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Kaden shifted nervously on her heels, rubber sides of her converse squeaking together. This was her second date with Brodey, and she really wanted to make it work. Sure, she had planned on it being a one night stand but...She just had to have more of her. There was something so alluring and mysterious about her, it’d eat her up not to know more of her.

With enough getting to know each other she was sure their conversations would lighten and flourish, as too their relationship. And, hey, if they got to shag a few more times in the process...so be it. She did owe her twice after all, and by god was she excited for it. The tip of her tail even picked up a slight wag at the thought of it.

They had agreed to meet at a Cusige diner Brodey had picked out. Kaden had been here a couple times before when she was younger. Her and her friends had hung here after school, getting hyped up on aphrodisiacs then pulling weekend long fuck fests.

She giggled to herself and checked her phone for the 30th time since she arrived at the diner. However, the door chimed open before she could even get to her home screen. In walked that strange, charming Cumart; hair in an adorable bun and seductive smile on her face.

Kaden waved excitedly at her, grinning ear to ear, then stood and hugged her when she got to the table. “Thanks so much for agreeing to this!” She said, sitting back down and scratching the back of her head. “I-I’m sure me asking so soon after and so forwardly wasn’t the most attractive…. Ehehe, so, yeah...thanks.”

Brodey smiled lightly and sat down across from her. “I thought it was rather cute. Plus, I was pretty excited myself. I wanted to drag you home with me the night I left you~.”

“I was pretty surprised when you just left like that!” Kaden mused, handing over a menu. “Like, I kinda expected you to stay the night or, yknow, finish too.”

The Cumart hummed, as if she had forgotten that fact. “Did I not? Well, it was fun either way. You make some pretty cute sounds, Kaden~”

Her face turned bright blue instantly and she fumbled over her words before hiding behind her own menu. “I’m sure you’ll make just as ‘cute’ ones when you get your turn...”

“Oh, I’m sure I will.” A finger pulled the menu away from the others face. “Let's say we find out after dinner?”

“What’ll you have?” Both of them jumped nearly out of their seats as the waitress came to take their order. Her voice was rough and coated in a lifetime of chain smoking. She stared past them, uncaring in interrupting, and repeated her question. “What’ll you have, ladies?”
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“Two orders, medium-rare, of the fourth section of your back menu.” Brodey said, not having picked up her menu and grabbing Kadens from her hand. “A peach primera smoothie for me, tigers breath vodka for her, and an appetizer of orange soucat sprouts, thank you.”

“Delightful.” The waitress croaked and took their menus. “Use protection.”

Brodey laughed for once, and Kaden shrunk into herself in embarrassment. They were definitely going a few rounds tonight. Almost everything Brodey had ordered were potent Cusige aphrodisiacs. Well, possibly including or excluding whatever the back menu item was.

“Fourth section of the back menu?” She asked after she swallowed down her embarrassment enough. She’d ordered some back menu stuff back in the day, sure, but they stopped at two sections, not four. “Is it, like, a meat for it to be cooked like that?”

“Precisely.” Brodey said, pulling open a little coffee creamer cup. She took it like a shot, as if she were a little kid. Then tossed the empty container at Kaden. “I think you’ll like it. How often do you eat sentiants?”

Kadens ears perked then slid back. All Cusige craved sentient meat, sure, but society was passed hunting and eating fellow sentiants. Cusige ate lesser animals and substitutes now, sentient meat long being frowned upon and hush-hushed into black markets.

This diner looked nothing of the sort. It was pulled straight out of the 70s, sold basic trucker food, and was not sparkling clean, but not filthy either. Just...normal. You’d think if they sold sentient meat there’d be a bunch of creeps sitting around or over powered Cusige flaunting about.

“I...Don’t?” Kaden mumbled as she looked over the place. When she turned back to Brodey their drinks were on the table. Absentmindedly she stirred her vodka. “I mean, we had it back when I lived in Miyusha and with my parents. I was raised pretty traditionally, so, I mean it came with the training.”

Brodey nodded. So this was a trained Kaden, how delightful. She loved how strong trained ones were, and how beautiful the smoke they made was when they screamed with their very soul. “That’s alright, this meat isn’t entirely sentient.”

Kaden looked back up, confused.

“It’s from animals like dolphins, monkeys, and octopi. Y’know, smart but still considered an animal and below us. Completely legal and harm free, promise.” She held out a pinkie finger in technical promise, and shook it when Kaden linked her own.
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“Well, alright. I guess that’s okay then.” She said then took a swig of vodka. “I just don’t like eating, yknow, people, like us. You never know if they were actually an organ donor or willing.”

“Oh definitely.” Brodey replied. “You’d be surprised that only a small portion of mainstream sentient meat is unethically harvested, though. Most of the illegal stuff has the selling point of it being illegal, so people sell it on the black and red markets instead. Selling it to some creepy rich dude nets a lot more profit than eating it yourself or selling it to a shady diner. Diners can’t sell it as what it actually is, after all.”

Kaden pursed her lips. That didn’t really help her feel better about their current order, being as they were currently in an, apparently, shady diner. She guessed it made sense though, really who would waste money on premium meat then sell it as every day meat.

Not long after, their appetizer was delivered. Brodey pushed it to the center to share, and Kaden was quick to dig in. She loved soucat sprouts, and the orange ones were even more delectable. Just two or three down she was already feeling their effects and the tigers strength starting to mix and amplify each other inside her body.

Brodey could feel it too, but to a much lesser extent. She made sure to pace herself, and had eaten some bread before coming to soak some of it up. Being high and horny was nice, but you really had to know your limits if you were going to be doing really anything that required being aware of the world.

She’d eat one or two, then spear one on a fork and feed it to Kaden, who had eaten two or three more than her already. It continued like this until it was gone, Brodey having only eaten a fourth of what had been provided.

As if on queue, the waitress came out and slammed their plates onto the table. With a croaky thank you and an apathetic garnish of seasoning on both, she left them alone again and retired to smoke half a pack of cigarettes behind the counter.

Just as Brodey had instructed her to do. She immediately cut off a chunk from her meat and popped it into her mouth. It was juicy, fatty, seasoned to perfection. The unmistakable luxury of Jumart flesh.

Kaden slowly cut all of her portion into chunks. Not really needing to, but wanting to buy time. She really didn’t trust what this meat was. Dolphin and octopus would be a different kind of meat, fishy for sure, just leaving monkeys as the potential. But monkey’s were small, and she didn’t think they’d smell or look this much like beef.

When she went to make an excuse to leave for the bathroom, she was met with Brodeys fork hovering in front of her face. The meat on it glistened with juices, and steamed slightly.
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Kaden looked between it, to Brodey, back to the meat, then closed her eyes and opened her mouth nervously.

With a sick smirk, Brodey fed the chunk to her.

It tasted almost exactly like any other fancy steak on the market, but just a tad bit sweeter. A hint of venison? Whatever it was, it was delicious. Whatever this animal was it begged to be eaten, and Kaden was happy to oblige.

Swallowing down that first bite, she grabbed another with her fork. That unknowing, suspicious pit in her stomach was drowned out by the rest of her craving for more, wanting to shove fistfuls in her mouth like an animal. The tiger's strength in her vodka was stronger than she had thought.

With a knowing chuckle and a few bites of her own plate, Brodey watched Kaden blast through her portion. The juice of it dribbled down her chin and goatee, dripping onto the table. As gross as it was, something about it was pretty exciting. Seeing the almost feral nature of her eating.

Plans were to treat her like any other high quality Kaden, but now she was thinking of other ideas. Turning her fully feral, keeping her as a sex slave, starving her until she broke and ate someone else alive. All of them sounded amazing, it was going to be hard to choose when she finally got her into the sub basement.

With how things were going, getting her there was going to be as easy as taking her hand and leading her. She was flushed to her collar bone, slap happy, and pitching a sizable tent already. By the way she was staring down at her plate it seemed she wanted to lick it clean.

Brodey waved at the waitress to show that they wouldn't be needing dessert then held one of Kadens hands in her own. Surprisingly this seemed to fluster her more than grabbing her dick had.

"How's about we take it to mine this time? You're lookin ready as ever." She cooed.

Kaden smirked, chugged the rest of her vodka, and stood, seemingly unfazed by her boner being on display. “Fuck yeah! Plus, I owe ya~ Let’s pay and get outta this joint asap.”

She was told there was no need, however, as Brodey had the bill put on her tab. She linked an arm with the Cusige and led her out of the diner, smiling at the waitress on the way out. Kaden leaned heavily on her, drugs and alcohol pumping through her entire body, and waved goodbye.
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When the door closed the waitress shook her head, pressing her glasses up her nose. “Poor thing, walkin’ right into the den of a hungry beast.” An eyebrow cocked looking at the digital payment that rang into her register. “A $50 tip though, she knows me so well.”

She managed her drawer, minus the $50, then went back into the security room and ‘accidentally’ taped over the security feed with a re-run of a soap opera. Kicking her hooves up on the counter and cracking open a beer she relaxed for the rest of the night. The world was a tough, uncaring, dangerous place. She wasn’t going hide nor tail near any of the shit she didn’t have to. If that included throwing a fellow Cusige under the bus once or twice, so be it.

