“First off does anyone know what an intimacy therapist is or does?”

No answer... Practically crickets chirping.


It was always crickets to the first question, it never failed. In this auditorium filled with teenagers, all with opinions about everything are completely speechless and knowledge-less on anything Juliana tried to ask about. Their eye contact wandered from hers and she felt a sigh coming on before a single hand timidly went up.

Thank god Juliana thought to herself and nodded at the young adult.
“They help couples have sex more?” the girl said. Giggles and murmurs erupted from the chatty young things. Juliana smiled, the teachers seemed perturbed but it was to Juliana's advantage for them to be in a better more giggly mood.

“Well sometimes yes, but also to have better sex, more fulfilling sexual experiences. Quality over quantity which is important when you are a specialization like I am. Can anyone guess what it means to be a Vore Intimacy Therapist?” Juliana asked. The girls quieted and a few more hands shot up. Juliana nodded at them in turn..
“You help people eat each other?”


“You help preds convince their prey?”

“You make prey comfortable while they digest?”


Juliana smiled at each of them, not quite hitting the mark but close enough. She addressed them all at once.


“Close, very close. As a vore intimacy therapist I help couples who are pred and prey understand what the other's wants and needs so that they can have a gratifying final conclusion to their relationship for both parties. I also help prey who can't find a pred to accommodate their needs and try to provide them with an end of life experience that will satisfy them as best as I can provide.” Juliana said.


“So you eat some of your clients? Bet you have a lot of repeat business~” A sarcastic Asian girl in the front said out of turn.


“Well there isn't a shortage of young women to digest either~” Juliana responded while rubbing her stomach and looking directly at her with a piercing grinning gaze. 


The girl's eyes went wide and she tensed up. The girls around her scooted away instinctively trying to avoid being in the path between Juliana and her.


“Now unless anyone would like to help me demonstrate how I help some of my prey clients I'll move onto my main topic for the day” Juliana said with a grin still looking directly at the girl who had spoken out of turn. She lowered the microphone and it caught some background noise of her stomach growling.


Sweat had formed on her brow and she'd shrunken back in her chair, she was biting her lip and shivering in place unable to look away from Juliana. Caught in the headlights completely.


Juliana let silence settle for a moment to drive home the point, the only sound being the gurgle of her stomach. The girls were excited and some slightly frightened. Either way she had their attention.


“You all will be graduating as the class of 2017 in a few months. At that time as many of you already likely know it will be a turbulent and thrilling time. Not only because you will be moving out into the world but because you will be coming into your new gifts.” Juliana said and stepped to the side.

“Jill would you please?” Juliana said to a diminutive woman at the back of the room. 


“Y'yes ma'am” the woman, Jill said demurely. She fumbled a bit but turned the lights off and flicked another switch. An old slide projector flickered into life and threw an image onto the far wall so all the girls could see.


The image depicted a lady who looked like she was out of the 1950's with a sailor outfit on. It didn't cover her midriff though and couldn't have since it was bulging and full of assuredly another woman. The title at the top of the image said “Vore & You! A guide for predators to eat, and prey to be put to sleep”


Juliana motioned and Jill obediently took the cue, the slide machine clicked. Another slide came into view, this time two women completely naked were depicted, both standing in a medical T-Pose. One of them rounder and slightly pudgy and the other with a thinner frame but more exaggerated feminine curves.


“Now one of these women has genes that make them a predator and the other has gene makers that incline her to be prey. Can any of you tell which is which?” Juliana asked.

“Well obviously the pudgy one is prey!” A girl said with a laugh.

“You are quite correct yes. But how did you know that?” Juliana asked.

“Well... Uhhh. I don't know. She looks appetizing maybe?”


“That may be part of it, but you've internalized the specific facts that all point to her being a prey gene carrier. What specific markers make her 'appetizing'. What indicates she might be willing to go down a throat more than the other woman?” Juliana asked.


The girl who spoke up squinted her eyes and thought about it a moment. The girl next to her piped up though.

“Her butt looks delicious. It's so wide set and fatty, like seeing a huge plate of greasy burgers!”


“Yah, but her boobs are even better. They look like they're juicy and moist. I bet they've got a good amount of milk in them!” the first girl said.


“She's just chubby all over really, she's not curved like the other woman but she looks waaaaay more filling, like you wouldn't need to eat for a week.” another girl behind them commented.


“Very good answers, all correct in their own right” Juliana said, bringing control back to herself before the room devolved into murmurs.


“Prey women have slower metabolisms than predator women do. They are far more nutrient rich when it gets down to it. They also have wider set frames and other aspects of biology that render them a bit slower in speed and reaction time compared to predator women.” Juliana said and a hand shot up. She nodded towards it.


“Why is it like that? Why are prey women slower and heavier?” A particularly chubby Latina girl asked.


“Well it is a rather long explanation for this setting, but I'll try to boil it down. In essence we evolved to a point as hunter gatherers where after adolescence and a few child births women ceased to be as vital to a hunter gatherer group's survival. Evolution through it's magic provided a means of culling our numbers down to a more manageable size while also bolstering the health of those remaining in the group. When we developed this unique ability to eat one another survival rates of groups soared and humans came to dominate the natural world.” Juliana explained to a slightly bewildered crowd of young women.


“Basically evolution has made some women into a feast for other women through their genes, it's decided from the time of birth.” Juliana said and then most of them nodded. The chubby Latina girl still looked uncomfortable and unsatisfied with the answer though, especially when a buxom but thin blonde girl to her left jabbed her with an elbow and whispered something that made her blush.


Juliana resisted grinning at the exchange. That Latina girl might not make it to graduation if her blonde 'friend' kept working at her resistance. Juliana's attention was grabbed though as a student stood and raised her hand. She was obviously very interested so Juliana thought to reward that but nodding at her and allowing her to speak.


“But what about thinner prey? I mean if they don't eat a lot then they can't get plump. Or what about girls whose prey gene just activated? How can you tell them from predators? And why isn't there a test to just see what genes you have” the girl asked in rapid fire.


“All excellent questions, ones I was going to cover later but I like to reward curiosity. Jill please skip forward to Kardashian...”


“Y-yes ma'am!” Jill responded and the slideshow skipped through a couple dozen old timey slides before running through more with a much more modern feel to them. 


“But to answer your last question, there are no tests to determine your genes to prevent discrimination. If people knew which girls would be prey growing up they might get worse treatment and predator girls might get preferential treatment. It's how things were before the Privy Rights movement” Juliana explained.

“What's a Privy?” the girl asked quickly.


“A Privy is a bathroom, an outhouse. A while ago there were tests that *could* tell if you'd be a prey girl growing up. Those girls were kept out of school and treated quite unfairly. The only jobs they could really get were cleaning and maintaining the privy until they were eventually... Deposited in the facilities they themselves cleaned.” Juliana explained. The girl went white and wide eyed.


“No need to worry though, it is quite illegal now to test someone's prey and predator genes. The movement decided the best way to ensure equality was to just not know who was who for sure. Since then prey and predator women have had the same opportunities and experiences growing up.” Juliana said


Jill just then finally settled on a slide, one titled: spotting masked prey. It depicted a rather racy picture of the late Kim Kardashian before she was devoured by her little sister Kendal Jenner. It pictured Kim in the buff with a glass balanced on her ass.


“Just like this young lady said some prey may mask their gene through surgeries, diets and other techniques to hide their prey status and live longer. There are some behaviors however that prey can't seem to shake psychologically. Kim Kardashian is an excellent example.” Juliana stated.


“Before her demise, to the public Kim seemed to be a poster pred in some respects. A shapely but thin body and public claims of and a personality to match of a typical vapid predator...” Juliana said with a pause. Everyone knew the story, four years after the picture in question Kim was naught but a bubble butt on her sister's backside.


“But there are signs if one looks and knows the subtle personality traits of a prey woman. They will subconsciously or sometimes even willingly pose themselves like meat or act in ways that might suggest they are offering themselves.” Juliana explained.


“Consider the picture here, and the late Kim's tendencies. Pictures like these showing off her tremendously curved derriere almost seem like she is begging for someone to wrap their mouth around that juicy behind. The inclusion of food or other imbibe-able items furthers that mindset. Additionally she had a ceaseless urge to exhibit her generously voluptuous form. This is a key difference from predators. Also consider her facial expressions in many of her pictures, she has a slightly timid expression even when showing excitement. In retrospect it is quite obvious she was flirting with thoughts of being eaten but somewhat afraid of the prospect.” Juliana said as Jill flipped through some more of her raunchy pictures which showed her apprehensive smile. The same girl shot up her hand again and Juliana nodded to her.

“You said that her flaunting it was a key difference from her and predators. Why is that?”


“Ah let me elaborate. Prey women have on average a psychological urge to show themselves off, it starts in girls around your age. Prey women  have an instinctive desire to display their meat and they often seek the approval of others on it's look and strive for a look of beauty. Be it skimpy clothing, sending nudes to friends and lovers or even just looking in the mirror and fretting over small imperfections in their quality like stretch marks. These are all embedded evolutionary behaviors that drive them to increase their quality as a consumable for predators...” Juliana said and took a breath.


“Predators meanwhile treat their forms more as trophies. You will see most predator women wearing a slightly low cut top, a dress with a slight slit or a loosely fitting sweater dress. You won't see them as often in tube tops, booty shorts or yoga pants. Their mentality leads them to wear items that show that their considerable assets exist but not to show the full breadth of them. Prey women put their bodies on wide display for anyone to see like a worldwide movie premier while predators advertise themselves for more private viewings. Their bodies are intimate experiences reserved for those who will add to them and lovers as well.” Juliana said and smiled.


“As a personal note, my favorite way to try and distinguish a predator from a thin prey is to compliment them on their clothes and gauge their reaction. If I tell them they look sexy in their clothing a predator woman might end up flustered and ask if they are showing too much skin or if they look slutty. In essence they are worried they might be showing too much of the goods, however a prey woman will more than likely be quite happy that her meat is pleasing to another. Often times if she is perceiving me as a potential predator partner they might in turn compliment me on my shape.” Juliana finished.
“What kind of things do they say?” A girl piped up. It was out of turn but Juliana pardoned the outburst.

“Oh something like: I bet your body looks perfect in anything, or nothing~. Or another favorite of mine: I'm not sure I want to know how little you pay for groceries with a body like that. The most bold one I heard though was: Thanks, but I can't really stack up to your looks but I could probably pack onto them~” Juliana said and most of the girls went into a titter. Another hand shot up and Juliana decided to just go with the flow of questions and fill in blanks later that she hadn't covered.
“Can predators eat other predators?” a girl asked.

“Well it's certainly possible but...It's a complicated issue” Juliana started and considered how to approach the subject.

“Opinions are very biased in different cultures around the world and even inside of countries. While very metropolitan cities might have a slightly more liberal approach to predators who decide to dabble on the other side, conservative rural neighborhoods look on the practice with heavy disdain.” Juliana said.

“It isn't uncommon for some places in the world for the practice to be taboo or even illegal. There is a lot of superstition in some places about predators eating one another in many cultures. It's no more wrong though than twins were once considered evil, or left handers or the half joking that red haired people don't have souls. But yes anyone can digest inside of a predator just the same.” Juliana said nodding.
“Have you ever eaten another predator?” Another student asked. Juliana laughed.

“No I haven't, but that's likely because I am a willivore. I haven't met a predator who wanted me to eat her ever.” Juliana asked.
“What's a willivore?” the girl predictably asked.

“I only eat people who are completely willing to let me eat them and end their lives. There are predators who are not and take reluctant or outright unwilling prey as meals.” Juliana said.
“Unwilling?! Is that legal?!” the chubby Latina girl from before asked.

“A predator must provide sufficient proof or witnesses that corroborate that the prey enjoyed the act by the time they were terminated. Which admittedly is not hard to do since prey women are inherently hardwired to enjoy the process of consumption and digestion on a primal level. In short they can't help it, they get horny about it easily so providing proof by moans of pleasure recorded on a cell phone is not difficult in this day and age.” Juliana explained. 

The girl looked mortified and her blonde friend wrapped an arm around her holding her close while taking the girl's hand and putting it to her stomach. Juliana revised her thoughts about her possibly not making it to graduation. She'd be lucky to make it past the final bell of the day or heck even make it out of the auditorium alive. Both of them obviously had activated predator and prey genes.

“Would you ever eat a willing predator though?” another girl shouted and jerked Juliana back from her thoughts.
She blinked a moment and considered.

“I'm … Not sure that I would even if they were willing... I suppose that means the stigma about it is quite alive and well I suppose huh?” Juliana said with a giggle as another girl stood with a question.

“Are all preds bossy? My mom is always holding it over our relatives and Dad that she could digest them if she wanted to.” a girl asked with her arms crossed.
“Oh god no. Do I seem bossy?” Juliana asked and the girl shrugged.
“I dunno... I guess you could be?” she said. Juliana smirked.
“Well how about my secretary back there. Jill, who's been doing the slides.” Juliana continued and pointed at Jill.
“Wait she's a predator?” The girl asked in disbelief. Juliana nodded.

Jill simply didn't look the part. Juliana was a long black haired woman with womanly but not over embellished curves. Solid C-cups a round athletic ass and good hip to waist ratio... Jill was a stick though. Blonde with a pixie cut breasts that almost didn't exist and an ass flatter than a cookie sheet. She had a cute face but it seemed to shy away from anyone's eye contact but Juliana's. Jill wasn't very good in a crowd.

“No way, lady are you really a predator?” the girl asked and Jill nodded quickly in quick tense movements.

“Jill may be nice, polite and a bit timid but she could gurgle you to the bone and some clients appreciate the unique... attitude she can bring to a session. A muscled body builder type prey woman once wanted someone quite weaker than her and more reserved to be her end. I wasn't quite a fit but Jill blended her to a muscly pulp in her gut, it was much to the prey's delight even if she complained the whole time about wasting all the hard work on her body to a thin frail thing like Jill. Secretly though I  believe she loved it.” Juliana said and Jill blushed and stared at the floor.

“I assure you though Jill can be quite vicious when she has a meal thrashing in her.” Juliana finished. She noticed then that most of the girls, even the ones she'd pegged as future predators were looking at Jill with a new found fearful respect. A few were also looking amongst each other, Juliana assumed they were pondering if any of the quiet ones in the class could be predatorial firecrackers in disguise.

A hand went timidly up. Juliana tilted her head a bit at the sight. It was a dark haired girl, Indian in descent and her other hand was clasped to another girl beside her. A pudgy redhead, they were obviously an item.

“Miss... When a couple decides it's time for one to eat another... Won't they be gone forever? Why do prey girls in a couple want that?” the Indian girl asked. The pudgy redhead looked away embarrassed.

Juliana's breath caught in her throat. She took a deep breath and tried to shove personal thoughts out of her mind. This hit her close to home. She started to answer with the same upbeat tone of voice even though the pit of her stomach had dropped at the sight of the couple and their question. It was one which she really didn't honestly have an answer for. She wished daily that she did. Still she had to keep up the facade that she was the knowledgeable adult regardless.

“Yes, the prey would be gone forever in a sense, but part of the predators body for years if not their entire life without much exercise!” Juliana said which lightened the mood with a small laugh from the girls.

“But to answer the second part of your question. The reasons can be as varied as the person, and beyond that prey women who fully accept their nature have an overriding  need to be consumed. For them providing sustenance with their very body and soul can be a deeply romantic gesture. Predators who entangle with prey need to understand this need and respond to it. It is a compromise just like taking out the trash is in a relationship.” Juliana answered to a stunned silent crowd. Heads were nodding and Juliana was almost expecting a slow clap to begin before another student broke the moment with another raised hand. Juliana called on her.
“Are men on the menu for predators?” she asked.

“Even more than consuming other predators eating men is frowned down upon by many. Men serve vital functions to support our society where 27% of the population in a generation is flushed by age 30. Men occupy permanent roles that are quite vital to be filled constantly.” Juliana said.

“Consider if the truck driver who supplied gas to the power plant suddenly got digested at a rest stop. Then the power went out in your house because he never made it? Men also take care of many children who are left motherless by way of digestion. Such men get vorfare assistance from the government to cover the difficulties presented by their spouse or family members being turned into fat on another woman's body.” Juliana explained.

“That isn't to say men can't be digested and that some predators don't find them appetizing. Evolution didn't make them particularly nutrient filled but it is still possible and there are certainly cases of women consuming or absorbing men. There are few that are inclined to be digested but some do exist by chance. They take roles in society that aren't so mission critical so that they can be eliminated by a woman and not be missed. But for the most part the genetic markers that cause prey to be inclined towards disposal are found in women.” Juliana finished as the final bell of the day rang. 

The auditorium was a burst of movement and a din of conversation after that. The girls had some juicy topics to talk and tease each other about. Juliana could see and hear some already some already.
“Your fashion sense makes so much more sense now Jessie! I knew you were a slut but now I know it's because you wanna slide out of a butt!”

“I-I do not Angela! I-I just look good open top corsets! Becky, help me out here!”

“Actually I was wondering how much pudge those corsets hide on you, how much do you weigh Jessie?”

“I-I'm only 188 pounds... I-I'm not prey you guys! I'm just a little...”

“Heavy? 188 would be normal if you were six feet tall, but you're four foot eight inches. You should decide which of us you'd like to graduate on, right Becky?”

“Totally Angela, if she doesn't decide wanna do rock paper scissors for her?”

“*whimper* B-but I wanted to go to college...”
Juliana snickered and  eavesdropped another conversation.
“Is that why you've been on a diet Janine?”

“N-no I never really payed attention I mean I just wanted to look good in a bikini...”

“To show off your meat?”

“I uhhh I never thought of it that way... I just wanted to look good”

“Well you do look good~”

“Uhhh thanks?”

“Say why don't you come to my graduation party next weekend Janine. I'm starting to think I didn't cater enough food but...”

“But what?”

“But maybe you could fix that. At least for one graduating girl~”

“I uhhh well I... I'm free but...”

“But what?”

“Could I come early and spend some time alone with you beforehand? Before the dinner part?”

“Oh absolutely! We can play before I eat!”
“Then sure I'll come... and cater, but just for you~”

Juliana could hardly keep from laughing at the exchange as they walked by, but another caught her attention quickly enough.
“Gosh I knew it Abby you are so a predator! That like described you to a T!”

“Julie is so right Abby! You love those little keyhole shirts to hint at how much cleavage is under there! And those tight but long skirts! It drives us wild you know wanting to get a look underneath!”

“C'mon stop Julie, Rebecca! You're embarrassing me! I'm just kinda prudish... I think.”

“No way I don't think so. Julie you're thinking it too right?”

“Totally Rebecca! Hey Abby if I pull my top down and show more skin.. and hike my skirt up... Does it make you... Hungry~?”

“S-stop it Julie, I don't want to eat you. You're my friends!”

“We can be your food too! Right up until the end, right Julie? My boobs make you hungry too don't they Abby?”

“OMG Rebecca she's drooling over us! Abby! Me and Rebecca are going to have a sleepover this weekend. Feel free to come over! Me and Rebecca will be in our underwear and under the influence so we can make bad decisions and pay for them~”

“Ugh, you guys are making it really hard to make lasting bonds- AND BEFORE YOU OPEN YOUR MOUTH JULIE. I DID NOT MEAN YOU BONDED TO MY HIPS!”

Juliana couldn't help but laugh at that exchange and the Abby girl blushed red before walking faster away. The other two girls giggled and held hands as they scurried after her trying to flash her their meat. Juliana shook her head and turned another direction.


Juliana spied the Indian girl and her chubby red headed girlfriend from before. The red head was calmly explaining something to her while stroking her hair. It would seem odd for a prey girl to be comforting her predator to most, but Juliana had seen enough relationships to know this was far from atypical. She held a wistful grin before another movement caught her eye.


Juliana spied the chubby Latina girl from before and her blonde friend. The blonde had her hand down the chubby girl's skirt and was squeezing her ass as they both walked towards the stage door of the auditorium. They'd managed to avoid the notice of the teachers and were headed off to the secluded area backstage in the auditorium. Juliana could guess that the janitor would have a mess to clean up back there later and licked her lips. The chubby girl had looked decently yummy to her as well. She couldn't blame the blonde for wanting to make a meal of her on the spot. She considered slipping back to watch but it wouldn't be fair to intrude on the chubby girl's last passionate moments for her own amusement...

She might ask if they had any security cameras back there later though.... It tickled her to realize that 30% of these girls wouldn't ever be old enough to drink. 60% wouldn't ever go past their prime, they'd be puddles of milk or femcum and some swirling down toilets long before that.
“Juliana? ...”

Juliana was shaken from her day dreams as Jill approached with the projector and slides all on a cart ready to leave.
“Oh Jill! Didn't see you there.” Juliana said.
“That was a rather chaotic session.” Jill commented.

“Can't be helped, I could tell they would've gotten nothing out of it if I tried to stick to the script. It just would've bored them like any other lesson.” Juliana said with a sigh.

“What was all that mumbo jumbo about superstitions with predators eating other predators.” Jill asked as they walked towards the exits.

“When I was with the peace corps I worked with many sub Saharan African natives. Some places were quite developed but others were basically tribes living in jungles or plains.” Juliana said wistfully.

“The Hamar people were the ones who were incredibly superstitious. They highly valued cattle and prey women who fattened up on their diets were prized and treated like queens until they chose to be eaten and submitted to a predator of their choosing.” Juliana said as they started loading her car with the slide machine.

“So for them, a predator who gave themselves the honor of being eaten... Well she was considered what they called Mingi. It means ritually polluted, kind of like impure. The predator who ate her would be considered Mingi as well for giving the other pred the satisfaction of digestion. They were often exiled from the tribe and it's said that the predator who was killed, well their soul would never rest and haunt the one who ate her for the rest of her days, and that was to be both of their punishments” Juliana finished.
“Wow, wild stuff.” Jill commented.
“You don't know the half of it. I didn't even mention the whipping!”
“Whipping? Sounds kinky...”

“Well to me it was, for them it was normal I guess. Anyways you should check out the shelf behind my desk sometime. I kept one of the whips and a Mingi artifact.” Juliana said.
“Artifact?” Jill asked.
“Yes, something my host gave me.”
“I thought the Mingi were exiled?”
“She was, to the outskirts of the village. I was trusted just about as much as she was as an outsider.”
“Oh wow you stayed with one then?”
“Yup. She gave me my other souvenir.”
“What was it?”
“It's... Hard to describe. I'm not sure I understood her well enough to really know what she meant.”
“Oh?”
“Well it might be good to just say what it is. It's a collar.”
“Collar?” Jill said skeptically.

“Yes, they're used for women to indicate their taken statuses, married, single, predator, prey. But for a Mingi woman who has been eaten it represents a broken bond. It is cursed. Whoever has worn a cursed Mingi collar is bound to this plane of existence for however long the collar and their predator are both still intact.” Juliana said.
“And what of the prey women's collars?” Jill asked.

“They are made of straw so they digest with them. Predator women's are made of metal so they must be broken by a deliberate and powerful act. And so Mingi collars are never broken by the tribe blacksmith. So they are punished with eternal existence until both perpetrators perish.” Juliana answered.
“Kind of a ghastly gift then... So did she ever have a ghost floating around her?” Jill joked.

“Not that I saw! … But at night she would talk to someone in her room. I'm not sure if anyone was there, or if she was crazy or what.” Juliana said and shivered even in the heat of the summer.
“You're pulling my leg!” Jill said with a laugh.

“I really am not! It was kind of creepy. I mean... I heard a second voice from the room but no one else ever came out. Sometimes I wonder if she just threw her voice to creep me out. She was a funny kind of old lady. Might've been fucking with the American y'know?” Juliana said and laughed.
“Probably, if the tribe threw you out to her then why would she like you anymore right?” Jill asked rhetorically as they drove off.

… The next day
tap tap tap tap

Juliana was starting to feel a bit awkward. The only sound in the office was that of her client's impatient foot tapping at the floor in a hurried tempo. 


It was a couple in her office, one a rather agitated predator, she was tall, blonde slightly wide, well build built with modest breasts, she had the faintest hourglass figure but was curvy enough that you might look twice. The other her girlfriend was a timid prey, shorter with long dark hair and a very pronounced pear shape, her ass had a gravity field and Juliana had to fight her mouth from salivating over it. Especially since the woman wore the tightest of booty shorts to put her rump roast on display.


The prey woman opened her mouth to speak but thought against it. Instead she stared into her lap eyes downcast.

“I'm sorry, did you hear my question?” Juliana asked.

Silence continued to reign though.


“I asked what the problem is, I wish I could wave a magic wand but I seem to be out of stock at the moment” Juliana said playfully to try and lighten the mood.

tap tap tap tap

The woman tapping her foot only increased the force of her footfalls and looked aside, refusing to engage the woman next to her or Juliana for a moment longer.


“Jess lied when she said she was interested in being eaten someday.” the tapping woman said in a short and venomous tone.


Jess, the timid woman next to her lifted her head finally and looked at her partner Ericka with her mouth open, quivering. It was clear to Juliana that she was holding back some powerful emotions. Ericka still refused to look at her.

“Could you elaborate? I don't think I have the whole story yet...” Juliana said. Ericka snickered.


“I started dating Jess three years ago and when things got more serious I asked if she wanted long term stuff like kids, cause I was looking for consumption, not commitment. I like her, like a lot, and she tastes great when I lick her but it's been 3 years and she still isn't on my tits.” Ericka said, finally turning to Juliana to speak. Juliana nodded and leaned forward to encourage her to continue.


“It's like we get into bed every other day, and I do it all. I nibble on her neck, pinch her nipples, spank her ass and fuck her raw with dildos. But when it comes time to put my mouth around her and start pulling her in she backs out every time!” Ericka said and crossed her arms. She sat back in the couch apparently satisfied with her side of the story.


Jess sat next to her, hold her hands over her mouth to quiet herself but her body convulsed with the smothered sobs she wanted to let out. Ericka sat next to her indifferent.


“Then she does this, like every time I try and have her for a meal. How am I supposed to get off if she's crying in my stomach? It's like her defense mechanism.” Ericka said as she threw up her hands and snorted.


Juliana resisted letting her eyes go wide at the cruel indifference on display before her. She needed to seem impartial. When she could see Ericka's attention come back to her she nodded to confirm she was listening.


“Jess, what's the problem? Why are you crying? Why do you cry when Ericka tries to eat you?” Juliana asked


“I-I really want to be devoured by Ericka! I, want to be absorbed into her more than anything! I love how forceful and vibrant she is! I can't think of anyone I'd rather add to...” Jess said.


“But...?” Juliana suggested, knowing there was something beneath those emotions. Something prevented what they both wanted.

“But she's so impatient! And she isn't paying attention to what I want at the end of me.”

“Impatient how?” Juliana asked.


“I'll be in the middle of something when she takes me. Sometimes making dinner, or responding to messages, then I'm pinned against the wall with her fingering me roughly or biting me.” Jess explained.


“Oh please! You know you love it!” Ericka said and Jess cringed. Juliana shot her a look and Ericka sighed.

“Go on please” Juliana said.


“I do like it! It's hot and raw and I get off on it most of the time. But I don't want to be eaten after something like that... And most of the time she doesn't even keep going long enough for me to orgasm. Sometimes I'm not even wet by the time she's done with me and gotten her own fun out of it.” Jess said, speaking more clearly and confidently.


“Then afterwards she'll jiggle her stomach or slap it, open her mouth and tell me to 'hop in' … It's... It's...” Jess struggled to say.

“Demeaning?” Juliana offered.


“YES! Ever so much! I enjoy being sort of-raped every once in a while, and I don't mind that it's how Ericka enjoys herself but I don't want to digest and die after something like that. I feel like she just wants to push me through her body, shit me out and find a new toy, like I should get it over with and be another turd to her” Jess said, finally voicing the thoughts she couldn't quite gear up the nerve to say any other time.

“So what does Ericka do to you now that you don't like? And what would you rather have her do? What could she do to you to make you want to be eaten by the end of sex?” Juliana asked. Ericka's body language opened up at this inquiry, her arms uncrossed and she actually turned her head enough to look at Jess from the corners of her eyes.
“She fingers me hard, uses dildos on me sometimes, bites me all over and eats me out.” Jess said.

“And what would you like her to do? What shouldn't she do out of those as well?” Juliana asked. Ericka turned her body towards Jess and Juliana resisted a sigh of relief.

“I like fingering, but she's too fast. I want it slow until I'm wet... Same with dildos, but not until I'm wet, if it's before then it just hurts... I like being nibbled on, my ears, neck and nipples. But not as hard as she does now, softer. Anywhere else just makes me feel like a piece of meat. Then I like it when she licks too, she can do that anywhere and I like being tasted.” Jess said and they started making eye contact with each other again. However fleeting it was a relief to Juliana.

“I don't like being eaten out though, I know that's weird... The one thing I really want her to do though is eat out my butt, tease me that I'll be coming out of hers and make me eat hers out to prepare for my departure.” Jess said and looked down into her lap awkwardly.
Ericka chose that moment to throw her hands up in annoyance, stand and give Juliana a withering look.

“I'm not doing that, I don't like eating ass, much less having mine eaten out!” Ericka stated and turned towards the door.

“Ericka, I'll be frank with you. This is something you two need to come to a compromise on together. If you're not in the room to talk this out you'll never get Jess in your stomach and I wouldn't blame her if you're not willing to even talk.” Juliana said sternly.
Ericka sighed and sunk back into the couch.

“Fine, what should we talk about then?” Ericka asked flippantly, throwing up a hand and letting it drop lazily as she looked towards the window.

“We should talk about being a more attentive lover. You should pay attention to how Jess is reacting to your actions. Gauge whether she's jerking because she's uncomfortable or because she's in ecstasy” Juliana suggested.
Ericka nodded.

“I can do that. I think I can do most of what she said right now actually. I just didn't know... But I'm not doing the butt stuff.” Ericka said and Jess looked at the floor in defeat.
Juliana sighed.
“Ericka... Do you enjoy spoilers?”
“What?”
“Like having the twist ending of a movie ruined.” Juliana explained.
“Of course not!”

“So you'd like to experience the surprise yourself? Have the climax play out in front of you, instead of it being casually explained?” Juliana elaborated.
“Yah doesn't everyone?”

“And once you've watched a twist, or had it spoiled that's it isn't it? You can't recapture that moment. And if someone spoils it you'll never really feel the shock and awe that you could have right?”
“Yah, I suppose so. Spoilers suck like that since you can't undo them, can't go back.” Ericka agreed.

“It's the same for Jess. She can't go back. There aren't any do overs. If she doesn't get it just right the first time she's eaten... That's it, she's done and she never got it how she wanted it. The ending will be ruined for her and there isn't a way for either of you to undo and try again.” Juliana said and they all paused. Juliana was the first to speak again.

“She'll be shit Ericka, unfulfilled human refuse that never got what she wanted even while she gave everything that she was to you and your body.” Juliana continued.

“Yah... I don't want that for you Jess... I promise I don't!” Ericka said and turned towards Jess whose eyes were watering now. Juliana hoped it was for a different reason than before.

“So if Jess is willing to give up her entire future to provide you with a day of sustenance could you make sacrifices too? Do things not quite to your preference? Because she's giving up a lot” Juliana said.

“I-I hadn't thought of it like that, just that she wanted to be digested, and I wanted to do it to her... I guess I was being kind of a butt yah?” Ericka said and put on an apologetic grin.

“Yes, yes you were, kind of small too but I'm hoping my big ass might fatten yours up a bit. I want to be on it someday.” Jess said and wiped her eyes. Then she hugged her.

“I want to be your poop, I've wanted to slide out of that ass for a long time. But I don't want to just be another dump. I wanna be more than lunch. I want to be your equal, embarking on a lifetime partnership even if it means losing my own consciousness and life.” Jess said and Ericka patted her back.

“You'll always fill a special space in my bra Jess, you know that!” Ericka said and Juliana stayed silent. There wasn't a need for her to speak any longer.
… Later

“Thank you so much Dr Juliana, when I end up in a toilet now I'm sure I'll be the most pleased plop Ericka ever heard!” Jess said and kissed her cheek.


“And I'll finally get to hear her do some post sex screaming! I can't wait to have her on my chest. I'll be sure to send you pictures!” Ericka said.


“I'm just glad to be able to help, eat well Ericka and farewell Jess you'll make a wonderful bowel movement.” Juliana said as they walked out of her office.

Juliana went to the couch and plopped down on it, lying loosely along it's length. She let out a long breath before a knock came rapping at her door.

“I-it's me. Jill, may I come in?” Jill the secretary asked.

“Of course Jill, you work here!” Juliana responded.

“I-I just don't want to intrude...”


“You've worked here for 2 years Jill, my door is only ever locked when a client comes in for a more... private session. Which you're welcome to observe you know~” Juliana said with a grin towards the ceiling.

“T-thank you miss... Ericka and Jess paid in cash, up front. Shall I deposit it?” Jill asked.


“Yes except for $50, order up some chinese food for lunch. Make it enough for the next few days for both of us.” Juliana said.

“Oh you don't have to pay for my-”


“Jill just graciously accept. I'm in a good mood from that couple, even though it's less money in my pocket I'm glad they won't be back. I really managed to knock it out of the park and get those two on the right track. There'll only be one of them soon” Juliana said.

“I could tell... They were all a giggle as they left...” Jill said and trailed off.


“How long do you think?” Jill asked quietly as if they could be eavesdropped on. She acted like a gossiping schoolgirl in private.

“I don't think Jess will see another Monday, lucky her.” Juliana said with a grin. It was Tuesday. 

“That long? I bet she'll never even get to the weekend.”

“Is that a wager?” Juliana asked playfully.

“We can't bet on your client's dwindling lifespans Dr Juliana!” Jill whispered harshly.


“Why not? I can't divulge session information, that's confidential, but anything outside my office is fair game. Besides if you win I'll agree to your casual Friday idea and you can eat someone and digest them here all day.” Juliana said and Jill's eyes went wide. She'd been asking for that rule change for 6 months.


“You are so evil! Dr Juliana!” Jill whispered harshly again. But she looked back and forth before nodding her head.

“Deal, what do you get if you win?” Jill asked.


“You have to show me where you pick up all those tasty girls” Juliana said. Jill had always kept up a steady supply of intensely attractive women flowing through her bowels, some showing up at the end of the work day to melt on Jill's commute home. She coveted the secret of how Jill attracted them.



“Alright fine, but no follow up calls to them! That's cheating!” Jill said and Juliana held her hands up in surrender.


Jill was the best secretary yet, she was right to finally hire a predator into the position. The prey girls always eventually wanted Juliana to devour them and then she was interviewing again to fill the position after filling her belly. Jill on the other hand was a permanent fixture, even helping out when a client wanted a seemingly demure woman to eat them. Juliana knew both sides to her though and was still somewhat surprised at the woman's mood swings between cruel predator in private and timid damsel in public.


Work life couldn't be better at the moment. Especially since Ericka and Jess were her last clients of the day.

…Later

Juliana, closed her front door, locked it then proceeded to kick her slacks and heels off. As she made her way to the kitchen she unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall onto the floor as well. She went to the counter and retrieved a cutting knife. Produce was already laid out there ready for her to mince up into edible bits.


Before she got halfway through the task though Juliana felt arms going around her waist and a soft warmth at her back. She nearly jumped but the purr and scent from behind her announced the identity of the one holding her. 

“Michelle? What are you doing up? I thought you'd still be asleep now?” Juliana asked.


“Got out early today and slept while you were out. There weren't too many messes to clean up, pretty much all the freshman who were going to get slopped have been already. Shame, college kids always find the best ways to leave presents for us janitors.” Michelle said as she pulled back and into Juliana's view.


As usual Michelle was traipsing about the house in the nude. As always trying to entice Juliana, which she didn't have to try hard to do. Michelle was a tall and plump Asian woman. Solid C cups but a wide and plump ass was her best feature. There wasn't a day that went by where Juliana's stomach didn't growl at her approvingly. 


Juliana rolled her eyes but she knew Michelle actually loved her job even if it wasn't a particularly prestigious one. Being on the ground and witnessing the aftermath of so many girls gone gurgled was stimulating to a prey girl like Michelle. Juliana had been skeptical about her being around so many very hungry and newly realized college predator girls but they compromised with her being on the night shift. At night the campus grounds were much less populated but also more often relieved upon by party going predators. So there was plenty to clean up most nights.


“There was one particularly juicy one though... Real nasty, might have to use this one on a client sometime...” Michelle teased.


“Alllllright tell me!” Juliana said in an exasperated tone and relented. She set down a pot roughly on the stove so the water could boil. Michelle always brought back the best stories of the creative ways young predators took fresh new prey. It made Juliana admit sometimes that her being a janitor was good.


“Well I'm walking in for my shift and going past the fountain. There's this pred girl, probably a senior with an obvious freshman in tow, and another currently on her waistline weighing her down, it wasn't moving though so the girl inside was long since turded. Anyways the live one is really reluctant, unsure about taking the dive because she wanted to finish college. The pred hands her a coin and tells her to make a wish. The girl does, something like I wanna be a famous physicist. The pred then drops her panties and scoots her butt over the side of the fountain and takes a dump on the coin the prey threw in. Then she tells her she just crapped on her dreams and asks how it makes her feel. The prey girl whines and says it was kinda hot and the pred tells her that's why she'll never graduate.” Michelle said.


“Oh wow... That's rather more forceful than I'd prefer to say it, but it has a ring of brutal honesty to it... What happened next?” Juliana asked.


“I had to clean that fountain out twice. They made out while the pred shit the first girl out, then she swallowed her and while I was cleaning that she came back and dumped the reluctant one. Some girls just have all the luck y'know?” Michelle said and giggled. 


Then she put her mouth near Juliana's ear. Juliana could feel her warm breath there and the hairs on her neck rose as she felt Michelle's breasts press on her back.


“Speaking of luck... What or who is on the menu tonight? Could that be some garnish for me? Going to add me to these~?” Michelle asked as she reached a hand up to cup Juliana's breasts.

One hand went to Juliana's panties and paused for a moment there.


“You are soaking wet~ Did my story get you all riled up? Liven up your appetite for me? You know when I was all done I threw a coin in that fountain too, made a wish, one that can only come true in the bottom of your gut” Michelle said and let the tip of her tongue flick against Juliana's ear lobe.


Juliana pressed the knife back down onto the  counter, her hands had been shaking as Michelle's fingers played beneath her panties. She pushed back forcefully from the counter and took Michelle by the arms, pinned her against the wall and then kissed her almost violently. Michelle purred and Juliana licked the side of her face in response.


“I'm hungry, in multiple ways, what do you want to do about dinner? We're going to be exhausted after this you know?” Juliana said


“Mmmm Taste me! But your appetizer is down here~” Michelle said as she pressed her crotch out against Juliana who moaned in erotic hunger. She released Michelle's wrists and Michelle used her hands then to push Juliana's head down towards her center.


“We'll worry about dinner afterwards, and you've always got a quick meal in me if you only ask for it~” Michelle said playfully as Juliana laid kisses down her front and all the way to her bare mound.


There wasn't a need for words beyond that. They communicated in pants, moans, growls and shivers of sensation. Juliana may have been on her knees but it was Michelle who was pinned to the wall by the pleasure Juliana bludgeoned her with. It took concentration to just keep standing there, there were more than a few shudders that almost sent Michelle tumbling to the side as Juliana's tongue battered the woman's clit. 


As the pot of water started boiling on the stove Michelle started screaming and Juliana's hands moved to stabilize her against the wall as she lost most control of her legs in the orgasm. She shuddered there against the wall helpless to Juliana's continued ministrations, each lick and lap of tongue making Michelle's body want to thrash even more from the continuing pleasure.


When Michelle started mewling Juliana kept going for a few moments before having mercy on her girlfriend and stopping her tongue. Then she rose again, face to face with Michelle. 


Michelle laughed at her glazed face. Her femcum was everywhere from Juliana's nose on down. She darted her tongue out to lick a bit off, smiled and then pleased with her taste took longer licks.

“Wouldn't you like it better if I was licking your face~?” Juliana asked.


“Guess I'll just have to get it wet then~” Michelle answered. She turned the pot off and pulled Juliana by the hand towards their bedroom.

…


A half hour later, with the rest of Juliana's clothes scattered about the room, the two women laid panting on their bed exhausted. 

“Hungry?” Juliana asked.

“Starving” Michelle answered and Juliana rolled onto her.


“Would you mind if you went out on an empty stomach?” Juliana asked and ran her hands through Michelle's hair.


“Actually that might be kind of hot, especially if I was feeling weak and helpless to boot.” Michelle said and giggled.

“D-don't mind if I do then...” Juliana said and grasped Michelle by the scalp.


She licked her face then, tasted her own juices before opening her mouth wide. She pressed Michelle's head in slowly, letting her face rub against her tongue's length in an agonizing fashion. It wasn't until her tongue hit Michelle's forehead and hair did she recognize Michelle's distinct taste, her skin and hair. The body wash and shampoo she used was fruity she used it all the time. Then Juliana paused her intake.


“I'm ready love... take me...make me into your stomach slop...turn me into turds... I want you to” Michelle said desperately.


Juliana coughed though, hacked and gagged, she pulled Michelle's head out immediately and started crying as she rolled off Michelle and clutched a pillow to her face.

“I can't! I just can't!” Juliana cried.

“Why hun?” Michelle asked softly and rubbed Juliana's back.


“The same reason as ever! It never changes! I want you! I'm hungry for you! My stomach is burning a whole in itself for it!” Juliana cried.


“But I can't lose you! I love you! I'd never walk back in and have you surprise me like that again! Never feel your arms around my waist, force you against a wall like that! Never lay here in post orgasmic glow and just BE for a few minutes. You'd be shit! I can't hug shit! Kiss it! Talk to it! Make love to it! Hear it moan in appreciation!” Juliana ranted.


“Sometimes I just know this world is NUTS, that things weren't supposed to be like this and we're all on crazy pills! This can't be normal! Why do predators have the ability to love what they're destined to liquefy?!” Juliana said and devolved into sobs.


Michelle held her, petted her, rubbed her back and kissed her on the forehead. She wrapped herself around Juliana in a blanket of herself.


“It wouldn't be all that bad, I'd be with you. Just on you, a layer of Michelle encasing you beneath the skin, wherever you go. Hugging you tighter than my arms ever could. Don't you see that? Maybe you can't since you're not prey, but that's how we see it... Well sometimes at least. I wouldn't need words or will anymore to express how close to you I wanted to be, I'd be perfectly melded with the person I love and respect above all others...But...” Michelle said bringing her face close to and against Juliana's.


“But I can wait. As long as you need to see that, and how beautiful it is to me. I'll wait forever for you Juliana, so cut up that thought meal and swallow it down at your own pace. You'll finish it and me eventually. I can be patient until then, you don't need to choke on it all at once.” Michelle said in a soft comforting tone.

“Thank you” Juliana rasped out and kissed her between sniffles.

They cuddled like that for a good ten minutes before Juliana had calmed down again.

Juliana's stomach chose that moment to growl loudly between them.

“I'm... Still hungry though...” Juliana admitted sheepishly.

“Me too, and I kinda kept you from making dinner again... Pizza?”

“YAS”

“Pickup?”


“Delivery, request a prey driver. We'll answer the door exactly as we're dressed and see how it goes.” Juliana said.

“You devil! Bringing another meal into our bedroom! ...Can I pick the toppings then?” Michelle asked.

“No ham! Pineapple only if you make her cum on the way down!”

“Assuming you can seduce her in here!”


“I have a PHD in prey acceptance counseling Michelle, I've got more kills under my belt than most platoons in the army... I think I can get the pizza girl to wiggle down my throat. Hell I could get her to wear the pizza first!” Juliana boasted.


“That's my Juliana, you're back! I'll prime the high capacity flush for later!” Michelle said and hopped up from bed to flip the switch on the toilet from economy to predator capacity.

...The next day
“You should check you email Dr Juliana!” Jill said playfully as Juliana walked into her office the next day.

“Good news?”

“For me I suspect.” Jill said with a wink.

“No way. Already?!”

“Go read your email” was all Jill said in response and turned back to her computer.


Juliana sat down at her own desk and hurriedly opened up her email. And there it was, 8:22 am today a message from Ericka, subject line: 'Worth every penny' there was a set of images attached as well.
Juliana,


Yesterday was transformative in multiple senses, Jess and I left a completely different couple and I found it even easier to ask her more about how she'd like to go and what pleases her. To make a long story short after leaving your office Jess never made it home, we dined in a lovely restaurant and made love in a perfect spot for her underneath the stars that night. She squirmed around with the spaghetti I'd eaten before and as I write this I'm looking at the shallow grave in our backyard I deposited her into.

I can't tell you what a relief it is to have finally put Jess under my belt and bra. If any predators I know are having relationship problems you're my first recommendation.

Thank you so much!

Ericka
“Told you!” Jill said from Juliana's doorway.


“Wow, if only they all could be success stories like that!” Juliana said reading it again and looking at the attached photos. They were of Ericka with Jess tucked away at various stages with finally the grave and the bits of Jess that were left afterwards. Some of her hair was left and some shredded clothing but otherwise the lovely young woman was a darker shade of brown now and quite lumpy compared to her previously tight body.


“Well you win, go ahead and digest whoever you like Friday during work hours” Juliana relented and leaned back in her chair.

“Yessssss!” Jill hissed.

“Who is on the schedule today Jill?” Juliana called after her.


“Just one, woman named Rosette. Actually seemed pretty pushy over the phone, woulda never guessed she was prey with how bossy she was.” Jill called from the other room.

Juliana tapped at her computer a bit to bring up the relevant emails with the woman.


She sighed, remembering her immediately. She'd read them before and the woman sounded like a handful. This would be her first visit. If Juliana was lucky it would be her last but this one seemed a tough nut to crack...

…

“So is it really true? What you said?” Juliana asked.

“Is what true?” Rosette answered with another question as she crossed her thick legs impatiently.


Juliana's client was a thick tan skinned woman, brunette hair, slightly wide set and big pouty lips. Her breasts and ass jutted out in opposite directions from her body with cartoonish proportions. She was thicc brown skinned Jessica Rabbit.

“Is it true you've never had an orgasm of course” Juliana stated.


“Quite, so. I've never had a woman predator or prey that could quite satisfy me. No one seems to be at my level, it's disappointing really. Most women don't stick around after they realize they aren't up to the task” Rosette said.


Juliana struggled not to mutter something unprofessional and mean. But she did think of many such appropriate comments to utter.


“Which is why I find myself here, I'd gladly let myself become devoured for anyone who could make me so much as dribble a little from my slit. In fact I endure many such fantasies of being finally fulfilled and then filling another.” Rosette said and crossed her arms, she tapped her finger as if she were waiting on something important which was currently tardy.


“I am hoping that by paying a professional a quite tidy sum, as I've already with you I might leave this office less solid than when I arrived but I'm not impressed thus far.” Rosette said.


Juliana only momentarily let her fingers tense in an imperceptible fashion. Instead she put on a disarming smile and tried to face Rosette head on.


“Well as you know this is more of a vore based counseling practice. I'm not quite the best equipped for psycho-sexual issues but I can certainly try and see if I can identify any blocks you're having from a voraphillic standpoint. A sexual counselor might be what you're really looking fo-”


“No no no” Rosette interrupted. “I've already considered it and not many of those will do. There's no threat of being devoured afterward and half of them are prey women as well. Which really makes it not a threat. I need someone willing and able to put me down to even stand a chance at getting in the mood to orgasm.” Rosette said


Juliana was definitely willing to put the woman down. She was quite distasteful. There was no harm in trying either.


“Hmm, I think it's quite clear what your goals are for our sessions... Well hopefully session I'd say.” Juliana corrected herself.


“Yes exactly, my parking meter runs out in 4 hours. I'd love to not be even worrying about finding change by then. In fact I'd love to simply not 'be' by then!” Rosette said.


“Right well then, let's both get undressed. Please spread your legs wide while sitting on that couch there” Juliana said while pointing.


She wanted to ask how she usually did foreplay but Juliana realized everything the woman had done up to now was foreplay since she had never cum before. Juliana resisted showing any exasperation though. Expressing discomfort or lack of confidence was likely to turn a client off even in regular consumption sessions with other one time clients. Juliana kept her  professional attitude as she mounted the other woman and set her fingers and mouth in motion.


Juliana decided to start with the woman's breasts, kneading one in hand and kissing around the other teasing it. Juliana could feel her responding, relaxing, sighing as she was stimulated. Which was a relief even if she was a cold fish of a partner and just laying there waiting for Juliana to work her over.


“I was quite relieved upon walking in actually, you're quite attractive. I don't think this would've worked at all if you were a far more matured predator... Please move on though just playing with my breasts won't be enough to get me off.” Rosette said.


Juliana nibbled on her nipple a bit more than was necessary in response. Nibbling kept her from making a sly remark about her rudeness. Juliana was just trying to engage in some foreplay not skip towards the main event. She had to remind herself though that this woman didn't even know how to orgasm so she had to be patient with her.


Juliana let out a calming breath after licking a nipple. The air made Rosette shiver and squeal a bit with the stirring cold sensation. Juliana let her fingers roam down as well rubbing Rosette's clit and drawing out a few quivers.

“That's quite nice but I hope it's not all you have planned~” Rosette said and giggled.


Juliana decided it was better to just not listen to her. Everything she said only served to sour the mood, and it was throwing her off. With a polite client Juliana didn't mind getting a bit intimate especially since it would be their last time. This one though... Juliana was starting to think she didn't deserve and orgasm before she died, and she could see why no one bothered to try and give her one with the attitude she had.


Outwardly though Juliana moaned with eagerness and tried to play up the illusion that she was passionately engaged. She shifted down Rosette's body planting kisses, sucks, hickeys and licking all the way down to Rosette's crotch where she beat around the bush a bit before she went in for the kill figuratively as well as literally.


It was usually a fun game to play with a partner, them moaning in anticipation, waiting for the moment Juliana's tongue would finally start pleasuring them for real.


Rosette just made impatient noises and Juliana allowed herself one eye roll as she couldn't be seen between Rosette's legs. Then her tongue went in, licking down her clit all the way to her slit...

It was dry.

Completely.

Not an ounce of lubrication leaked from the woman.


She moaned and obviously enjoyed the act on some level but there was no real sign of arousal to be found. Juliana continued though using her own saliva to wet the slit before she attacked the clit with her tongue and fingered Rosette simultaneously. 


She tried using a dildo she kept under the couch for such sessions, but nothing. She tried eating her ass out, pinching nipples, biting her neck and ears. But nothing put Rosette past the dully pleasured moans she had started with.

“Disappointing...” Rosette whispered under her breath.


Juliana's face twitched as a cruel thought raced in her head. It was a terrible thing to think as a counselor of any kind, but at that moment Juliana wanted to scream at her. Scream that the problem was with her and that dozens upon dozens of prey sluts had cum and gone into Juliana wailing in ecstasy. Rosette was the disappointing one. Juliana for once felt an unnatural anger rising in her, she wanted to grind Rosette to bits. If she got her to cum she'd make it hell for her on the way out her ass. This lady was the exact opposite of that nice prey girl yesterday, that Jess girl who was a pretty pile of poo now.


Then Juliana's eyes flicked open amidst her anger. Her tongue stopped and she rose to plunge three fingers into Rosette, but not gently at all. She was the opposite of that girl... Maybe what she really desired or needed was quite the opposite as well.


Rosette's mouth opened to try and protest the none too gentle speed and girth of Juliana's fingers but Juliana quickly clamped her other hand over Rosette's mouth.


“Your mouth has been opening enough for this session, you should save your breath for when you're screaming inside me” Juliana said. Rosette's eyes went a bit wide in shock.


“I'm the professional here and you've paid me to end you. That's what I'm going to do.” Juliana said and Rosette tried to shift on the couch. Juliana pressed her weight down though and pinned the woman.


“I'm going to take you head first, you won't have time to scream before you're sliding down my throat. But my secretary would just help me push you down anyways if she heard.” Juliana continued and she heard a mewl of protest from Rosette.


“My throat is going to practically squish you. You're going to be crushed on the way down, wet flesh suffocating you as my muscles squeeze you down. Your hips are going to get past my lips and that's when there's no coming back. It's all downhill from there and I'm going to tell you every horrifying part before I send you there” Juliana said and she could feel the woman panting behind her hand, there was also wetness on her fingers down below. Not from Juliana's saliva either. Juliana resisted grinning, she needed to be intimidating. Rosette struggled beneath her.


“I'm a predator, stop wiggling under me, you're just soft layers of curves and I've been building muscle off dough girls like you for years. I'll just make it worse for you if you don't give me what I want. You're going in my stomach either way, it's just big enough to not crush you and let you enjoy the other painful sensations it'll force on you.” Juliana said with a sadistic smile. Rosette whimpered but her hips started to move against Juliana's fingers. Juliana pumped them harder.


“My enzymes are going to shred your skin, you'll feel it burning and watch as it slides off. You're going to see all those nice curves fall to pieces and know that it's really all about to end. But it's not gonna be quick, especially not for you. Think things take long when you're bored? Well agony is even worse, I've had clients thinking it was weeks inside me even when I was trying to do them in fast. You though? I'm gonna make sure it's nice and slow, I want you stewing and screaming for hours. It'll help keep me awake for all the paperwork I'll have to file on your death.” Juliana said and Rosette audibly moaned as a quiver started in her loins.


“You're going to look like something out of a horror flick before the end, you'll be so damaged you won't be able to move or scream. You'll be in agony, but you're going to love it. You'll wish you could cum but your pussy will be in tatters and melted to shreds. You're going to look like a hundred sixty pounds of raw meat. And that's when you're gonna tell me you love it. I'm going to ask and you're gonna tell me you want me to take you. Then when I think you've suffered enough, then maybe I'll clench my abs and turn you to mush. It won't be quick though, your insides crushing will be excruciating until you're finally paste” Juliana said and Rosette was bucking beneath her, close to coitus and pussy running like stream.


“Then it'll be just me, no more Rosette, just the mush that'll add to my chest and make my hips a bit more shapely. You'll add a small layer to my body and the rest of your pointless remains will then be just several dozen pounds of shit into the toilet. I'll wipe you off my ass with your case file and flush it down. All that money you gave me will get me a nice new set of clothes so I can look sexy at the  expense of your life AND wallet... Then in a few days you'll be another forgotten customer.” Juliana finished.


Juliana could feel Rosette nearing orgasm, starting to shake, mewling in a high pitch tone and shutting her eyes against the powerful sensation.


Then Juliana stopped, pulled her fingers and released Rosette's mouth from her palm. Rosette grunted in complaint as she sat up, furious. 

“F-fuck I was close! Why'd you stop?! I was just about t-” Rosette said but did not finish.

For Juliana's mouth was over her head and swallowing her.


For an instant Rosette froze struggling to understand what Juliana was doing. When the first swallow came and sent her shoulders in past Juliana's lips though there was no mistaking that Juliana was quite serious about eating her. She flailed, but a second swallow put her elbows in past the lips and her arms were nearly useless now. The throat was slimy and pressed on her with terrible force. She found it hard to even expand her chest to breath and let out a hoarse whimper as she kicked her legs.


Then she felt her hips at the edge of Juliana's lips, inches from the point where there would be no stopping her descent towards digestive death. Her breath caught in her throat and she stopped moving as if she were precariously balanced on the edge of a cliff and didn't want to accidentally sway herself over the precipice. 


Juliana's tongue had other plans though and Rosette felt it at her clit rubbing insistently. Rosette grunted and yelped desperately as her loins eagerly responded to Juliana's re-commenced attentions, this time without just idle threats of being cruelly disposed of but a promise that orgasm would result in one fateful and fatal swallow. Rosette was overwhelmed with what could only be described as erotic panic.


Then a geyser erupted from her slit. Femcum burst forth from Rosette signaling an immensely powerful orgasm that would make Juliana's office smell like sex for days to come.


Rosette's eyes nearly rolled up into her head. Her first orgasm ever would also likely be her last. The adrenaline pumping through her combined with it being her first experience made for a mind shattering sensation. As Juliana slurped the rest of the woman down she only twinged and shook slightly while being deposited into Juliana's expanded gut.


It was another minute before Rosette regained most of her senses albeit in fuzzy clarity, she was in the aftershocks of her orgasm and only vaguely aware that the next moments would be her last. Liquid dropping down on her roused her from most of her stupor though and she had the sense of mind to speak again.

“Wh-what is the liquid?” Rosette asked timidly.


“Oh it's not my acids yet! Actually it's your fluids, you made quite the spray Rosette, some of it fell into a cup. It's quite tasty, your nectar is quite sweet. You must eat a lot of fruit!” Juliana said and chuckled.


Rosette opened her mouth turned up and tasted them as well. It was sweet. She was glad to have the opportunity to taste herself before she went. She smiled, the smile would be quickly wiped away though.


“Oh... Now here come my acids. While you still have the sense of mind to understand me, goodbye Rosette. I'm glad I was able to help you finally orgasm. I hope digestion is just as pleasing to you. But I highly doubt it will be!” Juliana said and rubbed her curled form which immediately began to writhe.


Rosette felt a brief tingling sensation that made her twitch with discomfort, but just like the delay of sensation when picking up a hot plate that tingling quickly turned into something hot and unbearable like an uncomfortably hot shower. The difference being that she could not jump out of the water, she could only writhe uselessly.


It took less than ten seconds for her to start thrashing and reacting in a panic to the painful sensations setting in all over her body. It was highly juxtaposed with the near full body pleasure she'd experienced just moments prior. Juliana could tell that having her first orgasm was making the agony of digestion much worse than it would have been. Rosette was screaming, wailing and grunting in pain as she tried desperately to keep her limbs out of the rising acids.


She was moderately successful although uncoordinated in her panic. Jill popped her head in and mouthed a question to ask if everything was alright. Juliana nodded with a nervous grin and decided she might want to speed things up despite what she'd promised earlier in threats.


She had definitely said to the woman that she'd digest her for hours on end before. It seemed now though that she might appreciate a quicker demise. After all lust cares not for practicality and what turned her on in fantasy might be far different than reality.


So Juliana let her muscles loose on Rosette, she didn't hold back and her stomach walls pressed in and ground at the feminine food inside. Any attempts to slow the digestion by Rosette were doomed at that point. Her meager success was demolished by walls that pressed her down into the acids and ground at her softened skin. Juliana allowed her small breaks in spurts though just so she could see her own deterioration.


First her reddened blotchy skin, then patches falling off or rubbing away. Next softer curvy parts of her were laid to waste, fatty deposits like her butt and breasts melted and were ground away easily, her hair fell out. Her muscles and raw flesh were exposed and she ceased to feel much pain with her nerves melted away. She still recognized her highly deteriorated state though and how grave her situation was. She mostly stopped resisting though and let the stomach do with her as it pleased.


In fact without the pain Rosette started to almost become aroused again, she whimpered with these desires though as she had no way to satisfy her lust. Her pussy was melted and acid burned far too severely to feel any pleasure. When she tried she ended up ruining what was left along with a few fingers, turning both to squelching mush.

“So do you love it yet Rosette? Watching yourself get destroyed by my hot body?” Juliana asked.


“I-I want to be your shit... Take me.. I can't wait to slide out from between your buns... End me please!” Rosette croaked in a hoarse tone.


Juliana grinned before giving the woman her wish. Her stomach started again, pressing against her and grinding her like a piece of food. That wouldn't be enough though. Juliana laid flat and put her hands behind her head in the position of a sit up. Then she clenched, her abdominals sprang into action and the large bulge in her waist reduced to half it's size instantly as she flexed her powerful gut muscles. The result was quick and fatal, Juliana's acids were liquid and therefore not able to compress. The only thing inside her that could compress was flesh. Rosette's body was turned into mushy paste with a cut off yelp, a cracking sound and a wet smashing noise.


Then there was just the sound of Juliana's gut simmering away at the remnants of what was once a woman.


“Alright, I'm done for the day Jill. You can go home too.” Juliana yelled into the next room. She didn't give so much as a moment of silence for the life she'd just ended.

“Stressful client? You're usually not so quick about it!” Jill called back.


“Like you wouldn't believe! I almost broke my own rule with her, but she was willing in the end. But christ what a BITCH!” Juliana said, Jill opened the door and stood in it. A full on rant session was in order for the jerk Juliana had just juiced.


“Yah, well I wasn't going to tell you, but you're not the first counselor she's tried to get eaten by. A few others have failed but I didn't want to discourage you. They'll be glad to hear she won't be coming in for anymore catty sessions.” Jill said.


“I know I wouldn't look forward to another with her. Good riddance, I want to put her ass in a dumpster. She doesn't deserve my toilet or even my drain pipes.” Juliana said and sighed.

“That wasn't very professional of me. I really shouldn't speak ill of the dead either” Juliana muttered.

“Well I'm just the secretary and I say she was a bitch too.” Jill said and squeezed a smile out of Juliana.

“Ok, I'm going to get on home now” Juliana said and got up to dress and leave.


She sighed and rolled her eyes when she reached the front of her building. She always seemed to forget about the revolving door there. The confines of the damn thing were too small for her with most of a woman still stewing away on her. She'd have to go out through the loading bay entrance and walk around the building. 


Which meant another elevator ride, an awkward one, in the smaller service elevator. She had trouble fitting in with all the cleaning crew members going to various floors. Most were prey women, it was hard to find long term employment when you could be poo the next week so they often filled temp jobs like this. The women she bumped into ranged from nervous to openly aroused at the bulge on her middle.


“Tienes espacio comer una mas?” one particularly curvy Latina woman said to Juliana. (Do you have space to eat one more?)


Juliana didn't understand her but smiled and shook her head. She could tell by body language and tone that she was being propositioned for something. Whether it was sex or vore she didn't know. It didnt matter though another rather buxom Latina woman next to her poked her in an admonishing fashion.


“No me gusta necesito limpiar usted” she said sharply and the first woman looked sheepish after that. (It would not please me to have to clean you up)


This was why Juliana didn't like having to use the service elevator. Or go out of her way too much after eating a client. She couldn't fit places she used to and all sorts suddenly thought she'd be open to having them as a quick snack. In college it was a blast, she practically walked around campus from toilet to toilet eating girls along the way. Now though she just wanted to get home and relax.


There was another jogger on her way to her car that stopped to stretch in front of her and tried to look appetizing. Then a few prey women giggled at her passing them at a bus stop. They were from another floor that always came down to ask if her or Jill didn't want to order out for lunch. Juliana smirked after she passed them. That ritual of theirs to taunt Jill might end come a few Fridays when Jill would be allowed to digest whoever she wished during office hours.


Juliana sighed one last time as she had to adjust her car seat and steering wheel to fit around the gurgling remains of Rosette but after that she managed to have no more trouble and got home. Michelle was still working the night shift. So Juliana went to bed and looked forward to sending Rosette's terrible attitude away with a fart, shart and shit in the morning. She tried to remember if there were any dumpsters nearby, but she decided Rosette wasn't worth the effort.


….The next day
“I hope today's client is more pleasant than yesterdays” Juliana said as she walked in past Jill.

“Don't worry, I'd tell you if she was. I mean she's not perfect but...” Jill said as Juliana groaned.


“Oh stop! she's a far cry from yesterdays nightmare client. And besides quit whining, in our business at least bad clients don't come back with how good you are.” Jill said and Juliana relented with a nod.


“I suppose you're right, we've got it easy in some respects. Not a lot of refund requests at least.” Juliana agreed.


“Well I'll be in my office, send her in right when she arrives. I'd like to finish her early and spend time with Michelle later, it's her day off.” Juliana stated.

“When are you gonna eat her? She's prey right?” Jill asked shaking her head.

“It's complicated... I'm not going to rush it, we just need time...”

“Time for her to go stale! I'm just saying eat her while she's still young and fresh!” Jill said.


“Oh hush, prey women don't have expiration dates! In fact mature prey women have a certain ripeness to them that is quite satisfying. Like putting an end to a wise, noble creature.” Juliana stated.

“You just like getting the better of a woman who's survived so long” Jill snickered.


“I won't deny there's some satisfaction like that too... Augh, send her in when she gets here! I'm going in my office” Juliana said and Jill giggled at having upset her boss.

…

“So... Cassandra, you're a prey woman correct?” 

“Yes doctor Grundle”


“Please just call me Juliana, I'm not one for being very formal with my food!” Juliana said and smiled. Cassandra only grinned slightly though and looked to the side. Juliana noticed the masked discomfort immediately.

“I see I've already found oil then... something I just said? I struck a nerve didn't I?” Juliana asked.

Cassandra nodded.


“I can't imagine it being my name... Is it formality?” Juliana mused aloud, wondering if the prey woman was gunning for some kind of pomp and circumstance to be ended with. Perhaps being treated like a princess until the end or being fed to someone of sufficient status and conduct.

She didn't see a reaction to her statement though.


“Then the only thing left...You don't want to be... eaten?” Juliana asked although she was confused by the question herself. It would be odd to schedule a session with her if one did not want to be consumed.


“Exactly! Someone finally understands!” Cassandra said gushing out with relief as she faced Juliana with a desperate expression. Juliana held her hands up in defense though.


“I may have guessed it, but I'm not quite sure I understand quite yet... You'll have to elaborate, I'm very curious as to why you came if you didn't want to be consumed though...” Juliana said.


“Oh I'd very much like to be consumed! I just don't want to be eaten! Every pred I've been with just can't think of anything to do besides digesting me, adding me to their body and sending me down a drain! It's exhausting trying to fight them off, pulling myself back up throats and getting the smell of saliva from undergarments!” Cassandra rambled on.

“What I really crave is to be unbirthed!” Cassandra said finishing her rant in a huff.


“Ahhhh all right, now I understand! Have you tried talking about this with the predators you've been with?” Juliana asked and Cassandra rolled her eyes.


“Most haven't cared much if at all. They all just see me as a meal ticket, a bust upgrade or more butt cushion for their husbands to enjoy. Some even try to bait and switch me, getting me all horny and riled up before putting their mouth around my head or feet. It's getting really annoying.” Cassandra said.

“Which brings you to me I suppose then?” Juliana asked and Cassandra nodded.

“Why do you want to be unbirthed?” Juliana asked.

“Would you like to be another woman's dump?” Cassandra asked.

“No, not really”


“Likewise. It doesn't appeal to me.” Cassandra said rather sharply.


“You misunderstand. I'm not trying to question why you don't want to be eaten. I won't try to persuade you. I'm more trying to understand what draws you to being unbirthed so I can make it as close to your ideal fantasy as possible.” Juliana explained. 

Cassandra blinked and looked away for a moment, taken slightly aback.

“I'm sorry... That must have come off as rather brash... It's just that...”


“You have to fend off predators whose only goal is to eat you all the time right? I understand, think no more of it. Just know that I'm a counselor and I'm here to see to your needs.” Juliana said and laid a hand on Cassandra's hand, squeezing it.

Cassandra squeezed back.


“Thank you... I suppose I should answer your question then huh?” Cassandra asked and made fleeting eye contact. Juliana nodded.


“Well I do have a desire to be consumed, almost like a spiritual calling that I should be reduced, and demolished by another gorgeous woman. Which is why I came to you after seeing a photo of you” Cassandra said.


Juliana tried to hold down her own blushing at the implied compliment. She quickly deflected the attention back to Cassandra to aid that effort.


“What exactly excites you about being surrounded by pussy though? Liquefied by it?” Juliana asked and Cassandra looked towards the floor. Her face was red and she was fighting down a lewd grin. Juliana also noticed that her hand shift between her legs a moment. She could see a dampness on her fingers.


She'd just checked to see if she was wet, and from the look of her hand Cassandra's panties were soaked through.


“Well I... I find unbirthing to be just so much more... sensual, and perhaps a bit lustful and lewd as well. You're becoming someone's orgasm, their pleasure. Giving your life, your very being so that they can feel a sexual high off of you. It's so very personal, wasteful but intimate at the same time.” Cassandra said and peered back up at Juliana who was nodding with rapt attention. It encouraged her to go on.


“Getting turned into a turd just to be flushed down a toilet just doesn't have the same appeal. A girl can gurgle away without being paid much attention too, her struggles just an annoyance or a slight tickling... But everything an unbirthed prey does well... It affects the predator, and in a positive way. I want that kind of exchange with my predator. Even if it is hurting me and I'm thrashing in the end I want them to feel the impact of my death throes, for it to mean something even if it's a few fleeting jolts of pleasure.” Cassandra explained.


“Wow, that's... Rather poetic Cassandra. I can get behind that sentiment.” Juliana said and meant it even outside the scope of her counseling duties.


“Th-thanks, that isn't really it though. For a while I'd considered breast vore, milk was a lot less insulting of an end than being a pile of poo. But it seemed a bit too practical, the milk is enjoyed afterwards but in more of a sustenance kind of way. I wanted to be conquered and used in a strictly sexual way. Partly because I know that I'm incredibly attractive. It doesn't seem right for me to go out in any other way but a hedonistic death spiral. Having these perfect curves turned into lumpy shit would just be a travesty right?” Cassandra said and smiled.


Juliana held back a cringe. She could tell the woman was entirely serious about the last part. Which was slightly narcissistic, but she could overlook that. She wasn't wrong that she was a beautiful woman, Cassandra had a full head of shoulder length black hair, an exotic face with Latin and Asian features, tan skin and proportions any woman predator or prey would quite literally kill to have. Her waist was slim, breasts average but amazingly perky without any bra to be seen and her hips were easily wider than her shoulders with buns that burst from her backside in perfect curves. In short to any predator Juliana included she looked delicious, even if she did come off a bit narcissistic. Juliana could deal with it.

Plus she was getting paid to consume her. 


Money helped to put up with people's negative traits a lot of the time. This time was no exception, Juliana nodded and made the easy decision to make the offer herself. As a counselor she could try and coach the woman on trying to find a suitable partner or she could offer to do the deed herself, which is what most single clients came to her for. Juliana didn't have many second sessions with clients. This one would be no different she expected.


“Well, I could give you some tips on getting predators to see it your way... Or we could cut to the chase, I'd be more than willing to let you slide into me and turn you into femcum” Juliana offered and Cassandra grinned, Juliana detected a bit of a shiver from her as well. Sexual anticipation was brimming inside the woman.

“Really? When? How soon?” Cassandra asked in a flurry, her face lighting up.


“I could slip out of my skirt right now if you were ready to join the deceased.” Juliana offered and took her hand back to unbutton her bottoms.

“Can we both be naked?” Cassandra asked brightly.


“What else would we be?” Juliana asked sarcastically and Cassandra giggled as she started to unbutton her own clothes.


Cassandra then laughed at herself for being so delicate with her clothes and unbuttoning them. She wouldn't be leaving the room alive, maybe even not at all. She could be a stain on the carpet forever.

She ripped her shirt off, damaging buttons and fabric as she tore away clothing with a devilish smile.


Juliana in the office was always only a few quick latch releases away from being naked. It just helped the sessions get along when she could disrobe at the drop of a hat. And it also saved more than a few articles of clothing from complete destruction when she was taking in a client. So while Cassandra was ripping off clothes Juliana was already naked and throwing couch cushions onto the floor for her to lay on.


“The couch doesn't pull out? Thought you'd have something bigger to spread out on for this sort of thing...” Cassandra said.


“Like a bed? No, to be honest this will sort of be my first time unbirthing someone. I've never really done it to a client before.” Juliana admitted.

“Oh really? I'm that unique then?”


“Very much so, most women aren't that creative with their demise. I have to send my secretary out weekly to a wholesale store to buy entire crates of toilet paper.” Juliana said.


“Are you sure you can do it? Unbirth me? What did you mean by 'sort of' your first time?” Cassandra asked as Juliana got onto her back and spread her legs.


“There was a time in college where I woke up in a sorority house and found myself laying on soggy carpet. There was a party the night before that I don't remember much of. I only know the whole first floor was water logged like pipes had burst. I'm told I unbirthed most of the sisters from the prey sorority on campus but I don't actually remember doing it. I suppose there was proof enough in that  there was no graduating class of 2002 in that sorority. I wiped them out, and I couldn't walk right all week” Juliana admitted. Cassandra chuckled.


“Well hopefully I'll leave a more lasting memory, and maybe a little discoloration in the carpet as well~” Cassandra said just before she pressed her face to Juliana's slit.


Juliana definitely didn't remember anything like this ever happening to her while sober. At first the sensations were mildly pleasant as Cassandra eased her head in, Juliana was actually surprised to stretch that much without resistance. But soon after with shoulders going in discomfort was inevitable. Juliana held back on making any noises of complaint at first but when Cassandra moved an arm while up to her elbows Juliana couldn't help but yelp and grunt. The woman's hips were the worst though and Cassandra slid in none too quickly after her shoulders. It was a constant wiggling and inching in for Cassandra's part. It must have been tiring but Juliana could tell the woman was enjoying how long it was taking. She could hear her moaning inside and at some points Cassandra's hands took a short break to press at her clit and tease herself.


Juliana was less than relaxed though with half a woman working her way into her womb. Juliana found herself panting and considering pulling Cassandra back out. She made a mental note that she either needed more foreplay in the future for unbirthing or to be as drunk as the first time she'd apparently done it to excess. As things stood she was going in sober and without any foreplay to get herself naturally lubed up. The hour taking Cassandra in was one of the worst hours with a client she'd had in the office.


Ultimately Juliana decided that Cassandra was too excited to stop and she didn't want to see that level of disappointment on a client. One of the perks of her profession was that as long as you digested unhappy clients you never got bad reviews. Juliana didn't see a good enough reason to put her perfect score on google in jeopardy. Juliana gritted her teeth and after the peak of Cassandra's hips the discomfort lessened and the rest of the woman was thinner, more manageable and actually pleasurable now that she'd been stretched to the maximum.


From there on it was the best hour she'd ever had in the office. Cassandra's every move sent her into shivers and it didn't take long at all for Juliana to realize being pred did not mean she was in charge. Cassandra was squirming and writhing inside Juliana. She could feel every movement and the sensations were vastly amplified beyond any penetration she'd ever felt.


And that was when Cassandra was just enjoying herself. When the woman within her deigned to try and make Juliana feel something by pressing out on the walls or grinding herself against soft spots... Juliana could barely manage breathing and found herself experiencing bouts of sexual elation that left her a quivering drooling near mindless mess.


It took a full hour of this for Juliana to come to some of her senses. She had to melt Cassandra, she was getting rather indulgent in letting the woman control her for so long from the inside. She needed to get off in order to juice her though... Juliana soon found that her womb hung lower on her than her stomach usually did when eating a client normally. She could usually reach down to flick herself after the client was already soup and wouldn't know the difference. Now though her womb hung quite lower and she couldn't reach around the bulge to get at her clit or slit.


Juliana bit her lip. She didn't want to, but she was desperate and she'd read enough in college to know that the digestive process of a pussy was greatly accelerated by masturbation. Especially clitoral stimulation. So she'd have to resort to desperate measures to get off.


“J-Jill! Could you come in please?!” Juliana said, trying to sound in control and not completely lust mad.


“Coming! Are you done yet with Cassandra? It's been more than two hours now. Was she a good gurgle? … Oh...” Jill said as she came in and saw Juliana full, naked and looking quite flustered on the floor.


“I unbirthed her and I need to get off in order to cummify her. Could you? …” Juliana said to Jill's shocked expression.

“Oh wow boss... I mean I could but... Why don't you just?”

“I can't reach, she's too big to get my arms around” Juliana explained.


“Quite the predicament then... Well can't say I didn't imagine something like this happening at some point. I mean I hear you in here schlicking it after clients all the time.” Jill said as she started undressing.

“How did you hear?” Juliana asked, surprised that she knew.


“Your desk phone can do a walkie talkie thing with mine so you can easily page me. Well mine can do the same with yours, only I just keep it on all the time and listen in. It's pretty hot eavesdropping when you pretend your clients are Michelle inside you and whisper to her pretend remains” Jill said, making Juliana blush.


Michelle didn't even know she masturbated to her like that. It made Juliana feel quite vulnerable to have her secretary know such intimately personal details of her life and how unprofessional she was after clients had expired.

Jill didn't skip a beat though and dragged another couch cushion behind Juliana, she pressed herself there breasts on Juliana's back. She started in on the woman's breasts. Squeezing and kneading them, pinching Juliana's nipples and eventually sucking, licking and biting them. Juliana moaned in erotic complaint as she was now being teased on the outside and inside. The biting was quite disconcerting especially as Jill's stomach vibrated on Juliana's back.


“Sorry, I really only have sexual relationships with prey women. I just get really hungry when I get with one. So don't mind my tummy.” Jill said into Juliana's ear. The hot breath made Juliana shiver. But Juliana wasn't paying too much attention to the stomach, it was her other behaviors that really made it obvious Jill only fucked prey women. She could feel Jill's lips brush against her ears and then her neck where Jill nibbled on her as if she was another prey girl to be fucked and feasted on.


Jill was seemingly oblivious to how much she was treating Juliana like a prey woman, it was just how she'd learned sex with women. She left Juliana's breasts mostly and planted kisses and nibbles down Juliana's body while her fingers teased a Juliana's slit and clit.


Juliana was slightly offended but for reasons unknown unendingly aroused. It was so new and fresh and exciting for some unknown reason. Sex as a predator woman had always been her taking the dominant roll. At the moment though she was at the sensual mercy of a prey within her and another predator acting as if she were the next morsel on the menu. Part of Juliana, a very small part tried to tell her it was wrong and probably a bad idea to let Jill go on like this as a boss and as a predator woman.

The aching need in her crotch was much louder than any conscience though.


Juliana tried to buck her hips against Jill's fingers but to no avail. Jill giggled and continued  absently running her fingers around slowly and aimlessly, random patterns that would stimulate Juliana but bring her nowhere close to orgasm.

“P-please just get me off!” Juliana begged. Jill snickered.

“I'm just getting my canvas ready though! You can't take a bit of teasing? Now let me dip my brush in~” Jill said as she plunged a few of her fingers into Juliana's sopping wet slit. Juliana gasped in response.


Then Jill took her fingers out and used the lubrication to wetten Juliana's clit, teasing her again but with a gliding smoothness provided by her own juices.


“See now I can really paint some erotic anguish on your face! Just have to dip the brush in ever once in a while...” Jill said as she fingered Juliana again for a few seconds before slathering the rest of her pussy again in the lewd liquid.


“Mmm I wonder how much of this 'paint' is yours and how much is the client I wonder~?” Jill mused as the bulge wiggled.


Inside Juliana the atmosphere was finally becoming more desperate. Cassandra had an easy first hour inside, cum dripping down and tingling but not a very bumpy ride. She was pleased with how much she was able to throw Juliana off. She had treated it like a competition, keeping Juliana from being able to focus on melting her. She knew that she'd tire eventually and Juliana would have her but it was satisfying to even last that long against a professional predator. Now that the secretary had joined in though she didn't stand a chance. The pussy had pooled femcum around her now and the womb walls pressed in on her and rubbed the slit syrup into her skin vigorously.


When that started Cassandra thought it would be a good time to get one last orgasm for herself, but now as she kept going she realized something was wrong. It didn't feel right. She pulled her hand from her slit to see that it was starting to deform. She could feel her wrist stretching as she pulled it from her slit, she noticed a missing fingernail and another  barely hanging onto her finger as the first oozed out of her pussy.


Cassandra started to shiver then. Her mind knew it before but now her body was reacting to the very real prospect of becoming pussy paste. A nervous energy was flowing through her, she tried to move her digits together in order to finger herself but their slightly thinner and mushy forms didn't respond. She had to use her other hands to get them in the proper shape before she started sliding them in and out of herself and moaning in time with Juliana who was being much more vocal in her pleasure now.


Jill was going to town on the woman, all pretense of dutiful pleasuring gone and replaced with a wanton fisting lust as Juliana let herself be fucked by Jill's fist up to her elbow. They were making eye contact as well, Jill's face full of bravado and Juliana looking desperately horny. It was obvious that Juliana was utterly willing to submit to whatever Jill had in mind as long as she got an orgasm in the end.


“I've always heard the fun that goes on in here and wanted to participate, to turn the tables on your prissy methods. Predators should just eat. Dressing up the prey condition in niceties is useless and a waste of time. They should all just get in our stomachs and get on with tumbling out of our asses.” Jill said.


Juliana wanted to respond, opened her mouth to respond but Jill stopped her by plunging her arm up past the elbow. It made Jill cry out in a silent scream of pleasure.


“Ha! I do that to prey girls and they make that same exact face. God sometimes I think I should just turn you into a pile of shit, along with that girlfriend of yours so it can just be done with. I think you've been with her too long, it's like you've caught the prey gene.” Jill said and twisted Juliana's nipple with her free hand.

Juliana gasped but responded this time.

“Y-you can't I'm a predator t-too!”


“Doesn't look like it from here! You swoon just like all the other curvy meat I've flushed. I think you're prey-curious, and I've a mind to let you explore that interest along with that other meal you live with. That Michelle prey, she's delicious and you can smell it on her, how much she wants to fatten up some tits.” Jill said.


Jill didn't even have to tease Juliana with more fisting or sexual abuses to keep her from protesting this time. Juliana moaned at the thought, bucked her hips against Jill's arm... And then she whimpered knowing that Jill was right and she probably was prey-curious. Jill smirked at the whimper.


“I'm totally right aren't I? That's pretty embarrassing for a pred you know~ I mean I'd look like a top notch predator for tempting another predator into me... But you? Yah you'd look like a total failure of a woman, utter shit in more ways than one. And it was so easy for me to take control of you~ Just one fist fucking and suddenly you wanna be my fodder~” Jill added and Juliana's whimper was strangely mixed with another moan of intense sexual satisfaction.


“Wow, didn't even know a girl could be totally hot for it and crying at the same time. You're some fucked up combination of predator and submissive slut huh? It's actually embarrassing to think I have genes in common with you. A predator willing to become a dump with her prey girlfriend? You're a living insult to real predator women like me.” Jill said and Juliana was writhing in sensation. Being degraded was turning her on against her will.

“F-fuck” Juliana uttered.

“What's that? Something to say in your defense? Wanna deny it? Really think I'll believe it?” Jill asked.


“N-no, fuck. You're right. I thought I wanted to eat Michelle... It was hot imagining her becoming a steaming pile, but I got sad to part with her... I really want to be a dump with her. I'm a prey slut too! F-fuck!” Juliana cried out between sobs and quivers emanating from her stretched pussy. Jill grinned at her admission and pumped her arm faster, making Juliana rock and sway while she yelped cries of pleasure.


Inside Cassandra's situation was becoming increasingly desperate. Femcum was rising around her, she lifted her arm shakily from the filmy pool in time to see fingers sliding off the nub of her hand. Then the nub beyond her wrist fell with a splash as well before dissipating beneath the surface. Everything felt numb and tingly like pins and needles on an asleep limb. She was still horny though even if she was slightly embarrassed by the conversation happening just outside her world. She had thought she'd be an orgasm for a real predator but Juliana was like a pretend predator. She had the gene but nothing of the attitude, demeanor and dominant nature a predator should carry. And she was going to be pussy pulp for a wimpy predator like that.


She opened her mouth to utter a curse at her pathetic fate but found that her mouth only made a slight raspberry noise. Her mouth felt weird, especially her lips like her mouth was full of applesauce. She put a hand to her face to feel it but as soon as her fingers touched her lips they started sliding across her face. She immediately tried to push them back into place but it only made the bond worse and soon she was looking down into the femcum at her tightly pursed lips. They turned quickly into a creamy red mess. She tried to pick them back out of the goo but her nubbed hand only came up with slightly reddish goo.


Then she started hyperventilating, panicking. Her body had seen enough and was starting to override her mind and any sexual thoughts she had in respect to getting cummified. She tried to calm herself but Jill ended up being the one who pulled her back into an erotic end with what she said to Juliana next.


“I feel the worst for that slit slut inside you. Must be pretty demeaning to get gummed up and cummed up by an imitation pred like you. She's going to be turn to pussy drool by a ditz of a dom, I mean if I had to go out in someone I'd at least be satisfied if she were waaaay stronger than me, but you? You're weak Juliana, practically pleading for me to have to pull out the plunger on you later!” Jill said and laughed as she ripped her arm out of Juliana's snatch and left the woman quaking in sensation.


And Jill was right, Cassandra felt pretty embarrassed but the shame in becoming a puddle of herself was a turn on and being reduced by someone as weak as Juliana made it all the more humiliating. She nearly came as she rubbed what was left of her crotch on the womb walls. That last desperate attempt to pleasure herself was what undid her.


Cassandra felt an emptiness in her stomach, like fear but much more powerful. So much so that she looked down at her abdomen and found that she was indeed emptying. Her abs had ruptured and gooey remains of her internal organs were spilling out. She used her nubby arms to try and hold the gunk and press it back into her body, but in a few moments it was obvious that her insides were a sinking ship and she could only bail out water with a thimble. Mostly what she tried to shove back in turned to cum just as fast as she could grasp it.


Breathing became hard then, harder than it already was with how hot and muggy it was inside Juliana's pussy. Cassandra mused for a moment on how it was just incredible she could even still think, that she was alive in such a deteriorated state and lucid enough to think on it. Then an idea came to her that she immediately accepted. She couldn't be alive, not in such a decrepit form. Nothing could possibly survive the demolition Juliana's pussy had enacted on her. Instead she thought that she was already cum, cum that only thought it was a woman named Cassandra who had long since ceased to be. As soon as she's squeezed past Juliana's pussy lips she must have died suffocating and her mind had just stuck around to witness the decomposition of her body as long as there was anything left to cling to.

Which made her wonder what would happen to her consciousness when nothing was left of her body.


She didn't have to wait long to find out. Her arms fell away in tatters and as a torso without any limbs she had no means of keeping herself balanced and above the pooling pussy juice.


Cassandra or what was left of the woman who once was Cassandra slid into the cum slightly before her body couldn't support the weight of itself and collapsed inwards as if imploding. Cassandra's face took on a state of blissful orgasm as it went bubbling beneath the cum and dissolved like a watercolor picture being hosed down.  


Juliana felt her womb compact to a fatal degree, it was too small now to contain a full size woman in any shape that would support life. She would've told Jill this so she could stop fingering her but being so close to orgasm was to put it mildly: distracting. Jill had resumed rubbing her clit with speed enough to send Juliana into a silence punctuated with pants and gasps.

“I'm g-gonna cum! Oh shit, don't stop!” Juliana yelled.

Which is what prompted Jill to stop. 


Juliana whimpered in protest and struggled to sit up and reach beyond her compacted abdomen. Jill slid behind her though and grasped her arms above the elbows pulling them behind Juliana, preventing her from reaching anything. Juliana wiggled trying to break free from the grasp with a complaining moan but Jill was firm with her and only tugged Juliana's arms behind her back further and painfully. Juliana yelped and stopped resisting.


“I want you to beg me for a release, I want you to pledge your life to my gut just so you can finally squirt~” Jill whispered into Juliana's ear. The proposition kept Juliana aroused to her horror.


Her eyes darted wondering what she was getting herself into, she was horny beyond compare and actually considering agreeing to be digested. She bit her lip as she paused in consideration, wondering for a moment 'What about Michelle?' she would be devastated but she might also just go and get herself gurgled soon after without Juliana around to live for. Juliana squeezed her eyes shut and her brow furrowed but she nodded her head after a minute of deliberation. 

“Was that a yes?” Jill asked and Juliana nodded her head again this time more quickly.


“Well too bad, you waited too long, that offer's off the table. I want Michelle instead, I wanna gurgle her for you~” Jill requested.

“Please no!” Juliana cried out hoarsely in dismay.


“Oh? Strong professional pred Juliana doesn't want to be without her pet prey? Can't live without her food to play with?” Jill teased.


“N-noo” Juliana sobbed not wanting to live on without Michelle even more than she was worried about Michelle going on without her.


“Ugh, fine, new offer, and my last one. I'll digest you both, BUT!” Jill said and snaked one hand to Juliana's pussy to tease her as she revealed the last part of the deal.


“But I want Michelle to go first, then YOU will clean her from my ass using nothing but your face~” Jill said. Juliana paused only a second to consider before uttering her reply.

“Yes, anything, please let me cum!” Juliana cried out.


“gut slut” Jill muttered before she set her fingers to work again on Juliana's clit. The woman was on a high of just having not only sacrificed her own life but her girlfriend's as well, not to mention her own dignity that was long since turned to fodder by Jill now.

“Oh, fuuuuuck. Oh god!”


Juliana didn't take more than another minute of clit tickling to blow, and hard. She shook as if in seizure as Jill's fingers played her clit, gouts of steaming femcum came shooting from her slit like fatal geysers. Her voice devolved into a lower tone as she continued moaning out expletives.

“Shit, fuck, Oh god you bitch! She's so hot coming out!”


The room was now just as muggy as Cassandra had felt inside, steam rose from the carpets and wafted gracefully as Juliana's clit continued to shoot jets of molten woman into the air. Juliana's eyes were rolling into her head and her head lolled to one side.


“Holy god, why didn't I do this before?!” Juliana muttered as she went completely slack and her pussy leaked like a weak garden hose sending Cassandra's remains a few inches into the air before starting to puddle around her in the  completely soggy carpet. Jill stood up and released her, letting Juliana fall to the floor on her back while Jill stood atop her and planted a foot on her chest, claiming her.


“How does it feel having signed not just your life but the life of the girl you love? And all for a few squirts that are over now!” Jill said chuckling.


Juliana only turned her head to the side, looking at the room soaked with Cassandra and pondering if it was worth it. She knew Jill was a predator and slightly uncaring. Juliana knew by comparison she herself was more compassionate than other preds... But if Jill was a real predator than she was far more vicious and sadistic by orders of magnitude, and in comparison Juliana was infinitely embarrassed at how easily she had been seduced and dominated by the seemingly diminutive woman. She hadn't stood a chance when Jill set her mind to wanting to consume her. Juliana closed her eyes against the shame.


“Feels pretty bad huh morsel? Well I won't have you dwell on it long. Come to my place tomorrow at 5 and we'll get you and Michelle on your way to the toilet.” Jill said and lifted her foot.


“My vacation starts tomorrow and I'd like to enjoy it before I have to do another job search. My current employer is about to retire y'know!” Jill teased. Juliana opened her eyes then and smiled a bit. 

She was still Jill's boss.


“R-right see you there but for now I'll need you to clean up the mess here after I leave.” Juliana said as she sat up.


Jill opened her mouth to snap back but remembered the state labor laws and narrowed her eyes. If she was insubordinate... Predator employers had a right to devour unruly employees regardless of predator or prey status.


“I'll get the mop and carpet cleaner then “boss”. Make sure you enjoy your last few hours in here before your retirement.” Jill taunted and left for the supply closet.


Jill walked away then and Juliana let out a sigh after she closed the door. She stood and looked wistfully around her office. She'd never return here, the place she'd practiced for 10 years now. 3 of them with several uncountable secretaries, some eaten by herself. She'd worked with Jill the last 7 and it was surreal to be getting eaten by the woman in less than 24 hours...


She considered cleaning her office out, but a future of being dead gave her a devil may care attitude and she dismissed the responsible thought.


She instead reflected on all the pictures on her walls, successful clients who'd come back to thank her and many she didn't see again because of their successful endeavors. She saw all her degrees and certifications. All her accomplishments written out on paper that may as well be toilet paper by the end of the next day.


Then her eyes set on her shelf of curios and knick knacks... The African artifacts she'd picked up in the peace corp... A whip and collar.

Jill reached for the shelf.

…

“Just wear it for a minute alright?”

“I really don't understand this...”

“Just do it please. Do we really have anything to lose?”


“Well I guess not with what you agreed to, I mean not that I'm angry! I'm really excited actually. I just don't get what we're doing and why dig a hole?”


“I already wore it a bit on the way home. I'm going to bury it after we're done. No one will find it again.”

“Alright, here we go. I'm wearing it. Now what?”

“Now we dig a hole.”

“Where? Here? Why?”

“No not our place, somewhere she won't find it. A park or something. And it's so no one can break it.”


“Oh I know, they're laying foundation tomorrow for this new vore-lesque theater down the street. We'll just toss it in there. By time we make it tomorrow it'll be really gone forever.”

“Perfect let's go there now while it's dark and no one will see us...”

…


“Why are you lagging behind? Keep up slowpoke! We're almost there Juliana!” Michelle said as she skipped backwards and faced her girlfriend. Juliana's gait by comparison was sluggish as she stared at the sidewalk.


“I just still feel really bad, I mean I just sort of agreed to hand you over as well... Like I owned you or something” Juliana trailed off



“Pshhh I don't care, and honestly you do own me, I'd do anything for you. If it would've pleased you to see me as fat and tits on your next lover I would've slid down their throat in a second, no questions asked and no regrets.” Michelle said and winked. Juliana blushed and looked away in response.


“It's interesting this way, you'll be joining me soon after I'm gone. Wherever we end up we'll be together!”

“We're going to be fatty tissue and a bowel movement Michelle...”

“And we'll be TOGETHER! It's romantic! I couldn't ask for more!” Michelle responded.

“I don't think I'll ever fully understand the prey mindset.” Juliana said and sighed.


“Probably not since you've only got a few hours left of living to figure us out!” Michelle teased which sent Juliana into another blush and staring contest with the pavement. Michelle giggled at her embarrassment.


“Still you must understand us a little at least to be agreeing to slide out of your secretary's buns. C'mon, just think of how sexy that'll be and you'll forget about the rest for sure!” Michelle said and reached at hand to jiggle Juliana's breasts.


Juliana smiled and picked her pace up to match Michelle's after that. Once they weren't slowed by Juliana's guilt any longer they made good time to Jill's apartment. Juliana hesitated as she held her hand up to knock at the door but Michelle put an arm around her waist and gave her a huge encouraging smile. Juliana's struggling survival instinct didn't stand a chance against her desire to please Michelle. 

She started to knock. But missed.


When Juliana's fist approached the door it opened and Jill leaned against the frame dressed only in a lingerie teddy and a smirk.


“Why don't you two come in? I don't bite~” Jill said and giggled as she stepped back and sauntered in, trusting the women to close the door behind themselves.

“So Michelle~ Did Juliana happen to mention why you were both coming over?” Jill asked in a devious tone.

Michelle nodded her head quickly and deeply with her smile still plastered on.


“Ever since I turned 17 I've wanted to be swallowed whole, melted alive and flushed dead down a hottie's potty!” Michelle said enthusiastically.


“Oh... You're completely willing?” Jill asked as she frowned and Michelle nodded her head like the beating of a hummingbird's wings. 


Juliana noticed Jill's dampened excitement and grinned a bit, she'd always figured Jill liked her prey a little reluctant. Then her smile faded as she realized that she herself fit perfectly into that category...


“So how do both of you want to slip down the stomach slide?” Jill asked interrupting Juliana's thoughts.


“Well if it's alright with everyone I'd actually like to go down in a blaze of hedonistic glory... Threesome first?” Michelle asked and looked at both Jill and Juliana with a hopeful, pleading grin.


“Sure, but when you're laying there fucked silly and barely able to form sentences how'd you like me to swallow you?” Jill said as she stepped close to Michelle, close enough that Michelle could smell Jill's breath and see down her mouth as she spoke.


“B-butt first, I want to be bent in half and all kinds of uncomfortable...” Michelle said absently as she stared at Jill's mouth.


“Oh I think I can make it much more than just uncomfortable for you!” Jill said as she started walking towards a doorway into her bedroom.


“There's a trash can to your left, go ahead and leave your clothes there. You'll be leaving out my backdoor without them anyways!” Jill teased as she disappeared inside the room.


Juliana's stomach was a void, it felt empty with fear replacing her innards as she considered Jill's words. Throwing her clothes in the garbage just further cemented the crazy idea that she was going to let Jill kill her... melt her to mush. She shivered once before Michelle stood in front of her naked already.


“C'mon slowpoke~ Let's get you into something more ~naked~” Michelle said as she nuzzled at Juliana's neck while disrobing her girlfriend.


The nuzzling, biting, licking and kissing helped. It took the edge off and Juliana found herself going right back at Michelle getting caught up in her pent up passion, her fear and apprehension urging her to enjoy Michelle in the time they had left to them. Michelle giggled at Juliana's insistence, she felt no such fear only relief and fulfillment that she'd be fattening another woman up soon.


Michelle pulled Juliana towards a bedroom and fell backwards onto the king size bed, putting her arms above her head. She then motioned with her chin for Juliana to climb up.


“I want to taste you one last time before I tumble down Jill” Michelle said as Juliana mounted atop her. Juliana gave her the warmest smile she could manage as she set her pussy down onto Michelle's face and pressed the wet slit against her nose and rocked into her.


Michelle purred for a few moments as Juliana used her face to get into the mood, sliding and grinding against her features to stimulate herself first. Michelle liked it a lot, it made her feel like she was being used, a certain essence of what she wanted from being eaten as well. When Jill put her own head between Michelle's thighs at the edge of the bed it wasn't unwelcome with how turned on she was.


It was a blur from then on for Michelle. Getting eaten out while she was being used and soon to be eaten sent her into an erotic high she'd never come close to before and likely would never again, the realization of this only heightened the excitement. When Juliana let off a bit to let Michelle breathe a surge of passion came from the woman. Michelle practically attacked Juliana's pussy with kisses, licks and fierce but soft nibbles. More than a few times Juliana had to hold onto Michelle's head to keep her balance and stay atop her wildly fervent partner. 


Juliana couldn't help but lose herself in pleasure either as Michelle assaulted her slit like never before. The thought of Michelle being a dump soon, all that plump Asian beauty turned into a steaming pile aroused her as well. The fact that she was so desperate beneath her was just more fuel to the fire between her legs. 


Neither of them knew what was going on with Jill since they were quite wrapped up in each other. Jill didn't mind as long as she found herself quite full by the end of the fun. She was quite used to giving prey the time of their very short lives before giving herself a reward afterwards the meal. This time she was taking the liberty to finger herself though as she had the spare hands to do it in this threesome, that was enough of a treat to her and watching the jerks and quivers before her, listening to the moans and squeals around her was like a good porn. Especially since it was starring her pretty good looking boss. Jill sat back, fingered herself and giggled between licks to Michelle's pussy. She was in good humor about the fact that both of these sluts would be in her gut soon.


The intensity of the events to come left all of them in a mood receptive to orgasm. Juliana came first, being subject to the most intense and passionate tongue present. She was slumped over for the rest of the girl pile, riding out her aftershocks. Jill wasn't long after that. She knew how to pleasure herself and seeing Juliana quivering  and erotically helpless to Michelle's mouth was quite enough stimulation to get her over the edge. Michelle was last since Jill didn't know all the ins and outs of getting the unfamiliar woman off, it was a slower build up but ultimately incredibly satisfying as she struggled for nearly an hour and found herself in an exhausted, teased and aroused state. Which was good for her since she liked things uncomfortable and by the end she was soar, sweaty and weak. Perfectly vulnerable for her own tastes.

As they laid there panting Jill continued lapping at Michelle's mound. Juliana gave a knowing chuckle.

“She's sweet isn't she?” Juliana asked. Jill paused to answer her.

“It's like her pussy is begging me to eat her, how did you resist?” Jill asked before licking her again.


“She would eat bowls of ice cream after eating me out, I always gave her a sweet tooth!” Michelle said between pants. Juliana lightly shoved her.

“Michelle!” Juliana snapped while blushing. Michelle rolled her eyes though.


“We're going to be butt butter by tomorrow love! Who cares?” Michelle said and Juliana sighed as her shoulders slumped. She knew Michelle was right. Her eyes flitted to Jill's hand, she had an impulsive thought and decided to act on it. Like Michelle said, they were done for.


Juliana took Jill's hand, the one she'd pleasured herself with and took a long lick at the juices still there from Jill's pussy. Her face scrunched and she let the hand go. Michelle leaned forward understanding why she'd suddenly licked her, to taste her.

“Bitter, very bitter. Definitely not begging to be eaten. The exact opposite in fact.” Juliana commented.

“Hmmm” Jill hummed, as she perked up from Michelle's crotch. “Do you think it has anything to do with willingness to be eaten?” she asked.


“I have no idea, I don't think I've heard of anyone researching the topic. If I were living past today it would be a fascinating subject to study though.” Juliana said and both women nodded.


“I wonder then...” Jill said. “How did Juliana taste? She came in your mouth didn't she Michelle?” Jill asked.

Juliana blushed deeply and looked to Michelle who had an intense smile on her face.


“I'll tell Juliana, but she can decide if she'd like you to know” Michelle said before putting a hand to Juliana's ear and whispering to her. Juliana's eyes went wider the longer Michelle spoke to her until she put her hands to her face to hide it.

“You're not going to tell me are you?” Jill asked.

“I highly doubt it” Michelle said as she pulled back. Jill rolled her eyes and stood.

“Well then...” Jill said and patted her stomach.


“Time to hop in, you're going in first Michelle. Say goodbye to Juliana, next time she sees you it'll be after a pretty drastic full body makeover.” Jill teased and ruffled Michelle's hair.



Michelle grinned widely, wordlessly and turned her backside to Jill. She leaned against the bed and presented her ass up into the air, wiggling it a bit and smiling back at Jill who was licking her lips.


“That looks scrumptious. Make sure you watch every second of me devouring your girlfriend for you Juliana.” Jill said. Juliana couldn't deny feeling a certain thrill as Jill closed on her helpless and perfectly willing girlfriend.


Jill's mouth went around Michelle's rear  almost completely taking it in as Michelle squealed with delight before moaning and lowering her head with a shiver. Jill was licking at her slit again, making sure she got the last few drops of flavor on her slit. They stayed like that for minutes, Michelle starting to struggle to stay upright with all the licking and lapping at her pussy. Juliana met her face and engaged Michelle in a kiss, likely the last one they'd share.

“I love you, I'll miss you” Juliana said.


“Not for too long though~ You'll follow me soon enough~” Michelle said between pants and smiled before gasping.


At that moment Jill had decided she was done and swallowed. Michelle's rump was sucked into Jill's throat and left her bent in half. She was bent so fat that her head was next to her shins and her hands were reaching forward past her feet as she looked slightly shocked, she winced in discomfort. She still managed a small forced smile though and winked at Juliana before Jill turned her head up. Michelle gasped again as her view quickly changed and vertigo took her. She yelped as she slid in further past her lower back and thighs. Juliana could see Jill's facial features scrunching up though as Michelle's descent slowed. She grunted and Juliana could see her throat make a few unproductive swallows. She sighed in exasperation after that and reached up to put a hand to Michelle's forehead and push her down manually. Michelle by this point was nearly hyperventilating. She mewled as she was pushed down and squeezed her eyes shut as she submerged into Jill's maw and her head disappeared.


From there her fingers and toes splayed and wiggled as they steadily slid down and into Jill. Some part of the woman seemed to desire escape but she didn't seem to be trying in earnest so Juliana figured she was still enjoying the experience. She'd seen it in loads of prey, they seemed to even revel in their body's response to certain death. Juliana managed a weak smile of her own knowing Michelle was finally getting what she so desperately wanted.


Jill let out a huge breath as her stomach sagged with Michelle's form hanging off her front. She laid back on the bed and Juliana came to her. Juliana laid her head up against the stomach listening to the sloshing, wet noises within along with Michelle's groans. She was entirely successful in her quest for suffering. She was still bent in half and the stomach walls pressed against her and bent her in ways she wasn't used to, ways not even a yoga master would be able to weather without yipes of pain.

“How is it?” Juliana asked.


“Cramped, tight, hot, very muggy, humid, like there's fog in here. There's no pooled acids like I'd expected but ahh! Ow! L-little droplets of  acids drop sometimes like a really weak drizzle.” Michelle said before she put a hand to her clit and started rubbing it again.


“That's my special, digestion, I only bring it out for prey I really want to suffer. I spent a lot of time in a hot shower before you came, my acids are boiled over and a gas now. You'll break apart much slower than the regular way would.” Jill said and chuckled.

“Why make it take longer though?” Juliana asked.


“More suffering, to punish with. I felt I needed something special to make you regret offering yourself Juliana. You're supposed to be a predator. I'm just practicing on your girlfriend first~” Jill said which made Juliana bite her lip. She stifled a shiver and was glad to be facing the opposite direction so Jill couldn't see her face.


Michelle inside focused on her pleasure as much as she could. She twitched and mewled as the mist around her stung her skin. Yelps and little cries punctuated her lustful moans. Juliana cringed at every one but couldn't deny feeling a excitement in her own loins to the thought and reality of Michelle's deteriorating form. She bit her lip and yearned to touch herself as Michelle's moans grew louder. Despite her contorted position or more likely because of it Michelle was experiencing a sexual experience she'd only ever dreamed of, slowly being eaten away at inside a hot woman's gut. The walls pressed against her bending her to the limits her bones would allow without snapping. Breathing was becoming harder and she panted loudly, her eyes started to slightly glaze over before she finally came. Her climax was quieter but no less powerful than her last. She closed her eyes and quivered as the pleasure overtook her and sent her into a short bout of unconsciousness.


Juliana started to worry a bit before a moan of pain came from Michelle as the stomach contorted her into an even more uncomfortable position. She whimpered as an itch developed and she scratched at it instinctively. Michelle whimpered as she instantly regretted following the urge. The skin on her thigh had cracked and was flaking away at her touch as if she was made of a crumbly biscuit like material. The flesh that fell away turned to mush as it hit the bottom of the stomach. Michelle whined as she started to feel the itchy sensation everywhere on her body and she balled her hands into fists trying to resist the urge to scratch away her skin.


Juliana almost wanted to whimper with her. This was definitely turning her on, hearing and feeling the despair her girlfriend was experiencing within even if she didn't know exactly what was upsetting Michelle so deeply. Juliana found herself unsure if it was her predator's instinct to enjoy the end of a prey or her own desire to perhaps meet the same end. She'd enjoyed many of her clients but never in as personal a way as this.


The next few hours were a torturous hell for Michelle as she tried and failed to resist her urge to itch her rapidly decaying epidermis. The acid fog had turned all of her outer layer of skin into a red peeling mess. She was raw everywhere and openly sobbing as pieces of skin started to slide off and turn to mush. She was starting to become surrounded by her own ground up flesh and her muscles beneath were being exposed. Her breasts were the weakest link and she sobbed when they were rendered into fatty gunk that slid off her body. She briefly tried to hold them together but quickly gave up. Her breathing was ragged and punctuated with rasping coughs, her lungs and throat were faring poorly against the gaseous acids wafting around her.


When all her skinless muscles were subjected to the acids she couldn't control them anymore and she found herself sometimes uncontrollably shaking as the muscles reacted to the constant nagging damage inflicted on them. So much so that Michelle found she couldn't control her bodily functions and her bowels voided as she sobbed.


“God this is awful, wish I could cum again...” Michelle whispered to herself. Digestion was proving to be far more awful than she could have ever imagined.


“She's getting worse~ I can feel it, she's shaking now, might be scared or just can't control her body anymore. She's really on her way now~” Jill whispered into Juliana's ear as she held Juliana close against her quivering belly with one hand and fingered Juliana with the other. Juliana only mewled in response as she guiltily relished her lover's life dwindling.


“That's right you gut slut, lewd it up while you can, get off on her death now cause you'll be just like her later, suffering and crying before you die in agony~” Jill said and giggled. Juliana moaned in pleasure and followed the moan with a tortured sob in sync with Michelle's next cry of agony. 


It would be another hour before Michelle's suffering would come to an end if not her life. Her nerve endings were all melted off along with large hunks of her muscle. She couldn't feel any longer leaving her devoid of pain or any feeling. She couldn't tell much about anything without that sense. Her eyes were oozing out of her sockets and she was completely blind, one arm was detached and laying next to her while the other hung on by shreds of muscles. What muscle was left moved randomly and of its own accord sending her into brief but frequent seizures. The stomach walls hadn't become any more friendly and the constant pressure on her softening form let her skull crack slightly, letting the acidic vapors in to damage her brain and send random signals to parts of her body. Her lungs irregularly expanded and contracted outside her control intentional or not. When the acids reached deep enough into her brain the damage sent her into violent thrashes. Those were what doomed her making her bash violently against the stomach walls, her spine cracked before her head completely separated from her body and then slumped without signals to control it anymore. Her mouth moved in gibbering shivers as she wanted to speak. Without lungs attached she couldn't voice her last thoughts.

It should have been Juliana, to be inside her... Just to be with her at least now... I want out... Where are you Juliaaannnn- …......

Outside Juliana had looked at the violent movements with a slight fear. She'd felt jerks like that hundreds of times within her. The final death rattles of a prey trapped inside her gut and on the precipice of death's door. Michelle was assuredly gone now, a hunk of undigested meat waiting to be sent down a toilet. At this point the beautiful vibrant woman was gone, melted away to an unrecognizable girly gunk.


Juliana stifled her sniffle but couldn't stop a tear from forming in her eye. She wiped it away without saying a word as she pressed a hand against the now smaller belly that contained the remains of her former lover.

Jill laughed deeply.


“Well, that's one gut slut down, I'm really rusty on the acid gasses though, she might take well into tomorrow, well unless someone helps me speed up the process. Whaddya say? Wanna join her faster?” Jill asked as she mounted Juliana with her gut pressing against her chest.


Juliana regarded the rounded and sagging mass smothering her. She didn't want to stick around incredibly long, didn't want to get cold feet, didn't want to start missing Michelle.


Juliana slid down, opened her mouth and started lapping at Jill's sex. Jill pressed her mound against Juliana and the two wordlessly explored positions, angles and techniques, making Jill cum well into the night numerous times. Each orgasm stimulated her stomach into digesting Michelle's remnants quicker, but they were nothing but a tool, Jill felt pleasure but no thrill. Her sexual holy grail was reserved for when something was dying within her. For Juliana her favored form of sexual enjoyment was a pile of mushy flesh a away and encased in flesh, she tried not to think about it and tended to Jill in a business like way. The sex was ceremonious, ordinary and a chore for both of them. Even with their efforts though, both found themselves exhausted before Michelle would be ready to make her exit from Jill. They fell asleep in Jill's bed facing away from each other. Each awaited the main event to come the next morning...

…...

“Unf! Ugh Uuuuuuunhhhh!”

*Plbbbbbbbbbbrt*

Juliana woke with a start, suddenly quite apprehensive at waking in an unfamiliar place. It took her a moment to remember where she was, and then why she was there before finally recalling what had already transpired...

PLOP
“Ahhh Oh god that's much better!”


Juliana could hear Jill in the attached bathroom. She hadn't bothered to shut the door, perhaps purposely. She heard her former girlfriend Michelle as well, what was left of her at least. Every fart, splash and slurping noise rang out, breaking the silence like shattering glass to Juliana's ears and she cringed at each kerplunk of poo that was previously a person. Then Juliana heard Michelle finally leave the apartment, and not by footsteps.

FLSHHHHH

“Bye bye now, send you company soon~” Juliana heard Jill saying. She wondered if it was for her own benefit to hear, to tease her... It was working as she felt a tingle race around her body before ending in a pit welling inside her stomach.


Jill then appeared in the doorway of the bathroom looking at Juliana as she rose to a sitting position on the bed.


“Oh good, you're awake. Hope Michelle didn't wake you on her way out!” Jill said as she grinned at Juliana.

“Is she all?...”


“Gone? Well mostly, she reduced pretty well, only a few dozen pounds of her left me this morning. The rest of her you'll have to take care of~” Jill said as she walked up to Juliana and put a hand on her shoulder.

“On the floor and on your knees” Jill instructed.


The familiar empty feeling in Juliana's stomach opened up again as she slid down the side of the bed to obey Jill. It crossed her mind that she didn't have to. She could stand and leave, she was feeling more scared than horny at the moment. But when she thought of home, and the lack of Michelle she lost any true desire to return. Having Michelle to come back to was important to her. Juliana belonged wherever Michelle was, and if that was on Jill's ass then that's where she'd be. Juliana sighed as Jill turned her ass towards her. It wasn't until Jill pulled her ass cheeks to the side that Juliana recoiled in disgusted horror.


Between the cheeks Jill's ass was a disaster area. The kind of catastrophe where an earthquake causes a tsunami and a volcanic eruption simultaneously. All manner of shit was displayed before Juliana's  vision. Jill had obviously not wiped and had meant to show Juliana the harsh truth of Michelle's condition. Juliana moved her head as far back as she could before she felt a hand gripping her by the hair.


“Uh-uh. You're going to help me wipe your girlfriend off. Pucker up, this'll be the last time you kiss what's left of her flesh~” Jill said before pressing her ass back towards Juliana's face.


Juliana's world became a brown smear as her face was forced into the reeking muck between Jill's cheeks. Her face was slathered in sauce like shit. Her hands raised to try and push Jill away but Jill tugged on her hair painfully and forced Juliana to stay put. She'd long for these moments later on though, being shoved up tight and far into Jill's ass. Being unable to breath also meant being unable to smell the remnants of her girlfriend. As Jill let Juliana get a breath of air  she coughed, gagged and her eyes watered before Jill caught her off guard and pressed her ass down again.


“How's Michelle down there? I can still feel her between my cheeks, you need to actually do some wiping with that head of yours! Come on now! Up and down, get her all off and we can do you next~” Jill teased.


Juliana whimpered but complied, moving her head up and down. Wiping her former secretaries ass with her face and hair. Jill scoffed though, unsatisfied with her meager attempts and proceeded to jerk Juliana up and down by the hair. It didn't take long for Juliana to become unrecognizable, her face caked in shit, her hair matted with dung and rivulets of creamier and more liquidy feces rolling down her neck and then chest.


Juliana after a point didn't have the capacity to become anymore miserable, so she let Jill do with her as she pleased. Eventually Jill felt somewhat cleaner than before and let Juliana fall to the floor in a coughing heap. She looked down at her former boss and laughed loudly.


“You look like something I should've flushed!” Jill joked as she giggled and threw a damp towel at Juliana.


“Clean off with that, I'm not eating anymore of your girlfriend a second time, and I'm sure you're eager to part with her now!” Jill said knowing what it would do to Juliana.


She stared at the towel and felt the slightest pang of guilt at wanting to wipe Michelle off of her. She shook her head quickly though knowing it was a head game Jill was playing on her. Michelle was gone and there was no use getting sentimental over what she'd been turned into.

Jill had laid atop the bed, ass up now and she looked back towards Juliana at the side.


“We're not done yet though, I want you to worship what you'll be coming out of.” Jill said as Juliana wiped the muck off her face and struggled to get as much as she could out of her hair.


She was still coughing a bit and struggling with her hair when Jill got impatient and slipped off the bed again.


“You're taking too long, and I'm going to fall out of the mood, start eating tramp.” Jill demanded and pressed her butt down again, further this time wedging her mouth near the asshole and Juliana's nose squarely between ass cheeks. Her eyes were uncovered but Juliana could only look up to see half of Jill's triumphant smile beaming down on her as she turned her head backwards.


“Better get to work, you're down there until I cum... boss” Jill said playfully as she rocked back and forth to nestle Juliana in further.


Juliana shut her eyes tightly and cringed as much as she could while being sat on. She opened her mouth only slightly, enough to let her tongue out. She pressed it out and surprisingly did not taste much until she pierced Jill's asshole.


Then her face unscrunched. It wasn't nearly as unpleasant as she had imagined. She let her tongue go further, pressed herself in willingly even until she couldn't get any deeper.

“Yah, that's right slut bury yourself in there~” Jill taunted.


Juliana wasn't paying attention though. The inside of Jill's ass tasted somewhat pleasant. Not incredibly good, but certainly not disgusting, like gum that had lost most of it's flavor. Which she could certainly deal with as she continued to make out with Jill's butt. Jill who was losing track of herself as well, she hadn't expected Juliana to get passionate in respect to eating out her ass but that seemed to be the case now. She was moaning atop her former boss feeling her backside being explored by a shockingly enthusiastic tongue. She found herself getting wet and pressed a finger to her clit to rub it absently as she closed her eyes and rode the rhythm of Juliana's impromptu butt sucking.


Juliana took only the briefest of breaths before attacking the ass over and over, kissing and licking the now mostly clean ass cheeks and spreading Jill's ass wide to drill her tongue further in to capture more of that slightly familiar taste. It took her halfway to Jill's orgasm to finally recognize it. 


It was the taste of Michelle's body wash and shampoo. It had rubbed off on the walls of Jill's intestines and Juliana was tasting the last remnants of it now. Michelle's skin used to taste very similar after showers although more powerful than what she was experiencing now. The realization made Juliana teary eyed as she continued to probe deeper searching for the taste in stronger form. 

She would not be rewarded for her efforts, quite the opposite.


Jill with the help of her fingers found herself cumming and along with a stream of femcum running down Juliana's body her bowels also loosened and the last vestiges of Michelle in gassy form came rushing out of Jill's ass in a wet fart that spewed on Juliana's face and opened mouth. Juliana wretched, heaved and gagged immediately as Jill fell against the bed and tended to herself amongst the aftershocks of orgasm. She left Juliana on all fours coughing and heaving, struggling not to throw up as her eyes stung and her nose ran as if she'd been hit with pepper spray. She laid back against the bed again and started to whimper.


“Are you going to cry? God, you're such a drag Juliana. I was cumming and you're really ruining the mood of that right now... Ugh I think it's time.” Jill said as Juliana opened her bleary eyes only to see a plump ass descending on her.


It wasn't to sit this time either. Jill had pulled her cheeks wide and the force with which she pressed down was far greater. Juliana felt pressure for a moment then tightness around her head that traveled down and to her neck. Her head had popped into Jill's ass.


Almost immediately Juliana went in further than her tongue had managed and she didn't dare try licking the intestine walls now, she could feel a thick grime on her skin as she went further in and felt Jill's asshole squeeze the rest of her body tightly. She cringed and quivered as she was enveloped in the darkness and smothered in the humid heat that was her secretaries ass.


Despite the discomfort though Juliana felt almost relieved. The waiting was over, she knew Michelle would be gone someday and it had finally happened. Juliana was actually quite comforted by the fact that whatever happened after life she'd be joining Michelle in a short while. She made no effort to struggle as Jill's intestines shuttled her unmoving form towards the stomach and deposited it. Jill in the meantime brought herself to orgasm a few more times. She thoroughly enjoyed this sort of Anal. She only stopped later on to taunt Juliana as she finally was curled up and ready to be digested.


“Ready to suffer like Michelle did? I won't go easy on you either!” Jill teased as the gaseous acids collected again and tingled against Juliana's skin.


The jeering didn't have the intended effect though. Juliana found herself quite excited. She'd be with Michelle soon and she'd finally get to experience something like what she did to her clients or lead them to. She seethed in pain as the digestive for got thicker and meaner but she also started masturbating and didn't stop. Jill kept up the taunts in the meantime but was more and more weirded out by the minute as Juliana's mood seemed to keep mounting in passion and pleasure.  


“Isn't it burning in there? Your skin should be starting to fall off now! How are you still flicking off in there as if you like it?!” Jill asked as she started to get annoyed.


“Your body is taking me, I've always had to be the dominant one. But it feels so dangerous being the one taken. I'm getting utterly destroyed by a hot body and it's making me so wet!” Juliana responded and Jill cringed at this.


“God you're the worst predator ever, you're a mistake Juliana and I don't think I can stand allowing you to exist very much longer, Goodbye boss I'm giving you your two minutes notice on being fired from existence!” Jill said as she cut all pretense and let her stomach fill the regular way with incredibly potent, liquid acids.


Her stomach walls came into motion as well and Jill laid on her stomach to press her weight onto the curled form of Juliana. She wasn't bluffing with the two minute remark, Juliana had seen her do it many times to get rid of a lingering meal before the workday started. Entire bodybuilding prey women had been reduced to slurry inside Jill in only moments. Juliana wagered she wasn't faring any better then them as she noticed her breasts floating and sizzling away in front of her. A rough grind from the walls had chafed them off of her body. She felt like chewing gum with the walls in motion and each press inwards left her more and more dazed like a punch drunk boxer.


Juliana pressed against the walls struggling to keep her head up as the acids rose but soon enough her wrists broke at the joints and she had only stubs at the knee and elbow to hold herself up. She gave up then and just let herself sink into the fleshy muck she was transforming into. She shut her eyes and only grunted a few more times as the stomach walls eagerly mashed her to a gooey pulp that sizzled away within Jill. Juliana's thoughts didn't have any words in the end, she only thought of Michelle and joining her again in whatever form that took, afterlife or nothingness were equally desirable since Michelle was there as well.


“Geez what a weirdo, I sure did pred-kind a favor today by gurgling that reject! What was wrong with her?!” Jill asked no one in particular while rolling her eyes and holding her gut. She flopped on her bed and prepared for a lazy day as she flicked on the television. She'd be able to live on the cash the counseling kept in petty cash for a while. Long enough to get another job at least.

…


Hours later Jill was bored of watching the afternoon vore-operas on basic cable and her bulged stomach had moved down her body. She knew the pressure would come quickly and quite fast. Juliana had digested much faster than other prey, there just wasn't as much of her to process as a normally plump prey woman.


She started for the bathroom but another thought popped into her head before she closed the door. Jill grinned and instead waltzed out of her front door and leaned her back against a tree while holding a sitting position. It was a strain on her leg muscles but she held up and knew it would get easier once she started.

Jill winced and held back just a moment more as she pulled her cheeks aside and let Juliana loose.


Relief washed over her face in an almost orgasmic expression. A wide unbroken rope of turds emerged from her ass at breakneck speed. It coiled haphazardly on the ground as Jill shivered and struggled to keep her position against the tree. Her head hung as she moaned lowly at the effort of passing a woman in this position. 


After a couple minutes she wanted to take a rest and stop for a few moments but as she tried to clench her ass she realized the turd was too thick to pinch off and she was forced to continue shitting Juliana to completion as she shook with exhaustion. 


“Dammit boss, this is the last time you'll be a pain in my ass at least!” Jill muttered as she renewed her effort and pushed hard to expunge her former boss from her body.

A few minutes later a panting Jill stood again and turned to see what her efforts had wrought. She let out a huge sigh as she saw what her ass had produced.


A two foot tall and several foot wide pile of womanly waste had formed beneath her. It must have been at least 5 dozen pounds. Most of Juliana had turned to waste as her body wasn't built to nourish others like prey women were literally born to do.


Jills eyes wandered the pile, taking in the ruin she'd inflicted on Juliana and she smiled at the cherry on top of the shit sunday. Juliana's skull was wedged into the top layer, brown, cracked and overflowing from eye sockets and the jaw with shit.


“Ha! Wish I had your face to wipe off with again! I'll have to settle with the client files though!” Jill said as she walked shakily to her car where she'd stashed the manila folders. She had decided to take every success story Juliana had helped happen over the years and wipe her ass with all records of them. She covered several months of Juliana's accomplishments in filth while giggling and throwing them on her remains.


She wasn't feeling quite done with the woman though even after this. There had been a point to dumping her outside and she was going to get to it now. Jill retrieved her phone and shared a photo of Juliana's remains with the world, twitter, tumblr, facebook, instagram, snapchat everything. She tagged Juliana in the pic and wrote a caption.

Most prey I don't even bother calling their mothers to tell them baby girl is butt goo. This one though deserves a little publicity. It's what's left of my boss and Supposed predator Juliana. Dunno how anyone can call the gut slut a predator though when she quite willingly sent her girlfriend and then herself sliding through my insides. Maybe I'm just that hot though :P Anyways if you want to pay some last disrespects to a fake pred she's in my front yard!

The picture almost immediately started getting shared and accumulating likes. She only kept up with the top comment threads of which there were many. 

A friend of hers...
Juliana was so pretty in university! She'd empty a lecture hall into the toilet some semesters, but now she isn't worth a shit... Or maybe that's exactly what she's worth. #ExactChange
An ex boyfriend.
Dang, Juliana was a really nice woman, totally caring for a predator and in the bed... She was hot shit. I guess she is still hot shit though, at least until she stops steaming and cools off. I'll miss those looks but I'll pass on seeing her to say goodbye since she's just a pile now...
And with the most likes and comments... and likely the most embarrassing post, Juliana's dad.
Well there's nearly a quarter million down the crapper. I sent the girl to private schools before we even knew if she was going to be padding a bra at 18 and then put her through ivy league school to get her doctorate... Then she goes and turns herself into a woman's dump anyways... I wish my wife would've just gotten an abortion before she was born or given her to the couple we swing with so I could at least get something out of that investment!


Jill spent the rest of the day watching the comments roll in and chimed in about how pathetic Juliana was at every opportunity. She made sure to mention whenever anyone commented on her former beauty.

Juliana is actually looking a lot better now that she's decked out in brown IMHO. But I'm much hotter now too, way better than she ever was, thanks for the butt boss!

Jill posted a picture of herself later to prove it. She looked at herself in her full length mirror and only started to really look at her new figure after it was posted. Her chest had seen the biggest upgrade, her meager b-cups had perked up into firm double D's, Jill cringed. She had one single bra big enough to handle her bust when it got this big off of prey and it wasn't the most comfortable bra she owned, she considered just letting the girls bounce for the month she'd retain her prey fat. Her buns were the biggest surprise though, Michelle had apparently lent her that amazing ass of hers and Jill's hips had even gotten wider to accommodate her new massive bubbly butt. Jill wasn't sure her yoga pants could really handle that much ass without becoming see-through. But the extra attention from such an exhibition might lure more meals, which she could definitely deal with. All over though she had gained extra padding she was soft and plump all over and her thighs had achieved thicc status according to her commentators, she grinned at this.

She captioned the picture.
Thanks to my boss and her girlfriend Juliana and Michelle. They're looking better on tits ass and thighs than they ever did outside of them! Comment where you think each of them went!
And the comments came rolling in the dozens. Jill spent a while admiring her new form in the mirror.


“Yah Michelle's totally on my ass, Juliana must've went on my tits. Wonder what the thighs are all about though...” Jill pondered aloud.

“That sounds about right, I was always more top heavy” Juliana said.


“And that is totally my ass! It comes with thighs though unless you do tons of leg lifts like I did!” Michelle chimed in.

Jill's eyes went wide. The voices had come from directly behind her.


Her eyes darted around her reflection in the mirror. There was nothing there though. She turned around slowly.


And there they were. Jill and Michelle. Wispy, slightly transparent, naked and smiling at her. Their reflections did not appear even though they were right next to Jill.


“AH!!!!!!!! AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!” Jill screamed as she ran from the room.

…

“How long do you think it'll take her to not scream when she sees us?” Juliana asked.

Michelle shrugged.


“More importantly... How long will we last like this? I guess the artifact your brought back actually works...” Michelle said.

Juliana shrugged this time.

“The old woman had eaten her partner decades prior. I think we're in it for the long haul.” Juliana said.

“We're bound to the fat we made on her aren't we?” Michelle asked.

“That's my guess at least.” Juliana said nodding. “The old woman was pretty chubby though, never slimmed down like a predator normally would after a couple months.”

“So an eternity with you until Jill kicks it?” Michelle asked.

“Yup, wanna get busy?”

“Do I ever! My last moments were really hot! Yours?” Michelle asked and Juliana nodded quickly.

“Well c'mere, I'm really glad we can still feel or this would suck... a lot.” Juliana said.


Then they started to roll around on Jill's bed pressing into each other passionately, smoke rose in puffs from their wispy bodies. Jill watched, hyperventilating from a crack in the door wondering if she was losing it. Life had just gotten far more complicated.

