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“We need to expand our services.”

Mark Keifer frowned lightly at Sarah’s words as she quietly pushed her thick glasses up her nose.

“Expand, how?” He asked. A skeptical crook worked its way onto his eyebrow beneath his dark hair which the years had sprinkled tiny flecks of grey into. He looked down at his petite, blonde boss. Her pale blue eyes sparkled with the intelligent creativity which had landed her such a powerful position in a cut-throat industry. His body tensed as he pondered the next words which would come from her mouth. He knew that any plan she would describe was one that she had already over-thought and over-researched to the point that the discussion served as little more than a mere formality for her to enact her will upon the Double-Dees Slaughterhouse.

She continued, “I’ve been thinking about offering our customers a meat and greet with the girls.” She emphasized the word “meat” with air quotes as a shy smile spread across her face in smug delight at her own marketing genius.

Mark stroked his chin and said “sounds… creepy?”

“While they are still alive.” Sarah interjected.

Mark “Wait, you mean while the girls are still on the slaughterhouse floor?” He gestured across the slotted steel flooring upon which they stood. In the back a series of columns conveyed shower heads over floor drains while another chamber bore shaving shears attached to steel-belt reinforced power-cords. The smooth, metal walls bore hundreds of brightly colorful, crudely drawn, overlapping flowers, plants, cartoon-styled suns, and other nature scenes painted across them by unskilled young women using the paints Mark gave them access to as they quietly passed the time away while waiting their turn to die. The surreal combination gave the entire scene an eerie, uncanny valley vibe somewhat akin to a smiley face painted across a guillotine.

Down the corridor to their left, a reticulating, hinged table lay open alongside a gas mixer and a tank containing a mixture of nitrogen and nitrous dioxide.  The number of people Mark had killed upon that table would have easily constituted a war-crime if they had not been purpose-bred and farm-raised humans for use as food in the overpopulated, resource-depleted planet on which Sarah and Mark lived.

Glaring overhead fluorescent lamps wrapped in steel cages illuminated the two of them coldly casting odd juxtaposition against the cheerily decorated walls of death on either side of them.

“No, no…” Sarah spat out as if the very notion itself felt disgusting in her mind. She gestured up front saying, “we’ll convert the old office rooms into a private meeting space.”

“A private meeting?” Mark asked, tipping his head low at her.

Sarah nodded.

“While the girl is still alive?”


“Yes.” 

“While she is wearing handcuffs, a collar, and…nothing else?”

Sarah bit her lower lip lightly as a distant, longing look crossed her face for a moment before she bowed her head slightly to Mark saying. “that’s what domesticated humans wear, is it not?”

“And this isn’t illegal prostitution how?”

Sarah stepped in a little closer to Mark and looked up at him. She wore a crisp, button-down white blouse and knee-length grey skirt. Her mousy blonde hair fought against the clip she had it crammed within along the back of her head to retain it. For his part, Mark wore black waterproof pants and a white tank-top which showed off his muscular arms.

She adjusted her glasses and whispered, “prostitution is when you sell sexual services from a human. These domesticated women are farm animals. It doesn’t even matter if the client knocks them up, you’re just going to kill them later that same day. Inflation is killing us, Mark. By doing this, we could easily make double or even three times the cash that we would get for the girl’s carcass.”

Mark shivered and Sarah continued “Look, I know it all sounds a bit odd but, well, it’s a popular request from our clients. I get contacted about getting some alone time with the meat-girls at least ten-times a week. Plenty of men out there would love to have sex with a woman whose destined to die.”

Mark looked up and down the colorful hallways and said, “you see the flowers on these walls.”

Sarah pouted, unsure of the relevance of his question, but shrugged and replied “Yes.” 


“When I first started here, fifteen years ago, these walls were blank.”  A shudder ran through him as he said, “back then, we would tie the girls up by their ankles, hang them from the ceiling, and slit their throats letting them bleed out over the grating.” He looked at Sarah sadly, and she sighed saying, “I’ve heard about that. Mercifully, that was well before I started working here.” 

“That’s thanks to me. I looked up more humane ways to handle death and nitrogen inhalation is the best. My boss back then, Gerald, said it was too expensive to kill the girls by nitrogen inhalation. I told him it was more expensive not to. God, we had to keep so much security on staff. Every day I feared those screaming, terrified women would gang-mob us and escaping. Some of those girls were so badly beaten by the time that we finally killed them, there wasn’t much left of their bodies to sell. You want to talk about workplace morale, this place felt like a fucking circle of hell with all those women screaming all the time. No wonder we had a five-hundred percent turnover rate. We couldn’t even get homeless felons to work in this shit hole for more than a few weeks. Gerald hated my nitrogen idea, but we couldn’t keep doing what we were doing so he relented.”

Mark gestured towards the table saying, “changed everything, not all at once, but soon enough. No more mortifying screams cutting to gurgles, no more forcing the girls to walk through the blood of their friends so they could face the same fate. The reason Double-Dees succeeds where other slaughterhouses have failed is because we innovated, and we kept innovating. I even painted encouraging phrases like “it doesn’t hurt,” “everything will be okay” and “you’ll be fine” back in those days. Of course, then I remembered that domestics can’t read so I let the girls themselves redecorate the whole place with bright, cheery colors to help them feel better as well as make the experience of dying less scary for the girls who come after them. It’s the little things that make a difference, understand?”

Sarah sighed and said, “I appreciate all you did for this place, but I’m not seeing how this is relevant to what I’m proposing here.”

Mark held up a finger and said, “I’m getting to that. There’s two ways to control a person. Fear and hope. That’s it. That’s the only way you can control a person. The way I control the girls who come through here is hope. I constantly reassure them that they won’t experience any suffering, that nothing bad will happen to them. I let them watch a recording I have from when I killed a girl earlier so they can listen to her talking through the nitrogen mask about how she’s feeling sleepy. It’s a good recording, as that particular girl even giggled a little bit before she passed out and her heart rate dropped to zero.”

Mark gestured towards Sarah saying, “That’s why we don’t need a dozen other guys manhandling the girls around. The reason I can do this job by myself is because I can look every single one of those girls in the eye and tell her that she is not going to suffer. Once they understand that, they quietly follow along and listen to my instructions. Every single one of them feels safe and protected with me, as I quietly end their existence and we sell their meat for a profit.”

Sarah imagined what it would be like to be one of those girls, face to face with Mark knowing he was going to kill her. She blushed lightly as her body quivered in some inexplicable anticipation at this thought. She took a step back and leaned up against the colorful wall feeling the cold, flat painted surface press flat through her clothing against her shoulder blades and buttocks. She said, “I’m not proposing that we torture the girls.”

“No, you’re proposing that we leave our girls alone in a room with a strange man that we don’t trust.”

“We?”

“Fine, a man that I don’t trust.”
 

Sarah shrugged saying, “I think we already know what a man’s going to do to a handcuffed and naked girl.”

Sarah’s voice lowered slightly as she continued looking up into Mark’s face from where she leaned back against the wall. She folded her hands behind her and felt vulnerable in his presence, a simultaneously delicious and terrifying experience. She swallowed hard knowing full well the next words from her mouth could be her last as she continued, “Besides, how is that any different from what you do to some of them.”

Mark snapped back to attention and looked up at her eyes wide in terror. Her lips parted slightly as she looked up over the rim of her glasses and said, “Mark, I can access the cameras. I know you pull some of the girls off the line for, let’s say, non-work-related activities during your breaks. How come you think that it’s okay for you to have sex with them and what I’m proposing isn’t?”

“I don’t pull just any girl off the line and have sex with her.”

“Oh really?”

Mark stepped in closer to Sarah. Her heart pounded loudly in her chest as she felt the heat of his body close to her own. Her eyes trailed along the curves of the muscles on his arms, and she pondered what it would feel like to be bodily grabbed by those arms, to feel her soft, small body enveloped within his powerful grasp. He said, “First and foremost, she has to be pretty. I have plenty to choose from so I can be selective. Then, I ask her if she wants to have sex.”

Sarah raised her eyebrows and replied, “You are dealing with an uneducated woman, raised as a farm-animal and facing her own death. And you simply ask if she wants to have sex with you before you kill her?”

“Yes.”

Sarah cocked her head slightly to the side and asked,

“How?”

“What do you mean ‘how?’ I just ask the girl if she wants to have sex.”

“No, I mean, show me how you ask her.” Sarah said.

“What?”

“I’ve turned a blind eye to this, let’s say… hobby of yours. I never really cared about you having sex with the meat-girls because it’s not like it affects the quality of the product or production speed. However, with what you just said about taking care of them up until they die, I need to know if you’re doing anything to harm our livestock already.”

Sarah brought up a hand and gestured towards the hallway saying, “you say that you’re worried about some of our customers harming the girls by having sex with them. You’re so worried about this that you’re willing to give up the extra cash-flow it could bring in. Well, If I’m going to take that argument seriously then I need to know that you’re not harming them already with your break-time shenanigans.”

“I’m not. They’re perfectly fine when I’m done with them. I just don’t trust what others might do to them.” Mark protested.

Sarah stuck her head forward a bit and scrunched up her nose as she continued in an accusatory tone “Are you really worried about the girls, Mark, or is it simply that you don’t want to share them with other men?”

“It’s as I told you, It’s about control over the girls. If they think they are going to suffer, then all hell breaks loose as their escape attempts become desperate.”

Sarah snorted lightly and said, “That’s what you say but, as your boss, I can’t just take your word for it. I need to know whether or not you are causing them any suffering with your extra-curricular activities.”

“I’m not.”

Sarah dared him saying, “Okay, then, prove it. Pretend I’m a meat-girl. Ask me if I want to have sex. Do it exactly the same way you would ask one of them.”

Mark placed a firm hand on the wall next to Sarah’s head, her eyes traced the muscles in his arm as hung ominously over her shoulder. She looked into his eyes as he said, “would you like to have some fun before you die?”

“Fun? What fun?” Sarah replied meekly. She did her best to match the submissive naiveté and tenor of a typical, domesticated human. She didn’t have to work hard at this act, something about Mark’s domineering presence and the fact that he routinely killed a hundred women just like her every week made her heart pound in terror and pussy wet with desire. The act was all pretend, of course, she could fire him at any point in time and ruin his career. However, being there face to face with him on the killing floor itself made her feel soft, timid, and penetrable.

“Sex with me. Say ‘yes’ and we’ll have sex. Say ‘no’ and I’ll go have sex with one of your friends.”

“Yes.” Sarah whispered out.

Mark smiled and said “Well, there you have it. That’ how I ask-”

“I said ‘yes.’” Sarah pressed.

Mark blinked at her in surprise, and she continued, “What you do to the girl if she says ‘yes?’ What does she experience? Does it hurt her? Does it scare her? I need to know the entire experience that she has when she says ‘yes.’”

Mark swallowed hard and asked, “are you sure?”

“Absolutely. You talk about handling the death of these girls in a humane manner. How can I be casual about what you do with them if I don’t experience it myself.”

“Experience it yourself?” Mark asked incredulously with a shocked gasp.

Sarah straightened up her back a bit defiantly and said, “Yes. Today’s the best day for it too, since we’re in-between shipments with no slaughters scheduled for today.”

“you really think you can do this?” Mark asked skeptically.

She lifted her chin and squared her shoulders as she proudly announced to the burly man towering over her, “I’m a woman, am I not? Besides, I’m young and healthy. I’m also a highly educated professional. I’m sure that I can handle any of the juvenile sex games that you play with those doe-eyed domestics during your lunch break. Besides, if it’s so bad that you fear doing it to me, then you really have no right to complain about letting our customers have their way with the girls as well.”

Mark tipped his head to the side and said, “Well, okay… I’m sure you’ll be fine physically, but…well… what I do the girls could…um… get you pregnant so maybe you should reconsider this.” Mark warned.

Sarah lifted her arm and pointed to a small, raised cylindrical bump on her bicep saying, “hormone implant.”

Mark smiled wryly and raised his eyebrows. “Well, if you want the full experience then you already know that meat-girls don’t wear any clothing. But I’m sure you don’t want to do that, because then I would see you nak-”

Sarah didn’t even let Mark finish his sentence. Her delicate hands flew up and she began quickly unbuttoning her blouse revealing the soft cleavage of her chest nestled in a plain, white cotton bra.

“Holy crap! You are being serious.” Mark said stepping back a bit.

Sarah slid off her blouse and folded it neatly before placing it on one of the benches which lined the hall behind her. She slid off her glasses next and set it on top of the blouse saying “absolutely. I’m conducting a quality control test on you right now to fully understand what you do to these girls. You have to give me the full experience, so I can evaluate it correctly.”

“The full experience?” Mark said pointing up and down the hallways at the cleaning station and killing table, respectively. Sarah’s face blushed lightly as she stammered, “well…uh… maybe we can skip the shaving, showering, and umm…”

“Death?” Mark said with a cringed expression on his face.

“Yeah…umm… of course.” Sarah replied as she slid her skirt down over the curves of her hips, feeling the cold air of the slaughterhouse that had been designed to end women’s lives prickle at her delicate, smooth skin. She stepped out from the skirt before folding it up next to her blouse on the bench saying, “As your boss. I’m concerned more with the extra stuff that you do, the stuff that you’re not paid to do, understand?”

“Yes.” Mark huffed out with a shudder. A bit of concern for his job welled up inside his mind as he watched his beautiful, young boss continue stripping off her clothes, laying her shoes alongside her skirt and blouse leaving her naked save for her underwear. She removed the clip from her hair and set it neatly on top of the pile shaking out her unruly curls as she did so.

“Well…uh…you going to be okay without your glasses?” Mark asked desperately trying to get her to reconsider.

Sarah nodded replying “Oh, I can still see without them. Just not very well at a distance. I don’t think my long-range vision is going to be important for what you are going to do to me.”

Mark crossed his arms and twisted his lips in deep thought.

Sarah said, reassuringly, “Mark, it’s important that you don’t hold back. I need to experience everything they do.”

“I understand.” Mark replied. He gingerly turned away as Sarah reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.

“Mark.” Sarah said in a chastising tone.

“What?”

“Turn back around and face me.”

He reluctantly looked back to see his topless boss with her young, tight body contrasting deliciously against the garishly painted steel wall behind her. He gritted his teeth nervously trying to look at her face while ignoring her smooth, pink areolas and perky nipples.

Sarah rolled her eyes in annoyance saying, “You see hundreds of breasts every day. You can look at mine. There’s nothing with my body which will shock you.”

“I…uh… suppose you’re right.” Mark said nervously.

“Have you ever wondered how much money you could get from my body?” Sarah blurted out.

“Absolutely not.” Mark replied quickly.

She pivoted sideways on the tip of her toes and thrusted her hips out slightly as she stretched her back a bit in a sensual pose. She smoothly ran her hands along her soft breasts, belly, and buttocks as she continued, “Surely, you’ve been curious, though, Right? At least as a hypothetical. How much do you think my meat would be worth?”

“I’ve never thought of you that way.”

Sarah blinked at him in surprise “Really?”

Mark furrowed his brows saying “well, yeah. You’re a free-woman and my boss… so…”

Sarah pouted and continued shifting back and forth slightly as if admiring herself in a mirror although none had been installed. “Ever since I started my job here, I find myself staring at people around me. Even people I pass in the street or sit next to on the bus. I can’t help but silently tally up the mass and quality of their cuts and estimate their carcass value.”

“Seriously?”

“You… don’t?” Sarah asked hesitantly.

“No.”

“Hmmm…” Sarah murmured as she slid her hands down along her hips saying, “I always priced myself at one-seventy-five.”

“Are you kidding?”
 

“What?” Sarah asked defensively.

“You would be worth way more than that.” Mark protested. He stepped in closer to her and looked down across her body feeling less terrified to look at his boss since they were discussing cuts of meat and pricing.

“Maybe, but I’m a petite carcass at best. I only weigh fifty-seven kilos total.” Sarah said as she turned around slowly to let Mark see all sides of her.

Mark nodded and replied “True, but you have no deformities or disease. You’re healthier than most domestics, so the meat you do have would easily be grade-A prime cuts by agricultural definitions.”

Sarah turned to face him and pointed to her chest saying, “Yes, but I’ve only got a kilo or two at most of breast meat in these B-cups of mine. Not like those big, beautiful milking heifers we slaughter sometimes. God, their breasts are so massive that it makes me…uh…”

Mark chuckled saying “don’t tell me that you’re jealous of a domestic.” Feeling braver, he cupped Sarah’s smooth breasts into his hands and lifted them gently gauging their weight as she desperately fought back the urge to moan sensually at being touched by a man again after her husband left her half a year ago. Mark said, “I think we could get at least two-and-a-half, maybe even three kilos from these.” A coy smile spread across her face as she felt his warm fingers caress the sensitive skin of her breasts sending tickling shivers along her body.

“Of course, I always figured my prime offering would be my buttocks.” Sarah whispered breathily to Mark. He let go of her breasts as she stepped back slightly to let him admire her hips. She turned her back to him and shifted her weight back and forth sensually, feeling somewhat safe with her hungry pussy tucked away inside her white cotton panties. No matter how intimate they were getting, Sarah didn’t quite feel comfortable revealing to Mark how much this “hypothetical thought exercise” turned her on. A strange appreciation for the fact that she wasn’t a man, and as such lacked an erect cock to wave a ‘horny’ flag around at the first tickle of desire, filled her mind briefly along with a thought-memo to scrub the surveillance video feed from today.

She turned to face him and watched him reach around her side. She felt his rough hand rest against her hot, smooth thigh and she gasped lightly at his touch. “Every morning I run three miles to make sure I stay nice and muscular.” Sarah whispered out intimately, feeling his touch and his hot body so close to her own. She nearly swooned as his hand compressed her buttocks lightly, squeezing at her muscle and either inadvertently or intentionally (Sarah couldn’t make up her mind as to which would be sexier) stretching her pussy lips on the other side open ever so slightly. Unable to restrain herself, she grabbed onto his shoulders as he did this and gasped with her eyes opening wide. His eyes flashed up from her buttocks to her face and a moment of intimate understanding passed between them. The glaring question burned between them yet neither dared give voice to the unspeakable concern.

How far would they let this “hypothetical” go?

Mark flashed a weak smile saying, “You’re right. Your buttocks would be the prime cut. Your muscular hips are perfectly toned. There’s easily over twenty kilos of prime meat between your legs.”

He let go of her thigh and continued, “You would be worth two-fifty, that is if you were a meat-girl.” Mark dipped his head at the emphasis of “if” indicating its pivotal role in his assessment.

“Of course.” Sarah whispered.

Sarah pondered how far she would let this fantasy play out as she slowly drew her hands back from Mark’s shoulders.

“Thanks.” Mark said.

“For what?”

“Thank you for talking it out with me a bit there.  This feels strange to say, but discussing your market value helps me think of you as a piece of meat rather than as my boss. My boss standing topless in front of me feels a bit scary for my…uh…career.”

A smile spread across Sarah’s face, “don’t worry, Mark. Treat me like you would one of the meat-girls. Speaking of which.” Sarah hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and continued “If I’m going to dress the part, I should go all the way.”

Mark watched as she slipped the cloth panties from her lithe hips glancing away as her trimmed pubic region came into view. “can you help me?” He heard her say and he glanced back to see her awkwardly trying to balance on one foot while sliding her panties down her knee. Mark held out an arm and Sarah grabbed onto it for balance and support as she finished stripping off the last vestiges of her office attire.

As she stood back up, she puckered her lips and blew out a nervous sigh before setting her panties on top of the pile of the rest of her clothing. “I’ll admit, this is a little bit scary.” Sarah said with a ginger little chuckle as she looked up and down the hallway “naked women, like me, die in this place.”

“Don’t worry about that.” Mark offered up with a smirk.

“I’m not, I’m not… it’s more…” Sarah stretched her newly naked body about a bit before hugging herself demurely saying “…like the ambience. An over-arching feeling of vulnerability and dread.”

“Do the flowers help?” Mark asked gesturing towards the wall mural.

“Kind of… but… well… not really that much.”

Mark hung his head and Sarah back-peddled saying “oh, don’t get me wrong, the flower drawings are much better than just grey steel. That would be downright grizzly.” She waved a dismissive hand saying “it’s probably not so bad for the real meat-girls, they’re accustomed to being naked after all. I still feel a little bit self-conscious about this.”

“You know you don’t have to-”

“No, I do. If I’m going to look the other way while you inflict this on other women and…” Sarah gritted her teeth and continued “…well, offer for other men to do the same to these girls then it’s only fair that I experience it myself.” She drew in a resolute breath and continued “besides, they won’t feel nervous being seen naked by you like I do, right?”

“You feel nervous being naked in front of me?” Mark asked incredulously.

Sarah looked up at him as he stood over her. Her nudity and his strength combined with the fact that they stood alone in a room designed to dampen the sounds of women’s screams and prevent futile escape attempts made her lower lip on her face tremble almost as much as the thought of all that he could easily do to her made the lips between her legs quiver.

She swallowed and shivered lightly as she said “it’s just…standing here naked, on the killing floor. It’s easy to forget that I’m your boss and this is just a quality control check. It’s easy to feel like…” She looked up into his face to see him purse his lips with concern. She closed her eyes and continued “…I’m just another girl you’re going to snuff the life out of.”

She waited for his next move.

Muscular hands landed on her shoulders and grabbed them firmly as Sarah cringed in terror of what would come next.

“Relax, boss, I’m not going to hurt you.”

She opened her eyes to see Mark giving her a reassuring grin.

“That’s what you tell those girls, right, the ones you kill. You tell them you won’t hurt them?”

Mark shook his head and replied “No. I tell them that they aren’t going to suffer. There’s a difference, but I can say that to you as well. I’m not going to make you suffer, Sarah.”

“Thank you.” Sarah said looking down at the grated flooring beneath her feet. She looked back up at him and said “Keep telling those meat girls that. Hearing a man say that you will be okay helps more than the flowers, just so you know.”

Mark gave her shoulders a reassuring squeeze and Sarah flashed a small smile.

“Brave enough to continue?” Mark asked.

Sarah nodded and asked, “do they suffer, though?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, the girls, do they suffer during processing?”

Mark pointed at the killing machine saying, “nitrogen inhalation is the most painless way to die, hell, I even throw in a little nitrous to make them loopy at the end. Most girls die with a giddy little laugh on their lips.”

“Yes, I know, but before that…” Sarah pointed back towards the showers and shavers.

She continued, “you know, to really replicate the experience of what the girls are going into, I should do that too.”

Mark shrugged saying “okay.” He chuckled and sarcastically joked “If you really wanted to make it realistic, I would have to outfit you with a collar and cuffs.”

“Oh, yes, I’ll need a collar and pair of cuffs too. Do we have any extras?”

Mark’s eyes went wide in surprise, and he cringed lightly as he said “well, uh, we have lots of extras in fact. Go wait by the showers and I’ll fetch you a set.”

Sarah marveled at the tall walls and domineering columns. She had always seen these features from above, looking down by cameras at the long line of naked women passively going through the cleaning, slaughter, and butchering process. She had to admit that the floral mural did make the place feel a little bit less oppressive, but it did little to quell the sensation of being a helpless, naked woman in a cyclopean death-hole. Every surface felt hard and powerful while her own flesh felt fragile and vulnerable by comparison, as if this place would break her in two and not even be dulled slightly by the act of doing so. Only her position of corporate prestige over this murder factory provided her with the faintest glint of protection from succumbing to it. As she contemplated the irony, a desperate urge filled her abdomen, one borne from the cup of iced tea she had enjoyed with breakfast that morning. She clenched her legs lightly looking about awkwardly for a second for a girl’s room before remembering there were, naturally, no such accommodations. She would have to go, get dressed, use her keys to exit back into the hallway, make her way up the stairs to the third floor where…

The urge came again, stronger this time.

She gritted her teeth and looked down at the floor. Her body’s desire would not endure being ignored for much longer. She couldn’t possibly make it to the office bathroom and back in time. Worse than that, if Mark found her fully dressed and back in her office after every brave word, she had said this morning,

he would surely look upon her as a coward. She would lose all credibility in his mind and rightfully so.

She only had one choice left…

to pee like a meat-girl.

“Okay, Sarah, just do it really quick and get it over with.” Sarah whispered to herself as she backed her body up against one of the walls and squatted over one of the multitude of holes in the grating spreading her legs wide open. It took great effort to relax her body enough from the force of humiliation to let the stream of urine trickle out from between her legs down through grating to be sluiced away in accordance with the building’s design. She breathed out a nervous sigh as she said, “I guess I’m getting the full farm-animal experience now. God, I feel so pathetic. I hope Mark doesn’t walk in on me doing this.”

“God, I hope Sarah doesn’t walk in on me doing this.” Mark muttered as he furiously sifted elbow deep through a multitude of cuffs and collars desperately looking for a set remaining in decent condition. Crimson streaks of blood mixed with brown-dried residue worked their way up his arms as he dug through the gruesome mess. Finally, he managed to pull up two cuffs and a neckband which had been spared from the meat-saw blades by sheer luck of where the cuts had randomly landed on the corpse of their former owner. He sprinted over to a heavy-duty sink and dumped in the black, nylon reinforced bands before turning on a spray of water, rinsing the liquid remnants of their former owner away before bringing them to his boss.

“Doing, okay?” Mark asked Sarah as she tried to stand as nonchalantly as a naked woman possibly can on the floor of a slaughterhouse “Yeah, fine, absolutely nothing happened while you were getting the cuffs.” She blurted out as her face turned faintly crimson and she prayed he wouldn’t be able to detect the faint, acrid odor that she had left behind on the floor just a few yards behind her.

She nodded towards the cuffs and collars in his hand saying, “lucky we had a few extra pairs just lying about, huh?” Mark stammered “Uh, yeah, just some extras sitting around you know.” He hoped Sarah wouldn’t smell the faint metallic odor of blood from the cuff’s former owner. She calmly held out her left hand, wrist up and he locked a ring-mounted cuff about it saying “there is no unlocking mechanism other than to close completely and then loop back around. We’ll just have to cut these off you afterwards.” Sarah swallowed and said “yeah, of course. I understand.”

She shifted and he placed the next cuff on her right hand sliding the black, unbreakable plastic firmly into place around her slender wrist. He looked down at the collar hooked in his elbow and said, “are you absolutely sure you want the collar?”

“I’m doing the full experience, am I not?” Sarah said as she reached up over her head balling her hair back up into an impromptu ponytail clutched in her fist. This motion stretched her whole body upward causing her breasts to perk up a bit in a deliciously sensual manner. Mark tried to ignore this as he carefully slid the collar in under her fine, delicate chin, placing it against her vulnerable neck and sliding the latch into place to lock it permanently against her skin. He looked up from this to see her calmly staring back at him. A small smile spread across her face, and she squinted at him judgmentally saying “that feels kind of loose.”

Mark shrugged saying “it only has to be tight enough to not slide over your head.”

“Come on, Mark, I know the domestics wear their collars tighter than this.” Sarah lowered her voice as she spoke in a faintly sultry tone “you can make it tighter.” A prurient smile, almost cast like that of a juvenile dare, rested across her slightly parted lips.

Mark’s hands shook as he reached under the chin of his boss and adjusted the collar around her neck. He felt the warmth of her skin and the pounding of her pulse dance dangerously close to his fingertips as he worked on the collar. Her chest raised and lowered in a series of pants as she bit her lower lip desperately holding back her sexual frustration as he carefully tightened the collar against her neck just enough to satisfy her demand to be treated like a farm-animal and yet not tight enough to endanger his career. She didn’t make things any easier on him as she released a submissive, languid sigh the moment the firm, black plastic firmly tightened about her elegant neck.

Her eyes closed lightly to a half-lidded and she lowered her hands from holding up her hair as her breath came in ragged pants. She stuck her tongue out slightly as her mouth hung open limply. Terror filled Mark that he had closed the collar too tight and now his boss was choking to death. She pulled her tongue back in as a smile spread across her lips. She breathily whispered “oh, god, the collar. The cuffs were one thing but this… oh… this is a completely unique experience.” Her eyes lulled open, and she looked intimately into his face whispering, “it feels like my head isn’t part of my body… almost as if my head shouldn’t be part of my body.” She closed her eyes as she ran a hand down along her belly subtly glancing it along her own crotch pondering whether to feed the hungry, burning itch which burned within by her own fingers as she said “It feels like my body isn’t mine. I want to sit with my decapitated head on a little bench and watch you take my soft, delicious body for your own...”

Sarah gritted her teeth and shuddered in fear. Her eyes widened and she swallowed briefly before reaching out a fine-fingered hand to grab onto his shoulder. She gasped back a breath panting out “sorry… I uhh…”

“Are you going to be okay with this?”

Sarah nodded meekly replying quietly “the more I get into this role, the easier it gets for me to forget that I’m your boss.” She whispered “I don’t know if it’s this place, this collar…this…well…you… It’s like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff to just turning my mind off completely and just passively letting you kill and sell me for real.”

“Okay, we discussed it already, that’s seriously not going to happen.” Mark said. He slouched down to look at her carefully as her eyes grew distant and he continued “Sarah, you’re a free woman. If I kill you then I’m both out of a job and a wanted criminal. My life would effectively end with yours.”

“I know that.” Sarah sighed.

She patted Mark’s arm and said “it’s myself I don’t trust. I’m afraid I might sink too low into this simulation and crawl right up onto the slaughtering table. If that happens, you’ll pull me back out, right? You’ll remind me who I am and keep me from jumping off that cliff into mind oblivion completely?”

“Of course.”

She gave a weak little smile to him saying “thank you, Mark. One thing I suppose the girls do enjoy is this overwhelming sense of security I feel when I’m with you. What is it they say, domestics only feel safe when they are in the presence of their farmer?”

Mark nodded saying “it’s true. I’m not technically a farmer but most of the girls still try to huddle near me as I go through them. Ironic since I will be the one ending their lives.”

Sarah nodded saying “domestics are funny that way.” She absentmindedly reached up and fingered at the collar around her neck discovering a plastic hanging tag from it “Oh, I have a tag, don’t I?”

“Oh, yeah, probably just left-over one.” Mark stammered back awkwardly, fearful that Sarah would piece together its origins. Sarah bent her head low but realized that the tag hung so close to her neck that she could not see it without using a mirror or something. She arched her head up asking, “what number am I?”

Mark cleared his throat and read the plastic tag saying, “it says zero-forty-two.”

“Number forty-two, that’s a pretty low number.”

Mark nodded saying “it must be from a smaller farm. There’s something scrawled on it in marker as well. It looks like a name. That’s not too uncommon. Sometimes the small operations farmers will name their livestock for simplicity.”

Sarah’s eyes lit up saying “oh, I have a name. What’s my name?”

“Uhh… your name is Sarah.”

“No, Mark, I mean the name on the tag. What is it?”

“Says ‘Daisy.’”

Sarah smiled lightly saying in a sweet, submissive voice, “Farmer Mark, I’m Daisy number forty-two and I’m here to fulfill my life’s purpose by being processed into meat. What happens to me first?”

Mark chuckled before saying “’Fulfill life’s purpose’ you clearly don’t talk to domestics much. But, Daisy, first thing first is we shave your body clean of hair.”

He produced a retaining bar and clipped it to the cuffs between Sarah’s wrists binding them together at a predetermined distance of about six inches. He grabbed this with his hand and tugged her lightly. She followed along quietly as he directed her over to the shaving station.

“How do domestics talk?” Sarah asked as she walked along behind him.

“They rarely say anything useful. Most think the earth is flat, stars are holes poked in a canopy, the sun is a bonfire, you know, cave-man level understanding of any physical science. Some are creative and artistic, however. I met one once who recited for me an incredibly beautiful poem that she had composed about her favorite clump of hay. Impressive stuff for someone who can’t read and write. Mostly they talk about farm gossip, though. That’s the inanest of drivel you can imagine.”

They came to the shaving station which bore a shower-spray head mounted about shoulder high and a series of water-proof trimming tools. Here, Mark gently quietly lifted Sarah’s hands over her head hooking the wrist retainer on one of the many hanging hooks mounted against the shower assembly. He pressed a button which adjusted the height such that her hands were forced over her head, but her feet still touched the ground easily so that she did not hang from her wrists. Sarah’s mouth fell open in shock. It had happened so fast, so simple, so naturally that she had not even had time to mentally prepare for the fact that she would be bound stretched upwards and naked in front of him. What surprised her more than vulnerability was the realization that she had not offered up even the faintest hint of resistance or protest to him doing whatever he wanted to her body. Her mind reeled at how easily she succumbed to something so simple while her pussy salivated at what Mark could do to a bound and naked women stretched up and vulnerable to any penetration, he wanted to do to her.

Mark calmly grabbed a sprayer system and ran a stream of water over Sarah’s naked body. She winced at first, but the water proved to be warm. She gasped as her mouth hung open in shock. Mark’s dead-eyed, relaxed stare snapped to attention as he said, “Shit, sorry… I should…” He breathed out a sigh as he turned the water off saying “muscle memory kicked in and I forgot you’re my boss. I should tell you what I’m doing. Getting the girl a little wet first helps to make it easier to shave them. Look, I should lower the hook a bit so you’re not…”

“No, no… it’s okay.” Sarah said, feeling only the slightest twinge of discomfort in her shoulders from the position.

She nodded firmly saying, “treat me like you would one of the girls you process. What would you do to me next?”

Mark grabbed a shaver and turned it on creating a buzzing whir. He pressed it against his hand first as Sarah watched saying “designed to be extremely safe. Nearly impossible to cut yourself using these things. If I’m busy, sometimes, I’ll recruit a few girls and put them in charge of shaving the others.”

“I’ve seen you do that.” Sarah said as she watched him slide the shaving tool up against her side. She had shaved the night before so wasn’t particularly hairy, but Mark went through the motions anyhow of running the shaver up along her armpits as she asked, “I always wondered how you convince them to help you.” Mark shrugged saying “I just ask. If one girl says she won’t do it, I just ask a different one and then on down the line until I get to a girl whose willing to work for a few extra hours to live. Shaving, washing, and calming. Those are the three available jobs.”

“Calming?” Sarah asked as she felt the vibrating tool buzz its way up along her other side sending delicious tickles along her right breast which made her simultaneously self-conscious and also excited about her own nudity in front of him. He replied “Yes, I have a girl in charge of calming, talking with the other girls, explaining it doesn’t hurt, having them stack in close to one another, hug each other, feel one another’s heartbeats in their chest, breathing exercises… stuff like that.”

“You get a dumb domestic to do mental health therapy?” Sarah asked incredulously.

“No, no, they don’t understand shit, but you can train a domestic to say anything.” Mark replied. He pulled up a nearby stool and grabbed Sarah’s left calf, pulling her foot towards him. She watched in submissive awe as the burly employee shaved her legs for her.

“This looks kind of dangerous, what if a domestic girl kicks you?” She asked.

“Go ahead and try.” He said.

She pulled her foot back and swung it at him. He leaned back a few inches and she missed. She tried again and soon found that even the slightest motion on his end put him well outside the arc of her kicks. Any reach she could have with her hands chained over her head was well prevented.

“Keep acting like that and I will leave you alone for a bit with a calmer while I work on someone else. I’ll come back when she talks you through some breathing exercises to get you all chilled out and then try shaving you again.” Mark said as Sarah relaxed her leg back down.

“You’re just going to let me get away with that?” Sarah asked in a slightly taunting tone. She licked her lips and said “you’re not going to…” She trailed off with a slight smile as her body trembled in anticipation.

“To…do…what?” Mark asked in confusion.

“you know…” Sarah said as her chest rose and settled with pants of excitement as she continued in a suggestively breathy whisper.

“…punish me?”

Sarah cocked an eyebrow up at him and could not resist the submissive smile which spread across her face.

Mark shook his head “If the other girls saw me slapping around a kicker, they would go nuts. Trust me, one scared girl in chains flailing out in desperation is a lot less of a problem than dozens of women gang-mobbing me.” He shrugged saying, “besides, It’s not like I’m angry at her. It takes a lot of effort to overcome one’s innate survival instincts. That’s a lot to ask for from a farm animal.”

“Oh, yeah, of course... that…uh… makes logical sense.” Sarah said, dropping her head in dejection.

“Sarah?” Mark asked as he stepped in a bit closer to her. He reached out a hand and grabbed her gently by her side feeling the smooth, warm skin of her abdomen press sweetly against his fingers. Sarah flinched slightly at his touch but then relaxed into his grip.

“Yes?” Sarah softly replied.

“Do you… want me… to punish you?” Mark asked in the halting tone of a man who wanted to keep both his employment and his masculinity.

Sarah closed her eyes and shook her head saying, “no, no…just…uh…” She blew out a sigh and collected her thoughts before saying “I just want to make sure you’re not holding back.”

Mark smiled at her sadly as empathy welled within him for her.

“That jackass never deserved you.” Mark whispered under his breath.

“Huh?” Sarah asked.

Mark shook his head and said louder “I need to continue shaving you.”

“Yes, uh…yeah, of course.” Sarah stammered back.

With a click and a whir, the shaver came to life. He had already done the easy bits around her calves and lower legs and now ran the shivering blades along the dangerous curves and valleys of the delicate curves of her thighs and hips before stepping around behind her. He kept a restraining hand on her at all times and Sarah allowed a longing sigh to escape her lips as she felt his hand softly grab her thigh with his thumb squeezing firmly into the left cheek of her buttocks. He held her still as he placed the whirring blades against her leg just above the knee and slowly slid the vibrating device up along her inner thigh forcing a gasp of desire from her mouth as she felt the whirring device slide up and in closer to the delicate folds of her pussy and the vulnerable tissue of her ass. She hung her head and began panting as he slid the device down and repeated the process on her other side making her womanhood quiver as she whispered, “for fuck’s sake, Sarah, don’t squirt all over his hand and shaver like some pathetic slut.”

“Last place.” Mark said as he let her go and stepped back around front. He flipped the buzzer over and placed it against her belly facing down. He stopped her and looked intimately in her eye as he said “are you absolutely sure you want me shave this? It will probably itch when it grows back in later.”

“Shave me.” Sarah gasped out using every last inch of her will to not blurt out, “fuck me.”

As the vibrating razor slid down the delicious-V of her crotch the vibrations tickled her clit. Sarah’s mouth flung wide open, and she shut her eyes as her primed and seduced body shivered in pure, ecstatic delight. Without any orders from her brains, her hips thrust forward bringing her pussy closer to the vibrating blades which danced along the razor-thin line of pleasuring her clit by vibration and endangering it by the very same cutting tool. Sarah shuddered and bucked whimpering and moaning as Mark continued shaving her pussy bare of all its pubic hair.

As the shaver clicked off, Sarah stood there held up by her wrists naked and shivering in front of a powerful man who killed women for a living. Her breath danced in catching waltz within her throat as she clenched her teeth before weakly opening her eyes and whispering to Mark.

“Oh god no. I’m so sorry.”


“What for?” 

She bit her lower lip hard, not sure how to answer that question. Mark leaned in close to her and whispered, “It’s okay. Many of the domestic girls enjoy the buzz of the shaver against their lady parts too. It’s a normal human experience and just your body’s response to touch. I never make the girls feel bad about it. I figure just because they have to die, doesn’t mean they have to be miserable.”

Sarah took a few deep breaths to calm herself as Mark lowered the hook and removed her from the shaving station.

“You’re doing good.” He said encouragingly.

“Oh, you’re just saying that.” Sarah scoffed.

Mark shrugged saying “other than being more nervous than a real domestic, you’re pretty much following the same pattern. Besides, I think you’ll like this next part.”

He took her over to a shower station and unlatched the clasp between her wrists re-attaching them to hooks on opposite ends of the shower, so she stood with her arms out horizontally. He grabbed up a sprayer and flicked it on showing Sarah the toggle switch saying “soap and spray” as he triggered the device to emit a stream of sudsy bubbles and hot water intermittently.

A smile spread across Sarah’s face as a comforting stream of suds trickled across her skin as Mark waved the wand over her arms, chest and back. He flicked it to warm spray washing away the suds as Sarah moaned lightly at the gentle, massaging sensation of warm jets of water spraying across her soft skin.

“There isn’t as much hay and dirt to clean off your body as there would be for a domestic.” Mark said to her as he sprayed her down.

He stepped around behind her saying “I would normally clean their hair as well, but this is a veterinary grade detergent so-”

“Go ahead.” Sarah said, tipping her head back.

Mark chuckled saying “okay.” Sarah groaned as soap and warm water sprayed across her hair as Mark intimately waved the wand over it. She felt him reach up with his other hand and begin massaging her scalp and her soul left her body a little right there.

“And to think, I would pay seventy dollars for this kind of treatment at a hair salon.” Sarah mused.

“They strip you naked and chain you to the wall when they wash your hair at the salon?” Mark asked with a chuckle.

“You know what I mean.”

“I do. I do.”

After thoroughly cleaning her hair and rinsing all the dancing soap bubbles which tantalizingly tango-d their way across the supple curves of her breasts and hips swaying in the breeze of the flowing jets of cleansing water, Mark turned off the sprayer.

“Oh, that did feel good.” Sarah gasped as she brought her head back up with a purr.

“The hardest part of my day is convincing the girls to stop taking the showers.” Mark said, stepping back around in front of her and hanging the sprayer back on the wall.

He continued, “If I let them, they would just stand here forever soaking in the soap and water.”

Sarah’s eyes grew distant as she contemplated a world in which she could just stand here forever. One in which time really did hold still or… just come to a quick and merciful end. Her mind roused from its soak-induced-slumber to torture her again with horrible questions such as what the actual fuck was, she trying to accomplish with all of this? Did she really need to get laid that badly or was this some desperate attempt to claw-back the self-esteem that she had apparently lost in the divorce settlement. Those questions felt mighty pertinent as they quickly closed in on the ‘off-the-clock’ activities that Mark would show her next. She already damn near orgasmed on the simple vibrations of a shaver, how would she possibly handle outright sex with him in a ‘professional’ manner?

She desperately tried to convince herself that this whole idea of hers had nothing to do with Steve leaving her six months ago to start dating that horrendously beautiful cocktail waitress on the other side of town. Not even her own mind accepted that assertion at face value. Despite the paper-thin professional demeanor Mark had been displaying thus far, the hungry stares he gave her breasts and the convenient way he had handled her buttocks during shaving made her feel more like a woman than anything else had ever since her husband decided to start fucking someone else. The feminine urge to quietly “invite” that cocktail bitch to the slaughterhouse some night and conveniently add a few extra kilos of girl-meat to the next day’s production screamed at her within Sarah’s head. She wouldn’t do it, of course, as getting away with murder is almost as much of a bitch as the girl who steals a woman’s husband.

“This will be loud.” Mark said, drawing Sarah back out of her own mind as a pair of blowers lowered down on either side of her. At the press of a button, gusts of powerful, warm air blasted down across her hair and skin drying her off in less than a few minutes before retracting back up into the ceiling.

“Pretty slick, huh?” Mark said smugly as he undid the latches from Sarah’s hands, bringing them back to in front of her where he clasped them back to each other again. He gestured at her saying “and there you go. Shaved, cleaned, dried, ready for slaughter. Didn’t even use the shock-collar or neck-restraint once during the entire processing sequence. As an added bonus, the antimicrobials in that soap solution really do a good job on keeping any e-coli contamination in downstream processing from becoming a problem.”

“So now it’s your lunch break?” Sarah said quietly.

Mark pursed his lips as she continued, stepping in close to him saying, “and you’ve picked out a girl to be your day’s entertainment.”

Mark nodded and Sarah continued “so what happens to…uh… Daisy now?” She lowered her voice and asked, “what do you do to her?”

Mark swallowed hard and said “well, I’ll tell you it’s…”

“No. I need to experience it.” Sarah pressed. “I see you pull a girl off the line and take her away. When you get back, she looks, well, flustered and tired. I need to know what you do to her and why you hide it from the others.”

“Oh, I can answer that last one easily. Jealousy.”

“Jealousy?” Sarah asked in surprise.

Mark gestured saying “if I fuck one girl on the line while the others watch, then I’ll end up having to fuck them all, or else fights will break out.”

Sarah chuckled asking incredulously, “they… would fight… over your cock?”

“Everything I tell you now was borne from a mistake I made back in the day.” Mark said firmly. His eyes trailed off to the side for a moment before his gaze returned to Sarah as he continued “that was not a good day.”

Sarah nodded “okay, I’m your girl for the day then. Take me off the line and do to me what you do to them.”

Mark gritted his teeth and said, “Okay, I’ll uh… demonstrate... how about that?”

He grabbed hold of her wrist restraints and gently pulled. Sarah quietly followed as he tugged her along unlocking an access panel door to reach the employee sections of the slaughterhouse. Her bare feet padded down thin-carpet flooring of the back office. The room was large enough to house about a dozen cubicles, but all these were gone save for one desk along a wall which lay cluttered with receipts, notes, invoices, and other papers.  Somehow walking naked through the office made Sarah feel more nervous than she had on the killing room floor. She felt a strong sense of unease, as if she didn’t belong there in that state of dress and bondage. They walked through this place to a small employee breakroom. Two small tables sat in the middle of the break room and along the walls four battered old couches sat. Each one bore a crisp, white cover and Mark directed her to sit on one of these couches. Along the far wall sat an old refrigerator, coffee pot, and microwave. Mark opened the fridge and drew out a metal lunch box. He also grabbed a towel from alongside the

“One downside to being down-sized, I suppose, is everything is too big for just me by myself back here. Not exactly the most efficient layout.”

“I suppose I can imagine what these couches were used for.” Sarah said with a judgmental frown.

“we would always wash the covers between uses to keep the girls clean.” Mark said quietly. He shrugged saying “but… I only use one of them now. The one you’re sitting on.”

Sarah nodded saying “it seems a comfortable enough place to have sex. It’s like a casting couch, I suppose.” Her lips parted in a chuckle as she looked up at Mark asking in sing-song-y voice “So, mister big-shot Hollywood producer, do you think I could be an actress in your movie, or should I show you some of my assets?” Sarah shimmied her breasts playfully as she laughed.

Mark laughed saying “I’m glad to see you’re having fun.”

His smile died a little as he continued more sadly “it feels like it’s been six-months since I’ve seen you honestly smile.”

Sarah’s face fell and Mark gritted his teeth whispering under his breath “shit” before saying louder to Sarah “I’m sorry that was not…”

Sarah cut him off saying, “No, no… It’s okay.”

Silence as loud as a cocktail waitress’s screams while fucking Sarah’s ex-husband filled the room for a moment.

Mark hung his head, but Sarah spoke up “you probably don’t role-play with the girls.”

“No, they have no context or experience for it. I keep the sex pretty simple with them.”

“Do you just…um… Lay them back and do it missionary position?” Sarah asked.

“Not at first.” Mark said setting his lunch down on the table. He folded the towel up and put it on the ground in front of him as he sat down.

“Come over here.” He said to Sarah in a simple, commanding tone.

The urge to turn her brain off welled within her as she rose to her feet and stepped over in front of Mark. “Put your knees on the towel.” He said.

Slowly, Sarah dropped to her knees saying, “I see where this is going.”

“I still do have to eat during lunch and it’s also important to make sure the girl is nice and wet before I penetrate her. Two birds, one blowjob.” Mark said casually as he unbuckled his belt. Sarah reached up with her bound hands to work on unzipping his pants. Mark placed a hand on hers saying “Uhh… you could but no farm animal knows how clothing works. I normally just strip myself.”

Sarah nodded and pulled her hands back. She sat back straight with her hands on her knees and resting her buttocks lightly upon her feet folded beneath her. She pondered how in the collar and cuffs, sitting like this she must look like a good little submissive to Mark and she almost wanted to get her picture taken like this, knowing she would never look this sexy ever again in her life. She waited patiently as masculine folds of protective clothing peeled away revealing a pair of clean, white boxer shorts. These too, Mark stripped down and Sarah watched hungrily as his cock slowly came into view inch by delicious inch before springing free from the top of his underwear band. Instinctively her shoulders snapped up as a chill of delight and mirth mixed with dread trickled down her spine. No matter how old she got, seeing a man pull out his cock still felt like being at a sleep-over and seeing one of her friends pull out a filched bottle of vodka to pass around. The simultaneous desire in her heart and dread settling in her stomach at the sight of something so good but so bad blended with the knowledge that the veiny, firm flesh with its smooth purple tip bouncing around jauntily in front of her would soon be skewering her body open as Mark fucked her freshly shaved pussy like a farm animal.

Sarah wondered what it would be like for one of those meat-girls, kneeling here in front of a man. Surely, they would have seen cock before but having been mostly housed with neutered steers, it likely would have been flaccid and unimpressive in nature. This would be their first time seeing a man with hairy balls suspended beneath a powerful rod. Perhaps they would be scared but also perhaps intrigued as well. If anything, sure knowledge that whatever the farmer told them to do was fundamentally the right thing to do for their lives likely secured them away from any terror. If anything, this would be easier for a meat-girl than it would be for her. Less hang-ups around morality and ethics, just listen to what the farmer says and follow orders is all the meat-girl would need to know before submitting whole-heartedly to whatever perverse sexual act Mark would impose upon them. Sarah tried putting herself in that mindset, forcing her brain to stop the constant monolog about tomorrow and bring to reality that she would be dead and cut up to delicious little pieces of meat by days end. She reached up and caressed the collar around her neck letting that delicious, submissive sensation which had overwhelmed her when he first tightened it about her neck. Something about that action, being in this place, being pushed around, stripped naked, wearing cuffs and a collar roused a strange, submissive yearning within her. It called to her from the void of her own destruction, a strange desire to proffer up the ultimate submission. To let Mark snuff her life out just as expertly as he did for hundreds of other women. She desired to feel her body die while her stupid mind finally turned off and stopped tormenting her, to not worry about coming in to work tomorrow or feeling inadequate in her lonely home tonight because these things would no longer be part of her existence as a mercifully slaughtered corpse.

Mark snapped her out of her own head as he grabbed onto either side of her skull with his hands rising up in his seat a little bit. His cock slung menacingly into view and Sarah sucked in a large breath and wiggled her jaw preparing to feel the powerful rod thrust deep into her mouth and throat as Mark fucked her face to his ball’s content. Mark’s penis didn’t thrust into her mouth, rather his hands slid back along the sides of her head scooping her hair up along with them. She felt a cinching pull against her scalp and realized that he had snapped an elastic hair-tie about her now slightly-frizzy hair retaining it in place out from her face. Confidence welled that now he would face-fuck her, but he simply sat back in his chair saying, “At this point I usually explain to the farm animal what I want them to do and teach them some basics of sucking cock.”
 

“Teach me like you would one of them.” Sarah replied.

“You’re going to massage my penis with your mouth. Open it wide, like this.” Mark made an “o” with his mouth. Sarah smiled lightly then followed suit.

“Good, when you’re ready, slide up close and put your mouth around my cock. Don’t bite down with any teeth. Once you have my cock in your mouth bob your head backwards and forwards slowly until I tell you to stop.”

He reached over and grabbed up a chocolate chip cookie from his lunch bag and held it up for Sarah to see saying “At this point, I would normally tell the meat girl that, if she does a good job, I’ll share one of my cookies with her. Of course, this is just a demonstration. You’re my boss, not a meat-girl so you don’t have to actually suck my co-”

The sensation of wet warmth encircling his manhood as Sarah plunged her head down onto his member with gusto.

“Oh, hi Sarah!” Mark gasped wide eyed.

She ran her tongue along the sensitive bottom of his tip bringing groans to his mouth before letting go and slowly licking her tongue sensually along his head finishing off with a kiss. She smiled saying “oh, I’m going to earn that cookie.” Mark chuckled saying “if you want a cookie, boss, I will just give you one.”

Sarah shook her head saying “nope. I’m earning it the same way the meat-girls do. So, what now, you sit back and enjoy your lunch while getting your cock sucked?”

“Pretty much, yes.”

“And you just let the girl set her own pace? You never grab onto her head and face-fuck her or do anything like that?”

“Are you kidding? We’re talking about a farm animal here. That would freak her the hell out.” He gestured towards Sarah’s mouth saying, “even sheep have teeth. No, I just let her spend some time sucking on my cock while I eat my lunch.”

Sarah brought her mouth back down onto his firm shaft once more as he turned slightly to the side and unwrapped his sandwich from his lunch. He put the meat of his sandwich to his mouth as Sarah put the meat of his manhood to her own. She smelled the faint, musky odor of his powerful body blending with an intoxicating perfume of the old-world cologne Mark tended to wear as she felt the powerful, warm tip of his cock deliciously fill her mouth. She bobbed her head feeling oddly at home with the new action. Being naked in the presence of a man while chatting and washing up had always given her that awkward, out-of-place feeling, but being naked and performing oral sex felt more in tune to what a woman should be doing while naked in front of a man. Sarah wondered if Mark enjoyed the warm feeling of her breasts flattening slightly against his inner thighs as well as the sensation of her mouth on his cock. She looked up from her labor of sensuality to see him moan with desire while chewing on a bite.

She let go and blurted out “that must be a good sandwich.” before returning to her task of pleasuring his cock with her tongue. “If I told you that you were better at sucking cock than the typical farm-animal, would you take that as a compliment or insult?” Mark asked.

Sarah pulled back and kissed the slightly salty tip of his cock before sticking her tongue out and caressing the inner folds of delicate flesh along his bellend before saying “sounds like I’m getting a cookie soon.” She brought up her hands cupping his balls in one palm while wrapping her fingers around the base of his shaft with her other.

“I can tell you’re getting close. A few more licks and you’ll be cumming.”  Sarah’s voice dropped slightly as she whispered to him breathily “would you like to look your bound and naked boss in the eyes as you squirt hot, sticky cum down her throat while she’s kneeling in front of you?”

Mark’s eyes went wide in desire for his sex-life and terror for his job. “Uhh…” He stammered awkwardly “Oh, shit, I can’t believe I said that.” Sarah said as her eyes went wide in terror.

Mark flashed her a smile and gently wrapped a warm, guiding hand around the side of her head. She looked up at him with trepidation as he said “Yes.” She shivered lightly as he whispered to her “I can’t pass up this once in a lifetime experience.”

Sarah returned to suckling on his cock looking up at him submissively as she felt his warm tip grow hot and full within her mouth as his balls tightened in her hand. Mark gave her an encouraging smile before laying his hands on her bare shoulders and moaning loudly while salty, hot cum exploded in her mouth.

“At least I can still pleasure a man, even if it isn’t my husband.” Sarah thought to herself as she felt the magical transition of Mark’s powerful muscles melting into pleasure as his taught legs flung out wide and welcoming and he slouched in his chair. Even though she had always been taught that sex meant a man got what he wanted from a woman, thus defeating her ability and will to resist his onslaught of temptation, Sarah had the distinct impression that somehow sex almost seemed to play the other way. If a fight had broken out between the two of them, it wouldn’t even be close. Mark could rip her apart easily limb-by-limb. But, naked, bound, and only using her tongue, Sarah had defeated the beast of a man by submitting her body to his will and satisfying his unquenchable desire for pleasure.

After letting the sticky, salty fluid dance sensually across her tongue for a moment, Sarah swallowed down the last of his cum and released his cock from her mouth. She lifted it and planted two loving kisses on each of his taught, powerful balls thanking them for having given him the sexual drive she enjoyed so thoroughly. After her soft kisses she stretched her arms over his thighs and rested her head on top of them. Her jaw and neck ached horribly, but her pussy had never felt wetter and more desirous.

She rested there with her eyes closed feeling the comforting warmth of his furry legs tickling the underside of her arms as his cock gave a few, final bounces before slowly shrinking back to its flaccid, pleasured state. Terror filled her mind as she wished the moment would never end because she feared what was to come. She couldn’t lay on his legs forever and yet how could she possibly face Mark after she had succumbed to her desires and acted like such a slut? Sarah felt Mark’s legs tighten as he moved and then felt something dry gently touch her arm. She opened her eyes to see him gently touching a cookie against her arm as a satisfied smile rested on his face as his barrel chest rose and fell in satisfied pants.

She lifted her head slowly and blinked back at tears. He said, through pants of pleasure “you earned it.”

“Thank you.” Sarah said quietly, holding the cookie in her hand. He reached down his other hand, and she took it in her own as he helped her stand back up. She stood there sullenly holding onto the hard-earned cookie. Mark pulled his shorts and pants back up saying “Thank you. I’ll need to…uh… reset before we do anything more. You, uh, went a bit harder at that than I typically get from a farm-animal.”

Sarah hung her head in shame.

“Hey.”  Mark said softly as he leaned forward and reached out to her. He gently wrapped his fingers around her arm to get her attention.

“Are you okay?” He asked with concern in his voice.

“Please forgive me, I… behaved… unprofessionally.” Sarah whimpered out as she sniffed back a sob.

“Whoa, whoa…” Mark said as his face turned to a look of concern.

He gently guided her over to the nearby couch and had her sit on it while he grabbed a handful of napkins from the table and pressed them into her hand. For a moment she awkwardly lifted her locked hands together dabbing away tears with one while still clutching onto the cookie with her other. For a while, Mark sat in silent wisdom as Sarah sobbed.

“I’m so sorry, so sorry.” Sarah blubbered.

“Sorry for what?”

“For saying that horrible…” She cringed and spat the word out “slutty stuff to you and letting you know that…”

She felt Mark wrap powerful arms around her chest pulling her in close as he whispered “shhh… it’s okay, it’s okay.” In that moment, the rigid barriers of employer and employee collapsed as two people who kill humans for a living clung onto each other in the desolate, liminal space of that breakroom.

He let her go and said, “I’m not upset at you for anything you said, okay?”

Sarah’s face contorted as she replied “I’m upset at me. How can you ever respect me again after what I just did here? I burned any trust you had in me by acting like a stupid horny slut.” She cringed on the edge of fresh tears as she continued “how can you possibly look at me again and see me as anything other than a pathetic whore.”

Mark growled back, “stop saying horrible things about my boss.”

Sarah’s mouth fell open in shock at his words and her eyes went wide.

Mark swallowed hard feeling his job dangle over the fires of hell as he carefully chose his next words, “I’m not talking to you anymore as an employee. I’m saying this as a man to a woman. You’re ex-husband is a fucking dumbass, and you never deserved to be treated the way he treated you.”

Sarah trembled as multiple emotions boiled within her.  Mark grabbed her shoulders and spoke intimately to her saying “I don’t see you as a slut. I see you as a woman who got burned in a bad divorce.”

He pulled her back in for a powerful hug as Sarah sniffed back fresh tears against his shoulder. “I want to be them so badly.” She whispered.

“Who?”

“The meat-girls.”

Mark held her back a bit to look at her as she continued “their lives are so simple. They have no cold, lonely nights wondering where their husbands are. They have no suspicions followed by gaslit denials. They don’t stare in a mirror at themselves wondering if maybe they had just tried a little harder, they could have kept him. If maybe they lost a few pounds, or wore a bit more makeup, he would still be loyal. They don’t stare into their souls and ask how they could have been so easily tricked, so easily manipulated. They don’t ask questions like, if the love they thought the felt was fake then have they ever experienced a love that was real? Or is love even real at all or just some shiny lie a man will wave in your face while he spends the weekends balls-deep in some skank on the other side of town.”

Sarah’s eyes grew distant as she continued, “What good is it to have a longer life, if all it does is give you more time to stew over the pain of your own existence?”

“I don’t have answers to your questions.” Mark replied quietly.

“Nobody does. No one ever will. That’s the problem.” Sarah sighed.

They stood in the silence of excruciating existentialism for a while before Mark said, “that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had, though.”

Sarah shuddered against his chest and Mark feared she was crying again until she peeled back from him, and he saw she was laughing heartily. “At least I’m better at sucking cock than a farm animal.” Sarah said wiping away tears of pain and laughter from her face.

“Serious, though, how long has it been since you got laid?” Mark asked.

Sarah frowned and replied “Like eight-months and even that didn’t really count. It was a pity fuck and…well… my memory of it is corrupted because I now know who he was doing on the side during that time.”  She swallowed hard and bowed her head saying “I wasn’t enough for him. I guess I’m not woman enough for any man.”

Mark gently grabbed her chin and brought her face up to look at him.

“Sarah, you are fucking hot.”


Sarah snorted and replied, “I bet you say that to all the girls wearing cuffs and a collar.” 

“No, I generally don’t say much anything at all beyond simple commands. Eight months makes sense, though. No wonder you’ve been so thirsty today. I stand by my earlier statement. Any man who would throw away all of this…” Mark gently ran his hands down along Sarah’s shoulders and slid them smoothly down her sides to her hips before leaving his left hand holding onto her hips and placing his right hand on her chest over her heart as he continued “is fucking dumbass. You never deserved to be treated that way.”

“Thank you.” Sarah said before quietly continuing with a faint hint of sadness in her voice as she said, “it is, how I was treated, though.” She swallowed and looked at Mark carefully as she continued “it happened, and I can’t change it.”

Mark nodded towards the killing floor asking “ever thought of adding an extra girl to our daily quota out here? Maybe make dumb-ass’s side-chick next week’s buck-fifty-per-pound meat special at the deli counter?”

“All the time.” Sarah said with a broad, sinister smile. She shook her head saying “though, that won’t fix anything. Hell, I don’t even want him back anymore.” Her smile fell as she continued, “I just want to believe that I’m worthy of being desired. Of being someone that a man would want. Not just…” She gritted her teeth and continued “…damaged goods.”

“You’re not damaged goods to me.” Mark replied with an encouraging smile. Sarah looked up into his face with a sad little smile of her own as he continued “do you mind if I ask you an unrelated question?”

“Go ahead. Anything would be a happier topic than my sad-sack life.”

“how would you rank the experience of being a meat-girl so far?”

“It’s the most fun I’ve had in years.”

“Really?” Mark asked.

Sarah nodded and looked off sadly saying “It’s like a vacation. Being hung up by you, following your directions, turning my mind off, passively doing whatever you tell me to do.” Sarah sighed and continued “God, I wish I could keep doing it.”

Mark nodded saying “I suppose, as a meat-girl, you did earn a cookie fair and square. You going to eat it?”

Sarah nodded saying “I should, shouldn’t I? It’s not good to waste food.” She chewed on the sweet in her hand and her eyes lit up in surprise. “This cookie is…actually… pretty good. Where did you get it?”

“I baked it myself.”

“Really?”

“A man of many talents.”

Sarah nodded saying “Indeed.” Mark waited patiently as she finished the cookie before he continued.

“I suppose you haven’t quite experienced everything I do to the girls yet. Do you feel healthy enough to continue?”

“Can I?” Sarah asked with her eyes glistening like those of a puppy dog asking for a treat.

Mark smiled at her and said “well, the quality control check isn’t quite over yet, is it?”

“No. I did say I want to experience everything. So far, we’re only half-way through your lunch break.”

“True.”

“Can I make a special request?” Sarah asked.

“What?”

Sarah stammered slightly as she continued “Can you strap me down to the killing table?”

Mark’s eyes went wide as she continued “I just… want to know what it feels like. To lie there, knowing that death is coming soon in the soft little gas that makes you giggle.” Sarah’s eyes went dreamy as she continued “knowing men will be cutting your arms, legs, and breasts off before dividing what’s left of you into sections, splitting your body open and marveling over all the hidden and delicious parts of your flesh which lie secretly tucked inside you. You get to die as a woman but be borne as a beautiful slab of delicious meat that men drool over.”

Sarah bowed her head and trembled as she said, “It’s just… kind of…romantic. Almost sexy to think about it.”

Mark pulled her in and surprised her by planting a powerful, passionate kiss on her lips. At first, she flinched in surprise before slowly tipping her head to the side and closing her eyes as she returned his kiss. Warm hands and muscular arms began sliding across her body. She felt his left arm wrap around her waist as his right hand slid down across her abdomen as they kissed. Closer and closer it went, deliciously plunging along the smooth, pale flesh of her freshly shaved crotch until his fingers tantalizingly danced along the lips of her hungry labia. She trembled and whimpered in that moment, not a whimper for him to stop but a wordless plea for him to continue. Her soul sang as his middle finger curled upwards into her body spreading open the flaps of her womanhood to massage the delicate, sensitive tissues within. Mark released the kiss and Sarah panted as he whispered to her “you told me many secrets. So, I’ll tell you one too.” He continued massaging her swollen clit bringing fresh spasms of pleasure with his every stroke. He whispered deep into her ear in his powerful, sexy low voice as he said “it’s sexy for me too. Watching a woman’s will to live melt before your very eyes. How she doesn’t even whisper a word of protest when you prepare her body for butchering. Seeing her calmly mount the machine which will kill her and lay sprawled open across it quietly submitting her still living carcass to you to end the beating of her heart.”

Sarah shuddered as pleasure wrecked “Oh, God, Mark…please…” She clung to his shoulder as he massaged her clit bringing fresh pleasure to her as his other hand wrapped around her waist reached up to grab her soft breast squeezing it gently in ownership and adoration. She pleaded “I want to submit to you fully. I want to give my life to you and experience death in the strong, expert hands of a man who kills women like me for a living. Oh, Mark…” She looked up into his face as her eyes went soft and submissive and she continued “I feel so small, so much like prey. But I want to be prey. I want you to grab me up in your powerful jaws and bite down, devouring my small, weak body completely. Please, there’s nothing left for me here. I want to experience that beautiful, sexual death you’ve given to all those submissive little cows and end my time on this cruel planet.”

Mark kissed her again deep and wet as she felt him caress her tongue with his own. He broke kiss and pulled her in close grabbing her breast hard enough to bring pain which served only to accentuate the sexual pleasure which still pulsed deep within her core from the workings of his fingers against her pussy. He purred into her ear saying, “I won’t kill you.”

She gasped as her mind reeled for more justification for him to kill her, but he continued with a low, sexy growl “Not until I’m done playing with my food.” Sarah’s head flopped back, and she moaned sensually at these words as he continued, “first, I’m going to taste your sweet flesh. You’re going to experience being eaten while still alive.” He pressed lips against her bare neck just above the collar before suckling at her neck bringing tickles of submissive delight to her body before he gave her a lick. Then, a deliciously painful bite made her body go limp in preparation for its death. Sarah closed her eyes and fantasized about him killing her that way, the way a prey animal like her should be killed by an apex predator, a powerful bite through her jugular and the sweet release of all her life-sustaining blood leaving behind all her tasty kilos of meat for him to enjoy. It’s too bad she wouldn’t be there to enjoy feeling him rip her muscle tissue away from her bones with his teeth. Reality did not live up to her fantasy, however, as he bit her neck just enough to make her melt onto his pleasure-giving fingers, but not enough to break the skin much less kill her. She felt him pull her bodily over towards the couch. She passively followed, offering no resistance as he laid her out on the couch while kissing her neck. He released the kiss and then grabbed hold of her hands pushing them up over her head. She watched, unconcerned, as he did this followed by tying the band between them to a strap over her head binding her smoothly on top of the couch facing outward. She watched quietly as he knelt in and took one of her breasts up in his hand before leaning his head in close and placing the tip of her nipple into his mouth.

She gasped as she felt his lips and tongue play with the sensitive morsel as the back of his head filled her view anytime she looked down. She felt the promising glance of sharp, hard teeth swipe briefly against her nipple in his mouth. She gasped and panted at the sensation and whispered to him. “am I tasty?”

She felt her nipple flex as Mark nodded his head.

“Bite it off and swallow it. Ignore my screams. I want you to eat my little nipple fresh and raw.” Sarah hissed out as sweat slicked across her trembling body.

She felt her nipple flex as Mark shook his head. He let go of suckling her nipple and sat down on the floor in front of her saying “patience, little one. We have plenty of time for me to eat you. You’ll just have to wait. Perhaps, I can give you some crayons to draw flowers on the wall while I take my time killing and devouring you.”

Sarah felt simultaneously offended and aroused by his playfully condescending tone. Knowing that this delicious, sexual day would be her last on earth calmed any concern she felt regarding how he treated her and its implications for their future, professional relationship. This was it. She had finally committed suicide and amazing peace flowed through her mind at that fact blended with gratitude that Mark would take care of all the wretched details of clean-up and cover-up. All she had to do was let him have her little body and he would take care of the rest.

He kissed his way down across her abdomen. With every single kiss, she secretly hoped he would just rip a bite right out of her flesh. He didn’t, however, infinitely better he grabbed her knees up in his hands and pulled them out away from the couch dragging her forward in the seat a bit as he spread her legs open leaving her core exposed and defenseless. “why fill up on your nipples when I can eat your defenseless womanhood right here. Like a good little meat-girl, you’re not even going to try and stop me from devouring your core.”

Sarah moaned desirously at his words as she tipped her head back against her own bound arms for a moment. Her moans shifted to pleading screams as his pink, warm, soft tongue caressed her clit spreading raw pleasure across her pussy as she screamed “Oh, god, yes, eat me, please!” Mark continued holding her legs open and licking her soaking wet pussy causing her legs to flex and shake uncontrollably as she thrust her hips as far forward as she possibly could to give him maximum access to her womanhood. Despite being ludicrous, the mental image of him simply devouring his way right up through her midsection, chewing right through her womanly parts and eating his way through her abdomen and intestines served as motivation to push her over the edge such that her pants and moans transitioned to animalistic screams as she lost speech during the first, good orgasm she had experienced in too many years to count. She danced there for what felt like an eternity, neck encased in a collar of death, hands bound over her head, body sprawled open to a butcher of women, womanhood pulsating and squirting on top of his powerful, sensual tongue, as orgasm after orgasm swept through her entirely bringing so many screams from her mouth that she felt she would grow hoarse from her own screaming.

Like all good things, unfortunately, their dance of pleasure came to an end. Her body simply could not keep up the incredible sensation of pleasure and her skin felt flushed and warm as her sexual pleasure slowly descended down the other side of that powerful orgasm. Despite mostly regaining control of her movement, after-shock like tremors still danced along her legs and belly from time to time. Mark released his taste of her pussy massaging his hands soothingly across her thighs and belly as she whimpered and moaned in the aftermath of her orgasm.

The world floated dreamlike and disconnected about her as Sarah felt Mark unclasp her hands from the strap over her head. She still held her hands in place, however, not sure what he wanted her to do with her arms and, well, body in general. She knew if she simply waited for instructions, he would tell her what to do soon enough. She watched in silent fascination as his shirt went up and over his head exposing his burly chest and belly covered with short hairs which descended deliciously down towards the hemline of his pants. With a few more tugs, and a shuffle of his almost comically undersized (relative to the rest of his body) man-butt, Mark slid his pants down letting his cock spring forth once again hard and ready to penetrate. Sarah had a good mind that her mouth was no longer on his menu, and she cooed with an expectant shiver as she waited to see what he would do to her next.

She didn’t have to wait long. The world spun as he grabbed her and flipped her across the couch lengthwise plunging his eager cock deep inside her hungry pussy filling the places inside her that had not felt the touch of a man in far too long. Already sweaty and trembling from sexual exhaustion, Sarah offered no resistance at all peacefully lay spread eagle for him to penetrate her core. His body pressed firm against her own and she breathed deep his masculine, musky scent as she stared up at the ceiling tiles and fluorescent bulbs for a short while before he shifted position and she felt him lift her hips up spreading her seemingly useless legs even further as his cock plunged new depths inside her pussy and his face came into view overhead of her. He wrapped his arms around her shoulders and lay his hands on either side of her head stabilizing it as he brought his own mouth down to drink a sweet kiss from her while he fucked her body sensually. Sarah returned his kiss feeling grateful that he was kissing her. Sex was one thing but sex with a man kissing you was even better and one who says “I love you” is the best of all, but she knew to keep her expectations realistic and so getting kissed during sex would have to suffice as all the pleasure she would receive for what little remained of her mercifully short life. She felt his cock grow hot and firm inside her briefly before he broke the kiss and growled out a deep, manly groan of pleasure as his cock pulsated inside her squeezing hot, sticky cum deep inside her womanhood. Sarah gasped and wished in that moment she had free use of her hands just so she could wrap them around Mark holding him tight into a hug that would never end as she rode atop the delicious penetration of his manhood.

The room around them blearily returned to her focus reminding her that she had not quite paid attention to when it had passed out from her view. Mark panted heavily on top of her, and Sarah slowly lowered her hands down from over her head sliding them over the back of Mark’s neck to hug him as best she could in her restrained state. He looked up into her face and she whispered deep into his soul “thank you for making me feel like a woman, for at least one last time in my life.”

Mark smiled at her sadly and said, “my pleasure.”

Sarah smiled back at him and whispered, “This was everything I could ever ask for. I’m ready to die.”

They staggered off the couch and back onto the track to end her life. She leaned against his shoulder for support staring with adoration at the light stubble on his face as he guided her on her unstable legs back out to the killing floor. Sarah nuzzled her face lovingly into his chest as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders. She knew everything was going to be okay.

Unlike her ex-husband, Mark would make sure she didn’t suffer.

Worries about income, profit margins, what to wear to work tomorrow, whether or not she deserved happiness, the cringey thing she said three years ago, those three-AM worries that torture her ever night, whether Mark thought of her as a slut… they all just evaporated as they stepped out into the hallway of death, and she opened her eyes to see a wall full of flowers.

She had never seen such beautiful flowers.

Her jaw hung limply as she watched the gorgeous, streaming colors go by like a barrage of silent fireworks. Had she never really stopped to look at them before? These flowers, all painted by the hands of dead women, represented the last act on earth hundreds of women like her had performed.

They were…

…hauntingly gorgeous.

She wanted to add one more to the flowers of the dead and an urge to ask Mark for some paint so she could leave behind a flower on these walls filled her mind, but she pushed it away. The walls were already a masterpiece that had been built stroke-by-stroke from confined women with free minds. Sarah felt like a free woman with a confined mind as, unlike the farm animals, she had possessed ample opportunity to make her mark on the earth…

…and simply didn’t.

Sadness filled Sarah slightly at this thought, but she blew the sadness away. For her entire life, she had focused on nothing but scratching out survival on a planet where human life is so cheap it can be bought by the pound at a grocery counter.  And now, sweet mercy had been poured out on her head as, unlike every human she had ever met in her entire existence…

…Mark would make sure she didn’t suffer.

Slowly he unhooked her hands and lay her flat on her back across the cross-shaped table of death. The rubber-surfaced cushion stuck lightly to her buttocks and shoulder blades as she dreamily watched him strap her hands down open on the table spreading her breasts outward as she arched across the table.

“Eight, six, seven, three.” Sarah muttered weakly.

“Huh?”

“That’s my administrative password for the surveillance feed. Make sure you delete the video from today.” Sarah whispered. She continued as her eyes glistened “I don’t want you to get in trouble for this beautiful thing you’re doing for me.”

Mark gave her a weak smile and raised the soft plastic mask over to her face. “I’ll be fine. Goodbye, Sarah.”

“Goodbye, Mark. You know, now that I think about it, the only thing I’m going to miss from this planet is you.” Gently Mark positioned the mask over Sarah’s face.

“Just breathe normally.” He instructed and she did as he said.

A hiss filled her ears for a moment and suddenly the world felt absolutely fucking hilarious. The funniest joke of all seemed to be her dick-ass fucktarded—fucker-ex-husband-cucktail-waitress—fucking…thoughts…hard…but…love …colors…flowers… farm-animals…

why is Mark crying?

Darkness.

…

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open slowly. She was still surrounded by flowers and bright lights. Slowly, her eyes came into focus, and she saw Mark sitting there, now fully clothed and holding the cut pieces of her cuffs and neck collar in his hands along with a snips tool. He looked over at her and muttered “I’m so sorry.”

“is this…heaven?”

“No.”

Sarah lifted her arm and it came up freely. She looked down across her body still sprawled across the table. She wore white cotton panties but nothing else though her clothing and accruements sat in a neat little pile right next to her.

“I’m sorry, Sarah. I know what you wanted, but I can’t give it to you.”

“I’m…alive?”
 

“I couldn’t do it. I only turned on enough nitrous to make you pass out then kicked it off.”

“No, no…” Sarah pleaded as she shook her head. Mark grabbed her shoulders and said, “I need you.” Sarah panted in frustrated desperation as Mark continued “I need you… alive, as my boss. Even without trying to hide murdering you, I can’t run this place. I have no other marketable skills. I…” He sniffed back a tear as he continued “I’m so sorry. If I was a better man, I would give you what you asked for and kill you but I’m not. I’m a selfish man. I’m keeping you here because I don’t know how I am going to live without you.”

“No, Mark, I can’t stay here. It’s…”


“How about I meet you half-way?” 

“Halfway to killing me?”

“You stay alive and keep working as my boss, and I’ll help you to have a better work-life balance.”

“work-life balance? My work-life balance is fi-”

“Sarah, you are literally suicidal.”

Sarah sighed at these words as she flopped back across the table saying “please, just turn the nitrogen back on. I was ready to go, just let me go.”

“Not until you hear my counteroffer.”

“Improving my work-life balance isn’t a good counteroffer. My life outside of work sucks.”

“Exactly.” Mark said.

She looked at him and he continued “Sarah, you’re a good boss and a smart manager. You’re good at what you do here, and we’ve worked as a team to survive a whole lot of dark times in an industry powered by human death. The work part of your work-life balance is fine. It’s the life part of your work-life balance that’s fucked up.”

“And you propose to fix that, how?”

“Friday, six o-clock, I’ll take you to dinner at Ozzie’s.”

Sarah blinked at him in confusion.

“You’re… asking me… on a date?” she said, piecing it together slowly.

Mark nodded saying “let me have the chance to prove to you that douchebag-ex was wrong about you. You are worthy of being loved, not cast aside for some random-ass side chick.”

Sarah pouted as Mark continued, “that’s just a start. How about lunches? I can skip the farm-animal fuck and you can come join me for lunch. It doesn’t even have to be sex. Just someone to spend lunchbreak with.”

Sarah said, “I hear what you’re saying but I also know that you’re doing all this just to keep me alive so I can keep working as your boss. I’ll know that it’s not real. If you ever really wanted to date me, why wait until now to ask?”

“I’ve had a crush on you for years but asking your boss to start dating you is a good way to get fired.” Mark replied. He gestured across her partially nude body lying on the death table as he continued “after everything we’ve done together today, and then seeing you here, laid out nude and unconscious like so many women that I’ve killed before and knowing…” Mark’s face contorted in mental anguish as he continued “…that your last words were going to be how you were going to miss me.”

He sniffed back a tear and said, “I just couldn’t let you die without telling you how I feel. I sure as fuck couldn’t let you die like an animal.”

“Okay.” Sarah said quietly.

“Okay?” Mark asked.

“Yes. I’m going to ask for something from you for this relationship that you’re proposing, however.” Sarah said.

“What?”

“Please don’t ever make me suffer.” Sarah said as her eyes glistened. Mark pulled her in for a warm hug and said “I can do that. I’m good at making sure women never suffer.”

Sarah wrapped her arms around his waist as a warm smile spread across her face.

“I’m ready to submit my final evaluation of your quality control test.” She said.

Mark held her back lightly to look in her face. Sarah swallowed hard and said “I understand what you were describing earlier today. I…” She gestured across her own body as she sat on the table of death and continued “…have fully immersed myself in every facet of the experience of being killed by you and can confidently conclude that it is the most incredibly sensual and wonderful experience a woman can ever have that ends in her death.” She grabbed onto his shoulder and said “if I had been transferred to another room where some strange man, I didn’t know… I don’t know…beat me or violently raped me or…well… did something else horrible then it would have been terrifying. I would have loudly told all the other domestics as soon as I got back into the room and…yes… you would have a mad panic on your hands.”

“Exactly.” Mark said.

“We need extra income though, so how about you meet me half-way on this the way I met you halfway on the offer between suicide and…uh… dating…I guess.” Sarah stammered off at this awkward end but shook her head before taking a deep breath.

“I’m listening.” Mark offered.

“We charge a deposit.”

“Deposit?”

“Yes, and the customer only get the money back if they return the girl healthy and unharmed. Also, it can be a different girl than the ones whose carcass they will receive for their order. It’s not like they’re going to notice after she’s in pieces. We ask the girls who would like to have sex before they die. We then add a tag or something to mark the willing and we send them to service the customers.”

Mark stroked his chin and said “that… could work.”

“Yeah, that’s a good plan. Let’s do it.”

He patted Sarah on the shoulder saying cheerfully, “That’s why you make the big-bucks, boss. You’re a marketing genius...not to mention gorgeously hot and amazing at sex.” He sighed and continued, “the only mistake you’ve made in life is letting that dumbass treat you like you were worthless. Don’t ever let anyone do that to you again, okay? Not even me.”

“I won’t.” Sarah said sadly as she stared off distantly down the hallway of death.

Mark held out her bra to her and Sarah took it from his hands and put it back around her chest as she sighed sadly, “I suppose since I’m not going to die today, this means I have to go back to work, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“Is there any chance I can… umm…” Sarah trailed off not sure how to phrase the deranged request before composing herself and saying, “quality check the experience again?”

Mark smiled and said, “would you like to play meat-girl again some time?”

Sarah cringed lightly in embarrassment at the request, but Mark shrugged saying “sure. We can think of it as a mental health break for you.” His eyes twinkled as he said “you know, maybe you aren’t the only free woman who would like that. We could market the experience to women, everything except for the death of course, as a therapeutic mental break or something.”

“Oh, my god, yes!” Sarah exclaimed.

They grabbed onto one another’s arms as their faces lit up and they said in unison, “we’re going to make so much money!”

Smiles spread across their faces as Mark pulled her in and they shared a hug.

“I’m glad we work together.” Mark said.

“Me too, Mark. Me too.” Sarah whispered.
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