Pan's First Treat
By misterebony
Based on a character created by ntnode

Anyone who has stayed at the Inn Belly Inn the last few weeks has seen one of their newer specialty girls. You may even have had one of her treatments. You may even know one of the cancer stricken ones she gave a much more pleasant way to go. Her name is Pan.

What can I say? I have paid to see her many times. She is a lovely panda girl with black hair, black fur around her eyes, a big white tummy with a heart of black on it, deep blue eyes, and a sugar sweet smile. She asked me to have someone share her story. The story of how her unique tastes and skills began.

I went to the writer, and told him all that was told to me. The result is this story. The story of Pan's first time.

**************

It was a few years ago. Pan had just turned 18, and, like most pandas, she lived in China. And she hated it. Her parents, conformed vegans specializing in bamboo salads day in and day out, were trying to plan Pan's future.

"Let's see." The mother said as she munched on some bamboo jerky. "Perhaps a future in teaching. It is good money, and you will mold the youth into a fine.... why dear, your not eating!"

Pan sat at the other end of the table, looking With disgust at the plate of bamboo jerky, flavored with dill. She looked at her mom.

"Mother," she started, "I have a confession to make. I.... I am not vegan."

The mother laughed out loud for a full minute before she spoke. "Oh dear, your funny! A panda not a vegan. That's rich!"

But Pan wasn't laughing. "Its true mom. For the past year I have been eating meat. Hamburgers, steak, pork rolls..."

"Enough." The mother said. "this is crazy talk. Besides, pandas can't eat meat! It's..."

"Mom!" Pan said standing up. "We are panda Demi, and as Demi we can do what we want! We aren't bound to the ways the animals we are based on had, we can be like people!"

Again the mother laughed. "Such foolish ideas! Us, like people! Next you'll be wanting to have your own free will, find a carrear not chosen by the government!"

Pan was silent. The mother finally stopped laughing.

"Oh no..... no you don't dare have those thoughts. Its immoral to be so selfish!"

Pan shook her head. "Not in America. That was why I told you tonight. I'm leaving for the American region to train to be a cook. I love to cook mom, and I am good at it."

The mother frowned and growled. "Just like Your father. So.... insolent. Fine. You go to America. You pretend your something special. But mark my words, you'll regret it. And I will not help or even care what..."

SLAM. Pan was so happy to be allowed to go she went in a hurry, her mother in shock. Now you wonder why this part was told. See, she did go to America. She did become a cook. And she was good. 

So good she got a job with a handsome young man named Jackson, who she had gone to school with and was Like a big brother. He was a human male, with soft eyes and a fine figure. The two were never an item, but they were friends Thanks to both having similar backgrounds with being disowned by their families. But one day,Jackson came in with a look Like he had been hit by a truck. Pan, who at the time was working on a massive sushi platter for a hippo Demi customer, saw him and was worried. 

"Jackson?" She said. "Are you alright?"

"I just got back from the doctor." He said, his voice a whisper. "The doctor said.... he said I have a bad form of cancer. Its Demi doomata, he said."

Demi doomata. A rare cancer That appeared when the Demis arrived. Incurable, it affects the brain, nerves, and muscles, trying to alter them. In the early stages it is just painful, but in the later stage it shuts down some areas in the brain, resulting in crazed behavior. Death is slow and painful. Only about one in a million get this disease.

But That was enough for Jackson. Pan, devestated, hugged the now crying Jackson.

"How long?" She asked.

"Its in the early stages, so they figure I will just have pains for a year or so before it gets real bad." He forced a smile. "But at least I had a good life right?"

Pan smiled. "Sure did. Helped me become a cook for one." She tried to hide her pain at losing a friend. And then she thought of something. "Well... you could..."

"Pan... I already know what you will say. That's why I told you." She blinked in shock. "Meet me here after hours. Tonight."

Pan nodded. He wondered if he knew what he was asking. She didn't even know if she could do it. But her friend was dying, and deserved to go in style.

By being eaten up.

***********

She stood there in the kitchen after hours, wearing her apron and chefs hat, as Jackson walked in. He had washed up, taken care of some loose ends, and was now ready.

"Hi." He said as he walked in, Pan staring at his naked form. "I figured, since it is my last time on the outside, I might as well go in natural." He approached. "I have to admit. I always hoped you  would eat me Pan. I dreamed of being in one of your dishes.See, I..." 

"Please don't say it." Pan said, paw on his cheek. "This is hard enough. I don't want to say goodbye, though I always wanted to do this to you. I always wondered What humans taste like. The other Demi, they know. I wanted to find out For myslf.

"I even had a plan. I was going to get you on a date, drug your wine, take you home, and prepare you. Then, I'd swallow you whole so you could kick and wriggle inside me. I always wondered what it felt like. To have something whole and alive inside you.

"And now I will know... because your letting me eat you. And I want you to know... I cannot say enough how happy I am that we will be together."

Jackson hugged her and the panda hugged back, and she felt the warmth of his skin against hers. But there was work to be done.

"You think you can eat me whole?" Jackson asked as he climbed on the prep table.

"I ate a whole roasted pig once." She replied, getting various spices and herbs. "And topped it off with all the trimmings on the side. I know I have the tummy for it like all Demi, but Getting you in will be hard. I never did THAT before."

He nodded as she sprinkled some herbs on him to enhance his flavour. "Well, what is the biggest thing you swallowed whole?"

Pan thought. "Well, there was a huge table sized sandwich I ate once, as big as you are.... why are you laughing?"

Jackson was, laughing hard and loud! "I can't believe you just said that! Remember my last name?"

Pan thought... and soon she was laughing too! "Jackson Vich!" She said. "You want me to make a sandvich huh?!" She said laughing hard.

"Yeah, why not?" He said. The two smiled and laughed long and hard. They laughed till their sides were sore and they hurt. Smiling, Pan got one of the big sub loaves.

"I still say you deserve something fancier. A Hawaiian style spit roast, maybe a big pot of new England chowder with all the trimmings, or maybe a Dutch apple and person pie for my sweet tooth. A simple 'sandvich' just seems so... simple."

Jackson smiled as he climbed on the bottom bun. "Simple? Pan, sandwiches are the single most defining food of all! They can have anything and everything on them. You can make them sweet with jelly and peanut butter, or sour with fruits. You can make classic hoagies, or high class ruebens. You can do anything you want. And I know I will be whatever you want. I'm your sandvich."

Pan licked her lips as she saw her friend as part of the meal, and set to work. First, she sprinkled on more herbs, like fresh Rosemary and a bit of Basil. She then went and got some spiced olive oil and brushed it on his naked skin. More than she wanted to admit she was getting aroused by this. She was preparing a human for her meal. A willing human. He was going to be her dinner. The thought of eating her best friend and feeling him inside her made her swoon a little. But she had to focus.

Once he was all oiled, Pan got some goats milk cheese and cut it into slices. The cream cheese like delicacy was then laid on him in random spots. Next went some sun dried tomatoes, put on at random locations. Finally, some giganticlettuce, a vegetable used for cooking humans in this method. A few dashes of pepper and salt and she was alldone. 

"Jackson you make a tasty looking sandvich." She said. Drooling some. She removed her apron to let him see her naked, fur covered form for a moment, then placed the top Bun on. Jackson sighed happily as he was finished.

"Goodbye Pan." He said. "I hope you Never forget me. But I also hope One day you find a Guy."

Pan smiled and lifted the sandvich up. "Good bye Jackson. Thanks for everything, especially believing in me when my own family did not. I hope you make a fine angel." She opened her mouth as wide as she could, shoving the sandvich in headfirst. The tastes on her tounge were divine. Having Never tasted human before she did not know What to expect. But she found Jackson to be very sweet and salty at the same time, tasting somewhat like good brushetta Ham. Pan moaned in delight, swallowing once. Bit then she became aware of his motions, wriggling inside the sandvich, clearly enjoying this.

This made Pan smile. She knew he was enjoying being her food as much as she was, given how much of a delicacy he was. She had no regrets anymore about doing this. In fact, she loved it! Every motion he made as she ate him up was absolutely divine, making her whole body tingle with pleasure. This was a wonderful experience like no other she had ever known before. 

"You liking this?" Jackson asked, teasing a little. "I sure hope so! I Never thought this Could feel so wonderful! Its like nothing I ever felt before!"

Pan was thinking about the same thing as she continued to swallow thesandwich up . She wondered if all people were this delicious! If they were...

"Pan..." Jackson said. "This is just an idea, but maybe you should apply at the Inn Belly Inn." 

Pan gulped in shock at his suggestion. The resulting swallow made her gobble the rest of the sandvich up instantly, not letting her savour his flavour for as long as she would have liked.

But she was far too curious to be mad."The what?" She said. 

"It is like a cross between a love hotel and a vore palace. People pay for the privledge of being in the bellies of various Demi creatures and gifted humans. They can stay for hours or days... or go all the way, Like I am."

Pan nodded, rubbing her belly. "Sounds fun."

Jackson sighed and got comfortable inside her, rubbing the inside of the belly. "Oh it can be."

Pan chuckled. "Where you are feels warm. Were you...?"

"Yes." Jackson admitted. "I was... aroused by being your food."

She blushed. "That's funny. I felt the same way as I ate you. Its a shame we will only do this once Jackson Vich. I have a feeling I Could have loved you."

Jackson smiled. "I agree. But a happy life is better than a long life right?"

Pan smiled and recalled leaving her family for this. She nodded and licked her lips. "Yes." Was all she said as she gently stroked her gut.

Jackson fell asleep some time later. He would not wake up, but he did tell her not to forget him. She never has.

**************

Well, the rest of the story is obvious. After taking some time to mourn the loss of her friend, she applied at the American Branch of the Inn Belly Inn located in Las Reno. She was a popular new member and was soon earning more than she ever dreamed. But she, unlike her coworkers, had a black heart painted on her chest, so as to fit her fur scheme. She mostly cooks her patrons, some even ask to be treated Just like food, chewed and everything. I will spare those details.

But That is her tale, as I promised her. She is waiting for me now, to make ME a sandvich, and gobble me up. I guess this is goodbye then, and I Hope you will visit her someday. She really is a sweet panda. And a fun cook.

Good bye.

(The one who told me this story ended here, and went back to a lovely panda woman. It is said someone took a final picture before she ate him up. I wonder who. In any case, I wish him and the panda girl well. Perhaps more would like to meet her someday...)
