
Brody had always been a troubled kid. The day he turned 18, his father kicked him out of the house with little more than a bitter “Good riddance!” He never heard from his old man again, but his mother kept up correspondence for a long time, checking in once a month with a tearful phone call. But even she could only take so much. By the time Brody was 24, everyone he’d known during his childhood had cut him out of their lives completely. Not that he cared. He was a troubled kid indeed.

He was what one might call a “self diagnosed sex addict.” Meaning that nearly every single second of his life was dedicated to fulfilling some perverse carnal desire. And as open-minded as his family was, they eventually reached a breaking point. Perhaps there wasn’t a single definitive moment, but if one had to select an incident that most likely resulted in Brody’s father finally giving up on him, it would probably be the time he brought a prostitute home on Christmas eve.

So now he was alone in the world, which was fine by him. He was satisfied with his job at the local gas station and didn’t even mind sleeping out in the cold when he couldn’t afford a room. His ambitions in life were limited to exploring increasingly creative and disgusting ways to achieve an orgasm. And that’s the way he liked it.

It was stupefying to those who had once considered him a friend. He could have done a lot with his life. He’d always been a smart kid, as far as academics went. He just never put in any effort. He was good looking: 6 feet tall, messy brown hair, square-set jaw, piercing blue eyes, and a lean, muscular build. Adults were always trying to encourage him to try out for football, but his determination to be anti-conformist in all regards prevented him from pursuing any extra-curricular activities.

So here he was now, lifting weights in the corner of some shitty gym and surveying the room for his next conquest. The corners of his mouth twitched upward in a smirk. Anything would do: the blonde bombshell on the treadmill, the beefy guy at the water fountain, the fat girl doing sit-ups, the scrawny college boy leaning against the wall. Hell, even college boy’s granny, if he was feeling dirty enough. 

It wasn’t that he set the bar low. He didn’t have a bar to begin with.

He was considering going for the fat girl, since he felt he had the greatest chance of scoring with her. But then he saw him; the one. The perfect target. 

The guy was lifting weights in the opposite corner of the room, staring right at him. Young kid. No more than 21 years old. Cute, too. He had a sort of old-fashioned, boyish charm. Brody thought he looked sort of like James Dean. Or maybe not. That was probably just in the hair. Either way, he was hot as hell, had bright green eyes, and was looking directly at Brody. 

Brody smiled at him, jerking his head upward in greeting with a cocky grin. “James Dean” smiled back, still lifting his dumbbells.

Turning away and feigning obliviousness to the attention he was receiving, Brody made a big show out of flexing his muscles as he continued his work out. All the while he watched his admirer with his peripheral vision. Noting the practically ravenous look on the guy’s face, Brody smiled to himself, knowing he had him.

After five minutes or so, the admirer slipped off to the locker room, casting an unmistakably pointed look over his shoulder. Brody followed him soon after.

By the time he entered the changing area, his target was already in the shower room, standing with his eyes closed under a jet of hot water. Brody took a moment to admire his body: well defined muscles in the arms and chest, a nearly hairless torso apart from a dark treasure trail, and a thick rod just begging to be played with. He was fit, but in a boy-next-door sort of way. He was the sort of guy Brody could fall for. That was, if Brody were the type of person to fall for anyone. 

“Hey,” Brody called out, adopting his trademark cocky grin and brushing his bangs out of his eyes.

Those stunning green eyes flew open and fixed themselves on Brody’s face. “Hey yourself,” the guy replied. 

Brody leaned against one of the lockers, making no special effort to conceal his lustful gaze as his eyes roamed the naked flesh in front of him. “So what’s your name, kid?” he said, figuring it couldn’t hurt to get through the basic formalities before they started going at it.

The guy flashed a white-toothed grin, scrubbing soap under his armpits. “Adrian,” he responded. His voice contained a sort of naturally husky, smoky quality. “And I’m no kid. You can’t be more than three years older than me.”

Brody raised his palms in surrender, nodding. “Alright, alright. Fair enough.” He attempted his best sexy smile. “My name’s Brody.”

Adrian’s full lips twitched upward briefly. “Pleasure.” He put a noticeable emphasis on the word. He wiggled his fingers in a beckoning motion. “Come here.” A command, not a request.

Feeling a stirring in his groin, Brody looked around to make sure they were indeed alone, then quickly stripped off his clothes and strode confidently into the shower room. He placed a hand on Adrian’s chest, admiring the feel of it, then pushed him up against the wall. Moving so that their bodies were pressed flush against one another, Brody smirked down at Adrian. “I’m about to do things to you that you’re never gonna forget,” he whispered in his ear.

“Funny,” Adrian replied; and there was a new, intimidating quality in his voice now. “I was about to say the same thing to you.”

The whole thing happened so fast, Brody barely had time to figure out what the hell was going on until it was over. He felt Adrian’s hands grip his arms down by his sides in a surprisingly tight grip, and he jerked back in surprise. His eyes widened as he saw Adrian’s mouth open impossibly wide and found himself staring down into a deep, dark, pulsating gullet. Then Adrian lunged forward and the world went black. Brody felt wetness all around him, muscles contracting and moving and wriggling against his skin. In mere seconds, the wetness had travelled down past his shoulders, and he felt a tongue licking and lapping and savoring the flavor of his chest. With a sudden jolt, he felt his feet lifted off the ground, and after a moment of extreme disorientation, he realized he was being held upside down. His survival instincts finally overriding his profound shock, Brody began to struggle violently, trying to kick and flail with all of his might. But Adrian had a vice-like grip on his legs, and with his arms pinned by his sides in the confines of the throat, there was nothing he could do. The tight ring around his body pulsed faster and faster as Adrian swallowed. The wetness had nearly enveloped his entire body. 

And then he felt teeth gently scrape the soles of his feet as Adrian snapped his jaw shut, closing him inside completely. He was suspended like that for just a few seconds, upside down with his head poking through to the stomach. And then Adrian swallowed several more times, and with the aid of gravity, Brody found himself pushed further and further down until his entire body was inside Adrian’s belly, curled up in the fetal position.

He was frozen in shock. This can’t be real, he thought. There’s no way in fucking hell this is real. I’m hallucinating. Or dreaming, or something. Holy fucking....this can’t be real.
The stomach walls around him chuckled as Adrian chuckled. “Still alive in there?” a booming, echoing voice intoned.

“What the fuck, man!” Brody yelled, terrified. He punched the slimy walls, to no avail. “What the fuck did you do to me?!”

“I know you’re not the sharpest tool in the shed, Brody, but I think even you know that’s not the question you should be asking. What you really want to know is why I did this to you.” 

Brody felt a slight pressure moving up and down his back and realized that Adrian was rubbing his stomach in satisfaction. He swallowed the lump in his throat. “Well, fine. Why did you do this to me?”

“Melanie Taylor. The girl you raped. I’m here on her behalf, so to speak”

“What do you mean?!” Brody cried out, distraught. He punched the stomach wall again. “I didn’t rape her! It was consensual, asshole!”

“Well, sure. If by consensual, you mean she went along with everything you put her through up until the point where you wanted to shove a candle inside of her, for fuck knows what reason. At which point she said no, but you held her down and did it anyway.”

Brody let out a strangled sob. “I didn’t know, man. I was high that night. I don’t remember what I did.”

Another chuckle. “Oh, well why didn’t you say so? That makes everything better, now doesn’t it?”

“Come on, Adrian,” Brody pleaded. “Let me out of here, please! I promise I’ll do anything you ask.”

He felt another pat. “Nah, I don’t think so. Even apart from the ‘Melanie incident,’ there are plenty of other reasons this community is better off without you. From what I hear, you’re quite the town parasite.” A heavy sigh. “No one’s going to miss you, Brody. Except for me. You made for one hell of a good meal.”

“No!” Brody screamed, pounding on the inside of his prison. “Let me go! Let me go!”

And then the air inside of the stomach went rushing out all at once as Adrian let out an enormous belch. Brody choked weakly for a few seconds, then blacked out, never to wake again.
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Adrian stepped out from under the water and grabbed his towel to dry off. He smiled quietly to himself, rubbing his gurgling belly as he gathered his things. Pulling on his t shirt, he let out another, slightly smaller belch, hoping the resulting contraction of his stomach would make the bulge somewhat less noticeable. It didn’t do too much, but at least he wouldn’t catch too many double-takes on the way out of the gym. As much as he loved his job, it would be rather inconvenient to have to explain how his belly got so big without being forced to “demonstrate.”

Putting on his sunglasses and jacket, Adrian walked out of the locker room with his gym bag slung over one shoulder. The man at the front desk raised a quizzical eyebrow, but said nothing. And there was no one in the parking lot outside, so Adrian finally relaxed as he walked to the van. He smiled as his belly gurgled loudly, and he reached under his shirt to give it a satisfied rub.

He opened the shotgun seat of the van and grunted as he heaved himself in. Tossing the gym bag in the back seat, he grinned broadly at the driver. “Ready to go?” he asked cheerily.

Nicolas chuckled, reaching over to give Adrian’s belly an approving pat. “You bet, partner,” he said, starting the van and pulling out of the lot. “Feeling alright?”

Adrian burped into his fist. “Oooh, excuse me. Yeah, yeah. He wasn’t that much bigger than me. And a real dumbass at that. Definitely one of the easier jobs.”

Nicolas looked at his watch. “Melanie called while you were in there. She said she changed her mind and she does want to see the evidence. That okay with you.”

“Of course. How far is her place from here?”

“About an hour, I think.”

Adrian’s grin widened. “Perfect. We can show her the evidence, then I can drop it off in her bathroom.”

Nicolas chuckled, shaking his head in amusement. Adrian leaned his seat back and closed his eyes for a quick nap. He stroked his belly absentmindedly, dozing off to the sound of the churning digestive juices within.

