It starts with a caterpie. 

Nana, a small and unassuming little whimsicott, had found herself in a predicament after a long, disastrous trip through the bowels of a tyrantrum. It started (understandably) as nightmares—night after night reliving her stay in the churning sack of a stomach unable to break her down and the tight, rippling tunnels beneath in the beast's guts. If asked, she probably couldn't pick out the exact point at which things changed. All she knew and all she knows is that one morning she woke following one such dream to find her nether regions embarrassingly hot and wet. Over the course of weeks, her dreams had evolved, until she would wake with her hands sticky from scenes wherein she could only masturbate furiously as the muscular walls of the stomach ground over her.

One night it was her stomach she was peering into, and in her sleep she came so hard she shocked herself awake, and couldn't walk until she'd had time to compose herself again. This was when she decided she was going to do it; she was going to cross the line, and she was going to subject another living thing to the machinations of her belly. She had to know, one way or another, if this was what she needed to move on.
It starts with a caterpie.
She's nervous at first, and spends nearly twenty minutes stalking the unsuspecting bug pokemon. It wanders from patch of brush to patch of brush, gobbling up leaves without a care in the world. Watching it eat only serves to remind Nana of her own empty stomach; she'd forgone food that morning to ensure her tummy would be empty and ready when she finally took the plunge. It's getting impatient with her, and in its displeasure warbles so loudly that her hiding place on the branch up above her would-be prey's current buffet is discovered.
“Uhh. Are you all right up there?” the little caterpie asks, rising up on his tail to better peer at her.
“Y-Yes!” she calls down, setting a hand over her complaining middle. “Just getting a little hungry, I guess.”
“If you want, you can come down and help yourself. There's enough for both of us. If you want, I mean.”
Oh no. He's cute. Of course he doesn't suspect a thing—she's a whimsicott. They aren't exactly known for their predatory nature. He turns his back on her and goes back to munching away as she drifts down from the branch, and she nearly reconsiders right then and there.
'What am I doing?' she thinks, troubled, 'This isn't like me at all. I don't hurt other pokemon... much less eat them...'
Her stomach growls again, insistent. She knows she can sate herself on the leaves, maybe some sweet clover, and forget that this ever happened, but then the caterpie crunches on something particularly thick and plant-smelling, and the pleased little 'mmmm' he lets out reminds her of the way the tyrantrum had toyed with her. He had so enjoyed having her in his mouth—his tongue rolling over her, licking up all the natural flavor of her body. How pleased he'd been to have life held precariously in his jaws...
A shiver runs through her. Bright orange eyes remain fixed on the oblivious bug type in front of her, and her mouth begins to water.
'It's just one caterpie,' she tells herself, 'I mean... most of them don't even live long enough to evolve once. If it's not me, it will be a pidgeotto, or a fletchinder, and they'll do such awful things to the poor little guy before they swallow him down... He's much better off in my belly, right? I'll be nice and gentle with him. Right. Exactly. He's sweet, and if he's going to get eaten anyway it might as well be by someone who will treat him kindly on the way down.'
Nana hasn't quite managed to convince herself, not totally, but her tummy's next hungry gurgle is a persuasive argument all its own.
She steps up behind him, and he's so engrossed in chewing away that he doesn't even look up when her shadow falls over him—he did invite her to eat, after all. Even when she reaches down and picks him up, he doesn't flail or struggle, beyond wriggling around so that he can stare at her in confusion.
“Um. What are you doing?”
“Helping myself?” she responds just a tad skittishly. This is her last chance to back out, because once she makes her move if she lets him go free it will probably get around the meadow within the week. She'd be ruined. 
“What do you mean by— Wait no, don't—!!”
He doesn't have time to do a thing before she stuffs his head into her mouth. Headfirst. It had to be headfirst, so that he couldn't scream to call attention to them or spit string at her. The added bonus is that it gets the largest part of him contained first. In her hands, his body flails and thrashes, his legs scrambling to find purchase to try and pull his head free, but he's only a caterpie. She may not be a powerhouse, but she's stronger than he is.
Her tongue curls beneath his chin and slathers saliva beneath it, wetting him down so that when she gives him a shove he slides in more readily. For another pokemon her size, this would be difficult, but her body is designed to squeeze and stretch, and it takes minimal effort to spread her jaws wide enough that her tongue can continue its work, slopping strands of drool on both sides of his face and the top of his head. She can hear his muffled cries for her to stop, but it's too late now. This has to happen. Her stomach rumbles eagerly in anticipation of the meal it's about to receive. 
She may not be uncomfortable, but the poor caterpie must be. Stretchiness aside, her mouth is still a tight fit, hot and slimy and claustrophobic, and her teeth scrape his sides as she inserts even more of him. By now his tiny snout is nudging the back of her throat, brushing her uvula and nudging into her tonsils as he fights valiantly for freedom. She gags. For a moment, she's nearly forced to spit him out, a trickle of saliva oozing past his body to dribble down her chin. 
It's now or never.
With a thick, wet GULP, she takes her first swallow, feeling her esophagus seize his head and haul it down into her throat. He redoubles his squirming and thrashing, if only because now he's entirely unable to breathe. Neither is she, come to that. This she hadn't considered, eating something so large. Working quickly, she can't take the time to play, doing her best to quickly slick the rest of his body and only half-succeeding. The next swallow pulls him halfway down, well into her neck, but he's also half dry and catches on her flesh, making her cough and choke. Her stomach lurches, and her muscles rebel, trying to expel him from her body.
'You can do this, Nana!' she tells herself, straightening up and tilting her head back to let gravity help her. His tail flicks roughly against her face, but another hard gulp sees all but the very tip contained in her throat. His head passes into her chest, and she can feel his feeble struggles against those much firmer muscles. One more is all she needs. His hind end is so dry it's painful, but she grits her teeth and swallows him down, the tip of his tail disappearing into the clutches of her esophagus. 
He slides down achingly slowly, but once he's pressed firmly against her cardia it only takes a series of light little gulps to guide him through. She feels every twitch he makes as he's squeezed slowly into her waiting belly, and then the deed is done.
Nana lets herself drop onto her rear in the dirt, looking down at herself. On the outside, her tummy has rounded out considerably. She's far from enormous, but it's clear she's toting something around inside. Her hands come down to gently pet her abdomen. 
Inside, she's very aware of her passenger. Her stomach is a small, delicate little pouch of an organ, not used to such an enormous load, and it's only stretched as far as it had to to accept the caterpie's body, forcing him to curl up in a tight ball and fighting every attempt he makes to move.  Around him, her belly groans and burbles audibly even to her. The weight of her meal has compressed her intestines, but they still growl, eager for her stomach to do its deadly job and send some food their way.
“Oooh...” she mutters, scooting backward to lay against the trunk of the tree. She can feel the walls of her stomach straining and cramping slightly as they try to press and knead over her resistant meal. “Ohhh, you're so heavy... Please don't wiggle so much... I couldn't spit you out if I wanted to, now...”
He either doesn't hear her or takes this as a challenge, because suddenly the wriggling in her gut increases fourfold. She whimpers, pushing her hands more firmly into the little bulge of her belly, but it does nothing to discourage him. It's not until she actually begins to feel nauseous and doubles over, choking but bringing up nothing, that he seems to realize her throat is a one-way lane. The sphincter leading to her stomach is much less willing to stretch from the other side. 
“Sorry,” she tells him when she manages to sit back up, panting slightly. His struggles continue, but they're half-hearted and weak, and now she can feel her nethers beginning to heat up and moisten. “But you're in there to stay. Try to go to sleep, okay? My belly is going to... it's going to break you down, and churn you up...”
She bites her lower lip, letting one hand slide down between her splayed legs to begin rubbing over her opening.
“And when you're nice and soft you'll squeeze into my gut... so my body can absorb you... You're so big... It will probably take a while for all of you to leave my stomach...”
Her stomach clenches around him, pressing in from all sides. There isn't much air for him to breathe, and the viscous slime oozing from the walls is beginning to make his body itch. He's light-headed, upside-down with his tail in his face, and almost can't push the walls outward anymore. Her whole gut is nothing but noise from the inside, the hungry growl of her intestines gearing up to receive him, the thick bubbling glorp of her stomach wetly working him over, but none of it is quite loud enough to drown out the things she's saying. Perhaps worse, even the constant roll of the muscles around him isn't enough to keep him from knowing what she's doing to herself while he begins to digest.
She bucks into the meat of her palm, no longer talking to the caterpie in her tummy so much as she is fantasizing about what he's going through inside her for her own pleasure.
“When you're in my—my guts... My body will absorb as much of you as it can... I promise I'll make good use of you... I'll. Hnnh. I'll have to carry you around for a couple of days, probably. While my tummy works on you some more. Ooooh...”
Rutting against her hand is no longer doing much good; she's soaked and can feel her tunnel clenching desperately, dripping clear fluid. She doubles over (and feels the caterpie give a feeble squirm as he's further compressed) and begins to thrust two fingers in and out of herself with one hand while the other grinds a fingertip in tight circles around the engorged nub of her clit. 
“I think. Ah-ahhh... I just. Want to keep you inside me... as long as I possibly ca-haa-ahhhhh!”
Her tunnel contracts tightly around her fingers, pulsing, and she orgasms so hard she sees stars. When it's over, she slumps back against the tree, gasping for breath. Between her climax and the amount of energy being diverted to her stomach to work over her meal, she's spent. She sets a hand over her stuffed middle and closes her eyes. This was worth it. This was absolutely worth it. The last thing she feels before she falls asleep is a sudden rush of heat—her stomach beginning to produce acid in earnest.
Trapped inside her, the caterpie can only whimper and wiggle. He tries calling out more than once to beg her not to sleep, but his tiny voice is drowned out by the loud groans of her organs. What she feels as a pleasant warmth he experiences as a burning gush of fire over his back and any other part of him unlucky enough to be pressed against the churning walls. She may be an omnivore, but her belly isn't used to processing such a large amount of meat, or something so solid. It will be hours before his body is even broken down enough for her stomach to start to grind apart.
His only salvation is a tiny burp she lets out in her sleep. With it rushes out the thin, foul air keeping him conscious. He meets his end not being digested alive by the dozing ram, but suffocating, out cold, painless.
–
She sleeps heavily for most of the day, her body hard at work processing her stomach's contents, but it won't be until morning that she finally feels the former caterpie's body start to pass into her intestines. By now the hard lump in her stomach has become a more pleasant roundness. She won't slim down until she's begun absorbing some of him, but she doesn't mind. The sloping protrusion of a full tummy, she finds, is a good look for her. 
It's impossible to go about her day as usual, so she lazes around in the sun and listens to the steady gurgle of her intestines and the gentle slosh of her still mostly-full stomach. Though she feels for the pokemon broken down inside her, she now understands why some prey on others—just the memory of his squirms is enough to get her hot and bothered again. She's too sluggish and full of food to get up anyway, so she spends the day alternately napping with her arms huddled to her working belly and leisurely touching herself. By the time the sun sets, her body is finally starting to absorb nutrients from the thick soup building in her intestines.  
–
The next morning, Nana awakes to a much-reduced tummy, almost back to its usual trimness. Almost. There's a little layer of pudge resting on her stomach that she can't help but stroke fondly, even as her now-empty stomach lets out a hungry complaint.
“Okay, okay,” she huffs down at herself. She can still feel a fullness in her lower belly, but that, she knows, is temporary. With a grunt, she pushes herself up, stretches, and, after a moment's pause, looks back down at her stomach. She first gives it a pat, then presses lightly into the new softness there.
“I guess I'll be carrying you around for a little longer than I thought. I hope you like it there. I think, just maybe, I'll send you a friend sometime.”
