth and muttered: „I’m sorry, Gina…”
„Nevermind,” Gina whispered back quickly. „Just go ahead, but please, if you can, try and swallow some air for me, I really want to live just a bit more in there…”
„But it’ll be painful,” Claire protested.
„I don’t care,” Gina shook her head. „Now go ahead, let’s get this over with!” She relaxed her muscles and closed her eyes. Claire looked at the ropes binding her arms and legs, then at Emmanuel, who seemed to guess her thoughts.
„Here you go,” he tossed the knife to her. „I assume you girls won’t be getting any funny ideas, eh?”
Claire cut all the ropes right away this time, then thew the blade aside. She had a good look at Gina’s nearly naked form. She was, of course, quite a bit older than Sandy, but Claire still found her body attractive; without the uniform, her curves were clearly visible and they were very impressive. Claire quickly banished these thoughts from her mind, however. ~Not only do I already have Sandy, but here I am in this situation… it’s so sick that I’m still thinking of this,~ she thought, feeling ashamed of herself.
Not wishing to delay the inevitable anymore, she took Gina’s feet into her mouth. While she was no longer thinking about sex, her subconscious still forced her to devour the woman much slower. Claire took her time to enjoy the taste, her tongue flicking all around Gina’s legs. She lingered a bit around her vagina, smoothly running her tongue all over her underwear and blushing a bit in the process. She didn’t want to make the woman feel uncomfortable, but she had much difficulty resisting her urge to just rip off the underwear and…
Claire didn’t want to think any more about it; assisting her throat muscles, she shoved Gina inside herself forcefully, quickly pulling her in up to her belly. From there, Gina slowly and steadily slid down Claire’s esophagus. She didn’t cry out in pain even as her feet were already immersed in Claire’s stomach acids, which immediately began to digest the woman’s flesh. She only opened her eyes once she was already inside Claire’s maw up to her neck – they looked at each other one last time before Gina disappeared in her predator’s mouth, now nothing more than food for her stomach.
With much reluctance, but finally deciding to honor Gina’s last wish, Claire breathed in and swallowed copious amounts of oxygen to keep Gina alive. She lay down and let the staff do the usual examinations on her before Emmanuel let her go. Claire acknowledged with dismay that Reynald was indeed the one to lead her back to her room. This time he only caressed her legs a little bit while riding the elevator; Claire didn’t dare fight back after the scene with Emmanuel.
As Claire entered her holding cell, she saw that Emmanuel hadn’t been bluffing. Safiya was no longer there; she was gone forever. ~They really did it,~ she thought. ~Those murderous bastards. They’ll all pay for this one day, I swear, even if I have to wait ten years to have my revenge.~ She heard Reynald lock the door behind her as she was contemplating how to best avenge Safiya’s death – and suddenly she felt the contents of her belly struggle violently.
It all dawned upon her right there. ~She’s alive! And she wanted me to keep her alive because she has something to say to me… How I didn’t guess that faster! Oh, I hope you’re gonna make it…~ She quickly sucked another load of air in and then quickly banged on the door.
„Please, I need to go to the bathroom really quick!” she shouted at Reynald as soon as his face was visible just beyond the opening door.
He muttered some unintelligible swear word under his breath before replying. „Alright, come on,” she ordered; Claire waddled out of the room as fast as she could. Reynald didn’t molest her while escorting her – he told her to make it quick before Claire closed the door after herself.
Claire emptied her bladder quickly, then headed for the shower cabin. It was transparent, so the cameras, Emmanuel’s ubiquitous eyes that even the bathroom was equipped with, could provide the camera crew with an arousing sight, but that was not on Claire’s mind at the moment. She turned on the shower and poked her belly gently. „Gina… you still there?” she asked, the noise of the water rendering her speech inaudible to the bugging devices.
„Yes…” Gina replied. Her voice was weak and it was obvious she was in great pains - Claire admired her resilience. „G-get out… of this building somehow. There’s… a motorcycle hidden… in the forest. Go left and… n-never leave the woods,” she instructed Claire.
„Alright, got it,” Claire answered, speaking quickly as she suspected Gina could pass out at any moment. „How did you get caught though?”
„I-I don’t know… they just… knew… didn’t y-you miss a camera?”
„No, I was careful enough not to…” Claire began, but stopped. ~I didn’t watch for any cameras on or near the ground,~ she realised. „Wait, I think I did… I’m so sorry…”
„Too late now… you make it, then I didn’t… die for nothing,” she wheezed, with more and more effort needed to utter each word.
„Why did you try to save me anyway?” Claire asked her final question.
„I, I was in it… for the money… the way they treated you girls was… too much for me. But it took me such a long t-time to… to actually take a step…”
„Thank you so much, though,” Claire interrupted her. „You’re a hero either way.”
Gina smiled weakly, though Claire didn’t see this – she could only guess she did. „Yeah… you just get out… of here alive…”
The bathroom door opened. „Got to go,” Claire quickly told her belly, then spun around. She managed to wrap a towel around herself just as Reynald marched in, with a gun in his hands pointed straight at her.
„You urgently needed to… take a shower? Uh huh. Step out and no suspicious moves,” he ordered.
„What, are you expecting me to build a bomb in the shower cabin?” she snapped at the man. She was frustrated that she couldn’t even properly say farewell to Gina. She was also afraid, however. ~What if my voice was still clearly recorded?~
„Only the cameras know what you were doing, but I’m not taking any risks,” he told Claire. He tore the towel off Claire and gave her naked body a good look - ~A second Emmanuel, I could swear!~ she thought – before carefully examining the towel.
„Alright, now get going,” he told Claire, who was already putting on her clothes, embarrassed and just wishing to be back in her room already, alone. Reynald followed her all the way into the cell, searching the room quickly, then left her to her thoughts. „’Till next time!” he shouted from outside of the room, his steps coming from farther and farther away.
Claire sat on the edge of her bed, burying her head into her hands. She thought of Safiya’s murder, of Gina’s advice, of Emmanuel’s threats. It was overwhelming, and even the hope that Gina’s words gave to her seemed small and far-away. Still, she couldn’t stay in her prison anymore. ~I’ll have to take the first available opportunity to escape, if they find the motorcycle before I do, all hope is lost…~ she thought grimly. Her only opportunity to do so, she figured, was when she had to take a trip through the elevator. She could overpower Reynald and hijack the elevator… aside from having to subdue a trained policeman, difficult even for a girl like Claire who was significantly stronger than the average female, she still had to worry about Emmanuel’s thugs giving chase. It was a dire prospect. She decided to work out a little bit, both to distract herself from her thoughts and to try and get into shape for her escape – even if it had to be Gina’s body that she used to fuel every movement…
