Melvin stared down at the text in his hands, willing his brain to absorb the information as he read the ancient, handwritten text. However, the words swam through his mind like a school of recalcitrant fish, refusing to commit themselves to memory. No matter how hard he repeated the words or tried any of the other tricks he knew, the knowledge remained beyond his grasp.
When he could no longer stand it, he sighed and leaned back into the old, high back style chair. The summoning spell was a rather simple one, but he couldn’t seem to work it out, let alone gather the power needed to work it out. He was probably just tired. While the quiet space of his teacher’s office had offered a nice, private place to study, it turned out to be almost too relaxing to concentrate.
In an effort to clear his mind, his eyes cast around the small office as they swept the room for something more interesting to look at. From the bare stone walls, covered with a wide array of degrees and certificates awarded by a wide variety of magical academies. To the rooms plain and simple furnishings, a large wooden desk, a couple of chairs, and a filing cabinet that was magically stuffed to well beyond its normal capacity.
Miss Yarnbar often let students use it when they needed solitude, a peaceful place to study or practice simple spells. Something that Melvin appreciated very much just then. He didn’t know how he could have dealt with such failure under the critical eyes of his fellow students. Not that he ever had, which is why he preferred her office, it meant they only ever saw him easily succeed.
His eyes danced over her desk again and focused on the small, pink teacup with an ornate flower pattern that sat on a saucer covered with a similar motif. As he considered it, a sudden thought came to him. Why not fill it with the kind of warm, dark tea Miss Yarnbar enjoyed so that it was waiting for her when his teacher returned. No reason not to score a few brownie-points while he was in there.
Melvin considered his options for a moment as he began to gather the power needed for the simple spell. He sat up and concentrated on the empty cup, building an exact mental replica in his mind while calculating its volume. Before working out how much energy was needed to heat the liquid to the proper temperature, and a little extra to keep in warm for hours to come. No reason he couldn’t show off a bit at the same time.
The process was an easy, entry-level task that everyone learned quickly but often took years to master. He had seen miss Yarnbar do it with a simple glance and wave of her hand. So, it was a simple undertaking to put craft the spell in his mind and weave the necessary power through it. It barely took any time or concentration at all. 
When enough power had built up, he muttered the pneumonic for the spell and flicked it towards the empty cup. He sat back and watched with a small welling of pride as the cup began to fill with dark, steaming liquid. But just when the first few splashes had come to rest within it, he noticed something felt wrong… very wrong indeed. An odd, liquid sensation flowed out from his hand and spread over his body. While strange, it wasn’t something part of the spell, so it didn’t alarm him too much at first, until he noticed what was happening to him.
His body had started to melt away and stream out into the cup like a wax figure before on a hearth. He worked his mind with quick desperation to try and reverse the effect. However, as the spell had completed and was already winding out, there was little he could do to stop it. Especially when he had no idea what was causing it or even the right training to do so.
Perhaps if he had known the proper counter-spell or procedure to shift the effect from him to something else, then he could have done something. Even his voice seemed to have failed him, as much as he hated doing it, he tried to call out for help, only for him to freeze in a silent, melting scream. He could do nothing but watch helplessly while his body was transformed into liquid and sucked into the cup.
It came as a bit if a surprise that all of him was able to fit. His mind was apparently too preoccupied with the terror involved in becoming a beverage to remember Eggbert’s third law of transformative exchange. Which states that: “Any object can be altered in both size and shape without concern for the difference in mass. Due to the simple fact that magic does not believe in science and finds the concept to be silly. So, stop asking questions about it.” Dr. Matthias Julliard Eggbert was considered a genius and a master of his field, just not someone who cares to explain things… especially to Jerry, his assistant. 
The last of Melvin delicious new form poured out of his clothing and into the now seemingly massive chalice. While his garments formed into a tasty looking biscuit, with small currants, that floated to rest on the saucer next to the tea-cup. The overall presentation was rather nice, and he would have been quite full of himself indeed were it not for his present worries.
The room fell into silence as he sloshed gently around the cup for a moment before the last of him settled within the slick, ceramic prison. Now that it had completed, he again tried to reverse the transformation, but his new fluidic mind was too feeble to harness the power needed. However, it was able to grasp one very obvious concept, that if he didn't figure something out, and quite soon, then he may not have to worry about the next day's exams. Or anything else for that matter.
A small chill rippled through him, despite the tea’s steaming warmth, as he realized the danger, he had foolishly managed to put himself in. Miss Yarnbar would be back any minute and she wouldn’t think twice or give him a second glance as she gladly consumed him. By the time she did wonder about what happened to him, it would be far too late for her to do anything. As far as he knew but contemplating whether or not his oblivious teacher could help him after he became piss, or worse, seemed a bit moot just then.
Melvin tried everything that he could think of with increasing desperation. From the most obscure incantations meant to dispel everything within a one-hundred-foot radius, to even physical movement in the hopes he could splash himself out of the cup and buy some more time. Not that he could go anywhere if he managed to spill out onto the desk. Nothing worked or even came close to having any effect on his situation. He had stopped to give the matter some more thought, and to try and quell the panic within him, when his body rippled from the light footfalls of someone approaching the office.
His mind went blank as blind panic swept over him while the rhythmic thuds of each footfall got ever closer. He would have cried out if he still had the capacity to do so or just simply cried, either was acceptable to him at that moment. All he could do was look up from his place of ceramic confinement at the large wooden door as his feminine destructor approached. 
The door was pushed open by a young woman as she entered the room with a small stack of papers. Miss Yarnbar adjusted her glasses as she looked around the office for a moment, wondering where her student had gone. She shook her head and ran her finger along her temple to secure a recalcitrant loop of dark-drown hair behind her right ear, having fallen out of the tight bun above it.
Liquid-Melvin couldn’t help but admire his teacher’s features from his new perspective as his somewhat diminished mind bean to fall back on its baser instincts. She was medium height, maybe five or five and a half feet tall, and of average, yet supple, build. Her clothing was simple while still as elegant was allowed for staff to wear by the school administration.
A plain, pinkish, long-sleeved shirt that contained just enough frill to keep it from looking like business attire. While being unbuttoned just low enough to hint at the ample cleavage that lay within it. He couldn’t see her lower half from his current position, but his mind’s eye filled with the memory of what she had been wearing earlier. A similarly colored, wide skirt that ended just above her knees. Parts of him he no longer had tingled at the rather fetching way it had rippled when she strode into the classroom that morning.
She closed the door with a sigh and stepped toward the desk, only just then noticing the steaming cup and cookie sitting upon it. It made her pause and glance around the room again, not sure of what to make of it. When nothing too ominous presented itself, she moved a little closer and glared down at it with a critical eye.
Melvin felt another small surge of panic at her reaction, as well as shrinking away a bit from her stony look. What if she tossed him out the window or poured him down the sink, not hesitating to dispose of something she saw as questionable or unwanted. While that may be better than being swallowed, it wasn’t too much better an outcome for him. What would happen if he evaporated or if a plant absorbed him? How would being mixed with the other liquid waste within the sewer affect him? He again tried a variety of things to alleviate his predicament in vain, or at the very least communicate to his teacher before she drank him or tossed him out.

Miss Yarnbar shrugged and sat down at her desk, the jolt of it sloshing him back and forth for a short time. She settled into the old, comfortable chair behind the desk and spread the stack of papers out in front of her. He watched with mounting anxiety as she grabbed a pen and began to go through them. While muttering under her breath on occasion about poor spelling or some other infraction as she did so.
All he could focus on was her lips, as they moved now and then with silent words and that it surely must be thirsty work. That with each passing moment, he must be looking ever more refreshing and that she might think how a nice quick sip of him would taste. Not a very comforting thought to have just then as his unblinking eyes gazed upward to watch her work in silence for several minutes.
Soon, however, her eyes drifted over to consider him with a dangerous, droughty gleam in them as her hand twitched a little bit in his direction. Through a process he still didn’t understand how it was possible, a surge of fear rushed through him. He could almost feel his non-existent heart pound in his chest due to the surge of adrenalin as her massive fingers inched toward the inescapable basin he rested in.
He tried to scream out to Miss Yarnbar as her delicate fingers closed around the thin handle of the teacup. But nothing could be done to forgo his fate. His various cries and pleas went unheard as his prison was lifted from the saucer and borne toward her face. The movement caused him to wallow about beyond his control, which only served to further demonstrate just how helpless he had become.
She didn’t bother to give him more than a passing glance as he sped towards her face, something that seemed to be more of a blow to him than anything else. That his efforts had done little to impress his teacher, she seemed almost disappointed or even bored by such a simple and mundane trick. It never occurred to him how she could just be busy, or that nobody really gives their food more than a passing glance at times.
The cup reached her lips and he gazed up into the dark cavity of her nostrils as they flared to take in the tea’s aroma. The small hairs within them danced and swayed as her breath swelled passed them and down into her lungs. Drawing into her the sweet smell of his new form along with it.
The perspective was both fascinating and intoxicating. Being that close to her full, dark-red lips was something that many of the other male students had fantasized about, even Melvin on occasion. Although, probably not as close as he was about to get. Before he could fully process the view, her lips pressed onto the rim of the cup and it tipped just enough to allow some of its contents to flow past them.
The sensation was far too strange to accurately describe as his consciousness was stretched, cut, thinned, and warped. He was in the cup, watching as part of him was sucked into her mouth. He was passing through her lips into her mouth, watching as the rest of him was left behind. He rested in small pools around her mouth as he watched part of him flow over her tongue and down her throat with a dainty, little swallow.

It took a while for his young, unprepared mind to find a way to cope with the experience. He was everywhere, yet nowhere, while each small piece of him was a complete whole unto itself. All of him was still completely in the cup; he could feel that his entire body was still there. Yet, his entire body, several of them it seemed, were also floating within her mouth as it mixed with the other fluids around it. But what really terrified and perplexed him more than anything, was the part that had been swallowed.
He washed down her throat and cascaded into her stomach below, where all that surrounded him was hot, squelching darkness. However, after a short time, that part of him faded away. Neither the oppression from her bodies stifling warmth nor the churning chaos of her stomach could be sensed. It was just… gone, as though that part of him had never existed.
Her eyes flicked down at him for a brief moment and she raised an appreciative eyebrow at his apparent taste before setting the cup back onto the saucer. He thanked every God he could think of for the reprieve, that she hadn’t simply guzzled him down all at once, despite how good he knew he must taste. It would give him a bit more time to think a way out of his situation, that, or elongate his suffering as she eroded him down to nothing with slow casual drinks. Before ending his existence with one last, single, uncaring swallow.

Melvin would have shuddered at the thought if he still had the capability to do so. Instead, he looked up with forlorn distress at the massive feminine form of his inevitable executioner and future resting place.  All while still trying to think of SOMETHING he could do that might help. 
Yet, he found himself a bit distracted by the disconnected parts of him that were still in her mouth. Flowing about within the massive cavern of soft flesh and hard enamel. The sounds, smells, and even tastes of his surroundings assaulted his senses, each body experiencing something different and new. Every now and then, a part of him would brush up against something stuck in her teeth or flow across the surface of one of her molars. It would make him concentrate on that part off him to take in as much of that experience as possible.
While dozens of intangible eyes would watch from all over the sloshing cathedral of her mouth as slivers of light poured in through her slightly parted lips. Scores of immaterial ears listened to the constant roar from the various and constant sounds that made it impossible to focus. While every now and then, one of him would slip down her throat with a casual swallow and fade from existence.
She had the cup in her hand and drifting back toward her mouth again before he realized what was happening. His vision again filled with her looming face and approaching lips. Once more he tried to get her attention or escape somehow, and just as before… nothing worked. All began to drain away as her full, red lips pressed onto his slick-walled prison and parted to reveal the dark, fleshy void beyond them.
Melvin’s liquid body flowed over the rim of the cup and into her mouth. He was yet again forced to endure the sensation of his consciousness being stretched, torn and slammed back together. Experiencing the awareness from the near endless copies of himself before they were snuffed into nothingness by the absolute power of her merciless stomach. 
Only this time, far more of him poured through her lips as she took a proper mouthful of him to wet her pallet. Her throat bobbed twice as she gulped him down with well-nigh ravenous thirst. Parts of him split, swirled around her mouth, and plummeted down her throat too fast for him to keep track of. When the consuming maelstrom settled and she removed the tea-cup from her lips, his view of the world beyond the rim of his white prison walls had been drastically reduced in scope. To where he could only see what was almost directly above him as his body had dwindled down to less than a quarter of its original size.
Which meant his time was now very short indeed, as she could now easily finish off the last of him at any time with a single quaff. This realization put him at wit's end while the little that remained of him sloshed about the cup as it was set back down onto the saucer. The fact that his existence was about to be terminated in the stomach of his teacher was unjust, unfair, and downright too stupid of a mistake for him to have made. He was one of the better students in the class and an error that basic was beneath him.
As Aqua-Melvin contemplated his life ending within the dark pit of her stomach, the thought drifted into his mind about everything that would follow. Specifically, about when his liquified self would exit her body later. Even though he, and many others in the class, had fantasized about Miss Yarnbar more than once, that wasn’t exactly what he had in mind at the time. But the fact that he was going to be denied even a quick glance at his attractive teacher’s nether parts, despite the circumstances, only served to further agitate and depress him.
The end came so quickly that he almost didn’t realize what was going on. His prison was in the air, pressed to her lips, and already being tipped back at a steep angle by the time he noticed the change. Her mouth gaped open to gladly accept the rest of him through the lush, red-ringed portal into her body.
Powerless to stop it in any way, he flowed out of the cup and into her mouth to spread out within it. The last of his warm, flavorful form dispersed to fill the fleshy orifice and pool over her wide, supple tongue. Darkness engulfed him as her mouth closed and he was swirled about by her massive tongue as it extracted the flavor from her final mouthful. Then with a subtle shift, the great muscle pulsed backward with little effort to send him cascading into her throat as she casually swallowed the last of him
With a sickening and sadly anticlimactic splat, he poured out through the tight esophageal sphincter and into her churning stomach. The scorching heat and absolute darkness hit him with oppressive force as he mixed with the mass of partially dissolved lumps of food and collection of vile liquids around him. Some of which, he reasoned, must have been the parts of him that she had already swallowed. Their essence already ‘digested’ away to nothing, whether absorbed by hers or lost to the void, he didn’t know.
Nor was anyone ever going to know what had become of him. How long would it take before someone thought to look for him, or ask where he was? Certainly not soon enough to rescue him from the clutches of his attractive instructor’s voracious digestive system. She would digest and absorb his transformed body, perhaps even his spiritual essence for all he knew. Then piss or, god forbid, shit out what was left of him, as though he were no different than a small sandwich she had for lunch.
Hardly any time had passed before his consciousness flickered and began to fade a little. The heat and noise of his fleshy prison around him dimmed perceptibly. Part of him was calm and ready for the end to come at last. He didn’t quite know how the experience of being passed through her digestive system would affect him, but it wouldn’t be pleasant. Let alone what came afterward, indifferently expelled from her body and flushed away, to spend a possible eternity in the sewers. Or deposited on the ground somewhere in the woods, to fester in a pile of excrement for just as long. 
Melvin silently cursed the world and everything in it as loudly as his silent screams could manage, while the quiet, stillness of the endless void closed in. As if in answer, and to show him how little fate really cared for him, her stomach shifted around and compressed itself against him. The last thing he heard was the sound of a small, feminine burp from far above, as it reverberated through her massive, uncaring body.
