STORY 51


It was not snowing. Which was hardly surprising, really, but was a little disappointing. Having experienced a white Christmas once in England, Cherry had harboured the secret hope that the same might happen where she lived, here in south-western France. The air was cold, but remained stubbornly above freezing.


Still, given the circumstances, that was probably a good thing. The young woman adjusted her scarf to keep herself warm as she stopped out of the heated restaurant into the biting cold breeze borne by the night air. The middle-aged man by her side held her arm, steadying her chivalrously as she carried the weight of her swollen, pregnant belly. She gave him a grateful smile.


“Thank you, André. And that was delicious.”


He returned her smile, quietly, and led her to her own car, parked close by. She got into the front passenger seat, leaving him the keys. Somehow, it felt even colder inside the car than out. She took off her gloves, rubbed her hands together, then put them back on. At least she felt warm on the inside. Christmas was fast approaching. Her baby was growing steadily in the safe, comfortable warmth of her womb. Her hot dinner weighed pleasantly on her tummy, making her full and content. And her pleasant afternoon with a man she had got to know and like was about to come to a rather exciting end.


“What are you thinking?” he asked, in that warm, faintly shy voice of his.


She stretched a little, as best she could in the car, with a seatbelt and the weight of her belly. “What do you think?” she smiled.


André returned the smile, while keeping his eyes on the road, and said nothing.


They had known each other for a while now. Since well before her marriage, even. He had been at the wedding. At that point, he was already more than an acquaintance. Which made what was going to happen now a little strange. A part of her was still hesitating. Yet it also felt so verry fitting.


Tonight, André Mireau would be her dessert.


They had met when he had contacted her and asked whether he might write her biography. It had been an unexpected request. But by then she was already famous, known even to non-voraraphiles as the young woman who had, on four occasions, won the world championship of eating people. She had earned herself significant press coverage, and a short paragraph at least in a number of encyclopedias. She had given interviews several pages long in various magazines, and appeared on TV. She had tried to resist the lure at first, but vanity had its appeal. There was a certain thrill to being a celeb, even a minor one. Since becoming pregnant, she had cut down drastically on interviews and public appearances, but André’s work on the book was already well underway, and for him she had made an exception.


He had, after all, become almost a friend.


While he questioned her about her life, her beliefs and her aspirations, she had tried to figure him out in turn. In his early fifties, André looked slightly younger than his years. Fairly tall, quite thin, he had an occasionally awkward bearing, but was not unattractive. It was the eyes, perhaps. Brown, tinged with green, observing her with an interest she could not immediately place. It had intrigued her. She was telling him so much about herself, and she remained uncertain what exactly he saw when he looked at her. So, one day, she had asked him. He had laughed, a little nervous, and his reply had been evasive. He liked her; that much was certain. He liked her; not just as an attractive woman who had become the public face of his own fantasy, but also as a person. He wanted to know her, and he respected her.


He also wanted her to eat him. She had ascertained that early on. And she had promised to do so. An easy, casual promise. Why not, after all? She had been certain she would enjoy it, and the thought of swallowing her biographer was amusing. It would certainly fit her image.


What troubled her was that she had never eaten someone she really felt she knew. At most, she spent a few days with her ‘prey’ before gulping them down and moving on, rarely thinking back. Most of the people she had eaten over the years had been volunteers at the Vore Competition. Thus she usually spoke to them for the first time only seconds before putting them into her mouth, and swallowing them down into her ready digestive system. This… was going to be different.


“You seem thoughtful,” André remarked, as he slowed the car to stop at a red light.


Cherry gave him a disarming smile. If she began to express her doubts, she might talk herself out of eating him. That was not something she wanted to consider, for now.


“I was just wondering whether you’d go well with strawberry syrup,” she said, teasingly. “You did say you wanted sweetening up, didn’t you?”


André laughed. “If you don’t mind, yes. It would make me feel more like dessert.”


Cherry grinned. “I don’t mind in the slightest. Especially for you.” She put her gloved hand briefly on his leg, and gave it a little squeeze. “I’ve eaten people with all sorts of flavourings. Remember, I told you about the girl once who wanted me to eat her as part of an ice cream? And the guy who wanted me to dip him in tomato sauce.”


“And the girl who lay on your sandwich, yes… Some of them are quite imaginative.” He smiled. The light turned green, and he led the car round a bend into a smaller street. “I’m surprised you’ve still got an appetite, though. After dinner.”

“Oh, I haven’t. I’m going to have to wait a bit before eating you up. There’s no room for you in here right now.” She placed her hand on her tummy. “Give me a bit of time to digest.”

“All the time you need.” He sounded almost affectionate. Cherry leaned back with a little sigh of contentment, and watched the road ahead idly as he drove her home.

* * *


‘Home’, in this case, was not where she lived with Pascal. She and her husband shared a nice little flat, waiting until they could afford to move somewhere bigger. But the block of flats André pulled up next to now was several kilometres from there, in a neighbouring town. He had bought a small apartment here not long ago, with the money from the sale of his own flat further north. It had enabled him to settle close to Cherry – but, most importantly, he had bought it for her as a gift. He had no family of his own, and the apartment would be hers once she had digested him. The idea was to give her a place close to home where she could meet her prey, and devour them without revealing her main address and compromising her privacy. It also meant she would be able to eat more people. They could now come to her, rather than she having to find the time to travel. It had been André’s suggestion, and she had accepted with the utmost gratitude. It was a perfect idea.


She already had a couple booked here for January 2nd. They wanted to celebrate the new year, and the first anniversary of their marriage, inside her stomach.


She gave them little thought for the time being, as she got carefully out of the car. Tonight –December 23rd– was André’s night. And she wanted to make it special for him.


There was a bleep as he locked the car. “I think you’ve got the keys,” he said.


She fished into her handbag, just to make sure, and nodded with a smile. It was only a few steps to the entrance of the building, a block of flats about twenty years old. She tapped in the entrance code, and André held the door open for her. A short trip in the lift took them up to the fifth floor. She unlocked the door –painted a light brown–, and led him in, switching on the light.


The curtains were already pulled, affording them some privacy. She closed the door after he had entered, and locked it. For a moment, it felt –absurd though it was– that she was locking him in. He would not be leaving this place again. Or more specifically, by the time he did, he would be either in her stomach, or nothing more than a stream of nutritious liquid travelling through her intestine. The thought gave her pause, just for a moment. She smiled, a little excited.


André helped her out of her coat, then took his own off too, and hung them both up. She wondered briefly what she would do with his afterwards. Give it to charity, perhaps. It was in good condition. In fact, there were quite a few of his belongings which she had no intention of keeping. She looked round, thoughtful. It still seemed more like his flat than hers. There were few decorations, and those were somewhat random. Posters of landscapes on the walls – often with traces of having been folded or crinkled. A few small Oriental statuettes, several of which were chipped – a legacy from his father. Bookshelves, stacked with books. She would keep those, probably.


Her stomach groaned slightly, digesting her dinner.


André was sitting down on the worn old sofa. She went to sit beside him, and smiled at him, quite fondly.


“I don’t think you’ve told me yet what you’re doing for Christmas,” he remarked.


“Oh, the usual. Pascal’s brother is inviting the whole family round tomorrow evening. The inevitable ritual of family gatherings.” She smiled. She didn’t mind. Pascal’s parents rather liked her, and though a few of his relatives regarded her as ‘weird’, she got on well with his brother’s wife. Laure was five years older than her, and already had a young son whom Cherry viewed with affection. Laure had answered many of her early, nervous questions about pregnancy, childbirth and child raising. Their children would be cousins, and hopefully grow up close. “Then I think we’ll go and see my parents on Christmas Day. And then Pascal and I will have a nice quiet evening to ourselves. Or not so quiet,” she added, the mischievous twinkle in her eyes enhancing her warm smile.


André returned the smile. “As long as you’re happy.”


She looked at him, her eyebrows rising a moment, her brown eyes curious. After a short while, she smiled, softly. “That’s a lovely thing to say. Thanks, André. I know you mean it, too.”


He gave a brief laugh, and shifted a little, looking awkward. “Well…”


Cherry giggled. His shyness –the muted expression of a kind, friendly man– was appealing. She crossed her legs, and leaned a little towards him.


“And what will you be doing for Christmas?” she breathed, teasing. Her hand went to her heavily pregnant tummy, rubbing it slowly. He gazed down at it, enthralled, before looking up into her face – her playful expression, those eyes of hers still twinkling with amusement.


André grinned. Although nervous, he appreciated the gesture. “I have some idea. It seems I may be visiting your in-laws.”


Cherry laughed, pleased – a charming, so very feminine sound. “I’ll smuggle you in. My secret guest.”


André chuckled, relaxing once more.


Cherry fascinated him, and his natural awkwardness in any social setting –all the more so with women– meant that he sometimes felt ill-at-ease in her presence. But only sometimes. She had a gift for making him comfortable, for soothing his tension and lowering his barriers. A distinct charisma. Her smiles came easily, but they were not superficial. Unlike him, she was outgoing, and made friends easily, but there was a depth of warmth in her which belied her sometimes casual attitude. He had used many words to describe her in her biography. She readily admitted that she was ambitious, for example, with a ‘go get’ streak that expressed a certain impatience in her nature. She was human, after all; she was not perfect. He would not have wanted her to be. The complexities and contradictions of her character made her more interesting to write about – and more interesting to get to know. They also helped him feel less intimidated, by this bright, dominant young woman half his age.


But more fundamentally, she had a certain kindness within her, and she had been somewhat surprised when he had pointed it out. He had remarked how considerate she was towards the people she ate. Dubious, she had replied that she treated them nicely, but that was just normal. She rarely gave them much thought after the gulp, and doubted whether that could be seen as ‘nice’. But he had maintained his point. She took people’s feelings into consideration, he had emphasised, and acted upon them. Not all vore preds did that; let alone all people.


He had not written a hagiographic biography; nor had his aim been to expose Cherry’s privacy to the world’s all too lecherous eyes. He had respected her wishes in leaving many things unsaid. But he had –he hoped– helped her sincerest and most respectful fans get to know her a little better. Understand the personality of this fascinating young lady.


He would never know what they thought of it. The book was printed and ready, and they had both received their advance copies, but it would not be marketed before the New Year. By which time… Well, the biographical note about him in the book’s inside cover said it all. By the time the general public read his words, he would have been eaten and digested by the topic of his studies.


Who was still looking at him now, with those warm, curious, beautiful brown eyes.


“What are you thinking, my dear André?” Her gentle yet playful voice matched the look in her eyes.


“I’m… thinking about you.” He smiled. “Which can’t be very surprising.”


Cherry grinned – her soft pink lips parting to flash a view of her perfect white teeth. “You shouldn’t flatter my vanity. I thought we’d agreed I’m vain enough as it is.”


“No, we agreed you’re aware of your own desirability. That’s not quite the same.” He smiled – a more measured smile, but affectionate nonetheless. Cherry laughed. “Besides,” he went on. “Given that you’ll soon be my whole world, my entire reality…”


Her laugh faded, although her smile did not, and her eyes gazed at his face, her thoughtfulness belying their youthful intensity. He held her gaze, finding himself mesmerised, intimidated, gripped with desire and quietly comfortable all at once. She had already become his world, turning his old one upside down. He had not been unhappy –at least not since his youth–, but his existence had been a quiet one, withdrawn and essentially unsociable, with no close family, and few ‘friends’ who were more than passing acquaintances. Not only was Cherry different but, as the topic of his book, she had become the focus of his life. He knew the reverse was far from being the case, of course, but he did not mind. Cherry was the living fantasy of countless people she would never even meet. By getting to know her, he had been allowed past the fantasy image, closer to the intimacy of a real, complex young woman.


Only then, of course, had he really fallen in love.


“You know,” she remarked, pensive, “I still know a lot less about you than you do about me.”


The question was implicit, and he considered it for a short while. There were several reasons for the disparity, all of them obvious. Foremost was the fact he had taken a much closer interest in her than she had in him. Which was only natural. Not only was he the one writing a book about her, but she already had a circle of close friends among whom she spent much of her free time – whereas his time had been spent putting her life into words. Their relationship had been one of amicable professionalism. Her behaviour had been friendly, letting him feel as though he mattered –pure Cherry, that–, but he remained above all her biographer.


Or did he? Despite all the talks they had had, all of his delving into her past and the workings of her mind, he was still uncertain as to quite how she viewed him.


Other than ‘edible’.


“There’s not much to tell,” he said at last. “I’ve led a boring life.” He smiled, a signal for her not to give him that sorrowful look already forming in her eyes. “Oh, I’ve not been unhappy. You know that. But you couldn’t write a book about me. We’re different, you and I.”


“I suppose we are…” She chewed her lip, thoughtful. As she did so, the sudden silence was interrupted by an audible gurgle from her stomach. She smiled.


“You don’t sound quite ready for desert yet,” he commented, as casually as he could. His heart was beating a little faster, though.


“No,” she agreed. “I think we can talk a little longer.” She uncrossed her legs, and leaned back, prompting him to do likewise, beside her. They looked at each other. She was thinking something. He wanted to ask what it was, but decided to let her say it in her own time. As he waited, he was content to look into her lovely, youthful face – her soft features, highlighted by her long, cascading, dark blond hair. She had an unmistakable presence – warm and charming, assertive yet non-threatening, so very feminine and so very much alive. A beautiful woman, sitting beside him, as he yearned for her with quiet, troubled desire, amplified by the anticipation of blissful finality. In a way, it still seemed unreal. Yet when he had woken up this morning, knowing that he would end the day inside her digestive system, it had felt fantastically, breathtakingly real.


Very soon now, she was going to–


“Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?” she asked.


Jostled off his train of thought, he was momentarily surprised, but recovered quickly. He shook his head. “Of course I don’t mind. Go ahead.”


“Why do you want me to eat you?”


There was still a faint hint of playfulness there, but the question –gentle as ever– was unexpectedly serious.


“Oh,” he said.


“I’m sorry… Is that too–”


“No. No, it’s all right.” He paused. It struck him anew, then, that she had never asked before. She had agreed, easily, to eating him up, but had not asked why he wanted to seek his end in her stomach. He knew, of course, that she rarely asked anyone. It was not something she usually expressed much interest in. She ate people because she enjoyed doing so. The motivations of her willing and eager food amused her, at times, and on rare occasions aroused her sympathy, but in most cases she gulped people down with no attempt to inquire into the specifics of their desires. She seemed to assume their minds all functioned along similar lines. After all, she had read Internet forum posts by prey; she had some idea what made them tick. With André, she had teased, gently, always on the assumption that… Well, that there was an overarching prey mindset, and slotting him into that category.


“The only way I can answer that,” he said, at last, “is by getting personal.” Their eyes met, serious now. She nodded.


“You can tell me anything, André. I’d like to know.” Her lips curved into a faint smile. “It’ll just be between you and me.”


“Which means just within you.” He smiled back, and took a deep breath. “That’s pretty much it, you see, Cherry. I want to be part of you.”


Her smile was encouraging – her gorgeous, gentle lips revealing just a hint of her teeth, and of the darkness within her mouth. The entrance into her body – into her very being. How many times had he dreamt about being inside her mouth, about feeling her soft lips close around his shrunken body and gently suck him in? He gulped, trying not to stare. 


“Should I ask why?”


“Um…” He grimaced a little, struggling against embarrassment. The irony was, he had, in the past, imagined occasions when he might be able to tell Cherry how much she meant to him… so much that he longed to settle inside her stomach and gradually become one with her. He had gone over, in his mind, the words he might use to express his feelings. Yet now, when she actually was asking, his brain seemed muddled, and the words –insofar as he could remember them– inadequate. How could he explain that he found her fascinating – that he loved her, in his own bizarre way? That he wished to become an intimate part of her existence? That he yearned to give himself to her, offer himself up completely, become hers, irrevocably? Give up his very being in order to exist only as a part of her, forever. It was the most perfect form of commitment, and one that required nothing of her in return.


He felt it; why could he not say it? Was he ashamed? He would be telling a beautiful, happily married woman of his desire, his love for her. Having interviewed her so many times, he knew she did feel aroused when she ate people. But to her, it was not a matter of love. Merely pleasure. She loved her husband, with a love that was deep, passionate and exclusive. The men and women who offered themselves to her as food were playthings for her momentary enjoyment – savoured, swallowed, and gone. Perhaps that was why she never asked them about their feelings. How many, like him, had given themselves to her, and vanished down her throat, out of troubled, unrequitable love, or fascination, or something akin to it? If he were to bare his heart to her now… Would she want to hear it? Would she understand, and tease him with that soft, gentle smile? Or would she feel uncomfortable, faced with an unwanted reminder that the men she ate were experiencing far more than just casual pleasure?


She waited, a long moment, for him to speak. Her lovely face was patient, questioning, encouraging him with that gentle warmth. When he sat still, hesitating, and no words came, she gave a soft, apologetic laugh. She patted his leg with her hand, and leaned in to kiss his cheek.


“I’m sorry. I rather put you on the spot there. Forget I asked.” Her voice bore a hint of amusement. He nodded, quietly relieved. He would, perhaps, be eaten without ever expressing his feelings, but it did make everything so much simpler. For both of them.


“What would you like to do to pass the time?” she asked him, steering the conversation onto safer ground. “We should wait a couple of hours at least before… dessert.” She winked. “If you want to give me time to digest and empty my tummy.”


He nodded again, coughed, and looked round the room. He rarely had visitors, and he had little to offer in the way of entertainment. Cherry, however, was already taking the initiative. She began to get up, and he responded quickly by helping her raise her heavily pregnant bulk – about seven months, now. She flashed him a smile of thanks, and walked over to the bookshelves, and the few cardboard boxes beneath them – storage, for various belongings he had never bothered to unpack. She looked through the top layers, casually, before reaching down to pick up a flat box, some sort of boardgame. She held it up for him to see.


“Draughts?”


He smiled. “Would you like to play?”


“That depends.” She grinned. “Will you beat me?”


He laughed. “I don’t often get to practice. Shall we find out?”


“You’re on.” She placed the game on the low table by the sofa. “But first…”


“Yes?” He looked up at her, curious.


“Well…” There was a faintly hesitant, teasing little smile floating on her soft pink lips. “There’s something I’d been meaning to do when we got back. You know that box I left here last time?”


“Yes?” he said again, nodding, his interest piqued.


Cherry’s smile broadened. “It’s something I’d like to give you. It’s not much, really not, but… You know, for Christmas.”


André smiled in turn, pleasant surprised. “But it’s not Christmas yet,” he grinned.


“No, but it’s the last chance I have of giving you something,” she said, playful. “Wait there.” She moved over to a large plastic bag propped beneath a shelf, and holding the shape of a box.


“Actually…” André stood. “If it’s present time…”


“Oh?” She looked at him, surprised in turn, as she straitened with the bag in her hands. He walked past her, giving her a quick smile, and reached into the small space between the couch and the wall. He withdrew something wrapped in colourful, red and green Christmas packaging. She took a step towards him, and they handed their gifts to each other with a smile. Their eyes met, and he barely withheld a blush at the warm twinkle he saw in her brown irises. Up this close, he could see the smoothness of her face, the patterns in her eyes, her rather cute nose, that little curl of amusement in her lovely lips…


“André, you shouldn’t have. You’re already giving me…”


“Dessert?”


“That, yes.” She grinned, a flash of her white teeth. “Shall I open it?”


“Hmm… Up to you.” He shrugged. “You could keep it for tomorrow.”


Cherry felt the package, weighing it lightly with both hands, feeling its form through the wrapping. It was large –larger than a book–, but rectangular, and fairly thick. Yet not particularly solid; it bent part way as she shifted it. “Do I get a hint as to what it is?”


“Not the slightest.”


She laughed. “Meanie. Well, all right. I’ll keep it by for Christmas.” The smile she gave him was lovely. “Are you going to open yours?”


“Good idea.” His hands trembled just very slightly as he pulled the box –wrapped in crinkly, shiny green paper– from its bag, and began to tear it open. It soon became apparent what it was. He held it up, smiling. A box of candied fruit. “Thanks, Cherry!”


“I remembered you like them.” She leaned in, and kissed him briefly on the cheek. Her soft lips, and warm breath, tickled his skin. “Merry Christmas, André!”


“Merry Christmas to you, Cherry.” Still smiling, he opened the box, and held it out to her. “Want some? I’m not going to get through them by myself.” With a grin, she picked out a piece of orange. He watched her pop it into her mouth, her lips parting and the fruit disappearing between it. She was well aware of him watching as she chewed, and she winked at him, playful. His cheeks reddened a little.


“I’m sorry.”


“It’sh okay.” She spoke round the sticky treat in her mouth. His gaze was drawn irresistably to the motion of her jaw as she chewed.


“I’ll, uh… set the game up.”


Cherry smiled. They settled at the low table, placing the draught pieces over the board. André took a piece of each colour, concealed them in his hands, and showed his closed hands to her. She tapped his left one, lightly – the mere touch of her soft finger electrifying once more. He opened his palm, revealing a white piece.


“You go first.”


“Right.” She set the piece back on the board, and moved it. He responded; a fairly mechanical opening move.


“My last game,” he mused, suddenly. His tone was mildly contemplative. She moved a piece, and looked at him. She seemed a little concerned.


“Is it bothering you? Are you ok?”


“Oh… Yes. I’m fine.” He smiled. “More than fine. I’m living a dream come true.”


She gave him that lovely smile of hers, and gently patted his hand. “If you want to end on a victory, we can keep playing until you win.”


As the words sank in, he laughed, and gave her a mock hurt look. “What makes you think I won’t win the first game?”


“I’m a realist.” She grinned. “I’ve beaten you at other games.”


He moved his piece, just as her stomach gurgled again. He glanced down towards it, before turning his attention back to the game. Behind the mask of his calm face, his emotions were stirring. Inside Cherry, in the hot fleshy chamber of her tummy, her dinner was being steadily churned and digested, her stomach preparing it for the next stage of its journey through her body. Soon, he would be in its place – inside her, tucked away in her belly, nestling into its warmth, awaiting digestion. He knew that countless people had been through her digestive system before. She had talked about some of them, for the book, though most of them she had forgotten. They had vanished, into her mouth, and travelled through her, meandering through the dark warmth within this lovely woman, undergoing that efficient process of transformation whereby she absorbed all the useful nutrients from them, nourishing her body. Nothing remained of those people now. They had given themselves to her – just as he would.


And here she sat, unconcerned with their memory, living her own life, playing draughts, digesting her latest meal… and watching him with that faintly querying expression.


How many people, he wondered, had felt more for her than simple lust? How many, in the throes of that aching, overwhelming desire, had experienced something approaching love? Those she had consumed had chosen to give themselves to her, completely; she had become, in their final moments, their entire world. How many had done so with a troubled sense of a love, a burning desire to demonstrate their unspoken commitment, their passionate urge to give her everything… to become fully and truly one with her?


How many, like him, felt torn between the desire to kiss her, to make love to her, and to lay and rest in her stomach, blissfully excited at their imminent absorption?


She had never sought to find out. She didn’t want to know. The motivations of her food were rarely her concern. She had told him that, on a few occasions, people had jokingly proposed marriage, just before she gulped them down. That had gone into the book. An anecdote.


He was, perhaps, the person who knew her best, outside the circle of her closest friends and family. Yet in some ways, she was still a mystery to him. You could never reduce to words on paper the entire workings of a person’s mind. She transcended labels and generalisations, and that was part of her appeal. She was a person – complex and unique, kind but never perfect. Beautiful, but human. Perhaps that was why he found her so fascinating. Why he wanted to be a part of her.


Her stomach groaned again, working hard at digesting her dinner. Once it was empty, it would be –


She moved her piece on the draughts board, and gave him a faint smile.


“Your turn,” she said.

* * *


The street lights glowed through the curtains, as the night grew darker. There were no Christmas lights in this street. Nor did André have a Christmas tree and, other than their presents to each other, there was little here to remind them of the time of year. Eventually, after they had played a couple of games –winning one each– Cherry had proclaimed they needed to get into the Christmas spirit. Switching on his computer, she had found Christmas songs on the Internet, and played them on a low volume, a cheerful background sound. They sat side by side on the sofa, sharing the candied fruit. His present to her remained on the table, still wrapped.


“So she’ll be a winter baby,” he said without preamble, after a moment of silence.


Cherry’s face lit up at the mention of her baby. She placed her hand on her tummy, caressing it softly.


“Aline? Yes… She’ll warm up our winter. My little treasure.”



“You’re excited, aren’t you,” André said, gently.


“Oh, yes.” She beamed at him. “Especially now it’s getting close! Pascal’s excited too, bless him. He’s being really caring towards me. Sometimes I have to tell him to stop fussing!” She laughed, then gazed fondly at her rounded tummy – her baby’s snug, warm shelter against the cold winter. “Yes, it’s going to be wonderful…”


There was a gentle pride to her voice, a simple mother’s love which touched his heart, and left him with a strange, lingering ache. He managed a smile.


“I’m really happy for you.”


“I know you are.” She took his hand, giving it a little squeeze, and kissed him again on the cheek. She looked at him, and for a moment, she seemed to want to ask something. Then she thought better of it. “You know, I’m a bit nervous. About Aline. But everyone’s been giving me some good advice. So I’m just looking forward to it now.”


“Looking forward to the sleepless nights and nappy-changing?” he joked.


She laughed, and gave him a playful shove. “Don’t go spoiling it!” She giggled.


“Sorry.” He smiled. “I’m sure you’ll make a great mum.”


“Thank you.” Her smile was one that could have stayed in his mind forever… if he had had that long to keep it. “You’re a darling.”


“I imagine she’s going to keep you busy.”


“Oh, yes. Well, I’ll have maternity leave, of course.”


“You told me you’ll be giving birth in the hospital where you work, right?”


“Right.” She smiled. “So I already know the doctors, and… the other nurses, and… Well, I won’t be in a strange place. I know all my colleagues’ll be gushing over the baby.” She grinned. “But yes, after that, raising my little angel’s going to feel like a full time job. Or little demon,” she added with a giggle.


“No more travelling, for a while.”


Cherry smiled. “Getting paid plane tickets to go all over the world has been one of the big advantages of… well, of being a popular vore pred.” She licked her lips, and winked at him. “I’ve been to places that I would never have had the idea or the money to go to. So, I’m going to be grounded for a bit. But, by the way, thanks again for the flat!”


“You’re welcome. And you’re lucky to have had those opportunities… I’ve never travelled all that much. That couple, are they still confirmed for coming here early January?”


“Mm-hm.” She smiled. “They’ve booked a place in my tummy for just after the New Year.” She laughed, picking a piece of candied fruit from the box. “Speaking of which, I should probably stop nibbling these. I need to keep an appetite, for… later.”


“You mean, for me.”


She nodded, that playful grin showing off her lovely teeth.


“Just wait until my tummy’s empty, and then…” She leaned in a little, and breathed: “I’ll gobble you all up!”

* * *


They had sat, and talked, about the most ordinary things, barely noticing when the Christmas music stopped, the silence around them broken only by the occasional sound of traffic in the street below. It seemed strangely unreal – a mundane conversation in a pleasant atmosphere with a beautiful young woman. There was little to remind him that his very existence would soon come to an end, inside that young woman.


Eventually, she informed him –with characteristic gentleness– that she thought her stomach might be empty now, and that she was getting hungry. He nodded. She asked him whether he had any sweet flavouring they could use to enhance his taste; he had said he wished to be her dessert… Beginning suddenly to feel a little nervous, he stood to go and look in the kitchen area, while she excused herself, explaining she needed the bathroom.


His fridge and cupboards were –he realised belatedly– somewhat empty. He had a couple of apple and pear chunky compotes, as well as a pot of strawberry jam, two thirds full. He hesitated, then shrugged to himself, and decided to let Cherry choose. He looked towards the bathroom door. She had been in there several minutes… Too long to simply be emptying her bladder. He gulped, feeling both excited and a little uncomfortable. Almost time, now. Tomorrow, at some point, she would visit the toilet again, after digesting him, and…


He took a slow, steadying breath.


He would focus on the present, experience every moment of what was about to happen. Surrender himself, at last, to her gentle appetite, enable her to enjoy him, perhaps almost as much as he would enjoy –


There was the sound of the toilet being flushed, then of the tap running as Cherry washed her hands. She emerged from the bathroom moments later, and approached him with a kind, querying smile.


“So… What am I going to be eating you with?”


He laughed – his laugh just a little shaky. “Well, there’s not much. You could dip me in compote, if you want. Or in jam, if you like strawberry.”


“Hmm…” She thought about it, smiling softly, her brown eyes watching him. After a few seconds, she grinned. “I’ll go for jam. A strawberry dessert.”


“Fine by me.” For some reason, André felt himself relax a little. It was strange, this way she had of making him feel at ease… “Strawberry it is.”


“All right, then.” Her lovely eyes were mesmerising, enchanting. He felt himself drawn to her, irrevocably. “Are you ready?”


“I think so.”


“Good.” She grinned. “You know what happens next.”


“I’ll…” He repressed a little tremble of excitement, mixed with… something else? “I’ll take my clothes off, then.”


“Good boy.” She smiled. Despite her being so much younger than he was, it was clear to both of them who would be dominant now. “I’ll be right back.”


Leaving the kitchen, she made her way over to her handbag, left on the sofa. As she leaned down to pick it up, André –who had begun to pull up his shirt– was treated to a view of her shapely bottom jutting out, albeit concealed by her jeans. He moistened his lip, thrilled but nervous, and took his shirt off. He was pulling down his trousers when Cherry walked back to him, holding something up.


“Is that your shrinker?” he asked, with a little shiver of excitement.


“Yep.” She smiled, and showed it to him. It was a smallish, simple-looking device. Yet it was about to transform his life in the most literal manner. He stepped out of his trousers and took off his thick winter socks. Cherry stopped him as he reached for his pants – y-fronts which failed to conceal the bulge of his obvious erection. She put her hand on his arm, gently. “Let me shrink you first.”


He held her gaze –those warm, kind eyes–, then nodded. Clearly, she did not want to see him naked while he was still at his full size. He could understand that. To her, this was not a sexual encounter.


“Oh, yes, of course.” He froze, then gave an awkward laugh. “Well, um… This is it, I suppose.”


“If you’re ready.” Her smile was, as always, reassuring. She pointed it towards him, and teased: “Zap-zap!”


André smiled. “This is fun for you, isn’t it?”


“Mm, always. But you already know that.” She lowered the shrinker. “Are you all right?” she asked, more gently. “You look tense.”


“Yes, I’m… Well, a bit nervous.”


“Aw, André.” Her hand still on his arm, she gave it a friendly rub. “You’re not the first to be nervous. But I promise you’ll enjoy it. I can make it a really special experience.”


“Something I’ll remember all my life?”


He smiled slightly, and she giggled. “That’s a promise.” She looked into his eyes, stepping up close to him, her warm hand lingering on his bare arm. “It’s up to you whether you want to do this, though, André. You don’t have to, if you’re hesitating.”


He gave a shaky laugh. “We’ve come this far.”


“It’s never too far,” she said, seriously. “Until you slip down my throat, you still have a choice.”


“Well, has anyone ever backed down?”


“In a private vore? Only once. But during the IVC? Sure. Several times.” She looked at him steadily. “You’re having doubts.”


“No,” he said quickly. “No, no. I thought this through a long time ago. No doubts. I really want this, Cherry.” He gulped, and smiled. “I want to be in your tummy.” His voice shook a little with emotion as he said it. “I’m just… a bit nervous.”


“I know. It’s all right.” She gave him a wonderful smile. “Come on.” She slipped her arm through his, and led him back into the main room, sitting him down in the couch. She sat beside him. “It’s normal to be a bit tense. This is a big thing, for you. Just take deep, slow breaths.” He nodded, and she went on, in that kind, reassuring voice: “When you’re ready, this is what I’m going to do. I’m going to shrink you. It’ll tingle a bit, but it won’t hurt. Then you’ll be about… this big.” She showed him with her fingers. “Snack-size, easy to swallow.” She smiled. “You’ll take your pants off, while I go and get the jam. Then I’ll dip you in it, and get you nice and sweet and sugary. And sticky. Then I’ll eat you.” Her smile soothed him, calming his nerves, and he smiled back, grateful. His erect penis continued to strain within his pants, but they both ignored it.


“That sounds nice.”


“Mm, it will be. I’ll put you in my mouth…” She raised one finger to her lips, parting them a little, showing off the dark, pink gap of her mouth’s interior. “I’ll slosh you around, and suck on you to get your taste… And then when I’ve got you nice and wet and slippery, I’ll let you slide down here…” She trailed her fingers over her neck. “And you’ll be in my tummy!”


He looked down, automatically, at the bulge of her heavily pregnant belly, swelling beneath her top.


“I wonder what it’s like in there.” There was a tone of quiet fascination in his voice.


“I’ve no idea. But you’ll find out soon enough.”


“You’ve never wondered?”


“Only vaguely.”


“I have…” he said, softly.


“And?” she prompted, with a gentle laugh. “What do you think it’ll be like?”


“Warm.” He smiled, just as gently. “And… cozy. And… Well, it’s inside you. It’s where I want to be.”


Cherry blushed, just slightly. “You’re sweet,” she whispered.


He smiled. “I’ll be even sweeter covered in jam.”


She giggled, and made a show of licking her lips. “Mmm, I’m sure you will. Yummy, yummy. And now you’re making me hungry.” She leaned in a little. “I’d like to find out,” she breathed.


“Please do.” He tried to keep the tremble of excitement out of his voice. Her face, so close to his, was beautiful; her mouth, those soft lips faintly parted, her breath teasing his skin… “I’m ready.”


“Sure?” she smiled, eyes twinkling.


“Absolute sure.”


“No doubts?”


“No doubts at all.”


“Good.” She grinned. Her teeth were perfect; a gateway into her gorgeous mouth. “In that case…” She raised the shrinker again, and pointed it at him. He took a deep breath, steadying himself, gazing straight into her lovely face. She pressed it, and there was a brief flash. He blinked… The next moment, a tingle rushed through through him, and his sight blurred, leaving him disoriented. He blinked again, getting his bearings… and looked up at the now giant-sized Cherry looming above him.


His heartbeat quickened, and he gazed up at her in amazement, enraptured. It had actually happened. He looked round himself, sitting on a now huge sofa, before turning his attention back to her. Her thigh and leg stretched up and along beside him, their lovely curve filling his view. Up past them were the swell of her pregnant belly, and the bulges of her breasts, concealed beneath her top. Then her face, smiling down at him.


“Hello, dessert!” she said, cheerful.


He laughed, a little dazed. It felt wonderful to hear her say that. Still constrained by his pants, his penis ached, hard and erect, but it was his heart that was thumping hard, channeling emotions through his now tiny body.


“Get yourself ready,” she said, “while I get your… sweetener.”


She stood, cautiously, both so as not to jostle him, and so as to balance her pregnant bulk. He watched her walk back towards the kitchen, and found himself admiring the slight sway of her hips, the moving curve of her shapely bottom. With equal care, he pulled down his pants, enabling his penis to spring up hard. The intensity of his desire left him breathless. His mind was in something of a haze; he could barely grasp how real this was, and yet he wanted it so much, it was overwhelming. It was strange, he thought – that his body should be preparing for sex, when that was not what it was going to get. He would never see Cherry naked – never see, in the nude, the beautiful female body he was about to become part of. He would become one with her – in a way that was so much more complete, so much more intimate than sex. He would be hers, forever.


She reappeared – a giantess, walking towards him, a pot of jam in hand. A pot large enough now to contain him. He inhaled, and released his breath slowly.


She put the pot on the low table and sat down, carefully, beside him – treating him to a sight of her shapely buttocks, encased in her jeans, descending close to him. Then her hand came for him – gigantic, fingers splayed out, nails a glossy, yet reasonably discreet, shade of pink. Her fingers wrapped round him delicately, plucking him up. At that size, she was incredibly strong, yet her every move was effortlessly measured, taking care not to harm him. The pressure of her fingers around his tiny body was warm – as though he were already enclosed by her gentle, welcoming body. She lifted him up, slowly enough not to make him dizzy. She obviously had practice.


It was slightly ironic, to think that all the previous beneficiaries of her tender care had ended up dissolving inside her stomach.


I must be insane… André thought, breathless, and not for the first time, as he gazed, enraptured, into her giant, lovely face.


“Do you want a bit of time to adjust,” she whispered, “or are you ready to be dessert?”


He barely hesitated. “I’m ready.” He smiled – nervous, but tremendously excited.


Cherry grinned – a bright, wide, beautiful smile, as though to reward him for his reply. “In that case…” She placed him down on the table, steadying him with her fingers until she was sure he had found his own balance, then opened the pot of jam. At his size, the scent of preserved strawberry puree was quite strong.


Licking her lips softly, and quite deliberately, she picked him up again, and lifted him over the pot. Her fingers pressed on either side of his chest, and she held him vertically above the jam. He swung his legs in empty air, playful, smiling at her. She giggled, and lowered him – a little faster than he had expected, leaving him slightly dizzy. His feet touched the surface of the sticky substance, and sank into it, followed by his legs. It was a most unusual sensation. There was a slight sucking sound, and the sticky coolness of the jam enveloped his lower body, tight against his skin. She pushed him down until two thirds of his torso were stuck, then she pulled him back out with another squelching noise. Gobs of red jam dripped from his body.


She brought him closer to her face, and looked at him with a certain fondness. “Last chance to back out, my dearest André,” she whispered sensuously. “Otherwise, in about a minute, you’ll be in my tummy.”


He smiled, tense with excitement. “Eat me up, Cherry. I’m yours.”


She smiled, with a softness that might have surprised him, had he not known her better. “Well then, I should say ‘goodbye’. Or ‘welcome’. Thank you for everything, André, and… I really hope you enjoy it.”


“I will. And thank you.” Touched, he smiled again, then spread out his arms –spraying jam– with a little laugh. “Your dessert awaits!”


Cherry giggled. Then, without further ado, she opened her mouth, and brought him towards it. It gaped open in front of him, pink and wet and absolutely enthralling.


It was not the first time she had opened her mouth wide for him. She had done it before, on several occasions, just to tease, knowing the effect it had on him. Now he was seeing it for the last time… but he was about to go into it for the very first. He was going the way of every piece of food she had ever eaten.


“Aaah…” she breathed, playful, as she brought him ever closer. Her tongue extended just a little bit, and as his jam-coated feet touched its tip, he felt himself shiver, ecstatic. Resting in the secure grip of her fingers, he was gazing straight into the cavern of her mouth, framed by those gorgeous pink lips, curved in a happy smile. Beyond her lips, her perfect white teeth guarded the delightful cavern. With a simple chomp, she might soon have bitten his legs off, but he trusted her completely. She would never harm him.


Beyond the portal of her teeth, the interior of her mooth glistened with a sheen of saliva, secreted in preparation for food. Her damp tongue was a soft carpet stretching out to receive him, to welcome him inside her. In the wet, enchanting pinkness, her uvula dangled over the dark drop into her gullet - the entrance to the depths of her insides. She exhaled her hot breath over his legs, the warm air caressing his already hardened penis, which jerked a little in response, displacing some of the jam now covering it. Her breath tickled up his chest, so warm and inviting, causing him to shiver once more. It carried a nice scent, he realised – slightly minty.


She began to close her lips, pursing them gently, and to inhale, sucking him in. His feet slid forward on her soft tongue, his legs following suit. As her lips came together, leaving only a narrow gap between them, he watched his legs disappear from view into her mouth. Soon, his back was fully on her outstretched tongue, and his entire lower body had vanished into the warm darkness. He looked up, past her looming upper lip, to the rest of her beautiful face. She winked at him, teasing – then gave a sudden slurp, sucking him fully into her mouth. He gasped, saw her lip flash by above him, felt its wet softness press over his face… Then her lips closed, and he was lying in darkness. Completely contained inside her mouth.


The heat seemed to increase, bathing him in a pleasant haze. But it was the sounds that stood out most, amplified in the closed space. The slick spurts and squelches of saliva, building up in her mouth, joined the heavy, steady noise of her breathing, and her first little moans of enjoyment, as his flavour –or rather that of the jam– seeped into her tastebuds.


He smiled, in the dark, relaxing onto her soft tongue, stretching out on its wet surface. Her breath washed over him, and he found his own breathing steadying to match it. Gushes of liquid lapped over him, the stickiness of her saliva enhancing that of the jam. Her tongue, carrying him, rose a little, and he instinctively reached up so as not to be bumped against the roof of her mouth. But Cherry was experienced at this; she was still treating him with care. She allowed him to slide on her tongue, smearing her tastebuds with jam, and he heard her laugh a little. Her lips parted, just slightly, allowing some light into her mouth. On instinct, he looked down, past his feet, towards her throat. Her wet tongue already seemed to be angling towards it… a slide waiting to propell him down the dark, tight chute towards her stomach.


Her tongue extended slightly to lick traces of jam off her lips, then retreated back into her mouth, which closed to seal him in darkness. Permanently. She shifted him some more on her tongue, tasting him, savouring him. The soft, fleshy bedding he lay on moved and squirmed beneath him, and he wriggled on it, just to add to her enjoyment. He heard her giggle in response.


After a brief while, she flicked him over, and sucked the jam off the front of him, soaking his face in her saliva. He closed his eyes, before wiping them as best he could with his wet hands. Her nimble, playful tongue had probably got most of the jam off him now. And his rock hard erection pressed tight into her warm, wet flesh. He panted, in the throes of breathless pleasure, while her own steady breath continued to echo around him.


It was… It was amazing. Even now, experiencing it to the full, he could barely believe it was real. Here in this lovely woman’s mouth… His mind was dazed, soaking in the experience, an all but passive plaything to her active tongue, her healthy young appetite. He was, at last, her food. He belonged to her now, utterly and forever. She would get on with her life –barely thinking, perhaps, of this evening–, but to him these moments were everything. He was becoming hers. One with her. Part of her. His erection strained as he moaned with passionate desire, and Cherry breathed a little moan of simple pleasure at his squirming in her mouth. The haze of pure bliss enveloped him –


She swallowed him almost without warning. He felt her tongue tilt, a gentle nudge which allowed him to slip, easily, down the wet slide of her tongue. His feet encountered the empty space of her gullet, then touched her throat. He slid in much faster then, and her throat muscles gripped him, claiming him. She gulped, hard –a loud, wet sound– and he felt himself pushed down, massaged by the firm muscles of her alimentary canal. It was not an entirely gentle ride, but the tight pressure of her flesh only increased his ecstasy… all the more so as, with jerking motions, it pressed hard against his penis, stimulating it over and over. He cried out, almost delirious with pleasure… and heard Cherry’s faint, lovely, feminine sigh of satisfaction as he passed deeper down inside her chest, towards her waiting belly.

* * *


Cherry licked her lips once more, catching the last remnants of the jam, sucking them in. Despite it being the dominant flavour, she had also been able to enjoy some of André’s natural taste, smooth and just a little salty. Inside her, he was now a lump travelling down her oesophagus – a familiar sensation. She had swallowed so many people that she could relive it even in fantasy, but the real thing was never any less enjoyable.


She smiled to herself, focusing on the feeling of him within her. She sensed him entering her stomach, a little jolt. Now he would pick himself up, and start moving about. They always did. He would make the most of what time he had, before her stomach got to work on him, transforming him into useful nutrients.


She bit her lip, looking round the now empty room. Of course, nothing had changed. His belongings were still where they had both left them. Hers, now. Not something that she particularly wanted to think about, just yet. She put the lid back on the pot of jam, and considered getting up, doing something… but decided to settle back and rest for a while, enjoying the little tickles of André’s movements in her stomach. She smiled again, faintly, but was surprised to realise she was experiencing mixed feelings. She had enjoyed eating him, of course. It had been fun, and –as always– quite a turn-on, although she had been careful not to let André see that. Perhaps she would drive home soon, and get Pascal to make love to her. She was certainly in the mood for it.


Yet, at the same time… She felt, suddenly, a little emotional. It was not too difficult to figure out why. It was not the first time she had developed a liking for one of her meals, an idea that, under different circumstances, they could have been friends. But she had never eaten anyone that she knew as well as André. Or –she amended– that she had known for as long as him. They had certainly spent time together on quite a few occasions, although even now she knew fairly little about him.


Eating him had been a promise she had made right from the start. She had made it with casual ease, before she had… What? Grown attached to him?


She let that thought dwell in her mind for a moment, with its attendant feelings, then brushed it aside, annoyed at herself. She had no wish to feel regret for what she had just done. He had wanted to be eaten; she had enjoyed it; and that was that. She would think back fondly on him now and then, but she was determined not to miss him. The emotions, slight as they were, would pass. And perhaps she was just tired. Yes, that could be it. She glanced at the time. Eleven minights past midnight… It was Christmas Eve.


Shaking her head, she reached for her handbag, and withdrew her mobile phone. Her motion, accentuated by the bulk of her pregnant belly, caused her stomach to shift a little, and she felt André move inside it. She stifled a small burp, and phoned her home number. There was a brief ringing, before Pascal answered.


“Salut, ma chérie.”


She smiled. His voice, his words, tender yet already playful, dispelled any hint of sadness within her. He always knew how to cheer her up. Even when he was being deliberately irritating.


“Hello, there, darling.” She matched his tone. “Have you had a nice evening?”


“Football on TV. Which you’re interrupting.” She could hear the smile in his voice.


“Good.” She grinned. “I may like the sight of twenty guys in shorts running around, but I don’t see the appeal you find in it.”


 “Hmm. All right. I’ll stop watching football, and I’ll switch to beach volleyball.”


Cherry laughed. “Don’t you dare!”


“Why not? It makes me think of you in a swimsuit. I like that mental image.”


She giggled. “With my tummy the size it is now, I probably look like a volleyball.”


“You look absolutely gorgeous.” The teasing had dropped from his voice, replaced with tender sincerity. Just for a moment. Then: “Speaking of tummies… How’s André?”


“He’s settling in.” Her hand went, instinctively, to her belly, resting on it. “I ate him just a moment ago.”


“Was he tasty?” Pascal did like to mock her, gently enough, about that.


“Same as usual. Yes.”


“Are you coming home?”


“I’ll be heading back in a few minutes, yes.”


“Do you want me to come and pick you up?”


She smiled, touched. “No, I’m all right. I can drive, Pascal. We’ve been over this.”


“I know, but…”


“And besides, I’ve got my car here.”


“All right.” He paused, hesitant. “Call me if you have a problem.”


“I won’t have a problem.” She paused. “You’re not too tired, are you?”


“Not particularly. Why?” Another pause. “You’ve got something in mind for when you get home.”


“Mm-hm.” She smiled. “Just… Be awake when I get in, my darling.”


He laughed. “I will be.”


“Good.” She blew him a kiss through the phone. “I’ll be right there!”


They lingered a while on the phone, saying goodbyes that were perhaps rather longer than they needed to be, considering they were about to see each other face to face. She finally put her phone away, and got to her feet, carefully. She looked down at her round, bulging tummy. Aline, her unborn daughter, was quite still, no doubt fast asleep in the safe comfort of her mother’s womb. Cherry smiled, fondly. As for André… At this particular moment, she could not feel him move either. Perhaps he had settled. She stroked her tummy softly.


“Sleep tight, my little one. And you too, André. I hope you’ve had a good time.”


There was no reply. She had no idea whether he even heard her. She shrugged a little; it didn’t matter now.


Picking up her handbag, she prepared to go home.

* * *


Inside Cherry’s stomach, André had settled after a short while, lying with his legs stretched out, his back pressing into the inner, fleshy wall of her belly. It was hotter here than in her mouth, and pitch dark. His legs rested on the warm, damp surface beneath him. And although he could not see, the sounds of her body enveloped him. The soothing, steady and slightly muffled thump-thump of her heart… faintly echoed by what he assumed was her baby’s heartbeat. It was a gentle, wonderful sound, and –after he had indulged in the throes of his sexual passion– he felt content to lie, eyes closed, and listen to the sounds made by her living body – her life.


He could hear her breathing, and, occasionally, rumbles and groans echoed round her stomach, with gurgles rising from lower in her digestive system, processing earlier meals. He had not expected it to be quite so noisy, but it brought a contended smile to his lips. Idly, he caressed the damp flesh of her stomach lining. With the wildest grip of his excitement having abated, he felt… simply relaxed. More relaxed than he could ever recall feeling.


He was where he had longed to be. Inside this fascinating, beautiful and so very lovable young woman. She would continue her life now – going to her family, building her own family life with her husband and child, experiencing the simple, ordinary joys of everyday existence. Happiness, doubts, excitement, stress or satisfaction… He pictured her living through the situations and emotions of her normal, unique life. Travelling, laughing with friends, sleeping in on a lazy summer morning, walking briskly to work on a crisp winter day, eating a sandwich for lunch, watching her daughter grow, holding her snugly in her lap, talking to her and teaching her to speak… He felt his heart warm for Cherry, as his mind drifted into the future. He would be there with her. Just a tiny part of her, barely remembered perhaps – but a part of her all the same.


For now, she was all around him, containing him, warm and comfortable in her stomach, continuing her life while she peacefully digested him.


She moved, around him, and he felt himself slip a little, his bare feet touching a narrow pool of liquid. His eyes opened for a moment, in the darkness. He breathed out a sigh, stretching. He was feeling sleepy. Perhaps he could rest, a little, soothed and safe in lovely Cherry’s tummy…


He closed his eyes, bathed in a warm, deep, quiet sense of joy, and surrendered his mind to the pure experience of his senses.

* * *


Twenty-four hours later, Cherry was sitting on a sofa in the mid-sized flat owned by Patrick’s parents, with her husband to one side and one of his cousins to the other. The cousin, Paul, had recently been to Sydney, and he and Cherry were comparing their impressions of the city.


Almost Patrick’s entire family was here, but Cherry did not feel like an outsider. She was, after all, very much part of their family now… and she was carrying its next addition in the warm safety of her womb.


A very large Christmas Eve dinner had been consumed –the one time of the year, other than vore competitions, when she allowed herself to truly indulge–, then someone had pointed out it was midnight, and they had all risen from the table to exchange gifts. Leaving the table, they had settled on the more comfortable sofas and armchairs, to chat, and digest a little before they all left.


Eventually, she began to feel a little tired – which Pascal finally noticed as she rested her head onto his shoulder, stifling a yawn. People began to say their goodbyes and head out, with final wishes of ‘Merry Christmas’, and the young couple soon followed suit. Thanking their hosts, Cherry returned her mother-in-law’s hug with a smile, and was soon resting in Pascal’s car, her seatbelt buckled, feeling a little more awake in the cold air, while her husband started the engine.


She dozed, after a while, lulled by the steady motion of the car, the heating coming on, and the feel of Pascal’s presence beside her. It was not a long trip, but she was tired. Thus she did not see the fond gaze her husband gave her as they stopped briefly at a red light. Yet, as though feeling it, she smiled, and he smiled back, unseen.


She was drawn out of her half-slumber, eventually, by an awareness of building pressure in the lowermost area of her intestine. She straightened, stifling a yawn, and looked out to see whether they were almost home.


“Ready for bed?” Pascal said, kindly, and she nodded. She did not mention that she was also ready for something else. It had occurred to her, suddenly, that it was time for André’s release, and the thought gave her pause. She had given him barely a single thought all evening. The man she had spent the previous evening with, whom she had come to know and like… 


That curious emotion returned to her – a troubling tinge of regret. She felt a slight sting in her eyes, and brushed at it, as though physically to wipe it away. It was silly. He had been a nice man, yes, but then so had most of the people she had eaten. The only difference was that she had known him a little longer. Grown attached. She was quietly thankful that he had rarely opened up to her. He had remained, to some extent, a mystery – and that made it easier for her not to dwell on him.


The car stopped, and Pascal gave her his arm to help her out. She stifled another yawn as the lift in the block of flats took them up to their smallish apartment. Once inside, she took off her coat, let him help her out of her shoes, then excused herself and made her way into the bathroom. By this point, the pressure within her rectum was becoming quite insistent, as accumulated matter urged her for release.


She sat her bare bottom down on the toilet seat, fidgeted a little, then unclenched her tight anus, and allowed her colon to empty itself. Its contents emerged smoothly, slipping out and falling with a plop into the toilet water. She breathed out a little sigh.


“Merry Christmas, André…” she whispered, with a faintly sad smile, and a twinge in her heart.


She finished excreting her poo –releasing André’s fully digested remains after his long journey through her body–, then relieved herself of a stream of urine, easing her slight discomfort. That done, she wiped herself clean, flushed –with barely a glance–, and washed her hands thoroughly before leaving the bathroom.


André had had what he wanted. All he would want now would be for get to get on with her life, and not be burdened by regrets at his memory.


She stretched a little, and walked into the bedroom. Pascal came in a moment later, from the main room.


“I’ve put your presents under the tree. I take it you’re too sleepy to open them now?”


She gave him a loving smile. “Oh, yes. If that’s ok? We can open them all properly tomorrow.”


“That’s fine.” Stepping up close to her, he caressed her cheek. She smiled again.


“I’ll go and put yours.”


“Have you got me any surprises?” he asked, playful.


“Mmm… Maybe one or two.” She laughed. “Be a good boy, and wait until morning!”


He grinned. “I don’t want to be a good boy.”


“Then you won’t get any presents.” She giggled. “I’ll be right back.”

* * *


Displaying her gifts to her husband beneath their small Christmas tree, she wondered, still smiling, about the shapes of the wrapped up presents he had already placed there for her. That rather large box, for instance… And that softer present – clothes, no doubt. She felt it for a moment, cheating a little and trying to guess, then placed his down and straightened up.


It was then that she remembered André’s present to her. She turned, towards the shelf where she had put it earlier, and where it had remained untouched. With a moment’s hesitation, she glanced back towards the bedroom and bathroom. From the sound of it, Pascal was brushing his teeth – and humming to himself, rather off-key. Her lips twitched into a smile of tender amusement, then she walked over to the shelf, and picked up André’s neatly wrapped, oddly shaped gift.


For a moment, again, she hesitated. Should she leave it until morning? No… Tomorrow morning was for Pascal and her alone. Yet opening a gift from another man now, while her husband had his back turned… She shrugged that concern off immediately, as absurd. Pascal knew better than to be jealous of the men she ate. Besides, André was gone now – she had finished digesting him just a few minutes ago. And opening the present tonight would provide a touch of finality. It was, all in all, quite appropriate. Nodding to herself, she ripped the wrapping open… and paused, as she withdrew a stack of printed paper sheets. A manuscript. Her biography? No; why would he give her that? She already had a bound and edited copy. She looked at the title page, and her eyes widened a little. Setting the first page aside, she read the dedication, the index, and the first lines of the first page of text… Her heart softened with sudden, unexpected emotion.


It was not an early version of the biography. It was a work of fiction. A story… or, more precisely, as she soon realised, a collection of twelve short stories. Children’s stories –simple and imaginative and touched with gentle magic–, to be read at bedtime.


For a wonderful future mum, the dedication read. And for her little girl. May you be forever happy. Yours, André.


Cherry felt tears in her eyes, then. The first she had ever felt after eating someone. But they were not tears of sadness, or regret. Her regrets at that moment seemed to fade, leaving her with a confused but warm, gentle feeling, enveloping her from inside. It was a strange feeling, but she was too tired to give it much thought. Carefully, she stacked the sheets back together, and placed them once more of the shelf, before looking down almost instinctively at her swollen tummy.


“Well… My precious baby, I think you’ve just had your first Christmas present.” Gently, she caressed her belly, and felt her tiny, growing daughter shift ever so slightly, responding to her mother’s loving touch.


Still smiling to herself, Cherry made her way back into the bedroom, where she found Pascal already in bed, with only the nighlight on. She took her clothes off, and slipped in beside him, under the warm blanket. Once more, she yawned.


Pascal took her in his arms, drawing her in, and she snuggled gratefully into his embrace, resting her head on his warm chest. He kissed her forehead, then her lips, softly, and placed his hand over her bare, bulging, pregnant belly.


“I love you,” he whispered. “Sometimes I think I don’t say that often enough.”


“Yes you do,” she assured him, and looked up into his face, her hand gently caressing his chest. “And I love you too. My darling.” She kissed him in turn.


He smiled. “We can stay in bed tomorrow morning, can’t we?”


“As long as we like.” She returned the smile. “If you think we can keep each other busy.”


He grinned. “I’m sure we can find a good start for Christmas Day.” Brushing her hair gently from over her face, he held her closer, adjusting the blanket over her. “Good night, Cherry. And Merry Christmas.”


“Merry Christmas, love.” There was a click, and darkness, as he switched off the light. She cuddled up against his body’s soft warmth, and breathed out the words in a contended sigh, closing her eyes. “Good night…”

THE END

