Boys Throat Diving

“I still can’t believe you’re about to eat me alive,” Kevin said to his giant diving partner Cameron as they undressed in the changing room outside the local swimming hall. “I mean, diving into your mouth is one thing, but being swallowed whole and digested alive inside your stomach,” he paused for a minute to slip off his shirt, “that sounds really gross. No offense.”

“None taken, little dude,” Cameron said as he looked down at his tiny, human-sized partner. “I mean, you ARE about to be killed inside my stomach, so no worries if you’re a little nervous.” Cameron casually dropped his XXXXXXL boxer briefs onto the wet changing room floor and grabbed his XXXXXL speedo. “Just make sure you dive good.”

The two boys had been selected to represent Voreville Junior High at one of the oldest and most prestigious sporting events, the regional Boys Throat Diving Championship. Since Cameron had a reputation as the most ravenous man-eater at school, he was the first choice to fill the giant slot. Throat Diving called for an athletic giant capable of swallowing an average adolescent whole, without any chewing, and then digesting him down to the bone in the least amount of time possible. Cameron had already demonstrated a knack for this, many times, relentlessly devouring more than a few of his human classmates, so he was the perfect fit for the competition.

Finding a human boy for Cameron to compete with however, proved to be a little more difficult. Throat Diving was just like regular diving, only with the boys landing inside a giant’s mouth instead of a pool, so the school had to find a boy who already knew how to dive. Unfortunately, none of the boys on the regular diving team were eager to volunteer. They were apprehensive about the idea of being swallowed whole and digested alive in front of their peers, all in the service of an old fashioned sport. To make matters worse, the feat could only be attempted once, so there was no room for error, and they wouldn’t even live to see if they won or lost. The only thing they’d ever get for their trouble was a cheap ribbon. Awarded posthumously, of course.

In the end, Kevin was picked as Cameron’s partner/victim because he was the most talented diver at school. Some teachers (along with Kevin himself) had objected to the decision, pointing out that he would no longer be able to represent the school at traditional, non-fatal diving championships, but these objections were overruled. Throat Diving was by far the most prestigious championship of all, so a single win there would easily outweigh Kevin’s potential future wins in other competitions. It would also snuff out any fears the teachers had of Kevin being recruited by the diving teams at rival schools.

With just a few minutes to go before their turn, Cameron slipped his tight black speedo up over his muscular, giant thighs.  “Damn, these new speedos they gave us are super tight in the crotch,” Cameron complained as he stuffed his penis into the front pouch. His body was a peak example of adolescent giant fitness, owing largely to his healthy diet of mostly football jocks, cheerleaders, and well, athletic diving boys like Kevin.

“They made mine with biodegradable fabric,” Kevin said as he dropped his sweatpants and underwear. He had a lean and toned physique, and most importantly, his shoulders were the perfect width for Cameron’s throat, a crucial consideration if he was to go down whole.

As he stood there naked, Kevin didn’t notice the drool forming above him in the sides of Cameron’s mouth. It was the first time Cameron had seen him naked, and most giants, even straight ones, salivate at the sight of healthy and athletic young men, and Kevin was easily one of the healthiest and most athletic boys in school.

“Oh good, you’re cut,” Cameron said unexpectedly as he pointed at Kevin’s circumcised penis. He had a nice, neat circumcision, high and tight, with very little foreskin left. “That’s good. Slightly less meat, so it’ll let me digest you faster.”

Kevin looked down at himself. “Oh, ah, good, I guess?” He never thought about it that way before, and wasn’t sure what else to say.

“Remember, little dude, an important part of Throat Diving is how fast I digest you. Usually, I like to take my time digesting guys like you, sometimes taking all night.” Cameron licked his lips. “But for this, I gotta finish you quick.” He looked closer at his still very naked and vulnerable partner, sizing him up. “I bet I can digest you down to the bone in 15 minutes flat.”

Kevin got a sinking feeling in his stomach. “Wow, I didn’t realize you could do it so fast.”

“Yeah, you’ll be bone soup in no time, little dude,” Cameron continued, unbothered by Kevin’s clear discomfort with the subject matter. “I haven’t eaten anything, or anyone, for days, so my stomach is primed to get rid of you super quick.” He licked his lips. “I’ve also been taking those supplements the coach gave me, you know, the kind that make my stomach acid like, even more acidic, so you don’t stand a chance.” He patted his belly, making a foreboding tap against his washboard abs. “They say that makes it more painful for you, like as you’re digested, but it’s worth it if that winner ribbon comes home with us- well, me anyway.”

“Yeah, I remember all that,” Kevin said, recalling the lectures and pep talks he’d been given by his coaches over the last few days. “I shaved my legs and my pubes,” he said sheepishly, “they said that makes it faster, too.”

Cameron shook his head in disagreement. “Actually, no, little dude.” He ran his massive fingers up the side of Kevin’s nude, freshly shaved body. “No hair makes you nice and silky smooth for swallowing, but it doesn’t really make a difference for how fast I digest you,” he explained. His fingers continued up Kevin’s torso and face, landing on the nice mat of spiky brown hair on top of his head. “As for this,” Cameron said as he ran his fingers through Kevin’s hair like a pet. “I can’t digest hair, so I’ll just cough that up with your skeleton and spit them both out into the dumpster outside before I leave.”

“Gross,” Kevin said as he awkwardly slipped into his black speedo. In ancient times, boys and giants would compete nude, but obviously the modern era was more sophisticated. His speedo matched Cameron’s, with the Voreville Junior High emblem proudly stenciled across the butt, albeit smaller. He let go of it with a snap, the elastic waistband resting just below the dimples on his lower back.

“C’mon, little dude,” Cameron said as he grabbed Kevin and pulled him by the arm out of the changing room. “I’m hungry.”

Kevin entered the pool hall alongside Cameron through the massive, airplane hangar doors that took up the entire outside wall of the building. The sight of the two athletic boys, giant and human, standing together in their matching black speedos must have filled the spectators from Voreville Junior High with an overwhelming sense of school pride, because they cheered more loudly than any other school at the competition. There were more than a few female students, all of them eager to see one of the hottest boys in school digested alive in nothing but a skimpy black speedo.

“You hear that, little dude?” Cameron whispered down to Kevin. “They’re cheering for us. You better make sure you do a good job.”

The cheers did little to quell the butterflies in Kevin’s stomach. Sure, he always got a little nervous before a dive, but it was the fate that awaited him after the dive that was the problem. “Too bad they won’t be able to congratulate me in class tomorrow,” Kevin said as he looked at his peers in the audience.

“Oh, sorry little dude,” Cameron said with a chuckle. “I guess you won’t be seeing any of them ever again. My stomach will make sure of that.” There was an ominous, foreboding tone in that last bit. He seemed to enjoy rubbing it in.

Cameron and Kevin were the last to compete, so there was just one team ahead of them, a giant and human boy from Titan Tech, a school two towns over. Cameron was eager to see what kind of giants he was up against, like a predator gauging his rivals, while Kevin, a little less eager, was anxious to observe the digestive fate that awaited him. The giant, a dark haired asian teen a little shorter than Cameron, laid down inside the emptied swimming pool, and positioned his open mouth directly beneath the 50-meter diving board. His human teammate, in a matching orange speedo, was a slim blond boy Kevin recognized from traditional diving tournaments. He stood nervously on the board, building up enough courage to jump. Like Kevin, this would be his last dive.

A silence fell over the audience. “Here he goes,” Cameron whispered down to Kevin with anticipation. The blond boy waited for another tense moment, took a deep breath, and leapt off the board. A small cry escaped as he performed a traditional back one-and-a-half somersault, spinning ever downward to his giant partner’s waiting gullet. The asian giant, for his part, tilted his mouth up in order to catch his teammate, landing him on his tongue with a splat. 

The giant asian boy immediately tilted his tongue back and gulped. It would have been a flawless execution, but unfortunately, the tiny blond got his foot caught between two of the giant’s molars, so he was stuck for only a second or two before a second gulp broke him free and sent him down for good. He shrieked in terror as he disappeared head first down the back of the giant’s throat, gone forever, his mangled foot following close behind him.

The audience let out a polite clap, but since the human boy botched his part, the gulp wasn’t as elegant as it could have been. The judges subtracted points accordingly.

“Damn, that sucks,” Cameron said as he shook his head in frustration. “The giant did his part, but the stupid human fucked it up for him.” He looked down at Kevin. “You better not do that, little dude.”

Kevin had no interest in being mangled until the latest possible moment. “Yeah, ah, don’t worry. I don’t want to get chewed or anything.” As if being digested alive weren’t bad enough.

“Good, stupid humans always messing things up” Cameron muttered under his breath. “You’ll get to do plenty of suffering inside my stomach anyway, so no sense getting torn up in my mouth before you get there.” The logic was sound.

Gulp complete, the asian giant stood up out of the empty swimming pool and marched over to the second and most challenging phase of Throat Diving: timed digestion. He walked over to a futuristic x-ray station mounted against the opposite wall, stepping behind a large transparent screen that was big enough to cover his entire abdomen. A human technician, one of the boys from the school’s AV club, flipped a switch and the screen lit up, giving the judges and the spectators an x-ray view inside the asian giant’s stomach.

“Ah, this is the best part,” Cameron said to Kevin, eager to see what was next. “Watch this!”

Through the x-ray screen, they watched as the swallowed blond boy, followed by his mangled foot, were squirted out of the giant’s throat, splashing down into the macabre hell of his stomach. As soon as he hit the stomach acid, a large timer clock on the wall behind them began counting up; the hapless boy’s digestion had begun.

The audience politely clapped watching the spectacle, the poor blond kicking and squirming in his little orange speedo as he was literally digested whole, like being boiled and baked alive at the same time, all while being tumbled around inside a washing machine. Kevin felt sick, the poor boy looked like he was in an unimaginable amount of pain (he was), and it was all the more terrifying for Kevin to know that in mere minutes, the same thing would be happening to him.

Cameron, on the other hand, was enjoying the show. “Damn, the little blondie is sure getting what he deserves now. Serves him right for fucking up the gulp.” He paused for a second, tilting his head in concentration. “I think you can hear him screaming in there,” he said with a chuckle.

“Really?” Kevin looked up. “I can’t hear anything.” The x-ray system at the school was a few years out of date, and didn’t provide an audio feed like some of the more modern stomach cams. He couldn’t hear, but could easily see that the boy was screaming at the top of his lungs, lungs that had already started to dissolve.

“Oh right, I forgot you have those tiny human ears,” Cameron said as he poked Kevin in the side of the head. “No worries, I guess you’ll get to hear yourself screaming soon enough!”

“Ah, don’t remind me,” Kevin groaned as he looked away from the screen. He didn’t watch as the stomach acid burned away the poor blond’s blue eyes, his skin drooping off his face like melting wax, bubbling into the stomach acid that surrounded him. His skin mostly gone and his tiny muscles exposed, he looked like a mad red ghoul kicking and squirming for dear life. As the stomach acid hit his exposed nerves, his futile squirming intensified.

“Damn, give it up, blondie,” Cameron joked as he continued to watch. “Why do you little dude’s always squirm so much? It’s not going to do you any good.” He looked up at the timer, it was at 10 minutes and counting. “Hey look at that!” Cameron pointed at it. “It’s already been ten minutes but he’s only halfway done digesting.” He continued on this train of thought and looked over at the scoreboard from the previous teams. “It looks like the fastest team so far was 17:34. I fucking KNOW I can digest you faster than that.”

“Um, cool,” was all Kevin was able to muster as he looked back at the x-ray screen. The blond boy was now just an exposed skeleton with some meat on the bones, but still very much alive. Brains were always the last thing to go. His eyes, if he still had them, would have been awash in sheer terror.

“I wonder what school has the top spot so far?” Cameron asked himself as he looked around at the other giants in the stands. “Who do I have to beat?” He continued surveying his competition, and then suddenly stopped. “Oh shit, I don’t believe it!”

“Hey, loser.” Another giant walked slyly over to Cameron, casually squashing a few humans on the way. “I see they saved the WORST for last,” he said, taunting him.

“Hello Scott,” Cameron said slowly, his eyes glaring. “I guess they wanted to get the lamest giants out of the way first.”

Kevin looked up and realized that the other giant was none other than Scott, a particularly callous giant from Maneater Middle School. Like everyone, Kevin was well aware of the rivalry that existed between Cameron and Scott. Both were the biggest, meanest giants at their schools, and had become the top quarterbacks of their respective football teams. Cameron had managed to humiliate him on the field several times, leaving many of their tiny teammates crushed as collateral damage, but in retaliation, Kevin had handily beaten him in soccer. Throat Diving was apparently the latest entry in their rivalry. It would be petty, if they weren’t so big.

Scott looked Cameron up and down. “I’m number one so far,” he boasted, “so good luck beating me.” Scott peered down at Kevin and guffawed dismissively.  “Nice partner, loser,” he said to Cameron. “You think you’ll be able to digest this little bitch faster than I digested mine?”

“Yeah, for sure,” Cameron promised without missing a beat. “Who was your partner anyway, some fat kid?” He asked. “It took you more than 17 minutes to finish him off. What took you so long, idiot?”

Scott frowned. “Let’s see you kill this little twerp faster,” he countered. “I bet you take all night to strip him down to the bone.” Scott stuck his foot out and poked Kevin with his toe. It was just a light tap, but still enough to knock Kevin off balance.

Cameron quickly came to the rescue, smacking Scott’s foot away. “Hey dickhead, no one roughs up MY tiny but me!” He pushed Scott back, squashing a few cheerleaders by accident. 

Scott grimaced but clearly didn’t want to escalate the situation, lest it turn into an all-out giant brawl right there in the swimming hall. Such a thing would rival King Kong vs Godzilla for entertainment value, but could easily get them both disqualified. “We’ll just see who wins, loser,” Scott said as he turned to walk away. He paused for a second, looking down to address Kevin for the first time. “Have fun being digested, twerp.” He spat out one of the bones from his digested partner, a small pelvis, stripped clean by his stomach acid. It landed right in front of Kevin with a wet thud.

“We HAVE to beat that guy,” Cameron stated matter-of-factly. “Do me a favor and don’t squirm too much as you’re being digested. It’ll kill you faster if you stay still.” He looked down at Kevin, a warm look in his eyes. “Can you do that? I know it hurts more that way, but I know I can trust you.”

Kevin thought for a second. “Look, big guy, I want to help you, but I’m honestly having second thoughts about all this.” Kevin looked back at the x-ray monitor, the blond boy was just about down to his skeleton, and although his squirming had stopped, the built-in neural interface indicated that he was still alive, the acid yet to melt away his brian and give him the sweet embrace of death. His pain receptors were also still active. Kevin continued. “I don’t know if I can go through with this.”

Cameron was flabbergasted. “Dude, don’t pussy out on me now,” he pleaded. “If you do, I’ll be disqualified and I won’t get any extra school credit. That’s not fair to me.” He looked around, angrily. “Tell you what, if you don’t go through with it, I’m just going to come to your house tonight and eat you for dinner anyway, and if I do, I’m going to take my time. And not only will I digest you nice and slow,” Cameron thought about what kind of sadistic punishment he could administer, “but on top of that, I’ll bite your dick off first.” He made a comical bite gesture with his two front teeth for effect. “How do you like that?”

Kevin was beginning to see that he was out of options. He knew Cameron would make no qualms about keeping his word; he’d done far worse to other boys for less reason. Kevin sighed. “Fine. I’ll do what you say.”

Just then, a large buzzer on the clock went off and the timer stopped. A judge happily announced that the blond boy was officially dead, reduced to nothing but a skeleton inside the asian giant’s stomach. The clock read 21:04, not a great time, and after the judges combined the time with the dive and gulp score, the asian giant was nowhere near the top tier.

“Fucking amatuers,” Cameron shook his head.

A few moments later, Kevin was perched atop of the 50-meter board, with Cameron lying beneath him, mouth open and drooling. Needless to say, Kevin had taken his time marching up the stairs to the top, not in any hurry, his classmates in the stands clapping him on with each step. They cheered even louder for Cameron, he was the star athlete after all, and with Kevin soon to be out of the picture, there would be one less boy to threaten his status as the most popular guy in school.

Kevin stood on the board for what seemed like an eternity. He knew the spot well, having dived off it countless times, but this would be his last. All the work he had put in to become the best diver in school had earned him nothing but a one-way trip to Cameron’s stomach, all for the entertainment of others. He exhaled and stretched out his arms, the hot lights beaming down on his speedo-clad body, highlighting the contours of his athletic body, soon to be reduced down to nothing but a skeleton. Kevin looked down (it seemed like such a long way) and could see Cameron was getting impatient. His eyes seemed to be reminding him of what would happen if he chickened out.

With one last look up, Kevin bent his legs and lept from the board. With expert precision, he flawlessly executed a back one-and-a-half somersault, plus a tuck, his little body spinning through the air. It was only a second but time seemed to slow down, and Kevin almost forgot about what was about to happen to him, totally subsumed by his dive. It was perfect, his last dive was his best ever, something that might have landed him in the Olympics... if he wasn’t about to land in Cameron’s mouth.

Cameron was every bit as skilled as his partner. More, in fact. With his giant reflexes, he tilted his mouth and tongue by mere inches, just enough to ensure that Kevin would land smack dab in the middle of his tongue, right where he belonged. The tiny boy’s body landed with a wet, moist thwomp on his back.

Kevin wasn’t prepared for how warm and soft Cameron’s tongue was, but he didn’t have time to enjoy it. As soon as he landed, his giant partner wasted no time in tilting his tongue back to swallow him down whole. Once again, time seemed to slow down. Kevin felt his body slipping and sliding back towards his doom. Forgetting that his purpose was to be swallowed whole, he quickly thought about clutching at one of Cameron’s many white teeth, but before he could, Cameron’s throat opened and he was gulped down, just as he heard a loud cheer emanating from the audience outside the mouth. The light from the entrance to Cameron’s mouth disappeared, like entering a long dark tunnel, and Kevin was gone.

“Oh my god,” Kevin screamed as he was sent backwards down the inside of Cameron’s throat. His voice echoed like in a water slide. Powerful, uncaring muscles massaged and caressed him ever downward, wrapped tight around his nearly naked body so that he couldn’t even struggle. His shoulders were indeed the perfect fit, almost like he was made for this. The pulsating of Cameron’s innards was almost sensual, rubbing against his exposed nipples, but it was no less terrifying. He tried to scream again, as if anyone would listen, but got a mouthful of Cameron’s saliva for his trouble.

The scent of Cameron’s breath soon gave way to the putrid smell of stomach bile as Kevin inched his way closer and closer to his final destination. A few moments later, he felt the throat muscles open up to the cavern-like stomach that awaited him. As soon as his face and head were free, Kevin looked down and realized he was there. Giants have air in their stomachs, so he was able to scream again. “Oh god, oh god no!” He tried to grab onto something, anything, but his body was ejected from the throat, and gravity did its job. Kevin fell several feet and splashed down into Cameron’s stomach acid with a nice plop, like a live shrimp being dropped into boiling water.

Kevin didn’t know it, but the x-ray machine Cameron was already standing behind worked two ways. Not only did it allow the spectators and judges outside to view Kevin’s slow and painful death, but it also shone a light into Cameron’s stomach, illuminating what was usually a pitch black cavern with a soft, sadistic light. Kevin was able to see what was happening to him.

“Ah, ah! Oh my god!” Kevin screamed as the searing acid began burning away his skin. A billion years of evolution had prepared Cameron’s stomach for this one task: digesting boys, so Kevin didn’t stand a chance. Submerged waist-high in the acid, the poor boy tried to wipe the acid off his exposed skin. No good. The rubbing only tore his flesh off faster, speeding up his doom. Kevin looked down at the folds of skin in his hands and screamed again.

“Wow, thanks for ripping off your own skin, little dude,” were the muffled words that Kevin could barely make out from inside the stomach. “Here, try this.”

Kevin was disoriented as the entire stomach shook like an earthquake, as if the giant outside was intentionally stirring him up. He flipped over, dunking his upper body into the acid and getting a mouthful of the searing slosh. It burned his throat and eyes, and he couldn’t even scream as the acid started to dissolve his vocal chords from the inside out.

Before his eyes dissolved for good, Kevin looked up and saw that his biodegradable speedo was already long gone. Now totally naked, the acid was working on his netherregions, flowing into his asshole and starting to dissolve his dick, the scar tissue of his circumcision being the first thing to go. The whole ordeal was more painful than your tiny human brain can comprehend, and the nightmare was far from over.

On the outside, Cameron looked down at the x-ray machine surrounding his abdomen and watched with delight as Kevin was destroyed, bit by bit. The dive and gulp had already earned them perfect 10s, and with the little dude digesting so quickly, Cameron was sure he’d be the winner. He looked at the clock, only 7 minutes had passed, and with the little dude halfway gone (his muscles were fully exposed and his skeleton was already starting to show), Cameron guesstimated that it would be over soon. He didn’t rest on his laurels, though. He continued flexing his stomach, like a sexy belly dancer, stirring the little dude around. This made it more painful for him in there, but Cameron didn’t care. “Sorry, little dude.”

Minutes later, a familiar buzzer went off, echoing through the swimming hall. The stomach acid had wiped out Kevin’s brain and the judges declared him legally dead to rapturous applause. All that was left was a skeleton, twisted in agonized terror. Cameron had stripped him to the bone in just 14:07, a championship record. Scott finished second. Kevin, and all the other human boys, finished last.

Thanks to Cameron’s unprecedented success at the regional championship, Boys Throat Diving became a much more important sport at Voreville Junior High. The administration allocated extra funding to train more giant boys, much to the chagrin of their human classmates, who had no choice but to participate. Throat Diving became such a popular sport at the school, the cheap ribbon Kevin had won was soon removed from the trophy case and discarded in order to make room for more. The other boys didn’t dive as well as Kevin, but they died just as well, their young skeletons eventually ending up in the same dumpster behind the swimming hall.
