STORY 59 – part 2


Antoine woke to the sound of whispered voices, and the feel of sunlight warming his face. For a moment, he was uncertain where he might be; his surroundings felt unfamiliar, even as his senses emerged gradually from sleep, clarifying to offer him a better grasp of the room around him. He was lying on a mattress, with his bedcovers half flung off, and the cushion he had used for a pillow had slipped away during the night. He opened his eyes, with a slight groan, and looked up at an empty sofa-bed, where a rumpled quilt and cushion suggested its sleeper had recently got up. Beyond the sofa, the windows’ curtains had been pulled open, allowing the morning light to stream in.


He muttered to himself, and turned from his side onto his back. As he did so, he realised several things.


The first was where he was, and why he was here. The memory rushed back upon his mind, flooding his thoughts and feelings, and his eyes snapped fully open as his heart missed a beat in excitement. He was in Cherry’s vore flat, and he had just been sleeping close by Camille, the girl who was going to eat him this very morning. The second thing he realised was that he wasn’t alone in the room. He turned, sitting up, towards the closed door to Cherry’s bedroom, and found Cherry and Camille standing whispering before it, both in their nightwear.


The third thing he realised was that he had woken up with a raging erection. He could not recall his dreams, but they had obviously been pleasant. He grabbed his bedsheet and pulled it quickly up over his waist as the women turned to him.


“Your breakfast’s awake,” Cherry remarked to her friend, amused. “And looking a bit dozy. Good morning, there!”


“G’morning,” he mumbled, running a hand through his tussled hair. “Have I slept in?”


“We all have, a little bit.” Camille smiled at him. “Good morning to you.” She looked remarkably cute in her pink and yellow pyjamas, and there was a definite glow of excitement on her pretty face. Antoine imagined she had been waiting with some eagerness for him to wake up. “You wriggled a lot during the night.” There was a happy, sing-song lilt to her voice.


“I’m sorry.” He sat up straighter, with some concern. “Did I disturb you?”


“Oh, no,” she assured him, and offered a smile. “When I’m asleep, I’m asleep. I go out like a light. I only noticed when I woke up, and I saw your bedsheet and pillow strewn about.” She grinned, and her hand went to her tummy in a slow, almost sensuous caress. “I’m rather glad you’re a wriggler.”


Antoine smiled, warmly. He looked over at the windows, then back at the two women. Cherry, too, looked sweet in her nightgown – white, with a faintly pinkish hue, swelling over the bulk of her very pregnant belly. It left her arms and part of her legs bare, and he allowed himself a moment to appreciate her beauty once more. “It seems like a sunny day,” he remarked.


“It’s nice and bright, but it’ll be cold,” Cherry told him. “It’s not snowing now, but the snow fell thickly during the night. It’s quite pretty out there.”


“I’ll take a look in a moment.”


Cherry nodded with a smile. “Well, I’m going to get washed. Then if you’re all hungry, we’ll have some breakfast.” She gave a quick, mischievous grin, winking at Camille before making her way to the bathroom. Camille walked over to the sofa and sat down, looking at the young man she would very soon be eating.


“Are you going to stay sitting in bed all day?” she teased. “I’ll need you up and washed before I eat.”


Antoine blushed a little. “Don’t worry; I’ll get washed.”


“I know you will.” She patted the sofa beside her. “Come and sit down.”


“Um…” His cheeks reddened further. “I can’t really get up just yet.”


Camille cocked her head faintly, curious and amused. “Why not? Stiff limbs?”


“You… could say that.” He bit his lip, then sighed, pushed back the covers, and stood. His hardened penis, straining beneath his pyjama trousers, seemed to spring up, erect and unmissable. He walked the one step to the sofa and sat beside her, as her eyes widened and she burst into a fit of giggles.


“Ooh, dear!” she said, between laughs, trying to regain a little of her composure. “Do say it was me you were dreaming of. Or did you get that after waking up?”


He smiled, amused rather than awkward. The sofa felt pleasantly warm, as though retaining a little of her body heat from her lying on it through the night. Her body heat, gently warming him now. “I never remember my dreams. But I imagine it was you I dreamt of, yes. And it’s certainly you I’m thinking of now.”


She giggled again, a touch of a blush colouring her faintly freckled cheeks. “That’s… really sweet.” She looked at him fondly. “I’m glad you’ve woken up with the right mood.”


Antoine chuckled. “That’s one way of looking at it.”


“Well, it’s certainly flattering.” The smile remained on her soft pink lips and fairly broad mouth.


Before Antoine could reply, the door to the bedroom opened, and Pascal stepped out, stifling a yawn. His dark hair was, if anything, more sleep-ruffled than Antoine’s, and he was wearing a dark blue bathrobe. He rubbed his eyes a little, and looked at them.


“Good morning.”


“Good morning,” Camille responded brightly, while Antoine returned the greeting with a nod. “Cherry’s in the shower.” They could hear the water running.


Pascal nodded, and retreated back into the bedroom, leaving the door open. Camille turned her head a little to smile at Antoine. She leaned in, and placed a soft, friendly kiss on his cheek, causing a warm, pleasant feeling to tingle through him. She glanced down at the bulge in his pyjamas again, giggled excitedly once more, and stood, holding her hand out for him.


“Come and see the snow,” she said, and led him with a smile to the window.

* * *


They enjoyed a lazy morning, washing and dressing in turn, until they were all seated around the table, much as they had been the evening before – but this time with a definite tingle of excitement in the air. The breakfast foods lay displayed before them, along with their plates and cuttlery and mugs of hot chocolate and glasses filled with energising fruit juice. Croissants, and pains au chocolat, and butter and jam – enough for a sweet, sticky and enjoyable first meal of the day.


Antoine ate a little, though his appetite was spoiled by his excitement. Camille, by his side, seemed to have no such impediment. He watched her cut into her croissant and spread apricot jam inside it, before biting into it with lovely white teeth and a healthy appetite. He watched her chew, his gaze one of shameless enjoyment, while Cherry sat smiling, and Pascal looked noncommital.


Camille gulped down a mouthful of food, and Antoine breathed out a quiet sigh. It seemed amazing to think he would soon be following it down. Right now, that soggy, chewed up bite of croissant was being pushed down this lovely young woman’s gullet, and he would –oh so soon– be going the same way. He suppressed a thrilled little shiver, and smiled as he caught the playful twinkle in Cherry’s watching eyes.


Their conversation over breakfast was almost banal, as though they were all consciously staying off the topic which filled the air with its imminence. Yet it seemed to pass quickly, and very soon he was gazing with barely controllable anticipation at Camille’s slender throat, as she drained her cup of hot chocolate, swallowing the liquid in successive, audible gulps.


She placed down her empty cup with a little sigh of contentment, and turned to him as she licked the remnants of chocolate off her lips. Their gazes locked, and emotion welled up inside him.


“Mmm…” she breathed, playfully, licking her lips again – a little show for him, which culminated when she leaned closer, bringing her face nearer his, and exhaled a deliberate little burp. He smelt the chocolate on her warm breath, and sat transfixed, trembling ever so slightly with rising pleasure and desire.


“Camille, don’t get rid of the air in your stomach,” Cherry advised her, smiling. “Antoine’s going to need it. Try not to burp, for now.”


“Sorry.” Camille grinned, barely bothering to contain her excitement. She looked at Antoine fixedly. “Well…” Her mouth opened a little, and she played the tip of her tongue over her teeth. “Breakfast’s almost over…”


“Yes…” Slightly dazed, blissful, he stared at her mouth, then forced his gaze up to her eyes.


“But you’ve still got a part to play in it.”


“Yes…”


Camille laughed, and glanced back at Cherry. “I think I have him under a spell.” She giggled.


Cherry smiled. “He does seem ready.” She turned to her husband. “Pascal, will you be a darling and nip down to check the post?”


Pascal gave her a long, steady look. “You could just ask me to stay out of the way for a few minutes while you three have your vore fun.”


Cherry gave a toothy grin. “Darling, stay out of the way for a few minutes while we three have our vore fun. Please?”


“Just because you said ‘please’.” He smirked, stood, and leaned down to kiss her on the lips, before putting on his shoes and jumper. “Have fun!” he told them. “Camille, don’t choke on him. Antoine… Nice meeting you.”


“Same,” Antoine replied, emerging momentarily from his pleasured daze.


Pascal lingered a moment, a rather inscrutable expression on his face, then left the flat, closing the door behind him.


“Right.” Camille inhaled, and released her breath in a steadying sigh. She got to her feet. “I’m going to brush my teeth, and I’ll be right back.”

“Do you want to shrink him yourself, or shall I do it?” Cherry asked.


“Oh… Can I?” Camille grinned.


Her friend gave a little laugh. “Yes, of course you can. It’s part of the fun. Go and freshen your mouth, then.” She smiled affectionately. “The last bit of your breakfast will wait.”


Camille giggled, thrilled. She gave Antoine a fond look and a friendly pat on the shoulder as she passed, then disappeared into the bathroom.


“Antoine…” Cherry called to him gently, and his gaze turned to her. She smiled, kindly. “If you want to make yourself useful, could you gather the breakfast things and put them in the kitchen sink? I’d do it myself, but I have this convenient excuse for not getting up.” She touched her pregnant belly.


“Oh. Yes, of course.” He got up, and began stacking the plates.


“Thanks.” She rewarded him with a smile. He quickly cleared the table, depositing the used breakfast implements in the sink, and returned to the main room. “Could you be a dear, and pass me my handbag?” Cherry asked, sweetly. “It’s just over there.”


He did so, returning the smile, and sat down once more on the sofa. Cherry reached into her bag, and grinned as she withdrew a small, narrow device. Antoine looked at it.


“Is that…?”


“My shrinker,” she told him proudly. “This little thing has made… Ooh, I’ve lost count of the number of people it’s made snack-size.”


“Wow…” he whispered. He knew where all those people had gone, of course. In a sense, they were now part of her – in the same was as any food she ate became part of her. They had travelled through her digestive system, nourished her… and, for the most part, no doubt been forgotten. He gulped, with nervous excitement, as Cherry responded to his gaze with a mischievous little smile.


Cherry. This deceptively charming young lady, who had devoured and digested countless willing people, just like him. Once the world’s top voress. Her stomach the warm, fleshy tomb of so many vorarephiles – their dream destination, above all others. Her eyes were upon him now, twinkling with gentle merriment, and perhaps a soft glint of predatory pleasure.


“Is there…” He tried to remain calm. “Is there anything I need to do?”


“Not much.” Cherry was still smiling. “For the most part, just go with the flow; let Camille take charge. But one thing you do need is to stay calm. It’s normal to be excited, but you also need to be relaxed. Make this easy for Camille. And whatever you do, don’t struggle when she swallows. I’m going to make you a little smaller than I usually make my own prey, but you’re still going to be quite a sizeable lump going down. If you thrash about, it could be painful for her, and you might even get stuck. Try to keep your arms above your head, to make yourself less bulky.”


Antoine nodded, taking that in. “Got it.” He paused. “But I can move about in her tummy, right?”


Cherry smiled, warmly. “Yes, of course. I’m sure she’ll like that. I know I do.”


The door to the bathroom opened, and Camille emerged, looking fresh and cheerful.


“Right!” she said, with a decisive grin, and tapped her belly. “Tummy time for you, Antoine!”


He sat up a little straighter and nodded. He could think of no words to say. He was blissfully thrilled, and quite willing to be the passive plaything of Camille’s desires now. She was in charge, and he was happy to submit to what she wanted.


Cherry set the shrinker, and handed it to her. “This should make him small enough for you to swallow easily – but still big enough for you to feel him moving inside. If you find he’s too big in your mouth, just spit him out, and I’ll make him smaller.”


Camille smiled, grateful, and looked over the shrinker. “So, I just… point, and press?”


“That’s right.” Cherry gave her an encouraging smile. “I know you said you’d like me to stay with you, but… I can leave, if you like.”


“No, I’d prefer you to stay. I may still need your help.” She bit her lip, with a thrilled smile. “So, when he’s in my mouth, I get him wet all over… Then I tilt back, and just let him slide in, right?”


“Yes. You’ll need him to be very wet, so don’t hesitate to keep him in your mouth for quite a while, soaking him up.” She grinned. “I don’t think he’ll mind… Will you, Antoine?”


“No…” Antoine said, in a whisper.


“Good. Now, Camille, remember to be gentle. Swish him about with your tongue, but do it slowly. You don’t want him banging into your teeth and hurting himself. And when you swallow him, let him slide in nice and easy. Gently.”


“Got it.” Camille smiled. Her eyes were on Antoine, and she was already raising the shrinker, displaying an eager grin. “Can I zap him now?”


Cherry laughed. “If he’s ready.”


“I’m…” Antoine gulped, and nodded. “Yes.”


“Goodie!” Camille’s grin continued to light up her face. She extended the tip of her tongue, as though in concentration, and aimed the device at him.


“Just…” Antoine.


“Yes?”


“I just wanted to say thank you to you both. For…” He trailed off, words failing him.


Camille smiled, and winked. She pressed the button.

* * *


From Antoine’s perspective, there was a bright light, causing him to blink and flinch, followed by a mild sense of dizziness. When he opened his eyes and regained his bearings, he was still sitting on the sofa, but his legs were stretched out on its surface, rather than bending for his feet to touch the ground. Everything had becme enormous – including Camille, who walked up to him with a delighted smile on her pretty face. She sat down beside him, the jolt tipping him over, and reached down a giant hand to pick him up. Her fingers closed round him, surprisingly gently, plucking him up into the air. The dizziness returned, his vision swimming out of focus.


“Don’t move him so fast!” Cherry interjected, quickly. “You’ll make him nauseous. You need to go slow with him now.”


Camille winced, embarrassed. “Sorry,” she told him, holding him up to have a good look at his now tiny form. “Are you ok?”


He caught his breath, fighting off the lingering dizziness, and nodded. “I’m ok.”


“I’ll be careful,” she promised him, a little guilty, and looked at Cherry. “What now? I suppose he needs to get undressed?” She blushed faintly.


“That would help, yes.” Cherry smiled. “Antoine, dear, would you strip off?”


The shrunken man blushed, too, though it was now hardly visible. Camille placed him carefully on the palm of her hand, where he sat down and began to fumble with his clothes. She watched, then turned her gaze away, then watched once more, as though uncertain whether it was proper to do so.


Antoine was bare-chested now, and pulling his trousers down. Camille turned away again, while he finished removing his trousers and finally took off his pants.


“He’s ready,” Cherry said, teasingly. “You can look at him.”


Camille did so, feeling awkward yet thrilled, gazing at the tiny man who sat stark naked in her hand, his penis very much erect with unconcealed desire. It was far too small now to be put to conventional use, and yet it remained proudly upthrust, as though ready for sex. She smiled, with a mixture of amusement and guilty pleasure. She too was feeling aroused, but Antoine was going to serve her desires in a somewhat unusual way.


“Well…” she whispered, after a moment. “I guess this is it.”


“Whenever you’re ready,” Antoine smiled. He seemed quite relaxed, though the excitement exuding from him was almost palpable. She returned the smile.


“You know, I’ve never actually held a shrunken person…” She lifted him up gently, closer to her face. “You look really cute at that size.”


Antoine remained seated, enjoying the warmth of her skin against his own. She was beautiful – and her mouth now was so big, ready to engulf him. The thought was breathtaking. Within moments now, he would be inside this lovely, wonderful woman…


“I hope you have a fantastic life, Camille!” he breathed out, in a little gasp. “I’m privileged to be a small part of it. Whenever you’re ready.”


She giggled, happily. She brought him even closer, cupping him a little in her hand, curling her fingers round as though to hold him more secure.


“Well, I’ll…” she began. He was very near her mouth now, looming, immense, before him. Her lips, moving as she spoke, revealed and concealed her clean white teeth, and the fleshy pink darkness beyond. Her breath caressed him gently, carrying with it the minty scent of her toothpaste. Her green eyes held his gaze, captivating. From this close, and so big, her eyes were astonishingly beautiful, as he could make out the flecks and fascinating, unique nuances of her iris, around her deep black pupil. He could see, too, the lines on her full, pink lips. Even at this size, they seemed soft, gentle, warm and inviting… He felt a sudden yearning to touch them. “Well,” she said again, and he watched the motion of her lips with unconcealed fascination. “I suppose I’ll see you tomorrow.” Her playful, girlish giggle bathed him in a fresh exhalation of minty breath.


He looked up into her eyes, a little surprise, as he realised what she meant. Until now, she had not mentioned the end part of the digestive process, and he had not expected her to make a toilet-related joke. It seemed, somehow, not quite to fit her personality. Which goes to show, I suppose, that I don’t really know her yet…


“I’ll… try to make a smooth exit,” he replied, saying the first thing that passed through his mind. She rewarded him with a pretty smile, which opened up as her lips parted, revealing to him the inside of her mouth. At the same time, she brought him up to it, and began tilting her palm, slowly, to entice him in.


He needed little enticement. Gazing deep into her mouth, he felt utterly enthralled. It was a soft, beautiful pink, a cavern of gentle female flesh glistening with moisture – saliva secreted in anticipation of food. Her tongue stretched out before him, behind the barrier of her hard clean teeth, like a mattress for him to rest on. It would also, he knew, enable Camille to absorb his flavour, and then convey him into the dark drop of her throat, which he stared at now beyond her dangling uvula. It was the same mouth he had seen yesterday, when she had teased him during dinner, but now it was immense, large enough to contain him. A warm, pink, soft chamber. A place of rest and excitement – enchanting, almost magical. He took a shuddering breath, overcome with desire, even as Camille’s minty breath washed over him again, rushing round him loudly, warming his bare skin.

The tilt sharpened. He felt himself slip along the warm, soft palm of her hand, towards her lips. She extended her tongue a little, over her lower teeth, and his feet touched it. A sticky warmth seeped between his toes, and his feet slid, accelerating his descent. Ever so gently, she increased the incline of her hand, and tilted her head back too, bringing him in. Her tongue became almost a slide, towards her throat. The outside world seemed to fade away, his gaze enthralled by her mouth. His legs slid, carrying the rest of him. His back touched the warm wetness of her tongue. He slipped fully inside her mouth, and she closed her lips behind him with a soft, satisfied smile.

* * *


“Mmmm…” Camille half-closed her eyes as she sealed her lips, enclosing the shrunken man in her dark, hungry mouth, and his taste began to rub into her tongue. It was a subtle hint at first, a touch of smooth saltiness, but then his full flavour blossomed on her tastebuds, and she felt a thrill course through her, ecstatic. “Mmmmm!”


Cherry laughed, pleased at her friend’s obvious delight. “Enjoying him, are you?”


“Mm, Hhewy! Oo e’er ’ole me!” she exclained, speaking round Antoine as he slid across the surface of her tongue.


Cherry grinned. “Careful with him in there.”


Camille nodded, and turned her full attention again to the tiny man within her mouth. Tentatively, but hungrily, she moved her tongue, shifting him, allowing him to slip and slide over her tastebuds, while her mouth secreted additional saliva to cover him with. She moved her jaw, sloshing him about, and, mindful of Cherry’s advice, was careful not to bang him against her hard teeth. Though she was close to overwhelmed with her own pleasure, she did want to make sure he enjoyed this, too.


As she shifted him, she could feel him moving by himself. His little hands and legs felt about the slick surface of her tongue. Attempting to crawl, perhaps? She smiled, delighted. He felt so tiny, trapped within her already, and he was completely within her power. He was hers. He was a young man, and he belonged to her utterly, and his taste was unlike anything she had ever experienced… and it felt good!


The saliva was building up now, while she continued to slosh him about, so she swallowed a little of it. Part of her wondered what the experience was like for him, and she was almost tempted to spit him out for a few moments, just to ask. But that would have spoiled the moment. Besides, now that he was inside her, she was determined not to let him out again. The only way he would be going was down her throat, to be enclosed in the inescapable chamber of her tummy. The finality of it thrilled her.


Cherry watched on, her expression one of fond friendship, as she took her time to experience the sheer feel of him slipping and wriggling about, and to absorb all that she could of his slightly salty flavour. Little bits of him, sharp edges such as his elbows, poked ever so slightly into her tongue, and she fancied she could even feel his cute little erection.


She shifted him again. He was quite wet now, and slid easily towards her throat. She kept him poised at the back of her mouth, just to see whether she could, smiling, trying hard to keep her lips closed despite the natural impulse of a grin. With careful undulations of her tongue, she brought him back towards the middle of her mouth, and sloshed him a little, before letting him slide back again. There was a lot of saliva in her mouth, and this time he was carried by the flow of liquid, sliding smoothly into her throat. She swallowed, on reflex, and felt him go down. She coughed, lightly, as her throat cleared itself of the obstruction by pushing the lump deeper down her gullet. She felt him pass down within her chest. It was just slightly painful, but the discomfort was surpassed by how utterly amazing it felt.


She had actually swallowed someone. She gazed at Cherry, wide-eyed, beaming, her delight tinged with guilt at having done it perhaps a little too quickly.


“You seem rather pleased,” Cherry remarked, playfully.


Camille let out a little squeal, got to her feet, and hurried over to her, embracing her in a hug.


“That was amazing!” she gasped.


Cherry laughed. “I’m glad you liked it,” she said, affectionately. “You certainly waited a long time before trying.”


Camille smiled, returning to the sofa. “I was nervous.” She grinned. “But I shouldn’t have been!”


“You were right to pick a shy guy,” Cherry said. “That probably helped.”


Camille smiled, fondly. “He was a sweetie, wasn’t he?” She looked down at her tummy, and lifted her shirt to gaze at the flat surface of her skin. “I think he’s in my stomach now… I can’t feel him in my chest, and…” She pressed the tips of her fingers lightly against her belly, as though probing. “I think I can feel him in there. Moving.” A fresh grin lit up her face. “It’s amazing! Cherry, I’ve actually eaten a guy!”


“Yes, you have,” Cherry said, smiling with almost maternal pride in her friend. “And you managed that very well. I’m sure you gave him the ride of his life.”


Camille giggled. “I kind of wish I could ask him…”


“I’m pretty sure he’s happy in there,” Cherry assured her, gently. “You’ve just made all his dreams come true.”


Camille blushed, softly, a warmth of happiness tingling through her. “It was really nice. And it feels… Oh, I don’t know. Is it wrong to say I feel… powerful?”


Cherry laughed, kindly. “No, it’s not wrong. It’s quite natural. You may think you’re shy, Mimille, but your secret dominant side is starting to show. That’s what makes you a pred.”


Camille giggled again, with strangely pleasurable embarrassment. “So…” She paused. “What do I do now?”


“Well… I think your tummy knows what to do with food,” her friend reminded her gently. “Just let your body deal with your little guest. It’ll let you know when it’s finished.”


Camille grinned. “Right.” She looked down at her belly again, and gave it a playful little tap. “He’s actually inside me…” There was a dreamy quality to her voice. “In my tummy…” She sighed, blissfully, before looking at Cherry once more. “How did it feel for you, the first time?”


“Fun.” Cherry gave a bright, toothy grin. “It was fun. I take it you’d like to do it again, then?”


“Well…” Camille laughed – a little hesitant, yet eager. “Yes. I think so.” She smiled. “Just give me a bit of time to digest Antoine.” She paused again, and her cheeks reddened. “Oh, goodness! I’m actually going to digest him!”


“Of course you are, silly!” Cherry laughed, kindly. “Now, stop blushing. I need you to go outside and tell poor Pascal he can come back in now. If he has any sense, he’ll be waiting by the door.”


“Right.” Camille got to her feet again, still beaming. She paused once more. “Should I try not to move or walk too quickly, so as not to jostle him in there?” Her hand moved to her tummy again, touching it, feeling it with quiet marvel.


“I don’t think he’ll mind being jostled,” Cherry assured her. “It’s part of the experience. Don’t worry about him.”


“Right.” She grinned, a little nervous but thrilled, and lingered for a moment by the sofa before moving to the door. “I’ll let Pascal in, then…”

* * *


The ride down Camille’s gullet was a somewhat tighter squeeze than Antoine had expected. The clenching, pulsing muscle pressed and massaged his slick, saliva-soaked body down the young woman’s alimentary canal, deeper and deeper inside her. It was not designed to be gentle, yet he was in such a state of excitement that he enjoyed every moment – all the more so as the inner walls of her gullet pressed and squeezed against his penis, stimulating it strongly with every push, driving him into a frenzy of wild, dizzy pleasure.


Eventually, he was squeezed through a tight passage, and felt himself falling a short distance through empty air, landing with a splash in a pool of sticky gunk. Camille’s breakfast, chewed-up pastries and jam, floating mixed with her saliva, digestive juices, and liquid hot chocolate. His feet as he landed touched the floor of her stomach, and he slid, slipping with a splash below the surface. He pushed himself up with a splutter, his skin and face and hair soaked in the nourishing, soggy, semi-liquid sludge.


He smiled, still a little disoriented from his descent in the darkness and his strange new surroundings, trying to regain his bearings. He could see nothing; the darkness around him was absolute, adding to his sense of surreal dizziness. But he could feel, the moist warmth around him, and he could also hear. Sounds dominated, down here in Camille’s stomach. The lapping of liquid against the inner walls of her belly. The steady, muffled thump-thump, thump-thump of her heart, higher up in her chest. The sound of her laughter, the muffled yet audible excitement in her voice as she talked to Cherry. Her manifest pleasure at having consumed him. And, from somewhere below, a faint rumbling sound – a reminder of what was to come.


Her digestive system was ready for him.


He laughed, too, softly, his overpowering excitement mellowing into a more peaceful thrill. He was here, finally, in Camille’s stomach. It seemed almost unreal, and yet… so wonderfully real, too. He really was inside her. Utterly and completely enclosed within this kind, beautiful young lady. Hidden away from the world, in the dark, comfortingly warm and soothing depths of her belly. She had eaten him, irreversibly, and now he was gone from the world – shielded from all its complexities by the soft layers of her protective, feminine body. He was safe here. He felt safe. And happy.


He belonged to her, and he no longer had the slightest care in the world. He was where he had longed to be. Camille would absorb him, make use of him, and he would be useful to her, giving himself to her even more fully as he passed through her body. 


She was lovely, so lovely, a fascinatingly unique young woman, with her life still ahead of her. And he was hers.


She was everything to him now. She always would be.


He smiled, blissfully happy, and closed his eyes, sighing with contentment as he waded through her breakfast to nuzzle against the walls of her tummy…

* * *


It was early afternoon by the time Camille left. She had chatted excitedly with Cherry through the morning, then stayed for a light lunch, when the first twinges of slight hunger told her that her stomach was now empty of her breakfast. She had placed her hand over her lower belly, marvelling at the thought of Antoine travelling through her guts, a surge of nutritious liquid deep inside her. She had felt a little guilty, with just the barest hint of regret, but for the most part she felt thrilled.


She was, well and truly, digesting the man she had eaten.


Then it was time for Pascal and Cherry to go and pick up their American guests, and they had accompanied her downstairs, out into the cold winter street, where the afternoon glow struggled to warm a sky that was almost entirely white, heavy with the promise of more snow. Pascal had got into their car, while Cherry lingered a moment outside it, with Camille, their footprints clear on the snowy pavement.


“Thank you!” Camille said, the warmth in her voice dispelling some of the chill in the air, and borne on the mist of her visible breath, dissipating into the cold. “That was a wonderful experience! I’m really happy I did it.”


Cherry returned her smile. “I’m glad.” She embraced her, and they hugged – close, yet careful not to press tightly on Cherry’s pregnant belly. They pulled apart, looking at each other with the affection of friendship, deepened by the sharing of a very special moment. Camille put her hand to her lower belly once more. She could hardly refrain from touching the area beneath her tummy. Somewhere there, inside, was–


“It still feels amazing,” she whispered, awed. “I’ve got him inside me.”


“Enjoy it while it lasts.” They kissed each other’s cheeks.


“Have fun with your guests!” Camille said, warmly.


“I will,” Cherry assured her, with a barely repressed little giggle. “Watching you this morning has put me in the mood.” She opened the car door, and settled herself; Camille closed it for her. They grinned at each other for a moment, then Pascal was giving her a quick goodbye wave and driving out into the road, and they were gone. Camille watched the car disappear as it took a turn at the end of the street, then she shivered a little as the winter air seeped into her. She hurried into her own car, blowing on her hands to warm them.


“Well…” she whispered. “Alone at last, I guess.” She glanced down at her belly, and smiled. “You and me.”


There was no response. There couldn’t be; she knew he was liquid by now, his disassembled nutrients nourishing her as they flowed through her long, meandering intestine. He would be in there for a while. Her smile broadened. Her lingering sense of delight carried with it a very distinct sexual thrill, and now that she was by herself, she could go home and… well, do something about it.


“I hope you’re enjoying it in there,” she whispered to him fondly – blushing just slightly at her own thoughts. “Because the fun isn’t over yet.”

* * *


Pascal and Cherry met their guests at the station in Bordeaux, awaiting their arrival on the train from Paris, much as Camille had awaited Antoine the day before. Over in France for their first (and final) wedding anniversary, the couple from the United States had spent a few days enjoying the sights in Paris before travelling south for the culminating experience of their trip: Cherry’s stomach.


Cherry had been to the U.S. herself, back in the days –not so long ago– when she had travelled the world to meet and eat eager vorarephile hosts. Now she was welcoming her meal to her home town – a somewhat more convenient arrangement from her perspective, even though she knew she might miss the pleasure of travelling. If this new system proved satisfactory, she could open it up to more of the many people round the world waiting for a chance to feed her. She would be able to enjoy the occasional ‘snack’ even while on maternity leave looking after her soon-to-be-born daughter.


They met up with the Americans easily enough. Both fairly tall, like Pascal and Cherry themselves, they were visibly a few years older – in their mid-thirties, or thereabouts. The husband, Nadim, had the build of a man who might once have been athletic, but had lost some of that stature through lack of upkeep. Cherry found him rather attractive, with short-cropped dark hair and a stylishly thin beard, his tanned skin and features hinting at Arab orgins to match his name. His wife, Devorah, matched him in size, but was noticeably slimmer, her fair skin contrasting with very dark hair, and dark, pretty eyes.


“Whew!” Nadim said, as Cherry and Pascal led them out of the station, after the pleasantries of introductions. “For a while, they were saying the snow might delay the trains. We thought we might not make it.” He switched his bag from one hand to the other for comfort. He spoke quite effusively, with a distinctively American accent, though Cherry would have been incapable of pinning it down more precisely. “You’re not that quick to get to, y’know.” He smiled broadly. “We’re on the south-west coast, right?”


“That’s right,” Cherry confirmed. “We’re right near the Atlantic. The city, here, is at the tip of an estuary going into the sea. But our place, where we’re going, is sort of in the suburbs, a bit further out.”


Pascal nodded in confirmation. “Estuaire de la Gironde,” he said.


Cherry smiled affectionately, and took his arm. “Hubby doesn’t speak much English,” she whispered to their guests in a mock-conspiratorial tone, loud enough for him to hear as well.


Devorah smiled. “I bet he speaks better English than we speak French.”


“Sheh nuh porl pas fronnsay,” Nadim added, confirming it. “Your English really is good, though, Cherry.”


“Thanks.” She smiled. “I lived in England for a while. That really helped. I’m ok with words and such; I can’t get rid of my French accent, though.”


“Don’t try,” Devorah told, smiling. “It’s nice. And I think my hubby’s been looking forward to being gobbled up by a sexy French girl.”


Cherry laughed, as Nadim gave his wife a look of mock reproach, and kissed her gently on the lips.


“Yourr name ees rreally Devorah?” Pascal asked, intrigued. They were out of the station, and heading now towards the car. “Een Frrench, you know that mean… uh, ‘to eat’.”


“It means ‘devoured’,” Cherry corrected him. “Past tense. And yes,” she added with a smile, “I did inform Devorah about that.”


The American woman nodded, amused. “Fateful name, right? But it’s not French, of course. It’s Hebrew, originally, and it means ‘bee’. As in, you know, little honey bee.”


“So maybe she’ll taste like honey,” Nadim interjected, cheerfully.


“That would be nice.” Cherry grinned. Seeing the two look round, gazing up at the buildings as they walked, she went on: “Ah, this isn’t really the nicest bit of the city.”


“Will we have time for sightseeing?” Devorah asked, with a little smile. “Or are you too hungry?”


Cherry giggled. “I had lunch not long ago. I’m fine until dinner time. If you’d both like to see the sights, we can show you round. Have you eaten yet?”


“Yeah, we ate on the train,” Nadim said. “You don’t mind showing us round?”


“Of course not.” Cherry glanced at Pascal for confirmation, then smiled. “Would you like to drop your bags off at the flat first?”


“Ça fait un peu loin, l’aller-retour, si c’est juste pour les sacs,” Pascal pointed out. “Ils veulent voir la ville, c’est ça? Ils peuvent laisser les sacs dans le coffre.” He paused. “D’toute façon, ils vont plus en avoir besoin longtemps…”


“Your husband seems to disagree,” Nadim remarked, mildly.


“Oh… He’s just saying it’s a bit far to go to the flat just to leave your bags there, and then come back into the city centre. And he’s probably right, as always.” She smiled, and elbowed Pascal gently in the side. “Are you ok with leaving your stuff in the car boot?”


The American looked at each other. “That’s fine,” Devorah said.


“Great!” Cherry smiled. “Well… Bordeaux may not be as spectacular as Paris, but I hope you’ll like it. Part of it, by the riverside mainly, is a World Heritage Site. For the old buildings, and things. The architecture and layout, I think… They say it’s a place of historical interest.”


“Well… You’re the main attraction here, Cherry,” Nadim told her with an easy grin. “But sure, let’s see the sights. We’d like that.” He took his wife’s hand, and gave it a little squeeze, along with a smile.


They reached the car. Pascal took the wheel, while Cherry took the front seat beside his, and Devorah and Nadim settled in the back.


“Where are we going?” Pascal asked his wife, in French.


“Just drive,” she told him, fondly, and placed a hand softly on his leg. “We’ll see where we want to stop.”

* * *


They parked a short distance further within the city centre, and strolled a little down its more ancient streets, absorbing the slow pace and pleasant feel of winter. Cherry could not walk far, carrying the bulk of her growing child, and when their steps took them to the riverside, they soon stopped at a café. Hot coffee warmed their chilled bodies, and they gazed out at the river and one of the nearby bridges, both nice enough to look at despite the grey and white of a dull winter’s day.


They returned to the car when it started snowing again, and Pascal drove them to the ‘vore flat’, where the heating made a welcome contrast to the cold air outside. Nadim and Devorah certainly seemed at ease as they settled in the sofa, while Cherry made her way into the kitchen. It was late afternoon, fading into evening, and they had agreed on an early dinner. She knew, from her own visit to the U.S., that Americans usually ate earlier than she herself was used to; besides, an early meal would give her time to digest before she ate her guests as a late snack. She smiled a little, busying herself round the kitchen, half-listening to Pascal’s attempts to engage them in conversation, despite the language barrier.


“So…” he was asking, with the tone of a man who had been wanting to ask for quite a while. “Why you want… Cherry eat you?”


Cherry grinned, unseen, listening.


“Ah, that’s quite a question,” Nadim replied. “You know Dev and I are celebrating our first wedding anniversary, right? We got married this day last year. January second.”


“I know, weddeeng anniverrsarry,” Pascal acknowledged, managing the English words with a  strong French accent. “But why in my wife’s stomach?”


“You object?” Nadim asked, a little concerned.


“Object?” Pascal repeated the unfamiliar word.


“He doesn’t object,” Cherry called out from the kitchen. “He’s just curious.”


“Qu’est-ce qu’ils me demandent, chérie?” Pascal asked her.


“Ils veulent savoir si ça te dérange qu’ils se fassent manger par ta femme.” There was amusement in her voice. “Ils pensent peut-être que t’es jaloux.”


“Oh ! No,” Pascal told them. “I am not… jellus? You… Cherry eat you, that’s ok.”


“But you’re wondering why we want her to,” Devorah said, gently. “As Nadim said, it’s a bit complicated. But… Well, we’re both vorarephiles.”


“Voraréphiles,” Pascal repeated, pronouncing it the French way. “OK. I understand. And you are… prey, then?”


“Yes, both of us,” Nadim said. “I mean, we cope. We’re… You know, we make our fantasies compatible. But for the real thing… We decided we had to be together in someone else’s belly.”


“I couldn’t have eaten him, and he couldn’t have eaten me,” Devorah went on. “We’d have missed each other too much. But this way, we get to be together forever. And so we’re happy.” Her voice carried her warmth, and Cherry smiled in the kitchen.


“I hope we can all make it very special for you.”


“It’s already special,” Devorah replied. Cherry heard her standing, and soon she appeared in the doorway – gently attractive, with her pale smooth face and dark eyes. “Do you need some help in here?”


“Only if you want to help with the cooking,” Cherry replied, smiling.


“Ah, well, it’s our send-off meal, so… Yeah, let’s see if I can make myself useful.” She beamed. “Plus, it’s nice to chat to you.”

* * *


As dinner came to an end, the four of them relaxed, leaning back into the sofa and armchair. Cherry exhaled a little sigh, feeling pleasantly warm and content. A hot, comfortable meal on a cold day was a simple pleasure, but one she would always appreciate. She only hoped she had not eaten too much, since she did need to digest before eating her guests. They preferred her stomach to be reasonably empty, and she always accomodated her food’s wishes if she could.


They chatted comfortably for a few minutes, letting their food begin to settle, then Devorah and Nadim said they would like to be alone for a little while. The flat was too small to grant them complete privacy, so, after discussing it briefly, they decided to spend some time outside. It might be cold but, as Devorah said, they had brought warm clothes.


“Besides,” Nadim added, as they stood and put on their coats, “it’ll help us get our minds clear.” He grinned. “And feel ready for the big event.”


After they had left, arms placed affectionately round each other’s waist, Cherry and Pascal washed up the dinner plates and implements.


“They seem nice,” Pascal remarked, as she passed him a plate to dry.


“They do, don’t they?” Cherry agreed. “But then, my vore people almost always are. I weed out the bad ones when I talk to them online.”


“Are there many of those?”


“A few. Not so much ‘bad’ as… annoying. You know the type. ‘Cherry, Cherry, eat me, please!’ They seem to think I owe them something, and they’re not really interested in me as a person.”


“You should consider eating them,” Pascal joked. “Rid the world of the bad ones, rather than the nice ones.”


“Well, that would make sense… Except that I don’t actually want to meet the annoying ones.” She smiled, rinsed a glass, and handed it to him for drying. “I’ve eaten some really lovely people, and very few that I didn’t like.”


Pascal chuckled. “If you could refrain from eating those you meet, we could probably make a lot of lasting friends.”


“If I weren’t going to eat them, I probably wouldn’t get to meet them in the first place,” she reminded him, and winked.


“Ah, what a conundrum.” Her husband gave a mock sigh, and smiled. She kissed his smile, softly.


“I love you,” she whispered.


“What a coincidence.” Pascal cupped her chin softly in his hand, gazing into her warm brown eyes. “I just so happen to love you too.”


Cherry giggled. “Ah, well that might explain why we got married, then.”


“It might, just.” He smiled, with that special tenderness he kept just for her. He kissed her, their locked lips lingering together longer this time, before parting so that they could gaze into each other’s eyes again.


“You know,” Cherry whispered, lovingly, “I think I need…”


“…a cuddle?” Her husband smiled, as she nodded. “Well, I’ve got a few of those to spare.” He put his arm round her, guiding her back into the main room.


“Only a few?” Cherry’s eyes twinkled. “Who else have you been giving them to?”


Pascal merely grinned, and lowered her gently onto the sofa. He leaned in with her, and kissed her again, his hand playing softly with her hair, his other hand stroking her arm, then her leg.


She smiled up at him. “That’s not quite a cuddle, darling,” she teased.


“Don’t you like it?” His hands moved tenderly over her body, and he kissed her again.


“Mm-hm.” She went on smiling. “But I’d rather keep that for later.” She leaned up a little, capturing his gaze with hers, and lowered her voice to a sensuous whisper. “Tonight, after… eating… I’m going to be very turned on.”


Pascal grinned, shivering a little with anticipated pleasure at the promise in her voice.


“You know,” he whispered back, his fingertips trailing over so softly over her right breast, lingering over small bulge of her nipple beneath her clothes, “they should market shrunken people as aphrodisiacs for vorarephiles.”


Cherry giggled, delighted at the thought. She slipped both arms round him, pulling him in for a long, soft kiss. “You’re all the aphrodisiac I need,” she told him, smiled, and sat up. “Now… Cuddles?” She gave him her best soft puppy-eye look.


He laughed. “Cuddles,” he agreed, and she snuggled into his embrace, resting her head with a gentle, contented sigh against his chest.

* * *


After a while, with the Americans still not having returned, they switched the television on and idled in front of it, passing the time. It was dark outside now, and, although Cherry felt warm and comfortable in her husband’s arms, she gradually began to feel a little worried. She wriggled a little, responding happily to the touch of Pascal’s fingers trailing through her hair, and looked up at him.


“They’ve been gone a while. I hope they haven’t got lost.”


“I imagine they’re smart enough to keep track of where they’re going,” Pascal assured her, unconcerned.


“Yes, but at night, you know streets can look different. And they’re in a foreign country. They haven’t got the address, and they might not be able to ask for directions.” She chewed at her lower lip, thinking about it. “I should have asked them for their mobile phone number. I never thought.”


“They’ll be fine.” Pascal looked at her, and, seeing the slight worry on her face, added: “But if they’re not back soon, I’ll take the car and go looking for them.”


Cherry smiled, grateful. “Thanks, love.”


“Or I’ll shrink some random passer-by, and bring them in for you to eat instead.”


She giggled, despite herself. “That’s dreadful,” she chided, smiling.


As if on cue, the door buzzer sounded.


“Well, that can only be them,” Pascal reasoned. He stood, and made his way over to answer. He paused, and looked back at her. “Is madame ready for her next course, or shall I leave them outside to stay fresh and chilled?”


She laughed. “You know, for someone who finds vore strange, you’re certainly catching on with the humour. In your own way.” She smiled fondly. “Yes, let them in.”


He did so, and turned to her once more, trying to look as serious as he could. “Madame’s dessert is coming right up.”

* * *


Devorah and Nadim came in a little cold, looking both excited and remarkably relaxed. There was a certain blissful serenity about the two of them, standing there hand in hand, which Cherry could only assume they had obtained by walking around together in the chilled air, carrying out one of their last truly private, intimate conversations. She smiled at them, kindly, as Nadim said they were ready.


“Sit down,” she invited them. Pascal helped her to her feet, as she left them the sofa. They sat, and she showed them the shrinker. “You’re absolutely sure you want to do this? Once you go down my throat, there’s no coming back.”


They looked at each other, smiled, and nodded.


“We’re sure,” Devorah said, beaming.


“Absolutely,” her husband added.


Cherry smiled. “All right. Well… I’m going to try and swallow you together. That means I have to make you both smaller than I normally would.”


“That’s fine,” Devorah assured her.


“Good.” She smiled. “Pascal, chéri, tu me fais une tasse de thé à la menthe?”


“Did you just ask him to make some mint tea?” Devorah asked, curious.


“That’s right. I can’t promise you my stomach is completely empty, but mint will freshen up my insides. Make it nicer for you in there.”


Nadim smiled. “That’s very considerate.”


“Well… It is your wedding anniversary celebration.” She grinned, feeling strangely pleased for them. “Speaking of which, is there anything else you’d like me to do? I want it to be comfy for you.”


“I’m sure your tummy’s very comfy,” Devorah said, smiling. “We’ll be fine.”


Cherry returned the smile. “In that case…”

* * *


They chatted a while longer, just long enough for her to drink her hot, pleasantly scented, cleansing tea. She did not drink too much, not wanting them to risk drowning inside her, but sloshed the liquid a little round her mouth before swallowing, giving herself a fresh minty breath.


There was little more to talk about, in any case. The happy couple were both visibly eager to get started.


She put down her cup soon enough, pointed her shrinker at them, and asked them to sit close. They put their arms round each other, lovingly, and continued to hold on as the beam of light envelopped them, reducing them to a size smaller than Cherry’s little fingers.


Their excitement blossomed, as they got to their now tiny feet on the sofa, looking around at their gigantic surroundings, and hugging each other, thrilled. Smiling with a touch of fondness, Cherry plucked them up, very gently, and sat down on the sofa in turn.


“Now you’re edible,” she told them, pleased, and made a little show of licking her lips.


“Wow, we really are small!” Devorah gasped, excited.


“Well, I do need to get you down easily,” Cherry smiled.


“Do you think…” Dev glanced at her husband. “Could you put us on your tummy?”


“On my tummy?” Cherry echoed, her honey-coloured eyebrows rising a little.


Nadim nodded. “If you don’t mind, we’ve talked about this, and we’d like you to eat us lying down. Kind of casual, like. Nice and slow. And if you really don’t mind” –he glanced over towards Pascal, before focusing anew on Cherry– “we’d like to spend a few moments on your bare tummy.”


Cherry smiled, slowly, amused. “Oh, you want it bare, too?”


Pascal looked at them, then at her. “Ils veulent que tu les mettes sur ton ventre?”


“C’est ça.” She gave him a loving smile. “Mais je crois que tu les intimides un peu, mon amour.”


Pascal chuckled. “Bon; je vous laisse. Je serai dans la pièce à côté, par contre. J’vais pas m’amuser à faire les cent pas dehors dans le froid.”


Cherry grinned. “Attends-moi dans la chambre. Je te rejoins d’ici quelques minutes.” She turned her attention fully back to her miniaturised guests, as her husband disappeared into the bedroom, giving them some privacy. “Sorry about that,” she said, smiling. “And no, I don’t mind putting you on my tummy. Here we go, then…”


She lay down on the sofa, moving carefully, making herself comfortable amidst the cushions, propping herself up against the armrest. With her spare hand, she pulled her top up, exposing the bare skin of her heavily swollen belly, the taut skin sheltering the unborn child growing within her. Nadim and Devorah turned to look, even as she carried them to it, and set them down with care, making sure they found their balance before her fingers released them.


“Wow…” Devorah breathed, enchanted. She knelt down, and Cherry felt the tiny pressure of her feet and knees. The young woman pressed her hands softly against her swollen tummy’s warm skin. “Wow…”


“It’s beautiful,” Nadim said, smiling happily.


“Thank you,” Cherry replied, almost in a whisper.


“You must be so proud. Carrying this life within you.” He sat, cautiously, and placed his hand against her tummy too. “It’s very special.”


“Yes, it is,” she agreed, her eyes shining softly. “Wonderfully special.”


Devorah leaned down, and placed a little kiss on her belly, followed by a gentle rub. “I hope you’ll be very happy. As a mum.”


“I’m already very happy.”


“Of course you are.” Dev nodded. “And we’ll be glad to give whatever we can to your baby. We…” She looked at her husband. “We’re not going to have a child ourselves, but we’re glad that you are. If we can, you know, help just a little… Well, in a tiny little way, she’ll be a tiny bit our baby, too.”


Cherry smiled, but her smile this time was a little forced. She said nothing, letting the smile speak for her. She did not want to contradict them now, and spoil their special moment. But within the privacy of her mind, she found herself very much disagreeing. Aline would not be their baby, even in the tiniest sense. It was a mother’s protective, instinctive response, and she brushed it aside a moment later. After all, it wasn’t going to matter.


“Ready?” she asked them, as kindly and warmly as she could.


They looked at each other once more, and both nodded. “Ready,” Nadim said. He took a deep breath, and released it in an excited sigh.


“Then I’ll need you to take your clothes off,” she reminded them.


They did so, quickly. Nadim did ask whether they could keep their underwear on, but accepted without protest when she asked him, kindly but firmly, to take it off. She gathered up their tiny clothes, and dropped them on the floor. Later, she would wash them, restore them to proper size, and give them to charity.


Slowly, she brought one hand round behind them, as they got to her feet on top of her pregnant belly. Scooping her hand like some giant seat, she touched the inside of their legs to make them buckle, and they fell back onto it with a little gasp. She smiled, and lifted them up, bringing them to her face.


“Devorah, Nadim,” she said, warmly, “I wish you a very happy wedding anniversary. I haven’t known you long, but I’ve been able to see you’re very much in love, and it’s going to be my pleasure to make your anniversary night as special as can be.” Almost imperceptibly, she brought them closer to her face. Her voice lowered to a soft, welcoming whisper, her breath touching them gently. “The Cherry special wedding suite is just about to open.” She tried not to giggle as she said it. The words came to her spontaneously, and she hoped they didn’t sound silly. She truly did want to make it special for them, and she was looking forward to it herself, too. Already she was feeling excited, even aroused, holding the two tiny, fragile people in the palm of her hand. She would have no trouble consuming them and digesting them, and she smiled with quiet delight at the thought that they so wanted to be in her stomach. “I can promise you a soft and silky bed, and complete privacy, with the lights out.” She grinned, and brought them right up to her mouth, until Devorah was actually able to reach out and touch her lower lip. The young couple –several years her seniors– seemed utterly enchanted, holding each other close. When it seemed clear they were not going to say anything more, she moistened her lips, then parted them, lowering her mouth round them. She heard a muffled little squeal of joy, presumably from Devorah, and she sucked them in between her lips, very gently, sealing them in the darkness of her mouth.


It was a familiar sensation, having slick, wiggly people on her tongue, but the enjoyment it brought her was constantly renewed, as though she were experiencing it afresh. Their skin felt smooth, despite the little bony bits of their body, and there was a subtle, salty quality to their taste. She smiled, happily, giving them a moment to get their bearings, feeling them pick themselves up on her tongue, in the dark. They were moving, perhaps crawling on the moist, fleshy surface, and she stifled a giggle, letting it echo round inside her mouth without parting her lips.


Then, she moved her tongue. Only slightly at first – a playful flick, a twinge, just enough to throw them off balance. She felt them slip and slide, and she muffled another giggle. Slipping about, they imprinted their flavour more fully into her tastebuds, and her eyes widened slightly, shining with pleasure. She was unaccustomed to having two people in her mouth, and it made their taste all the more palpable. She shifted her tongue again, moving them across its surface, drawing out more of their flavour, even as her mouth produced more saliva, coating her food in sticky liquid in preparation for descent.


She savoured them for a few moments, and felt them wriggle around. Hopefully, they were making the most of it to have a little fun. It certainly felt as if they were being active, moving by themselves rather than being the passive playthings of her tongue. She smiled, and sat up, then got to her feet, lifting her pregnant bulk with some effort, before walking towards the bedroom, the smile staying on her lips.


She opened the door, and found Pascal lying on the bed, reading a book. He looked up, and put it down as she entered.


“Done?” he asked.


She shook her head, grinned, and raised her hand to her cheek, tapping it. At the same time, she made a visible motion with her jaw, sloshing her food about within her mouth. Pascal sat up, and gazed at her with surprised interest.


“Oh.” He returned the grin. “You naughty girl.”


She gave a muffled laugh, careful to keep her lips closed. There was quite a lot of saliva now inside her mouth, and its build-up echoed the crescendo in her feelings. Her excitement. Her lust. Looking at Pascal, and at the playful grin on his face, she felt her smile grow, along with a pleasant ache deep inside her.


Time to have some more fun of her own.


Maneouvring her food with practiced dexterity, she pushed the two shrunken people towards the back of her tongue, ensuring as she did so that they remained together. Once they were poised, embracing, on the edge of her gullet, she gave a gentle nudge with her tongue. It was enough to send them down, their slick wet bodies carried by a small wave of saliva, smoothing their passage into her throat. She swallowed, hard, and felt their lump pass down, the muscles of her alimentary canal kneeding and pushing them deeper into her body. She breathed out a little sigh of satisfaction, licked her lips on reflex, and gave Pascal a long, hungry, almost predatory look.


He said nothing, but smiled, got out of bed, and walked up to her.


“All gone?” he asked, teasing.


She nodded, gazing deep into his eyes, excited at the passion she saw there – the promise that her wants would be fulfilled.


“Good.” He put his arms round her, and kissed her, full on the mouth, a fresh taste of his love and passion. “Then we’re alone now,” he whispered.


“Yes…” she whispered back, still holding his gaze.


“I imagine you’re tired, and want to go straight to sleep,” he teased, still grinning, caressing her cheek softly with his thumb.


“Oooh!” She laughed, venting her mock frustration. She leaned up a little, and kissed him. “Stop teasing, my darling,” she whispered, “and just make love to me.”


His grin broadened. “Gladly.”


She gave a little squeal, followed by laughter, as he swept her off her feet, cradling her in his arms and carrying her to bed. He laid her down gently – just as she felt a tickle in her tummy, signalling the arrival of her stomach’s anniversary guests. She smiled, enveloped in a warm glow that seemed to radiate from within her, and kept her bright brown eyes fixed lovingly on her husband as he got into bed beside her…

* * *


Inside her stomach, Nadim and Devorah had landed in a tangle, after the exhilaration of being thoroughly massaged down her gullet. Nadim, on top, began to pick himself up, in the pitch darkness, and ask his wife whether she was all right. Before he could do so, however, Devorah’s arms were around him, and she was pulling him back down, fumbling to find his face and draw him to her lips. He helped her, smiling, and soon they were locked in a passionate embrace, their kiss long and hard and breathless, interrupted only by little moans and gasps as their hands travelled over each other’s wet, sticky body.


Devorah took a great gasping breath when their mouths finally parted, and she grinned, overjoyed. She could not see Nadim, but with every part of her she could feel him, his hot body pressing against hers in the heat of Cherry’s belly. Beneath her, the floor of Cherry’s stomach was slick and wet, too, and she was lying in a shallow pool of mint-scented liquid.


“Do you realise?” she said, breathless, her voice trembling with excitement. “We’re actually inside her! We’re in her tummy!”


“I know.” Her husband’s voice was warm, and loving, and the most wonderful thing she had ever heard. She felt him shift atop her, as he leaned in and kissed her. “I love you,” he whispered, adoringly. “I love you so much. Happy wedding anniversary, my darling Devorah.”


Hot tears of happiness added to the wetness on her face, as she let her own feelings pour out into her tears and her voice, and her hands and her kiss. She panted, trembling with both joy and desire, engulfed in a darkness which made all her other senses so much more vivid. There was no sight, only eternal darkness, as though the entire world outside had faded away forever, and the only reality was the here and now in Cherry’s hot, soft, gently rumbling stomach. She sensed Nadim, more than she ever had before, opening herself to every touch and feel, to the warm rush of his love, enveloping her in pure sensation and bliss, as he made love to her with all the passion in his heart, deep within the secret chamber of Cherry’s wonderful stomach.

* * *


Hours faded into the night, time losing all importance, until a breathless, sweaty and blissfully satiated Cherry slumped down onto the bed, panting, grinning, her eyes bright and wide with happiness as she turned to gaze at her husband. The look on Pascal’s face, catching his breath in turn after their energetic love-making, caused a fresh flutter in her heart, and she shifted closer to him, snuggling up against his equally hot, sweaty and naked body. His penis remained erect, for now, even after emptying itself into her, and she reached down to caress it, ever so softly, with the tips of two fingers. He shivered a little in response, and she smiled – her smile simple, happy and a little sleepy.


Her tummy gurgled, before either of them could say anything, and she glanced down at it – at the great bulge of her naked belly, carrying her precious unborn child safe and snug within her womb. Somewhere inside her, too, her tiny guests had consummated their wedding anniversary night, the most exciting night of their lives, and were now nourishing her tired body.

“I hope they had time to make the most of it in there,” she whispered. “I must be digesting them now.”


Pascal lifted her hand gently away from his penis, and carried it instead to her belly, placing it atop her taut skin, with his own warm hand over it. She looked at him, lovingly, smiling.


“They’ve had what they wanted,” he whispered. “While you and I…”


“Yes,” Cherry whispered back, happily. His hand moved, moving hers with it, gently stroking her tummy, and their baby sleeping within.


“I’m looking forward to the rest of my life with you,” Pascal said, still stroking her softly. “With you, and with our little Aline. Watching her grow up… I want our life to be a lot more than the one year Nadim and Devorah gave themselves. The one year they had together.”


Cherry smiled at him, very softly. “Pascal…” She caressed his cheek, tender. “I promise you… We have forever. We’ll grow old together. But, before that…” She grinned, gently. “Before that, we still have many years of being young together.”


Pascal’s grin lit up his face, mirrored in his eyes, and she closed her own eyes happily as they kissed, their lips locking once more in passionate embrace.


She snuggled up close to him after that, and remained that way throughout the night, as she slept.

THE END

