					SPY EATER


				       Dining with a Captor








Alena had trained for a great many things prior to and during her career as a spy. Self defence, fire-arms training, foreign languages, disguise...the whole lot, just about every conceivable skill she would need. Her trainers and superiors always told her she was given the best training possible. She had assumed all her experiences in the field had prepared her for all eventualities. 


Her current predicament was making her re-evaluate all that.





She had awoken to absolute darkness, the cramped space illuminated only by the faint glistening of the soft, fleshy walls, rippling and convulsing around her. Muffled noises flooded in around her like she was underwater but the thick humid air reminded her where she really was and the terrible, terrible heat kept her from falling asleep again. In the stifling womb she shuffled and squirmed as little as she could in the tight confides, pushing out and kicking with as much effort as she could muster. It was little and it seemed to do no harm towards Paris. Alena wondered if Paris enjoyed her struggles.


“What kind of trick was this?” she pondered. “This is monstrous...luring agents in and...”


Alena could barely think about it.


“..and taking them inside her?”


She called out for help now and again but nothing came from, save the assuring but mocking massaging of Paris's hand from outside, rubbing all over the abdomen's surface.


Alena could hardly be certain who she was or who she worked for but her money was on the CIA. If they wanted her, there was only one thing they'd be after.


“Christ...the British had tried to warn me...” she thought, recalling that fateful nights events.


What day was it now? Alena felt like she had been trapped inside Paris for ages, enduring stenches and juices of every kind, all tinged with such unbearable heat.


The real question now was how long did she have to remain inside Paris?





Paris waddled confidently down the polished floor, down the hallway towards a specific area of their headquarters. Clad now in a tight fitting suit that scarcely buttoned over her swollen belly, she blended in with the types here but the confident sway of he wide, round hips gave her a spirit most here lacked. She took delight in the knowledge that almost all the people here didn't even know she was carrying anything other than a baby. Only Paris and her small, elite branch of the company knew of their peculiar but effective methods.


The flight and journey back home had been long and she was grateful to be here at last, to finish off the assignment. Alena's presence inside her gave her much pleasure, especially when she moved but the weight was proving tiresome and now Paris would just be grateful to be done with her. 


Deep in the darkest corners of the building, Paris entered into a secure little section with two checkpoints before at last she found herself outside an interrogation room with walls of concrete, a steel door and a one way mirror. Inside was better lit than the corridor with a plain table and chairs visible in the centre of the relatively spacious chamber. 


Waiting outside though were two people, a man and a woman. The guy Paris did not recognise but the instant they had let her through and she had glimpsed that fiery hair and the sheen reflecting of her glasses, she had known exactly who it was.


Her handler, Miriam Adler. 


As she approached she saw the dark green suit, with its skirt instead of trousers, contrasted a treat with her soft peach skin and bright red hair. She was an older woman to be sure but only of about thirty odd years and so far she had aged terribly gracefully with a slender hourglass figure to boot. Miriam stood clutching a clipboard with the man, a head taller with short cropped hair and a plain tanned face clad in a black suit with only a red tie offering a splash of character.


“Good afternoon Paris,” greeted Miriam with a smile, her eyes peering through her spectacles at Paris's swollen belly. “This is the infamous agent Alena Vetrov?”


“Yes Ma'am,” confirmed Paris proudly, patting her huge midsection and stopping before her boss with a faint smile, her gaze drawn towards the man she did not know.


Miriam, picking up on this, introduced him.


“Agent Paris, this is Harold Savage,” she explained gesturing towards him. “He's in training at the moment and I'm showing him the ropes around Langley.”


“Pleasure to meet you Paris,” he said in a smooth tone.


Something about him made Paris uneasy but she smiled and nodded politely.


“And you Harold.”


“Okay then, shall we begin?” said Miriam.


“Yes ma'am,” replied Paris making her way into the interrogation room.


Miriam made to follow then turned to Harold when at the door.


“You wait outside Agent Savage and observe how we conduct this very special branch of operations.”


He nodded and stepped over to the window as Miriam stepped inside. There Paris pulled out a chair, put it against one wall and sat down, as Miriam sat down in the chair on the opposite side of the table. As she got comfortable she unbuttoned her trousers and slid them down, followed by her panties revealing her bare pussy dripping wet.


“Uuuuungh!” she groaned suddenly, her belly convulsing as she squeezed and began pushing Alena out.


For a while nothing seemed to happen and Miriam just sat quietly as Paris groaned and clenched her teeth. Harold watched from outside, fascinated. Then in a gush of juices, the pussy parted and Alena's head burst free, the Russian spy gasping for cool clean air as her shoulders followed before in one slick motion her entire body slid out and with a splat landed on the concrete floor. Alena was left drenched and shivering whilst Paris recovered, her pussy closing once more and her belly going smooth and flat as she lifted up her trousers and panties. 


With that done she brought a blanket from the table and wrapped it around Alena before lifting the shaken agent from the ground, guiding her into the chair whilst her senses adjusted once more to being outside. Miriam just watched without a hint of emotion.


“Hello Miss Vetrov,” said Miriam, instantly drawing Alena's confused eyes to her. “Miss Alena Vetrov, spy for a splinter faction of the KGB that remains intact to this day, operating around the world. Including our back yards.”


“Where the hell am I?! Who are you...what the fuck are you people?!” yelled Alena slamming a slimy fist on the table, her skin still soaked from being in the womb, her sodden hair stuck to her cheeks and neck.


She then turned to Paris who sauntered round to stand next to Miriam.


“And you!” she yelled at her captor. “What...what did you do to me!?”


Paris just smirked and it was Miriam who gave the answers.


“Miss Vetrov, if your reputation is worth a damn, you must be fully aware that we are the CIA,” she told the rattled spy. “A special branch to be sure however. What Paris did is one of our many specialities. The method she used is dubbed unbirth.”


“Unbirth?” repeated Alena, taking in the word.


Such a simple word to describe the bizarre horror she had endured.


“Yes, all to bring you here.”


“Why?”


“You know why,” Miriam said to her. “The formula you obtained in Paris, we must have it.”


Alena, in spite of all she had endured and her present predicament, just laughed.


“The British came the same night you captured me, offered me protection from you. I didn't take their offer, why should I take yours?”


Miriam remained quiet for a while and Paris seemed quite surprised.


“MI5 got to you before us?” asked Miriam.


Alena merely nodded.


“Did you know this?” she asked Paris.


“No ma'am, not at all...I thought I got there first.”


“Hmmm...” muttered Miriam as she pushed back her chair and stood up, bringing herself eye level with Paris. “...and yet, it seems you did not.”


“I'm sorry ma'am,” said Paris, apologetically. “My intel said nobody had contacted her first.”


“Yet the British met her first which means now she's gone missing, they know we have her and our ability to maintain the formula as a secret is compromised,” Miriam explained. “In short, you failed Paris.”


“What...what do we do now then ma'am?” asked a nervous Paris.


“Simple...” began Miriam stepping towards Paris, removing her spectacles and tucking them into her front pocket, revealing deep green eyes. “...I eat you for lunch.”


Before Paris could scream Miriam was upon her, lips and jaw stretched insanely wide, plunging over the blonde's head in one swift gulp. Alena dove backwards out of her chair and pressed herself against the opposite wall, terrified and helpless. 


She could only watch, watch those bulging cheeks with Paris's head inside emitting muffled pleas before a loud “gulp!” saw that panicking head drift down into the bulging throat, her strands of blonde hair slurped between those pale lips of Miriam's along with her neck. Paris kept flailing her arms and legs, as saliva dribbled down from Miriam's hungry maw, soaking the suit before another powerful swallow had Paris in passed her shoulders, her arms now pinned to her curvaceous sides. Another swallow and the bulge of Paris's head drifted down behind Miriam's ample chest, gone towards her groaning, hungry stomach. Her own chest was squished between those plump juicy lips, moist with a perverse appetite, Miriam relishing every ounce of struggling flavour as she moaned, lifting Paris feet first into the air, letting gravity assist her feeding.


Assist it did. Soon Paris's hips were slurped down, down towards the ever swelling gut of Miriam, her jacket button popping as the belly grew, poking out from beneath her blouse as Paris filled the fleshy growling sack. All the remained was her legs which slowly sunk down, gulp after gulp, passed between those lips and down that throat till at last those twitching struggling shoes vanished between those lips, the final bulge drifting down to join the rest of Paris in Miriam's hugely distended gut.


“Mmmmmm...” Miriam moaned, licking and smacking her lips as she patted her gut, the exposed skin alive with bumps and outlines of Paris's squirms within. “...she was delicious. I should have eaten her years ago.”


Alena remained against the wall, clutching her blanket, her gaze transfixed upon the gut, watching the moving skin as Paris fought from inside. A woman she had had sex with not long ago, who had “unbirthed” her...was now just a meal inside this mad woman's massive belly.


“What the fuck is wrong with you!?” screamed Alena.


“Please sit down,” said Miriam calmly as if nothing was wrong, slumping back into her chair, letting her gorged gut rest on the table, Paris's struggles fully visible.


Alena did not want to provoke this woman and so reluctantly approached, sitting back in her chair, shivering with fear before this hungry bitch.


“Help...god, Miriam please don't do this!” came a muffled plea from inside Miriam's groaning belly.


“Why...why eat her?”


“Well, I was hungry,” replied Miriam with a devilish grin, running her tongue along her white teeth.


“I mean you ate her...because she failed?”


“No Alena...that was simply the excuse.”


“Then...then why?”


“So you can see.”


“See what?!”


“What's going to happen to you, if you don't answer my questions.”


Then as if on cue, Paris began to scream inside Miriam, writhing more furious than before.


“Ah...” said Miriam, continuing in the wake of Alena's shocked silence. “...that'll be her digesting. Now...about that formula?”


The formula. The one she had obtained in Paris without even knowing what it was for. Just another assignment dished out by her employers. Things had now gone far beyond any possible and reasonable expectation.


“Screw you!” retorted Alena. “You people are fucked up, I refuse to answer any of your questions!”


Miriam remained silent, instead letting Paris's screaming take precedent as the belly convulsed and rumbled, squeezing inside.


“Don't be stupid Alena. I'll enjoy eating you. You won't enjoy being eaten.”


Alena remained silent but began to sweat, torn between duty and fear.


“You won't eat me,” replied Alena. “You want this formula more than you want a meal.”


Miriam smirked.


“True but you don't have to talk from out here, you can be heard well enough from inside my gut.”


Paris's screams then stopped as the belly gurgled loudly and began to ever so slowly shrink. Alena was feeling the threat upon her.


“Uuuuuurrrp!” belched Miriam loudly, a bulge rushing up her throat before with a splat, the tattered, sodden remains of Paris's lingerie landed upon the table. “Excuse me.”


The smell that accompanied Paris's remains were bad enough but the state of them was representative of a hardly pleasant doom.


“Is she...dead?”


“Oh yes...I can encourage my acids to be swift if I want,” explained Miriam patting her round shrinking belly, as it continued to groan. “Don't worry though, your time in my stomach will be much slower. Much slower.”


Alena had been trained to murder people in a thousand different ways but even for her, this was diabolical.


“Why eat people, why not shoot them? What can you get out of this...horrible...thing?!”


“For starters, if I'm lucky, Paris will add a few nice round inches to my bust or ass,” Miriam replied without a hint of guilt or severity, patting her belly flat once more.


This was all just a treat to her.


With her belly flat and empty once more, Paris completely digested, Alena knew she'd be next unless she talked. Miriam stood up and sauntered around the table, buttoning up her jacket once more as she approached Alena.


“Now...how about-” Miriam stopped abruptly then tensed.


“Pppppppffft!” came the long loud fart, echoed in the room.


“Excuse me Alena, I think what's left of Paris is about to come out,” Miriam said to her. “I'll have to push you for an answer now.”


Alena could not believe the sadistic nature of this woman, nor the calm with which she operated it.


“No, I won't betray my country or-” Alena did not get to finish before Miriam lunged at her.


Alena swiftly brought her arms up and stopped Miriam's stretched maw from descending upon her though she was pushed from her chair and pinned to the ground. Putting aside the pain shooting from her back when she hit the floor, she managed a swift kick to the middle making Miriam gasp and allowing Alena to shove her off. Desperate, Alena began to crawl away when she felt a tug on her feet. Looking back she saw Miriam had grasped both her ankles and was dragging her feet first towards her salivating mouth.


“No, let me go bitch!” yelled Alena trying to kick her off.


“Miriam, are you sure about this?!” came a male voice over the speaker inside the room.


“I'm in charge Harold!” replied Miriam, eagerly pulling Alena towards her maw. “So stay out of this!”


The speaker went quiet after that and with a powerful pull Miriam shoved Alena's pair of feet whole into her mouth, slurping them down, her plump lips sliding up Alena's squirming legs.


“Stop!” begged Alena, trying to punch at Miriam as her mouth slurped her in up to her ass, her tongue fondling Alena's pussy, distracting her from the sensation of her feet being expelled into the horrible, stifling air of the stomach.


It wasn't enough to stop her struggling though, her hands pressed against Miriam's face trying to push herself out. Miriam just slipped her hands in passed her lips and swallowed sending Alena deeper, helpless down her tight, bulging throat


“Let me go!” screamed Alena as her elbows and stomach passed Miriam's lips, sliding across the tongue and down the gullet.


Miriam just moaned, enjoying Alena's nude flavour which was much sweeter than Paris's had been, her belly swelling, filling out once more. Another swallow and Alena's big round tits were slurped down, the nipples fondled by the tongue, saliva dribbling down Alena's spine to her neck.


“Please...stop...!”


Miriam, with Alena in her gob, her lips like a vice, shook her head and emitted a muffled but familiar word.


“Formula.”


Alena was on the verge of tears. Being unbirthed and captured in a woman's womb had been one terrifying thing but this, eaten by one would be worse and final. She would not survive.


“Okay!” she cried out as her shoulders popped into the mouth, her chin resting on Miriam's bottom lip.


Miriam ceased swallowing and hurriedly, Alena recited aloud a series of numbers, chemicals and measures for a substance she did not know the use of. It had take a lot planning and risks to get a hold of that formula but now it was that formula or her life and Alena had to give in.


“Now let me out, please!”


A quiet moment followed before Alena felt the throat muscles tense and she screamed as Miriam swallowed, pulling her in passed the lips, in towards the throat and Alena's whole world went black as the lips sealed and she was squeezed terribly down the throat to join the rest of her body in the stomach which growled loudly far below. Soon she felt the sphincter around her chest, then her neck before it expelled her head into the stifling sack to curl up with the rest of her, in a shallow pool of juices and acids. A hundred awful stenches flooded her nostrils and she almost threw up, the heat already unbearable enough on its own. As her eyes began to adjust though, she saw something inside the cramped gut with her besides the glistening slimy walls. It took her a moment to identify it but soon she realized it was the ruined remains of Paris's suit but without a remnant of Paris. She truly was gone, digested, absorbed and turned into shit.


Now Alena realised, that is exactly what was going to happen to her, trapped inside the gut of another woman, just another piece of meat to be broken down and crapped out. She wanted to cry with despair, kick and punch against the walls in fury but Alena remembered who she was. Alena Vetrov, the most reliable and resourceful spy in the world. 


Whilst her mind raced for solutions, the stomach convulsed and lurched around her, groaning as Miriam stood up and carried Alena inside her. Alena gave a swift kick against the stomach wall out of spite and instantly regretted it as the moment she did so, acids began to sweat in from the walls.


“Fuck.”





“Uuuurrrp!” belched Miriam, smacking her lips and patting her hugely distended gut, poking out between her jacket and blouse. “You tasted even better Alena. Must be the Russian in you.”


Just then Harold burst into the room, his eyes immediately darting to the writhing, swollen belly of Miriam.


“Was that really necessary ma'am?”


Miriam gave him a shake of her head.


“Harold, Harold...did you really think I'd release her just because she gave me the formula?” 


Harold stopped and shook his head.


“Of course not.”


“Look at it this way, now we have the formula and we've disposed of Alena Vetrov. A serious blow to her agency.”


“Indeed.”


“Now all that's left to do is digest her,” said Miriam, stroking her giant gut, waddling forward before the sodden lingerie on the table and the damp blanket on the floor caught her attention.


“Shall I get a clean up crew in here?” asked Harold, noticing her fixation.


She nodded and waddled passed him, cradling her heavy stomach.


“Yes and help me to a toilet,” she commanded, her gut gurgling severely loud. “It seems I'll be dumping two women now.”











