Disclaimer: This story is going to have more overt sexual violence than I have shown before. It, as usual for me, has underage vore-characters doing vore and being sexual. The sexual violence is new to my audiences, so I again, stress, and even try to page-break this at you, please do not read if you have a reason to suspect a more horror-themed story will discomfort you.
Thank you. Please enjoy!


It was done.


The magicians stood around the body of their sacrifice. She had been some no-nothing Slave-License, she’d have wanted this in the end, but the convenience of a murder they could get away with was not to be underestimated. Now, it remained to be seen if it was enough.


So far, nothing was happening.


“Did it work?”


Serra turned to look at her accomplices. She was a chestnut horse, a herm, and she’d just fucked their sacrifice to death. 



“It better have,” said Serra, staring at the blood and cum dripping off her throbbing member. She was panting, and examined the still-warm corpse of the cat-girl she’d destroyed.


“Fucking Slaves, they’ll get themselves wrapped up into anything.”


There was a moment of quiet, and Serra felt her nuts tighten against her body in the cold. For the ceremony, she’d been naked. Her stupid-ass acolytes at least were able to stay in warm robes. Their shadows danced on the walls of the basement, cast by candles. Each candle had been lit and set upon a Slave’s skull, which were not hard to come by when one has a predator in one’s cabal.


Theo, their predatory-bear and disposal unit, nibbled his finger while eyeing the warm-body within the summoning circle. “Maybe we were too… obvious? I mean, what kind of demon will come to us if we’re using Slaves? I mean, isn’t their gimmick that they want to be used like this, at least, deep down?”


“Well she screamed authentically enough,” Serra said. “Blood of the slaves on the walls, blood of the slaves for the summoning circle… Shit, I just raped this bitch to death. How much more ‘summon a demon’ does this demon want us to get?”


“Well maybe it knows it’s being duped if we use Slaves,” shrugged Ted, their buck bookkeeper. “Yeah she was screaming, yeah you killed her, yeah we’re doing everything we can possibly think of to be balls-to-the-walls demon summoners, but… maybe it just flat out isn’t real.”


Serra snarled, rounding on him, and transformed her fist into a dagger of pure bone, pointing it at his neck.


“DOES THIS FUCKING LOOK FAKE TO YOU?!” she screamed, the dagger dimpling his neck.


He squeaked, his breath rattling, but his pants bulge tightening.

Serra saw this and backed off; her hand disgustingly reverted back to normal. It split like it was hit with a hammer, and her cabalmates flinched at the disgusting sight of the bone splintering, marrow revealed. Each splinter became a finger, the marrow leaking out like maggots to form the flesh of her hand.


“This was a waste of time. Ted, you’re pathetic, you fucking Slave-License ass bitch.”


Ted grimaced. “I’m sorry, I uh, can’t help it. I wouldn’t have joined a death-cult if I wasn’t hoping I’d be uh… on the cutting table before long.”


“Well as soon as I find a moment where you won’t enjoy it, guess what will happen?” Serra yelled. “Okay, does anyone have an idea on how to make this actually work?”


“Well… maybe I do.”


The rest of the cabal looked at their only Consent-License member. She was a little badger girl, much younger than the rest of them. She looked out of place with the rest of them—as the others dressed as fiendishly for the occasion as they could, being a death-cult as they were, but Sula looked like a prep-school student. Sula’s license meant that she couldn’t do, or have anything done to her, that wasn’t consensual. It wasn’t just the law, things just went down like that. She was here because she wanted to.


That said a lot to Serra already, but, Sula was still damn meek and cautious most of the time that she felt like a liability.


But the girl always had this strangely reliable habit of… getting weird shit for the cabal.


“What you got?” Serra asked, grinning. “You coming through for me Sula?”


Sula blanched, looking away. “I… bought it today. But I, uh, wanted to see if the ceremony would work first… I figured, we should save it for when we’re trying to summon something really special. Not just some mook demon, you know? Something like an actual Prince of Hell or something.”


Serra grinned. “You’re talking this up, Sula, what did you find?”


Sula took a serious expression. “Serra, uh, let’s keep this a secret. I know the cops won’t look too deep into you cock-murdering some Slave girl, but… what this is? It’s uh… pretty fucking illegal.”


“What is it, spill it!”


Sula sighed and reached into her pocket, and pulled out a little vial of dark liquid. It was ever so faintly red in the light. She held it up. The crystal vial was dangling from a silvery chain, and there was an implausibly fine brass filament on the casing that spelled the words, “blood of the victim.”

“Some guy was selling costume stuff,” she said. “I wanted something to finish my costume, when he started asking me these… weird goddamn questions.”


Serra held her hand out to take the vial, which Sula relinquished. Serra held it up in the light, watching the fluid mix with itself within. “What… no, I know what this is. It’s blood… but, what’s so special about it? We got blood.”


“It’s… not… It’s not Slave’s blood,” Sula stressed. “Serra, that’s the blood of an actual rape victim. Someone with a Consent-License produced that!”


There were skulls on the floor with candles.


There was blood everywhere, some forming a summoning circle.


There was a dead fucking body in the room of a girl who’d been fucked to death.


But for the first time that night, the cabal felt an actual chill up their spines.


“The fuck did you say?” Serra swore.


“I don’t want to say it again, I felt dirty even having that,” said Sula, biting her claw. “Please, let’s just… pour it into the circle and see what happens… like anoint the sacrifice? I want to get rid of it sooner rather than later, I really shouldn’t have bought that shit.”


“How the fuck do you rape a Consent-License,” Theo mused, rubbing his chin. “I mean I’ve considered eating a Consent-holder before and the idea just gets boring really fast, but you throw a Slave at me and I’ll swallow them whole no problem, churn them up into bones.”


“Let’s not question it for now,” said Serra, grinning. “Whooo boy Sula, I think you came through for us! Let’s see what this fucken’ victim’s blood can do!”


Sula looked unsure, but she’d be damned if she wasn’t very curious… Her cabalmates were brimming with excitement.


“Oh shit are we gonna see an actual demon?” Serra cheered as she unstopped the blood. “This could be it everyone! No more shitty magic, we can start learning more than just our random-ass powers we were born with! I can finally start taking my shape-shifting to the next level, I will become a Lord, I swear, and then everyone will know me as the One True Kelpie! O Demon, hear my cry, I, Serra the bone-witch, will take on the mantle of Kelpie, I command you to enter my circle and take me as your student of lust!”


She tipped the vial… the blood splattering onto the ground…

There was an immediate change in the air. The candles stopped working. They didn’t go out, they simply stopped… working.


The candles had froze, and no longer produced light, but in the dim gloom from the moonlight coming in through a basement window, the cabal could still see the fire.


Every single skull in the room had changed to look at the summoning circle.


But the circle was no longer on the floor. No one saw how it happened, or how it moved. Serra was now standing feet away from the cat’s corpse she’d fucked-to-death, suspended in the air, crucified to the now-floating circle of blood. It had become airborne in an instant, and yet, Serra had no sensation if it being jarring. Dreamlike, this whole scenario felt dissociated from her, almost like looking at a painting. It simply fit the Narration.


Serra’s flare was gone. She stared, stupidly, at the manifestation in front of her.


“You summoned me, O witch?”

Its voice somehow emanated from the center of the circle, just behind the corpse. Serra could have handled that… if the creature didn’t somehow speak with her voice.


“I…” she gasped. “How… that’s… that’s my voice!”


“No, it’s too young,” said Theo, just about breathless.


“Explain yourselves,” the creature said, and this time, it used Theo’s voice, only…


“Too old,” Serra mumbled. “Demon, I beseech you, what is your name?”


 Serra hadn’t heard this tone in a long time, last time she’d heard this voice, she was watching a video of herself as a young child, raping her first Slave. Using the stolen voice of her childhood, the demon answered her: “Kuklos.”

“Ku… Kuklos?” Serra stuttered.


“I am Kuklos, for I turn,” the demon said, and turned a complete revolution on itself. “For what purpose have you summoned me? Are you not a witch?”


Serra took a step back, heart-pounding… but she found it in herself to nod, saying, “That is what I am. I… need a teacher. A teacher for magic.”


She licked her lips. “And a teacher for love.”


The air grew colder. “Love?”

“All demons are sex-fiends,” Ted said, smiling and holding his finger up. Forgetting his place, he took a step forward, perhaps too closely. The house above them creeked when he did so. “I read all about it! You demons can’t resist a good ole blood orgy, and boy, have we got news for you! This entire world is just full of people who will line up and let you fuck them to death! It’s the best Kuklos! You’ll love it!”


“Shut up Ted, I’m talking!” Serra shouted, smacking him in the face. While he whimpered and backed off, she stared at the demon. The limp head of the victim oozed blood from her lips and onto her bust-line.


“Of course, this body I inhabit is not a real victim, is she?” the demon asked with Serra’s voice, but it wasn’t like how she knew it… it sounded, older…


“No, I suppose not, she is a Slave,” said Serra. “But, why should that matter? We still took life for you.”


“Where did you get the blood.”

“We bought it,” Sula said, grimacing. “If we’ve committed an offense, please, forgive us.”


“It doesn’t matter if it was bought, it’s good shit,” Serra said, smiling confidently. “Our new master has graced us with their presence because our offering was good. We’re at your beck-and-call, Kuklos. I am a Sexual Predator B, the highest License in this world. But I will bow before you and let you teach me real love, real pleasure, and real magic. I will do anything for you.”


“Anything?” the demon asked.


Serra nodded.


“Then I shall have you.”

Serra had barely a moment to recognize what this could mean, before the body split at the middle, and opened like a venus fly-trap.


“WOAH SHIII--!” Serra screamed and pushed her arm out in front of her, the entire forearm convulsing away from her bones, which sharpened into a long, thin blade. She tried to protect herself…

The demon did not care. The internal organs flew past Serra and wrapped around her, and pulled her in. The ribs closed around her back. Her sword-arm penetrated through the back of the demon, yet the demon was unfazed. Her sword-arm shook on the other side of the demon, her screaming form wailing inside the body as it closed around her, looking like a corpse fit-to-burst with maggots.


Screaming, screaming, the cabal watched as Serra grew still inside, and then… limp.


Ted breathed heavily, his dick rock hard. “Wow, new kind of vore, sick!”


“No joke,” said Theo.


“Serra…” Sula moaned, dropping her hands to her sides, her lips trembling. “Holy shit, no… no no no no NO NO NO!”


The body suddenly came to life. The blood fell to the ground in a splat, the candles came back to life, and Serra suddenly sliced her way out of the cat-girl’s body, which fell to her hooves in a heep. Completely soaked in red and offal, the horse turned back to look at them, licking her arm-blade clean.


“And now, what would you ask of me?” ‘Serra’ asked of Ted.


Ted was apparently smart enough to understand what was happening, but not the trouble he was in. “Oh, man, you have no idea how much I’ve wanted Serra to vore me. Please, eat me up!”


“I shall do this thing for you,” the thing said.


The blood on the ground animated to life, and seemed to form globules that flopped toward Ted like tadpoles. He stared at them, confused, and began to whine with confusion.


“Wait… what’s that for?” he asked, just as the blood reached his hooves… and began to spiral up his whole body! “Wait!!”


The blood formed chains around his form, and then tendrils of the blood poked off like vine branches. Each one formed either a fork or a knife… and began to carve him up.


“Oh gods no no NO NO FUUUUUCK!”


Ted was screaming in agony, screaming like Theo had never heard a Slave scream before.


Deep inside Sula, something familiar, and distant, was screaming along, and she fell into the corner of the room, huddling herself.


“Wow, this is like, the most unsexy thing I’ve ever seen,” Theo said, his fists trembling.


Ted’s blood was animating in the process, forming more forks, more knives. Each bit of flesh sliced from him was channeled up to his own screaming maw, and forced down into his throat. They watched his belly bloat on his own meat, before even his stomach was cut away and pushed through his fleshless jaw.

Soon he couldn’t scream, and soon after, Ted was simply a skeleton held up by raised-blood, and all his flesh packed into the rib cage.


As one movement, the entirety of blood slipped down the buck’s “throat” and coalesced around all of Ted’s meats. Somehow, the entire mass moved as a single fluid, down to the floor and back to Serra. The bones collapsed to the floor, his clothes in tatters beneath them, while all of his blood and flesh swirled behind Serra to form a latticework of wheels, recursive fractal symbols, and almost chakra-like nodes made of soft-meats. Most of Ted’s flesh seemed to have been “digested” into more blood, creating a truly complicated and dizzying display behind Serra.


She now looked like a cheap gore-film’s answer to a religious relief of a saint, with perverted illuminated script acting as her halo.


Her massive, bloody aura moving behind her, she walked up to Theo. “Your wish, O Summoner.”


Theo, like a fucking idiot, snapped his fingers and pointed them at the demon, saying, “Heeey, I know how to win this! Goddit all figured out. I wish to live baby! Let me live!”


“You shall have this desire,” she said, and leaned up to kiss him. Theo, like an idiot, bent down to greet her lips.


Her sword arm reached around and slashed at the back of his neck. Using surgical precision unknown to mortal hands, she’d opened his spine.


Theo gasped and fell into her arms. He was four times her weight, but he fell against her like she was a metal statue. He stared at her in disbelief, and she pushed him aside as his paraplegic body lay useless on the ground.


“No, please, you can’t leave me like this,” he pleaded, his eyes looking wildly at her while drool foamed at his lips.


“Only a single desire to a single summoner,” Serra said, her eyes glinting. She then turned her gaze toward Sula.


“Ah… and now for you…”


Serra’s blood-aura funneled into the bottom of her spine, seemingly drilling up into her body to disappear. It should have bloated her out by equal-to her own body-weight… and yet, she remained curvy, or perhaps slightly more so. Even her horse-cock was now bigger, firmer, even as it lay flaccid.


She sauntered up to Sula, and bent down, patting her head. “You, blood bringer, shall have your desire granted.”

Sula, crying, looked up at Serra with fear. Shaking like a leaf, she shook her head. “Please, no… I’ll do anything you want… I fear you, I fear you! You have my fear, you have my service! I beg of youuu…!”


Serra kissed her on the forehead, the tiny badger whimpering.


“Your desire shall be granted… revenge.”


Sula looked up, her shaking abated a bit, and she found just enough strength to give Serra a serious, quizzical look. “R… Ruh…Reven…ge?”


Serra licked her lips, a smell like offal coming off of them, as her hand turned from bone-blade to genuine flesh again. She curled this same, dangerous hand underneath Sula’s chin and guided her face toward hers, their lips becoming close.


Sula could sense the thing in front of her was dead, and yet, her flesh burnt so hot… the breath between them was torrid, if foul.


“I don’t understand,” Sula panted.


Serra, or the demon, chuckled. It grew into a good, hard, malicious pant. Her breasts danced and her tail swept the ground as she heaved.


“You don’t know do you?” the demon asked.


“Know what?” Sula moaned.


“That blood… the blood that gave me purchase in this world. It was your blood, O summoner.”


Sula leaned back, shaking her head. “How?!”


“Who sold it to you?” the demon asked.


“I don’t know! He just looked like any other guy!”


The demon quaked with laughter. “Ah, of course it was ‘him!’ He shouldn’t be a problem, so let us discuss us, Sula, my darling little blood-bearer. You were raped, weren’t you, in a previous incarnation?”


“I don’t… know what you mean.”


“This world, it is in my mind now,” she said, tapping her skull. “The witch’s thoughts belong to me now. She is mine in body, if not soul. Your world is laid bare to my consciousness. You are a Consenter, and this means you cannot be raped. Your soul came to this world to escape ever having to be attacked again. But that isn’t enough, is it?”


Sula stared. She tried to consider what the demon meant. “Not enough?” she mumbled, and something swelled in her, some kind of beast, something hot and uncomfortable.


“That anger, you can feel it, right?” the demon asked. “Sula, the blood you gave me is the blood of your ravaged lions, carried across time, and space, and worlds. That blood you gave me was your blood, it was your rape blood.”


Sula scrunched her hands against her face, shaking her head. “No… no that can’t be possible… That doesn’t even make sense. How could that possibly be?”


The demon stared at her, getting closer again while her hand morphed disgustingly back into a blade. “You knew this bitch and you even have to question it? If I tell you it is your blood, then it is your blood, do not question me child! Your rape-blood brought me here, and do you know why? I could smell it in your blood… the anger, hot, burning, yearning… You brought me here as a demon of desire, a desire I know well! We will find the man who attacked you, and you will destroy him! You will take your anger out on him! You will triumph, and then your desire will be satisfied!”


Sula lost herself in the demon’s face, its passion intoxicating. Soon her face fell between Serra’s breasts, and she clenched her stomach. She’d thought about everything it had said, and deep inside her soul, she could feel herself screaming somewhere in fear and pain.


She wanted to be a Consenter so bad… to never have to feel pain. Was this the reason why? And had this been somehow the reason, all along, that she’d aligned with this disgusting band of would-be death-cultists? Why had she joined them? Why had she wanted to watch them rape and kill, even if it was on the Slaves whose inner-fates called out for their own mistreatment?


“I needed…”


“To understand your attacker,” the demon finished, patting her on the back. “Yes… And do you like what you’ve seen?”


“No.”


“Do you desire revenge?”


“… Yes…” She pulled away, looking at the demon squarely, and nodded her head. “I ask you for revenge.”


The demon smiled, kissing her finger and poking that finger to Sula’s lips. “And revenge you shall have. But in exchange…”


“You have my service!” Sula said, shaking with rage. “I promise! Is the person who attacked me, is his soul in this world too? Is he here?!”


“Oh, yes dear, yes,” Serra said, her teeth glittering from the severity of her smile. “And alive with mischief, alive with domination. He followed here thinking to make a paradise for himself, just as you did. I can sense his fate in your blood, I can taste his naivety… In exchange for his blood for you, you will offer me your services, and you have promised them…! You have promised me your service… My dear Sula…”


“Yes, my… mistress?” Sula asked, uncertainly.


“Would you kindly bring me more fools to devour?”
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Pinwheel Village was gearing up towards a festive Halloween this year, and luckily for Amberlina’s school, costumes were allowed. The fox was walking up the lawn toward her Elementary school, and a lot of the students were wearing costumes like she was, although a certain sense of theming was consistent with students coming from the same districts.

Pinwheel Village, fitting its name, had four town-districts that gently spun on each other, merging at the center. Pinwheel Mixed-Elementary (Amber’s school) was near the town center, but technically inside the Mixed-District. It took students from any District, probably to help keep things “mixed”, but Amberlina’s costume still screamed “Prey District.”


Amberlina was dressed as a sort of “hot-chocolate” themed waitress-girl, with a cherry hat on her head and creamy-themed dresses lined with a rather convincing looking chocolate drizzle. Supposedly her clothes were even edible! But she wasn’t sure how that could be… They felt and acted like normal clothes, but she smelled good! Also, her costume was not washable…

Everyone from the Prey District wore a costume that was similar, such as being dressed as either some kind of food or prey animal from another species, or something else eye-catching.


Amberlina kept an eye out for one of her friends; she wanted to finally see Monique’s costume! She’d been talking it up for over a week!


Amberlina walked toward the play-park, it was not time to go into the school yet, so maybe Monique was playing before the bell rang. She was cutting through the tether-ball court when someone walked up to her…


“Oh, hello Spot,” she mumbled, nervous.


“Woof!” he barked. His costume was just his fur painted to look like a skeleton. He was a brown dog with a black spot on his eye, and the skeleton-paint looked out of place when one observed his pot-belly.


Amberlina tucked her left leg behind her right one, looking at the dog nervously. Spot was from the Predator District, which meant she had to be careful of him eating her.


The literally-mystical Licenses that organized their caste-system superseded local laws, so even though the school prohibited students eating each other, it would still sometimes happen. So, despite her being a Slave, she asked him, “You’re not going to try and eat me are you? I’d rather you didn’t Spot… I really want to go trick-or-treating tonight.”


He nodded, his tongue flapping outside his maw. “Barr?” he noised, and held up a crude drawing of a white kitten-girl.


“Oh, Snowflake? Uhh… No, I haven’t seen her yet.”


“Orr,” Spot fussed, his ears drooping more than before, and he skipped away.


“Snowflake hasn’t been eaten yet then, I wonder if she can go trick-or-treating tonight,” Amberlina mused, and kept looking for Monique.


Amberlina heard some giggling and saw that a rush of white fur was running up one of the slides. “Watch out little mousies, I’ll get ya!”


There were cries of mock-fear as a gaggle of mouse-siblings ran away from the top of the slide. An arctic fox poked her head out of the slide and snapped at them. The mice ran down the playset to the bottom, where the arctic-kit simply slid back down the slide to roar at the giggling mice, who ran away.


“Aahhh!” they yelled while running, as the arctic kit giggled and crossed her legs.


“Better keep running!” she laughed.


Amberlina walked up to her. “Hello, Monique.”


Monique blinked at her, tilting her head as she sat. Monique had sky-blue eyes, nearly-white hair with a slight bluish-tinge, and pure white fur. The arctic kit was something of a mutant—she had twin-tails, which added a certain sense of mystique to her mahou-shoujo, or magical girl costume. Her outfit threatened on the side of a dark-fairy, with acid greens and fervent blacks.


“Well don’t you look good enough to drink!” giggled the arctic-kit. “Amby, what a good costume for you!”


Amberlina whimpered and rubbed her shoulders.  “Thanks… you look cool too.”


“Hehehe, if you weren’t a fox too I might just eat you myself!” Monique laughed.


“Oh… cool,” Amberlina mumbled. “Uh, I could have sworn I’d seen you eat a few fox boys though.”


“Ehhh,” Monique grimaced. “They’re just boys though, they don’t count. But Mom did ask me to lay off the cannibalism so…”


“Does she think eating other foxes is wrong?” asked Amberlina.


“No she just thinks fox-boys are fattening,” Monique grunted, her cheeks fluffing up. “Like as if my winter-coat wasn’t coming in. I’m skinny underneath all this fuzz.”


“Well if you get any fluffier someone might eat you, so I guess you should try and not fatten up,” said Amberlina. “You’re only Predator A…”


“Yeah don’t remind me,” said Monique. “Oh, have you seen Snowflake? Spot’s trying to eat her again.”


“Oh, I just ran into him,” she said. “I think he went over to the track-field.”


“Oh, cool!” said Monique. “Well, if he hasn’t caught her yet, let’s go find her! Don’t worry, I’ll protect you both from predators.”


“You will?” clapped Amberlina.


“Yep!” Monique cheered, hopping off the slide. She pushed herself onto Amberlina and started rubbing her butt on Amberlina’s crotch, making her squirm… Amberlina felt really hot all of a sudden. “You can just be my slave,” Monique continued, “until we’re done trick-or-treating and no one will mess with you! My tails will be your chains!”


“Uhh!” Amberlina whined, before Monique’s tails curled around her and pulled her against the arctic-fox. “Stop it… you’re teasing me…”


“Yep! Feel my huge loli-donk squishing against you? That’s your master! If you believe it, others will too, and then no one will bother you!”


Monique let Amberlina go, who collapsed from the intense experience and fell-level to Monique’s bulging butt. Her bulbous rump was carefully obscured by the bell-shape of her skirt.


“C’mooon, kiiiss iiiit!” 

“Urrrmm…!” Amberlina fussed, before pushing her face under Monique’s skirt to plant a quick kiss on her cheeks, pulling out quickly. “Okay I did it!”


“The contract is sealed!” Monique laughed and spun around, her tails twisting behind her. “And now I will protect you from the forces of darkness! Rise my familiar!”


“Hot-chocolate is your familiar?” Amberlina asked, standing up.


“Shhh,” Monique hushed, winking. “Spoil nothing. C’mon, I want to find Snowflake and ask her out with us.”


Amberlina nodded, and they went looking. They had started with the jungle-gym, but were met with a problem.

A small group of human children crowded around them, and Amberlina shrank against Monique. “Uhh…”


“You have a problem?” Monique asked.


“Yeah, I do,” said one of the children, a human girl. She was blonde with strangely orange eyes. “Where do pred’s like you get off eating people?”


“Uhh… is this like, you doing a bit?” Monique stared. “I don’t have time… have you seen Snowflake?”


“Why, so you can eat her too?” said the human.


Monique furrowed her brow. “Wait… you humans are usually Consent-License, what’s your deal? You don’t get eaten, I mean, you Consenter’s don’t even taste good.”

“Oh, and how would you know!?” she shouted. “The whole school is talking about it! One of you pred’s went into the Consent district and ate a whole bunch of people! That’s against the law you know!”


“What?!” the two foxes cried.


“No, that’s impossible!” Amberlina yelled.


“Well, it did, and I’ve got my eye on you predator!” said the human girl, pointing at Monique. “One step out of line, and we’ll defend ourselves! We’ll pummel you!”


“Go eat dirt, we didn’t do anything, you have to be lying,” said Monique. “Pred’s can’t eat Consenters, it doesn’t happen!”


“Yes you do!”


“No it’s impossible!” Amberlina shouted, stepping in front of Monique. She was surprised, surprised enough that Monique actually took a few steps back.


“Uh, Amby?”


Amberlina grabbed the human by the scruff of her outfit. “It’s not possible you hear me?!”


“Get your claws off me!” the girl shouted, struggling. “Help! She’s going to eat me!”


The humans started moving in, but there was a loud bang! and everyone backed off from each other.


Their hair all stood on end as they looked at the source of the noise. Next to the jungle-gym was a ram-girl, a few years older than the other children. Her fingers were smoking, held out as if she had snapped them.

“Hey! You know the rules, no magic!” the human girl said. Amberlina let her down.


“I don’t care Carly,” said the ram-girl. “These vixens have nothing to do with what happened to your cousin’s parents.”


“You don’t know that!” Carly shouted.


“I do know,” said the ram-girl. “My mom is the investigator, fox-hair was not found in the homes, they only found badger-hair. Now quit causing a fight.”


“She started it!” Carly shouted, pointing at Amberlina, who shrunk back, looking unsure of herself.


The ram-girl shook her head. “I was watching the whole thing Carly. I’m a hall-monitor, and a school-duty is coming, so how about you get on my good side and get moving.”


Carly snorted, and stormed off, her gaggle of human friends walking away with her.


The ram-girl snorted, smoke coming from her nostrils. “Humans…”


“You really shouldn’t have used magic,” fussed Monique.


“I’ll talk it out with the Duty,” said the ram-girl. “You just get along, and be careful, everyone’s on edge.”


“No one really got attacked in the Consent-District right?” Amberlina cried. “I mean, that’s against the commands of the First Slave, and other gods too!”


“Yeah what happened Phobe?” asked Monique.


The ram-girl shrugged. “I don’t know, but, just be careful tonight, alright? And—”


“What happened?” a Duty asked, a teacher set-aside to keep watch of the school-yard. She was a lioness, and began asking questions. Phobe hadn’t intended for the girls to get involved, but, Phobe at least kept them out of detention, however, they were asked to leave the playground and go wait in their class-rooms.


“Please escort them, and don’t do anymore magic, you know you’re not supposed to!” said the Duty. “I expect better from you Phobe.”


Phobe didn’t seem perturbed by being chewed out, she simply nodded her head. “I won’t do it again, I am sorry.”


“Thank you, Phobe,” said the lioness, and walked away.


“C’mon,” said Phobe, and started leading them. She was wearing some kind of witch costume, but on a normal day she’d have been wearing jeans that couldn’t quite contain her impressive equipment, so the two foxes knew that the horns on Phobe’s head weren’t her only male-feature.

“You’re a Predator B right?” Amberlina asked. “You’re top of the chain right?”


Phobe nodded. “Yeah, but, since I can use magic, no one is going to mess with me, I’m fine. You two though, you should be more careful until this clears up.”


“You’re going trick-or-treating right?” Monique asked. “You wouldn’t be willing to, uh, come with us and like, protect us?”


“Why, what’s wrong with your parents?” asked Phobe.


“Well, we’re going in the Mixed-District, so there will be a hunt,” said Monique. “It’d be pretty lame if we got our parents eaten, none of them are Predator B. I mean, I’m fast, so, I’d be fine. But now I’m worried about Consenters showing up—I mean, they’d be safe during the hunt, but they could try to beat us up and take our candy.”


“You really should just go with your parents then,” said Phobe.


“I just said they’d lose the hunt!” said Monique, fussing. “They don’t wanna go! I don’t want to get beaten up by Consenters!”

“Hmm,” Phobe mumbled. “Well, okay, but, aren’t you worried I’d eat you myself? I mean I want to get candy, but I also want to hunt.”


“Ooo, we can hunt together then!” Monique laughed, swaying her hips.


“What would I be doing?” Amberlina mumbled.


“Probably acting as bait,” said Monique. “I don’t want to make you feel weird about yourself, but, who else in the school already has to wear a bra?”


Amberlina looked down at the poofy whip-cream collar of her costume, which was covering up her boobs. The whip-cream collar made her look like she was adorably poofy, but that poof was not hallow, she was practically straining against it on the inside.


“Uhh…”


“Yay! We’re developing strategies and everything!” Monique shouted, fist-pumping. “Phobe, I’d love it if you took us, we’ve never gone with an older kid, and also, me and Amber usually go alone with our parents in the boring old Consenter District! This will be our first hunt, pleaaase won’t you come with us?”


“I already said I would,” said Phobe. They reached the class-room for the two vixen’s, and Phobe pushed the door open to the inside. “I’ll meet you after school at that old-school soda fountain place, alright? Just don’t act surprised if I’m already hunting by then.”


“Sure!” Monique said, and ducked into the class-room, pulling Amberlina inside with her twin-tails.


“Eep!”


Phobe grunted. “Silly foxes… I should just eat them… eh, maybe they’re cool.”


Phobe heard a small-bell ringing, and turned to see the little white kitten named Snowflake (complete with bell-collar!) running down the hall, with a half-naked, skeleton-painted Spot running after her.


“Haaaaalp!” the kitten cried, the wrappings of her mummy-costume nearly tripping her as she ran for the class-room.


“Oh for heaven’s sakes--!”



She opened the door and let the kitten duck inside, closed it, and then stopped Spot to remind him that eating other kids was not allowed at school.


Inside, the vixens looked over from their desks and went to go meet with Snowflake.

“Hey!” Monique smiled. “Snowflake! Finally…”


Panting, Snowflake tried to peak over the frame of the window to see outside. “Is he gone yet?”


“Probably not,” said Monique said. “It’s Spot again, right? Hehehe, he really likes you!”


“Shut up!” Snowflake yelled, turning.


“Its sooo true!” Monique laughed. “Let’s forget about that though! What are you wearing? I thought you’d dress as a ballerina or something!”


“Well, no, because I dress like that all the time!” she said. “Why are you dressing like me?”


“Nuh uh, I’m a dark fairy!” snorted Monique. “I’m nothing like that! But I like your mummy costume, it’s super cute!”


Snowflake’s tail fluffed up and she scratched her face. “Thanks, I guess…”


“Hey, wanna go trick-or-treating with us later?” Monique asked. “I’m trying to get a bunch of us to go to the Mixed-District, there will be a big hunt!”


“Whaaat? Why? I’m going to the Consent-District, it’s safer!”


“But you won’t get mad candy!” Monique said, cocking her hips. “You won’t believe how much candy there is! I’ve heard all about it! Not only is there more candy period, but, if you can steal people’s candy while they’re busy eating each other up, you can make off like a bandit! And the kids that will be hunting are more interested in eating each other than eating candy, so it works out!”


“Waaaait, you’re Predator A!!” Snowflake hissed, pointing. “What if you’re planning on eating us instead!”


“Nuh uh!” Monique fussed. “I’m not going to do that!”


“I bet you are!” Snowflake hissed.


Monique shook her head. “No way kitty-cat! Amberlina’s a fellow fox, and you’re dog-chow, I have better taste than that!”


“What? I’m not dog-food!”


“Sure are! Besides, I like boys, they’re spicy! Or at least I think so! And I’d like some girls to back me up!”


“So you want us as hench-girls to help you eat boys?” Amberlina asked nervously.


Monique groaned and rolled her eyes. “Ugh, look, I want candy! Maaaybe I’ll eat a couple kids, but, I want candy! I can eat cute boys like, whenever okay? But this is candy we’re talking about! Pardon my French, but, it’s fuckin’ candy!!”

The two children flinched.


“I’ve vored before, and that’s a lot of food but, have you ever just vored a whole ton of candy?” Monique growled, fists clenched determinedly. “Thiiiink of it girls! You don’t need to be predators to vore a pile of candy! Candy awaits, we just have to stick together and watch each other’s backs! Besides, I need the help, I’m Predator A, not B! I’m only in the middle of the chain, I might as well be prey in the middle of a hunt, so, we’ll all be in the same boat! It will be super exciting!”


“Okay okay, but, are you sure there’s that much candy?” Snowflake asked. “Why would the Mixed-District have more candy?”


“It just will okay?” Monique grunted. “Momma says the Mixed-District gets like, some sort of tax thingy for holding the hunt with lots of candy. It will be absolutely nuts!”


“But we might die,” Amberlina sighed. “Our parents would be… uh, less than pleased.”


“Pfft can’t ground us if we’re chyme,” Monique said, hands up in exasperation. “C’mon, candy! Candy! Candy! Candy!!”


Snowflake bit her claw and looked out of the corner of her eye. She hesitated, then nodded. “Okay, but, there better be more candy than I can ever eat!”


“Oh there will be so much candy you’ll barf,” Monique cooed.


“Ewwww…!” Snowflake hissed.


The bell rang, and the girls took their seats to begin a day of anxious awaiting, awaiting when they’d be free from the school’s clutches, free to pursue candy, but also free from its safety regulations…
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“You didn’t tell me we were going with a Predator!” Snowflake squealed.


The girls stood next to a booth at an old-school soda fountain, with the ram-girl Phobe seated with a root-beer float, slurping.


“C’mon, let’s just sit down!” Monique sighed, and slipped into the booth. “Hey Phobe, thanks again!”


“Yeah, sure thing,” she said.

Monique sat across from her, and Snowflake nervously slipped beside her. Amberlina sat next to Phobe, whose fur resembled dried blood, complementing the more fresh-red color of Amber’s fur.


Amberlina sensed a weird movement from Phobe, and looked under the table to see that her fur had somehow grown out beneath her in a huge sac! And it was rumbling!

Slurrrp. Phobe noisily sipped her root-beer float.


“I suppose I should mention that this booth was taken already,” Phobe said with a monotone. “There’s actually five of us here, but, not for long. I’ll have to relieve myself before we head out. Is that alright?”


“Wha? Oh sure,” Monique said, looking under the table for a moment before realizing what was happening. “See Snowflake? She’s already set! She’s not a danger to us.”


“Yeah, besides, I like human prey,” Phobe said, slurping on her pilfered drink.


“Anyone we know… …?” Snowflake asked, morbidly curious but biting her nails with dread.


“How would I know…?” Phobe grunted. “I think her name is Violet. She’ll be called ‘white-goo’ soon though. Then I’ll have to go jerk off. I just need a half-hour… so… are we going to talk battle plans or some junk?”


“Battle plans?” Snowflake gasped. “This sounds messy! We’re not going to fight anyone are we?”


“Well, it’s just a good idea,” said Phobe. “And no, your License won’t let you do anything other than run or trap a predator, so I don’t expect you to fight. But like, escape routes, that sort of thing. I can only do so much to protect you, you know. Some people might hunt in groups, especially the B’s.”


They started discussing plans and the layout of the Mixed-District neighborhoods they were going to visit. This would be above-and-beyond a human Halloween, it would be closer to a carnival, bloc-after-bloc! There’d be parades, bounce castles, some entire streets were going to be converted into mass haunted houses! It was super-expensive, and intermitted with more normal streets for a calmer trick-or-treating experience.


Given the massiveness of it all, from haunted houses to rides to the less-busy streets, it was clear that the biggest threat was going to be college-age predators. They mostly planned around them, but hit a roadblock.

“What do you mean you aren’t going to use your magic!” Monique yelled.


“I’m not allowed to ding-a-ling,” Phobe huffed. Her balls grumbled beneath the table. The other girls had ordered drinks by then, and the rumble made all their drinks tremble slightly. “Well, asides from the magic that lets me eat, but, concussive magic is not allowed—it’s considered cheating.”


“But that’s half the reason I wanted to team up with you!” Monique sighed. “Oh no… I mean, yeah you’re big and cool, that’s a lot to do with it, don’t get me wrong.”


“Nice recovery, I was about to smack you,” Phobe grunted angrily. “Maybe I should turn you to jizz next.”


“Hey!” Monique glared, her tails puffing.


“Look ‘Nique, you know most of the world is particular about magic-users,” Phobe said. “The pred-prey dynamics totally change when people use magic. It messes with that immersion.”


“Fuck the immersion laws!” Monique spat, making the meeker girls flinch again.


“Well well well!” a voice called, and the other girls looked to see Carly, the blonde-human girl from school, walking toward them. “Looks like someone doesn’t care about the laws afterall!”


She stood pompously before them, wearing a cop costume. “I knew it! I’m onto you!”


“Careful Carly, one of my parents is an actual cop,” said Phobe, leering. “You have a Consent License so I can’t do anything weird to you, but, I am about to bust a nut full of human-girl, maybe I can bring myself to orgasm under here and just accidentally ruin your costume.”


“You wouldn’t dare!”


“Oh, I dare, but do you want to risk seeing if your Consent-License is strong enough to stop me? How well do you know yourself? What if it is actually in you to consent to that, huh?”


“Oh yeah?! Try it then! I dare you!” Carly stood defiantly.


Phobe glared at her, her eyes momentarily becoming slits. She then rolled them. “No, you’re right. You’re not consenting, it’s turning me off.”


Carly smiled pompously.


“I’ll just have to make you all-white another way,” Phobe sneered, and grabbing a can of whip-cream that was handy, pointed the nozzle and soaked the screaming human from across the table!


“EEEEEEK!!” she yelled and ran away from them, whip-cream trailing behind her!


“Consent to that bitch!” Phobe yelled. “I’ve got a girl twice as hot as you as my genetic material right now! You think I’m going to let your damn License bully me? Fat chance!”

The other girls stared at Phobe with newfound respect, clapping.


Phobe sighed and leaned against her seat. “It was nothing.”


“Wow… you’re neat,” Amberlina mewled, making lewd glances at Phobe’s swollen balls.


“Yeah she can deeefinitely intimidate some bitches!” Monique laughed.


“Can we stop cussing please?” Snowflake asked.


One of the soda-jerks was coming over to complain about the mess they’d just made.


“I’ll take care of it,” Phobe said. “You girls meet with me at Pinwheel Park in about ten minutes, okay?”


“Wow that’s turning into a thing for you isn’t it?” Monique laughed. “Talking to the adults and telling us to meet you later?”


“Look I have to blow my load in their toilet and I’m not old enough to buy condoms,” Phobe grunted. “Let me handle this.”


“Okey-dokey!” Monique chimed. “C’mon girls, to the park!”


“Where are you going?!” the soda-jerk asked, a smartly-dressed dalmation.


“Hey, I caused the mess,” said Phobe. “Please let them go, I’ll pay everything and help clean up.”


She kept him distracted while the other girls slipped away.


“Whoooh, is Carly following us or something?” Monique whistled.


“I don’t know, but it is starting to look that way,” said Amberlina. “I’m worried we’re going to be bullied… It’s a good idea we decided to stick together, good call Monique.”


“Hehehe, it’s probably my Narration,” Monique giggled.


“Narration… You use a lot of big words,” Snowflake sighed.


“Narration silly!” Monique said. “You know, that spirity mumbo-jumbo about how your License works! Amberlina is a Slave, so, her Narration is supposed to make sure she lives like one, even if her town makes it difficult for it! Not everyone gets to live in a place like Misogycity!”

“I’m not into that stuff!” Snowflake hissed.


“Whatever! Pay attention in school or something!” Monique grunted.


“I do! I know all about how to—ahhck!”


The three girls accidentally walked in on a sudden outpouring of last-minute costume-shoppers from a nearby store, and the outpouring soon cleaved the girls apart. Perhaps it was this Narration that Monique spoke of, but the sheer volume of exiting shoppers soon had the girls being pulled in different directions, or face being trampled.

Monique got caught in cross-traffic, a mysterious in-flow of customers, and was lost inside. Snowflake was left behind… Amberlina, carried forward.


Walking with the adults, she became painfully aware of how many of them were smelling of Predator licenses… and here she was, a Slave License…


She could feel drops of drool on her head.


She looked up, and saw a husky looming over her, one with tannish fur. He was wearing khaki’s, despite the cooling weather, and followed her intently. His pants bulged, and occasionally he rubbed that bulge against her head.


Where are the others?! Oh no! Amberlina thought, feeling her heart throbbing. She couldn’t stop thinking of Phobe, the girl in her nutsac under the table, oh gods, she was being jizzed-out right now!

Was that about to happen to her? Was this husky about to eat her with his dick?! Her loins felt hot, but her stomach filled up with a dense black haze of fear. She was conflicted, but she couldn’t run!


“Hey, little girl, why don’t we go somewhere private so I can see how nice your costume really is?” he asked.


“I…” Amberlina mumbled. “I…”


She wanted to say no… she had to! It was so simple, just say no! But the longer she didn’t, the wetter her crotch became…


“Hmm, you look like a cup of cocoa… All creamy and white, you know, my penis can do a little trick where you really will be all nice and creamy… Why don’t I—”


He stopped talking. Everyone stopped talking.


Amberlina felt like she’d been dunked in ice. Tears poured down her face, her jaw trembling. She could barely walk, she was shaking so bad. She wanted to collapse to the ground.


The husky, who for some reason she felt like his name was Jacob, was shaking just as bad. No one stopped walking, but no one was talking… Everything was quiet, even the street. No one seemed as normal, and Amberlina’s arousal was gone.


Jacob’s as well. A glance behind, and she saw that his bulge was vacant and flat, lifeless.


Someone was walking behind Jacob.


He was… unassuming at first. He was wearing jeans and a hoodie, like a thousand people Amberlina had glossed over in her entire life. He was a dog, but his features were so generic that she had trouble telling what kind of dog… he was just kind of… a mutt. His hoodie wasn’t even up, at least then he’d look more dangerous. He was wearing a beanie hat, but it was so properly fitted, and it was decorated with colorful pins that seemed to communicate very little about his interests, that there was nothing really street-savvy about it. His beanie and hoodie were wholesome, if anonymous—he looked like he could walk just about anywhere and just be another person.

Something… about him was scaring the piss out of Amberlina. She was just about on the verge of needing to change her panties, and she definitely wet herself at least a little… It was all she could do from finishing the job, after seeing the way he was looking at her.


It was a look she’d never gotten before. She’d seen the look of people who wanted to eat her, but this wasn’t the same sort of hunger. She’d seen the look of people who lusted for her, but his look had objectified her in a way she couldn’t comprehend. She’d seen the look of people who wanted to know her… His look made her feel like he’d already figured her out.


There were thoughts and feelings he caused her to have that a child simply couldn’t grasp… and she wondered if even an adult could.


“You should save your appetite for later, my friend,” he said, casually… to Jacob.


“Yeah…” Jacob panted, licking his lips. His tongue had no slobber, his lips left parch even after licking them. The only moisture was now on his brow, sweating through the fur despite his species. “But, you know, I… this girl, she’s…”


“Interesting, I know, but I’d appreciate it if you didn’t hunt my niece, if you please.”


“Oh, sorry,” Jacob said, nodding. He hadn’t looked at the man behind him at all. He had no idea what was behind him. “Yeah, yeah, you know, I should go for something other than foxes for once anyway. Heh! Good call man.”


Jacob, lurching like he was dodging a car, put his back against a building-wall and tried to act casual, like it was his idea. The smiling dog in the beanie walked past him, eyes still on Amberlina.


He started walking past her. “You can thank me later Rose, just enjoy your Halloween,” he said to her.


She stopped. Amberlina stopped, and stared after the dog as he walked away.


My name is Amberlina though! she wanted to say, but, shivering in the middle of the side-walk, a small trickle of pee running down her leg, she could only gasp for air…


Another crowd of adults mysteriously appeared around the corner of a cross-walk, and when they cleared again, the beanie-dog was gone…


Amberlina fell to her knees, and began crying… She let the tears fill her palms, her tail curled around her feet.


“No… no… not now… please, not now…”


“Amby??”


Amberlina looked up, and as if coming out of a fugue-state, blinked at Monique stupidly. When had she arrived? How long had she been crying for? Why had she been crying?


“I’m okay…” Amberlina mewled.


Monique didn’t look convinced. Her gaze pierced Amber, and she asked, “Was it Carly?!”


Amberlina shook her head. “No… It was… Uh, I don’t… actually… remember… I just… was upset.”


“Amby c’mon! It was Carly wasn’t it?! Where’d she go?”


“I don’t know!” Amberlina gasped. “I don’t know, at all.”


“That girl…” Monique frumped.


Snowflake jogged up behind her, looking upset. “You left me behind!”


“Not now,” Monique said, pointing at Amberlina, who was drying her face.


“What happened?” Snowflake asked.


“I don’t know,” Amberlina said. “I don’t… want to talk about it.”


“I’m sure it was Carly,” said Monique.


“Did Carly bully you?” Snowflake asked.


“I don’t think so, but… I can’t… remember,” said Amberlina. “I was so scared I think I just… like on a cartoon? A repressed memory? I think I just… repressed something, or…”


Monique groaned, rolling her eyes. “Amby don’t be dumb, only adults have repressed memories, and you wouldn’t remember repressing it!”


“I’m sorry but I just don’t know…”


“Let’s just get to the park before Carly tries something else,” said Monique.


“Yes, please, I want out of here!” Amberlina cried, grabbing Monique’s hand.


“You got it sugar-butt!” Monique cheered, and began pulling the girls back the way they’d just gone—they’d already passed the street they needed to take coming this way.

They passed Jacob, who looked at Amberlina. They made brief eye-contact… some complicated longing existed between them. He gave a wave. “I’ll try and catch you later girl,” he said. “Have a Happy Halloween!”


“You too, Jacob,” she said, waving, before the girls crossed the street at the light, disappearing from his view.


Jacob grunted and pried himself off the wall. “Fuck, that girl knew my name? What kind of spiritual experience did I just have? I must have eaten her in a past-life or something… Gods, I’m going to just binge on kids this Halloween. I need comfort food, I’ll eat a hundred kids if I have to, I mean it… Holy shit…”


Nervously, he took out his phone and called a friend of his. Her name was Cynthia, and she was the smartest bunny-woman he knew.


“Yeah? Jacob I’m getting ready, unless you found the hottest fox of my life to date tonight I don’t wanna hear it, I’m late!”


“Hey… Cynth,” he laughed, the mere attempt of which hurt his aching body. He was tense… every muscle just knotted all to hell.

“What is it?” she asked, concerned—his quality of voice must have tipped her off.


He hesitated, because what he was about to say was borderline apocryphal, heresy, insane. “Cynthia, I uh… I need someone to talk to; I just had the fucking worst experience of my entire life, maybe all of them.”


“What?? That’s… ominous, what gives?” she asked.


Jacob turned, and lay his head against the cold stone, rubbing his eyes. He listened to her breathing on the phone, and timed his breath to it… he just needed to find reality, cold, real, and firm… Just long enough to say it.


“Cynthia… I just met The Hungry Man.”
