Seeds of Desire

“I’m gonna eat you today, Benny.  Just thought you should know.”

No matter how many times Craig said stuff like that to me, it never failed to make me grin.  And get me aroused.  Especially since it was no longer just online chatter.

I glanced up from whatever TV show I was mindlessly watching to see Craig standing at the kitchen counter of his apartment, giving me a devious smile.  There was something in his stance this morning – a cockiness or confidence – that tugged at my curiosity.  

“Hell, I’m ready!” I said with a laugh.  “You know I’m ready whenever you are.”

His smile got wider and he rubbed his hand over his stomach, intentionally lifting the white t-shirt a bit to expose his tanned belly.  Craig had the type build that you could tell was once pretty athletic but now showed a few extra pounds.  The muscle tone gave way to a slight gut, but it made him that much sexier to me since I continually fantasized about being inside that gut.  

“You mean it?” he smiled, showing unusual excitement.  “Really?”

There was an intensity in his manner today that was different from his usual swagger – more direct, more focused - and it turned me on.  Craig had a tendency to occasionally give in to his baser desires; something that polite society might likely frown on.  But he was keenly aware of the boundaries of those with him and never crossed a line that they didn’t secretly want.  

I hesitated a moment, confused by the question.  Of course I meant it!  We had talked about this a hundred times before.  I wanted to be eaten – swallowed alive – and he wanted to eat me.  It was all fantasy obviously, but ever since we had met on an online chat board that catered to such ideas, we became chat buddies, and eventual friends in supporting each other’s goals.  It didn’t take long for each of us to confess that – were it within the realm of possibility – we would both go through with it, aware of the associated mortality and moral arguments one usually pins onto the topic.  In one very arousing (for me!) online conversation, Craig even admitted to swallowing a few fish; a confession that helped convince me that he was serious in his claim that he would actually eat me.  But I would always be at a loss in figuring out a way to prove to him that I was also just as serious in my conviction, since me getting swallowed by something was a bit more difficult to accomplish than him swallowing a little fish.  So I merely had to hope that he believed my constant claims that I would – indeed – want him to eat me.

But we both clearly understood the impossibility of it, and appreciated each other’s spoken contention that we really, really would - if we could.  But, physical limitations being what they are, and for all of Craig’s bravado, I remain sadly uneaten.

“Well?” Craig asked, as my hesitation over his heightened mood distracted me longer than I realized.

“Dude, you know I want you to eat me,” I responded, almost apologetically.

“But do you desire it, Benny?  Do you really, really desire it?”

Something about the way he said ‘desire’ caught me off guard.  He emphasized it as if it the word’s importance were key to something larger than he was letting on.

I leaned back and crossed my legs to cover my growing erection.  The fetish was intense for me, and finding someone with no qualms about granting my dream of being eaten resulted in my dealing with frequent boners.  “I’ve never wanted anything more than for you to swallow me down into your hungry belly!  Craig, if you could find a way to shrink me, I swear to God that I’d want you to eat me.”

He smiled.  Again with that devious grin of his.

“Good,” he said.  “Very good.”

I laughed, partly out of nervousness from his intensity, and partly to cover my own growing arousal because of his intensity.   “What’s going on with you today?”

He licked his lips teasingly, knowing he had me at a heightened state of vorish passion. “I’ll tell ya later,” he said, casually turning back towards the kitchen.  “It’s a surprise.”

Okay, that made my dick jump and I was glad he wasn’t looking at me.  When I arrived yesterday from San Diego, Craig had said he had a number of surprises for me.  This was our first physical meeting, and although it was not in my meager budget to fly across the country for a silly fetish, he had promised it would be worth it, implying that the fish swallowing escapades he had showed me during a video chat was merely a taste of what was to come when I got there.   Even if all he had planned was giving me a live performance of the fish eating, it had been enough to convince me to tell my boss that I had an out-of-state emergency to deal with, and max out a credit card with insane airline fees.

And much to my cock’s rock-hard enjoyment, Craig did indeed swallow a few rather large goldfish shortly after I arrived.  That was just to tease me, he had said.  The real surprise had come later when he was showing me his pet python; a beautiful creature, almost three feet long with an obvious lump in its belly.  Craig explained that he had picked up some little feeder mice the day before and had fed one to the snake that morning.  He knew I’d be disappointed in not getting to witness a mouse being eaten alive, and had gently picked up the remaining one, holding it out for me to see.

“Surprise,” he had said, flashing what I now know as his devious grin.  “Pretend this is you.”

Before I could react, he carefully popped the little mouse into his mouth, his eyes wide with excitement at seeing my obviously surprised and shocked expression.  And I had nearly shot a load in my pants when he quickly swallowed, forcing the mouse down his tight throat and into his stomach!

“Oh. My. God,” I had uttered in sheer amazement.

But Craig wasn’t done.  He pulled up his shirt and grabbed my shoulder, yanking me down and pushing my face into his soft belly.

“Can you hear it?” he had asked earnestly.

The faintest squeak came from deep within him before falling silent to the low grumble of his awakening stomach.  We both were holding our breath, overwhelmed with vorish arousal.

Still pressing my head against his abdomen, I could feel that he had an erection to match mine.  And it excited me even more to know that he was so turned on by what he had just done.  He had eaten a living mouse and I was pretty sure that I was about to have an orgasm!

“That’s gonna be what happens to you,” he had growled seductively. 

“God, I wish!” I murmured as I snuggled my face deeper into his gut, wanting so badly to be inside, to take the place of that tiny, lucky mouse.

“Kiss my belly,” he had demanded, to which I eagerly – and sloppily - complied.

The end of that evening had been spent sitting around talking – mostly about what he had done and how we each felt about it.  I had brought up the fact that most people would consider his actions barbaric and repulsive – unfit for civilized society.  He had countered by saying the mouse was going to be food for his snake regardless, so why should it matter who actually ate it?  I admired his casualness towards it since it played so well into my own desires to be eaten by him.  And as my state of arousal had become too obvious to hide, Craig had said that he was glad that I found his eating living creatures to be so erotic, continually tossing in comments about how he was planning on doing the same to me.  When I had asked if he had felt the mouse moving in his belly, he sadly replied no, that it was probably too small.  But added that he wanted me to promise to squirm around in his stomach after he ate me.  That just made my dick even harder, and he knew it.

When I had gone to bed, I relived the incredible moments of him swallowing the mouse – still wishing it could have been me – and had jacked off to the messiest orgasm I’d ever had.

So Craig now telling me he has another surprise coming had the immediate reaction of getting me totally hard again.  Was he going to eat something else?  I couldn’t imagine anything larger than the mouse actually being possible, so maybe he was planning on more mice.  Regardless of what he was going to do, I was certain that I was going to like it.  And probably need to jack off again after it.

“Hey,” he called out from the kitchen.  “I’m getting a Pepsi.  Want one?”

“Uh, sure.”

“Ice?”  

“Yeah, okay,” I responded, noting what a gracious host Craig had been so far during my visit.  He had treated me to pizza and beer last night at a favorite hangout of his, and made a very nice breakfast for me this morning.  I thought it was strange that he didn’t eat anything himself, but he said he rarely ate breakfast, but insisted on cooking for me since I was his guest.  And it was very good!  French toast, bacon, scrambled eggs, toast, orange juice … And I felt obligated to stuff myself due to the all the trouble he had gone through.  

“You’re too skinny,” he had joked as he served the huge meal to me.  “That’ll make it easier to swallow you, but I want you to fill my belly, ya know?”

“I wish I could fill your belly,” I had mumbled through a bite of French toast.  Craig just flashed his devious grin at me and had watched me eat.

Now, returning from the kitchen, he held out a glass of Pepsi for me.  The ice tinkled as I accepted it, taking a sip before setting it on the coffee table.  Craig sat down on the other end of the couch, and I could tell that he was looking at me.

“I’m gonna eat you today,” he said, almost hoarsely.

I glanced over and was startled by his expression.  He looked like an excited puppy about to explode with anticipatory energy; barely able to remain seated.  I chuckled, not knowing what to expect from him.

“Will I be enough to fill your belly?” I asked, recalling his comment from breakfast.

“Doesn’t matter,” he replied with a grin.  “I’m gonna eat you!”

It wasn’t lost on me that the connotation had changed from ‘I wish’ to ‘I’m gonna’, and with the added aggressiveness in his voice I felt myself getting hard yet again, leaning forward to pick up my glass in the hopes of hiding my growing erection.  I loved how confident he sounded when he said such things, and he seemed to be getting more determined in his declarations.   But reality was a rude kick in the pants and knew it would never happen.

“And I wish you could,” I sighed wistfully in response before gulping down half my drink.

“Wish Hell.  It’s gonna happen.”

I smiled at him and caught the look in his eyes.  Expectant.  Excited.  Aroused.  He seemed like he was ready to pounce on me and I wondered if raping me was going to be his next surprise.  Not that I would mind.  Craig wasn’t gay, but he wasn’t totally straight either.  He used sex as a predator would to stake his territory, regardless if it was a girl or a guy.  But again, he always knew the limits he could go with his target; giving them what they secretly wanted by taking from them what he demanded.  So, if rape was his plan, I’d be happy, but disappointed that his continued claims that he was going to eat me would be sadly unfulfilled.  Because it can’t happen.  It’s not possible.

“How?” I asked, accidentally allowing a touch of frustration to find it’s way into my voice.  “How’s it gonna happen?  Are you going to chop me up into little pieces?”

The comment – and probably my sudden shift in mood – seemed to catch him off guard.

“No.  Fuck no,” he said with a returning grin, subtly lifting his shirt to expose his belly, knowing the sight of it would put me right back in line with wanting to be inside it.  “I’m not gonna cut you or anything.  There’s not gonna be any blood.  That’s gross!  It’ll be just like how we talked about.  I’ll swallow you.  Alive.  But, you know what happens once my stomach gets hold of you.”

“Yeah.  I’ll be digested.  Slowly.  In your belly.”  I could feel my dick stirring. 

“And you’re cool with that, right?”  Again with that devious grin.

“Yeah,” I said casually.

“Okay.  Just making sure you’re up on what to expect.  Not that I’m gonna let you change your mind at this point.”  He shot that grin at me again and I could see the excitement in his eyes.  “Because I’m going to eat you.”

“Heh.  You realize it’s not politically correct to eat people, right?  The law might frown upon such activities.”  I laughed, but I had a minor twinge of trepidation from the way he was acting.  

“Fuck that!” he said.  “It’s not politically correct to want to kill yourself by being eaten either.”

“Point taken.”  I could tell he was going into one of his moods where he tossed out any regard for civilized considerations – which could mean anything from him swallowing a fish or mouse or deciding to rape me.

“And here we are,” he smirked.   “Predator and prey.”  His grin became a full evil smile with white teeth shining at me, and my dick stretched further down my pant leg.

I was totally excited by his manner, but uneasy about not knowing what he had planned.  I knew it would be crazy, whatever it was.  After yesterday, I didn’t doubt his conviction to do anything to display his power over whatever target he had his sights on, as that lucky little mouse found out.  But today, I was his target.  And although I knew he couldn’t eat me, I knew something was going to happen that would put me on the receiving end of his continued claim that eating me was truly his intent.  I anxiously gulped down the last of my Pepsi and set the glass on the table; my shaking hand betraying my anticipation and arousal.  

He glanced intently at the glass a moment before directing an animalistic gaze back at me, and I could swear I heard a low chuckle from deep within him.

“Hello, mouse,” he said hoarsely with a captivating air of seduction as he leaned forward, putting us face to face.

“Um … hi?”  I nervously giggled – a completely involuntary response.  

“Think of me as a cat,” he continued slowly in a voice that growled in sensuality.  “A very, very hungry cat.  And I’m going to eat you … mouse.”  

He was now on the couch on all fours, with his grinning face mere inches from mine.  Obviously, whatever his surprise was going to be, this was the beginning of it.  And my rock-hard erection was now mostly due to facing an unknown situation that I had to concede Craig’s control over.  I didn’t yet know my roll in his game, so all I did was smile back as he let out a lustful growl.

But after a moment of playfully pawing at my t-shirt, his expression changed and he quickly scanned me up and down.  He suddenly seemed irritated and I quietly panicked at what I might’ve done – or not done – to advance whatever surprise he was instigating.

“Dammit!” he blurted in frustration as I fretted over what went wrong.  “That fucker ripped me off!  He fuckin’ lied to me!”

My eyes went wide in confusion.  “What … who?” I stammered.

“That asshole at the mall!”  Craig flopped back on the couch, still facing me.  “He said he was a fucking shaman!  Said his goddamn shit was real!  And I wasted fifty fucking bucks on his goddamn magic potion!”

“Magic … what?”  I stared in total disbelief.  I was expecting something unusual, but not this far outside the realm of reality!

“He said it would shrink me!” Craig continued, aggravation showing in his voice.  “Obviously, I didn’t tell him I was gonna use it on you so I could eat you, but he swore to me it would work!”

“Wait … You put something in my drink?!”

“Yeah!  His fuckin’ useless magic goddamn potion!  He said that when it was mixed with enough desire, it would shrink whoever drank it!  And I know I got the desire to eat you – I’m fuckin’ ready right now!   And you said you desired it too!  So, what the fuck went wrong?”

I was incredulous!  For all our talking about him eating me, I never would’ve thought that Craig would make such an unabashedly covert attempt to do it without telling me!  And he was acting like he seriously thought he was going to shrink me and eat me!  As the initial shock of his spiking my drink passed, I realized the impossibleness of what he had planned and had to bite my lip to keep from smiling at the absurdity of it.  Especially since he still seemed to think that it could’ve worked.

“Dammit,” he grumbled, picking up my empty glass to angrily examine it as if needing to ensure I actually drank whatever it was he slipped into the Pepsi.  “Fifty fucking dollars!  Gone!  Fucking wasted!”

“I’m … sorry,” I offered, totally unsure of what to expect at this point.   But the fact that he had taken our mutual fantasy to this level of execution had the usual effect on me: I again become totally aroused.  After all, one of the things that drew me to him was his insistence that he would, indeed, eat me if it were possible.  And I always believed that I was serious about my own conviction of wanting to be swallowed alive, but always with the unfortunate caveat that it realistically could not happen.

“… not your fault,” he muttered as a wild spark flashed in his eye.  “But fuck it, I’m not wasting fifty bucks to get you here and not get something out of it!”

He quickly lunged at me, grabbing me by the back of the neck and roughly pulling my face down into his crotch as his free hand untied the rope to his sweatpants.  Yanking them off, he grabbed my face at the cheeks, squeezing enough to pry my mouth open and onto his hardening erection.  I nearly gagged as he shoved my head down onto him, sliding his cock deep into my throat.  

Okay, I was fine with this once I had a moment to catch up on what was happening, and allowed him to begin fucking my face – not that I could’ve stopped him at this point.  I usually prefer to be the aggressor when I’m giving head, but I felt bad for him getting cheated in his plan to eat me, and figured I should at least give him the best blowjob I could in consolation.  Besides, even though I hadn’t told him this part of my fantasy, I would have wanted to suck him off before he ate me anyway.  So, the being eaten part still isn’t going to happen, but at least I get to satisfy a small part of my fantasy.  

And the more I thought about it, the more turned on I got.  Craig had seriously thought he was going to shrink me and eat me!   And as he lifted his shirt out of the way, exposing his belly, I couldn’t help but think of the mouse that was in there yesterday, which added to my overwhelming arousal about his sense of conviction!  If I had had any doubts about his going through with it, they were erased now, and I wish his silly plan to shrink me would’ve worked.

I rested my hand on his heaving stomach as he continued to vent his annoyance by pistoning his cock in and out of my throat, and dreamed about what it would feel like inside.  His hand covered mine, holding it firmly to his belly as I felt him begin to tense up.  I held off stroking myself because I didn’t want to be distracted from Craig’s onslaught.  It wasn’t sex to him; it was a release of the frustration of being denied what he really wanted.  And since I couldn’t give him that, at least I could give him this.

Or rather, he could give it to me.  Without warning, his cock erupted its hot seed into my mouth and down my throat.  He growled lustily as I gulped the salty, thick blobs of semen that jetted out of his manhood.  It felt like a solid minute of him unloading into me, and I thought about how his failure to eat me resulted in my eating a part of him.  With my belly full, he finally released my head from his grip and we both sat up, exhausted, breathing heavily.

I watched his stomach rise and fall with each drained breath and again felt the pangs of knowing I would never get to experience it further than I had today.

“You would’ve really eaten me if that potion worked, huh?” I asked after a moment, my arousal at the concept reminding me that I still had a serious erection to deal with later.

Craig sighed and I could see the disappointment in his eyes.  “Yeah.  Fuck yeah,” he said softly, almost contemplatively, but with his usual air of confidence beginning to return.  “Just like the mouse yesterday.”

The distinction between fantasy and reality with him was that he had no qualms about swallowing living mice.  Or me, if he could.  A concept I now had absolute belief in, and that made my dick jump again.

“But I’d enjoy it more with you,” he continued, “because you’d know what was happening.  You’d be conscious of every inch of my insides as I swallowed you.  You’d be fully aware of your fate, and when you were curled up in my belly you’d know that it was my desire that got you there.”

He ended with a sadistic chuckle and I realized this was never about what I wanted.  It was about him wanting to eat someone with the intelligence to fully comprehend the dire ramifications of their predicament.  It was about power.

And that was simply another thing about Craig that I found arousing, and as I shifted to allow more freedom to my aching boner, I noticed him stare at me as if I’d grown a second head.  And I suddenly felt a strange sensation from deep in my gut that quickly spread outward, as if each one of my cells were collapsing inward.

“Holy fuck!” Craig whispered in wide-eyed shock as I noticed my clothes feeling looser and heavier.  “It’s fucking working!”

I was too caught up in my own situation to notice his elation.  “What?!” I screamed.  “What’s happening to me?!”

“Fuck!  Yes!  Now I remember what he said!”  Craig smacked his forehead excitedly.  “The shaman guy didn’t just say I needed desire!  He said ‘seeds of desire’!”

“What?!”  I was literally getting lost in my t-shirt as it flopped onto my shrinking body. 

“My semen!  And our desire!  That’s gotta be what made it work!”

I was only half-hearing or understanding what Craig was saying as I struggled my way out of a sleeve to see him laughing – almost insanely it seemed from my new perspective.  He was huge!  And this unexpected and impossible shift in my condition terrified me!

“Oh, perfect,” Craig said, gently picking me up with both hands and setting my naked body on his bare belly.  “This is so fucking perfect!”  He was staring at me with a wild look in his eyes and that devious grin that seemed so much more intimidating from my smaller stature.

I flopped down, face first, onto his stomach to keep from falling off, even though he was spotting me with his hands to prevent my going anywhere he didn’t want me to go.  Still at a confused loss to fully grasp what had just happened, I hugged myself against his warm flesh, which gave me an ironic sense of security.  His slow, rhythmic breathing, and his stomach slowly rising and falling with me on it created a sensation of calm and serenity that quickly eased my fears as if I were being lovingly rocked in a baby’s cradle.  

“It really fucking worked.  This is so awesome,” he whispered after a moment of studying me, seemingly unconcerned about how I was feeling.   “You’re still a lot bigger than a mouse.   Maybe six ... nah, seven inches.”

“Seven inches?” I repeated mindlessly as I tried to rationalize my position in this bizarre new reality I found myself in.  I pressed my face into his soft belly, allowing the distant pounding of his heart to help calm me.  If this was real, then I was now a seven inch tall person being held by someone who just compared me to a mouse.  Someone who eats mice.  

And, as if to drive that point home, I could hear a low grumbling from deep in his gut.  Now I know why he didn’t eat breakfast.  And I noticed that he didn’t drink his Pepsi either.  He wanted nothing to interfere with his experience of eating me – nothing else in his stomach except me.  No half-digested bits that would distract me from completely understanding where I was and what was happening.  It was his ego, his power, and ultimately his gift to me.

“Looks like you stopped shrinking,” he said matter-of-factly.  “Huh.  A little bigger than I expected, but I think we can still make this work.”

“Make this work?”  I was still reeling from my shrunken size, but had no doubt of his intent now.  I never really did, although I had never actually expected to find myself physically capable of allowing him to achieving his desire.  Or, for that matter, mine.

Craig gently lifted me off his belly and positioned me so I was standing on his palm while his other hand protectively surrounded me like a guardrail.  I grabbed onto his thumb to steady myself and stared at his massive face as he teasingly licked his lips.

“Yeah,” he said softly, knowing that his voice at this range would be painful for me.  “Make this work.  You told me over and over you wanted this, so don’t think I’m going to let you back out now.  Besides,” he added with grin, “I can see how turned on you are.”

He was right.  After getting past the initial shock of being shrunken down to seven inches, my dick was right back to full attention.  We were exactly where we both had talked about wanting to be for months, and right now – in the literal face of it – I was ready to shoot my load right onto Craig’s oversized hand.  And knowing exactly how to push me past my emotional limit, he opened his mouth as wide as he could, extending his tongue outward to give me an unhindered view of his incredible uvula and throat.  For all the pictures I had seen of similar views, being right there – my face almost in his mouth – was more than I could handle, and my cock erupted all on its own with no help from my hand.  My knees nearly gave out, but I held onto Craig’s thumb for support, gasping heavily through my spent ecstasy. 

“Nice,” he whispered, flashing his devious grin.  “Very, very nice.”

I looked up at him - still panting from the intensity of my orgasm - and could see in his eyes that he had gone into his ‘fuck the rules’ mood, and I had a pretty solid idea what that meant.  Fear suddenly began welling up, so overwhelmingly that I fell back into his palm as I stared into his face and that devious grin.  But I quickly struggled to choke down the growing panic; to control those emotions that threatened to plunge me into a terrifying nightmare.  Since I had no doubt of Craig’s determination to follow through on what we had both claimed was our desire, then I wasn’t going to allow myself to ruin the inevitable outcome by letting fear take over.  Dammit, since reality somehow made my dream possible, then I was going to embrace it with passion equal to all those years of fantasy.

I stood back up in Craig’s hand, renewed in my conviction.  He was watching me as if he knew I had a crisis-of-faith moment and I could see the unrelenting hunger in his eyes.

“You’re gonna eat me now, aren’t you?” I asked calmly, fully aware of what the answer would be.

Craig grinned; that same devious grin.  “Meow.”

Instantly, my head was in his mouth as his wet lips closed gently around my neck, plunging me into darkness as his soft tongue slid across my face.  It was thick and warm and slippery and felt even more wonderful than I had imagined.  He slowly slathered my face, tasting me, as I in turn tasted him by licking his massive tongue.  The back of my head pressed against the roof of his mouth as he sucked my shoulders in.  Glimpses of his pink throat and gums came and went as his lips tenderly opened to draw me further into his mouth.  The care he took to keep his teeth from making contact with my skin was impressive, and had me wondering how much forethought he had given it.  

I realized that being in Craig’s mouth was the amazing culmination of every fantasy that ruled my desires since I was a little kid.  From the sensations of his eager tongue exploring and tasting my face and chest; to the copious amounts of saliva that coated me, filling my own mouth and nostrils to give me the challenge of breathing without choking; to his hot breath blasting across my body from deep within in lungs and the cool air that returned when he inhaled – it was so much more intense than anything I had imagined in the thousands of scenarios that had played out in my mind.  The physical contact, the flesh on flesh, is something that no fantasy can ever simulate, and every point where Craig’s mouth and tongue touched my skin created a near-overload of palpable longing to be taken deeper.  Nothing in my imagination could match this in terms of where I was, and what was coming.  Although, if I could freeze this moment in time forever, I’d be tempted to do so.  

But that would cheat us both of our ultimate aspirations, which I was reminded of as Craig’s hand gently shoved my body deeper into his mouth, pushing my head through thick ropes of saliva and well into his throat.  I took a quick, deep breath before the pressure against my nose made it impossible for me to inhale.  And I was pretty sure that my chin was pressing against his epiglottis, which kind of tickled as it undulated against me.  Unexpectedly (or expectedly, considering that I’m seven inches tall and much larger than anything he’s swallowed), Craig tried to stifle a gag, but the involuntary contractions of his throat squeezed my head right out and almost out of his mouth.  His thick tongue ground back and forth against my face as he rapidly gulped down air in an attempt to control the spasms, which subsided rather quickly, convincing me he had probably experienced this a few times already and knew what to do to calm himself.

Not allowing me time to enjoy my reunion with his soft tongue, I felt Craig lift my lower body as he tilted his head back.  Apparently he was going to avoid any further gagging by giving me a straight path downward.  I grasped his intent and the need, and hoped that my amazing journey wouldn’t go so fast that I couldn’t take in every facet of its extraordinary splendor!  As my head was again pleasantly squeezed into his throat, I felt pressure against my shoulders as their width pressed against the fleshy tube that was attempting to engulf me.  I quickly pulled them inward, making myself a bit slimmer, and with Craig’s pushing of my lower body, resulted in the impasse being only a momentary pause.  

Blood rushed to my head, adding to the surreal experience of his esophagus as the muscular, wave-like contractions massaged me, easing me deeper and lower.  I couldn’t breath and fretted that I might pass out before experiencing Craig’s stomach.  But the sensations to this point – both emotional and physical –were far beyond anything I had imagined for all the years I had wished that someone could eat me.  I momentarily wanted to escape my fleshy confines so that I could shout to the world the pleasures they were missing, but quickly surmised that lack of oxygen was muddling my thoughts.   

Feeling Craig’s lips tenderly clamping around my calves let me know that I was at the point-of-no-return in my journey, where in my fantasies I could still be pulled back out to either be sent on my way or re-eaten.  As Craig’s throat loudly gulped in his struggle to accommodate my size, I silently begged that he would not have a change of heart.  And I knew I shouldn’t have doubted his conviction to go through with eating me as I felt my feet slide into his mouth where his soft, wet tongue slathered them with saliva.  It tickled, and my involuntary burst of laughter coincided with a rush of air between contractions, giving me a much-needed breath to avoid losing consciousness.   I smiled to myself with the realization that I was being eaten - and there was no turning back.  With soft, moist esophagal skin continually easing me slowly towards my final destination, I couldn’t help notice that my erection was also being stimulated by the same muscular actions that controlled my descent.  Combined with my euphoric state of mind, I figured another orgasm could happen before I reached Craig’s stomach.  

And that had me wondering how Craig’s experience was going while he kept gulping and swallowing to take me further down his throat.  He was also achieving what he had claimed was a life-long desire.  And even though I understood that our motivations were different – his naturally centering more around control and power – I wanted him to feel as fulfilled as I was feeling.  He had expressed his frustration with swallowing only creatures that had no concept of what he was doing with them; no grasp of their dire situation or eminent fate, and felt he could never truly obtain what he referred to as his ‘predatory nirvana’ unless he could eat someone who clearly understood the entire concept of being ingested into a greater person.  I was so lucky to have met him online, and could not have possibly imagined that my desire to be eaten would fit so perfectly with someone who took the idea so serious as to seek out a completely impossible solution.  I still don’t understand how I was reduced in size since the laws of physics don’t allow such things, but I was happy that Craig’s magic worked and we were both well into the euphoric rapture of our deepest, darkest passion.

I began to feel a different sense of movement in addition to my slow descent; a steady, rhythmic, back and forth shaking that seemed to increase along with the pounding heartbeat that dully thumped through the flesh.  I quickly realized that since Craig’s hands were no longer needed to support my now-engulfed body, he was pleasuring himself.   That, and my own erection grinding against the slick flesh of his esophagus took me over the edge and I blasted another load of semen with such force that I could feel the streams flood onto my chest, even through the constriction of Craig’s throat.   As I panted for what little air was left, I could hear his muffled moans of pleasure and felt satisfied that I had helped him to achieve his ‘predatory nirvana’.

But as I was again getting close to passing out, my head reached the upper opening of his stomach and I prayed that I could stay awake a few moments more.  Apparently sensing my proximity, the sphincter lazily began to open, shocking me with the smell.  But I had anticipated it and was actually surprised that it wasn’t quite as horrid as I had imagined it could be; possibly due to Craig not eating all morning.  And with shallow breaths I was able to get accustomed to the odor, avoiding the urge to vomit.  Finally opening enough for me to slide through, I was unceremoniously deposited face first into the warm, beefy wrinkles of Craig’s stomach.  The fleshy chamber provided more room than his tight throat, but it was still relatively small, and I struggled against the slickness of the spongy mass to slide myself forward enough to not have all my weight on my face.  

But I was here!  I was in Craig’s belly!  The beginning of the end to the incredible journey that I spent my entire life thinking was impossible.  I had been eaten – swallowed alive!  About to be digested!  I couldn’t be happier!

As I maneuvered myself into a kneeling position, my still-sensitive cockhead rubbed against the warm flesh causing a massive shudder of sensation to roar through my body.  I gasped, which made me realize how little oxygen I had left, and still so much exploring I wanted to do.

I flopped forward into the wrinkled folds of squishy flesh, burying my hands and face into them as they returned the favor with a mushy embrace.  The stomach was now aware that it was no longer empty and began to slowly churn in the beginning of its digestion process.  It felt arousingly sensual to be nudged and jostled by this amazing organ, but I knew that the acids would quickly follow.

Figuring I would soon lose consciousness, I recalled Craig’s request to squirm around so he could feel me in his belly.  Almost laughing, I attempted to stand on the now-wet spongy surface, falling over, and getting right back up to fall again.  The walls of his stomach felt like they were closing in on me, and one large area of firm pressure let me know that Craig had his hand on his gut; acknowledging my movements.  Satisfied that I had appeased his need to experience cognizant prey, I flopped onto my side, elated but too tired to continue.

I was very wet now, and could feel a slight burning sting on my skin.  I stared into the blackness, content with my decision to bring myself to this place, fully justified in wanting Craig’s belly to be where I end.  Panting shallowly, I wished I could remain conscious to experience his stomach digesting me - disassembling me and absorbing me; the finality of the dream I’ve had for so long.  I tried to smile against the increasing burn.  

As if he was aware of my situation, Craig belched; quickly removing the last of my air.  Within moments, my mind spun wildly with fragmented memories – recent and long ago.  And as I released my final breath within his belly, I imagined Craig contentedly lying back, flashing that devious grin.

