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Tapping her fingers on the lamp table at her bedside and resting her cheek on her hand, Danae lay in her hotel room pondering how to get a bit more excitement from her favorite hobby.

It used to be thrilling, going beyond the bounds of society and reverting to a nearly feral state, enacting the “Law of the Jungle,” so to speak, and to some extent it still was. However, the brown dog had become so good at it that it was now almost mechanical, and she felt little sense of risk anymore, which was the whole point. 

Her hand moved from the table to her forehead, fingers combing through her long, questionably natural blonde hair. As she did this, she sighed a bit and closed her eyes. She let herself fall back, head thumping on the pillow, and she turned out the light and pulled the sheets over her shoulders, feeling unsatisfied and thinking of a new way to get some excitement, with no success.

The next day, Danae awoke with a large yawn, tongue jutting out like a middle finger to the world. She arched her back and folded her arms behind her head, thrusting her small, athletic chest forward. She didn’t feel as bad as she did the last night, but she still couldn’t shake that feeling of emptiness. “Guess this is the price I pay for thrill-seeking,” she thought as she got out of bed and slipped on her teal tank-top, placed her sunglasses at the edge of her nose, pulled her short light-gray sweatpants just below thong-level, then picked up her belongings and put them in a sack. 

She then decided to head downstairs for the breakfast provided to patrons of the hotel, so she locked her door on the way out and headed into the buffet area. The meal wasn’t much, just some eggs and fruit and the like; standard hotel fare, but she did find something of more interest: a newspaper with the headline

City manager dedicates new park

Danae grinned, revealing her sharp, white teeth, an idea forming. “Perfect,” she said. She left the newspaper and a little bit of her breakfast on the table. She wouldn’t need either of them now. 

After checking out of the hotel, the brown dog asked around about the whereabouts of the city manager and was quickly pointed in the direction of a small two-storey building near the center of the map. Smiling slyly to herself, she made her way there and found it easily enough, given the large printed letters engraved in stone at the top of the entrance: CITY HALL. A small plaque to the side of the doorway gave a list of offices and room numbers, so Danae searched out the office of the city manager she saw on the front page of the paper earlier that morning. Finding it near the top, she thought, “Alright. Time to do this.” She licked her lips in anticipation and headed in the front door.
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The building was comprised of various offices on the sides of a hallway, which ended in a staircase leading up to the second floor and a similar floor plan. Eventually she found her way to the city manager’s office. A plaque said, “Samantha Weltzin, city manager” on the wall next to the wooden door. This was the place. Time to set things in motion, she thought.

When Danae entered, she saw a red fox man sitting at a desk with a door behind him. His desk had a plaque of its own reading, “Stephen Kay, secretary to the city manager.” He looked up from what he was working on and asked, a smile on his face, “May I help you?”

“Yeah. I was wondering if I could see the city manager?” Danae replied as she walked toward his desk, leaning over it and tilting her sunglasses down a bit as sexily as she could. This secretary made a complication, but it’s not like Danae had a real plan in the first place, and this just increased the thrill.
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“You can, but you’ll need to set up an appointment. Earliest we can get you in is around five this evening. That okay?”

The fox didn’t appear to be affected by her advances, so Danae leaned back and said, “Sure. Something I need to sign?”

“No. I’ve got a record. I’ll just jot it down if you tell me your name,” he replied.

“Sure. Danae.”

Stephen jotted something down on a form to his side and thanked her, saying he would see her at five. She did a two-finger salute and left the room.

“Dammit,” she said under her breath, “I hate waiting.” She figured she may as well kill some time, though, so she went off into town to shop, though she had no intent of actually buying anything. 

The day passed slowly for Danae, as none of it really mattered to her until five o’clock. She did a little shopping, but nothing really excited her interest. She held off on lunch, and she didn’t snack on anything outside of normal meal times either. By the time her appointment rolled around, she was famished, her stomach grumbling in protest of her neglect.

Finally, though, she headed up to City Hall again and back to the city manager’s office. Stephen recognized her and said that Miss Weltzin was available now, and he motioned toward the door behind him after having her place her signature and time of arrival on a sign-in sheet. Danae thanked the fox and headed in, closing the door behind her.

A quick scan of the room left Danae a bit hesitant. There was a window she could escape out of after her game was finished, but the room, of course, was on the second floor. She expected this, but hoped there would be something to throw out the window and climb down. There wasn’t. No tapestries or anything; just bookshelves, drawers, and other office regalia. This city manager wasn’t big on decoration, it appeared. In less than a second of practiced scanning, Danae’s eyes fell on the city manager herself. She was a gray cat with small spectacles perched atop her short nose. Her legs weren’t visible under her desk, but her torso was clad with a light-green button-down shirt and a red tie. Danae took note of the cat’s attractive figure and jumped to a cynical conclusion about how “Miss Weltzin” became city manager.
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“Come in, Miss Danae. Have a seat,” Miss Weltzin said, motioning toward a chair in front of her desk, clearly reserved for guests.

“Alright. Thanks,” Danae replied. She walked to the chair and sat down, formulating a plan. Unfortunately, not much was coming to her.

“So, what would you like to discuss?”

Shit. She hadn’t thought of that. Oh well; no time to regret things now. “Well, I’ve had a problem with the energy department recently and was hoping you could help.”

“Oh?” Miss Weltzin said, cocking an eyebrow. “That’s the second complaint about that today. What’s the problem?”

“Well,” Danae said, getting up and leaning forward as if to whisper to the city manager, who leaned forward in kind. “See, my generator is running low and needs fuel.”

“That doesn’t sound like—” the cat began before she was grabbed by the fur on the back of her head and yanked forward into Danae’s open mouth.
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Glumpf!

Here it was. Just eating people was thrilling enough for a while, and there was always a risk they would get away or return the favor, but now Danae was in “The Big Leagues,” going after a high-profile woman in her own office.

She took a swallow, pulling Miss Weltzin’s face into her throat, which expanded significantly from the new occupant. The city manager herself didn’t seem to be struggling much, or maybe she was just really weak, but the hands pressed against Danae’s chest to try to dislodge the cat’s head were utterly ineffective. Danae was practiced, but her prey usually put up much more of a fight than this.

The dog swallowed again, taking in Miss Weltzin’s entire head. The cat wasn’t even making any noise beyond a muffled whimper, so Danae’s job was that much easier. The secretary seemed not to have noticed anything going on, and nothing had crashed to the floor so far to alert him.

Shomp! Gllllk!

[image: image6.jpg]



Pulling her prey off the floor and over the desk, Danae chomped up her neck and shoulders. She noticed that instead of thrashing about, the city manager was going into slight paroxysms. Must be paralyzed, she’s so scared, she thought as she gulped a little more, slathering her now-dry tongue over the tops of Miss Weltzin’s breasts.

Samantha was claustrophobic. She’d known this for most of her life. So when she saw that tooth-lined pink maw enclose around her face, she knew her fate was sealed. As she felt her head get sucked into the brown dog’s throat, she lost all but the most basic senses, resorting to whimpering and shaking as she felt the tight, wet squeeze and heard the sloshing of Danae's innards and thump thump of her heart.

Glorp…schluck.

Danae felt her sharp teeth graze the cat’s chest, tearing a bit of the fabric of her shirt while she pulled her over the desk a bit more. An ink bottle almost crashed to the floor as Miss Weltzin’s thigh brushed it, but the dog was able to catch it and place it back on the table away from her meal’s path along the top.

With another strong tug from her well-trained esophagus and some help from her toned arms, Danae swallowed up Miss Weltzin’s chest and started on her abdomen. By this point, she felt the cat’s head smash its way into her stomach, and she felt satisfied again after half a day of fasting. 

Samantha continued to quiver as she pressed downward into her captor’s gut. The acrid smell of bile made her eyes water as soon as Danae’s pyloric sphincter opened up, dropping her bifocals into the churning pit before the rest of her face followed. Her whimpering quickly made her unable to breathe, so her head started swimming when she inhaled, in a few shallow pants, stomach gas and squirting acid. She felt her torso up to her belly being squished into Danae’s own lean body, and she passed out just as her rear was ushered into the predator's expanded throat by her tongue and uvula.

The dog, for her part, was really enjoying her meal. She tended to prefer women to fill her up, so when her teeth gripped lightly into the city manager’s curvatious rump, she felt a small surge of ecstasy and closed her eyes, moaning a bit despite the large mass smashing her vocal chords against the rest of her flesh. She swallowed again and lifted her head back, falling upon her chair once more, throwing Miss Weltzin's tensely locked legs upward.

Ulk. Ulk. Ulk...
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Danae's jaw clamped and released the cat's legs as her khaki-clad thighs disappeared into the dog's mouth. Her brown gut expanded and touched the chair between her legs as more of Miss Weltzin occupied its inside.

Gulk. Gulk. Gulk...

More quickly now Danae swallowed, engulfing her prey's knees, then her calves, then her ankles, feet, and finally toes. With a schlnk, Danae's jaws closed and her throat pressed the rest of the cat downward, finally depositing her entire body inside the dog's digestive system. Danae sat back with a sigh and a satisfied smacking of her lips. It's not that people tasted good going down (that came later as they started digesting and she tasted her belches), but there was something so satisfying about swallowing a social creature whole and alive, letting them feebly struggle to keep their lives while one's merciless body took great care to prevent that from happening. There was a great “Fuck You” to this boring construct known as society in this gesture, and what more perfect a way to gain some excitement than the natural Law of the Jungle: Eat or Be Eaten? All this, of course, was entirely subconscious and passed through Danae's head in a split second.

[image: image8.jpg]



She was, however, consciously satisfied at having consumed a government official and risking her own freedom in the process. She didn't know Miss Weltzin; had nothing against her personally, but she couldn't pass up the opportunity her impulse guided her to after reading the newspaper.

And so she added insult to murder by lifting herself up, walking behind the city manager's desk, and plopping her canine rear in the chair recently occupied by the person churning in her gut. She hefted her legs up, placing her feet on the desk and holding up her catch between her thighs with a small splat issuing forth as she adjusted Miss Weltzin's weight a bit.

Guess I'll just see what I can take on when I have to, since there's no real escape plan here, she thought to herself as she laid back, one arm behind her head and the other on her now-massive stomach. Smirking and symbolically licking her lips (there wasn't much to taste, after all), she drifted off to sleep.
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A little over three hours later, Stephen, the secretary, rapped lightly on the door. “Samantha? You ready to head home?” Hearing no answer, he listened at the door and heard snoring. “Must've overworked herself again,” he muttered to himself. “Well, she'll be sure to lock everything up before she goes. Very responsible, that woman. So much better than my last boss.” He rolled his eyes at the thought of the pain known as Mr. Smythe.
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He put on his jacket and walked out the door, being careful to close it softly so as not to awaken his boss.

Danae woke up from her long nap surprised to be alone. It was nighttime and a light rain was visible in front of the streetlight and on the window. The clock in Miss Weltzin's former office said the time was around 9:15. Curious why she hadn't been confronted yet, Danae grunted and pulled herself out of the chair, her belly sloshing from the buildup of digestive fluid over the last four hours. She made her way toward the exit and looked through the window of the door, seeing no secretary and darkness in the rest of the building.

“Idiot must've just gone home without saying goodbye. Probably doesn't like you,” the dog said to herself, grinning and poking her gut. “Well, easier for me I guess.” She belched a little, the taste of digesting cloth, fur, and a bit of skin entering her mouth. Tasting this, she let out a little puff of air to let it coat the length of her tongue.

Inside, Samantha's body was coated with digestive enzymes, and the clothes along her back were dissolved, having been exposed comparatively longer than other parts. A small pool of digestive acid had built up across her feet and hips, and a bit of it splashed across her lap as Danae walked around. When the dog had eaten her first oversized meal, she suffered a bit from the large buildup of acid without sufficient protection from the mucus lining her stomach walls, but by this point, she was so practiced that this was no longer a problem and her body had adjusted its mucus output to compensate, so she wouldn't even notice as the pool slowly filled up more and more around the cat inside of her, eventually engulfing what hadn't already been digested. But that was all for later. Right now, Samantha's body was more or less intact.
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To cover her tracks, Danae decided to make it look like the city manager had left peacefully that night. She rummaged around in the desk (turning sideways so her bloated stomach wouldn't make things difficult) until she found a key ring in one of the drawers. Remembering the protocol for entrance into the office, she signed out on the sheet left on Stephen's desk, saying she left at 5:24. She sauntered out of the building, locking the two office doors behind her and letting the main entrance lock itself as she pulled it shut.

Despite the size of the city, the streets were relatively quiet at this time of night, the only sound the pattering of a light drizzle. However, the transportation service was around the clock, so she walked through various alleyways to avoid questions and eventually found herself at the headquarters she had arrived at when she came into the city. Her legs were tired from hauling both her own weight and that of Miss Weltzin, but they were also very strong and athletic, so to Danae the pain was of little consequence.

“May I help you?” the desk clerk asked, a lemur man whose eyes were immediately drawn to Danae's gut. “Got one on the way, eh?” he said before she could answer.

“Yeah. Anyway, I'd like a ride to Ejeent. How much for the fare?” she hastily replied as her stomach gave a GURRRGLE...

The clerk cocked an eyebrow, shook his head, and said, “That's six gold coins. We can have a coach ready in a few minutes.”

Danae paid and said she'd wait outside. She propped her shoulders against the wall crossing one leg over the other as best she could with her girth in the way, and shortly afterward a stagecoach came out of the barn next to the main office.

[image: image12.jpg]



The dog climbed up into the back, avoiding eye contact with the driver, squeezed her city manager-filled stomach through the small opening, and plopped herself down into the back seat, her damp hair smushing against her shoulders. A belch came up again, which she suppressed a bit and muffled with her hand. This time it tasted more like meat, so she was getting to the good stuff now. She lay back, pushed her sunglasses up over her eyes, placed her hands across her belly, and waited for the coach to start its trek before falling asleep once again, a smile on her lips.

This was the risk Danae was hoping for. She had just eaten a government official in the capital city of a country, in her own office no less, and gotten away with it.

Much later, when interrogated about Samantha's disappearance, the secretary, Stephen, could tell the authorities no more than that he had a horrible feeling he had forgotten something important that day, but he never could put a finger on what it was. 

[image: image13.jpg]



