The Cheerleader’s Pride 

By Simrobert2001


The fall breeze parted through the crowd through the few stragglers still remaining in the stadium.    The stadium was situated at a state university, which one is not clear because it is not important.  Three women still sat in the top row of the stadium seating, where they watched the cheerleading squad practice after the game, finishing their after-game practice. The three women ate the food bought during the game, several hot dogs, pretzels, and 2 large colas.  Soon, the cheerleaders stopped practicing, and the girls, one short and one tall brunette, and one redhead, got up and began making their way down the aisle. 


The three women gossiped as they walked down the stairs. Monica, the short brunette was 24.  Angie, the tall brunette, was 25.  And Jenny was 27.  They were the best of friends, inseparable to the last. All were fervent supporters of their university. They sat in the stands, watching the cheerleaders practice after the game.  It was a short practice. Fortunately, the weather was still warm, which enabled them to sit in the back row and gossip about various topics.  Soon, the whistle let out, and the cheerleaders began to huddle around for their after game meeting.  This cued the women to start heading down the stairs.     

Monica was roughly 4’9” tall, her hair reaching down to her shoulders. Her B cups were contained in a white bra and a grey school T-Shirt, her petite shapely bottom in white panties, which in turn were covered in loose jean shorts that came down to her knees, her feet in socks and tennis shoes.  Her left hand carried the now-empty container of pretzels, in her right, the empty cup of coke, which was filled with several packages that once held hot dogs.  She walked along side Angie, the other brunette. 

Angie was the tallest of the group at 6 feet tall.  Her hair came down to her shoulder blades in a weave.  Her D cups were pressed against her chest inside of a shoulder less green halter top, a cool breeze reaching her breasts from the 1/8th inch of space along the bottom of her halter top, where the fabric did not meet the skin.  Her bubbly rear was covered in a green shorts that started at her hips, and hugged her body until they ended at the start of her thighs. She wore tennis shoes, her feet bare, her right hand carrying a large cola, her left hand patting a slightly swollen stomach.  

Jenny the strongest willed, as well as the most adventurous of the group, and measured at 5’5”.  Her body was painted in school colors, black on one side, gold on the other.  Her clothes, a two-colored two-piece swimsuit mimicked the colors on her skin, except that black was over gold, and gold over black. The top piece tied behind Jenny’s back, the bottom piece tied on her left side. Her body was shapely, her breasts at a D, her rear as bubbly, as Angie’s, as well as a little bit bigger.  Her hair hung down in 2 pig tails which reached to her breasts, colored opposite the paint on her body, in the same fashion as her swimsuit. Her left hand was in a large foam finger that had the phrase “#1!” written on it.  Jenny was the first to leave, and was two steps below her friends.  She turned to face her two gossiping friends, walking backwards.  As she looked up, she glimpsed the bottom of Angie’s breasts.  She spoke with an amused smile.  

“Hey Angie! From down here, I get a pretty good view of your twins! Are you sure you’re not showing off?”

Angie looked away from Monica’s lips let out a giggle. Angie’s lips began to wear smile, her chest, tightly hugged by her top, heaved in a giggle as she spoke.  

“Come now, Jenny! You should know how fun it is to tease men!”

Jenny smiled as Monica spoke.  

“Come on, Angie! You should know that Jenny won’t know what its like teasing MEN…” 

Angie let out an “OOOOO!” as Jenny shot Monica a low look, her face forming a smirk as she turned and gave a silent laugh, looking at the path ahead. . Monica laughed at her friend’s expense.  Jenny just laughed as she turned back around.  

“You know, you’re lucky that I’m rather full on hot dogs now, other wise, you’d be… well…”

All three laughed as Jenny patted her stomach.  Angie and Monica knew about Jenny’s vorephile fantasies. They’ve made many jokes about taking a tour of Jenny’s intestines.  Angie thought that Jenny sometimes went to far with it, she was still amused.  Monica, on the other hand, loved vorephilia as much as Jenny did. All three of them were well aware that their fantasy was just that: Fantasy.  Jenny, however, held one secret. Her stomach had, to put it in its simplest terms, processed her older sister.  In fact, it’s the only reason her breasts had been so big.  All three of them walked downward, towards a single cheerleader at the bottom.  Jenny turned around as the cheerleader began to walk up towards them.  

The cheerleader, Carla, was about as tall as Angie.  Her long blonde hair running down her back, a few inches past her sizable C cups contained within a cotton bra colored in a similar way to Jenny’s clothing.  Her well-toned stomach was showing, her gold and brown colored skirt coming down to the middle of her thighs, covering her large, meaty rear.  She wore white cotton panties.  She held pom-poms in both hands, which rested on her thighs. The tennis shoes on her feet, the right gold, and left blue, her right foot tapped the metal, which echoed among the stairs.    

Jenny looked straight at the cheerleader as Monica and Angie looked on.  They stared at one another for a few moments, before the cheerleader finally spoke. 

“Jenny, what are you doing here? You got some nerve!”

Jenny looked at her rival with a slight smile, and a knowing glint in her eye.  She spoke plainly and knowingly, patting her stomach. 

“What is wrong, Carla? You have a problem with me?”

Carla spoke forcefully, her lip curling, her arm coming up and pointing at Jenny, still holding the pom-pom. 

“Of course I have a problem with you, you lesbian whore! 

Jenny blinked, her hand on her chest as she responded with false innocence.  Angie and Monica gasped at the insult, and cast cautious looks at each other as Jenny spoke, knowing she was hiding something, but couldn’t figure out what. 

“What’s the problem?”

“My problem is that you’re up there, gawking at us, wanting us in your bed, and into your stomach!” 

Jenny just smiled, speaking with a giggle. 

“Why ever would you believe that?” 

“Because you ate your fucking sister!” 

Angie, who started drinking some of her soda, spit as Monica’s eyes bugged out.  Jenny looked at Carla as she began to walk up the stairs, Carla’s eyes locked onto her enemy.  Both Monica and Angie looked at Jenny for a response.  Jenny simply stood there looking proudly down at her adversary.  Carla looked at her adversary, coming level with her.  Carla suddenly pushed Jenny backwards, Jenny’s body slamming into the stairs.  Angie and Monica gasped, and knelt down to pick Jenny up, their eyes burning with hate towards Carla.  Jenny only looked at her, hunger growing in her eyes, pushing her friends away. 

“Eating her was an accident.  You have no idea how guilty I felt… but really, I don’t see a problem with eating you!” 

Monica and Angie’s eyes opened wide as Jenny spoke, and launched herself at Carla, who suddenly looked afraid, and took a step back.  But, it was too late, and Carla found her head inside of Jenny’s lips.  Angie’s breath caught in her throat, and Monica stepped forward. 

“Jenny, Wait!” 

Monica gasped as she saw Jenny’s lips bulge with Carla’s flesh, the lips beginning to move over the Carla’s shoulders.  Monica’s eyes glazed over her Carla’s disappearing form, watching Carla’s breasts as they bounced during her struggles, and her friends chest expand, causing Jenny’s top to explode.  Angie looked on, her heart quickening, watching with horror and fascination, her heart and breath quickening, her eyes locked onto the disappearing cheerleader as Carla’s breasts became pressed against her ribs, and pushed downward.  She suddenly noticed Monica’s eyes as they looked onward with fascination as Jenny craned her head upward, forcing Carla’s struggling body into the air.  Angie’s mouth dropped as Carla’s kicking legs where silhouetted against the setting sun,  moving up and down, out and in, to and fro, and her ears began to pick up the sounds of Carla’s muffled screaming, and the soft sounds of gulping coming from Jenny’s body.  She cast a glance at Monica, who looked at Jenny jealously, licking her lips.  Angie’s gaze held there for a moment, studying Monica’s form with great detail, her imagination putting the small female inside of Angie’s lips, and into the stomach.  In that moment, Angie’s nipples hardened, her body told her it was time for sex.  Her hands brought themselves up and began to stroke her breasts.  Angie, unaware of what her arms were doing, looked once again at Jenny.  Angie’s eyes looked over her friend’s luscious form, focusing on Jenny’s rear, which swayed back and forth, flexing in and out as Jenny’s body swallowed and carried the struggles of its panicked meal.   Angie began to lick her lips, imagining her stomach full of Jenny meat, and then pictured Angie’s own form pushing its way out of Jenny’s meaty cheeks… 

Monica watched eagerly as her best friend enjoyed her meal. Her nipples hardened as she watched Carla’s hands and pom-poms disappear behind her friend’s lips, the kicking legs flailing in vain.  Monica’s eyes looked onward, noticing Jenny’s flexing back, her friend’s meaty rear.  Monica’s hormones were rushing, her eyes flush with hunger, and soon her imagination quickly putting her own body grinding against Angie’s. She studied every movement of her friend’s body, and traced Carla’s body as it disappeared inside of Jenny’s pulsing, swelling body. Her ears became open to every stretching sound, every gulp, every pop of bone as they moved aside to allow Carla to pass.  She watched as Jenny’s stomach began to bulge outward, hanging downward, and soon could be seen expanding past her sides, hanging around her thighs.  Monica studied Jenny’s body, her hands dropping the trash onto the stand so they could run along her breasts, down to her hips, and along her rear.  Her mind swimming with the possibility of what she could do to someone inside of her stomach, and what could happen to herself if she found herself inside of Jenny or Angie…  

Jenny continued to swallow, smiling as she felt the Carla push against the inside of her stomach. She could hear Carla’s screams vibrate from within her, she could feel Carla’s chest expand as far as it could, taking in precious air, and then shrink again.   Bit by bit, the cheerleader’s legs disappeared within her body, the taste dancing on her tongue.  She swallowed slowly, her breathing slow, her hormones flowing, her heart thundering within her chest.   Her esophagus pushed into the cheerleader deeply, dragging her downward.  Her Hands grabbed and massaged her growing stomach and the thrashing girl within.  Her world was small now, and no one existed within it except for herself and Carla.  

Carla found herself within the confines of Jenny’s stomach.  She had not time to react before the darkness of Jenny’s maw was upon her. She soon found herself pushed from all directions by Jenny’s esophageal muscles, digging into her face pulling her downward, saliva soaking into her skin.  She began to scream as she felt the lips push inward on her shoulders, her voice reverberating inside of her own ears.  Her saliva-soaked clothing stick to her skin, the saliva dripped down on her body, she felt the teeth as they held her body still as Jenny’s body prepare for another swallow.  

Carla felt her breasts become pushed downward, and push deep into her chest. She felt herself raise upward, she kicked her feet wildly.  She felt her skirt fall forward, onto Jenny’s face, exposing her panties and her rear to the cool night air.  Her meaty rear started to twist and flex as her powerful legs pumped and pushed, trying in vain to release their master. Her arms were pushed into the side of her body, she tried moving her arms, only to have Jenny’s muscles push back and pull her deeper.  She continued to scream, her body in pain, but she knew it was over, and could only plead as she felt Jenny’s lips move over her body, rolling over her ribs, massaging into her rear, Jenny’s tongue probing the front of her panties for a moment, causing a sharp squeal of horror, and continue on, pushing her legs together. 

 Carla wasn’t aware when it happened, but her head had entered the wet confines of Jenny’s stomach, her head brushing the bottom, and run up along the side, acids soaking into her hair.  Her body caused Jenny’s stomach to protrude downward, as well as outward.  She felt the acids start to soak into her skin, which strangely caused no pain.  Her body continued to flow into the ever-growing cavernous stomach. She could hear the faint clicks of Angie’s camera cell phone, her screams continuing to echo through Jenny’s stomach as her head was forced along her own body, between her breasts, along her ribs, then along her stomach, finally ending up at her own crotch. Carla’s legs began to come around her sides.  

She could feel her hips strain to keep from popping out from their joints, just as her back was straining to keep from breaking in two.  Her flexibility came from her vorephilic arts, and it served her well, allowing her to put a woman into her stomach and let her digest slowly away.  Now it served an unintended purpose: It kept her alive only to allow her to digest away painfully. Carla smiled out of revenge: She had taken her pom-pom’s with her, and Carla knew from experience how hard they would be to pass. The revenge smile was short lived, however, her struggling and pleading increased in intensity as she felt her calf muscles sink in Jenny’s lips, and finally her feet disappeared with a final gulp.  

Jenny let out a loud moan as her lips came back together.  She held her head up for a moment, her eyes closed.  Her hands ran along the bottom of her stomach on up to her bare breasts, her tongue running along her lips once more, her mind reminding her of the taste as her body began to come back together. Angie and Monica paused for a moment, studying their friend’s new form.  Inside of Jenny’s stomach, Carla tried to get her bearings. She was folded in half, her face in her white panties covering her crotch. Her skirt was still bunched up by her stomach, her legs were bent at the hips as well as the knees, and rested at her sides.  Her clothes where still on, the taste of white cotton panties filled her mouth, her breasts squished against her chest and her pom-poms still in her hands. Jenny’s head lowered as she turned around to face her two friends.  

“Look, you guys, I know that we didn’t’ plan this, but… “

Angie looked as Jenny with a look of intrigued disbelief, as Monica looked down jealously, wanting to fill her own stomach.  Jenny smiled, knowing that she had gotten her friends approval.  

“Although, I can see that you guys approve…”

Angie’s mouth was open, her face stared at Carla’s form inside of Jenny’s stomach.  Carla’s hands could be seen causing a one inch bulge as they pushed outward and swirled around. Angie approached and knelt down, pushing her tightly encased bubbly butt outward. She took her hands and placed them on Carla’s back, speaking softly. 

“How long will she be in there, Jenny?”

Monica looked at Angie’s rear, her mouth watering at the sight.  Her hands slowly began to rise as Jenny spoke, looking down at Angie.  

“She has about 20 minutes left, if she’s lucky.”

“She really has that long?”

“Yea, there’s not a lot of air in my stomach.  On top of that, my stomach is producing a TON of acids right now.”

At that moment, a loud *SMACK!*, followed by one of Angie’s squeals. Jenny smiled as she noticed Monica give Angie a well-deserved hard spank on the rear with both hands, and was currently massaging Angie’s rear end. Angie turned around, and stood up, moving her rear away from the intruding hands.  She smiled, looking at her short friend, speaking softly, her body craving attention, urging its owner to give in right here and now, to let it become Monica’s plaything. Nevertheless, Angie took a deep breath, and pushed aside the most powerful urges she experienced, her entire body aching for relief and attention.  She looked sternly at her friend, her rear sending a wave of pleasure through her body. 

“Not now please.  This is not the time.  I have a few questions, to ask Jenny.”

Monica crossed her arms, giving Angie a “you know you want it” look as Angie stared at Monica for a few moments, eyeing Monica’s breasts, rear, and the spot between her legs, her body trying to convince her mind, with various sexual fantasies, that Angie needed to grind her friends so hard that their shapes would stay in the steel steps forever. Angie turned to Jenny as Monica stepped forward, unconcerned that a human life was digesting inside of her friends stomach. Monica began to play with Carla, pushing back as she pushed outward, and poking Carla’s various features. Angie looked Jenny over, her will to resist weakening.  

“Now, Jenny, did you REALLY eat your sister?”

Jenny signed and spoke plainly, her hands cradling her large stomach as Carla could be heard begging for mercy. 

“Actually, it is true. I was only 17 at the time, and my sister was 26.  It was the day before my 18th birthday.  My sister entertained me with a practice known as Unbirthing, the process of taking someone up through their vagina. My sister was good at it, and kept me in there for hours on end.  I loved it in there, it was so peaceful and quiet, just the rhythm of her breathing and the beating of her heart. She had only done it once, just the day before.  It was supposed to be my birthday present, but she had gotten her dates mixed up, Can you believe that? I mean, holy hell! She about died when she realized what had happened!” 

“Honestly, She’s never done anything like that before! Its almost like her mind got screwed or something.  It seemed like every time she came back home, her rear and her breasts had grown, and she’d get taller, or another layer of fat, and be talking about some new “conquest” while cradling a large stomach. I didn’t know what she meant until that night, when she wanted to train me to eat people as an apology.  She saw it as a gift, really.  I just didn’t realize that she became such a well… I guess the word is “addict”… that she was. She’d get cravings around once a month, and eat someone.  Clara was her girlfriend all through college, so she naturally found out, and they both dined out together.“ 

“Anyway,  My sister didn’t have anything to train me with… She just felt so bad… so she wound up teaching me a few techniques to spit someone up, and used herself as bait.  I took her willingly, I thought it was going to be fun.  I didn’t think what would happen if she couldn’t get out.  She was the tastiest thing I ever had… My tongue explored every inch of her body.  I explored every inch of my sister’s body, savored every little morsel, felt my body stretch as my sister’s body made its way into mine.  I chewed her, even gave her a little spank…” 

Jenny blushed for a moment and gave a little giggle.  She thought highly of her sister, despite her perversion. Her hands began to knead her stomach. Jenny missed her sister deeply, as she was the only family she really had.  Her sister had taken over care of her when her parents died. However, once Jenny’s sister discovered vorephilia, she became a whole new person, devoting at least one night a month to the consumption of an entire person. Granted, this did not impact her care of Jenny at all, but the more meals a vorephile has, the more desirable their own digestion seems. Jenny doesn’t know this, but eats sparingly because she realizes that it’s a human life in her stomach.  

“She continued to slide down my gullet like it was a waterslide.  Finally, she was in my stomach. She was the best meal I’ve ever had… It was also very erotic… I could have had sex with her right then and there… Of course, I was underage at the time, and that’s why she taught me about vorephilia in the first place.  She felt guilty for putting me through such a sexual situation like unbirthing… Not that I minded…”

There was a short pause as Jenny collected her thoughts, Monica and Angie looked on. 

“ Anyway,  Once she was in my stomach, I’m in a state of pure bliss.  I felt her rather large breasts poking through my stomach.  As she spoke, it tickled me just right.  Her movements massaged me in  placed I didn’t know that I had… It was only a few seconds before I was on the ground groaning, my breasts bouncing from the motion in my stomach.  Every push outward expanded my belly by a few inches, the feeling it made as like getting every single inch of your stomach massaged all at once by beautiful women, all at once! I could feel everything, her breathing, her heartbeat, her breathing, her moans…” 

Jenny’s mood became somber as she relived her sister’s final moments. 

“But then, my sister said something that would live with me forever.  A few minutes in my stomach, I would her her whisper: “Digest me.”  I was surprised at first, I couldn’t understand.  But then I remembered where she was, and I thought of the hamburger I had for lunch, and the steak the day before, and I understood what she wanted, what she was asking me to do.  I couldn’t decide, so I looked inside myself, and I found that my sister and I had a connection, and I could see inside of her head.  She desperately wanted to become a part of me, as if every fiber of her body was calling her to become a part of something.  So, I told my mind to stop holding back on digesting her, and I could feel my stomach go about its work.  The digestion was wonderful, I must have needed to masturbate at least a dozen times! My whole body changed when I digested her, My measly little A cups became these marvelous D’s, My butt got a lot firmer, and a little bit bigger, I gained like 60 pounds, my hair grew about 4 inches, and my breasts produced like a gallon of milk.   I miss my sister, but all I need to do is to remind myself that she’s always apart of me, and that she died happy.”

Jenny looked at her friends.  There was a short pause before Monica finally spoke up.  

“So, how was the milk?” 

Jenny smiled, as she spoke, just as Angie audibly grunted, her body telling her that she should just pounce Jenny now, and ask for forgiveness later.  

“It was actually quite tasty! It tasted a lot like my sister, actually.”

“I’ll bet! How much was there?”

Jenny thought for a minute, Angie rolled her eyes, interrupting Jenny’s train of thought.  

“There was about… hey, you okay Ange?” 

“I’m fine, but I just need to know one thing.  Vorephilia is fine in fantasy, but why did you do it in real life.  I can understand why you did it to your sister, but what about the cheerleader?” 

“Oh, Carla was My sister’s girlfriend.  She had actually planned on stuffing me inside of my sister, and having a two for one meal.  She’s been hunting me ever since my sister got to take a tour of my intestines.  Normally, I wouldn’t have, but I saw that she was going to eat me, and I REALLY don’t want to end up as fertilizer anytime soon.”

Angie gave an approving smile, relaxing her body, but still possessed a worried look on her face. 

“oh, okay, but one more thing, would you ever eat either of us if we didn’t ask?” 

Jenny looked at her friend crossing her arms.

“Of course not! I’d miss you to much! I’m no addict like my sister was, I only eat in self defense.  Besides, I think you’d leave an AWFUL after taste… 

Angie laughed as she relaxed her face.  Monica began to massage Jenny’s struggling stomach once again, although the struggles were slightly weaker than before. Angie approached as well, rubbing Jenny’s meat filled stomach.  

“How long does she have, Jenny?” 


“She has about 10 minutes, I’d say.”

Jenny let loose a low burp, covering her mouth with her fist. Angie began to massage Jenny’s stomach, her rear sticking out behind her.  Monica came along Jenny’s side and placed her ear on the pulsing stomach.  Inside, Monica heard Clara’s whines, muffled by her own crotch. The stomach was gearing up for digestion, and various glomps and glorps could be heard as air was shoved around by the pulsating stomach, the sound of Clara’s slowing heartbeat.  Jenny’s own thundering, racing heart could be heard, her lungs taking in deep, slow breaths, Jenny’s voice echoing through her body as she spoke to Angie. 

“You like it down there, Angie?” 

Angie nodded as Jenny looked around, noticing employees starting to enter to clean up the stands on the opposite side of the field. 

“Hey guys, we need to get out of here, I don’t’ want to get caught digestion someone.  That, and I’m topless.”

Monica’s head was pushed away from Jenny’s stomach by one of Clara’s hands.  Angie stood up, her rear moving slowly upward, her eyes locking on Clara’s struggling form.  

“Do you need any help, Jenny?”

Jenny nodded, and Monica bent down to pick up her friend’s bra. 

“Here’s your bra, Jenny.”

“Thanks, Monica.  I just need help walking.  All this extra weight makes it hard to walk, and I need you two to help support me.” 

Jenny looked around for a moment, then pointed to some a nearby forest, taking .  

“we could head there.  We need to hurry though.  I don’t want TOO many people to see my nipples.”

Monica walked to her friend’s right side, and Angie came up to Jenny’s left side.  They both came up underneath Jenny’s arms, and supported her weight. All three leaned back a little, and Jenny stepped slowly forward, her legs pushing her massive stomach away, only to have it settle back down.  Her stomach continued to bounce back and forth from each leg. They walked down the stairs, and along the field, making sure to stay FAR away from the workers on the other side.  As they walked along the benches, Angie’s right hand found its way to Jenny’s rear, and her left hand found its way to Jenny’s bloated belly. 

Angie’s mind raced at the possibility of what she had just seen. She wondered if she could eat someone as well, what it was like, and could she simply digest a woman away like that? How guilty would she feel? Would it even matter.  Her mind continued to wander, showing her what she would look like if she had been the one that swallowed Carla, eaten her first girlfriend, the one she always wanted to be with, and what she looked like if she ate Jenny in her sleep… Yes… that was it… the thought that made her aroused the most.  Taking a big bellied, plump Jenny, fucking her until she was too tired to move, then shoving her into an oven and gulping her down just like she did to Carla.  Her mouth watered at the thought.  She looked at Jenny’s bouncing belly.  Carla stopped moving awhile ago and just hung softly inside of Jenny’s body. She looked so… Peaceful. Angie was almost jealous of the cheerleader, it seemed so warm inside of Jenny’s stomach. Angie could picture herself inside of Jenny, massaged simultaneously on all parts of her body at the same time.  Her body getting smaller as she fed Jenny’s system… Yes, that is how she wanted to go… 

Soon, they entered the woods, and Monica looked around.  

“How deep do you want to go, you guys?”

Jenny spoke plainly, looking around, teasing.  

“Depends.  Do you guys want to fool around?”

Angie didn’t spend more than a seconds thought on the subject. 

“Fuck yes!” 

Jenny and Monica stared at Angie as they made their way deeper into the woods.  None of them had fooled around with the any of the others, and although Angie was most likely to bring up the subject, she hadn’t until now.   Monica was the first to speak. 

“Horny, Angie?”

Angie nodded.  

“You guys KNOW that I love vorephilia, and seeing that cheerleader shoved inside Jenny to become… well, dinner, woke something inside of me… I want to fuck you, Jenny, even more than before.  I want to do more than that, even, I want to gulp you down, so that you’ll end up as my new lovely pair of breasts… 

As Angie spoke, they walked off the trail and found a small clearing.  Jenny smirked as Angie left her side, and came around in front of Jenny, looking down at the top of her friends head.  

“you know, I could just reach down and put you in my belly… just a few gulps, and your gone…”

Jenny laughed as Angie leaned over the cheerleader-filled stomach, bringing her face level with Jenny’s and kissing her on the lips.  Monica gasped, and quickly took a step back, and took a picture of the pair with her cell phone camera. Angie soon pulled back, her legs covered in Jenny’s body paint where they dug into Jenny’s stomach. There was paint on Angie’s chin her cheek, and the bottom of her nose.  Monica smiled, and looked at her friends.  Jenny laughed as she spoke softly, her face growing red, she looked down for a moment, then looked up, her lips in a wide smile.  

“While I’d LOVE to know what your body looks from the inside, and become a part of those LOVELY bouncing breasts, I’m not ready for ANYBODY to turn me into fertilizer yet.  Besides, I don’t think that even YOUR stomach could handle all this…

Jenny traced her hands down her body, looking right at Angie.  Jenny suddenly grew an evil smile, casting a glace at Monica.  

“Actually, Angie, there is someone who could fill your gut.  You can eat Monica!”

Monica smiled and laughed, looking straight at Angie. She placed her left foot forward, stuck her chest out, and ran her hands along her body, then holding them up in the air.  She spoke softly, teasing Angie.  

“come on big girl! I’ve got some fresh girl meat right here!”

Angie walked forward, her lips in a knowing, naughty smile.  Jenny gave a surprised look, wondering if she would get to see Monica fill Angie’s belly. She held her breath as she saw Angie kneel down, and unbutton Monica’s jean shorts, and pulling down her panties.  Angie looked up at Monica.  

“OF course I’ll eat you, Monica!” 

Monica gasped as she felt her friends lips surround her vagina, her lips let out an audible moan.  Her eyes glazed over, and she brought her hands to the back of Angie’s head, pushing the tall redhead into her crotch.  Angie sucked happily, giggling to herself as she ran her hands up to Monica’s petite hams, pulling the woman close as she could. She drove her tongue inside of Monica’s folds slowly, causing a yelp from Monica. Angie’s tongue explored further and deeper into Monica’s folds, until she found Monica’s sweet spot. Jenny smiled as the sloppy wet sound of Angie sucking pussy filled the air along with Monica’s soft groans.  Jenny watched as Monica’s hips began to sway forward and backward, going further out and back. After a few minutes, Jenny noticed Monica’s movements increase in speed, the volume of the moans increase, Monica’s pupils dilate, Monica’s mouth drop, and, on one moment, Monica give of one sharp, quick grunt, her eyes come back into focus, her hands drop from Angie’s head, and  thrust her hips into Angie’s face, nearly knocking her off balance.  Angie pulled her head away, cum trailing between her face and Angie’s crotch. 

Angie’s tongue ran across her face licking up some of Monica’s juices.  She looked up at Monica’s face, studying her form. 

“Your yummy, little girl, are you sure you don’t’ want to tour my tummy?” 

Monica smiled as Jenny walked up behind Angie. 

“I sure would miss! I dream of being breast fat!” 

Angie coughed after she heard this, having no idea that her friend was so submissive.  She tried to respond, but Jenny’s tongue was soon running along her face and cheeks, licking off Monica’s cum.  She swallowed, her face cringing. 

“Eww, god! The body paint on your chin and cheeks was DISGUSTING! Monica was lovely, though… I think I’ll have some more.  

Jenny knelt down on her hands and knees, her stomach pushing down on the forest floor, bulging past her sides. She ran her tongue along Monica’s cum soaked crotch, the smell of sex filled her nostrils.  She licked like an obedient colored dog.  Gold and black colored body paint is left streaking on Monica’s crotch.  She looked down and smiled, trying to wipe some of it off with her finger, which then wipes it onto her shorts. 

“Marking me as yours, Jenny?” 

Jenny smiled as Angie stood behind her. 

“I don’t think she is, Monica! After all you’re mine, and I’ve got your home, right here!” 

Angie patted her belly and brought her hands over her breasts, stretching outward to pop her knuckles.  She took one of her feet, and stepped over Jenny, some dirt and pine needles falling onto Jenny’s back, and put it down on the ground on Jenny’s left side.  Angie bent down, speaking her voice loving, but aggressive.  Monica looked on, her camera going off and taking their picture.  

“I really don’t like it when little doggies try to mark their prey…”

Jenny turned her head, trying to look above her.  Monica’s mouth dropped, she studied Angie’s new dominant attitude that she’d never seen before.  Jenny mouthed the word “Doggy?” as her red-headed friend raised her hand have Jenny’s rear, and swung with down with a *SMACK!*  Jenny yelped as Angie’s hand landed directly on her clothed hams, the sound of spanking and grunting filled the air as Angie spoke.  

“I…” *SMACK!**GHYAA!* “Think…” *SMACK!**AAA!* “That…” *SMACK!**OW!* “Little…” *SMACK!**DAMMIT!* “Doggies…” *SMACK!**Jenny smiled. WOOF!*  “Should…” *SMACK!**BARK!* “Keep…” *SMACK!**ARF!* “To…” *SMACK!**YIPE!* “Them…”  *SMACK!**RAWRF!* “Selves…” *SMACK!**MotherF-* “And…” *SMACK!-ACK!**RAWF!* “Stay…” *SMACK!**Bark!* “In…” *SMACK!**Woof!* “Their…” *SMACK!**Woof!* “Corners…” *SMACK!**Bark!*  “Until…” *SMACK!**Raf!* “They” *SMACK!**Arf!* “Are…” *SMACK**BARK!* “Called!” *SMA-CK ACK! *YELP-YELP-YELP!*

Monica’s phone was recording video since the 3rd spank.  It recorded Angie’s breasts as they shook within her top, her bucking motion as she rode Jenny like a cowgirl riding a bull, grinding her crotch into Jenny’s back. Jenny’s breasts, squished between her arms, hanging down toward the ground, bounced back and forth from the impacts on her clothed rump.  Her body pushed into the digesting cheerleader within her, her rear grew red, a pleasurable pain coming from it.  Her voice carried through the woods, barking, yelping, and cursing.

 Angie took a few steps back, kneeling down, sliding across Jenny’s back, the body paint smearing on her halter top, bunching on the tops of her breasts, and smearing on her stomach.  Angie placed her chin on top of Jenny’s head, her breath ruffling Jenny’s hair.  Angie’s hands ran down Jenny’s arms, then to Jenny’s breasts, massaging them, cupping them. Jenny grunted as Angie’s weight pressed downward into the dirt. Jenny grunted, her arms straining to hold the two of them up, her midsection pressed between two women.  Angie spoke softly, licking the top of Jenny’s head.  

“You know, I could just slurp you down right now, with Monica as the only witness.  Well, her and my new pair of knockers…” 

Jenny smiled, her body aching for sex, loving the lack of control she had, her hormones raging within her. Jenny’s breaths were quick and deep, her body craving more punishment, her vagina dripping with anticipation.  

“Your welcome to try, Angie.  OF course, I’ll produce a turd so big that your ass will rip in two trying to pass it! 

“You think so?”

Angie looked behind her at her tightly clothed bottom, and turned her attention back to Jenny. 

“You might be right Jen, my ass already has a BIG crack in it… I should be careful who I eat…” 

Angie looked up at Monica, licking her lips.

“How about you? You want to travel down my gullet, and tour the inside of my ass?”

Monica blushed and nodded.  


“Honestly, I would.” 

Angie smiled, looking right at the petite female. 

“Oh really? Let me taste that petite little bottom of yours…”

Monica walked forward, and turned around, dropping her pants and panties, bending over, her hams resting on Jenny’s head. 

“Lick away, Angie!”

Angie smiled, and ran her tongue deeply into Monica’s left ham, then again on her right ham, lifting slightly. Monica let loose a moan, followed by a quiet bark. Angie smiled as she returned to her spot on top of Jenny’s back.  

“I love the taste of that little ass, and I can’t wait to add it to my own, now put it away, I’m not done with that body of yours. ” 

Monica giggled as she pulled her pants and panties up.  Angie continued. 

“OH, and don’t bark, that’s only for little doggies like Rover here.” 

Jenny giggled as she Angie patted the side of her cheek. 

“Feeling a bit mean, Angie?” 

“NO, actually, I’m just putting you in your place!” 

Monica laughed. 

“So, how long should we stay here?”

Jenny was the first to speak. 

“Pretty much as long as I’m full of cheerleader.  It’ll be hard getting into the dorms looking like this.”

Angie looked at the group after pausing for a moment. 

“We could head to my house.” 

“True, but that still leaves the problem of the ohh… say… 200 pounds of meat in my belly.  You don’t think that we’ll get a few looks going down the street?”

“hmm… your right.”

“How long do you think we’ll need to stay here?” 

“A few more hours at least.”

Jenny yawned, her body telling her to sleep. 

“Tired, Jenny?” 

Jenny nodded.

“Yea, Big meals always do, and I’ve never had one this big. Well, Not recently anyway. ” 

Jenny’s belly offered a happy little gurgle, and leaned up against a tree.  Jenny yawned again.  Angie looked down at her.  

“Need a nap, Rover?” 

Jenny gave an affirmative “Rarf!” Angie simply looked down.

“Then go ahead and take a nap.  Monica and I still need to have a little fun…” 

 With that, Angie got off of Jenny’s back, and walked toward a giggling Monica. Jenny watched as Angie knelt down to kiss Monica’s lips, and began to lift Monica’s shirt.  Jenny laughed, and sat against a tree, slowly drifting off to sleep, the sound of two women making love drifting though the woods. 


Three hours later, Jenny woke up, only to find a large bellied Angie sitting next to her, a very clear shape of a short female inside her stomach.  She touched Angie’s stomach, running her hands along the girl’s body, a tear in her eye.  


“Monica?” 

To Be Continued

