
There was an orange glow coming in from the kitchen window. An overhead ceiling light dimmed the kitchen cobblestone cabinets, island, and dashboards. A black oven gave off a sweet pastry smell as it baked a large cake. The floor was tiled with black and white squared linoleum that gave a clear reflection of the furniture on it. On a small, round, brown table with six white wooden chairs, sat a weeping daughter and her mother. 


Sarah placed her face into the palm of her hands, “It’s just not fair!” Her long blonde hair hung delicately over her face. 


“I knew he wasn’t any good,” Her mother caressed her daughter’s shoulders. “I’ve been through some jerks in life, but not like this.” 


“I thought he loved me – he told me he loved me. That I was his angel from heaven!” 


“All the men tell a woman that. It’s all apart of their game.”


“No, he was different.” 


“They’re all the same, honey, even your father.” 


“But I thought Daddy loves you, and me.”


“He does, but men…well, most men think nothing more but sex twenty-four seven.”


“No, he said he was different. I just don’t understand.” 


Caroline, Sarah’s mother, sighed as she rose from the chair to check the cake. She opened the oven, and placed the cake on top of the stove. “Honey, men are like dogs in that they’ll hump anything that moves.” 


Sarah looked up at her mother, she lightly giggled from the analogy. Her eyes glistened with a million microscopic tears, each tear full of pain and humiliation. “I feel worthless…slightly worthless.” She examined her body. “I’m fat. Yeah, that’s it.” 


“No, you’re not.” 


“Yes, I am. This is it; I’ll never find love again.”


Caroline smirked, “You’re only sixteen.”


Sarah glanced at a mirror behind her. “I’m fat, and this is it…it is over for me.” Her reflection was a bloated boar-like creature that stared with teary eyes. 

Caroline glanced over and nodded her head. “Honey, you’re not fat. You barely eat a thing, not to mention you’re from a family who has a fast metabolism.” She started cutting the cake into several pieces. “Your boyfriend made the mistake – you’re not worthless.” She placed a piece of cake onto a small plate. 

Caroline took a hold of the small plate of cake, and brought it to Sarah. “Eat. You’re basically wasting away in front of me – and over what, some man who could care less of who you are?” 


Sarah’s stomach growled in discomfort. She reached for the cake and stuffed two thirds of it into her mouth. She swallowed quickly. Her mother’s eyes widened as she gave off a small chuckle. 


“See, you were starving.” Caroline gently patted her daughter’s lap. 


“Thanks, I feel a little better, and you’re right…Tommy is a jerk.” She chirped, while rubbing the tears from her face. 


Caroline cheered, “That’s my Sarah!” 


“Thank you. I love you, Mommy.” Sarah wrapped her arms around her mother. 


“Do you want me to take care of him?” Caroline pointed to her mouth. 


Sarah nodded, “Yes.” She whispered. Sarah’s cell phone rang. She looked at the cell phone’s screen to see it was Tommy. 


“Hello?” She placed the phone to the right side of her face. 


“Hey, it’s Tommy.” 


 Sarah became a bit anxious as she folded her arms across her chest. “Hi.”  


“Look, Sarah, I’m sorry what I did.”

“You’re not.” Sarah bit down on her lip. 


“No, I really am. I realized that sleeping with Monica was bad, and everyone in the town knows.” 


“Maybe you should have thought about that before.” Sarah felt her mother tug on her shirt. 


“Please forgive me.” Tommy’s voice winced as if he was crying. 


Sarah rolled her eyes into the air, knowing he didn’t mean it. “Alright, I forgive you.” 


“Thank you. May I see you tonight?” 


She slowly, but seductively stated, “Sure. Over my house, please.”


“Alright, see you there in thirty minutes. Car broke down, so I’ll be there on foot.” 


“Bye.” 


“Good-bye.” 


Both lines hung up. Sarah smiled at her mother who smiled back. 

The phone rang again. It was Jane. 


“Hi!” She excitingly placed the phone to her ear.

“Girl, come with us to the mall…and drop Tommy like a bad habit!” 

Caroline slowly nodded. 


“Okay.” Sarah’s eyes watered with hope. 


The cell phones disconnected, and she jumped in glee. 


“I told you, you were still a good person.” 


Sarah sighed with relief. 


They waited for twenty five minutes until there was beacon of light that shone through the living room windows. Sarah picked up her small pocketbook from the couch, and opened the door. Her friends were sitting inside of a small red car, waving frantically for her to hurry. She got into the car, and closed the door. She smiled to her mother who was standing in the doorway. The car pulled off and faded down the road. 


Caroline closed the door, and sat on the black leather couch. She looked around the room, the hardwood that was tiled from wall to wall, the stairs that led upstairs, the bookcase full of books, and the large television in front her. She kicked her legs onto the table in front of her, while unbuttoning her shirt. She rested her head back and closed her eyes. 


A knock on the door sounded. She opened her eyes and rose from the couch. Caroline opened the door to find Tommy standing outside with a bouquet of roses. They greeted one another. She invited Tommy inside, and closed the door with double locks. She examined his physique.  She felt small to him, for her head only reached the middle of his chest. She believed that he had to be 5’11. He was a handsome young man, dirty blonde hair cut at shoulder length, a soul patch being his only facial hair, and a strand of hair that covered the right side of his face. Tommy had an athletic built, and an arrogant, suave look on his face. 

“I see why my daughter is so attracted to you.” Caroline grinned. 


“Is she here, Mrs. Jasper?” His palms were sweaty. 


She pointed to the couch. “Yeah, she’ll be down. Have a seat, and make yourself at home.” 


“Thanks, Ms. Jasper.” 


“No problem.” She headed to the kitchen. 


Caroline placed the cake into a large container, and placed it into the refrigerator. She opened the pantry, and reached for a blue liquid in a small green container. She opened it, took a sniff, it smelled of raspberry. She took a sip, and placed it back into the pantry. Her jaw bone tingled as her abdominal muscles tightened. Saliva collected in her mouth. 


She walked out of the kitchen and sat beside Tommy. Tommy stared at her, lust was in his eyes. She unbutton her shirt, her breasts from behind the bra enticed Tommy. He leaned back to avoid touching her. 


“You seem a little excited over me.” She seductively giggled as she licked her lips. 


 “Um…Mrs. Jasper, you’re very pretty, but I’m here for Sarah.” 

“Really,” Caroline snickered. “Had you really been sorry you wouldn’t have cheated on her.”


“I’m really sorry.” Tommy winced. “To be honest, Monica was so pretty…” He covered his mouth. 


“You know, beauty lies more within the heart than someone’s body, kid.” 


“I understand.”


“No, you don’t.”


“I’m really sorry – I can’t tell you how bad I feel.”


“In the future, I’m sure you’ll really feel bad…well, for me it will feel good.” 


Tommy’s eyes widened, he inched back, ignorant of what would befall him. 


Caroline unbuttoned her shirt, leaving the last two buttons alone. She unbuckled her jeans, and relaxed her jaws. She wiggled her jaw until it dislocated, saliva dripped from her mouth and onto her shirt. Tommy mouth was agape. He was unsure of what was going on. His face was pail. He gagged at the horrific sight. 


“Oh, fuck!” He cried. “What’s going on?” He attempted to decipher between fictions from fantasy. “Your mouth…like a snake…is you going to eat me…wait, that’s impossible…no, but you’re doing it!” He trembled. 


Caroline lunged forward, her lips pushed under her and on top of her pink gums. Her eyes pointed towards Tommy, catty green eyes peered deep into his as to detect the soul. She seized his arms and pinned them to his sides. He struggled, but could not budge. He kicked her stomach, thighs, and breasts, but it felt as if he was kicking metal. Then darkness enveloped him. 


Caroline had no problem devouring him. Her lips engulfed his head within seconds before she reached his stomach. Her taste buds went wild – tangy, sweet, pastry mixed with some sort of beef. His sweat was like a seasoned salt which added to the taste. She felt him struggle and scream in the cavity of her bulged throat. Her blood rapidly pulsated through her body, opening up her pores, her muscles flexing in and out. Her throat muscles pushed Tommy down into her stomach. Caroline felt the warm wriggling body push into the small cavity of her belly. 

Her skin stretched. She pulled his legs in; she peeled his jeans off like a banana. His peach colored legs slipped easily through her mouth, her teeth snagged them once in awhile. She slipped the sandals from off his feet, and threw them to the side. She extended her right leg that slid gently against the leather cushions. The buttons from her shirt popped and bounced off a wall. 


Caroline was up to his calves. With one hand, she massaged her grotesquely shaped belly. With the other hand she pushed his calves and feet into her mouth. Her lips enclosed over them. Her face was elongated to take shape of the bottom portion of his body. The roof of her mouth burned from stretching too long. Five minutes passed; she felt the last of his body slip down her throat and curl in her stomach. A swirl of powerful gas brewed inside. Her stomach protruded over her thighs. She took a breath, leaned back on the couch, and dimmed her eyes. 

“How do you like it in there?”


Tommy’s voice was muffled; she could only detect a few words that emitted from under pounds of skin, bone, muscle, tissue, and bodily fluids. 


“Help,” Tommy shifted. “Let me out, please!” 


She pushed her fingers into the breathing bulge. His body was coiled like that of a snake’s. 

“There’s your head.” She pushed to what felt like his face that imprinted above her navel. “I think these are your arms…oh, your legs.” A deep belch erupted from between her lips. “Oh, my,” She felt something strong and long pushing into her stomach wall. “You’re hung like a horse…now that’s stamina.” She felt around some more, a little lower to her navel. “This feels like your butt. What a nice shape.” She licked her lips. “I can’t tell where you begin and end…you have to be broken up by now.” She chortled. 


“Please.” He whimpered. 


She heard several bones pop. “Those are not my bones.” 

“It’s like an oven in here.” 


“It gets worst in there – wait till the acids kick in.” 


“You’re not going to get away with this.”


“Who is going to tell?”


There was a pause, then a struggle. Tommy farted. 


“That’s not going to work. It just makes your suffering even greater.”


Tommy screamed to the top of his lungs – eventually he started to squeal. 

“You could have told me not to see Sarah again, and I would have obeyed.” 


“I don’t think so. You harmed my child! You pushed her down…she told me that.”


“I…I…was drunk.”


“You fucking liar! You pushed her down some stairs to stop her from attacking Monica.”


“That’s not true!”


“My daughter told me. She had bruises on her body.”


“I…I’m sorry.” 


“So, you lied?”


“Yes. I mean, no. I mean, yes. I’m sorry.” He bawled. 

Tears collected in her eyes. “Yes, you are sorry.” 


Caroline struggled to rise from the couch. She waddled to the stairs, and braced her new weight. Before, she was petite, and light as a feather. Now, she was round as a beach ball, and heavy as a piano. Her knees buckled, but she pushed herself up to bare the weight. She seized the banister to prevent her from falling back. She stepped on one step at a time. Each step rippled through her aching bones from the tremendous weight of her stomach. Caroline felt Tommy sloshing from one side to the other. 

“Damn, you weigh a ton, you asshole.” She snorted, she felt Tommy slosh back into her back. 


After ten minutes of struggling to get to the stairs, she was finally on the top. She pushed both of her hands onto the walls of the hallway to brace her weight. 


“One step at a time,” She almost tripped over Sebastian, the family’s white and black kitten. “No, Sebastian, move out the way.” She lightly scolded him. 


It glanced at her, with its little black button eyes, small pink nose and long whiskers. It meowed and walked down the stairs.


Caroline walked into her bedroom, and plopped onto the bed. Her stomach ached. She lay on her stomach; she could feel the rough edges of her prey poke the rest of her organs. She wanted to roll over onto her back, but had little energy to do so. She moaned, as she regretted downing an entire man in less than a few seconds. Several belches rolled from between her lips, each one more powerful than the one before. The belches left nasty tastes in her mouth. Tommy wasn’t moving. She could only hear his shallow breathing followed by her queasy gurgling belly. 

The phone rang. She grimaced as she pushed herself towards the phone. She picked it up.


“Hello?” She winced in pain.


“Hey, it’s Dave. I’ll be a little late – have to work overtime, boss is a bitch.”


She gagged. “Oh, hi, honey.” 


“You sound horrible. What’s wrong?” He sounded defensive, but worried. 

With her index finger, she lightly pushed into the side of her belly. “Oh, I ate Tommy.”

“Who,” He sounded confused. “Oh. I remember him.” He guffawed. 

“Yeah and damn is he a big one.” She painfully rubbed the side of her belly. 


“Well, he is…uh…was the quarterback for a football team.” 


“They seem to get larger every season.” She snorted. 


“Well, I ate those three women once. They were the best I’ve ever tasted.” 

“Yeah, those bitches who thought it would be cute to haze our home with toilet paper during Halloween.” She burped. 


“Yup, I gobbled them up. There was blood all over the walls. I couldn’t move for a week. I had to shit on the toilet for hours…”


She hiccupped. “Please, spare the details. I’m not feeling too well.” 


“Well, when I get home, I’ll get some of that Greek oily lotion you like, and rub your belly.”


Caroline moaned in pleasure from the thought. She imagined his big, strong, and warm hands massaging her abdomen, pulsating and crushing the hard mass into a pulp for easier digestion. 

“Jasper,” An intimidating voice shouted. “Get back to work!” 

“Honey, I have to go, see you when I get home.”

“Bye, honey.” 


The phones disconnected on both lines. Caroline rolled to her side. Her stomach groaned. She glanced at the window, the outside, where the yellow moon was accompanied by countless stars. She smiled; the thought of her daughter being avenged warmed her heart. She stroked her belly, knowing a future domestic abuser was snuffed out from the world. Caroline closed her eyes, and fell into a slumber. 

