The Kingdom of Hunger

Chapter 3: Cereal Escalation

by Jonathan ‘Fanfic Fetishist’ Spires
/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Middle of the Night…

Jazzlyn’s quarters...

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“AH!  FUCK!  YES!!!” Jazzlyn screamed in sheer delight, wiggling in pleasure as the man was sucked up her ass, his legs disappearing with a heavy slurping sound.  “Ooooh… Oooh FUCK…” she said.  She caressed her belly, feeling the three she had already consumed with her booty squirming about in her belly.  She shuddered in bliss, feeling the chains holding the other prisoners getting pulled closer to her ass as it reflexively swallowed.


Beside Jazzlyn was an almost equally massive woman.  Dark of skin and thick of flab, with strong muscles beneath said flab.  She shivered in delight, feeling her line of prisoners getting sucked down into her anus, disappearing into her belly.  Said gut was a great, heavy glob that nearly matched Jazzlyn’s own belly, with her ass actually being larger than the princess’ great shelf of a booty by a great deal.  Jazzlyn’s bedroom bore the dents of trying to fit that tremendous ass inside.  The woman possessed thick, heavy boobs five times the size of her head, her powerful legs thick with fat, her arms bearing both thick biceps and fat wings.  She was actually a head taller than Jazzlyn herself.


Oh, and there was the fact that she was a hippo.


A hippofolk, to be precise.  She had the appearance of an anthropomorphic hippopotamus, completely with wide mouth.  She was visiting from the Hippofolk kingdoms of what Grimmshelm knew as the Dark Continent, although the hippo woman seemed mildly offended by that.  When asked what they called their realm, the hippo woman called it the Great Forest Country.  


Ergo said she would have her staff call it that while she was here, but she made no guarantees about it being remembered after she left.  The hippofolk was fine with that.  


And in truth, while she wasn’t here to court Jazzlyn, as she had no suitors scheduled that day, she did end up having a good time with her.  Even coming to spend time with her.  Which is where we find ourselves.  


The hippofolk, a shamaness named Asha, shivered in pleasure as the next of the prisoners was sucked into her ass.  She was taking them on a journey of what the High Shamaness said was meant to be their redemption.  But things happened on these journeys all the time.  She could make an excuse for losing these low scumbags.  “Fffffuck…” she moaned as the buxom woman was pressed into her ass, spreading her anus wide.  “That’s right… get up in my Holy Path…” 


“HA!” Jazzlyn laughed.  “Holy!  Because asshoOOOOOMYGOSH!!” A particularly buff prisoner was pulled up into her booty, disappearing between her cheeks.  She practically humped the air to get the unfortunate man inside her, her heavy cheeks clapping around the unfortunate prisoner and dazing him as he descended.  The remaining three prisoners on either chains struggled desperately to pull away.  But the anuses of the two massively fat women were like singularities, drawing them in to be devoured. No matter what they did, they couldn’t resist.


And Jazzlyn and Asha were loving every minute of it. 


“Fffucccck…” Asha moaned, the shamaness groaning in pleasure.  She shivered in delight, her mountainous ass clapping like jello as she devoured the prisoners, feeling them slide down into her gut, which bulged out beneath her with every ‘swallow.’  The unfortunate prisoners were screaming, the sound muffled by the thick fat of Jazzlyn and Asha’s bodies as they were forced through their intestines in reverse, getting absorbed painfully by the gluttonous duo.  


“Aahh… Asha,” Jazzlyn said.  “Thank you for bringing these prisoners with you… I’ve only done this a few times but… OOOH!!!” An exceptionally busty prisoner was pulled into her anus, disappearing in between her cheeks with a wet, sticky pop, her belly surging out even more as the woman was pushed into her intestines.   “Oooh… Oooh fuck, there’s something so good about feeling someone in your AAASSSS…” 


Asha chuckled.  “Mmm…” she moaned, caressing her belly as her stomach churned and gurgled.  “Gotta say, it’s a treat to encounter such a kindred spirit.  You’ve got as big an appetite as I do.  Shame you haven’t embraced it.” 


“I’m trying to keep SOME of the kingdoOOOOOHHHHMygosh intact,” Jazzlyn moaned, her belly wobbling as two of the prisoners in her ass were pressed against each other and started fucking, her belly bouncing and surging beneath her as the two decided to get at least something out of this before they died.  


“HAH!” Asha said, laughing.  “Dying as they lived.  Profane and… OOOOOH!!” 


FFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTTTT


The rather skinny man on Asha’s chain gagged as the fart erupted from her massive ass.  He whimpered, fainting from the intense gas as he was pulled into the massive ass of the hippofolk shamaness.  “Mmm, skinny… ah well.  Best to share the higher quality with the hostess…” she said, chuckling, licking her lips as she felt herself expanding.  


Jazzlyn panted lustfully, shivering in delight from the feel of her heavy belly expanding beneath her.  Her pussy was sopping wet, and she was barely away of what was going on around her.  “Mmmmoooore…” she groaned, her anus flexing as she pulled the unfortunate men in further.  She shuddered in bliss, the next to last man in line getting a rather unpleasant surprise.


FFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTT


His shriek was cut off by the chain pulling him fully into Jazzlyn’s ass.  He whimpered, screaming and squirming, making Jazzlyn’s massive cheeks flop about as she was fed.  The last prisoner, a heavily pregnant woman, whimpered as she was dragged forward.  


“The panther goddess condemns you!” the pregnant woman shouted at Asha.  “You shall suffer for-” 


FFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTTTTTT


The pregnant woman groaned softly, falling over as she was gassed.  She fell right into Jazzlyn’s ass cheeks, disappearing between them in short order, another bulge getting added to Jazzlyn’s increasingly massive belly.  


“OooOH FFUUUUCCK!!” Jazzlyn moaned, cumming HARD as the pregnant woman was pulled into her anus, the subtle movements of her child sending little shivers of pleasure as the unfortunate mother-to-be was pulled into the heavily obese princess’ intestines, bulging out her gut even more.  


FFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPTTTTTTTTT


Asha’s last victim ended up getting gassed point blank, fainting from the sheer force of the stench and being pulled into the hippofolk’s ass while unconscious.  She shuddered in pleasure, her pussy squirting beneath her immense ass cheeks.  She panted heavily, licking her lips lustfully.  “Well, that was fun…” she said, caressing her behemoth bed of a belly.


The two women just lay there for a while, savoring the feel of their meals gurgling away inside them.  They both lay atop their bed-sized bellies, feeling them soften as their prey was dissolved inside of them.  Asha popped her neck.  “Hey, I didn’t think to check – are you going to be all right digesting the chain?” 


“I’ve had worse in my stomach,” Jazzlyn said.  “One time I swallowed a knight in full plate armor.  Thicker than what Sir Martin wears!  Only thing that came out was gas.”  


FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPTT


“Like that,” Jazzlyn said, she and Asha giggling.


“Fair enough, fair enough,” Asha said.  “The High Shamaness is always getting on me for not thinking.  But this time it worked out for me, so yay.” 


“So if it’s okay to ask… who were they?” Jazzlyn asked.


“Traitors, blasphemers against our holy goddess Taweret, terrorists… Nobody important,” Asha said.  “Honestly, I’m supposed to be taking them on a journey of discovery, to help them repent.  But truthfully?  Scum is scum.  And this is a FAR better use for them.” 


Jazzlyn kept her voice carefully neutral.  “I’ll take your word for it,” she said.


FFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPT


“Heh, that one’s on me,” Asha said, chuckling.  She stretched, patting her belly.  “But yeah… imagine worshiping a cat goddess.  Who cares about stupid CATS when our blessed Taweret exists?  Their ‘free state of Valmonda’ is just a terrorist cell.  And this is just another round of those Bast-worshiping scum put down by a superior people.” 


“You’re absolutely delightful,” Jazzlyn said.  Honestly, now that she knows the context she’s starting to regret eating those people.  


“I am, aren’t I?” Asha said, resting.  


“And you’ve got a magnificent ass,” Jazzlyn said, licking her lips.  Annoying she may find Asha, she’s not as bad as some of her suitors.  And she wasn’t kidding about the ass.


FFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPT


“Sure you can handle the stink?” Asha teased.  


Jazzlyn just stared at her.  “Have you met my mother?  Have you been within her proximity?” 


“I can’t,” Asha said, amused.  “Snoot like this I have to rely on relaying messages, her stank is too toxic.” 


Jazzlyn just grinned.


Asha laughed.  “All right, all right, you win that one,” she said.  “You got plans, big girl?” 


“Something like that,” Jazzlyn said, shifting positions.  She began moving her own body towards Asha’s ass, grabbing her leg and turning her so she could start giving her a rimjob.  


“CAN you even get back there?  I’m kinda big,” Asha said.


“You underestimate my power,” Jazzlyn teased. 


Asha snorted.  “Sounds like something your mom or that creepy made I saw would say,” she said.  “I-”


FFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPT


“Nice one,” Asha added. 


“Thank you,” Jazzlyn said, spreading Asha’s thick legs and pressing her face right into Asha’s booty.  She dug deeper and deeper until she felt the tight pucker of Asha’s anus.  Leaning in, she began to slurp.  The stank flavor was there, bitter and unpleasant, but it wasn’t anywhere near the worst thing she’s had in her mouth.  So she began to slurp and taste Asha’s anus, leaning in to probe and taste the massive woman’s booty.  Her fat shoulders easily parted Asha’s cheeks, giving her easy access.  She could feel Asha’s anus tugging on her tongue, trying to pull her in, but Jazzlyn was far too heavy for it.  


Asha moaned, her anus flexing under Jazzlyn’s ministrations.  “Ooooh yes, girl, keep it up,” she moaned.  She wiggled her ears, gripping her prey-stuffed belly, her stomach glorping as the first of her prey was completely forced into it.  “Ooooggggh yesss….” she moaned, pleasure shooting through her and making her bloated mess of a body jiggle and writhe.  


FFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTT


Jazzlyn chuckled at the unison fart, the smell only fazing her slightly.  She kept up her tongue ministrations, gagging a little as the toxic ass flavor was redoubled, but didn’t stop.  She could feel Asha’s heavy body sloshing around her, her own gut glurping and glorping around her meal.  She felt the prisoners her ass had eaten getting crushed beneath her as she pleasured Asha, feeling the hippofolk’s anus quiver with delight.


“Mmmmfff… Oh fuck, yes,” Asha moaned, the hippofolk stroking her belly and breasts.  Jazzlyn HAD to have eaten ass before, her tongue was doing wonderful things.  The hippofolk moaned in bliss, savoring the feel of that dancing tongue, squirming about in sheer delight.  “Jazzy… Oh Taweret, you’re fucking AWESOME!”  Her pussy was quivering, dripping with desire as her ass was eaten out by the gluttonous woman.  


FFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSSSSSSSH


This one was a bit wetter than the last fart, and Jazzlyn knew she’d have to wash her face later.  But she didn’t care.  She could already feel her hunger kicking in again, instinct making her want to finish Asha’s last orgasm before consuming her.  


“Fuck… Oh fuck…” Asha said, panting.  “Oh FUCK!!  I’m so close, Jazzy, I’m so close!!” Her anus was quivering with every slurp, every probe.  She felt wonderful, glorious even.  Analgasms were the best.  And rimjobs were a common sexual practice in her tribe.  


Jazzlyn was starting to drool as she fondled Asha’s ass meat.  There was so much delicious, thick, juicy, fat-riddled meat.  She couldn’t get enough.  She wanted more and more and more… She probed deeply, her mind going fully predatory.  Orgasm will make the meat weak, season it with pleasure, she thought, thrusting her tongue in deep.


“AAAAHFUCKYES!” Asha shrieked, shuddering in delight.  Her pussy gushed over Jazzlyn’s face, her anus quivering and tugging on her tongue hard enough for the fatty Princess’ face to get pulled a little into Asha’s anus.  The hippofolk groaned, and collapsed atop her great bed of a belly, the people inside reduced to bones that were being crushed under her massiveness.  


Jazzlyn wiped her face with the rags of her dress as she pulled out of Asha’s cheeks, watching in amusement as they jiggled when she let them close.  She then licked her lips, looking over Asha as she rested, a giggling coming from her lust-dazed throat.  “You doing okay?” she asked.


“Feelin’ gooooood,” Asha cooed.  “Sleepy…” 


“Then just rest,” Jazzlyn said, kissing Asha’s booty cheeks.  “And let me take care of everything.”  


“Mmmm, so good to a guest,” Asha said, closing her eyes and starting to drift off.  


The guests are so good, Jazzlyn thought, opening her jaws wide.  It was strange, but she felt the odd urge to purr as she started to engulf Asha’s thick, meaty ass.  But the moment her tongue touched those heavy hippofolk ass cheeks, bigger even than her own, she meowed in bliss.  She started gulping, her eyes turning to catslits as she ate the helpless hippofolk.  Her jaws distended easier than they normally did.  And she easily engulfed that massive, massive booty, gnawing on it as she started to gulp it down.  


Asha didn’t notice at first, feeling only warm wetness spreading over her.  In the dry chill of Grimmshelm’s weather, she appreciated it, leaning her ass back as her legs were folded forward, Jazzlyn gulping and gulping over and over again.  She had dreams of sailing down the river of her people, for some reason dreaming of the cobra goddess Wadjet swallowing up Taweret.  An oddly blasphemous dream, but so long as she told no one about it, it was fine.


She watched as her goddess, as fat and bloated as she was, was gobbled up ass first by the golden-scaled cobra.  She shivered in arousal – Asha always liked gluttonous women, as her beloved Taweret was eaten.  Dreams were just that – dreams.  It’s not like this would happen in real life, right? 


Meanwhile, Jazzlyn kept gulping and gulping, swallowing up more and more of Asha’s massive body.  She crested over her stomach, bouncing the massive, prey-stuffed hippofolk around as her ass started to poke into her stomach, crunching down the remains of the people inside her.  She groaned, her fat body stretching out greatly as she took in her latest meal, her ‘bad habit’ fully in control of her.  


Asha frowned, and looked back.  The cat goddess Bastet was on the riverboat with her, taking the form of a great black panthress.  She was clawing at Asha’s titanic butt, kneading it with her claws as she were ‘mixing biscuits,’ to use a more modern term.  The occasional stings of Bastet’s claws were annoying, but not disruptive.  “Nothing to say about Jazzlyn and I digesting your followers?” Asha teased, going back to watching Wadjet swallow up Taweret.  She shivered in pleasure, seeing her goddess’ body trapped beneath the scales of the serpent goddess, gurgling and churning, slowly melting away to become fat beneath Wadjet’s smooth scales, twitching and moaning.  In pleasure?  Maybe.  She couldn’t tell from this far away.  


More and more of Asha’s massive body was sliding into Jazzlyn’s belly, her ass almost fully inside.  Her legs were cramped up against her body as Jazzlyn started to engulf her head, her huge gut and boobs tangling out.  She cooed in gluttonous bliss, savoring the feel of Asha’s body as it filled her up.  She groaned happily, gulping and gulping and gulping.


In her dream, Bastet started actively tearing at her ass flesh.  “STOP IT!” Asha said.  “THAT HURTS!  STOP IT!  STOP IT!! STOP IIIIIITT!!!!!!”


FFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTT


It was Jazzlyn’s fart that woke her up.  And made her realize what was happening.  “Jazzlyn!  Princess Jazzlyn, wait!!” she cried out, her face being compressed by her flab.  “PLEASE!!” 


The last thing she saw before her face disappeared into Jazzlyn’s gullet was the ghostly image of her goddess, Taweret, staring at her in utter disapproval.  “But… But what did I DO!?” Asha screamed, feeling her body being eaten up by acid.  “NO!  NO!  JAZZLYN!  PLEASE!!” she screamed.  It felt mildly ironic, considering all she had done.  “JAZZLYYYYN!!!” 


Jazzlyn just kept gulping.  Asha’s massive boobs and her prey-stuffed belly vanished between her lips, the human princess groaning in pleasure as she lay atop a massively overstretched belly.  She purred happily, mewling as she rubbed her titanic gut, falling into a food coma immediately as Asha started to digest.  


Asha winced, writhing about as best she could.  She didn’t want to die, but it was looking inevitable.  She screamed helplessly, her fat body melting away amid the ruins of the prisoners she had fed Jazzlyn.


There was a glowing light in the eternal darkness of Jazzlyn’s belly.  And Asha found herself looking into the eyes of Bastet.  “Y-You!!!” she said.


“Did you really think I would let you get away with declaring my worship blasphemy?” Bastet said, grinning and showing off teeth.  “Wadjet and I blessed Jazzlyn.  Increased her already potent predator’s instinct.”  


“Taweret-” Asha started.


“Is unhappy with you for refusing to acknowledge worship of me as justified.  The reign of the hippofolk will come to an end if they do not change their ways,” Bastet taunted.


“PLEASE!  Bastet, I will praise and honor you!!!  Free me from this!” 


“It’s too late,” Bastet teased.  “You’re already dead.  You actually breathed your last invoking Taweret’s name.”  She smirked.  “And you have other problems now.”  


She vanished.  And Asha found herself before the great jackal god Anubis, one of the lords of death, Judge of Souls.  The great, black jackal was sitting before a gigantic scale.  In one bowl, perfectly balanced, rested a feather.  


Anubis touched a paw to Asha, and then pointed to the empty bowl.  A flowing crystal representing Asha’s heart formed.  So long as my heart is lighter than the feather, I should be-

Clunk.


As soon as the heart solidified, the bowl clunked to the ground.  “...But I was pious,” she said softly.  “I punished blasphemers…” 


Anubis just snorted.  Asha started to say something else… when she heard Ammit behind her.


“UUUUUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPP!” Jazzlyn belched, happily rubbing her titanic belly in her sleep.  “Mmmm, go to my asssss…” she muttered sleepily, snoring away.  Bastet left Jazzlyn’s body, and gently licked her affectionately.  She then left to get something to eat.  Inhabiting that mortal left her starving.  


FFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTT


Bastet, blushing brightly at her own gas, fled, ignoring Wadjet’s amused cackling.  Apparently the mortal had more influence over her than she thought.


In Ergo’s room, Taweret, the goddess unaffected by Ergo’s stank miasma, chuckled as she sat in her glowing throne, not quite in synch with reality.  “Your daughter’s ass is starting to smell like yours,” the hippo goddess teased, resembling a more glorious, even fatter version of Asha.  


“I know,” Ergo said.  “I’m so proud of her.”  She chuckled, not eating for once as she lay in her great mass of flab.


“All right.  For the record, the death of this shamaness is sanctioned by me,” Taweret said.  “I will help you craft a letter to send to my servants that will make them forget about any idea of retaliation.”


Ergo nodded.  “Thank you,” she said.  “It would UUUUAAARRRRRRRRRRP be nice to avoid a war.  Certainly, it would fill my larder easier, but it would also put a burden on my people.”  


Taweret chuckled.  “A mortal glutton who increases her people’s prosperity with her gut’s size.  How very unusual,” she said.


“Just because I am gluttonous does not mean I have to be greedy,” Ergo said.  “And there is a difference.” 


Taweret smiled.  “You are an interesting creature, Ergo,” she said.  “Who is most interestingly named.”  


“Forgive me if I do not wish for that particular tidbit to be revealed yet, Great One,” Ergo said, shaking her head.  


“Fair enough,” the hippo goddess said.  


“What will happen to Asha’s faction?” Ergo asked.


Taweret sighed.  “I’ve already sent visions to my priestesses ordering their excommunication.  Worship of Bast will spread now that no one is opposing it.  I just fear those who held their blasphemous hatred for Bast will turn their worship to more wicked gods…” 


Ergo sighed.  “This is why I’ve always stayed out of the politics of the Divine.  I allow worship of many gods here, but I do not worship at any of their temples,” she said.


“Fair enough,” Taweret said.  “Farewell, Queen Ergo of Grimmshelm.  We will not see each other again.”  


Taweret vanished in a swirl of light.  Angelina emerged from the shadows moments later, carrying a mug of tea.  “A drink, perhaps?” she offered.  


“Is it safe?” Ergo asked.


The dark, sinister maid chuckled.  “My Queen, if I wanted to poison you, one, you’d already be dead, and two, I wouldn’t be so obvious as to serve you poisoned tea,” she said.


Ergo chuckled.  “I suppose so,” she said.  “What do you make of this situation with the priestess of Taweret?  I noticed that you disappeared throughout Asha’s stay…” 


“The divine and I tend to not get along,” Angelina said.  “I felt it prudent to not be around while divine presence was active in the kingdom.” 


“Hah,” Ergo said.  “Fair enough.”  She sipped her tea.  There was a hint of apples in it, a pleasant flavor.  “Whatever your plan, why a maid?” 


“Self-imposed challenge,” Angelina said.  “And if nothing else, learning new skills never hurt anyone.” 


Ergo looked thoughtful.  “You are a conundrum.  And yet oddly, I trust you,” she said, sipping the tea.  “This is a fine blend.” 


“My thanks,” Angelina said.  “If I am not needed, then I have duties to attend.”  


Ergo waved her off with a flabby hand, sipping her tea.  This really was good.  And she could already feel herself drifting off to sleep.  She was suspicious of Angelina, but still found her interesting to talk to…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

The next day…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Jazzlyn yawned as she sipped at her breakfast coffee, devouring a large stack of pancakes.  Her cheeks bulged out as she ate.  She was clad in a massive dressing gown, one that did nothing to hide her titanic ass, which had almost doubled in size after digesting Asha, gaining enough weight and height that it took twelve maids standing around it to cover it completely.  Each cheek was big enough to destroy a loveseat, the ‘shelf space’ enough to fit even more on it than before.


Honestly, it was irritating.  Jazzlyn’s cheeks made a loud clapping noise whenever she walked.  And none of her panties fit anymore.


FFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPT


A maid passing behind Jazzlyn was yanked back just in time, the miasma of Jazzlyn’s fart adding to the constant cloud over Ergo’s personal quarters/dining room.  


Ergo herself was enjoying her usual breakfast of fried dragon sausage and wheatcakes.  She eagerly slurped up the links whole, using the wheatcakes as napkins to wipe her face.  “So.  How’d things go last night?” she said.


“...I can’t even be mad,” Jazzlyn said, chuckling softly.  “You didn’t assigned Asha to me to exploit my bad habit.  I heard from the servants that the gods themselves wanted her dead.”  


“Servants talkUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP,” Ergo said, slurping up twelve more sausages, licking her lips.  She couldn’t help but smile, though.


“True,” Jazzlyn said, yawning.  “UUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRP.  And honestly, it’s surprising that so much of Asha remained on my ass.  Swallowing her with my booty was an interesting experience.” 


FFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPT


Ergo didn’t even flinch at Jazzlyn’s fart, blinking and looking at her daughter as her cheeks rippled from the aforementioned fart.  “Huh.  You swallowed her with your ass?” she said.  “Fun times.  I don’t do that as much as I probably should.”  


“Apparently, the Hippofolk are known for their asses.  They perfected a technique to do so, sending people through their intestines in reverse,” Jazzlyn said.


Ergo looked interested.  “Something to think about,” she said.  Certainly Taweret had a magnificent ass.  She wondered if the goddess knew how to eat people with her booty...


Sir Martin, wearing his gas mask, came in.  An uneasy expression was on his face.  “My ladies,” he said.  “The latest suitor candidate has arrived.”  


Ergo nodded.  “Hm.  That’s right, I had someone scheduled for today.  A Princess… Rotunda, if I am not mistaken,” she said, adding a belch.  “UUUUARRRRRRRRRRRRP!”  


Jazzlyn hmmed.  “A lot of female suitors lately,” she said.  “I wonder if the gods are trying to say something to me?” 


“Who knows,” Ergo said between bites.  “...You seem uneasy.” 


“W-Well,” Sir Martin stammered.


Boom

Jazzlyn and Ergo felt the step in their blubber, which was sent jiggling from the impact.  “What in the world…” Ergo said.


Boom.  Boom.  Boom.


Each step thundered, with a greater weight, greater density than even Jazzlyn’s own heavy steps.  The flab of Jazzlyn and Ergo wobbled with each impact.  


“What’s going on, Sir Martin?” Ergo demanded.  


“It’s Princess Rotunda, my liege,” Sir Martin said, stepping out of the way of the entering behemoth.  For behemoth was the only way to describe her.  


She was massive.  Larger even than Jazzlyn, with a titanic ass that looked like it ate couches, and a great, massive gut that hung down to her ankles, spreading out far from her torso.  Her head puffy cheeked and triple chinned, her legs thicker than treant legs with how blubbery they were, her thighs impossibly thick.  Her hips were so wide they almost brushed the sides of the hallway, and her arms had heavy, hanging wings of fat.  She was only a head shorter than the towering Ergo, and was covered in soft white fur.  She had a fattened tail, a long rope of flesh that barely moved, resting on her massive cheeks.  And her head was similar to that of a mouse, complete with ears and muzzle.  


“A… mousefolk?” Jazzlyn asked as the Princess sat down on the table with Ergo and Jazzlyn.  


“Hello!” the great glob of mouse fat said, her voice deeper than one would expect for a mousefolk and a female.  “It’s a pleasure to meet you both!  I’m Princess Rotunda!”  She began eating from the table, the staff watching in numb horror, Ergo and Jazzlyn just staring as Rotunda helped herself to everything the table had to offer.  “UUUUUUUUUUARRRRRRRRRRRP!!  ‘Scuse me.  Always get so gassy these days…  Anyway, technically it’s Queen Rotunda, but there’s an old rule that says I cannot officially be crowned queen until I’m wed.  SO annoying.”  


FFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPTTT


The fart was so toxic that even Jazzlyn and Ergo flinched, which made the staff go wide-eyed in fear and worry.  


“So…” Ergo said.  “You are here to court my daughter?” 


Still stuffing her face, Rotunda nodded.  “UUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRP!  Yeah.  It’s an ancient rule in my kingdom,” she said.  “The Queen must have someone they are wedded to, or they must abdicate the throne.  And with all the work I put in to get the title of Princess, I’m not about to give up Queenhood.”


Jazzlyn just nodded, mesmerized by Rotunda’s gluttony, how she kept stuffing her face.  “So… you put in work to get the title of Princess?” she asked.


“UUUUUUUUUUUAAARRRRRRRRRRP!  Crown Princess, yeah,” Rotunda belched, smacking her lips as she gorged herself.  “Okay, so this is a bit of a story.  It starts with the Crown Prince…”

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Rotunda’s kingdom… 

Past…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


The Queen of the Mousefolk, an older woman with graying fur, sat on her throne, her fat ass filling out the seat tremendously.  A portrait of the long-dead king stood above the throne, paying homage to the well-respected leader of the people.  


Rotunda, her belly just pudgy and her breasts only bigger than her head, her ass soft and jiggly, waddled into the room, clad in a pink dress with stylish white highlights.  The minor daughter of a duke, she stood alongside a rather slim mousefolk with an ample chest, one with dark black fur and a haughty expression.  Another, more buff mousefolk in armor stood on Rotunda’s other side.  


The Crown Prince, a youngish man with golden fur, clad in a regal shirt and pants with a cape, stood on the dais with his mother.  “Duchess Rotunda.  Duchess Snobboria.  Captain Stylina.  You have all been chosen because you have the family connections and holdings that make you potential candidates for marriage into the royal family.  Duchess Rotunda, your family has many lands, filled with crops that provide for the kingdom.  Duchess Snobboria, your family controls mining industries.  Captain Stylina.  Your family has a long history of military work and has produced many, many famous warriors.  All of you are potentially valuable additions to the royal bloodline.”  


Rotunda bit her lip excitedly.  The Crown Prince was incredibly handsome.  It would be amazing to be his bride.  Snobboria just smirked, as if the Prince was already hers.  Stylina just stood stoically, showing no emotion.  


“However,” the Crown Prince said.  “I am not satisfied.  For to be a ruler in this kingdom, you have to have three all-important qualities.  They have to have wisdom to make proper decisions that will benefit the people.  They have to have the imagination to think of new ideas and implement them.  And have to have feelings.  Deep emotions that come out in what you do.  You have two weeks to gather proof that you have all three of these qualities.  Only then will I declare myself engaged.”  

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“That sounds… very arbitrary…” Jazzlyn said.


“And is a clear stalling tactic,” Ergo said.  “He’s up to something…” 


“Oh, you have no ideaAAAUUUUUUUUURRRRRP!” Rotunda said.  “But I was young, foolish, and naive.  And a little stupid.” 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“Wisdom, imagination, and feeling?” Snobboria said, confused.  “That makes no sense…” 


“Only if you don’t understand his Highness,” Rotunda declared.  “All that matters is how to acquire said wisdom, imagination, and feeling.” 



“They are not things you acquire, Rotunda,” Stylina said.  “They are things you either have nor don’t have…” 


 “Then I shall work to increase my feelings,” Rotunda said.  “Fare thee well. I go now to seek out advice on how to increase my feelings, wisdom, and imagination!!” 


Snobboria scoffed.  “Good luck fool,” she said.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Ergo said.  “WOW I hate her,” she said.


Jazzlyn nodded in agreement.  “Please tell me you eat her or something.” 


Rotunda giggled.  “Let me continue my story,” she said.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“Child.  What brings you to my hill?” intoned the ant queen.  She was shorter than Rotunda, as big as a doll, but carried herself with a regal presence that seemed to dwarf the larger woman.  Her body was a perfect hourglass, black skinned with chitin as natural armor.  Her breasts were twice the size of her head, the nipples glistening with milk.  Her abdomen tail hung out the back of her throne, her midsection heavily bloated with life, the outline of many eggs visible in her belly.  


“I come seeking wisdom,” Rotunda said, the mousefolk kneeling to the smaller woman.  “I have two weeks to prove that I have wisdom, imagination, and feelings.  And I have heard that you are wise, great queen.”


“Indeed,” the ant queen said, caressing her belly.  “We antfolk are the most wise, most efficient animal folk in the kingdom.”  She gestured to her workers, all carrying bits of food, drops of water, and various detritus to help expand the hill.  As she spoke, one of the ants dropped the ball of bread he was carrying.  He began to chase it around, looking frustrated.  “You see that clumsy dolt right there?  Do you notice what is happening?” 


Rotunda looked over the scene.  As the clumsy ant accidentally kicked his food ball again, the line kept moving, ignoring him in favor of completing their tasks.  “They aren’t helping him,” she said.


“Indeed,” the ant queen said, smiling.  “The worker caste are taught two things – one, their names.  Two, how to best serve the will of the current Queen.  In this case, me.” 


“Whoa…” Rotunda said.  “So, they just work?” 


“Indeed,” the ant queen said.  “They have purpose.  They have a reason to exist.  Why would you need anything else?” 


“That does sound wise,” Rotunda said.  “And how would I get such wisdom for myself?” 


The ant queen chuckled.  “The wisdom of the ant folk is an integral part of us, child,” she said.  “You cannot simply take it into yourself.” 


“...So the wisdom is a part of you all, then,” Rotunda said.  “I can work with that.”  And then she ate the ant queen, picking the doll sized woman up and shoving her down her throat.  The queen kicked desperately, stunned by Rotunda’s audacity.  


“What?!  What are you doing!?” the queen demanded.  “Release me immediately!!!” 


Rotunda happily slurped up the queen’s breasts, tasting the milk dripping out of them.  She ran her tongue over the egg-heavy swell of her belly, and gulped that down next.  She took another gulp, and the queen’s legs disappeared down into her belly, which swelled out to contain her, making Rotunda look pregnant.  “Ahhh,” Rotunda said.  “Wisdom tastes a little like chicken!”  She licked her lips, and belched.  “UUUUUUUAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPP!  But I’m still not wise enough yet.” She reached down and started grabbing ants, who were staring in shock at what they had seen, and started to devour them as well, shoving them into her mouth in handfuls.  Her jaws stretched easily as she ate them two or three at a time, her stomach growing more and more as they ran for their lives, fleeing from inside the hill and ironically into Rotunda’s grasp.  Her belly bulged more and more as she devoured the ants, who ended up inadvertently burying their queen beneath their mass.  As Rotunda ate more and more of her people, the queen desperately called out to her.


“Are you seriously trying to absorb wisdom by devouring us?!  That’s not how it works!!!” she screamed, wincing as another ant pressed down on her.  


Most of the colony fled, but Rotunda did end up eating forty of the ants, gaining a massive belly that hung heavily off her waist.  She shivered in pleasure as she felt the ants wiggling around and screaming as they were digested in her massive gut.  The acids melted chitin and flesh, the ants screeching in terror as they were turned into fat for the gluttonous mouth.  She just kept grabbing and eating, happily devouring the population of the colony.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Jazzlyn, Sir Martin, and Ergo stared at Rotunda in utter shock.  It wasn’t the gluttony that bothered them so much as it was the stupidity.


“In hindsight, the antfolk weren’t that good.  Too bitter,” Rotunda said.  “But I’d acquired my wisdom.  Next on the list was imagination!  Now, truth be told, I wasn’t sure what imagination was.  Education in my duchy was limited.  So I sought out one who was known for creativity.” 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Rotunda, sporting a heavily fat belly that hung down over her waist, her boobs and especially her thick, heavy ass having gotten bigger after digesting the ant queen and several of her people, waddled up to the great tree.  


A curvaceous wood nymph was dancing around at the base of her tree.  Her skin was barklike, her hair full of leaves.  She was taller than Rotunda, with long ‘hair’ made of leafy vines.  Her bosom leaked sap, and her expression was one of pure joy.  


“OH!” she said, her voice soft and lilting.  “Forgive me.  I was pretending I was dancing on the wind, high up in the sky!” 


Rotunda blinked.  “You were?” she said.


“Indeed.  It’s so much FUN to imagine things!  You can come up with so many wonderful scenarios in your head, make any story you want with even the most mundane things!” the wood nymph said.


Rotunda blinked.  “Whoa… Is that imagination?” she asked.


“That it is,” the wood nymph said proudly.  “Would you like me to demonstrate for you?” 


“Yes!” Rotunda said excitedly.  “Yes I would!”  


The wood nymph generated two sticks from her hand.  She then picked up several rocks.  She created an elaborate tale involving a princess falsely accused of murder.  The duchess making the accusation was a bastard child adopted by her family, her birth mother poisoned.  But as it turned out, the duchess’ family was behind the murder, trying to frame the princess and set their own family up to take their place as the most important outside the royal family.  

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“That’s… actually a pretty interesting story,” Jazzlyn said.  


“I know, right?!” Rotunda said excitedly. 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


The wood nymph’s story continued.  The duchy was exposed and executed for their crimes against the crown, the duchess adopted as a sister to the princess.  The princess married her beloved, the captain of the guard, and everyone lived happily ever after.  


“WOW!” Rotunda said, clapping.  


“See?  With a little imagination, you can turn anything into whatever you want!” the wood nymph said.  


“You have an amazing talent!” Rotunda said.


The wood nymph giggled.  “Well, I’ve always been something of a storyteller,” she said.  


Rotunda giggled.  “I’d love to have that talent be a part of me,” she said.


“Oh, you already have it within you, I’m sure!  You-” The wood nymph, a towering creature at least twice Rotunda’s height, was suddenly cut off as she was shoved into the ravenous woman’s mouth.  She blinked, her creative mind suddenly blanking as her head was engulfed by the gluttonous madwoman.  She felt her shoulders sliding into the massive mousefolk’s gut, her ample bosom starting to pass through Rotunda’s lips.  “Wait… Wait, why are you doing this?!” she said, starting to struggle.  But despite her efforts, Rotunda’s gullet and mouth were incredibly powerful.  


And she was enjoying her meal greatly.  She liked the odd taste of meat and vegetables she was getting from the wood nymph, swallowing again.  She slurped over the wood nymph’s ample bosom, making her gasp in unwanted pleasure, and after gnawing on the soft, heavy orbs for a few moments, she swallowed, sending them down her throat.  She would have this power of imagination, dang it!  And this delicious woman would give it to her!


The wood nymph was frightened and confused.  Why was she being eaten?  She tried to tug away, to push herself out with her legs, but she was losing her balance quickly, the mouse’s throat impossibly strong.  More and more of her body was being engulfed by the mad Rotunda, who was treating the unfortunate wood nymph like a meal.  “No!  No!  I can’t even begin to imagine a reason why you’re doing this!” 


Really?  Then I must have already consumed your imagination, because I can imagine three good reasons.  One of them is that you’re delicious!  Rotunda happily gulped away at the unfortunate wood nymph, sending her further and further down her throat.  Her curvaceous hips entered the gluttonous mousefolk’s throat, Rotunda lapping away at her womanhood not out of lust, but to taste the honey-like sap that was coming from there.


The wood nymph flinched and squirmed around, the mix of acidic pain coming from her head and chest in Rotunda’s stomach and the teasing pleasure at her womanhood sending her mind into a twisted spiral of sensation that made it hard for her to think.  Feeling Rotunda’s teeth nibbling at her shapely behind wasn’t helping either, leaving her squirming about as she struggled to compose herself.  She whimpered, kicking her legs desperately, trying to attach to her tree to pull herself out.  But somehow Rotunda knew not to let the wood nymph touch the tree.  


Or at least, that’s what it seemed like.  The unintelligent Rotunda gulped and gulped, slurping up the legs of the wood nymph, her massive belly distending out further and further.  Rotunda didn’t know about wood nymphs connection to trees.  She just wanted to eat her up, and was doing her best to do so.  She slurped up her legs, caressing her belly as it grew out tremendously, flopping heavily on the ground.  As the wood nymph’s toes vanished between Rotunda’s lips, the mousefolk licked those lips happily and let out a merry belch of pleasure.  “So good…” she said.  “UUUUUUARRRRRRPPP!!” 


The wood nymph was held tightly inside Rotunda’s massive belly, so big it dwarfed her now.  She struggled desperately to free herself, trying to stretch out from inside Rotunda’s massive gun.  She sniffled.  “Please… Miss, what did I do to deserve this?!” she pleaded, acids melting her flesh, powerful muscles churning against her body and starting to break her down.  



“It’s nothing personal,” Rotunda said, smacking her lips.  “I just wanted to have imagination.  And you’re so full of imagination, I knew that if I ate you I’d get your imagination for myself!”  She hiccuped and belched.  “UUUUUUAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPP!” 


The wood nymph laughed helplessly.  “Well, you’re certainly full of imagination,” she conceded, wincing as the acids churned away at her.


“Thank you!” Rotunda said, misunderstanding.  She licked her lips, contentedly rubbing her titanic stomach, bigger than her whole body.  She yawned, and started to drift off to sleep, happy that she had so much imagination now.


“Miss?  Miss, you really need to let me out,” she said, frowning.  “I don’t want to die in here.  Please…”  She heard only snoring as her answer.  “...Oh bother,” she said as the stomach churned all around her.  

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“That’s… that’s not how that works,” Ergo said.  “You can’t get imagination from eating someone.”  


“Okay, I know that NOW,” Rotunda said.  “But it seemed like a good idea at the time.  This is really good, by the way.”  She shoved more of the sausages into her mouth.  “URRRRRRRRRRRP!  Anyway, it was at this time I noticed I was gaining height as well as weight…” 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Rotunda, after digesting the wood nymph, found herself a couple feet taller, making her the tallest of all of the mousefolk.  Her ass was heavier than ever, jiggling with every step, her booty big enough to squash most chairs.  Her gut hung heavily off of her torso, down to her knees, jiggling with every step, her breasts thrice the size of her head.  


She giggled, imagining herself as a giantess, walking over the earth in seconds, a few steps all she needed to get where she needed to be.  But in this case, she was going to see a mousefolk author known for producing highly erotic romance novels.  The man was something of a pariah because he produced works that went into strange kinks… but Rotunda loved him.  Mainly because one of his novels centered around a heavily obese glutton.  


She knocked on his door, having to kneel.  The mousefolk author, a tall man with a beard and mustache and glasses, peered out, blushing and blinking.  “...Hello there,” he said.  “What can I do for you?” 


“I wish to learn about feeling,” Rotunda said.  “From reading your novel, the Queen of the Soft, I know that you understand feeling better than most.” 


The author blinked.  “That’s an awfully vague definition,” he said.  “But you’re welcome to come in.  Er… if you can.” 


Rotunda blushed, and after some wiggling, was able to squeeze her hips past the door.  Thankfully, the inside was bigger than the doorway, and she didn’t have to hunch over.  There were books and manuscripts everywhere, and Rotunda looked around in sheer awe.  “Whoa…” she said softly.  “So much reading.” 


The author chuckled.  “Yes, I am rather prolific,” he said.  “So… why did you want to learn ‘feeling’ again?” Rotunda explained the contest, and the author scowled.  “Feeling…  Hnh.  Feels like a scam, to me.”  


Rotunda blinked.  “Excuse me?” 


The author shook his head.  “It sounds like he’s sent you on a snipe hunt.  To find something that doesn’t exist.”  


“...What’s a snipe?  I thought that was what archers did from long distance,” she earnestly asked, visibly confused.


The author chuckled.  “A snipe, in that instance, is something that doesn’t exist.  A frivolous, pointless chase meant to get you out of the way.” 


Rotunda thought about it… and vigorously shook her head.  “No.  The Crown Prince wouldn’t do that.  He respects duty and honor.  This is just… his way of proving who’s worthy of his hand.”  


The author gave Rotunda a pitying look.  “...I suppose there’s no convincing you otherwise,” he said.  “You want ‘feeling?’  Feel free to read some of my books.  I don’t mind hosting a guest who likes to read my stuff.  I don’t know if I’ll have enough to feed you, though…” 


“Mother said I’m not to burden people I’ve visiting with my hunger,” Rotunda said.  “Don’t worry about it.” 


The author quietly sighed in relief.  “Very well,” he said.  “I’m going to work on my latest book.  You just enjoy reading my older tales.” 


And Rotunda did indeed enjoy herself reading.  She read erotic romance after erotic romance.  Some she’d read before but didn’t mind reading again.  There were those that covered kinks she knew little of.  Pregnancy.  Consuming others, which fascinated her for reasons she couldn’t fully articulate.  She was enraptured by this man’s work.  Truly, he understood feelings!


“You’re an incredible author,” Rotunda gushed.


“Why thank you,” the author said, grinning.  “I hope you will enjoy this new one.  It’s about two… wait, what are you doing?” 


Rotunda looked up from the book he was eating.  “Adding feelings to myself,” she said, chewing paper.  “If I learn feelings through taking these books inside me, then I’ll absolutely be the best choice for the Crown Prince’s beloved!” 


“That… what… that’s not how that works!” the author said.  Rotunda shrugged, and ate another book.  “STOP!!!” He went over to grab Rotunda’s arm.  Which proved to be his undoing.  She grabbed his arm and shoved him into her mouth, the heavily obese mouse gulping and gulping, easily slurping up the smaller mousefolk.


She’d never eaten one of her own kind before.  It was an unusual taste, but a rather pleasant one.  Perhaps she could ask her beloved for work in the dungeons to get rid of the condemned… well, maybe.  First, she had to properly absorb all the feelings this author produced.


The author’s screams were quickly cut off as the madwoman ate him, his head getting engulfed by her throat.  As he was clothed, her tongue didn’t linger on him for long.  She just kept swallowing him, his slim torso passing easily into her gullet.  This can’t be happening, he thought.  “HELP ME!!” he screamed.  “This woman is CRAZY!!” 


Rotunda didn’t understand why he said that.  She didn’t feel crazy.  Eating was perfectly reasonable after all. And once it was in her mouth, it was food.  She would regret not being able to read anything new from the author, but to win her beloved’s heart, she’d make the sacrifice.  So she slurped up his crotch and began to slurp up his legs as well, her stomach swelling as she devoured him.


The mousefolk shrieked, descending into feral terror as she ate him.  He kicked his legs desperately, but she was so much larger than him in every way.  He howled in despair, his legs and feet disappearing completely into Rotunda’s stomach, her belly sagging down past her knees as he was added to it.  He thrashed about, forced into a fetal position, whimpering in agony.


“UUUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!” Rotunda belched.  “Goodbye, sir.  I’ll make sure to give your works the same resting place so you can be together.”  And she began to wander around the office, shoving books into her ravenous maw.  She chomped and slurped up every last book, every last manuscript, eating them as easily as one would eat a sandwich.  Her stomach sagged out further and further as she devoured a library of erotica, her gut going down to her calves by the time she ran out of books to eat.


She patted her lumpy belly, waddling over to his worktable, where his newest manuscript was.  She read it, and hmmed thoughtfully.  “...Not to my taste.  Mom might like it, though.”  She shrugged, and shoved it into her mouth, chewing it up like lettuce.  She had to bash her massive, lumpy belly through the door to get through, but she didn’t care.  She was too busy absorbing ‘feelings’ from all the books, the lumps in her belly steadily softening.  


“UUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAARRRPP!!  Thank you again for the meal,” Rotunda said, her fat tail twitching back and forth.  “This will make sure the prince will pick me!”  


FRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPT

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“Was it really necessary to make a fart noise with your hands like that?” Ergo said. 


“What?  It’s funny and it tickles my hand,” Rotunda said, giggling.  


“No, I mean as gassy as the three of us fatties are-” Ergo said.


FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPT


FFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPLPLPLPLPLPL


FFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPTT


“Oooh, mine was juicy,” Rotunda said, cringing.  “How tough are your toilets?” 


“They can handle ME,” Ergo said.  


“Nice.  I apologize in advance to your cleaning staff,” Rotunda said.  


Jazzlyn was rubbing her temples.  The stupid was hurting her.  The other staff members looked similarly frustrated with Rotunda’s blatant dumbness.  She chuckled, oblivious, and continued.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Then…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


It was the day of the contest.  The Crown Prince announced that the final part of the contest was about to start – a cooking contest!  He would use that to measure the wisdom, imagination, and ‘feelings’ of the contestants.  


Rotunda, who’d gained another couple of inches in height as her belly went back to its usual proportions, her ass growing out a few inches and her tits getting a cup size bigger, smiled.  She was a GREAT cook, even before this began!  She had this one in the bag.  Stylina looked thoughtful, while Snobboria looked fearful.  


The contest began.  Delicious smells filled the hall as everyone worked.  Rotunda chose to bake, using her newly gained ‘power of imagination’ to ‘wisely’ choose ingredients for a multi-berry cheesecake.  An ice mage was on hand to blast freeze any food that required chilling.  She also made some cookies.  


Snobboria’s concoction was… interesting, to say the least.  It appeared to be a stew of some kind.  There were chunks of meat, things that LOOKED like vegetables… The smell was… well, let’s just say it would wake you up if you were unconscious.


Stylina’s wasn’t elegant, but it was hearty-looking.  A spiced and herbed roast with cooked potatoes laden with butter and crushed bacon.  It was definitely a warrior’s meal.  


The Crown Prince first tried Snobboria’s.  The skinny woman watched helplessly, silently praying that she didn’t just poison the Crown Prince.  


“...It’s edible,” the Crown Prince decided.  “It desperately needs seasoning, but its not inedible.  It’s just very bland.” 


Snobboria twiddled her fingers sheepishly.  “I… This is my first time cooking,” she said.


The Crown Prince chuckled magnanimously.  “For a first effort, its a good try,” he said, patting her shoulder.  “With time and practice, you will make someone a good wife.” 


Snobboria smiled sadly, knowing she’d lost the contest.


Stylina was up next, serving the crown prince her roast and filled baked potatoes.  The Crown Prince ate a lot of it, nodding in approval.  “Very good,” he said.  “Something I would think a warrior would cook.  Good spices, the potatoes are good… maybe a LITTLE more salt, but that’s just personal preference at this point.” 


Stylina bowed.  “My captain taught me how to cook,” she said.  “He taught me the art of spice in addition to the sword.” 


The Crown Prince nodded in approval.  “He taught you well,” he said.  “You have definitely proven yourself this day.” 


Stylina smiled.  “Thank you, your Highness!” she said happily.


Rotunda presented her cheesecake next.  “Ah, dessert!” the Crown Prince said happily.


“After all that salt, a sweet palate cleanser,” Rotunda said, the mousefolk’s fat tail twitching back and forth.  The Crown Prince went wide-eyed at the multi-berry mixture, perfectly curated.  He began eating it vigorously, consuming it all.


“Fantastic,” the Crown Prince said.  “Best of the night!  Well done, Rotunda!  Well done!” 


Rotunda blushed.  “Thank you, your Highness.  It’s an honor to cook and bake for you!” she said, bowing, her heavy belly squishing.


The Crown Prince, looking thoughtful, headed back up to the throne where the Queen awaited.  They talked for a long moment, and nodded.  “We have determined a winner!  The winner of this contest… is the Duchess Rotunda!” he declared.


There was polite, if somewhat nervous applause.  People were wondering why she was so fat.  Snobboria pouted, and Stylina sighed.  But decorum was important, so they put aside their frustration and politely applauded.


Rotunda gushed happily.  “T-THANK YOU!” she said.  “This is a true honor!” she said.


The Crown Prince nodded.  “I’m glad you think so.  I hope you and Lord Napoleon will be happy together.” 


“...Wait what?” Rotunda said, blinking.


“W-We thought the contest was to get engaged to YOU!” Stylina said.


“I never said that,” the Crown Prince said.


“Yes you did!” Snobboria snarled.  “You said you would declare yourself engaged!  That we would be members of the royal family!”  


“Yes.  And by marrying my cousin Napoleon, you’ll be in the royal family,” the Crown Prince said.  “As for me declaring myself engaged…”  She gestured into the nearby hallway.


A lovely young mousefolk in a simple dress came out.  She had plain features compared to Rotunda, Snobboria, and Stylina, and was very shy and humble.  She curtsied to everyone.  


The Crown Prince’s face was adoring, pulling her in and kissing her passionately, Rotunda, Stylina, and Snobboria feeling their hearts break at the sight.  “This is Kelly,” the Crown Prince said.  “One of the scullery maids in the kitchens, and the finest cook I’ve ever met.  Her kindness, her gentleness… It’s inspiring to me.  I couldn’t help but fall in love with her.  It took some doing, but… I managed to convince my mother to allow the engagement.” He smiled warmly at the Queen, who smiled back.  “I love her.  She loves me.  And together, we’ll make the kingdom a better, more loving place for all those who live in it.” 


Stylina stared.  “Are you fucking kidding me?” the warrior said, her hand flexing around her sword.  “Are you fucking KIDDING MEEEEEE?!” 


Snobboria was weeping.  “All of that work!  For NOTHING!!! NOTHING!!!!” 


Rotunda had gone deadly silent, lowering her head.  


The Crown Prince blinked.  “I don’t understand.  I told you-” 


“What were we supposed to think?!” Stylina shouted.  “You said ‘declare yourself engaged’ but never mentioned you’d already chosen a mate!”  


“Everything we did was because we wanted to marry you!” Snobboria wept.


“Who even is Napoleon, anyway?!” Stylina demanded.


“I told you this was a stupid idea,” the Queen’s advisor muttered.


The Crown Prince frowned.  “Him,” he said, pointing to the side.  There was a short, chubby, UGLY mousefolk male there, not really paying attention to the proceedings.  He picked his nose, digging in deep.  


Rotunda, Snobboria, and Stylina all stared.  Stylina drew her sword.


“WHOA!!” the Crown Prince said, moving Kelly behind him protectively.  “What’s wrong?” 


“You’re an idiot, and you’re going to die,” Stylina said coldly.


“I don’t think so,” the Queen said.  “He’s a fool, but he’s still my blood.  GUARDS!” 


The guards in the room all stepped forward, drawing their own swords.  Snobboria had fallen to her knees, catatonic at what she saw as a major betrayal.  Stylina sneered.  “I trained most of you.  You really think you can beat me?!” she shouted.


Rotunda just stomped forward, heading straight for the Crown Prince.  


The Crown Prince blinked.  “Rotunda?  Rotunda, what are you-” His voice was cut off as Rotunda grabbed him, shoving him head-first into his maw.  Everyone froze, watching in horror as Rotunda devoured him.  She didn’t stop to savor him, the massive fatty working off of pure, unadulterated rage.  She practically choked him down, gulping and gulping, her well-trained throat easily devouring someone who was about a third of her size by this point. 


The Crown Prince was terrified.  He had been a little concerned when Rotunda showed up so big, but he hadn’t known she’d do something like this.  He tried to struggle, but Rotunda was astonishingly strong.  He wiggled desperately to get out of her maw, but there was nothing he could do.  She was so much larger, so much stronger.  


Rotunda reared her head back as the Crown Prince’s hips fell into her mouth, starting to slurp up his legs as she reached out and grabbed Kelly.  The maid screamed in terror as she was shoved into Rotunda’s mouth just as she finished devouring the Crown Prince, her belly surging outward as he fell into her stomach.  She shoved Kelly in, and started gulping down the unfortunate, innocent maid.  Her throat worked like a machine, eagerly working the unfortunate woman down her gullet, her belly bulging out as she swallowed her down easier than the Crown Prince.


Kelly shrieked and screamed in terror, wondering what she did wrong.  In truth, she’d not done anything wrong.  Rotunda was just angry, and she happened to be connected to the source of her anger.  The maid sobbed openly, begging for rescue, begging for freedom, but none came.  She was doomed to become food for the mad Rotunda.  She felt herself slipping into the belly, where the Crown Prince was awaiting her.  


“My love… What happened!?” Kelly sobbed, clutching her already dissolving body to the Crown Prince, both of them being eaten away by acids.  “What is happening to us!?” 


“I don’t know, my dear,” the Crown Prince said, wincing as he felt his armor melting around him.  “We can only hope that someone will rescue us…”  


That hope was dashed when they noticed the Queen starting to enter Rotunda’s stomach, stretching out their prison even further.  “M-Mother?!” the Crown Prince said, recognizing the voice.


“Your Majesty… You too?” Kelly said.


“Perhaps I should have listened to my advisor and not allowed you to hold this contest to marry someone off to Napoleon.  Your cousin really is an unpleasant creature…” the Queen said.  


“Mother, I do not understand,” the Crown Prince said.  “Why is this happening?!” 


The Queen flinched as she found herself pressed fully into Rotunda’s stomach, Kelly blushing as she was sandwiched between her beloved and her in-law.  “Your Majesty, please…” Kelly said.  Is there anything that can be done to save us?” 


“I don’t know, child,” the Queen said.  “I surely do not know.” 


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORRRP!” 


Rotunda smacked her lips, belching heavily and rubbing her stomach, which had bulged out to look pregnant on Rotunda’s massive form.  The trio wiggled about in the massive mousefolk’s belly, slowly succumbing to her powerful digestive forces.  Her heavy belly brushed the ground, and she hiccuped.  “Stupid…” Rotunda muttered.  She glared at Napoleon, who was staring at her with fear.  “...Yeah, I don’t want to eat someone with booger fingers.  RUN.” 


The chubby little rodent squeaked and ran off.  Stylina finally broke out of her trance.  “Sh-She’s eaten the royal family!  KILL HER!!” 


Rotunda scowled.  “Weren’t you literally ready to kill the Prince yourself just a second ago?” 


“The Prince yes, but not the Queen!” Stylina shouted.  She lunged, striking with perfect precision.  But Rotunda was surprisingly quick, knocking her sword from her hands and picking Stylina up, stuffing her into her mouth ravenously.  This got the guards to react finally, Rotunda turning her gluttonous intentions to them as she swallowed up Stylina, the warrior mousefolk going down her throat in quick, heavy gulps.  


She quickly found herself in the belly of the mad Rotunda with the rest of the royal family.  “I am sorry!  I couldn’t defeat her!” she apologized as she was pressed into the Queen.


“No,” the Queen said.  “It is not your fault.  I was reluctant to agree to this, even if Napoleon did need to be married off.  “We can only hope that someone can defeat her.” 


As two guards at once were sliding into her massive gullet next, there seemed to be little chance of that happening.  Rotunda herself, she was operating on pure insulted rage and gluttony at this point, paying little attention to what she was eating.  She could hear the screams of her meals from inside her, but she paid them little mind, wanting to just lose herself in her feast.  Eating was good.  Eating made sense.  Eating didn’t want to abandon her and marry a maid.  


She ate and ate and ate.  Guards, servants, they were all swallowed up by her.  And as she ate, she grew.  Not just in fat, that was a given.  But the more she ate, the stronger her stomach acids became, dissolving her prey into fat and height more quickly.  The royal family, Stylina, and the unfortunate Snobboria and Kelly were quickly processed into blubber for the ever-swelling, ever-growing Rotunda.  


As her belly grew outward, the rest of her body grew upward, her skeleton and muscle mass absorbing her victims.  Eventually, she grew so tall she pressed against the roof of the castle.  Grunting, still lost in her gluttonous haze, she punched her way through the ceiling and let the rubble rain down on her, fat hands shoving the stone into her mouth as she grew and grew and grew.  She moaned in bliss, savoring the crunch, the flavor of the stone a nice mix with all the mice she kept eating.  And as she bashed her way through the castle, she grabbed whatever was in range, shoveling into her belly, which began to get lumpy as she filled herself up with stone and masonry.  Her stomach knocked down walls, people literally falling into her mouth as she got taller and taller.  


People were being crushed in her belly, and Rotunda didn’t care.  She just wanted to eat, to drown her sorrows.  Inside her gut, as the rubble of the castle was churned around, the mass of people she had eaten before her had been crushed unto a bloody mess.  But Rotunda kept gorging.  She scooped up rubble, scooped up people, shoving them into her mouth, her stomach growing further and further outward, bursting out of the castle in a dramatic explosion and starting to ooze over the drawbridge as the lumpy, heavy bulge attempted to digest everything she’d swallowed.


It was only when she’d gotten TALLER than the castle, when the sun shone into her eyes that she stopped, fully assessing how big she’d gotten from rage-digesting the castle and everyone in it.  She felt her face, which had become triple-chinned, her ass having grown so much it almost reached above her.  Her breasts were titanically huge masses of meat, wobbling heavily with her slightest breath.  Her stomach bulged out incredibly from her torso, actually having grown taller than she was, a great, heavy sack of stone-filled flesh, bulging out lumpily, crushing sounds coming from her gut as her acids broke everything down.


She coughed, groaning.  “OOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRP!!  Ugh, so full… UUUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!!!” she belched, rubbing her massive belly.  


Around her, guards and servants who survived the initial rampage all watched fearfully as Rotunda sat her massive ass down.  The mouse groaned in a mix of pain and pleasure, caressing her huge, heavy belly.  “UUUUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!  Fuck.  That’s… oooogh…” she moaned.


FFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTT


A court noble gulped as he was thrust forward.  He cast a voice amplifier spell on himself so the giant (to him) mousefolk could hear him over the gurgling and crunching of her stomach.


“GREAT PRINCESS ROTUNDA!” the noble said.  “WE HONOR YOU AS THE RULER OF OUR COUNTRY!”  


Rotunda blinked, looking in the direction of the voice.  “Princess?  Me?” she asked.


“YES YOU, GREAT ONE!” the noble said.


“But I’m just a Duchess,” Rotunda protested.  “I can’t be a Princess.  I didn’t marry the Crown Prince.” 


“NO, BUT YOU DID EAT HIM.  AND HIS FIANCEE.  AND THE CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD.  AND THE QUEEN,” the noble clarified.  “THERE’S… A BIT OF A SUCCESSION ISSUE THESE DAYS.”  


Rotunda blinked, looking down at her belly.  “...Ooooooh, right, I did that,” she said.


FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPT


“Wait, wouldn’t that make me the queen?” Rotunda asked.  


“AAH…  NO.  THERE IS A RULE – TO TAKE THE THRONE PROPERLY, ONE MUST BE WED,” the noble explained.


“So I GOTTA have a husband?” Rotunda said poutily.


“I’M AFRAID SO,” the noble said.  


Rotunda pouted.  FFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPT.  She also pooted.


“Well, that’s annoying,” Rotunda said.  “Are you sure there’s no way around this?”


“I AM AFRAID NOT, YOUR IMMENSENESS.  IT IS ONE OF THE OLDEST, MOST IMPORTANT LAWS OF THE LAND,” the noble said.  “BUT THERE ARE KINGDOMS RULED BY PRINCESSES...”


Rotunda sighed.  “Fiiiiiiiiiine,” she said.  “But can it wait until I finish digesting all of this?” 


“OF COURSE, YOUR IMMENSENESS!” the noble said.  “YOU CAN DO WHATEVER YOU LIKE!!!” 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Now…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


“And so I digested.  And my people sent out missives looking for kingdoms looking for suitors.  And here we are!” Rotunda said pleasantly.


Ergo, Jazzlyn, and the various servants all stared.  “I… hm…” Ergo said.


FFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPLPLPLPLPLPLPLPLPLPLPLPL


“Yeah, I can’t wait anymore,” Rotunda said.  “Where’s your guest bathrooms?”


“Not far from here,” Ergo said, giving directions.  


“All right,” Rotunda said.  “Thank you!  I apologize in advance if I destroy a toilet.  ...You may want to give your janitors a raise, though.” 


“W-We use nonsapient constructs to clean the bathrooms,” Jazzlyn said.  “They have sanitzation spells built into them to keep them from getting too messy.” 


“Perfect,” Rotunda said, waddling away.


Once she was gone, everyone stared at each other for a long, awkward moment.  


“...Well,” Ergo said.  “That was…  I don’t even have words.” 


“She’s an idiot,” Sir Martin said flatly.  “A greedy, destructive, petty idiot.” 


“I don’t know.  After that dumb contest it felt like a valid crashout,” Jazzlyn said.


Ergo rubbed her temples.  She was so stunned by Rotunda’s blithering idiocy that she couldn’t even bring herself to eat.  For now.  “This is certainly a situation.  I don’t know whether or not we should let her pursue you, Jazzlyn, or roll her off of a cliff to keep her from eating the kingdom.” 


“With that much padding?  She’d probably bounce,” Sir Martin muttered.


Jazzlyn giggled.  After a few moments thought, she said, “...I want to try,” Jazzlyn said.


Ergo gave Jazzlyn an intense look.  “Are you sure?” she demanded.


“It’s rare that I get a suitor who’s a true kindred spirit,” Jazzlyn said.  “I mean… who knows?  We might get along!” 


Ergo and Sir Martin traded looks.  “...Are you sure, my dear one?” Ergo asked.


Jazzlyn smiled.  “I think so, yeah!” she said.  “She’s… stupid.  But the kind of stupid that you can manipulate.  Plus, she’s SO damn cute.” 


“An argument could be made that chihuahuas are cute,” Sir Martin muttered.  “They’re still bitey little nightmares.” 


“They are cute!” Jazzlyn protested.  “You just don’t know how to handle them.”


Sir Martin made an annoyed noise.  Ergo rolled her eyes.  She couldn’t escape the uneasy feeling in her massive gut.  But her daughter’s earnest eyes and clear desire stirred something within her.  “...All right,” she said.  


“Really!?!” Jazzlyn said happily.  “Thank you, mother!”  She ran over and kissed Ergo deeply, Ergo just barely resisting the urge to press her tongue into her daughter’s mouth, an incestuous surge going through her.  Sir Martin noticed this desperate longing on Ergo’s face, started to comment on it…  


Everything is fine and it is perfectly alright if silly nobles fuck each other, said a voice in his head.


Sir Martin blinked, and relaxed.  Nobles, especially royals, were silly creatures.  Honestly, he was surprised they hadn’t fucked already.  


Angelina removed her hand from the back of Sir Martin’s head.  She glanced down the hallway, frowning, something about Rotunda raising her hackles.  She bit her lip, vowing to keep an eye on her. 


“...Just be careful,” Ergo said as the kiss broke.  “Please?  For me?” 


Jazzlyn nodded.  “I will,” she said, waddling down the hall, following the stench.  Not as toxic as the stench in her mother’s personal quarters/dining hall, but still pretty potent.  


She found Rotunda squeezing her flabby hips out of the restroom.  “Yeah, I’m… legitimately sorry,” the titanic mousefolk said.  “I kept it in the bowl as much as I could.” 


Jazzlyn peered in briefly, just to see the level of mess.  She didn’t like looking at what came after.  “Oh.  Oh, we’ve had much worse guests using the toilets,” she said.  


“...Do I even want to know?” Rotunda said.


“Let’s just say that no member of the cleaning staff is able to eat chocolate pudding anymore,” Jazzlyn said, amused. 


“EEEEEW!” Rotunda cackled.  “EEWWWW!” She shook her head.  “Yeah, one of the first things I did that was an actual benefit to my queendom was improving the sewage facilities.”  


Jazzlyn nodded.  “Same here,” she said.  “Or have you not noticed that the toilet was able to hold someone as big as you?” 


“...Ergo has a toilet?” Rotunda said, genuinely impressed.


Jazzlyn nodded.  “We… have our habits.  So Mom has made sure that there’s plenty of ways to keep things clean and not horribly messy,” she said.


“Huh,” Rotunda said.  “Neat!”  The towering rodent stroked her chins.  “...I’m hungry.  You hungry?” 


“That’s a common state of being for you, isn’t it?” Jazzlyn teased.


“Oh, goodness yes,” Rotunda said, the mousegirl chuckling.  “I like you.  You’re cute.”  She hugged Jazzlyn to her massive belly, Jazzlyn blushing as she found her face caught between boob and belly.  (Rotunda was TALL.)  She blushed, nuzzling Rotunda’s silky soft fur.  “Heh.  Like the fluff?” 


“I do,” Jazzlyn admitted.


Rotunda smiled.  “Dunno what it is, but my fur’s gotten softer as I got flabbier,” she said.  “Not complaining.  I’ve had a few partners who like that.  Skinny fucks that I ate later.” 


“Glad I’m not skinny, then,” Jazzlyn said, patting her massive belly.  


Rotunda just smiled for a long moment.  “Anyway,” she said.  “Howzabout-” 


“My lady?” said a muscular guard in armor that made it seem that his eyes were glowing and his face was trapped in shadow.  He came up to the duo, sword drawn.  “Bandits are attacking the northern gate.  They have casters, rogues, assassins, warriors…  We need to get you and your guest to safety.” 


Rotunda shook her head.  “See, you call that a threat.  I call that opportunity to have a big meal,” she said.  “And maybe a quickie.” 


Jazzlyn blinked.  “Seriously?  They have casters.” 


“And we have all consuming appetites,” Rotunda said.  “Let’s go defend the kingdom, shall we?” She smiled, holding out her hand to Jazzlyn.  


Jazzlyn blushed, and accepted it.  “...Sir Falcor.  Take us to the northern gate.” 


“I… Yes ma’am!” Sir Falcor said, the shadow-faced knight reeeeally hoping Ergo wouldn’t eat him for this.  He led them through the castle, to the sounds of battle.  


There were swordsmen, spellcasters, archers, fast moving men in black garb, knights, knights on horses… they had broken through, but were being held at bay by Ergo’s forces for the moment.


And then Rotunda and Jazzlyn showed up.  “Excuse me!  Hi!  Can I get service in this restaurant?” 


“YOU!” shouted the lead warrior, a man in heavy armor on a horse.  “You foul creature!  We know what you are, Rotunda!” 


“...Shit, this may be partially my fault,” she said to the gathered local knights.  “You’re from the kingdom of Lamanchia, aren’t you?” 


“You ate our entire crop yield for the year, AND all our farmers!  We had NOTHING!  We had to become MERCENARIES!” the leader declared.


Rotunda scratched her belly.  “It was my birthday, man.  I needed enough food to properly celebrate!” 


“Your celebration left our kingdom destitute!” the lead warrior shouted. 


“...My bad?” Rotunda said.  “You could be handling this a lot better.  I mean, mercenaries?  Really?  Following me to a kingdom I’ve visiting to look for a bride?  Kinda creepy…” 


“You’re creepy!” a caster shouted.


“Great comeback,” Jazzlyn shouted. “The fact is, you’ve invaded our kingdom unprovoked to attack a noblewoman here for a peaceful courtship.  Your lives are forfeit!” 


“It’s worth it if we can kill her!” shouted an archer, who fired three arrows in quick succession before the guards could stop him.  


The arrows hit Rotunda head on.  She looked at the arrows in her flabby boobs, and pulled them out.  The wounds healed almost instantly, and Rotunda swallowed the arrows as easily as if they were candy. 


“Whoa…” Jazzlyn said, impressed.  


Rotunda smiled.  “Yeah, I’ve eaten a LOT of different things,” she said.  “One of them was a fairy colony that left me with the ability to regenerate from all but the most severe injuries.” 


“That is AWESOME!” Jazzlyn said.  


“I can do magic, too,” Rotunda said, gesturing to Jazzlyn and holding up her hand.  A glowing light briefly surrounded her.  “Protection from Harm.  Getting shot hurts like hell, but I’ve learned to ignore it.” 


“Oooh, wait,” Jazzlyn said excitedly.  “Does this mean what I think it does?”  


Rotunda smiled.  “It means dinner is served,” she said, licking her lips.  “Let’s end these pains in our neck once and for all.” 


Jazzlyn cracked her knuckles.  “I get to FIGHT.  This is awesome!” she said.


Rotunda smiled, flinching a little as a fireball hit her.  “Rude,” she said.  “You’re first, little caster.”  She immediately charged said caster, a handsome young man with blonde hair.  He cast fireball again and again, bowling over the other soldiers like tenpins as she grabbed the wizard and shoved him into his mouth, book and all.  She gulped and gulped, quickly sending the unfortunate wizard down into her belly, which didn’t even distend a little due to how fat Rotunda was.  She picked up the dropped glowing magical tome of the caster she ate, and swallowed that, hiccuping up a fireball, the burn scars already fading.


“MONSTER!” shouted a woman in heavy armor.  Rotunda almost casually caught the morning star that the warrior tried to bring down on her head, and ripped it from the warrior woman’s hands, tossing it over her shoulder.


“That’s just rude,” Rotunda said, stuffing the warrior woman int her mouth.  She eagerly began swallowing the heavily armored woman, everyone watching in numb shock as the muscular, metal-armored bandit was shoved down Rotunda’s throat.  The woman kicked helplessly as Rotunda swallowed her.  She gulped and gulped, and the unfortunate warrior slid down completely into her gullet, her stomach bulging a little from the woman’s sheer mass.  “UUUUUUARARRRRRRRP!!” Rotunda belched.  “...Well?  Don’t just stand there!  Unless you want me to eat all the food!” 


Jazzlyn blinked.  “OH!  Right, right!  Sorry!” she said.  “They’re people, not food, but I guess because they’re raiders I can think of them as just food…”  She turned her attention to the archer that shot Rotunda initially, the man lining up another shot.  She grabbed him before he could, the shot going wild and hitting the lead warrior in the ass.  Jazzlyn shoved him into her ravenous, drooling mouth, and started swallowing.  The archer shrieked an unmanly shriek of terror, struggling desperately in the grasp of the ravenous glutton.  She slurped him up, her heavily obese stomach surging forward a little as the archer was added to it.  


And oh, what fun it was to use her stomach in defense of her kingdom.  The metal and leader the archer was wearing was going to be a bitch to pass later, but in the moment?  The flavor was absolutely exquisite.  She loved it, love the feel of someone who tried to hurt her people writhing around in her belly.  She licked her lips ravenously, and drooled shamelessly as she looked at the remaining bandits.  “MORE…” she said hungrily.


Every native of Grimmshelm took about thirty steps back quite suddenly.


“ATTAGIRL!” Rotunda said, having picked up her last meals weapon and using it to fend off attacks directed her way.  She flipped an assassin trying to garotte her off of her and leaped up, landing butt first on the unfortunate assassin.  


FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPTT


Jazzlyn didn’t notice the dying scream of horror from the assassin.  She was grabbing a female caster that was using buffing spells, stuffing the shrieking woman into her mouth, slobbering all over her robes as she devoured her.  She sucked her down like a noodle, groaning in pleasure the entire time, the woman’s robes becoming soaked as she disappeared down Jazzlyn’s throat, joining the archer in bulging out Jazzlyn’s belly.  


“This… this can’t be happening!” the support sorceress seemed.


“The ACIDS currently melting us suggest that it is!  LET US OUT!!” the archer screamed.  


“HELP!” the sorceress screamed.


Jazzlyn ignored them.  She just moved on to her next prey.


The guards, all standing back, watched as Jazzlyn and Rotunda pretty much decimated the raiders.  “...Huh,” said a younger female guard.  “Y’know, I’ve never really seen the Princess on a tear like this.” 


Jazzlyn was going wild, raiders starting to run away in fear, Jazzlyn catching up to some of them and stuffing them down her throat.  She ate and ate and ate, swallowing down raider after raider, her stomach becoming so huge that she started using it as a weapon to fight the raiders.  She was slobbering like an animal, gluttonously feasting on everything around her.


“Really?” said another guard, an older man.  “She was like this when the castle had a rat infestation and we got them all in the same room with her.” 


“It was funny,” said an older guardswoman.  “She kept sliding around on her belly to catch them, like one of those… whatcha call’em… flightless birds, far northern kingdoms…” 


“Penguins?” suggested the male guard.


“That’s the one,” the guardswoman said.


A terrified whinny drew the attention of the guards over to Rotunda.  Rotunda herself had several healing sword slashes and burn scars on her massive body, as well as the distinctive scarring of lightning damage quickly healing as well.  Arrows and spears stuck out of her body, her gut dragging heavily on the ground as she swung herself about.  She was currently devouring the horse of the lead warrior, who was desperately grabbing at his companion as the heavily armored horse was swallowed up whole and alive into Rotunda’s belly, making a visible bulge in her gut as it descended down.  The poor stallion’s legs kicked the air desperately, but Rotunda’s gluttony was unstoppable.


And she was visibly aroused, too.  The titanic fatty’s dress has been slashed open, revealing her huge, blubbersome breasts to the guards, the nipples firm and on full display.  Rotunda greedily stuffed the horse in, swallowing up leather saddle and barding, the lead warrior screaming and building up to a big attack, one that looked capable of consuming even Rotunda in its wake.


Sir Falcor practically few over, the knight in his avian-themed armor barely touching the ground as he punched the lead warrior in the face, sending him spiraling to the ground.  He pulled out his sword, ready to behead the leader.


“UUUUUUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRPPPP!  No, wait stop!” Rotunda yelled.  “Subdue him!” 


Sir Falcor looked over at Rotunda.  The massive warhorse was visibly struggling, legs kicking out desperately to try and get out, the horse unable to find purchase.  A skull was visibly crushed under the flailing hooves of the horse as it was digested in Rotunda’s massive stomach.


“...Very well,” Sir Falcor said, casting a spell that wrapped the lead warrior in chains of feathers.  “But why?” 


“I have a fun idea for me and Jazzlyn later,” Rotunda said.


She wants to fuck him, every knight there thought.  


Jazzlyn, meanwhile, was starting to struggle with her final opponent.  A massive, axe-wielding man even bigger than the warrior leader.  The survivors of the raid had all fled, leaving their ten comrades who had been devoured already by the two gluttonous women to digest.  


The problem was that the axe-wielder was hitting hard enough for her to feel it even through the shield.  And after the initial adrenaline had faded, Jazzlyn became tired fast and started wheezing.  She was essentially now a huge, heavy-bellied target, her blubber wobbling heavily, her gut a massive bed of blubber with bodies breaking down inside of it.  


“Freak!  Cannibal!  Eat my friends, will you!?” the axe-wielder shouted.  “I will crush you in the name of our fallen country!  And then I will behead Rotunda!  And then I will find a mousefolk and stick them up my ass just to make fun of her!” 


“...That sounded better in your head, didn’t it?” Jazzlyn said, grimacing.


“You ate the guy that makes the cool sounding proclaimations!” the axe-wielder snarled.  “I just break shit!!” He slammed his axe on Jazzlyn’s belly, several bodies breaking down inside her.


“BBBBBBBRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRP!!!” 


FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPTTT


“This hurts, admittedly, but you’re helping me digest your friends,” Jazzlyn said.  The axe-wielder kicked her in response.  “OW!  That… okay, Protection from Harm is wearing off, Rotunda!” 


The guards started to move, but Rotunda sloshed her vast gut over to the brute.  She was about to tap the brute on the shoulder, but the horse in her belly did that for her.


“What the-” the axe-wielder said.


Rotunda just flat out decked the man across the face, making him spin so fast he drilled partially into the ground.  “With size, comes strength,” Rotunda said, clasping her hands and feigning profoundity.  “BBBBBBBBRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAARRRRPPP!” 


Jazzlyn giggled.  “Thank you,” she said.  “That was GENUINELY fun.”  She smacked her lips, rubbing her titanic belly.  “UUUUUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPP!” 


Rotunda smiled.  “I get the feeling you don’t get much chance to go all out, don’t you,” she said, looking curious.


“No,” Jazzlyn said.  “There are days I long to, when I know I can out-eat my mother, but… My people are important to me.  I can’t just ruin them like that.” 


“As opposed to me, who ruins OTHER kingdoms with my appetite,” Rotunda chuckled.  “We’re pretty much roving conquerors at this point.” 


Red flag, Jazzlyn and the guards all noted.  


“But there’s still the older rules I feel I have to follow,” Rotunda said.  “I mean, I did eat the royal family, so that means I have to follow their rules.”  She waddled around the battlefield, picking up discard tomes and eating them.  


“I… guess it can work like that,” Jazzlyn said, watching the horse slowly dying inside her.  “It’s incredible, though…” 


“What is?” Jazzlyn said around the tome she was swallowing.  “UUUUUUAAARRRRRPP!”


“That you can eat so many different things so freely,” Jazzlyn said.  “I mean, I’m going to be passing most of this clothing and armor I ate without digesting it much.  I’m just hoping a shoe doesn’t get stuck in my intestines again… I was cramping for weeks before the surgeons were able to figure out what’s wrong.” 


Rotunda grimaced.  “I’ll teach you a technique for melting down all that junk in your belly,” she said.  “It’ll make it come out smooth as the pudding your cleaning staff can’t eat anymore.” 


“Please stop,” Sir Falcor begged.  “I still like chocolate pudding.” 


Rotunda chuckled.  “Sorry about that,” she said.  


“What do we do with these two?” the young guardswoman asked, pointing to the warrior leader and the axe-wielder.


Jazzlyn looked to Rotunda, blushing, wordlessly communicating what she thought the plan was.  Rotunda shamelessly nodded.  Jazzlyn giggled.  “Make sure they’re properly secured and send them to my bedroom,” she said.  “They won’t live past tonight… but we’re going to get some fun out of them at first.” 


Called it, thought the guards.  They moved over to the two survivors, the warrior leader just glaring stoically at Rotunda, who didn’t even look his way. The axe-wielder was unconscious from Rotunda’s punch, groaning.  


“You ever eat a horse before?” Rotunda asked.


“Not whole like that,” Jazzlyn admitted.  “Too wigglyYYYYYYYYUUUUUURRRRRRP!!” 


“You GOTTA try it,” Rotunda said, licking her lips and rubbing her massive belly.  “The wiggling is just FANTASTIC, if you don’t mind the internal bruises.” 


FFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPTT


“Internal bruising?” Jazzlyn said, concerned.


“Oh yeah,” Rotunda said.  “Horses have mad kicks.  Especially when they’re whole and alive in your stomach.  Leaves some big internal bruises, though.  You have to stick to just people so as not to agitate them while they heal.  No rubble or swords or anything like that.” 


“You have some interesting ideas, my friend,” Jazzlyn said, chuckling.  


Rotunda grinned.  “I UAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP whooo!” she said.  “There’s a lot to be said about eating things as big as you.” 


“Oh, I’ve done that,” Jazzlyn said, patting her massive belly.


“Y’know?” Rotunda said, looking her over.  “I can see it.  You strike me as a gal with a right proper appetite.”  


“All-consuming and all-destructive?” Jazzlyn teased.  “Like yours?


“...Well, yeah,” Rotunda said.  “I’m honestly surprised you’re not tearing chunks out of the land like I do some time.” 


“The land belongs to the people, not me,” Jazzlyn said.


Rotunda shrugged.  Her belly surged outward from the horse’s kick, a loud, terrified whinny coming from said horse.  She gasped in pleasure, letting out another massive belch as her meals writhed about within her.  


“BBBBBBRRRRRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRP!” the mousefolk princess belched, rubbing her stomach.  “Whoo.  Nothing like a long day of eating losers, eh?” Rotunda said, grinning.


“Not THAT long,” Jazzlyn said.  FFFRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPTTTTTTTTT


“So long,” Rotunda said.


“Not my fault your stamina is trash,” Jazzlyn teased.


Rotunda laughed wildly.  “Oh, I LIKE YOU!”  


Jazzlyn grinned.  “Wanna head up to my room for a nightcap with the last two?” 


“In a sec,” Rotunda said.  “I’m still digesting the horse…” 


Jazzlyn looked thoughtful, coming over to rub Rotunda’s belly as the horse died violently inside of her.  She’d never eaten horse before…


Suddenly, the stable boys all felt a surge of protectiveness for their horses.  


“UUUUUUUUUUAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!  Oooh, that feels good,” Rotunda said.  “You got magic hands.” 


Jazzlyn smiled.  “I rub Mama’s tummy sometimes.  She’s always eating,” she said.  “As long as she’s awake, she’s eating.” 


“I noticed,” Rotunda said.  “Tell you what, I envy her dedication.” 


“Me too, honestly,” Jazzlyn said.  “And she figured out how to do it without hurting the kingdom!  She raises food dragons, Rotunda!”  


“Shit, really!?” Rotunda said, grinning.  “Hell, I might just marry into this kingdom for the cuisine alone!”  


Jazzlyn blushed.  “Well, I’m hoping for more reason that that…” she said.  She didn’t know why, but she really liked Rotunda.  She felt like a kindred spirit, almost.  


Rotunda laughed, her heavy belly jiggling.  “Yeah, you’re a cutey, so you’d be the main reason.  ...And the food.” 


That got both women laughing.

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Meanwhile…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


The warrior leader and the axe-wielder, stripped of weapons and clothes, were forcibly tied to Jazzlyn’s massive bed and couch respectively.  


“Stay calm, brother,” the warrior leader said.  “We are in the right.”  


“No,” Sir Martin said.  “You led an attack on our kingdom.  So you will feed it.” 


“I attacked to stop a menace from destroying your kingdom!” the warrior leader shouted.  “You have no idea what you’ve let into your kingdom!” 


The axe-wielder sneered.  “You saw that fat slut she was with,” he said, not noticing Sir Martin freeze, he and the other servants glaring angrily at him.  “She knew EXACTLY what she was dealing with.  I bet she’s just as evil as Rotunda is, and-” He let out a long string of slurs, derogatory remarks, and general insults, everyone getting madder and madder.


The warrior leader discreetly scooted away from his idiot companion.  


Angelina suddenly shoved her way to the front of the line.  “OKAY,” she said.  “Gentlemen, ladies, I’ll handle taking the idiot tax.  Shoo.  Our Mistress and her new companion will be here soon.” 


The servants and Sir Martin reluctantly strode away, leaving Angelina alone with the axe-wielder and the warrior leader.  “And what can you do, little maid?” the axe-wielder said.


Angelina just smiled.  And produced a scalpel.  With surprising strength, she forced the axe-wielder’s mouth open and cut off his tongue, using a healing spell to keep his mouth from filling with blood too much.  The axe-wielder screamed, Angelina smirking and eating the unfortunate man’s tongue, letting blood drip down her chin before wiping it away.  


“...Was that necessary?” the warrior leader asked.


“Not really.  But he offended me,” Angelina said.  


“What are you?” the warrior leader asked softly.  “I’ve never seen healing use dark energy…” 


“Exactly what you think I am,” Angelina said, grinning savagely.  


“...You serve this kingdom?” the warrior leader asked.


“A complicated question which I refuse to answer on the grounds that I don’t want to,” Angelina said, smirking.


“Rotunda is more dangerous than you know.  If you need Jazzlyn alive for whatever plans you may have for this kingdom, watch Rotunda,” the warrior leader said.


Angelina frowned.  “Rotunda is an imbecile,” she said.


“That doesn’t mean she isn’t DANGEROUS!” the warrior leader insisted.  “Just… think about it.  Please.  For all our sakes.” 


Angelina hesitated for one of the only times in her life, walking away while muttering to herself incoherently and uncertainly.


The warrior leader sighed.  The axe-wielder whimpered.  The warrior leader scowled.  “...Oh what did you expect to happen?  Spewing all of that to the people holding us prisoner.”  The axe-wielder whimpered again.  “Be silent,” the warrior leader muttered.


There was a great, heavy thudding, along with casual conversation as Jazzlyn and Rotunda headed towards the bedroom.


“...Y’know I’ve never liked booze?” Rotunda said.  “Doesn’t really do anything for me, and I don’t like the flavor.” 


“I’ll drink wine now and then,” Jazzlyn said.  “But mostly alcohol makes me pee too much.  And with how fat I am, if I’m not ready for it…” 


“Oooh, yeah, that can be a problem.  Gets in the folds and…” Rotunda blinked, peering in the room.  “Oh hey, its dumb and dumber!” 


Jazzlyn smiled, looking in the room.  “Ah.  Welcome to my room, Rotunda,” she said.


Rotunda looked around, taking in the pictures and plush toys and other things, including a rather prominent painting of a landscape-sized Ergo snuggling with a baby Jazzlyn.  “That you as a kid?” she asked.


Jazzlyn smiled, nodding.  “Mother had it commissioned,” she said.  “She said the day I was born was the happiest moment of her life…”  She smiled softly.  “She wanted it commemorated.”  


“Awww, that is sweet!” Rotunda said happily.


“She lies,” the warrior leader said.  “She cares nothing for sweetness except its flavor.” 


“Seriously, dude, you gotta get over it,” Rotunda said.


“YOU RUINED OUR KINGDOM!” the warrior leader shouted.  “Devoured it out from underneath us!” The axe-wielder growled at her.


Rotunda snorted.  “Ruined.  Past tense.  Get over it,” she said, looking back to Jazzlyn.  “Listen, you mind if I go in first?  I got something I wanna say to our dessert here.”  


“Go ahead,” Jazzlyn said.


Rotunda nodded.  She started into the door… and got her wide, heavily fattened hips stuck.  “...Well, this is embarrassing,” she said.  


Jazzlyn snickered.  “This happens to me from time to time,” she said.  “Here, lemme…”  Jazzlyn hefted her belly up, the prey-fattened mass dragging on the floor a little, stepped back a bit, and ran forward, ramming Rotunda in the butt.  Jazzlyn’s surprising strength plus her weight easily forced Rotunda through. 


SPLOP


Rotunda stumbled forward, landing on her belly, which didn’t allow her to fall any further.  “Thanks!” she called out.


“You good in there?” Jazzlyn said.  


“For certain definitions of it,” Rotunda said, smirking at the warrior leader and axe-wielder.  She pushed herself upright off of her belly.  


Jazzlyn smiled, pushing her way in, wiggling her prey-fattened hips to get them through, her cheeks clapping with each thrust side to side.  Rotunda nodded in approval.  “Impressive,” she said.  “Usually takes me a few minutes to get through on my own when I’m stuck.” 


“I’ve learned the rhythms,” Jazzlyn said.  “With my appetite and bad habits, its a survival instinct.”  She giggled.


“Fair, fair,” Rotunda said.  “And speaking of survival…” 


The warrior leader looked away.  “You might as well just eat us,” he said.  “We hold no attraction to either of you.” 


Jazzlyn snorted.  “Rude,” she said, turning to the axe-wielder.  “How about you, stud?  You got anything to say?”  When he said nothing, Jazzlyn frowned.  “...Seriously, dude, say something.”


The warrior leader sighed.  “He can’t,” he said.  “One of your maids, the shadowy one, removed his tongue after he said numerous slurs and insults towards you.” 


Jazzlyn blinked, and glared at the axe-wielder, who glared right back, as if to say he regrets nothing.  “...Well, aren’t you the living embodiment of the word ‘special,” she muttered.


Rotunda actually pouted.  “Mean, letting your tongue get cut off like that,” she said.


“...How is that mean?” Jazzlyn said.  “Also, I’m pretty sure that cutting someone’s tongue off is mean to them.”  The axe-wielder nodded vigorously.


“It means he can’t eat you out,” Rotunda said sadly.  “And since I’m calling dibs on the boss man here, I don’t want you to feel left out.” 


Jazzlyn blinked.  “...Oh.  Yeah,” she said, giggling.  “I can see how that would make the process more difficult.”  She looked at them.  “There’s still the question of getting them aroused enough to do it with us…” 


“Oh, I can handle that,” Rotunda said, smiling.  “I’ve got a compulsion spell I learned after eating the book that held it.” The two males froze in fear.  


“...You learned a spell by eating a book?” Jazzlyn asked.  “How does that even work?” 


“Quite well, thank you,” Rotunda said merrily.  Jazzlyn facepalmed, laughing.  


“MONSTER!” the warrior leader shouted.  “SUCCUBUS!  I will NEVER-” 


“Ssssssshhh…” Rotunda said, a mist coming from her mouth and wrapping around the two men.  “Just relax and let mama make you feel good…” 


The mist enveloped the two men, Jazzlyn watching with interested as they struggled against its effects.  Their muscles actually bulged, growing larger, as their dicks not only got erect, but swelled in size, growing to ridiculous levels.


“Dizzy… can’t think…” the warrior leader moaned.


“That’s the extra blood going to your dong,” Rotunda said, smiling.  “I know I’m not the brightest, but I do know what I’m doing when it comes to pleasuring myself.” 


Both men struggled, their expressions becoming lustful as they fell under the spell of the titanic mousefolk.  “Damn… you…” the warrior leader muttered.


“Many would argue too late on that one,” Rotunda said, smirking.  “Anyway, dibs on the one that can still talk.” 


Jazzlyn chuckled.  “Fair, fair,” she said, blushing at the axe-wielder’s enhanced member.  “Good gods, its bigger than some of my toys…” 


The axe-wielder just grunted lustfully, moving his hips as best he could considering how horny he was.  He was already completely lost to the spell, groaning in desire.  


“Just sit on him and bounce,” Rotunda said, chuckling.  “It’s not like either of these fools are making it out of this room alive.” 


Jazzlyn thought about the invasion, and chuckled.  “True, true,” she said.  Her pussy dripping with need, the amazingly fat woman mounting the unfortunate axe-wielder.  She shivered as she felt the brute’s thick, heavy manmeat penetrate her.  “Ooohh, that’s good…” She said, starting to move her hips, her belly bouncing up and down on the man’s face.  She moaned happily, fondling her fat belly and breasts as she made love to the doomed warrior.  


Rotunda chuckled.  “Your turn, cutie,” she said.  


“I hate you,” the warrior leader said.


“I know,” Rotunda said.  “I don’t care.”  She was honestly impressed with his willpower.  But she had needs.  And everything that existed was meant to serve her needs.  She spread her fat, flabby legs, used magic to part her thigh meat, and lowered herself down onto the unfortunate warrior leader.  She groaned, feeling his enhanced member penetrate her womanhood, the massive mousefolk groaning in delight as she started to move her hips up and down, shivering in pleasure as the warrior leader’s dick plunged in and out of her depths.  


“Fuck…” Jazzlyn moaned, shivering in pleasure.  “This is… Some sorta freaky bondage and I love it!!” she said.  Each movement of her hips send her blubbersome body jiggling as she made love to the axe-wielder.  She could feel him squirming beneath her, and it was was a testament to her kindness that she honestly hoped he as having a good time.  Almost everyone deserved a little bliss before they died.  She licked her lips.  And there was so much BEEF on this muscle guy.


“Mmmmnnh!!” the axe-wielder hated it.  He hated that Jazzlyn was literally the best lover he ever had.  Her pussy was so tight and gripping and her body was so delightfully soft.  He knew he was gonna die.  But at least he got to fuck a woman one last time.  Even if he was far more obese than he’d preferred.  Honestly, in his next life, he might give a fat woman a chance.  …Granted, there had to BE a next life.  But here’s hoping.


“Oh yeah…” Rotunda muttered, shivering in delight.  She bobbed her mountainous hips up and down, savoring the displeasure of the unfortunate warrior leader.  “Fuck… Your body can’t help it, can you?” she cooed, groping and fondling her belly, her favorite part of her body.  She licked her lips, panting as she rode the unfortunate man.  She was going to enjoy this feast, oh yes.  


“Fuck… I am sorry, my brother,” the warrior leader grunted, his face covered by Rotunda’s stinking belly underside.  Despite the smell, despite the toxic air, he was physically enjoying himself.  Rotunda’s pussy was actually stimulating him.  He felt like a traitor, to his long devoured wife and children, but damn it, a man couldn’t help it sometimes!  Especially a man helpless and enchanted!  My wife will forgive me in the afterlife… He told himself over and over again, hoping he’d believe it eventually.  


Jazzlyn was humping the man vigorously.  The axe-wielder’s dick was divine, and she could feel it starting to slicken with precum as she rode him.  She was delighted, pleasure shooting through her, wet noises coming from beneath her as she made love to the unfortunate man.  She groaned in delight, her massive body quivering as she came close to orgasm, her pussy spasming as pleasure shot through her immense frame.  Something about all this was just fun!  A twisted, happy fun!  It reminded her a lot of the shadowy maid.  


Somewhere, Angelina felt extremely offended.  


The axe-wielder panted heavily.   Mostly because of the massive weight atop his body.  He struggled desperately, his mind a mix of lust and fear.  He felt… well, he felt great, actually.  He wanted to say something, anything, but that devil maid, whomever she was… he wished he could remember her name.  He wanted to curse it as he perished.  


Rotunda panted heavily, making her massive breasts wobble as she bounced up and down on the warrior leader.  “Fuck… Fuck…” Rotunda moaned, caressing and squeezing her massive belly as she had her fun.  Pleasure was shooting through her titanic body, her pussy sopping wet as she felt herself rising to her peak.  “Fuck… Oh FUCK… I’m betting you kept the ladies happy even before you got enhanced right now, huh?”


The warrior leader growled.  “I had a wife.  I had children.  You ate them,” he said, trying to fight off how good this felt.  He squirmed desperately, doing little more than pleasuring Rotunda.  


“Oh!  Shit!” Rotunda said, laughing.  “I’d say sorry, but I’d be lying!” She sneered down at him as he humped him.  “You’re not gonna do something cliché like trying to make me remember them, ‘cause, seriously, bro, do you remember how many bowls of stew you’ve eaten in your life?” 


“No,” the warrior leader said softly.  “I know better.” 


“Good boy,” Rotunda said, shivering.  “You CAN be taught.” 


“AAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!!!” Jazzlyn moaned, shivering in bliss, startling Rotunda and the warrior leader.  Her flabby body quivered, ecstasy shooting through her body as she came.  Her pussy audibly gushed as she covered the axe-wielder’s manhood in her feminine juices.  At the same time, Rotunda’s ears twitched, and she heard the axe-wielder empty his load right into her pussy.  And ALSO at the same time…


FFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPT


Both the warrior leader and the axe-wielder audibly gagged as the stank filled the room.  Rotunda, still humping the warrior leader, moving her hips slower now as she wanted to time her climax with whatever Jazzlyn did next.  


“Heheh,” Jazzlyn said, blushing cutely.  “Sorry.” 


Rotunda touched her hand to her heart.  “Sweet music, sister,” she said, still gyrating her hips atop the unfortunate warrior leader.  


Jazzlyn licked her lips, and got up off of the axe-wielder.  “Gonna have myself some dinner with my dancing,” she said.  Rotunda’s eyes widened, as Jazzlyn opened her jaws… and crunched through the thick skull of the axe-wielder, eating the top of his head and his brain in a single chomp, blood spraying across Jazzlyn’s face as she started in on the axe wielder.  Her teeth were like blades as she tore through the flesh of the axe-wielder, stripping him down to the bone and just tossing them aside with expert accuracy as a container she hadn’t noticed before marked ‘bone bucket, which had several stains on it.  


She laughed.  This happened so much, there was a system for it.  Rotunda’s great, heavy belly wobbled and jiggled and jostled, the mousefolk slapping it in amused delight.  “You’re a peach!  You-  OH YEAH!!!” 


The warrior leader ended up cumming first.  He shot his enhanced load deep inside Rotunda.  And that in turn made Rotunda cum as well, the bloated, mountainous mousefolk shuddering, her pussy quivering with need and pleasure as she gushed all over the warrior leader’s manhood.  “Fuck… Whew… I needed that, thank you, handsome…” 


Jazzlyn, meanwhile, was strip-mining the axe-wielder of flesh, slurping his bones clean and tossing them over her shoulder, making a perfect landing shot into the bone bucket each time.  She groaned, the crimson copper taste making her aroused all over again, her stomach bulging out a little from the sheer size of the axe wielder, her massive sagging down to the ground as she crunched up the man’s boner, tossing his hips away casually, gobbling up one leg and then the other.  


She’s a masterpiece, Rotunda thought.  A masterpiece of gluttony.  Like me.  I MUST HAVE HER.  She smiled, and gave a light applause.


Jazzlyn blushed.  “Sorry I got messy there,” she said.  She licked at the blood and gore on her lips, slurping up a bit of entrails she missed.  


Rotunda licked her lips.  “Hey, no don’t worry about it,” she said.  “Here.  Lemme help you clean up.”  


Before Jazzlyn could do anything, Rotunda grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her in close.  She started to lick at Jazzlyn’s face, cleaning the blood off of her, washing her face.  She giggled merrily, closing her eyes, letting Rotunda’s rough mousey tongue scrub her boobs and face clean, as well as her hands.  This is nice, she thought.  I… I don’t actually feel the need to eat her!  With everyone before this, I could tell that my ‘bad habit’ was going to trigger, but not with her!  Well, there were certainly practical considerations.  Rotunda was just so BIG for one.  And the fur… honestly, it was fun to cuddle against, but the idea of feeling it go down her throat… there was a reason she preferred to eat her meals nude.  


Could she be the one?  She understands me so well… The appetite, the hunger… We could be something…  Jazzlyn was happy.  She wanted Rotunda so badly now.  She-


NOMF


“...Rotunda?” Jazzlyn asked.  She was confused.  She was in darkness now, trapped and helpless.  She didn’t know what was going on, and she was getting scared.  And then she felt something moving over her shoulders.  


Lips… LIPS!  I’M BEING EATEN!!!! Jazzlyn realized to her growing horror.  “ROTUNDA!  ROTUNDA, WAIT!!” 


The sound was muffled for Rotunda and the warrior leader, whom Rotunda hadn’t gotten off of.  Rotunda’s lips were massively stretched as they worked their way over Jazzlyn’s body.  Oh it was tempting.  Tempting to fuck this pretty bitch.  But she’d always valued her stomach over her loins.  And that much jiggling, delicious meat, seasoned by blood from the axe-wielder, she had to have it.  She NEEDED to feel Jazzlyn digesting away inside of her.  Rotunda knew that if she absorbed Jazzlyn into her fat, she could become a perfect being.


The warrior leader could feel Rotunda becoming heavier, could hear Jazzlyn’s muffled screams.  “Fool… I warned you,” the warrior leader said.  At least my brother is avenged.

Jazzlyn whimpered, sobbing in terror as more and more of her flabby body was devoured.  Is this what it was like for everyone I’ve swallowed whole? she thought, pounding desperately on Rotunda’s massive body.  It did little good, Rotunda’s jaws stretching easily around her, as she slurped hungrily at her boobs, working those soft, meaty orbs into her mouth.  She sobbed.  “ROTUNDA!  ROTUNDA PLEASE!!!!” she screamed.  “I DON’T WANT TO DIE!!  I DON’T WANT TO DIE!  NOT LIKE EVERYONE I’VE EATEN!  PLEASE!!!”  


Karma’s a bitch, Rotunda said, completely ignoring the irony.  And now she’s eating you.  She swallowed hard, showing incredible might and lifting up Jazzlyn’s borderline spherical body.  Farts were being squeezed out of the terrified fatty’s ass as she struggled, her blobby body wobbling heavily as she struggled in vain to get free.


RFFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPPPPPPPPPPT


FRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPLPLPLPLPLPLPL


God, she stinks in all the best ways, Rotunda thought, hungrily gulping her way down Jazzlyn’s massive belly, feeling her jaws ache for the first time in forever.  She thought she’d forever be denied a proper jaw-stretching meal, but this kingdom was wonderful.  


It would be a shame that she had to eat it.  Oooh, and there was still the mother… 


The fat princess screamed helplessly as more and more of her body was engulfed by the mousefolk’s gluttonous body.  She could feel herself starting to slide into Rotunda’s gut, acids burning at her flesh.  She gave up all pretense of dignity, screaming for help like a child.


“MAMA!!! MAMA, SAVE ME!!  I NEED YOU, MAMA!!!” Jazzlyn shrieked.  “MAMA!! MAMAAAAAA!!!” 


HA! Rotunda thought.  Everyone cries for their mama in the end, kiddo.  Not entirely true, but Rotunda tended to edit facts to fit her worldview.  And in her worldview?  Life was simple.  There was her, and then there was food.  And food were all babies who wanted their parents at the end.  She greedily gulped and gulped her way down Jazzlyn’s body, until only her legs and the bottom of her belly were left.  Almost done…  Her neck and chest were so stretched… She looked ridiculous.  You holding up down there? she thought to the warrior leader, knowing he couldn’t hear her.  I really need to eat more telepathic things so I can develop the power myself.  She shrugged inwardly, continuing her meal.


The warrior leader was holding on as best he could.  Rotunda’s belly was getting heavier and heavier.  And he was STILL aroused despite all this, his dick caught in Rotunda’s blubbery pussy.  “Gluttonous whore…” she muttered.  


Jazzlyn sobbed incoherently, desperately screaming for her mother.  She slid further and further down, her fatty feet kicking uselessly, Rotunda’s lips slowly closing over her body.  And then finally…


GULP


“UUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPP!!!” 


Jazzlyn slid into Rotunda’s massive belly with a heavy sloshing sound, the rodent’s belly SURGING outward like a tidal wave as it filled up with Jazzlyn’s meat.  So tightly was Jazzlyn compacted that she couldn’t move, forced into a ball shape by Rotunda’s powerful gut.  “HELP ME!! SOMEONE!  MAMA!  ANYONE!  HELP ME!!!”  


“Whew… Oh my god…” Rotunda said, caressing her titanically overbloated stomach.  “Fuck me, kiddo, you were the most delicious thing I’ve ever eaten!”  


“MONSTER!” Jazzlyn screamed.  “MONSTER!  I WANTED TO LOVE YOU!” 


“That’s more of a you problem than it is me,” Rotunda said, shivering in pleasure as Jazzlyn was churned around and squeezed by her stomach.  “Gotta say, you’re certainly lasting longer than most humans I’ve eaten.  Even fat ones.” 


“I HATE YOU!” Jazzlyn shrieked.


“I really gotta start keeping track,” Rotunda laughed.  “UUUUUUUURRRRRRRRRRRRP!  I’ve heard that phrase so damn much.”  She lay back a little, smiling.  “Mmmm, so tasty…”  


“LET ME OUT!!” Jazzlyn begged, making Rotunda’s gut jostle.  


“No way, babe,” Rotunda said.  “I came here for a meal, not a romance.  And this kingdom’s perfect for my needs.” 


“I told you,” the warrior leader said.


“THAT ISN’T HELPING!” Jazzlyn said.  “PLEASE!  SOMEONE!   HELP ME!!” 


“UUUUUAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRP!” Rotunda belched, hiccuping.  “Jeez.  Hurry up and die so I can sleep you off.  I got a kingdom to strip mine of useful things.  No one’s coming, kiddo.  No one cares.”  

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

Elsewhere…

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\


Sir Martin tromped down the halls, agitated.  Something was off, he could feel it.  He needed to check on Princess Jazzlyn.  That Rotunda woman… something about her rubbed him the wrong way.  He just needed to see the Princess, to make sure she was all right, to…


He literally bumped into Angelina on the way.  “You,” she muttered, the pale-skinned, black-clad maid muttered.


“Do not vex me tonight,” Sir Martin said.  “I am concerned for Jazzlyn’s welfare.” 


“As am I, for mine own reasons,” Angelina muttered.  “That Rotunda harridan…”  


“So you feel for her as I do,” Sir Martin.  


“She is dangerous.  A stupid kind of dangerous, an unacceptable risk,” Angelina said.


“Come.  Let us check on Jazzlyn together, then,” Sir Martin said.


“I agree,” Angelina said. Maid and knight walked down the halls together, heading for the Princess’ quarters.  


It was then they heard the conversation.  


“Jeez… You’re really hanging on in there!” Rotunda said.  


“LET ME OUT!  PLEASE!” Jazzlyn screamed, the sound muffled.


Sir Martin kicked the door open.  He and Angelina stormed in… and stared in mute horror at the sight of Rotunda’s massive belly.  


Rotunda turned, noticing them.  “Oh.  Hey!” the mad mousefolk said.  “If you want to save her, you’re too late.  She’s food now.  If you wanna keep her company, then come right here.”  


“HARRIDAN!!!” Sir Martin roared, drawing his sword.


Angelina, glowing with dark magic, put a hand on his chest.  Her hand had become a draconic claw, her eyes turning to greenish black balefire.  “NO!  Go get the Queen!” she said.


“BUT-” Sir Martin said.  


“If you get close to her now, you’ll be consumed!  GO!  I will hold her off until the Queen gets here!”  Angelina shouted.


Rotunda wasn’t even phased by Angelina’s transformation.  “My second course already!  Thank you!”  she said.


Sir Martin cursed and ran off.  Black wings with purple undersides grew from Angelina’s back, her other hand transforming into a dragon’s claw as horns grew from the maid’s head.  “Child.  Foolish, petulant child.  This is not going to go the way you think it will,” she said, green and black balefire surrounding her.  


Rotunda smiled softly.  “Nice transformation.  Very cool,” she said, completely unafraid.  


“Your bravery is astonishing,” Angelina said.  “Especially in the face of your decimation.” 


Rotunda laughed.  “UUUUUUAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRP!!!” she belched.  “You think this is the first kingdom I’ve consumed?  You think you’re the first witch?  Fairy?  Dragon?  Demon?  Whatever the fuck you are?”  


Angelina just smiled, her eyes glowing.  


Rotunda snickered.  “My stomach consumes all.  I can’t be stopped.  I eat everything.  Everyone.  And *cough* I’ll eat you *cough* too.”  


“Is that so,” Angelina said, the glow in her eyes intensifying.  


“Yeah, *cough* it is *cough* so *cough*.  Wait *coughcough* What the *cough* fuck *cough* is happening?” Rotunda said, coughing up green and black smoke.  


“Merely a shield spell,” Angelina said.  “My balefire is protecting Jazzlyn from your digestive processes.”  


Rotunda wheezed, spewing smoke.  Her belly was visibly glowing.  “What… *cough* Why is a shield *cough* spell doing this to me?” she demanded.  


Angelina’s smile was demonic.  “Because my balefire is fire, you dolt,” she said.  “You can eat and digest almost anything, which is a remarkable ability to be sure, but you still cannot devour that which burns even the soul.”  


Rotunda staggered, hacking up ash and blood.  “And yet… *cough* here you are.  *cough* Powerful.  Probably *coughcoughcough* one of the few people I think could actually kill me.”  She staggered forward, not noticing as the warrior leader wheezed in his first breath of air.
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Green and black flames erupted from Rotunda’s ass.  “Fuck, that hurt…”  She glared at Angelina.  “Why? *cough* Why pretend to be a maid!?  *cough* You’re strong!” 


Angelina regarded Rotunda with the gaze a lioness might regard a trapped lemur.  “Do you know what they call this kingdom?  ‘The Place Where Evil Is Devoured.’  Every villain that has attempted to harm this kingdom ends up being devoured by it.  Either by the Queen herself, or by the curse over this land.” 


Rotunda frowned.  “Curse?” she coughed.


“Do you think I’m the first villain to infiltrate the castle staff?” Angelina said, touching her chest.  “No.  I am not.  But the others… they’ve fallen to the curse over this place.   The curses of job satisfaction.  They fall in love with the work they do to hide their plans.  The satisfaction of a job well done.  Of the camaraderie of their fellow staff members.”  Angelina smirked.  “Six spellcasters, only two of which still use magic now.  Nine assassins.  Four warlords.  The evil king of an animal kingdom who’s now a beloved pet.”  She looked at herself in a reflective surface.  “Even I… Even I have to keep watch over my thoughts.  For I can feel the magic of the curse working on me…” 


Rotunda sneered.  “Then *cough* why *cough* stay?” she said.  


A roar of rage filled the castle.  Rotunda looked up, fear filling her for the first time in years.  


Angelina chuckled.  “The challenge!” she said.  “It even gives me a chance to work on my timing.”  She grinned savagely.  “For instance – My yapping just now was perfectly timed with how long it would take Sir Martin to reach Queen Ergo.  The time it will take her to reach the bedroom will be much shorter.” 



“Wha… *cough* Queen Ergo!?” Rotunda said, confused.  “She’s just some fat blob!!!  She can’t even stand up!!”  


There was a booming.  A fast, rapid booming, the ground quaking.  “You have know idea what really goes on in this kingdom, do you?” Angelina said, her smile demonic.


“But… *coughcough* She’s… just human!  *cough*  Isn’t she?” Rotunda said desperately.


The wall of the bedroom shattered.  Ergo, four feet taller than Rotunda’s eight feet, stormed in.  Her belly was massive, big enough to engulf Rotunda completely with Jazzlyn inside her.  Her arms had become the embodiment of musclefat, jiggling on the underside with visible biceps on them when she flexed.  Her breasts were twice the size of Angelina’s whole body (the latter having discreetly shed her inhuman features), jiggling atop her mountainous gut as her blubbery ass clapped, adding to the thunder from her flabby legs, powerful muscles beneath all that muscle.  Ergo’s face was triple chinned and puffy-cheeked, tusks growing out of her lower jaw.


“YOU,” Ergo snarled.


“What… What the fuck…” Rotunda moaned.  “WHAT ARE YOU!?” 



“A mother,” Ergo snarled.  And before Rotunda could do anything, Ergo picked her up and sank her teeth into the mousefolk’s bellyfat.  With a powerful yank, she ripped open Rotunda’s belly, the mousefolk shrieking in agony as her blood splashed across Ergo’s face.  Another rip, and Rotunda’s stomach was opened, Jazzlyn tumbling out.  


“AHHGH!!  AAAAHH!!!  AHAHHHA!!!” Jazzlyn sobbed, hugging tightly to Ergo.  “MAMA!! MAMAAAAAA!!!” 


Ergo wrapped her flabby arms around her daughter, crying softly.  “It’s okay.  It’s okay.  She won’t hurt you anymore.  I will make personally sure of it…” she said.  “I’ll send the bad woman away forever, okay?” 



“Mama…” Jazzlyn sobbed.  


Ergo looked to Angelina.  “Please watch over her,” she said.  “I need to finish something.” 


“Of course,” Angelina said in her gentlest voice.


“No,” Jazzlyn said, clinging tightly to her mother.  


“It’ll be okay, sweetie,” Ergo promised.  “Angelina’s a good girl.”  She missed Angelina’s snort of laughter.  “She’ll keep you safe.  And I won’t leave the room, I promise.  I’m just doing some cleanup.”  


Jazzlyn sniffled.  Her skin was acid-burned, covered in slime.  “Okay…” she said, sniffling.  She waddled over to Angelina and hugged her, whimpering softly.  


“It’s all right,” Angelina said.  “I’ll keep you safe.”  For a given value of safe, anyway.


“You’re a nice lady…” Jazzlyn said.  And Angelina had to bite her tongue.  


Ergo turned to Rotunda’s remains.  Somehow, the mousefolk was still alive, choking on blood.  


“Help…” she wheezed.  “Help me…” 


“You hurt my daughter,” Ergo snarled.  “You have forfeited your right to exist, you damned beast.”  Her eyes glowed, and she opened her mouth.  Rotunda’s soul flew out of her mouth, her eyes losing all color as she slumped over.  The mousefolk’s screaming soul slid down Ergo’s throat, the glow disappearing behind all of the titanic queen’s fat.  She then turned her attention to devouring Rotunda’s remains.  Ergo grunted.  The mousefolk’s corpse was delicious, actually, if fattier than she preferred when not swallowing something whole.  But she was going to erase as much of Rotunda as she could, so she kept eating.  She chomped and chomped, gulping and swallowing down the massive amount of meat that made of Rotunda’s body.


The warrior leader just stared softly as Ergo glutted herself.  Already, it looked like she was just eating slabs of raw beef.  Rotunda’s head had been the first to go, the mousefolk’s skull crunched up easily in Ergo’s jaws.  The gluttony was something he’d seen many times in Rotunda’s rampages.  But this was the first time it was mildly arousing…


...Granted, he was still going to have nightmares about this day for years.  But still, oddly hot.  


Ergo ravenously stuffed herself, her belly starting to bulge a little as she chomped her way through Rotunda’s body.  She didn’t even notice the warrior leader’s presence as she did her level best to erase Rotunda’s presence from her kingdom in the most violent way possible.  In the end, this was your only value – a filling meal.


Rotunda could only scream, a scream only Ergo and Angelina, being sensitive to souls, could hear.  Screams that were rapidly being silenced as Rotunda’s soul was siphoned away, torn apart and used to add to Ergo’s lifespan, to increase her magical power.


Meanwhile, Angelina gently hummed a song she’d heard nursemaids humming elsewhere in the kingdom.  Jazzlyn clung to her, sobbing softly, barely aware of her surroundings, just knowing that the Bad Woman was gone, the Nice Lady was comforting her, and Mommy was making sure the Bad Woman was gone.  It was a childish mindset, to be sure.  But when you’ve been frightened as badly as Jazzlyn was, its forgivable.


The warrior leader turned to Angelina, who stared intensely at him.  “...Literally the only thing I care about is ‘Rotunda is gone.’  I just want to go to what’s left of my home.  Can I just… leave?  Please?” he begged.


Angelina considered him for a long moment, and smirked, making a dismissive wave.  The warrior leader, still naked, left the room.  Some servants would give him clothes and a horse, and he’d never been seen again.  Angelina just kept stroking herself, reminding herself to ignore the oddly motherly feelings she was having as she comforted Jazzlyn.  She still had corruption to work.


“Your mother is truly heroic, isn’t she?” Angelina said to Jazzlyn.


“Yeah…” Jazzlyn said happily, nuzzling into Angelina’s bosom.  It wasn’t anywhere near as plush as her mother’s but it still felt oddly comforting.  


“Look at her,” Angelina said.  Jazzlyn turned, watching her mother eat.


She was practically inhaling Rotunda’s remains, slurping up slabs of fat and meat, chewing on fur like it was jerky before swallowing it, cleaning bones completely of meat before slurping them down.   She deftly cleaned one of Rotunda’s hands of flesh, down to the last microbe of meat, and waved pleasantly at Jazzlyn with it before eating it.


Jazzlyn giggled.  “Silly mommy,” she said.  


Angelina smiled, and whispered right into Jazzlyn’s ear.  “Isn’t she wonderful?  So much prettier than anyone else… So much sexier than anyone else…” 


Angelina’s words were like wisps of green and black, wrapping themselves around Jazzlyn’s brain and squeezing.  “Yeah…” Jazzlyn said dreamily.  


Why haven’t I seen it before? Jazzlyn thought.  She’s always protected me, always loved me.  Why wouldn’t I find her to be attractive?  

Angelina smiled wickedly.  “Yes.  Yes, that’s the way… Give in to your feelings,” she said.  “The woman saved you from the Bad Woman.  Wouldn’t a good daughter give their mommy a reward?’  


Jazzlyn nodded, and stood up.  “Yes… I’m a good daughter…  And Mommy deserves a reward…” she said, seductively waddling back over to her mother.


Ergo polished off Rotunda’s remains by eating her hip bones, crunching them up in her powerful jaws.  She patted her belly, which had gained a few inches from her massive meal of mousefolk, and let out a satisfied belch.  “UUUUUUUUUAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRPPP!  Ah… sweet revenge…”  Feeling Rotunda’s soul extinguish was delightful.  Now she… whoa, hello.  “J-Jazzlyn?” she said softly.


Jazzlyn was clambering up Ergo’s body.  Before the massive woman could protest, Jazzlyn’s lips met hers in a deep, passionate kiss.  Ergo wanted to protest, but her daughter’s tongue was surprisingly deft, arousing her tremendously.  She heard a voice in her head, one that sounded suspiciously like Angelina’s.  Let it happen.


“Mama,” Jazzlyn said.  “Don’t resist…  Let me thank you properly for saving me…” 


“Jazzlyn,” Ergo said softly.  She lay back, blushing brightly as she felt Jazzlyn press her flabby form between her massively thick legs.  She spread them as best she could, fullness-induced lust overwhelming her as she felt Jazzlyn press her way into her cunt.


Mommy’s pussy, Jazzlyn thought reverently as she stared at the sopping wet hole.  This is where I came from… It’s only fair that I make it feel good…  Oddly, that last sentence had an underlay of Angelina’s voice in it in her thoughts.  She dismissed it, and began to delve her tongue deep into her mother’s pussy.  


“Oh FUCK…” Ergo moaned, squirming in delight as her daughter ate her out.  It had been so long since she’d had a proper tonguing, her appetite taking priority.  But every probe of her daughter’s tongue was driving her wild, sending surges of pleasure through her.  She could barely think, everything was moving so fast…


Jazzlyn, blushing at the sheer naughtiness of it, eagerly lapped away at her mother’s cunt.  She called on all the experience of her past female lovers to make oral love to her mother’s labia and clit, gently nipping at them and tugging at them even as her tongue probed in deeply.  She was getting rather aroused herself, the young woman enjoying herself greatly.


Ergo lay back on Jazzlyn’s bed, her weight annihilating the reinforced frame.  She panted heavily, her massive breasts heaving and wobbling with every breath.  She knew how strong she was, and was struggling not to clamp her legs down like she wanted to.  That tongue… that TONGUE… she couldn’t get enough of it.  Her daughter was just that good, and her climax was rising so quickly.


Jazzlyn loved this.  Being surrounded by her mother’s fat, the only smell coming from her pussy.  It made her feel like she was returning to the womb, and her probing tongue was paving the way for her.  She nuzzled her mother’s pussy affectionately, feeling it quiver in pleasure.  Horny mommy’s almost ready.  

“Jazzlyn,” Ergo moaned.  “Oh Jazzlyn, mommy’s pretty girl, mommy’s precious girl.”  She was babbling, her head thrashing back and forth as she dug her fingers into the stone wall and floor.  She was so close, pleasure rising in her fat loins like the tide.  She couldn’t get enough, and would definitely want more after this first orgasm.  Who cares if it was taboo?  Who cares if it was wrong?  She was having the time of her life!  And who better to be her daughter’s lover than her mother? 


Angelina, sitting on a chair in the corner and masturbating up a storm, shivered in delight as she felt her plans coming together.  


Jazzlyn blushed as she felt her mother’s pussy quiver with each probe and lick.  I’m gonna make mommy cum, she thought excitedly.  She shivered in pleasure, and probed deeper and deeper, feeling her mother’s flab quiver all around her.  She thrust in HARD, getting her full tongue’s length in… and Ergo let out a shriek, her pussy quivering as her blubber shook all around Jazzlyn’s body, Jazzlyn’s face becoming COVERED in her mother’s ladycum.  “SOMEONE was pent up,” she teased.


“Fuck… It’s been ages…” Ergo admitted.  


Jazzlyn almost purred.  “Did Mommy like what her pretty daughter did?” she cooed, grinning widely. 


“Tremendously,” Ergo said.  “I love you, my dearest one.”  


Jazzlyn licked her lips, and snuggled into her mother’s flabby gut.  “Thank you for getting me out of there,” she said softly.  “I was so scared…” 


An idea occurred to Ergo.  And it didn’t have to be forever…  “I will keep you safe,” she said.  “Always.  Its my duty as a mother.  Let me show you how…” 


She gently pressed Jazzlyn into her snatch again.  But this time, when Jazzlyn tried to lick, she found herself being pulled in.  Before she could react, Jazzlyn found her face wrapped up in her mother’s fat, juicy womanhood.  She shivered in delight, feeling her daughter slide up her birth canal, the rotund young woman not resisting.  She felt herself stretching out, and couldn’t resist moaning in pleasure from the feel of it.  


“M-Mom?” Jazzlyn said softly.  She didn’t resist, though.  This felt very, very different from when Rotunda swallowed her.  And not just because of the opening she was going up.  She felt a pleasant, pulsing warmth flowing through her as more and more of her body was engulfed by Ergo’s cunt.  “Okay mama…” she said softly, just leaning back and letting it happen.


Ergo shivered, pressing Jazzlyn’s fat shoulders in, her fat wobbling and shaking as she squirmed in pleasure.  The titanic woman felt her metabolism burning bright as she devoured her daughter with her cunt.  She moaned in absolute pleasure, her pussy quivering around her daughter’s body as her breasts were squeezed in.  “More…” she moaned.  “Oh, by the Great Maw… Jazzlyn, you feel so good going back into mommy…” 


That’s right, Jazzlyn thought.  I’m not being eaten.  I’m going home… She felt what little lingering fear there was vanish.  Her mother would keep her safe.  Keep her safe inside her.  She relaxed, just letting the feel of her mother’s snatch pulse around as she was pulled inside her body.  She groaned in delight, wishing she could reach her fat cunt.  Her most recent meal left her too big to masturbate.  Still, it was a happy feeling, feeling her mother unbirth her.


Ergo panted, feeling her cunt stretching to the limit and beyond by her daughter’s massive belly.  “Ooooh…  Oooh fuck, my dear one…” Ergo moaned.  “Fuck… This is better than any dick, even your father’s, by the MAW…” She panted heavily, her massive chest bobbing up and down, her flabby gut quivering as she felt a bulge starting to develop at the top of it as Jazzlyn’s titanic frame slid inside her.  Her heavy, hanging gut started to cover up Jazzlyn completely as she got her in up the hips.  


Jazzlyn could feel her mother’s heartbeat.  A steady, thundering, comforting sound.  Strangely, she started having visions of a great, massive, hungry maw in the ground.  The image felt divine, and despite the fact that the Maw looked big enough to swallow her whole, she felt no fear.  Only an odd comfort.  ...And of course, the hunger.


Good and gentle servant, the Maw said to her.  Though you are a pawn, the maid’s games work out for my purposes.  Trust your mother.  Trust the maid for now.  Be at peace.  

Jazzlyn wouldn’t remember the message.  But it gave her comfort as she felt her wide hips and fat, juicy ass get drawn in.  She groaned in pleasure, wriggling a little, kicking her feet as she tried to help her mother’s quivering, sopping wet cunt draw her in.  She shuddered in delight.  “Mama is warm…” she said softly, feeling herself slide in.


Ergo shivered at Jazzlyn’s wriggling.  “Fuck… Oh fuck, Jazzlyn…” Ergo panted.  “Mama’s wonderful girl, mama’s special girl…”  She babbled happily as she felt her daughter’s legs kick a little, trying to push in further.  The love she felt for her beautifully fat daughter, combined with the feel of her massiveness in her cunt… It made her climax HARD, the intensity of her climax gushing out far enough to splash even Angelica as she masturbated nearby.  Jazzlyn’s legs were sucked up into her snatch with a wet sound, Ergo panting with desire as her belly gained a hard lump in it.  


Jazzlyn found herself pulled up completely into her mother’s womb.  She smiled gently, caressing the walls that brought her into the world.  “Never thought I’d be in here again,” she said.


“This is one of mommy’s special magics,” Ergo said.  “The Great Maw, our patron god, gives me many abilities related to my holes.”  


Jazzlyn yawned softly.  “Mmmm, sounds lovely…” she said, the fatigue of the situation catching up to her.  She giggled as she felt Ergo caressing her through her fat.  “Love you, mama…” 


Ergo sighed softly, smiling happily as she caressed the hard lump bulging out the top of her belly.  “Love you too, sweetie,” she said.  “I’m just glad you’re okay.” 


“I’ll always be okay so long as I have mommy,” Jazzlyn said.  


And Ergo could feel warmth spreading through her at that comment.  “Jazzlyn…” she said.  


“I’mma sleep now,” Jazzlyn said, curling up comfortably.  “Feels good in here…” 


After a few moments, Ergo heard and felt her daughter start snoring.  “Well,” she said, turning to Angelina.  “Was this part of your plan?” 


Angelina shivered, gushing fluids as she hit her own peak.  “I don’t know what you mean,” she said, feigning innocence. 


“I tasted balefire in Rotunda’s bellywalls, and saw burn scarring.  I’m not mad,” Ergo said.  “I’m just… cautious.  The only beings I know of that use balefire are the few that I’m afraid of…” 


Angela relaxed on the chair she was sitting on.  “You have nothing to fear from me.  It is within my interest to keep you both alive and well,” she said.


“And why do you want us both alive?” Ergo asked.


“Can’t I simply be content with servitude?” Angelina asked.  


“No villain’s ever converted to my side that fast,” Ergo said.


Angelina grinned.  “Very well.  I am ‘up to something’ as the phrase goes, but nothing that will bring harm to you or Jazzlyn.  In truth?  What you’ve done just now fits with my overall goal.” 


Ergo wanted to ask what that goal was.  But she was feeling too good.  And questioning the woman who kept her daughter alive and mostly uninjured long enough for her to get there was not something she truly wished to do.  “Thank you for today.  If nothing else, thank you for saving her.” 


Angelina shook her head.  “You did the main work,” she said.  “You deserve to have the rewards of your daughter loving her.”  The whispers flitted out, settling into Ergo’s head as she caressed her belly.


“Yes,” Ergo said with a gentle smile.  “Yes, I do…” 


Angelina chuckled.  “Shall I assume you’re going to be visiting your bedchambers for the first time in years?” she teased.
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“Oh… Oh dear… the smell of karma…” Angelina gagged.


Ergo smirked, chuckling.  “Indeed,” she said.  “I think that for this, it deserves an actual bed.”  Leaving Angelina gasping, Ergo waddled off, gently cradling her belly so as not to jostle Jazzlyn (yet).  Angelina desperately cast a clean air spell, eliminating the potent, powerful stank from the room.


“Ugh… That was beyond foul…” Angelina said.  “Got cocky… Forgot where I was…” She coughed, summoning a bottle of wine and chugging it.  “Guh… But still… my plan proceeds apace…”  She smirked.  “Who says you need a throne to rule?”  


Ergo headed down the hall, passing Sir Martin as she did. 


“Is Jazzlyn all right?” he said, looking up at the giantess.  


“She is,” Ergo said.  “I’ve placed her within my womb.  I will release her when we get back to my bedroom.”  She blinked.  “I do still have my bedroom, right?” 



Sir Martin chuckled.  “Yes ma’am,” she said.  “Although admittedly, it’s become a rather popular make-out spot for off-duty staff.” 


“Really,” Ergo said with amusement.


“You never use it,” Sir Martin said, smirking.  “You always sleep in your dining room.”  


Ergo laughed softly, careful not to jostle Jazzlyn inside her massive gut.  “True, true,” she said.  “Send someone to wake us up.” 



“Someone who won’t be missed?” Sir Martin said.  


“No, no,” Ergo said.  “Despite my appetite, I have enough self-control not to eat the messenger.”  


Sir Martin nodded, smiling.  “Very good, ma’am,” he said.  “I’ll have a messenger ready for tomorrow.” At peace, he moved on.


“By the Maw, I struck gold with him,” Ergo said, shaking her head.  She waddled her way to her bedroom, and peered inside.  Sure enough, there were two servants already there, a pair of houseboys.  


“Uh…” said the first houseboy.


“We can explain…” said the second.


Ergo snorted, making a dismissive gesture.  “I’m not one of those rulers.  So long as you keep it off duty, I care not whom you fuck,” she said.  “Now shoo.  I’m going to actually use this room for once.”  


The two twenty-one year old lovers, giggling softly, quickly ran out of the room.  Ergo, smiling and shaking her head, went over to her bed and lay on it.  
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“That’ll discourage some of the servants from using this spot for a while,” Ergo said.  “Now… time to come out, Jazzlyn.  Mommy wants outside cuddles…”  She flexed her innards, showing massive muscle control… and started to push Jazzlyn out of her womb.


Jazzlyn blinked herself awake, startled by the motion.  She felt herself being pushed downward, and giggled.  Mom must want to talk to me outside, she thought.  She wriggled, feeling her mother gasp in pleasure as her head started to crown, Ergo’s pussy bulging as Jazzlyn’s bright hair started to emerge from her cunt.  Within a few moments, Jazzlyn’s head was pushed out, the fat young woman giving her mother’s clit a playful lick.  


“FfffFUCK!” Ergo moaned, feeling herself orgasming about Jazzlyn’s body from that teasing lick.  She bit her lip, her tusks digging into her mouth as she pushed, feeling Jazzlyn’s shoulders and breasts start to emerge from her mother’s womanhood.  She panted lustfully, shivering in absolute delight.  “That’s right… come out…”  


Jazzlyn giggled.  “I have to ask,” she said.  “Most every other woman I’ve seen give birth was in agony.  And yet you’ve already cum around me.”  She wiggled her shoulders, feeling Ergo gasp in delight, one breast emerging with a pop, the next popping out as well, wobbling as she was pushed out of her mother’s cunt.  “Was I a fun birth as a baby?” 


“The advantages of the Maw’s blessings,” Ergo panted, licking her lips lustfully.  She bore down again, and Jazzlyn’s massive belly started to emerge, Jazzlyn’s hands still trapped inside the tight, gripping birth canal.  “Oh fuck… So BIG… Mommy’s big baby girl…” she panted, lust ripping through her titanic, quivering body.


Jazzlyn blushed.  “...Will I have a baby this easily?” she asked, blushing as she felt her belly slide more out with another push.  It was such a weird sensation, feeling someone push at her from the inside.  She could understand how a baby might find that strange and start crying, especially after being inside such a tight, comforting chamber for nine months.  


“There’s… oooh…  So much I have to teach you, my daughter…” Ergo panted.  She shivered in lust, her pussy sopping wet as she bore down yet again.  “So much for you to learn…” She panted, pushing out once more, Jazzlyn feeling her hands get free.  


Jazzlyn smiled, shaking her hands out.  Having them trapped in her mother’s cunt while she was being reborn cut off the circulation for a little bit, and she shook them out.  She pressed her hands on her mother’s thighs and gripped her fat, using it to pull herself out, feeling her massive ass-cheeks pop out with a heavy wobble.


Ergo shrieked in pleasure at the sudden speedy exit of her daughter.  “Jazzlyn baby mommy wanted to do this slower OH SWEET MAW YES!!!” she shrieked, her pussy quivering and clenching in orgasm yet again as Jazzlyn’s fat calves and feet emerged from her cunt, Jazzlyn, sopping wet with fluids, climbed out from underneath her mother’s massive belly.


Jazzlyn, still feeling tired, crawled up the bed and smiled warmly at her mother, resting against her.  “That was actually kinda nice, mommy,” she said.  


“I’m glad,” Ergo said, panting heavily as the giant woman recovered her breath.  “I’m so very, very glad…” 


Jazzlyn nuzzled into her.  “Can we… hold off on suitors for a couple days, please?” she asked.  “After Rotunda…” 


Ergo nodded vigorously.  “Of course, of course,” she said.  “I’ll ask the ones meant to come next to wait.  I’ll make sure they’re taken care of so they don’t push the issue.” 


“Thanks, mommy,” Jazzlyn said, nestling into her mother’s fat, heavy arm and drifting off to sleep again as Ergo wrapped that arm around her.  


Mine, Ergo said softly.  Mine mine mine.  ...But I need to have her marry someone to ensure the line continues.  There’s spells for other women… and I’ve eaten overly inbred nobles… Do I want that?  Do I want to have an inbred child?  She thought of Angelina and her mysterious purpose.  She loved her daughter deeply, loved her so very, very much.  But were these natural feelings?  Or where they the result of something Angelina did?  Or whatever the increasingly obvious demon’s real name was?


She prayed.  She prayed to the Maw.  She prayed that Angelina’s evil would be consumed, as all other villains who threatened the kingdom were.  That she could ACTUALLY find satisfaction in simple servitude.  


She desired her daughter.  So very, very much.  So much it scared her.  So much that she wanted to devour anyone that came for her hand.  She prayed that she wouldn’t become someone who’d enslave her child to her lusts.


Somewhere, Angelina was laughing.

TO BE CONTINUED...
