John’s stomach growled, but he ignored its demands. He was engaged in playing Breath of the Wild on his Wii U. He had just reached a memory location, and a cutscene started to play. The scene was of the ancient past, within the game world at least. Zelda was using her sheikah slate at one of the many shrines dotted around the map, but the shrine refused to open.

-

“It seems the shrines cannot be opened by anyone other than the reincarnated hero,” she concluded. It was true, the sheikah shrines were build thousands of years ago to train the hero when they finally appeared, to prepare them to fight the ultimate evil that would inevitably threaten the world just as it had done time and time again.

-

The information wasn’t very interesting to John, as it wasn’t anything he didn’t already know. What did interest him, however, was Zelda herself. She had had many iterations throughout the Legend of Zelda franchise, but this game was the first time as far as he could tell that she dressed less like a princess and more... adventurous. Her blue and white tunic with black pants and knee-high brown boots made her look kind of like a female version of Link. Her figure, however, was distracting. It wasn’t enough that John could clearly see the curve of her chest through the top blue part of her shirt, but her posterior region was unusually well defined. John wondered if she had always been that curvy, just hidden underneath the many dresses she wore in the other games.

Speaking of Zelda’s butt, the camera seemed unusually obsessed with it. John was pretty sure the camera angle wasn’t supposed to be this low. Pressing the minus button, he switched the game view from his television to the tablet in his hands. This did not fix the apparent glitch, but it stirred up some feelings within John. He could just imagine if Zelda was as small as she appeared on the screen, and all the things he would want to do with her. Suddenly, the camera made it extremely obvious that it was glitching out as it changed its view to seemingly show the scene from the ground’s perspective, zoomed out to show the entire scene from this new, odd angle.

-

Zelda heard link approaching and she scoffed. He was always following her around and she couldn’t seem to get any time to herself outside of the castle. He was the reincarnated hero and her appointed royal guard, and always seemed to carry himself like he was capable of anything. He dismounted his horse and approached her.

“I told you I don’t need your help!” she exclaimed, sick of him constantly hovering around her like he was her babysitter or something. Suddenly, she felt an invisible force collide with her from below, and she fell backwards.

-

Had John just interacted with the cutscene? In his partial delirium of being hungry and tired and playing video games for way too long, he had tapped Zelda’s butt on the tablet’s screen. The game didn’t have touchscreen support, yet somehow tapping the screen had caused Zelda to lose her balance, drop her sheikah slate and fall backwards through the screen and into John’s lap.

Wait, she fell through the screen!? Sure enough, lying on the fabric of the couch between his legs was the tiny form of princess Zelda, just under 6 centimeters from head to toe. She struggled to her feet, barely maintaining balance on the soft, unstable material below her. Seeing the cute, video game princess in person, this tiny and this close to him, was making John aroused. He felt heat rising through his body as his heart rate increased, and the fabric of his pants just in front of the tiny woman visibly stretched out a bit.

-

“Where... am I?” Zelda asked herself. She had landed face-first onto a light brown surface that was soft, but firm. Ever an adventurous spirit, however, she managed to maintain her balance as she raised herself back to her feet. Black material surrounded her, illuminated by a source up above that she was too preoccupied to look for. Before she could take a single step, the deepest region of the environment seemed to reach out towards her. Carefully moving forward, she reached out towards the moving barrier ahead of her, though the whole environment around her seemed to be slowly shifting around. As soon as her hand made contact with the strange, soft surface, it began to grow even more. Curious, she gently squeezed against the black protrusion, her fingers sinking into the soft material. It seemed to be a barrier made of some kind of fabric, straining to hold something behind. “What is-?”

-

John could not take it any longer. Zelda had come out of his game, was tiny, and was now stroking him through his pants. Tossing the gamepad to the cushion beside him, he thrust his hand into his lap. He wrapped his fingers around the clueless girl’s body and lifted her up while his free hand stretched out his waistband. Biting the corner of his lip, John shoved his full hand down his pants and pressed the miniature fantasy woman against his shaft. The tiny princess’ body felt great as he used his palm to slide her back and forth while using the rest of his fingers to stroke himself from below. She let out several squeals of protest which were muffled under the fabric of John’s undergarments. Her struggles only added to the pleasure as her hands unwittingly helped his own with their tiny, pleasurable movements along his length.

Adjusting his hand’s position, John pressed his thumb in between the cheeks of her tiny derriere. Her naturally soft behind provided well enough grip to keep her bouncing along his pleasure center even when being dragged around by just his thumb. Just as he felt the tension rising up, it was shut down by a familiar feeling: his stomach, protesting his neglect with another panging groan. Abruptly ceasing his movements, John realized he now had something on hand that was perfectly bitesized.

-

Zelda was trapped within sweltering darkness. Everything happened so fast, and all she could recall from the last few seconds was a sudden flurry of movement. She was less trying to escape and more trying to stop moving. Partially because she didn’t even know where she was, but mostly because of the dizzying speed and frequency with which she was dragged back and forth against the hard and hot surface below her. As she couldn’t pull herself away, she was forced to straddle the strange object with her breasts pressed down due to the heavy pressure on her back. Her hands couldn’t seem to get a solid grip anywhere despite her fumbling in the darkness. She couldn’t help but moan as the rough movements forced the air out of her. She let out a gasp as the heavy weight on her back shifted, finding new purchase right on her buttocks! The intentional actions of the intrusive appendage, as well as its shape as it dug into her soft bottom, meant it was probably a finger, a giant finger attached to a giant hand! And if the thing holding her down was a giant hand, and she was surrounded by fabric as she was stroked against something hard and warm, then that something had to be... She gasped: How repulsive!

Suddenly the dark space was filled with light, giving Zelda an embarrassing view of just what she had been subjected to. Then, the pinning finger was joined by a second, pinching her hips and abruptly yanking her free from the giant’s underwear. The speed at which she rose through the air was dizzying, and by the time the princess regained her senses, she was face to face with the giant himself. She didn’t have time to take in all his features, as her attention was suddenly focused on his lips which parted, revealing the cavernous maw behind them. Thinking fast, Zelda extended her arms and legs just as the grip around her tried to push her into the dark mouth, firmly planting her hands and feet against the massive lips and preventing her descent.

“W-wait!” she cried out in protest. “Stop it!” Zelda’s shouts didn’t seem to do much, but she did manage to keep herself out of the giant’s mouth for now despite the hand’s insistence, pressing firmly against her butt. Her view of the maw was terrifying. The huge, sharp teeth framed around a pink tongue glistening with saliva, all leading to the back of the mouth where the tongue fell away, revealing a gullet and dangling uvula that almost seemed to be inviting her to descent past its dark archway.

The tongue extended, its mass of warm wetness poking at her ankles, then slurping along her entire body and across her face. The princess’ legs twitched a little, but her stance remained firm. She was not about to let this giant pervert make her into a meal! Instead of retreating, the tongue shot forward, right between her legs. Its tip flicked up and down against her sensitive spot, causing her face to turn bright red. In the momentary loss of composure, her arms gave out, and she faceplanted right onto the soft length of the tongue. As soon as Zelda’s mind processed what had happened, the tongue pulled her back as the lips closed around her, slurping her to her doom!

-

The resourceful princess had managed to stop herself by hooking her knees upward, preventing John from slurping her in further. But that was ok, he planned on having a bit more fun with her, after all. He ran his tongue all around Zelda’s body, enjoying the tiny princess’ struggles inside his mouth as she futilely tried to find and escape. Her taste was nothing too special, likely because she was still wearing all that clothing. The texture, however, was to die for. The way her hands and fingers sunk into his tastebuds, her soaked hair flicking around her face, her writhing upper body and soft breasts, they all felt so amazing, and he couldn’t help but give a moan of pleasure. However, his enjoyment was interrupted yet again by the rumbling of his stomach, which had no interest in whatever he found fun and just wanted to be filled, an order he was finally happy to oblige.

Leaning backwards against the couch cushions, John threw his head back and parted his lips wide, giving the little legs nowhere to grip any longer. Gravity taking her, Zelda shrieked briefly before being muffled as she was lodged in John’s throat. He almost choaked for a moment before mustering his internal muscles to move, creating a powerful gulp which swallowed her all the way down his gullet. A second gulp for good measure sent her below the collarbone and into the depths of his digestive system. With his throat empty once more, John let out a sigh.

“Ah, that was the biggest food I’ve ever swallowed,” he said, before realizing his own words. That lump he felt in the lower depths of his esophagus wasn’t just food, it was a tiny person, a tiny princess from one of his favourite video games. She was entering his stomach now, squeezing in and landing with a plop. Her kicking and pounding inside him gave John shivers along his entire body. He then realized: right, video game.

Picking up the Wii U tablet, John saw that the cutscene wasn’t over yet, which was surprising considering how long he had been... entertaining himself. Link had dismounted his horse and was searching around the area where Zelda had gone missing. The camera seemed to have gone back to showing normal angles as it panned around the quite frankly beautiful environment surrounding the ancient shrine. Suddenly, Zelda’s discarded sheikah slate started glowing. Link hurried over and picked the slate up, and the shrine began to glow in tandem. Link held the tablet in his hands up to the shrine’s terminal, and the ancient doors opened. As soon as he walked inside, the cutscene ended.

The scene was now back in the present day. Link opened his eyes, looking as confused as John was about the strange vision that didn’t seem to line up with the rest of his memories. Regardless, the image in the ‘memories’ menu checked off like the other vision-inducing clues. John felt his stomach happily gurgle as it began to digest its occupant, who continued to pound and struggle fruitlessly, inadvertently giving him a sort of massage from the inside. Still, the tiny Zelda was a pretty small morsel overall, and could barely tide him over, let alone fully sate him. As he stroked his gurgling belly, a realization came to his mind: he hadn’t saved his game since the flashback scene began. John licked his lips. Maybe, if he reloaded his save, he could go for seconds?

-

Once more, the environment around Zelda was dark, hot, and humid. Only now, she was coated from head to toe in various organic fluids and filled with much more terror than the humiliating situation she had been in mere moments prior. It had barely been a minute since she was deposited into the giant’s stomach, and already the chamber was filling up with a putrid, viscous fluid. Knowing that climbing back up the tight throat was unviable, Zelda punched and kicked the walls with all her might, trying to give the giant indigestion even as the substance raining down upon her and pooling at her feet began dissolving her clothes.
Suddenly, the walls started hitting back as the whole stomach rocked and lurched around her, emitting an omnipresent gurgling sound as she was knocked down into the pool of caustic fluid. Zelda tried to stand back up but found that everything was no longer stable enough to maintain her balance. It was only once the last of the fabric covering her body had melted away and her skin started to tingle and itch that the fate she was destined for set in: she was going to be digested alive, as food, for a giant.

Maybe link’s overprotectiveness wasn’t so bad after all?
