Mafuta Mesmerized
“I swear, if you are trying to prank us I’m going to tell Sel your secret, Tal…” Mafuta grumbled while she walked through a dark hallway. She held her phone in front of her to light the way and hoped that she would get a message from Pepper or Sel that one of them had found Talharim. No such message came.

Mafuta sighed and leaned against a wall. She needed a short break. This castle was too big, and she had no idea where she was going or where Talharim could have gone. Maybe he went upstairs? There was a tower and Tal said that he had seen something in there before they entered the castle. Maybe he had gone exploring the tower alone? Sometimes she wasn’t able to figure him out.

Mafuta adjusted her glasses and made a decision. She would go upstairs and look for Talharim there. She just had to find the stairs and then-

A single note made her wince. It sounded like a rusty music box, and Mafuta turned around to look for the source of it. She couldn’t find it.

Another note was played, then another and another. Slowly it turned into a steady jingle.

“Guys? This isn’t funny!” Mafuta exclaimed. She was frightened and grabbed her phone tighter. Her phone! She would just make a group call. That way, the others would get exposed by the ringtone. Mafuta lifted the phone and pressed the Power-button to get it out of Standby. The phone didn’t respond.

Meanwhile, the jingle started to get louder. And then, a chorus began to chant. It sounded like it was made of children’s voices:

“Come forth, little mouse, no need to fear

You entered this house, the hostess is here

The lady in white, she knows that you hide

Out of her sight, her coat’s shining bright”
In panic, Mafuta looked around, but she couldn’t see much. The light from her phone didn’t work anymore, and the dark hallway seemed to be swirling. The paintings on the walls began to move in their frames. The paintings showed farmers, weapon smiths and other working class furs, but also portraits of members of the royal family. And all of them began to look in the same direction, before they bowed down.

“Come forth, little mouse, embrace your fate

You entered this house, and now it’s too late

The queen’s on her way to you, she’s gonna prey on you

Almost over the wait”
“The queen? What queen?” Mafuta asked one of the portraits.

To her surprise, it turned its face to her and answered: “Sincera, the White Lady.”

The jingle changed a little and with it the chorus that sounded even more high-pitched now.

“Do not run, or you won’t have much fun

But listen to our advice, and she’ll be nice”
At the end of a hallway, a white specter appeared and quickly began to move towards Mafuta. She wanted to step backwards, but her body didn’t obey her anymore.

“Do not run, or you won’t have much fun

But listen to our advice, and she’ll be nice”
That song. That stupid song! It must have hypnotized her, and now she couldn’t move a muscle. Petrified, she stood there and stared at the white specter that rushed towards her.

When the big owl towered over Mafuta, the music box stopped playing and the chanting also stopped abruptly.

“Another one.” she snickered and brought her head on eye-level with Mafuta. “Hello, meal!”

Mafuta wasn’t shaking in fear, even though she should have. The song had told her that there was no need to fear. It had been so mesmerizing, and she believed every single word. And so she just smiled. “Hello, Sincera.”

“Oh, you already know my name? Did my illusion tell it to you?” she smiled and used her wing tip to caress Mafuta under her chin.

The mouse nodded slowly and instinctively moved her head towards the affection the owl gave her. But Sincera pulled back her wing and Mafuta lost her balance. She tripped and fell over and was caught by the white owl, who pushed her against her belly.

“You can’t wait to get in there, don’t you?” Sincera chuckled. “Other than your friend. I had to paralyze him, so he couldn’t escape. I won’t have to do that to you. You aren’t going to run away, right?”

“N-no…” Mafuta shook her head. The belly feathers of her captor were so soft and fluffy. Why would she run away from soft and fluffy? But there was something that was smelling quite rancid.

“Good girl!” she cooed. “Do you want to know where your friend is?”

“Talharim? Yes, I want to know…” Mafuta answered. At first the song and now the soothing voice of that owl. Her mind couldn’t handle such a sensory overload. Little did she know that it was actual magic that was messing with her head.

“He’s right here.” the White Lady slowly moved Mafuta’s small hands down her body. The soft plumage was suddenly interrupted by a plastic waistband that Mafuta’s hands glided over, and she looked down on the owl’s body, curious to what that waistband belonged to. She blinked in surprise as she realized that it was a hefty diaper. Why hadn’t she noticed it sooner? Her hands were already pushing into the padding, when she felt how warm and squishy it was. “Do you like the feeling?” the owl asked with a sinister smile.

“I think I like it…” Mafuta answered, while slowly kneading the crinkly fabric with both hands. “Is that… was that… Tal?” she asked and breathed in the smell of her digested friend.

“I don’t know his name. Short white fur, tired eyes?”, Sincera asked.

Mafuta nodded slowly. “You ate Tal…”

“I had my fun with him, just like how I will have fun with you. Were you searching for him?”, Sincera began to stroke Mafuta’s back with her wing, using the magical aura that covered her whole body to send her newly found prey into an even deeper trance. 

“Y-yes… I did…” she answered. It felt like her mind was covered in mud. “And I finally found him!”

Mafuta pressed her face into the front of the swollen diaper, inhaling the stench. Doing so felt natural. There was nothing wrong with snoofing the digested remains of a friend that were piled up inside a heavily used diaper.

“Then how about you tell your friends you found him, before I’ll let you join him?” the owl released her hypnotized prey from her grasp.

“My friends… oh… right!” Mafuta said, and picked up her phone from the ground. She didn’t know when she had dropped it, but now the screen was cracked and looked like a spiderweb. But when she tried to turn it on, it worked just fine.

“Selfie Time!” she exclaimed. She didn’t know why she said this, but it was a sentence she had said so often now that it had become an automatism whenever she took a picture for social media. She turned around, so that Sincera was behind her, formed a peace sign with her other hand, smiled and took the picture.

Then she uploaded it into the group chat and typed: “Guys, I think I found Tal. And I can’t wait to join him <3”

Then she sent the message.

Sincera smiled. “Good girl. How about we record a video together?”

“A video?” Mafuta tilted her head and blinked slowly, because it felt like her thoughts were slowly moving from one side of her head to the other.

“Exactly. A video of how I’m devouring you. You like Tal’s mushy new form, don’t you?” the White Lady asked.

Mafuta’s phone vibrated, but she didn’t bother looking at it. “I love it!”

“And you really want to join him?” she smiled.

“Absolutely!” Mafuta nodded.

“Then record the video and I will tell your friends how lucky they are that they are going to get devoured by me!” Sincera smiled.

Mafuta pressed the Record-button on her phone and the video began.

“Hi there, I am Mafuta! And today, I’m getting devoured by this wonderful owl named Sincera, also known as ‘The White Lady’.” Mafuta introduced herself and her partner. This was routine. She didn’t really need the full presence of her mind to do this. She had done this so often that she was able to do an introduction in her sleep if she had to.

“Thank you for introducing me, Mafuta. I bet your viewers will love the show we have planned for them. Let me show them a little teaser of what is going to happen.” Sincera took the lead. She caressed Mafuta’s back with her wing, before turning around and presenting her full diaper to the camera, squishing the contents around with her other wing, moaning slightly while doing so. “I will reduce this cute little morsel to a creamy load in my diaper, like I did with your friend before. Take a good look. This is what is left of him. But don’t worry. Once I have swallowed Mafuta here, I will come and find you as well. Don’t run away from me. It will be less painful that way. And since Mafuta was such a willing partner, she deserves to stay alive for a while. Inside my belly.”

With that, Sincera opened her beak and Mafuta dropped the phone once again. It was still recording, but only filmed the ground. Loud gulping and swallowing could be heard, when Mafuta slid down into the White Lady’s stomach.

“It’s so warm and sticky in here!” her muffled voice could be heard on the record.

“And it will become even warmer soon. But don’t worry. I won’t start digesting you right away. I will wait until I’ve got another one of your friends.” she answered and picked up the phone. She moved the camera around to present her freshly filled stomach, before lifting the phone higher again and looking into the camera lens. “But which one of you will I pick first? Eeny, meeny, miny…” she said, then she stopped recording, and the video was being sent into the group chat.

~

“We need to get out of here!” Pepper sent a direct message to Sel after a full minute of shock after seeing and hearing how Mafuta got swallowed alive.

“Let’s meet in the entry hall!” Sel’s answer came almost immediately.

Pepper didn’t reply anymore and started running as fast as she could.

“Come on, Pepper…” Sel said, the phone still in his hand. He was waiting in the entry hall for two minutes now and there still wasn’t a trace of his girlfriend.

There she was! On the stairs on her way down to the castle’s entrance that would act as their emergency exit now. Sel put forth his hand to reach for her. She was so close to grabbing it, when a white specter appeared behind her. “You!”

Pepper screamed as she was lifted from the ground. “Sel! Help me!”

Sel still stood there, his arm stretched out, when she was being snatched away.

And slowly a smile formed on his face.

Deep into the castle

Searching for a friend

Means nothing but hassle

Before your utter end

When you hear the chorus sing

In her illusion you are trapped

From filthy peasant to regal king

They all watch as you are sapped

Now only two mice remain

And one of them is already doomed

Is Sel slowly turning insane

With his girlfriend about to be consumed?

As it is the case so often, the truth is not yet near

A mouse smiling about his loss, who’s the real monster here?
