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“Ooohh! No… I meant to say-”

Sarah's breath caught in her throat as she felt the soft, pink tongue slide sweetly across her sensitive clit.

Fluorescent lights glinted through her thick glasses and cascaded off her lashes as her will failed her. The world dimmed and careened about her as her eyes roll back in her head from where she sat on the cheap plastic break room chair. Her striped, cotton panties lay casually crumpled on top of her sensible flats while her sea-blue skirt lay flipped up about her waist in a wave of soft cloth crumpled against her waist just like the waves of pleasure which now flowed through her. Weakness filled Sarah’s body and her arms felt heavy as her legs shook uncontrollably beneath the onslaught of pleasure. Sarah’s button-down pin-striped blouse felt tight across her chest as Mark’s firm fingers gripped tight into her soft, warm thighs compressing deep into the sensual flesh as he pulled her crotch even tighter into his face further compelling her to agree to his earlier statement that lunch truly was the most important meal of the day. His powerful arms wrapped around her legs made her feel helpless in the most beautiful of ways. Her body shuddered as she imagined the powerful butcher of women, a man who murdered for profit on her command, not just licking her but truly devouring her body whole. Her eyes closed half-lidded as another moan emanated from deep within her throat.

“That looks like fun. Can I try?” 

The small, female voice cut through the orgasmic silence.

Sarah looked across the top of Mark’s dark-haired head to see a slender, naked young woman sitting quietly on her knees and wearing nothing but a heavy black collar bearing her designated livestock number. These bore the expectant designation of a domesticated human, one that had been farm raised explicitly for meat production. The young domestic did look pretty, with chocolate brown eyes, pert little nose, slender yet shapely body. She also bore a layer of blonde hair with dark roots beneath which seemed quite out of place for a domestic. Same as any woman, by this point in their short lives as domesticated livestock, she had already been shaved clean of extraneous hair and fully washed by Mark leaving her at the cleanest and happiest state she would ever be mere moments before her death and subsequent meat distribution. Sarah glanced at the girl’s tag to confirm her designation before speaking up.

“sorry, three-forty-five, this… this is for… me.” Sarah moaned back in a halting voice as ripples of raw pleasure shot up through her body while Mark continued locking her.

“That’s too bad. I was hoping to get a chance to lick you. It looks like it’s bringing you so much joy. I like making people happy.” the disappointed young domestic replied. Sarah cocked an eyebrow at the girl as Mark lifted his head bringing an end to the ocean of pleasure Sarah had been swimming in. Mark looked up at Sarah and she felt the rise of laughter within her throat.

“Lunch break is supposed to be for you, remember?” Sarah said to Mark drinking in the view of his burly shoulders pressing outward through his shirt and heavy, black water-proof pants beyond this. He bore a musky, masculine scent, which seemed only to be improved by the smell of veterinary grade detergent which permeated the entire place.

“Well, when my boss pays me a surprise visit, I try to make it worth her while.”

“Well that’s because I didn’t see you grab a girl off the line before I left. And now you have two of us girls. Such a dilemma, is it not? Two, sweet womanly bodies to splurge on for your lunchbreak and a hard decision as to which of us to use for your pleasure.” Sarah purred sweetly.

“You talk like you have anything in common with each other.” Mark said. He looked over his shoulder and said “Sorry, three-forty-five, looks like you won’t be needed for my break.” Mark gently patted Sarah’s bare knee saying, “I got myself bit of an upgrade here.”

“Surely you’re not going to waster her.” Sarah harrumphed back.

“Waste her? Sarah you know we use every part of a domestic’s body after slaughter.”

“Yes, yes, but still, you grabbed her off the line for a reason.” Sarah said. She ignored the ache of desire within her pussy as she pushed Mark back and rose to her feet casually kicking the panties off from about her ankles and leaving them crumpled on the floor under her chair. In the desolate employee breakroom, rendered nearly moot in a company so ravaged by the waves of economic insecurity as to bear only a skeleton crew, there stood counterspace, a small microwave and refrigerator, a few tables and chairs as well as a few cloth-covered couches pressed up against one wall.

Sarah gestured towards the couch saying, “take off your pants and sit down, Mark.” She smiled at him sweetly as she continued, “let us girls take you to paradise.”

Sarah watched out the side of her eye as Mark flashed her a cocky grin that always made her heart melt.

Sarah saw Mark’s firm, heavy cock flop into view and heard the gasp of the young three-forty-five crouched beside her at the reveal of his veiny, purple-tipped man hood. Sarah set her glasses on the table and began unbuttoning her blouse as she looked forward to showing Mark what she does to the man who had saved her from a despair so all-consuming that it threatened her very life.

Sarah wondered if she could even call herself a proper woman if she did not use her power over pleasure to bring joy to the man who had given her so much.

She still remembered that look on his face as she lay there, naked and atop his table of death, ready to rid herself of the mind which burned with anguish and a heart that ached with the rejection of cheating and divorce. His stare of ultimate empathy as he took her hand and shattered everything her monster of an ex-husband had caused her to believe about herself. He plucked her from his own deadly apparatus and breathed renewal into her soul with his counteroffer.

Instead of death, he offered to date.

These thoughts brought a hint of darkness to Sarah’s mind. Mark’s kindness, patience, empathy, subtle humor, scruffy neck, powerful arms, warm chest…

…loving heart.

It all just felt too good. It felt as if the universe held expectant breath for Karmic balance to be restored to Sarah’s life. A part of her still expected, at any moment, for the rug to be pulled out from under her feet. Steve had done that to her once, ending their five-year marriage in exchange for the pleasures of a cocktail waitress with a nymphic body that Sarah could never achieve. Would Mark discard her just as casually as her ex-husband had? Sarah pushed this thought away as three-forty-five mindlessly cooed in excitement at Mark’s cock saying, “it looks just like what the bulls had back at home.”

Sarah set her blouse on the table and quickly unclasped her bra saying, “have you had sex before, three-forty-five?”

“With other women, yes, but not men...” The girl stared dreamily at Mark as he positioned himself to lay comfortably across the couch as she continued, “…not yet.”

“Okay, stand up and come over here.” Sarah said. Three-forty-five glanced to Mark who nodded acquiescence towards Sarah and the girl rose to her feet and stepped in close to Sarah who now stripped off the last of her skirt and shoes leaving her completely naked.

Three-forty-five watched impassively as Sarah reached behind the girl’s head gathering up her hair into a quick ponytail and tying it off saying, “you’re going to have his cock inside you…” Sarah touched a finger to three-forty-five’s lips saying, “…here.” She pulled her finger away and continued as she tied back her own hair saying “no teeth, mind you. Open your mouth wide and bob your head forward and back. He’ll let you know if you’re doing all right. We’ll take turns sucking on his cock and balls until he stiffens up and cums inside one of our mouths.”

“He’s going to cum in my mouth?”

“Maybe yours. Maybe mine. Shall we find out?”

“Yeah, come with me. I’ll show you.” Sarah said as she took three-forty-five’s hand in her own. Three-forty-five almost skipped along in childlike innocence as Sarah sensually overlapped one foot in front of the other as she walked towards Mark while he stared at his lunchtime paradise approaching him. Sarah wanted to give Mark a nice, full view of her hips swaying as well as her full nude body.  Sarah’s heart elated at the feeling of Mark’s hungry eyes pressing along her body, devouring her by vision before he took pleasure in her touch. He barely even noticed the lithe woman beside her at all, though it did help that three-forty-five was prancing about like the idiotic farm animal she was.

Sarah guided three-forty-five down onto her knees in front of Mark and took up a spot alongside her as well. She traced his muscular, hairy legs to his firm, powerful thighs and finally to his fully erect, throbbing cock with her eyes. She smiled at his member which stood at fully attention in the presence of so many naked women. Sarah imagined what it must look like to him, to have two naked women on their knees in front of him. Mark smiled and leaned back smugly spreading his arms across the back of the couch and opening his legs invitingly to them. He looked so big, so powerful to Sarah in that moment and her womanhood grew damp at the sight of him like that. His grin looked like that of a king about to be pleased by his subjects. Sarah’s heart felt lightened at that view. She remembered a time, not very long ago at all, when he almost never smiled at all. The fact that she could put that smile on his face filled her with a sense of pride that was only broken by Three-forty-five whispering to her “Miss…uh…farmer woman? I don’t think I can fit all his cock in my mouth.”

Sarah shook her head snapped out from her spell and reached out her hand wrapping her thin fingers around his veiny, sensitive shaft. She felt his outer skin roll and fold loosely at her touch beneath which throbbed a hot, hard core. The entire body part seemed to defy the logic of physics, soft yet firm, gentle yet powerful, loving but dangerous… however, she did not hold it to study the flesh of his manhood, rather she intended to bring him pleasure.

“Start by licking here.” She instructed running a finger along the bottom of Mark’s cock and feeling it flex in her grasp even from this simple touch. Obediently, three-forty-five stuck out her tongue and ran it up Mark’s cock before turning to Sarah, smacking her lips a few times and saying “it…tastes like nothing… just like licking your arm or something… I don’t know what I was expecting.”

Sarah chuckled and sidled in next to three-forty-five. Despite Mark spreading his legs, wide, Sarah still felt pinned in, leaning her left shoulder over Mark’s thigh and her right side pressed up against three-forty-five. Her back prickled lightly at the chill of the breakroom air, but her front half felt warmed by the bounty of flesh it encountered.

“Now put it in your mouth, just the tip at first…” Sarah instructed holding Mark’s cock for three-forty-five to suck on it. Sarah looked at three-forty-five dip her head down onto Mark’s cock and then back up to Mark to gauge his reaction. He groaned and a pleased smile spread across his face. He then slid an arm down and slowly brought it to her. Sarah watched it come knowing full well what it meant for her as she felt his fingers lace in through her hair behind her head and she felt sensually at his mercy as he spoke with a low, rumbling voice “are you going to make the farm animal do everything?”

Sarah giggled and gently pushed three-forty-five back. The young girl watched as Sarah’s vision focused from Mark to just the lower part of Mark’s belly as she opened wide and felt his warm, soft cock enter her mouth. Somehow, even still, the amazing smoothness of his warm swollen tip still amazed her as she felt it caressing the roof of her mouth. She, in turn, caressed the bottom of his cock with her lapping tongue. She felt his legs tense and his cock swell and flinch inside her mouth as she did this. A renewed chorus of moans emanated from above as three-forty-five whispered to her “that’s… amazing…how are you doing that?”

Sarah slowly backed off, leaving his cock a parting kiss glancing up at the clock beyond him saying “don’t cum too soon big guy. You got fifteen minutes left, five to get dressed, that leaves me and three-forty-five here ten minutes to hold you in paradise.”

Sarah handed Mark’s cock back over to three-forty-five saying “put it inside and lick the bottom when you feel him swell.” Sarah then stuck out a warning finger saying, “if you start to taste saltiness, stop, pull out from his cock and let him rest a bit before you start again.”

Three-forty-five nodded and then lowered her head once more onto Mark’s cock as Sarah watched. Sarah cocked her head to the side and wondered if she looked like that with Mark’s cock in her mouth. Something about being like that made her both submissive yet sexual, a consummate expression of a woman’s power over pleasure. No force, no extortion, no requirement, just a woman plying away at a cock bringing life-changing experiences to the man who owned it beyond his wildest imagination. Mark tensed and his hips thrust upward pressing his cock further into three-forty-five’s mouth making the girl gasp in surprise before she came back from his cock gasping for air.

“Is that normal?”

“Only when he’s eager. Let’s calm him down a bit so he doesn’t cum too fast.” Sarah replied. She lifted his cock back revealing two, hairy balls. She reached underneath and collected up his most precious and treasured body parts in the palm of her hand as she instructed three-forty-five “give his eggs some kisses to let them know they are loved too.”

The young woman obeyed, and Sarah also kissed her way up and down Mark’s cock trying not to knock her chin against the back of the other woman’s head. For her part, Sarah felt slightly disappointed. She had some romantic ideas about what this would be like however sucking cock with another woman turned out to be a pain in the neck, quite literally. Sarah found it more difficult to arch her head around to find the right angle of attack than she had expected. Still, the way Mark groaned, sighed, and occasionally reached down to cup her breast in his hand reminded her that he was enjoying every second of this special treatment.

Sarah glanced at the clock.

Time had come… for Mark to cum.

Sarah nodded towards three-forty-five and looked up at Mark as the question which would decide the fate of the two women sprung from her lips.

“Who drinks your cum, her or me?”

Mark shuddered and replied “I love you. I’m using her. Come up here so I can kiss you and hold your breasts while I fill up the farm animals mouth.”

Sarah shivered with joy, despite losing out on the privilege to be the one to finish Mark off. Sarah quickly said to three-forty-five, “okay, girl, this time put him in your mouth. Lick him with your tongue as you bob your head back and forth on top of him When you taste saltiness, don’t stop. Keep going until you feel him stiffen and then squirt lots of hot, sticky cum inside your mouth. At that point stop moving, but don’t let go. Don’t be afraid of it. Eat his cum just like any food. It won’t hurt you. Just swallow it down. Whatever you do, do not let go. Understand?”

“Yes miss farmer.”

Sarah rose to her feet and took her place pressed up against Mark’s side. She felt a warm, powerful arm wrap around her waist and pull her in close while his other hand rose up to grope her breast spreading sensual tingles through her body. She propped herself up on her elbow against the back of the couch and rested her other hand on Mark’s belly as their lips met in a sensual kiss. By her right thigh, she felt three-forty-five begin pulsing back and forth in determined effort. Sarah felt Mark’s hand slide down from her breast across her belly and sensually between her legs. She spread her legs open trustingly and felt his firm, powerful fingers spread her little lips open to sweetly caress her clit. She broke kiss and gasped in pleasure as both of them panted. Mark began moaning and Sarah panted out, “go ahead… fill her cute little mouth up with cum, big guy.”

Mark did exactly that as his body flexed and his hand withdrew from Sarah’s pussy rather grabbing onto her thigh instead for support. Sarah caught his shout of pleasure with her kiss pressing her body against his flexing, muscular frame as he thrusted and three-forty-five whimpered as a cascade of his salty cum squirted deep into the back of her throat. Sarah stayed like that, kissing Mark all through his powerful, explosive orgasm feeling herself ride the power of his muscular body before he relaxed and she felt herself descending a few inches in his post-nut retirement, almost as if she had been riding an elevator going down. Poor three-forty-five finally broke her hold on his cock and gasped for air as she whimpered and rubbed her sore jaw with her hand.

Sarah reached down a hand to the girl who looked up at her. Sarah smiled at her sweetly saying “You did good.”

“I did?”

“Yes.”

Three-forty-five beamed with pride at these words and wiped away a bit of Mark’s cum from her lips. Sarah nodded towards Mark’s other side saying, “come up here and keep him company while he rests up. Cumming like that takes a lot out of a man.”

“Yes and it put it all into me.” Three forty-five replied.

Mark laughed in a sex drunken state as he wrapped his arms around two, beautiful naked women on what was, hands down, the best lunch break he had ever had.

“I should have brought more cookies to reward you all with today.” Mark chuckled.

Sarah said, “happy six-month anniversary.”

Mark’s eyes lit up “six months, already?”

He gritted his teeth and muttered, “Oh… I didn’t get you anything.”

“Oh, Mark, you already gave me the best gift of all a long time ago.” Sarah said as she cuddled next to him on the couch. She continued, “and, besides, you’ve invited me to your family’s Thanksgiving dinner. That’s…” Her face fell a bit as she said, “…a big step for me.”

Sarah dreamily reached down and cupped Mark’s balls in the palm of her hand feeling them flex and compress as his short hairs tickled slightly. It still fascinated her that every child he would ever produce would come from these. Could one of those children someday… be with her? She looked up into his face seeing a contented smile resting there and sighed saying, “lunchbreak will be over soon.”

“Yeah.”

“I’ll have to go back to invoicing and fulfillment.”

“Yeah.”

“You’ll have to go back to killing.”

“Yeah.”

“I have to go die, don’t I?” Three-forty-five said.

Mark sighed and said “Yeah.”

“That’s okay. I had fun with you guys. I never knew I could do that to a man.”

They lay like that for a while, no one willing to follow up on the morbid direction of their conversation.

Sarah traced her eyes along three-forty-five who lay panting against Mark’s chest on his other side. It looked like a vast plain of muscular, hairy flesh separated her from this other woman but, Sarah noticed something as she released Mark’s balls and reached over to brush some errant strands of hair away from three-forty-five’s face.

“Did you select her because she looks like me?” Sarah asked Mark, quietly.

“What? No. Of course not.”

“But why is her hair colored to look like mine?”

“I don’t know.”
 

“Leslie.” Three-forty-five said.

“Huh?” Sarah asked.

“Farmer Jerome had a daughter named Leslie. She told me she wanted to learn how to be a beau-er…a… bu… a person to make other people pretty.”

“A beautician?” Sarah asked.

Three-forty-five nodded and continued, “she practiced using her hair coloring kit on me. She said sometimes freewomen pay to get their hair made into new colors.”

Sarah squinted and said, “they let their daughter into your enclosure to practice salon on you?”

Mark asked, “Alone?”

Three-forty-five replied, “Yes.”

Mark asked, “How old was she?”

“I don’t know, maybe thirteen.”

Sarah muttered, “holy shit, that’s a lot of trust.”

Mark harrumphed, “does anyone follow safety standards anymore?”

Three-forty-five tipped her head up to Mark saying, “I hope you liked my fancy hair-coloring while I was sucking you. Leslie said men like it when a woman has pretty hair. She said something about not getting the bottom of my hair dyed like the rest so I hope it’s okay.”

Mark smiled at her reassuringly saying “it looks good on you.”

“With her hair like that, she does look a little like me.” Sarah said. She licked her lips and leaned up on her arm over Mark’s chest saying coyly, “let’s just hope you don’t get us confused. If you did, you might take me back to the killing floor…” she lowered her voice as she continued “…and have your way with my body.”

“How can he confuse us when I’m wearing a collar?” three-forty-five asked with a sweet voice dripping with naivete. Sarah rolled her eyes but said nothing as nothing could be gained from educating a farm animal who would be dead soon anyhow.

A bell rang off in the distance and Sarah and Mark groaned in annoyance at the slippage of time. Sarah rolled off from Mark saying, “damn it. why can’t time just hold still for a few seconds.” She quietly stepped over to where her clothing lay hurriedly putting it back on

As she slid her panties up her legs and over her voluptuous buttocks she looked over her shoulder at Mark saying “I need to collect four girls from the main floor to bring down here. I suppose the meat-and-greet customers won’t mind a few extra minutes of, let’s say playing with their food, but we can’t let them stay there all day because...”

“It’s not fair to the girls.” Mark muttered back as he righted three-forty-five before sitting up himself.

“Not this again.” Sarah scoffed as she slid on her bra.

“No, I’m not against it. I mean… well… normal sex doesn’t seem to hurt the girls none.”

“Of course not. Women are just as equipped for sex as men are.” Sarah replied sliding up her skirt as Mark put his pants back on.

“Yeah, but some weirdo into BDSM or something beating the girls up. That still makes me nervous.”

“And how many issues of that have we had?” Sarah snapped back.

“Zero.”

“Don’t count your calamities until the cement cracks.”

“Speaking of calamity. My parents messaged me with a question. Are you sure that you’re bringing the meat for Thanksgiving dinner?”

“Absolutely.”

“I got a big family.” Mark warned.

“And I manage a slaughterhouse.” Sarah replied with cocky grin.

She nodded towards three-forty-five saying, “she’s a nice girl. Docile, well-behaved. No deformities and in good health. Probably weighs about fifty-five kilos…”

“Using your special skill?” Mark asked.

“Skill?” Three-forty-five wondered aloud.

Mark explained, “Sarah can instantly determine the market value of the carcass of anyone she meets. I never know whether to be impressed or worried when she starts doing it.”

“Oh, I’m not thinking of selling her. I’m thinking of your family. Fifty-five kilos should be just right. We don’t want to have too many leftovers.”

“Wait, you’re buying an entire girl?”

“Yes.”

Mark blinked in shock briefly looking to three-forty-five for someone to make sense of the situation. She smiled at him sweetly and he remembered that uneducated farm animals don’t provide clarity to any situation.

“But… Sarah… these girls are expensive.”

Sarah stepped in close to him and said “this is my first time meeting your family, Mark. I want to make a good impression. God knows I made a bad impression with the last man whose family I met…” Sarah trailed off under the painful weight of her former divorce.

Mark said, “That doesn’t count. Steve was an asshole. I’m sure his parents were too.”

Sarah nodded and continued, “Still, I want to do this right. I’ve been saving up my money for a while now and I have enough to purchase a whole girl outright for the feast. So, message your parents back. Let them know that your…” Sarah face brightened as she gestured towards herself saying with emphasis “girlfriend is bringing the meat for Thanksgiving.”

“But why do we care that she’s docile?”

“Have you ever had same-day slaughter fresh girl-meat?” Sarah asked.

Mark’s jaw hung open.

Mark stammered, “you plan to bring her with us.” Sarah cocked her head as a mirthful smile spread across her face. He continued, “while she’s still alive?”

“ding, ding, ding. We have a winner. Pass that man a slice of breast meat.” Sarah called out sweetly.

“Don’t worry, I have everything under control.” She continued as she saw Mark’s concerned expression.

“You always say that, and I always worry.”

“And have I steered you wrong yet?”

“No.

“Then no calamities until the concrete cracks. I checked the venue that your parents rented. It has an old-fashioned spit roaster that still works.”

“An antique spit? What next? Do you propose we have her ride a Jesicca 3000?”

“No, no… eww… Mark.” Sarah squinted at him in annoyance. She gestured saying, “chaining her to a machine that simultaneously drives a spit up her ass, slices open her guts, and slits her throat while she’s still alive and conscious to feel it.” As Sarah said this, Three-forty-five’s face went wide with terror. She wrapped a protective arm over her belly and placed another hand over her throat, almost as if she could feel the machine working its terror on her body at Sarah’s words before Sarah waved this off saying “…is the opposite of humane. I have a travel bottle of nitrogen. Let her die peacefully, bleed her out into the sink, put her body on a spit and fill the whole venue with the delicious smells of roasting girl flesh. This is a specialty of Double-Dees, especially since we leave all the tough, flavorless man-meat for other slaughterhouses to process.”

Mark frowned as Sarah wrapped her arms around him saying “please, Mark. I want to make a good impression. I… I don’t have much to offer.”

“Now, Sarah, don’t start that.”

“Well, it’s true. I’m damaged goods, a dumped divorcee, there’s no reason to hide it. Your family will already know. I don’t want them to think of me as the woman you’re dating out of pity. I want them to think of me as the woman who brought the most awesome Thanksgiving feast they ever had. There’s not much that I can provide, but this…”

Sarah reached out patting three-forty-five’s shoulder gently before returning to Mark saying, “this fresh, delicious woman-meat is something I can provide.”

“I suppose you have your plan then.” Mark grumbled. He knew better than to continue arguing with her.

“I always do.” Sarah replied.

Sarah sweetly kissed Mark on the cheek and sashayed away collecting her thick-rimmed glasses from the table.

“Farmer Mark, can I say something?” three-forty-five quietly spoke as Sarah left.

“Yeah.”

“Your girlfriend is kind of strange.”

Mark looked towards her, and three-forty-five held up her hands defensively saying, “I mean a good kind of strange. Powerful strange, the kind of strange you feel meeting the person who controls your destiny and all you can do is wait to see what they do to you next. Her strangeness makes my tummy feel warm and tickly.”

“Me too, three-forty-five, me too.”  

Three-forty-five’s eyes grew languid and dreamy as she continued, “I can feel her owning my body, she’s so powerful, so confident… just looking at her makes me want to feed her. I feel small, weak, unimportant, and delicious in her presence. I can almost feel her sharp, carnivorous piercing deliciously though my skin. I can feel my flesh melting away inside her jaws as it finds home in the belly of its true owner. Do you feel that way around her too?”

“Umm… not quite like that.” Mark replied with a chuckle. He nodded towards three-forty-five saying “you’re pretty well spoken, for a domestic.”

“Really? Oh, I’m sorry about that. Sometimes Leslie would read to me.”

“Read to you? Did she teach you to read and write as well?”

“Oh no, of course not. She showed me the book, but I couldn’t understand the weird symbols on it. Still, she would read to me and color my hair and stuff like that. She cried when they took me for the slaughter, but her dad always talked to her saying ‘Leslie, now don’t go getting too attached to a domestic.’”

“Hmmm…” Mark mused thoughtfully.

“Did I say something wrong?” Three-forty-five asked pensively.

“No. I’m just thinking about how Sarah made the perfect decision when she selected you for Thanksgiving. Sometimes I can’t tell if she just knows more than I think she does or if she is extremely smart.”

“Strange, right?” Three-forty-five asked. She looked down across Mark’s frame as she continued “though, maybe my belly feels warm and tickly from sucking your cock.”

“The world will never know.” Mark chuckled.

“Thanksgiving sounds exciting. That is where farmer Sarah will she eat me after I die. Correct?” three-forty-five asked as Mark took her by the arm and guided her back towards the killing floor. “yes.”

Three-forty-five smiled at this brightly and said, “I hope that I’m tasty for her. Though, I also hope I get to do more sex with her, and with you, again. That was fun. Can we have sex at Thanksgiving?”
 

“We’ll see what the future holds, three-forty-five.”

Three-forty-five’s bare feet padded over steel grating as tall, metal walls decorated near the base on all sides by oversized, amateur cartoon images of flowers, grass, and other scenes of farm-life rose above her. Far over-head, an industrial sheet-metal ceiling reverberated with sound. Soothing, instrumental music piped in from speakers overhead, similar to that which three-forty-five would hear playing on loop over at the milking barns back at the farm. Over this music came the moans, shouts, and occasional orgasmic screams. Hundreds of women, wearing nothing but black plastic collars and cuffs, sat one right behind another in circular groups with about ten in each a circle, same as Mark had just instructed them to do before leaving for his lunch break. Each one had her legs spread wide on either side of the woman in front of them as they hugged each other for warmth and comfort in a long, chain comprised of circles of humanity.

Three-forty-five cocked her head inquisitively as a blonde-haired woman in front of them shuddered and gasped, seemingly spent from exertion beyond the norm of human existence as she leaned her face against the back and shoulder of the woman in front of her. Behind her sat a friendly-looking brunette with her arm wrapped just above the blonde’s thigh and her hand plunged between her legs. The blonde blew out a puff of air fluffing out strands of hair away from her face as the brown-haired woman behind her giggled and asked, “enjoy that?” The blonde nodded weakly and her right leg spasmed in post-coitus aftershocks. Three-forty-five watched as the brown-haired woman pulled her hand out from between the blonde’s legs to reveal glistening fingers slicked wet with the blonde’s womanly juices. The brunette leaned back against the woman behind her saying “my turn.” This woman reached her hand down between the brunette’s legs bringing a breathless gasp to the brunette’s mouth before she moaned in pleasure at the sweet, tickling caress of the other woman’s fingers. This, naturally, had all been in accordance with what Mark had told the women to do while each of them waited to die. “You will die, but you don’t have to suffer. Sit in your circles and take care of the woman in front of you. Speak to her, massage her, hug her, warm her… keep her calm. If she grows bored or anxious, pleasure her with your fingers. Her happiness is your job. If every single one of you takes care of the woman sitting in front of her, then every single one of you will be taken care of.” These had been his last instructions to them, and the women were very happily obeying them finding peace in their hearts and quivering delight in their pussies at the ministrations of one another.

Mark nodded towards the killing station and said to three-forty-five “come on. Let’s get you dealt with first.”

Three-forty-five’s face fell as he pulled her towards the death table. A complicated jumble of tubing hung beneath the mechanical, reticulated device mounted alongside a conveyor belt. Three forty-five watched the table nervously. Did they not plan to kill her at the ‘Thanksgiving’ thing? Perhaps Mark had changed his mind. Surely he must have for he took her straight to the end of her life. Her death draw near and she sighed wistfully knowing that it would be much harder to have sex with farmer Mark and farmer Sarah after she was dead. Still, at least farmer Sarah would get to eat her, and this thought perked three-forty-five up a bit.

“Sit here.” Mark said pointing to the foot of the table and three-forty-five complied, sitting quietly waiting for the apex predator free-humans to kill her and use her flesh to feed their appetite. Mark dug around in a nearby box. Three-forty-five watched quietly pondering if he was going to use some novel way to kill her. Her feet twitched lightly, and her face drew slightly taught. It was one thing to simply go your whole life knowing one day you would be butchered for meat. It was a different thing all together to know that the steps you had just taken to this bench were going to be the last steps you ever took as a living human being.

“In the end, I am a coward.” Three-forty-five whispered to herself. She hung her head and closed her eyes not wanting to watch her own demise. Images of little Leslie, hanging out around three-forty-five’s enclosure, talking with her, playing with her hair flashed through her mind alongside the stark contrast of concrete and steel bars which had surrounded three-forty-five during the entirety of her soon to be very short lifespan.

“Ahh, here we go.” She heard Mark exclaim and then felt something coarse and fabric press against her back. Confusion filled her for a moment such that curiosity overwhelmed her fear, and she opened her eyes to see Mark wrapping a loop of black fabric around her belly. He attached this to a clasp and cinched it closed about her waist such that she wore a belt. Her mouth hung open in surprise as she found the belt had a black, cloth pouch attached to it which hung loosely off the side of her left hip.

“What is this?” Three-forty-five muttered as she reached a hand absentmindedly into the open pouch drawing forth a small plastic bag filled with red, yellow, blue, and green markers. Mark placed a meaty hand on her shoulder, and she looked up into his face. He smiled at her supportively and said, “Since you’re going to be alive for a while, you need to make yourself useful. You are my official calmer.”

“I thought you were going to kill me.”

“Why would you think that? Sarah wants you alive and fresh for Thanksgiving.”

Three-forty-five’s lower lip quivered slightly as she looked piteously int Mark’s face. “I’m not very smart.” She muttered meekly.

“Hey, hey, it’s okay… you are okay being alive for a little longer, right? If not, I can kill you now and pick out another girl about the same weight. Sarah isn’t that particular as to be tied down to just one girl.”

“No! NO! I…” Three-forty-five’s heart pounded loud in her chest and the air gripped out of her throat as trembling filled her frame. She took deep breaths as she stared into Mark’s concerned face before composing herself and saying, “I’m perfectly fine to stay alive a little longer so you can kill me at Thanksgiving.”

“Glad to hear it. Are you… dealing with some big emotions right now?”

Three-forty-five’s eyes drifted off to the side thoughtfully before she looked back to Mark and whispered, as if telling him a secret confession “yes.”

Mark leaned in and said, “it happens, okay, three-forty-five, emotions happen but we let them go, right?”

“I’ll try. I just… well… felt something I wasn’t supposed to feel. I’m… embarrassed about it.”

“You know what you need?” Mark said with a confident swagger in his voice as he spoke the rhetorical question.

“What?”

“A proper name.”

“A name?”

“Yes, if I’m going to keep you alive until Thanksgiving, it will be easier if I named you. Let’s see here…” Mark cocked his head to the side and looked at her thoughtfully for a moment before saying “you look like a Zoey.”

“Zoey?” she asked. Mark grabbed up a black marker and grabbed three-forty-five’s nametag tracing incomprehensible, free-human symbols across it before announcing “there we go. You are now Zoey.”

“Zoey…” she said before a smile spread across her face “I like it.”

Mark stretched out a hand and helped Zoey to her feet saying “your job as calmer is to keep an eye on the girls. If any of them look like they are dealing with big emotions, tell them to breath and say five words. Any five words will do, do it like this…” Mark breathed in slowly saying, “dirt, grass, farm, field, hay” and back out repeating the same mantra.

Zoey nodded as she watched him do this. He placed a warm hand on the middle of her chest, and a sensation she couldn’t quite describe spread throughout her body at feeling his firm but gentle touch. If anyone embodied the farmyard mantra of “trust your farmer” it truly had to be Mark. Zoey looked up into his face feeling a strange desire to suck his cock again or, even better, feel it somewhere else inside her. She fantasized about him lifting her up, laying her small body back and instructing her to spread open her legs as he pressed himself deep inside her. She let her fantasies grow even wilder from there. She imagined that he would take her to his house, make her his wife, she would tend to his every need for the rest of her days and, when the time came, he would breed soft, warm body filling her womb with his powerful, intelligent, free-human babies so that she could birth them for him.

“Draw in a deep breath and chant like I described.” Mark instructed calmly. Zoey had to shake her head briefly to chase away the stupid thoughts inside it. Had drinking his cum made her stupid? One blowjob on a man, and now she suddenly feared death as well as allowed her small little brain to prance along delusions of insanity. Why would farmer Mark marry a farm animal like her when he had farmer Sarah, an equally powerful and intelligent free human, available? Zoey closed her eyes and breathed in deeply forcing her mouth to chant out the words he had spoken to her before. At least she could follow directions correctly and when she opened her eyes, Mark appeared to be pleased.

“Good, do that with any girl who looks scared. Make sure the girls know to hug on to one another, as I explained earlier, anytime they are waiting between stations. Also… in your pack…” Mark reached down and slid his hand up along Zoey’s side. For a moment she pondered if he would grab hold of her leg, sliding his hands along her thighs and buttocks enjoying the smooth, rounded flesh of delight there within but he did not do this. Instead, Mark cupped his hand beneath the cloth bag at her side saying “you have markers. If a woman is truly terrified, darting eyes, not talking to anyone else, shaking uncontrollably, give her a pack of markers and direct her to draw either flowers or her favorite images from the farm on the walls. A little art always helps people feel better. Do you understand?”

Zoey pursed her lips and replied quietly “I’ll try, Farmer Mark.” She cringed and hung her head as she continued “but… it sounds complicated. I’m not smart like a free human.” Mark placed a warm hand on her shoulder, and she looked up into his compassionate eyes. That same feeling welled within her again, the feeling that he would take her naked, little body and claim it as his own for breeding rather than food, for marriage rather than livestock. He said, “when you see a bean plant wilting, what do you do?”

“Water it.”

“When you see it’s leaves are yellow, what do you do?”

“Epsom salt.”

“Good girl. You learned some farming, didn’t you?”

“Of course. Domestics grow their own food.”

“This is just like that. When a girl is sad, water her with breathing, when a girl is scared, salt her with painting. Can you remember that?”

“Water… salt… yes, I will do my best for you, Farmer Mark.”

“Good. Now come along, I have some other jobs to fill. Sometimes, girls are reluctant to take on jobs, being so close to death as they are, but there is work which needs done.”

Zoey followed Mark as he walked down the long lines of women holding onto one another. Some had grown so calm that they had even fallen asleep leaning back against their fellow beasts for slaughter or crumpled over snoring quietly. Others trembled in orgasm, chatted with one another, practiced matching their breath and heartrates, and in all ways found other methods of passing the time before they died. Mark called out “any woman willing to live? Work for me and you can live longer. You will not suffer, I promise it.”

The girls looked up at him and blinked quietly for a moment. Zoey pursed her lips as almost all of them chose a quick and painless death over whatever extension of life Mark was offering them. They continued walking down the line passing by short women, tall women, fat women, skinny women, women of every hair-color. Even a few exotic species, women with naturally stripped hair, dark skin and blue eyes, engorged breasts, and other bred-in features desired for either aesthetics or practicality. Finally, a woman, slightly older than the typical slaughter specimen, possibly pushing into her mid-thirties, raised a hand. Zoey’s mouth fell open as her eyes trailed along the cascade of red hair, pale sweetly rounded face, square-set shoulders, spacious thighs and shapely legs. The piece-de-resistance, however, truly was the woman’s breasts. Incredible, large, warm-looking rounded lobes of infinitely smooth flesh with broad areolas and large nipples swung from the front of her chest. Mark gestured towards her, and the woman slowly rose to her feet letting Zoey get a good look at the rest of her body confirming, by the freshly trimmed little buds of pubic hair that the woman was a natural red head.

“A milking heifer.” Zoey muttered in amazement as the woman slowly walked up to Mark with her head hung low.

“You okay to live a little longer?” Mark asked. The woman silently nodded. Mark lowered his voice and stepped in close to the woman. Her breasts compressed slightly against his shirt as he asked, “scared to die?”

“Sorry. I’m trying not to be. I think I might have lived too long.”

Mark glanced across her body and said, “how many babies have you birthed?”

“I couldn’t count, but farmer said it was… ten? I think.”

“Ten!” Zoey gasped in amazement. Both Mark and the red-haired woman turned to look at her. Zoey stammered and continued “just… that’s amazing, right?”

Mark nodded and replied, “you served your farmer well.”

“Farmer had me tested. He said that I couldn’t make babies or milk anymore and it was time for me to die. I’ve lived so long that…well… I’m scared to go.”

Zoey fished around in her pouch saying, “Oh, you’re scared? I have markers for that.”

Mark held out a restraining hand towards Zoey saying, “it’s okay. She doesn’t need markers.” He reached under the red-haired woman’s chin and grabbed hold of her yellow tag frowning at the number on it.

“Surely a heifer as old and productive as you earned a name in her years.”

“Claire”

“That’s a pretty name.” Mark murmured.

“You really think so?” Claire said lifting her head and smiling sweetly at Mark. Zoey’s eyes flashed a tint of green jealousy seeing Claire turn that pretty face of hers upward to smile at Mark. The fact that each of Claire’s breasts were nearly the size of Zoey’s head didn’t help matters either as Zoey imagined them swinging deliciously back and forth as Mark penetrated Claire from behind claiming her as his wife instead of Zoey. These thoughts would have disturbed Zoey infinitely more except that she had always dreamed of sex with one of those big, beautiful milking heifers herself. With the expert grace of a farm-animal with nothing to lose, and a desire to murder two birds with a single rock, Zoey stuck out a hand towards Claire saying.

“My name is Zoey.”

Claire reluctantly took it and Zoey pulled herself in bringing her own slender body sensually close to the buxom heifer. She felt the warmth of Claire’s skin, infinitely closer to her around the chest region than anywhere else. Claire’s eyes widened in fear for a second however Zoey spoke up. Her voice dripped with desire as she spoke in a breathy and intimate tone saying, “I think your name is pretty too. It suits a beautiful woman like yourself. Farmer Mark taught me how to be a calmer girl. I would love to do things to your body to help you calm down.”

Mark muttered to himself, “I didn’t teach you any of that.”

Claire’s lips parted in a flirty little smile as she said, “Zoey? That’s a pretty name for a cute little girl with beautiful hair. I…” She glanced at Mark and then back to Zoey as she whispered, “I am a little scared of dying. I could use some calming down.”

Claire then cocked her head coyly to the side and asked, “but how will I know if you are any good? Remember, I’ve been bred by stallions. I’ve felt men’s thick, hot cocks stretch out my squishy little insides, night after wonderful night, until I grew fat, round and pregnant only to give birth and do it all over again. I’ve had sex hundreds of times. Do you think you’re skilled enough with your cute little pink tongue and flexible little fingers to really pleasure me after all the experiences I’ve had?”

“I look forward to finding out.” Zoey said as her lips nearly salivated in anticipation. A firm hand fell between them, however, and Mark said, “no, no… not now. You both have jobs to do.”

“Ohh… but I don’t want a job. I want to have sex with Zoey.” Claire grumbled.

“If you want to live, you have to work. If you don’t want to work, you get back in line so I can kill you when your turn comes.” Mark said firmly.

Claire grumbled “working to live is for free humans. But, I have no choice. What do I have to do?”
 

Mark reached into his pocket and pulled out a green, plastic-brimmed headband, rather akin to what a poker player would wear. The strap bore strange symbols on it that neither Claire nor Zoey could read. “You’ll be my ‘Cleaner,’ this is to keep the soap out of your eyes.” Mark said as he slid the band over Claire’s brilliant red hair compressing a neat little circle of it around her head. Auburn strands danced about her face and neck in all directions. Mark frowned and reached into his pocket once more pulling up a stretchy little band. Claire twisted her lips in confusion while Mark took the headband off, pulled her hair up into a ponytail, and slide the band back on over this.

“Your hair looks so cute like that.” Zoey cooed as Claire blinked in confusion reaching up and touching her head a few times thoughtfully. “So weird… I can feel it pulling on my head.” Claire muttered. “Does it hurt?” Mark asked.

“No, just… is this what it feels like to wear clothing? It’s so strange.”

Zoey gestured towards her own belt saying “yes, I’m still getting used to my new outfit as well.”

Claire scrunched her nose and asked, “do I have to wear this?”

“Domestics are forbidden from wearing clothing. However, for the time being, you two are employees. Each employee gets at least one article of clothing to designate her status until she is no longer an employee. While the clothing is on, you work like an employee. When the clothing is off, you die like a domestic.”

As he explained this, a slender, dark-haired woman approached them. Her hair sat chopped short against her taught, angular face. She stood even shorter than Zoey and petite muscles poked out from what appeared to be a nearly emaciated frame and her effeminate features appeared underdeveloped. Her hands were covered with black, leather gloves bearing another indecipherable description. “Farmer Mark”

“Yes, Lulu?”

“Are we going to start soon. It’s been some time and I’m starting to think.” She shuddered as she dropped her head and continued, “I don’t like thinking. It’s scary and dark. I like shaving girls better. It keeps me from thinking scary thoughts.”

“We’ll be getting started soon.”

“Okay. How long before I die?”

“Are you saying that you’re ready now?”

Lulu shot Claire and Zoey a sideways glance and smiled slightly before she continued “not quite.  I just wanted to find out how much longer I had. Thank you for letting me live a little longer. It’s nice seeing all these beautiful girls from farms all over. They’re all so fat and pretty. You’re nice too.”

Mark muttered “I wouldn’t go that far.” 

Zoey felt Lulu’s greedy eyes pressing hard against her naked body and suddenly felt a little self-conscious, despite having been naked her entire life. Lulu said, “today has been the best day of my life. Thank you for letting me live it a little longer.”

“You’re welcome. Oh, I have your pay for working this morning.” Mark said reaching into his pocket. He fished out a shortbread cookie and handed it to Lulu, whose eyes went wide with excitement as she crammed the small piece of sweetness into her mouth. She let her head roll back as she groaned as if in orgasm at the food. Her entire body seemed to shake as she ran her hands down her cheeks and along her tiny body which seemed to almost grow in proportion at the meager morsel. After a long moment of chewing, she finally swallowed and began wiping the crumbs from her lips into her mouth.

Mark sighed and muttered angrily, “cheap fucking bastards. If you don’t have the food and resources to raise domestics, don’t start in the first place. Stop selling us these half-dead little girls.”

As Lulu walked back to her station, Zoey leaned into Claire whispering mischievously, “I see why he made her work. They won’t even get any meat off that scrawny little girl anyhow. I bet they got her for half-”

Mark cut her off grabbing both of them by the shoulder saying “okay you two, break it up. Zoey, go down the line and start finding girls to calm down. Don’t let any escape or get violent.” He jabbed a finger into Zoey’s face as he continued, “remember, you are responsible for them.” He then turned to Claire saying “follow me to the showers. I’ll show you how to clean girls up.”

Obedient, yet sexually frustrated, Zoey grumpily marched down the line. “Responsible for them, pffft! What does he think they will do, just get up and run away? One quick pass then meet up with Claire at the showers.” One girl got up from the circle and Zoey’s eyes went wide as she saw this. Terrified thoughts filled Zoey’s mind as she contemplated what her move would be if the girl attacked her or ran away. Zoey’s hand trembled and, for the faintest glimpse of a moment, she appreciated just how terrifying it must be to farm humans. Zoey started to jog towards the girl, not exactly sure what she would do once she got there, but the girl neither did anything violent nor tried to escape. Instead, she simply squatted over one of the many holes in the grating and let loose a stream of urine which passed through the porous metal floor and down into the continuous stream of water which flowed beneath removing all bodily fluids as it went. Zoey’s heart rate returned to normal as the girl finished her business and quietly got back into her circle. Zoey looked about and saw all the women were staring at her with looks of concern on their faces. Anyone running was never a good sign and for a docile domestic to be doing so seemed doubly disconcerting. Zoey gritted her teeth and pulled out a pack of markers saying, “anyone need calmed?”

Zoey felt a sudden, strong grip down on both her shoulders and snapped her head upwards to glimpse a massive, muscular, Amazonian-sized woman grabbing onto her shoulders tightly. Despite ‘dying’ being on Zoey’s to do list that day, Zoey still felt her heart drop in terror as the woman’s lips pried back from her clenched teeth and she stared with wide-eyed mania into Zoey’s face.

“I’m scared.” The woman hissed out in a hoarse whisper to Zoey before sniffing back a tear. Collecting herself for a moment, Zoey turned to fully face the woman and tried to reply, her voice initially coming out as a terrified squeak before she cleared her throat and continued “It’s okay. I’m here to help.”

These courageous words felt foreign in Zoey’s mouth. Almost as if they belonged in the throat of another, more qualified individual, still, Zoey continued “we’ll take some deep, calming breaths together. Okay?” The woman trembled and pulled Zoey in close clamping her fast against her chest in a powerful bearhug. “Okay.” The woman replied, letting Zoey feel the rumble in her chest as she spoke.

Zoey felt her whole-body lift from the floor a little as she instructed the woman to breathe in deeply. Zoey bit back her horror a bit as she felt the powerful arms wrapped around her back and her chest pressed sweetly against the large woman’s breast. Zoey turned her head as she rested it, whether she wanted to or not, on the large woman’s shoulder. An oversized black leather collar stretched taught about her neck from which dangled a yellow plastic tag bearing an inscription that Zoey couldn’t read. Disturbingly enough, however, this inscription was overlayed with an ominous red marking of a skull with a black ‘X’ through it. Zoey’s eyes went wide with terror. She had heard stories of domestics with various markings indicating that they should be immediately slaughtered under maximum security.

Such a marking was no mean feat to obtain, there were plenty of lesser punishments for various infractions. Zoey shuddered as she contemplated how the last person to have been held in this woman’s arms, be it either another domestic or a member of the farm staff, must have been brutally murdered by her. Zoey couldn’t understand how Farmer’s Mark and Sarah had missed this designation and let this violent murderer roam freely amongst the rest of the docile domestics. This made as much sense as storing one’s pet wolf in the same pen as their sheep. Zoey wiggled as she struggled to raise her arms to leverage them against the larger woman, but the pin of her body felt complete, and her struggles were in vain. Zoey shivered as she realized she would receive no sweet dose of the sleepy gas from Mark and a quiet farewell. Instead, she would hear the crack of her own bones, see her own blood spurting across the floor, and feel horrific pain beyond her wildest imagination as this powerful murderer ripped her little body to shreds. She had only one hope to survive long enough to be killed properly.

“Breath out saying five words, dirt, grass, hay, farm, water.” Zoey instructed.

To her relief, a thunderous voice boomed overhead in shaky vibrato repeating these words as the chest she leaned against lowered in exhalation returning her feet back to the steel grated floor. Zoey continued “let’s do another breath, okay? Breathe in, hold it, breathe out saying five words. I’ll do it with you this time.”

Once again, Zoey felt her body rise from the ground though the arms holding her shook less than before and the nervous tension which had filled the muscles which bound her close seemed to quiver slightly less. Zoey breathed in the warm musk of the woman and felt her warm, powerful skin press against her own. Zoey pondered what it would feel like for Farmer Mark to hold her this way, as she felt her body return once more to the ground and she felt her feet contact the steel grating. The woman shifted her hold a little bit on Zoey such that her left arm crossed against Zoey’s back. Zoey felt the woman pull her right arm around and snake it down across Zoey’s belly finding her crotch. Zoey’s eyes went wide, and she gasped as the woman curled her two middle fingers deep inside Zoey’s soft and languid pussy.

Zoey looked up into the woman’s face as the woman stared down at her, no longer wide-eyed in terror but seemingly determined to accomplish something. Fear kept Zoey from both speech and struggle as she felt the woman’s thumb slide caressingly across her sensitive clit sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body as fear mixed with submissive desire flooded her mind. Unable to fight biology, Zoey succumbed to the intrusive touch of the large woman and the world careened upside down and the ceiling so far over their heads filled her view as Zoey let her head roll back and closed her eyes with a pleasured sigh.

“Oh… there it is… it’s been so long since I’ve made a girl’s head roll back like.” the large woman purred deeply. Zoey braced herself slightly by putting her hands on the larger woman’s shoulders as she felt the ground leave her feet once more as the woman lifted her up easily such that she hung limp and helpless, incapable of doing anything other than receive the sexual pleasure.

“You look so much like her. Sex with you will heal me so much.”

A circling motion of her thumb against Zoey’s clit pushed all conscious thought out from her mind for a moment before the woman paused briefly and circled again. In the moments of clarity between waves of pleasure, Zoey tried grasping at the mysteries encrypted within the powerful woman’s words. Who was “her?” Why did this woman say “healed” instead of “calmed?”

These thoughts, however, did little to serve her as she felt the woman’s fingers wiggling wetly around inside her body, stretching out the soft, sensitive little folds of skin of her pussy as a wave of pleasure filled her once more at the motion of the woman’s thumb and Zoey felt her body building towards orgasm. Her legs began spasming uncontrollably and, without her mind even telling them to do so, her hips thrust forward as her legs splayed open slightly giving the large, powerful woman better access to her pussy so she could have her way with it.

“oh…you’re getting close. I can feel your body opening up to me already. I’m going to kiss you and you’re going to cum. Be a good girl and squirt all those sweet womanly juices of your tiny body all over me while I kiss you. I want to feel your cum trickling down my belly and thighs and smell your sex on my fingers until I breathe no more.”

A strange thought filled Zoey’s mind as the woman enacted her plan. She remembered her first time sitting on the back of a truck. She wasn’t sure how the machine would move her, and the dozen other women chained on benches in the back of it. However, as it lurched forward she felt her body shift briefly on the bench and then, almost by magic, move down along the road. She moved as the truck moved, regardless of any design or desire of her own. Much in the same way, she felt cold air prickle against her upper back and buttocks as the woman lifted her body lifted into the air. The woman’s face filled her vision briefly as she puckered and tilted her head slightly to the side and Zoey felt the woman’s sweet, tender lips press against her own. She tasted the woman’s mouth and breathed in the pheromonal scent of her lust as, same as a truck carried her body, the woman’s expertly strummed fingers left her no choice but to comply as her body convulsed flailing wildly mid-air and she screamed animalistic pleasure into the woman’s kiss. The woman released the kiss leaving Zoey to flail and gasp as she shuddered feeling the well-wetted fingers drive even more deliciously deep inside her body.

Zoey felt as if she spun about in a cyclone as her body trembled and pleasure overwhelmed her their held aloft by the powerful woman who had her way with her. With nothing else to cling to, Zoey opted to cling to the only thing she could grab hold of and wrapped her arms tight around the woman’s shoulders pulling herself in close as her body spasmed and she moaned with inhuman pleasure through the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced.

Moments turned to seconds and seconds grew to be minutes as time bulbously flowed about Zoey while static shocks of after pleasure hijacked control from one limb then another leaving her a quivering, unintelligible mess cuddled like a small child washed away at sea against the shoreline of the large, powerful woman, the same one whose history of murder simultaneously terrified and aroused Zoey. A nauseous, empty feeling filled her as the woman slowly withdrew her fingers leaving the sickening sensation of a void in their lonesome wake as Zoey felt as if her pussy had been eviscerated of its most wholly welcome new body part. Steel brushed on Zoey’s toes, and only then did she grow conscious to the fact that the woman was setting her back down. Legs rendered unreliable in her post-coitus glow, Zoey opted to let the woman quietly lower her all the way feeling her knees fold and hips shift as the steel contacted her more and more while the woman slowly dropped down with her to the point that they both sprawled awkwardly on the steel floor, wrapped up in one another. Zoey panted with pleasure while the unknown woman, strong as she was, panted with exhaustion at having held her aloft and ushering Zoey’s small frame into a sexual paradise beyond her wildest imagination.

Zoey lay there, eyes shut, feeling the hard steel surface beneath her body, the rough cut of cloth belt around her waist, her unruly hair flung about her face randomly in the melee of pleasure, the soft flesh of the woman’s leg resting on top of her own. Soon, a new sensation came to her, as fingers stroked her once more, this time they gently touched her face as the woman delicately tucked Zoey’s hair behind her ear.

“Thank you.” The woman said to Zoey.

Zoey opened her eyes slowly and saw the woman staring at her. Tears filled the woman’s eyes, and she sniffed back a sob before she shuddered, and a smile came across her face as she whispered once more “thank you so much.”

“Glad… I… could… help, I think?” Zoey panted back feeling the words twist into a question as she spoke them.

“Every night I’ve seen her face in my dreams. My beautiful wife, Lisa.”

“Wife?”

The woman nodded saying, “We decided to be just for each other. To love one another until death do us part. Maybe we can’t have priests and laws like free humans, but we can still decide. We can still choose… love.”

The woman’s face grew sad as she continued “I see her in my dreams, same as she was on that terrible night that I saw her with another woman. Oh, it was horrible. I… I…”

The woman began sobbing for a moment before she lay her hand across Zoey’s cheek and stared intimately into her face as she said “you look so much like her. Lisa’s hair was normal yellow while yours is painted but, otherwise, you look just like her. I want to think about this, right here, right now, the way you look. I want to think about this face, the same face as Lisa had, full of pleasure and joy. I want to know I put that pleasure in joy in your face because… in my dreams… I still see Lisa the way I saw her last. I can’t stop my hands. I feel her small neck slide in between my thumbs and fingers. I feel her weakly beating against me as she pleads for me to stop with her eyes…” She trailed off and whimpered saying, “if only I could have stopped my anger. We could have talked. I could have let her explain. I could have…”

She pulled Zoey in close and touched her forehead to forehead as she continued, “I’m not like you. I’m not like any of the girls here. You’re here because it’s what the free humans raised us for. I’m here…

…because I deserve to die.”

The woman shuddered then continued, “Lisa and I, we were going to be milking heifers. My farmer was furious. I still remember the pain of electric shocks in my collar, his angry face as he chained me up to the wall. He didn’t even speak to me. I tried to apologize, but he treated me as if he didn’t even hear the words coming from my mouth. I remember the terrified stares of all the other domestics as they stared at me, like I was a savage and dangerous animal. I can still feel the dreaded relief in my own heart as the farmer stamped my collar, and promptly loaded me onto the next slaughter truck for market.”

She pushed Zoey back and looked deeply into her eyes saying “I knew then that I would be dead soon, but every night since my crime, I’ve seen that beautiful face, the one that looks just like yours, twisted in pain and terror. I was afraid that after I died, maybe that would be all I would see for all time. I just wanted to see this beautiful face filled with joy and pleasure one last time.”

Zoey’s mouth fell open in shock as she felt her own eyes begin to water at the woman’s tragic story. The woman glanced at the line and back at Zoey before whispering, “can I go die now? I’m ready. In fact, I really want to die. I know it means cutting in line, but I don’t want to be here any longer.”

“I don’t know. Let’s go ask Farmer Mark.” Zoey replied wiping a tear away from her eye. “Would you like me to go with you?”

“Yes, definitely.”

“Okay.” Zoey said as the two women slowly got up helping one another to their feet. The large woman wrapped a warm arm over Zoey’s shoulders and hugged her close as they walked together. “I know it’s scary and… a lot of things have been sad, but you’ll feel better after your dead, okay?” Zoey said to her, reassuringly.

The woman gave her a broad smile and pulled her in giving Zoey a kiss on the cheek which brought a smile to Zoey’s face as they walked along side-by-side past the long line of women waiting to die.

“Uh… Farmer Mark.” Zoey said as they approached a broad, green curtain which partially obscured the killing table from view. As they watched, the limp body of a dead woman rolled off the table and onto the conveyor belt which guided her corpse along to its next destination. Mark stepped out from behind the curtain and stopped in his tracks staring at the two of them. His eyes went wide with terror, and he squared his shoulders as his fist tightened at the sight of the other woman.

“She’s ready to die now. She has a really sad story and a good reason to want to be dead. Can you kill her next?” Zoey said nodding towards the other woman.

Mark swallowed hard as he kept his eyes focused intently on the large woman tagged as dangerous livestock. He nodded saying, “come on back.”

“Thank you so much.” The woman said to Zoey as they stepped over to the kill table. Mark grabbed Zoey’s elbow and pulled her aside briefly as the woman laid down on the table spreading her arms and legs to reach the restraints as they had been told to do when they first came to the slaughterhouse. “Did she hurt you?” He asked in a terrified whisper.

“No.”

“The other girls, are they okay?”

“Yes.”

Mark breathed out a sigh of relief saying, “those fucking bastards are supposed to mark on the manifest when they load dangerous livestock on the shipment. Does nobody have any fucking safety standards anymore?”

“Can I stay with her while she dies?” Zoey asked.

Mark blinked at her in confusion and glanced down at the woman sprawled before him seeing pain in her tear-stained eyes.

Mark nodded and Zoey took up a position sitting on the side of the table looking down at the woman as Mark hastily fastened the restraints as tight as he could get them.

“I’ll be with you until it’s over.” Zoey said to the woman.

“Thank you so much.” The woman replied bringing a smile to Zoey’s face. The woman reached up and sweetly caressed Zoey’s cheek saying, “that’s the face I want to remember.”

She then put her hand back down and quietly let Mark strap it in before he affixed the mask over her. Zoey placed a warm hand on the woman’s chest feeling her strong heartbeat as a hiss of gas filled the air between them. The woman’s heart beat slower as her eyes half-lidded for a moment. Zoey leaned over her so the woman could still see her and gave her the most encouraging smile she could muster in the emotion of the moment. A small smile spread on the woman’s lips as Zoey felt her heartbeat one final time and no more. Mark killed the gas and sat down next to Zoey. His hands shook and he shuddered like a man who had just dodged a train.

“Oh No!” Zoey gasped.

“What?”

“I didn’t get a chance to ask her what her name was. Can you wake her-”

“That’s not the way death works, Zoey.” Mark said as he reached over and held up the woman’s tag frowning at it saying, “they scratched her tag numbers off?” His brow furrowed as he continued “those bastards didn’t want us tracing her back to their farm if she killed someone while she was here. They were hoping to dodge any liability for her.”

Mark reached over and put a hand on Zoey’s shoulder. She felt the warmth and support of it as he said “I am so sorry you had to encounter her. Honestly, I am sorry. This is not supposed to happen. We’re not supposed to receive dangerous livestock like her at this location. A woman like this should be locked down in restraints by trained farm staff, not handed a pack of markers by another domestic. Zoey, I never meant for you to handle a situation as intense as this. For her to have her numbers scraped and tagged as dangerous, she must have done something horrible.”

“She murdered her wife.” Zoey said quietly staring at the motionless corpse before them before turning to look at Mark. “It was jealousy. She saw her wife with another woman and killed her.” Mark shook his head sadly saying, “Marriage amongst domestics never works. Hell, it barely works with most free humans. All the horror stories in the world, and still there are idiots who think about getting married…” He blew out a sigh saying “…idiots like me, I suppose.”

Zoey took this in quietly. A part of her wanted to blurt out a question about marriage, but sitting here staring into the serene face of the deceased woman made her reconsider such words. Mark continued “no damage to any of the girls, you’re not hurt any, no weapons, no electroshock, no way you overpowered her. How the hell did you do it?”

“She lifted me off the ground and fingered me until I orgasmed.”

“Interesting strategy.” Mark said with a cock of his eyebrow.

“She said I looked like her wife, and she wanted to see a face full of happiness one last time before she died.”

“She got her wish, I suppose. That was some damn good work you pulled off there, Zoey.”

“Thanks?” Zoey replied, sheepishly. She felt the word lilt into a question as she spoke it.

Mark chuckled and rose to his feet, “Let’s see, you deserve some kind of award.” He raised a finger saying “I have a fair backlog of clean girls here and you’ve earned a break. First, go tell Claire she can take a break. After that, you can take one too.”

“Okay. I’ll make sure to tell her before taking my break.”

Silence hung in the air between them as Mark waited for Zoey to understand the implication for a moment. He realized the nuance had been (as per usual) lost on the farm animal.

“Zoey.”

“Yes?”

“I’m saying you can go have sex with Claire.”

“Oh, really!?” Zoey said perking up. Mark rolled his eyes and replied, “Yes, I bet an old milker like her would sooth you down nicely. Besides, I could smell the pheromones between the two of you earlier. Go on, git.”

Zoey glanced over her shoulder only once as her bare feet padded over the steel floor. She watched briefly as Mark dumped the unknown woman’s body onto the conveyor. Zoey briefly wondered what happened behind the rubber-curtained hole in the wall in which the woman’s body disappeared but decided she had more important things to do in that moment.

She found Claire giggling lightly saying “oh, no, she didn’t…” She had four women standing around a central pillar from which suspended a rack of pipes and hosing. One of the women replied in the catty, gossipy tone saying “I know, right? Like, she didn’t even think the farmer would notice her trying to slip into the men’s enclosure. That dumb, horny girl got…” The woman’s words were cut off momentarily by a spray of warm, soapy water which doused the women as Claire activated a switch on the rack system. The woman who had been talking coughed and sputtered momentarily before chuckling “girl, let me know when you’re going to do that.”

“Yeah, I will next time. All of you, turn around and put your hands up for a bit so I can wash your backs. What happened to her? Did she get some of the cock she was hoping for?”

“Nah, she got hung up on the-”

More sputtering, coughing, and giggles.

“You keep spraying me as I get to the best part.”

“Okay, I’m done spraying you now. What happened?”

“She climbed the wall but ended up getting too scared to actually jump down into the men’s enclosure. The thing was at least three full-grown corn-stalks tall. It was night so all the men were asleep. She tried calling to them and the farmer heard her, and he came down. As he was talking with her, trying to figure out what the hell she was doing up on the wall, his wife came down and started beating him thinking he was trying to have sex with the livestock.”

All the women started laughing, including Zoey herself as she approached.

“So, did she get down?”

“Eventually, first, the whole farm woke up to the farmer and his wife screaming and hollering. She got a hold of one of the taser sticks and was using it on him.”

This brought forth a chorus of “oohhs” and “oows” from the lips of the listeners as everyone listened with rapt attention.

“He did the only thing he could do and ran around to the far-side of our enclosure. By this time, some of us girls had went over to the woman who had climbed up on the wall to give her something to land into. Others of us went up against the bars trying to put our arms through to shield the farmer as best we could. His wife shrieked at him that if he could fuck animals, she could too and she slid into the men’s enclosure.”

“Is she insane?!” Claire gasped.

The storyteller nodded continuing “The farmer cussed loudly and those of us forming up to catch our girl back did retrieve her after she fell into their waiting arms. The farmer then runs back round the side of our enclosure and goes around to the men’s enclosure, but it was already too late. They were young men, just about ready to be cut to steers, but not quite. I peeked around to see, and it was terrifying. I could barely make her out in the sea of bodies and legs. Every stitch of her pretty free-human clothing had been ripped off and every single hole in her body had a cock in it as she writhed amongst five or six of the men who crammed their cocks inside her. She managed to shove the man who had put his cock in her mouth back for a moment and pleaded with her husband “’save me, please!’ And you know what he said back?”

“What?” Zoey found herself asking wide-eyed in excitement at the story. They briefly turned to look at her before turning back to the storyteller “he said, ‘not until you apologize.’”

A gasp of silence hung in the air.

Claire spoke up “He just let the young studs rape his wife?”

The storyteller nodded and continued “She cussed, she screamed, she begged the studs to stop, but she refused to apologize to her husband.”

“shit in a hole, that’s absolutely insane.” One woman muttered.

“I’ll never understand free humans.” Claire muttered.

“You should have seen his face. He looked sad yet angry. Like it’s hard to explain. I remember I asked him quietly if there was anything I could do to help, and he said for us to bring the girl who had climbed the wall. He questioned her, and she answered him. She cried and gave him many apologies for climbing the wall while his wife screamed and cussed, calling him all the horrible names anyone could imagine. Finally, the girl looked over into the male enclosure and back at the farmer and started to cry saying “that could have been me.”

“It’s good that it isn’t.” He muttered as he watched his wife. Her screams had since devolved into weak moans and sobbing. We just stood there, quietly talking with the farmer while the boys raped his wife. He kept reassuring us that he could make it stop anytime she wanted, and he kept calling out to her to apologize to which she would reply with a ‘fuck you’ or something of that nature. Eventually, the boys grew tired of their new toy, and left her in a crumpled, quivering, semen-covered heap on the ground. She crawled out of their enclosure leaking cum out of every hole she had as the farmer watched her.

“Sex with farm animals is against safety reccomendations, as you’ve discovered.” He said to her coldly as she lay weeping, beaten, and raped on the ground. He then continued, “do you want this to be the end of us?”

“What happened next?” Zoey asked almost forgetting that she had come to have sex with Claire. The storyteller continued saying “she shook her head and looked right at me.”

“You? Why?” Claire asked. The storyteller shrugged saying, “I was the oldest so, I was the leader of the girls. After she looked at me, she hung her head and said ‘no.’ She then sniffed and said ‘why do you love them so much and hate me? I’m you’re wife. They’re just fucking food.’ The farmer crouched and said, ‘they don’t compare me to their ex-boyfriend. They don’t constantly talk behind my back about how much of a loser I am. They don’t openly disrespect me in front of my parents or lament they didn’t marry that doctor they met in college. And they don’t fucking shock me with my own taser.’”

“Yeah, tell her!” one woman cried out while another said, “you know, I could be a better wife for that farmer than that bitch was.” The storyteller drank in these compliments and the attention as she continued, “his wife sobbed on the ground for a bit as he knelt over her. He said to her ‘two words, I’m sorry, and I’ll still take care of you. I’ll get you some anti-birth pills, ice your bruises, get you some medicine. You will be fine. All you have to say is two words, and you can have your life with me.’”

“Did she?” Zoey asked.

Storyteller sighed and said, “the farmer wife slowly got up on her feet, clenched her teeth, and seethed out a final ‘fuck you’ before hobbling away. I never saw her again.”

Silence filled that part of the slaughterhouse for a moment. Finally, the storyteller continued “the farmer was sad, I mean big sad. He started crying, and the girl who had climbed the wall was sobbing and blubbering about how it had been all her fault. She rushed up to the bars and pleaded with him saying ‘I’m so sorry, I climbed. Go ahead and hurt me so I remember to never do it again. I deserve it after what I did. I’m so sorry that I ruined your marriage.’ The farmer shook his head saying ‘my marriage was ruined long before you climbed that wall. You’re just an animal. You can’t ruin anything.’” The storyteller pointed to herself saying “I then spoke up to him saying ‘if there is anything we can do to help you. Let us know.’ The other girls in the enclosure said as such themselves and the farmer snorted saying bitterly, ‘I have a whole god damn cage full of women and I’m stuck with that fucking harpy.’ He then looked up into my face and said, ‘you’re behind bars, but I’m the one whose trapped.’ There were screams of anger from the house and the sound of crashing and the farmer cringed as he continued ‘I’m trapped out here, married to a woman who fucking hates me.’”

“What did you say back?” Claire prompted.

The storyteller’s lips parted mischievously, as she said, “I whispered to him saying ‘you can escape.’ He asked ‘how?’ and I replied, ‘come in here with us.’ I looked around and saw that the other girls all agreed with me, as I continued, ‘you’re a nice farmer’ the girl who climbed spoke up saying, ‘nicer than what we deserve.’ I nodded and continued, ‘we won’t hurt you any. We’ll take good care of you. I promise. You can sleep in one of our beds tonight if you don’t want to go back to bed with her.’ He thought about it for a bit looking both to me and back up to his house. We could hear crashing and screams from his wife as she cussed and ransacked the place. ‘I don’t want to go back in that house Not until she leaves. Are you absolutely sure this isn’t some trap to get revenge?’ he asked. I shook my head saying, ‘you know us domestics aren’t smart enough to plan revenge.’ The climber said, ‘do come in, I created this trouble, I should at least help to make sure you are cared for and safe.’ I said to him ‘domestics make people happy. It’s what we do.’ Finally, the farmer agreed and stepped through the pass-through. Us girls surrounded him, and we all shared a group hug as he cried.  Eventually he calmed down and we offered that he would be more comfortable with his clothes off and so he took his clothes off setting them down all folded up.”

The women gathered around gasped. The storyteller chuckled saying, “our climber fell right to her knees saying, ‘I want to make it right,’ and began sucking on his cock as soon as he took his pants off. He started to push her away, but gave up pretty quickly. I don’t think he had the heart in him any longer to resist us after she started in. We surrounded him. You should have seen that sweet man’s face, like someone breathing for the first time in his life as us girls took turns sucking his cock or fucking him while he leaned against the rest of us for support while fondling our breasts and kissing us.  Eventually he loosened up enough to get active. He bent the prettier ones of us over to penetrate us from behind, breeding us like the bulls do. I will never forget that beautiful night. He slept in bed with me and three other women who piled in along with us. Every once in a while, he would wake up as if from a nightmare and we would take turns fucking him back to sleep. Mmmhmmm… I still remember the delicious feeling of his fat, veiny cock pressed deep inside my body as I sat on top of him. The next morning, he thanked us, collected his clothes, and went back to his house now that his evil wife had left.”

At this the storyteller’s face turned sad as she continued “he came back night after night from that day. It was all so much fun, until he had to sell the lot of us off to make payments to that horrible bitch. He explained something about her demanding that he pay for letting the domestic boys rape her, but I didn’t fully understand.”

Zoey stared transfixed at the storyteller as she spoke for a moment before realizing that she had, absentmindedly, reached between her own legs toying delicately with the folds of flesh over her pussy spreading them open as if opening wide a hungry mouth which demanded to be fed and soon. “Claire, Farmer Mark said you can stop now.”

“Oh, do I have to, this story was just getting good.” Claire protested before she hung her head saying, “why is it I have to die after a nice, horny story like that?”

“Oh, you don’t have to die.”

“No?”

“He said you and I could have a short break.”

Claire smiled saying “sounds great.” She stepped in towards the storyteller saying, “maybe you can show me some of those nice things you did for that lonely farmer?”

“Claire!?” Zoey sputtered out.

“What?”

Zoey realized all the women were looking at her which made her feel self-conscious. She bit her lip and fidgeted nervously as she continued “I was hoping that… well… we could take a break… like… together?” Zoey cringed slightly as the words left her mouth.

Claire, along with the storyteller and three other girls, all stared at her wordlessly as Zoey’s face blushed in embarrassment. She felt reminded of how far the big-breasted and beautiful Claire was out of her league and she wrapped her arms around herself as she whispered “sorry… I shouldn’t-”

“Come here, Zoey.” Claire said firmly. Zoey approached her with her lower lip quivering. Flanked by the other women, all of whom now looked infinitely more beautiful than Zoey did herself, Claire seemed a powerful harem-master with dozens of options at her disposal. “Sorry, I shouldn’t assume- “

“Shhh….” Claire said soothingly. She reached up and gently stroked Zoey’s hair saying, “I do like your pretty hair, Zoey.”

“She has a name?” The storyteller gasped. Zoey nodded saying “Farmer Mark gave it to me.”

“He gave you a name?” Another woman asked. Zoey’s lips parted into a coy smile as she continued, “after I sucked his cock.”

A gasp went up from the crowd. The storyteller panted in excitement as she said, “you sucked the cock of the man who is going to kill you and butcher your body for meat? That is so hot.” Another woman asked “Wait? Why did you get to suck his cock? I want to suck his cock!” and yet another spouted “what did it taste like?”

Zoey’s heart lightened and her back straightened as she now stood as the center of attention as she continued “well, like normal skin at first. It felt really warm, like almost hot, inside my mouth with a really smooth, purple tip. Once he came, though, it tasted… salty.” Claire blinked at Zoey in surprise and asked, “are you making this up?”

“No!” Zoey protested. The storyteller nodded saying “she’s right, men taste salty when they cum. I remember sucking my farmer’s cock a few times myself. It kind of hurt my jaw, but he absolutely loved it.”

“I know that. I’ve had studs, remember?” Claire snorted back. She turned her attention back to Zoey saying, “I bet he picked you to suck him because of your pretty hair.”

Zoey shrugged saying “maybe.”

“Well, if it’s good enough for a free-human farmer, it’s good enough for me. Get on your knees, Zoey. Show me this cock-sucking skill you have that is so great that the man killing you wanted one last go at it.” Zoey obeyed, watching as a forest of breasts, torsos, and then legs rose up around her. The steel floor bit slightly into her bare knees but she ignored the pain as she looked up between Claire’s massive, beautiful mounds of breasts to see her smiling down at her. “Your hair is pretty when viewed from above.” Zoey looked around her as darkness seemed to gather around her. An ocean of long, slender, curvaceous legs surrounded her view beneath while wide thighs, triangular crotches, and cute little squiggly bit of flesh protruding from sweet little lips stuck out from every girl. She noticed a lack of any significant smell, save for the scent of soap present on the skin off all the freshly cleaned and shaven women. Turning her attention back to Claire, she reached forward and pressed two thumbs into the woman’s soft lips spreading them apart. Claire helped her by shifting her stance and opening her legs wide letting Zoey have better access to her womanhood. Zoey thrust forth her tongue giving it a delicate little wiggle against the soft, pink flesh of Claire’s pussy.

“Oh!” Claire gasped out as Zoey felt her hands clamp down on her shoulders to steady herself. Zoey tipped her head forward lapping sweetly at the woman’s delicate feminine interior. Compared to the normal musk and odorous rank of the farm animals Zoey was accustomed to ministering too, the delicate flavor and effeminate scent of a freshly cleaned woman felt like a dream. More importantly, Claire trembled in pleasure announcing “oh, sweet sunlight, she is good at this.” Her knees grew week and she said, “I need to lay back.” The story teller’s eyes lit up as she asked, “can I suckle your breasts?”

“Oh, please do.”

“Do you have any milk left in them?” Another girl asked.

“I don’t think so, but I look forward to you finding out.” Claire responded.

Zoey paused briefly as Claire lay her gorgeous, thick body out across the steel floor spreading her legs wide open and sprawling out her arms. The storyteller and one of the other girls fell into place scooping up the mounds of her breasts with their hands and planting worshipful kisses around the wide, pink areolas before opening wide to bring the warm, soft nipples into their mouths. Zoey placed her hands on either side of Claire’s thighs looking across the very reproductive center of the woman. It felt hard to believe that she had born ten children, save for a bit of residual baby-pudge about her midsection, little could be seen of major scars or damage. Zoey licked her lips and fantasized what it would be like to be a man in this position, with a delicious woman sprawled open before her. Zoey could only imagine what it would be like to have a woman surrender full control over her sweet pussy, letting her fill it with her seed so that the woman would be destined to bear life on Zoey’s behalf. Zoey’s mind pondered the strange miracle of it all, to be a man with cock and balls with a woman submitting herself to him. What would it feel like to plant seed inside her? Would a man feel himself squirting all those salty pumps of fluid deep inside her pussy? Would he kiss her as he fertilized her open womb so that it would once more bear forth new human life onto the planet? Would he run his hands across her belly feeling the miracle of new life he had imparted upon her body? Would he worship the miraculous belly of hers, praising the mystery of how it created not one but ten whole human beings. Zoey reached down briefly and stroked her own abdomen as her thoughts turned sad.

Her belly felt small and flat, unused and unfertilized.  No man would ever lay her back and fill her small belly with his seed. No man would kiss her gently as he lay the incredible responsibility of bearing new human life onto this world upon her womb. She would never get to experience the feeling of stretches and kicks inside her from muscles that were not her own.

Zoey shook her head chasing away the feminine urge to ask Mark if she could bear a child for him as well as the utterly inexplicable urge to impregnate the sweetly sprawled Claire before her. Instead, Zoey joined in the feast feeling rather akin to a vulture at fresh meat as she silently resumed her licking of Claire’s pussy while the storyteller and another woman suckled at her breasts. Zoey glanced up and saw that they both had their hands between their legs, rubbing hungry little pleasures through their own pussies as they suckled on Claires massive breasts. Claire called out from above panting in delirious pleasure saying, “oh, so this is what it feels like to be devoured. Ohh… your sweet mouths gobbling up every part of me. I feel powerless to stop you all from devouring my soft, smooth flesh and I love every second of it.”

Zoey noticed a shudder on her left and glanced over to see Claire’s leg involuntarily shaking. She lay a hand on it to hold it down for the time being as she shifted her hips around in the air while she lay on elbows and knees between Claire’s legs. It wouldn’t be much longer now and the three of them would have this heifer in paradise. All of a sudden, something firm prodded directly into her pussy from behind. The shocking intrusion made Zoey tense up and gasp releasing her lick of Claire’s pussy as she turned to see another woman on her knees behind her. Desire replaced the shock as the other woman wrapped her hand around Zoey’s thigh holding Zoey’s curvaceous ass in the air so she could have her way with it. She smiled at her warmly saying, “You’re all just so sexy, I can’t resist. I won’t hurt you.” She as she reached her right hand in underneath pressing outward on Zoey’s legs saying, “open up for me.” Zoey complied and found herself rewarded with two, firm and warm fingers penetrating into her pussy. She moaned in pleasure as the woman stretched and stroked her sensually while rubbing her other hand around on Zoey’s ass.

A pair of hands from above grabbed hold of Zoey’s head and jerked her back in towards the pussy she had been licking on. Zoey looked up across the mons of Claire’s pussy to see her arms extending down to grab either side of her head as Claire pleaded “don’t stop, don’t stop, please don’t stop.” Zoey continued licking trying to ignore the pleasure filling her own body from behind. The woman refused to be ignored however as Zoey felt a delicate thumb come to rest on her clitoris. Zoey’s body shivered but the woman granted her mercy in not stroking right away, rather just letting Zoey know it was there, ready to press the switch which would shut her brain off at any second. Claire screamed in ecstasy as her whole body shook with pleasure. The storyteller quit on the breast and caught Claire’s mouth up with a kiss devolving her scream into a moan as her friend began kissing Claire’s neck. Claire’s grip on Zoey’s head failed and her arms flopped outward wildly, not sure what to grab as she bucked and whimpered into the kiss while Claire felt her pussy grow even hotter, wetter, and easier to pleasure as the tiny, sensitive nub of flesh swelled outward to meet Zoey’s tongue which she had been using to pleasure it.

After a few, dramatic jerking motions which forced Zoey to plant both her elbows on Claire’s thighs, less the woman clamp her legs around Zoey’s head in orgasmic pleasure, Claire fell limp and panting. In that moment, all mercy ceased for Zoey and the woman behind her began stroking her clitoris with her thumb. The world seemed to blur for a moment as Zoey collapsed across the broad, fleshy plain of Claire’s abdomen. Zoey managed little more than to turn her head to the side to keep from suffocating on the sweet, delicious flesh which had brought so many lives into the world that it would be a shame for it to now usher one out of it. Zoey felt the woman behind her wrap and arm tight about her thighs giving her no choice to escape as she began vigorously strumming her fingers along Zoey’s pussy like it was a well-tuned guitar. The symphony of pleasure blended with her own sexual lust built up by diving tongue-first into the gorgeous Claire’s powerful womanhood making Zoey lose track of her own body, space, and time itself. It felt as if she now lived on that plain, a plain of flesh which rose and fell in accordance too Claire’s breath. Before her, she could make out a small divot in her new land, one composed of Claire’s belly button. Zoey’s sex-addled mind pondered if she should construct a house and maybe start a garden so that she could live here forever, dancing along in pleasure within the plain of Claire, a woman so large and powerful, so full of life and living that Zoey contemplated the sheer privilege it would be to call such a woman her home. She had gotten as far as planning to plant beans first so the soil would be rich before the fireworks in her abdomen could be denied no further and animalistic pleasure brought sloppy screams of ecstasy from her own mouth driving tiny rivulets of drool mixed with vaginal fluids across the plain of Claire.

Zoey felt glad that the woman behind her had pinned her buttocks in so tightly with the crook of her elbow because Zoey sure as hell was in no position to even contemplate, much less decide what to do with, something as foreign and complicated as her own legs as her body shook and convulsed there on the plain of Claire. She felt a loving hand reach down, fingers from a benevolent god who had granted her access to this fertile land stroked her cheek sweetly as she jerked in mindless pleasure praying that the woman playing orgasmic music with her clitoris wouldn’t stop until the symphony had ended. With the final crash of convulsion, Zoey’s music came to a most satisfying conclusion and the woman released her letting her flop limply onto the plain of Claire. They lay there like that, for a while, both women panting in exhaustion as random aftershocks tickled along their legs and arms springing forth delicious spasms as they went. Claire sweetly stroked Zoey’s hair but Zoey groaned lightly in pain as the woman pulled her fingers out from her body leaving a gaping, hungry cavity after she left. Although they did it in full sight of her, Zoey only felt vaguely aware that the woman who had just fingered her now sat propped up against the shower rack assembly with her legs sprawled as the storyteller licked at her pussy desirously.

Zoey sighed.

Girls will be girls.

They fuck for pleasure and move on with their untimely deaths.

Such is the way with domestics.

“Thank you.” Claire whispered to Zoey. Zoey looked up across the beautiful plain and ripe, rounded hills of a person who had proven her feminine power over both pleasure and the creation of life itself in ways Zoey could never dream of.

“It was an honor.” Zoey replied before turning her head and planting a pilgrim’s kiss over the womb which had been so used. “You’ve created ten whole humans using your power over life. You’ve bedded unruly studs, pacifying their violent lust with your power over pleasure. You’re so brave and powerful. I could never hope to be anything like you. But, still, it’s been the highlight of my life to meet a woman as accomplished as you before I die.”

Claire stroked Zoey’s hair in silence for a while before saying sadly, “we all die just the same.” She patted Zoey’s shoulder, which seemed to be a signal that they were finished. Slowly, Zoey got to her feet feeling the pouch strapped about her waist shift awkwardly as she did so. Zoey looked down at the bag and twisted her lips considering how, this whole time, she had not once handed out a pack of markers.

Zoey raked her fingers through her hair, now rendered wild and unruly from all the sexual encounters she seemed to be having today. Back on the farm, she would barely be able to get a girl to lick her once a month. Her chances increased a bit after Leslie colored her hair, giving her a unique demarcation and something ‘special’ about her to flaunt in front of the other women. Still, she had never been so aggressively sexual, nor had she experienced women to be as wildly hedonistic as she had seen in that day. Perhaps, deep down inside, they knew the time stood short for them. Devoid of any dreams of legacy, feats of accomplishment, aspirations to make the world a better place, the women of the slaughterhouse filled their final moments of breath and heartbeat in raw, unadulterated hedonism. As Zoey started making her way down the line, she saw Lulu stalking along back towards Mark stripping her gloves off as she went. Lulu bore red circles about her eyes and tears on her cheeks as she wiped at her face with her fingers.

“Lulu!” Zoey called out quickly catching up to the woman.

“Hi… Zoey, right?” Lulu replied. Zoey nodded and cocked her head to the side “Everything okay?”

“Yes…well… no. No, it’s not okay. Even shaving girls, I still get to thinking and, well, thinking makes me sad.”

“What are you thinking?”

“bad thoughts.” Lulu whispered looking around to make sure no one else could hear her. Zoey grabbed her wrist and pulled her over next to a flower-painted wall “what kind of bad thoughts?”

“like I shouldn’t be helping him kill these women. I should be trying to run, escape, survive…” Lulu spat out in short succession.

“Shhh… Lulu, those are free-human thoughts.”

“I know but I keep thinking them and they keep making me sad because I keep thinking about these things and how nothing I do matters and how I don’t matter. I’m not important. This isn’t important. None of these women here are important.” Lulu gasped out in pained expression as her face contorted painfully. “I also wonder what happens to us after we die?”

“They eat us.”

“Yes, but, like… how? I mean, I always imagined a bunch of free-human men gathered around my dead staring at my flesh with hungry eyes before stripping it from my bones with their teeth but is that what really happens. And, if so, where am I during that? I know I’m dead but, is there something after that?” Lulu lowered her voice and pulled Zoey in close saying “what if this is all just some kind of cruel dream or… like… fake or something? What if, once we die, we wake up somewhere else?”

“Oh, those are big thoughts.” Zoey said rubbing her chin in contemplation.

“I know. They make me sad, and they hurt my head. I’m tired of thinking them.” Lulu said sadly.

“Would you like to draw? I have some markers.” Zoey offered up. Lulu smiled and replied “thanks for offering, but… I’m going to go tell Mark that I quit.” Lulu said softly but firmly. She sighed and shook her head saying, “if there is something after this, I’m ready to go to it.”

“Oh, well, would you like me to walk up front with you?”

“Yeah. I would like that.” Lulu said with a soft smile spreading across her face. She looked down across Zoey’s body and Zoey could sense the girl’s eyes caressing her skin. “Can I hold your hand while we walk?”

“Sure.” Zoey said with a friendly smile. Zoey offered up her hand and Lulu took it as they walked towards the front of the line of death.

“I would have never been able to hold the hand of a girl as pretty as you back on the farm.” Lulu said after they had taken a few steps together. “Oh, I’m sure you had plenty of girlfriends.”

“Not really. Most girls shied away from me. They always talked about how I suffered from ‘tough meat’ disease or something which made me so small and skinny. I never had a girlfriend or anything like that.”

“Are you a virgin?” Zoey asked in surprise. Lulu nodded.

“Do you want me to fix that for you?” Zoey asked, feeling a bit of the hedonistic pheromones welling up inside her own soul.

“No, no… thank you but, by this stage in my life it’s probably just as well that I die a virgin.” Lulu replied. She thought about it for a second before continuing “would you give me a kiss before he kills me, though? I like the thought of that, having my first kiss with a beautiful woman just before the man stops my heart and eats my flesh. It’s…romantic.”

“Romantic?”

“Yeah, it means like the feeling of love, but it could be about anything. It would make me so happy if you could make my death romantic.”

“I’ll try.” Zoey replied before nodding towards Zoey saying “but I don’t know if I can do a good job of it. I’m not very smart.” Lulu pulled herself in close and wrapped an arm around Zoey’s waist as Zoey, in turn, draped her arm over Lulu’s shoulder. “I’m sure you’ll do great.” Lulu said.

“Another one?” Mark asked as Lulu and Zoey drew near. Zoey said “Lulu feels sad. Can you kill her right away?”

“Let me clear the table.”

As Mark busied himself with this, Lulu turned towards Zoey saying “Zoey, would you watch me after I die? I’m not sure if you’ll be able to see much but I just want at least someone to care about what happens to my body.”

“I’ll do what I can.” Zoey replied.

Lulu smiled and Mark dumped a corpse off the table onto the conveyor belt

“Your turn.” He said to Lulu.

“Coming.” Lulu said. She looked up into Zoey’s face saying, “I’ll take that kiss now.”

Zoey dipped her head and tilted it slightly bringing her lips to Lulu’s. The two women wrapped arms around one another and pulled one another in close feeling the comforting warmth of soft human flesh pressed against their own as Zoey sweetly massaged Lulu’s lips and tongue with her own mouth letting the inexperienced girl dance in romantic delight upon her first and last delicious kiss. As they broke the kiss, Lulu hugged Zoey close and whispered into her ear “thank you for giving me the best kiss of my life.”

Lulu sighed and let a smile spread across her face. “Watch what happens to me afterwards, okay. I hope it’s exciting. I hope there are lots of horny men, ravaging my body like hungry dogs or something.” Lulu said with a hopeful smile. She kept that dreamy, distant smile as she turned her gloves in to Mark and lay her body down across the table of death.

Zoey silently stalked around behind the green curtain as Mark strapped Lulu down onto the table and fixed a mask over her face. He adjusted some valves and placed a hand in the middle of her chest. After a few minutes, her toes, which she had been twitching nervously, stopped. Then her body stiffened slightly, and collapsed fully as the muscles which once conveyed her now became meat for others to consume.

Mark removed the straps and tied her feet together with a heavy-duty strap which he connected to her arm cuffs before triggering a mechanism on the table. The table tipped and Lulu limply rolled over onto a moving, black conveyor belt which casually conveyed her body along at a slow, but steady pace back through an opening in the wall. Lulu passed through a series of hanging rubber flaps and her pale, lithe body disappeared. Zoey trembled with anticipation as she tiptoed quietly around the other side of the curtain, away from Mark to the very end of the killing floor. No flowers decorated the bare metal walls here. There was, however, a small window, reinforced with wire and set in bolted steel which showed the next room.

Bright lights shone down from overhead and the walls were all white in color. Every other part of the room bore the colors of grey steel and the reddish-pink of blood mixed with water. A seeming circus of mechanical hooks, conveyors, pulleys, gears, grinders, and slicers happily tore through flesh, cartilage and bone of the dead women leaving a trail of fresh blood that seemed to coat every surface. A constant mist of water sprayed down from above rinsing the blood away before it could congeal. Zoey’s face fell slightly as she watched Lulu seem to fly upside-down. Lulu dangled from a hook through the strap that Mark had just put on her feet. Lulu rode through a series of pulleys strung along the ceiling which conveyed her to a pair of rotating blades sitting just above the floor. Here, she let go of her head as the razor-sharp blades cut it clean off her body letting it drop through a tube in the floor. Lulu waited patiently for a few moments as blood poured out from the open hole in her neck. She then gave up her guts, courtesy of another rotating saw bladed which sprung up from the floor and slit vertically down along her mid-section opening her belly and letting all sorts of organs that Zoey didn’t know the name for spill out in a cascade of gore which was conveyed away via some channels to another location. Zoey watched with a mixture of morbid curiosity and growing concern as Lulu came to rest on a metal table where, yet further machinery sliced down through her shoulders and diagonally across her hips separating arms and legs from torso such that all limbs now hung bloody and limp from the same restraints they once bore in life. The limbs were transferred to an automated slicer which slid back and forth with an almost audible ‘snick-snack’ as it expertly sectioned Lulu’s biceps, forearms, thighs, and calves into little slices about the thickness of Zoey’s thumb which fed along little conveyor belts off to other parts of the factory. Lulu, now a limbless and headless torso of barely human appearance at all, received further cuts separating out racks of ribs, belly-meat bacon, and prized ham meat from what remained of her buttocks.

Three-forty-five felt a strange sense of nausea and rising fear as she watched this work done by machines on the body of Lulu only to realize that, by the time the last cuts on the torso were finished, another woman had rolled off the factory line of death from Mark’s table and now lay on the conveyor ready to be butchered into edible parts just as quickly.

Woman became meat…

in only a few minutes.

Zoey wondered what it would be like for her body to ride the macabre machine, losing head, limbs, guts, blood every step of the way. She shivered and for the first time in her life, a sense of reluctance entered her heart at the destiny she had been born into. Despite the dread, she could not move. She stood there, transfixed by a strange will that felt as if it existed in a world outside of her own. She watched as another girl rode the machine until she had been split up into tiny marketable pieces and then yet another. Three-forty-five cocked her head to the right and peered around the corner at the long line of women…

…did it seem shorter than before?

She of course knew about lines, having waited in plenty of them before for veterinary checks and mandatory inoculations, but she squinted thoughtfully at a line which got shorter not because the people had finished making their way through it and now congregated in a common area sporting either needle-bandage or a clean bill of health, but rather one which grew shorter simply because the people occupying the line ceased to exist as people at all, rather becoming hundreds of little slices of meat.

She watched another girl die and then looked through the window. Movement in the distance caught her attention and she gasped as she saw Sarah, looking over the machinery through a large window on the far side of the butchering floor opposite her own and making notes on a clipboard. Sarah looked up across the slaughter just as a gush of blood sprayed across the window in front of her briefly highlighting her image in a splatter of red before the water spray turned it pink and rinsed it away. Sarah’s eyes widened as she looked straight at Zoey.

Predator and prey regarded each other across a room of dismemberment…

Zoey’s body tightened in terror. Sarah scowled and shook her head at Zoey as she pulled her phone from her pocket. Zoey lifted hands to her mouth and backed away in terror before Mark’s rough voice filled her ears.

“Hey, Zoey!” He shouted as he rose from the killing station forcing the next woman in line to wait. He held his phone in his hand. On it, Sarah’s tiny voice spoke “Mark, she snuck behind you.”  Mark spoke into the phone saying “Got it handled, babe. Love you.”

Zoey shivered as she backed into the far corner collapsing against it and quivering in terror as Mark approached her calmly. He glanced casually at the window and back at Zoey who looked up at him quivering.

“You shouldn’t watch that.” He said to her quietly. His speech bore no malice, nor anger, rather the hint of concern mixed with paternal protectiveness. He crouched in front of her, and she whimpered “are you going to put me on that machine?”

She gasped and panted as her heart raced as she continued “cut my head, arms, legs off… slice me to tiny pieces...”

Mark didn’t answer. Instead, he asked, “do you remember the signs of a woman terrified that I told you to look out for earlier?”

Zoey blinked and looked up at him forcing herself to recite, “darting eyes, shaking muscles, not talking, grimace face…”

“You have all the symptoms of being terrified.”

Zoey nodded and whispered, “sorry.”

“I forgive you. You aren’t the first woman to slip behind me and get a peak and you won’t be the last. It’s never a good idea to see your future, though. For anyone, that is, free or domestic. It’s best if you don’t think about it.”

“I can’t, not think about it.” Three-forty-five panted back.

“Then it’s best if you draw.”

“Draw?”

Mark held out a hand and Zoey quietly took it in her own. Her killer helped her back up to her feet saying, “I have to take away your job as calmer. You can’t calm anyone if you’re terrified.”

“I understand. Does that mean I die now?”

“No.” Mark said as he took Zoey’s belt off and fished out a pack of markers for her. He said, “Sarah wants to keep you alive, so your meat is fresh for Thanksgiving. It’s a big gathering with a lot of people. You’ll be the most important person there. None of the rest of us will get to eat Thanksgiving dinner without you.”

“oh.”

“You don’t need to worry about it. For now, these walls look bare. Can you draw me something cheery back here?”

“I… can try.”

Mark patted her shoulder and flashed her a loving smile as he replied “good girl. Draw me something nice and don’t you worry about what’s behind the window. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“I’ll go get another calmer and shaver. I don’t want you going back down the line anymore today. You look scared and I don’t want you scaring the other girls. Understand?”

“Not… really.”

“Trust your farmer.”

“Yes farmer Mark.” Zoey replied hanging her head. She internally chastised herself. All the prancing about, having fun, feeling the exhilarating and intoxicating taste of freedom had driven her to break even the first and most fundamental rule of domestics… always trust your farmer.

Quietly, Zoey turned and began drawing a large, scrawling image of a flower. She colored a nice, read, swooping circular pattern and then she cocked her head to the side as she looked at it. It didn’t feel right. Not that it felt wrong for what she had drawn to be a flower, but it just didn’t feel right to draw a flower at all. She recurved the edges of the petals down and then tried coloring in yellow between them. The yellow wasn’t quite right but she lacked the exact color needed so she made do with swiping in bits of red in places to darken it up slightly. She pursed her lips as she carefully slipped a black marker across the yellow in two places followed by the faintest dap from a green one. Beneath this, she carved a hooked swoop and even lower still she swept a broad stroke of sensually curved red. She stood back and marveled at her work.

It didn’t look anything like Claire at all.

Zoey sighed as she reviewed the cartoonishly crude depiction of the woman who had fulfilled several of her fantasy’s mere moments ago. Despite the pathetic quality that the cheap markers held in artistically naïve hands produced on the steel wall, she drew on. Something should remain of them after they were gone, should it not? Something more than grass and flowers, barn, and dirt. She did not seek to yield her time any longer to hedonistic distractions or empty acts of artificial busy work. Zoey wanted to draw something memorable and unique. Sounds emanated from behind her as she drew, women sighing in orgasm, machines sawing through flesh, nitrogen flushing out lung after lung…she heard a new shaver and calmer, two nervous and trembling women plucked from the herd, receiving the same instructions Mark recited every day. She listened as they were issued the same bland, reusable equipment he gave some girl or another every day of the job. She heard them receive the same, mundane tasks to occupy their souls for the glimpse of time remaining to them which segregated the struggle of life from the humiliation of death.

Zoey drew on, she rose on tiptoes to draw the unknown woman, sadly with no attribute to speak of save for ‘wife-killer.’ As best as Zoey could, she conjured a vision of remorse upon the woman’s face and drew her holding a hand over her breast quietly fingering the tag bearing upon it the sordid mark of shame which she carried with her in those final days of her life. Next she drew Lulu, side-profile smirking sweetly as she puckered ready to receive the very first and the very last kiss she would encounter in life. Finally, Zoey drew herself, with a streak of blonde-hair glossing the top of her head as she shared kiss with Lulu, letting the poor girl experience one final moment of joy before the crushing weight of those thoughts which tormented her met their silence under the expert mortification of Mark.

These drawings occupied Zoey for quite some time as the noises grew dim. She marveled at how her concentration must be stronger than she thought for the quiet to become so deafening. As she finished the final strokes on her masterpiece, a warm hand rested on her shoulder. She spun around to see Mark standing alongside Claire. Zoey’s mouth fell open in shock as she peered behind Mark and Claire. The rest of the slaughterhouse sat quiet and empty. The hundreds of women who had been there at the beginning of the day now lay processed into tiny pieces of marketable meat. Mark spoke up saying, “she wanted to say goodbye.” Claire pulled Zoey in for a warm hug holding onto her for quite a while before Zoey weakly hugged Claire back.

“It was nice meeting you, Zoey.” Claire said as Mark gently pulled her away. Claire flashed Zoey a smile and Zoey finally found her voice saying “Claire.”

“Yes?”

“I’ll never forget you.”

Claire let her eyes trail along the wall behind Zoey and smiled saying, “I like your picture.”

Mark guided Claire over to the kill table, gently laying the pale, soft, fleshy woman across the apparatus of death. Claire sighed as he wrapped black cloth straps across porcelain flesh. Zoey thought the green-tinged mask looked out of place, an unwelcome stranger on a face so sweet and round and an anathema to the cascade of beautiful red hair which flowed over the edge of the kill table. Zoey watched Claire’s large, beautiful breasts continued to rise and fall…

Rise and fall…

Rise and fall…

…and fall again…

They stay down, never to rise again. Mark quietly removed the mask, strapped her ankles, and rolled her over onto the conveyor. Zoey turned back to her drawing, adding minor touches and details to her picture of Claire as the real Claire’s body rode the carnival of carnage letting razor sharp blades and unfeeling hooks slide through her soft flesh like hot knives through butter until she was nothing more than packaged meat ready for the freezer.

Zoey trembled and her picture grew blurry as tears filled her eyes. Mark flipped a switch and the soft, ambient music stopped. Ponderous silence of insurmountable weight filled the slaughterhouse. Zoey gasped at the silence, heinous and deadly sound to emanate from what had once been a room full of women. Mark stepped in behind her and stood quietly as Zoey fell to her knees. She placed a hand against her drawing, crude smudges on cold steel, the only mark which remained of their entire existence.

Mark squatted next to her in silence for a while as her sobs quietly subsided.

“Farmer Mark.”

“Yes, Zoey?”

“I hate you.” Zoey whispered as fresh sobs filled her eyes.

Zoey turned to look at him with red-rimmed eyes. “You took Claire away from me. You killed Lulu and that wife-killer and… all of them. You killed them all. You told them they would be okay then you fed them to that horrible machine.”

“I never said they would be okay. What I said was that they wouldn’t suffer.” Mark replied softly but firmly.

He sighed and continued, “every single one of these women was going to die anyhow. If it hadn’t been me killing them, it would have just been some other butcher hired on to work this line. At least I kill girls with nitrogen, rather than a blade to the throat or by some other grizzly method.” He sighed and continued “at least that’s what I tell myself on those dark and bitter nights when I start thinking about my career and I feel the eyes of thousands of ghosts staring at me knowing that I was their killer. It’s not easy, knowing I’m going to drink my coffee tomorrow morning and start killing again.”

They sat in silence for a while, neither speaking as they both lay crushed under the weight of the brutal reality which pressed in upon them.

He gestured between Zoey and himself continuing, “that being said… this here is an act of cruelty that I can’t stand.”


“You mean the cruelty of butchering all those women.” Zoey panted out. 

“I mean the cruelty of leaving you alive, especially knowing what you know.” Mark said, quietly. He frowned and said “This is the worst part of my job. This ghastly silence. It’s terrifying, even as a free human. There’s no way it’s fair to force a domestic to face this empty, silent, ghostly room.

“It didn’t used to be.”

“That’s why its so terrible.”

He looked up at the wall saying, “you drew them well.”

“Is it true free humans get graves when they die?”

“Yes.”

Zoey hung her head.

Mark continued “it’s also true that they’re too dead to care about headstones and markings. We all die, Zoey. I’ll die someday. Sarah will too. Death is just a part of life. At least the death of a domestic is useful in that it feeds other people. The death of a free-human benefits no one at all.” Mark frowned continuing, “come to think of it, the life a free human doesn’t really help anyone either.”

“Ooof… what a day!? You sure put in quite the quota this week, Mark. Buyers are gobbling it up too. Those steak cuts are selling like hot cakes.” Sarah said with a voice like laughter at a funeral as her shoes clicked across the grated metal of the killing floor. Mark looked over his shoulder at her as Zoey cowered against the wall clinging to her knees. Sarah looked at Zoey then up at the mural and back to Mark.

“She…”

“Saw too much, I know.” Sarah said with a concerned pursing of her lips.

“It’s unfair to burden the mind of a domestic with these kinds of feelings. She’s having big emotions as well as thoughts about life and death. I think it would be more humane to kill her now and just bring her frozen carcass to the party.”

Sarah scrunched up her nose for a moment before hanging her head saying “you’re right. I was hoping to do something special, but it’s unfair to keep the poor girl alive.”

Zoey spoke up, “Let the emotions go.”

“Huh?” Mark asked.

“That’s what you said to me. Let the emotions go. Right, Mark?”

“Well, yes.”

“I’ll be okay to live a little longer.”

Mark squinted at her skeptically. She swallowed hard saying, “I’ll taste better fresh, Right?” She looked to Sarah saying “I can help you make a good impression at the Thanksgiving.”

“You would. But can you remain calm in a busy and chaotic situation?” Sarah said.

“Can you resist the temptation to fight back or try and escape?” Mark asked.

“My death can help people, though. I can make it a happy Thanksgiving for everyone.”

“Well, yes.” Sarah said.

Zoey looked up at the mural she had drawn and smiled sadly at the picture of Claire. “Making people happy. That’s what domestics do. That’s our purpose in life.”

She slowly rose to her feet and Mark stood up next to her as Sarah drew in close to the two of them. “Sorry, I forgot that, Mark. Sorry that I said that I hated you. That was wicked of me to hate my farmer.”

“I forgive you. Those are normal human feelings to experience.”

Zoey felt a warm hand on her shoulder, and she turned to see Sarah smiling at her reassuringly. Sarah said “those are big, scary feelings that you’re not meant to experience as a domestic. Domestics lead simple lives, growing up on a farm, tending to small gardens, breeding, milking, and harvesting when they come to age.” Sarah dipped her head and continued speaking in a firm yet supportive voice, “but you handled these feelings very well, nonetheless. That proves to me that you’re stronger than a normal domestic, which is good. You’ll need to be strong to handle going to Thanksgiving. There will be many new things for you to experience there. None of them will make you suffer, but some may spark feeling inside you again. If you have any scary or unpleasant feelings again, please talk to us, okay? We’ll do our best to help you handle them.”

“Okay.” Zoey replied quietly.

The factory grew quiet as the last of the machinery packaged the final bits of meat into the cooler for later distribution. Sarah glanced at Mark as she pulled her hand away from Zoey. Mark flashed Sarah a smirk and asked, “so does this mean that works over for the day, boss?”

“Sounds like it. Speaking of which, we never did discuss how we would transport her?” Sarah asked nodding towards Zoey.

“Have her ride in the back of our car is the only thing that makes sense.” Mark replied stroking his chin, thoughtfully.

“Walking a fully naked domestic through downtown Chicago might be a little jarring to people on the street.” Sarah replied with a pout. “And it being near zero degrees out there doesn’t exactly help matters much either.”

“We’ll need to clothe her, at least temporarily.”  Mark said with a shrug.

“Yeah but clothing a domestic is slightly illegal.”

“Then we have to do a really good job of it.” Mark replied.

“Wait? Are you guys saying I’ll have to wear clothing?” Zoey gasped.

Sarah stepped in close to her, placing her hands sensually on either side of Zoey’s hips saying “Don’t worry, my sweet girl. You’ll still be naked underneath it all.”

Continued in “Double-Dees Thanksgiving: Part 2 The Guest of Flavor”
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