Author's Notes: A long, long, long, long overdue trade with William Levy.

Chop Chop


Chop Chop. Mika's knife sliced through the parsnip, a look of mild satisfaction on her face. Stew was nice. Making stew was nice. Making stew that she knew Snow-sama would like would be very nice. She smiled, pushing the parsnip off the cutting board and grabbing the celery.


Behind her, there was a muffled sound, a moan. Mika paid it no heed, smiling innocently as she went about her work. Chop Chop, the blade bit through the vegetable with a slight click that only the freshest vegetable would make. Next came the water chestnuts. They were small, and she carefully worked on each one. She knew Ryota-kun could get them pre-cut, but there was no fun in that, and so she happily sliced away. Chop Chop.


The muffled sound suddenly grew, a bit of panic forcing itself through the gag. Mika blinked, looking up from her chestnuts and back at the big mean girl. The big mean girl who had taken her knives without asking, and who had been cutting things on her cutting board, and who had been making dinner when Mika knew that she wasn't supposed to.


The girl looked at her, eyes frantic, as more muffled sounds came through the gag. Mika blinked, and went back to slicing the vegetables. Of course, she had to hurry. She couldn't be slow. She was cooking for Snow-sama, Ryota-chan, and John-san.


The side of the cutting board was now covered in sliced vegetables, and she placed the pot in the sink, tipping them all in and turning on the water she would boil them in. She was pleased with herself as she watched the water fill the pot. She was doing so well. She was a good girl, cooking for her family like this.


She smiled to herself, looking back at the bad girl, still tied up in the corner, helpless, panicked and sobbing now. She was trying to slough off the ropes, but Mika knew she couldn't. She had tied them herself, and the big mean girl couldn't get them off. She grinned and placed the next thing on the cutting board.


It was a bit harder, this. She had to use her long long knife to get it, and now she had to prepare it, so she sliced it down it's length. Behind her, there was a panicked cry, a sob that came through the gag. Mika began to hum to herself, a little song she remembered from one of the jumping games that Ryota-kun played when he took her to the place with all the shiny screens where people fought or shot or raced or jumped on platforms. Ryota-chan liked the jumping games.


Mika smiled at the thought of Ryota-kun playing the jumping game as she pried one of the long red-white bones from inside and dropped it into the trash. Behind her, the big mean girl went silent. Mika didn't seem to notice, slicing a little more meat away before pulling the other red-white bone  out, dropping it in with it's sister. Chop Chop. She cut off the extraneous bit just above a bone. It had too many bones and too little meat to bother with, although it may be a waste, and Snow-sama hated wasting things, she tossed it into the trash with the bones and fish.


And now that the bones were gone, she got down to business.  She sliced the meat in two, down the length, finishing what she had started when she had taken out the bones. She flipped one side over, a bit of blood leaking onto the chopping board. Chop Chop. She slid the meat away, cutting long slices which she'd slice again once they were more manageable. Behind her, she heard a long, low wail and quiet sobbing. Chop Chop. Mika ignored the big mean girl, continuing down the length of meat.


It was good meat, good and fresh. It was a bit lean for soup, and it certainly wasn't tough like most soup meats, but she had cut this first, and this was what she'd use. She finished up with one half, and then flipped over the other. There was more blood that she'd expected, but it wasn't that much of a worry. She'd clean it all up later, before Snow-sama could ask questions. It was a good thing that Ryota-kun was busy, he'd make a mess trying to clean up the mess.


Chop Chop. The rectangular blade sliced through more flesh, rising and falling again and again, until she had cut all of it up. Mika put the knife down and shut off the water before it could overrun. She lifted the heavy pot and, struggling for a moment, placed it on the stove. The flames flicked to life a second later, and she wiped her brow with the back of her sleeve. She paused, looking back at the meat for a moment, then back at the girl. She was looking pale now, at least, more pale than before. Her shirt and skirt were all red, as were all the ropes. She moaned weakly, and Mika blinked and tipped her head, leaning over and reaching for the box sitting on the counter next to the cooking board with one hand while retrieving her knife with the other.


She approached the girl, calmly, coolly. She was different now, no hunger for cooking, but still interested in cutting. She crouched down in front of the girl, placing the flat of her knife under her chin and lifting it up so she could look her in the eyes. "This isn't for cooking." She held up the box, the one that Snow-sama kept under the sink, the one he put a big unhappy face on. "Do you know what it is?"


Tears streaked down the girl's cheek as she nodded her head, the blade remaining beneath her chin with each motion. "You knew what it was, but you put it in our food." Again, Mika's blade stayed perfectly flat against the bottom of her chin as she nodded. Mika put the box down, and knelt down in the blood, smiling. With a deft flick of her hand, the blade pulled from beneath the girl's chin to slice through her gag.


The girl spat out the gag, her head bowing and shaking, her other hand clenching. She looked back up at Mika, hatred and fear mingling with pain, "You cut off my arm!"


Mika tipped her head, "You tried to poison us."


The girl's mouth moved frantically, "You're cutting it up in front of me!"


"Of course I am. I had to use something to replace all the fish you poisoned."


"You're going to eat my arm?" The girl's voice was incredulous, even with the tinge of absolute panic running through it.


"I am." Mika nodded, "And my family will too. Ryota-kun said he really liked you, I wonder if he'll like how you taste."


"He knew?" If it was possible, the girl grew paler, "You planned this?"


"Oh, no." Mika shook her head, "They don't know." Mika's blade played against the big bad girl's throat, "And they never will." 


The girl's eyes widened, her mouth opening, but no sound spilled from her lips. There was a burble as blood shot up her larynx, but there were no more pleas, no screams for help. Her body jerked in its bonds, bucking wildly as lifeblood spilled out over her chest. The motions continued for a moment, wild, frantic, desperate and hopeless. She lost control over her body, the jerking slowed, and then she went slack. 


Mika lingered a moment, cleaning her blade as she waited for the girl to go still, then smiled, and went back to finish up her stew.
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