STORY 49


It was not intended to be much of a life. They had been alive, once – or tricked into believing they were, held in illusory safety, farmed without their knowledge as produce, then packed up, shipped out and marketed as food. From then on, it mattered not what they thought of themselves. Trapped in perpetual darkness, sealed in light plastic wrapping, coated in sweet sticky flavouring, they would begin to view themselves as what they had become. What they had been made into. What they had always been.


Food.


Those thoughts passed and swirled, jumbled, through the mind of a man who had once had a name. Pumped full of drugs, he could remember little of the transition. He had regained full consciousness here, already packaged and ready for sale. Ready for consumption. A sweet treat, going for a few coins in an ever-hungry market.


Fabien –he remembered his own name, now and then, and clung to it as something precious, elusive yet vital– was not entirely sure where he was. What he knew of his condition, he had overhead from production workers in the industry – giants who, like him, called themselves humans. He knew what was to become of him. The initial realisation had almost shattered his mind. He had screamed – a muffled, soundless wail, through the thick gag over his mouth, coated in syrupy pineapple-flavoured sweetener. Then the horror had turned to numbness. And he had begun wondering where he was. In a box, yes; that much he knew. But where was that box? The outside world remained a mystery, difficult even to conceive of.


So he had wondered. There was, after all, little else to do, and it kept his mind occupied in the dark, utter silence, broken only by the muffled whimpers of those wrapped beside him. He had not been moved for a while, and could only presume that he was being stored somewhere. For how long? It was impossible to mark the passage of time. He had no sense of day or night, and was uncertain even how much time he spent sleeping. He did not remember his dreams, and so welcomed sleep as a relief.

* * *


He was asleep, in fact, when a sound jolted him into wakefulness. A clanging, grinding noise, loud despite being muffled. Then a moment’s silence – then footsteps. Several people walking. Hushed voices, the words inaudible. Fear gripped his heart, instinctive and overpowering, and he heard several of his companions moan with that same fear through their flavour-soaked gags.


“Hurry, hurry!” a woman’s voice, urgent.


“How many more?” A man, this time.


“Just take it, hurry up!”


Motion, a sudden lurch, and the sensation of his surroundings being lifted up into the air. He closed his eyes, his entire body tensing, confused, fighting down a wave of nausea… 

* * *


“Come on, come on!” The dark-haired woman motioned the rest of her group quickly back out of the warehouse. Half a dozen men and women of various ages, they scrambled underneath the heavy, partially lifted door, pushing out or carrying their precious cargo of fragile cardboard boxes, brightly decorated in cheerful, appealing colours. They piled into the white van, setting the boxes down atop one another. The van’s engine, which had remained lit, roared as the driver seated himself, engaging the first gear. It sped away, bearing its stolen produce to safety.


“Whew.” A tall blond man sat on the floor in the back of the van, stretched out his legs, and gave a shaky laugh. “I can’t believe nothing went wrong. We dit it!”


A short redhead girl smiled, then looked down at the boxes with mixed tenderness and concern. “Shall we open them?”


An older man, his short dark hair turning grey and matching his thin beard, shook his head. “Let’s get safely home first. There’s no hurry now.”

* * *


Inside the box, Fabien heard the voices, but was uncertain what to make of them. He felt dazed, dizzy. It was still dark, but a dim glow seeped in past the edges of the box’s lid. He could almost feel the tension from the other snackaboys and snackagirls stacked in the box around him. What did it all mean? He tried to gulp, his throat dry and nervous.


The journey seemed to take forever, until whatever was carrying them came to a stop. He heard voices again, the sounds of people getting up, a door opening loudly… Something or someone picked up his box. He trembled, breathing faster. There were footsteps, and those same voices, but he was too tense to focus on the words. He was shivering still as his box was set down, and a few seconds elapsed before its lid was opened. Daylight flooded into the darkness, all but blinding him. He winced, turning his head away within the clinging plastic wrapper, and clenched his eyes shut. When he opened them, he saw a giant woman’s face looming above. As far as he could tell through the blur of his wrapping, she was smiling.


“Hey there,” she said. Her voice was gentler than any giant human’s he had heard. “Don’t worry. You’re all safe now.” He blinked, and trembled with doubt and confusion in the disorienting brightness, as she added kindly: “You’re going to be all right.”

* * *


Several days later, just a few streets away, a party was being held. It was held in a rather large house, within a smallish, pleasant periurban town, clearly belonging to a wealthy family. The three or four dozen guests were in their mid-teens to late twenties, all friends or acquaintances of the house owners’ twenty year-old daughter. The occasion was a large get together before she flew off to study in Québec. Her parents had made their exit for the evening, and the houseful of young people were left free to enjoy themselves. Food and drinks of all varieties had been provided in significant quantities, both indoors and in the garden; the summer evening air was pleasantly warm. Indoors, music was playing in a downstairs room, where space had been cleared for a dance floor, but it was kept low enough not to impede conversations outside or upstairs.


Denis knew nothing of the hostess, the guests, or the occasion for the party. All he knew –with dreadful certainty– was the part he would play in it. He lay in the hard, transparent plastic bowl in which he had been poured, his arms and legs restricted with edible binds. Pinned down, at first, by other snackaboys and –girls lying above him, he remained draped over several of his unfortunate companions. His face was pressed into the small of a snackagirl’s back. Her skin was coated in sticky strawberry syrup. The scent of it filled his nostrils, mixing with his own coffee-flavoured coating, and the smells of the other snackas pressed around him. When she wriggled, feebly, the substance on her back rubbed into his face, mixing coffee and strawberry. His legs were pinned under the weight of piled up snackas, and had long since turned painfully numb.


Outside the bowl, set on a large table in a garden between cakes, biscuits and bottles of fruit juice and liqueur, the humans that he saw as giants were milling about, chatting and laughing pleasantly amongst themselves. From time to time, one would pluck a snacka from the bowl, enjoying the sweet morsel. He glared out at them, helpless. They all looked so… normal. They seemed pleasant enough, friendly with each other. And yet they were eating his kind, quite naturally, with neither pause nor care, as if… His thoughts faltered, and he could only tremble with disbelief, and inevitability of his fate.


Eventually, he found himself close to the top of the pile. Soon after that, the young blond woman he now recognised as the event’s hostess walked up. He tensed, but she did not remove anyone from the bowl. Instead, she picked it up, and carried it away from the table, taking it to small clusters of guests.

* * *


“Anyone for a snacka?” Alexandra offered cheerfully, handing the bowl forward to a group of four young woman chatting together. “Nashwa, I know you don’t eat them… But everyone else, help yourselves, while there’s some left!”


The first girl she presented the bowl to –fairly short, with shortish, stylish black hair and pretty brown eyes– shook her head with a polite smile. “No, thanks. I don’t eat them either.” She cast a curious glance at Nashwa, the lovely Arab girl with flowing dark hair. Their eyes met. Denis saw them briefly, but his attention was caught by the third girl, to whom the bowl was presented next.


“Oh, no thanks!” She placed her hand on her tummy. “I’m quite stuffed.”


“Camille?” Their hostess turned to the last of the four young women – a slender, attractive girl with smooth, delicate features and pale brown skin. The latter smiled.


“Thanks!” she said, reaching down into the bowl. Her fingers pressed against Denis’ back, then moved to grab him by his sides, lifting him up. “Is this coffee?”


His heart hammered in his chest, and he squirmed, frantically. He was raised into the air, the bowl receding, and looked round, almost numb with fear. The evening air was still warm, enveloping him pleasantly. The women were chatting amongst themselves once more. Camille turned him between her fingers, so that he was looking towards her face. She grimaced a little.


“Hm. It’s all sticky. I’ll have to wash my hands afterwards.” She lifted him towards her mouth, her lips parting as he neared it. He stared, frozen and mesmerised. Her soft, beautiful lips separated to reveal clean white teeth, and a dark gap between, a cavern of wet, glistening pinkness. His eyes widened and, before he could think, his head had passed the threshhold of her lips. Her warm breath washed over him, pleasantly scented with the lingering remnants of fresh tropical fruit juice. She pushed him in delicately, her fingers pressing against his feet. Her lips clamped down on his legs, and she inhaled him, sucking him in completely with a quiet breath. He vanished into her mouth. Her lips closed behind him, sealing him in.


It had all happened very quickly. A little bit of food, picked up and eaten with casual ease. Nothing more.


He lay face down on her tongue, shivering in the warm air of her breath. The sound of her breathing echoed around him, loud and steady, accompanied by the squelches and squirts of saliva building up in her mouth, sloshing over him. Her tongue shifted, moving him about as the coffee coating on his skin melted over her tastebuds. She sucked on him, shifting him round her mouth, drawing out his flavour. Trembling in the darkness, soaked in her warm saliva, he wriggled helplessly when her tongue nudged him towards the back of her mouth. Wet and slippery, he slid easily into her throat. His gagged, soundless scream was drowned out as she swallowed him with a loud gulp.


“…but he said the book version was much better than the film,” Nashwa was saying.


“Mm, yes.” Quickly, Camille licked the traces of coffee off her lips, and swallowed the residue of coffee flavouring on her tongue. Inside her chest, her snackaboy was being pushed steadily down by the pressure of her oesophagus; moments later, she felt him enter her stomach, a pleasant feeling. “I read the book ages ago, and from what I remember it’s really good.”


“Is the film worth seeing?”


“Well… Yes. I mean, they’ve cut bits out, and simplified things a bit, but it’s good.” Shr grinned. “And you know who they chose to play the lead, right?”


A normal conversation, on a pleasant evening. Inside her stomach, Denis wriggled and thrashed, as he was churned into the partially liquified, chewed and soggy chunks of earlier food, and active stomach acids lapped at his legs. Camille, brushing her dark hair back behind her ear, smiling and nodding as she listened to her friends, gave him no further thought.

* * *


The sky had darkened, and Nashwa had eventually moved indoors. After dancing a little, she sat back on a sofa pushed against a wall, and watched a few dancers who still had the energy to keep going. The food on the tables was dwindling. There were still some nice slices of cake, and she eyed them for a moment, but she knew she would regret it if she put on weight. She turned her attention to a group of people she barely knew, who were discussing setting up a card game. She considered joining in, but they mostly seemed to know one another. There were, in fact, quite a few unknown faces here.


Someone sat down beside her, and she turned to see who it was. Shortish, with elegant dark hair, she was not quite an unknown face. They had met a few times before – their hostess tonight, Alexandra, being a mutual friend. They had even spoken a little earlier this evening, in the garden.


“Getting tired?” Aurélie asked, with a pleasant smile.


“Just lazing about.” Nashwa returned the smile. “I’m wondering whether to get up and join the card game over there.”


“Hmm. It would be something to do, I suppose. I don’t mind dancing, but the music isn’t really my style.” They smiled at each other, perhaps with a little uncertainty, then Aurélie’s face turned rather more serious. “Do you mind if I ask you a question which may seem a bit odd?”


A look of surprise crossed Nashwa’s face. “Uhm… Sure, you can ask.”


“Why don’t you eat snackas?” Her brown eyes probed Nashwa’s face, curious – and perhaps even hopeful.


“Uhm…” She hesitated, with a slight flush of embarrasment enhancing her confusion. “Why do you ask?”


“Oh… Sorry.” Aurélie leaned back a little into the sofa, no longer gazing at her from so close. “I suppose I’d–”


“It just–”


They both stopped.


“Sorry, go ahead,” Nashwa said, awkwardly.


“No, you were going–”


“I was just going to say… It feels wrong.” She shrugged, as though trying to dismiss the question and her own answer. To her relief, however, she saw a warm smile light up Aurélie’s face.


“I’m the same.”


“Really?” Nashwa brightened.


“Yeah. I think it’s wrong to eat them.”


“Oh… That’s good!” Nashwa’s smile broke into a grin. “I didn’t realise you… When did you stop?”


“Uhm, about three years ago. You know, I just… kind of thought about it, and… You?”


“Oh, when… Well, quite a few years ago. Like, early teens.”


“I’m impressed. Not many people stop and think about it. I didn’t, at that age.” Aurélie smiled at her warmly, then paused, thoughtful.


“What’s on your mind?”


“Have you ever wondered where they come from?”


“Snackas?”


Aurélie nodded.


“I…” Nashwa hesitated. “Can… you keep a secret?” she asked, hesitantly, lowering her voice. When Aurélie nodded again, seriously, she went on: “I saved one, once.” Her tone was distinctly embarrassed.


“You…” Aurélie paused, then her smile broadened further, her eyes seeming to light up with pleasant surprise. She glanced round. “Would you mind telling me about this, outside?” If Nashwa seemed embarrassed, Aurélie sounded positively excited. The Arab girl hesitated, then nodded, and they got to their feet together. Making their way into the garden –where outside lights enabled a few groups to continue chatting in the cooling air, many of them smoking–, they chose a spot away from prying ears.


“You saved one?” Aurélie pressed, brown eyes still shining in the glow of artificial light. “How did it happen?”


Nashwa grimaced a little, uncomfortable. She wondered, suddenly, how she had got herself into talking about this. It had been her secret, for all these months – even her boyfriend, Frédéric, knew nothing about it. For a world used to seeing snackas merely as food, it would have seemed just too weird.


“My… parents had bought a box,” she explained. “An assortment. I… I’d made up my mind to… do something, for once. I waited, until…” She paused, and took a quiet breath. “I waited until there was only one left. It was a boy, mint-flavoured. I took him out of the box, and took him up to my room, and… hid him. So that nobody would eat him.”


Aurélie listened, fascinated, eager to hear more. “What happened?”


“Well, he… I got him cleaned up. He told me the sugary coating isn’t… Well, that it’s not a natural part of them, you know. So I cleaned it off him, and I made him some little clothes, and… I kept him.” She blushed slightly. “I kept him hidden.”


Aurélie looked at her, softly, and Nashwa was surprised at the respect she saw in the other girl’s eyes. “What was he called?” she whispered.


Nashwa smiled, sadly. “Etienne.” She paused, and looked back at her, curious. “How do you know they have names?”


“Is he still living with you?”


“Uhm… No.” Nashwa’s blush intensified suddenly. An expression of concern came over Aurélie’s face.


“Is he all right? Did something happen?”


“He…” Nashwa grimaced a little, and coughed, awkward. “I kept him hidden in my room, at my parents’, for quite a long time. Maybe three or four months. I… I looked after him, and we talked a lot, and… We were friends.” She paused, looking distinctly ill at ease. “But in the end…” She stopped, and sighed. “You’re going to hate me for this.”


Aurélie’s face was solemn. “No, I won’t. You’ve already done a lot more than most people would do. Tell me, Nashwa. What happened?” She touched her arm, gently. “I won’t judge you.”


Nashwa winced, and nodded. “In the end,” she said, not without hesitation, “he told me… He told me he was… He didn’t know…” She breathed in again, steadying herself. “He told me he was wondering about his life. His future. That… That he didn’t want to just… That he really liked me, but he didn’t want to just… Spend all his life, and mine, hidden away with me.”


“He left?” Aurélie prompted.


“He asked me to eat him,” Nashwa whispered, her cheeks reddening. “I said no, and… He said he really wanted it, and… In the end…”


“You ate him,” Aurélie finished, softly.


Nashwa nodded, lowering her gaze. For a moment, there was silence. Then she felt the other girl’s touch, very gently, taking her hand.


“Don’t feel bad,” Aurélie said – her voice unexpectedly warm. “You gave him a life, free from fear. You gave him something good. Kindness. Friendship. Protection. And in the end, he made his own choice.”


Nashwa looked up, with a small, grateful smile. “Thank you,” she whispered.


Aurélie observed her with a slight smile. “I trust you can keep a secret, too?” Nashwa nodded. “Good. Could you come round to my place, some time soon? There’s something I’d like to show you.”


Nashwa gazed into her face, curious. “Have you… Are you looking after a snacka?” she asked, keeping her voice low. “I, uh… I could come tomorrow, I suppose. But I haven’t got your address.” She felt a little nervous, and was not entirely sure why.


Aurélie went on smiling. “I’ll write it down for you.” She looked past her, and nodded at someone approaching. “Your boyfriend’s come looking for you.”


Nashwa turned, and gave Frédéric a warm smile as he walked up, trying to brush aside her nervousness.


“Hey, love.” He reached her, slipped his arms round her, and gave her a soft peck on the lips. “I wondered where you’d got to.” He nodded in greeting at the other girl. “Hi… Aurélie, right? Sorry if I’m interrupting.”


“That’s all right.” Aurélie gave Nashwa a warm smile before walking away and leaving the two of them together. “I’ll write it down for you…”


Frédéric’s eyebrows lifted, questioning. “Write it down?” he echoed.


“Hm, girls’ secret.” Nashwa gave him a teasing grin, and a playful touch on the nose, before rising up on her tiptoes to kiss his warm lips in the cooling night air…

* * *


Denis had been deposited with a slick squelch in Camille’s stomach, whereupon her digestive organ had soon set to work upon him, bathing him in a mixture of acids, drink, and partly liquified food. His binds dissolving under the corrosion of the acids, Denis had struggled desperately to clamber out of the stinging liquid – but to no avail. The mixture sloshed over him, churning him as Camille moved, her gestures subtly shifting the contents of her tummy. He gasped, through his gag, trembling at his unavoidable fate. He was trapped in the darkness, within the fleshy chamber of the young woman’s stomach, and no hope of an exit.


He began to feel numb, dizzy, slipping over the wet, fleshy surface, sinking into her half-digested meal, of which he was now becoming a part.


Unconsciousness threatened him, and he did not fight it. Prolonging this was futile. After so long waiting in agony, trapped in a sachet, packed for consumption and finally eaten, the end would come as a relief. He whimpered, half-unconscious already. His body was sticky with wet, soggy chewed food, and his skin tingled. Breathing hard, inhaling the hot thin air, he clutched at a sudden thought.


The woman who had eaten him was beautiful.


A feeling of unexpected warmth grew inside him, muting some of the fear. He heard the sounds of her body. Beyond the gurgles of her digestive system, and the wet sloshes inside her stomach, was the soft, steady beating of her heart, muffled yet strangely soothing. Her soft, lovely face lingered in his mind’s eye, as he clenched his eyes shut against the darkness. Faintly, he heard her laugh, and was surprised to find it was a gentle sound. Gentle… There was nothing cruel here. Just a beautiful young woman, enjoying a–


Her stomach groaned, digesting hard, squelching and churning. His feet slipped on the slick, wet fleshy surface beneath him, and he slid fully below the surface.


The evening moved on into night. Camille talked and laughed with her friends, relaxing in their company. Her active stomach liquified the food inside it, and began to empty its contents into her intestine, where her body would absorb vital nutrients from what she had eaten. She left the party, eventually, walking back to a friend’s car, chatting in whispers, giggling softly at a friend’s joke, and yawning as she settled in one of the back seats, suddenly tired. She dozed a little, sleepy but content.


Deposited in front of her home, she let herself in, stifling another yawn. Taking off her coat and shoes, she made her way into the bathroom to brush her teeth, then went to the toilet, and took a quick shower before changing into her nightwear. Her intestine rumbled faintly as hot, cleansing water rinsed her naked body.


Slipping beneath her bedcovers, she rested her head on the soft pillow with a grateful sigh.


She was asleep moments after closing her eyes.

* * *


The following day, a bright morning sky turned an overcast hue between blue and grey as lunchtime faded into afternoon. Nashwa al-Rahib, making her way down a quiet residential street, paused in front of a bloc of pleasant-looking flats, and checked the number. This was it. She passed the open gate, walked up the path between small, private ground-level front gardens, and pressed the buzzer labelled “Bruneau / Lalande”. “Bruneau” was Aurélie’s family name; Lalande, clearly, was whoever she lived with.


An unfamiliar female voice crackled a friendly inquiry through the intercom,  Nashwa identified herself, and the building’s front door opened with a sharp buzz. She pushed it, entered, and headed for the stairs – noting, as she did so, the spotless marble floor, large mirrors on the wall, and fresh, large potted plants. She imagined the rent here was not particularly cheap. There was a lift, of course, but Aurélie lived on the second floor; taking the lift would have felt lazy. Nashwa made her way up the steps, and found a half-open door awaiting her on the landing. It opened more fully as she approached, and Aurélie stood in the doorway, smiling slightly.


“Hello again. How are you?”


“Not bad at all, thanks.” She smiled, reaching her, and they greeted each other with kisses on the cheeks. “You?”


“Oh, fine. Come on in.” She stepped aside, giving her room to enter the small hallway, and revealing another young woman behind her. She was taller, quite slender, attractive with an appearance and bearing that might best be described as “neat”. Her dark blond hair was worn much longer than Murielle’s stylishly short black.


“Hello,” she greeted their guest with a smile.


“This is Murielle,” Aurélie introduced her. “My girlfriend.”


“Fiancée,” Murielle corrected her with a little wink. “We intend to get married as soon as the law permits.”


“Really?” Nashwa looked from one to the other as she took off her shoes. She wondered how old they were. Older than she was, certainly, but they did not look as if they could be much past twenty.


Murielle merely smiled. “I’m really pleased to meet you, Nashwa. If you want to come into the main room, I’ll serve drinks. What’ll you have?”


“Oh, anything, thanks.” She paused, as she realised she was wearing socks with little pink and mauve hearts on them. She shrugged to herself. She was among girls; they wouldn’t mock her. She turned to Aurélie. “You said you had… something to show me?”


“Yes.” Aurélie smiled, warmly. Again, there was that definite hint of excitement in her  brown eyes. “Come into the main room.”


Nashwa followed her in, curious as to what she would find… and stopped, staring, as she entered the room.


It was quite a large room –larger, no doubt, than many flats–, distinctly chic, and tastefully decorated. It hinted at wealth, or at least comfort, without being excessively ostentatious. Delicate vases and ornate table lamps caught her notice, but only for a moment. Murielle was already seated, her legs neatly folded, on a cushion beside a low glass table, pouring drinks. And on that table…


Close to a dozen tiny people were sitting or standing atop it, chatting amongst themselves or with Murielle, or turning to observe the newcomer. Several of them greeted her with a friendly wave. Her eyes widened in amazement, before further movement drew them to other parts of the room. Up on a shelf, several other tiny men or women sat, legs dangling over the edge. A few others walked about on a sofa, while others still raced across the floor, which was entirely covered in a thick carpet.


“Mind where you tread,” Aurélie advised her, smiling. “And come and sit down.”


A little dazed, Nashwa followed her to the table, her gaze darting round the different miniature people, before focusing on the carpet in front of her feet, mindful of the need to watch where she stepped.


She sat down, just as carefully, on a cushion by the table, and stared at the tiny men and women who approached, walking across the table. Some were clothed, in simple sewn cloth; others were unabashedly naked, or clad in strips of material that merely concealed their most private parts.


“Hello, there,” one dark-skinned young man said, smiling, waving to catch her attention. “It’s nice to meet you!”


“It’s… It’s nice to meet you all, too!” Nashwa gave a little laugh, and smiled. “I… My name’s Nashwa. I have to say, I…”


“Aurélie, you didn’t tell her?” a tiny woman chided, before turning to the newcomer. “Poor you… This must be a bit of a shock.”


“A little bit, yes. Thank you,” she added, mechanically, as Murielle handed her a cup of what appeared to be tea. “What…?” She trailed off.


“These people used to be snackas,” Murielle explained, calm but grave, pouring a cup for her girlfriend.


“They freed us, washed us down, made us clothes, and let us stay here,” the first miniature man went on.


“Wow…” Nashwa breathed, absorbing the information as best she could. “That’s…”


“Extremely wonderful of them,” a woman said, smiling softly. “They saved us all.”


Nashwa nodded, duly impressed, and somewhat overawed. She looked round once more. “How… many…?” she asked, with some hesitation.


“A hundred and fifteen right now,” Aurélie supplied. “That is, here with us. We have friends housing quite a few others.” She paused. “We’d like to help more, but…” She, too, trailed off. “Anyway. I thought you might like to meet our little friends here.” She smiled. “And know that, well… Not everything is bleak. A few snackas do get helped.”


“Not many, compared to the millions and millions who get eaten,” Murielle said gravely.


“But it’s a hundred and fifteen lives saved, here,” Aurélie emphasised. She looked down at the tinies on the table, with unmistakable fondness. “Each one of you counts for so very much.”


She received nods of approval, with grateful smiles and waves.


“Wow…” Nashwa said, again. “I’d never heard of a hundred and seventeen people sharing a flat.”


There were several laughs.


“Some of us sleep on the floor, in corners,” one man said. “Others in toy houses, that Murielle and Aurélie bought specially for us.” He looked up at them with gratitude.


“And what do you do all day?” Nashwa asked, fascinated.


“Oh… Talk. Play games. Draw, and write, and… We have a small football field set up, over there, next to the cupboard.” He smiled. “I’m still getting used to it all. A lot of us arrived just a few days ago. I’m Fabien, by the way,” he added, raising his hand.


Nashwa hesitated, before giving a friendly laugh, reached down, and touched his outstretched hand with her finger – the closest they could come to a handshake. “Pleased to meet you, Fabien.”


“Likewise.” He smiled. “I could barely believe it when I was rescued. There should be more people like you three. People who realise, and care.”


“We rescued Fabien and others from a warehouse,” Aurélie explained. “They were in boxes, stacked in a crate…” She grimaced.


“I was pineapple-flavoured,” Fabien said, grimly.


“I’m so sorry…” Nashwa whispered, sadly.


“Don’t be. You’re different.”


She managed a weak smile. “I admire you for being so upbeat. After what you’ve been through.”


Fabien nodded. “I’ve got everything to be optimistic about. I’ve got a life now. We all have. Not quite the same as what I used to have, but…”


“You used to…” Nashwa hesitated. “If you don’t mind my asking, how did you use to live?”


Aurélie nodded approvingly. “See, that’s a question that almost nobody asks. Where do snackas come from?” She sipped from her tea.


“And the answer is: ‘It depends’,” Fabien said, still looking up at Nashwa. “Some are really unlucky. They’re raised –if you can call it that– in industrial farms. Right from being babies. Locked in small cages, in the dark, force-fed, kept only just alive… They never know their parents. They never even learn to talk. They never find out how to think. Most of them go insane. That’s for mass production. It’s more efficient, you see.” He almost spat the words out. “There’s a huge market to feed, and if businesses want to produce millions of snackas…”


Nashwa stared at him, shocked. “That’s… That’s horrible!” she whispered, aghast.


“Most people wouldn’t want to know.” Murielle’s calm voice was distinctly bitter. “And it’s the same for a lot of animals, of course. That’s why Aurélie and I are vegetarians too.”


Nashwa winced – thinking, with just a little twinge of guilt, of the ham sandwich she had eaten for lunch. “Have you managed to save any of those?” she asked. “Snackas who are… who are held in those conditions, I mean.”


“A few,” Aurélie told her. “We did a raid on… Anyway, uh, we don’t bring them here. They need intensive care. We have friends who see to that.”


Murielle nodded quietly, pouring tea into tiny toy cups, and handing them to her minuscule friends.


“So… Those of you who are here…” Nashwa looked at Fabien, and at other snackas  on the table. “Where do you come from?”


Fabien smiled, sadly. “Oh, we’re the ‘lucky’ ones. We start off having a life. Or at least… believing that we have a life. Until…” He paused, and looked up gravely into her eyes. “Well, if you’ve got a while, I’ll tell you about it…”

* * *


The conversation went on until Fabien, seeing how upset Nashwa was, gently stopped, and steered their talk onto less painful matters. He showed her round the former snackas’ living arrangements. He himself slept on the floor, but some of the women who had been rescued with him were in the process of converting a doll house – decorating it with pieces of cloth, arranging small pieces of camp bedding into rows of beds, and, with the help of some men, fixing makeshift ladders that gave them easy access to the plastic house’s upper level. She watched them play tug of war, and, laughing, refereed a game of football, her spirits lifting considerably.


As she played with them, however, she noted that there were no children in their midst. Only adult snackas were marketed. The children remained trapped in the closed premises of the corporations which owned them. She forced herself not to dwell on such ghastly thoughts.


At her hostesses’ invitation, she stayed for dinner, which turned out to be an interesting experience with many of the tiny people sitting on the table itself, eating from tiny toy plates, small bowls of baked clay or even folded paper containers. Their friendliness, their mostly cheerful disposition filled her with warmth, and a sense of quiet despair at all those who did not share their luck. The latter feeling was accentuated by the fact that some of the little people remained broody, withdrawn, and never approached her at all. The scars of their experiences would remain. And these were the ‘lucky ones’.


She left as evening fell, and lingered for a moment in the flat’s entranceway, exchanging final words with Aurélie. The thought had weighed on her mind all afternoon, and she could not leave without voicing it in the end.


“If I’d known about this place…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I could have brought Etienne here. I needn’t have eaten him. He’d have had a future, after all. A proper life.”


Aurélie gave her a somewhat sad, but comforting look. “Don’t feel bad. You can’t blame yourself for what you didn’t know. You did what was best; you gave him what he wanted.” She took her hand, and gave it a little squeeze. “I’m sure he was happy.”


“Yes…” Nashwa whispered. She gulped, her eyes stinging a little with unshed tears. “It’s just…” She sighed. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. Thanks.”


Aurélie was quiet for moment, then, with her voice equally low, added: “What my concern is, really… Is that we haven’t been able to save more.” She paused. “During our last raid, we grabbed half a dozen boxes or so, but we had to leave the others behind. We wouldn’t have been able to house any more. We’re not the only ones who look after snackas, but, well, we’re pretty much reaching our limit. If we rescue any more, we’d need someone new to look after them.”


The two young women looked at each other. Nashwa shifted a little, uncomfortable.


“I… You know, I live with my parents. It was hard enough hiding Etienne all those weeks.”


“That’s ok. Don’t worry about it.” Aurélie smiled. “I just wanted it to be something you could keep in mind.”


“I will,” Nashwa promised. “And, well, maybe one day, when I get a place of my own… Or if I move in with my boyfriend, and if he… if he understands… Maybe then I can try and help.”


“Thank you.” Aurélie gave her a warm smile. “I’ll see you around, then.”


“Yes. Definitely.” Nashwa returned the smile, and waved a little as she left.


Her smile faded slowly as she walked down the stairs, thoughts and emotions jostling round her mind…

* * *


At the same time, in a neighbouring town, Camille was just getting home after spending time at the cinema and then shopping with friends. She had bought herself quite a lovely green dress, which she was feeling particularly pleased with. She would have to try it on again, just for the pleasure of wearing it, but first her body was telling her it had certain natural functions to perform.


She unlocked the front door, went in, and closed it behind her, placing her parcel down and taking her shoes off. Her parents and younger brother were still out; she had the house to herself. She picked up her parcel, and took it up to her room, placing it on her bed with a smile before heading into the bathroom. The pressure within her full rectum was becoming rather insistent, but that was easily seen to. Almost mechanically, she took her skirt and pants down, and sat on the toilet seat. She emptied her bladder, her mind focused on when she might have an opportunity to wear her new dress. With her bladder empty, she unclenched her anus, and released the contents of her colon. It did not take long. Finishing her poo, she wiped herself clean, washed her hands, and returned to her bedroom, feeling distinctly more comfortable.


With a little grin, she opened her packet, withdrawing her dress and smoothing it out. Yes, she would definitely have to think up some opportunity to wear it outdoors. And show it to her friends who hadn’t seen it yet. Still smiling to herself, she began to get undressed, so as to try it on.


She gave not a moment’s thought to Denis, the snackaboy whose name she had never known, and who had just completed his journey through her digestive system, emerging from her attractive young body as her poo. She had eaten him as a tasty, coffee-flavoured treat, and had ceased thinking about him even before the lingering taste of coffee faded from her mouth. She had quite forgotten him now, and would never think of him again.


Smiling quietly to herself, she slipped into her pretty new dress.


A short while later, not very far away, another young woman was sitting on a sofa in her parents’ home, watching detective fiction on television with her family. Nashwa was relaxing into the warm, comfortable and familiar setting, shedding –for a while– the sorrow, surprise and mixed emotions which the day had brought. As the programme finished, she went up to her room, and chatted for a while with her friends online, before getting ready for bed.


Unlike her friend Camille, she would not forget the last snackaboy she had eaten, all those months ago. His face lingered in her mind’s eye as she snuggled down into bed, pressing her head into the soft pillow and letting the covers drape loosely over her in the warm air. She thought, too, of the snackas she had met at Aurélie’s – little people, cleansed of the sugary substance which had once marked them as food. They would live, safe in the care of women to whom they mattered. But so many others, even now, were being kept in atrocious conditions in industrial snackafarms, or waited trapped in storage, or in a sweetbox in somebody’s home… How many were, at this very moment, inside somebody’s stomach? Snackas were a market hit, a huge commercial success. Millions would continue to be produced, and sold, and eaten.


She bit her lip, her eyes open in the darkness, unfocused on the dim shapes of furniture in her room. She felt guilty about Etienne, yes, but she accepted she could not have known any better. He had been happy to end up inside her, and she had given him what he desired. Almost unconsciously, she put her hand on her tummy, where he had once resided, before her digestive system absorbed him into her.


Etienne had chosen. Sort of. But so many others had no choice. And Aurélie’s words echoed in her mind. If she could help, somehow, she might save lives. Look after many more snackas than him. Make up for–


She yawned, tired and sleepy. She would think about it, perhaps, another day. For now, brushing aside the urgency, she took comfort in the thought of what Aurélie was doing. Perhaps, in some way, she could support her. Or something.


She closed her tired eyes, breathed out a little sigh, and slipped quietly into a peaceful sleep.

THE END

