
Steve had always played around with the idea of eating Chris. But only Chris was surprised when Steve actually intended to do it. You see, Steve and Chris were voraphiles. The idea of something or…someone curled up in a big, burly belly always got them going. They were both gainers also; it was a bit of a two-for. 

In flirtatious texts, links on YouTube, online role play sessions and several other mediums, the two shared their interest in vore and bellies. They even brought it into the real world occasionally. It started with simple feeding sessions; Chris would stuff Steve with all sorts of fattening goodies until he was full and panting for more. Buttons would pop off, pants would come undone, and chairs would creak with exhaustion. Slowly but surely however, they upped the ante. Soon goldfish disappeared into Steve's massive middle, accompanied weeks later by feeder mice, hamsters, and much to their own shock (and arousal) a small dog yipped and squirmed about in Steve’s tank. Every time, Chris would rub it and soothe the wriggling gut, envious of whatever had fallen prey to it.


This weekend was going to be different.


Chris walked up the steps to Steve’s place; his mind was a mix of aroused and confused. “Eat me?” He mouthed to himself, before knocking on the door. Surely he had to have been flirting again; it always turned Chris on to think of himself curled up in that gurgling pot belly, but he couldn’t have meant it seriously though.  Steve’s instructions were odd too: first of all, they normally met at Chris’ place and second, rather than bringing food or some live critters; he only asked that Chris bring a few bottles of chocolate syrup. Some kinky and fun food play would no doubt ensue, but why did he need so many bottles?


He shoved the thought out of his mind and knocked on Steve’s door. 


“Just a minute!” Steve yelled, a loud grunt was heard as he no doubt hefted his lardy ass out of the massive recliner he usually planted himself in. Chris’ heart raced as Steve opened the door and completely dominated the door frame. Steve wasn’t much taller than Chris, but he was a bear of a man. His overgrown middle pressed out to meet Chris before he could even step through the door.

“Come on in slim.” Steve smirked and stepped to the side, his gut occupying most of the doorway. He called Chris slim jokingly, although not the wall of blubber Steve was, Chris was most certainly no lightweight.  Chris squeezed past, blushing a bit as that big, soft, somewhat grumbling middle pressed against him. The warmth and heft of it was always a welcome treat for Chris and his insta-boner confirmed this. Steve closed the door behind him and flicked on a light, the computer monitor was the only thing illuminating his apartment a moment ago, but now they could see each other in their full glory.


Chris was wearing his favorite black jeans, which nicely showed off his plump rear and now clearly protruding erection. His somewhat snug blue t-shirt was tucked into his pants, and his black and grey messenger bag full of chocolate sauce hung down around his side. He easily weighed 320lbs, but his 6 foot tall frame and unforgiving genes spread his weight pretty evenly. Chris was black, another feature Steve liked about him and would joke about if he tasted like chocolate constantly. 

Steve on the other hand, was a few inches taller than Chris, had a good 60lb lead on him, and was practically all belly. It protruded proudly from the ill-fitting tank top; exposing the somewhat hairy ball of blubber he called his gut. His black boxer briefs were bulging a bit now as he looked over Chris. A sly grin crept over his face before he waddled closer and pressed Chris against the wall with his gut.  He stared at Chris with those piercing, yet playful green eyes. A bit of his dark hair slid down into his face, clinging to his forehead a bit with his sweat. Chris barely protested this as always and instead did his best to hug around that orb of flesh and lard. Fingertips sunk into Steve’s sides, making it sway and wobble some before Christ gripped his heavy love handles and shook the beast in earnest. Chris always did know how to drive Steve wild. With his arms planted firmly on the wall behind him, Steve leaned in for what Chris believed would be a kiss, but was greeted with the broad, warm, tongue of his massive friend.


They had done some “vore play” before: Chris curling up against Steve and listening to the gurgling sounds in that gut, Steve pinning Chris down and telling him what it’d be like to have Chris inside his gut instead of beneath it…but tonight, Steve was hitting all the right buttons. 


“Mmmm, I’d say to save your appetite for the main course, but you told me not to bring any food with me” Chris groaned, leaning into the first lick, only to be greeted with the next sloppy lick over his cheek.


“I’m licking the main course right now, hun.” Steve chuckled, licking his lips after every lick. He really was starting to drool a bit at this point, and a deep and bellowing grumble echoed through the belly that pinned his friend against the wall. 

“Mmm, you always know just what to say. Careful though, you get me any hotter and I’m gonna need a change of shorts.” Chris chuckled, grinding himself against that massive, sexy belly.


“You’re not going to need any shorts in a few minutes.” Steve smiled, planting a kiss on Chris’ mouth quickly. He turned and waddled toward his bed room for a moment, putting his hand up for Chris to follow. “Leave the clothes at the door, bring the bag though.” It probably would have been slower for Chris to rip off his clothes. With an almost puppy dog like cuteness, Chris trailed behind his massive friend, absolutely nude.  Steve wasted no time in tugging off his own boxer briefs, tossing them at the foot of the bed before he climbed into it. The bed creaked and groaned in protest as it always had, but Chris’ added weight didn’t make it any better. 


The two sat there for a moment, before Steve took the bag from Chris, setting it down beside him. Chris stared betwixt Steve’s massive thighs; there was a throbbing rod of flesh poking out from beneath the mammoth gut that rested in his lap. Without a word between them, Steve reached under his gut with some difficulty and hefted it up, giving Chris full access to that drooling cock. Chris was on hands and knees instantaneously, licking from the base of that thick member to the tip, making sure not a single drop of pre escaped. 

They had never gone straight to sex so quickly but neither party was complaining. As Chris took Steve’s rock hard cock into his mouth, Steve let his ponderous middle drop down and keep Chris in place. Chris could only grunt for a moment as that familiar warmth pinned him down. The cock now lodged firmly in the back of his throat drove him wild, and he bobbed his head as best as he could. Steve sat back, hands behind his head as Chris went to town on him, occasionally bucking his hips and sloshing his grumbling gut atop him. Chris tried desperately to gasp for breath every few moments, but Steve would press his gut down on him, keeping his cockhead pressed against the tight entrance to his throat.

Chris’ mouth was amazing, his tongue contoured to every inch of Steve’s member, licking from base to tip while his warm mouth sucked and gulped furiously. If Steve let that continue, he would have blown his load right there and that might have ruined his plans. He hefted up his blubbery mound, signaling for Chris to come up for air. He gasped and pulled his head up for a moment, kissing over Steve's gut before licking from his heavy sac to the tip of his drool soaked cock.


“Mmmmm, getting me close there hun. How about you let me give you some attention?” The hungry eyed whale of a man groaned, giving his gut a firm slap for Chris to rest his feet on it. Steve gave fantastic foot rubs, and Chris would usually end up blowing his load just from the attention to his feet. Chris turned towards Steve, teasingly wriggling his toes as he brought his feet up to rest on that soft, doughy middle. Each foot made a gentle dent in the flab, and the warmth immediately spread up into them. Gently Steve took a hold of Chris’ feet, rubbing his fat thumbs up along the arches. Chris was already groaning and arching his back, which made Steve rub even harder.  Sneakily, Steve reached down to the messenger, flipping it open and gripping the first bottle of chocolate sauce. Food play was nothing new to their usual charades; but this was the first time it wasn’t on Steve’s cock or belly. The cool liquid spilled over Chris’ feet, making them tense up for a bit.

“Ooh, could’ve let that warm up a bit hun.” Chris chuckled, letting his chocolate soaked toes tense and release.


“That’s what my tongue is for.” Steve grinned, leaning in to slowly suckle one of Chris big toes. He panted loudly, gripping the sheets, waves of pleasure coursing through his body. Each suckle and lick to his toe made him twist the sheets a bit more, slowly pulling them from the bed. Steve had him right where he wanted him. With toe in mouth, drool pouring from his lips at this point, he teasingly squeezed the bottle and let it squirt over Chris legs. The cool chocolate snapped Chris out of his lust fueled trance for a moment, long enough to see Steve pull more toes into his mouth. His big sexy friend was giving him the attention he usually relinquished. Why not let him make a little mess? The bottle squirted a few more times; covering his legs and some of his belly before the last few spurts drizzled over his cock hard cock.


Chris hardly missed a beat, grabbing his chocolate coated cock in one hand and rubbing the bits of chocolate on his gut in with the other. He wasn’t sure how well chocolate would work as lube, but from the beads of pre sliding down his cock and mingling with it; he was convinced it worked well. Of the 6 or so bottles left, Steve opened up another and squirted it over Chris gut. His tongue slid between and over toes all the while, occasionally ducking down to a heel to lick up along the arch of Chris gently squirming feet. Everything about this scene got Steve hungrier and more aroused. The mice and the dog squirmed about violently as he tried to get them down, but here was his biggest meal, not only content, but covered in chocolate! The bottle emptied over his belly and chest, and the last of it was drizzled over his face.

“Mmmph, it was hot on my gut and cock hun, but now you’re just making a mess.”Chris said, chuckling and licking some chocolate from his lip, still stroking over his achingly erect cock. 


“And like I said, I intend to lick every drop off of you. Don’t you worry. Now I want you to make a ‘mess’ of your own…” Steve trailed off, using the chocolate on his toes to massage Chris soft feet. Without another word, Chris went at himself, closing his eyes tight and thrusting into his hand a bit. Every inch slid through his chocolaty grip, mixing more and more with the steady stream of pre. The whole room was a mix of chocolate, lust, and hedonism. The two indulged and delighted in each other’s every touch, taste, sensation. Chris’ powerful strokes only drove Steve on, his tongue slathering and licking his feet clean of every drop. Toes disappeared into his drooling, pink mouth. Then slowly his entire foot, tongue gliding down all the while…and then the other foot. 


Chris could feel the intense warmth cover his feet, but was practically drunk with lust. His body throbbed with pleasure, which made it easy for Steve to suckle and slurp over Chris’ feet. His jaw stretched somewhat uncomfortably around those massive appendages, but with a dull pop and a creak his jaw yawned lower, giving him enough space to gulp and pull his toes into his tight esophagus. Slowly Steve’s fat fingertips slid down to Chris ankles and shoved them in as well. He could feel Chris’ toes squirm and splay in his throat, tickling him here and there before he gulped again, tugging his feet securely into his gullet. Unfortunately for Chris, he chalked this up to more rubbing, his member slickened with pre and chocolate at how amazing this felt. 

Steve had to work quickly; he knew that Chris lust filled daze wouldn’t last much longer. Farther still, his hands gripped Chris fat hips, tugging him closer while he arched his head forward. His legs slowly but surely slid into Steve’s gullet, stretching it out here and there as they disappeared into his pink, fleshy tunnel. Slowly, his knees were pulled in and pulled closer, Steve wincing here and there as he felt Chris’ bulky legs stretch his throat out more than he had before…but he was determined to get his chocolate coated victim where he belonged. A deep and greedy gulp almost broke Chris from his trance, eyes opening for a moment before the warmth of Steve’s tight throat pulsed heavily around his feet. He arched his back, lifting his rear up just long enough for Steve to cup that, tugging him closer atop that soon to be massive middle. Surely Steve had moved back and was rubbing over his legs now, or whatever. Chris didn’t much care what the circumstances of this pleasure explosion were, but he was reveling in it. Thick ropes of pre drooled down his cock, his own heavy sac tensing up as he got closer and closer to orgasm. That warmth was now sliding up his thighs, a wet and heavy slurping sound filling his ears.

“Oh god Steve, I’m gonna…that feels amazing…I’m so…so close…” Chris groaned and grunted, arching once more before thick ropes of cum squirted messily over his gut, coating it in his own sweet substance. He stroked a few more times, getting every gooey drop out and panting heavily, thoroughly exhausted.

“If I came any harder I might have…”Chris began to chuckle, slowly opening his eyes to what could only be a mix of horror and confusion. Steve stared up at him, hungry eyes fixed on his meal as Chris legs had completely vanished from sight. Steve was paused at Chris hips, hands still cupping his rear. “What the…” Chris managed before the predator beneath him struck. With an amazing feat of strength, Steve hoisted Chris up, his own head thrown back in one swooping motion. A deep, fleshy, guttural swallow tugged Chris hefty rear and cock into Steve’s mouth. Gravity was working against the stunned prey, and his own disbelief stopped him from reacting quickly enough. How was this happening? It wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be! Sure, they had fantasized about it, but no one could actually do it. Chris stared, his mind a haze with the vision of Steve’s lips crawling up over him. His legs squirmed weakly, not having much room to move in the tight confines of Steve’s throat, and he felt his toes sliding past some tight ring, slipping into the gurgling pot belly below him. 

Chris may have put up a decent fight, had Steve’s hands not already secured Chris wrists. He thrashed them some, but another deep gulp forced him off balance. His knees were beginning to curl to squeeze into Steve’s gluttonous gut. 


Steve was in heaven, if you could call this that. His member was a fountain of pre, weighed down by the heft of his gut and the man soon to be occupying it. He felt powerful, he felt horny, and most importantly he felt hungry. More so than he had ever felt before. His throat ached and bulged to its limits, but Chris was going to be his. He gulped loudly once more, tugging Chris down with his own arms; he sunk down another foot or so, his gut being compacted into the drooling jaws that continued to climb. Steve’s tongue glided over his back and rear, cleaning of him of the chocolate as was promised. He felt his gut stretch out unbelievably so with all the fresh, squirming meat inside of it. Chris was going to squirm a lot, he could feel it. Chris was crying now, but Steve couldn’t hear it. “EAT.” He thought, it drowned out all his senses but taste. 


Soon, Chris’ chest slumped down into Steve’s greedy maw, his arms now raised up and restrained above him. Steve had no trouble using them as leverage until Chris’ face slid out of view. With almost animalistic hunger, he slurped messily over Chris’ face, delighting in the taste of the wriggling meal every inch of the way. Chris’ senses on the other hand were heightened, and confused. He felt every inch of his body covered in the fleshy innards of his once friend, now massaging and tugging him down. It was…just as he expected, it was amazing, and hot, and tight. It was feral and primal. He felt trapped and confined, but somehow felt he had brought this on himself. Much like a buffalo who strayed off from the herd, like prey. His thoughts raced, but his body enjoyed every second of his own demise. His cock pulsed and twitched against the peristalsis, and his feet weekly squirmed and kicked. As his vision was blurred by the pink insides of his fat friend, his ears went into overdrive. He could hear every squelch, every slorp, and every gulp as he was dragged deeper and deeper. He could hear his own heart race against Steve’s, and he found himself…loving it. 


Slowly Steve watched as his prey's arms slid down, now with little resistance. He was completely on his back now, the bed creaking loudly beneath him. With a shove, his arms slid into his mouth, fingers suckled before a final, deep gulp sent them down the muscular throat to the fleshy sac of meat he called his gut. His free hand rubbed down his somewhat sore throat, half to make sure no harm was done, and half in disbelief as he could feel every contour of his prey slip into his massively distended gut. He could even feel as Chris curled up in the fetal position to fit in his gut. He rubbed along the arch of his belly, panting and gluttonous. The massive lump in his gut squirmed weakly, stretching and straining the flesh and blubber around it. He gripped his gut and hefted it up some, amazed at the weight he now carried.  He did it. That poor tank top barely stretched over the arch of blubber and boy beneath it.

The squirming would occasionally get stronger every few minutes, and then die down again. It was as though Chris was testing, seeing if there was some way out, but darkness and moisture was all he knew. Every squirm flooded Steve’s nerves, making his cock twitch powerfully as his prey squirmed against it. He looked over lazily at the messenger bag, lifting it up and dumping the contents beside him, another 5 bottles of thick chocolate syrup.  He gripped a bottle, barely able to move, and ripped the top off. In a feat of extreme gluttony, he chugged it down, instantly getting his meal to squirm about once more, the chocolate mingling with the other juices in his massively distended middle.


Bottle after bottle disappeared. He paused between each so that the surprise would start his gut trembling again. God, it must have been so cramped in there. He gripped his sides as best as he could, sloshing his gut from side to side before he gave it a slap. With a thunderous belch, which he was sure shook his bed, his own arousal won out. His cock throbbed against his gut one final time, spurting thick ropes of cum along his underbelly. The wriggling intensified more than it had previously after he belched, and then Chris stopped moving. Only his gentle breathing could be felt. That last belch must have knocked him out.


“You wanted this didn’t you hun…” Steve groaned, rubbing over his sweating, impossibly stuffed gut. “You wanted to be a part of this hog. You got what you wanted. I know I did.” Like so many stuffing sessions they had done previously, sleep slowly overcame him. With no Chris to rub his gut, he took to rubbing and kneading his own middle.

The next morning, sunlight flooded his apartment. It was the only thing that woke him. As if waking up from some bizarre dream he rubbed his head and looked down at his gut, finding it only slightly less massive. With a sly grin, he patted his middle, feeling a new layer of fat beginning to develop already. He looked over at the clock, 8:30am it read. But the day had to have been wrong. Was he out for 4 days? 


It made sense; it’d take a lot of time and energy to work off his latest “meal.” He could already feel his gut getting heavier with new blubber. Another deep, throaty belch crept out of him, and for a moment he swore he could taste chocolate and…something else on his lips. 






The end
