Once again, the ball looped slowly, almost lazily towards the batsman, who dismissively whacked it back over the bowler's head and over the boundary ropes for six, to applause from the crowd.  The umpire signalled yet another six by lifting both arms above his head.  

"Useless Pommy bastards!" somebody shouted above the buzz of the crowd.  But it was a good natured heckle - and, in truth, an accurate one.  The visitors really weren't much use at cricket.  

"Yer've got me in two minds here, mate" sledged the Australian batsman, with a sly grin.  "I don't know whether to hit yer for four or six." 

The cricket ground in upcountry New South Wales basked in the heat of an Australian summer's afternoon.  Smoke from a distant bonfire rose lazily upwards into the bright blue sky.   Cars drifted past on the road behind the stadium; the horizon was blurred by the heat haze, the distant hills merging into the skyline.  

The exhibition match had drawn a good crowd considering Bundaburra wasn't a big town.  The small main stand was full, and people spilled out on to the grass banks surrounding the cricket oval.  Sensibly, they'd brought with them sunshades and sunblock to protect themselves from the baking sun.  Many wore distinctive green tee shirts with the slogan "Bundaburra Pavilion Appeal" in bold yellow text across the front, and "Please Give Generously!!!" across the back.

The reason why so many people had turned up in green shirts wasn't difficult to work out.  Opposite the main stand was the blackened shell of the old Bundaburra pavilion, gutted by fire during the winter.  An electrical fire had been decided as the cause, though the blaze had been so fierce that the fire service couldn't be totally sure.  But one thing was certain: it was going to take thousands of dollars to replace it.  The building had been underinsured, and even with a loan from the state government, the Bundaburra club was facing a large shortfall.

For the moment, their players were changing in the back of utes and vans, but the club was losing out heavily on bar takings.  Sure, they could put a beer tent up for matches, but the old pavilion had also been a social centre out of season, and a popular after-match venue for players.

The club's management committee had been unanimous about it - what they needed was a sure-fire money-raising event - but exactly what that should be was less obvious.  Various suggestions had been considered and rejected; maximum profit was essential and there needed to be virtually no risk involved.  The ten-man committee were deadlocked, until finally one of the members - a suntanned farmer from somewhere in the outback - reluctantly offered a solution.

"Aw, look, reckon me daughter's made a bit of a name for herself.  Maybe I can get her back for a guest appearance or something like that."  He'd folded his arms in a gesture of finality. 

The other nine members had looked blankly at each other.  This was news to them.  What the bloody hell was Bob Sheahann's daughter famous for?  It was a while since she'd left the area.  Blokes had met her sometimes when she was helping out on her old man's farm at shearing time - but a sheila being able to lend a hand with the sheep wasn't unusual at all round Bundaburra.  Pretty much essential on the big ranches, in fact.  The only other thing that stood out was she was a bit loud and demonstrative, but you'd hardly get an Oz-wide reputation for that.  

"Er, Bob" one of them had ventured.  "That's great news, mate, but we didn't know your girl draws in the crowds, so to speak.  What, er, what's the interest?" 

His daughter's remarkable prowess wasn't something Bob liked talking about if he didn't have to, least of all to fellow members of the Bundaburra cricket committee.  He'd shifted in his seat uncomfortably.

"Well, er, it's a bit specialised to be straight with yer.  Look, I'll need to see if she can help us first."  He'd glared round the room.  There had been no further questions.

*   *   *   *

Danielle Ralston carefully parked her car as near to the front door as possible.  Getting around on crutches since her knee op last week was even more of a pain than she had expected.  To someone used to an active, sporty life, she was finding the restrictions which her strapped-up right leg placed on her really difficult.  True, she was still able to get to the gym for her daily conditioning regime, but it was only her upper body that was getting a real workout.  She wouldn't be able to place anything like her full weight on her repaired knee for at least another two weeks - probably more, the doc had told her.

"But you'll be as good as new when it's healed - maybe even better" the surgeon had told her, encouragingly.  "We need you up front for Oz, Dannii mate!"  

Danielle had just broken into the Australian ladies' basketball team, where she'd played as short forward for all three games until her injury.  She'd been fairly successful, though she'd divided the Aussie press.  Some had hailed her as a real promise for the future, but others were less effusive, one writer even describing her on her debut as "essentially a beanpole on stilts with little shooting ability".  Her injury, however, had earned her widespread sympathy.  She'd landed awkwardly and twisted her right knee badly, aggravating a weakness of long standing.  Even her detractors had wished her a speedy recovery.

She grabbed the crutches disconsolately from the car's footwell and swung herself out of the car.  Dannii reached the front door and fumbled for her front door keys.  Todd, her "better half", as she jokingly called her boyfriend - was out training.  She opened the door, taking care to duck as she entered the house.  Being six feet three inches tall had its advantages - she was taller than Todd, which she found quite funny - but not when housebuilders made doorways for shortarses.

Dannii headed straight for her couch, where she flopped down heavily, her crutches falling on to the floor.  She could do with a good rest - trying to keep in shape after the knee op was making her feel really whacked.

Her laptop was where she'd left it, on the low table in front of her.  As it was within easy access, she fired it up to check on her emails.  

She scrolled down the unread entries.  There were a couple from journalists wanting an interview with her following her operation, including, she was interested to see, the guy who'd called her a beanpole.  Well, maybe I'll take him up on that and take the opportunity to show him how I'm building my core strength, she thought.  What does he know about basketball, anyway?  

There was the usual amount of spam, which she simply deleted, and some emails from various support guys on the national team which she'd read later - it was probably the usual stuff about forthcoming games, profiles of opponents, dietary advice and the like.  One email caught her eye, though - from her old pal Mona.  They were both Bundaburra girls, having met at college a few years ago.  The header's bold text shouted at her "SAVE BUNDABURRA PAVILION!!!"

Typical Mona, she thought.  The only thing missing was some light swearing - "Bloody save Bundaburra Pavilion!!!" maybe.  Dannii knew the old cricket pavilion had burned down, and even before opening the email she'd decided she really wanted to help.  A thousand bucks should help them with funding whatever they wanted to do, she decided.

Dannii opened the email, which was the expected plea for funds, and obviously sent to a wide audience.  But there was an attachment, too, called "For Vore Eyes Only".  The meaning of the bad joke didn't immediately register with her, but she clicked the file, which displayed another email.

"Hahaha mate!" it started.  It was clearly a personal note from Mona. "Remember me telling you about my job?  And about the International Vore Competition?  Well, I still think you oughta enter it, you'd be ideal.  Meanwhile the old cricket shed back home needs a lick of paint and stuff like that, and I've come up with some ace fundraising plans.  This Friday March 25th ..."

That's today, realised Dannii.  She must have sent this a few days ago.

"... we've got a Twenty Twenty match lined up against some Poms.  We've got people sponsoring us for every boundary that's scored, all that sorta thing.  Then there's the other idea I had.  See, these Poms aren't a proper cricket club - and I've got something special lined up for them.  Click this link and enter the code below to see what it is!!!"

She took up the email's suggestion, to be confronted with a buffering video page.  When the feed finally loaded, she immediately saw a familiar sight - the beaming smile on the face of her friend Mona Sheahann, Australian voress supreme and occasional waitress at the London Vore Restaurant.  She was chatting away to the camera, whilst along the bottom of the screen a ticker message repeated the words "GIVE GENEROUSLY FOR OUR PAVILION APPEAL! WWW.BUNDABURRAPAV.AU OR TEXT NEWPAV TO 82278!"

Dannii adjusted the sound setting on her laptop so she could hear what her friend was saying.  "... so that's the sixth one safely inside me and just looking at the score" - she glanced out of the window - "I don't think these guys are gonna be any trouble.  6 for 56 plays 259 isn't looking much of a contest, I'd say!  And it all feels good down here as well." she added, pointing to her stomach.  "I can just feel them moving about, which feels real nice.  Just about ready for a seventh, so let's see how it's going on out there." 
Dannii realised she'd already missed quite a lot of the action, and now her laptop had switched to live pictures of the Twenty Twenty cricket match from the familiar surroundings of her home town sports field.  It was Bundaburra v. a Pommy Eleven, as the message at the bottom of the screen was now telling her, with the added exhortation for donations of the pavilion appeal.  Like most Australians, Dannii was interested in pretty much any sport, so she knew that the match wouldn't last for long.  Twenty overs each side - so each team had to face 120 balls - and because these matches were short, neither side could afford to score slowly.  Big hits and inventive shots were the order of the day. 

The tourists were clearly struggling; this was no Ashes contest, the famous and historic England versus Australia test match series, over which the two countries had fought for nearly 150 years.  Yet, as Dannii watched, one of the English batsmen managed to thump the ball to the boundary rope; four runs.
Now the picture switched back to Mona.  The camera had now pulled out to show her entire figure; she was clearly only wearing one sneaker. "Jeez" she grumbled good naturedly, and reached down to untie the laces of the remaining sneaker.  "For any of you guys logging in a bit late, here's the deal with these guys.  We kinda reckoned pretty quick that they're mostly no bloody good at cricket and all they really want is to jump down me throat.  So to give them an incentive, and give us a decent game, I've agreed to, er, take off an item of clobber every time they get a boundary.  So you folks back home might just get ter see me in my birthday suit.  Somehow though I don't think that's gonna happen.  But they've just hit a four through some bloody fluke, so here goes with the other trainer!"
She eased her foot out of the shoe and it in a small pile, which now consisted of two sneakers, a visor hat and a pair of earrings.

*  *  *  *  *

Dannii watched the next four overs with increasing amusement.  The guy who'd hit the four was definitely a much better player than the rest of them put together, and he was playing with increasing confidence.  He brought up his half century by advancing down the pitch and hitting the Bundaburra spinner back over his head for six, just clearing the boundary rope.  

As a result, Mona was fast running out of clothing; for the previous boundary he'd hit, viewers had seen her, with obvious reluctance, take off her green Pavilion Appeal tee shirt.  She was glad that she'd put it on over the half crop top she'd been wearing when she arrived at the ground - though she now wished she'd been wearing a bra, even in this hot weather.

Now she undid the clasp of her denim skirt and shimmied out of it, revealing that she was wearing nothing more than a pair of skimpy briefs - pink with green spots - underneath.  Dannii giggled as she saw her friend's rather white bottom wobbling a little as she added the skirt to the pile of discarded clothes.

The camera spared Mona's blushes as the action switched back out to the cricket again.  The free-scoring batsman had tried to repeat that six; the home team's bowler sent down a slightly slower delivery which deceived him; well down the pitch, he swiped again but missed as the ball turned just enough.  Stranded and unable to get his bat back in the crease, the ball thudded into the wicket-keeper's gloves and he was stumped.  With his partner at the other end, the two of them had made 52 runs, advancing the Pommies' score to 8 for 108, but they were still far short of the home team and there were only 25 balls to go.

Mona's face appeared in the screen again.  "I'm gonna enjoy gulping that pesky bloody Pommie down" she announced gleefully.

Things got worse for the English team with the final ball of the over.  Now the best player was out, the innings began to subside into error and confusion.  The new batsman attempted what was literally a suicidal single, and a fielder threw down the stumps.  He looked to have been run out, but the umpires were conferring.  
The video's producer was having difficulty now keeping up with the action, as he switched back to the chaos out of the pitch.  By the time the umpires had decided he was definitely out, and the batsman started on the long trek taking him eventually to Mona's stomach, the previous batsman was about to join his team mates in the temporary pavilion. 
Dannii looked on as her friend returned to the screen, or at least her wide open mouth, Mona's lips formed an almost perfect circle, framing the batsman who sat inside on her tongue - the one who had caused her to lose so much of her clothing.  She saw that Mona had prepared him well for the descent below; he positively glistened with saliva.  She'd probably been taunting him, Dannii guessed, rightly; and now Mona deployed the final tease.  Slowly she started to close her lips as she gave her victim a slowly diminishing last look at the world.  A hand dangles out of her mouth, apparently in a goodbye gesture to the world. Just before her lips touched, she ran her tongue round them, then quickly and decisively swallowed her tiny prey.

She raised her right hand in a clenched fist salute and a cry of "Yay!  Gone to Mona's belly".  

Dannii knew what was coming; that clenched fist was normally a sign.

As he progressed down her throat, he realised by the reverberations of the fleshy tube that enveloped him that the Australian had chosen to mark his end with a dismissive burp.   
*  *  *  *  *
The final batsman reached the wicket.  It was an impossible task he faced: 9 for 108, needing 152 from 23 balls.  It couldn't be done, but nonetheless he took a despairing heave at the ball as it headed for the wicket, only to hear the dreaded clink of the bails flying off as his stumps were scattered.  
The tourists were all out; ten of the eleven batsmen had been dismissed, and under the rules of cricket the match was over.  Automatically, he shoved his bad disconsolately under his arm and trudged off the field, head down.  They had lost by 151 runs; a crushing defeat, but then he remembered what awaited him in the "pavilion".

For most, the humiliating result would be bad enough, but what was to follow would be far worse: to be swallowed and digested to nourish a young woman's body, as if you were no different than any other meal.  But that fate was exactly what the members of the cricket team wanted.
Once he reached the boundary rope, he was greeted by one of the substitute fielders.  "Temporary pavilion's this way, mate" he was told as he was escorted towards the blackened ruins of the old changing room.  "You'll see why we need the moolah for a new one.  Totally bloody destroyed really, years of work gone up in flames, so we really appreciate you guys helping with the fundraising, even if it is a bit, well, left of field, what you're doing."

He was directed round the back of the wrecked changing rooms, to be confronted with some hastily erected white screens which blanked off the rear of the building.  "Just carry on round these screens and you'll find her.  It, I mean.  Enjoy!" the friendly cricketer added with a big wink.  
He walked along a fairly narrow screened tunnel which opened out into a small enclosure surrounded by more white screens.  There she was - Mona, who he had seen many times on the web, though never with so few clothes.  She was wearing just a cropped white top, a thong, and a broad smile.  
"Hi, I'm Mona, but I guess you know that, right mate?" she enquired.  "Thanks for getting out by the way.  I really liked eating your mate, he was turning me into a one woman strip show. You guys get any more boundaries and me white bits are gonna be all over the web.  Anyhow, welcome to the temporary pavilion!" and here she tugged at her top, stretching out the handwritten slogan "Bundaburra Pavilion" which somebody had scrawled across it, with an arrow pointing downwards.

"Pretty good, yeah?  One of your pals' handiwork, just before I ate him" she added matter-of-factly, patting her bare midriff to indicate his current location. "So I guess you'd pretty soon like to join your mates, yeah? Well, just got to make a bit of room for you down there first" she said, theatrically generating another belch.  Mona loved playing the dominant voress. 
He nodded, lost for words.  His eyes were on her stomach, which was just starting to show the effects of having already eaten nine people, giving a slight swell to her midriff.  There also seemed to be some slight twitching movements rippling across her skin just above the belly button.  Was his imagination playing games with him?  Her next words confirmed his thoughts: "When you join your mates down there, would yer just ask the guys to settle down and let me digest them, yeah? It's like a bloody cement mixer in me belly right now!"
The next few moments of his life were a blur.  He was only vaguely aware of Mona having shrunk him with a small silver device.  Then he found himself facing a huge giantess who opened her mouth as wide as she possibly could, and pointed to the back of her throat, then tapped the tip of her tongue with an inviting wink.  The length of her uvula made her throat look like twin tunnels down to the fiery pit below.
Before he knew what was happening, he had been picked up and passed beyond her two rows of ivory teeth.  Her lips closed, plunging him into complete darkness as he swayed about on her slippery tongue, being bathed in spit preparatory to his short journey down her oesophagus. 
He hung there at the entrance to her throat, very slowly sliding down the undulating surface of her tongue; she seemed in no hurry to give him the coup de grace.  He could see the light streaming into her mouth through the parted lips, highlighting the nodules and ridges of the shiny tongue, and the strands of saliva hanging down from her teeth.  Her uvula brushed his back as he inched further inside her.  Little moans of pleasure came from her throat, the sound waves gently massaging him.

And then he was gone.  His head hit the back of her throat and he plunged head first into her narrow pipe.  Her peristalsis caught him as he took in the sound and sensation of Mona's beating heart and the rise and fall of her lungs surrounding him as he was squeezed down towards her waiting stomach.

He could not quite believe it, but after years of following vore, from his youth in Jamaica, to London and now this cricket tour, this was it: he had been swallowed by Mona Sheahann, the remarkable Australian woman and star of the International Vore Competition.  He was slipping down her throat; there was no way of backing out now.
Finally her throat muscles released their grip on him as he was squeezed through a ring of flesh and fell into her belly, landing on one of his team-mates who she'd eaten earlier.  He was greeted with a yelp of pain;  it was about an hour since she'd started eating and some people were in the very early stages of digestion.  Their skin was now red and stinging. 
Even before he dropped into her belly, Mona's eyes had alighted on her next victim.  "Hi, little guy!" she addressed him "Well, your mates have really hit the spot, but I've still got room for more.  And, as you're the twelfth man, the folks watching this won't have any trouble keeping up  count, right?"
Having gently picked him up, she looked directly into the camera and winked conspiratorially at her viewers.  "Right, guys and girls, last one and time to ring the changes, yeah?  You good folks have seem me down eleven guys, so how about I try something different for a finale?"  She popped him straight in, getting her tongue working immediately, manipulating him round with her tongue, keeping her lips parted so her fans could catch glimpses of her food inside her mouth.  
Danielle, on her laptop, was watching Mona's performance as she continued to drench her final victim in her spit, occasionally sighting an arm or leg as he was moved round her mouth. Dannii was captivated by a mixture of fascination and amusement, and a slight tinge of something else which she couldn't quite place.  Mona had been great company and a good laugh pretty much from the first day they'd met, and Dannii as the younger of the two by a couple of years had always looked up to her brasher, more up front friend; there'd even been a period when Dannii thought she had a bit of a crush on Mona.  It would be stretching things to say that she took her lead from Mona - the two women were like chalk and cheese - but whenever she was with Mona she felt more edgy and open to things she wouldn't normally be up for.   

Vore, of course, was definitely something she would never have considered - nor even  known about - had it not been for Mona.  When her friend had first mentioned what she did for a living, Dannii was very surprised - appalled, even;  You mean you eat people as a job???  - but the more Mona had explained, the less she felt it strange.  Now, watching Mona chomp her way through a cricket team, it almost seemed  nothing unusual, and she certainly seemed to be enjoying herself as much as her prey.  More than that, though, Dannii had noticed the relish with which she was delivering those shrunken men to their fate deep within her body.  
Her thoughts were interrupted by Mona's voice , who had shoved the little man into her bulging left cheek so she could talk again without impediment.  "Ok, so he's got nice and slippery now, so I reckon I could try something I've been practising.  You guys up for a bit of open mouth swallowing back home?" she asked with a big grin.  "O - kaaay, here we go then ..."
Mona deftly flicked the tiny man back out of her cheek and opened her mouth wide, her nostrils flaring and her eyes blazing intently as she looked directly into the camera.  Her tiny victim was sitting on her tongue, high up at the back and perilously close to her throat, having his last look out at the world, framed as it was by Mona's teeth, mouth and gums.  He waved happily as he waited for the Australian voress to send him to the bubbling cavern below.  His hand caught her uvula which rocked to and fro in response.
Dannii looked on, transfixed.  She could see right down her friend's throat; the dancing uvula seemed to beckon her to plunge down into the darkness below.

Friendship or not, she thought, one day, one day ... I might just fancy making the trip down that yawning pipe myself.

Dannii's thoughts were broken again as she noticed Mona had closed her eyes and was concentrating hard.  She realised Mona was about to reunite the tiny figure on her tongue with the rest of his team-mates. 
Her lips still open, the camera followed Mona as she flattened her tongue and inclined her head back a little, seeking the assistance of gravity to start him on his short journey south.  The increasing angle forced him to lose his balance and he fell forwards head first, then slid down her tongue so that his feet came into contact with the fleshy wall at the entrance to her throat.
His immediate reaction was to try to grab hold of her tongue to stop his plunge down, spreading his arms wide to grab the sides of her tongue, but it was too slippery to save him.  He slipped downwards until his feet hit the back of her mouth.  His knees bucked with the impact, allowing much of his body to drop into her throat.  

Mona had kept her mouth open throughout the performance, and her final victim was now taking his final look at the world, framed by the oval shape formed by her lips and teeth.  Most of his body was held fast in a warm and wet tunnel; only his head was free of its fleshy grip as he looked out over her tongue.  The evening light streamed into his pink world of Mona's insides as he noticed the camera about to record his demise.
She let him hang there for a moment before delivering the coup de grace, closing her mouth and gulping hard to send him on a plunge down below.  Then she  opened up again triumphantly. "Gone!" she grinned.  "There's yer open mouth swallow!" 
Mona, however, had not quite finished her feasting.  The camera pulled away from its close up of her face to take in a long trestle table packed with an untouched collection of food.  Indicating this vast spread, she turned her back on the camera to scan her way along the table, giving viewers a view of her nicely rounded bottom, then turned her head to look back over her shoulder.  "Mmmm, what to have?" she asked out loud, then added by way of explanation: "I gotta fess up that we've done things a bit arse about face today so we're left with a load of nosh here. The wives and girlfriends down at this club always put on a good tea for visiting teams and they were really insistent that the guys in the temporary pavilion here" - she tapped her tummy "shouldn't get treated any different.  So the plan was that they'd have time to tuck in to this lot before I ate them.  But then we found that messed up with the times we booked for the live webcast, so I had to snack on them during the game like you saw.  Anyhow, there's more than one way to skin a wallaby, and I can still make sure they get some nosh down there.   So let's see ..."
Mona scanned the table.  She picked out a small cake and held it up to the camera.  "Ok, folks, for those of you who don't know, this is a lamington, a real Aussie speciality - sponge cake and jam, covered in coconut.  A real taste of Oz.  So let's get a late tea time sorted out for my guests..."
She took a bite out of the lamington, munched and swallowed, then beamed at the camera.  "Right, well I think that's your lot, web friends.  Eleven guys and a lamington eaten live on the web.  Thanks for logging in, and remember, donations so we can build us a real pavilion are badly needed.  Getting my belly to stand in is a bit suss, cos Bundaburra won't have anyone left to play if we keep doing that.   The details for giving us yer lovely moolah are at the foot of your screen right now, so get pledging guys and girls - please!  Bye now!"  She waved enthusiastically.
Over in Sydney, the live feed ended quite suddenly, leaving Dannii with a black video screen.  She settled back on her couch to think.

*   *   *   *   *

Inside her friend's digestive system, the recently reunited cricket team were just getting used to the slightly cramped, pitch dark and very warm confines of her stomach, and were bemused suddenly to find themselves being joined by a deluge of chewed up coconut and cake.

"I do believe our tea is arriving" one of them observed laconically.

*   *  *   *
To say Bundaburra is "a bit remote" would be like saying the International Vore Competition is "a bit famous".  It's miles from anywhere: some forty miles from the next town of any size, and fifty miles from the junction highway 32, the main road to Sydney.  From there, it's nearly two hundred miles as the blacktop eventually winds down through Lithgow and the Blue Mountains into the NSW capital.  It's a spectacular route if you aren't in a hurry.   

It was a shame, thought Mona, that she couldn't stay longer with her "relies" - her family - but she needed to be back in Sydney that evening.  However, she wasn't in any great rush.  She'd done the journey many times with her father driving, and with the satnav to help her, Mona didn't need to take a map or pay much heed to direction signs.  Even though it might take nearly four hours, she wasn't fazed; Australians think nothing of driving those sort of distances.

The country roads down to route 32 were the worst; Mona knew to take it easy over the early part of her journey.  Her father's frequent reminders about the potholes that needed filling and the uneven bits that "need a bloody good sorting out" (as he put it) meant that she was content to ease off the pedal until she reached the main toll road.  She had wound the windows down and was cruising along, one hand on the wheel and the other dangling out of the window.  It was a perfect evening, still very warm as the sun was only slowly starting to dip towards the horizon.  The rolling fields of the high NSW plateau drifted past as Mona guided the car back to the city.
She felt highly content.  Her belly was pleasantly full and the whole day had been fun.  Interacting with her food live on the internet had been exhilarating, though she wishes they'd filmed a funny moment after the video stream had ended, when the local radio station had attempted to interview the losing captain, in the usual way at the end of a game.  As, by that time, she had eaten him along with the others, the reporter put his microphone to her stomach, which chose that very moment to emit a gurgle.  "Yeah, pretty down in the mouth I guess" the radio guy had joked. 
Maybe the radio station could get her a  recording of it.

For her at least, she had the best job in the world if you forgot about the whole waitressing thing, which she tried to avoid where possible. And now she'd perfected her technique, possibly the easiest job too: getting paid to eat people.  She'd no real idea how many she'd put away over the years, and in all honesty once she'd gulped them down she didn't give her victims much more thought, if any at all. 
She slipped her hand up her top and rubbed her belly contentedly; she could still feel the little bulge from her late afternoon tea which by now had settled down very nicely in there.  Yesterday they'd been eleven guys just flown into Aus with their own personalities, views, thoughts, histories, problems, talents ... and in a few hours she'd ended all that by making them her afternoon meal.  Now they were all digesting together inside her stomach. 

Thinking about it had given her a slightly moist feeling between her legs. 
Eating the cricket team had left her pleasantly full, like she'd had a nice evening meal, maybe, but not a Sunday roast; so yeah, she could easily have managed some more.  After all, she had, by common agreement, the largest stomach of all the Vore Restaurant waitresses.  And, to go with that, a highly efficient digestive system which processed her human meals quickly.  She knew it was worse for some of the competitors who were less well provided for in the alimentary department.  Vore competitions were always a big effort for them, uncomfortable and sometimes quite painful, though the problems caused by a bulging belly went hand in hand with the biennial competition.  Feeling like they'd swallowed a beach ball was something they were prepared to put up with if it put them in with a chance of winning. 

Mona's stomach acids made pretty quick work of anyone she'd eaten.  Like now, when deep inside her, digestion of the cricketers was getting well under way. It was over two hours since the final three had slipped down her throat and since then her stomach had been very busy.  Remorselessly and efficiently, it had reduced their bodies to a bubbling mass.
In the dank darkness of her stomach, an air bubble arose from the thick soupy broth within her.

Mona felt the bubble as it rose up her throat and she burped pleasurably, releasing the mixed up flavours of her meal for a last time as a pleasant reminder of the day's action.

More recently in her job she'd taken on some responsibility at work, which had made her think about things in greater depth.  The Vore Restaurant, Mona's employers back in London, was developing into an international brand.  It was surprising, really, that  it had taken so long to open an Aussie branch of the restaurant in Sydney, but now Tiff, the owner, had finally got the funding from her backers, opening day wasn't far away. Mona had been put in charge of recruiting staff.  She was starting the interviews tomorrow afternoon. She liked being given new responsibilities, and the added confidence this gave her had put something in her mind as a way of boosting Australia's chances of winning at the IVC.

Not far now to the expressway. She hoped Dannii had managed to log in to the live feed of her afternoon feast. They had known each other since junior school, when Mona had predictably been the class show-off. When Dannii moved to the area they hit it off instantly despite being like chalk and cheese; Dannii was a very girly girl, but in Mona's company she somehow lost some of her inhibitions.
Mona remembered their first day as freshers at the local college, when they'd both been invited to perform the traditional induction at the freshers' fair: swallow a goldfish, in the days when neither of them had ever heard of vore.  Mona had predictably selected a fair sized fish and gulped it down without hesitation.  But she had been surprised to see, very quickly afterwards, Dannii seize a really quite big fish and deal out the same treatment.  She'd seen it on its way to her stomach with much over-excited shrieking too, but the fact remained she had done something most would consider a bit gross or likely to make you sick.  So maybe, just maybe, she might be up for a more adult version of that induction day.  Mona hoped so.

Another factor that appealed to Mona was that Dannii was a lot taller than her.  Back when they first knew each other, Mona had been a bit taller, in fact, but her friend had kept growing and eventually ended up at, what was it, about six feet two - really tall for a sheila.  Mona was about five six.  So she reckoned that, even given her own vast abdominal capacity, maybe Dannii might be a bit bigger inside, too.  So it was well worth persuading her friend to take over as the Australian entrant to the Oceania / South America qualifiers, leading up to the International Vore Competition itself.  Hopefully the live feed had done the trick on persuasion, but as to Dannii's internal arrangements, well, there was only one way to find out...
She heard the text message alert as she slowed for the junction with the main road which would eventually get her to Sydney, some three hours later.  Mona pulled over, thinking it might be her boss back in London; it was nearly six now, just about the time she might be getting to work UK time.  She was also wary of the Aussie traffic cops who were well known for keeping watch near road forks.  Any chance to write out a bloody ticket, her dad was always telling her. 
Mona thumbed through to the messaging app.  She'd actually received two messages; reception wasn't good in the area, which was pretty much Outback territory.  One was from Dex, who she worked with, and the other from Dannii.  She read her friend's first.

"Hiya Mona, that was the weirdest thing ever I saw you do today!!!  Not really sure what I'm getting myself into here but I will give your people eating thing a go!  Text me !!! :-)" it announced.  The message and smiley were typical of Dannielle's outgoing, feminine personality.    

The second message was brief and to the point. "Hi there all good think should be ready in 2 hours Dex" it announced. 

Jeez, she thought.  That was quick.  She'd not been expecting Dex until tomorrow.  Why was he always so bloody brief, too?  She texted him back, just as briefly: "OK, see you soon then" and sent Dannii a far more matey text, saying her friend's decision was "bloody brill news" and she'd get something arranged for tomorrow.

She pulled out on to the main road and put her foot down.  She now needed to get back to Sydney sooner than she thought.  Before long she arrived at the toll at the start of the freeway.  She dropped some coins in the hopper and gunned her car on to the wide two lane road, dangling one hand lazily out of the open window.  Deep inside her stomach, all was quiet now except for the regular thump of her heartbeat.

As she had hoped, the traffic was quite light most of the way, though even Sundays could be busy as you got closer to Sydney city centre.  Her flat was down near Darling Harbour, and as she threaded through the streets that took her closer to home, she was increasingly aware of the need to use the bathroom.
She pulled up at a set of traffic lights and waited impatiently.  As they turned from red to green, she stepped on the gas and pulled away with a screech of tyres.  She was starting to feel quite uncomfortable and really needed to relieve herself. 

After another couple of lights later she had to pull up at a pedestrian crossing as an elderly lady with a shopping trolley inched her way across the carriageway.  Mona glared at the further impediment to her journey, her foot revving the engine.  "Move it, grandma!" she muttered, resisting for once the temptation to yell the words at the senior citizen. 

Finally she pulled on to the driveway at her new house and jumped from the car, her bag and house keys in hand.  She bounded up the steps to the front door, briefly fiddled with the lock and at last she was in.  
Dropping her bag on the hallway floor, Mona made her way quickly to the downstairs bathroom and shut the door behind her.  She always hated this bit, but you had to get it over with.

Having unzipped her jeans, she pulled them down her legs and took off her thong too.  She bent down to lay her clothes hurriedly but still fairly neatly on top of the closed toilet lid, then opened the door of a cabinet beside the loo.  
She grabbed a green plastic plate.  Climbing into the bath, she squatted down and placed the plate under her bottom.

*  *  *  *  *

When the Vore Restaurant was placed on a firm financial footing a year ago, one of the many enhancements had been proper medical care for the staff.  After all, what the girls were doing was (for them at least) very safe, it wasn't entirely risk free: at the very least, there was the possibility of tummy upsets even for the most robust of constitutions, given that they were basically eating uncooked food.  And, given that all the girls had strong digestions and most had unusually powerful stomach acids, gastro-intestinal ulcers were felt to be a possibility.

Tiff, the owner, needed her employees' digestive systems to be in tip top condition, leading her to decide that regular checks were needed.  X-rays of each woman's abdomen was rejected due to the problems caused by radiation, and after batting round a few other ideas with a medical adviser, she hit on what she later felt was an obvious answer: "full tours" were always popular with customers, if not the girls.  That was where the prey stays alive throughout the entire journey though the digestive system, thanks to a special shrinking process.  So why not form a small team of "internal inspectors"?

She spoke discreetly to some of the three regular users of the full tour facility offered by the restaurant - a service they offered entailing the customer being shrunk using a special (and secret) technique which made the person impervious to digestion, and then swallowed.  Having a living person pass through their bodies was, however, not liked with the waitresses who were employed for their eating abilities.  For a start, it was a little uncomfortable, especially as the customer passed through the narrow small intestines; there was usually a certain amount of wriggling, which became tiresome over the time it took to transit their alimentary canals; and then there was the end result, always an unpopular issue to deal with.
Tiff found that three of them had medical training: one was a nursing sister, one a medical student and the third - Dex - a junior doctor.  That was ideal.  She made all three an offer: payment for any loss of earnings in return for being swallowed on a short notice basis in order to carry out internal checks of the waitresses' digestive health.  With around fifteen vore practitioners on the staff in any given month, that was at least five free full tours a year, plus any new girls who came along.  Not surprisingly, all of the three agreed to take part: it was the ultimate no-brainer.     

Each of them was issued with a waterproof pack to be worn round the waist on a plastic (digestion-proof) belt, containing a torch, a good quality cameraphone for recording any problems (with no internet access - Tiff didn't want any blogging from inside her staff), a basic medical pack and and a few toiletries.  
The "tummytappers", as the girls called them, had been grudgingly accepted, especially when one of them detected a polyp in Abena's large intestine.  The Irish - Ghanaian waitress and vore exponent had the growth removed; it proved to be benign, but the six monthly checks were treated with more acceptance, if not enthusiasm, following that discovery.
So it was that half an hour after Mona had deposited him on her old plastic plate,  a young Englishman finally emerged from Mona's bathroom, wrapped in a towel and rubbing his hair with a towel.  She looked up and they both grinned sheepishly.

"Hiya Dex mate" Mona greeted him.  What had just happened wasn't something either of them really liked to dwell on, but she was pleased to see him nonetheless, even though he could sometimes be quite annoying. 

"Nothing like a good soak in a nice hot bath" he grinned.  He had liberally made use of Mona's bath oils and shampoos.

Mona smiled back.  "Yeah, you've got a really girly whiff about you, mate".      

"At least I smell better now." 
"Well, yeah, there is that.  I've phoned for a takeout for you.  Not got much in the fridge, mate, sorry" Mona said.  "I'm a bit peckish now to be honest after that bloody drive back from Bundaburra.  Those cricketers are well on their way now, so my belly's as empty as a dried out billabong."  

The food arrived surprisingly quickly and Dex tucked hungrily into the Chinese takeaway Mona had ordered for him.  Mona helped herself to his plate from time to time.  Finally he forked up the last of the noodles and pushed the plate away from him.  "Gosh, I needed that" he commented, dabbing his mouth with the napkin.  He pointed at her belly, adding "you need to get a microwave installed for your guests in there".

"Hmm ... I don't think it would see much use, to be straight with yer.  Anyway, much of a haul from down in me guts this time, mate?" enquired Mona, tilting her head enquiringly to on side.  The tummytapper's visit was an opportunity to recover anything that not even her harsh digestive acids could break down.  The people she swallowed were routinely asked to remove all jewellery, studs, watches and the like, but not all of them did as they were asked.
"Well, it was almost like a small jeweller's shop down there Mona," he said with a hint of criticism. "I'm surprised you didn't clank when you walked.  Here's what I collected." He emptied the contents of a small bowl on to the table.
"Bloody little galahs!" commented Mona with a laugh, scanning the collection of ironmongery.  "Sneaking their bling inside me like that." She paused reflectively.  "I notice sometimes, but most of the time I can't be bothered to check."

"Well, you probably should be more careful, Mona" he admonished.  "These things can give you appendicitis and worse."

"Yeah, guess you're right.  Probably downed a few more bits of metal today if I'm honest, but I was so bloody hungry I could have eaten the arse out of a low flying duck."  She gazed pensively at the pile of jewellery.  "Mmm.  Can't say I remember much of the owners of this lot right now though". 
She grinned and rummaged with her fingers through the assorted hoard.  "Let's see now - ear-rings, studs, bars, bands - it's a real haul, right?  We could set up a branch of Goldmart with this lot. Wait a minute though, what's this?" she said, fishing out a large signet ring.  "Stone me, there was this old Pommy guy from London I ate months ago.  Real Cockney he was, medallion round his neck, rings, gold watch, the lot.  Thought I'd got him to take them all off before I swallowed but I could feel something bloody big and hard tickling my throat on the way down.  Either his dick or this ring, yeah?"  She laughed.

Dex was carrying out his own research, picking out a gold wedding band and a woman's sapphire ring.  "Husband and wife?" he enquired.  "Or you eating entire families now?"
Mona laughed.  "Nah, just couples, mate.  Sometimes I'll agree to swallow hubby and wifey together.  It's kinda sweet they want to be together in my belly, don'tcha think?" She shrugged.  "So yeah, I guess this is all that's left of them now"  she added in a more serious tone. 

Mona shrugged, and an almost apologetic gurgle from her stomach punctured the sudden silence.  She had made good use of the time Dex has been giving himself a very thorough bath to have an extended conversation by webcam with Dannii about her first adventure in vore.  They agreed it should take place the following day around four o'clock, when Mona would be bringing Dex round to Dannii's flat.  He didn't yet know that; Mona would tell him tomorrow morning. 
*  *   *  *  *
The next morning, Dex awoke after a good night's sleep in Mona's spare room.  It was rare that you got any sleep during patient inspection duties, though the stomach offered the best opportunity for a few hours' shuteye.  Once you'd carried out a detailed inspection of the entire area with a torch, there wasn't much to do for the next four hours or so whilst the stomach of the person who'd swallowed you decided whether it was time to move you on to the duodenum.  After that, you were very gradually on the move nearly the whole time, although whilst the patient was asleep, their digestive systems tended to slow down. 

He felt fresh and ready to make good use of his three week flight-paid holiday in Australia.  He had signed off the paperwork for Mona - a new six months' Fitness to Vore certificate, which he had also emailed to the restaurant's insurers.  So he had been surprised and a bit cheesed off to find that he would be carrying out a further internal inspection quite so early. 

But Mona pointed out with some asperity that he was getting well paid - he longer had to hand over his hard earned cash as a trainee doctor, the Vore Restaurant was paying him to be swallowed, and now there was the offer of more work. What's the big problem, mate? he had been asked, and so he agreed to make another journey down a woman's throat, the second in three days.  In truth, it wasn't too much of an issue. The exhilaration of the long slide down to someone's belly was always a great thrill, and he had to admit he enjoyed the medical work as well as the endless fascination with simply being inside the guts of a woman.   He'd just be starting his vacation a bit later; you could never tell with someone new how long it would take to reach the other end.  But he quite liked for a while making Mona think he was reluctant to take on the job.  It was nice to feel he was in control for a change. 

Mona had given him a brief description of Dannii ("a real shorty sheila with specs") which wasn't very helpful, especially as Dex didn't appreciate or understand the irony of Australian slang, where a tall person is often descibed as a "shorty".  So he had an impression of her friend which was almost completely the reverse.  

As Dannii would be undergoing fitness and conditioning work at the gym first thing that day and visiting her knee specialist, it had been agreed that Mona would drive over her afternoon snack - Dex, in other words - later in the day.  It was just over four o'clock when Mona drive her car out of the underground car park at her apartment block.  

"I tell you, Dex mate" she told him on the way, "Dannii, she's a bonzer mate and I reckon she might have a bloody whopper of a belly too, so I need you to have a real good Captain Cook at her gut plumbing to check it's all the right shape and that."

Dex said he would do his best.

Mona had already told him about Dannii's knee operation, so the crutches weren't a surprise when he met her.  What he felt was a pleasant surprise was Dannii herself; not only was she very attractive, she was effusive and outgoing as well.  When he held out his hand politely and said "Morning, how are you?", she responded with an arm round his shoulder and a kiss on the cheek.  She flashed a toothy grin at him: "Hiya, I'm Dannii! I'm really great, thanks and it's lovely to meet you!" 
Her appearance was striking: an athletic build, tall, with very long legs.  She had straight, shoulder length black hair and a pair of black rimmed designer sunglasses, giving her a noticeably elegant look.  However, he also noted that, like many tall women, there was a slight awkwardness about her, almost as if she was concerned about tripping over something.

Dannii was keen to show both of them round her new flat, which didn't take too long as it was really quite small and her crutches limited the scope for her normal hyper-active dashing around.  In no time at all she was excitedly telling Mona about her ideas for making the place more homely with the help of her boyfriend.  Mona didn't sound too interested, but Dex always fancied himself as a stylish individual with his own ideas on decor.  He was clearly showing more interest in whether or not she should have contrasting colours on the living room walls, so she switched her attention to him and the two of them chatted about paint schemes for a while.

Mona, was just about managing to suppress her impatience.  She had, after all, to get back home and read through a pile of cvs: the following day, she was interviewing for waitresses at the Sydney Vore Restaurant.  She needed to think how to casually introduce the subject of eating customers; maybe just start off by asking whether they'd every eaten anything unusual as a dare, perhaps?
They'd be talking about bloody wallpaper all day, Mona thought, if she didn't stop them.  
Shrink machine technology was fast moving.  The earliest models were now obsolete, consigned to the rubbish heap due to design ingenuity and public taste.  They bore an unfortunate resemblance to a small hand-held firearm; even when finished in bright pink they still looked like something that might be used to shoot someone.  Later versions were more like television remote controls, but they were still quite long and unwieldy; not particularly easy to carry except in a hand or shoulder-bag.  
Mona liked to have the latest models of any gadget, and she had been attracted to the new Slimline GX Shrinkmate, a thin device fashioned like a smartphone, with a touch screen controlling its many shrinking capabilities.  She'd bought it three months ago and felt it was a huge improvement on the clumsier old devices.  It offered an express shrink facility as well as the ability to store information about subjects once they'd been miniaturised to enable re-sizing to their original dimensions.  In Mona's hands the machine had seen plenty of use, though today would be the first time she used the shrink memory function.  
"Um, guys ..." she said, waving the shrinker.  "It's mini Dex time!"
"Oh yeah, sure, sorry Mona" giggled Dannii, placing her hand appealingly over her mouth.  She turned to Dex. "Sorry, I will go on about paint if anyone lets me!"
"Yeah, girlfriend, but he needs to be down your throat" Mona pointed out, pointedly.  
Dex had already loosened his belt and was pulling down his jeans.  "Someone wants to get on with it!" smiled Dannii, looking rather appreciatively at Dex's legs.  "Not sure I'm ready for my dinner just yet" she added, a little teasingly.
"Well, I seem to be spending more time inside Australians than outside them at the moment, so it would be great if we just get on with it" Dex commented, with just a touch of irritation.  He stepped out of his shoes, too.

"Ooh, listen to Mr Angry there!" Mona placed her had on her hip mockingly.  "Your food's disagreeing with you, I think, Dannii".

Dannii laughed.  "Guess so!  OK, Dex, with Mona's help I'd better do this thing before you get all cross with me!"  She simpered at him girlishly.  Dex suddenly had the feeling that behind the girly exterior she might be rather energetic in the bedroom.  Interesting, he thought, unbuttoning his shirt ...
"OK, Dannii" Mona slipped into instructor mode.  "In a moment I'll shrink him when he's got his clobber off, so just remember what I told you.  As it's your first time, it's really important to get it right otherwise you might choke or freak out.  It's essential to get him well covered in spit, so really make sure you get him nice and wet and slippery, so he goes down bonzer.  Got that?"
Dannii nodded, a big expectant smile on her face.  She's in no way shy or worried about this, Dex thought.  That's a good sign.
*  *  *  *  *

Dannii looked on as Mona programmed her new shrinker.  "This thing is bloody choice, mate" she commented.  "Auto programming, memory functions, dead easy to use - and it doesn't blind the customers with laser beams. Just watch this." 
Having asked Dex to sit well back on Dannii's sofa, Mona aimed the machine at him.  There was a brief beep as it acquired the target, then it emitted a high pitched beeping as Dex started to rapidly get smaller until he was the desired size.  The beeping ceased.
"See - easy as you like.  You OK there, Dex mate?"

His voice was as small as he was now, but Dex said that he was fine

"Bonzer.  OK, Dannii, you can pick him now, but be very careful.  Maybe let him walk on to your palm, and cup him carefully. Best to hold your other hand over him until you get used to handling tiny people, right?""
Dannii nodded and held out her hand for Dex to clamber on to, which he did quite easily.  She grinned.  "His little feet are tickling my hand!" she giggled.

"Oh, yeah, you're quite ticklish, aren't you?  Wait till you get him inside of you, you'll know what tickly is then!"

"Can't wait!"  Dannni was carefully lifting her hand up to her face.  "OK, so what's the deal now?"

"Your choice really.  Just remember he's very small and vulnerable.  For the first time, I would just recommend you pick him off your hand with your lips, but keep your palm open underneath in case he slips out."

"OK.  Dex, it's tummy time!" Dannii smiled.  She held her palm flat, parted her lips in a semi pout and closed her lips round Dex's feet, her tongue scooping him up and depositing him in her mouth.  Mona looked approvingly.

"Hey, well done, mate, that was nice and controlled.  Now, you need to give him a good time in there and get him nice and spitty.  And next time, don't forget to give them lots of chat, just use your imagination, tell them what you think they want to hear."
Dannii was a well brought up girl (unlike Mona), who didn't like to speak with her mouth full, so she kept her lips closed and simply smiled.  She put a finger up to her mouth and described a circular motion with it as she masticated Dex, turning him over with her tongue.  She was hungry, and her mouth was reacting to the welcome presence of food by producing plenty of saliva.  She continued to move her little morsel around, bathing him in her spit.
"Right, so I reckon he's probably good to go now, Danielle mate" said Mona with a smile.  "Remember, deep breath, make sure he's at the back of your mouth and fully commit to that swallow.  Only when you feel good and ready though, OK?"

Danielle nodded agreement.  Still not quite believing what she was about to do, she gently inclined her head backwards.  At first nothing happened, but then she felt Dex's slippery body sliding down her tongue and his feet touching the back of her throat.  
It was then that Danielle decided to swallow, as hard as she could. She took a deep breath and gulped hard again, feeling her throat as it visibly bulged.  "Oh. My. God!" gasped Danielle, her hand over her mouth involuntarily.   Recovering, she added "This is the weirdest feeling ever!"  

"Gone?" enquired Mona, smiling.

In reply, Danielle opened her mouth and poked out her tongue.  "Yes - he's gone."  She paused, her hand on her throat as she swallowed again to help him on his way down.  "Bloody hell - I've eaten someone!"  
"Tasty little buggers, aren't they?" smirked Mona. 

"Um, he's a big lump, though.  I can feel him all the way down." Danielle tapped her chest, hoping to speed his passage.

"Don't worry mate, it's a bit of a tight fit but it doesn't take long" Mona assured her with a smile.  

"Oooh - I think he's in my tummy already!  I can feel him moving about, I reckon!" Danielle's eyes opened wide as she ran her hand over her abdomen.

"D'ya know mate, I think you might be a natural at this" Mona commented.

Danielle beamed happily.  "Maybe I am!"

*  *  *  *  *  *

Dex had been in this situation many times before: he had been the first human that many potential vore girls had swallowed - or, in some cases, tried to.  Being spat out into the hand (ideally) of some woman who had almost choked on you wasn't much fun.  Some of them talked the talk, in his experience, but when it came to actually delivering the big gulp, they didn't have the nerve.  

Danielle was a promising exception, he quickly decided.  Dex found one mouth very much like another, but he was impressed that the owner of this one had listened to her friend's advice.  She had taken her time, gently massaging his body first with her tongue and running him around her mouth.  Saliva had been quick to build up, too, he noted, which showed that she wasn't nervous about swallowing someone.  She had made sure he was fully coated and slippery, just as Mona had told her, before producing a decisive and confident swallow.

Dex felt his back being tickled by Danielle's soft, moist uvula as it bounced along his back before  felt himself slide more quickly along her tongue.  His head hit the top of the athlete's throat then he felt himself plunge face first down her oesophagus.  
Control of his descent to the stomach shifted from Danielle's conscious control to that of her throat muscles as peristalsis took over.  He was propelled in stages down the moist tube of her gullet by a series of rhythmic contractions until finally his head popped through the sphincter at the opening to her stomach.  

There was a sort "pop" sound and Dex was deposited unceremoniously with a splat on the soft, ribbed and slightly springy floor of Danielle's belly.  Her stomach wall shook a little in response to his arrival.  He slid along the base of her stomach before coming to rest in a small pool of slightly sick - smelling liquid.
For most people, being popped into the mouth of a young voress, gently moistened, then swallowed and squeezed slowly down her throat, to land in a heap in her belly would be the experience of a lifetime.  At the very least, they would be almost breathless and probably a little spunkless.  For Dex, it was something he looked forward to every few months with interest.  He liked being swallowed, of course, and he was paid well, both of which were of course good.  And it was fascinating to himg, too, that no one person's insides were exactly the same as another's.  He was looking forward to finding out what was different about Danielle.
Mona's digestive system, for example, he was well used to, as he'd already carried out three previous internal checks.  There was usually a few things in her stomach as reminders of previous meals - watches and jewellery mostly - but what set Mona apart was what happened immediately you left her stomach.  Unusually, you were propelled upwards rather than down as her duodenum first arched towards her liver before curling round and then plunging down into her small intestines.  It was like the world's slowest roller-coaster.  Then there was her friend Abena who had an unusually flat stomach floor.  Some of the girls had clearly had appendicitis at one time and were missing that small appendage.  He could go on.

So it was with great curiosity that Dex fumbled in the humid darkness for his waterproof  mobile phone, stowed from the holster around his middle.  His whole body was still sticky from Danielle's saliva which was now dripping off him to form a small pool around him, but he managed to grasp the phone sufficiently to thumb the torch app. 
For a moment the bright white light dazzled him, but he quickly readjusted  - and then his eyes widened in surprise.  He looked all round to check his initial thoughts.  Yes - Danielle's stomach was quite a lot bigger than that of any of the previous girls of whom he'd previously been a temporary internal guest.  

Gazing upwards, he saw above his head the puckered opening to Danielle's throat which he'd just been pushed through.  In most of the girls, their throat sphincter was near to or at the highest point in their stomachs, but in Danielle her belly curved on past that entrance, further upwards to its rounded summit.  Turning his head, he shone the torch at the way out of this giant cavern, some distance away to his left; the stomach gently funnelled slightly upwards and away towards another tightly closed wrinkle which guarded the exit into Danielle's intestines.  

Dex shone the torch all round his temporary base for the next few hours, the light glinting off the slippery, shiny walls.  Yes, Danielle had an unusually large belly, the biggest he had been in by some distance. There was no doubt about that, though as Dex reflected, she was also the tallest woman even to have swallowed him, too, so he supposed it wasn't too surprising that the size of her internally matched up with her dimensions externally.  

He was also impressed that she'd obviously followed the instructions about not eating anything before swallowing him.  Her stomach was completely empty of food.  He couldn't always say that of some of the other girls.  Dex particularly remembered a time when he'd shared Mona's stomach with the semi-digested remains of some sort of chocolate ice cream.  And there was that other time which he didn't like to think abut much - but he'd been almost certain his host had given some guy a blow job not long before she'd gulped him down ...

His thoughts were interrupted by a slight sting on his shoulder as Danielle's stomach reacted to what it thought was food.  Her digestive juices had started to rain down on him, but protected as he was by the serum, he knew her body would have to delay its nourishment a while longer.

He'd better report back to the outside world, he thought.  Dex knew that Mona badly wanted Australia to win the International Vore Competition - what is it with the Aussies, he wondered, that they always want to win everything?  Anyway,  the vast cavern which surrounded him would be great news for them. Who knew how many people this Amazonian woman would be able to pack away?  
He switched off the torch, momentarily plunging himself into pitch blackness, and put the phone into messaging mode.

*  *  *  *  *
Back outside Dannii's body, Mona was suggesting some improvements to Dannii's vore technique.  "Something maybe to work on would be more interplay with your meal.  Maybe ask your prey how they want you to be with them.  I've had some really weird requests in my time, I can tell you.  Some I was OK with, some I wasn't."

Dannii was intrigued.  "Like what?"

"Do you want a list?  Well, just off the top of my head, one guy had some fantasy about being eaten by a lion, so I got myself face and body painted - totally bloody starkers I was - and wore my hair long like a mane.  I felt pretty silly, but he was grinning like a shot fox.   And there was this woman who wanted to be swallowed with her cat - I said no to that one.   Then there's all the people who want to be part of your dinner, so you've got to be really careful and know where they are on the plate otherwise you might bite them.  You get all types."

Dannii laughed.  "I'm looking forward to more, then!  Sounds great fin.  And I still can't really believe there's actually a real live person in my tummy!"  She was still coming to terms with what she had done.  "Was it like this the first time you ate someone?"

"Well, yeah, I gotta agree the first time round it's a weird experience - like really odd and pretty amazing at the same time" Mona agreed.  "And it just gets better too.  I just love the power I got over these people."  She paused and licked her lips with a mischievous wink.  "Can get me growler pretty bloody damp too" she added, in an Aussie slang reference to her vagina.
Dannii's eyes widened.  "Ooh!  Really?" she queried in a half-whisper, half giggle.

Mona grinned happily.  "Too right, mate, if I fancy them they can do me before I do them" she laughed.  "Might as well use them to the max, so my body takes everything it wants from them.  Don't think there's ever much left of them when they reach me rear exit.  Anyhow nobody's ever gonna find out what goes on before I swallow them, so I'm up for pretty much whatever gets suggested to me, anything really - even given a couple of the girls a try, to be honest with yer." 
Dannii was open-mouthed now.  She had never thought Mona was anything other than very hetero indeed, but the jangling sound of "How Australian's That?" from her mobile phone postponed any further exploration of her friend's sexual preferences.  Dannii had selected the anthem for the text message service on her mobile phone had been an in-joke within the volleyball team.  
She accessed the message. "Ooh, it's from Dex!  News from my little snack!" she announced excitedly.  "OK, word for word mate, he says it's like a cathedral in here.  Never been in a stomach so big.  That's it."

"Jeez, he always has been a bloke of few words." Mona responded with some asperity.

Her new friend was in pensive mood now, and felt a bit put out.  "So he's saying I've got a big belly?"

"Well, yeah, I suppose he is.  But that's great news - means you can pack a lot of little people away.  You little ripper!"  Mona nudged her friend playfully.  "Still, you're the one in control here.  Why don'tcha tell the cheeky bludger to mind how he talks about your belly or he might get to find out how much hot coffee it holds?"

Dannii's face lit up.  "Hey yeah, great idea, Mona!" She tapped a message into her phone and pressed "Send".

The muffled sound of a mobile phone trilled around the room.  Dannii looked down at her belly with a yelp of delight.

"Mm, first time my tummy's ever done that!" she laughed.  
Mona held up a portentous forefinger.  "OK, now just a few thing to remember with eating people.  Like anything the customer is always right so there's some really obvious stuff you need to watch so they have a bonzer time inside you.  So until they come out the other end, like - der, no spicy food, you don't want to risk the trots.  And try not to run about or get too energetic because it jolts them about, especially when they're in your belly, not so much later on.  But I guess with your poor old knee that won't be a prob, right?"

Dannii grimaced ruefully.  "Yeah.  It's about another week before the cast gets taken off and even then my knee might still need strapping.  So, no, I'm not planning anything violent."  

"Ace.  So, just one other thing.  Remember I told you about the International Vore Competition?  Qualifiers coming up in Bali, three weeks from now?"

Dannii nodded.  "Yeah, you told me."  Her non-committal reply masked the fact that she had indded been thinking about the IVC.  A lot. And she had something to negotiate with Mona: something which might well affect their friendship, though probably not the Australian will to win which they both shared. 

"So you'll do it, right?  Take my place in the qualifier?  Remember, it's for Aussie" Mona cajoled.

Dannii was now looking more pensive.  She wasn't sure how Mona was going to take this, but she had decided this was the only opportunity she was likely to have.  A particular episode from the live feed back at Bundaburra Cricket Ground was flashing in her mind.  She nodded.
"Yes, I'll do it.  But you've got to agree one thing for me."

Mona waved her hand airily.  "Yeah, sure, no worries, anything you like provided you'll do it."
"Shake on it?"

A look of puzzlement crossed Mona's face.  "Bit formal, isn't it?  But yeah, go on."

They shook hands, and Dannii took a deep breath.  "OK ... If I win the qualifier, can we agree I get to be swallowed?"
Mona shrugged. She thought Dannii was talking about a full tour.  "Yeah, I guess, so you get some idea of the experience?  Maybe one of my new waitresses could do it." 

"This is really difficult and I'm not finding the right words for this.  Mona, I want *you* to eat me."

There was a tumbleweed moment as Mona's bottom lip dropped; for once, there was no snappy answer.  Eventually she responded.  "Er, well, that is a surprise, I've got to say.  Um, by eat, do you mean ..."  

Her friend shook her head.  "I'm not really sure.  Probably full tour, but  ... maybe the other ..."

Mona puffed her cheeks up and exhaled.  "Jeez.  I'm going to need some time to deal with this."

Dannii dipped her head.  "Sorry.  I know it's a bit difficult to deal with ..."

"Just a little!  You're seriously considering the idea of me digesting you.  It's a bit much to take in."
"Why?  You must have eaten loads of people."

"Yeah, high hundreds.  I don't know how many."

"So one more's not a problem."

"Yes it is a problem!  And however many people I've eaten isn't the point.  We're mates." Mona took a deep breath. "I don't want you ending up as my shit."  She had lost her usual bravado.  This had shocked her.
"Don't think of it like that.  Full tour's probably fine."

"What's brought this on, anyway?"

Dannii was cautious.  Clearly this was a problem.  She coughed nervously. "Well, erm, it's just that when I watched you online eating that cricket team, there was this one shot where you had your mouth wide open, and I could see right down your throat ... Mona, right at that moment, I wanted to be making that journey to your belly."
"Holy dooley."  
Dannii played her trump card.  "But it's really important to win the qualifier for Australia, isn't it?  More than anything?"

"Well, der, yeah.  But -"

"So now you know.  And you did agree to do anything provided I agreed to do the qualifier.  We shook on it, too.  So you can't go back on it now."
Mona stood up.  "Look, I haven't got time for this now, I've got to get over to the restaurant.  But we'll talk more about this."

TO BE CONTINUED
