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“Wake the fuck up, Mo! Your belly is going to give us away. Here.” the hoarse man voiced, tossing a CalorieMate onto the table of the unkept boat cabin, “Eat that. Like this swamp boat, it’s a solid treasure of the past that no one will ever remember. ...Like yourself.” The insensitive rouser heaved his wideset, balding self to the deck of the rust bucket they were traveling on. The “treasure” in question was laying on the bottom bunk of the cramped quarters, her long shapely body unfolding with the exiting and present rousings. She was “Mosine”, a prisoner serving a life sentence...and one exceedingly hungry woman. The twenty-six-year-old stretched as much of her extensive, pleasurably endowed curves as she could, finding it irksome to fit two hundred pounds of unadulterated female enticement. It began with her gradient brown mane of spiral curly locks, tied back in a big “low and romantic” style ponytail. Either word couldn’t be applied to her, personality-wise and especially considering her physical presence. She was built oddly but in a hypnotically exotic sense. Although she was one-quarter indigenous Brazilian, the genetics had mainly dominated her appearance, exhibited by her striking fine face and round hips. Besides a flat yet extremely wide belly, that’s where the characteristics ended. Otherwise, her sloping but godly spherical chest and disproportionally slender limbs made her a unique spectacle. There was more to her, but it wasn’t deep or as lovely.

“Six targets. In and out,” she uttered, saying it in a deliberate and focused manner. Mosine wasn’t one for introspective thought, going as far as speaking them while she went through the steps of achieving her final objective. She preferred to keep her entire sense of self on the surface, outwardly representing her smooth-running audacity with a casual but revealing all-black outfit. A lightweight cotton cardigan wrap draped her broad bony shoulders, covering the lengthy arms but left open to allure her “targets” with a sports bra that perfectly accentuated the breasts that were too ample to be real. The slit of cleavage shined with sweat, complementing her cinnamon skin and giving the impression she was a healthy human being. Once again, she was neither. Three days ago, she was another disheveled convict with no makeup or hope. Even the cheap yoga pants that conformed to her Amazon-huge ass were worth more than the white jumpsuits they wore at the black site in the US Virgin Islands. To the young character, the standard of living of there, here, or anywhere in between was immaterial. Her whole life was in front of her and she intended to waste every bit of it, her dwindling days displayed on the contact lenses over her amber-green irises. The future tech gave her real-time information on her vitals, surroundings, and something called “CC”. Next to the colon for the identifier was a countdown that was auto-updating. Plainly, it was the value of her remaining life.

“Forty years, six months, twenty-two days, and five and a half hours. ...Hm, I could have lived that long? I figured the nicotine would have at least taken ten years off.” she read, shrugging.

“Stop talking to yourself like a fuck fresh out of solitary. Shove that block of cheese in your mouth and put the wet suit on. We’re almost there. ...I took your last N-Ball. It’s not like you’ll need it.” Willicks hurried, the aging male making a click sound with his fingers.

She cracked the slightest of smiles, gazing at the extra-large bodysuit and the square yellow pack sitting on the garment. Her priorities were apparent, the starved vixen taking out the two log-shaped cookies faster than it took for her to reload a firearm. The chocolate-flavored shortbread was consumed much swifter, the dense food dilating her golf ball-sized stomach in seconds. Mo let out a shameless moan, looking forward to expanding her belly with something much more filling than these energy bars. In less than a minute, her six-foot, two-inch stature was clothed in the scuba diver ensemble, pressing a button on its wrist, and making the material pleasingly cohere to the widely-spaced assets, showing off her unusual framework. Her lower body certainly accounted for a great deal of the imposing height but it was in equal measure to the overall area of her abdominal segment. Visually, it was like viewing a walking, sexy dumbbell. A sharp-featured head was attached to two sets of flawlessly symmetrical orbs, separated by an hourglass midriff, and held up with legs for years. The sleek-dressed stunner strutted to the bridge of an antique Armstrong Marine catamaran, joining the heavily perspiring Willicks at the wheel. Even though it was a night in September, the South American weather was swathed in humidity.

“Tell me something, Mo. Which voice in your thick head told you this was a good way to go out? I know that anything is better rotting in a cell for the rest of your life but doing all of this,” he put forward, gesturing to the rundown aluminum watercraft and then to her getup, “...just for some weird fetish shit? If you wanted to stuff your gut to the ceiling, you could have just told them to expedite your death date and asked for a big fuckin’ feast as your ‘last meal’.” The homely-looking “handler” of hers raised a decent point, however, he readily knew the answer to the rhetorical question. The old guy was just yanking her chain. In a roundabout way, this was him basically saying “goodbye” to her. This would be the last time they would see each other and since both of them had the emotional depth of the plain-flavored CalorieMate he was nibbling on, this was the closest they would get to a sound sentimental sendoff.

She nabbed the nutritional hunk of sugar and took a bite, swallowing it slowly. “We had a good run, ‘Icks’. Do me a favor? The next time you want to get all sappy on me,” she matter of factly said, taking the second bar and making a show of eating it in three unhurried bites, “...give me two of these, instead of this meager offering of one. You know my appetite. After a mission like this...I could eat enough of these to fill this entire clunker...and would still have room for dessert.” The self-assured felon tossed what remained of the first bar to him, touched a button on the neckline, and walked to the bow of the small boat as a water-breathing mask materialized over her strong, decided visage. She beheld the dark horizon, making out the coast of Marajó, Brazil. The delta island was quite a sight, but it meant nothing to her wish to nourish. Mosine hopped onto the rails with the grace and noiselessness of a cat, turning her insatiable regard to the giant cruise ship heading toward the isle. “Excuse me. ...Enough to fill that.” And with a dive, she was gone, ready to feast.
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“The appetizer...” she purred, slinking back underwater. The passenger vessel was halfway down Marajó Bay so she had to start crossing off her “list”, now reaching the point of no return. Her mission would be deemed as a failure if her marks stepped foot on the distant port and the only thing that was keeping her from caring was the miniature bomb embedded somewhere in her brain. She then activated the sticky suctions in the gloves of the garb and scaled the stern of the behemoth craft, keeping an eye on the live feed of the unsuspecting fellow directly above her. Mosine adjusted her stealthy climbing, moving in a northeast bearing, her slick wet frame shivering with anticipation. The optical device cycled through the myriad of cameras in the isolated pool deck, seeing that he was still by his lonesome. The majority of the travelers had moved to the forward parts for a ship-sanctioned shore excursion, so she was using the hectic of the docking procedure to capture the wicked half-dozen. The first of which was “Miami Benny”, a Mexican-American in his mid-thirties, who was the skinniest and shortest prey she had ever “hunted”. The bronzed fellow with a buzzcut, nose ring, and an absence of any other body hair wasn’t someone you would think would be a home contractor that worked exclusively for criminals.

“I’ll wash this one down, down, down before Icoaraci is even in sight.” she sensually remarked, naming the approaching seaport. The eager creeper slowed her ascent, getting into place to hoist her dripping person onto the landing that lead to the closed-off section. She chose to begin with him after she let the eyewear scan the multi-tiered decks of the monstrous construction. Benny was the very definition of “what you see is what you get”. He was a miscreant but not all that complicated, which is why he was the lowest rung on the short ladder of his co-conspirators. And she
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