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It’s all too easy to get lost in the maze-like streets and alleys of the city, built upon years and years of scattered town planning. Of course, some beings make the most of this, and Ephistra is one of them. A demon preying on the lives of late-night roamers and tourists not wise enough to know not to roam through the back alleys without some sort of insurance. And it does make for a bountiful hunting ground.
Of course, it only takes messing around with the person one time to find yourself on the wrong side of the predation.
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It was always too easy.
Day by day, people taking shortcuts where they shouldn’t. Easy, fragile prey, food day after day, and for barely any work! It was simply dream territory.

And in a city big as this, it’s not like anyone was going to notice people going missing. Usually the people going through her alleyways were drunks taking a shortcut, tourists getting lost, and if the heat started getting bad enough… Well, there were plenty more alleyways to work in until the attention died down. This part of the city was simply a maze – too narrow to be anything but pedestrianised, and with a spiralling web of side-paths, dead ends… 

It wasn’t like they’d be able to find her even if they had a location, anyway.

After all, who would suspect the ‘stain’ in a concrete wall? For all intents and purposes, whenever she was waiting, ‘concealed’ and waiting for her latest meal, all she looked like was a blackish, gooey splatter on the wall. Of course, when she wanted to eat someone, she’d take a more comprehensible form, one that these mortal fools would know to be a demon taking in every fibre of their being as her own, but for blending in, this worked fine.

Of course, it was a little harder to blend in while still ‘digesting’ her latest meal.

“Let me- Let me go! Please! I didn’t- I’m just visiting!” A voice pleaded, jogging her out of her rapturous pleasure as energy suffused throughout her body. The creature half-submerged in her gooey form didn’t quite now given the currently opaque nature of her body, but it was far too late to turn back now. There wasn’t really much hope or choice left for you with half of your body melted down to the bone. But she was a kind predator, allowing her prey to expire… ‘painlessly’.

That didn’t mean she didn’t get a thrill out of taunting and playing with the foolish, fragile mortals that roamed the land.

“Oh… And what can you offer Ephistra, little feline?” She purred, leaning her gooey, dripping head in the vague shape of a canid. She stopped bothering to keep up the façade quite some time ago. “Perhaps- Ah…”

Inside her, she felt one of his bones crack and crumble to pieces, while tendrils crawled around the remaining thigh wedged against hers, pulling it to submerge within her body along with more of his torso. She couldn’t help but moan at the feeling, a deep, rapturous groan spilling out of her body, filling his head as her ‘lips’ dripped so close to his ear, goo seeping into his fur and crawling over his skin.

“I-I don’t… I can lure people here! It’s a quiet alleyway, right? You probably don’t get much food? I can-“ The cat’s frantic pleas fell on deaf ears, not that he seemed to be able to tell as his eyes darted between her head and the torso his was slowly, steadily sinking within. A deep dread continued to rise from within his chest, as no matter how much she dragged into herself, she would only bulge for so long… But that wasn’t a thought he was willing to confront. He had to cling to hope. “- I- I can bring people here, feed you until I leave the city! Th-that’s better than just one meal, right? Please?”
And inches continued to sink into her body. Her tongue curled out of her gaping, gooey maw, crawling over the shape of a faux-muzzle. Her ‘lips’ curled in that grin that she’d found settled that terror so much deeper into their feeble minds. The knowledge of what they were trying to bargain with.
The knowledge that she didn’t care.

Her arm extended, goo splitting back apart to form the shape of a hand, digits and all. Rested atop his head, stroking up and down. Slowly, up and down, between his trembling ears, down the back of his neck.

“What a simply… tantalising offer, sir… But do you know what I like more than that offer?”
His already wide eyes seemed to find extra room for panic. He whimpered.

“I do so love finishing an already delicious meal,”

With that, her palm pressed flat against his skull, sinking him in so much faster. She tilted his head forward, sunk the pathetic mammal’s muzzle into her chest, silencing the scream that followed… And allowed him a sight into herself. With control over her body, it was all too easy to make her transparent, and from that, he could see…

Bones.

Floating, parted, breaking apart inside her. Inside her thigh, the remnants of both legs, one barely more than melted fragments. Inside her torso, fragments of his spine and his arms, with not a trace of his hands left. They were the first to go inside her, after all. He could see the flesh around his ribcage being melted and rended, exposing his organs as her slime oozed between each rib and around, slimy, cold numbness spreading throughout. Suffusing through his body as a beating heart stilled and broke apart, blossoming red in the greyish-black mass of translucent ooze before fading entirely. Each lung, every organ, until nothing but his ribs remained, steadily drifting apart as they too, melted down.

“Ah… Do you want to know something else too, before you go?” She murmured with a grin. She kept herself from dissolving his eyes; it was so much more satisfying to watch the remnants of their thoughts and mind shatter within her. Predictably, they flicked up, meeting the dim, glowing yellow orbs set within her ooze. “Have you ever wondered what happens to your spirit after you expire?”

She could see his eyes widen once again. He couldn’t tremble anymore. Her ooze filled his mouth and throat, crawling through the tattered remnants of flesh still coating his head.

“Well… Let’s say you won’t need to worry about that. I’m quite… thorough, in what I devour. But don’t you worry, no other being will get as much pleasure out of you than I,” She purred, stroking the back of what little of his head poked out of her and pushing on it with just one slimy digit, completely submerging him as she at last, allowed her body to begin consuming him. The last thing he’d hear through his mortal senses. “After all, your mortal souls are just so much more delicious when you expire in terror.” 

With that, she reclined back, basking in the pleasure of the energy of his dissolving flesh and mind suffusing throughout her body. She could feel his thoughts scream throughout her being, panic, terror and confusion filling her senses.

Truly delicious.

She couldn’t help but melt a little in the pleasure, losing yet more of her shape as quickly, nothing but bones floated throughout her. Bubbles rose to the surface of her goo each time she consumed one entirely, and with nothing but remains, she had one last pleasure to indulge in.
“There you go, melt away, become a part of the fine Ephistra’s being… You shall be so much better served as my fuel, feline,” she murmured to nobody in particular. She could feel his the swell of his spirit trying to surge to the surface, escape her body. With how she spoke, the remains of his spirit could certainly ‘hear’ her words in a way, and she could feel the feelings he felt in his last moments continue to pulsate throughout her. It took so much more work to melt down the essence of a mortal, but it was also oh, so much more delicious. Deep, in the remnants of the black void of fading consciousness, every memory, every experience, flooded into her. Taking from him. She could feel the panic, the instincts of a soul fighting to survive.

Futile, of course.

The remnants of a crumbling skull pushed to the surface in her absent-minded rapture. Glancing down, one tendril would rise back out of her vaguely anthropomorphised form where her arm would be and push down on the chalky surface, powdering it with a mere touch as she submerged it back within her.
“Ahn… Yes… Every last fragment of you, every last wisp of your existence – As if you never existed,” Ephistra purred as she trembled, watching the last fragments of bone melt away within her, leaving nothing but the creatures’ memories. So faintly calling for mercy, pleas for help, all sorts of signals firing as they diffused throughout her form. The very last wisps of a futile fight to maintain an existence… before, finally, all that remained throughout her was simply her.

“… Ah… There we go, not a trace left. And just in time too… I don’t want to miss another potential meal, seems like I’m eating well tonight…” she sighed, a gooey approximation of a tongue curling over her ‘muzzle’ as her form shifted and changed back into something more… understandable. Her curves filling out, hips widening, chest swelling, muzzle lengthening. Until to all perceptions, she was the drippy, gooey shape of a tall anthropomorphic wolf, voluptuous and gifted in all ways she could be. From there, the colours of her body filling out into the approximation of fur, still deep black. But with enough definition to her face and lips that until someone touched her and felt the gooey façade, they would believe her to be ‘normal’.

Elsewhere in the alleyways, a drunken purple hyena-dragon staggered and swayed through the narrow pathways. T-shirt, leather jacket and leather ‘jeans’, hugging taut to her staggering form while clutching a bottle of vodka. The only reason the usually titanic hybrid could fit, however, was because instead of being the 17-foot titan she usually was, she’d managed to stumble upon a ‘magic’ shop.
She was derisive at first, almost belligerent even, but after some drunken slurring, she found herself offered ‘proof’, to ask whatever she wanted. And she wanted to drink at a place she kept being recommended in one of the city districts for smaller folk.

And it turned out they weren’t bullshitting her.

Sure, she was still just under 9 foot, but she could stoop and fit. That shop got a generous wad of cash and a promise to return, before May went off to continue her bar crawl.
And that led here.

“Fuckin’- Why’s the necklace they pushed on me so goddamn warm- Ugh- I’ll- hic-“ Slurred words, May scratched through her shirt at the crystal lump hiding beneath and nestling between her swaying tits. In return for all her cash, they’d given her this as a bonus, but she didn’t care to listen to the explanations of what it was for. She was getting pretty close to ripping it off and throwing it in the trash, though, she didn’t even ask for-

“Oh, my, what a treat you are!”

“The fuck?”

May’s brow furrowed, blurred vision focusing as she squinted and took a step back, looking down the side alley she just passed. In the dim light of the rows of wall-lamps lining the alleyway it was hard to see, but it was enough to tell there was a stark-naked, big tittied wolf-lady just leaning up against a wall and eyeing her up and down.

“… The fuck you want, lady? I ain’t in a good mood so if you’re gonna start propositioning me like some cheap whore-“

“Cheap? Oh, please, I am anything but cheap, madam. I think you will find me to be the most expensive pair of legs you will ever put that thing in,”

“Uh-huh. I’m supposed to believe the alleyway skank filthy enough to be naked and slutting herself out in one of the dirtiest parts of the city is luxury pussy?”
“Oh, the finest. My clientele pays me because I can give an experience very few can… I would say that nobody can walk away from the experiences I give them.”

May wrinkled her nose, looked the lady up and down. There certainly was a lot of ‘meat’ on her bones – fat, jiggly thighs, tits that sagged and swayed with pendulous weight. It’s not like she had to worry about STDs, so if she was offering something fun enough, she might be worth a little fun. And if not? Well, there were other ways she could make use of fuck-meat like her.
“Lady, you don’t know what you’re getting’ yourself into. But sure, I’ll bite. What’s your hook, whore?”

Ephistra smirked. Oh, it’s you that doesn’t know, foolish mortal. But nevertheless, she walked forward, hips swaying, ‘flesh’ jiggling and rippling in that soft, jiggly way only slime and goo could do. 

“Have you ever coupled with a being made of slime before? I am told it is an experience to die for,” Ephistra smugly cooed up at the taller lady, her hand pressing in on the firm bulge creaking in her leather pants. No reply was forthcoming other than the hybrid’s body’s clear reaction – the bulge growing and swelling under her tender ministrations, gooey hand sliding back and forth, light pressure stroking the sweaty leather over the sheath it confined. So, she continued, “Of course, if you are skeptical, I will only collect my payment upon relieving you of your load-“

“Lady, shut the fuck up. Every word you say is a turnoff – just spread your fuckin’ legs,”

Ephistra’s face twitched, just briefly the façade of faux fur slipping and smoothing down. Sure, the way she spoke was a little dated, but – a turnoff? The corners of her lips stayed curled in that same smile, but she did have a little trouble not letting it slip into a scowl.

To hide her cracked confidence she’d do as asked – lean back against the wall, tilt her head back, bare her neck and spread her legs. Her hand dipped between, slipped her fingers into sloppy, dripping goop and spread open, making a show of her control over the faux-lips she bore.

“As you wish, madam,” she crowed, and finally made use of her control over her body to make her goo slowly fade into translucency – shifting from a deep black, to a partially transparent greyish-black, the bricks visible through her body. Moreso than that, the shape of her insides and the cavities they made were on full display… The tunnel carving into her body from her spread, gooey faux-labia, up a foot to the tight, closed sphincter of a cervix and leading up to the cavity of a womb, tubes and all. Likewise, behind it, her asshole lead up, just in a straight tube to the cavity of her stomach rather than winding guts… Some people did love the forbidden temptation of seeing someone impaled, after all, and while she could offer it through any hole, if they showed she was capable, they’d just jump straight to if they wanted to. Got to have what you offer on display, after all.
Her fingers spread that tunnel, slipping a couple inches in and stretching it, gaping herself open while swaying her jiggly, wobbly hips in a hypnotic rhythm. All of that… how could her prey ever resist.

This one certainly didn’t.

Her hands unbuckled her belt, unbuttoned the leather of her pants and let her cock spill. Her sheath splattered viscous, purplish precum over Ephistra’s lower body, glowing purple suffusing into the mass and leaving splotches of tinted black all over. Pop – first her head, crowned by barbs and with a thick, gold ring hooked into her urethra. Then pop, ring after ring, a ladder of rings lining her cum-vein squelching out of her slimy sheath, glistening and shining with a sheen of streaky purple slime and sweat covering each one, all the way down to the bulge of her knot straining the taut flesh… Which she had to reach down to stretch and assist on its way out of her sheath, noisily schlopping out and slapping down against the goo-girl’s belly with a splatter of slime.

It squished in, sure, but she retained her shape, the feeling of resistance of a belly. Her body knew when to be flexible and gooey and squishy, and when to maintain the resistance akin to a real meat-bag. Once she got this woman off and she was basking in post orgasm glow she’d let herself go to slime and consume her body, of course – it was so much more fun that way. But first… It was so much sweeter to let them reach the peak of bliss and watch their panting need turn to horror as they melted down.
“Come on, daddy,” She purred, digging her thumbs in over each of those rings, six in total including the one guiding her spurts of precum in a curve out of her tip. “Why don’t you get to draining those needy things in this ‘filthy alleyway skank’, hmmm?~”

Maybe that sort of tone would appeal more? She did sometimes listen in outside the whorehouses while she churned her meals down, and that was a common way of speaking. At the very least, calling the tall hybrid ‘daddy’ seemed to spur something, as she leaned her head down and growled against the side of her head, hips peeling back and a hand guiding her tip down to nestle the gigantic, 3 foot and change length between her voluptuous thighs.

She might end up dyed for at least a couple days thanks to her load, that’d be a fun bonus.
“Can you manage to shut your whore lips for a couple minutes, slut? Hold on ‘til I make your body more cum than slime?”

Her smile twitched again. It was going to be so, so satisfying to eat this lady.

Ephistra forced a giggle and a nod, poking her tongue out in that cutesy way she’d seen some girls do, receiving a satisfied grunt in response… and two paws digging into her thighs and lifting her body up to plunge the mast of hybrid-meat in her snatch. She let out a low, sultry moan as her tip battered her ‘cervix’, visibly stretching it upwards into her as it ground and battered… but didn’t bury inside, filling and bulging her tunnel so nicely. Glowing, purple slime slopped into her, gushing into her womb and oozing through the already slime-drenched tunnel, seeping into her body and dying it that same purple glow.

She thought she’d take a moment to grind, but immediately she felt her body lifted and slammed back down, May immediately setting into a rhythm of battering and grinding the slime-girls cervix and milking a symphony of crooning moans and gasps from her.

It was better than her speaking, at least.

On top of that, the slimy, sloppy sounds of her rings popping into her drenched snatch echoed off the walls of the alleyway. Slurping back, popping in, squelching again and again. Slurred growls and groans spilled freely from May’s throat, body hunched over hers and pinning her back into the wall while she stretched her tunnel out. Instead of letting her fuck her womb, instead she watched as her cock buried deeper inch by inch, slurped up just a bit more as her tunnel deepened into her, the squirming slime-woman happily denying her the satisfaction of being rooted inside her completely even as her cock-tip battered the swell of her tits from beneath through her bulging stomach. Well, at least for a little while.

Without warning, her ‘cervix’ simply… gave up, making May let out a snarl of bliss. How could she resist? From being denied half of her cock, to stretching the slut’s womb up into her chest, bulging it up to her face and squelching her massive knot into her snatch, and immediately ripping out. Each ring squeezed on its way through her cervix, her barbs catching on the tight, contracting sphincter and yanking her womb downwards again, before schlurping out.

And back in.

The skank was unbearable to listen to speak, but damn did she have good fucking pussy.

“Ngh… Fuck, when you’re quiet, I admit, you’re a damn good fuck,” May groaned out, lathering her tongue over the agape, drooling muzzle of the slime-wolf. She even reached up with one paw, replacing it around her hips with her tail to keep her bouncing on her cock, and grabbed her muzzle, tilting it back so she could snake her tongue around and plunge it down the slime-slut’s neck.
Not a bit of gag reflex, accepting her tongue as she writhed and sunk it deep enough to lick her ‘stomach’, before lathering back up and using her elasticity to wrap her ‘flesh’ around the bouncing swell of her cock. She could see herself perfectly with her cum sloshing and jostling in her womb, bloating her tubes, no longer just ‘soaking’ in and instead filling and bloating her womb… So why not make use of the properties of a slime?

Ephistra shuddered eagerly. It was so hard not to start just consuming the lady. But she could resist. It’d be so much more satisfying, and she was already making it so easy with her muzzle wrapped around hers and her tongue slurping all through her insides. So, so easy.

May, of course, knew nothing of her intentions. Hips slapping, squelching, fucking her with the twin bulbs of her knot that swelled and bulged further and further. She could dig her claws and tail in, squeeze the mass of malleable goop around her knot while still feeling the pressure and tightness and contractions of a slimy, silky ‘tunnel’. The way she was trying to milk her, she wasn’t going to last long even with her prodigious stamina… But she was drunk enough she didn’t really care to try. It's not like she cared about getting the whore off, anyway.

Instead, she just let her milk her. Smothering her harder, crushing her form into the wall and folding her thighs up alongside her body, squeezing them into her sides and groaning into her eager, constricting throat. Her hips pummeled hers, flattening and squishing the wobbling goop and smearing her slime against the brick, precum slopping out of her gaping snatch. Her sagging womb squished against her belly, smearing purple-tinged grey slime into her cream bellyfur, jiggling and sloshing, until finally – 

With a roar, she slammed her weight into the wall and her sleeve, teeth digging into the slimy ‘muzzle’ she wrapped her maw around and crushing her tongue around one of her fat rings. Her hips still pumped shallowly, jerking her cock back and forth while the slime-girl used her control over her internals to keep her tunnels sliding back and forth… And with it, so much cum. Even if her amulet shrank her, that didn’t mean all of the cum she’d usually pump out wasn’t still in her – all that pressure and need compressed, and part of the reason she was so damn willing to fuck the first whore she saw.
Gallons of the stuff, pumping and sagging into her, bulging her chest up in thick ropes that splattered against her own neck and chest. Her cum-vein squeezed into her piercings, again and again, constricted and forced to jet even harder to release as hard as she wanted to, making the pleasure all the more intense. Fuck, those piercings were a good idea.

Ephistra squealed in bliss, unconstrained. It was almost a waste to have to eat such a productive beast of a woman… But with all that disrespect, her fate was sealed. She’d let her finish, though – cum soaking in to her goop and suffusing throughout her form, swirling and seeping in as the pressure ensured she couldn’t keep everything in that faux tunnel. Instead, cloudy slime would swirl and mix throughout her body, spreading through her chest, tits, seeping up her neck and into her head, flowing through her arms and sinking down her thighs. She could taste her own familiar musk seeping in and tinging the girl’s slime… But it wasn’t like she minded her own flavour, anyway.

It took half a minute to drain her churning nuts, and they still felt hungry by the time her loads tapered down and started slowing. She could even feel some of her cum leak through and fill her throat, push up her tongue and roll over her tongue… She was more than happy to gulp that down, too.

And like that, she basked, eyes closed, panting.

She could feel arms grabbing at hers, running over, and then… squirming. A muffled ‘what the fuck’, a ‘why’. Her brow furrowed, but she was probably just struggling because she wanted to get free. Wasn’t like she cared. She could stay smothered until she wanted to move.
“You foul beast – what have you DONE TO ME!”

The high pitched, almost panicked voice made her ears perk up in idle confusion. The fuck was she talking about? She peered an eye open.

What she saw was the goo-lady’s hand start to melt… Then snap back into shape, almost as if by force. Her muzzle try to creep up her tongue and muzzle, her snatch begin to wrap around her sheath, then snap into shape again.

“The fuck are you trying to do?”

“I am trying to consume you, mortal, now whatever you are doing, cease it immediately!” The shrill, indignant tone demanded of her, making her brow furrow further in confusion. Two arms wrapped around one of hers, both thighs, and she felt it start to wrap and melt and cover, just briefly… Then, back into shape. “How dare you – you are a simple sack of flesh and bone, know your place!”
“… You’re saying you’re trying to eat me and failing, and somehow that’s my fault?”

“Of course it is! You filthy, unworthy simpletons – you exist for me to subsist of, now – “

May cleared her throat, cutting her off and scratching her chest where an uncomfortable warmth pressed into her collarbone. And there, the bulge of a pendant – which she pulled out of her shirt, holding up the glowing charm she’d had pushed on her.

“THAT- TOSS THAT IMMEDIATELY, YOU ABSOLUTE IMBECILE!” Ephistra screeched, her face contorting in a mix of fear and hatred. That was why. What was she doing with that? Was this intentional entrapment? Perhaps given the dumb cow’s expression she didn’t know what she had-

“This is why, huh?”

“I – I, Uh – No! That has nothing to do with this, just – throw it away, it’s going to hurt you and me!” Ephistra stumbled on her words, finally realising that her haughty, panicked demands weren’t doing her any favours. She could still manipulate her, she was a demon after all, “I have done you a service, so the least you could do would be getting rid of that foul object so I can continue pleasuring you –“

May snorted, raising an eyebrow and tucking it back into her chest, slurping her tongue out of the creature’s maw. Her hips wrenched back, popping and slurping her knot out of the jiggly slime-girl’s belly. Her claws dug into her muzzle, instead, snapping it shut and dropping her to the ground, in preparation for – 

Ephistra suddenly found her face stuffed inside the ebony member, stretching alongside her piercing and sinking her down into the twitching, clenching flesh.

“Ngh – Do you think I’m stupid? I heard what you said, skank,” May groaned, squirming in place. She was a slime woman, but given she couldn’t transform, squeezing her past a bunch of rings thick as a forearm was gonna be an experience for her. “You wanted to eat me, right? Eat or be eaten. I got another fuck scheduled tonight; you can make a nice fresh load of – mmph – ball-batter.”
“How – I am a DEMON, you wretched mortal, you do NOT consume DEMONS!” Her shrill voice reverberated into the clenching, constricting tunnel of her cock. It wasn’t a muscle she worked often, but since Nala made it look so fun, she figured she’d get the mods too. Her trying to struggle and yank her head back as she compressed the squishy, semi-solid slime down did make it a bit harder, but it felt wonderful with her slimy hands wrapping around her rings, tugging and pushing with savage panic. “Get off me IMMEDIATELY, you insipid dullard! Your kind does not – UGH!”

The grunt of disgust came from the gush of cum blasting into her orifices, bloating the tunnels of her nostrils and her maw and blasting into the already swirling purple goo-demon’s head. Her hand squeezed, sinking her claws in the back of her neck and stuffing her skull through the first ring of her length with a disgusting, wet ‘schlurp’.

“AH! CEASE – Cease this, I was wrong, I was wrong! I did not know I was – ngh – trying to prey on a powerful sorceress such as yourself, I beg your mercy –“ Her tact immediately changed to begging as her squirming form found itself swallowed up at an increasing rate. The walls of her tunnel squeezed and pulled, working in rhythmic contractions that dragged her deeper and compressed and flattened out the creature’s slimy form. Given she didn’t have a voice-box, she could easily continue to communicate even as her torso found itself crushed down to the width of a milk bottle, squeezing past ring, by ring, with her shape bulging out the hyena-dragon’s cum-vein where-ever the rings didn’t compress her. “I can offer you my services! A contractor! Your world dreams of contracting demons like I to control your little fiefdoms!”
“Mmmph… Yeah, that so?” May braced her forearm against the wall and continued to squeeze and work the struggling mass of slime deeper, drooling in shuddering bliss. So much better than the fuck. “What sort of services are those?”

“P-power! So much power! Immortality! Control!” The promises spilled out with panicked ease. It wasn’t like being a contractor was pleasant, but the foolish creature wouldn’t know how to make a good contract anyway. She could tell she was a dullard. A powerful dullard, but a dullard nonetheless. Being in service to one such as her would be a humiliation, but it was better than having her being feed a mortal. “Simply release me and – UGH! S-stop this! Your people crave our services! Fiefdoms like this little city, but all to your own whims! Just, cease, immediately!”

May’s tongue curled over her lips, able to feel the slime oozing into her sac, now. She was being slow about it, but…

All of a sudden, Ephistra felt her body crushed, like the powerful muscles of a throat dragging her down in one, deliberate swallow. In a mere second, she went from having her sloshing belly and hips wriggling out of the tip, to the reservoir of purple slime power-washing the far wall all in a mere second. And she found herself surrounded by even thicker, glowing purple slime, her calves twitching as they stayed stuck in the constricting walls of May’s cock.

And then those slurped in alongside her.

May groaned to herself, sinking down to her knees with her ass resting on the now bloated swell of her sac, her nuts utterly stuffed with writhing, struggling goo-demon.

“Nnnnngh… Y-yeah, sure. You’re a demon, I’m sure you can manage in there until I- Mmph- Make my mind up –“ She panted out, sweat dripping from her muzzle and drool seeping out of the corners of her lips. She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her body weight down into  the squirming swells of her sac, feeling them start to heat up and constrict. She’d gotten to try this once in her normal, massive frame, but feeling this stuffed was a very new feeling.
Her cock twitched and thumped against her belly, her tip smearing and oozing between her tits – rock hard as it was, it was real easy to dig into her shirt and grind against her chest. She’d done so well not staining the white top that much until now…

“You – You FOOLISH- NO! I am a DEMON but I cannot –“

“Mm – Should be easy, right? You said you could give me immortality after all –“ Fuck it, wasn’t like she cared what people thought seeing her no matter what she was like, anyway… Compared to parading Nic around on her dick as a living cock-sleeve, she was being downright puritanical just getting herself a little cum-stained.

“That – I can offer you a FORM of immortality, it doesn’t – work like that – So just –“

Her voice was weakening as she spoke. She could tell why. Nuts contacting, constricting, churning, working the mass of slime like kneading dough. She kept humping, grinding, rolling the swell of her nuts back and forth, and her thighs felt like a sweaty furnace. Sweat soaked the inside of her leather jeans, becoming a drenched swamp to the point a river of sweat oozed out of the bottom around her feet, pooling on the already stained concrete. A person might not melt down that fast… They had bones, solid flesh, muscle, organs. This thing was practically cum already. Softening, squishing, the pushing of the shape of paws outlined once so perfectly in the shape of fingers becoming squishy stumps that collapsed in on itself every time she twitched her hips.

“Quickly, m-mortal… Please… You c-cannot do this to a proud demon such as me…!” Her exhausted tone seeped through the flesh of her sac, softer with every word. It was like being in a sphere of boiling acid, for her, melting her down to slick, dripping, purple ooze, tinged with swirls of black. Only, this slime, she could barely control. She could lift clumps of black out that just slopped back down into the reservoir, weaker and weaker. “Cum, please, quickly… Please…”
“Mmph… You’re a proud demon, aren’t you? You wouldn’t last for a shorter amount of time than one of us ‘pathetic mortals’…” May groaned, staggering to her feet, using the wall for support and pulling her belt back up, loosely fastening it around her middle atop her throbbing, slimy, sweat drenched knot. No chance she was fitting her cock or nuts back in her pants. Her tail reached up, wrapping around her tip and plugging the end with the tip of her tail, making sure to restrict her drooling… Even if she was going to give a show to every passerby during the night. “I got a fuck scheduled in, what… Five hours? First churn I had, they managed eight before I felt the last of ‘em melt down… See you then, yeah?”

Five hours? Did the stupid mortal not understand how quickly she was melting inside her foul sac? She tried to speak… But she just burbled. Bubbled. Noises seeping through the walls of her sac. She was a demon though. Surely she could maintain her consciousness for five more hours. Surely it’d been a whole hour or two in there, she just needed to manage for a little longer! She could maintain her consciousness. Her existence. Just a little longer.

May groaned and snickered to herself, reaching herself to sink her fingers into the now pillowy, squishy, bloated spheres of her sac. God, she needed to churn down people more often. Even if there was something left of the skank, it wasn’t like Nala was going to let her go either.

Course, five was just a guess. She had the rest of her pub crawl to finish, a quick nap, and Nala would show up whenever she fancied… It was nice feeling her squirm for a couple minutes, though. 

