Aldrea Chapter 5

     We were speeding down a tree-lined, two-lane highway in a Trans Am. The morning was bright and warm, foretelling a hot and sunny afternoon ahead. Our destination was a cottage my family owned, located on a bluff overlooking Lake Greater. This early in the summer, the lake’s waters would still be fairly cold, so it was likely the neighboring cottages and cabins wouldn’t be occupied. Along with the general seclusion of the site, this was an ample opportunity for Aldrea to stretch a little and allow her general weirdness out. Plus, a lakeside cottage is just a nice place to be for a summer weekend.
     Aldrea was sitting in the passenger seat, wearing a white blouse and a conservatively cut grey skirt. Her curves, which were normally eye-popping, were instead fairly modest, while her normally ravishing face looked plain, an interesting effect considering she still looked like Aldrea. We had figured out that her looks tended to distract other drivers after several near collisions, so now she tones it down when out in public. No sense causing an accident. Today she was also wearing thick-rimmed reading glasses. She knew the sexy librarian look was a favorite of mine. I was certain she’d turn on the charm as soon as we made the cottage.

     The car was magnificent. Its contours were a shiny black with a blood red trim. The glass panels of the T-tops were stowed away in the trunk, letting a cooling breeze in that swept back Aldrea’s locks. The engine purred as I accelerated around slower traffic. This far north of any major cities, traffic was pretty light.
     The Trans Am wasn’t mine. I had left my sedan at home, asking Aldrea if she could hook me up with something a little more stylish. The car was composed entirely of Aldrea’s aether-stuff. It looked and acted just like a real car, right down to needing keys in the ignition, but had some advantages over ordinary vehicles. For one thing, it never needed gas. Aldrea could produce as much as we needed, and when it came out the end as exhaust, she simply let it fade away rather than harm the environment. For another thing, it stayed bright and clean, instead of the gradual accumulating of road dust and spattered bugs it should have been getting. She simply absorbed the debris and let it drift out the back. So the car stayed in exquisite condition for the entire drive and saved me some gas money. When we got to the cottage, Aldrea would relax her attention, and it would return to the aether until we needed it again. 

     I looked over. Even when she was toning it down she still looked great. “So,” I said, “I was wondering if you could tell me a little bit more about your powers.” I’d been meaning to find out about her capabilities, and she was stuck beside me for the duration of the car ride. She tended to brush off this line of questioning, stating that it made for better surprises later. 
     She smiled at me. “You trapped me with this long trip to weasel information out of me,” she accused, her smile never leaving her face. “Well, it will take a bit more effort than that to pump me for information.” Her eyes flashed under her glasses.

     “Come on, sexy. I know about some stuff. Take this for example.” I gestured at the vehicle surrounding us. “This whole car is you, but it runs just like a real car. Better.” I reached over and put my hand on her thigh. “You’re awesome, and I’d like to know what you can do. You know, in case of emergencies.”

     She tilted her head and gave me a look like I’m an idiot. She wasn’t buying the ‘emergencies’ scenario. 

     “It’s not like you have anything to hide from me,” I said. “I’ve seen more of you than I would have thought possible.” I squeeze her thigh. “I just want to know more about you.”
     “It’s not that simple,” said Aldrea. “Mortals aren’t supposed to know too much about the divine realm. It gives them funny ideas. But I’ll tell you what. You can ask one specific question, and I promise to answer truthfully.”

     I thought about it for a second. I’d often wondered about the true extent of Aldrea’s power. After all, if you’ve got a being of unknown cosmic strength residing at your home, you’d like to have some idea that if she sneezes your whole state would end up looking like Detroit. So I already had a list of specific things I wanted to ask her. The trouble was, deciding which particular question to ask.

     I went for the most generic. “Do you immortals have magic? I mean, I’ve seen you manipulate your body in really fantastic ways and pop around to different locations, but could you, say, cast a spell?”

     She put a finger to her lips, looking contemplative. “Yes and no,” she said at last.

     “You know that’s not an answer, right? You could give me a little explanation.”

     She chuckled. “I suppose. Yes, because I can personally fling any number of effects that you’d deem magical, including using my body to simulate pyrotechnics, or maybe calling on my goddess for a divine favor, or even utilizing one of the occult resources that I’ve picked up over the centuries. No, because not every immortal can do those things, since each god or goddess creates their immortals with different capabilities. Also, actually using Meluwan’s favors or supernatural effects other than those inherent in my construction could alert the local deities and piss them off.” 

     I gave her a puzzled look. “Generally the gods follow non-compete and non-interference rules, especially when operating in foreign territory. If I went and preformed some miracle, that might sway belief away from one of the locals, and thus upsets whatever power balance is in place here. Since fighting among the gods is generally destructive and doesn’t usually resolve any conflicts, they avoid it. Hence, Meluwan has instructed me not to show off.”

     “What about me?” I asked. “You do weird stuff around me all the time.”

     “You didn’t participate in the local gods’ power struggles, being an atheist when we met. Plus, with a new kid in town, it’s generally accepted that a few quiet contacts will be made. Meluwan probably alerted the dominant deities of North America to the fact that she’s got an agent in town. I stay out of their way, and they don’t worry about a mortal non-believer joining a start-up.”

     This was an interesting line of discussion, but I didn’t want to push my luck. Probing too deeply in the affairs of divine beings had resulted in Aldrea leaving for a week the last time, and I had no intention of ruining our getaway weekend. “So what kind of spells can you do?”

     “Nope,” she said. “The deal was that you get one question. I think the answer I gave you is more than enough. Besides, we’re almost there.”

     I looked at an approaching sign. Sure enough, the turn for the bluff was coming up. I had waited too long to start the conversation. Oh well.

     A short time later I was unpacking the car. Aldrea was inside, exploring the cottage. I carried our bags down into the bedroom I’d chosen for us. The cottage was surprisingly big, with three bedrooms, two baths, a humongous dining room, comfortable living room, well-stocked kitchen, screened off patio, and giant picture windows along most of the walls facing the lake. Three successive generations of my family had expanded the original rough cottage.

     Our bedroom was the only one in the basement. It was also the only bedroom facing the lake. A huge window covered most of one wall, which also had a door leading out onto the back porch. A Queen sized bed dominated most of the room though there were a few other odd bits of furniture. I set our bags at the foot of the bed and went looking for Aldrea. 

     She right was upstairs in the living room, staring out of the biggest window in the house. The view there was magnificent, offering an unobstructed visual of the steep, tree-covered hill behind the cottage and the expansive beach that extended from the bottom of the hill to the water. From there, the lake extended to the horizon, glittering in the early afternoon sunshine. From here, the pounding of the surf below was constant background noise.
     Aldrea was staring out the window, seemingly enraptured by the sight. I walked up behind her and put my arms around her waist. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”
     “It’s gorgeous! You really came here regularly growing up?”

     “Every chance my mom could get to get us out of the city. You should see it in the other seasons. In winter the trees get covered in snow and the shore freezes over. In fall, the leaves change color. And in spring, the whole hillside blooms with new life.”
     “Your world can be really beautiful sometimes, Raz,” she said, turning around in my arms. She rested her head on my chest.

     I gently lifted her chin so that I could look at her face. Her eyes were sparkling with unshed tears. It was a surprisingly human expression. “You’re really beautiful,” I said. “All the time.” I kissed her. “I love you, Aldrea.”

     I felt her stiffen. I’d made a mistake. I’d never told her that before, not seriously. I shouldn’t have said anything. She looked at me, pity in her eyes for just a second. That was replaced by a smile, but it was a sad smile. “Raz, I can’t love you back.”
     “Why not?” I asked, feeling angry because I felt foolish.

     “Because I can’t. Immortals can feel affection, we can feel camaraderie, we can feel friendship, we can even feel lust, but not love. Not romantic love. I’ve felt all those other things for you, but Meluwan won’t allow one of us to fall for a mortal.”

     Her explanation helped sooth the anger, but not the ache of my unreturned feelings. I gazed past her, looking out the window at the crashing waves below. I was trying to sort out my emotions, trying to force them to make sense. I shouldn’t have said anything. Damn it!

     Aldrea took my hand. “Come on,” she said. “I still have some surprises for you. I was going to give you one on this trip, but I think I’ll make it two instead.”
     I followed, though I wasn’t really in the mood for surprises, even Aldrea’s. As we walked I noticed that her skirt was tightening over her hips. She was letting her curves return to their normal robustness, without changing her clothing. Aldrea expanding in her clothing held fond memories for me. I remembered fondly back to the first time she had swallowed me. I started to get excited, despite the blow I had just taken. Aldrea was willing to be with me, and perhaps that’s all that matters.

     Aldrea led me down the steps, into the basement bedroom, her clothes now tight against her body. The curtains were closed now, blotting out the sunlight, but there were candles scattered about. A figure lay naked on the bed, a likely explanation for the change in lighting. It was Raya. “Hi, Raz,” she said as I reached the bottom of the stairs. 
     “Hey beautiful,” I said, staring at her nude form. Raya was built differently than Aldrea. Unlike her architect’s chocolaty brown skin, Raya’s was a creamy white. She was a bit shorter than Aldrea, a bit rounder in the belly. While Aldrea’s hips flared out, alluding to her massive booty, Raya’s hips were closer to average, her bottom nice and shapely, but not huge. To compensate, she was more top-heavy than Aldrea, with colossal breasts topped by pink nipples that seemed tiny in comparison. 

     Raya’s face was a bit rounder than Aldrea’s, and her pink lips tended to smile in joy and excitement rather than the sarcasm that was the source of the majority of Aldrea’s smirks. Her shoulder length hair was predominantly a medium brown, but its wavy lengths contained highlights of sandy blonde and fiery red. Her eyes were a shocking hazel, with rings of emerald encircling rings of light brown. 

     The most subtle difference went completely unnoticed by me the first few times Aldrea brought Raya into our sex life. While Aldrea tended to ignore jewelry except when in the guise of another, Raya seemed to revel in shiny baubles. Her fingers and toes were randomly encircled by intricate rings. Her ears were both pierced for multiple adornments. Her belly button and nipples were also pierced, usually studded with tiny ornaments that exaggerated the bounty of rippling flesh they were embedded in. One of her nostrils was pierced, and it wasn’t until she wore a ring in it did I consciously pick up on her love of jewelry.
     Aldrea walked over to the bed, her ass straining the fabric of her skirt with every step. She bent over and kissed Raya, her ass swaying in my direction. She sat on the bed, her arm around her alter ego. 
     “This is my surprise?” I asked. “Don’t get me wrong, three-way sex is awesome, but we’ve done it before.”

     “Well Raz,” said Aldrea, “we’re about to have a threesome like you’ve never had before.” She trailed a finger down Raya’s side, while Raya in turn stroked Aldrea’s firm thigh. “See, we’ve both eaten you plenty of times. But we’ve never explored the voyeuristic side to your vore interest. You’ve never watched me eat anyone else. So today”-she licked the side of Raya’s face-“I’ll eat her, while you watch.” 

     My cock, which had been stirring since Aldrea started returning to her customary proportions, came fully alert. It strained against my jeans. The pair on the bed saw my evident arousal and giggled. They stood up and walked over to me, Aldrea’s hips swishing and Raya’s tits bouncing. Together they undressed me, their hands often straying from the task to caress my body or each other’s. With her hand on my dick Raya said, “I think he likes the idea of watching me go into your tummy.” 

     Aldrea stayed clothed, despite my attempts to correct that situation. 
     Once I was undressed, the pair maneuvered me into the only chair in the room and then sat on the bed across from me. They kissed and caressed each other passionately. After a lengthy tongue kiss, Aldrea’s mouth opened wide. I’d seen it stretch that much before, but only when she was about to devour me. I knew firsthand what Raya’s view was: a gaping, salivating maw with a view straight back to the hungry, waiting throat.
     It seemed like Raya was going to play a willing morsel. “Are you going to eat me all up?” she asked and brought her hands up to Aldrea’s mouth and shoved them inside. A small gulping sound followed, Raya’s hands disappearing down the waiting throat. Soon her arms were swallowed up to the shoulder, so she leaned her head forward to shove it inside. “Yeah, put me in your sexy belly,” said Raya, who gave a squeak as Aldrea’s tongue slurped over her face. The bulge in Aldrea’s throat expanded as she started swallowing Raya’s head. 
     Watching this was fascinating, and frankly pretty hot. Aldrea had to stretch further to get her mouth over Raya’s shoulders. She bent down to cram more of her prey into her waiting mouth, drool leaking down her meal to lubricate it for the most difficult phase of insertion. Aldrea’s hands, which had so far been lovingly caressing Raya’s body, came up and started massaging the large white globes of Raya’s breast, slowly stuffing them into Aldrea’s mouth. At this point, my hands drifted down to my penis and started stroking slowly.
     Aldrea got both of Raya’s breasts into her mouth, though I’m not sure how both actually fit. Her tongue ran over them lovingly, and the expression on her face showed that she enjoyed the flavor. Raya meanwhile was rubbing her thighs together, her pale skin flushed in arousal. Her hands no longer occupied, Aldrea reached down and started to play with Raya’s moist sex.
     With a gulp, the bulge from Raya’s tits moved from her mouth to Aldrea’s throat. The buttons at the top of Aldrea’s blouse burst, the fabric flying open to accommodate its new burden. Raya lifted herself off the bed so that she could better stuff more of herself into the other woman’s mouth. Aldrea reached around and grabbed her ass, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and pulled. Raya’s belly disappeared into the mouth, then her hips entered. Raya’s legs went up into the air, spread wide to give me an excellent view of Aldrea’s tongue probing the flavor of her pussy. 

     They held that position for a while, the bulge that had formed in Aldrea’s belly squirming as Aldrea’s tongue darted lovingly over Raya’s pussy. Then Aldrea loosened her throat and gravity took over. Raya’s hips and thighs slid into Aldrea rapidly, the bulge expanding and ripping the fabric covering Aldrea’s stomach. With a slurp, Aldrea sucked in the last of Raya’s legs, her tongue running over the bottoms of her meal’s feet. A gulping sound, louder than the others, indicated that all of Raya had been swallowed up. 
     As the last bit of Raya slid into the stomach, the bulge in Aldrea’s belly stopped expanding, but didn’t stop squirming. Occasionally something identifiable pressed against Aldrea’s taut flesh; a splayed-fingered hand, the outline of a face, the curve of a hip. Aldrea let out a heroic belch, practically rattling the windows, indicating her satisfaction with the meal. 
     For most of this I’d been leaning forward in the chair to get a better look, one hand on the arm of the chair for support, one on my genitals. Sticky pre-cum dribbled slowly to the floor. My eyes were wide and I can’t be sure I wasn’t panting like a dog in the heat of summer. Aldrea gazed at me over her great stomach with a look that was equal parts satisfaction and lust, beckoning me forward. “That was just the foreplay, Raz. Let’s see what we can do with that nice big dick of yours.”

     I was next to her in a flash. My arms went around her full belly. I’d filled it myself, many times, but I’d never seen it with another person inside. Aldrea’s belly felt soft, and even though it was stretched out, the flesh yielded slightly to my touch, rippling as if it had already converted its meal to fat. Occasionally I’d feel a bit of Raya through the flesh, usually something soft and curvy. 
     I leaned over Aldrea’s belly and planted a kiss on her lips. “This is an awesome surprise,” I said. 

     She looked at me, obviously still hungry. “You’re lucky we’ve got other plans: otherwise you’d be joining her in there. Possibly in reverse.” She hefted her bulk over, rolling onto her belly. “Instead, I want you to just stick one part of you back there.” She lay on her swollen belly, her weight forcing it to bulge out on either side. She let out another belch, eliminating more air that had been swallowed down with Raya.
     Her blouse still covered her back and her skirt, though rumpled, still extended down to her thighs, the fabric sorely taxed by her expanded booty. She had positioned herself so that her belly was on the bed, supporting most of her weight, but her legs extended over its side, her toes on the floor, keeping her butt up and her back arched. She let out another belch. I could see Raya wiggling inside Aldrea, and I wondered why she was still struggling. She had looked really happy on the way in: why fight it now?

     Aldrea lifted up the back of her skirt. In contrast to the dull colors of her outer wear, what she wore beneath was a riot of colors. The bit of her thong actually peaking out from her cavernous crack had tie-dyed patterns of yellow, pink and orange. She reached back and pulled the wedged fabric out, revealing that it became bright green and deep purple as it approached the front. She pulled the thong aside, where it snapped into her jiggling booty flesh and stayed, then spread her cheeks apart. I wasn’t surprised to see her anus glistening with lubricant already. She was as impatient for insertion as I was.
     I lined up and slowly pushed the head of my dick into Aldrea’s asshole. After a moment the resistance eased and I slid into the greased orifice. I leaned over and gripped Aldrea’s full belly as I buried my dick up to the hilt. Aldrea gasped as my balls slapped into her pussy, which was still partially panty covered. She looked back at me and said, “Do you want me to digest her?” Her stomach still wiggled under my touch. 
     My dick ached with the implications. Though I didn’t like the idea of being digested myself, the thought of another getting that treatment was very erotic. The voyeuristic side of vore was a very different animal for me. I nodded. “Oh, Raz!” said Aldrea, “before I convert Raya into ass fat, I think she’s got a surprise for you!” 
     I noticed the pressure on my dick was increasing. Normally Aldrea’s ass is nice and tight, but now it was getting so tight it was difficult to maintain my thrusts. I stopped, fully embedded in Aldrea’s anus, intending to ask her what she was doing, when I felt something bump into the head of my dick. 

     It was soft, and for a second I worried about the implications of something in my girlfriend’s rectum colliding with my penis. But then it encircled the head of my dick and I realized what it was. All of Raya’s squirming had been her crawling through Aldrea’s bowels, trying to reach the exit. What I was feeling was Raya’s lips wrapped around my dick, while it was still entrenched in Aldrea’s asshole.
     “Do you like going ass-to-mouth without even having to pull your dick out?” asked Aldrea. 

     In response I started thrusting again with increased vigor, overcoming the added suction and anal pressure that Raya was putting on my penis. 

     “Oh Raz! She’s in there rubbing her pussy while she blows you! She’s hot knowing that your spunk is gonna be the last thing she tastes before my belly digests her. Oh Raz, you two are going to make me cum!”

     Aldrea shuddered, her muscles tightening as her climax crashed over her like a wave. Raya, caught in the epicenter of the anal orgasm sucks harder, desperately trying to hang onto my dick while Aldrea’s rectum clutched around her. 

     The squeezing muscles of Aldrea’s anus around my dick and the insistent suction of Raya’s hungry maw brang me to climax. I ejaculated into Raya’s waiting mouth, spurt after spurt of white hot jizz flowing down the throat of the devoured girl.

     I collapsed onto Aldrea’s back, held far off the bed by her engorged stomach. Both of us lay there panting for a moment. Raya lovingly teased my shriveling dick with her tongue probably being smooshed by the combined weight of the two bodies on top of her. After going over every last centimeter that was still inserted, she used her tongue to push it back out of the anus. It popped out with a moist sucking sound as I raised my hips. I gazed down and saw Raya’s pink tongue wiggling out of Aldrea’s asshole for just a second, before it was slurped back inside.

     Aldrea shifted beneath me, indicating that I should roll off her. I did so, and lay on the bed as she rolled onto her back beside me. Her belly was making some strange gurgling sounds. The sounds of Raya being sucked back into the stomach, I supposed. 
     She said, “After all that exercise, I think I need some calories. Now that she’s moved back into my stomach, I think it’s digestion time!”

     “Will I see Raya again?” I asked. I worried the answer might be no.

     “Of course you will, Raz,” Aldrea assured me. “This was way too much fun for it to be a one-time thing.” 

     I watched in fascination as Aldrea’s rumbling tummy started to work at its meal. Raya was being compressed and churned. I put my hand on the round stomach, and felt the previous firmness start to soften. There was still movement inside, however.

     “I think she’s still masturbating in there, cheeky girl,” said Aldrea softly. She let out a small burp. After a few minutes she said “Most of her is soup now. My stomach will squirt it into my intestines over the next hour or so. By late afternoon she should be ready to come out. How about a nap in the meantime?” She looked down at my crotch. My member had started expanding at her description of Raya’s current state of digestion.

     Still exhausted from the sex, though, I nodded in agreement. I lay my head on her swollen belly, which felt more like a waterbed than like there was a person in there, though I suppose that made sense. 

     “Raz, I may not be able to give you everything you want, but you have to admit that I can still give you a lot that you’d never find anywhere else. And I do care about you, very much.” She sounded sleepy. “It won’t be love, but I can give you the next best thing.” I snuggled deeper into her belly, comforted by her words, and by the warmth of her body next to mine. I fell asleep listening to the gurgles of Raya moving through Aldrea’s digestive tract.

     I dreamt that Aldrea brought every character that she ever role-played as to the bedroom. There, she had me feed her each one in turn. Once her belly had swollen to titanic proportions, she had begged me to fuck her. Right as I was about to stick it in her, she farted, blasting me across the room. I hit the wall and rebounded, falling towards Aldrea’s hungry, open mouth. As I fell, I caught a glimps of a tall, sinister shadow cast on the curtains from outside.
     I jolted awake as Aldrea passed gas again, loudly. The smell would have made my eyes water months ago, but I had built up a tolerance for, and had even begun to enjoy, the more realistic flatulence that Aldrea had been producing lately. 

     “Ooh, Raz, I think you need to get up. It feels like Raya’s ready to come out now.” She gently pushed me off her smaller, but still bloated belly. Her clothing had disappeared while I slept, except for her vibrant thong, which was wedged back into a much expanded booty. Aldrea’s bust had also benefited from the extra fat that Raya had provided. 

     Aldrea lifted herself off the bed and waddled towards the stairs. “Where’s the bathroom, Raz?” she asked, her booty cheeks clenched tightly closed to prevent anything from being released prematurely. 

     “The nearest one is upstairs, to the left.” I replied. “Can’t miss it.”

     “Thanks,” she said, and started to climb the stairs. 

     “Can I…Can I watch?” I asked, blushing. I’d never asked a girl if I could watch her use the toilet before. Then again, Aldrea had never had to use a toilet before today.

     Aldrea smiled at me, that same mischievous smile that I had gotten to know so well. “Of course, babe. Does this mean we’re moving closer to incorporating scat in our vore play?”

     “Maybe,” I said, getting up to follow her. “And if we’re both going to be in there, we might as well use the other bathroom. It’s bigger. Here, I’ll show you.”

     I followed her up the stairs, eagerly inhaling the few farts she let out into my face on the way.
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