Chapter one
The Velvet curtain, situated just off the east littledown passage on the northside of town, was one of the most popular and vibrant nightclubs around. Although started by a human, who went on to mysteriously disappear after a failed marriage to a wolfess, the club quickly became a hotspot for the impoverished anthrokin population of the city. Here it wasn't rare to see felines, canines, rodents and avians mingling with each other away from the prying eyes of humans, private and safe. Here they could be themselves and not have to worry about fitting in or alienating anyone with their animal habits. 

Of course, with this privacy also came the threat of predation, which the club had begun to crack down on after a number of tabloid exposés on the subject. The laws around such an act where sketchy, it wasn't necessarily illegal although it certainly wasn't encouraged, the presence of feral animals of the same species as anthros had also made it exceedingly difficult to regulate the eating of another being. As such, the velvet curtain had developed a seedy reputation in the past few years as a place where predators hung out, looking for a tasty creature to bring home and devour.

One such predator was Sasha, a short coyotekin who had moved to the city a few prior from the arid desert-land to the north. Growing up in the wild had been difficult, constant fights inside her pack for supremacy and lack of water being the main concerns, but Sasha had grown stronger as a result and actually found herself missing it sometimes. “I least I have a good supply of food here” She thought with a coy smile, applying her eyeliner in the bathroom's mirror “never doubt the velvet curtain when it comes to stupid, and tasty, creatures.”

There was some limits to what Sasha could eat though, she'd never liked cats for a start, “too much fur, not to mention the way they beg is just pathetic” the coyote thought with a little shudder. Mice as well were something she didn't indulge in often on account of her best friend Beth, who was a mousekin herself and assisted Sasha in her predatory endeavours. “She's some woman” The coyote sighed, thinking about Beth who was probably packing some poor sod into that seemingly endless belly of hers in another part of the club. Sasha would join her very soon, she just needed a quick touch up and a change of clothes before she did.

She cupped some water in her mouth and pushed it to her pursed lips, still amazed that something that had been so rare and precious before could now be found with the slightest twist of a knob. “i'll never get used to that” Sasha thought with a brush of her mouth, and walked into the nearest cubicle, intent on changing into more sexy clothes to attract potential prey. A dirty trick, but an effective one she'd found. 
Scampering through the walls of the Velvet Curtain, Brian took his life into his paws just by emerging from hiding to sniff about the men’s room, his nose detecting the pungent sourness of urine, semen and the occassional feminine fluids from those who brought opposite-sex partners into the barthroom. But the trueform mousekin did not cringe away from this unpleasantness despite being down on the tiled floor where it was strongest: he’d smelled far worse. Eaten things that smelled worse, too.

Brian envied his larger kin, able to walk about the world of larger ferals and anthros without fear of being snatched off the street and devoured. Theoretically, the law applied to his kind too. In application, nobody would notice a trueform mouse slipping down a cat’s throat, nor did their two-inch high frames leave a telltale bulge in the guts of their devourers as it would in a case of larger prey.

So perhaps it was for this reason—of knowing how short one’s life as a mouse was—that he came here. Here, to this dingy dive of lust and predation, drawn like a moth to a flame. Running across the tank of the toilet, his small white furred body toned and athletic from a lifetime of scurrying and fleeing, he hopped into a chiseled groove in the wall, a breech between the men’s and women’s bathrooms large enough for a Saipiansform’s member and a trueform’s entire body. Through the glory hole, Brian hoped to catch a glimpse of nubile, feminine forms changing and relieving themselves, his small size making him the perfect peeper. And who knew? Perhaps tonight he’d get lucky. 
Sasha closed the bathroom door and locked it behind her, not wanting any perverts to walk in while she was changing. “i'll have plenty of time to get some horny meals later on” she smiled and began stripping out of her clothes, taking off her black jacket and throwing it to the floor without thinking. “ugh, gonna have to wash that now” Sasha scolded herself, reluctantly pulling the jacket away from the toilet and closer to herself with the tip of her foot, the Velvet curtain could be a real tip sometimes. But there wasn't any easier place in town to pick up prey, the only other way was going through the black market or kidnapping someone, both of which had they're own assortment of problems attached to them.

Snapping out of her thoughts, Sasha reached down and grabbed the waistband of her tight jeans, which were comfortable and enticing for sure but didn't show nearly enough skin for her taste. The coyotekin began to slowly pull them off, her hairy tail flowing freely now and wafting her honey-tinted and feminine scent around the bathroom, there was no need to rush since Beth had a tendency to start without her anyway. “Hope she catches something fun” Sasha thought with a little lick of her lips before she folded her jeans and placed them on the toilet paper holder, not exactly keen on getting them dirty. 

The coyotekin, who hadn't been wearing underwear beneath her jeans, reached a hand up to her shirt and began to strip that off as well. The dim toilet light glimmering slightly off her light brown fur, soft and recently conditioned to help her in her predatory activities, Sasha had carefully prepared this time to prevent any accidents. “the last time didn't go so well” She thought to herself “Who knew vixens could scream so lou-”

Sasha suddenly stopped, her shirt halfway up her chest as she felt a strange feeling that someone was watching her... “a peeping tom?” She thought with a certain amount of fear, but also anticipation. Looked like she was getting an early meal tonight after all. 
Brian’s heart raced as he watched the stall door open, the eager anticipation before the show threatening to burst the little mousekin with rapture. Onto the stage stepped a young coyote woman, her fur of the loveliest sheen of brown. Short though she might have been among her peers she was a giantess to the mouse, a goddess peeked upon in her most intimate moment. Brian swallowed as her hand reached down to her pants, tugging them free of her body, her scent filling in his nostrils, libido overriding the mouse’s logical assertion that if he could smell her, she could smell him.

He watched her tail and perfectly tight ass emerge—no panties, he thought watching her disrobe. Did that mean no bra as well or was she just fit for a quickie. He propped up on the rim of the glory hole, eager to see her mountainous—to him anyway—breasts freed from the constraining fabric, a prominent erection on display between his legs. Like his subject, he wore no clothing. 
Sasha did indeed catch a whiff of the creature's scent, thick with arousal and hard to make out beneath the reek of faeces but definitely mousekin, seemingly trueform at that. “i'm sure Beth wouldn't mind if I had a little bite before I go outside...” the coyote smiled “he's a little pervert anyway, i'm sure she'll understand.”

But before she did, Sasha decided to give him a little peep show, slowly slipping her shirt off and turning around to give the mousekin a look at her furred and sturdy breasts, pink nipples erect in the cold bathroom air. Moving her hands behind her head to mess with her hair, Sandra pretended not to notice the little peeping tom, doing a sort of sensual hip movement to entice him out of his little hole. “Those trueforms” Sasha thought with a light giggle “always thinking about sex.”

If all went according to plan, the mousekin would end up seeing way more of her than he'd ever intended to.
Quivering, Brian’s little brown eyes widened as the coyote woman’s shirt came off, confirming his suspicions. No bra, he thought as his mouth dried up, watching the slender form undulate as she set about her smooth, brown hair. His malehood was ramrod straight, so much that it was threatening to hurt if he didn’t release it. Nevertheless, the mouse scarcely noticed as he peered through the hole, his upper torso filling the space as a whimper of passion escaped his lips. But enraptured though the mouse was, he still kept his feet planted on the opposite side of the wall, afraid and aroused by this sensual predator goddess all at once
This one seemed to have at least some semblance of sense, or maybe it was fear, nonetheless he remained in the hole instead of peering outside to see more of Sasha's exquisite body. “Gonna have to make myself a little more...enticing” She smiled and dropped her shirt on the ground, deciding that the dirt was worth the reward, and bent over to pick it up. Sandra's also lifted up her tail high as she did, giving the mousekin a good view of her curvaceous and firm rear end wriggling in the air, begging him to crawl out and explore its caverns.
To put the cherry on the cake, Sasha stood back up with her buttock muscles rippling and turned around to look straight at the glory hole. “like what you see?” the coyotekin whispered loud enough for him to hear “come out out and i'll show you more.”
Brian eyes bulged as the coyote leaned over, watching her fluffy tail and tight ass rise before him, a glimpse of her pink folds offered. He wanted to lose himself in them, to burrow into that waiting female sex and squirm about. It was a guilty pleasure of his, adoring women large enough to step on him like a roach. Then her sultry seductive face peered over her should in a smile, and she spoke to him. To him. A little mouse who'd been unnoticed his entire life. It was unbelievable, he thought. The warm sensuality of her voice and the come hither expression egged him further. Brian clamored up higher, mewling in lust, but remained firmly entrenched on the opposite side of the wall. However, now his small, lean legs were visible in the hole, along with a tiny but prominent erection.
“ooh, you're pretty big for a mousekin” Sasha whispered, a tiny sliver of drool forming at the curves of her lips and dripping onto the bathroom floor below. It wasn't really huge for a woman like Sasha, but the sheer fact that she was complimenting this creature's member would drive him insane with lust and hopefully draw him out of his hole. these true-forms were always thinking about sex, probably because they tended not to have long lives with all these predators hanging about.
Sasha reached a finger down to her moistened sex and gently rubbed the outside of it, panting heavily and filling the room with the thick scent of arousal. "Like what you see?" The coyotekin asked again with her tongue lolling out of her mouth as she masturbated in front of Brian. It wasn't usually Sasha's thing since she preferred the company of someone else, but if it earned her a meal she was willing to finger herself in a smelly old bathroom. The coyotekin then moved closer to the hole with her hand still in place, making her vagina even bigger and more inviting to the tiny mousekin.
In spite of his pervsion, Brian blushed at the compliment, the inside of his round ears turning pink. “You think so?” He squeaked. Then she began to massage her womanhood, the air filing with the spicy fragrance of her arousal, overpowering his weaker masculine senses and bringing him to whimper pleadingly as she neared, drawing back from the hole in intimidation but not very far. It was so close, he thought, eyeing her folds as her finger drove within, so very, very close.
Moving almost of his own accord, Brian pulled himself fully up onto the hole, his feet braced against the bottom as his chest and waist swung precariously through.
“I sure do, little mousey” Sasha drawled, lifting a hand drenched in vaginal juices and slowly moving it towards the top of Brian's little head, rubbing him sensually with a light growl echoing from her throat. “see, now I can see your cute face” the coyotekin explained, tickling him under the chin and giving him a good whiff of her waiting womanhood. She hadn't really had any intention of letting this dirty creature run about her body, but he actually did seem sort of attractive in his own way, and the masturbation session had brought her achingly close to cumming.
“Why don't you come out of that little hidey-hole and show me what you're made of?” Sasha whispered into his ear as she leaned over, sniffing his tasty scent at the same time.
The mouse whimpered as he smelled her honeyed nectar so overwhelming close, feeling her light touch caressing the bottom of his muzzle. He almost forgot to cringe back to the other side when her angelic bronze face slid down to sniff at him. Almost. Even in his hazy, aroused space, Brian couldn’t but watch teeth half his size slid up and down as she spoke, the flicking of a tongue wider than his body wiggling back and forth in front of the black chasm of her throat. “M-maybe just a little at first?” He offered, swinging himself up on the other side and presenting his pelvice and erect member for the glory hole to fulfill it’s intendeed purpose.
“What's wrong mousey, scared?” The coyotekin said sweetly “nothing to be frightened of...I wouldn't hurt a sweetie like you.” But still Sasha lifted up a clawed finger and ran the smooth end of it slowly, carefully along his hard penis, murring a little at the surprising amount of pleasure she was experiencing herself. “ooh, you're big for a little mousekin...good bit of meat on you...” Sasha whispered with a little bit of saliva forming in the corner of her mouth “oh, did I just say that? hehe, sorry.” the coyote gave the mouse's penis a firm squeeze to move his thoughts away from what she'd just revealed, licking up the drool at the same time, didn't want him running away just yet. 
Any worries Brian might have had about his member being crushed or torn off by the coyotekin's playful squeezing evaporated in a white haze of pleasure as she manipulated his tip with impossible gentleness and practiced care. A smarter or more cool-headed mouse might have taken this as a warning sign that she had experience with other small prey, but Brian wouldn't have paid attention to a neon warning sign at this point, rolling himself forward, his pelvis right up to the inlet of the glory. "M-more please," he begged, little body shuddered. "Do more!"
Sasha usually would have rolled her eyes at his pushiness, but whatever, she was gonna eat him anyway so might as well make his last moments fun. “sure” The coyote grinned and gave Brian's little member a tight squeeze, twirling it slightly enough to give him a burst of ecstasy without hurting him. The mouse was so easy to manipulate, especially with her dexterous hands that had turned bigger men than him into putty, right before her belly churned them into fat. Sasha moved her finger inwards slightly, curling them around the mouse's torso before licking her lips slightly as she him a slight squeeze, Brian did indeed have a good bit of meat on him.
“lovely little creature you are...” The coyote smiled, rubbing his member a little more furiously to drive him towards cumming.
A few seconds ago, Brian would have pulled away in response to her playful squeeze about his middle, aware of how easily the coyote girl might pull him through the hole. But logic and caution had nearly vacated the mouse’s mind, and while he still refused to get closer to Sash, he did gyrate his hips into her rubbing hand, whimpering as she brushed over his tip with her feathery soft furred fingers. “I’m gonna...I’m gonna...” he climaxed with a squeak, the effort leaving the mouse spent and ventilated, although Sasha would only notice a slight splurt of white across her finger. Gasping, Brian swung forward, panting, grinning embarrasingly up at the canine giantess. “S-sorry, came too late.” He giggled at his own joke.
“hehe, I'd say you came a little early...” Sasha smiled viciously, gripping the mouse more tightly now with a passionate hunger for something other than sex “because the longer you took, the longer you'd have lived.”
she bent down close to the mouse and opened her mouth wide, showing off her glorious teeth and flicking tongue that looked big enough to wrap around Brian like a snake and carry him down the cavernous throat to his doom. “now that you've got you wanted, it's time I got why I wanted...some nice, tender meat” And with that Sasha pulled the mouse right through his seemingly safe glory hole, deftly transferring him to her other hand and letting him dangle by his tail, able to see the bathroom floor far below. “Go ahead, beg if you want. I love it when my prey begs” the coyotekin grinned.
Brian squeaked—or tried to, her grip squeezed most of the air out of his lungs. Too late, he realized his mistake, that he’d exposed himself to her grasping fingers, the hand job taking a potentially fatal turn as he was yanked through the hole and into the women’s bathroom. The manner in which the coyote woman spoke, and showed off her hungering maw, more than told the mouse that he’d screwed up and misjudged her attentions in his horniness.
“No, no! Please don’t.” He obliged her request, bouncing and swaying in her fingers while down at the perfect tile below, seeing a few shards of toilet paper and discarded tampon applicator. But his gazed focused mostly on Sasha’s legs—nice and slender, along with her curving hips and and smooth tummy. Much as he admired her belly, though, Brian had no desire to be inside of it. “I’ll pleasure you,” he offered, “l-let me crawl into you, I’ll be like a ittle furry dildo.”
Of course, he had no clue if this ploy would work or not, but perhaps some of Sasha’s lust was genuine. Perhaps, he hoped, she might let him go if he could prove more useful as a toy than a snack.
Sasha pursed his lips out in a "pfft" motion and scoffed at the little mouse's request, even in his last moments he was obsessed with rummaging around her drawers. "Listen you little perv" The coyotekin growled and dangled the mouse in front of dainty muzzle that opened up to reveal razor sharp teeth "you really think I'd let something like you run around my delicate parts? You're probably crawling with fleas and bacteria... my stomach acid will take care of them though, might take your skin with it but that's the way things are around here." Sasha giggled a little as she taunted Bryan, showing no sympathy for the peeping tom, the only she regretted was that she didn't have time to give him a quick wash before she ate. But beth was probably still waiting outside, and although she'd never say it the mousekin's face Sasha was a little worried for her being out there in the club on her own, no telling what sort of dangerous creature's she could run across.
But for now the coyotekin decided to focus on the little trueform mousekin in front of her, poking his open stomach with a sharp claw, drawing some blood as she did. "nice and fat, if you smelled a bit better you'd be a perfect snack, i'm sure you'll still be great though." and with that Sasha opened her mouth and dangled Bran above it, letting him see the deep void of her throat beckoning him forward and her hot breath wash across his face. 
Brian’s face fell. He began to sob, crying that he’d been led on by a beautiful woman who held no interest in but to eat him. The full weight of how she truly viewed him sank in: as food to be toyed with for but a moment’s pleasure. The pain in his stomach as her claw drew across his belly was nothing compared to the searing agony of his heart being torn apart.
Now he stared down into the rigged tunnel of her open muzzle, the carpet of her tongue a welcome mat to her stomach. Her breath carried the scent of meat, of other unfortunate creatures to descend the tunnel down into a body he couldn’t help but admire even as it promised his imininent digestion. “I thought we had a connection,” he whimpered, hanging his head.
This time the coyotekin did roll her eyes, closing her mouth slightly as she decided to toy with this creature just a little bit longer, he deserved it after all. “A connection?” She replied with a harsh bark of a laugh “you know how many creature's like you i've eaten, just this week even?” the coyotekin deftly transferred to him another hand before continuing “three, all bigger, sexier, and probably even tastier than you. You're nothing, just another snack that I’ll forget about by tomorrow.”
Sasha wasn't normally this harsh towards her food, but the fact that Bryan was a trueform and a peeping tom to boot had driven any sense of compassion she normally had. He was just a meal, a lesser life form that got way more than he deserved with the giant canine, he was luckily she'd even bothered to jack him off before eating. “well, time to go little mousey, you did want to be inside me after all” Sasha smiled and threw Bryan up in the air, her predatory eyes locked on his spinning form before she flicked her jaws forward and slammed them around him, trapping the mouse in her stinking maw that was filling with saliva. 
The mouse collapsed between the coyote woman's fingers, cut to the quick by her smug smirk as she pronounced his fate callously. Then his stomach flipped as he was tossed high into the air, flailing and squealing, hoping he'd miss, only to see the widening chasm of Sasha's mouth opening wide to catch him like so much a piece of small candy.
With a sob, Brian landed with a wet splat between Sasha’s jaws, her cold dismissal of him compared to former trysts all the more damning. Watching her teeth slam shut about him with a resounding clack of white on white, he had scarcely a moment to contemplate his fate before her tongue rose to squeeze and push him about her tight muzzle, savoring him as no more than food. The pleasure he felt from being brought to climax was already fading, and in truth, it seemed trite now that he was faced with the price of what it cost him.
Sasha's cheeks bulged out a little as she manoeuvred the tasty little mouse to the left, pressing him against her moist flesh to fully absorb his delicious flavour, rodent mixed ever so slightly with dried dirt and cum. A surprisingly enticing concoction and one the coyotekin hadn't had much experience with for Beth's sake, Sasha already battled a little bit with temptation around the mouse and having the taste of her kind's meat wouldn't make that much better, but there was no going back now.
She swirled Bryan around her mouth for a good while, anyone entering the bathroom at that moment would of heard a quite loud sloshing sound and behind that ever so faint cries for help...but of course no one came in, the ones that did usually ended up in someone else’s belly if they couldn't fend for themselves. “like little mousey here” Sasha giggled to herself and pushed Bryan to the front of her mouth, pushing his little head out again for a final look at the world while her porcelain teeth dug into his juicy back and stomach, slicing into the soft skin and sending the slightest amount of blood leaing out into her now vicious mouth. “mmmm, tasthy” The coyotekin growled, muffled ever so slightly by her meat filled mouth, before her tongue slid up Bryan's body and curling around his head. Sasha sucked up his delicous flavour one last time, wriggling her pink organ to pick up every single ounce of flavour, before gulping him back in with a loud slurp and sending him down to the waiting stomach. One which had already started secreting the necessary juices to break down Bryan's soft body, the coyotekin was very experienced in that regard.
Squeezed down through the contracting tube, Brian moaned and writhed in pain from the crushing muscles and the scraped area across his back. Such an injury wouldn't bode well for a mousekin's health, but nether did the churning pit of acid at the bottom of the coyote woman's throat. He plopped free with a cry, landing in her juices with a splash, immediately scrabbling to the sides of Sasha's belly as his body began to tingle and burn--even more so around the raw areas. It was so wrong, he thought, she looked so beautiful and soft on the outside. But now the mask had been dropped, and he had, in the most horrible way imaginable, gotten to know what Sasha was like deep down inside.
Sasha lifted a clawed finger and traced the bulge Bryan's sobbing form made in her neck, the fur spreading out sparsely as he travelled downwards into the vastness of her supple body. “you actually we're a pretty good meal mousey” The coyotekin mumbled choppily as she rubbed her already gurgling belly “filling and tasty, but not too fattening...lovely.” furry finger poking and prodding her belly, Sasha sat down on the toiler for a moment to contemplate her meal, belching loudly and filling the air with the rich smell of digestion, sizzled skin and burning meat, quite a wonderful concoction to the hungry predator. “Can't see you lasting very long, my belly can get really vicious when it's fed” She barked again, revelling in the frantic struggles and panicked scratches against her insides, before picking her clothes up off the floor and quickly putting them back on. Beth would be waiting, and Sasha had already wasted way too much time with Bryan.
And so With one last, almost slightly affectionate, rub of her tummy she opened the stall door and departed, her belly gurgling and churning in earnest now as it worked on the mousekin inside. “Beth should be waiting, wonder if she managed to pick up anyone good.”
As it turned out the anthro mouse woman had picked up something good, very good as a matter of fact...
Chapter two
In another corner of the Velvet curtain, away from all all the dancing and loud clanging beats, sat a short catkin with beautiful blonde fur that glistened in the club's strobe lights and spun into curls running down his back, ending in a bushy yellow tail that swished to and fro depending on his mood.
His strange colouring tended to attract some strange stares from the patrons, but Chris was proud of himself for having kept it so well over the years and not giving into pressure to change it. “but it'll attract predators” people had told him and the cat had just scoffed, it didn't matter how tasty you look to potential predators when you had brains in his opinion. “still, as beautiful and luscious as my fur is” Chris thought with an arrogant, catlike smile “It hasn't helped me much in picking up a girlfriend...” it was true, the cat had been searching a long time for someone to share a bed and eventually a home with, but they weren't exactly easy to find, it didn't help that he was searching in a seedy nightclub of all places.
“Hey man, you coming?” Josh, his skunk room-mate, asked with a waving gesture and one hand in his jacket, motioning for the cat to follow him. “You're leaving already?” Chris responded, before a quick look at his phone told him that they'd already been there most of the night “ah, time sure does fly...you head home man, i'm gonna stay for a little while longer.” The cat looked at the mass of dancing and grinding creatures in the club's centre, thinking that there had to be a suitable mate somewhere in there, someone who he could fall in love and spend the rest of his life with, there just had to be...
“sure man, you just take care of yourself okay?” the skunk replied with a somewhat worried look at the wistful cat, knowing how difficult and stupid he could be sometimes. but Josh also knew how sweet and warm Chris could be despite his outward appearances, otherwise he'd of broken off contact with him years ago. And so with an inebriated and quite awkward hug goodnight, the skunk wobbled his way outside to hail a taxi.
“He worries too much” Chris thought and grabbed his vodka, downing the whole glass in one gulp to give him some liquid confidence, before he waltzed confidently onto the dance floor, keeping an eye out for any potential candidates for mating.
From a bathroom on the opposite side of the club, Beth checked finished adjusting the green miniskirt and purple tank top she wore, the tight clothing compressing as much of her rounded bosom and rear as possible to further sell the image of vulnerability and ease of conquest. It also helped that she was a mousekin, a Sapiensform mousekin, one of human stature, but a mouse of unusual size was a mouse nonetheless. She pitied her smaller kin, hustling through the world below ankle stature and disappearing into the hungry bellies of larger creatures. Indeed, Beth had even seen a number being scarfed in the alleys on her way inside, taken with various aphrodisiacs and ecstatic substances.
As for herself, Beth had but one drug: predation. And nature had seen fit to give her the perfect camoflage to acquire it. Finishing up adding plush and ensuring a generous portion of cleavage showed, she let her blond, curly hair flow wild, sauntering into the beating music and air heavy with the scent of desire and substance. Sasha didn’t appear to be out yet, she noted.
Well, no matter, Beth would simply get a headstart on the night’s fun. And who knew? Perhaps she’d get some prey for her friend as well—there were always those males who brought a wingman with them, thinking it would boost their chances of success. Little did they know, she thought, trailing her tongue over her large, front teeth.
Chris, despite being a feline, wasn't the most rhythmic or flexible person in the room and appeared to be doing some sort of strange shuffle back and forth rather than an actual dance. Still, he was enjoying himself out here amongst the sweaty bodies, although he hadn't see anyone yet that he'd be interested in taking home. “Maybe Josh was right” Chris thought to himself “I should probably just go back home.”
Then he caught sight of her. A mousekin, small but sturdy, with beautiful blonde hair that curled down her back much like his own fur. “oooh, she's pretty” the cat mumbled, not usually too keen on seeing her kind as anything other than food, but the drink had dulled any reservations he may have had and replaced it with an overweighted confidence and burning desire for a mate. “Nothing to lose...” Chris decided and danced his way over to the mousegirl, taking note of her sizeable breasts and tight clothing, it would seem that she was looking for someone to spend the night herself.
“Hey, you want me to get you a drink?” Chris asked her, shouting a little to be heard over the blaring music and putting on an innocent smile, trying not to alarm her.
A cat? Seriously? Beth made no effort to hide the giggle she gave. The male would just assume her to be excited by his offer. “I’d love one,” she said. “All this dancing’s gotten me worn out and parched as a camel.” She fanned herself, batting her eyes for emphasis while checking him out in turn. “I like your fur. Blond’s such a lively color.” She indicated her own hair with a wink.
From there, the plan would be relatively simple: swap drinks and small talk with the loverboy and see if she could get him someplace “private.” Depending on whether or not the naivete vibe coming off the feline was genuine, Beth might have to get a few drinks in him first.
Chris heart made a little start at the mousegirl's giggle, thinking for a moment that she was making fun of him but then realising that she simply found him funny, a good sign. “T-thanks” He stammered “I try to keep it looking well, yours is lovely too.” The cat usually wasn't usually this nervous but this girl just had a certain aura about her, beautiful and vulnerable, as if a slight breeze would knock her over. Her scent was getting to him as well with it's raw sexuality and undertones of rodent, which normally installed hunger in the cat but here there was none of that, only a desire to kiss and fondle and....“i'll go get you a drink” Chris smiled, needing a moment to breathe and compose himself before continuing.
He returned a few moments later, not as flustered and with cocktails in hand, realising he'd never asked her what she'd like to drink. “sorry about that, hope you like it” the cat smiled and handed her the glass, taking a sip of his own for some extra support. This wasn't going as he'd planned, but hopefully the mousekin would understand that for all his confident bravado, Chris wasn't exactly the best at talking to women.
“I don't think I caught your name, mine's Chris” He responded with a smile and danced around her, checking out her cute little body as he did "and what brings a little mousekin like you out here anyway? doesn't seem like your kind of joint."
Beth could have downed the drink in one go, but it looked expensive and she didn’t want to seem too rich for this cat’s blood. So instead she sipped lightly, stirring her finger in the alcohol as the Cat wiggled and bumped in imitation of the latest pop dance routine. “I’m Beth,” she cooed, “Chris, it’s a funny story, I guess you could say that I’m a moth to a flame. We mice often wind up in places we shouldn’t belong.” She had no idea of how right she was being proven by her smaller kin. “I’m glad to have met you, Chris, you seem like a nice guy. There’s way too many creeps here.” She let a bit of worry sound; all the better opening for the gallant white knight to want to sweep the maiden away.
Chris felt a sharp pain in his chest, empathy, and put an arm of comfort around the mousekin. She was right, this whole place was a shithole full of hidden predators and drugged up cokeheads, not exactly the best place to get to know someone. “We could go somewhere quieter” The cat whispered into her cute little ear “away from all these idiots.”
Chris had completely fallen for her innocent demeanour, and being a cat he loved to imagine himself as this great hero swooping in to help people, bonus points if they were pretty women like Beth here. The cat was so enraptured that he failed to remember everything he'd been thought about predation, namely to never follow strangers into quiet places, but it was only a mousekin. What was the worse that could happen?
"Would you?" Beth sighed in faux-relief. "I would love that so much. A friend and I came here, but she's wandered off." That was off true. "Now I'm all alone," she leaned in closer to Chris so he could smell her perfume and natural scent, her paws resting on his chest. "I would so very much like to have someone escort me out of here." Her eyes wandered across the dance floor, resting on a side exit out into the darkened alleyways of the city. "That looks like a discreet way out." She flashed a smile that would have made any vixen--including the foxkin women present--proud.
"Wow, you smell wonderful" Chris purred before realising what he'd said "oh, um...sorry." It was true though, Beth had the distinct scent of prey tinged somewhat with alcohol, perfume and some sort of canine, possibly coyote. The cat shuddered a little at this, never having liked dogs or any other such creature, but the smell was still surprisingly tantalising when mixed with the other scents.
"You wanna go out there?" He asked, turning away and missing her hungry smile that may have alerted him to her true intentions had he not been so madly enamoured "sure, seems nice." The cat placed an arm around her shoulder, curling her hair around his finger for a moment and admiring its colour and softness, before leading her outside with a confident flick of his blonde tail.
He was so getting laid tonight.
“Thought you’d never ask, handsome.”
Too easy. Beth downed the drink she’d been toying with a quick, precise swallow, foreshadowing how the cat would end his evening. She fell into step behind him, following close and placing her hands in the small of his back to give the impression of clinging for safety.
“She called me handsome!”
Chris had to down his drink in one gulp to calm his nerves at this, he wasn't used to woman being so complimentary and obvious in their affections yet so fragile at the same time, he liked it though. “sure let's...let's go” The cat warbled, staggering a bit as he led Beth outside, putting a paw on her back at the same time and giving her tailbone a little squeeze. Chris didn't dare move it down though, that could wait.
He pushed open the door and into the cool night-time air, no one else was here aside from them. “all alone” Chris thought with a light smile “maybe she meant to bring me out here...” he turned to Beth and ran his cat eyes over her for a moment, still a little surprised that a women of her beauty would even pay attention to him let alone throw herself at his feet like this. “Nice night isn't it?” He said wistfully.
Beth smiled coyly, enjoying the squeeze on her tail. Let the cat touch as much of her body as he liked, he’d be a part of it soon enough. “Oh yes. And it’s going to get a lot nicer.” When the cat looked away, he wouldn’t see her lick her lips.
“really, what do you have planned?” The cat said, slyly running his large tail down her back in a definitely suggestive manner, assuming that what she wanted of course. Chris couldn't help but lean in and try to give Beth a quick peck on the cheek...she just looked so pretty standing there.
"I think you know." Taking hold of Chris's hands, Beth maneuvered him towards the back of the alley and around the corner--both so they wouldn't be discovered and so she didn't have to worry about another predator trying for a two-for-one meal. She knew this because she'd done exactly that to a rabbit and a vixen in the middle of the latter scarfing the former. Once there, she gently trailed her hand over his face before kissing him lightly on the underside of the chin. "My white knight deserves his damsel, doesn't he?"
“I sure do” Chris responded a little arrogantly, happy and confident with his conquest now and mewing like a kitten at Beth's sly chin kiss “kind of a weird place to do it...I don't mind though.”
Anybody else would of found it odd that the mouse was this eager to be around a cat, enough to get him on his own in a dark alleyway and kiss him like this, but Chris wasn't exactly the smartest cat around despite his own claims that he was. “Better keep an eye out, don't want any foxes or coyotes eyeing us up for a meal out here” He warned with a little smile, before leaning in and giving Beth asultry kiss on her lips, gripping her buttocks with one paw as he did.
Beth chirred as she felt Chris squeeze her plush rump. Other females might have taken offense at the gesture she didn’t mind—he’d be padding her bottom come sunrise anyway. She kissed him back passionately, licking the cat on the nose to take in his taste. “Touch all you want,” she said, sliding off her top and freeing her generous bosom, “I don’t mind, really.”
“Don't mind if I do” the cat smiled, starting to get a little grabby with Beth, fondling her sizeable breasts and plump bottom with bestial passion. Chris hadn't had much intimate experience with women so he tended to jump at any chance he got to touch and squeeze someone consensually. He giggled a little at her lick but something was off, her breath. It didn't smell like cheese or whatever you would expect a rodent's to smell like, instead it had a raw tinge to it, almost like meat...
Chris shoved the thought from his mind and continued to touch and feel his conquest for the night, he'd probably ask her about that later when they knew each other better.
Beth moaned, brought near to arousal by the probing squeeze of Chris’s hands. Groping though he was, the cat did have a delicate touch like most felines. She was tempted to let him go on a little while longer, but remembered that Sasha would be out in the club looking for her soon enough.
The mouse’s hand slipped into Chris’s groan, probing about until she felt his member through his clothing—seemed he was quite enjoying himself. “Well, no you’ve had your fun,” she taunted, giving his crotch a gentle cup. “Time for me to have mine. Close your eyes, I promise you’ll get a sweet surprise.”
Even as she spoke, Beth twisted her jaw and muzzle, a faint, unnoticeable pop indicating her lower jaw had dislocated in prepration of the coming meal.
Chris gasped at the feeling of her soft furred hands running across his yearning cock, the delicate touch of her turning him to jelly. "God, I think i'm in love" he sighed, pushing a little towards her for more "really, You're everything i've ever wanted in a woman."
He didn't care that she was a mouse, or that her friend was a canine, all that mattered now was the heat and space they were sharing. It was so perfect and wonderful, everything Chris had ever dreamed of.
"Surprise?" He said a little giddily, filled with glee and curiosity, having no idea what it could be. "Alright, I'll close my eyes" and with he clenched his lids shut and waited attentively, tail flicking back forth and muzzle pushed forward.
Beth smiled, “I can tell you really want this.” Her hands continued to roam, slipping under and pulling off Chris’s shirt. If she had time, the mousette would have tried to get him out of his trousers, as well. But as a rodent, she could digest cloth and denim as easily as fur and skin. “Since I’m all you’ll ever want,” she teased, “then you won’t want anything but me, yes?”
Before Chris could ponder the double entendre of the words, she pulled his head down—he might think she was about to kiss him—to lick the top of his head and ears playfully. Then, yawning her jaws ever wider, Beth clamped her round muzzle around the end of Chris’s nose.
“anything but her?” The cat thought, opening his eyes to ask Beth what she meant only to see her jaws close in on his nose. “mmph, too tight!” He tried to communicate through grunts, pulling against the mouse's surprisingly strong grip but finding he couldn't, he really should of spent more time at the gym...
Chris gestured wildly, trying to tell Beth that he was finding it difficult to breathe and that the kiss was lasting much too long for his tastes, maybe the mouse liked it rough..the thought excited the cat a little more than it probably should. But then Chris realised something, her eyes weren't filled with innocence or even care anymore, now all he saw in them was hunger...she was eating him!
The cat's heart might as well have snapped at the realisation, Beth had never loved him. she'd only gotten him out here so she could devour him in private, oh how he wished he'd followed Josh home, now he'd never see his friend again or find a real mate.
Once she had the first part of Chris in her mouth, Beth went into autopilot, her thoughts on nothing but taking the food into her stomach. And that was what he was—food. While her friend Sasha could empathize somewhat with her meals and would chat a bit, Beth was wholly disinterested—she talked only as much as necesary to get to this point, then they, as this cat, were nothing but a lump of meat to be ingested.
Eyes closed, she wrapped her arms around his middle, inching him forward as she leaned in, her muzzle expanding and gulping over the top of the cat’s face and eventually engulfing his head like that of a furry snake. From there, she would continue to push and tug, and as Chris’s head entered the back of her mouth, Beth would start to swallow, drawing him in inch by inch one savory mouthful at a time.
By the time anyone might have arrived to help or investigate the wet gulping and muffled cries, it would be too late for the cat. Shoulders, then torso disappeared past her stretched lips and down her throat, Beth’s throat and stomach ballooning out as she ate greedily, pulling Chris in up to his hips, and then, his legs and tail were to follow.
The mousette sank against the wall of the alleyway, not minding the filth as she worked a pair of kicking feet through her lips, straightening out her neck and giving a hard gulp to pull the cute pawpads of Chris’s feet down into her stomach, leaving her with a large, round, happy belly. “If it’s any consolation,” she said, rubbing her hand over her swollen gut, “you’re the tastiest cat i’ve ever had.”
And truth be told, Beth had had quite a few...
Chris could still barely believe what was happening, this woman that he'd trusted...loved even, was killing him in the most animalistic of ways. "Can't, don't, please" he shouted out when Beth finally gulped further and freed his jaws, a nonsensical rambling of desperation that maybe he could appeal to her humanity, she had to of felt something for him. But it became clear from the sound echoing around him that Chris was now only a meal, a piece of meat to be devoured and callously digested without a care.
He blinked to wipe away the moisture at his eyes, unsure if it was tears or saliva, and began wriggling pitifully in an attempt to escape the harsh jaws and rude tongue that flicked over his blonde fur. But Beth clearly had little time or sympathy for his struggles and quickly swallowed more of the cat down, packing in his tender feline meat with little problem. Now every time Chris opened his mouth to scream it was filled with a putrid concoction of her horrid breath, scents of long dead and digested creature's filling him up and telling Chris that soon he would join them. "Please" he coughed through a cracked and tear-soaked voice "I love you..."
Within minutes his nose was pushed up against her wet sphincter, another gulp bringing in his wriggling feet and sending the cat straight through the tight passage with the rest of him following along like a yellow snake. Chris curled up silently in the hot and burning belly, the once talkative cat reduced to a piece of meat awaiting death. "Josh...i'll never see him again" he realised, years of unsaid words and hidden feelings suddenyl rising and making him come to a realisation...the mate he'd been searching for all these years had been right in front of him the whole time.
And Chris had never even noticed.
Oblivious to the late epiphany of her meal, Beth ran her hand over her gurgling belly, thinking of Chris no longer as anything but a meal, her thoughts turned wholly towards avoiding a similar fate and finding new prey. "Sasha will be jealous," she belched, releasing some gas from the struggling lump in her middle, "she always liked cats. Wonder if she got to try mousekin like she always wanted?" There'd been quite a diverse lot tonight, Beth had likewise joked to her girlfriend that she wouldn't say no to a coyote herself.
Chris kicked and squirmed in the belly, finding it increasingly difficult to breathe in the tight chamber that constricted his every movement. “ple-oh what's the point?” he asked himself, wiping the stinging digestive fluid mixed with salty tears from his eyes “she isn't going to let me go anyway...”
The cat could already feel his beautiful blonde fur that he loved so much slipping off from his skin and slopping into the slimy liquid around him, like some sort of horrid soup mix with him as the special ingredient. The cat tried to clear his mind, still thinking of Josh and the realisation he'd come to all too late...did the skunk feel the same way? And more importantly, did it even matter now that he was hidden deep inside a predatory mouse-girl? His own sweetness and hope for something better had been Chris's downfall, now all he could do was sit and digest, stewing in the regret of words he'd never said.
The cat lasted a whole five more minutes, breath running out in pained gasps as more of the liquid melted off his fur and got to work on the tender muscle beneath, all the while the belly's slimy walls converged and pulled inwards in an effort to break Chris's already weak muscles into something easier to melt. The last thing the cat ever heard was a sickening *crack* and a shock of pain as one more violent crush broke his neck, his vision fading into blackness before finally fading out entirely.
With it's occupant now dead, Beth's belly made quick work of his corpse, melting it down at an incredible pace honed through years of experience. In no time at all there wouldn't even be proof that Chris ever existed, and certainly none that he had met his horrid fate in the gut's of a predatory mousekin.
Like many who returned from the alleyway outside the club, Beth swaggered and swayed as she sauntered back in, not with toxins and alcohol but a weighty meal in her body. Owing in no small part to her fast, rodent metabolism, it didn't take long to put Chris out of his misery as well as reduce the bulge in her belly to a hefty, but manageable swell on par with a second trimester. "Let's head in," she slapped the unresponsive lump playfully, "Sasha's waiting for us." The pair returned to the pounding music and swelling lights, united as one.
--- 
“someone's been busy” Sasha smiled at that massive bulge in her friends midsection, putting an arm around her to protect against anyone who might try to get a jump on them before quickly leading Beth outside and into a dark cab.
This had been quite a successful night, the coyote had snagged a pervy little mouse and the mouse beside her had managed to ingest an entire housecat, the food chain at its finest. 
And there would be plenty more meals like that in the future, Sasha smiled.
Chapter three
Beth stood in front of her apartment mirror a week later, the cat nothing more than a pleasant memory in the pity of her stomach and a roll of extra fat around her waist. The mouse, even less so, not even making a dent in Sasha's flat tummy. Pulling her blond hair up into a tight ponytail, she slipped into a black top--tight and form fitting to her ample bust--and matching black jeans for a similar effect on her rump, aiming to try a "tough girl" look tonight. It was unusual, and a bit intimidating for the weak-willed prey she normally lured in, but after her recent success, she decided to try for more challenging game.
Little did she know that was exactly what she'd receive.
It was time...
The skunk made sure to fluff his fur upwards and spray on a good amount of deodoriser before picking up his car keys and making a move to the door, he'd put on a good bit of weight the past week to make sure his plan went to fruition but a whole load of things could still go wrong. He could find that she didn't eat skunk, or his natural odor could break through and put her off, he might even learn that she wasn't the one he was looking for...but that was unlikely, all the evidence linked back to her. Not that the police had listened to him or done much else to help, the force was full of humans and predator species that did nothing to help when it was clear the victim had been eaten.
Eaten...that still wasn't easy for Joshua to accept. That his friend had ended his life in someone's stomach, just fuel for their terrible bodies to melt down and digest like it was nothing, it must have been painful as well in that cramped and boiling hot chamber...The skunk felt a migraine coming on just from thinking about it, although no tears came to his eyes, there'd been too much of that already. Josh made sure to take some pills to deal with the dull pain in his head before opening up the door, looking back at the apartment him and Chris had shared one final time...so many good memories here that had now been poisoned forever with guilt and regret, another thing that the mouse had taken from him.
Josh quietly left the house and got into his car, ready for whatever happened that night and certain that no matter what happened, this would be a night that would change his life.
Applying the last big of blush and gloss, Beth strode out of the door in her best model's strut, her jacket slung over her shoulder. "Yep! Let's hurry up and get to the club, I'm starving." The pair would arrive to find little had changed since last week, even with the disappearances the club remained international waters, everyone knowing that if someone went there and disappeared they were gone, gone to the stomachs of someone stronger, smarter, or faster, and there was little that could be done about it. Much like the trueform micekin served within and throughout the city, the predators would take their due and leave nothing in their wake.
Stepping into the club, Beth and Sasha would find the music tonight of a decided techno-beat, the colored strobes flashing in tune thanks to a particularly inventive DJ who happened to be the only participant barred from the menu. Even the club's staff occasionally vanished down the gullets of the patrons, and there was a Help Wanted sign that was never taken down out front. Serving girls, in particular, were in constant demand, both because of those who were eaten and those who were fired for eating paying customers.Josh arrived at the club just a few minutes after the other two did, parking his car near the entrance for a quick getaway if it was needed, and he had a bad feeling that it would be. There was no way the mouse acted alone in Josh's opinion, so chances are he'd need to lure her away from whoever she was sitting with before he ate.
The skunk made sure to sit within view of the two predators, buying a drink to give himself some liquid courage much like Chris had days prior, but Josh had much different plans for the object of his desires than the cat had.
A coyote...The skunk shuddered a little, having had bad experiences with them in the past...remembering a time during high school when a bully of their species had eaten him in the locker rooms, if it wasn't for the principal hearing the commotion from outside Josh would almost certainly have died that day, trapped inside a hot and pulsating stomach as he was slowly melted into mush. Chris wouldn't wish usually wish that fate on anyone, but then the mouse had already reduced countless creatures to the same fate, so he supposed he could make an exception for her. Didn't mean he had to enjoy it.
"Ordering off the menu?" Beth made a face as she looked at Sasha. "Where's the fun in having someone else bring your dinner out to you?" Drunk off brashness as much as alcohol, the mousette turned her gaze out into the crowd of nubile, writhing forms and laid eyes on a skunk walking in through the door. He looked unsure, nervous--classic prey. Though Beth had gotten her start eating guys who swaggered and strutted, she found that lately her preferences slipped towards those truly out of the depth and unsure of their surroundings. Must make me a true predator at last, she thought, watching the waitress nervously serve Sasha a trueform mouse in a bowl of pretzels. Not prey, like them, she thought.
Josh sat back a little, taking a moment to let all the stress and worry of the past few weeks dissipate for a moment, he was probably gonna need some confidence to take down this mousekin. But then again, maybe she preferred to prey on weak creatures...whatever the case Beth seemed to have his eye on him at the moment, good. Now all Joshua had to do was lure her away from the coyote, who was preoccupied with her own poor meal, and then eat her.
The skunk downed what was left of his drink and took to the dance floor, putting on a relaxed demeanour as he danced, making himself appear vulnerable enough to whoever may be watching.
Beth watched Sasha coo at the little morsel down in her bowl. Perhaps it should have bothered her, seeing another mouse about slip down her friend's throat, but mice were not pack animals; they looked out for themselves first. The little morsel was too weak to stay out of Sasha's belly, and if she'd scouted her prey right, this skunk was too weak to stay out of hers. Leaving the coyote woman to play with her food, she slipped off the stool and sauntered out onto the dance floor, brushing a length of blond hair partly over one eye for a mysterious air.
Coming to the dance floor she began to sway and gyrate her hips, taking genuine pleasure from the throbbing music, the smell of sex and taste of drugs on the air. Beth willed herself into the Bacchanalian gathering, until she disappeared right from where Sasha could see her, fully immersed in a sea of intoxication until she felt her hips bump up against the thighs of the skunk, her prey. "Oh," she gasped, "excuse me."
Josh wasn't taking nearly as much pleasure as Beth was in the hedonistic ritual of drugs and sexual grinding, not with his thumping head, nervousness and hidden grief still festering beneath, but he could pretend for an hour or so until he get what he wanted. “oh, hi” the skunk replied and deftly twirled around, his white-striped tail almost knocking a fox-dog hybrid to the floor as he did “don't think i've seen you here before, you come here often?”
Come here often...could he have thought of a worse pick-up line? No matter, the mousekin seemed much to intoxicated to care for romance, especially since she probably intended to eat him. Letting his eyes running over her curvaceous form Josh was somehow assured that she was indeed the one that had callously devoured Chris a few weeks prior, she definitely had the air of a predator despite being being comparatively small to the large skunk and he also seemed to vaguely remember her hanging about near the weaker patrons of the Velvet curtain. Beth also had a nice plumpness to her that made Josh almost lick his lips in anticipation...and it suddenly hit the skunk that in that moment he really wasn't any better than she was, and for some reason that didn't bother him.
Not one bit.
Beth smiled at the skunk's bumbling. It was oddly endearing, and while she had only one plan in mind for the evening, she supposed it wouldn't hurt to enjoy him first. "Oh, come here very often," she said sultrily, flicking her long tail against the back of his legs--the equivalent to a rump-fondling by hand. "How about you, big fella?" She grinned, "You look someone who knows his way around." A more blatant lie could not have been told, she thought ,but males did love having a woman tell them they were competent and in control, to say nothing of the offering them access to their pants.
And now it came time for the opening move. "Care to dance with me?" She asked.
Josh couldn't help but shiver when he felt Beth's thick, pink tail running along the back of his legs and across his well-toned buttocks, both with arousal and some revulsion that his friend's killer was clearly trying to seduce him. Truth be told, Josh did prefer the male form, but he could certainly make an exception tonight considering the circumstances. “I've been here a few times, so I know my way around pretty well” the skunk grinned “usually I go with a friend but they couldn't be here tonight, so i'm on my own.” Josh was starting to become a bit of a motor-mouth, trying to hide his nervousness and unease behind a wave of conversation, but it didn't seem like Beth cared or even noticed.
And he wasn't a bad dancer either, so at least he had that going for him. “sure, if you can keep up” Josh smiled and pulled the mousekin closer to him, contemplating just eating her here but then remembering that the coyote wasn't too far away, better to do it somewhere private. The skunk twirled Beth's drunken body around a few times, before pulling her in and letting her rest on his fluffy but sturdy tail. It wasn't the most strenuous routine Josh had ever done, but considering his partner for the night was drunk he decided that it didn't really matter. “now, I hope you don't mind if get a little, taste of you” the skunk giggled and leaned in for a kiss, becoming a little reckless with arousal and hunger.
Were she sober, Beth might have noticed the shift in the skunk's tone and movement, how his body language changed to a more confident pose and he went from fumbling little dork to a more calm, collected dancer. Feeling his arms about her, she giggled, leaning her breasts into his chest, oblivious that it had as much effect as an arrow against tank armor. She was in control, so she thought, and she was having FUN. "Ooh, taste away, big fellow," she grinned, "I know I plan on tasting you--and more--before the night's up."
Ominous and obvious as this was, the club was a place where one could get lucky and eaten in equal measures--if not both at once.
Well, there was proof that she was going to eat him if the skunk ever needed it, at least now he didn't have to feel bad about turning the tables and devouring her later on. Josh, deciding to ignore the possible slip up, leaned in and pressed his dry lips against Beth's lipstick caked softer ones, sliding his tongue inside for a little exploration. “mmmm, lovely” he purred, letting his moistened organ slide and twirl around hers, making sure not to drive it in too deep in case Beth didn't like it...although, Josh wasn't entirely sure why he cared about the mouse's feelings, probably a combination of the drink and hormones rising between the both of them. The skunk had to take a moment to remind himself why he was here, and what Beth had done to him and his friend.
Pulling himself back up and taking in a deep, much needed breath, Josh grinned and motioned to a bathroom door off to the side. “wanna head in there?” he whispered “not the cleanest place but it'll do I suppose, unless you wanna go somewhere else?” it would make sense that the mousekin would have a feeding ground, might be more fitting to eat here there.
Never suspecting a thing. Beth playfully wrestled tongues with Josh, even pulling on it as if she might engulf his face mid-kiss. But the club's few rules were clear: all predation with the exception of trueform rodents was to be discreet and private. Drawing back for a breath, she was overtaken by a strong sense of yearning. She HAD to have. Right now.
It was all the more poetic, she mused, when Josh made to introduce her to the bathroom, a rank, musky room of sex and urine that somehow became a palace of romance against the backdrop of the club's seedy atmosphere and indifferent patrons. "In there is fine," she purred, "if you jiggle the handlebar when you close it, no one can open the door from the outside."
This little tidbit of knowledge served as both a safety precaution and a means by which a predator could ensure no outside interference.
“Someone's eager” The skunk grinned “and making sure we won't be disturbed certainly sounds like a good idea, let's get going then.” He placed a hand around the mouse's middle and led her towards the bathroom, ambling around other dancing couples and taking the outside route so Beth's coyote friend wouldn't see them leaving, although a quick glance indicated that she was already a little occupied with her own meal. “try not to bump into anyone, don't want you getting eaten” Josh laughed, actually enjoying the irony of leading a strong predator to her own devourerment, not to mention that he could finally fill that aching emptiness in his belly that he'd let fester for nearly a week. Although the skunk didn't plan on eating anyone after this, he could certainly see the appeal of such a nefarious hobby...
“out” He growled at a rabbit couple snogging in the corner, the sole occupants of the bathroom who quickly ran out when the two appeared, fear evident in their eyes. After they left, Josh made sure to jiggle the handlebar like Beth had instructed, hoping that she was correct in her drunken assurance that they would not be disturbed. “now that we're alone...what say we get down to business?”
Beth watched the rabbits go. She almost wished he hadn't chased them out--it would have been tempting to see if she could cram in three preys at once. Oh well, she thought, I'll just have to be content with this lovely skunk. She heard his stomach growl, how poetic, he was hungry. "I thought you'd never ask." Normally, this was the point where  she pounced--but Beth did find her dinner desirable and wanted to have him fill her in one way before she had him feel her in another.
She tugged off her top, slowly, sensually, letting her heavy breasts fall freely against her chest as she ran her hands down her sides, hooking into her the line of her jeans and sliding them down her wide hips and letting them fall. Presenting her plush, fully nude form to Josh, she smiled, crooking a finger and saying, "come now, I want you inside me soon as possible."
Josh hadn't started with any intention of pleasuring this mouse woman when the night had begun...but seeing those tight jeans slide off her luscious, soft body, exposing her smooth skin and warm folds...he had to admit, it was pretty tempting. “It's a dangerous situation to be putting myself in, but as long as she's feeling the same way I should be alright” the skunk “and I can always eat her after anyway.” With that thought lingering in his head he moved towards Beth, hooking his arm around her thigh and letting his soft-furred paw rest on her plush buttocks, stroking and squeezing the smooth flesh present there.
“you look lovely” Josh whispered and moved to her neck, kissing and biting it just slightly with his sharp incisors while his other paw moved down towards his own jeans, quietly stripping himself with a lot less fanfare than Beth had. “now, let's get started shall we?”
The stronger skunk gently moved Beth towards the back wall, his cock poking it's head out from the thick sheath with a slight bit of pre-cum already forming at the tip, clearly excited at the sight that awaited it in the warm, moist loins of the mouse-woman. With a low growl of pleasure, Josh slowly pushed himself into Beth's body, his hunger and resentment for her overshadowed by his natural instincts, for the moment at least.
Beth gasped, surprised at the forcefulness of the skunk's entering of her. Uncertain and tentative as he may have been on the dance floor, it seemed once his passion took hold he was a true animal. Feeling his hands upon her body, she squeaked, thrusting and gyrating her body against his entering member. "More!" She cried, tossing her head back and swallowing a moan. "I-I want all of you!" The stall the pair occupied began to rock and shake, the thin, graffiti covered walls rattling about the lovemaking within.
“you'll get all of me...more than you'd even hoped for” He growled a little ominously, covering it up with a moan of pleasure as he drove deeper into Beth's folds, furious sexual passion overtaking his previous bumbling incompetence. Once Josh got comfortable with someone and got over his nerves he could be a true animal in every sense of the word. “I love it when you moan” He whispered into Beth's ear, putting one paw behind her back and pulling her towards him at the same time, feeling himself diving deeper and deeper into her warm, moist folds...
The skunk's other paw however moved towards the front of her stomach, rubbing and scratching it almost like one would with a pet, feeling the dense muscle and plumpness present there...and it's where his friend had ended up, Chris couldn't forget that but for now he pushed it to the back of his mind...He didn't want to end up in there himself, after all.
Mmmm," Beth sighed as she felt Josh's paw slid about her stomach, "you like my belly? Most guys want washboard flat models--but I don't want to starve myself." Leaning forward with his next thrust, she nibbled his ear and whispered, "I love to eat." Of course, given how she accomplished said eating, Beth was not lacking in exercise. All things considered, she was happy with her body size, and when Sasha had changed her outfit to accommodate the temporary gain from last week's wolf, she chidingly told her friend not to worry if it threw certain males' interests off--all men looked the same as a kicking lump in the belly.
And speaking of which, her stomach growled, voicing its insistence that she give it what her sex was enjoying--the filling presence of the skunk.
The growling of the stomach again caught Josh's attention, making him remember what he was here for and how easily it could topple if he wasn't careful...still, no reason to ignore the pleasure she was willing to give him so far, and where he was he could easily overpower her if needs be. “hehe, I quite like to eat too...” the skunk whispered, pushing deeper into her sex, the musky and sweet scent of their mixed organs rubbing against each rising and tingling the edges of his mammalian nose. “what sort of things do you eat...people?” Josh laughed, wondering if he could get Beth to admit to her eating of Chris...which was a long shot, even longer was whether or not she even remembered the cat considering everything she'd probably eaten since then, but Josh was prepared to try at least. Then he could be certain that he was eating the right person...and she would know why he was doing it. How sweet.
Beth's answer to Josh's question was a slight nod of the head and a sultry lick of the lips. "What is a person?" She whispered, a warning to the skunk that their foreplay was about to end. "What is a person but food for his betters?" She moaned, arching her back and drawing away but not pulling him out of her. "We're all going to be food for someone someday," she exposed the underlying philosophy of the predators in the club shamelessly and without guilt or fear. Truly, Beth HAD earned her place among their number, that of a remorseless consumer who considered their own consumption an inevitable end to a life of hunger.
"Of course," every muscle in her body, including those gripping onto Josh's member, tensed up, "of course some of us become food sooner than others."
“true” Josh replied before pushing himself deep into the mousekin's depths “even inside the city we're still ruled by the food chain, the stronger eat the weaker, just like it always was.” he stopped a she felt the head of his member tensing and beginning to throb with an intense rocketing, close now to finally cumming. “doesn’t have to be that way though” he continued, holding back the explosion building up inside him for a moment “people don't have to die. You ate a friend of mine...Chris, remember him? Blonde, housecat, sort of impulsive?” before she could respond Josh finally came, the top of his head exploding with white goodness, a wave of pleasure cascading down his spine despite the pain and anger he still felt mentioning his friend. “he might have been...weaker, that night” the skunk continued while taking deep breaths to regain himself “but he still didn't deserve to die like that...but you, you're different. And right now, i'm top of the food chain, so say goodnight mousey.”
And before Beth could even struggle begin to struggle against him, the skunk opened his maw wide, his sharp teeth glistening pearl white and the black cavern of his throat pulsating ravenously, before he enveloped her pretty little head. One paw resting on Beth's stomach and pushing her slightly forward to remove the two from each other, Josh's penis trailing some white sticky fluid as it finally loosened and left the warm mouse-women whose head was now deep in his mouth, with little chance of her escaping.
Beth screamed a primal sound of resistance, not fear, of anger not terror—she was more upset that her subterfuge had been turned against her than frightened for her life. Feeling the teeth and long tongue of the skunk upon her scalp, she struggled, but he held on with a power she hadn’t seen or felt before. That he pulled out of her folds only added further insult to injury, a confirmation of her downgrade from partner to prey.
So she fought, clawed, struggled, but she did not plead or beg—she fought him as one predator against another, and though she felt her face drawn deeper into Josh’s yawning muszzle, though she resisted his body sliding over her own, a small part of Beth experienced only admiration for the skunk managing to beat her at her own game.
In his grip she writhed, a meal fighting its fate and nothing more.
Josh, although some part of him tried not too, took pleasure in the mouse's terrified squirms and sounds, finally getting his revenge in the form of a lovely piece of wriggling meat. “mmm, lovely” he mumbled through full lips, tongue sneaking underneath Beth's chin and into her mouth, exploring the warmth of the mousegirl's insides for a moment before retreating back outside, the skunk remembering that her coyote friend was still around. Throat muscles rippling with previously unused energy, Josh gulped as he hard as he could to bring in more of that delicious form in front of him, coating her in saliva and horrid skunk breath. Josh almost fell sorry for her, almost.
“that's the way things are, She said that herself” the skunk reasoned with a vicious smile, exerting some pressure on his upper jaw which was lying on the back of Beth's neck, not enough to kill but certainly enough to make her aware of the peril she was in. Although judging by the sounds, Beth didn't need any extra information to know that.
Beth felt the skunk's tongue probing in her mouth now, an added humiliation. She felt her face entering the slick, squishy canal of the skunk's throat, feeling his hot flesh envelope her head, her hair slick with saliva and matted against his neck. She thought back to the cat, Chris, and her other previous meals. How many times had she wondered what it'd been like for them? How many times had she seen her throat bulging with the rippling weight of her victims and pondering the experience of being taken whole and completely by a stronger body?
She certainly knew now.
Josh wasn't thinking much as he choked down Beth's lovely body, taking it swallow by swallow and finding it much more difficult than he'd thought it'd be. It wasn't just the fact that he was eating more food at once than he ever had before but the mouse's struggles and trashing about inside him that made it so complicated. However, Josh was well capable of accomplishing such a feat considering his motivations of revenge, and the fact that he actually quite like the taste and feeling of having a living being inside him...
The skunk pushed Beth back against the stall walls in an effort to push her further inside him, the cheap structure almost completely falling apart at the sudden burst of pressure placed on it. Definitely not the best place to have a meal but, Josh reasoned, he could always pick a better location next time....no! This was a one time thing, never again would he do this to another creature.
But a small part of the skunk's brain insisted that yes he would, now that he was caught up in the world of predator and prey it would be almost impossible to leave...but Josh pushed that voice in his brain out and focused on the meal in front of him, tongue snaking down the mousegirl's top and down her spine as he did.
Beth shuddered as she felt the probing of the tongue beneath her clothing, soaking through her fur and into her skin. The elastic tube stretched as she pushed downward. but for all the resistance she put upon it, the gullet flexed back, trapping and pulling the hapless mouse. Ahead of her, she smelled a sour stench of churning gastric fluids, the awaiting stomach at the end of the road, the place she'd sent so many trusting males herself. But Beth's own stomach was doomed to be broken down, and with it, the skunk would inherit the protein of those she'd devoured, taking the dissolved remnants of her previous victims for himself.
Including, ironically, the very cat whose devouring he claimed to be avenging.
the irony seemed to be lost on Josh, for the moment at least, as he continued his relentless swallowing of the delicate but firm mousegirl, lapping up the taste of her soft skin and slighty salty meat. “is that...fear I smell?” the skunk grinned around cheeks bulging out with food “seems the shoe's on the other foot now.” At this point Josh's stomach had already started secreting digesting juices after sensing that the present meal would be a considerably large one, possibly taking days and maybe even weeks for the skunk's body to fully dissolve and absorb it. But he had fate that he could do it...more practice would of certainly made it easier though.
Josh's jaws moved back and forth for the next few minutes, saliva cascading to the toilet floor and mixing with whatever unmentionable liquids were present there, as it slowly worked it's way down Beth's lovely body. First her breasts entered the skunk's mouth, Josh moving his tongue around the Mousekin's back instead of exploring them, having had enough of their slightly sweet taste and with his libido already quenched. Then the stomach came, the skunk thinking for a moment of all the stronger males that had died in there and how there bodies now encompassed the well toned belly itself, doomed to become part of him soon. Not particularly liking the implications of that, Josh moved on to a much nicer part of his meal, Beth's lovely thighs and ass, full of meat and protein and shining with sweat that smelled quite appealing to the mammal devouring her. “would of liked to have more fun with that part of her...but I was lucky enough to get this far” Josh guessed, his tongue running over those luscious rump cheeks for a few moments before he gulped again, moving down slender mouse legs and finally arriving at her cute, kicking feet.
Too late to escape now, already Beth's head would be poking through his sphincter, no doubt getting a face-full of foul acids in the process. “time to go, mousey” Josh grinned and swallowed one last time, pulling in those wriggling toes and sending his meal down to her final destination.
The last swallow came quickly, unexpectedly, dashing what remained of Beth's hope and plans at escape. Before the hapless mousette could think, she had been balled up into the quivering stomach, every inch of her exposed body tingling and burning as the skunk's gastric fluids were soaked into her by the churning muscles. The protrusion in Josh's middle thrashed, muffled screams audible through the wall of flesh and fur, but the lock on the door held well as was evidenced by a few patrons who'd chose to vomit out in the hallway rather than try to force the door.
Still she continued to fight, her struggles aiding the digestive process, inaugurating Josh as one of the predators of the night club and setting him on the beginning of the path which Beth had reached the end of tonight.
The skunk stumbled for a bit as he got used to his increased weight, before falling on the toilet seat and sitting there for a few moments, tongue lolling out and moans erupting from his throat. “god damn, that was incredible” he sighed, loving the scared screams and rubbing of his prey against the stomach walls, as if her thrashings would have any affect on her final fate. Josh rubbed his paws along that enlarged organ bulging out in front of him, gurgling and churning now in earnest as it secreted acids and rolled Beth about within, melting down her body to it's most base components. He'd never felt like this before, this power, not to mention the taste and feeling of reducing a creature inside him into paste...”feels soo goooddd.”
Eventually though, the struggles inside him began to die down and Josh realised that soon he would have to exit the toilet, his massive and happily gurgling belly was obviously going to be a major hindrance in that regard. The fat skunk could barely even fit out the stall door with the increased girth, rippling with every wave of stomach action and some weak wriggles from within. Somehow, Josh knew that despite his earlier misgivings about the process, this would not be his final time eating another person, not when it felt like this.
Sensing the movements of the skunk around her, Beth gave up with a strained moan and a gasp of pain. He was on his way, and she was nothing more than nourishment for a superior predator now. Weakly, her eyes slid shut in the burning dark, and as they did, she had the oddest regret: Sasha, her friend, would never even know what had became of her. She hadn't told the coyote woman of her intended prey, meaning there was no chance of her going on the same revenge spree as Josh.
Well, maybe that was for the best.
Josh opened the door a notch and looked out, seeing a sea of angry faces waiting in line for the bathroom but no coyote, good. “Don't even think about it” he mumbled towards a hungry looking fox as it licked it's lips upon seeing the fattened skunk “not unless you wanna end up like her.” although the scheming canine did stand back, Josh quickly made his away outside and hailed down a cab, looking behind him all the way. He didn't like being this vulnerable, although at the same time he did love the fact that the fox actually listened to him, that hadn't happened before. It felt sort of...empowering.
The denizens of the nightclub knew immediately what had transpired  in the bathroom. Like the fox, the thought of a double-meal crossed many a mind, but the community of predators had rules: only alone and one at a time. The mouse and her coyote friend had amassed a reputation about the bar scene, and seeing one of the infamous pair consumed by this newcomer was far more impressive than his sharp rebuttal of the fox whose cockiness meant he would probably vanish down the gullet of another predator before the skunk made the same journey.
Like water before a battleship they parted, letting the skunk and his gurgling, sloshing girth go on their way, an unsaid initiation ceremony for the latest addition to the ever shrinking community.
Quickly hailing down a taxi, the skunk stumbled inside with his full belly squishing up against the seat with a sickening *squelch*, seemed like his meal was well on it's way to becoming nothing more than belly mush. Luckily, The feline driver seemed to turn a blind eye and quickly stepped on the breaks, confident that Josh wouldn't hurt him since he was already full.
Although he considered it, the skunk ultimately decided to leave the driver alone, images of Chris flooding back into his mind...he'd done good, hadn't he? Avenged his friend, taken out a dangerous predator, but Josh also knew that he'd opened up something he'd rather never have known about. This meat and the mind games that had led to him obtaining it was intoxicating, especially to someone who had considered himself a prey creature for so long...somehow, Josh knew that he'd back in the club within a week or so, looking out for more animals to devour.
It was only nature, after all, he smiled and lay back with his arms behind his head in bliss.
Chapter four
After an hour trying to scramble up the side of his prison, Sam had finally given up out of exhaustion, and instead the little brown and white trueform mousekin, colored like brown sugar and milk, tried to make himself unnoticeable. Burrowing down into the chopped bits of pretzels, he prayed that he'd go unnoticed for the evening and be thrown into the trash where he could nibble through the bag and escape when dragged to the alley. It didn't help that he kept himself cleaner than most others, or that he'd managed to both eat and exercise well, giving him a firm, trim body that would draw the attention of females, predators, and predatory females as the cat who worked the kitchen had seriously considered keeping him for herself when she saw. But in his first bit of luck that evening, the bar owner had walked in and barked at her to hurry up and serve him, and to stop "playing with someone else's food."
Much like the others, Sasha was also getting ready although she was dressed much more casually than Beth, not intent on attracting any prey tonight, She was simply tagging along and making sure the mouse was safe and didn't go over her head in terms of food. Of course, alcohol and maybe some smaller creatures would almost certainly be consumed, but bigger animals were off the menu until she shed the fat gained from a wolf that she'd for dinner a week ago. "Boy, did he kick and struggle" Sasha giggled "pretty pathetic end for a wolf, guess he did have the last laugh though...ruining my figure..."
The coyotekin put on a light brown jacket that melded in with her fur and showed a little bit of cleavage, not wanting to steal her friend's thunder. "Beth!" She called out "you ready yet?"
Down in his bowl of pretzels, Sam tried not to listen to the sounds of his fellow mice being consumed. It was of a particular cruelty that the bowls were set out one to a stool, so as tempt patrons into sitting down and ordering some drinks to wash down their snacks. Every so often he'd heard a squeak cut off by a gulp, and at one point, he happened to catch sight of a particularly drunk vixen cackling with her mouth open and an unlucky mouse bouncing about her tongue amidst a slosh of beer and chewed pretzel. Sadly, the poor fellow hadn't been thrown clear like the bits and pieces of food and alcohol. Up went her tongue, back went her head, and he vanished as a heavy lump down her cream-colored throat, a loud, obnoxious belch for a eulogy.
But he did catch sight of the clock. Two more hours till the bar closes, Sam hoped, please, let nobody sit down in the next two hours!
Sandra sat opposite of Beth, breathing in the thick scent of the mousekin's perfume tinted with her own enticing natural smell, quite an aroma that was sure to attract some horny clubbers. "Speaking of aromas" The coyote smile led as she spotted the meaty looking skunk drinking alone not too far away from them, averting his eyes as she stared gleefully at him. "Someone's got their eye on you Beth, skunk, in his twenties, looks tasty enough...can't smell him from over here either, that's definitely a bonus."
Sasha didn't have much love for skunks, finding their meat a little too soft for her liking added to the obvious problem of their strong scents, but Beth seemed like the kind of mouse that'd eat just about anything. "I'm gonna stay here and have something small" she continued before picking up the quite sparse menu, it certainly wasn't a restaurant but the club was one of the few establishments that served live prey, of course it was always coded on the menu but Sasha knew just what look for and had no trouble ordering. She contemplated maybe having a lizard drenched in sauce, or even a bowl of snake noodles, but then Sasha remembered the trueform mouse she'd had not too long ago. Oh how tasty he was...and how sweet the terrified expression was priceless on his face as the coyote toyed with him, the memory alone made her stomach rumble loudly. "I'll have the pretzels with the um, special ingredient, make sure it's one of those mice" Sasha ordered, pulling the serving girl close to her to whisper the last remark. The girl, a mousekin herself, seemed terrified when brought closer to the coyote's mouth...poor thing. But that's how the world worked as far as the coyote was concerned.
Sam begged and pleaded the mousekin waitress who carried him not to go through with it, but she needed her job or feared her boss more than she cared about serving another of her kind. Several times during the trip he was jostled about, buried beneath the pretzels like a stack of logs on a lumber flow. She set him down with a jarring vibration, and judging by the nervous expression on her white furred face, in front of someone dangerous. Nerve breaking, Sam dug deeper, down to the very bottom of the pretzels in the vain hope whoever ordered him wouldn't find him.
Sasha smiled a little forcibly at Beth's comments, the mouse was getting drunk and therefore a little annoying, not to mention reckless. The coyote would have to keep a careful eye on her and make sure that she didn't go off with something that could easily overpower her small frame..the skunk seemed okay though, not too strong or imposing, not all that appetising to Sasha either...but each to their own. “I like ordering off the menu, nice, prepared and fattened up prey, what's not to like?” The coyote grinend and leaned over, licking the front of her sharp canines as she looked at the lovely specimen trying to hide beneath the pretzels.
“hey little guy” Sasha whispered, not particularly caring if the other patrons could hear her “you're a cutie, aren't you?”
A shadow fell over the bowl, Sam whimpering as he saw a pointed, canine face swivel into view overhead. A coyote--female, and beautiful, loomed over the bowl, her striking, pretty face displaying equal parts hunger and amusement. Every instinct in his body screamed to hide and run, even if he had nowhere to go. He heard her speak to him, her voice soft despite being louder than any his own would be if he shouted. "C-cute?" He squeaked, pausing, "I-I--uh, thank you." By now, all Sasha would see would be a little brown face peeping out below, his nose twitching as he took in the scent of the predator's honeyed scent intermixed with her perfume.
Leaning over as she was, Sam also caught sight of Sasha's cleavage peeping below her top, causing him to swallow hard, his eyes lingering on the supple hint of her rounded, soft breasts. Though of a different species and not as suicidally libidinous as her peeping Tom, the forms still found attraction in one another, though predators tended to view their prey as attractive in the manner of a well-decorated cake, or in Sam's case, a piece of candy. "You're very pretty," said cake offered weakly.
The coyote had to giggle a little at the obviously flustered and terrified mouse, a fight emerging between his libido and natural fear of the large predator, a common thread running through Sasha's prey it would seem. “Thank you” She replied, pretending to be bashful with a blush forming on her cheeks “you're too kind, won't stop me eating you though...”
She let the words hang in the air for a moment, making sure the gravity of the statement fell on Sam like a weight and assured the little mouse that was indeed, just a snack for the massive coyote. “Now come out from under there and let me get a good luck at you, I promise it'll be painless” Sasha whispered, silky tongue coiling out from her red lips and crawling along the sharp incisors, making them glisten with sticky saliva. Now she was showing a much different side to her personality, one of harsh realism and predator dominance, the mouse was simply a tasty snack that would provide only momentary substance for the gigantic coyote and she would be certain to take pleasure in devouring him. “I mean, my belly won't be pleasant, that's for sure” Sasha continued in a conversational tone “But I won't bite. There's no fun in that.”

Sam shuddered as heard the coyote woman's words: powerful, dominant, but honest, he thought with a sigh. Dignity in the face of death was not something rodents valued--if they had to weep, scrabble over each other and beg and plead to survive, so be it. But feeling the hard plastic of the bottom of the pretzel bowl he realized there was no escape, nothing he could do to get away from her sharp, hungry gaze. She could take him at any moment and no hiding or weak resistance on his part could change the fact.

At least I'll get a better look at those knockers this way, he thought, pulling himself up through the weave of pretzels until he stood fully exposed and vulnerable upon the surface of the breaded and salted sea, gazing up at Sasha's impassive face. "You're going to eat me," he said softly, voice warbling, "I know that. But...can we at least talk a bit first?" He turned his head slightly, noticing that the coyote had no apparent companions "I see you're all alone."

Sasha was somewhat surprised at the mouse's demeanour, not exactly confident but then not altogether scared either, perhaps he was planning an escape...or maybe he just wanted to have his voice heard before the coyote snacked on him. Whatever the case, Sasha was more than willing to talk and torture the poor creature with just her words, she was particularly skilled when it came to that regard. “fine” the coyote said after after taking a moment to consider the offer “I suppose we could talk, just don't try and run away.”

Sasha reached out a claw and gently ran it along Sam's stomach, tickling him into a false sense of security and feeling his well-fed plumpness. “I'm not completely alone, my friend's just gone off to find some bigger prey...i'm perfectly content with you. Nice and plump and all too cute, what's not to like?”

The mouse actually seemed quite nice, certainly more courteous and polite than his usual brethren, although perhaps he was simply putting it on in the hope that Sasha didn't eat him. "what's your deal anyway, how did a cutie like you end up on my plate?"

Sam squirmed against the probing claw along his belly, aware of how she could turn it a centimeter to the side and filet him alive in a second. But at the same time he felt a tingle of electricity rocket up his spine--scary though she was, the coyote girl could make a male feel warm and fuzzy as easy as terrified. He was actually surprised when she spoke to him, responding to his request rather than stuffing his squirming body into her mouth. "I got caught in a trap," he said simply. "Should have seen it, but I was hungry, and it was the first piece of cheese I'd seen in forever, and well." He shrugged, "no matter how experienced or clever you think you are, you'll always slip up someday."

He didn't know it, but his words would be prophetic by the end of the night in regards to Beth.

Smiling sadly, Sam looked up at Sasha wistfully, "I know you're just playing with me--but thanks for agreeing to talk. You don't know what it's like to be ignored your whole life. Funny how I finally get noticed right when it's about to end."

But Sasha did know what it was like to be ignored, being a female in a male dominated pack had taught her everything she needed to know about that, it was part of the reason she'd moved up here and become a predator in the first place. “You're right you know” the coyote sighed after a moment of thinking “i'll probably slip up someday as well and end my life in someone's stomach...but at least by then i'll have asserted my dominance and made an impact here from all the prey creatures I eat, that's all I really wanted to do.”

It was quite strange to be having such a conversation with a creature that amounted to nothing more than a snack, but Sasha didn't get much of a chance to chat about her feelings like this, so she had a tendency to jump on the chance when it appeared. “i'm sorry you won't get that chance” Sasha continued, her smile beginning to return “being a trueform and everything...but at least you ended your life doing something good, becoming food for me.” her concept of “good” was clearly different than Sam's, but then she was at least 5 feet taller than he was so it was hardly unexpected. “anyway, unless you've got something else to say, I'd like to get on with my dinner...”

Sam didn't know how much sympathy the giantess held for her lowly meal, but it let himself believe the smile to be genuine for his own comfort. "I won't hold you up," he sighed, sitting down in reservation. "But can I at least know the name of the one I'm about to end up inside of?" He smiled, "I'm Sam, by the way. Don't trouble yourself trying to remember it, but my mother always told me to give a lady my name before asking hers." 
“Sasha” the coyote replied with a soft grin, finding that she was actually enjoying her chat with the kind mouse, he was a lot more dignified when facing death than most of his kin had been, although Sasha wondered if that would last once he was trapped in her iron jaws. “Sam...that's a lovely name actually, suits you pretty well” she continued, tenderly stroking the trueform's clean head fur again, making sure not to press down to hard and hurt the poor creature. “you are just a snack, don't forget that. But if things we're different I'd certainly like you as a pet, or at least to give you a bit of pleasure before you finish up in my belly.”

Sasha then moved her hand's around Sam's plump middle, tongue coiling out and running along the front of her incisors again, making them glisten savagely. “it isn't that bad really, it's more the fear that makes it such a horrible experience, without that you might even find it...pleasant.”

although judging by her grin, that was probably some sort of twisted joke.

"You have a pretty name yourself," Sam replied, feeling the smooth, claw-tipped end of Sasha's fingers sliding over him. He shuddered as she squeezed him, chilled as she licked her lips again. He knew this was nothing but an effort to wet her appetite, but in a way it was almost possible to forget the fear and the knowledge of his impending consumption. Predator or not, he had the full attention of a dangerous beauty of a female. He was the only thing on her mind right now, even if she was thinking about food.

"Maybe I can give you a bit of pleasure instead?" He offered with a little, nervous chirr, the anxious proposition of a boy asking out the girl next door. "I mean, why do I have to just be a quick snack?" He nuzzled into her hand, "your friend is out having fun--shouldn't you have some too?" He kissed her palm like a servant to royalty, a pet to its master.

Sasha quickly pulled her paw away from the mouse, not from disgust but more surprise, not really used to this sort of attention from any creature, let alone something that she normally considered a snack. “...maybe” the coyote finally responded after a moment of silence “you are very nice, much more respectful than most creatures i've met around here. Really, you have every quality I'd expect in a mate, except for size of course” she cocked a sly smile at that last sentence, making it clear that by “size” she meant more than just height. 

Was she really considering sparing this creature? And then having him pleasure her afterwards? Sasha truly was going crazy, it would seem. “alright listen...i'm gonna swallow you okay?” She whispered, bending down and gently tugging Sam's cute little ear closer to her jaws “then i'll go to the bathroom, or the alley or somewhere away from all these people, and spit you out. Can't have any of the people here seeing me going outside with you...but trust me sammy, when we get home you're going to have the best night of your life.”

Sam's eyes widened but not in shock as Sasha spoke. It'd been a given that he would end the night slipping down her throat, but it genuinely surprised him to hear her mention that he would actually survive the night. "Okay," he replied softly with a shaky nod. "You have a lovely mouth and a pretty throat, Miss Coyote," he smiled nervously, "I'll certain enjoy getting a closer look."

“alright...I'll be gentle, so don't worry” the coyote whispered a little tensely, sure Sam didn't seem worried right now, if anything he was almost willing, but creatures like him had a tendency to change when they were actually in a stomach. And Sasha didn't want to cause him any alarm, especially if he was going to please her that night and maybe even become a permanent companions afterwards...

Nonetheless, she still planned on swallowing him, and so without another word she opened her jaws and moved them towards the little mouse in her paws, hot canine breath washing over his little form. If Sasha knew anything it was her own stomach, and she guessed that Sam had...probably two minutes, maybe three inside her belly considering how soft and delicate he felt when she squeezed. Sasha's stomach acids would of ripped him apart if she was actually planning on digesting him...and they still very well could if she wasn't careful. So with that pressure now weighing on her mind, the coyote quickly closed her jaws around the tiny creature, her lips pursed out in a kissing expression with his little legs and tail wriggling outside, the rest of his body buried within. A quick slurp brought the rest of Sam inside, Sasha not being able to resist pushing him around a little before she swallowed...he was certainly delicous, after all.

Sam gulped visibly as he watched the sensual mouth near him, Sasha's soft lips closing around his body, his heart beating in his ears as he was plunged into hot, humid darkness. Somewhere in the back of his mind her promise resonated with him, but he couldn't help but wonder if she promised him this to make him more willing. No, she didn't seem the time to want willing, passive prey, but he couldn't help squirming as he felt the incredible pressure of her lips and jaws, knowing she could bite him in half with the slightest pressure.

Ears popping, he was pulled forward into the coyote woman's mouth, feeling smooth, wet carpet of her tongue beneath him. Pushed about in the dark, he felt her taste him, wondering how he was. Sam felt the tongue rise beneath him, heart leaping into his throat as he slid forward into hers, falling into the wet, squishy chute before an audible gluck sounded in his ears, propelling him down a tight, squeezing tube.

Sam was indeed delicous, salty and tender, not to mention delightfully plump. A really lovely meal that Sasha would certainly have enjoyed churning and digesting into fat, but of course that wasn't going to happen tonight if she was careful. The coyote had seen a little bit of fear in his eyes before her jaws clamped around him, but there didn't see to be much struggling now...good, she didn't want Sam to fear her in anyway. "Mmmm" Sasha groaned with a quick smack of her lips and a pat of her stomach as the mouse slipped inside, hardly the most filling meal but certainly welcome.

Still, there was no time to lose. And so Sasha began walking towards the kitchen door. Only to find her way blocked by a wolfen bouncer. "Um...hello? Listen I need to get some fresh air right? So just let me pass" but the large predator didn't move and instead held out his hand. "You didn't pay for that mouse, new policy: pay at your table or we call someone in."

Sasha growled a little and fumbled for her purse...she didn't have time for this. Every second counted... 

Sam slid downward, feeling the gentle iris of each layer of muscle in Sasha's throat open and shut to usher him deeper. It was pitch black, but he kept his eyes closed form the flecks of saliva straying into them. Fear gripped him, as it had gripped anyone who took this journey, but at the same time, he couldn't help but picture the body surrounding him, the feminine physique constituting his prison. Her lovely face, striking eyes, full breasts--even if his fate were to be broken down in the awaiting stomach below, Sam took some comfort knowing he would be added to the body of such a lovely lady.

He heard the beating of her heat, the compressing rush of her lungs as he passed through her chest, only to be squeezed out into the awaiting chamber of her belly. His body tingled, but the mouse ignored it, sitting upright with a strained gasp as it sank in where he was and what was about to happen.

It had finally happened. He'd been eaten. The chamber echoed with a distant, dull thud, to slow and single to be the heartbeat. Sasha had patted her tummy. She liked him, found him filling. A ray of gratitude cut briefly through the cloud of Sam's murky fear: she had enjoyed him, and settled back against the rippling wall, feeling the swinging pendulum motion of her belly as she began to walk.

No matter what happened now, Sam thought, he could be satisfied in knowing he had provided her with some satisfaction.

Sasha was a lot less relaxed than Sam, fumbling for her purse and money as the bouncer waited with his hand outstretched, the coyote getting visibly more panicked as the moments went on. The mouse inside her didn't seem to be struggling at all, maybe he just enjoyed it in there or...no, she didn't do anything that would of hurt him. Her stomach acids on the other hand would be lethal if they got close to him. 

“here, take it” she growled as she finally picked out a $20 bill and pushed it into the wolf's massive furred hands, being very tempted to wrestle him to the ground and into her jaws...but no, right now Sam was her main priority. “you know...” Sasha thought to herself as she anxiously made for the back alley “that's the first time i've ever thought of eating someone to get rid of them.” and she wasn't quite sure how to feel about that. 

As soon as the coyote was outside, she tensed her stomach muscles in quite an experienced and talented way, her belly rippling and a single, tiny bulge moving up her throat. When Sam reached her mouth Sasha could feel a thin, sour taste on his body, stomach acid. Fearing and the worst and taking a moment to prepare herself in case she was right, the coyote held out both her hands and spat the small animal out into the night-time air.

As if being awoken from a long sleep, Sam returned to consciousness as he felt a cold rush of air sweeping over his body as he was roughly pulled from the warm, moist depth of the coyote’s belly. Did I make her sick, he thought dazedly as he flew into her mouth, watching her teeth flash by, her tongue undulate below, and his round, wet form splatting into Sasha’s awaiting palms along with a wave of bile and the remnants of what he hoped were not fellow mice.

His throat burned—he’d inhaled some acid, but it didn’t seem to be too badly damaged. He coughed, hacked, curling up with a shudder and a whimper. Even though he should have logically known that his release meant she didn’t intend to hurt him, the mouse had been shaken up by the violent treatment of Sasha’s digestive process and regurgative action, a process neither cruel nor compassionate, an act of nature and biology.

“S-so you didn’t want to keep me down?” He wheezed out a joke, “or was I that bad?”

Sasha''s heart sank as she looked down at the mouse's still and moist body marinated in so much stomach acid and pieces of food, before brightening as he coughed up whatever substances he had ingested and regained consciousness. “on the contrary, you were quite delicous” the coyote giggled and held Sam up to her cheek slowly rubbing him against her soft and warm fur, loving his warmness so close to her now. “sorry, it as a bit of a close call..guy started giving me trouble” Sasha explained, the mouse's hairs mingling with hers on impact, static electricity working it's way between them as they cuddled, Sasha eventually breaking the hold and coughing a little. “ahem, you wanna stay out here for a bit? Nice night after all...”

Sam sighed as he felt Sahsa's warm fur rubbing against him, jumping at the pop of static but finding it a tingling pleasure. "I definitely like your exterior better than your interior," he joked. But as she pulled him back, he looked down at his fur, tried to wring himself, embarrassed at his unkempt appearance despite it being a result of events he had no control over. "A little night air would be wonderful," he smiled warmly in response to Sasha's question as he continued to shake himself off. "A bath, even more so."

“I could give you a bath, just stay still and try not to look so tasty” she let a good humoured smile and rolled out her long, canine tongue before bringing Sam closer to her closed lips. The coyote then licked the little mouse in her hands, cringing a little at the sour taste and slight numbing sensation on her tongue but continuing nonetheless, somewhat surprised at the power of her own digestive acids. Sasha knew they were powerful, but she didn't think it was up to that degree. “Now, is that better?” she finally said, the mouse looking a little drowned and soaked, but clean at least “it'll do for now, when were home I'll fill up a cup and you can bathe in that.” 

The coyote had to stop for a moment to laugh at the ridiculousness of the situation. Here she was, top of the food chain in a city full of predators and yet cuddling, and even offering to bring home, a tiny little mouse. “this is not the sort of situation I though I'd end up in” Sasha whispered and plopped Sam onto her shoulder as she went to sit down on the cold ground “but you know, it's quite nice to be saving someone, rather than killing them.”

Nearing the coyote's mouth, her tongue lolled out, Sam felt his fear briefly return, only to dissolve in a glow of safety and compassion as he felt her tongue caress over him, wiping away the pain. Chirring, he leaned into the cleaning, and when she set him down on her shoulder, he scrambled across to her collar bone, snuggling into the ruff of Sasha's neck, planting a gentle kiss through her fur straight onto her soft skin. "I knew you were kind and nice deep down inside." He paused, then chuckled, "and believe me, I should know."

Sasha murred a little when the mouse rubbed deep into her and kissed her gently, surprisingly well for such a small creature, Sasha had to wonder what else he could do with that mouth of his. But the coyote was sure that she would find out eventually. “I’m not that nice” she giggled “I mean, I did almost digest you after all” her ears fell down a bit and she looked away “you know, i've been thinking about changing. I haven't eaten anyone in nearly two weeks, which is further than I’ve ever gone since I moved to this stinking city.” Sasha said the last remark with a low growl before turning back to the mouse “sorry, I don't really get to talk too much like this. Beth's great, but she isn't the warmest person alive.”

Her tongue rolled out again, but this time only the tip grazed Sam under his chin, tickling him gently rather than full on soaking him in drool. “wonder how she'll react to me bringing me home, probably not well, but fuck her” Sasha laughed.

From where he sat, Sam felt Sasha's growl moreso than he felt it. "We mice tend to not form particularly strong bonds," he admitted, "I don't know if you friend will like seeing another rodent. But then, I'm kind of small," he shrugged innocently, "maybe she won't notice?" He kissed her again, "or maybe you can just swallow me down when she's around, hide me inside of you." He looked up at her neck--the soft fur and warm skin of her throat was certainly more pleasant to feel on the outside.

“nah, I think i'm done with eating living creatures for now though, it's become a bit of an addiction” she smiled warmly “not to mention dangerous, i've had a few close calls before.” Sasha didn't really feel like eating any animals on account of Sam as well, there was still a little bit of temptation for his soft flesh festering inside her and the last thing she wanted to do was tempt it out further. “I'll just have to tell her out straight” the coyote finally decided with a light shrug that almost sent Sam tumbling over “and if she doesn’t like it, then fuck her.” After a few minutes sitting together with the mouse on her shoulder, enjoying the warmth and lovely smell he was giving off, Sasha sat back up and stretched her legs. “getting a little bit cold, we should go back inside. You can hide in my shirt if you want.” from her grin it was clear what the coyote was suggesting, that Sam could crawl around her breasts while she milled around the unsuspecting patron, an idea that was strangely arousing to the canine. 

Sam brightened eagerly. "Would have liked being there the first time, Miss Coyote." He slid down the front her front, stopping just shy of Sasha's neckline, looking up at her in trepidation and uncertainty. Enticing though the plush cleavage was, the mouse didn't want to just dive right in, even with the invitation. He hovered at the edge of her chest, looking up at her expectantly for a sign of encouragement or gesture for him to move deeper. He flushed, embarrassed, "you, ah, you have a very lovely chest, madam." He floundered like a school boy asking for a first date.

“Thank you, and call me Sasha” the coyote giggled, tickling Sam under the chin like the cute little creature he was. Realising that the mouse was embarrassed, Sasha put a claw on his back and gently pushed him inside, gasping a little at the feeling of his soft and clean fur rubbing against her mammalian orbs, tiny feet stumbling about on organs which, to him, must have been like celestial beings. “ooh, you feel great in there” Sasha gasped, careful to keep her arms at her side to prevent crushing the poor creature between her boobs, that would be sad, not to mention messy. “you need anything, just make a sound” she whispered one last time before going to make her way back inside.

Sam shuddered with pleasure as he slid down the valley of Sasha's chest, swallowed whole a second time that night. "Much better," he chirred, head swimming in hormonal pleasure, his body tingling from head to toe as he was immersed in her compressed bosom. The worry of being crushed to death by her breasts never crossed his mind once, and if it had, the mouse would have thought only what a sensual way to go it would be, certainly far more pleasant than how the majority of his kind checked out.

Snuggling deeper, he nuzzled the soft wall to his right, pecking through her soft underbelly fur with a kiss. Once again he was immersed fully by the body of a predator, but this time he felt no fear, only affection. "I already have everything I could want," he answered softly. 
Sasha tried not let the pleasure and ecstasy she was feeling show on her face as she went to sit back down, looking around for her mousey friend. “hmm, where is she?” the coyote wondered before letting out a little gasp as the mouse squirmed a little and kissed her stomach with surprising intensity “ooh, think I might just head home...Beth should be fine on her own.” some part of Sasha did tell her that it was bad idea, that leaving her friend alone like this would lead to something bad happening, but a combination of the alcohol and exhilaration from Sam's wriggles were overriding the coyote's common sense right now. “I'll just send her a text, and then be on my way...she's enjoying herself with some poor sod anyway” Sasha thought with a smile, before realising that everyone in the club seemed to be sneaking glances at her and shaking their heads. Must have found out about her and Sam, she didn't really mind though, Sasha had no real intention of coming back here after tonight.

Texting a quick message to Beth's phone, which right now was buried deep in her pants pocket on the bathroom floor, and got up to leave. Tucking her shirt in and holding a paw underneath her belly to prevent Sam slipping out.
Curling up in the safe, dark warmth under the coyote girl's shirt, Sam dosed off with a happy sigh, the space between Sasha's breasts as welcome as any burrow beneath the earth. He breathed her scent in, heard her heartbeating reassuringly from behind, slowing his own breath, he tried to match it. Leaning his head back into the welcome softness of her fur, Sam closed his eyes, allowing himself a quick nap to recover for what he suspected to be a long night to come.
Sasha left the club almost as quickly as Josh did, finding the stares and hushed whispers were starting to become a little uncomfortable, so what if she had a mouse boyfriend now? Didn't make her any less of a person. Although some part of the coyote's mind did register that it wasn't about that, but about the absence of her friend now melting away in a skunk's stomach. Sasha pushed those thoughts away though and quickly got into a Taxi, ready for the ride home. 

Petting the soft bulge on her tummy, she could feel Sam's body slowly expanding and contracting as his soft breaths were released outwards, seemed he was sleeping. How cute. 

In no time at all, the duo were outside Sasha' apartment that she had shared with Beth, ready for a night full of exquisite lovemaking.
Sam would awake to the sound of Sasha's door opening and closing as she entered her apartment, his sensitive ears ever alert even in such a blissful, relaxed state. Years of life as prey did not change overnight. But he was curious to see where they were, and grabbing one handhold of fur at a time, worked his way up her top until his face peeped out of Sasha's cleavage to survey her surroundings. "Nice digs," he complimented.
"thanks" Sasha laughed and leaned her head down to give the top of Sam's head an affectionate lick "I was thinking of moving out actually, going somewhere down in the country..you could come with me if you want." it would be nice, just the two of them living far away from the predatory city life and Sasha's own enemies that she'd made during that time. "you want a drink or something?"
Sam licked his lips, stretching upward to get as most of her kiss as possible. "A bit of water would be nice." He tried not to let the scratchiness in his voice show--he'd inhaled a bit of stomach acid during his short stay in Sasha's belly. "Country life," he mused, "never been outside the city--or even the block of the club." Two-inch tall mice did not travel very far, the goals centered on finding food, shelter from predators and mates in that order. Nor did any with wanderlust last long, as Sasha's last trueform meal had learned when he'd ventured from his hole to the object of his admiration.
“furthest I’ve ever been is the desert up north” Sasha said, noticing the crack in his voice but deciding not to ask about it since she could already guess what was causing it, before getting up to fill a small bowl of water and placing it in front of Sam. “don't think I’ve ever lived in a place full of grass and farms” the coyote continued “should be nice.” the thought of it being full of cows and sheep dogs also crossed Sasha's mind...but she quickly shoved those out of her mind, she was a changed girl now, no more eating people. 

“anyway” She finally said after a moment of thinking to herself “well have each other, so it can't be all that bad.”
Sam nodded, lapping up the bowl of water eagerly. The soothing water running down his throat was heavenly, the cool wetness balm against the sore flesh. After drinking his fill, he looked up at her with unmistakable desire, smiling, still nervous, as if he hadn't just ridden home in her bra. "If it's not too impudent of me to ask," he said, "how many guys have you, y'know, dated? Dated but didn't eat, I mean." He moved around in front of the bowl and sat down, the meaning clear: nothing would come between them.
Sasha sat back a little to think...Men she'd dated but hadn't eaten afterwards, that was quite a small number actually. the coyote was literally a man eater. "two, no three" She corrected herself "A fox, coyote, and a cat, they shouldn't bother us too much though." The coyote was miles away in the arid desert land, the fox hadn't been aware of her predatory habits at the time and certainly wouldn't be chasing after them now that he was, and the cat...well he might be a problem, the only reason Sasha hadn't eaten him was because she wasn't particularly fond of eating housecats, but she'd certainly given him a good scare so the chances of him coming back were quite low even if she was planning on changing her diet. "I wouldn't worry too much about them, you're safe with me." 

The coyote looked at her watched and realised it was getting quite late and Beth still hadn't come home, perhaps she went home with that skunk to enjoy and them eat him there, Sasha couldn't exactly understand why she'd lay with a skunk but each to their own. She was happy with her little, rodent mate. "so, you wanna head to the bedroom now?"
"Bedroom?" Sam gulped his last bit of water hard. The thought of an amorous evening with a woman a thousand times his size hadn't quite sunk in yet. Her body rose above him in a sensual landscape. He'd been inside of it before--as a morsel of food, narrowly escaping the fate of digestion. But would that have been so bad? He gazed at the goddess, imagining himself breaking down and being absorbed into her voluptuous curves and preserved in as an addition to the beauty of her form.

But on the other hand, sex was a lot better than dying. "I can't wait," he beamed up at Sasha.
"neither can I" the coyote smiled, catching Sam peering at her stomach in an almost longing manner...perhaps he actually enjoyed being in there, Sasha had eaten prey before that seemed to enjoy the trip, which always freaked her out a little but nonetheless, it was time to begin the night's festivities. "C'mon then" she continued and plucked the little mousekin with two fingers, cradling him in her hands and ferrying him into the next room where she slept. It was quite messy, Sasha hadn't been expecting to take a mate home tonight but she didn't think Sam would mind anyway, he was a rodent after all.
Sam didn't mind. Disheveled rooms were a welcome sight to a mouse--plenty of places to hide. She couldn't have given him a more luxurious sight. Curled in her hands, he continued to smile the whole way, unable to believe his luck of tonight. "Um, Sasha," he ventured, "there's something I gotta admit before we, uh, start." He flushed, embarrassed, "this is my first time. Unbelievable for a mouse, I know, but every time I almost got serious with a girl, she, well, got eaten."
“really?” Sasha exclaimed, somewhat surprised considering her past experiences with rodents and the fact that Sam smelt so fresh, it didn't bother her much though. “well, I don't mind, just follow your instincts. And uh, sorry about your girlfriends.” the coyote didn't quite know how to react to that, she'd never had a friend eaten before let alone several but she assumed it was treated the same as in the anthrokin world, a terrible tragedy except for the lucky predator. “but, let's get started shall we?” Sasha smiiled again, showing off those beautiful white teeth that almost certainly would of been Sam's last sight were he any other mouse. But then he wasn't just any other mouse, he was the luckiest one in the city right now.
Sam nuzzled against Sasha's fingers before looking up with an expectant nod. "My instincts won't be much help--they'd tell me to run from the giant, beautiful coyote woman." He sat back in her palm, beaming a smile so as not to let her think he was afraid or unwilling to go through with this at least.
"well, you could do two things" she smiled to herself with rising anticipation before parting the mouse's legs with a little claw and showcasing his best feature for her to see "you could stick that thing inside me, might be a little small though...or you could simply, rummage around inside me." Sasha began to work her way out of her tight clothes, showing her own naked form for Sam to marvel at.
Held in her hand as he was, Sam had a front-row seat to Sasha's undressing, too enraptured to feel the slightest inadequacy at her joke about his diminutive malehood. Truth be told, he would have had to agree were he not held in rapt awe as her mountainous breasts were freed, twin peaks of fur and flesh begging to be climbed, mounted above her enticingly voluptuous torso and wide hips. As she slid her pants and underwear off, his nose flared, drinking in her scent and the feminine glory nestled between her generous thighs.

In spite of its devaluation, Little Sam stood up at full attention, eager to accept the challenge of plumbing the depths of the giantess. "I'll give it my best shot," he whispered.

Sasha smiled and laid back down on the bed with her leg's spread wide apart, furry womanhood peeking out and enticing Sam to explore with it's own brand of exotic pheromones. "then go ahead" the coyote replied and lightly scratched the side of Sam's head with her big toe, the clear size difference becoming increasingly obvious although less meaningful to Sasha as she thought of him plowing into her or plunging her feminine depths. She shivered, the idea alone turning her on. "just have fun, I know I will."
Timid as he was in a predator's grasp, the mouse's prey instincts--honed to put mating almost above survival--spurred him to scamper up between Sasha's legs eagerly, her legs forming a pair of twin furred walls on either side of him, narrowing down to the V of her crotch where her pink lips peered between her thicker pubic fur. Close as he was to the edge, he felt her heat washing over him like the sweltering air of a jungle, inviting him to clamor inside and explore. Down where he was, the mouse couldn't even see Sasha's head, let alone face--the sheer difference in scale slammed into him. This woman, so large that she'd swallowed him whole, was about to take him inside of herself in a much different, yet perhaps equally intimate manner.

He put his paws up to Sasha's labia, sliding his fingers gently along her quivering lips, wondering if she'd feel his touch. Sam didn't fear being crushed so much as failing to please this giantess, no, goddess, who'd granted him permission to her inner femininity. Sam leaned in for a taste, running his tongue along the inner surface of her sex, tasting one who had been tasting him for much different reasons less than an hour ago.
Sasha could only sit back and wait, eagerly anticipating the mouse shoving himself into her inner folds. She wondered what he'd be like, in her experience his kin tended to be quite sloppy and focused more on impregnation than simply enjoying the moment, But Sasha felt that Sam would be different. He seemed to be sweeter than the others she'd had before, more caring, softer, more inclined to care for her own pleasure along with his own. The coyote's intuition was proven right when he skittered closer towards her labia, barely even noticeable through the bump of her well fed belly, fat from months of predation and giving Sasha more reason than ever to stop feeding her habit. 

“ooooh, that feels good” the coyote moaned when she felt that soft, sweet tongue running along the outside of her most precious and sensitive organ, her hips bucking somewhat from the sudden rush of pleasure. Her foot thumping up and down like a house-pet, something which made Sasha very happy there wasn't anyone else around to see her acting like this, being brought to such a degree by a simple lick. The coyote just couldn't help it, Sam was such a lovely, talented little thing.
Encouraged by the response, Sam gathered himself for a running start before diving headlong into Sasha's sex, his writhing body pushing deeper as he wriggled his way downward. The hardened member between his legs scraped and pushed against her walls. He doubted she felt it, but to him, it was stimulation on a mind-numbing scale. He burrowed deeper, pulling himself in up to his feet and tail, recalling how he'd been sucked into Sasha's mouth and down her throat as her clenching inner walls pulled further inside.
“ooooh” Sasha moaned with her tongue lolling and leaking drool onto the pillow beneath her head, she might not have felt his member but she certainly enjoyed his entire body being shoved inside her like a warm, furry dildo. The coyote had to be careful that she didn't crush Sam by accident or drown him in her own vaginal juices, perhaps they should have decided on a safe word beforehand...but the thought was quickly shoved out of Sasha's mind as she bucked forward, practically howling now with furious passion and body shaking ecstasy. This wasn't just regular sex, this was something else entirely, and it was wonderful.
Throwing caution to the wind, Sam kicked the rest of the way into Sasha, his feet gone now leaving only his tail thrashing outside her lips as he pushed way up to the very limit of her sex, reaching the wall of her cervix as his tongue rolled over her, pawing and kicking and thrusting. Feeling the world shake about him, he thought he might be heaved right out of her, clamping down even harder to make sure this didn't happen as he went on the ride of his life--hopefully not the last. But if that were how it ended he didn't care--how many other mice would ever find such perfect euphoria, to make love not to a female but a goddess.
For Sasha, seeing that tail slurping into her vagina with a wet *shclurp* sound was heavenly and made her wonder why she'd never tried this before. It made sense getting a small animal and letting them scurry around in her nether regions but the coyote had never honestly considered it, delicous as it was. “mmmm” Sasha groaned with her eyes beginning to turn from the sheer ecstasy of the moment and the space her and Sam now shared, as if they were one being joined together. Now she couldn't help but clench the walls of her sex tighter around the mouse, engulfing Sam even further in the warm pinkness of her sensitive flesh.
Sam gasped as the walls redoubled upon him, the breath threatening to escape his lungs. He had made impression now. Having once encountered a dildo discarded in the trash, he recalled the settings on the buttons, specifically that each had been marked with a particular direction and rotation. Grinning as an idea formed, the mouse began to twist and turn inside Sasha's loins, his fur rubbing across her sensitive nerves like a feather duster. Back and forth he worked his round body, corkscrewing clockwise and counter-clockwise, any peril that may have befallen him too far from his thoughts to care.
By now Sasha couldn't even see Sam's little body anymore but she could certainly feel him trashing about inside and vibrating with increasing intensity, driving her closer to closer to a delightful and definitely powerful orgasm that would soon wash over her. “god damn” the coyote grunted and slammed back down on the bed, sweat glistening all across her forehead as the momentum of her sudden downward movement no doubt pushed her mousey mate further inside of her. Sasha wasn't thinking about his well being or comfort, she wasn't thinking much about anything right now except for how good he was making her feel.
Reaching the very end of Sasha's love tunnel, Sam stretched his little body out as far as it could, pushing impudently against the clenching walls even as the tremendous muscles of her body clenched down on him, squeezing near all of the air from his lungs. Spots were in his vision--if Sasha didn't squeeze him out now, the little mouse might very well have a literal happy ending to accompany the metaphorical one as he climaxed with a squeak, collapsing on his stomach in the flexing, ribbed passageway, coughing and spluttering on the pooling fluid around him as a veritable tsunami of pleasure built up to the accompany of the carnal earthquake.
Sasha could feel her vaginal muscles beginning to clench and the warm cectastic pleasure of orgasm overtaking her body. Where she in her right mind the coyote thoughts may have turned to the mouse now trapped in her love canal and slowly losing his breath and life, but as an anthro Sasha's instincts had a habit of taking over when she was overcome with primal desires. “god. Damn!” the canine exclaimed and clutched her stomach, bent over now with cum flowing from her nether and staining the purple bedsheets a sweet white, the thick smell of sex rising from where she sat engulfed in her own pleasure.

For Sam, just as it seemed his life was going to end in his own lover's vagina, a deafening *slurp* echoed around the small rodent as the vaginal walls visibly shifted. “not, gonna let you got yet” the coyote outside smiled and effortlessly clenched her nether region just below where she expected Sam to be residing, pulling him further inside her vagina and no doubt up towards her womb. It was quite a drastic action and not something Sasha had ever tried before, but there was no way she could get him out alive the other way. “Sam” She barked out “can you still hear me?”
Nearly passing out from the exertion, Sam wasn't even aware of where he truly was until he heard his host's shouting filtering down, muffled through the walls of her body. Dazedly, he placed his hand over on the nearest wall and rubbed vigorously to let her know he hadn't been mashed to a pulp by her shifting nethers. "I think I found heaven," he murmured.
Finally satisfied that her little mate was safe and warm inside of her, Sasha lay back in the bed and relaxed a little, breasts rising and falling as her breaths slowed into a cascade of happy sighs. “I think I have as well...” the coyote rubbed the area near her stomach where she assumed Sam would be, loving the feeling of having another living creature inside without the fear of killing them. “you can come out whenever you want, I should be able to force you out or you could even try crawling back the way you came” Sasha whispered with a deep smile “or you could stay there for a few days until i've got everything sorted out, I quite like having you in there.”
"And I like being in here," Sam murmured dreamily, curling up against the soft, smooth side of Sasha's womb. It seemed fitting that he'd arrive here, he thought, a place of what would soon be literal rebirth, his and her old lives swept aside with this blissful union. The mouse would sleep, at least till morning, unless Sasha intended to leave him inside while she relocated herself away from the poisonous atmosphere of the city and club that had nearly consumed the both of them.
Sasha awoke the next morning and lightly pawed her nether regions in a half-dazed state, feeling the moth breaths of Sam still deep within her. He seemed fine in there so the coyote saw no reason to let him out straight away, intending instead to keep him inside until she had everything set up for the big move. “shouldn't take long” she yawned to herself and quickly put her clothes back on “house's that far out aren't hard to get, and I have the money saved up.” 

It didn't take long for Sasha to realise that Beth hadn't come back from her night out, something that first filled her with sadness and then surging anger, but she pushed both emotions to the side. “It was always going to happen..she was ready for it” the coyote thought through somewhat misty eyes “besides, revenge will only make the situation worse.” she had to find a way out of this predatory lifestyle and the only way she could do that would be to forget about Beth and the velvet curtain. As hard as that sounded...

The day was difficult, Sasha had to get all her affairs in order, inform the police where she'd been when her mouse friend had disappeared (although they quickly left when they figured out where she was gone), and all the while tend to the little being inside her that had consumed her life in a way no other man had before. Occasionally the coyote would feel another surge of anger and contemplate tracking down the man who had eaten Beth, but then she'd feel a little twinge inside alerting her that Sam was still very much present and that she'd have to stay alive and strong for him. 

---- 

About a week later and after a number of sleepless nights, Sasha finally opened the door to her new house in the countryside away from the stink and dangerous denizens of the city. She'd forgotten how nice it was to taste clean air, that certainly wasn't present before. “hey Sam, we're here” the coyote whispered and sat down on the bed, spreading her legs slightly and exposing her moistening vagina “you wanna come out now?”
Sam did not hear her words so much as feel his surroundings shift and sense his time within the coyote was at an end--for now. Having gone into hibernation from the overriding warmth and softness, the mouse groggily awoke, pulling himself to the edge of Sasha's womb and lightly pawing the end of her cervix to signal that yes, he did want to come out.
It took longer than Sasha would of thought to release him, for one terrifying she even thought it might be impossible but eventually the mouse did come slowly squeezing out of her tightened loins. “sammy, we did it” the coyote exclaimed and held his somewhat sluggish body close to hers, only now remembering that his species went into hibernation, something she would have to grow accustomed too. But Sasha was willing to wait and watch over him for as long as it took, although right now all she wanted was to enjoy the wonderful moment with his sweet smelling body pressed up close to hers. 

“it's wonderful, a great place for us to live together” she smiled and licked Sam's giggling form, feeling no hunger this time, only love and affection for the creature she now called her husband. 

There would be times when Sasha would feel the urge to eat another creature again, but she learned to only eat rabbits from the forest and stick to vegetables when they weren't plentiful enough. 
It was a new life after all, and one that the coyote was finally content with.
All was well.
