The view of the gorgeous rolling hills of the countryside stretching out to the horizon on either side of the highway were more than enough to entertain any mature mind. But to a child’s mind, there was nothing more boring. “Are we there yet?” 
John sighed. He’d heard the same complaint a dozen times in the past hour, and in each case it’d somehow sounded identical, like they were playing a recording. “No, not even close. I’ve just been driving in circles this whole time.” He replied sarcastically, adjusting his rear view mirror just to flash a glare at the girls in the backseat. “And every time you ask that, I do another loop.”
The eldest of his two daughters pouted. Elizabeth was her name, a portly little bear at age eight, who’d already read through her copy of The Bear Who Couldn’t Hibernate thrice over this trip and had thus expended all means of entertaining herself. “Why do we gotta go to the dumb hipster beach when the real beach is right by our house?”
“Because the quote-unquote ‘real beach’ is crowded to the gills with random strangers shouting, splashing, littering, and peeing in it,” John replied. “Wouldn’t you rather have a nice little beach all to ourselves, with that perfect clear blue water?”
His younger daughter, Mary, was worse off still. She was only six years old, and was even more limited in attention span. They’d made the mistake of letting her get hooked on phones young, and were now attempting to wean her off of them. “Not if it takes a hundred million bajillion years to get there!” She cried, stomping her little feet against the back of his seat.
John growled. “Hey! No kicking my seat, or I’m turning this thing around!” He remembered the old maxim: no plan survives contact with the enemy. It couldn’t be more apt than when applied to family vacations: wherever you planned for your kids to be overjoyed and excited, instead expect them to be on the verge of a tantrum.
His wife, Helen, laid a comforting hand upon his arm, lightly squeezing. “Only a few minutes before we’re there, dear. I’m sure they’ll love it.”
There was a shared sigh of relief when they finally arrived in that sketchy, backcountry parking lot. Their everyday wear came off to reveal their swimsuits beneath, Elizabeth in a purple one piece and Mary in an orange one, Helen in a pink bikini, and John wearing only swim shorts. Not a single member of the family was anything less than chubby, as grizzly bears were wont to be on the plumper side. It didn’t help that their daughters were growing up so fast, already outgrowing their swimsuits, chubby potbellies stretching out the fabric enough to show the clear dents of their cute little bellybuttons. But none of them could compete with John, a man so heavy the van loudly rocked back and forth a bit as his immense weight heaved out of it.
“Here at last! Mmm, take in that fresh saltwater air! Far better than that sewage smell at the ‘real’ beach, huh, girls?” He patted the duo on the back as they made their way down the dubious path, hiking out from the empty dirt lot and weaving down a narrow desire path through the dense woods.
The two girls glanced around, perplexed. “So, uh, dad… are you sure we’re, ya know, allowed to be here?” Elizabeth asked.
John paused, realizing he never checked whether this was private property or not. “Well, uuh… I mean, I, uh…”
They giggled at the sudden nervousness in their fathers voice, and began chanting in unison in a sing-song tone, “Dad’s breaking the laaaw! Dad’s breaking the laaaw!”
The hulking bear puffed out his lips, a tad embarrassed. “Oh, hush! If they didn’t want people coming to their beach, they should’ve put a sign up.”
“You mean like that one?” Elizabeth pointed to a faded ‘NO TRESPASSING’ sign left lying in the shrubbery, twisted up in tangles of vines and ivy.
He flushed, realizing he hadn’t noticed that one before. “Well… they should’ve been maintaining their sign!”
Just wait, he thought. Once they see the beach, they’ll know it was all worth it. And sure enough, it was quite a beauty once they emerged from the woods, blue waves arcing over the white sands, the family having to crawl over a fallen palm tree which lay defeated along the shore. It was completely and utterly empty, not a soul in sight except the white specks of fishing boats in the far distance. His wife whistled, and daughters stared silently. He eagerly awaited their reaction. “Well? What do you think?”
But to his disappointment, the two seemed… uncertain at best. “Hmmm… kinda boring, isn’t it? Like, how am I supposed to make any new friends here? It’s all dull and empty!”
He blinked, baffled. “Do you know how much people pay to enjoy a whole private beach to themselves for a day?” He grumbled. “Now go. While me and your mother relax here, you two go have some fun in the waves. Then try and tell me it’s boring.”
They didn’t need to be told twice. The two cubs giggled as they ran adorably along the beach towards the water, leaving trails of tiny pawprints upon the otherwise unblemished sands. Meanwhile, their parents set up their beach umbrella and folding chairs beneath — John’s being twice the size of Helen’s. To her surprise, however, he soon started sneaking down the beach after the girls. “I thought you said we were going to relax on the beach,” she said.
“Later. Right now, I’ve got to teach these two troublemakers a lesson.” He flashed her a mischievous smirk, and she just smiled and rolled her eyes.
Meanwhile, the two bear cubs were finally having some fun, splashing eachother in the shallow water or letting the taller waves carry them back to shore before they swam right back out. Suddenly, though, Elizabeth let out a startled eep as she felt something brush her toe… and when she looked down, she noticed a massive shadow in the water! “Whoa! Wuh… w-what is that?” Their youthful imaginations immediately assumed the worst, and both girls started scrambling away in a splashing fit. “Eeeek! A shark! No, stay away!”
Instead of a great white, however, a different hungry beast burst out of the water: their own father! Mary cried out as she was suddenly lifted up high above the waves, being dangled in the air by massive, burly hands… before hearing the familiar laughter of her old pop! “Raaaawr!” He play roared. “I’m gonna eat ya all up!”
She was sent into a laughing fit as he blew a raspberry upon her chubby potbelly, wriggling and squirming against his merciless tickling! “Aaah! Hahehaha, dad, stooop!” After a few seconds, he finally gave her a reprieve from his onslaught, just long enough for her to cross her arms and pout indignantly. “That wasn’t funny! You really scared us!”
Elizabeth giggled, swimming up to his side.
“I dunno! That was actually kinda fun! Guess it helps that you got snatched up by the shark while I got away scot-free,” she remarked proudly.
John wasn’t about to take that lying down. “C’mere,  you!” In an instant she, too, was scooped up in his soft but muscular arm, and both girls were giggling and laughing as he spun them around and around before collapsing dizzily backwards in the water.
Helen smiled, sipping her drink as she lazily watched her family splash about. It was only natural that John assume the role of the immense sea monster, with whom the girls did bravely battle, roaring their battlecries as they engaged in that push-and-pull of war, one side always atop the other until the roles reversed. At one point Mary was upon his shoulders, laughing as she rode the sea beast about, but then he rolled over in the water and she was soaked beneath his immense weight.
They were children whose energy could last all day and into tomorrow, but he was an older, out-of-shape man who tuckered out in no time at all. Before long, he contented himself by floating on his back on the waves, letting his little girls sit on his big, broad mattress of a belly like a sea otter would with its cubs. He sighed and curled his arms behind his head, letting his belly soak in the warmth of the sun, feeling his girls wrestle upon it or play its bouncy surface like bongo drums. All until that tummy let out a whiny growl, rumbling and reverberating hard enough the girls nearly fell off of it!
John blushed of embarrassment while the girls laughed. “Uh oh! Daddy’s hungry!” Mary giggled, flopping out atop the hill of his belly like she was going to make a snow angel in his fur. 
“Haha, well, looks like it may be time to report back to your mother,” he said, gesturing towards the shire. “She has our sandwiches.”
But to his surprise, they seemed disappointed by this, that familiar pout spreading across one face and then the other as it were, as if it were something contagious. “What? You’re just gonna eat some lousy sandwiches?” Elizabeth crossed her arms and puffed out her cheeks, turning away. “Hmph! Some sea monster you turned out to be!”
John raised a brow, confused. “Well, what would you have me do?”
“Didn’t you tell us yourself? Monsters like to eat up little girls who don’t follow the rules?” Elizabeth smirked. “We’ve been, like, super naughty lately! Like that time Mary had to go to the principal’s office for throwing crayons, remember?”
Mary nodded eagerly, realizing what her sister was saying. “Yeah! That was super bad!”
John sighed as he realized what was happening here. Just like the parents of generations past, he’d told them the old bearish fairy tales of monsters chowing down upon those children who didn’t obey their parents. It hadn’t occurred to him that that might not work so well on kids who wanted to be eaten. Sometimes, parenting felt like it was riddled with bear traps like that. “Yes, you have been, and I’m certainly not going to reward that kind of behavior in any way.”
“Aaaw, come on, daaad! Okay, okay, we’ll be suuuper good instead, then!” They pressed their hands together, pushing out their lower lips and flashing them those adorable, pleading puppy dog eyes they knew he could never ignore.
He groaned. “What has gotten into you two, lately?” 
He never thought his daughters would actually like to be eaten. When they were toddlers, in fact, he used his stomach as a sort of time-out spot. But then one fateful day, one of them had the idea that it’d be fun to use his belly as a bouncy castle. And once they’d reframed it in their minds as their own personal playplace, they’d grown to obsess over it. They’d long gotten used to the darkness, heat, and smell within his guts, so by now they considered it downright comfy in there! But he couldn’t do it too much, right? He shouldn’t enable this kind of behavior. What kind of father would he be if he ate his own kids all the time?
But then his stomach growled again. And his rapacious gluttony put its finger on the scale. After all, he could bever deny it: the two girls were delicious.
Besides, it’s a vacation day, he justified it in his head. How could I say no to them? “Alright, how about this. The two of you just swim off back to the beach to your mother.” They looked disappointed for a moment… before he suddenly flashed them an intimidating, toothy, predatory grin. “But you better hurry, you know. You never know if some big, scary sea monster might be… right behind you.”
They blinked, mentally processing… before big cheeky grins spread across their faces, cheeks flashing red! “O-okay!” Elizabeth grabbed her younger sister by the hand, and the young duo dived into the water! “C’mon, Mary! Let’s go!”
They were giggling like mad as they swam away, partially to let off some of that nervous energy — after all, it was actually a bit frightening, seeing that shadow in the water come chasing after them! It was a true heart-stopping thrill, like they were actually fleeing frantically away from some hungry sea monster! They knew they couldn’t outpace him — hell, didn’t even really want to — and yet that ancient, primal sensation of being chased by something that wants to eat you drove their little bodies to work as hard as they could.
Mary naturally fell behind. She was the younger of the two, not much of a swimmer yet. Her clumsy flailing just barely kept her afloat, much less propeled her forward. All it really did was tucker her out. Her heart beat faster and faster as she watched her sister get farther and farther into the distance. “Lizzy! Wait… up…!” She was panting from exhaustion in no time. It was a mercy, really, when she felt a pair of jaws suddenly squeeze around her waist, lifting her up into the air!
Helen whistled at the sight of John exploding up from the water like a dolphin would, beads of water dribbling down his round figure, but with their daughter clutched in his rapacious maw! The girl was halfway inside his gullet, teeth ever-so-gently but firmly holding her where she was, squishing slightly into her chubby hips and buttocks as they settled around her waist. “Eeeek!” She latched her hands onto his snout and tried to push herself free, but it was like trying to escape a steel vice. She was so small, that broad, wet tongue that ran up her front was almost the size of her.
It only took an instant for her to disappear. All he had to do. was relinquish the hold his jaws had on her, letting gravity easily plunge her into that fleshy abyss before loudly clacking his teeth back together like a warden slamming shut the door to a jail cell. She made a bulge in his throat for only a moment, but once she reached his chest, she was vanished without even the slightest semblance she was in there. His belly, in its vastness, contained her easily.
Helen smiled giddily as she watched the scene. What a man, she thought as her fingers slipped gently into her bikini bottoms, already wet at the spectacle. And she was not the only one excited, for the feeling of moving food always tickled and prodded at some place deep inside him that stoked his manhood, try as he may to fight it. But the straining in his swim shorts could not stop him from finishing his meal.
Elizabeth, meanwhile, was so close she could almost taste it. Fear turned to hope and triumph as that beach felt like it was just inches from her grasp. It was like she could reach out and sink her hand into the sand… until a massive hand wrapped around her little leg, and tugged her what felt like a mile backwards out into the surf! Far from salvation, she gave up and went limp as she was lifted up into those big, strong hands, her father’s face beaming down at her! “I’ve got you! Numnumnumnum!”
She was sent into a giggling fat as he started playfully ‘nibbling’ on the side of her neck, tickling her with the feel of his slick teeth and hot breath. “Hehehe! Yeeeah, okay, you got me!” 
She settled in his arms, cheeks red on either side of a big smile, as she was hugging up against the belly that’d soon be her whole world. “Ready to join your sister?” He didn’t have to ask twice. Elizabeth nodded eagerly, hearts in her eyes.
The chase was over, and this time he knew he could take his time and savor the spoils of his victory. He laid her entire upper body down upon his broad, wet tongue like it was a mattress, letting her hand out there and ooo and aaa as she stared right down his throat. “Hehe! I think I can hear Mary from here! Hi, Mary!” She giggled, able to briefly hear the muffled semblances of her sister’s voice in the brief moments the sphincter to his stomach was dilated enough for them to be audible.
But she also heard the gurgles and glorps that would soon become the backing soundtrack of her whole world within her father’s gut. And all the while, John just enjoyed her flavor as she hung out halfway inside of his maw. His one complaint was the fabric of her swimsuit getting in the way of her candy-like taste, and for a moment, his clouded and gluttonous brain considered peeling it off… but then remembered that this was his daughter, not a piece of candy, so ‘unwrapping’ her would be inappropriate at best.
Eventually his hunger butted in, and he finally took a gulp, angling his head back and jerking his head forward. Now her upper half was in that tight tube of a throat, creating a noticeable bulge, and her bottom half dangled from his maw, chubby little legs kicking lazily about. The flavor here was sweeter still, and left him drooling. He thanked the heaven’s above she’d outgrown this swimsuit, since it now rode up her butt cheeks and left much of her pudgy rear bare for his tongue to savor, traveling up over those buttocks and down along her meaty thighs. She didn’t seem to notice or mind, but eventually John snapped out of his trance and realized it was a bit weird to be lapping over his daughter’s butt fat like this, even if it was only for that sweet flavor. So, he figured, it was best to finally get this over with.
Elizabeth vanished just as quickly as Mary had. It only took a moment to reunite the two siblings without that steamy, smelly swamp of a bear gut, stewing together in his lunch and juices. Nary a bulge did they make, but just looking at that perfect manly gut and knowing their daughters were in there sent a thrill through Helen as she shamelessly played with herself. John, too, couldn’t hide the erection pinned against him by his tight swim shorts as he waddled up to shore, belching and shuddering as the girls settled. “Come on, girls, be careful in there! Remember, if you kick me in a kidney again like that one time, you’re both grounded!”
He came back to the welcome sight of his beautiful wife casually playing with herself upon the shore, her bikini bottoms pulled slightly low. It made his cock throb in his own shorts almost as much as the feeling of his girls starting to play inside his belly, their movements sending shivers through him as he could tell they were wrestling in there, inbetween using him as an organic bounce castle. “Helen, look at what our girls did!” He laughed, before huffing as he plopped his weight down upon his chair, letting out an immense belch as his gut squished against his lap.  “After we came all this way for a nice beach day. We could have done this at home!”
She chuckled knowingly, reaching a hand over to grope and fondle his belly, as if expecting to feel any hint of her daughters. But she didn’t — they were hidden under too much fat. “You can’t blame them, love. A little tummy love is in their genes.”
He laughed. “Well, they certainly got it from your side of the family,”
“And besides, we can still enjoy the beach, just the two of us.” She gestured, sliding out of her own chair and up to his side. “It seems we never have the opportunity for some… alone time anymore.” His heart lept in his chest as her hand drifted down to the clear, near shrink wrapped imprint his prodigious cock made in his shorts.
His breath caught. He’d been hoping, if he relaxed, his erection would subside naturally. But now that he’d felt his wife’s touch, he knew it never would. “Honey, we can’t. Not while the girls are in there.”
“Oh, as if they’re going to be able to notice a thing when they’re underneath all this blubber,” she said, giving that belly a pat. “They can’t even hear us. Can you, girls?” Sure enough, they gave no answer, too preoccupied with their games. Helen smirked as she dropped to her knees before her flustered husband, seeing his rising desire.
“B-but… we’re out in the open.”
“You said it yourself. No one ever comes out here.”
He fumbled for an argument, but came up empty-handed. His libido simply won out over his better reason. How was he supposed to overcome the seductions devised by his very own wife? Instead, he just grinned and accepted defeat. “You’re very persuasive when you want to be. You know that?”
Seeing his approval, Helen finally pulled those shorts down and let that impressive cock flap out into the world, like a lumbering beast being set free from its cage. She started low, planting kisses and even licks along his inner thighs, then over his balls, and finally traveling up his length, before finally planting one last smooch right upon the slit of his tip. Then came another, then another… until finally, instead of a smooch, those soft lips parted around his girth. jaw straining to accept it all into her.
And so, there he was. Enjoying a beautiful day at his own personal beach, his daughters sending rivets of pleasure through him as they used his stomach as a bouncy castle, compounded by his wife on her knees throating her cock with years of experience and artful mastery. They were going to have to do this more often. With those dual pleasures, it would’ve been easy to cum right away, especially whenever he felt a particularly strong kick or movement from the girls within his digestive tract. But he calmed himself, savoring the moment, soaking in the sounds of the chirping seagulls and waves crashing upon the shore and beautiful wife suckling noisily upon his length. He never wanted this moment to end.
“Ooooh… I’m the luckiest man in the world.”
