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“The order is wrong. Send it back.”

“Sorry, ma’am, no returns on delivery.”

Kara stomped over to her kitchen counter and picked up the flyer. It clearly showed the corpse of a woman driven through with a spit turning softly over a bed of barbeque coals. Even the image itself featured a scratch-and-sniff sticker which wafted the sweet and savory scent of Jessica-3500 brand barbeque sauce for long-pig.

She held the flyer up in the delivery man’s face and growled, “look at this!”

She pointed at the quiet teenage girl standing nervously next to him with her wrists locked together behind her back with plastic molded cuffs. No provisions had been incorporated to unlock the cuffs, because there was no reason to expect to free the girl anytime during what remained of her short life. Kara felt a twinge of disgust at the girl’s battered yellow sundress with print so badly faded as to be beyond recognition. A pair of mold-bounded cuffs tethered together by a thin strap of polyethylene, just long enough for small strides, clasped across her thin ankles. Kara felt nervous about the girl’s bare and dirty feet as they trembled nervously on her elegant hard-wood kitchen floor. The girl stood still with head bowed, perhaps hoping to escape notice, as her long, thin blonde hair cascaded slightly in front of her face.

Kara shook her head furiously and her matching set of polished pearl jewelry shook with her. She wore a cute little apron, more ornamental than practical, over her black slacks and blazer.

She continued gesturing towards the girl saying, “What’s shown in the flyer is clearly not this! Someone screwed up!”

The delivery man gave her a grumpy frown and reviewed the order form saying, “I have listed here one whole petite-style woman, 45-50 kilos, grade-A department of agriculture rating to be delivered to this address.” He gestured towards the teenage girl saying, “Daisy Murphy registered weight at 46 kilos this morning passed agriculture inspection with no noted disease or deformities.”

Kara waved the advert in his face saying, “but don’t you see the obvious problem here. Look at the way this was advertised. My husband’s corporate dinner party is tonight and, and…”

“What?” The delivery man snorted.

Kara grimaced and said, “the girl in the advert is clearly prepared and gutted not… not…” She whispered to him as if Daisy couldn’t hear them saying, “still alive.”

The delivery man held up his order form saying, “Ma’am what I have on the order form is one whole, petite-style woman, 45-”

Kara slapped the paper saying, “this is false advertising. I ordered a whole woman based on the way you show it here. Take this excuse for fulfillment of my order back and return with a woman prepared as advertised.”

Delivery man replied, “no can do.”

Kara asked, “why?”

Delivery man said, “I’m not authorized to accept returns on agricultural produce. You’re going to have to call in to the whole-sale house and discuss it with them.”

Before she could reply, the delivery man turned heel and headed back briskly to his truck. Kara followed him shouting, “this is ridiculous! I’m going to report you all for this. Do you have any clue who my husband is? You’ll be sorry you did this to a good customer. I’ll tell all my friends to never use your serv-”

Her shouts grew muffled as the delivery driver slammed the door shut on his truck and tooled off down the road along to his next delivery. In the back, manacled to either side of the boxcar, sat another half a dozen men and women awaiting their fate.

“Son of a bitch!” Kara exclaimed as she stamped her way back into the house. She looked at Daisy and back down at the order form. Daisy didn’t feel sure what to do with herself, so she shifted slightly. Kara looked up at her from the order form and said, “I can’t believe this brazen rip-off.”

Daisy whispered, “sorry.”

Kara shook her head and said, “don’t worry. I don’t blame you. It’s not your fault that you’re still… well…forget it. Just…” She shook her head and gestured at the kitchen table saying, “I don’t know, have a seat or something while I call them to get this sorted out.”

Daisy shuffled towards a chair but couldn’t pull it out from the table due to her cuffed hands. She turned her back to it so she could grasp it with her fingers. After a great deal of effort, she managed to pull it out. She half-collapsed into it creating a noise which drew Kara’s attention from where she had been dialing the phone.

“Financial, suicidal, or orphan?” Kara asked.

Daisy frowned and quietly replied, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Kara harrumphed and said, “fair enough. I suppose it doesn’t matter. The Eco-Homme program is a more humane way to handle those who can’t care for themselves. Significantly better than the old days when people like you would starve to death in the streets.”

The phone rang through.

“Wholesale Homme-Meat Customer service, how may I help?”

“Help would be great. This is Kara Burdette and I have an order here from your special sale on one-petite whole girl and it is entirely wrong.”

“Is the girl sub-weight or below agricultural grade?”

“No, it’s much worse than that.”

“Oh, dear, what seems to be the problem ma’am.”
 

“She’s alive.”

There was a pause on the phone.

“Ma’am, we at the Wholesale pride ourselves on freshness. That is why our produce is kept alive upon delivery. If the girl had been delivered dead, there would be no way of knowing how old the carcass could be. You wouldn’t want to serve rotten meat, would you? That would be so embarrassing.”

“Yes, but the advert clearly shows a prepared, cleaned, and gutted woman.”

“Did you not read the text at the bottom?”

Kara squinted at the advertisement with a frown.

Guaranteed living and in grade-A condition upon delivery or your money back.

Kara sighed sadly, “this is a nightmare. My husband’s corporate party is tonight, and I was planning to serve a whole girl as the center piece. I even have a display rack and everything.”

“Well, you can still do that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you can prepare and clean her yourself.”

Kara gritted her teeth. She glanced at the table where Daisy sat quietly. She stared silently out Kara’s window into the backyard. Kara turned away from her kitchen and quietly said into the phone, “I’m not sure about that. I’ve never prepared a girl from scratch before. This is my first time working with a whole girl, you know. I’ve only done cuts and parts before.” 

“I’ll talk you through the process. You’ll just need a few simple tools, most of which you probably already have lying around the house.”

“Like what?”

“Well do you have a bath or shower in the house?”


“Yes. Of course.”
  

“We suggest cleaning all produce before consumption as a precaution against disease, and to ensure maximal quality. That part can be done while she is still alive, as it may be easier to have her step into the shower herself, assuming she is compliant.”

Kara shrugged saying, “okay, I get her clean and then what?”


“There are many ways to harvest a human and the method in which you do so may depend on your resources as well as your own personal level of comfort. Do you feel comfortable killing a person?” 

Kara hugged her arms around herself feeling very unsure how to answer such a pointed question in a way that didn’t make her sound like a hippie vegan, but also not like a psychopath “only… somewhat…uh…not… totally.”

“That is fine. Many purchasers are a little squeamish about it their first time.”

Kara breathed out a sigh of relief for the recognition of her normalcy.

The customer service woman continued, “Our customer surveys have indicated that dispatching the person by hanging is the most palpable method of killing. Customers have reported higher satisfaction in using a more ‘hands-off’ approach and letting the rope do the actual killing. Do you have a decent length of rope of at least one centimeter or three-eighths inch width?”

“Yes, but I don’t know how to tie a noose.”

“You do not need to tie a proper hang-man’s noose for this. A simple double-hitch tied around the rope itself will form a sturdy slipknot. Use it to suspend the girl from any beam or tree-branch strong enough to support her weight and this rig is perfectly capable of ending her life in less than twenty minutes. One cooking suggestion is to set a twenty-minute timer. This provides convenience in that you do not need to keep checking on her progress at regular intervals. If the rope doesn’t break, you may trust that she is in the process of dying and you can leave her to do so at her own pace. Some people take longer than others, but twenty minutes is long enough for everyone. This frees you up to proceed in the preparations for the accompanying spices to be used in slow-cooking her carcass.”

“I suppose I could use the tree in the backyard for this. It has a branch which is thick enough to hold her. I think it’s high up enough from the ground so she can’t reach-”

Kara turned back towards the kitchen table to estimate the height of the girl only to see the empty chair where the girl had been.

“Shit!”
 

“What?”

“She ran away.”
 

“Did you not secure her?”

“Was I supposed to?”
 

There was a pause on the other end.

The customer service woman spoke in and irritated manner as she said, “Yes. It is considered standard practice to secure the pre-deceased to an immovable object. We provide reinforced loops on the cuffs for attachment. Did you not-”

“No, I didn’t because I thought she would be delivered dead like your show in the advertisement!” Kara shouted.

The customer service woman replied, “I understand, ma’am. I have sent her tracker information to your phone app. It doesn’t look like she got far. You should be able to retrieve her easily.”

The mid-morning sun blazed hot over the elegantly manicured suburban lawns, artificially winding streets, and genteel cut sidewalks. “Damn it!” seethed Kara as she hustled down the sidewalk. Her expensive jewelry jangled and glinted the light as her fine attire cooking in the sun. She made sure to side-step Mrs. Clawthorne’s patch of Black-Eyed Susan’s which leaned out into the sidewalk. “I better bring up her flower’s obscuring the sidewalk issue at the next HOA meeting.” Kara grumbled to herself. Her clopping high heels skittered along the sidewalk at an odd angle forcing her to over-correct. Despite her practice at strolling in heels, she most definitely could not sprint in them and so awkwardly trotted instead. She shielded the sun out from her eyes as she checked the phone screen seeing a small blinking dot just a few blocks ahead of her. Kara continued down the sidewalk alternating between and odd jog and powerwalking.

Across the street, old Mr. Murphy called out from behind his lawnmower “Good morning, Kara.” Kara smiled and waved back trying to hide the panic in her face as she cheerfully replied, “Good morning, Mr. Murphy.” Politeness forced her to make at least one more remark than the simple greeting, so she called out “Your daffodils are blooming wonderfully this year.”

Mr. Murphy squinted his bushy grey eyebrows at her asking “you seem to be in a bit of a hurry. What’s the trouble?” Kara kept up her stride and began swinging her arms in an exaggerated motion saying “No trouble. Just… uh… doing a bit of exercise.”

Mr. Murphy frowned and gave a slightly judgmental harumph before returning to mowing his grass.

“Keep it together Kara. That girl cost way too much money to just let her wander away. Hell, if I lose that stupid girl, Roy will kill me.” Kara whispered bitterly to herself. She muttered, “maybe he’ll serve me for dinner.”  She sighed and an odd image crossed her mind. It was one of her own body, lifeless and stuffed with aromatic spices mounted across the display rack. The image both terrified her mind, and yet also enthralled her curiosity. She pondered what it would be like, to be laid out on the rack, rubbed with oil, covered with seasoning, and slow roasted over an open fire. The thought of strong hands rubbing cooking oil across her flesh gave a little quiver to her lips. Weird questions came to her mind. Would people like seeing her cooked and naked? What would Roy’s boss say? Would he cop one final feel of her roasted breasts.

Would she taste delicious?

Kara peered down at her phone again. The red dot had proceeded to inside the McMaster house. Here the red dot seemed to be remaining still. She looked up at the elegant red-brick and white sided house then down at her phone. Had Daisy somehow hidden inside their house without them knowing it? Kara looked again and noticed the front door sat open. She pursed her lips. They lived in such a nice and friendly neighborhood, that it was indeed likely the McMasters simply didn’t bother to lock their door. Crime, as everyone knew, was for the cities and eating people from such wretched places improved society so much more efficiently than the overcrowded prisons of the past.

A twinge of regret entered Kara’s heart as she considered how crime coming to their quaint suburban neighborhood had been Kara’s own stupid fault. Though, in truth, it was at least partially Wholesale delivery to blame for delivering a girl still alive to a location where she most definitely should have been dead. Kara pinched and zoomed on the phone narrowing in on the exact room that Daisy must be hiding in. Kara looked up and down the street. Murphy had gone back to his mowing and no one else was watching her. The McMaster’s were almost certainly not home as they worked days and their teenage son, although on summer break, was likely out somewhere with friends. It began to make sense as to how Daisy had gotten into McMaster house, and it had hardly been an act of criminal mastery rather simply just trying out random doors until she came to one that was unlocked.

This left Kara with a decision. Go in and get what was hers or try calling the McMasters and wait for them to come home. She justified that it wouldn’t really be ‘breaking in and entering,’ if she was simply going in to get what was rightfully her property back. Really, it would be the same as if her dog had escaped and she needed to recollect it. All Kara had to do would be sneak into her neighbor’s house, retrieve her meat-girl, take the girl back to her house, hang her in the backyard, and manage to do all of this without looking unfashionably suspicious. Kara gingerly stepped up to the front door and softly pulled open the storm-door covering its return spring closure with her hand to silence it. Once inside, she consulted her phone briefly before a muffled whimper from upstairs told her everything she needed to know.

“Maybe I should punish her somehow for having run away before… I kill and eat her.” Kara whispered to herself. It would only be right for the girl to suffer somehow, for having put Kara through all this inconvenience but Kara could hardly consider a worse fate than what she faced anyhow. Kara gingerly started ascending the white carpeted stairs passing by bronze and wood framed family photos of the McMasters all staged with smiles in their forcibly casual-semi-formal-wear. A wreathed placard read “Live, Laugh, Love” at the top of the stairs while, from down the hall, a muffled scream could be heard from behind a closed bedroom door.

Kara squinted at this in thought. She couldn’t understand why Daisy would be making so much noise if she was trying to hide? Kara tip-toed down the hallway towards the door. As she drew near, the sound of a bed squeaking reached her ears. She briefly checked her phone and reassured herself that Daisy’s signal truly came from within this room, roughly the middle of it to be precise. In that moment, Kara realized that she didn’t have any weapon or restraints with her. She also didn’t have time to run home and try and find something nor could she justify using something of McMasters, especially since she wasn’t supposed to be in the house anyhow. Kara shook her head to clear it of all these dumb thoughts. The girl was only forty-six kilos, barely over a hundred pounds. Kara figured she could handle that. She stiffened her back and resolutely shoved the door open.

“Yeah, just like that, bitch.” Snarled Timmy McMaster.

Kara’s mouth fell open in shock as she saw Timmy McMaster completely naked straddling something on the bed. Suddenly she recognized a pair of cuffed hands and a ripped and faded yellow sundress between his legs.

His head snapped up and he gasped, “Mrs. Burdette, what are you doing here?”

Kara screamed, “what are you doing here!?”
 

Timmy lifted his muscular body and quickly pulled his cock out from between the butt cheeks of Daisy who lay crying on the bed.

“What the hell is this!?” screamed Kara.

“It’s not like I hurt anyone. She’s just some stupid meat-girl. You can tell by the cuffs and shit.” Timmy protested.

“She’s not just some meat-girl. She’s MY meat-girl you little bastard!” Kara screamed as Timmy hastily grabbed a pair of boxers off his cluttered desk holding the demurely in front of his hardened cock.

Daisy rolled out of the bed and half-crawled-half-scooted on her knees and shoulders over to Kara watering Timmy’s clothing, magazine, and toy strewn floor with her tears along the way.

“I can’t believe this, Timmy. I thought you were such a sweet boy. Wait until I tell your parents about what I saw here.” Kara seethed. 


“No, no, please don’t tell my mom and dad about this. I’m begging you.” Timmy pleaded piteously. 

Kara scowled and replied “No, I have to. They have to know their little boy is a pervert who rapes girls.”

He gestured towards Daisy who now lay curled up behind Kara for protection saying “she’s not a girl, just some meat. It’s not even illegal to rape them. It’s not like she’s human anymore.”

“Still, you were…” Kara thought about the right word and continued “contaminating something of mine. Is this the way you treat other people’s property? Mr. and Mrs. McMaster taught you better than this, Timmy. I am extremely disappointed in you, and I have to tell them.”

“No, please, I’ll do anything you want. Just don’t tell my parents.” Timmy begged.

Kara scowled and said, “you do have to be punished for what you did.”

“Fine, I’ll accept any punishment you give me just don’t tell my parents. I’ll mow your yard or whatever.”

“No, that’s not a proper punishment for this.” Kara snorted.

“Then what?”

Kara’s eyes travelled along Timmy’s fine frame. There would be no mistaking the desire any girl would feel for such an Adonis of a boy and yet Kara had just seen his ugly side and it sickened her. Whatever disgusting, perverted desires he had, the punishment he received would have to match them. She looked over at his oak-framed gaming desk and said, “come over here.”

Trepidatiously, and holding his shorts in front of his manhood, Timmy slowly stepped over to her. Kara stared right at his face as she said, “put your shorts aside.”


“What?”
  

“You heard me. This is your punishment. Take it and think about what you have done wrong today. Do this, and I won’t tell your parents about your little indiscretion with my property. Refuse me and your dad will know everything about what I saw today.”

Timmy’s lower lip trembled as he slowly withdrew his shorts. Despite the interruption, his cock still stood at full erection. Kara bit her lower lip. No matter how beautiful a man’s cock may look, it still holds ugly possibilities to hurt women and Kara knew that if she was truly going to keep Timmy from raping again, she would have to focus her punishment on dealing with this problem.

“Put your cock and testicles on the table here.” Kara said gesturing towards the table.

“You’re not going to-”

“What I do to you is my decision and is your punishment for messing with my property.”

Timmy trembled in fear.

Kara spoke soothingly to him saying, “It will be quick then it will be over. Afterwards, all will be forgiven. Your parents will never need to know what I saw today, and life can go back to normal for everyone. Do you understand?”

Timmy nodded and tipped his hips forward resting his fleshy testicles and veiny cock across the stained-oak table.

“Hold your hands behind your back and close your eyes.” Kara commanded.

Timmy reluctantly did as she instructed.

She gently grasped his cock between her fingers making a mental note to wash her hands after touching such a disgusting boy. He whimpered softly as she did this and she saw his head grow firm from her touch. She tried telling herself that this was merely reflexive rather than him disgustingly enjoying her touch. She pursed her lips and reminded herself that he wouldn’t enjoy women touching his cock nearly as much for much longer. She shifted his cock off to the side lightly and pressed lightly on his upper scrotum bringing up his left testicle so that it lay flat on the table with nothing to protect it.

She turned to look at Daisy. Daisy had managed to get to her feet and now watched with tears drying on her cheeks. Kara reached down and unlatched the straps on her high-heel shoes. She took both off her feet for balance. She rotated her elegant black heeled right shoe in her hand and held it with the narrow and heavy heel lined up over Timmy’s left testicle. She looked at Daisy.

Daisy’s wide and hungry eyes made her look like a puppy being fed for the first time in its life. Kara raised the shoe high and then slammed the heel down as hard as she could onto the left testicle of Daisy’s rapist.

His scrotum collapsed completely beneath her heel with a disgusting popping sound. His testicle flattened unnaturally against the wood-topped desk. Timmy howled with pain. He screamed and collapsed back into his bed. He grabbed at his crotch in agony, but the time was already too late as his scrotum filled heavy and red with pooling blood. Soon that blood would die and turn a darker shade of black in mourning of the reproductive organ that the scrotum once hosted.

“Let’s go.” Kara said firmly to Daisy as she grabbed the girl. Daisy shuffled along with Kara as she took the girl down the hall.

“Thank you.” Daisy whispered to Kara.

“I didn’t do it for you.” Kara replied.

“I know. Still, thank you.” Daisy replied.

Out on the street, Kara kept hold of Daisy’s elbow as she led her briskly back down the sidewalk.  “Timmy really is such a nice boy which is why I left him at least one testicle. Too bad to see him doing something so disgusting. Hopefully, he learns to respect other people’s property better in the future. God knows how much damage he could have done if he had raped an actual girl.” Kara muttered.

Daisy chuckled mirthlessly saying, “I don’t think rape is going to be in his vocabulary any more after what you did to him today.” She sighed and continued, “he said he would help hide me. God, I’m so stupid. I should know better than to trust the promises of a boy.”

“Don’t worry. All women do dumb things for boys sometimes.” She laughed and turned to Daisy saying, “I was so dumb that I married one.”

Kara looked up and saw Mr. Murphy again. He cocked his head at her inquisitively and she tugged Daisy in close wrapping an arm over her shoulders to excuse her strange posture and hoped he wouldn’t notice the cuffs around the girl’s ankles. She gave an exaggerated wave in return with a forced smile. He shook his head and continued mowing. “Damn that was close.” Kara snorted as she directed Daisy along.

“Last thing I need in my life is more gossip and scandal. God knows I would be the joke of the neighborhood if they knew that I had accidentally ordered a live girl and then lost her.”

“So does this mean you’re going to send be back to the Wholesale?” Daisy asked as they made their way down the sidewalk.

“No. I called them. I can’t.” Kara grumbled.

“Thank god.”

“Huh?”

“That place was scary, I mean, seriously scary. So far, the most normal thing to happen to me after the extraneous human removal crews captured me has been sitting at your kitchen table. I was scared you would send me back to the Wholesale. That’s why I ran.”

Kara frowned and replied quietly, “Daisy, I’m going to kill you.”

Daisy blinked at Kara with her big, sweet eyes and softly replied, “oh.”

She sighed and continued walking along with her.

Daisy continued, “That’s not so bad. Once they grabbed me, I knew someone was going to kill me. I’m actually glad it’s you.”

“Really?”

Daisy nodded and replied, “you’re very beautiful.”

Kara blushed and Daisy continued saying, “I wouldn’t have the bravery to say anything except I’m going to die soon anyhow, so it probably doesn’t matter. If I ever could have grown up to have a wife, I would have liked to have had one like you. So powerful and confident, and yet so attractive.”

Kara stammered “I… uhh….”

“you’re not into girls, are you?”

Kara shook her head. Daisy continued, “That’s generally how luck works in my life. The boy I run to for help turns out to be a rapist. The woman I spill my heart out to is happily cis-het.” She sighed longingly and said “I suppose I have to die with my dreams unfulfilled then. At least I got to see a gorgeous woman before I died.” 

As they arrived back at the house, Daisy asked “do you have to kill me now or can I spend more time with you? I mean, I get it if you need to kill me now. I’m sure cooking a whole human body takes a long time.”

Kara checked her phone and said, “Five hours for roasting, probably half-an-hour for preparations, supposed to be twenty minutes for you to die, but let’s round that up to thirty just to be sure.”

“Thirty minutes for me to die?” Daisy asked incredulously.

Kara nodded saying “They told me to hang you for twenty minutes to kill you.”

Daisy pouted and said “hang me? That’s…”

Kara shook her head and said, “for what it’s worth, I’m not looking forward to it either. I’ve never killed a person before, and I really did expect to receive an already prepared corpse. Regardless, we have time and there’s steps before hanging you I need to do.”


Daisy asked, “such as?”
  

Kara replied, “Get you a shower.”

Daisy’s mouth fell open in shock, “Really, a real shower with hot water and soap and stuff? God, I haven’t had one of those since my parents kicked me out.”

“Your parents kicked you out?”

“Gay, remember?”

“Wait, just because you were gay your parents literally threw you on the street knowing full well this meant you were going to die?” Kara asked in surprise.

“Why else did you think I was in the Eco-Homme program?”

Kara shook her head and replied, “I don’t know. I just assumed it was armed robbery or gang-related violence or something.”

Daisy shook her head, “I haven’t done any crimes, really. I mean other than living on the street after my dad threw me out the door.”

Kara snorted and replied, “who is your father?”

Daisy perked up and asked, “Are you going to smash my dad’s testicles too?”

“He probably deserves it.” Kara grumbled.

“Yes. He absolutely does. My parents are Delores and Fred Murphy over on the other side of town. If you meet them, I’m sure they will inform you that they have no daughter. They sure as hell told me that plenty of times.”

Kara directed Daisy up through the white-carpeted hallway leading to the master bathroom. Kara reached into the frosted-glass stall and turned on the water letting it run from cold to warm. She turned back to Daisy and pursed her lips thoughtfully for a moment before asking “can you remove your dress like that?”

Daisy looked back at her tethered hands and shook her head.

“I suppose I should help you.” Kara said.

“I think you’ll just have to cut it off me.” Daisy replied.

Sunlight from the second-story window glinted off the steel blades of the fabric shears as Kara carefully lined them up against Daisy’s dress strap. She took care not to scratch the delicate, pale flesh beneath the lower blade as she squeezed her hand giving a shrill snip sound. The left side of Daisy’s dress flapped down revealing her small breast underneath. Kara trailed her eye along the soft mound and the small nipple figuring it to likely fill an A-cup on a good day. Daisy submissively turned to the other side to let Kara slice cleanly through her other strap allowing the tattered rag of a dress to fall to the floor in a pale-yellow crumple about Daisy’s bare feet. Kara’s eyes instinctively trailed along Daisy’s naked body as the girl wore nothing underneath. Kara had rarely ever thought about girls sexually before. Each time it had come up, she had repressed her own curious desires. However, as she beheld Daisy’s lithe body, she had to admit that the girl looked quite nice especially for having been on the street for a while. Knowing that Daisy was already attracted to herself, piqued Kara’s interest all that much more.

Daisy noticed Kara’s eyes on her body. She smiled and shuffled her way through a slight spin asking, “do you think I’ll taste good for your dinner party tonight?”

Kara smiled sadly and said, “I think you will do fine.”

Kara opened the door and nodded for Daisy to go inside. Daisy stood in the hot stream of water and looked back piteously at Kara with a soft gaze of revelation to her face as she said “I literally cannot do anything with my hands cuffed behind my back. I assume you’ll want to clean me with soap.”

Kara pursed her lips thoughtfully.

“You’re going to die anyways, right?” Kara asked.

“That is unless you had other plans.” Daisy said with a shrug.

Kara sighed and unzipped her dress saying, “easiest way to clean you is if I get in there with you. Don’t tell anyone, though. There’s no way my reputation could live this down.”

Daisy chuckled asking, “who would I tell?”
 

Kara slid out of her dress noticing Daisy’s hungry eyes trailing along her own supple body. A twinge of sadness entered Kara’s heart as she realized that the longing gaze she received from Daisy held infinitely more sexual attention than what her husband would typically pay to her. Feeling a sudden sense of exhibitionist pride, Kara straightened her back and slid her hands down along the curve of her hips feeling the frilly fringes of her panties.

“Oh God, you’re torturing me with this.” Daisy moaned.

“Well don’t look at me then.” Kara retorted.
 

Daisy frowned and dropped her head saying, “you’re right.” She grumbled “I shouldn’t stare at the most beautiful, and the most painfully-straight woman that I have ever met in my life.”

Kara felt a sudden sense of empathy, almost as if she had kicked a puppy or something of that nature. She said, “oh, go ahead and look.”

Daisy smiled up at her asking, “really?”

“Yes, you’re going to die soon, no reason to make these last hours of your life miserable. Would you like to watch as I reveal my breasts?”

Daisy nodded emphatically as Kara ran her fingers along the firm straps supporting her ample bosom.

Kara unsnapped her bra and let her breasts fall free with a sudden sense of soothing relief along where the underwire normally cramped against her chest. She watched Daisy stare at her chest for a short while before asking, “do you wish you had breasts like these on your own chest, or is it that you wish you could touch them.”

Daisy replied dreamily, “I wish I could suckle them. I wish I could feel their softness and warmth surrounding my face as I tickle your nipple with my tongue.”

Kara tensed lightly. The image of Daisy suckling her chest floated through her mind and felt oddly exhilarating. This coupled with the repeated phrase which kept floating through her mind. They were the key words by which she lived…

No one would ever know.

She felt confident that Timmy wouldn’t speak of his misadventure ‘playing’ with Kara’s possessions that morning, for fear of his right testicle joining fates with his left. Other than some ‘oddness’ to Kara that morning, Mr. Murphy would hardly have anything to say regarding the strange girl he had seen only once. Outside of those two, no one else in the neighborhood even knew Daisy had been delivered alive. The only person on the planet who would know what she did with Daisy for the next few hours would be gutted and stuffed with spices before she could tell what had happened.

It was a once in a lifetime opportunity.

“Okay.” Kara said.

Daisy asked “Okay, what?”

Kara resolutely replied, “okay, I’m going to let you suckle my breasts. But no one ever finds out about this, understand?”

Daisy nodded at this saying, “are you afraid your husband will throw you out on the street like my parents did to me?”

Kara looked off thoughtfully for a moment. Daisy had indeed spoken truth and so Kara replied “yes.”

Daisy started to chuckle, but Kara continued “I probably look pretty secure to your eyes. However, I’m afraid of what he might do to me if he caught me… uh… let’s just say ‘playing with my food.’”

Kara slid her panties off saying “But, he’s never going to know. You understand?”

Daisy stared with a smile “God you’re beautiful. What man would throw that out on the street?”

Kara stuck out a finger at Daisy saying “We’re not going to find out. If you can keep your mouth shut, you can get a bit of pleasure before you die. Do you understand?”

Daisy licked her lips and replied, “yes, ma’am.”

As soon as Kara stepped into the warm spray Daisy said, “that is probably the most beautifully romantic thing anyone has ever said to me. This death keeps getting better and better.”

Kara scoffed and said, “don’t get too big of ideas. I’m only doing this because you’re going to die soon.”

“I know.” Daisy replied.

Kara opened her arms and welcomed Daisy’s face to her bosom. The young girl immediately found Kara’s left nipple with her mouth and began suckling at it deliciously. Kara clenched her jaw to prevent any moaning sounds as ripples of pleasure emanated from her breast at the delicate touch of Daisy’s tongue against her sensitive areola. As Daisy groaned pleasurably into her feast of Kara’s delicate flesh, Kara couldn’t help but start to pant a little bit as tiny flecks of steam and water continued to bounce and spritz around them. Kara’s muscles began to tremble, and panting came to her mouth. Kara felt an incredible urge to cry out, so she pushed Daisy back saying, “that’s enough. I still have to clean you.”

Kara squirted floral-scented body soap on a luffa pad and then rubbed it up and down Daisy’s body creating sweet-smelling bubbly suds over the girl’s smooth skin. As she did this, the dirt and grime of the streets wore away under the hot spray leaving behind Daisy’s porcelain smooth body. In some ways, Daisy assisted with this by turning around under direction or lowering one shoulder then another for Kara to reach. In other ways, Daisy made the process infinitely more difficult with her constant giggling, purposeful brushing up against Kara, and her off-hand remarks followed by languid stares mixed with sultry sighs.

Other than getting incidentally wet in the process, Kara didn’t make any significant efforts to clean herself. She turned Daisy away from her to rinse off the last bits of soap from Daisy’s back. Kara felt a sudden touch against her labial lips and jumped back a bit to see Daisy had raised her two middle fingers of her right hand from where her wrists were still cuffed together. She had brushed her small fingers against Kara’s crotch. Daisy peered over her shoulder at Kara with a mischievous smile. She kept her fingers curled upwards and ready to pleasure.

“Step forward.” Daisy said.

“I… I shouldn’t.”
 

“I won’t tell anyone. I promise. I would love to feel that gorgeous pussy of yours before I die. Besides, you’ve got to be at least a little bit curious what it feels like, right?”

Kara blushed brightly. She felt herself getting wetter, and it had nothing to do with the shower spray around her.

“You don’t have to say anything. Just take one step forward and I’ll handle the rest.”

Kara cautiously approached. Nimble as a rabbit, Daisy’s fingers found her hole and began caressing at it dancing tickly little fingertips. Daisy alternated between pressing her fingers in and rubbing them smoothly against Kara’s tight walls and sliding them smoothly across Kara’s sensitive clit sending ripples of pleasure down Kara’s body.

“Grab onto me.” Daisy commanded.

Kara pressed her body against Daisy’s small frame feeling her warm breasts compress against Daisy’s back. Steamy water coursed down along their skin leaving tiny rivulets of moisture in its path. Daisy’s fingers coursed along Kara’s clit making Kara’s breath catch in her throat as her knees grew weak. Kara allowed herself to rest her head on Daisy’s shoulder as panting came to her breath forcing it to be ragged.

“Your pussy feels so wet and soft. It’s amazing to play with.” Daisy whispered.

Kara didn’t answer in any coherent manner, rather she just gave a soft whimper as a jolt of pleasure rippled through her body at Daisy’s touch.

“Would you like me to lick you?” Daisy asked.

Kara shivered all over as tremors filled her body from Daisy’s busy fingers. She could not answer as her breath felt ragged in her panting throat.

“Here, I’ll stop playing with your clit so you can regain your thoughts.” Daisy said as she pulled her fingers back and formed them into a simple cup gently holding Kara’s lower lips around the outside in a comforting, yet not exceedingly pleasurable manner.

Kara gasped as Daisy said, “before I die, I would like to see if I can make a beautiful woman orgasm. Would you let me have that?”

Kara nodded weakly.

“Probably not safe to do it in a slippery shower though.”

Kara shook her head weakly.

“Let’s go to your bed.” Daisy proposed.

Kara didn’t even feel like speaking as she stepped silently out of the shower. She did manage to towel herself and Daisy off briefly before making her way back to the bed. Surprisingly, even without use of her arms and only marginal freedom of her legs, Daisy took control of the situation rather well quietly directing Kara to lay her body out across the green comforter with her legs dangling over the edge of the bed. Kara felt weirdly child-like, almost playful in this strange reversal of fate as Daisy settled her warm thin body in between Kara’s legs. Daisy’s tongue soon pressed any thoughts of childishness out from Kara’s mind as she felt the moist tip press its way against her lips slightly grazing her clit. Daisy shook her head and said “My hair is everywhere, and I can’t do this without using my hands. I need some help.”

Obediently and silently, Kara reached down with her left hand and spread her vaginal lips open with her fingers to give the girl sweet access. She then reached behind Daisy’s head and bunched up her hair in her right hand in a crude pony-tail grasp. Kara smiled lightly as she pulled the girl’s face into her crotch. Daisy made sure that she did not regret this action as a delicious onslaught of pleasure filled Kara at the thrilling sensation of Daisy’s mouth pressed down hard across her honey-hole with her busy little tongue teaching Kara’s clit new definitions of the word ‘massage.’

Kara arched her back and whimpered as she strained to keep the growing feeling within herself. Never, in all the years of sex with her husband, had she ever experienced anything as raw and sensually pleasurable as that soon-to-be-dead young woman was doling out onto her. The sunlight drifted in lazily through the floral curtained windows as Daisy continued to press Kara towards new heights of pleasure.

“No, no, I’m going to…” Kara pleaded.

Daisy paused for a moment and whispered “shh… go ahead. Just let the feeling take you where it wants you to go.” She then returned to feasting upon the woman who would soon be feasting upon her until Kara bucked and screamed in orgasm. Kara could no longer keep control over her hands and knees, and she nearly clamped her legs shut around Daisy’s head. Nevertheless, the girl persisted and continued her delicious licking Kara up and over the beautiful mountain of her orgasm until Kara lay as nothing more than a quivering pile of a woman on the bed unable to move or think.

As Kara lay there helplessly panting with occasional post-orgasm tremors sending quakes through her legs, Daisy rose to her feet. She did this slowly, and a bit awkwardly without the aid of her hands to steady herself. As she looked down at Kara still trembling from her post-orgasm state, she giggled lightly and playfully tossed her own body down on the bed next to Kara’s. For her part, Kara stared vacantly at the ceiling unable to comprehend the power of what she had just experienced. A small tear began to form in the corner of her eye.

“Are you missing me already?” Daisy playfully asked.

Kara replied, “I’ve been married for eight years, and I’ve never orgasmed before.”

“Seriously?”

“I mean, sex with my husband has felt good and I’ve enjoyed it but… what you just did to me… has never happened before.”

Daisy smiled as Kara turned her face to look at the girl. She began laughing and Kara couldn’t help but giggle herself in her sex-drunken state. After their laughter died down, Daisy spoke up saying “I have never been so turned-on in my life. Any chance you can give me one last orgasm before killing me?”

“I don’t know how to…”

“Just try your best, okay?”


Kara swallowed hard and sat up. The girl lay still with her arms bound behind her back and her feet strapped together. Kara knew she shouldn’t feel nervous about this given that there was literally nothing Daisy could do about anything Kara did to her. 

Suddenly, that thought turned erotic in Kara’s mind. Daisy was completely helpless and soon to be dead. Her body was little more than a toy for Kara to play with before hanging. This gave Kara the courage to lean over Daisy and whisper to her “I’ve never kissed a girl before.”
 

Daisy smiled submissively up at Kara as Kara set her arm down over Daisy’s head on the bed and planted a wet, delicious kiss on the girl’s lips. Daisy opened her mouth and soon Kara found her tongue playing alongside with Daisy’s as they kissed passionately. All of its own, as if it already knew what to do, Kara’s right hand trailed along Daisy’s inner thigh coming to the girl’s lips. Piercing fingers gently parted the folds of flesh revealing the sensitive little bits beneath which Kara rubbed lightly. Daisy groaned and bucked forward arching her back as she broke the kiss with Kara. Her eyes opened wide as she gasped at the warm summers air mixed with the humidity of the shower they had just experienced together. Kara found, to her amazement, that by simply wiggling her little fingers she could direct and control Daisy’s pleasure wherever she wanted it to go. It felt wildly different than pleasuring a man in that no guesswork was involved. Rather than having a strange, alien-like cock to deal with and learn about, Kara merely did to Daisy what she would enjoy herself.

“Taste me, please.” Daisy begged.

“I don’t…”
 

“Think of it as an appetizer before you eat me properly.”

Kara rose to her feet and grabbed a hair-tie from the nightstand. She tied back her hair and dropped to her knees feeling the soft carpet cushion them. Before her, the slender girl’s vulva rose like a smooth hill boasting the vagina along the bottom side. Kara leaned in and used her fingers to gently peel the girl open revealing the sweetest little fruit her body had to offer. Kara gingerly running her tongue along her sweet little clit. The girl nearly howled in pleasure as shocks of lightening-like pleasure burst through her small body. Kara smiled. She had never been able to have that kind of effect on someone with such little effort. A few more licks left the sensitive and ready Daisy screaming. To make up for what Daisy had done earlier, Kara kept licking Daisy right through her orgasm feeling the soft flesh of Daisy’s womanhood almost melt in her mouth. Before long, Daisy lay as a whimpering mass shivering on Kara’s bed. Tears poured down Daisy’s face.

“Are you okay?”

“Better than okay. That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt ever and probably the best thing to have ever existed.” Daisy replied.

She looked at Kara and whispered, “I know I’ll be dead, but a part of me looks forward to being inside you, becoming a part of you.” She lulled her head off to the side and whispered, “thinking of how good I’ll taste to you is almost romantic.”

Kara frowned as she looked at the clock.

“it’s time.” Kara said.

Daisy smiled sadly and replied, “I suppose it is. That’s fine, I suppose. I’ve just fucked a woman who is ten-times outside my league and I’m ready to be done with life. It’s too bad I can’t just stop my heart and die right here while I’m still happy. I suppose we have to do something to cause me to die.”

Kara nodded firmly.

“Should I wear something?” Daisy asked.

Kara thought about this as she considered her own wardrobe in reflection of what she was about to do. She shook her head saying, “it would just get ruined.”

Daisy smiled lightly as she whispered, “at least I get to be naked with you right up until the end.”

Soft bare feet which were on the cusp of starting their life as a woman and yet their lives were already finished padded along the carpet back down the suburban family house. Daisy had a strange sensation like she was at a friend’s house and the friend had a pool or something she was going to as she stepped out onto Kara’s back patio with nothing on but her restraints. It did feel oddly like getting ready to go swimming, like a specialized task that one wears unique clothing too. In this case, little to no clothing.

For her part, Kara felt completely unprepared as she fumbled around in the storage closets of the back porch pushing her way through garden equipment, lawn fertilizer, and other assorted odds and ends until she found a coil of rope. As she pulled it out, both her and Daisy frowned at it.

It didn’t look particularly lethal.

Kara’s hands trembled as she held it and she whispered, “this feels like a bad idea.”

Daisy spoke up saying, “that’s such a thin rope. Are you sure it will kill me?”

Kara shrugged saying, “They say anything over a centimeter in thickness will work.”

Kara awkwardly tied a simple slipknot in the end of it.

“Why don’t you kill me yourself.” Daisy said.

“Huh?” Kara asked.

Daisy continued, “I don’t want some impersonal rope killing me. If I must die, I want you to kill me. Not just sway back and forth kicking from some tree somewhere. I want to be with you right up until my heart stops beating.”

“I’ve never killed anyone before, and they say this is the easiest way for beginners.” Kara protested lightly.

“Go get a knife.” Daisy whispered to Kara.

Kara cringed and shook her head.

“You can do this. Go get a knife. It will be faster.”

Kara quaked as she walked to the kitchen. Her head swam with fear and doubt as she pulled out a large butcher’s blade. She felt unsure of herself and the world around her seemed to wobble oddly in her stressed state. She looked at the blade and pondered, “this one should work, right? Maybe this is dumb. I’ll just ask Daisy. She’ll know”

Kara returned to the patio to see Daisy still waiting patiently for her death

“Do you think this will work, or should I get something else?” Kara asked holding up the knife.

“It’s perfect. At least it’s something that can kill me, unlike this bit of string over here. Besides, you’ll need it afterwards for butchering me and stuff.”

“You seem so calm about this.”

“Life’s easier to throw away when you have nothing left worth living for.” Daisy replied softly.

She bowed her head and continued with a sad smile, “at least I got to have some fun with you before I died.”

“I don’t know if I can do this.” Kara said looking down at the knife. “I really didn’t plan on killing anyone today.”

Daisy leaned in close to her. Her soft, naked flesh pressed up against Kara’s own slightly as she said, “Please, do it for me. I’m counting on you to do this.”

Kara opened the patio door and they stepped out into the fenced-in back yard. Bugs buzzed lazily about the flower beds and an oversized grill sat on the edge of the wood-plank deck waiting to receive Daisy’s corpse.

“I should put down something to keep you clean.” Kara said absentmindedly before disappearing back into the porch and reappearing with a plastic sheet tarp folded up in her hands. She looked at Daisy who smiled at her, softly at first and then broader until Kara put her arm over Daisy’s shoulder and both women walked out together onto the soft grass of the backyard. Kara carefully spread out the tarp. Daisy even helped by pushing it out flat a bit with her foot as far as the restraints would allow her.

“Ready?”

Daisy looked up at the sky. A few puffy white clouds blew softly across the blue beyond while a blinding sun burned slightly to the west. Birds chirped in the trees and the smell of mulch and grass filled her nostrils.

“I like your backyard.” Daisy replied. She turned to Kara and said, “it’s a good place to die.”

She fell to her knees and Kara helped her gently roll over to lie on her back.

“Ummm… how do you want me to?”

Daisy pursed her lips thoughtfully before replying “stab me in the heart. My parents broke it so you might as well finish the job and end it for me.”

Kara gently knelt and swung a leg over Daisy’s midsection to straddle the young girl. Daisy bit her lip lightly as she felt Kara’s hot, wet crotch press against her abdomen. Small trickle of sweet fluid spread from Kara’s womanhood into Daisy’s bellybutton. Kara’s large bosom loomed against the clouds to Daisy’s view and Daisy appreciated that at least she would get to have a beautiful view as she died. Daisy sighed as Kara gently pressed her fingers against her left breast feeling the ribs below. Kara carefully lined up the knife between the rib-bones on Daisy’s upper chest about where she figured the girls heart would be.

“I’m going to miss you when I’m gone.” Daisy whispered.

Kara sighed sadly. She couldn’t admit it out-loud, but she would miss Daisy too.

Holding the knife over Daisy’s heart with her right hand, Kara leaned over and kissed the girl one final time passionately on her lips. Daisy drank in the last of Kara’s essence that she would ever feel as Kara broke the kiss reluctantly and whispered, “close your eyes.”

“You’re much too beautiful for me to do that.” Daisy replied breathily.

Daisy continued “Oh, hold my mouth shut. I don’t want your last memories of me to be ones of screaming or cursing at you. But I do want to your gorgeous naked body and beautiful face to be the last thing I see.”

Kara nodded. She placed her hand across the girl’s mouth holding it clamped tightly. She pushed down hard on the knife. To her shock, human flesh proved to be much more difficult to penetrate than she had expected, and the blade only sank a cruelly thin distance into Daisy’s chest. Daisy bucked and screamed in pain. Her muffled shouts filled Kara’s hand.

“Shit! Sorry! Let me try again.” Kara said as she shoved even harder onto the knife burying it slightly deeper into Daisy’s chest. The girl writhed pitifully, and tears came to Kara’s eyes as she growled “fuck! God! I don’t mean to torture you slowly.” Kara pulled the blade back. Blood gushed from a small wound on Daisy’s chest pooling lightly in the dimple between her breasts on one side while forming small rivers along the other side of her breast rolling down to the plastic tarp underneath. Kara pulled her hand back from Daisy’s mouth as the girl whimpered and said, “Ow! Ow! Ow! Fuck! That hurts!”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I’ve never stabbed anyone before. God, I thought it would just go straight through and puncture your heart.” Kara pleaded.

Kara began panting as tears poured down from her eyes “Shit, shit. I can’t leave you like this. That’s fucking cruel. I’m so sorry. I’ll fix it.”

Kara clamped her hand back down on Daisy’s mouth and this time cocked the blade back in her hand high overhead before plunging it down with all her strength squarely into the girl’s chest. This time, it drove in deep penetrating through the layers of muscle and bone striking critical organs not meant to contain kitchen-grade stainless steel. Daisy convulsed hard and stayed in the hard-flexed state of her body. Kara looked deep into Daisy’s eyes and saw that the wavered as they slowly began to roll upwards. Kara sighed in relief saying “I did it. Oh, thank God it’s over. Go to sleep little one. You don’t have to worry about life anymore.”
 

Daisy’s body shivered as it began to relax. Kara squinted at this as despite her mortal injury Daisy was still suffering slowly through the death. A thin memory from first aid class came to Kara’s mind about not removing an embedded object and she realized that this was exactly what she had to do. Kara jerked the blade out from Daisy’s chest and an arterial spray of blood spread across both their naked bodies. Daisy’s head rolled off to the side as blood-loss quickly removed consciousness and then life from her. Kara flopped over onto the tarp next to the dead girl and stared up for a while at the sky. To any observer, both women would have appeared dead given how much blood had sprayed across Kara.

Kara breathed heavily for a moment letting the soft sounds of the buzzing insects and chirping birds fill her ears. The world seemed to spin about her as the warmth of Daisy’s body next to her started to ebb away. Kara turned her head to look at the girl, whose lifeless eyes were staring directly at Kara’s blood-splattered face. A twinge of jealousy entered Kara’s heart as she pondered how Daisy would never again have to worry about looking good for men (or women), or having enough money to pay rent, or eating little enough to stay attractive. Kara could hardly begrudge the poor girl who had taught her how to orgasm on a day filled with assault and murder.

Kara gritted her teeth as she whispered, “you’re a sweet girl but you were wrong about me. I’m not pretty.” Kara whispered as she rolled over and kissed the dead girl lightly on the forehead. She pressed two fingers against the girl’s eyelids closing her eyes respectfully as she continued “I’m just a sadistic cannibal living in a mad world. At least you get to leave this world and, someday, when I am ready, maybe I’ll get to join you, my sweet Daisy.”

Kara slowly stood up. Her disturbingly blood splattered body felt oddly out of place against the thin green grass and soft blue sky. Without saying a word, she walked over to the reel containing the garden hose and unspooled a length of it. Hard twists of the valve handle brought forth a spray of sparkling chilled water which danced and played in the sunlight. Kara turned this water first onto herself for a moment letting the clear water turn pink as it rinsed away the bulk of Daisy’s blood from her skin and onto the grass. She then pulled the hose out to Daisy to rinse the body and begin the grisly task of rinsing down the blood from the dead girl before removing her less tasty organs.

Daisy’s torso sat propped on the display rack as chatting men and women gathered around in the flickering lights of campfire and torch. The crisp cracking of the opening of a beer can periodically cut through jokes and networking. The sweet smell of barbeque sauce spread across sliced pieces of Daisy’s former muscles wafted through the air. Having fulfilled the bare requirements of her mandatory role as host, Kara retired to a quiet corner lost in her own thoughts. She stared morosely at Daisy’s torso, crudely stitched back together for aesthetic purposes and bereft of all appendages as it sat roasted to a beautiful golden-brown tone on the display rack. 

“It’s the wrong color.” Kara whispered as she pouted. She continued, “she was always such a beautiful, pale little girl.”

“Wonderful party, dear. Everyone is raving about how wonderful the meat is. Clever of you to get the whole, petite girl while it was on special.” Roy said to her as he sat down to join her. In his hand he held a paper plate with a fillet of Daisy on it.

“Have you had any yet?” Roy asked her.

Kara tried not to, but her face could not resist glaring at him. He squinted at her and asked, “what has you in such a bad mood?” Kara replied, “I don’t know. Just not hungry, I guess.”  Roy scoffed “Not hungry? What a horrible thing to say. This girl would have died for nothing if nobody ate her.”

Kara took this in thoughtfully. She had abstained from partaking in any of the meat that she had spent the entire afternoon preparing and yet, now she started to consider if this was respectful or disrespectful to Daisy. She thought about how romantically Daisy had opined about being inside Kara and becoming a part of her. Kara wondered how she could deny the girl her last request.

Kara smiled sadly at Roy and said, “You have a point. Care to share?” Roy pushed the plate over towards Kara along with his fork and she took off a cut piece of Daisy’s thigh. The delicate meat wiggled on the steel tines the way Daisy had once wiggled under the pleasures Kara’s tongue. Kara brought the smoky-sweet meat into her mouth and closed her eyes as she chewed at it briefly feeling the well-marbled piece of flesh melt within her mouth.

Tears began to roll from Kara’s eyes as she exclaimed “Oh my god!”

“There’s no need to get upset. You know it’s more humane to do this than let them die on the streets.” Roy protested.

Kara opened her eyes wide at him with a shocked look upon her face.

“No. Not that.”

She quickly stabbed another piece with her fork saying,

“It’s tears of joy because Daisy turned out absolutely delicious!”
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