"Come back here, Rick!", I heard one of my siblings calling me. "Obey mom!". 

But I didn't listen. I got out of our burrow and I ran away. I was eager to explore the outside world all by myself. 

I had a loving and caring mother who had strictly forbidden me to leave the burrow alone until I was old enough. But I, as a rebellious young rabbit, didn't want to obey her, and I escaped when I felt like it. My mother was out, so she couldn't prevent it. I didn't really care about what her reaction would be when I returned. 

Our burrow was on top of a grassy hill. There were meadows and little forests all around it. The whole place was beautiful, and full of yummy plants, but what caught my attention more than anything was the sea. There was a beach no more than a kilometer away, and I was determined to get there. So, I started hopping towards it, ignoring my sibling. Mom always said that the beach was a place we were to avoid, because it was dangerous, but I didn't care. 

I hopped all the way to the beach. I was young and full of energy, and I didn't even get tired, but I did get hungry. A few hours before, my belly had been bloated from grass, but now it was completely empty. Small, warm-blooded animals like me have insanely fast metabolisms. 

So, I first looked at the dark blue sea in front of me. It was beautiful, and I was delighted. But soon, my hunger made another thing catch my attention: near some tide pools, on the sand, there were little piles of algae. They were green and fresh looking, and they made me salivate. I hopped towards them, and I started eating them. They were incredibly salty, and they tasted awesome. I figured that I would have to drink a lot of fresh water afterwards. 

"This is amazing!", I thought, chewing and swallowing algae non-stop. "I don't understand why mom never brought us here before!". 

Not only food was great at the beach. I found it very comfortable to lie down on the sand, and the waves sound was very relaxing. I felt like I was in heaven. 

Jake fluffed his feathers in satisfaction at the feeling of the warm sand beneath his feet. The sun was shining, with a fresh sea breeze coming inshore, bringing the salt air with it. For a seabird, such air was invigorating. The breeze rippled his feathers slightly as it blowed past, feeling pleasantly cool in contrast to the sun. Jake yawned happily, and began to walk down the beach, leaving big, webbed footprints behind him as he walked. Soon he spotted a shallow tide pool ahead. Feeling thirsty, he flapped his wings twice, effortlessly taking to the air and lazily spanning the 40 metre distance in a few seconds. He set down with a gentle splash, feet slapping into the water, which here come up to his "knees." 

Jake looked around for a second, checking to ensure there were no other gulls about (he was not particularly in the mood for a territorial dispute), and then dipped his head down, sipping the clear (yet somewhat warm) water. He did this a few times (a specialized gland filtered the salt from his body) before his thirst was quenched. Then he stretched a wing lazily, and noting that no one seemed to be nearby, he decided to take a quick bath. 

He stepped deeper into the pool, until it was deep enough to dip his head and neck under. Then, he flapped and slopped about, energetically rinsing his primaries and down feathers for a few minutes before stepping to the edge of the pool again. Standing ankle deep in the water, he ruffled his feathers, sighing in pleasure at their fresh, clean feel as he shook the water away. Luckily he was alone, as his wet feathers gave him an undignified, fluffy look now, and he was glad there was no one around to see. He smiled to himself at this thought, relishing this rare moment of peace. 

'The only thing that could make this better is a snack' he thought to himself as he waited for his feathers to dry in the wind. 

I saw the big seagull taking a bath at the tide pools, from a safe distance. First, my prey instincts kicked in. "Is that bird dangerous?", I thought. But then I decided that it wouldn't be dangerous. I knew that birds like owls and eagles ate rabbits like me, but that seagull looked nothing like them. His beak wasn't as sharp, and instead of sharp claws, he had cute webbed feet. I thought that seagulls were supposed to eat fish and other sea animals. I never thought I could be in danger. 

When I finally decided to stop eating algae, my belly was visibly bloated from them. I was a greedy herbivore. I was so bloated that I couldn't walk very fast. So I walked towards the seagull slowly. I wanted to start a conversation with him, or her. I was very sociable, and I loved meeting other animals. 

I called the seagull when I got close: "Hey, you big seabird!", I shouted. 

Jake stiffened as he heard someone address him, realizing he was not alone. "What do you want?" 

From the sound of the voice he could tell it was not another gull. He looked around quickly, turning towards the sound. Initially his keen eyes pass right over the source of the voice, before he spotted a little rabbit. The brown fur of the mammal blended in surprisingly well with the wet sand. 

Of more surprise to Jake than the presence of a rabbit out in the open was that the little bunny was actually loping toward him. As he watched, his always-hungry seagull's instincts contemplated the idea of eating this unsuspected visitor. Jake couldn't tell from here, but he suspected the rabbit was young, and easily swallowable. 

All of these thoughts ran through his mind in a split second as he spread his wings slightly, ready to give chase if the potential prey decided to bolt. 

I felt a little intimidated, and I stopped walking. His words had sounded a little rude to me. 

"Oh, hello", I said. "I just got a little jealous of you... how is the water in the pool? Is it cold? I might take a bath if it isn't". 

I carefully looked at him. I realized that I would totally fit inside his belly, and I got a little scared. I remembered my mom, and I almost wanted to run away, but I stayed calm. "There's no way a seagull can eat a rabbit", I thought. "Maybe he's just had a bad day... ". 

Seeing the rabbit having second thoughts after his question, Jake dropped his territorial demeanor, knowing the small mammal posed no threat. 

"It's pretty warm...for me, at least" he finally replied, sounding much friendlier now. For now, he was just hoping to get the rabbit closer to see whether he'd make a nice meal or not. Proximity was also important to strike effectively. Jake was a fast flier, but he knew catching moving prey on land was not the same as going after fish or other seabirds, where a soft landing is guaranteed. 

"Oh, OK", I said, more relaxed. "Then I'll take a bath". 

I got next to the tide pool, and even closer to the seagull. I put my paw into the water and said: 

"Oh, it's quite cold!", I exclaimed. "But no problem, I like cold better than heat!". 

And then I jumped into the water, which was deep enough to cover me entirely. I splashed water all over, including the seagull. 

"Oops, sorry", I said. 

Jake let out a surprised scream as the little rabbit jumped jubilantly into the water. Water which was knee deep for him was deep enough for the mammal to swim in. Looking at the bunny splashing about only a few feet away, Jake decided he looked like a delectable snack to fill his empty crop. 

Slowly, he edged closer, feet stirring up the sand as he stepped through the water. 

"So what's a land dweller like you doing out here?" he asked, speaking partly out of curiosity, and partly to distract from his approach. 

"My mother is the most annoying rabbit in the world!", I exclaimed, getting used to the cold water. "She never let us go out alone, or come here to the beach. So, I escaped. I just wanted to see the beach. It's a really lovely place". 

I moved around the pool a little. I submerged my head in the water, shortening my ears. I swam towards the seagull and asked: 

"So, what's your name, you big seabird? Mine's Richard, but you can call me Rick if you like". 

Jake cocked his head slightly, realizing why the small rabbit seemed so naive. 

"I'm Jake" he replied, ruffling his feathers slightly as he sees Rick begin to paddle closer. 

Grinning slightly (at least in the manner of a bird), Jake takes two steps closer to the foundering bunny, spanning the distance between them. So close now! he thought, imagining to himself how pleasant the young, warm blooded mammal would be to gulp down. 

"You said something earlier about being a little jealous earlier" Jake observed. "What did you mean?" 

"Oh, well, Jake, you seemed happy and satisfied to be taking a bath", I said. "So I felt like I wanted to do the same. You kind of made me jealous, hehe, that's what I meant". 

"He seems friendly", I thought. "Maybe we'll end up being good pals". 

"I was right there while you were taking a bath", I continued saying, and I pointed at the piles of algae. "Cattails have always been my favorite food, but I just tasted those algae, and they were so awesome that I'm not sure anymore. Food is really good here at the beach, isn't it?", I said. 

"When it comes to food, the beach has its advantages. It's easy to fish, and there's a lot to scavenge" Jake said. 

"It's a little dull though. If one is enterprising there are...alternatives...to be found just about anywhere" he continued, referring indirectly to his species tendency to eat (or try to eat) whatever they could get their beaks around. 

"Oh, interesting", I said. "I had never considered any food as "alternative". To me, whatever is edible, is food, and that's it. No "alternatives" for me, hehe". 

"The truth is that I am a little greedy when it comes to food", I explained. "It's probably because I am a herbivore. We herbivores have to eat great amounts of food, because plants aren't as calory-dense as meat is. My eight sibs and I have ruined countless human crops, because we eat non-stop. Just imagine nine hungry bunnies versus some young lettuces, spinaches or cabbages!", I giggled. "We can consume an entire little field and still not be filled". 

"I guess that you as a meat eater are not that greedy, are you?", I asked. Having mentioned the word "crop" made me remember that birds like Jake had crops too. His crop was truly big, bigger than me for sure. But then I noticed that his beak wasn't that big. "There's no way he could swallow me, even if he wanted", I thought. "I wouldn't fit". 

I was floating on my back. My meaty and distended belly was exposed. I impulsed myself a little with my back legs away from Jake, but I didn't go far. I had no intention to scape, and the tide pool wasn't very big either. I was so relaxed and confident that I yawned widely, showing my ridged palate and my molars.

"Eh, you'd be surprised what flying does to an appetite" Jake said casually, yawning widely himself as he felt the contagious effect of Rick's relaxed gape. His jaws stretched widely as he inhaled, for a split second exposing a quick glimpse down the length of his tongue, past glistening strings of saliva stretching gooeily between upper and lower jaws and into the dark, slippery depths if his feathered neck. Feeling more alert, he snapped his beak shut, sealing the depths of the avian maw from view once again. 

"As for 'alternatives', am I right in guessing you rabbits don't have the same level of...variety...in your diet as us gulls?" 

As their discussion had now shifted to food, Jake was once again reminded by his belly of his plans for the little bunny. He began to drool slightly at the thought, gaze increasing in acuity as his instincts sharpened themselves once more, the temporary distraction of conversation all but forgotten. 

"Oh, wow, what a big mouth you have!", I commented, suddenly feeling nervous, because I had seen that Jake could swallow me in fact. "We rabbits do have a lot of variety in our diet, because we can eat most plants. As for you gulls, I guess that we rabbits would never make a part of your diet, would we?", I said. 

"I have to go back to my burrow, and now!", I thought, still laying on my back on the water. "And I need to drink some fresh water too, those algae have made me very thirsty", I thought. 

"Oh no!" Jake enthused, as a predatory gleam appeared in his eyes. 

"We'll eat just about anything we can catch" he continued. A thin string of saliva dripped from his beak as he spoke, stretching shinily in the sun before slopping thickly into the water. 

"Invertebrates, fish, insects, reptiles, birds... mammals... they're all on the 'menu' so to speak'" Jake said, standing taller and limbering up his wings, stretching them to their full span of nearly 6 feet. 

"Holy See, mammals?", I thought. Had I known that seagulls ate mammals, I would have never gotten so close to Jake. But now, it was late. "Is he salivating because he's eager to eat me?", I continued thinking. "I think I am in trouble... I am stupid, and I should have obeyed mom". 

I started to lose my nerves. My prey instincts kicked in, but I remained calm. I was a smart rabbit. "There's no way I could escape from him", I thought, staring at his huge body, and understanding why keeping it active took him being a greedy eater. "I'll have to try... other strategies", I thought. "Or I'll end my days fueling him". 

"Mammals?", I said, as I swam next to the pool's edge, but still not giving the impression of wanting to escape. "But that doesn't include rabbits, does it?", I asked. 

"It depends, really, on how big one is, and how hungry one feels" Jake said, so close now that he could smell the sweet, gamy scent of the rabbit's fear. 

"What do you think?" he asked quietly, gazing straight into his prey's nervous eyes.

"I think you are more than eager to eat me!", I finally shouted, as I jumped out of the pool, but I didn't run away, and I looked directly at his face. 

"All I need is a few seconds!", I thought, now completely wet from the water and lying on the sand. I started to get sand stuck to my fur.

Taking advantage of his prey's slight hesitation, Jake spread his wings, and lunged after the rabbit, beak spread wide as he sprung upwards from the water, half jumping, half flying through the air with a single flap of his long pinions, doing his best to zero in on the surprised bunny before his prey had a chance to begin running away. Jake knew he had to make his move now. Although he was faster on the wing than the rabbit, it would be very difficult to catch him once the nimble sprinter made a run for it. 

I screamed like the young rabbit I was. I knew that it was the end for me. That hungry seagull had not wasted a second to fill himself with an easy meal. "I am doomed, and I deserve it because I've been an idiot", I thought. 

"Pleeease, don't eat me!", I cried, as his powerful beak clamped mercilessly on me, and I kicked and wriggled like crazy, spreading sand all around. "Jake, listen to me, please!". 

I was about to burst weeping. I was too young to die. I wanted to try and convince Jake not to eat me.

Jake snatched Rick from the ground by the head, wasting little time now. The terrified rabbit had kicked up quite a bit of sand in his fur, but that would pose little problem for a seabird. Hearing the mammal's pleas for mercy, he shook his head in annoyance as the rabbit continued to struggle spiritedly. 

"Well, since you're deciding to make this difficult I guess I'll have to dunk you" he finally said, voice muffled from the fur filling his mouth. He spread his wings and flapped heavily, taking to the air. After gaining an altitude of about 3 metres, he banked towards the shore, and made his way out to sea a little ways. About 30 metres offshore, he slowed and alighted upon the waves, just clear of the surf line. He dipped Rick in the water a few times, and shook him about a bit, rinsing the sand from his soaked fur. 

"Listen to... !", I screamed, and I was interrupted as I was dipped. "Jake, Listen! I am a young rabbit, it's not fair that you eat me!", I implored. 

I knew that my end was near. I couldn't but wish that my siblings were smarter than me and survived until their full adulthood. 

Jake dropped Rick into the water for a moment, finally letting his strong grip on the rabbit go. Compared to the tide pool, this ocean water was frigid, and it already seemed to be having a tiring effect on the small rabbit. 

"Silly bunny, being young was the reason I decided to eat you in the first place!" he said. 

"A full grown rabbit is probably too big to swallow, and would put up more of a fight. You, however, will fit down my throat easily! Besides, I've got to eat to survive as well. If I listened to the pleas of every prey I eat I wouldn't be here, talking to you now." 

I was having a hard time speaking, and even thinking. I had been shaken too much and the water was too cold for me. 

"Please... Myxomatosis has taken a heavy toll this year from the rabbit population... Look for some another prey... and let me live and breed like the bunny I am... for our numbers to recover... ". 

I wasn't even sure about myxomatosis killing rabbits in my area, but that was still the best thing I could come up with. 

"Please, be gentle, don't hurt me... ", I said at the end, almost in tears. If I had to die to satisfy that greedy gull's appetite, I preferred not to suffer. 

"Myxomatosis? Never heard of it" Jake said impatiently, wanting this meal in his belly more with each passing moment. 

Yet hearing the rabbit's pleas not to hurt him, Jake felt a little pity making its way through his hunger, and he decided to at least reassure the scared bunny a little bit before eating him. 

"Um... I can promise it won't much, at least compared to the end you'd meet at the beaks or paws of other predators" he said (and he had the experience swallowing live prey to know what he promised was accurate). 

"I don't have teeth or claws" he continued. "I'm built to to swallow my prey whole. I prefer it, and it's a lot easier than tearing them to shreds first." 

"Myxomatosis... is a disease which kills many rabbits... anyway, go for it, I guess I have no choice". 

"Please, have mercy of me... regret your desire of eating me, please... ", I thought, perhaps losing my mind a bit to the fear and the cold. 

If Jake had any regrets regarding what he was about to do, they were far outweighed by the urgent desire to feed which now entirely filled the avian's mind. Seeing that his prey had become subdued enough from the cold water not to present a meaningful challenge during swallowing, he gaped his beak, dipped his head down and plucked his terrified meal deftly out of the water. He raised his prize high, neck shaking a little bit from the rabbit's weak, struggling kicks, and skillfully jerked his head upwards, tossing his food such that he would fall straight down into Jake's greedily poised jaws. 

"Goodbye, cruel world!", I said, as I was forced down Jake's gullet. His incredibly open beak accommodated me perfectly well, and I slid down and completely entered his crop. It was incredibly hot and humid, but I had enough room to breath and to move a little. 

His body heat made me a little less lethargic. I started to scratch the walls of his crops. I had claws, and my last possibility to live was to scratch my way out of his body. I didn't count on succeeding, but I still tried. I was thinking of my family and hoping for my siblings to be smarter than me. I was also wondering how would death exactly come.

Jake wasted little time as his prey landed on his tongue with a thick splat. Normally when devouring such prey whole he preferred to soak the dry fur in his spit to get the prey lubricated enough to easily gulp down. This time though, because Rick had been swimming, he was already wet. Already drooling copiously from the rabbit's pleasant taste, Jake found the wet, drool mixed fur slicked down easily enough to proceed straight to swallowing. Like a typical seagull, his hunger had gotten the best of him, and he could hardly wait to have the little rabbit fill the emptiness of his crop. 

Spreading his wings, he tossed his head back savagely, lifting/throwing the rabbit into his gullet. He swallowed hard, throat muscles contracting and making his neck appear to undulate as the sucking, squish of flesh on flesh coalesced into an audible gulp. A slight lump appeared, bulging his feathers out slightly as it slipped along the curve of his neck. The lump disappeared into his crop, pushing his lower neck out slightly as his prey was thrust brutally downwards, swallowed whole in a single gulp. Jake ruffled his feathers in pleasure as he felt the prey struggle and weakly scratch from inside his fleshy prison. He yawned in satisfaction, and stretched his wings, bobbing happily on the waves. 

"OK Jake, are you happy now?", I asked, still scratching his crop's walls. "How long will I have to stay here?". 

I could see nothing, but I could hear his body sounds. I could feel him moving, and I could feel the immense heat and humidity inside his crop. It was better than the freezing seawater, but still unpleasant.

"Heh-heh, I imagine it will be quite a while" Jake said, feeling slightly giddy after coming down from his gluttonous stupor. He paddled his big webbed feet, swimming lazily in a circle or two, enjoying the pleasurable wiggles from deep inside his neck. 

I tried to move up his crop, but it was so incredibly slippery, that I couldn't grab anything or ascend a single millimeter. I was confined to the bottom of it, without being able to move upwards. 

"But now, what? Are you going to keep me here until I die of thirst, or starvation? I don't think that's how your belly works... ", I said. I was desperate and sad, yet curious. 

"Oh, no!" Jake said, suddenly amused that the rabbit seemed curious in his current predicament. "I' haven't eaten a sizable meal in a few hours. For a gull that's a long time. I suspect my crop will likely work you down to my belly before long." 

Then he ran his tongue happily along the edge of his beak, which still had a bit of fluff left over from the rabbit's passage down his gullet, and swallowed the last of the Rick's flavor down, fluffing his feathers in pleasure at the sensation of a full crop. 

"You are unable to control that, or what?", I asked, as I examined the sphincter below me, which opened onto his stomach, but which was closed... for now. 

Since scratching wasn't working, I tried to bite the walls of his crop, but I was unable to get any chunk of flesh between my teeth. 

"You birds are just so weird... ", I said.

"Well, I wouldn't say the process is entirely involuntary. It's more like I decide when it feels right" Jake said, stretching his wings as he considered flying back to the warm sand of the beach. At that moment, his stomach gurgled, signifying that the last of it's contents were clear for his next meal. 

"And I think that may be the time" he said, raising his head and performing a maneuver very much like a swallow, but deeper (referred to by ornithologists as a "crop drop"). 

Slowly, his gullet and crop muscles contracted squelchy, squeezing the saliva and gullet-slime soaked hunk of meat trapped in his neck further down. Jake closed his eyes in pleasure as he forced the rabbit down, reveling in the wonderful, primal convulsions of his lower gullet, and the soft, slimy caress of the food lump inside his neck as it sunk from the base of his crop, through the relaxing opening of his belly into the organ's eagerly churning depths. 

As the rabbit distended his stomach, Jake was overcome by the satisfied feeling of fullness as the last of his hunger melted away. Already his innards were at work, digestive processes preparing a hot, slimy, thick, stewy fluid-bath of digestive acids and enzymes for his belly's newest occupant. He shivered to himself, keening softly in delight as he felt the weakening wiggles of his still living prey from deep within his belly. Rick was now a part of him, an almost insignificant lump churning within the rapid maelstrom of an avian metabolism, soon to be crushed and squelched down into an oozing soup of fat, vitamins and protein. 

Now pleasantly filled, Jake felt the desire to rest and relax once again, only this time in even greater comfort, hunger (at least at the moment) sated. Lazily he flapped his wings a few times, just clearing the water as he glided heavily towards the shore. Landing on the warm sand again, he sat down, enjoying the feel of the sun and sand against his feathers.

