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No one truly rules over all people any more than one hunter hunts all creatures. For all your might, in the end, you will be eaten, or the creatures within you will devour your corpse, and so you will return to the world, and your memory will fade. Where, then, is your power?
—Endris, sierfāen and Deepwold Preserver
Zōēā again felt the cleverly shaped gold torque around her neck.

Gold was a thing rarely seen in the depths of the Velnēs, the sprawling equatorial jungle in which her tribe, the Shāhūnā (“People of the Boa Snake”), dwelt. Like all such tribes of wild elves, hers was small and reclusive, hiding from other sentient races, even other wild elves. They were not unaware of life outside the jungle—adventurers came for the gems, to trade for rare spices, or to hunt the great and cunning beasts that roamed the Velnēs.

Many of them came to die. The Velnēs didn’t suffer fools. It punished with claw, tooth, toxin, and disease, and did so without mercy.

But Yessanth, Zōēā’s mother, raised no fools. Yessanth was the tribe’s head veldami—green-witch—wise in the ways of the jungle, versed in the magic of nature, of plant and animal, of sun and moons, of air and earth, of water and fire. Zōēā was her youngest daughter; she had three older sons and two older daughters, although one son, Hūlon, and one daughter, Fōena, had been claimed by the Velnēs.

Elves could live centuries before showing signs of age. Wild elves in the Velnēs rarely did.

As merciless as existence could be in the Velnēs, it was also largely without malice. It could, even absent of intent, be a wonder: at her young age, Zōēā had seen rainbows of colorful birds in the towering trees, clans of monkeys racing through the vines and branches, the graceful glide and glittering eyes of the tiger and panther through the undergrowth and the comical play of their kits, the sinuous motion of snakes as they slithered on the ground and along branches and swam the lakes and rivers—

That last thought brought Zōēā back to the reason for her foray away from her village. Before, she had usually gone out with one or more other elves, as she was still not quite an adult in the view of her tribe. Oh, yes, she dared the jungle on her own: what child always follows the advice of his or her elders? But today was different; today was special; today she would take the first step to become a veldami like her mother. Today, she would find her spirit animal. Today was her own rite of passage.

Everyone in her tribe found his or her spirit animal when they came of age. For her peers, that was in a dream ceremony; they would enter a tent filled with the scent of certain burned dried herbs and their spirit animal would come to them in a dream. A veldami was expected to go into the Velnēs and find their spirit creature by making one of them her first animal companion. Zōēā preceded the ritual with three days of feasting. “Eat well,” her mother told her. “You will be fasting once in the jungle.”

Zōēā set out after the morning rain, and the journey was typical for a day in the Velnēs. She avoided a vampiric bloodthorn vine, hid from a hunting panther, and gave a herd of grazing territorial dinosaurs plenty of room as she made her way through the rain forest. She threaded her way past the sunning giant crocodiles on the bank of the winding Rafavel River and crept past nesting waterfowl—not because the latter were dangerous to her, but because she didn’t want to startle them. She moved with natural ease and grace past hazard and wonder, treading lightly through dense and dangerous jungle and through rain forest that let hardly a glimmer of sunlight reach the ground. Even in the deep shade, the day was hot and humid like most days in the Velnēs, but she had used a simple magic that would keep her at a comfortable temperature all day and night.

The sun had just reached zenith when she came to the Tiendrāsa, the Glade of Thought. It was a place sacred to her tribe’s veldami for many generations—elvish generations, so it was a very long time indeed. Here she would call her spirit creature. Here she would become a veldami, like her mother before her, and her mother’s mother before her. This was her first time here (or so she thought at the time), so she had followed her mother’s secret trail markers with care. She could not have found her way here otherwise.

It was a beautiful, secluded small lake fed by numerous rocky springs and covered with lilies of many sorts and colors. It was large enough to make an opening in the canopy of the enormous ficus, mahogany, lupuna, and wimba trees that surrounded it, allowing sunlight to reach it. The fragrant perfume of countless orchids growing nearby wafted through the glade.

In truth, the only thing that could really be called a glade was a long, grass-covered peninsula of rock that thrust out into the the center of the huge pool. Only a single tree had been able to take root near the very tip of it, and it was this tree which made the glade so important to the veldami of the Shāhūnā: it was the only oak tree in all of the rain forest, and it was as old as the first veldami of the Velnēs. Yessanth told Zōēā that it was this first veldami, Chesirā, as she neared the end of her years, sacrificed her life to plant and enchant it to live all these years in conditions that should have killed it as a sprouted seedling. Her mother said that Chesirā’s spirit lives on as a dryad in the Gladrā, the Great Tree. Yessanth had visited the glade many times and had never seen the dryad herself, but she was certain she still lived within the mighty oak.

The Gladrā had leaves of golden yellow, as if it lived eternally in a magical autumn, and its trunk was much wider than the height of any elf who had ever lived. Legend had it that Chesirā’s hair was that color, a color so close to Zōēā’s that her mother was certain her youngest daughter was destined to be as great a veldami as Chesirā had been. The leaves did not seem to so much block the sun as to scatter its light, so the glade was a patch of sunshine in the endless shaded twilight of the Velnēs, surrounded by nearly impenetrable jungle.

Nearly, that is, except to veldami.

She approached the clear, clean lake, which contrasted with the often churned and muddy waters of the distant and mighty Rafavel River it eventually emptied into. She marveled at the iridescent fish that swam within, nibbling insects gliding on its surface. She waved these insects aside as she knelt and drank her fill, then removed her bandeau and loincloth and waist pouches, and stepped into the lake to bathe. Water glistened on her mahogany skin as she emerged; sunlight caught the amber flecks in her green eyes as she flipped her head up, spilling her wet golden-blonde tresses to the small of her back.

Wearing only her snakeskin spirit pouch and the golden torque her mother gave her around her neck, she picked up her other possessions and walked to the place where she would perform her vigil and call her companion.

Near the end of the low peninsula, near the roots of the Gladrā, lay a slab of rock, not quite rectangular, about two feet tall and perhaps eight feet on a side. It was humid enough and shaded by the Gladrā so even here thick, tough, springy moss had covered the stone. Yessanth said that Chesirā had first shaped this stone by magic and that it was upon this stone that she gave her life to grow the Gladrā.

Zōēā placed her sparse clothing and other possessions at one end of the stone, even her spirit pouch. She reached to her neck again to take off the gold torque, then remembered her mother’s words.

“Do not remove this, even during your vigil, my blessed daughter,” she had said as she fastened the torque around her daughter’s neck. “It may serve you in ways you do not foresee.”

“Is it magic? Will it protect me?” Zōēā admired its craftsmanship; the torque was shaped to resemble a golden snake; its head had two tiny emeralds for eyes. It fit snugly around her neck.

“That I will not say. If you think it will protect you, your vigilance may suffer. Life in the Velnēs goes not to the strong but to the watchful, who see and hear and smell what may strike them down and avoid it rather than spend their strength fighting off one danger only to be taken by the next. Give it no thought—but do not take it off.”

Give it no thought? That might be difficult, she mused. Still, she was not so rebellious and unwise as to remove it. She ran her fingers along its gilded scales as she pondered her mother’s words, trying to divine what had gone unsaid. She did not do so for long; the day was progressing and she had a more important task.

She prepared the shrine to hedge out predators, sprinkling magical powders her mother had crafted for the occasion. The shrine itself had been warded long ago to turn away insects and similar small vermin; her vigil would not be disturbed by bug bites. Sitting cross-legged on the mossy stone, she gathered her will to send out the call: it would bring to her a creature of nature to serve as her companion. While she would be happy with whatever the call would bring, inwardly she hoped it would be a snake—not the poisonous sort, like the mambas or the vipers, but a constrictor, like the boas or the pythons. Such snakes were sacred to veldami and to her tribe in particular; they were symbols of the earth, of healing and renewal. Veldami with such spirit animals were thought to be especially potent; they gained the honorific title of  shāhēn, or snake-woman. Her mother was called shāhēn and her companions were usually huge pythons. She only had one at a time, but she had naturally outlived more than one. Zōēā had always gotten on well with them.

It would be some time before her call was answered: she expected her vigil to last through the night and much of the next day. During the hours she meditated, she was only peripherally aware of the teeming life that visited the glade, always avoiding the shrine as if it weren’t there. Flying insects shunned the place. A dire tiger came to drink from the lake, sniffed and looked briefly in the elf girl’s direction, but blinked and padded away into the dark jungle. A half dozen clawed carnivorous apes shambled past the peninsula without even breaking stride. Sable panthers stealthily pounced on prey that night, but never gave a thought to her. The only interruption to her vigil was to renew the magic to shield her from the hot day and night.

It was almost noon the next day when she stirred. Had she felt an answer? Opening her eyes, she looked about and gasped. For climbing down out of the Gladrā was a magnificent emerald green python of enormous length, easily long enough to encircle the shrine and as thick as her shoulders were broad.

It reached the ground, its narrow, bifurcated tongue tasting the air. It circled the stone she sat upon, then raised its head and watched her inquisitively. She stood as the serpent slid over the stone, looped about her ankles and started to spiral up her body. It was heavy; if it hadn’t been supporting its own weight she would surely have staggered and fallen within its coils. It slid around her shoulders and turned its head to face her, staring into her eyes, its flickering tongue not quite touching her face.

“You are marvelous,” she whispered, her eyes shining with joy. “I could not have hoped for so fine a companion. Now please let go, you are heavy.”

“You err, young elf,” purred the snake. “You are not my mistress. You are my meal.”

* * * * *

Zōēā was taken aback, more from the declaration than by a snake making it. The traditions of the veldami included magic that would grant sentience and speech to animals, and her mother admitted using such magic on occasion.

She was no fool; she was in grave peril and she knew it. Still, a non-sentient snake would have been worse: it could have struck her down and crushed the life out of her at once. There would have been no chance to reason with it, to use her wits to escape. And she would have to use her wits: she had no magic she could use to escape its coils, and even the strongest elf in her tribe could not have broken its grip.

“Surely you can find a better meal than me. I am poor food for such a beautiful creature as yourself,” she ventured.

“You could be a bit larger, that is so. But I am not greedy. You will suffice.”

“But I’m veldami! I could find you more satisfying prey!”

“I think you are quite satisfying enough, and the day is not yet over. Well, it is for you, along with everything else.” The snake opened its jaws, exposing small, sharp, inward-curving teeth and the pale flesh of its palate and throat.

Zōēā began to struggle, panting with futile effort. “My mother is also a veldami, a powerful one! She’ll find you and punish you! You’ll rue the day you hatched!”

“Threats, now? Your mother, being veldami, must know the way of the jungle: what you catch you may eat. You, my dear young elf, are caught. So I will eat you. And I don’t talk with my mouth full, so this conversation is over.” The snake widened its jaws once more.

“Wait!” Zōēā yelped. “Wait. You are right. You have caught me, and you can eat me. But please, please, grant just one favor? Swallow me feet first. Let me enjoy what little life I have left. Let me experience the Velnēs as long as I can before you send me to your stomach.”

“Hmmm. I am inclined to take you head first, as many of my meals have feathers or scales that would drag and catch in my throat.”

“Snakes usually kill their prey before they swallow them,” Zōēā pointed out, immediately sorry she did.

“Ah, you wish me to do that? No, I prefer my prey as fresh as feasible.”

“Then you will swallow me feet first, so I do not suffocate in your throat before you finish.”

“Well argued. Elves are smooth either way. I will grant you this small boon.” The snake shifted and Zōēā found herself horizontal on the mossy slab, cushioned by the snake’s coils, which slid around her as the creature’s head moved down to her feet. As the coils loosened, she moved her hands from her sides to her groin as if to protect it.

Oddly, she found she liked the feel of its scales against her skin. She had expected them to be rough and scratching, but these were smooth and almost caressing.
Why am I not more frightened? she thought to herself. I face the end of my life, a life that could have been centuries long, and yet I am not quaking in fear from it. Do I really believe that I will be rescued, that my mother will come to save me?
Another thought occurred to her. She asked, “Do you have a name?”

The snake’s head passed Zōēā’s knees and turned about, its tongue flicking over her toes. “What use have I for one? But a few of your kind have called me Ameldēān.”
Doomjaws. How fitting. “I am Zōēā.”

“Food needs no name.”

With that, the snake’s jaws took in her feet, the salivary glands in its mouth washing them as it began to feed. Zōēā felt the creature’s tongue flick around her ankles and shins as her feet slid into its throat. The touch of it caused her toes to twitch and curl as the python’s jaws gaped. Its hungry mouth inched its way toward her knees.

The serpent was in no hurry. She could feel its aglyphous teeth sliding along her skin, its jaws shifting left then right, her legs lifting slightly as her knees were gripped in its throat. She could hear its breath hissing through its glottis, which it had extruded out the side of its mouth so it could breathe as it consumed her. Her own breath caught as its tongue danced like living lightning further and further up the back of her thighs. She thought this odd; didn’t swallowing snakes keep their tongues retracted to protect them? Then she thought it odd that she would think such a thing while it was her being swallowed.

Seemingly of their own volition, her hands shifted again, twitching like small animals as her fingers became damp—not from the snake, whose mouth was just beginning to work its way above her knees, but from herself. As the muscles of the snake’s throat undulated across her shins, reflexively drawing her inward, she began to massage the skin and damp folds scarcely covered by her sparse, downy golden pubic hair. Her fingers slid between her nether lips as more of her body slid between her captor’s lips.

Then its tongue reached past her thighs and touched the sensitive sphincter between her buttocks. She gasped in joy as her face and breasts blushed and she shuddered in a massive climax. 
What is happening? she thought. I’m being devoured, and I find it exciting? Is the snake somehow seducing me by some magic?
Yet she could not help herself. She mewled and writhed in the snake’s coils as her anus was teased by the snake. Her fingers vigorously stroked the flesh above it; drops of moisture seeped from between her thighs to add to the taste the serpent savored.

One climax followed another as the snake’s maw inched its way up her thighs and the sun crossed the sky. Zōēā’s blissful wriggling worked to the snake’s benefit here—as she stretched her legs, a bit more of her would slip into the python’s throat, and the massaging, squeezing muscles there would heighten her joyful sensations, causing her to wriggle more.

When she finally succumbed to exhaustion, the snake paused with its mouth stretched over her thighs. She carried more weight there and around her hips than usual from the feasting that preceded her vigil. She could feel the serpent’s lips, such as they were, touching her fingertips as it rested for a moment. The snake recovered before she did—she lay in a cloud of fatigue and euphoria as the snake started to stretch its maw over her hands and loins, its lower jaw scooping under her hips as it resumed devouring her.
That was so wrong, she thought. But then, where I am going, what does it matter? The snake’s snout had reached her waist, and even with a single coil pinning her arms, there was no getting loose: it was much stronger than she, and the curved teeth would hook her flesh if she tried to pull free. I shall enjoy what time I have left. Her hands started moving between her legs again as they slipped into the snake’s slick throat, its tight muscles rippling across her skin from the waist down, massaging and squeezing her in delightful ways, drawing her in bit by bit. By the time the serpent’s mouth had reached her navel, she had enjoyed another intense orgasm.

Gradually, the snake’s remaining coil slid away, leaving her head resting on the snake’s abdomen. She could hear its stomach gurgle as it prepared for her arrival. Her elbows were now clamped within Doomjaws; no effort on her part would effect her escape, so the creature straightened itself somewhat to ease the passage of her body further into its esophagus. She could raise her head to see the snake shifting its head from side to side, its sinuous body sliding over hers, incrementally taking more of her belly in. It pushed forward, using its own belly behind her shoulders to brace her as it slid her in, by degrees, until its nose touched her breasts. They were generous for an elf, but not overly so. She had, from hiding, observed human females with much larger ones. Of course, most elves were slender and short compared to most humans. Zōēā, considered tall for a wild elf woman, would measure only a couple inches over five feet in height—or in this case, length, most of it now sheathed in snakeskin.

The serpent’s nose moved into Zōēā’s cleavage, pushing her breasts up toward her face as it labored to get its mouth over them; sharp teeth pricked tender flesh here and there, making her flinch. Finally, the jaws worked past her nipples and they shifted back into their accustomed places, rubbing against the python’s palate as they did. That sensation, and the pressure of the snake’s throat on her rib cage, caused her to gasp in short, excited breaths. Her breasts, slathered in saliva, squeezed into the snake’s throat as well.

She looked up and around at the glade; she did not have much time left. She expected that she would suffocate quickly within the snake’s stomach, if not its throat. It was stretching over her upper arms toward her shoulders. She gazed for the last time at the world around her. The waning light made the jungle a dark green twilight, but her elvish eyes could see without difficulty. How long has Ameldēān been swallowing me? Zōēā thought. She took in the sounds and sights and odors of the world around her: the damp earth and mosses, the soaring trees now dripping from a gentle evening rain, the call and sights of the birds, the motion of small monkeys jumping through the branches, the trickle of water from the springs running down the rocks into the glade, the colorful, fragrant lilies on the glade and the orchids in the trees—

The pungent odor of the inside of the snake’s mouth as it reached her chin.

Her breath was short and shallow now as the snake took in her head—not from her pleasure, but from her fear: the dwindling day measured her last moments of life now; it was a race to see whether she would enter darkness before the Velnēs did. The snake’s gullet constricted her chest, making it more difficult to breathe, and her lips passed between the python’s own. She twisted her head to look back out her devourer’s mouth as her neck reached its throat, panting as she realized that she would not have air much longer.

Then, with a massive swallow, she was gone. The snake realigned its jaws and retracted its glottis, closing its mouth on the golden tresses of Zōēā’s hair, which further swallows drew in, until all traces of the wild elf girl were now hidden beneath the emerald scales of Ameldēān.

* * * * *

Zōēā was now entirely within the snake, its massive muscles rippling down the length of her saliva-soaked body again and again, moving her down its long, dark, wet gullet. She held her breath in an effort to cling to life a little longer. The pressure on her chest quickly defeated that effort, and she exhaled, expecting to inhale foul liquids and stale air, to start choking to death.

Instead, her lungs drew clean, fresh air.

Startled, she exhaled again, and her lungs again pulled in fresh air. The pressure on her ribs still limited her to short, shallow breaths, but it was enough.
Magic, she thought. It must be the torque my mother gave me; I have no magic prepared of my own to do this. But this only prolongs my life a little. How long can I last in its stomach? I live now only to suffer a worse death slowly dissolving there.
Cut off from the outside world, she could see nothing, but her ears could hear the sounds of the snake’s breathing and the slow beat of its heart and the squelching noises her body caused as she moved further into Ameldēān. She could feel the shifting of the snake’s quivering flesh tightly embracing her, nudging her toward its stomach. The sensations moved her thoughts from fear of death to the sensual feeling of slithering deeper toward the belly of the beast. How long is its throat?
With nothing else to do but listen and feel, she found herself massaging her loins once again. It was hot inside the snake, but the spell she had cast that morning to relieve her from the heat of the jungle worked here. She began to delight once again in the sensations of the serpent’s slimy esophagus squeezing her and sliding over every inch of her, her nipples again hardened by the slick flesh gliding over and palpitating her breasts. I shall revel in joy though death awaits me, she thought, and who now will judge me, or even know?
As Zōēā’s feet touched a yielding sphincter, her body stiffened, shuddering in a climax that didn’t subside until her calves were pushing past the pulsating ring of flesh. She slumped insensate as her thighs followed the rest of her legs. With each muscular ripple of the snake’s esophagus, her hips, waist, belly, breasts, and finally her head squeezed into its stomach, which already sloshed with slimy gastric juices. The pressure here was less; she found she could take full breaths, although the smell was foul and acrid, so she inhaled through her mouth to avoid it, thankful for the magically provided fresh air. She squirmed within the curved sac contracting softly around her. She could feel the snake start to move, gliding across the stone and back up the Gladrā. She rolled and curved with the python’s body as it climbed the great oak and onto a stout branch and coiled around it. Its meal, coated in saliva and congealing digestive fluids, settled within the gently curving belly hanging hammock-like below the branch.

Zōēā lay on her back within Ameldēān, sensually sated for the moment. Certainly her digestion had begun; she could feel the faint tingling of gastric juices as the stomach’s folds kneaded every bit of her skin. How long did she have? Minutes? Hours? Days? She didn’t know—but she knew who to ask.

“Ameldēān?” she called. She received no answer. She called again, but more loudly. “Ameldēān?”

The python roused. It was likely in a torpor, or trying to be. “S-s-s…who disturbs me?”

“It’s me, Zōēā.” She reached behind her head to untangle and smooth her hair.

“I thought you still moved. Food is supposed to lie still and nourish me. Most food does. How is it that you do not? Surely you cannot breathe in there.”

“Well, I can, and I want to ask you a question.”

“I am unaccustomed to speaking to my meals, particularly not after they reach my stomach. A journey, I noticed, that you seemed to enjoy immensely. Now be still and be digested. Perhaps you will enjoy that as well.”

“That’s what I want to ask you about. How long does that take?”

“I do not usually mark the passage of time as elves and humans do. I remember a particularly large meal that took the journey of ten suns to leave my stomach. You are not as large as that meal. Make of that what you will.”

“Ten days?” Zōēā sputtered as foul stomach juices dripped into her mouth. “I’m going to be digested over ten days?”

“I think you will be dead long before then, if that is any comfort. I have answered two questions for you, and that is two more than I wished. Now I sleep. Be good food and nourish me quietly.”

Zōēā slumped in the python’s gently swaying stomach. Ten days of excruciating digestion? She was in no pain now—quite the opposite—but certainly the tingling would turn into itching, then burning, then agony as her skin melted off of her. She considered pulling off the torque and suffocating; it would be a cleaner death—if anything about becoming snake dung could be called clean.

That brought up another problem, one that was getting urgent with all the squeezing she had been through. Zōēā wriggled with discomfort. “Ameldēān!” she called out.

 Ameldēān roused from sleep again. “Z-z-z-s-s-s…what now? Why can’t you be quiet food? Will your remains be chattering at me when I leave them cooling in the jungle?”

“Yes, about that. I have to go.”

“Well, you can’t. You’re my meal and there’s only one place my meals go, and it can’t happen soon enough for you, most talkative of food.”

“No, I mean I have to pee. And poop, too.”

“Then do so.”

“In here? Ew.”

“I am not going to vomit you so you can find a bush,” grouched the snake. “You complain overmuch for one who is fated to become poop herself. Do as you wish but do it quietly.”

“But—”

“Silence, troublesome food.”

Her bladder couldn’t endure the pressure any longer and ended the argument. Zōēā gasped in embarrassment and relief as her urine gushed forth, splashing against Ameldēān’s stomach and her legs, trickling over them into the gastric juices pooled beneath her. Pooping was more of a problem; her legs were straight and pushed together by the stomach. Zōēā wriggled madly, trying to pull her knees up toward her breasts.

“What are you doing in there?” Ameldēān grumbled.

“I need to squat to go. I don’t suppose you can make your stomach bigger?”

“Only by eating more, and you are filling enough.”

Zōēā managed to get her knees up. With a sigh, she relaxed and began to poop.

And poop. She grunted and wriggled again, trying to push it all out.

The snake noticed. “Now what?” it complained.

“I was feasting for three days before you ate me. There’s rather a lot of it. Now be quiet. It’s hard for me to go when someone is watching.”

“I have no eyes in my stomach.”

“You know what I mean,” she grunted as she passed another log. “Hush.”

“Well, hurry up,” the snake muttered, then subsided.

At last, exhaling in relief, she finished. She straightened her legs, grimacing as she felt her bodily wastes squish beneath her posterior and thighs. Well, she thought, I’m going to be bodily wastes before long, as Ameldēān said. This is the least of my problems.
She lay there, again listening to the snake’s heartbeat and sloshing of its stomach and breathing, the last which became more regular as it drifted back to sleep. As her mind wandered, so did her hands. Without thinking, she started to caress her breasts with one hand and her labia with another. The rocking and kneading motion of the turgid stomach and the tingle of its juices on her skin had aroused her again. When she realized what she was doing, she stopped.
What am I doing? How can I find being digested exciting? What is wrong with me? she thought.

She did not let it trouble her long: with her death imminent, it seemed a trivial worry. Well, what of it? What else have I to do while I wait for dissolution? Why not admit to myself how good it feels and enjoy what time I have remaining?
And so she did. She caressed herself everywhere her hands could reach, bathing in the thick liquids that would to reduce her to pulp, slid her flesh against that of the snake’s stomach whose undulating folds massaged her to promote her digestion. The bliss seemed endless, but how could she tell? She could only measure time by the peaks of her pleasure between the periods she rested, her slippery, nude, gel-covered body writhing and cradled and kneaded in the bowels of the beast. The tingling became an insistent prickling, which only heightened the sensation.

With each climax, she became more and more an eager participant in her role as food. “Yes-s-s,” she moaned as the prickling spread over her body and into her orifices and brought her toward an orgasm to end all orgasms. “You caught me. You swallowed me, your hungry mouth engulfed me, you slid me down your throat into your tummy. I am your food; such is the way of the Velnēs. It is right that you consumed me. I am your meat, tender and filling and willing and waiting. My flesh shall become yours. My muscles will melt so that yours stay strong. My bones will break down to build yours up. My skin will become your scales. Simmer me in your stomach. Baste me in your belly. Turn me into mush. Squeeze me through your guts. Make me your poop. Digest me. Digest me. Digest me. Digest me-e-e-o-o-oh!”

With her ultimate orgasm, her voice rose into a scream of boundless joy and terror as she realized, all at once, that it was happening, and with unnatural speed. Indescribable pleasure and horror shivered through her as she felt her softening body deform in the snake’s throbbing stomach, every nerve keening with pleasure even as she was coming apart. Her muscles slackened, her bones became rubbery then gelatinous, her skin dissolved, her viscera and the flesh around it liquefied and mixed and leaked from her open abdomen, her legs shortened and melted together, her disintegrating arms fell loose and slid to her sides, the exposed fat of her breasts spread across her chest, her hair fell out and her head deliquesced as her screams of terrified joy ended in a burbling sigh, a gas bubbling through the shapeless, pulpy stew that was once Zōēā’s body.

Ameldēān had been roused again by Zōēā’s screams and felt her body shift and lose form. The snake muttered, “About time,” then settled back to sleep.

* * * * *

And yet Zōēā was still conscious. Her mind lingered in the thick, brown, churning soup that had once been a lovely elven lass, flush with youth. What happened? My spirit should have fled to join with that of the Velnēs—or so my mother taught me. I thought that I would painfully and slowly die as my body was broken down layer by layer, that I would be dead long before it liquefied me. Ameldēān told me it would take days. Did that much time pass while I was in ecstasy?
She had no eyes to see, no ears to hear, no nose to smell and breathe, no tongue to taste—yet she could still feel. She felt Ameldēān’s stomach moil the warm, homogeneous ooze that she had become. Thoughts and emotions and gas bubbled through her as she felt herself flow through the snake’s pyloric sphincter into its duodenum, adding bile as she passed. She felt the tickle of villi teasing nourishment from her as she was squeezed slowly through the python’s twisting small intestine, which had bulked up to receive and process her. Her passage within the alimentary canal was a relaxing sensation, one that soothed her in the long afterglow following the most intense pleasure she had ever felt.
In life, I served the Velnēs, as had my mother and my mother’s mother. In death, I serve it as well, my body nourishing the python, merging with this avatar of nature sacred to my people, the poop that I become nourishing plants and insects who in turn feed other insects and animals—plants and animals who, in turn, feed my people. It is right. It is fitting. It is the way of the Velnēs. What shame should I feel to be a most humble part of that, a snake’s meal and its dung? Even the snake will fall someday, its body and my part of it feeding scavengers and plants and insects in turn. All creatures are both humble and exalted within the Velnēs. All are part of the Wīţhluth, the Life-Ring. Perhaps I am fortunate to experience more of the Wīţhluth than most in this unusual manner.
She entertained these and other thoughts as the thick, liquid substance she had become gurgled and slid through the snake’s small intestine, emitting borborygmi as she was massaged past each coil of it. After many an hour she dribbled through its caecum into its large intestine, where water was extracted from her remains. Here, her passage slowed; the muscles were weaker here, and what was left of her gathered and thickened, creeping through the wider tube. She felt herself congealing into a bulky bolus that filled more and more of the snake’s colon as the last of her flowed from the small intestine.

She had no way to measure time as she shifted bit by bit toward her destination. It may only have been hours, but she was sure that she entered the trance state that served elves as sleep several times. Often, she thought about what awaited her.
My journey through Ameldēān approaches its end. Will my spirit be released when I leave the snake? This must surely be so. Or is my spirit to be scattered as my remains are nibbled by flies and grubs and maggots and the jungle rains wash me into the ground to feed the plants? What then comes next? I saw no dung near the Gladrā, but perhaps it will be my honor to have my remains, in time, feed the great, sacred oak.
At the end of the large intestine was the copradaeum, and Zōēā was pressed into that part of the python’s cloaca, stretching it as she accumulated within it. Here, the last of the water that could be extracted from her remains would be, and she and the snake would part ways. It won’t be long now, she thought.

In time, Ameldēān slithered down the Gladrā to the ground and up to the shrine. It positioned its tail over the mossy stone where it had captured and swallowed its most recent meal, then it relaxed its anus. A thick, tapered damp brown cylinder of Zōēā began to extrude from the serpent’s sphincter. She could feel the caressing embrace of the cloaca, feel herself being squeezed through the tight exit, feel herself curling into a growing mound on the moss, feel the snake’s urine splash about her, feel the muscle ring pinch her off then relax again to add more of her to the pile, more than she imagined should be left after her convoluted journey through the python. She could feel it shudder as it labored to expel the rest of her moist and massive fecal form.

Finally, the last of her left the snake with a soft plop, and she could feel the warm, humid air breezing over her settling shapeless mass. So it is done and I am dung, she thought with strange satisfaction. What now?
With a hissing sigh, Ameldēān finished pooping the last coil of Zōēā onto the rest. “Well,” the snake reflected, “At least you are quieter outside me than inside. Perhaps my next meal will be less noisy.” It slithered up to the Gladrā and began to climb. It stopped and looked back at the huge dark brown pile it had released, a mess that had once been a lively wild elf girl, and reflected. “Still, you were a good meal. A good meal.”

With that, the snake slithered up into the golden foliage and vanished.

* * * * *

Light.

Zōēā blinked, then blinked again in astonishment. She shouldn’t be able to blink, much less see light. Last she knew, she was a large pile of snake dung. She sat up, noticing that she was once again on the mossy stone under the leaves of the Gladrā. Against her expectation, there was no dung of any sort around her. Her meager possessions lay disturbed but intact on one end of the stone.

Her body felt strange to her. She stumbled to the water and looked in the surface of the lake; she saw her own familiar face reflected back at her. She dived into the water and swam a quick lap, then washed briefly but thoroughly and hurried back to the mossy stone to dress.

She sat there, hugging herself as if to assure herself she was whole again. “That wasn’t just a dream,” she told herself.

An answer came unexpected, startling her. “You are right. It was not.” Zōēā looked up to see her mother Yessanth, her long, light brown hair braided behind her, step from the jungle and across the peninsula. She carried a reed basket. “I brought food. When the spell that protected you ends one is famished.”

Yessanth sat next to her daughter. Zōēā took the basket and tore into the fruit and dried meat as if she hadn’t eaten in a week, which could have been true. She ate without speaking for some time. When her hunger was, for the moment, sated, she spoke. “I had much time to think while within the serpent. You knew that I would need the torque. That’s why you insisted I wear it. You sent me to the glade knowing that python was there. You knew that I would be captured and eaten.”

“It would seem so. Why I would allow that to happen to my own beloved daughter, even with the torque to protect her?”

Zōēā considered this. Yessanth was not a cruel mother, but the veldami were servants of the Velnēs, and the Velnēs often seemed cruel, although never deliberately so. Deliberate cruelty was something that thinking beings did to others. Minds that could express knowledge and compassion and empathy could also imagine their opposites and act out the worst evils—and convince themselves that those evils were for the greater good. A veldami must not make such lies to herself.

“To learn what it is to be prey,” Zōēā said at last.

Yessanth nodded. “Yes. As a veldami, you will learn to take the form of wild animals as I have, even the form of plant creatures or the elements of nature: earth, air, water, and fire. Many times, you will take the form of large, powerful predators: tigers, the carnivorous dinosaurs, and even snakes like Ameldēān, who was once an animal companion of mine and is now a guardian of this glade. You will know what it is to be the hunter, but most of the creatures of the Velnēs are the hunted, and the veldami serve them as well. Many of them will end their lives in the teeth or claws or coils of a predator; the fear of that is a primal part of their existence. How can we understand them if we have not, in some manner, experienced that ourselves?”

Zōēā said, “But I was dead. You taught me that veldami could learn to grant new life—to reincarnate—but that resurrection was the province of gods and servants of gods, not servants of nature. Yet you brought me back to life in my old body—or the torque did.”

“Did I? Did it? Were you ever truly dead? Did your spirit pass from your body?”

“Well—no. I don’t think so.”

“One of your veldami ancestors considered that many creatures in the Velnēs could gulp one down alive in a heartbeat to be crushed and melted in its gizzard. Many such creatures have very strong digestion—much more powerful than even a python’s. A sorcerer like your father could vanish with a word, but such magic is not the magic of the veldami. Any such travel for us is done through trees or pools of water—or in contact with the earth for the more powerful among us, things that are notably lacking in the stomach of a large predator.

“However, as you will soon learn, veldami are very good at changing their shapes. So an ancestor of ours reasoned: what form can endure in the stomach of even the most powerful predator? Her answer: the products of its digestion. The kwurdāin spell has been passed to each of her veldami descendants. As you become more learned you will be able to prepare it as well.”

“The spell turned me into poop? Ew.”

“It is somewhat more involved than that, but better the spell than the bowels. You must have suspected; no natural creature can digest that quickly. While under the spell, less of your body is absorbed by the creature that consumed you. Once you are excreted, you no longer interest it. You can mentally dismiss the spell after it leaves and escape. It still takes something out of you: you, for instance, have lost every last ounce of excess fat you added feasting for three days before your vigil. It’s a good idea to have food and restorative magic prepared for when the spell ends to regain your strength. I couldn’t tell you before you performed your rite that you can dismiss the kwurdāin spell: I did not want you to accidentally end it while you were in Ameldēān’s stomach or bowels. If you had done it in the former, you would have died; in the latter, she would have died. Be very careful to dismiss it only after you leave a creature’s body.”

“How was I able to breath before the spell—changed me?”

“A different spell, of course; a simple one you can prepare now. It’s the one that triggers with a word when you are suddenly plunged into water so you do not drown. Later, of course, you can simply turn into a fish or some other swimming creature as you learn to reshape your body. The spell lets you draw a fresh breath of air anywhere. It doesn’t last long, but on the torque, it renews whenever you inhale—that is, in effect, the command to cast the spell. The spell was working from the moment you donned the torque.”

“Oh.” At a loss for more questions, Zōēā looked at her feet, her expression dejected.

“What is troubling you, sweet daughter? You must know that my actions—and Ameldēān’s—were intended to instruct. What harm you suffered you never felt; it was gone the moment the spell ended. And you learned a vital lesson. I am most proud of you.” She gathered Zōēā into a hug.

“It’s—it’s not that. I failed to summon my spirit animal, my companion.”

“Oh, but you did! If you were but a bit more hungry you would have learned that already.” Yessanth smiled and took the basket of food from Zōēā and gathered up the leather that held the last few fruits and sticks of dried meat. Underneath lay a brilliant green snake with blue eyes. It raised its head to look at Zōēā, tasting the air with its flickering tongue.

“I found this little darling curled on the shrine stone before your kwurdāin spell ended. I took her and saw that she was fed. She is from Ameldēān’s latest egg; she laid just the one and it hatched even though she has not been with a male of her kind for many years. The hatchling refused to leave the glade when she was born. Perhaps she was waiting for you.” The little snake crawled out of the basket and coiled around Zōēā’s forearm, gently squeezing. Yessanth’s smile turned into a grin. “I think she likes you.”

Zōēā’s eyes shone with tears. “She’s beautiful.” She stroked the young snake’s delicate scales. “I will call you Būshān, Little Gift.”

“Almost none of Ameldēān’s children survive their first year in the Velnēs,” Yessanth said. “Take good care of this one. Oh, and take this.” She slipped something small from her bandeau and pressed it into her daughter’s palm. “It is an eye scale, a brille, from Ameldēān’s last sloughing. She asked me to give it to you for your spirit pouch. She wishes you good fortune and hopes you will bring Būshān to visit on occasion.”

“I will.”

“Now get you back to the village and let everyone see our new shāhēn and her new companion. They’ll no doubt celebrate with another feast. That is good, the spell on your torque has left you too skinny.”

“Oh!” Zōēā reached up to remove the torque and return it to her mother.

“Keep it,” Yessanth insisted. “I need it not; I cast those spells myself now. The torque may serve you in the future. Now go. I will be along in time. I’ll tell your father that you are now a veldami and shāhēn. A forest voice spell should reach him if he is still visiting the Ocelot Tribe. He’ll be proud of you—just possibly as proud of you as I am.”

Zōēā smiled, hugged her mother, and stepped lightly across the peninsula, disappearing into the Velnēs. Yessanth watched her go, smiling. It might be a shame not to celebrate with her, but having her mother and father present would only inhibit her. Let her spend a wild night in the arms of another elf lad, she thought.
In that, Yessanth was no different than most elves. Sex brought children, and children were considered an adult elf’s most important responsibility: in the time it took an elf child to reach adulthood, a human would have grown from infancy to a ripe old age and died.

But like humans, elves reach puberty before adulthood, and are in it for decades, not just years. Elf societies never considered suppressing the sexuality of their adolescent children any more than they would have tried preventing the sun from rising by sitting on it. Elves always thought of celibacy as a form of madness and would never inflict it on their offspring. It could not have been done and was never tried. In a race as inured to magic as elves were, contraceptive magic was simple, effective, and without side effects. It was available freely and taught early. By adulthood most elves had had more partners than a human would have had in two lifetimes. Sex was a joy to be willingly shared and without inhibition—but children were always, always planned, especially for veldami. The transformations her body went through as she assumed animal forms could be dangerous for a pregnant veldami and for the fetus.

Zōēā was planned to a greater degree than Yessanth’s older children: when she had mated with Galorn, Zōēā’s father, Yessanth had not been ovulating. She used magic to preserve Galorn’s sperm within herself until she was, then she came to the Tiendrāsa when it was her time and released the spell, conceiving Zōēā on the altar-stone here. It was also here that she birthed Zōēā, and the color of her daughter’s hair—lighter than hers and much lighter than her father’s—gave her hope that Zōēā would become a great veldami: she took it as the influence of Chesirā on her daughter’s conception and birth. Naturally, she encouraged Zōēā toward the path of the veldami, but Zōēā seemed more than glad to follow it. Was that also Chesirā’s influence? She didn’t know.
And now my youngest has become an adult, following in my footsteps, Yessanth thought with no small amount of poignancy. Have my steps been wise ones?
Ameldēān slithered from the water behind Yessanth. “She is her mother’s daughter,” the python remarked.

Yessanth’s smile widened, but she did not turn. “Yes. I am very proud of her. She did very well. She is a shāhēn like her mother before her.”

“She enjoyed being my meal. That is also very much like her mother.”

“You make the experience of being ingested and digested so exquisite. A less learned snake swallowing its prey would never use its tongue as you do; it would keep it retracted and safe from damage. You are also far more careful with your teeth. The kwurdāin spell assuages the pain of digestion and turns it into pleasure. No doubt the veldami that created the spell did that deliberately. It is a very elvish thing to do; in our long lives we try many odd pleasures.”

“Yes. Well. I saw that Zōēā did not mention that experience to you.”

“We elves can be very reticent in such matters when non-elves are present. She probably guessed you were nearby, particularly when I told her you were a guardian.”

“Perhaps. Nevertheless, I suspect that I will be seeing her again, and soon.”

“I agree.” Yessanth looked up into the web of gold-leafed branches that shaded the altar-stone, leaning back and stretching languidly as she did so. “Which of us is the better meal?”

The snake climbed over the mossy stone next to Yessanth, sliding over it and passing her feet. “I have not recently sampled both of you, so my basis for comparison is lacking.”

“Well, then,” the veldami chuckled as she turned to lie on the stone, cushioning her head on the snake’s belly, “are you hungry?” She raised her legs slightly off the stone, wiggling her feet invitingly.

Ameldēān’s head rose at the foot of the stone, her tongue flicking the soles of Yessanth’s feet. “Yes-s-s,” she hissed. Her jaws opened.

Yessanth giggled with delight as the snake began to slowly devour her.

Afterword
Dungeons and Dragons® players, particularly those who still play version 3.5, should find that this story can be cast in terms of that game. Zōēā and her mother (and veldami in general) would be druids. Zōēā can be thought of as a brand spanking new 1st-level druid and her mother rather higher level. (She would have to be at least 9th level to cast awaken and at least 11th level to have a giant constrictor snake as an animal companion).

The swallow whole special attack makes the game an interesting one for voraphiles, but a bit too quick from a story perspective. Fortunately, giant constrictor snakes are still old favorites for soft vore, including sapient ones. In game terms, while snakes do swallow prey whole, it’s a slow and involved process, almost always started after the prey is already dead, whereas a swallow whole attack is usually just hit, Improved Grab, grapple, gulp and the prey is in the stomach and dead within rounds from the bludgeoning even if the victim has some form of acid resistance or immunity.

Druids can play both sides of snake vore stories as they can have a giant constrictor snake as an animal companion at 11th level and become one at 15th level, when they can wild shape into Huge creatures. Zōēā has a lot of adventuring before she attains that sort of experience level.
There are two spells on Zōēā’s gold torque: the first is the equivalent of deep breath (from the version 3.5 Spell Compendium) and the second is a 4th-level druid spell of my own design. Veldami call it kwurdāin (“waste-form”). (Yes, I wrote up a complete D&D version 3.5 game-usable description of the spell. I’m all about attention to detail.) The powder she used to protect the shrine is a simple hide from animals spell with an extended duration and an area of effect rather than specifically affecting certain targets. Ameldēān, being sapient, is unaffected by that spell.

One might think that Ameldēān would not thrive on a diet of kwurdāin-protected veldami—if such were the entirety of her diet—but because a snake swallows its meals whole, a great deal of its metabolism is spent in digestion. A snake that swallows a mouse can use a third of the energy it gets from the mouse just breaking it down. Since the spell does most of the “digestion”, the snake gets less from it but spends even less on it, so it is a net gain for the snake.

Additionally, dead creatures rot, which is a hazard—occasionally fatal—for a snake that swallows prey too large for it to digest quickly enough. This obviously does not happen with the kwurdāin spell—if the caster has taken the precaution to ensure that she can continue to breathe until the spell takes effect. Because it digests entire, unchewed bodies, it takes a snake longer to process a meal, even though its gut doubles or triples in bulk to do this. It goes through a sharp increase in metabolic rate and oxygen intake to digest large prey. This period is greatly reduced for a meal affected by kwurdāin.

Since the snake spends less time in torpor, it is less vulnerable.

Indigestion is never a problem for a creature that eats a veldami protected by the kwurdāin spell. Since less of the body is absorbed, however, there is rather more to excrete. Even here, the spell helps, since it is in the caster’s interest to be expelled easily and efficiently and all at once. A caster affected by kwurdāin never causes either constipation or diarrhea. Yes, eating kwurdāin-protected veldami promotes healthful bowel moments in carnivorous monsters.

Snake parthenogenesis is actually real. Female snakes that have a “virgin birth” typically only have one offspring. In the few documented cases of snake parthenogenesis, the offspring were male, but the documented sample is too small to ascertain if this is always the case.

Readers may be disappointed that I didn’t depict Yessanth being eaten in detail, but the story (and it is but the first) is mainly about Zōēā. Also, it doesn’t do to repeat the details of digestion too often: one runs out of descriptions, and it wears out the novelty.
