Aldrea Chapter 3
     So that was the story of the first time Aldrea ate me. It was quite a trip, and I’ve made it several times since then. She manages to conform to my fantasies better each time. We’ve tried oral vore without her growing in size (except around her middle), though that is more cramped, as you’d expect. Of course, there are plenty of other things you can do with a girlfriend who can become a giantess, but that requires…

      …Wait? You want to hear the rest of the story? You say you’re not satisfied by me ending it by falling asleep in her belly? Well, I suppose I could tell you about the rest of the trip. So where was I? Oh, yeah…

     After Aldrea told me to rest, I did just that. I fell asleep, lulled by the gentle thumping of her heart, surrounded by the warmth of her stomach and exhausted by two sexual exertions in a rather short amount of time. I figured I’d have plenty of chances to explore Aldrea’s digestive tract after this, so why not leave some surprises for later by being unconscious for some. 
     I was half-awoken by her stomach depositing me into her small intestine. The muscular action forced me into the tight opening at the end of the chamber. I felt a gripping pressure at my feet that gradually passed across my entire body. In my sleepy state I half-dreamed I was being sucked into Aldrea’s backdoor, a not entirely inaccurate representation of what was happening: I was just getting the direction wrong. This semi-conscious dream started to arouse me again. Morning wood I suppose.

     I found myself deposited into Aldrea’s intestines, a much more confined space. It was kind of like being in the tube of a water slide, except much warmer, a great deal softer, and slightly ridged. It wasn’t nearly as smooth as I thought small intestines would be, and I could sort of feel the cilia working to propel me down the slippery passage. The walls here were a lighter pink than either the stomach or the esophagus. A milder wave of muscle movement helped the cilia move me down the twisty passage, giving me a nice massage in the process. 
     After the first bend I rolled over and fell asleep, content that nature would take its course and Aldrea wouldn’t let anything bad happen to me. I woke up occasionally, see that I was still moving through the velvety intestines, and fall back asleep. It was hard to tell how long I’d been traveling through her, but I figure a few hours had passed when I reached the entrance to the large intestine.
     At this point Aldrea woke me up herself. “Time to wake up, Raz. You’re about to enter interesting territory,” she said, her voice muffled. I opened my eyes in time to see that I was approaching another muscular valve. The passage opened up a little towards this opening and I turned myself around so I could go in head-first. 

     I pressed my hands against the ring of flesh and rubbed them around in a circle. This elicited a deep reverberation from my surroundings that I realized was Aldrea moaning softly. I guess she was sensitive much deeper than I realized. 

     The sphincter then opened slightly and the cilia gently pushed me forward. The muscle wasn’t completely open when I started to enter it, meaning that I had no view of the next stage of digestion. It started to close around me, gripping my head and shoulders and making me feel a little more claustrophobic than her small intestines had (there’s another reason I decided to sleep through most of that part). I couldn’t breath for a second (raising the question of how I had been breathing before). Then I was sucked forward and the other end of the sphincter spread open as I was forced into it. 

     Once my face was past the muscle, I gasped for breath. The air on the other side had a fetid quality to it, though it wasn’t terribly unpleasant. A bit stronger than what I had already experienced coming out of her backside. I gulped the humid air and looked around as my body was pushed further into Aldrea’s bowels. Once again, this part of her digestive tract was a different shade of pink. This one had the odd effect of seeming to be pink and tan at the same time, something that’s hard to describe properly, but looks natural when you see it.
     The intestine is much wider here, and I feel like I could almost stand up and walk its length. Not quite though. I realize I’d have to crouch before my feet are even free of Aldrea’s small intestines. The walls glistened softly with slimy digestive fluids and their ridged surfaces extended into darkness before me.

     My erection was getting a mighty rub down by the valve separating the intestines. I could still hear the muffled moaning. When it finally popped through, I grabbed it with one hand and supported my hanging upper body with the other. I gave it a few strokes, but decided I’d wait until I got deeper into Aldrea’s colon before I tried for another orgasm. Still, the smell was like a more powerful version of what I get when I bury my face between her ass cheeks, and was strongly reminiscent of her gas (which sounds obvious, I know). I was in the last leg of the journey, the one I fantasized about the most (being the ass lover that I am), so I was mightily tempted to rub one out right then and there.

     At last my feet popped through and I was completely in the cecum. I could hear a faint panting sound around me, and the thump-thump of Aldrea’s heart had increased its pace. I wondered how she was going to react when I got to her anus. I knew from long experience how sensitive it was. 

     I looked around again and realized that I wouldn’t even be able to crouch through this section of Aldrea. It would be hands and knees or slide along on my belly. I decided that I would try sliding for a while and see how that went. Her intestinal action should help propel me along, the surface beneath me was slick enough, and I was pretty sure it would feel great against my dick. 
     I started off at a pretty good pace. It was a little difficult at first to move myself forward without slipping my arms on the slimy floor, but I got the hang of it pretty quickly. Once I was resolved to hold off climax until reaching the backdoor I started getting impatient to get there. I propelled myself with my hands, with waves of intestinal contractions helping to force me along. Despite the slick coating of slime all along the intestinal walls, there wasn’t even a hint of more noxious materials. Just like anal sex, with Aldrea there was hinting at digestion taking place without any evidence of the end result. 

     I passed two bends on the way to her rectum. I figured that if she had been standing, I wouldn’t be able to make this trip this way at all, since the large intestines travel up and down the abdomen. But since she was still curled up in my dining room, I was given a horizontal, rather than vertical, route. It did make me wonder how I would have progressed through this mostly empty, air-filled colon if Aldrea was standing upright. I don’t think I would have been able to climb it because the surfaces in here are so slick. Then again, I’m sure Aldrea could have gotten me along somehow. Then I started wondering how my own intestines got food to fight gravity. That would have to be something I looked into later. 
     At last I turned a bend and reached the descending colon. I was only a short trip from here to Aldrea’s rectum and my path to freedom. The air was a bit dryer as I progressed (relatively speaking; the humidity still hovered around a hundred percent) and smelled more strongly than before. Again, the smell wasn’t exactly bad, but was still strongly suggestive of methane, sulfur, and digestion. 

     I could hear Aldrea talking again. “You’re almost to the end, little man. Not long now til you reach the bottom and fill my ass up in a different way than you usual do. I can’t wait till I feel you wriggling around in my rectum, trying to escape. It will feel so good, squeezing your entire body out of my ass. Ah, I can just imagine it now!” When Aldrea talks dirty, I tend to get very excited and start losing control. I wanted desperately to reach the end of the colon and start wiggling for her. She wasn’t the only one who could picture it already.

     The surface I was sliding across had changed gradually from a wet slickness to something more viscous. I figured this was a realistic effect taken from the fact that the main job of the large intestines is to remove water from whatever is passing through. 
     A little bit more sliding and I was there. I had reached the final bend and entered Aldrea’s rectum. The walls didn’t really look any different but the passage was far shorter and opened out a little. The rectum was less spacious than the stomach, but still one of the least claustrophobic areas of the GI tract that I’d visited.

     I could see the ridges of the intestinal tract all swirl around a slight curve and there is was: the exit. Aldrea’s anus looked pretty similar from this side, a tight little valve of muscle. It was pinker in here, and looked bigger than I was expecting. I figured this was because the outer surface has skin and other flesh covering the outer rings of muscle. Inside, all that extra muscle was plainly visible. I realized now how she could have so much gripping power and control of my dick during sex. I also realized that there wasn’t any way in Hell I was going to be able to force myself through that opening with my comparatively tiny body without permission. She would have to let me out, though that was kinda the idea.

     “Ooh, I feel you ready to come out. You’re making me feel nice and full Raz,” she said. “I’m almost ready to poop you out. But first you’re gonna have to do something for me. I want you to make me cum, Raz!” 

     I knew what to do. I was going to have to use my entire body as a sex toy for this horny giantess. She had waited my whole trip without any direct stimulation, and now she wanted her pleasure. Of course, this is exactly how I imagined it going right from the start. (Though I figured she would have masturbated with me squirming in her stomach. I guess she had as much patience as me). 

     I started moving around, running my hands across the slimy surfaces, and pressing against the floor, which I figured was the side closest to her vagina. I slid around and started massaging the inside of Aldrea’s anus while my legs pushed against the thin membrane separating me from her sex. I got confirmation that I was moving in the right directions when I was suddenly thrust upwards. Two bulges half as long as I am appeared beneath me and then disappeared. They thrust up again and started moving back and forth. They were her fingers, which she had inserted into her pussy. She was masturbating with me inside her ass. The whole time I could hear and feel her moaning as it echoed through her body. 
     I started humping my crotch against them while pounding on her anus, trying to match her rhythm. This became difficult as her pace increased. I tried also to match her stokes with my hands and arms across her anus. With this I got better success. I was even able to slide part of my right hand into the clenched hole in the center. 
     Then there was a slight shifting in her massive fingers. Suddenly, my erect penis fit in the depression between them. Aldrea’s fingering slowed to a regular pace, but her moaning deepened. She told me later she was using her thumb to rub her clitoris at this point, keeping a faster pace there than I could, but that she was using her fingers primarily to pleasure me. The gentleness involved is pretty astounding, considering the difference in scales.
     Aldrea’s vocalizations became husky (if that’s the right word for vibrations that are felt more than heard). She was approaching climax, as I was. She came almost violently, her heartbeat roaring in around me and her sphincter thrusting me back, her rectum clenching around me. I feared I’d be crushed, but it ended up just pulsing around me, which triggered my own orgasm. I was surprised how much seminal fluid I had left after last night’s exertions. All the exciting build-up of the trip through the intestines had given me a mighty recharge. 

     After what seemed like an eternity with me continuing to wiggle feebly, Aldrea’s string of climaxes (I counted at least three) subsided and her rectum relaxed. I could breathe easier now that I wasn’t being squeezed by her internal organs. I collapsed and just sat there, inhaling the fumes of Aldrea’s bowels and enjoying the rush of pleasure that had washed over me during my orgasm. 
     I must have fallen asleep again, at least for a few minutes, since I was startled back to consciousness by a gust of wind blowing past me followed by a deep rumbling sound and a brief stream of light. Aldrea had just farted. “Oh Raz, excuse me! I think you’re ready to come out now. Better get ready because not giving you a choice. I have to poop now!” 

     Aldrea’s rectum compressed around me again, though this time it felt more like it was pushing me forward. I looked up and saw a circle of light ahead of me. Her anus was opening up. I got forced towards that great ring of muscle and pushed inside. It clutched around me tighter than her rectum, and with more control than any of the internal valves. She was pushing me out slowly. 

     The anus isn’t very long, so it didn’t take long before it spread open around my face. I greedily sucked in the fresh air, not realizing how stale and hot the air in my passage had been until that glorious first gasp. The bright light of the outside world blinded me for a second. When I could see, there wasn’t a whole lot to look at from my angle. Aldrea’s giant buttocks concealed everything to my right and left and cast deep shadows. Directly in front I could see the wall and floor of my dining room. Suddenly the floor was obscured by a great, brown hand. Aldrea was ready to catch me as I plopped out of her ass. 
     Aldrea grunted as my shoulder passed through. Once they were past, it was all downhill. I slid out gradually and got a great look at Aldrea’s giant pussy. It was still wet from her earlier efforts, the labia still engorged and open. The smell coming off of it was inviting, and I resolved to spend some time exploring it at this scale.

      I heard another rumbling behind me as my belly passed into daylight. The sphincter relaxed and then seemed to bulge out. Then there was an explosion of gas blasting past me and Aldrea’s anus rippled around my hips and legs, while keeping me firmly in place. It was one of the strangest sensations in my life, but by some quirk of my psychology, I thought it incredibly sexy. Aldrea felt my erection against her anal wall and said, “Again?! Already?! You must really love this kind of thing!”
     I shrug and grin, neither of which she can see. Aldrea gives another push and that’s all it takes to send me sliding completely out of her body and into her waiting palm. She lets out another, less noisy fart onto my entire body. Actually seeing an anus bulge out a little bit, then iris open with a cloud of gas directed at you is something your fantasies just don’t prepare you for. Still, I’ve grown to love her gas.

     I lie back on her hand and catch a glimpse out the window behind Aldrea. A chill runs down my spine as I see something in the patch of trees outside. The early morning sun is casting long shadows through the green foliage, so I’m not sure if what I’m seeing is an optical illusion or real. It looks like an incredibly tall, skeletally thin person, dressed all in black. I see the head part shift a bit, as if to look at me, and then the wind blows the leaves, scattering the shadows. The figure is gone, just like that, leaving me with a cold sense of dread in my stomach.
     I shiver in Aldrea’s hand, and she pulls me before her face so she could see me. She smiles with that half-mocking bent that I’m well accustomed to now. “Cold out here?” she asks. Then she takes a sniff. “Ooh, Raz I think you need a shower.”

     “Sure,” I said, my fear forgotten as I stare up at her beautiful face, “as long as you join me.”

     “Are you sure you don’t wanna go again?” she asked, opening her mouth and raising me to it.

     I put my hands up. “Not right now. I need some fresh air for a while. Besides, I need to get ready for work tomorrow.” 

     “Okay, whatever you say. At least shower with me.” I don’t argue, though I know that my slimy coating is composed of the same stuff she is and therefore could return to her any time she wills it. She set me down and started shrinking. Soon she was walking towards me, still shrinking. She put her arm around me and we headed to the bathroom for that shower. We made love under the pounding water, and she insisted that I tell her how it was sliding through her gut while we were doing it.
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