I looked down at the larger steaming bowl on the counter below me, the warm broth steaming gently as it sat unprotected.  It was ludicrous to think I could get a single drop of the golden liquid within it or any of the white chunks of meat and dumplings that bobbed within it.  But to simply smell it was more than enough and as the thin wisps of steam carried it’s rich scent skyward, I leaned out to embrace it.  This had been my fatal mistake, because in the warm haze of flavor that swam through my head, I had neglected to ensure proper handholds.
My right hand slipped suddenly off of the box of crackers I had been holding, and as I pitched dangerously forward, my left hand lost its tenuous grip on the shelf below me.  I had the wondrous sensation of weightlessness for an instant as my small weight allowed me to hang there before plunging downwards.  The fall itself was less of a death plunge and more of a slow tumble as my small body gave into the unstoppable pull of gravity.  The most surprising part was the splash at the bottom, rather than the hard-jarring impact of my tiny form hitting the granite counter.
I surfaced and cleared my eyes of the hot liquid that covered my face, however, the relief that had been bubbling through me at being both alive and whole was quickly replaced by bone chilling terror when I realized where I was.  The dread that surged through me made me shiver despite the heat that was slowly working into my skin and giving it a dull red color.  I looked around to see the high walls of the bowl climbing up and well out of reach from my diminutive fingers.  A heavy weight formed in the pit of my stomach as I fully understood that in less than an hour I would either be eaten or tossed down the garbage disposal.
Both prospects ended with certain, and rather gruesome death, either chewed to pulp by her colossal teeth or ground and battered to paste by the disposal’s blades.  Even if I managed to avoid either death was inevitable, suffocation and slowly dissolving into base nutrients within her cavernous stomach or drowning in the sewer. Or worse… surviving and having to live off of shit for who knows how long.  Perhaps a quick death in her mouth wouldn’t be that bad, at least my body would be part of her beautiful one afterward.  I admit that a small thrill shot though me at the thought of it, I had observed her naked form several times over the last few weeks, and it was rather pleasing to say the least.
My musing on the matter was interrupted as the thunderous noise of the footfalls from her bare feet shook the bowl and created small waves within my ceramic prison.  I swam as best I could to the center of the bowl in a vain hope that she might see me and at least be spared the fate of death by ingestion.  Perhaps she would faint, and I give me the time I needed to find a way out before she scooped me out with a spoon.  The thundering stopped and her upper half loomed over the counter-top, I started to wave frantically up at her but stopped almost immediately when I saw that her face was obscured by her breasts.
Not that she would have noticed me anyway, her attention was focused on rooting through the shelves above me.  She grabbed the box of crackers that had just been the cause of my current predicament and after removing a small amount of the large saltine squares, compressed them to crumbs in her hand above me before raining their shattered remains down into the bowl.  I was able to dodge some of the avalanche but was buried by it nonetheless and then found myself within a maelstrom as a massive spoon stirred the bowls contents.  I tried my best to both hold my breath and stay afloat as the great metal monster swept me around within the bowl in the thickening mass of soup.
When the storm settled and I was able to finally regain my barring’s, I looked up to see that she must have carried the bowl to the table or someplace similar.  As her mountainous breasts loomed ever closer to the bowl, as well as her face, which looked down into it with ravenous hunger.  I realized that I had been subconsciously edging backwards under her glare, despite the lack of anywhere safe to flee away from it.  And as the spoon began its first of many deadly descents into the bowl, I didn’t know whether to panic and flail about in hopes of being seen or simply resign myself to my fate.
The panic was simple primal instinct to survive, while my rational mind keep telling me that fighting was useless at this point.  Sure, I may manage to survive until the bowl was empty, but then there was the sink and an unstoppable current to an equally fatal outcome.  My mind just told me to let this happen, with luck she will chomp your head right off and end it quickly.  And as I looked up at her, I noticed how her breasts butted out almost over the bowl and how the light played off of her cleavage in just the right way.
That was when other parts of my brain and body chimed in to say, Hey, if you're going to die anyway, then you might as well enjoy it… right?  It was a guilty pleasure, I knew, but I figured since she was about to eat me then I had the right to leer at her a bit.  And if I managed to enjoy myself through the still mounting primal terror, all the better I then guessed.
The soup around me shifted and I felt the hard metal of the spoon scrap against my left side, I watched as it soared up into the air and was delivered into her mouth without ceremony.  I watched as her plump, dark lips curled around the utensil, and how they hugged it as it was pulled free and clean from her mouth.  I began to have the first prickles of arousal as the sight and my eyes drifted down to the mighty canyon of her cleavage.

I think it was the fear and other primal emotions that surged around in my head at that moment, but My arousal came on much harder and with more feeling than I have ever experienced.  My hand drifted down to touch the sudden and powerful erection that surged into the hot broth around me, and my gently touch sent a spasm up my spine.  I found myself filled with the sudden urge to find out how it felt against her plump, juicy lips, how it felt against the soft slick flesh of her tongue, and even how it felt to be given the ultimate blow job.  A deep throat that led all the way down to her belly.

 The spoon came down again, and again it missed me by only the smallest of margins, as I watched it ascend to her lovely face, the thought that it could have contained me made my dick throb.  I didn’t bother to think where this irrational pleasure had come from, nor did I want to, as it would only leave me with the terror and dread that I knew was there.  Waiting just beneath the surface to drive me insane at the thought of what was about to happen to me, by instead I had found the opposite.  I was going insane with desire at the thought of that wonderful mouth closing around me, I simply ignored what was going to follow immediately afterwards.
I was roused from thought when I felt a sudden upward acceleration and a hard surface press against my feet.  A sudden and wholly unbidden gasp escaped my lips as I realized the moment had finally come, and as my ascent continued both fear and built within me.  The former pushing the latter to limits I had never known were possible, and after today, never would again.  
I had been thus far refrained from masturbating despite the throbbing demands coming from my midsection, not wanting to climax too early and then be consumed by the fear and terror I knew would come after the lust had been sated.  But as I rose passed her glorious breast, I gave my dick several heavy strokes for good measure, after all, I wouldn’t have the chance to beat it to those ever again.  I rose up by her chin and soon stopped in front of her mouth, I watched with rapt attention as her lips worked to pucker slightly.  In my delirious state, I thought she might be blowing me a kiss and almost ran to the end of the spoon, but a steady torrent gusted out of her pursed lips as she blew on the spoon’s contents lightly.  That done, her mouth gaped open before me and she trust the spoon inside.

I was treated to quite the view as her mouth yawned open before me, and I was no longer able to resist the stimulating myself.  Mostly due to the fact that I figured I had only moments left to live and might as well get off before I met her teeth.  From my vantage point on the spoon, I could see the soft, slimy expanse of her tongue as it extended and flattened out slightly to welcome the next load of sustenance into her body.  Here and there lay small pieces of meat or dumpling, some were even larger than I was, as they had been spared the merciless process of extensive mastication.  While elsewhere there were patches of mush that testified to the raw power I was about to experience.
The spoon slid onto her tongue and the light began to dim as those glorious lips that had been the focus of my worship began to close behind me.  I turned to watch them as my hand began to work with a furious pace on my dick and, as the outside world disappeared, I felt the of the crescendo of my fervent ministrations approaching.  When the darkness finally enveloped me, I gave into it, fully expecting the end to come quickly after and wanted to die in the hazy afterglow, rather than fully aware of the proceedings.
However, I was denied that right as the spoon tipped slightly and quickly receded I wasn’t dumped into the middle of her tongue as expected but rode the spoon back until her closed lips scraped me and the rest of the mushy soup contents off of it.  This placed me at the front of her mouth, on the tip of her tongue, which spared me from her teeth but instead became awash in a sea of saliva and chicken flavor.  The darkness made seeing anything impossible, but the sloshing and squelching made it seem as though I was now drifting about her mouth as she worked at the main mass of soup.  The crisp clack of her teeth came from just behind me, followed by a loud, yet subtle gulp from my right as she reflexively swallowed something.
Then as suddenly as it had begun, her mouth became still and I lay in a pool of slime and partially chew material I could not identify.  I was relieved when her tongue shifted enough to create a space above me and air rushed in, I gulped at it with greedy haste relieved to not being about to suffocate.  Just as I had steadied my breathing and managed to sit up on the tongues smooth surface, a blinding light blazed into her mouth.
Those luscious lips parted again to allow passage of the next spoonful of soup.  I watched as it barreled in toward me, but as I tried to move back out if the way I found that the slimy mucus and saliva that surrounded me would not allow any significant movement.  So, I sat in awe as I observed what I had just gone through, but from the receiving end.  However, my libido reminded me that I had neglected to finish an important matter and now may indeed be my last chance to do so, because, this spoonful was all broth and it came to rest just before me.
It didn’t take much deduction to realize what was about to happen, the broth would flow off the spoon and wash me down her throat in short order.  I was to be denied a quick death from the tender care of her teeth and would instead be forced to endure the abyss of her withering stomach.  I grabbed my dick and began to again stroke it as I watched her lips close for the second and last time.  Would I survive the trip down her throat?  Would I dissolve instantly when I plunged into the acidic pit that lay below me?  Or would I linger there, until pain became too much, or air became too stale.
I didn’t care, all I was concerned about was the yearning between my legs, one last pleasure before terror and unimaginable pain.  I thought of her, in that final moment as I felt the first splashes of the hot soup begin to flow off the spoon against me.  I thought of how I was about to make a contribution to that majestic body, that I would become part of the goddess around me, even if only in the smallest way.
Waves of lust and spasms of pleasure spread out over me as the I was carried back over her tongue to the gaping chasm of her throat.  And as I gave into the euphoria of my orgasm, the last and greatest of my life, a mighty gulp thundered and pulsed around me, as if to signal her approval at my sacrifice.
