“H-hold on! You can’t do this!”

Another bump resembling the outline of a hand presses out from the distended midriff of the now-very-full woman standing on the train. At first, the nearby passengers were quite taken aback by the scene unfolding right in front of them, but by now, despite the man’s protests, they’ve long since ceased to pay any attention. The woman, too, keeps her eyes glued to her smartphone, even when she speaks to the man inside her.

“I can’t? What exactly can’t I do? Certainly you can’t be talking about me eating you, right? Because I already have done that. I should think you’re smart enough to know that by now.”

The tall brunette teases, slapping a hand against her outstretched belly, jostling the contents within considerably. When already surrounded on every side by cramped, sweltering, churning stomach walls, the man, needless to say, is somewhat peeved by the gesture. He once again attempts to reach for his back pocket containing his cell phone, though struggles to reach it due to his arms and his legs both being pinned practically in place.

“Don’t get smart with me, lady! How dare you do this to me! To me! I swear to God, when I get out of here, I’m gonna—”

Urp!
Right in the middle of the man’s empty threats, his oxygen supply is cut short. The woman lets out a considerable belch, which just so happens to coincidentally send his phone flying. As the phone exits the woman’s mouth, she catches it in her hand, pocketing it casually without looking away from her own phone. By pure dumb luck, the man’s only hope at calling for help just slipped through his fingers and out her throat.

Is that too contrived? I wonder to myself. Hmmm… Nah, I decide, Nobody’s coming here for realism anyway.
“G-God damn you!” The man exclaims for the umpteenth time, his protests beginning to dissolve and melt away just as his body soon will. Before long, his words devolve to the level of strewn-about misogynistic curses and vague threats of sexual assault, but let’s just skip over those, shall we?

Finally, he exclaims, “This isn’t over!” And in response, the woman just chuckles. 

“Honey, this was over the instant you thought you could get away with grabbing my ass.”

“I told you, that wasn’t me!” For the record, it absolutely was him.

“And I told you that you’re not in a good position to lie right now. If you had fessed up and apologized right away, maybe I’d have left you off with a warning, but you—ghhck!”

Wait, what? Hold on, what’s…

All of a sudden, the man manages to make enough arm room to reel his arm back, then shoves it up through the stomach sphincter and reaches it far up her throat, scrambling to get his other arm in there too.

No, no, this isn’t right. Uhh… I’m sure the woman’s got this under control, right?

“Gak… hak…”

Guess not. Hmm.

With forceful shuffles, the man manages to slowly crawl his way up her throat, eventually cutting off the woman’s supply of air. For at least a full minute she swallows and swallows, trying to force him back down, but to no avail. Giving up on keeping her food down, she prioritizes her own survival and releases her throat muscles, allowing him to get a grip outside her mouth and pull himself out that way.

“Haha! Fuck you, whore! See you in Hell!”

Hollering hoarsely, the saliva-covered man scrambles up off the ground and rushes off. He just so happens to escape just as the train pulls into the station and the doors open, allowing the saliva-slick slimeball to slide out into the crowd, darting between disgusted and perplexed civilians.

No, no, no! The plot convenience is supposed to help the vore, not hinder it! Ah, screw it. Cut!

I reach down into the train station below me, plucking the escaping man up between two slender fingers. Pulling him up way into the sky, the nearby civilians can do nothing but stare up in awe at the soaked man ascending up into the heavens. If his voice weren’t already shot from screaming earlier, he’d probably be letting out a shrill shriek the likes of which he’d never had before in his life. But in his current condition, all he can do is let out a weak-sounding squeal.

“Wha- who- huh- What’s happening!?”

I pull the man up to my face, staring at him closely. His body is shivering and his teeth are chattering, and clearly not just from the colder temperatures of the high altitude. Sure enough, he’s had the fear of God put in him twice today; this second time, literally so. From his perspective, he’s staring into a colossal eye larger than he is, not even remotely able to see the full scope of my form. His fright is understandable, but frankly, I have no sympathy. 

I pull him away from my face so that he can get a better view of me, as well as so that my voice doesn’t blow out his eardrums. “Hi there. Name’s Skai. I also go by The Creator, or as you might say, God. Though I guess I’m more of a goddess, in this case. I go by many names and take many forms, so call me whatever you like. Point is, I made this world.”

“Y-you… you… y-you’re… you’re…” He slowly raises his trembling finger.
“I’m what? Slow down, use your words…” I try to speak with patience, but it’s clearly wearing thin.

“A-an apparition of the devil! I won’t be fooled!
“Nah, I’m telling you, I made this world. I dunno who made my world, though.”

“That doesn’t make any sense! What do you mean by ‘my world’!?”

I roll my eyes. I guess I shouldn’t expect him to get it right away. “What does it sound like? I live in a world. Like you do. Just not this one. I made this one. On a whim. Just earlier today. Which means I’m the god of this world. Really don’t appreciate you using my name in vain earlier, by the way.” I stick my tongue out at him, and he cringes back in panic. Oh yeah, he’s probably had enough of mouths for one day, huh? lol
“What do you want from me? J-just let me go!” He’s starting to plead for his life again. What a one-dimensional character. Guess that’s my fault, though.

“Listen,” I explain, “You haven’t been living up to your role.”

“H-huh? Role…?”

“You were supposed to get eaten by that woman on the train, get digested, and become extra padding on her ass and chest. That’s what I was trying to make happen there.”

“Wh… WHAT!? But- you- why-? What the fuck is wrong with you women!? Why would you do something so cruel!?”
“Because it’s what the people want to see.”

At this point, I’m just gonna spill everything. The story is ruined now, so I may as well let this guy know where he stands. My gaze bores straight through his tiny form.

“What- what people?”

“There are people watching… or, I guess, reading this whole thing unfold. They’re quite into it. Or they were, until you messed everything up, anyway.”

“Who the hell is so fucked up that they wanna see that happen to someone??”

“Internet people. As I’m sure you know, just about anything goes on there.”

“W-well… I… I’d like to see that happen to them! See what they think! Then they’ll think twice about enjoying me suffering!”
“Actually, I’m sure some of them would love it.”

I’m one of those people, to be honest, but I make sure to omit that part. I briefly imagine myself in the man’s position back in the woman’s stomach on the train, but shake my head to clear myself of such thoughts. Now’s not the time.

“What… kind of sick people are these guys…? No wait, you too! You’re the one who tried to do this to me! What’s wrong with you, bitch!? I have a wife and family! Friends! I have a life! Unlike you sick freaks!”

“Oh, really? You have all those things? Would you mind describing any of them to me, then?”

The man puts a finger up to his chin, clearly deep in thought. I sit down on a nearby building, waiting patiently for his answer. My long blonde hair sways idly in the breeze for a good ten or twenty seconds before he even lets out a single utterance.

“Wait… no way… hold on…”

“Can you even tell me their names?”
“I… you… what…?”
“Your wife’s name. Tell me your wife’s name…”

“…”

“How about your name?”

For all the turmoil the man has gone through today, he hasn’t until now felt quite this level of deep-set dread. His pupils dilate and his face grows wrinkles, as if he just learned that everything he thought he knew was a lie. 

“You can’t, can you?”
“I… I can’t… Why can’t I…?”

Poor choice of simile, actually, because it’s not just “as if” that happened. That’s exactly what happened.


I spin the finger of my free hand in circles, answering his confusion, “Because I haven’t written anything about your backstory. Your name, your family, your life… I never bothered to come up with anything. It doesn’t matter who you are, after all. You’re just a bit character meant to be sacrificed to satisfy other people’s whims.”

“Uhh… ugh…” The man looks as if he’s about to double over from nausea.

“The only reason I led you to believe you had those things was so that you could be a more believable person to the readers. Because the cruelty of a whole person, with their own life and ambitions, getting gurgled down into food… is exactly what some of these people are into.”

At this point, he’s just slumped over, the life draining from his eyes. He doesn’t respond. I poke him with one finger as I continue, unrelenting.

“Of course, I also had to make you detestable. Misogynistic, self-important, sexual predator, pathetic sleazebag, you get the idea. Because there’s that whole morality thing. I had to make you someone that I wouldn’t mind killing off too much. That I’d want to punish for their sins.”

“J-just… just stop…” The man manages to mutter, under his breath. I couldn’t actually hear him clearly, but since I’m the one writing this story, I know what he said. “God, please save me…” When he says “God” here, he doesn’t mean me, but the Christian God, of course. The man knows I won’t save him, after all. But that God won’t save him either, lest my PC be struck down as I write this. 

…Nothing? Yeah, I didn’t think so. He doesn’t intervene in matters this trivial.

“Give up yet? You believe me now, right? So, what now?”

“H…huh…?”

“You ruined my story. I’m supposed to submit this to my Eka’s gallery. I need to have some kind of vore in here, you know? What the hell do you want me to do now?”

“What are you…”


With a puff of smoke, the brown-haired busty babe from the train appears in my hand. She’s busy tapping away at her phone, hardly acknowledging that her location has changed. The man recoils, nearly falling off the hand I have him in. I turn my eyes to face the woman, heedless to the man’s horror.

“Hey, I need you to—”
“Not interested,” the woman responds dully to my request.

“What? Why?” I ask, my voice tinged with indignance but mostly confusion. She seems rather unfazed, considering her position.


“That guy’s more trouble than he’s worth,” she responds, never taking her eyes off her phone. “If you want someone to eat him, why not just do it yourself?” And with another puff of smoke, she disappears.

“Do it myself… Wait, I guess that is an option, huh?” 

The man only stares blankly. He seems to have nearly lost the ability to process what’s happening around him. But when he realizes the implications of what I just said, he goes back into panic mode, making a run for the edge of my hand.


“What do you think you’re doing?” I ask, cupping my hands together so he can’t escape. “Were you just gonna jump? You know you’d just splatter on the ground, right? There’s nothing you can do about this. Just accept it.”

“Th-there’s… there’s no way I could accept this! You fucking bitch!”

“That’s fine. Survey says that most people prefer unwilling anyway.”

And with that, I started to shrink.

“H-huh? What’s… going on? Are we… going down…?”

“I’m shrinking. The scene earlier was same size, so I figured I’d stick with that for consistency’s sake. Since a lot of people tend to prefer one or the other, I dunno how smart it’d be to mix them together in one story. Sorry to anyone who would have preferred a giantess vore scene. Maybe I’ll do that next time.”

30 feet… 20 feet… 10 feet… by now, the man in my hands can see the top of the building I’m sitting on. That’s where it’ll all go down.

He blinks twice, then a smug smirk begins to slither its way across his face. “I dunno what the hell you’re goin’ on about, but…”

9… 8… 7… 6 feet tall. That’s where I’ll stop. Just a little bit taller than he is. I place him down on the ground in front of me, already knowing what he’s about to say.

“…At that size, you’re just another woman—!”

Immediately, he jumps towards me, his hands clearly reaching out toward my breasts within my red-and-white dress. Before he can get too close, however, I casually grip his wrists and fling him over my head, letting him fly through the air and eat hard concrete.

“What… the fu…”

“I still have my Creator powers, you know. I’m the one writing the story here.”

“F-fuck off…! Quit screwing around, bitch!”

He raises to his feet, winding back his arm to throw a full-power right hook at my face. A surprising amount of energy for someone who was just cowering between my fingers. But I guess his fight-or-flight instincts have kicked in, and my size made him think he has a chance. To quickly put him in his place, I open my mouth wide to accept his fist.

“Bwah!?”

Ulp… gulp…

His fist is already lodged into my throat, pulled down a few inches by the first couple swallows. With him firmly stuck, I take the opportunity to lick around his wrist, getting a taste for him. Sure enough, for such a nasty guy, he’s pretty delicious. All according to my design, of course.

“Aaahh… ahh— uaaahhh!!” The man screams in abject terror, no longer even bothering to form coherent words. How boring. At least he could have the decency to come up with some kind of witty remark for me to counter. But then I remember that I’m terrible at writing banter anyway, so I just keep licking.

“S… ss… ssssss… too… ppphh…” He can barely manage to coherently spew out that one word as he tries to pull his arm away, but finds no success. As he does so, I leap forward to pin him down on the ground, slamming him against the concrete once again. After another swallow, I shove his left hand in my mouth right next to his right arm, taking the opportunity this time to lick and suck on his fingers. It’s not like he’s getting away anyway, so I may as well take the opportunity to enjoy my food. It’s a pretty nice flavor, after all. Quite savory.

In the meantime, how are you guys holding up? Was getting to this scene worth all the meta-headache up to this point? Let me know in the comments down below, and don’t forget to like and subscr… wait, wrong website.

The man watches on in horror seeing his arms both sink deeper into my body. A few gulps is all it takes for both of his forearms to be sucked in. He can feel my soft lips wrapped around his elbows, my tongue dancing over his skin to suck him dry of flavor, coating him in yet another layer of saliva. His hands are tightly compressed together by my throat, giving him no room to even try to separate them.

Gulp… glck…

At this point, he’s been pulled in up to his shoulders, so I lean back to sit him up, opening my mouth wide to take his head in, too. His vision is slowly engulfed by the darkness of my maw as my lips spread wide over his skull, popping his face completely into the warmth and humid wetness inside me. I suckle on his head for a moment, further emphasizing my control over the situation.

“Mmmnn… MMnnnhhh….! Mmmnhpphh!! MMMNNN!!!”
Having apparently recovered from his mind-numbingly intense fear, the man is absolutely livid. Anger is the second stage of grief, after all. Though he can’t verbally express his thoughts to me right now, I of course know exactly what he’s thinking.
Who does this whore think she is!? You created ME to be food!? Fucking FOOD!? And for what, so you and a few other sickos can enjoy torturing me!? I deserve better than this! You know what you should use that mouth of yours for? How about you—
Yep, okay, that’s enough of that. Never mind. Moving on.


He’s thrashing his body back and forth underneath me. I just ignore it at first, but eventually it starts to get pretty annoying. He’s actually kinda strong, huh? He’d have to be in order to force his way out of that predator woman from earlier. Let’s see here… what would be a thematically-appropriate way to make this dude quit struggling for now? Oh, I know.

CRASH!
“MNPPPPPPPPPPHHHHHH!!!!!”

A huge bolt of lightning strikes the both of us, though it only actually shocks him. The electricity conveniently avoids me by pure deus ex machina. Gotta love being in control. At any rate, it doesn’t cause any permanent damage to him, because of course I want my meal fresh. It basically just smites him into submission for now.

With another few gulps, I have his shoulders in my throat and his chest in my mouth, lapping around all over him. His hands pop through the valve into my stomach, with the rest of him soon to follow. At this point I stop sitting on his legs and stand up, flipping him upside down up into the air above my head. His legs kick all around uncontrollably, clearly just flailing without any sort of plan or strategy. Needless to say, his squirming only speeds up his descent. Because of course it does. It always does. Hey, maybe I should make a vore story bingo card.

His head pops through into my stomach, falling face-first into the slowly-pooling acid at the bottom of my stomach. It’s not a pleasant experience, put simply. As muffled screams reverberate out from my stomach, I simply pat the bulge made by his head with one hand, as if to comfort him. Really, it’s just more to get him to stop screaming. I am enjoying this, don’t get me wrong, but I’d also like to get on with things so I can move on to whatever I decide to write next.

With a few more swallows, his torso is all the way in my throat, his legs the last part of his body hanging out. His crotch is the only part of his body that I don’t give a thorough tasting; I don’t even want to give him the satisfaction. As his torso enters my belly, forcing him to curl up in order to fit, I slurp down his legs like noodles—and in fact, to fit the cliché, they even taste like noodles. Specifically, soy sauce-flavored ramen. I just came up with that, but it’s canon now.

With one last swallow, his feet slip between my lips and down my throat, and before long the entirety of his body is inside my stomach. “Phew,” I sigh, sitting down on the ground. “That’s a quota met, right there.” Oh, and to make sure he won’t try anything funny like before, I make sure to seal both exits from my stomach quite tightly.

As my stomach walls churn, the man is squished and compacted on all sides, surrounded by a deafening cacophony of gurgles, groans, and what have you. His first reaction is to lash out, punching and kicking his limbs out in every direction with as much strength as he can muster. This, of course, only makes me lean my head back in pleasure, enjoying the stimulation of every movement. I can’t help but let out a few blissful moans, rubbing one hand across the surface of my much-enlarged belly.

“Wh-what the hell… you… you’re… getting off to this…!?”

“Mnph~… c’mon, man… on a bingo card, ‘pred gets pleasure from prey struggles’ would be like, the free space…”

“I don’t know… what the hell… you’re talking about…!”

He tries throwing another full-strength right hook into my stomach wall, but to his surprise, it doesn’t give as much leeway as he expected. He pulls his arm back to find out why, only to discover, in his horror, that his hand has begun to melt, slowly becoming softer and less solid. After all, all his struggling had splashed stomach acids all over him, and these are particularly rough acids. I do want to get on with things, after all.

“Wha… why…”

I suppose that the inevitability of his own death never really set in until this moment. He stares down at his slowly-dissolving body, failing to understand what led him to this point. Is this really all I’m worth? Is this all I exist to be? A nameless man who ends up as dinner for some bitch? Not created by God, but by some random woman who delights in watching me suffer? That’s my purpose in life? To suffer and wallow in my own shame? Nothing more… than to please a bunch of sick fucks on the internet? Everything in my whole life was fake… a setup… for this?

“Oh, yeah. That’s a good point,” I answer to his thoughts. “Come to think of it, the whole ‘prey is a real person with a life’ angle won’t be as convincing now that I’ve revealed that I didn’t actually think up a backstory for you. Let’s see here…”

“H-huh!?” He calls out with energy he didn’t even know he still had. Everything he’d heard so far, he had some amount of morbid curiosity to hear more. But right now, something tells him that he wants nothing to do with what I’m about to say.

“Your name is Todd. You grew up without a mother, so you never had a female figure in your life aside from a certain mean babysitter, leading you to misunderstand and resent women. Your father was distant himself, forcing you to learn how to fend for yourself. You never really learned human decency, as a result. But he still cared about you.”

“Wha… what are you doing…” Suddenly, the memories come flashing through Todd’s head, as if they’d been there all along. Spending hours alone in his room with his toys, his father regularly leaving him with a teenage girl who neglected him just as hard as he did. But as lonely as he was, he never let himself cry. Because boys don’t cry. Men don’t cry.

“Eventually your father, a working-class man, couldn’t afford to hire the girl anymore, but it didn’t even really make a difference. You had already learned to do everything for yourself. You were the only person you could rely on. Perhaps as a coping mechanism, you began to think pretty highly of yourself because nobody else would.”

“No… stop…” These memories… he wants to accept them, to accept that his life is flashing before his eyes, to look back on his past with bittersweet tears before his passing, but no! These memories aren’t real! These things never happened! This past only exists to please the sick freaks who want to see him suffer and digest! He stares down at his body, losing form and slowly becoming one with the pool of acids around him. His arms, once prized for their punches, are melting, and his legs are already halfway gone. The sight is the only thing keeping him grounded in reality as the memories keep coming.

“When your dad told the babysitter she was fired, though, disaster struck. Turns out she had been scoping out your family’s valuables and cash stashes, and she broke in the next night to steal them all. Your dad was working late, so you were the only witness, and when she saw you, she immediately attacked. You tried to fight back, but she easily overpowered you. You only escaped with your life because the elderly couple next door came by, concerned by the sound of broken glass. But the babysitter got away with everything. The police never caught her.”

“I said stop… stop…!” Just a few moments ago, Todd was horrified at the speed at which his body was melting, but now he’s almost starting to wish that he’d digest faster. He doesn’t want to feel this way about things that never happened. He doesn’t want his mind to be further poisoned by this woman, turning his past tragic on a whim just to make him a better meal.

And yet it feels so real! He clearly remembers the day the babysitter broke in, down to the finest detail. He remembers how, for the first time, as he was pinned against the ground by the woman he hated most, he couldn’t help but let tears well up in his eyes. And when she was finally gone and the neighbors came to comfort him, he couldn’t hold back any longer. In disgust, he pushed the poor old couple away and yelled at them to leave the room, not wanting anyone to see what he’d become.

“Ehh, you know what? Too sympathetic. After all, you’re supposed to be the bad guy here. Let’s try this…”


“I said fucking stop!!”

I pay no heed to Todd’s sudden outburst, continuing on with my story. “You wanted to make her suffer in the same way that you did. Pinned down to the ground. Powerless. Unable to do anything but give in to the stronger person. You began training to become stronger for that very reason. But slowly, as your body and mind began to change during puberty, your power fantasies took on a… different nature. And when you finally tracked her down and acted upon them, you—”

I’m interrupted by the most powerful scream yet. This one isn’t one of rage, or fear of death, but rather pure, existential dread. 

It reverberates in my brain.

And then it passes.

And what I hear next is…

“No… D-Dad… why are you looking at me like that…? I did it for you, Dad… Sh-she deserved it… She made us suffer so much… she made you suffer so much… I just made her pay… I made her feel what I felt…”

He’s muttering all this to himself, as if he were back on that fateful day. The day where, after his father properly scolded him for the first time in his life, he cried for the second time. He hated letting his father see that.

I continue. “But it wasn’t like she could take you to court for sexual assault. She was on the run herself, after all. So instead, she fled the country and changed her identity. You got your revenge, but she still got away in the end. And after learning the truth of what you did, your father would never see you the same way again. Was it really worth it, the way you went about doing it?”

Todd paused, saying nothing. He seemed for a minute to be truly reflecting upon these words. Or perhaps he had just gone plain catatonic. But then something clicked, and he was right back to complaining.

“Why… What gives you any right to lecture me about this, while you’re out here torturing and killing people to get off!? Don’t take the high ground! You don’t have any!!”

“No. Unlike you, I don’t actually act upon any of these weird or awful fantasies of mine. I just write them down in stories. Like this one.”

Todd had no answer for that. He seemed utterly dumbfounded. So I continued.

“Isn’t it obvious by now? You were making a big deal earlier about whether your memories were real. But I mean, they’re as real as anything else. After all, everything here is fake. You are fake. This is all just a fantasy of mine, scribbled down into words.”

“But…”

Todd’s words seemed to have a newfound sense of clarity, perhaps even purpose, behind them, despite the clear weakness in his voice.

“But then… why? Why would you… do this?”


“Didn’t I tell you? Because it’s a constructive outlet for my weird fantasies.”

“No, I mean… you said earlier… that I ruined your story… but… how is that possible… if you came up with everything here?”

“Oh, that? That was just a pretense to have some witty fourth-wall breaking and deconstruction of the nature of fiction, vore, and vore fiction.”

“So… even the free will… that I used to escape… that other woman…”

“Was all my decision, yes. You’ve done an excellent job playing exactly the role I created you for.”

So this whole time… I’ve just been pinned down by the whims of this “goddess”… As Todd’s consciousness begins to waver, his body losing form and liquefying, there’s one thought at the forefront of his mind. Then… I really am… powerless, huh…
Tears run down Todd’s cheeks for the third and final time in his life.

I press my hands down on my tummy once again, this time feeling much less resistance from inside, the contents having clearly lost much of their solid state. The surface of my stomach has significantly smoothened, and I shake my belly side to side and hear it slosh slightly. Yeah, he’s gone.

You know, for being a religious man, he stopped bringing up the Christian God rather quickly. Perhaps he was convinced by my declaration of godhood and lost faith. Or perhaps he only ever cared about God because of His endless power, and when God refused to use that power to help him, he stopped caring whether He was real or not. We’ll never know the real reason now. (Partially because of that thing I like to call “leaving it up to reader interpretation.”)

I honestly couldn’t claim to know whether God exists. Like, in actual, physical reality, not within the context of the universe that I created. But frankly, if Todd here is any example, I think we’re better off not knowing the answers for sure. Free will might be a myth. We might all be pawns in some greater plan from a greater power, and we might have no actual ability to choose our future. And to some people, that’s terrifying. We also might be alone in the universe, hurdling on a rock in space as a cosmic coincidence, with no actual purpose for existence and only chemicals to drive us. And to others, that’s just as terrifying.

No one answer is going to satisfy everyone, and the ideal truth for one person is a nightmare for another. So I think we’re all better off believing in what’s best for each of us. But we shouldn’t let that get in the way of treating each other kindly and with respect and decency. That’s why I’d like to believe that, whatever the truth is, there’s one thing that definitely exists: some sort of system of karma, or judgement for sins. Something to keep us all in check and make things fair in this inherently-unfair world we inhabit.

I stand up slowly and stretch out my limbs, carrying myself over to the edge of the building. Every step shakes and sloshes the contents of my stomach, only hastening the processing going on within. I take a peek over the edge of the building down to the city below, and my vision is filled with destruction. As it would be, considering there was a colossal goddess walking around there earlier. See, this is definitely undue retribution, so I’ll have to be sure to undo it later. (Pun originally unintended, but taken full credit for.) Before I do that, though, I might like to have fun smashing the city up even more. 

But first, I ought to finish digesting this meal. I stretch my arms up in the air, and after a few seconds, my stomach has finished melting down Todd’s body entirely. My big belly shrinks down as it empties out into my intestines so I can absorb my meal. Right after that, I watch as my body increases in size in several areas, most notably my chest, rear, and thighs. My belly also has a bit of flab left behind on it. Yep, there we go. All done. (I did say I wanted to move things along, didn’t I?) Don’t get me wrong, I could attain these gains without digesting a person, of course, but this is all part of the fantasy for me.

Alrighty then. Time to grow back up to full size. 10 feet… 20 feet… 30 feet… et cetera… Now that I’m up fairly high, it’s about time I address the elephant in the room. With a puff of smoke, the brunette from the train once again appears in my hand, eyes glued to her phone.

“What now?” If she weren’t so deadpan, she’d probably sound slightly irritated.

“I dealt with Todd. He paid for his sins.”

“Good.”

“But you know, you’re not exactly clean yourself.”

“What did I do? Eat people? As if you’re one to talk.”

“That’s not it. I’m talking about the robbery. And the neglectful babysitting.”

“The… huh?”

For the first time since we started talking to each other, she looked away from her phone and up at my face. A blank stare, like a deer in headlights or a child caught with their hand halfway stuck into the cookie jar.

“After fleeing the country, you got plastic surgery to hide your identity. That’s why he didn’t recognize you on the train. How’s that for a plot twist?”

“What the hell…? Isn’t that a little contrived?”

“Hmmm…”

Now grown back up to full size, I pop the woman in my mouth. The babysitter-turned-robber-turned-predator has sins to answer to as well, and I won’t be going easy on her. As I stand up off the building and begin to walk off in whatever direction my heart feels like, I play around with the woman on my tongue. She doesn’t put up much of a fight.

I hear the distant sounds of screams and destruction beneath my feet. As I said, I’ll reverse all that once I feel like I’ve had my fun. Until then, it’s time for divine punishment. I swallow the sweet snack I’ve been tasting, and with my mouth no longer occupied, I give a proper response to her question.

“Nah. Like I said, nobody’s coming here for realism anyway.”

�consider doing something to make this fit better





