Sweet Dreams: Chapter 4 – High Society Serving
By Toxix

In the earliest hours of morning, minutes before Sweet Dreams was set to open, a pair of women worked to pack a box full.
Or one worked, anyway. Claire was mostly taking it upon herself to carefully lower each package atop each other within the box. Carmel was there to blow smoke at the back of her head.
Mallow shuffled her way in, announced through the bell’s gentle ring above the door. She brushed a thick lock of golden hair away from her face with one delicate hand, a picture of angelic beauty that melted Claire’s heart.
“Good morning, Miss.”
Claire dropped her focussed look to smile at her new hire, tilting her beam to be as welcoming as the girl deserved.
“Morning, sweetheart~ Oh, come here for a sec, love.”
Mallow came to Claire’s side, her eyes wide with curiosity. She followed the woman’s gaze to the counter, an empty space that her attention was oddly focused on. On closer inspection, there was a small sheet of cardboard laying there, but nothing besides it, nothing worthy of attention. “This is as good a time as any to show you my magic.”
“Your magic? I, uh… think I’ve seen it, Miss. More than once. All those times you ate me…”
“No, no, dear. That’s just what the dream drop grants. I mean my own magic, passed through my family.”
Mallow’s eyes widened further, lighting up in a way almost unbefitting of her meek demeanour. These two weeks of work had finally led to another glimpse of magic, one that she hoped may further her study. 
Claire giggled at her sweet employee, effortlessly charmed. Her eyes went back to that empty space, her arms encircling the air around it. She was positioned as if cupping an invisible object, her hands frozen expertly in place. “Watch closely, love.”
Moments of silence followed, slowly interrupted by a rising hum like the rim of a glass vase being circled. Alongside it, Claire’s hands lit with a violet glow, spreading through the air like fireflies. Both the sounds and sights filled that space, mixing into a rising tension. They swirled, conjoined, and soon conglomerated visually into a shining core at the centre. Between her hands, centred on the counter, that spark of convulsing purple swelled. Claire’s magic nurtured it into a lively seed, a single star hanging in her grasp yet out of her hands. At its peak, barely more than an inch in volume, it clenched in on itself. Claire’s stilled hands seized with effort, jagged and curled. In the same breath, they both relaxed, and the spark she’d built bursted outwards.
It popped, a flash of purple lighting the desk and obscuring the appearance of her labour’s fruit. From out of nowhere, entirely stationary upon that counter, a cake had been urged into existence. It seemed entirely ordinary, round and frosted with snow-white vanilla, as well as purple coloured icing along its rim. No matter how much Mallow scrutinised it, she found nothing anomalous. She was sent into awe, looking up at Claire with her mouth agape. Her boss smiled casually, attempting to conceal how desperately she awaited a reaction. She eyed Mallow, expecting mountains of praise.
“Did you make that?!”
“I did. That is my family magic.”
She lifted a finger to her own lips, sucking on it through her smile. “My mana alone can be made into all sorts of sweet treats.”
She pushed another finger into Mallow’s lips, shocking her with the odd gesture before its purpose clicked. She unwillingly tasted a distinct sweetness on the woman’s fingers, like they were coated in sugar. Though her tastebuds were lit up by it, she couldn’t help but pull away, made red in the face and recoiling her body. 
“I see… Even your residual mana is sweet.”
“It all tastes freshly baked and perfectly constructed down to its molecules. You won’t ever taste desserts sweeter than mine.”
“Wow…”
Her eyes snuck down to the cake. “Can I try some?”
“No.”
She grabbed a smaller box from beneath the counter, purple and printed with the Sweet Dreams logo. She slid the cake and its cardboard mat below inside, sealing it off from the hungry girl. “These are an order for my friend, Cassie.”
She lifted it to place atop the others of its kind within the large box, sealing that, too. “Speaking of, I’ll need you to hand it to her today when she comes to pick it up.”
She gave the box a pat to bookend her work, turning to lean on the desk where she played with Mallow’s hair, tucking it behind her ears like a doting mother. “She’s a chef, a prestigious one, too. She caters for a lot of important events hosted by mage families. She’s not much of a baker, though, so she orders desserts from me now and then. It’s all paid for, so just hand it over to her, k?”
Mallow nodded again, bringing a light giggle to her boss at how wonderfully obedient she was. She leaned down to meet the girl closer, cupping her cheek. “I must run off. Take care of things for me, sweetheart. And keep an eye on that delinquent.”
She didn’t see Carmel’s middle finger rise behind her, only Mallow smiling shyly.
“Yes, miss.”
“Good girl.”
Her lips landed on the girl’s cheek, hopeless to resist tasting her blushing skin. She wandered past, departing from her store with it safely in the hands of her trusted employees.
A quiet day began soon after, the store opening for one customer to wander about now and then. Rarely did many people come this early in the day, especially not on a weekday. A morning without much work was expected.
Merely an hour in, the bell rang across the silent shop floor, heralding the entrance of their awaited visitor. It was unquestionably her at a first glance, her fully white shirt and apron the unmistakable uniform of a renowned chef. The stiff look on her face, half-lidded and concealing all inner workings of her mind, emanated a strong veil of superiority. More than the uniform, it gave away how important of a customer she was. This was the Cassia that Claire spoke of.
She strolled without wait towards the counter, the tail of her thick braid swinging behind her back. Every strand of ebony hair atop her was tied behind, unveiling every inch of pristine, pale skin across her face. Upon that smooth face, her pair of icy, blue eyes pierced the lack of colour, burrowing into the girls in wait.
“Good morning, Carmel.” She greeted the older woman, as did she Mallow, but with only a glance. 
Carmel unenthusiastically waved her hand.
“One sec. I’ll grab your stuff.”
“In good time, please. I’ve not long.”
Carmel’s eyes rolled as soon as her face was obscured in the opposite direction, caught only by Mallow. She disappeared behind the door, leaving her partner in the frigid presence of this stranger.
She thought to speak and yet couldn’t. Every word out of this woman was so rigid and premeditated, she didn’t seem interested in casual chat. So, Mallow’s mouth tightened, her eyes wandering around Cassia’s visage. When she met her eyes, she found the frosty gems staring back, tight and centred on her face. Cassia wasn’t uttering a sound, only digging through Mallow’s very soul with a long, intrigued glare. The girl’s eyes darted away once more, avoiding the chilling gaze at all costs and begging for Carmel’s quick return.
Soon, they were taken back, the touch of four fingers on her chin forcing an instinctive look. Her face was in Cassia’s hands, held firmly at the chin. Still, no words came, but her gaze intensified.
“Hm…”
She turned the girl’s head aside, looking along her cheek and the side of her head.
“Uh…”
She turned it the other way, looking upon the other cheek to find it glowing red. That blush crept up every inch of Mallow’s face whilst she was inspected, heating her skin to one of a flustered warmth. Her face was then straightened again, and their eyes met closely. She watched Cassia’s eyes fall, looking over her lips where her thumb brushed over for a mere second.
It then snuck through, urging open her teeth and pressing to the surface beneath her tongue.
“Open.”
Mallow’s brain had shut down, the taste of the woman’s thumb in her mouth a sudden and alien sensation. It was the second finger she’d had in her mouth today and still nowhere near normal. She had no response for a situation so strange, leaving her in a lost state where she obeyed every command given. She opened her mouth without thinking, showing off the wet cavern dripping with pooling spit, unable to be swallowed whilst she was pried open like so. Cassia looked closer into the darkness, at every healthy patch of sticky muscle. Her thumb searched a little deeper, pressing the bumps of her tongue like she was sampling the spit that moistened it.
“Healthy…” she muttered to herself in a calculating tone.
She finally pulled out, procuring a cloth from her pocket to wipe away the drool that wetted her thumb. Mallow’s lips fell shut, and stayed that way, as words were even more impossible to come by now. She was beet red, frozen with wide eyes and trembling muscles. She received not a single justification for that sudden intrusion.
Carmel returned at the same moment, narrowly missing the scene and leaving Mallow no witness to her invasive inspection, as if it never happened at all. She lowered that box packed with fresh cakes onto the counter, pushing it a ways closer to Cassia. 
“Here.”
Cassia didn’t respond. Her eyes didn’t even leave Mallow for the longest moment. She only spoke once they did, looking sideways at Carmel.
“This one. What’s her name?”
“I can, um… speak…” Mallow mumbled, going unheard, or ignored.
“Mallow.” Carmel answered. “She’s sorta the company cum dump.”
“N… No… I’m not…”
“Is she behaved?”
“Behaved…?”
“Spineless.” Carmel nodded.
Cassia was quiet, briefly, humming.
“How much to purchase her?”
“Purchase?!”
“You wanna buy her?”
“I am catering to a very important event today and have been ordered to provide a main dish exclusively for the lady of honour. I’d intended to buy some poor girl from my usual supplier, but this one is a… rare find. She’s exquisite. I find she’ll make an incredible dinner. I can write a cheque, just name your price.”
“I- I am not for sale!” Mallow squeaked out, definitely heard this time, definitely ignored.
Carmel’s expression didn’t change a bit. She shrugged.
“How much ya got on you?”
Cassia paused and reached for her wallet, gazing into the folds.
“… Twenty euros?”
“Mm… Make it thirty.”
“I only have twenty.”
“Oh. Then, sure.”
Mallow’s vocal cords were twittering, struggling to stop the casual exchange of two bills between them. Something came out eventually.
“Y- you can’t sell me!”
Again, Carmel shrugged.
“We are a food store.”
She opened her mouth again, but her fluster granted her no retort. She was silenced before she could refuse by a straightforward command from Cassia.
“Come, girl.”
With the box hoisted between her arms, she made for the exit, simply expecting Mallow to follow.
“I… I can’t just…”
Carmel nudged her aside.
“C’mon, don’t be difficult. She’s a paying customer.”
“I am not to be paid for!”
“Relax, you’ll get half the cut.”
“That’s barely an hour’s pay!”
A step from the door, Cassia stopped and turned.
“I won’t ask you again, girl. We’re going to be late.”
She sighed, nudged further along the counter by Carmel.
“You heard ‘er. I’ll tell the old woman you made us a very happy customer.”
“Damn it…”
Her spirit easily broken, Mallow followed along her new owner straight out of the door, giving a pitiful little glance to Carmel behind her, who waved with a smirk.
Cassia walked along the streets without a word, Mallow following like a puppy. That pathetic comparison was exactly how she felt, too, but she continued to shuffle in the woman’s shadow, plagued by the weight of awkwardness.
“… So… uh… I’m someone’s dinner?”
“Correct. You’ll be feeding lady Charlotte Renaud tonight at her private gathering. She’s requested that you do not be harmed whatsoever, so you’ll be eaten whole, most likely.”
Her heart stopped for a frightening few seconds, roaring back to life in rapid beats. So suddenly came the thrill of her depravity, the notion that she’d soon be swallowed whole just as she so frequently fantasised about.
“A… Ah… I see.”
“Try not to be nervous. You’ll spoil your taste. Now…”
She opened the trunk of a nearby car, placing the box inside before stepping aside expectantly. “… Get in, if you’d please.”
“Hey, I may be food, but I can sit in a car seat!”
“… Very well.”
***
Smoke spiralled and flowed across the shop floor, contrasting the sunset’s golden glow glaring through the windows. It split at the door as its opening tore the swirl and dissipated fully when a hand frantically waved it away.
“Agh! *cough*… Carmel! Put that damn thing out!”
Carmel rolled her eyes, choosing to discreetly blow her smoke under the counter. 
“Honestly…” Claire huffed, sauntering to the counter. “Did Cassie come?”
“Yeah. Picked up her order just fine.”
“Good. I almost thought you couldn’t handle simple tasks.”
She strolled past her disgruntled employee, one hand stilling on the door handle behind her. 
“Say, where’s Mallow? You didn’t shove her in your cock again, did you?”
“I would never. She is being shoved in someone else, though.”
“…”
Her hand released, coming to cross with her other arm close to the chest. “Come again?”
“Your friend was interested in her, so I made a sale.”
“You… sold Mallow?”
“Mhm. She’s the main course at a big event. Good promotion, eh?”
“… Oh, you lousy, good for nothing, perverted delinquent! My women are not stock to be sold to whatever drooling glutton wants a taste!”
“What’s it matter? She’ll come back to life. Honestly, this feels like something we should’ve been exploiting from the start.”
“That is not the point! She belongs to me, I won’t have her sitting in anybody else’s stomach. Even letting you take your turns on her is more generous than I’d like to be.”
She turned, already making her way back where she came. “Close up. We’re going to get her.”
“Ain’t that a bit drastic? Some fatass probably scarfed her down already. Hell, she probably reformed in her apartment by now and is currently fingering herself.”
“I doubt that. Listen, you let mages take advantage of you even once and they’ll never stop walking all over you. They’ll come back to put my girl on a leash, I promise you.”
“Mages?”
“This event Cassie is catering for tonight, it’s for the matriarch of a prestigious mage family, a real piece of work, too. I knew her as she was growing up, she was always an entitled brat.”
“Huh.”
“Come along, or I swear to God, I’ll sell you.”
“Aye aye, boss…”
Carmel dragged herself off the counter, snuffing the cigarette under her shoe and following along. Much as she was reluctant to have to go through all this effort, she knew Claire’s threat was no bluff.
They departed slightly early from the store, making for the other side of town where Mallow had surely been taken.
***
At Cassia’s gentle push, Mallow stumbled into a pristine, white room. Around expansive metal surfaces dotted the dials and buttons of countless machines, all state-of-the-art cooking equipment. Every surface shimmered at the polish they’d received, as did every hanging pot and blade. It looked practically unused, but she was sure it had already been the centre of countless dishes far more extravagant than she could ever hope to taste in her lifetime. She was even luckier to now be the next of them. 
Cassia pulled her hair tighter over her scalp, ensuring no strand was untied and likely to fall. She then donned her hat and straightened out her apron. Her uniform had to be perfectly presentable.
Mallow had been silent in the bout of awe she was experiencing, still entranced by the shimmer of silver surrounding her. Her nerves always got her to mumble something out sooner or later, though.
“Pretty… I’ve never been in such a big kitchen. I, uh… just have a microwave, basically… eheh…”
“I’m sure. Strip, please.”
“Ah… right…”
This girl had stripped down for more strangers than most by this strange point in her life. Yet it didn’t seem to get any more natural to her. She always hesitated on the buttons of her uniform, agonisingly slow as she pulled them free one… by… one…
It didn’t help that Cassia’s freezing glare was pointed without movement squarely into her chest. She didn’t meet the girl's eyes but continually assessed her body. She regarded her more like meat than a person. As her uniform fell, the scrutinising gaze made the rounds of her exposed body. She could almost feel the pair of eyes loop the shallow curve of her breasts and exact depth of her waist. Silently, it demanded more. So, she moved her hands to her panties, shuffling them across her legs to light the reflection of her dripping pussy on nearly every surrounding surface. She straightened up to reach for her bra but froze. She squeaked, suddenly close to Cassia’s looming form and being reached for by her instead.
“You are slow, girl.”
Her bra was discarded, brushing across two nipples that already throbbed at the tips of her breasts. Before that could even become a point of embarrassment, Cassia’s hands moved to cup them, squeezing every angle on their meagre circumference. Mallow’s face found a new shade of red to light up in and burned from the inside out, her eyes unwilling to face the casual, methodical groping of her tits.
Cassia didn’t make a sound, only tilting her head as she got a rough measurement of the two bumps of fat. Eventually, she hummed.
“I’d hoped for more meat on you.”
Mallow frowned, facing further away from Cassia’s assessing eyes. “… But you’ll go down easy, I suppose. That may be preferable.”
Her hands shifted, falling onto Mallow’s ass for another, rougher, sequence of squeezes. The first got a cute squeak of surprise out of her, like a dog toy. “The meat on the back is high quality, though. It would make for a fine roast, should that have been what was ordered of me.”
Finally, her hands released, giving Mallow just a metre or so of room where she stood. “But, for meat intended to be swallowed whole, I dare say you’re close to perfect. You’re smooth and quite warm to the touch all over. Your shape is well suited to slide down the oesophagus. Were you bred for meat?”
“Uh… No, miss… I don’t think my mother would have expected me to end up here in a million years.”
“Then you are a rare specimen indeed. Lay over the counter, please.”
She nodded obediently, making slow steps to the centre counter.
“Is it… just going to be us in here?”
“Yes. The rest of the staff are preparing everything else in the separate kitchen. You, the main course, are my responsibility.”
She urged Mallow up herself, taking her hand to assist in planting her rear on the counter. She shivered at its cold surface, and swivelled to lay her body across it, engulfed by that cold all across her back. Cassie stood at the side, pulling her sleeve a short way back to free her hand. “You work for Emily, do you not? Are you a mage?”
“Hm? You mean Claire? No, but she said she’ll train me soon.”
“So, you’ve seen her magic? Not the little trick her dream drop grants her.”
“I have.”
“Good.”
Cassia remained still, closing her eyes to take a long breath, one that relaxed her body and emptied her mind. “Hopefully, then, this will not frighten you.”
Mallow didn’t know what to make of that, watching Cassia’s expression for an answer she didn’t grant. Her gaze was taken away when she noticed a glow on the woman’s skin. Discreetly, mostly along her right arm, she could make out the gentle hum of a lively, green hue. It shone brighter by the moment, engulfing her limb in that enchanting glow.
A moment later, it arose on the ground. In a perfect circle on the tiled floor, that green glow spread outwards, creating a permanent pool of light rising high. From its glow, a shape extended. It was a tendril of a jade, earthy texture, stretching upwards from the floor and twirling in a spiral through the air. From different points of its length, branches sprouted, growing jagged leaves at the end that swayed in the air. Another sprouted from the same pool, growing up and outwards like the other. Mallow could note clearly now that these were vines, shooting from nowhere and growing endlessly, one towards her hand. Too entranced to move before realising, her wrist was caught, the vine encircling it multiple times over until tightly constricted.
“Do not move.”
Whilst the command held her attention, she didn’t notice the second vine sneak around the table, wrapping quickly around her other wrist. Both arms were held in their grip, taken higher until joined above her.
“Wh- wait! Hey!”
Again, her wrists were constricted, this time as one and above her head. The tight wrapping of thick vines bound them tightly, quashing any attempt she may make to move. Another pair appeared at her feet, wrapping firmly around one ankle, then the other. With both in their grasp, they were pulled together and tied up, now both ends of the girl immobile and bound like she was tied to a rack.
“Be calm. I need you still to work efficiently.”
“What is this…?”
“Phytomancy. It is my study, and what makes me such a prestigious chef, yet also why I only work with mage society. That, as well as my specialisation in preparing… exotic meats.”
The vines tightened slightly on Mallow, ensuring their hold was inescapable. She winced, further stretched and left helpless. Her heart raced, terrified by her capture. Not a single muscle of hers could move spare her hips, every inch of her bare body displayed across the table for those cold, calculating eyes to drink up.
Naturally for Mallow, with terror quickly came excitement. The racing of her heart both panicked her body with shooting blood yet also sent a steady flow through her vulva to get it swollen and sensitive. Fortunately, it was tucked between her tightly bound legs, and therefore unnoticed. “Now, I’m going to prepare you. You shan’t be cut or roasted, so I’ll ready you by basting you in butter, dressing you, and finally seasoning you. That’s as much as I can do, but you should come out delectable regardless.”
“S- sounds good…”
“Remain still and keep your body relaxed throughout.”
Cassia turned to the opposite counter, preparing the basting to be lathered across Mallow’s nude body. Mallow couldn’t see much of it from her living bindings, only hearing the clattering of metal and diligent work.
“… How does it work? Your magic.”
Cassia hummed, debating how much she should share with a stranger. As far as she knew, the girl wasn’t long for this world, so nothing she shared was likely to leak.
“I cast my mana into a pool from which I form plants. It provides them with such an abundance of nutrition that I can grow them rapidly and into any shape I wish, including with the autonomy to be manipulated to my whims. It’s a complex process, one honed over many generations.”
“It’s incredible.”
“Thank you. You’ll see soon how it assists me.”
She turned quite suddenly with a deep tray of golden butter, swirling at the most minor movements. “Now then.”
Placing it at Mallow's side, she dipped a brush into the liquid, allowing excess to drip back down and the rest to coat every brush in its shimmer.
The first stroke came across Mallow’s tummy, the sensitive skin brushed by wet bristles and left lathered by a thin, delicious sheen. Every inch of her stomach and lower, towards the waist, was lapped by the slick brush and basted thoroughly. Upon dipping it back into the butter, she moved to run several long strokes across the girl’s breasts, bringing out an unwitting moan as a nipple was brushed. Mallow caught herself immediately, tightening her lips and averting her gaze, simply hoping her shameful outburst would not be noted. Even as she attempted to keep quiet, whimpers slipped out every time a sensitive teat was swirled by the wet brushes. This largely erotic situation, at least for her, easily brought the sensitivity out of her body. Touches as light as these were quick to make her whimper.
“… You are… sensitive.” Cassia quietly mused, making Mallow despair at her own depravity. She continued brushing butter across her bare body as she spoke, working a coating across both arms. “I don’t often deal with meat that’s aroused by its situation.”
Mallow didn’t speak, blushing brighter and almost pouting. 
“… Though, that’s not to say I never have. In fact, this may be beneficial.”
“Huh? Beneficial how…?”
She didn’t get an answer, brushed across her other arm until nice and sweet there, too, but something went underway. Her legs, hopeless to move anywhere but as directed, started to spread. The vine that held her ankles together unraveled, the two that held them separately then dragging them further and further apart. She hadn’t noticed, not until there was the faintest brush of something on her swollen lips. It was negligible, but the next was distinct. She felt the touch of something strike her pussy. Only then did her head shoot down, looking upon her newly opened legs and a vine’s tip lingering between them. Again, the end of it rubbed up her pussy, soaking itself on her release. Before she could stutter some nonsense, Cassia spoke, not breaking focus from her work.
“Indulge in your arousal. An orgasm will do well for your flavour.”
“Wh- wh- what?! Ahhh~”
The vine grew rapidly more adventurous. It sunk deeper into her cunt, dragging its way along the walls from bottom to top. She felt a surge of sensation as it pressed her, boiling her body in the heat of fluster. It was lapping her folds as expertly as her own finger would, holding off on journeying too deep for the sake of teasing every bit of her, working its way in. She could hardly focus on how the brush dragged sweet butter on her skin anymore, irreversibly locked onto the pulses of warmth going outwards from her cunt. All she could eventually notice was the slinking of another vine, growing along the table towards her face, suspended there before her.
“Drink.” Cassia commanded. “I’ve prepared an aphrodisiac.”
Mallow was perplexed, staring into the tip of another inconspicuous vine, only slowly noticing the tip dripping with nectar. It grew further, slipping a short way past her lips and inciting the natural instinct to suckle. Essentially sucking on a clump of plant matter, she was assailed with a bitter, earthy taste. But after a moment, a gentle trickle flowed across her tongue, swallowed down in gentle gulps. Notably, it tasted like watermelon, though she knew not what exactly the concoction was. Regardless, it did as advertised. Upon just the few gulps of it, barely a mouthful, she felt a greater warmth plume in her tummy, exciting her body over every inch. Arousal dripped from her pussy, wetting the vine that writhed along it. The already hardened lips were pulsing, beating like a heart. It was suddenly craving touch, burned by every meagre tease it supplied as it begged for complete entry.
“Good. Seems it was effective.” Cassia commented from the feet she was basting, only needing to see the shimmer of copious fluid secreting to know.
The vine caught in Mallow’s lips retreated, but she did not close them. They hung a distance open, hot puffs of air flying out at every second and sending with them her squeaky moans. She was too dazed to think of the state she was in, unaware as she panted like a dog. She cared only to focus on the lively vine touching her insides, internally begging it to travel deeper.
“Brace yourself.” Cassia suddenly ordered, granting no context to allow this to register. Mallow was thus caught off guard, suddenly flipped where she laid. Her surroundings turned, everything whipping around her until she found herself on her knees, curved with her ass pointed outwards. Cassia continued without comment, now spreading butter along Mallow’s back where she shivered at every touch. The magic vine was still doing its work, sneaking through Mallow’s needy womb to touch every little bit of wet meat, making it thrum at every stroke. Having her cunt continually massaged kept her perfectly still throughout the process, curled and whining like a pet whilst every bit of her was lathered. Cassia was pleased to have a girl as well behaved as this, almost gaining a smile as she lost herself in her work.
The last of dust of her brush left Mallow entirely dripping with butter, her natural flavour already immaculate and yet now enhanced by this sweetening coating. Cassia gave her a long look, scrutinising for a single spot that didn’t drip with gold, of which there was none.
“Perfect. I’ll start dressing next.”
“Mmngh… ‘k…”
In her daze, she stared at Cassia with her glassy eyes, mindlessly watching the imminent process. There was a pot on a distant counter that the chef took her attention towards, several inches tall and filled to the brim with soil.
She held her palm outwards to it, urging her mana into the very depths and instilling that warm, verdant light. As it shone brighter, pale shoots climbed through the air, rising and flattening into a bundle of jagged leaves. They reached maturity in a matter of seconds and stood tall all throughout the time Cassia urged her magic through its roots. When she saw fit to, she clutched the stem and yanked what was a bright, fresh carrot from the soil. Her magic brought a four-month process down to barely half a minute, nurturing a thick carrot from its seed without water nor sunlight. She lopped the stem off with a practiced drop of her knife, then rinsed off all soil. With it readied in her hand, she turned to Mallow to give a distinctly intentful look, one she hadn’t yet given. The girl shivered yet grew more aroused from the anticipation.
She kept that eye contact whilst brushing the carrot with a quick layer of that butter, the purpose of this unclear. She was warning Mallow of something but did not think to use her words. Regardless, it became apparent as she approached her whimpering livestock, standing at the girl’s waist.
“Deep breath.” She urged the girl. Of course, without a bit of context nor further warning, the impending sensation still took her by surprise.
A pressure struck her rear, her already twitching anus suddenly finding something to clench on. It took one grip of the soft tip of the carrot, before its advance urged the hole open across a slow process.
“Eeyagh!” She yelped, her scream devolving into whimpers the further it went.
Her asshole filled with the firm flesh of that fresh carrot, pressure building and spreading at once. Whimpers became whines, her mouth unable to keep itself sealed under the squeaky gasps her twittering throat was forcing out at all seconds. She wanted to wiggle and writhe, prodding herself with the surprisingly effective point of the vegetable, yet vines still bound her more tightly than ever. Perhaps Cassia expected her to grow restless and upped the force. She could, at most, wiggle her hips like a perverted dancer, but had to stifle those urges to not impede Cassia’s work. They twitched side to side, rubbing the carrot on both sides of her rectum for that extra pressure she was craving.
Mallow’s louder squeal signalled that it had slotted all the way, sticking out of her stretched asshole a short distance, labelling her more distinctly as food, like a roast hog. It kept her tight passageway wide and buzzing, putting extra pressure on the cunt below as well whilst it, too, was filled by that dancing vine. She had both holes stuffed full, humming with an agonising euphoria that wished to explode, yet was held in. All of these feelings boiling inside her, making her chest tight and tummy flutter, gave her the uncharacteristic boldness to make demands.
“Pl… please… please make it go faster…”
“I will not.” Cassia spoke dismissively, walking past the girl to tend to a vine growing from her pool of magic. She stroked it, imbuing further energy into its flesh. “I don’t want you climaxing on this table. We need to keep you at the cusp for the matriarch.”
“Mmmngh… whyyy…?” 
“It’ll keep your body warm, and the flux of hormones provide a subtle flavour that will enhance her meal.”
“J… just a little bit…?”
“Mm. You’re closer than I thought. Perhaps that’s enough.”
Without a movement from its master, the vine swirling Mallow’s cunt retreated, dragging a final tease through her until popping free, drenched with her fluids. 
“Agh… No, please… put it back…”
Cassia didn’t give the girl a glance, watching her plant as an orb grew from its tip. It swelled, darkening into a deep red. Cupped in her palm, an apple grew from the stem in a matter of moments.
“You are demanding. Sweet Dreams must spoil you far too much.”
As the apple dropped into her hand, she pushed it to Mallow’s lips, nearly forcing it through. “Bite this.”
Defiant, Mallow’s lips kept sealed whilst her eyes shone a pathetic look. She quickly gave in, however, opening to grip the juicy fruit between her teeth. Now she really did look like a roast pig, distinct mainly in her wide, pleading eyes. “Good. Now, behave for just a moment while I add the last touches. You’re set to be served in a short moment.”
Mallow whined into the fruit lodged in her jaws, defeatedly laying on her knees as she mourned the loss of touch on and inside her needy cunt. She still had the long object plugging her asshole at least, but that pressure only made her all the madder, constantly teasing her with tension. Her head swirled, hazy and wanting. She could only abide by not having those touches on her pussy knowing that she was soon to be devoured, that she’d soon be bathed in the sweet euphoria of an indulged fantasy. Her heart raced thinking of the look she’d be given, served up like roast meat before a starving matriarch. Her pussy threatened to spew its climax off of the thought alone.
She felt light sprinkles fall across her, worked into her skin by the expertly tender rubs of Cassia’s professional hands. She was imbued with an undoubtedly perfect mix of spices and herbs, dotting her juicy body with their magic. Again, her body cried for stimulation. Cassia’s hands kneading her body was a meagre tease compared to all she’d felt earlier, but it made her body light up in need. This effect was especially felt the lower her hands crept, kneading directly into the plush meat of her ass. 
Seasoning was rubbed across her ass in long strokes, tugs and pushes coming in repetitive motions. Muffled whines sounded on the apple in her mouth, one side soaked by her drool. She could only manage to breathe from her nose like this, and so her body struggled for oxygen amongst all other sensations it craved. She was panting into that apple, huffs and squeaks ringing throughout the kitchen yet going ignored by her tormentor.
Cassia pulled away upon lathering the girl’s feet, washing her hands of all the butter and seasoning. Only then could she finally look upon her work, the glowing, succulent looking girl all curled up and readied for consumption. She almost wished she could eat her herself.
She discreetly wiped the drool from her lips as she came back to Mallow’s side, arms crossing. “That should do. I dare call you a delicacy.”
“Um… phamk you…” she mumbled on the apple.
“Remain still. We’ll have you served now.”
The vines slowly retreated from her sore joints, freeing her yet granting her no true freedom. She was already solidified as a meal, basted, dressed, and seasoned. She was food in every sense except in that she wasn’t yet sealed in a tight, hungry stomach.
A wheeled tray was brought to the side of the counter; Mallow instructed to climb atop it and sit in wait. There, she was taken away from that silent kitchen, into the bustling event only down the hallway. In all that was happening to her, she hadn’t considered the humiliation she was bound to receive. It instead hit her all at once as she was quite suddenly thrust into a packed hall, naked and poised as some kind of roast in front of hundreds of eyes. Countless people stopped their chatter to eye her, many smirking devilishly, licking their lips, or winking. Every single person in there seemed to want a piece of her, or more likely all of her. They were a hundred glares of pure envy, wanting so badly to eat this delicate specimen up. Humiliation warred with arousal inside of her, equally frightened as she was turned on to be ogled this way, as food.
She was wheeled past white tables stretching across the hall, sat with the feasting guests that eyed her. The hall was a great, golden hue, the flooring and walls painted as such and lit by the hundreds of hanging lights along its length. Amongst the black suits were an array of bright dresses converging into a beautiful spectrum, each the finest lace and enviously lavish. Mallow had gotten herself into an event fancier than she thought.
At the end of the tables, the very head, she spotted unmistakably the lady of honour. Though every woman was dressed in bright colours and puffy dresses, the matriarch of this supposedly powerful family stood out amongst them. She carried herself far more powerfully than the rest, everyone nearby plagued with a visible unease cast by her sheer presence. Her back was straight, head high, and hand always curled beneath her chin. She knew and relished that she was in a world far above everyone else and made it clear to all that gazed upon her. She managed to uphold this air despite one noticeable feature. She was… oddly young. She looked about Mallow’s age, a year or two older at most. Given that the room was packed largely with mature and even elderly guests, it was that much more noticeable how youthful she looked.
Her brown skin was spotless, dusted with a layer of blush and an azure colour painted over her lips. That same colour surrounded her in the form of her luscious hair, both thick and wavy and surrounding her like a curtain. More naturally, her eyes shone a similarly icy blue, piercing the tone of her skin with her striking gaze. She seemed quite friendly outwardly, smiling and laughing with the nearest guests without the unbearably haughty tone expected of the highest class. Even Claire’s voice sounded more formal between them.
Another notable figure stuck close. At the matriarch’s side, a much older woman stood in a glittery, purple dress. Her hair was a bubblegum pink, straight and rounded with symmetrical bangs that covered most of her eyes. Without them, the only expression to her face was a constant, unnervingly high grin. She was likely the matriarch’s attendant, lingering in her shadow where she was seemingly most content. She lingered out of focus, consistently disregarded.
Mallow glanced back at the woman she assumed to be the matriarch, feeling her stomach tighten knowing that she was soon to be beneath all that power the woman exuded. She snuck a hesitant gaze behind herself, looking at Cassia like a lost pup.
“Shthat her…?” She mouthed on the apple, barely understood.
Cassia only briefly twitched her eyes downwards, reluctant to respond to food. For whatever reason, she felt lenient enough to indulge.
“Yes. Lady Charlotte Renaud. Or… The Ice Queen, she is often called.”
“She sheems young.”
“She was only recently appointed, but I assure you, she is the matriarch and you must be on perfect behaviour in her presence. To start with, do not utter another word.”
Mallow nodded, lowering her head back to the passing floor in a sudden burst of fright. The rest of the short journey felt a greater deal more tense, knowing how rapidly she approached this powerful and hungry figure.
“My lady.” Cassia spoke as the tray halted. Mallow raised her head to look, bright eyes digging through her from above. Renaud’s grin stretched wide looking upon Mallow, following her as she was lifted and placed on the table before her.
“Oh, look at her…” she breathed in awe, leaning closer to Mallow’s blushing face.
She pulled the apple out of her lips, keeping eye contact as she took a bite right from where Mallow’s teeth had dug in. She discarded it upon that single bite, giggling the moment before swallowing it. Her pristine, slender fingers took Mallow’s chin, raising to inspect every angle much like Cassia had done that morning. “I’d sooner have taken this one for a wife than eaten her.”
She turned to Cassia, her smile disarmingly friendly. “But, seeing as she’s already prepared…”
Cassia tilted her head downwards, then bowed.
“I hope you enjoy, my lady. I consider this dish to be some of my best work.”
“How exciting! You’ve surely outdone yourself. Your work is done, go enjoy yourself if you wish.”
“Thank you, my lady.”
Mallow almost felt a longing to watch Cassia depart. She felt she’d grown a little fond of her, maybe a side effect of being pleasured by her, directly or not. To now be left alone with this famished stranger was daunting.
She couldn’t watch for long, her gaze taken back to Renaud by her firm hold. Coming back to those eyes so filled with desire was always shocking.
“What a piece of meat… You’re just perfect. I wonder what is going on with that look of yours. I enjoy it.”
She began turning the plate, rotating the perplexed girl until she could no longer see the leering lady. She faced two rows of hungry guests lined along the table, watching her with a similar look. Her attention was quickly taken back, touched without warning where she was currently most sensitive. Two fingers pressed into her vulva, eliciting a short squeak and a moan once they started pulling her open. Renaud hummed as she gazed into Mallow’s open pussy, entranced by the dark stretch of pink walls wetted by strands of her leaking arousal, still soaking her innards. Again, she giggled, cruelly playing with the needy folds through slow strokes. “Ah… That’s what it is, is it?”
Mallow did her best to subdue her moans, which still resulted in a constant whine ringing from her chest. The sound was a sweet song Renaud loved to relish in.
She turned Mallow back to face her, the smirk on her face more playful. “Something’s got you all excited. You’re looking at me like the most pathetic little thing. Oh, it’s adorable…”
Instead of a hold on her chin, Renaud’s hand cupped one warm cheek, running gentle touches up and down. “Poor girl. Did that cruel chef get you all worked up? Are you leaking because she filled you with all these hot, tingly feelings?”
Mallow didn’t know whether to respond or not, but her throat was tight and body stiff from fear, so she couldn’t regardless. Luckily, it seemed the right choice, the lively lady continuing on without input. “Good. All of those lustful hormones will make you taste exquisite…”
Her light touches grew more reverent, but they stayed possessive. She was pulling on Mallow’s cheeks like she aimed to tear them off, filled with a desire to exert her power. “I mustn’t wait. You’ll be mine shortly, girlmeat.”
Her pointed eyes wished only to drink in every delicious detail of Mallow’s body, instilling a crushing pressure every moment they engulfed her. Though, she found distractions in her peripheral vision, taking away from her the excellence of her delectable scene. She saw crooked smiles chattering distantly. Their whispers could hardly be heard, but the tone of envy and deviance in their incoherent words was clear. Renaud’s eyes reluctantly moved from her meal, towards the visage smiling and muttering to a colleague whilst their eyes dug into what was hers. “You. Come.” She commanded, curling her fingers.
From the nearby group, a woman sheepishly stepped forth. She followed the matriarch’s call with glee, exciting herself with the prospect of the lady’s attention.
“Yes, my lady.” She bowed at Renaud’s side, unable to subdue her smile.
Renaud’s hand crept to the woman’s face, feeling the skin without nearly the reverence she had for her dinner. Her fingers seemed eager to retract. Against their will, she forced them shut around the woman’s head. Holding her jaw with a forceful hand, she gazed hatefully at her lesser, tightening her eyes further every moment, but not letting up her joyful smile. The woman dared not resist, standing with a shudder in every muscle. “M… My lady…”
“Why do you leer at my food?”
“I d- didn’t, Ren- M- my lady!”
“Oh, dear… You lie, too?”
“No! Nngh…”
A change crept into the very atmosphere, Mallow taking note as she watched Renaud’s outburst. She choked the sudden cold up to the display, how Renaud’s suddenly frightening demeanour made the blood of all nearby freeze. Eventually, that no longer seemed plausible, it was all too real. The woman in her hand had begun shaking, more than just from the mere fright she felt. Her body was growing red, particularly her hands and face. Her shivers and the quiver in her voice picked up in intensity until she seemed on the cusp of real injury. 
“To even fantasise about eating my dinner… It’s so terribly arrogant.”
“I’m… sorry… Miss… Please… It’s so cold…”
Mallow’s bewildered stare was interrupted. She found herself shivering for a moment, her own skin now colder. The air itself was changing, no result of mere fear.
“Cold… yes.” She mused.
Whatever she was doing, she drove it further. The woman’s eyes opened wide, puffs of steam rising from her pale lips. “A nice, frozen treat for dessert… That sounds perfect…”
“… So… c… cold…”
Renaud's eyes softened, her irritation at last subdued. She found the mercy to release her captive, who stumbled backwards to clutch herself and shiver in place. She took a hesitant step back, immediately transferring into a frantic shuffle away, not daring to continue eye contact. Nobody did, in fact. The message was loud and clear. They each stuck to their own business, leaving Mallow and Renaud almost in a world of their own. The attendant at Renaud’s side cackled to herself.
Renaud’s unnerving gaze fell back to Mallow, widening even further into smiles. 
“My goodness~”
Her hands reached back to Mallow’s cheeks, frigid to the touch. “You’ve gotten such a pink nose, and your cheeks are all rosy. You look like a little baby mouse~”
She leaned further, expression falling sultrier. Her very breaths began to warm Mallow’s face from the cold that seeped into the air. “I got carried away, it seems. You need to be warmed up. I wonder if I know a place…”
Her hand crept further back, turning into a finger that tickled a long line across Mallow’s shoulder, back, and tailbone. She shivered once more at its touch, some of the cold in her body dissipating as the need flared a heat in her core. “Cold and horny…” Renaud began.
Her finger circled back to her lips, suckling the butter off with a deep stare going into Mallow’s eyes. “… You want this so bad. You want to be mine, able to be satisfied and warmed. It’s just perfect.”
She moved her spit-soaked finger back to Mallow’s cheek, drawing patterns there with her dripping secretions. “You want to be mine, don’t you?”
A swirl of conflicting feelings stopped Mallow’s response. The woman of whom she was now in the possession of was so effortlessly terrifying, and powerful enough to freeze the very air. At the same time, she kept such a cheerful disposition, making her more frightening, if anything. She shuddered to think about giving herself up.
… But she was right. She wanted this bad. Her pussy was sore from the long period it had been drenched and throbbing. Every touch and oddly coddling word made her needier for being taken advantage of. Being all dressed up and served like this, too… it was egregious that she hadn’t been eaten already.
She stifled a frown, shivering from the cold air the lady had enshrouded the both of them in. Unable and unwilling to speak a word, she just nodded her head up and down, pleading with only her eyes to be eaten up at last. It pleased the lady greatly, widening her smile to a degree that she could effortlessly swallow a girl whole. “Good piggy…”
*ggggrrrrrrooooowwwwwllll*
Her stomach sensed what was coming, its churns the sounds of acid pouring and muscles readying. It had waited many hours now for a worthy meal to take and destroy, melting into the body that it worshiped itself. The workings pained her, driving her to cease her reluctance and finally dig in. “Come. I won’t wait to devour you any longer. Show me your tummy like a good piggy.”
Mallow’s throat tightened, a slow breath to retake her stability coming out shaky. She nodded, shifting to turn onto her back, laying spread across the plate with Renaud’s dripping lips now inverted in her vision. 
“Mm… Give me your hands, now. That’s it…”
The back of Mallow’s hands fell into Renaud’s, stroked by the two thumbs in a soothing motion that did little for her nerves. She couldn’t see clearly, her own arms blocking the looming matriarch. She had to wait in ignorance until the touch of that inner humidity reached her. Only relaxing the lips let out a heavy cloud of vapour, warming Mallow’s pale fingertips and condensing as tiny droplets of spit. She felt the flow increase, Renaud’s maw opening to engulf both hands at once, before it shut off.
Only kisses landed on her fingertips, the first quick and each subsequent one going longer and deeper. The lady moaned without shame, suckling the baste from Mallow’s fingers. Her tongue snuck out among the lathering of her lips, swirling around every digit, even licking at the hand. She spoke around Mallow’s fingers, both sighing in bliss and stifling giggles. “Delicious… Oh, and she likes it, too~”
Mallow whined, easily called out on her squeezing thighs and pitiful expression. The lady’s wet laps on her fingers were sending chills all the way down her body, heating her nearly to burning. She felt the rubbing of hundreds of soft buds along her skin, wishing for it to travel on every inch of her. She especially wished it would give relief to her aching cunt, giving the few chaste licks needed to coax out the pleasure eating her from the inside out.
Renaud watched her squirm for an agonising while, idly licking every little finger until she was only drinking up her own spit. She’d need to travel further to get another taste of that liquid joy coating her meal. “My, I really am tempted to wed you… but much more so to devour you. There’s no helping it now, you’re only destined for my stomach…”
She mercifully cut the torture there, no longer able to take it herself. The wafting scent of Mallow’s floral soaps mixing with the savoury touch of all she’d been lathered with was entrancing. She dug in without thought, closing both eyes to relish in the slow travel of both soft, slender arms through her lips. She let out a long moan, slowly drawing Mallow into herself.
The touches of hot, sticky drool on Mallow’s fingertips had widened to take her entire hands, gripped by the tongue and inner cheeks, and swiftly after the pulsating tunnel of Renaud’s gullet. Her back arched instinctively, though Renaud kept it there with both hands on the underside. She kept Mallow raised, giving her upper body the space to bend along the curve up to her face and down her gullet.
That humid air was blowing across Mallow’s flushed face, causing her lips to quiver. The anticipation of Renaud coming so close, soon to engulf her within at most a few moments, drove her heart to hammer at her chest. She felt her own heartbeat in her ears, as did she Renaud’s when her scalp met the lively chamber past her lips.
Lubricated by butter, she slipped through the entrance on the lightest of effort from Renaud. Her world went black in an instant, heralded by the sounds of flesh squelching, washing spit around through repetitive clenches. The woman’s moans, too, resounded through her head, each one felt in her bones. She was told exactly how much pleasure every moment being in the woman’s jaws brought her, how exquisite her flavour was on that eagerly writhing tongue. She wished she could feel it dance on her face, swirling circles on her cheeks and invading her lips. Though, as soon as a strip of saliva was layered on the nape of her neck and her body seized up in response, she found pleasure in this position, too. It only continued as Renaud's reverent tongue continued down Mallow’s back. Her already tingling spine was met with the deep press of her tongue, upping the inner sparks that built the closer it came to her behind.
Tightly constricted, she felt it swirl her tailbone, making her asshole pucker on reflex. So much more heat pooled in her cunt at the full-body lathering she was being given, most of all teasing her right near her anus. The tip of Renaud’s tongue threatened to journey down her crack, spreading spit where it struggled most to reach. She was held at that edge for seemingly minutes, caught in the hold of Renaud’s throat. Her frail body was being abused by the muscle’s tight squeezes, fighting to muscle her down against its owner’s wishes to savour the sweet girl.
And savour she did, running her touches up and down Mallow’s pristine legs. While she still had the opportunity to feel the girl, she made sure to get her fill of that silky skin beneath the lather of delectable butter. Of course, she brought her fingers to that cute slit dripping with an unhealthy amount of release, just sneaking up and down it in a touch so feeble it merely agonised Mallow with the pleasure she was holding off.
Upon a quick touch, Mallow’s body reacted with a squirm that amused Renaud greatly. She experimented with the girl as she was held halfway down to her belly, seeing which touches would make her legs twitch. If her face wasn’t held open by the plush pair of cheeks in her maw, she would be smiling bright.
A muffled laugh echoed through Mallow’s body, a last expression of Renaud’s satisfaction before her urge to feed took over. She wished to play with the girl so much more, but her gut had little more than a scalp peeking into it. She wanted most of all to fill that terrible ache in her tummy. Her head fell back suddenly, accelerating Mallow’s descent now that gravity was uninhibited. With little friction to the girl’s body, she practically fell in like a fish through a pelican’s throat.
*gglllk*
She could be heard slipping down, spit and butter squelching between the peristalsis of slick walls. Among it all, were the two women’s moans, one high-pitched and pathetic, the other subdued. Mallow’s ears were where it was most concentrated, deafening her with the inner workings of the body and the reactions it brought. It all quietened as her head slipped out from the lengthy tunnel, hanging free within a cavern that only quietly gurgled. The rest followed her in a matter of seconds, her tits popping free and hands holding her up from plunging straight into the acid below. Her feet slipped past Renaud’s lips, closed and around and relished for a moment. She tasted them beneath the rain of saliva, letting free one last hum before she found she couldn’t help herself.
*ULP*
Mallow dropped abruptly, head plunging into a shallow mess of thick broth. She curled up against the round chamber, rising to sit up in the little space she was allowed. Renaud’s stomach hugged her tight, instantly possessive of what it finally got a hold of. She squirmed in its grip, just to find more room for herself, only for the muscles to react in kind, clenching closer around her like a punishment for resisting. She continued to pant in the aftermath of the excitement, the air thin in this chamber where noxious fumes tinted the atmosphere. Every breath of heat warmed her from within and shocked her senses with a bitter taste. She’d been taken from one restrictive environment to another, allowing no rest for her.
Thus, the thrill did not dwindle at all. Her heart kept racing, body kept running hot. Her pussy tingled with the continued thrill of having been eaten, now abused by the merciless stomach that didn’t have Renaud’s mercy to treat her meal gently. Sludge swirled on her ass cheeks, running thick through her crack and legs. She could feel it bubble on her skin, highly active from the moment she’d touched it. She questioned what else she was expecting. The sole purpose of this chemical was to eat, what else would it do once food had landed in its clutches, other than eat it?
It was beginning to rise, too. It bubbled higher and higher up her skin, travelling to her hips to mulch half of her body into paste. The very walls were dripping with that putrid acid, releasing a steady stream until enough sloshed in the expanse to reduce a grown human to paste. 
Her body felt like liquid, not yet because it had been digested. She was simply overtaken by her emotions, sent blissfully limp. She sunk deeper into the warm pool, chest jumping up and down like she was hyperventilating. In fact, she almost was. She was struggling to keep up with herself, so overwhelmed with the sensations that she had come to adore. The audible workings of a healthy digestive system, the stench of bile and her own form turned into gas, the bitter taste on her tongue, it was all greatly unpleasant. Yet, inversely, it all nearly made her cum without touch. Terrible as it all was, it was the environment of which food belonged. All these sensations assailed her because she had been eaten, because she was food. She already thought as much herself, but the firm reminder never failed to arouse her intensely.
She didn’t wait, sending about half her hand right into her pleading pussy. Ever since those vines had left her folds, she was dying to plunge her fingers deep, abusing herself to squeeze out any bit of pleasure she could. She brought every nerve to life, touching each and every one, as she honed her attention onto the dreadful world of Renaud’s uncaring stomach. She had no reason to be ashamed anymore, sealed away and soon to die. She squealed like a rodent, shamelessly whining without care to the state she was in. She never had the inhibitions to be self aware when she was in heaven.
She didn’t notice Renaud’s hand falling on the outer walls of the belly, her touch running in a wide, attentive circle. A hum left the matriarch’s smile, undeniably pleased. “Good piggy… How perfect you are.”
Her round gut released a gurgle in response, the acids climbing higher up its solid meal. It had a lot of noise to make with all the work ahead of it to turn this girl into absorbable matter.
All the guests, once too frightened to dare look at the woman, now couldn’t help but sneak their glances over. The sight of her softened, squirming belly was entrancing, like it danced for attention atop her plush thighs. They could only imagine how the girl looked inside, her bare body melting down to become a wonderfully thick, creamy mixture swirling in the lady’s belly. She didn’t scold anyone this time, enjoying their shameful glares. The attention was on her this time, not on her property, therefore a nice stroke to her ego. To have her form worshipped like this was addictive, to have her display of power over this girl be taken in and internalised. Everyone would watch her and know she was on top of the food chain, devourer of all that she pleased.
***
 
Watching roads fall past her, the same patterns of jagged and cracked concrete, Carmel sighed. She felt an ache in her feet at the lengthy walk they’d taken. Lengthy by her low standards, anyway. She pulled a cigarette from her jeans, pinched between her lips as she sparked her lighter. On the third click, where a gentle flame lit, the cigarette was discarded by a flick of Claire’s finger. 
“Don’t bother, we’re here.”
Carmel looked up, her gaze constantly rising without an end in sight to the skyscraper above. Its glassy surface reflected the orange sky back to every onlooker, glimmering the same as its golden sign and surrounding decor did. It was a hotel fancier than she could even imagine setting foot in, the kind that would bankrupt her in a single night’s stay. It was certainly an appropriate place for unbearable snobs to gather and suck each other off, perhaps literally.
The insides were a world more extravagant, every surface not carpeted with red being pure marble that reflected the golden lights. Every bit of space was filled with bundles of poppies, mirrors, or chandeliers, anything to justify the fortune it demanded. Frankly, Carmel found it to be far too much. The atmosphere felt uniquely unwelcoming to someone like her.
Opposite the main hall, where all the noise was echoing, an arch led into the vast dining hall. Behind a single guard in his ebony suit, crowds of the finely dressed rich chatted in groups, each hand swirling a glass. Even amongst the indistinct chatter, haughty laughs would sync together and pierce the babble.
Glancing at the guard, the sign that denounced all but invited guests, then finally to Claire, Carmel wondered aloud.
“How do you plan to get us in, then?”
“I have my methods, dear. As do you, should they be needed.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Does that charity event last month not come to mind? Where you drove the security off in a panic by growing her a cock?”
“She learnt how to use it pretty quick, you’ll remember.”
“That’s not the point… Oh, she was a sweet girl, wasn’t she?”
Claire had to snap to attention, finding herself already at the guard’s front, directly centre of his frightening stare. 
“Name, please.”
She cleared her throat, oddly flustered being put on the spot before she was ready.
“Ah, um… Claire.”
He looked across his clipboard, flipping across a page, then another.
“… and her?” he gestured at Carmel.
“Oh, She’s… she’s a pet.”
He nodded, no change to his face 
As they passed, Carmel’s eyebrow raised at her boss.
“A pet? That normal with these people? That’s messed up.”
“Well, now you know how you make Mallow feel, don’t you?”
“At least she likes it. That was your ‘method’, huh? That you were just invited?”
“Well… I wasn’t, no. But that doesn’t matter, we won’t be here for long. Just gotta find my poor girl.”
“You do that, then. I’m gonna go plow some rich girl.”
The cashier had already strolled off, though Claire attempted to make demands, barking at her fading behind.
“Do not get me in hot water with these people! Goodness…”
She sighed, taking a glance around the hall for any sign of Mallow served on a platter or, heaven forbid, a bulging belly where she was trapped. The crowds of suits and dresses obscured most of the venue. Attempting to identify one person amongst it all was impossible.
She strolled past the tables, glancing across the meals lined up over them. If Mallow were amongst them, she’d be pretty easy to spot. This meant it quickly became clear that she was not.
She reached the end of the buffet after a long stroll, still finding no sign of her precious employee. The next place to look would be within the crowd-
“Agh!”
She stumbled backwards as a wall intercepted her, shutting off her train of thought. She gripped her forehead, steadying herself to look apologetically at whoever she’d thrown herself into. “Ah… Sorry…”
Again, she was stopped. She saw, as the woman in front turned to meet her, the bulging gut that she’d stumbled into. The bounce of its soft flesh had sent her reeling without even a push against its holder. “… Renaud…”
The woman, standing in a dress coloured the glow of deep ice, tilted her head curiously. Her blue eyes and smile paired into a cheerful gaze, but the ominous whirring sounding from her gut cut the display into something more unnerving. Her hand fell onto her round gut, rubbing circles atop it as if to soothe its growls as well as to keep possession over its living contents.
“Oh? Well, if it isn’t Mrs Claire~”
Claire quickly sent her attention to Renaud’s bubbling tummy, leaning closer to see its subtle sways puppeteered by the girl inside. 
“Mallow? Are you in there, hun?”
“Mallow?” Renaud inquired. “Do you refer to my sweet little piggy?”
Claire’s gaze rose to the taller woman, defiant, if somewhat pouty.
“That girl belongs to me, Charlotte.”
“She does? How queer.”
Her hand rose and fell to send a ripple across her softening belly. “… Because it’s my stomach she sits in.”
Her smile grew, and the air felt just a touch colder. Claire was unbothered, tightening her glare.
“I know that it was likely a misunderstanding, you just ate what you were given, but don’t mistake my employee for your common feed.”
“Mm… No. It’s you who is mistaken, thinking you are in a position to make demands of me.”
“You’ve had your fun with her, just let her out and we’ll be on our way.”
“I have not. My fun won’t be had until piggy is a thick, swirling broth in my gut.”
Her hand pressed deeper, swirling a finger on the fatty flesh packing Mallow inside. “She still holds her shape. I can’t fully digest her until she is strained through my bowels, can I?”
“You unbearable brat…”
Claire met Renaud’s unchanging smile with a growl that she gradually neglected to stifle as the pressure built. The lady appeared to have no urgency towards such a confrontation, watching quietly. If anything, she was growing excited.
It was only when Claire noticed that look, where it led, and what it likely meant, that she moved. She turned her head perhaps a single inch, stopped by a fierce hold appearing on her neck. The light touch of a few fingers on her nape stilled her, all agency unnaturally sealed within herself. Her breath caught and every muscle locked in place, deaf to her every command. She was bound tightly, yet not with physical restraints.
From her side, the creepy smirk of Renaud’s attendant poked its way in, relishing Claire’s struggled snarl.
“Is this animal bothering you, my lady?”
“Why, yes, she is. I don’t suppose you could do a little something? Make her more… agreeable?”
“My pleasure, Miss.”
Claire’s growl clenched further, the most resistance her feeble body could muster building to burst within her. She trembled, fighting to free her autonomy from the malicious mana flowing through her. Yet more filled her by the moment, warming her blood and overpowering all senses. Gradually, her face fell. Her teeth no longer ground, eyes no longer flared with will. She calmed completely, wagging her head without the strength to hold it upright. The magic swirling through her system rewired her brain, eating all those negative feelings to leave a blissful emptiness.
She whined, suddenly frustrated.
“Mmngh… Wha… what was I saying…?”
Renaud smirked, victory instilling her with pride and newly dark intentions.
“You were going to help the lady of honour work down her meal.” She sang, running a hypnotic circle around her belly.
Claire’s face didn’t move, the thoughts almost visibly struggling to build in her mind. As they finally did, she smiled sweetly, clasping her hands with the brightest blush. They were not her own thoughts and feelings, yet they puppeteered her.
“Ah… Yes, dear. Leave it to me.”
Renaud sat herself nice and open on the nearest seat, spreading her thighs wide to let her gut hang in the free space. It jiggled as it fell, another twitch of pleasure from the girl within sending a ripple. Claire had forgotten everything once on her mind, she had a tunnel vision for Renaud’s belly firmly implanted into her head. Seeing the sack of sloshing meat, she thought only to come to its side, kneeling on the floor with both hands planted on its surface. Heat lit her palms, seeping through the soft skin stretched to a point that its contents were easily decipherable. A quick run of her hands up and down its circumference outlined Mallow clearly.
“Mm… Mallow, hun~ There’s my sweet girl…”
Mallow yelped, held suddenly by alien hands followed by Claire’s familiar yet unexpected voice bouncing on the stomach walls. Her hand froze half-buried in her cunt.
“C- Claire?! Why are you here?”
“Just to get you all nice and mushed up… Relax, ok? I’ll help you along your way…”
“Ah… uh… Ok… Sure.”
She found reassurance despite the odd situation, unaware of Claire’s altered state. She was comforted by the mere touch of her hands, leaning in as she continued her now gentler strokes on her clit. 
Renaud hummed at the woman’s gentle work, finding immediate relief in her soothing hands. Her gut seemed to react quickly to the touches, its muscles relaxing despite the strain of accommodating such a meal. A gentle growl rippled through the walls, content, like a cat’s purring.
“That’s it. Very good. Deeper, now. I want this girl mulched.”
Claire nodded, dragging firmer pulls on the pudge under her hands. 
“Don’t worry, this is about the softest girl you’ll ever meet. She’ll melt down into cream so very quickly…”
Mallow whined at her public teasing but refused to slow her fingers. In fact, it added a little heat to her cunt to hear how fast she was going to melt, how easy of a meal she is. She helplessly prodded herself deeper, a finger sliding between her sticky walls then out again to trace the slit. Submerged in belly broth, it made up for the lack of friction with the ease and speed at which she could stimulate herself. Whining louder, she nuzzled Claire’s working hands, lathering herself with the acid clinging to the walls. She craved the touch, to be manhandled and used whilst she was so intensely submissive. 
Renaud’s face tightened, a groan rising from her throat, followed by a trickle of bubbles and…
*BWWURP*… “Mmngh… My piggy is getting rowdy. Does she enjoy my stomach that much?”
Claire nodded, the heat of Renaud’s belly almost touching her cheek. 
“She does. She’s such an adorably dirty girl~”
“How amusing. Still, just work her down already.”
“Of course…”
Claire leaned in to rest her forehead on the soft chub, speaking directly to the whimpering pup behind it. “Behave, dear. You don’t want to upset the lady’s tummy, do you?”
“Nngh… N… No, Miss…”
“Here… put your pussy in my hand.”
She cupped the underside of Renaud’s gut, plush meat yielding to her touch. Mallow could just about feel where the walls closed in, manoeuvring herself in the tight space to press her cunt flush against the whirled surfaces.
“Good girl…” she heard whispered through the fat-lined walls, followed by said walls rolling right against her pussy. Claire’s touch pushed the thick muscles into Mallow’s needy folds, rippling upwards and falling back down on repeat. She had her other hand run along the girl’s side, continuing to work enzymes deeper into her skin and ease the working muscles. 
Renaud responded well, sighing away her previous strain as she fell deeper into her chair. Mallow’s rolling of her hips against the walls seemed to work as its own inner massage in a way, combining with Claire’s expert touch to be euphoric.
“Phew… Much better. De… *URP*… Deeper, if you’d please.”
“Better hope you don’t break, Mallow…”
She pushed further into the girl, smashing one wet wall of flesh with another. This increased force was met with the same from Mallow, grinding her pussy so forcefully her legs were growing sore. Though, that soreness was oddly short lived. Pain that once stung her seemed to melt away, her legs continuing to move her without thought. She paid it no notice, barely lucid with how much lust swirled in her head. She was essentially blind from how her eyes blurred, her head so light she struggled to keep it held. She choked it all up to how deranged her lust had driven her, every muscle failing with how they dedicated themselves only to feeling the euphoria that circled her system. She failed to consider how thin of oxygen yet thick with fumes the air was, how deeply the acids had truly debilitated her. She was being eaten at a rate even she didn’t expect, too lost in feeling to even enjoy that aspect.
She was almost sobbing, searching every inch of wrinkled stomach lining for even a spark of extra pleasure, all pooling inside her to levels she couldn’t hope to contain. Her core burned, so lit with tingles that she thought a battery was lodged in her womb. Her vulva was sore yet more than anything desperate to spill what it has been building. It ignored any abuse being piled on it, from Mallow’s forceful grinding to the acid melting it down. All it wanted was to cum on those wrinkles, to fill Renaud’s stomach acid with her release then melt into it herself.
Her movements had slowed, her legs soft and hardly able to support her. The acid has risen further, too, almost every bit of space now so thick that moving within it was difficult. Like a petulant brat, she sent whines echoing across the gurgling chamber.
“Mmmngh… Claire! Claire, Please… hahh…”
“Poor girl, are you getting too soft? That was quick.”
“I wanna cum… I wanna cum…”
Her legs chose that moment to fail, dropping her down into the gunk curled up and throbbing between the legs. She could hardly muster the strength to push a finger inside herself. Fortunately, it seemed she didn’t need to, the cusp of orgasm rocketing towards now that she hadn’t the strength to hold it back.
She sank into stomach acid, her body soft at every little spot. She was numb practically everywhere except her burning innards, where every muscle seemed to be clenching under the approach of orgasm. Halfway to losing consciousness, she swam in a sudden burst of bliss, all that need scorching her insides rocketing out through her sore tunnel of muscles, a gratuitous amount of milky cum that shot through her cunt in a row of satisfying squirts. Each one came with a jolt of bliss and dissipated into Renaud’s chyme in mere moments, mixing with the sludge and being eaten up as quickly as it had dispersed. Even those few shots of liquid would nourish Renaud, filling her cells with the meagre protein they carried.
The next to follow would be Mallow herself, already mushy enough to break at a single touch. She’d fallen far into slumber upon the moment she came, tipped over the edge by her full-body relaxation. She gave herself to the stomach that had long engulfed her, letting acid swirl her body to mix her into something nice and processable. Her features fell into goop, all turning into one delicious mess that, too, added to the sea of acrid sludge swirling Renaud’s belly at the touch of Claire’s hands.
Renaud’s gut had shrunken down, tighter in shape and more rounded without Mallow’s body to stretch it unevenly. Claire’s hands were granted easier travel, circling the bubbling pouch with reverence.
“Feels like she’s settled down.”
Renaud hummed in agreement, stilling herself in readiness for the thick pocket of air slipping up her gullet.
“*BWOOURP*… Oh, that’s delicious… Wherever did you find such a thing?”
“Oh, she came right into my store asking to be eaten~”
“Naturally, I suppose.” She chuckled. “Keep it going, my tummy needs a little extra help to work that sludge into my guts.”
Claire hummed, obediently mixing the slop within that sagging gut together on loop. Her hands kneaded the mixture, softening it up further until it could be strained into the intestines. Even through the layers of skin and chub, she felt how warm the mixture was, Mallow’s warmth that she’d given up to the nutritional mess. Renaud could only imagine it, the meat, butter, and dressing that had mixed into one supply of chyme. She felt the weight of it redistribute, carried out of her belly and into the winding intestines below. On its journey, it twisted and trickled as it was pumped through the fleshy labyrinth, tiny nubs eating up every nutrient and drop of moisture to carry away for the cells that needed it. Mallow lost herself more by the moment, reduced to millions of individual pieces spread across Renaud’s body. All sense of being was eradicated, her world only vaguely soft and warm, the microscopic nooks of Renaud’s fat deposits and tight sphincter.
The lady sighed again, long and deep. Her head hung over the back of her chair, belching Mallow’s more gaseous remains into the stuffy air. Each one made her stomach that much lighter, reducing its bloat until it hung quite flat off her midriff, an inconspicuous pouch of chub with little soup left within.
“Hahhh… *HWWOURRP*…”
She continued to relish in her blissful worship silently, aiming to relax until she caught a distracting whiff that roused her from it with ease. Her eyes journeyed, finding a slightly older woman with a cigarette in her mouth, wordlessly watching. “Eyes off, dog.” Renaud commanded. “And take your cigarettes outside.”
“Yeah, yeah. One sec.” Carmel sighed dismissively, strolling towards Claire’s side. She hardly noticed her approach until she was looming over her, where her perpetually relaxed face shone.
“Oh, Carmel… I forgot about you, hun~”
Carmel didn’t reply, watching Claire’s eyes. They were vacant, swirling with a foreign substance that visibly dulled her head. She moved before anyone thought to stop her, grinding the burning tip of her cigarette into Claire’s shoulder. Her skin was heard sizzling, smoke trickling from the point of contact before it was even felt. When it was, a new sensation overtook all else. The magic dulling Claire’s mind, filling her with thoughts unlike her own, was washed away by one distinct rush of agony.
“Gagh! Carmel, you damned-”
…
Claire caught herself, the world around her and her previous actions returning to her. The blissful numbness in her head was dispelled, sending her straight back into blinding rage. She flew back onto her feet, glaring at the overstuffed woman lounging with a look of disappointment. “You weasely little… What did you do to me?!”
Renaud’s attendant couldn’t help snickering at Claire’s side. Her twisted grin twitched further upwards, trembling as she laughed. “You!” Claire barked. “What kind of… ignoble magic is that?! How dare you mess with my head?!”
The attendant cackled on without response whilst Renaud groaned at the display, waving her hand about.
“Cease your complaining already. What's done is done.”
“Hm?”
Indeed, upon looking back at the belly she’d so mindlessly worshiped, she found it deflated and padded. Mallow was, at best, a puddle of goo. Renaud revelled in seeing that revelation, stroking her gut with a wide smirk. 
“My little piggy has been eaten up. I’m afraid there’s no getting her back from out my ass fat~”
“Brat…” Claire growled.
Renaud huffed in amusement once more, expecting more than a single, muttered insult. She stood from her chair, looming nice and high above the barking animal before her. It didn’t work particularly well in intimidating Claire, though.
“I’m feeling nice, if only because of that lovely meal. I’ve decided to take you as a servant. Your belly rubs will be a great help at dinnertime.”
“I will not be serving you, brat!”
“No?”
The air shifted, much like it had earlier that evening. The air surrounding Renaud fell to a frigid temperature, expanding to coat Claire in its biting hold. The warmed dining hall felt more like a winter’s day, gradually freezing over the more Renaud’s patience waned. “Then, I’d happily take you as a dessert. After all, you yourself helped me make lots of room~”
“I wouldn’t try anything with me. Else, I’ll be forced to do something you won’t like…”
“Oh?” Renaud sang in surprise, mixed equally with unbothered intrigue.
The temperature fell again, puffs of steam following Claire’s breaths. 
“Everyone is still so saddened by your mother’s passing, even as they celebrate your ascent to matriarch… I’d just hate to tell them what actually happened to dear old ‘mummy’…”
She enunciated her point with a firm prod on the hanging gut, making the walls shake, broth slosh, and her implication crystal clear. Renaud recognised her meaning, widening her smile another unsettling inch. 
“Is that right…?”
The air was swirling, snowflakes growing on the mere drops of moisture in the atmosphere. All the women felt as if in the centre of a frozen wasteland. The cold emanated most strongly in Renaud’s free hand, spinning within her palm where it hung at her side. Behind her curled fingers, a white glow swirled, sparkling as it grew into a freezing core. Like a snowstorm localised within her hand, it built to burst, turning the air frigid around it. It swirled faster and faster, spinning like a hurricane, itching to burst into an ice age…
“Emily.”
A monotone voice brought both women’s attention aside. The air calmed into its normal warmth, and the building magic in Renaud’s hand slowed until dissipating into a minuscule cloud of snow. 
Cassia came between the two, unaware of what she’d interrupted. She was calm, speaking in her usual whisper to Claire’s slowly calming face. “I wasn’t aware you were attending this event.”
“Cassie… I… Yes, I was, actually.”
Renaud’s eyebrow raised. 
“Emily…?”
She pondered over a stretch of silence, her gaze slowly moving back to Claire. “You are not Mrs Claire. You’re her little one…”
“Little? I am over a decade your senior, brat! You had barely started puberty the last time I saw you.”
“I did think your rudeness was unbefitting of a woman of class like your mother. So, you sneakily attended in her place, hm? Oh, how you abuse the Claire family name when it suits you.”
“Tsk… You sound like your mother. Tell her if you want, it doesn’t matter to me. I won’t have you eating my employees.”
“Regarding that…” Cassia interjected, pulling a slip of paper from her pocket. “I felt the price I paid was not nearly enough for quality meat like your girl. I owe you this.”
Claire hesitated, caught between her hostility and that alluring slip swaying in her friend’s fingers. She took it, skimming the surface with a suspended, stubborn look on her face. It was a cheque, one for…
!
Her face, stuck wide and briefly without thought, began to contort. She forced the friendliest smile she could muster, turning to the lady she’d provoked with only dimples and a pair of politely clutched hands.
“Well, now… that’s all you had to say~ Nevermind it all, I hope you enjoyed my girl. She was tasty, wasn’t she?”
Renaud’s eyebrow raised and gradually fell, far too confused to keep up her rage.
“She… was. You’ve changed your mind?”
“Oh, yes! I’ll be on my way. Thank you for your mone- time!”
Renaud found her smile once more, though emotion boiled behind it more noticeably than before.
“Good… Never show your face to me again, understand?”
“Sure, sure… Bye bye, now~”
She shuffled away from the group, grabbing Carmel’s wrist as she went to whisk her away. “Come on, Carmel~”
“Huh? What about Mallow?”
“What about her? She’ll come back, won’t she?”
“You sure came around. Someone suck your dick, too?”
“Quiet. We’re going home.”
Unbothered as usual, Carmel shrugged and followed along, happy to depart from this insufferable gathering. She had one thing on her mind, however…
“Say, that chef… she called you Emily, didn’t she?”
“… Yes. Claire is my surname.”
She’d tried to respond casually, but an unease clearly built within her. She tightened her face to mask her anticipation, waiting for the subject to pass. Though, even one as lax in thinking as Carmel seemed to catch on quickly.
“Snk…” 
She snickered.
“So… Your name is… E. Claire?”
Claire’s face tightened further than a pout. She growled at the distance, discreetly eyeing her employee.
“I swear, I really will sell you. Bet I’d get a lot for a lanky thing like you.”
***
A girl drifted in a warm stupor, floating through space engulfed by a plush embrace. Her senses were all pleasantly dull, nothing to feel but that heat. They lazily returned to her, her skin feeling more than simple warmth. She was being held, something squishy surrounding her.
Mallow opened her eyes to a dark world, laid upon soft bedding without a bit of fabric to cover her. She saw, in the dark, a face, peacefully still and so close to her own.
…
She came to awareness slowly.
…
“Waahhh!” She yelped, squirming between a pair of encircling arms. “C- Claire?!”
Claire’s eyes fluttered open, her lips pushing forth a sleepy groan. “Mmngh… What is it, hun?”
“Wh- where am I?!”
“Your bed, silly. You reformed just a little bit ago.”
She didn’t share Mallow’s panic whatsoever, nestling closer to sap more heat from her body and drift off within it.
“Ok, ok, then why are you here?”
“I, uh… Just thought you’d had a stressful day and that you’d like some company tonight.”
“Really? Uh… thanks…”
“Good girl…” she yawned, planting a lazy kiss on Mallow’s head. 
In full consciousness, Mallow became terribly aware of the situation. She saw how naked she was yet still coddled close against Claire’s chest, no better used to intimacy despite all that she’d experienced with this woman. It was hard to fall asleep being that flustered.
“… Say, uh… If Cassia ever needs someone to be a main course again…”
Claire pulled back slightly, meeting Mallow’s eyes with her own sleepy pair from across the pillow. She had a greatly content look on her face, not matching her following words.
“Nope.” She said simply, tapping Mallow’s nose. “I won’t have you served to any more rich brats. You belong to me, remember?”
The mismatch of her tone and coddling demeanour was somewhat frightening, but thrilled Mallow all the same. She gulped, then continued.
“Then… if she ever wants to practice her skills or something… and you’re hungry…”
Claire’s smile widened, moving to catch Mallow’s plush lips with her own. She sent a hum through the girl’s mouth before popping her lips free.
“I’ll gladly have you for dinner, love~”
The blush covering Mallow’s face darkened, instinctively hidden under Claire’s chin as she found the embarrassment too much to cope with. In response, the woman chuckled quietly, nestling into Mallow’s hair to sleep. There, Mallow found sleep coming easily. In Claire’s grip, decidedly claimed and protected, she was without worry. Her brain shut off, sending her into a deep sleep in her boss, and owner’s, cuddle.
