Edmond inched open the closet door, flinching at the slight creak.

The office looked empty. Half-empty coffee mugs sat abandoned on hastily-evacuated desks. One of the fluorescent lights flickered above the cubicles, the plastic cover shattered where Cliff’s head had slammed into it. Edmond could see the dents his feet had left in the metal partition that separated their desks.

Movement. Edmond’s eyes flickered to a hand that appeared around the corner of one of the cubicles. His co-worker poked his head out, jaw clenched, ready to make a break for it. He glanced left and right, catching Edmond’s eye through the hole in the closet door. 

Safe? He mouthed. 

Edmond began to push the door open further when the sound of its metal hinges shattered the silence of the office. India grabbed his arm, pulling him back. Her face was screwed up with fright. They huddled together in the dark, waiting for the door to be whipped open. Waiting for the same fate that Cliff had suffered. 

Silence. 

Nothing in the office moved. Edmond shook off India’s warning and crawled back to the crack in the door. There was no movement. His co-worker was staring at him, waiting for his signal to run. Edmond reached his hand out and gave him a thumbs up. 

The co-worker, Zeke, nodded. He placed his knuckles on the rug, muscles bunching as he prepared to sprint. He threw one last pained look toward Edmond.

Good luck, it seemed to say.

With that, he exploded out from behind the cubicle in a mad dash for the door. His exit lay outside of Edmond’s view, but he could hear Zeke’s feet slapping against the floor. Then, a scream. 

The color drained from Edmond’s face. His throat felt tight. He clutched at it, pawing for India behind him. She laid a comforting hand on his shoulder and they both peered through the crack. Something was coming.

“No!” Zeke howled, followed by a meaty slap. There was a thump of something heavy hitting the floor and then fast footsteps. Zeke flashed back into view. He looked over his shoulder and for a second, Edmond was sure he would escape. Then his foot caught the edge of a toppled chair and he was slammed against the ground. When he tried to rise, she dove on him. 

Her stomach, distended with the still-squirming form of their supervisor, rested heavily on Zeke’s chest. It sagged over him, pinning his arms. All he could do was thrash his legs and call for help. 

“Please,” He cried. “Anybody. Please.”

Edmond was shaking. His body moved before his mind could react and he found himself pushing open the door. An arm descended around his throat from behind and India yanked him back, strangling him into submission. 

“Shut the fuck up,” she whispered, tears in her eyes. “Shut. The. Fuck. Up.”

Through the crack they watched as Zeke continued to scream, rending his throat raw as he heaved with all of his might. He was beginning to tire. It was what she was counting on. 

Now subdued, he was lifted off of the ground. His shoes were stripped off one by one. He resisted with a weak wriggling of the toes, but she didn’t care. Her hands around his waist, she leaned her head back and placed his feet in her mouth. At the touch of her tongue, his struggling renewed. Zeke reached an arm back to punch her, but it was caught and shoved into her throat. He pulled it back out, his fist dripping with saliva as his legs continued to be gulped down. 

Gulp gulp!

The sound resonated against the cubicles, loud in the empty office. Edmond could see every wet bob of her throat as the bulge that was once Zeke descended into her packed stomach. He was deposited with a final yelp as she pressed down on his head, gliding it past her perky lips that closed around it, sealing it from the outside. 

GLUUP!

She heaved a sigh of relief, her stomach bloated with the forms of two men. A thin layer of sweat showed on her upper arm. Her blonde hair was a frizzled mess with hair-pins haphazardly strewn about. She was beautiful for a monster, with full breasts and eyes that were always bright and alert. Edmond had liked her once. Most of the men in the office had a crush on her.

That was, until Gabi started eating people. 

---

Ever been bored at a friends house and read the back of a spaghetti box? Kosh and Western probably wrote it. 

Edmond was elated when they chose him for an internship. The hours were good, the workplace was nice, and it looked great when applying for his MBA. His desk was right next to the watercooler where, contrary to popular belief, very little gossip was exchanged. No, if he wanted gossip, all he had to do was turn to the woman he shared his cubicle with. 

“Hey Ed,” she would whisper, rolling up to him. “You hear about the new meat?”

“We got an email,” Edmond said. “Gabi, right?”

India had started her internship at the same time as Edmond. She wore her black hair short with choppy bangs. Her glasses were always slightly askew and her wide eyes gave her a permanent curious expression. Edmond wondered why she hadn’t gone into journalism. She seemed to know everything about everybody. Still, she was funny and the days were long. 

“Yep!” India said. “You should see the honkers on her. Man, I don’t know how she finds button-ups that fit.” She finished the sentiment by touching her own small chest and making button popping noises with her mouth. Edmond took his desk phone off the receiver. 

“Hello, HR?” he said. “I’ve got a case of major sexual harassment. Yeah, cubicle ten.”

“And a pepperoni pizza, hold the olives,” India called out. 

Edmond pushed India’s face off of his shoulder. She wheeled away, hands still at her chest, eyebrows wiggling. Edmond turned before she could see him smile. 

Gabi: Nutrition student. Edmond thought that her picture was cute. It showed a demure blonde woman in a sweater standing in front of a research facility. Now that he looked closer, he could see that India was right. The baggy sweater tented over her chest. 

“Wow,” he muttered. 

“Right?” India whispered.

“Fuck!”

Edmond jumped, batting at India. She skipped away from him, motioning him toward the edge of their cubicle. She put a conspiratorial finger to her lips. Edmond followed, feeling foolish. They both peaked around the edge. 

There she was, talking to Cliff. The Intern Director was laughing, pointing toward different cubicles, calling people over to shake her hand. Gabi nodded and smiled. Her cheeks were pink, as if the situation embarrassed her. 

“She’s cute,” India whispered. “I hear she shares a desk with Wyatt.”

“Jealous?” Edmond said. 

“A little.”

“Think she has a boyfriend?”

India elbowed him in the ribs. He wheezed. She tugged him back into the cubicle, lower lip jutting out as she thumped into her chair. Edmond went back to his desk, wondering when it would be his turn to meet the new meat. 

--

From the closet, Edmond watched Gabi stalk back toward the door. There were 5 workers left in the office including him, India and Wyatt. He had seen Wyatt slip into the boss’ private office and lock the door. Hopefully he had the sense to call the police. The other two girls must be camped out under the desks. Gabi was guarding the door, but perhaps with some luck or a distraction, she would be forced to move away. Other than that, the fire escape was their best bet. 

India clung to his back. She was shivering, grasping at handfuls of his shirt and pulling him toward her. He leaned into her, hoping it would provide some comfort. They hadn’t had much time to register their situation, but despite the terror and the pumping adrenaline, Edmond flushed to find his face so close to India’s. Her sweat breath washed over his brow. She had been crying. 

“I don’t know what to do,” she whispered. “What should we do?”

“She can’t move that fast after eating two people. We need to get out of the closet. If she traps us here, we’re screwed.”

“I know.”

There was the sound of something being dragged outside. Edmond and India froze, listening for the inevitable screams. None came. Whatever Gabi was dragging was either unconscious or inanimate. Still, when her shadow passed over the door as she stalked by, India grabbed Edmond’s arm so hard that he almost cried out. Her nails bit into his bicep and her voice came in choked gasps. 

“I want to get out,” she said. “Let’s get out.”

“Okay,” Edmond said. 

She straddled him. They were nose to nose. Edmond could feel with uncomfortable clarity the heat of her soft ass on his crotch. 

“Are we going to make it?” she asked. 

Edmond wanted to kiss her. He wanted to take a fist-full of her luxurious black hair and bring his lips to her neck. He wanted to tear her pants off right there in the dark and take her up against the wall. As much as he teased her, it had been his fantasy since moving to this office, but now was not the time. 

“Yes,” he said, nudging her off of him. “We are. We’ll wait for just a few more minutes and see if Zoey or Robin make a break for it. As soon as Gabi moves away from the door, we run.”

They waited, sweating. More dragging sounds were coming from outside. Wood on wood. The clank of metal. Edmond wondered, with anxious certainty, if Gabi was erecting a barrier in front of the entrance. That would leave only the fire-escape. Feeling around in the dark, Edmond found a mop handle and clung to it. Perhaps it would be useful as a weapon. 

India was still clinging to him. The minutes ticked by. Someone yelped and it sounded like Gabi moved, but there were no sounds after. Whoever had revealed themselves had gone back into hiding. 

An ear-shattering wail broke the silence. Edmond covered his eyes, accidentally slapping the closet door with his mop. Gabi ran past. She didn’t notice the two workers cowering in the closet. Her eyes were set on whoever had triggered the fire escape alarm. 

“Now,” Edmond yelled. 

He and India threw themselves out of the closet and dashed toward the door. Like he had expected, Gabi had piled desks and chairs at the exit. He flung them out of the way, watching Gabi. 

She had a girl by the ankle. Robin had been halfway out of the window when she had been caught and even then she tried to drag herself forward. 

“Get off of me,” she screamed. “Help! Anybody out there! Call the police! We’re on the third floor! Help!”

Her voice ricocheted against the brick wall of the adjacent office building. The fire escape led out into an alley. Edmond doubted anyone could hear her. 

A desk came loose from the pile and toppled to the floor. Gabi looked over and Edmond redoubled his efforts. She had pulled Robin away from the window and stuffed her head, still screaming, into her esophagus. Edmond couldn’t see her stomach past the cubicles, but he could see the outline of Robin’s face pressed into Gabi’s throat, mouth working silently as she slid down. 

Someone dashed out from behind one of the desks. A metal paper organizer came down with blinding speed into the back of Gabi’s head. 

Or it should have. 

At the last second, Gabi ducked out of the way. Her stomach swung in a huge arc, bashing the assailant against the wall. Zoey dropped, groaning, as Gabi continued to push more of Robin down her throat. 

India screamed. She threw herself against the barricade and pushed with all her might. Gabi abandoned the groaning girl and made her way toward the door. She gulped once, her throat bobbing as the rest of Robin jiggled its way into her stomach. 

--

The problem started when Wyatt couldn’t keep his mouth shut. He was a big guy with a big personality and a bit of a loudmouth to boot. From what India told Edmond, he hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off of Gabi since she moved to his desk. 

“Her tits,” he would say, way too loud. “They keep growing!”

He would follow that proclamation with gross slurping sounds. Edmond wanted to throw up. The contrast between the beautiful blonde and the overweight pervert was just too great. Gabi used to wear her university sweater to the office. After two weeks of dealing with Wyatt’s roaming eyes, she switched to modest blouses.

“I feel bad for her,” India said. “Maybe we should tell Cliff.”

“I can’t imagine that he doesn’t know,” Edmond said. “But Wyatt never does anything when Cliff is around. Have you talked to Gabi about it?”

“No. She was kind of vacant the last few times I talked to her. Like, she was polite and all, but she just looked checked out. Maybe something is going on at home.”

“All the more reason for us to do something.”

“Next time.”

India was spinning in her chair. Edmond liked the way her hair flowed around her shoulders, framing her angular jaw. He watched her with his cheek in his palm, only marginally thinking about the harassment. Cliff would deal with it. Right now, Edmond had other things to worry about - Like, what kind of cologne did India like? She seemed to respond well to the lavender. 

When he left that day, Edmond glanced into Gabi’s cubicle. She was hard at work, fingers flying over the keyboard. Wyatt was nowhere to be seen. 

“Later Gabi,” Edmond said. 

“Oh! See ya!”

Gabi turned and Edmond’s cheeks went bright red. The middle button on Gabi’s blouse was hanging by a thread. He could see the gentle slopes of her pale breasts. They seemed much larger than they had been when Edmond first met her. Maybe it was Wyatt’s influence. He shook his head and left the office, ashamed to have looked at all. 

--

“Don’t run,” Gabi said. 

Her stomach was a wide arc of roiling flesh. Limbs were pressed against the rubbery insides, bulging outward toward Edmond and India. A handprint stretched across the surface, questing, groping. Gabi slapped it away with a flick of the wrist. It retreated with a gurgle. 

India bolted right. Edmond went left. He dove behind a cubicle, Gabi’s hand scraping his pants as he scrambled to his feet and ran. The fire escape was open. Edmond curved toward it with Gabi pounding behind him. He didn’t dare turn his head. He made it to the window with seconds to spare, grunting as the metal grate bit into his fleshy palms. India screamed. 

Edmond turned to find India struggling in Gabi’s grip. She punched her captor’s stomach with her free hand, doing nothing but causing ripples in the distended skin. Gabi lifted India with surprising strength, holding her over her mouth which stretched wider and wider. Edmond could hear the gluk of her throat opening and the swish of saliva. Her tongue quested out and stroked India’s face, a mask of silent terror. 

“Stop!” Edmond yelled. He shoved open the window and dropped back into the office building. Gabi glanced at him, India still struggling in her grip. They stood five feet apart, eyeing each other.

“Come here,” Gabi said. Her shirt had broken open and her bra dangled from her shoulder. Immense, heaving breasts drooped across her gut. Somebody kicked from the inside causing them to jiggle, pink nipples dancing amidst the soft rolls.

“No.”

Gabi’s eyes narrowed. She dipped India’s head into her mouth, positioning her over the back of her throat. She closed her mouth and sucked on her face, licking the salty tears away. A low rumble filled the room. Her stomach was preparing for another guest. Edmond stepped closer. 

India was disgorged, her black hair plastered to her scalp. Saliva dripped from her cheeks. Her eyes were open, but vacant. She was in shock. 

“Let her go,” Edmond said, raising a cautious hand. “You don’t have to do this.”

Sirens sounded down the street. Gabi froze. They both listened to the sound of approaching police cars as they drew nearer until they were right outside. Edmond’s heart leapt in his chest, then sank back into his stomach when the sirens passed the building, responding to a call on the south end of town. The momentary distraction was all Gabi needed. 

She tossed India into the air. In one smooth motion, she grabbed Edmond’s wrist, pulling him to her chest right as India sank screaming into her throat. Gabi held Edmond tight as he felt the bulge that was India push itself down Gabi’s gullet and into her waiting stomach. Her skin was warm. It smelled faintly of strawberries. All of this Edmond noticed in a far away daze, his hands rising to press themselves into Gabi’s stomach where India was settling. Her shoes were kicked off in the struggle. Two Hello Kitty socks wiggled in the air for a brief moment before:

GULP!

One wet gulp after another. Gabi’s throat muscles made short work of their meal, shuttling down into the dank, crowded depths of her stomach. One of her knees touched Edmond’s face on the way down. His head rested against Gabi’s pillowy breasts, numb. She hugged him. 

“It’s okay,” Gabi said. “It’s not as bad as you think.”

Edmond said nothing as she took him under the armpits and lifted him to her face. He could see the pink tube of her throat widening, unfurling before him. Soon it would house his body. Soon it would surround him. Her breath was warm. It smelled like India. 

--

It was Saturday. Work was always light on Saturday, saturated with the monotony of the weekend and a sluggishness born from a lack of supervision. The only higher up there was Cliff, with his taste for bad jokes and a relaxed nature. He directed the interns with their tasks knowing that, really, there was not much to do. 

“Edmond,” he said. “Could you run down to Dunkin Donuts and grab some coffee for the office? Take India with you.”

Edmond stretched gratefully. 

“Thanks, chief!” he shouted. 

Cliff winked at him before going back to his phone games. He had his feet up on the desk, one eye on the door. Unless his boss was going to climb up the fire-escape, then there was only one place they would be entering from. His efforts were in vain. His boss spent his Saturdays golfing in Arizona while visiting his mistress. 

“Hey, Indiana, boss says we’re going on a coffee run.” 

“Wrong country,” India yawned. She cracked her neck, grunting as the stiff muscles in her back loosened. 

“Indiana isn’t a country.”

Edmond stared at the thin sliver of her smooth stomach he could see when her shirt lifted. She caught his eye. Both looked away. 

“Coffee,” she said. 

“Yes. The coffee. The coffee for Cliff. The coffee chosen specially to fuel Cliff. That coffee?”

India rolled her eyes. Their hands almost touched when she threw on her jacket. The briefest contact sent a shudder down Edmond’s spine. 

“Right,” he said, clearing his throat. “Let’s go.”

They were nearly out the door when a commotion started behind them. Wyatt yelled something. There was a shrill scream and then a slap. Cliff’s gruff voice rose above the confusion. 

“Gabi!” he yelled. “Gabi, calm down.”

Edmond exchanged looks with India. They both hustled back into the office where a strange scene was unfolding. 

Zoey had Gabi by the arms and was pulling her away from the cubicle. Wyatt huddled behind Cliff, his jowls shaking as he pointed toward Gabi. 

“She attacked me!” he yelled. “She hit me!”

“Shut the fuck up, Wyatt.”

It was the first time Edmond had heard Cliff cuss in the office. Cliff was the most relaxed man in the world. A bomb could detonate next door and Cliff wouldn’t care. Whatever was going on was big. Edmond could guess what happened. 

“C’mon Gabi,” Zoey was saying, struggling to hold on. “Let it go. Cliff will deal with it. I understand, but let’s just go and grab some food.”

Gabi’s nostrils flared. Her eyes rolled. The muscles in her neck strained as she threw her weight forward, reaching for Wyatt. All of the buttons on her shirt had popped. Her breasts were pouring out of her bra. She looked crazed, uttering small grunts as she tried to throttle the cowering coworker. 

“She’s gone crazy,” Wyatt said. 

Cliff turned and grabbed him by the lapel. He pulled him up onto his toes, bringing him to eye level. 

“You’re this close to being fired,” he said. “And we’re going to have a long discussion in a second. Don’t think I didn’t hear what happened.”

Wyatt dropped to the floor in a puddle, hands between his legs. He looked pleadingly at Edmond, but Edmond just shook his head. 

“This is fucked,” India whispered. “Should we just go and get the coffee?”

“Not yet,” Edmond said. “I wanna see what happens.”

A loud grunt caught their attention. Gabi had elbowed Zoey in the stomach. The woman doubled over as Gabi reached toward Wyatt, only to be intercepted by Cliff. 

“Gabi,” he said, arms wide to block her assault. “Gabi, you aren’t in trouble yet. I heard what happened. I get it. But if you keep this up, you’re on the chopping block too. Let me handle it.”

“He touched me,” she said. Her lips were flecked with saliva. She drove her shoulder down, trying to get to Wyatt, but Cliff was a big guy. He took her by the arms and held her still. 

“Calm. Down. I won’t say it again. Calm down right now or the police are getting involved. I won’t have this in the office.”

Edmond and India skirted the fight, both watching from the safety of a cubicle. India stood on the desk giving a play by play.

“Looks like Cliff has her pretty well handled,” she said. “Wyatt is still blubbering like an idiot. I can’t believe he actually touched her. Fucker. I hope he gets fired. Anyway, Zoey is hiding behind the printer. Don’t blame her. Gabi is—oh, what the fuck?”

Her voice quivered. Edmond climbed onto the desk just in time to see the surprise on Cliff’s face as his grip was peeled back. His lips snapped back in a furious snarl as he prepared to give her the lecture of a lifetime when something strange happened. Edmond couldn’t see their heads past the furniture, but it looked like Gabi had bent Cliff forward. His hands tapped against the side of his pants. His legs kicked spasmodically. 

Wyatt screamed. Whatever he saw from his vantage point on the ground terrified him. He ran toward the boss’ office. Edmond heard the click of the lock. He stepped down from the desk to investigate, but India grabbed his hair. Her face was white. 

“She’s eating him,” India whispered. 

“What?”

“She’s eating him!”

Just then, a loud thump shook the cubicle. Edmond longed to peek around the corner, but India held him still. 

“His legs,” she said. “They’re sticking out of her mouth. And, oh God, his face. You can see it in her stomach. Edmond, you can see it. He looks scared. It’s stretching and, I don’t, it’s so weird. Edmond, we gotta go. Edmond?”

Another thump made India jump back, screaming. She dove into Edmond’s arms where he held her tight, pressing her face into his shoulder. They could hear Cliff’s muffled cries for help and the horrible, moist swallow that spelled the end for him.

--

Edmond trembled in Gabi’s grasp. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her throat. She peeled off both of his shoes, steadying him against her stomach. Her uvula flicked. Edmond wondered what it would feel like on his forehead. Slimy, probably. The entire trip looked slimy. Every time she breathed he caught a whiff of India. Would she be there, waiting for him? Could he rescue her?

“I’m sorry.”

The words startled Edmond. He choked back a breath as Gabi’s lips pressed against his forehead. 

“W-why?” he stuttered.

“No witnesses. Again, sorry. I’ll make this quick. It’s all Wyatt’s fault. He’ll join you soon enough.”

Before Edmond could get a chance to respond, her lips were sliding over his head. Her tongue was wet against his cheek. It was odd, having the ridged muscle wind its way across his neck. It cradled his face, drawing it in. He could hear the moist pull of her throat opening to greet him. Damp air rushed over his head with every breath. Dripping jaws widened. Her uvula swung. Darkness was upon him, but Edmond didn’t struggle. He lay still, letting himself slide. Gabi’s hands were gentle. Soft. Her throat would be soft too. 

A grunt. Edmond tumbled to the ground, hitting it hard. He lay stunned as Gabi stared blankly down at him. Zoey stood behind her, keyboard raised for another whack. 

“Move, idiot!” she yelled, bashing Gabi a second time. There was blood crusting over in Zoey’s hair where she had hit her head. Gabi turned, but this time she was ready. Zoey leapt back, avoiding the swinging stomach, arms raised in attack. Her eyes were slightly fuzzy. Edmond knew the look. 

“You’ve got a concussion,” he said. 

“Not now,” Zoey gasped, avoiding another of Gabi’s swipes. The blonde was breathing hard. It was difficult moving with three people in her stomach. Zoey threw the keyboard, sidearming it as she ducked under Gabi’s arms. It bounced off of one of her tits. Zoey turned to grab another when one of her legs crumpled beneath her. She collapsed on the ground, groaning. Gabi stood over her. 

“You’re a bitch,” Zoey said. 

“I know,” Gabi said. She sat down on Zoey’s ass, burying her under her stomach. The wound on Zoey’s head was bleeding. “This isn’t your fault. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it.”

“I know.”

Edmond stood on unsteady legs. There was a ringing in his ears that he couldn’t get rid of. Too much had happened in too little time. His thoughts were a mess. He tottered toward Gabi who gave him no more than a glance. She slid off of Zoey, chucked off her shoes, and placed her feet in her mouth. Her throat bobbed. Zoey screamed.

“Get off!” she said, clawing at the carpet. Another gulp sent her in up to her knees. Her thighs. Her waist. Gabi’s tongue snaked out between her legs, lapping at her stomach, tugging her backward toward the warm embrace of her gullet. 

“Edmond,” Zoey said. “Ed, please!”

He stood frozen in place. What could he do? Gabi held up a finger toward him. She threw her head back and in one smooth motion, sent Zoey down into the pit of her stomach. 

“Mmm,” she said, swallowing hard. “Oh, so full.”

Her stomach sagged on the carpet. Edmond could make out the shapes of individual bodies against the surface. Zoey was at the top, kicking with all of her might. India was right beneath, curled up. She quivered, yelling something that was lost among the sloppy sounds of digestion. Zeke wasn’t moving and Edmond couldn’t see Cliff. 

Gabi leaned back against her wrists. Her hair was a mess. She was still beautiful in a youthful, vibrant way. That was the horrifying part. As much as Edmond wanted to see her as a monster, all he could see was a girl. His coworker. 

“How?” Edmond asked. He sat at the base of a cubicle. Gabi shot a look at the closed office door, then back at Edmond. Wyatt was still holed up. 

“Been able to since I was a kid,” Gabi said, patting her stomach. “I didn’t think anything of it. My parents made sure nobody found out.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Is it? Do you want to feel my belly?”

“No,” Edmond said, shuddering. 

“You will,” Gabi said. “And I am sorry about that. Really, truly. I don’t normally do this. Well, that’s kind of a fib. But if people would stop being perverts, then I wouldn’t have to eat everyone.”

“You don’t have to eat people that touch you. You could have let Cliff handle it.”

“I know. My friend tells me that all the time. She says, ‘use your words, Gabi’, but it’s hard. My sister is always tricking me into swallowing people.”

Somewhere in the office, a fax machine buzzed. It spat out sheets of paper into a plastic tray. A phone rang, its shrill tone vibrating in the empty office. Edmond pulled his knees up to his chest. He watched the slow rise and fall of Gabi’s breasts. 

“You won’t get away with this,” he said. “An entire office doesn’t just disappear.”

“Nobody comes in on Sunday,” Gabi said. “I’ll just digest here and once I’m finished, walk out.”

“There are security cameras.”

“Fire escape.”

“Wyatt has called the cops.”

“Has he?”

She nodded toward the room where Wyatt was hiding. The door was slightly askew. As they watched, it creaked open an inch further. Wyatt stuck his nervous head out into the office, surveying the carnage. He locked eyes with Edmond, but he couldn’t see Gabi behind the cubicle. 

Safe? Wyatt mouthed. 

Edmond looked at Gabi. She smiled, not unkindly. Her stomach heaved outward with a low rumble. India was still fighting inside, pushing against the surface. Gabi pressed her back into the quagmire of her tight gut, laying her heavy boobs on top of her to hold her down.

Edmond gritted his teeth, unsure of how to proceed. The window was open behind him. Wyatt was still watching him, fat jowls set in frantic terror. A flash of anger burned inside of Edmond. None of this would have happened in Wyatt had kept his fucking mouth shut. As much as he hated Gabi, in that moment, Edmond hated Wyatt more. 

Safe, he mouthed back. 

Gabi raised an eyebrow, bringing herself to her knees. She crouched behind the cubical and watched Wyatt’s ungainly approach. He looked around every corner, jumped at every noise. His footsteps were loud, crunching against fallen sheets of paper and sending up small puffs of plaster left from previous struggles. As he approached, Edmond clutched his side, pretending to be injured. Wyatt didn’t even spare him a second glance. His eyes were on the window. By the time he saw Gabi, it was too late. 

Wyatt should have had the weight advantage, but Gabi was full of 5 people and lunged with supernatural strength. She bowled him over, his head smacking against the corner of a cubical with a sharp crack. He lay groaning on the ground as Gabi stripped off his shoes, her stomach resting on his legs. 

“No no,” he muttered. “I was joking. I’m sorry. Edmond? Edmond! Please, run. Call the police. Hit her with a stapler! Do something!”

Gabi’s jaw cracked as it stretched. The fluorescent lights illuminated every ridge in her throat. It was a short, wet descent into the hellish pit of her belly where Edmond could discern the vague shape of his coworkers. For a brief flash, he thought he could make out India’s eyes looking up at him before Gabi’s mouth was filled with Wyatt, killing the view. His head bulged grotesquely against her throat, arms flailing as Gabi fitted them into her jaws. Her tongue snaked over his chest, pulling him down in long, wet gulps. Wyatt was a big guy, but Gabi was a monster. It only took her a minute before his feet were all that was left outside of her body. 

She motioned to Edmond and he came. Gabi took his hands and brought them to Wyatt’s feet. Edmond felt his heightened pulse. Wyatt was terrified, kicking with all of his might, but Gabi was stronger and Edmond didn’t care. He pushed down on the feet, watching as Wyatt’s body added to the mess of thrashing limbs that smacked inside of Gabi. She gulped and he withdrew his arms, soaked to the elbow in her saliva. It dripped down her lips and onto her bare breasts. 

“Oh,” Gabi groaned, stifling a burp. “That was horrible. I hate the big ones. Imagine having Wyatt inside of you. Yuck.”

The office was no empty aside from Edmond and Gabi. He sat cross-legged in front of her, hands gliding across her distended skin. She leaned back against the wall, watching him. He was tracing the ridges with his fingers, searching for India. Was she still alive beneath Wyatt?

“Gonna be a little gross in there for a while,” Gabi said. “You don’t have to go now. You have time.”

“Thank you.”

They sat in silence as the sun sank beneath the neighboring building. A cold breeze trickled in from the window, scattering debris and blowing papers like fallen leaves. Gabi’s stomach continued to groan and churn. Every now and again she would burp and pound on her chest. Her boobs were nearly twice the size they had been that morning. They sagged across her stomach, spilling over the edge, areolas stretched wide over the flabby skin. 

“All this because he touched you?” Edmond said as twilight faded into dusk. Wyatt’s form was now no more than a rounded lump. India had stopped moving entirely. 

“Yes,” Gabi said. “You don’t understand how humiliating it is to be objectified like that. It’s been that was since I was 13, maybe younger. Guys see a girl with a big chest and their hands wander. Well, good riddance.”

“That, uh. That kills people, Gabi.”

She tilted her head. He could tell that she was thinking through the implications. Her hands rubbed against the bottom of her stomach, fingering the mushy underside of her first meal. She sighed. 

“No witnesses,” she said. “I’d get in trouble.”

“So?”

She stared at him like he had just slapped her geriatric grandmother. 

“So?” she repeated. “Nobody can know that I eat people!”

“You said that your sister knew,” Edmond plied. “You said that your friend knew. You haven’t eaten them.”

“Yeah! Because they’re my sister and my friend! They’re not going to tell anybody.”

“So you know it’s wrong!”

Gabi’s face flushed red. 

“He touched me, so he pays the consequences,” she said. “And I think that it’s about time that I swallow you, too.”

Edmond could only gape. He was dealing with a lunatic. She had swallowed the entire office and the only explanation she offered was that she didn’t want to get in trouble? This girl was a college student. She had won awards. How could she not see what was wrong about this situation? 

It was so baffling that Edmond didn’t even register when Gabi’s hands clasped his shoulders. He could smell her breath. Her lips smacked as she puckered them over his face, teeth opening, widening across his head until it rested on her tongue. Her throat was still pulling itself into place, moist strands of saliva stretching across the chasm. In the office light, Edmon got his first glimpse of Gabi’s stomach. 

Limbs, heads and bodies lay tangled in a rancid heap. Wyatt’s lips worked silently, his head between someone’s legs. Maybe Zoey’s. Among the pile lay India, her eyes closed. As the light hit it right before Edmond was gulped down, he saw her eyelid twitch. 

“India!”

It was humid in Gabi’s throat. Her hands guided him from the outside, balancing his body so that he would slide down with minimal swallowing. He narrowed his shoulder and held his arms at his side. Anything to make it go quicker. The muscles beat around his neck and elbows, every gulp raining down saliva on his head. Her heartbeat throbbed against the narrow cage of her chest and he passed it, down into the churning depths.

His face broke through first and was assailed by the stench of a stomach hard at work. In the darkness, his nose bumped into a fleshy leg. The clothes had been eaten away by the acid. Someone murmured something, but Edmond didn’t know who. There was a pronounced hush that floated above the sloshing below. 

“India?” he called out. 

Slimy walls clung to his skin. His back was against the outside of Gabi’s stomach and his frontside was thrust against the girl beneath him. By the feel of her back, it was definitely Zoey. She hardly moved when he slid over her, calling for his friend. 

“India?” he said again. 

There was a rustling beneath him, then a hoarse whisper:

“Edmond?”

He nearly cried with joy. He clutched around in the dark until he found her hand, clinging to it like it was the only thing in the world worth holding onto. Despite the heat, he could discern her breath from the humidity of the stomach. It rasped over his face. He tilted his head forward until their lips met. 

“It hurts,” she said. 

“I know,” Edmond whispered. “I know.”

“We’re gonna die.”

“I know.”

There was a sharp intake of breath and then a sniffle. India pressed her forehead against his. She shook as sobs racked her exhausted body. The stomach walls seemed to absorb the noise. 

“I don’t want to be digested,” India said. 

“I know,” Edmond said, kissing her again. “We’re gonna get out of here.”

He kicked out hard against the stomach. It bulged outward, compressing around his foot. His toes were buried in the thin skin. If he could just break through. If he could just see the light one last time. 

Pain seared through his body. Something had slammed against his toes. Hard. His leg was pushed back into the pile of bodies and Gabi went back to resting. 

“Sorry,” he heard her mumble. “But that kind of hurt.”

Edmond tried to summon the energy to kick her again, but found that he couldn’t. The air in her stomach was stale and his body was doing all it could just to stay alive. He understood then why the rest of his coworkers were lying in a miserable heap, waiting to be digested. They couldn’t do anything else. 

“Good try,” India whispered sadly. “You did your best.”

A monstrous rumble shook their enclosure. Edmond shifted on top of the pile. Zoey’s legs parted and he found himself dragged deeper into the mire. India caught him before he could sink further. Both of their legs were now submerged in the bubbling acid mixture that had so effectively broken down the ones that were eaten first. 

“There goes Cliff,” India said. “I think he was still kicking when I was eaten. Maybe it was Zeke.”

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Edmond said. 

He could hear Wyatt crying and the rage flared again. Edmond wanted to find his fat face and beat it with his fists. Only the touch of India calmed him down, and he turned back toward her. 

“I liked you,” he started. 

“I know. I liked you too.”

“Your birthday was coming up.”

“We could have gone to my family’s lake house.”

“Would we have kissed?”

“I think we would have done more than that.”

Despite himself, Edmond chuckled. Her ran a hand over her slim breast and she winced.

“I’m sorry,” she said. 

“Your skin…” Edmond tried to keep the terror from his voice. His throat tightened. Tears rose unbidden to his eyes, for in that brief contact he could feel the rough contraction of hard muscle beneath his fingers.

“Nearly gone,” India said. “It hurts. It hurts a lot.”

“I’m sorry,” Edmond choked. 

“Don’t be. We still have a few minutes yet.”

They talked then, until their vocal chords were frayed and their bodies no longer responded to commands. India went first, sucked into the intestines as the stomach contracted around her. Edmond held her hand, or he thought he did, delirious under the weight of Gabi’s meal. He could feel her breathing, sleeping, oblivious to the suffering within. There was no room left in his body for hate. Just a blissful indifference as unconsciousness wiped away the pain. 

--

“What’s got you down, sweetheart?”

Gabi lay slumped across the kitchen counter, her boobs spread out in front of her in enormous, jiggling mounds. She poked one and watched it shake beneath her shirt, scowling at the itchy fabric. Her mother set down the book she was reading and sat across from her. 

“I lost my job,” Gabi complained. “They closed after nobody came in on Monday. I just got an email telling me that all of the interns are getting let go.”

“That’s terrible, sweetheart! What happened to them?”

“I ate them, mom.”

“Oh,” her mom said. She stood and went to grab the kettle, bringing back two steaming mugs of tea. She pushed one in front of Gabi and settled back down. “Well you can’t fault a growing girl. Tell me all about it.”

“Well, it all started when this pervert touched my chest…”
