
“That'll be $29.99” the cashier said. Mark handed two $20 bills, put his change in his pocket and walked out of the mall with hew new 'Relaxing Sound Machine”. He had been having trouble sleeping lately, and nothing else seemed to help...not even the prescription for sleeping pills he got from his doctor. This specific device came highly recommended from a friend, and it was affordable, so it was worth a shot.


Later that night, Mark plugged his sound machine in and started seeing what sounds it had. The first night he decided to try a waterfall sound, which helped him fall asleep, but he had to make frequnt bathroom trips. He tried a thunderstorm the next night, which indeed helped him sleep better. Over the next few nights Mark tried a number of other sounds, each with varying results; wind chimes didn't help at all, while campfire, flute, static, and gentle rain all helped. 


Then, after a week of trying various sounds, Mark found the crickets setting. This made a world of difference. He now slept with the sound of crickets playing (rather loudly) every night. This went on for about 8 months when the sound machine suddenly stopped working. Mark immidiatly ordered a new one online. One that only played cricket sounds, he even paid for overnight delivery. 


After a restless night, he awoke to find his package sitting outside his door. He brought it in, opened it, and plugged it in...something sounded slightly off about it but Mark couldn't tell what exactly. It was relaxing nonetheless, and would help him sleep, so he ignored it.


That night Mark slept well, but had troubled dreams. He was walking through a dense foggy jungle, but everything was the wrong size. Some trees were massive while others no bigger than a traffic cone, but they still looked fully grown, and had none of the sapling look. As he ventured deeper into the forest he began to feel a sense of foreboding, yet he continued on. After about a mile and a half, the sense of foreboding turned into dread, which slowly became pure terror. Mark was running as fast as he could, but he couldn't say why or what he was trying to get away from, he just knew he had to run, and he dared not look behind him. 


Mark could feel himself tiring out and breathing harder; he knew he'd have to stop and rest sooner rather than later, but not quite yet, he must push on just a bit more. So he continued running full speed...and suddenly stopped. He couldn't move...he soon realized he had ran right into a giant spiderweb. Fearing the spider that had made it, he started trying to free himself, hut couldn't. He looked on, helplessly, as something moved 50 feet or so in front of him, through a thick tangle of vines and brush, suddenly a large yellow eye appeared and stared at him.


Mark sat up suddenly, breathing hard, in his own bed. He couldn't remember what he was dreaming, but he knew it was a nightmare. He eventually drifted off to sleep, without the bad dreams. He had been to tired to notice that his noise machine wasn't making noise anymore. He awoke the next day with no memories of the night before, and went about his daily routine like normal.


That night as he was getting ready to go to sleep, he turned his noise machine on, but then stopped for a mnute, he didn't remember turning it off that morning...but it was off...he told himself he must have just done it without thinking. He has the same dream again, only this time he managed to dodge the spiderweb and run into a large sleeping creature, but it was too dark to see what it was. Suddenly a yellow eye snapped open on the creature as it started to wake up. Make was awakened by a crack of thunder, he sat up, trying to remember the dream he was having, and wondering what had awoken him.


Suddenly, he heard another loud crash, from inside his house. He was about to get up and go check out what happened when he heard heavy thumping like footsteps walking down the hall towards his door. Whatever it was, it was moving quickly, Mark reached up to turn on his lamp when his door was thrown forcibly open. Mark tried to scream but no sound came out, standing just outside his door was an 8 foot tall...something...with glowing yellow eyes. 


Panic gripped Mark as he fumbled with the knob on his bedside lamp, wanting to see whatever was standing in his door, but dreading it at the same time. Finally, after a few fumbled attempts, the light clicked on and Mark gasped. Standing outside his door was an 8 foot tall frog-like creature, walking on two legs. “Who...what...what are you?” he managed to stutter as the creature ducked it's head and stepped through the door, stepping into the light.


The creature, Mark saw, had slimy green skin, no hair whatsoever, and a few random black spots on it's body. The creature yawned widely and Mark noticed, thankfully, that it had no teeth. He also noticed, with a bit of unease, that it's mouth was exceptionally large. Lowering his gaze a bit, he noticed the 'frog' had a very fat stomach. Lowering his gaze ever so slightly lower, Mark noticed a slimy green frog cock, his eye widened slightly out of fear.


The Frog croaked “I hear crickets, where are they?” Mark just looked at the creature, confused and asked “There aren't any crickets here...how could you have heard them?”, forgetting about his noise machine. The frog stepped forward, stomach jiggling, and said “I hear the, coming from over there” it said, pointed a webbed finger at the noise machine. Mark realized what the frog was talking about and explained “Those aren't real crickets, it's just noise to help me sleep” with a nervous laugh and a quick glance between the frogs legs.


Croaking angrily, the frog said “You think it's funny? I passed up three potential meals and a sexy frog-lady to find thees abnormally loud crickets. They would have to be huge to chirp this loudly”. Mark stared up and said “I didn't mean to, I just needed the sound to sleep...by the way, why are you walking? I thought frogs were supposed to hop”


The frog grinned at Mark “So you want me to hop?” the frog leaped across the room, landing on the bed next to Mark. The frog put a slimy arm around Mark's shoulder, and pulling him up against the frog's body. Croaking, the frog looked down at Mark with a look of approval and, grinning,  said “You'll do nicely” Mark looked up at the frog nervously and asked “Do nicely f-for what?”


The frog casually said “Well, you made me pass up a very sexy frog, and as you can see I'm very horny” he said pointing at his slimy green cock “You also made me miss dinner, so you'll be filling in for that as well” tightening his grip on Mark. Comprehension suddenly dawned on Mark's face, but the frog's grip was far too strong, he couldn't escape. “P-p-please don't do this! I'll do anything! Just don't eat me!”. The frog looked down at Mark grinning and said “You should have thought of that before, the sound of crickets makes me very hungry...so we'll be leaving your machine on, for now” he said. Mark looked terrified and said “But I just bought it to help me sleep”. The frog reponded “I'm sure you'll find your new bed very comfortable, you won't be having sleeping problems there” as he patted his very fat stomach. Mark could see it was very jiggly and wondered how many other people had suffered the fate he was about to.


“But first, I'm horny. You need to fix that. Mouth or butt?” asked the frog. Mark couldn't believe what he was hearing...he glanced down between the frog's legs and decided that the slime would make it taste horrible “I'm NOT putting that thing in my mouth” he said defiantly to the frog. “Alright, butt it is then” the frog said, using his other hand to remove Mark's boxers, lifting him up, and plopping him down on his lap, with his erect cock going up Mark's butt. The frog wrapped both arms around Mark, holding him firmly in place, as he bent over, and started humping. It's tongue snaked it's way around Mark's face, working it's way down around his chest as the frog pumped harder and harder. Mark felt a sudden warm sensation inside and knew the frog was done...he also knew what was coming next.


The frog said “You sure taste good, for a human” as he flung mark face-up on the bed. Mark was ashamed of it, but he was extremely turned on by what had just happened. Next, the frog sat on Mark's face, pressing his green frog butt rather forcefully on his face. He sat like this for about a minute before releasing the pressure and letting Mark gasp a breathless “What are you doing?!” before pressing his butt down again, for another minute. This time after a minute he got off completely, and said “I'm going to eat you, meaning you'll be a part of me. You should just know what you're becoming a part of” as he squeezed Mark into his flabby stomach, face-first. Mark, still horny, timidly asked “Can I fuck you in the butt before you eat me? Please?” The frog laughed and said “I suppose there's no harm in it” as he presented his butt to Mark. As soon as his dick was up the frog's butt, the frogs legs wrapped around him from behind, holding him in place “Just to make sure you don't try to escape” the frog assured him. Mark finished much quicker than he'd have liked...he was trying to stall to find some way out of being eaten. 


Mark heard the frog's stomach growl loudly “Dinner time” it croaked as it grabbed Mark by the shoulders with it's slimy webbed hands. A long tongue again snaked out of the frogs mouth, tasting every inch of Mark's upper body that it could before sucking him into it's mouth. Mark's face was pressed to the back of the frog's throat, suddenly a strong suction began pulling him, as the slimy hands slid down to hold him by the legs. The frog tilted it's head back, allowing gravity to help with the swallowing. As suddenly as the suction has started, it stopped. Mark knew he must have reached the stomach. He screamed, but the sound was muffled by the frog's fat, he felt more of himself enter the stomach, the frogs tongue tasting him constantly on the way down. When just his feet were left out of rhe frog's mouth, the swallowing stopped, Mark took it as a sign of not being eaten, and began to shout a “Thank you” to the frog, but then the swallowing started again; Mark was now fully inside the creatures stomach. It was less cramped than he'd have thought. Suddenly Mark felt strong movement coming from the frog, it took only seconds to realize the frog was humping it's own stomach.


Mark struggled, asking the frog to let him go, but got no response, either it couldn't hear him or didn't care. Mark finally accepted his fate; as he drifted off to sleep, he could faintly hear the sound of crickets.

