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Zoey’s soft brown eyes watched in awe as desolate fields of dirt littered with dead cornstalks zipped by under a grim and darkening sky. She blinked in surprise as her view grew cloudy then she looked down to see that the window condensed with fog at her breath.

Breath…

Of the nearly two-hundred-and fifty women who stood on the killing floor of Double-Dees Slaughterhouse yesterday, Zoey alone remained as the only one breathing. The thought of all those women, so efficiently killed, quartered, sliced, and diced into marketable cuts of meat started to make Zoey feel sad. She pressed her nose playfully against the condensate on the glass poking it with three dots then a final swoosh beneath creating a cute little smiley face which made her nose crinkle with renewed happiness as she reminded herself that domestics have the power to make people happy, even themselves.

“Are you doing okay back there, Zoey?” Mark asked peering over from where he sat behind the driving wheel briefly at where Zoey crouched on her hands and knees across the rear bench seat. Her pale, naked, curvaceous body glistened in the grey mid-day light as the long, trench-coat they had given her to wear for the trip lay in a crumpled heap on the floor. She had tossed it there shortly after making the harrowing trek through the streets of Chicago to get into the amazing free-human creation called a ‘car.’ 

“This is the most fun I’ve ever had in my life.” Zoey replied in eager excitement.

Sarah glanced back at Zoey. She marveled at how, despite the biological similarities, Zoey behaved disturbingly animal-like in that moment. She appeared more like an excited, overgrown dog in a woman’s body with the illusion only heightened by the presence of her thick, black collar from which dangled her high-visibility yellow identification tag bearing the official insignia of “Number 345” with Mark’s hand-written monicker “Zoey” scrawled in marker beneath.

Sarah chuckled, “Zoey, surely you’ve ridden in a vehicle before?”

“I’ve ridden chained up in the back of a box-truck once, but I never rode in a vehicle with a window before.”

Zoey looked back outside the window saying, “I never realized how fast free-human vehicles could move…or…”

Zoey sighed, “…that the world is so big.”

“If by ‘world’ you mean northern Illinois, then yeah, it’s a bit of a trek from Chicago to Flanagan.” Mark said. He sighed sadly as his eyes darkened and his hands on the steering wheel trembled slightly as he said, “it’s one I’ve made a few times in my life.” Sarah placed a hand on his thigh over his navy-blue slacks and flashed him an encouraging smile. “You look nice” She said, softly.

Mark chuckled slightly saying, “I suppose you’ve never seen me in anything but my work gear.” Sarah nodded looking across his dark blue slacks and spiffy button-down light green shirt beneath a dark blazer. A few buttons open at the top of his shirt combined with the blazer gave him a distinguished, almost scholarly appearance. The attire seemed out of place for a professional butcher of women, but she appreciated the intrigue as excitement filled her heart to learn more about the man that she had grown so close to and yet seemed to still know so little about.

“I look appropriate myself, though. Right?” Sarah asked nervously as whisps of her blonde hair splayed about in the air as she snapped her head down to look across her own body. The pin-striped, sweet-heart cut cotton dress had felt elegant, yet understated, when she reviewed it in the mirror that morning but now doubt filled her heart. Did it give too much the impression of youth? Sarah nervously brushed her hair back with her fingers, trying to keep the unruly tendrils from revolting against her once again as they had already tried that morning fleeing before her hands as she tied what she could back into a ponytail upon surrendering her attempts to curl it into an updo.

“You look fine.” Mark replied reassuringly.

“I just want to make a good first impression with your parents.” Sarah replied.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be okay.”

“I still can’t understand how you free humans can wear all that stuff.” Zoey said from the back leaning up between the seats to press her head in between Sarah and Mark. She nodded towards the trench coat saying, “it’s so cumbersome and itchy to wear clothing. Sarah…” Zoey said placing a hand on Sarah’s shoulder continuing, “if you’re nervous about Mark’s parent’s seeing you in that dress just do what I would do and take it off. I’m sure they’ll like you just the way you are.” Sarah suppressed a laugh as Mark said, “sorry, Zoey, that’s not the way it works for free humans. Besides, didn’t I tell you to put on a seat-belt?”

“Oh, that thing. It was so itchy, I took it off. If we pull over, you can chain my hands and neck to the steel frame of the seat. That would keep me pretty secure, but I don’t see the point in wearing a restraint if I can just open it with a push of a button. That’s not good safety protocol around a domestic.”

“No, Zoey, the seatbelt isn’t to restrain you, it’s to protect you in case of a crash.”

“What happens if you crash, and I am not wearing it?”

“You could die.”

“What happens to me tomorrow if we don’t crash?"

“Well, since we are serving you for Thanksgiving dinner, you’ll be dead.”

Zoey waited a while for the irony to sink in before giving Mark a kiss on his cheek and saying, “with my belt off, I can come up there and suck your cock while you drive.” Mark’s eyes went wide, and the car swerved a bit on the road in his surprise as Sarah gasped saying, “Zoey!”

Zoey’s eyes went wide as she watched the world shift around them for a moment as she leaned back in her seat grabbing for the seatbelt “Mark, Mark, I’m so sorry!” Zoey shrieked as she continued “I kissed you and broke the car!”

Mark corrected and they continued down the road as Zoey gasped and shivered. Sarah spun around in her seat saying, “Zoey, what are you doing?!”

“I’m sorry, so sorry, Sarah. You two just seem so scared and sad. I just wanted to help cheer you both up.”


Sarah blew out a sigh saying, “that’s kind of you, Zoey. But you must never distract the driver while we’re on the road.” 

“Sorry, I didn’t know.”
 

“That’s okay. As for the seat belt you really should wear it anyhow. I know you’re going to die in either case but there’s a big difference in how you die.” Sarah gestured towards Mark saying, “you know Mark will take good care of killing you gently with nitrogen suffocation. You’ve seen him do it lots of times before.” Zoey nodded saying, “I know.” Sarah gestured out the car window saying “and you see how fast the ground is going by. Imagine falling out of the car onto it and feeling the hard concrete bite into your skin, ripping off large chunks as the hard earth shatters your bones. You don’t want to end up lying on the ground in agony beyond your wildest imagination with your broken little body ripped to shreds and unable to move as you patiently wait for death by blood loss to end your suffering.”

Zoey’s lower lip hung open as she slowly slid the belt over her shoulder saying, “I’m so sorry, Sarah.”

“You didn’t have to scare her like that.” Mark protested. Sarah squinted at him saying, “Mark, you of all people know how seriously we take humane care of our domestics. Think how badly we would feel if you hit something, and we watched her shatter right through the front window and go tumbling down the road.”

“That would be tragic.” Mark sighed sadly with a strange hint of recognition crossing his eyes. Zoey spoke up, “but what about you guys? You’re in the front. What if you crash and one of you gets hurt or killed? What if one of you dies and the other has to watch? Oh my gosh, that would be so sad because you two are in love.”

Zoey reached for her belt saying, “maybe I should get up there and put my body in front of yours, Sarah. That way if Mark crashes then maybe I can protect you from falling on the road. I would feel better about my body getting ripped to shreds if I knew I was protecting you.”

“That’s sweet, but you won’t need to. Okay, Zoey?”


“Okay, Sarah.” 

As miles clicked by, excitement decayed to boredom and boredom decayed to exhaustion. Zoey heard Mark’s voice muttering, “we should have enough hydrogen to get back to Chicago without having to stop, but if we don’t, there’s a station on highway sixteen south of the cemetery.”

Darkness overtook Zoey as her body rocked back and forth upon the back seat.

“Zoey, we’re here.” Zoey felt a soft shake of her knee and roused to see Sarah looking back at her. “Did I fall asleep?”

“Yes, sweetie.” Sarah said with a lilting voice and a soft smile.

“Sweetie?” Mark asked in confusion.

Sarah shook her head saying, “Uh, Zoey. Come on girl. Time to go…” Sarah gritted her teeth and continued, “meet the family. Put on your coat, dear.”

“Dear?” Mark asked as they stepped out into the chilly damp air looking at one another over the roof of Mark’s car.

“Sorry, I’m just nervous I guess.” Sarah sputtered.

“She’s meat, not a child that you’re introducing to grandparents.”

“I know that.”

Zoey stumbled out of the car wrapped up in the trench coat. Sarah stepped over to her quickly helping her back up to her feet and brushing her hair back out of her face. Zoey looked up to see a spacious, two-story brick house in a shingle-style design. Mark’s car sat in the driveway in front of a wide, tan garage door and two additional A-framed house segments jutted outward from a long, central berth with a broad balcony balanced over top of the entryway supported aloft by a few simple tan columns. Tastefully understated thyme and lavender bushes sat on either side of the walkway with a carved section dedicated to the purpose of herbal landscaping leading to the synthetic-wood front door. Zoey stared up at the balcony and railing overhead as she approached the house almost as if in a trance before spinning around to see what she could see from such an incredible vantage point. No one stirred out of doors on the quiet residential street though the houses themselves looked pretty enough, rising up directly from the tilled earth which pressed in close about them on soil much too valuable for the growth of grass. Atop the roof stood a series of vertical wind turbines turning smoothly in the breeze.

“Wow, it’s a house.” Zoey muttered expositing every ounce of observational power one would expect from a farm animal as they approached the front door. She stood alongside Mark as Sarah brought up the rear pulling along a small overnight case. Sarah murmured to herself in concern and mystery, “this is quite the mansion for people whose son has to pull double-shifts to afford a forty-square-meter apartment.”

Mark’s finger trembled slightly as he pressed finger against the door buzzer. Almost immediately, the door flung open and an elderly man with tufts of grey hair poking out on either side of his head beneath a bald and wrinkled dome squinted out at them. Flannel plaid covered his chest while a pair of neatly pressed blue jeans wrapped about his legs over a distinctively dirtied pair of cowboy boots. Blue eyes, which were likely piercing in nature decades ago, now peered out at them through slight milk of old-age induced cataract-scars. Half his face smiled while the other half grimaced as he grabbed Mark’s hand saying, “Mark, glad you could grace us with your presence at last.” He turned to Zoey saying “Ah, this must be the pretty lady we’ve heard so much about. Name’s Bill, glad to meet you.”

Bill reached out and grabbed Zoey’s hand in his own. Startled Zoey passively let the old man pump her hand a few times as an elderly woman with her white hair cut into an elegant little bob stepped in alongside him. She wore an antiquated shirt-cut dress with floral print across it along with thick-rimmed heavy glasses. Her eyes lit up when she saw Mark and she grabbed him in for a split-second hug saying, “good to see my baby back from the city.” As soon as her arms wrapped around Mark’s shoulders, they left him and like a child discarding a Christmas toy to cling to the next box under the tree, she grabbed hold of Zoey’s hands saying, “Looks like you finally found your plus one.” She giggled and a smile spread across her face, “and a girl so young and pretty. God knows what you’re doing with our son, but no accounting for luck. My name’s Joyce. It’s so wonderful to meet you at last, Sarah.”

Zoey sputtered and Mark spoke up saying, “uh, she’s not Sarah.”

His parent’s face fell as Mark stepped aside revealing the real Sarah peering in from behind where she clung to her overnight case. Mark stepped aside as Sarah awkwardly abandoned her luggage to step in between Mark and Zoey. A forced smile spread across her face as she jutted out a brave hand saying, “Hi, I’m Sarah. Nice to meet you Bill and Joyce. Your son has told me so much about you.”

Both parent’s faces fell as they shifted their gaze from Zoey to Sarah.

“Oh, hi, yes. Nice to meet you, ma’am.” Bill forced out through a half-smile-half-grimace face. Joyce gave a small smile saying, “I suppose you make more sense to be with our boy, but who is this young lady, then.”

“I’m the Thanksgiving dinner.” Zoey said, brightly.

Sarah chuckled nervously saying, “I hope you guys are hungry. I suppose Mark told you we were bringing a farm-fresh domestic with us.”

“Yes but… she’s still alive? Isn’t there some…uh… steps needed for meal preparation…” Joyce said wrapping her hand close to her chest nervously.

“Based on what Mark tells me, the American Legion hall will have everything we need for the cooking steps.” Sarah replied.

“I’ll get her prepped and harvested.” Mark said quietly.

Bill’s face darkened as he said, “Yeah, we know. Killing people is what you do, Mark.” He grunted and nodded towards the house saying, “well, get on in here. Ain’t no good letting’ the heat out like this.”

As soon as they crossed the threshold into a cozy, carpeted living room, Zoey turned to Sarah saying, “can I take this thing off now?”

“No, you should keep it on.” Sarah said as she twisted her lips thoughtfully mentally reviewing her first interaction with potential future in-laws wondering if it could possibly have gone worse.

“I’ll take your coats.” Joyce announced holding out her hands.

“Oh, thank you so much, this thing is itching me horribly.” Zoey blurted out stripping off the trench-coat to reveal her naked body underneath. She pressed the coat into Joyce’s outstretched arm as Bill’s eyes went wide in shock. Sarah gritted her teeth as Mark chuckled nervously, “yeah, uhh… this is uhh… what domestics wear.”
 

“And you just let them wander loose around your house like that?” Joyce snorted in disdain. “Don’t seem proper safe, boy. Course you wouldn’t know nothing ‘bout safety.” Bill growled out at him. “Of course, I don’t let domestics wander loose around my house like this.” Mark sputtered. He quickly turned to Zoey saying quietly, “hold out your hands, old girl.”

Zoey held out her hands whispering, “did I do something wrong?”

Mark connected her dense plastic wrist-cuffs together and snapped a restraining bar between them to lock them together “You just got to keep these on for my parents, Zoey. Don’t worry old girl, you didn’t do anything wrong.”

As Mark stepped aside, Zoey held up her hands so Bill and Joyce could see that she was cuffed. “Don’t worry about your carpet. Mark had me practice using a free-human toilet in his apartment last night. I’m house-broken.”

The impressed look Zoey hoped to achieve crossed neither of their faces. Sarah patted Zoey’s shoulder saying, “don’t worry, we only source domestics bred to be docile. Number three-forty-five won’t be any problem.”

“Yeah, she looks docile enough, I suppose. Little scrawny, if you ask me” Bill grumbled back.

Sarah blinked and swallowed hard and sputtered out nervously, “She’s fifty-three-point-seven kilos and very well sourced from a reputable farm. She should be a perfect main course for the family gathering tomorrow.”

“well, that’s what you say.” Bill snorted back.

“Dad, Sarah did a nice thing buying Zoey for the meal.” Mark retorted.

Bill opened his mouth, but Joyce cut him off saying, “Why don’t you two take this…uh… thing up and get settled in Mark’s old room. Your brother Alfred and his lovely family is also here with us tonight. It’s so wonderful to have everyone…” She gritted her teeth and continued with a pained smiled “…most everyone back under this roof again.”

Sarah blinked at them in confusion waiting to hear at least two words which should have pierced the air between them but didn’t. Mark grunted with a nod towards the stairs saying, “yeah, I’ll suppose we’ll get settled in.”

Zoey’s skin prickled at the chill of the seldom-used upstairs room. Antique furniture cluttered the space awkwardly as Mark unzipped the suitcase on top of the quilt-covered bed.

“What was that?” Sarah hissed at him.

“What?”

“Is ‘thank you’ not in your parent’s dictionary or something!?”

Mark sighed heavily saying, “that’s just the way my dad is. I ain’t apologizing for him, I done gave up on that years ago.”

“Okay, and when did you ever speak with a southern accent?”

Mark blinked at her and pursed his lips saying, “I guess it rubs off on me when I’m around them. I… don’t even notice myself reverting to my old ways.”

Sarah paced nervously as she continued, “old ways, old ways… Fuck, Mark, I understand them not liking me but…”

She looked at him and shook her head saying, “why do they act like they don’t even like you?”

“We don’t like to talk about it.”

Sarah scrunched her nose and jumped to a perfectly wrong conclusion asking, “is there some other girl in town here that you’re supposed to be with?”

“No.”

“Then why do your parents treat you like you rolled in here with a pile of stinking garbage. Not to sound too capitalistic, but do they not even give a shit about how much I spent providing dinner for tomorrow?”

Sarah collapsed in an old oak chair which squeaked mightily under her weight as she said, “Oh, god, am I making a mistake again? I love you, Mark, but there’s something wrong here and it’s starting to feel like I’m going down a road I can’t survive going down again.”

Mark gasped and spun around saying, “whoa, whoa… Sarah! No… it’s not like that.”

Zoey knelt next to Sarah saying, “oh, no Sarah.” She looked between Sarah and Mark saying, “Can I help you be happy? Please, domestics make people happy. I would love to help you two feel happy again.”

Mark shook his head saying, “Sorry, Zoey, this is complicated free-human stuff. I guess my parents think you’re too dangerous to wander around the house, so just wait in the corner over there. Let us know if you need to potty.”

“Okay.” Zoey whispered solemnly and rose to her feet. Sarah grabbed her wrist saying, “Stop, Zoey…” Sarah looked up at her saying “go ahead and explore the house. That will give us some time to talk, and you’ll enjoy the adventure.” Sarah snapped her head back to Mark saying “Also, you can teach some parents how the domestic that I” she stabbed a thumb into her own chest glaring at Mark as she continued “…provided is perfectly safe and well behaved.”

Zoey looked to Mark who groaned and rolled his eyes then back to Sarah for a moment before speaking up “I’m sorry, Mark, Sarah is my owner and I have to obey her.”

“You and I know perfectly well how safe Zoey is.” Sarah snorted.

“Yes, I know.” Mark groaned. He waved a dismissive hand to Zoey saying “go on and look around. Just don’t cause any trouble and you should be fine.”

“Okay.” Zoey said as she stepped back to the door. She looked over her shoulder saying, “I hope you two can figure out your complicated free-human stuff.”

“Thanks, Zoey, I’m sure we can figure this out once Mark lets me in on his big family secret.” Sarah replied with a bitter snort as Mark closed the door behind Zoey leaving her in the long, spacious carpeted hallway. Save for light trickling in through the doors of a few rooms on either side, the hallway sat dark and silent. Zoey sighed saying, “I thought they said Thanksgiving was a fun human holiday.” 

She wandered quietly down the hall trying not to listen to the raised voices of frustration coming from the room behind her as she peaked in on other rooms. The first was a bathroom and Zoey took careful mental note to remember where she should come later should she need it. The second was clearly a little girl’s room, complete with toy dolls, pink wallpaper, and a twin bed spread with a unicorn cover. Zoey went inside and picked up one of the dolls making it walk across the bed a little bit by pushing it along between her cuffed hands as she giggled and smiled before returning the doll to where she had found it. Dark brown eyes drank in her surroundings as Zoey roamed further down the hallway that she had been so quickly trundled through mere moments before. Soon she came to a door from which light emanated and she peered in.

A nervous-looking man in a shirt and tie sat at a bench with a laptop computer open in front of him and a smartphone pressed to his ear. He spoke as he sat there pausing at intervals to rub his hand through his messy tangle of grease-black hair. “Yes, I can guarantee you full delivery before Christmas with an additional two-percent-discount on net-fifteen terms for the order.” He said with false zeal over the phone. Zoey squinted at the computer screen in front of him but couldn’t understand any of the weird free-human symbols which strung across it as the man pressed some keys on the keyboard. Opposite from where he sat, a woman reclined on a blue-comforter covered bed. She swiped absentmindedly through her phone. She had long, blonde hair tied up in a severe bun and sharp, pointy expression which gave a hint of malice to her piercing blue eyes. A thick, high-necked sweater with a splotchy pattern sat across her broad, square shoulders under which she wore tight, black stretchy pants. A pair of high-cuffed black leather boots sat on the floor next to her.

She continued to scroll for a moment before saying, “oh, look, they’ve cut down the number of mandatory castrations in the United Queendom from ninety-five-percent of all males to only ninety-three percent to combat population loss.” She looked at her phone then back up at the man and said, “just think, Alfred, if Lorncraft’s revolution had been as successful in America as it was in Britain, men like you wouldn’t even have any balls.”

“Sorry, Brittany, my sweetie-pumpkin-pie, I just got to close this sale.” Alfred said looking over his shoulder at her as he covered the phone with the palm of his hand. He went back onto the phone and replied “you got to think about it? Okay, well, don’t wait and if there’s anything old Al can do to get your business you let me know. And if you have a good result, please, tell your friends and tell your enemies about our commodities product package deals. You know we can even do…”

Alfred paused and said “Hello? Hello?” Alfred pulled the phone away cursing under his breath “damn it! He hung up, and that felt like a sale.”  

Brittany snorted saying, “of course you lost your balls even without a revolution. Still, it would be fun to watch you cry and scream as I cut those tiny things off you myself. I wonder if they still have that lovely little Peckertine invention over in Britain that I could lock you inside.”

“What was that?” Alfred said turning around to see his wife, whose eyes went wide in terror at the realization that he had been listening to her for once in their marriage.

Brittany stammered “uhh… I said…” her piercing eyes drifted from her husband to Zoey, and she gasped, “Who is that!?”

Alfred snapped his head away from his bitter wife and beheld a slender, nude young woman standing in front of him wearing nothing but a black collar and cuffs. His mouth fell open as he pondered if perhaps he was dreaming. A smile spread across the young woman’s face as she stepped into the room saying, “My name is Zoey.” She held out her hands bound together to Alfred who slowly reached out his own to shake her hand as best they could manage in her bound state. Brittany slid off the bed and stalked closer to them.

“What the fuck are you?” Brittany hissed out hatefully.

“I’m dinner.”

“Dinner?” Alfred asked.

“Yes, Sarah and Mark brought me in to be Thanksgiving dinner.”

Brittany stared at her agape slowly saying, “you’re… dinner?’

“Yes.”

Alfred’s eyes descended across the young woman’s breasts to her shapely hips and well-shaved pussy pouting out sweetly from her crotch. Many desires filled him in that moment the least of which involved eating the girl.

“You’re… okay with that?” Alfred asked curiously.

“It’s what I was born to do. So, what do you guys think?” Zoey turned around in a tight little circle letting the confused couple see her from all sides. Alfred’s heart quickened as the sweet slope of her mounded buttocks eclipsed into his view mere inches away from his face. She smiled over her shoulder at him saying, “do I look tasty?”

Alfred swallowed hard and nodded as Brittany snorted back, “my idiot brother-in-law is just letting you roam the house?!”

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m bred to be docile.”

“You’re not going to try and… uh… you know… escape?” Alfred asked as his breath caught in his throat.

“Escape? No, eww! That’s terrible. If I escaped all you people wouldn’t have anything to eat for Thanksgiving. That would make people sad. That’s the opposite of what domestic’s do.” Zoey shifted her shoulders a bit and put on her broadest smile as she spread her legs out apart a bit and hugged her hands up against her belly as she continued “domestics like me make people happy. Speaking of which…”

She turned to Alfred saying “I’ve got some time before Mark kills me. It looked like the talking you just did there made you sad. Would you like me to help make you happy? I would be happy to suck your cock, Mark always enjoys that.”

A crooked smile spread across Alfred’s face for a moment then Zoey’s world spun sideways as Brittany tackled her out into the hallway. “Get away from my husband!” Brittany hissed into Zoey’s ear.

“Oww! Okay, you can go first if you like.”

“What?” Brittany asked with her face contorting in confusion.

“Domestics make people happy and the two of you look sad. I would love to make you happy too. I had lots of practice on the farm with the other girls, especially since the boys were held in a separate pen and we needed to find ways to entertain ourselves. I’ve been told that my tongue feels like the taste of honey. That was by number two-seven-three, though, and she really liked to be dramatic. Other girls that I’ve pleasured haven’t said whether my tongue feels like honey or not. Typically, they were too busy moaning, shaking, and squirting to really talk much.”

Brittany blinked in shock as Zoey looked at her sweetly saying, “you don’t have to push your way to the front of the line. If it’s that important to you, you can go first. I would be happy to make you moan, shake, and squirt so much that you forget all about castrating your husband.”

Zoey felt fingers press across her face as Brittany slapped a hand over her mouth looking behind them back into the room where Alfred peered out curiously at them. Brittany spun around and glared at him hissing, “god damn it, Al. Didn’t Joyce ever teach you not to play with your food!?” She then shoved Zoey further down the hallway a few feet pushing the girl along before spinning her back around to face her. Brittany held Zoey by the shoulders for an uncomfortably long moment before Zoey started to speak but Brittany cut her off with a harsh “Shut up!”

Brittany swallowed as her eyes descended across Zoey’s body and back up into her face.

“You’re going to die tomorrow?” Brittany asked.

Zoey nodded.

“And there’s nothing you can do to stop that?”

More nodding.

“And the last thing you want to do before you die is suck my pathetic husband’s cock?”

Zoey shook her head.

“But you just said…”
 

“I said I like making people happy. I’ll only do it if he enjoys it.”

“Of course he would. That sick fucking pervert would love banging some poor girl he knows is destined to die. God, Lorncraft would have made this world a better place. Men like him belong in the castration slots while women like me belong beneath them, plopping their sick little balls off into a tray so they stop trying to cram their dicks into every warm-blooded thing on the planet.”

Brittany seemed to compose herself as she continued, “On behalf of my family, I decline your offer of … ahem … services for my husband. That pathetic excuse for a man that I’m trapped with has no business dicking around like the little douchebag that he is. That being said…” Brittany took a deep breath and let go of Zoey’s arms as she continued, “…ug… even talking to you is weird. Usually, we just get our meat prewrapped at the grocery store.” Brittany cocked her head to the side curiously and continued, “I’ve never met a live domestic before. It’s ghastly.” 

Zoey hung her head and said, “I’m sorry I’m ghastly.”

“No, you’re not ghastly it’s just…” Brittnay shook her head and said, “the whole situation, I suppose. You seem like a nice enough woman, I guess, for a naked farm animal showing her tits off in front of my husband.”

Zoey curled in on herself saying, “sorry about that. If there is any way I can make it up to you, please let me know.”

“How good are you at holding a knife to a pair of nuts?” Brittany snorted joylessly.

“Not good at all but I’ve seen the farmer use a burdizzo to clamp the boys’ balls back on the farm. I could ask Mark and Sarah to see if they can get you one for your husband.”

“Yeah, sure, go do that.” Brittany scoffed.

“Okay, I’ll go talk to them now.” Zoey said happily as she started off down the hall before Brittany grabbed her arm saying “Whoa, whoa, don’t!”

“But you said…”

Brittany squinted at Zoey for a moment before saying, “You don’t understand sarcasm, do you?”

Zoey cocked her head to the side curiously for a second then Brittany continued speaking to herself at first, “God damn it, Brit, she’s just a dumb animal. No need to get jealous.”

“Huh?”

“Just forget everything I said about castrating my husband thing and getting upset at you for being naked. I suppose I’m being a little dramatic myself. You don’t need to worry about that, okay?”

“Okay.” Zoey said with a pleasant smile on her face which Brittany found uncannily intimidating.

Zoey’s full hips swayed back and forth sensually as she continued padding her way barefoot down the hall. Brittany stared for a moment before hanging her head with a sigh muttering, “get a hold of yourself, Brit, she’s just a little girl that will be dead soon. I would like it better if she at least wore something ugly, like a potato sack, instead of parading around in that dominatrix-bondage gear in front of my husband.”

Zoey walked on for a bit as Brittany reluctantly returned to her room. Next several rooms were empty however one door Zoey came to was closed. A soft sound emanated from behind it. A rhythmic sort of grunting came through and she pressed ear against the door for a second listening pensively. As she leaned in to hear better, she rested her hand on the door handle suddenly feeling it plunge under her weight as the door gave way dropping her into a small bedroom. She gasped in terror, having almost never encountered an unlocked door before in her time as a captive and restrained farm animal, before quickly collecting herself up to her feet.

A young man shouted in terror and curled up on the bed in front of her protectively covering his crotch. His button-down shirt lay flapped open at the bottom and his jeans wrapped awkwardly around his knees. His phone lying next to him on the bed played a video of a woman howling and bucking as two men held her aloft between them buried cock deep in both her pussy and ass. The whole scene lay rendered in miniature on the phone screen.

The young man’s eyes darted from Zoey to the phone and he quickly covered it with his hand ending the video. “This isn’t what it looks like!” He hissed out at her briefly before looking more closely at her again and cocking his head to the side with his mouth hanging open in shock saying, “who are you?”

“I’m Zoey. I’m a domestic that you’ll be eating for Thanksgiving dinner.”

“You’re… alive?”

“For now. What’s your name?”

“Eddie.” The young man gulped out before continuing “uh…why are you um… here?”

“Oh, I have some time before I die so I’m going around making people happy. It’s what domestics do.” Zoey jutted out her hip and asked, “is there anything I can do to make you happy?”

“For real?”
 

“Yes.”

“Can you shut the door behind you?”

“Sure.” Zoey replied turning around and using her bound hands to push the door closed.

“Holy shit.” Eddie gasped.

“What?” Zoey asked.

“Your ass… er…” Eddie swallowed hard and said, “I mean… you’re quite beautiful.”

He shuffled himself up better to sit on the bed and said, “can you… um… turn around again?”

Zoey shrugged and slowly turned in a circle before looking over her shoulder at him saying, “Eddie?”

“Yes.”

“Do you enjoy looking at me?”

Eddie hung his head sheepishly.

Zoey approached him with a smile on her face, “Hey, it’s okay.” He looked up at her and she cocked her head to the side saying, “you don’t have to be embarrassed.” She leaned in and continued “I bet you can’t wait to feel the soft muscles of my buttocks sweetly filling your mouth tomorrow.”

“I…uh… it’s not entirely that. I’ve never seen a naked woman in person before.” Eddie whispered to her. “Oh, well, don’t worry. I’ve been naked most of my life.”

“I don’t suppose I can…” Eddie trailed off with a grimace.

Zoey tipped her head towards him inquisitively. Eddie gestured for her to lean in. She did so and he whispered in her ear, “can I touch you?”

“Of course.” Zoey said chipperly. She took a seat on the bed next to him saying “what part of me would you like to touch first?”

Eddie placed a warm hand on her shoulder, and she looked at it briefly before looking back up into his face. He looked across her body then back up at her face with a tense stare which teetered along the edge of desire and terror. “You’re not going to… scream? Fight back? Tell my parents I’m a disgusting pervert? Nothing like that?”

Zoey shook her head.

“And you’re not going to demand I buy you dinner first, spend all my money showering you with gifts, waste months of my life letting you parade me around in front of your friends to boost your ego, destroy every part of me that you don’t like?”

Zoey chuckled saying “I don’t even know what you’re talking about with those last few things, but you don’t have to buy me dinner. I am dinner. And I won’t make you spend months working your way up to something. I have hours left to live, not months.”

Summoning all his courage, Eddie slid his hand down and cupped it around Zoey’s right breast feeling the soft, smooth skin fill the space between his fingers while her perky little nipple danced across his palm shifting up and down as she breathed.

“You’re literally just going to let me have all of this?” Eddie gasped his voice shuddering in anticipation as he spoke.

“Of course, if something as simple as touching my body makes you happy, then enjoy. Here…”

Zoey laid back across the bed and lifted her bound hands up over her head stretching her body out and open. She shifted her hips to get them comfortable before saying “just let me know which part of me you look forward to eating the most when you’re done feeling them all.”

Worshipful hands and trembling fingers caressed over Zoey’s skin as Eddie whimpered in the throes of desire. Zoey sighed as he massaged her breasts then giggled as his thumbs tickled her nipples playfully before his hands progressed on slowly swooping their way down across her smooth belly which caused her to wiggle slightly. “What was that? Are we okay?”

“Nothing, just tickles. Go ahead.” Zoey replied.

His hands followed along sliding sweetly across her wide thighs tracing the effeminate outline of her curves before reaching her knees where she bent letting her feet dangle over the edge of the bed. He slowly pressed his hands back up along her inner legs briefly before coming to a stop. Throughout this process, Zoey had her head tipped back and her eyes closed with a warm smile on her face. “Back on the farm they said I was grade-A prime. Not too muscular but also not fat. I walked and gardened enough to have good muscle tone. They said my thighs and buttocks were perfectly marbled, excellent for roasting or panfrying.” She opened her eyes and looked at Eddie with a soft smile and a pant. “Do my muscles feel perfectly marbled to you? Just imagine the thighs your feeling now will be melt-in-your mouth cooked to perfection tomorrow. I so hope you like them. There’s nothing worse for a domestic than to end up tasting terrible.” 

Eddie nodded saying “absolutely gorgeous.”

“You liked my ass, right?” Zoey said before rolling over onto her belly on the bed. “If you want I can go over by the door and bend over for you again. I actually kind of enjoy feeling your hungry eyes on my buttocks. I’m sure you can’t wait to eat them. I also can’t wait for tomorrow when all the muscles I’ve grown over my life will be put to good use feeding all those hungry people making everyone happy.”

Eddie slid his hand across her curvaceous buttocks feeling the warm, smooth skin pass beneath his fingertips. Zoey propped herself up on her elbows and looked over her shoulder saying “I don’t know what cuts they’re going to make but if they are slicing steaks out of my ass I really hope you get a nice, juicy piece. I don’t know why but I like the idea of a young man biting through my leg muscles, enjoying every juicy, slightly bloody bite.” Zoey sighed and tipped her head into her bound hands saying “oh, god, I hope Sarah serves some of my cut steaks medium rare tomorrow. If she does please get one. The way you stare at my ass makes me want to give it to you. Oh, just thinking about how much you would enjoy eating me makes me want to go ask Mark to kill me right away so you can get started. I like the idea of my flesh filling the mouth of a young free-man. It makes me feel even more like a prey animal than I normally do, just waiting submissively for you to devour me.”

“Zoey?”

“Yes?”

She felt his fingers slide up along her inner thigh and rest delicately against her pussy with his palm warmly supporting her taint and butt crack.

“Would you like to take a bite now? I won’t tell anyone if you do. I’ll hold my mouth closed so I don’t scream. I know feeling your teeth plunge through my flesh will hurt but I’m so damn curious about what happens to me after I die that a part of me wants to experience it.”
 

“No. it’s not that. It’s… uh… I’ve never felt the inside of a woman before.”

“Oh, that. Do you want to stick your fingers inside me?”

“Yes please.”

Zoey chuckled saying “saying ‘Please,’ so polite. Here, Let me turn back over for you.”

Eddie slid back a bit to give Zoey space to roll back over onto her back. Her lips parted slightly into a pert little smile as she spread her legs open saying “feel free to explore.”

“Thank you so much. You have no idea what this means to me.” Eddie said to her as he slid up next to her on the bed. Curious fingers traced along her shaved crotch outlining the smooth dimples about her lower lips as Zoey pressed her thighs upward to give Eddie more access to her. As he slid one finger directly down the crease between her lips, it grazed her clit bringing a gasp to her mouth and a jolt to her body. Eddie pulled his hand back asking, “did I hurt you?”

“No, you didn’t hurt me. That felt good.” 

Zoey tilted her head to the side and looked up at him saying, “you really know nothing about women, do you?”

“I… know enough.” Eddie protested.

Zoey nodded down towards her crotch saying “you say you’ve never seen a woman naked or touched inside of one. You still haven’t, really. Go ahead and push your finger into me so you can learn more.”

Slowly, Eddie dipped his middle finger into Zoey’s damp pussy, rendered wet as thoughts of feeding her flesh to the man warmed her core. Zoey groaned and a contented smile spread across her face for a moment. “What does my insides feel like to you?” She asked.

“Warm, so incredibly warm and wet, like wetter than wet. It feels like you’re entirely made of water but I feel smooth interior.”

“Do you want to feel a neat trick?”

“A neat trick?” Eddie asked

“Yeah, don’t worry, it doesn’t hurt.”

“Okay.”

“Here it comes.”

All at once Eddie felt Zoey’s pussy contract around his finger squeezing it tight despite her not moving her body at all.

“Holy cow.”

“Pretty cool, right?”

“Yeah, how are you doing that?”

“I just squeeze my girl muscles, I guess. Mark says it doesn’t work the same for men, so they find it fascinating.”

Pretty soon, the tightness passed and Zoey said “I can only hold it for a short while, though. By the way, have you ever had your cock sucked by a woman?”

“Oh, god no.” Eddie said. Zoey shifted uncomfortably as he flexed his finger inside her marveling at the smooth, wet, muscular walls of her womanhood.

“Mark and Sarah taught me how to suck cock. It always cheers Mark up so much. Would you like for me to suck your cock. It should cheer you up.”

“Zoey, I would love for you to suck my cock.”

“Okay, take off that clothing you have on so I can reach it. I don’t know why you free-humans always wear so much clothing. So itchy and always gets in the way of sex.”

Hastily, Eddie rose and unbuckled his pants and slid them down to his ankles in one smooth motion from which his rock-hard cock sprung free bouncing in the chilly bedroom air. Just as fast, he ripped his shirt off over his head. Zoey rolled off the bed and knelt in front of him as he sat back down. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock as he reached up and placed a firm hand on the back of her head pulling her towards his manhood. Zoey’s wide-open mouth greedily accepted the smooth, purple tip of Eddie’s manhood bringing gasps of pleasure to his mouth. She carefully cupped his balls with the fingers on her right hand as she steadied his cock with her left and bobbing her head back and forth just as Mark had taught her. Zoey had scarcely bobbed five times before the virginal youth groaned loudly and his firm cock swelled before pulsating with irregular squirts spraying hot, salty cum all over the inside of Zoey’s mouth from the young man’s eager cock. Eddie gasped and trembled in ecstatic orgasm as Zoey carefully and slowly caressed his cock gently with her tongue sweetly conveying out the last bits of his cum into her waiting mouth before swallowing them down. After a few seconds of this, Eddie’s legs bucked and he giggled pushing Zoey back saying “too much, too much, oh god that’s so incredible but…”

Zoey lifted her head and licked the last few drops of cum from her lips before swallowing it down. Eddie giggled and his whole body shook in sex-drunken state. Eddie collapsed back across the bed sighing in ecstasy “that was incredible.” Zoey slowly crawled up onto the bed and collapsed down onto it next to him reaching up with her bound hands to caress her aching jaw.

“Thank you, from the bottom of my heart, thank you for giving me that experience.” Eddie said wrapping an arm around Zoey’s shoulders and pulling her in close. She smiled as she felt his broad, powerful upper arm cradle her head and guide it onto his shoulder where little hairs on his chest tickled her nose. “God it sucks that you have to die. I wish I could repay you for this kindness.”

“You could put your cock inside me.” Zoey said.

“What? Really?”

She nodded looking up at him continuing “feeling your finger and feeling your cock in my mouth, it just uh… makes me feel like I want to be bred. I know I won’t live long enough to have a baby but the idea of getting bred anyhow sounds like fun.”

“It would be my pleasure.” Eddie said sitting up. Zoey rolled onto her back as the eager youth clambered on top of her. She spread her legs open and raised her arms up over her head to keep her bound hands from getting in the way as he pushed his manhood deep into her pussy splitting her lips open and penetrating them to fill her. He leaned his weight against her, and Zoey grunted at both the overall sensation. The pleasure, the stretching of her insides, the heat and weight of him, Zoey felt as if she were in some kind of miraculous oven that cooked her while she was still alive to enjoy it. She expected him to start thrusting but, instead, he placed his hands on her shoulders to steady himself and held perfectly still inside her as he looked deep into her eyes.

“What?” She asked.

“Can I kiss you?” He replied.

“Sure.”

Zoey tilted her head slightly to the side and accepted the warm, sensual kiss that Eddie gave her feeling slightly self-conscious that her breath probably still smelled salty and musky given her recent meal of his cum. He didn’t seem to mind as he groaned into the kiss before releasing it with a moan. “Looking forward to when I’m cooked, and you can taste me completely?” Zoey asked.

“Fuck no.” Eddie gasped as she felt him retract slightly and then press his manhood deep inside her again.

“What?”

“God, I wish I could have you alive. You’ve done more for me in the past fifteen minutes than any woman has ever done for me my entire life. Is there a way that I could buy you or help you escape or something?”

“No, no, that’s bad thoughts. I need to die tomorrow. Understand?”

“My luck, girl of my dreams literally wanders into my room, and she can’t stay alive forever.” Eddie grunted but continued thrusting nonetheless bringing pants and moans to both his lips and Zoeys as she rolled her hips forward to meet him enjoying the sweet caresses the top of his manhood gave to her swollen and eager clit with his every forward stroke. She felt her body beginning to work its way up to something incredible but before it could quite reach that point, Eddie grunted loudly and stopped thrusting. She felt him swell even larger deep inside the secret places of her body where men find paradise and babies are created. Soon, he collapsed on her shoulder panting hot, wet breath across her chest as she felt his cock squirting manly juices all over her soft interior as his body shook and trembled in orgasmic pleasure.

“I think I’m falling in love with you.” He gasped.

“Really?”

“Yeah. God, I wish I could save you. I need to figure out how to tell my parents that you need to survive tomorrow without them suspecting I’m keeping you alive because I’m a horny bastard.”

“But what about dinner”

“Fuck it, we’ll fill up on side dishes and shit. Between sex and meat, it’s not even a contest what I want from you. I don’t want to eat you. I never did. I just stared at your ass because I wanted to penetrate you so badly.”

“You… you… don’t want to eat me?”

“Not the way you’re thinking of.” Eddie said as he dipped his head and ran his tongue along Zoey’s breast bringing tingles of pleasure to her chest before he shifted his head over and sweetly suckled her nipple making her body tense and bringing a gasp to her throat.

“No, no… that’s not right. Eddie…” She pushed his head back with her elbows and looked at him passionately saying “You’re a free-human. Free humans eat domestics, that’s what they do. Are you sure you don’t want to eat me just a little bit? Surely a part of you must find me delicious. Please say you want to eat me. I would die so horribly if I’m not wanted.”

“I do want you, but not for food. I want you for this.” Eddie said sliding his hands along her breasts and down across her side caressing her sweetly.

“I understand you had fun, but please, tell me you want to eat me.” Zoey said trembling with her eyes on the edge of tears “It’s what domestics live for and for a boy who has enjoyed me so fully to not want to eat me is just a wretched thought.”

“Zoey, it’s not about the flavor of your meat, it would be such a waste to kill you when you’re so good at sex.”


“I was not bred and raised to have sex.” Zoey said firmly. She swallowed hard and said “I… I don’t want you inside me right now. Please, get out of me.” 

Eddie slid back as his cock fell wetly out from Zoey slapping sexual juices against her inner thighs. She sat up and rose to her feet saying “I… I need to go. I might say something bad or do something bad. I don’t want to do that.”

“Whoa, whoa, wait, Zoey!” Eddie protested.

“Goodbye, Eddie. I’ll just take my flavorless, unwanted meat and go feed someone else!” Zoey hissed back.

Eddie grabbed her before she could reach the door. He wrapped a hand over her mouth and grabbed her around the waist. Zoey began to struggle instinctively but stopped herself short. What the hell was she doing? Fighting a free human? That wasn’t her. Existential dread filled her mind as the image of her driving her foot backwards between his legs to crush his balls with her ankle came to her mind. She closed her eyes to make the bad thought disappear as he tightened his grip around her body pulling her in close letting her feel his still firm cock press up against her left butt cheek. Zoey made up her mind then and there that if he just wanted to have sex with her again, that would be okay. It would be miserable to go through the irritating exercise with a man who didn’t even want to sink his teeth through her flesh, but this route felt infinitely preferable to her doing horrible things that were completely out of her nature. She repeated over and over again in her mind

Bred to be docile

Bred to be docile

…Be docile

She loosened her tense muscles and relaxed into his arms. She felt his hot breath on her cheek as he whispered into her ear “does it mean that much to you whether I want to eat you or not?”

She turned her head as best she could to look him in the face. They were close enough to kiss as he held her small body against his own from behind. The intimacy of the moment made Zoey tremble but she bravely whispered back “yes. It does. Getting eaten was what I was born for. To be rejected at the dinner table. Someone pushing away their plate saying they aren’t hungry, saying they don’t want to eat me, throwing my meat in the trash…” She trembled and said, “I can’t handle that kind of rejection.”


Eddie frowned at her and sighed saying “I’ve been rejected too. It sucks. Sorry I did that to you. I didn’t realize you would take it so personally. I just meant I enjoy having sex with you so much that I don’t want you to die.”


Zoey smiled back at him sadly saying, “You can’t have your domestic and eat her too.” 

Eddie sighed saying “God, that sucks. How about this. Since it means so much to you, I would love to eat you tomorrow.”

“Really?”

“Yes, speaking of which…” Eddie reached down between Zoey’s legs and pressed his fingers through the folds of her pussy lips sweetly bringing renewed pleasure to her core as he said, “what’s the name of this sweet little fillet?”

“I… I don’t know what the name of the cut would be. I guess it would just be my pussy.”

“Maybe if I ask nicely, Sarah will save me a piece. Would you like that? Like for me to eat your pussy.”


Zoey gasped and shuddered feeling his cock grow hard against her buttocks. 

“I would love for you to eat my pussy.” She bit her lower lip and looked over her shoulder at him saying “would you like to tenderize it first… from the inside?”

“Gladly.” Eddie grabbed onto Zoey’s thigh wrapping his fingers around her hipbone guiding her where he wanted her to go while he pushed her shoulders forward gently bending her over. She reached up and leaned her bound hands against the door in front of her for support as she felt him line her body up in front of his own and penetrate her deep from behind. She instinctively arched her back feeling his swelling cock plunge ever deeper inside her body as she curled her buttocks up to meet him. Hot breath and panting moans filled the room once again as Zoey submitted her body over to the apex predator which would devour her flesh tomorrow to fulfill his pleasure. She never knew anyone could grip her so tight as he grabbed her buttocks and pulled them back onto his cock as he bucked forward letting her feel the swollen, smooth tip of his cock prod ripely against her muscular cervix before he jerked and shuddered cumming deep inside her once again as he groaned in deep orgasm and she moaned deliciously feeling his warm, soft balls caress sweetly across her clit bringing a sensation of submission and desire to fulfillment as her body shuddered on the cock she sat impaled on and pleasure filled her mind and soul. He pulled her up once more leaning her back to press her back against his chest as he pressed fingers against her cheek turning her head to face his. He tipped his head and kissed her passionately as she trembled in pleasure and desire under the sweet control of his caress. At long last, he broke the kiss and swallowed hard. His cock grew soft inside of her and eventually slipped out as he staggered back a bit. Zoey spun around and reached out her hands which he grabbed onto to steady himself before wrapping arms around her to pull her into a warm hug.

“Thank you so much, Zoey. And… hey…”

He leaned back to look into her face saying, “it would be an honor to eat a woman as beautiful and delicious as you tomorrow.”

Zoey smiled broadly at him as the urge to dance with joy filled her soul. He patted her shoulder twice, seeming to indicate they were finished as he gasped out saying, “I need to lay down and rest a bit. That felt incredible, but it wore me out.”

“okay. Can I explore some more while you rest?”

“Explore some more?”

“I’m finding so many amazing people in this household, I want to keep looking. This whole day has felt like one grand adventure.”

“Well, I guess it would be alright. Just make sure to swing by sometime later tonight. I would like to see you again before we eat you. Would that be okay?”

“It would be my pleasure.” Zoey replied. She looked down at her crotch briefly then back up at Eddie saying “before I go, any chance I can use a towel or something to dry my pussy off? I don’t want to leave a sticky mess in Joyce and Bill’s nice house.”

Eddie chuckled saying “there’s a small bathroom right over there. You’ll find what you need in there.”

It took a few swipes to get the juices to stop leaking out from within her, but Zoey soon managed to get herself dried up and mostly clean and respectable again. At least, enough to keep wandering.

Zoey found more rooms, most empty and boring though one contained a surprise which brought a smile to Zoey’s face. The room itself boasted little more than a few stacks of cardboard boxes seeming to have been relegated to pointless storage. Likewise, the girl curled up between them with a flat-screened pad in front of her eyes appeared to have been relegated to storage herself as she lay there conspicuously out of the way. A mixing of features upon her face suggested parentage by the unhappy couple a few doors down while the short stretchy floral dress pulled over a pair of comfortable leggings bespoke her youth and innocence. The dull, apathetic look on her soft, brown eyes suggested that this was not the first time this girl had been dumped in front of a screen to keep her quiet.

Zoey stood captivated by the dancing cartoon figures on the screen before the girl for a moment before the girl caught sight of Zoey reflected upon the screen surface and spun around to face her with a gasp.

“Hi.” Zoey said cheerfully. The girl blinked at her in shock asking, “who are you?”

“I’m dinner.”
 

“Dinner?”

“Yes, I’m Thanksgiving Dinner.”

“You’re… a domestic?” The girl asked, turning her device off and getting up on her feet.

“Yes. My name’s Zoey.”

“I’m Katy.” The girl said sticking out a small hand which Zoey took between her bound hands and shook. “Why do you have no clothing?”

“Domestics don’t wear clothing. Other than the restraints.”

“Do they hurt?”

“Oh, no. They’re snug enough to keep everyone safe but don’t cut off circulation or anything. The collar only hurts if I do something bad. Then farmer has to shock me, but I haven’t done anything bad for many, many years. I’m a good domestic and soon I’ll live out my life goal of being a tasty one too.”

Katy cocked her head to the side curiously saying, “I’m… going to eat you… tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“But… won’t that hurt you?”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I’ll be dead.”

Katy swallowed hard and continued “that’s too bad.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re so pretty and nice.” Katy said smiling up at Zoey.

Zoey giggled lightly saying “Thank you. As for being nice, it’s what we domestics do. We make people happy, even after we die.”

“So, you just spend your whole life going around making people happy?” Katy asked.

“Well, I spent most of my life growing crops on the farm. We domestics grow most of our own food, you know.”

“Really?”

“Of course, how else do you think the farmers feed us.”

“I never thought about it before.”

“There was a girl on the farm, though. A young free-human girl like yourself named Leslie. She was learning how to style and color hair, so Farmer Johnson gave me to her to practice on.”

Zoey knelt her head and gestured towards the streak of blonde she bore atop her brunette roots. “I had so much fun with her that day. We played like I was a customer hiring her to do my hair. I even paid her with bits of pebbles from the field.”

“That’s so cool.” Katy chimed in.

“Not as cool as that screen you have there. That’s pretty neat.” Zoey said gesturing towards Katy’s pad. Katy snorted and rolled her eyes saying “it’s the only thing to do at this old place. Brittany and Alfred…”

“You mean your mom and dad?” Zoey asked.

Katy crinkled up her nose and continued “yeah, but they don’t like me calling them that. Something about growing up to be independent. Anyhow, they kicked me out of the room and god knows what my weird older brother is up to.”

“Really? You didn’t see the room full of toys back there?” Zoey said gesturing down the other side of the long hallway.

“Yeah, but I have no one to play with.”

“Well, I’ll play with you.”

“Seriously?”

“Sure.”

Zoey marveled at her good fortune in finding someone to make happy as she studiously set about placing pieces of tiny, plastic fencing in a grid arrangement across the white carpeted floor. Sunlight filtering in through the window cascaded off the pink wallpaper giving an effervescent, childlike glow to the room as Katy worked along with Zoey helping to convert the dollhouse into a proper farm including segregated pens for the young men, women and castrated steers, breeding bulls, and milking heifers.

“Do you think I could be bred to be docile someday?” Katy asked as she bounced along a milking heifer and breeding bull, both hastily created by removing the clothing from an antique Barbie and Ken dolls before tying bits of black string about their necks and wrists to form collars and restraints.

“I’m not sure if free humans can. I think only domestics are bred to be docile.”

Katy stopped the two dolls and pressed them together saying, “they have sex and now she’s bred to be docile. Is that when women produce milk?”

“Only after they give birth.”

“Have you ever produced milk?” Katy asked staring curiously at Zoey’s breasts.

“Oh, no, I never got bred by a bull.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

“Really? Why?”

“Because you would be a really good mother.”

Zoey giggled slightly saying “well, maybe lucky for you I never did, because then I wouldn’t be your dinner. Milking heifer’s get to live to be really old, sometimes as old as forty, if they maintain a consistent flow. If I had been bred, I wouldn’t be here.”

“You say you make people happy, right?”

“Yes, it’s what domestics do.”

“Can you stay and play with me forever?”

Zoey cocked her head to the side and pouted slightly “I can’t. You’re a free human and I’m a domestic.”

“But, it would make me so happy. What if we don’t eat you tomorrow? What if you and I play all day, every day?”

Zoey sighed saying, “But, Katy, I have to die tomorrow. So many people are counting on me to do so. It’s what I was born to do. It’s my life purpose.”

Zoey pouted and bounced her dolls around for a bit. She lay the woman out saying, “She’s pregnant now waiting for the baby to come out. Do you think I have a life purpose?”

“I’m sure you do.” Zoey said cheerfully.

“What is it?” Katy asked looking at Zoey with glistening eyes.

“I… I don’t know. I’m just a domestic. We’re not smart like free-humans.”

“oh.”

“Wait! I know. Your parents are smart free-humans. Did your parents ever tell you your life purpose?”

“Brittany and Alfred don’t really tell me anything other than to stay quiet and stop bothering them.” Katy grumbled.

“Well, surely you make them happy.” Zoey offered up.

Katy sighed and continued “I don’t think I’ve ever made anyone happy.”

Katy pulled out a small toy baby doll and lay it on top of the Barbie saying, “and now she has a baby.” A smile spread across Katy’s face as she continued, “the baby is me. It’s a domestic bred to be docile. I make people happy and I know my life’s purpose.” Her face fell as she continued, “I’m not just one more meaningless person of billions.” Katy sighed sadly.

She looked up at Zoey and said, “Do boys look at you, naked like that? Brittany says I need to be careful, or boys will look at me too much. She says it’s better in the United Queendom, but that the boys are bad here. I bet the boys have their tongues roll out of their mouths and get all stupid when you’re around.”

Zoey chuckled saying, “I’ve only met a few boys in my life, other than castrated steers but they don’t stare at girls. Your brother saw me naked, though.”

“Did he get stupid?”

“Actually, he kind of did. He even said he didn’t want to eat me.”

“He said that to you?”

“Yes, it was horrible. But, he apologized and took it back saying he would be honored to eat me tomorrow.” Zoey placed her hands against her chest and added vibrato to her voice to add drama to the scene.

“Yeah, boys are stupid. It would be funny, though, to have them panting around after you like dumb dogs doing anything you say. I bet a pretty, naked girl like you can make any boy do anything she wants.”

Katy tilted her head to the side and continued wistfully, “a domesticated human… never worrying about clothes, never having to go to school, lots of boys being nice to you, making people happy until you die and then you feed everyone…”

A smile spread across her face, and she leaned against Zoey saying, “can you make me into a domestic?”

“You have to be born a domestic.”

“But, what if I was… and there was a mistake? Maybe Brittany like picked me up from a farm on accident.” Zoey’s eyes lit up and she continued “what if you had me as your baby, but you forgot or something and you’re my real mother.”

“I think I would have remembered having a baby.” Zoey chuckled back.

“Maybe so. But maybe I am a domestic.” Katy reached up and took hold of Zoey’s tag marveling at it briefly.

“You know, Joyce gave me some black cloth saying I should make a buckle hat or something.”

“A buckle hat?”

Katy crinkled up her nose, “it’s from some old fairy-tale. It doesn’t matter. I’m not making a buckle hat, but…” Katy leapt to her feet saying “I have the perfect idea. Come with me.”

A few minutes of crafting later left Zoey asking, “are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Absolutely, just pin it on me.” Katy said.

Zoey carefully wrapped the strip of black cloth with a piece of cardboard colored yellow with crayon around Katy’s neck as Katy held her long, brown hair up with her hand. “Make it tight, just like yours.”

Zoey pulled the cloth close to the girl’s neck and carefully placed a safety pin through the fabric just as Katy had taught her how to do.

“It’s perfect. It looks just like yours and it matches my restraint cuffs.” Katy said holding up her hands and marveling at the strips of black cloth wrapped around her wrists.

“Should I take my clothes off?” she asked Zoey.

“Would Brittany and Alfred get mad at you?”

“Yeah, they would yell at me and tell me to put my clothes back on. Still, at least I now have a collar like yours. What number should I be?”

“How about… number one?”

“Oh, cool, number zero-zero-one, the first docile domestic of Flanagan farm. Bred to make people happy and feed everyone. Can you write it on me?”

“I don’t know how to write.”

“Oh, can you draw two circles and a line?” Katy said gesturing with her finger the shape of the symbols Zoey should draw across the tag.

“Oh, yeah, I can draw.” Zoey said. She stuck her tongue out the side of her mouth in concentration as she carefully drew the symbols on Katy’s play-tag. Katy smiled and danced in a happy little circle “thank you. I can’t wait to show it off and tell people that I’ll make them happy because I’m a domestic.”

Zoey gave her a smile and patted her head gently saying, “sounds like fun.”

“There you are!” Mark’s voice cut down the hallway from the other side. Zoey spun around as he continued, “I’ve been looking for you.”

“Oh, you have?” Zoey replied.

“Yes, where have you been?”

Zoey shrugged and gestured towards Katy saying, “just wandering around a bit. I was playing dolls with Katy and talking with her a bit. She is so much fun.”

“Really? That’s incredible.” Mark asked looking down at Katy. Shy, silent eyes stared up at him for a moment before Katy turned heal and scampered down the hallway wordlessly. 
 

“You got my niece speak?” Mark asked Zoey in amazement.

“Uh, yeah. I mean, we talked normally.” 


Mark frowned saying, “the only thing I’ve ever seen her do is stare blankly at that dumb pad of hers.” He shook his head and said, “it’s been a while since you cleaned up and we’ll need to get you shaved up again. We don’t have big fancy facilities here, but my parents do have a shower and Sarah loaned me one of her leg-razors for you.” 

“Are you and Sarah doing okay?”
 

Mark gritted his teeth saying, “it’s complicated.”


“Oh, can I help? I do want to make the two of you happy.” 

Mark shook his head, “I know you do. You’re a good domestic, but this is free-human relationship type stuff. It’s way above your paygrade, old girl.”

“Oh.”

“Come on.”

“Everything alright?” Sarah asked as Mark came in with Zoey in tow. “Yeah, found her wandering the hallway. No problem, she had just been playing dolls and games with my niece. They had a good time.”

Sarah snorted saying sarcastically, “yeah, thank god we chained up our dangerous domestic. Heaven forbid she encounter a free-human child and play games with her.”

“We’re not having this argument again.” Mark grumbled.

“I’m not arguing, I’m stating a fact. You and I both know those restraints are bullshit.”

Mark and Sarah glared at each other. With quiet bravery, Zoey stepped in between them saying “guys, guys, please don’t fight. It’s okay.” She turned to Sarah saying “I’m okay to wear the restraints. I really don’t mind them. I… I almost committed an act of violence today.”

“You what?” Sarah and Mark gasped. Zoey sheepishly continued “it was when Eddie grabbed me from behind, I almost kicked him.”

“Eddie?” Sarah asked.

Mark snorted saying “yeah, my brother’s oldest kid, a college boy. I would have figured he would have picked up at least once class on not being an asshole by now, but he must have skipped it. Did he hurt you?”

“No, not physically, but he said something really mean and horrible to me.”

“What did he say?” Sarah asked quietly.

“That he didn’t want to eat me.”

Sarah and Mark stared at her for a second then too each other. Mark nodded, “that’s a pretty mean thing to say to a domestic, when you think about it.” Sarah nodded continuing “I could see that.”
 

Zoey continued, “he took it back though. He really meant is he enjoyed having sex with me too much to eat me. I just felt so angry that he didn’t think I would taste good that when he grabbed me from behind, I almost kicked him. I reminded myself that I’m bred to be docile and so I forced myself to be docile. After he squirted inside me a few more times, he started being nicer to me. He took it back and told me that he would enjoy eating me tomorrow.”

Sarah made a gagging sound and grumbled, “typical boy thinking only with his cock.”

“And the way we’ve utilized domestics for those high value ‘meat-and-greets’ is more noble?” Mark remarked. 
 

“That’s different. That’s full-grown men paying for a service. Not some college punk shoving his cock into the Thanksgiving dinner hoping his parents don’t hear him ‘playing with his food’ from the next room over.”

“Oh, they weren’t the next room over, they were more like three doors down.” Zoey replied brightly.

“Of course, they were.” Sarah grunted.

“You met my brother and his wife?”

“Yeah, I wanted to cheer them up but his wife…well…”

“Wife? What should I know about your brother’s wife?” Sarah asked frantically.

“She’s a piece of work.” Mark grunted angrily.

“I don’t think she likes your brother very much.”

Mark sighed and looked too Sarah. He reached out a hand to her and she took it. He smiled at her saying “there’s a benefit to not being rich. I know you’re not some gold-digger with me just for my money the way Brittany is with my brother Alfred. Come to think of it, you’re dating pretty far down the ladder. Maybe I’m the gold-digger…”

“You think I’m dating down? I feel like I’m the luckiest girl in the world.” Sarah said with a chuckle. She gave his hand a squeeze saying, “look, everyone’s families are messed up. It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not okay.” Mark said as he let go of Sarah’s hand and pulled the key out from his pocket. “I let my angry old parents direct me on something you and I know more about than they ever will. I should listen to my boss and rely on my own knowledge rather than act like a child being told what to do by his mom and dad. Hold out your hands, Zoey.”

He unlatched her cuffs while Zoey protested, “But, I almost committed an act of violence against a free-human.”

“…and you didn’t. You calmed yourself down and solved the situation using the resources available to you.”

“You mean my pussy?”

“Yes, that’s a resource available to you and it solved the problem. All my horny nephew needed was a moment of post-nut clarity to stop being an asshole and you achieved that. I’m proud of you. You behaved marvelously well today. Hell, you even got my niece to talk to you and that’s something not even I have accomplished.”

As Zoey’s hands came free to her own control, Mark set the bar aside saying “you don’t need this. Besides, you’ll need your hands to shave yourself with.” He handed over a small, pink plastic razor and looked to Sarah saying, “you up for giving her a tutorial, I think the only ones she’s ever seen were our electric razors on the killing floor.”

“Sure. Do be careful with this, Zoey, it is a real blade. It’s small but it could hurt if you cut yourself with it.”

“Oh, then why don’t you use the electric ones like at the slaughterhouse?” Zoey asked tipping her head to the side inquisitively.

“Uhh…” Sarah muttered.

“Those are for animals.” Mark offered up.

“And free-human women use razors that are worse than what is used on domesticated farm-animals raised for slaughter?”
 

Mark raised both hands saying, “I’m out. You two can discuss this one.”

A few snide comments from Sarah about the ‘pink-tax’ and a brief tutorial later, Zoey stood alone under the hot spray of the shower feeling the water cascade across her hair and trickle down her shoulders and back. She arched herself into the hot spray and a soft smile spread across her face. “Lucky me, two showers in my life. Oh, if the girls were alive to see me now, they would be so jealous.”

Grey sunlight filtered in through the second-story window scintillating against the growing cloud of steam. As the shower sprayed on, the door to the bathroom opened and then closed again. The privacy-frosted glass did not let Zoey see who stood on the other side save for a slightly shortish unfocused blob.

“Sarah? Is that you? Do I have to finish my shower now?” Zoey called out over the door.

“Shhh…” Came the sharp reply.

“Huh?” Zoey said slicking her hair back from her face and opening the door to peer out.

“Brittany?” Zoey gasped.

Brittany stared at Zoey intently as Zoey felt the woman’s cold, calculating eyes burrow under her skin in a way that terrified her. Zoey pressed herself back against the far wall with her eyes wide in terror as Brittany stood their silently staring at her for an uncomfortably long time.

Zoey gasped as Brittany took a step towards her and contemplated screaming for Sarah and Mark to come rescue her however Brittany put a finger to her lips shushing Zoey. Zoey pleaded, “I’m so sorry your husband saw me naked. I didn’t mean to…”

Brittany shook her head and said, “stay quiet.” She glanced at the shower head and chewed on her lower lip for a second before saying, “I came to deal with you, woman-to-woman. Do you understand?”

“No.” Zoey replied honestly.

Brittany glanced nervously over her shoulder saying, “I don’t have much time to do this. Let’s get it over with.”

Zoey clenched her eyes shut and curled up against the far wall whimpering in terror. Terrified thoughts went through her mind. Would Brittany hurt her? How badly? Brittany killing her wouldn’t make any sense but what if she chose to beat her, scrape her face against the coarse stone floor of the shower. Images of Brittany shredding Zoey’s skin across the shower floor while hoarsely whispering into her ear ‘now you won’t be pretty enough to attract my husband!’ filled Zoey’s mind. Zoey remembered Brittany’s weird obsession with castration. Would Brittany castrate her? How? Zoey didn’t even have balls to cut off, but she feared the intelligent and powerful free woman would find some creative way to make her suffer the experience of castration, nonetheless. As all these thoughts flooded her mind one weirdly significant factor stuck out.

How much time was passing…

It had been almost a full minute and a half with no sensation of brutal hands laying upon her or the touch of some horrifically painful free-human weapon. The only sounds which entered her ears were a shuffling of cloth against the bathroom floor and the sound of the shower door closing.

“Stand up.” Brittany commanded. Zoey opened her eyes and saw a pair of bare feet with bright-red painted toenails directly in her line of sight. Slowly, Zoey raised to her feet trembling in fear as her eyes rose to see taught, firm legs rising to meet muscular thighs between which sat a hairy triangle of crotch fuzz. Zoey continued to look firm, muscular arms, breasts bearing the wide areolas of motherhood, and finally she looked into Brittany’s face. She wore a plastic shower-cap over her hair, adding a hint of incredulous hilarity to her terrifying appearance. Brittany’s expression appeared cagey and difficult to read.

“I’m going to explain something to you, woman-to-woman.” Brittany said, her voice firm and serious as the shower continued to spray hot water across both their naked bodies. She appeared domineering, despite being a few inches shorter than Zoey herself. Brittany stepped in close nearly pinning Zoey against the wall as Zoey felt warm skin of Brittany press softly against her own. Slender fingers curled around Zoey’s shoulders as the young woman trembled. Brittany tipped her head to the side and leaned in pressing her lips against Zoey’s planting a kiss across a mouth too terrified to respond or even move.

Brittany trembled and continued, “I’ve never had the experience of sex with a woman before. I’ve always wanted that. At night, while my piece of shit husband is jerking off beside me, I close my eyes and dream of what it would be like to live in the United Queendom. All the men as weak little eunuchs serving their female masters and all those gorgeous, seductive women to explore new horizons of love with.”

Zoey gasped and said with relief in her voice, “you just want sex?”

“yes.”

“You didn’t come to beat me?”

“No, why would I beat you?”

“You were angry at me for your husband seeing me or… something…” Zoey stammered.

“Shhh… no. Nothing like that.” Brittany whispered.

Zoey nodded with her eyes glistening on the edge of tears. Brittany’s face shifted as she realized the depth of Zoey’s fear.

“No, honey, no… oh, sweet girl.” Brittany said wrapping her arms around Zoey’s waist and pulling her in for a hug. “I didn’t come to hurt you. Yes, I didn’t like my husband looking at you but that’s his fault, not yours. I feel bad enough as it is using you like this but, this is a once in a lifetime chance for me. Chained as I am to that piece of trash, I don’t know if I’ll ever have a chance to have sex with a woman again.” Brittany lowered her voice and said, “much less one whose tongue feels like honey and can make women moan, shake, and squirt. Oh, god, the way you spoke to me in the hallway. I had to go to the bathroom afterwards and change my panties you made me so wet.”

“Oh, Okay.” Zoey said nodding.

“So, okay?” Brittany asked with a wide smile spreading across her face.

“Yeah. I can have sex with you. You just scared me at first. That’s all.”

Brittany breathed out a sigh of relief saying “oh, thank you. I wouldn’t normally dream to have sex with someone I wasn’t in love with but…” She shivered and said, “God, look at me, so pathetic and lonely that I’m taking advantage of a farm animal. Maybe there’s some weakness in me too.”

Brittany looked deep into Zoey’s eyes and swallowed hard whispering, “please believe me. I wouldn’t normally do anything like this.”

“I believe you.” Zoey replied.

Brittany lay her head no Zoey’s shoulder and nuzzled her face into Zoey’s neck saying, “thank you so much.”

“Do you want me to clean up for you first?” Brittany asked.

“Huh?”

“Well, I just got in the shower because it looked sexy as hell but, would you like me to wash my body for you? Shit, here I am talking about sex, and I haven’t even shaved my legs. I really didn’t plan this out very well. Damn it. I left my razor back in my bag.”

“Oh, you can borrow this one.” Zoey said grabbing Sarah’s razor off the wall. Brittany took it from her hand with a smile saying, “thank you.”

“No problem. Sarah paid the pink tax on it so it should be okay to use now. She tried explaining it to me, but she used a lot big free-human words that I didn’t quite understand.”

“Pink tax, harumph, no such in the United Queendom.” Brittany said as Zoey stepped aside letting the woman prop her leg up against the shower wall. She quickly ran the blade over her shins and calves as Zoey marveled at how fast and efficient Brittany’s hands handled the shaver compared to her own, earlier, trepidatious shaving session.

“What is the United Queendom?”

“About fifty years ago Lorncraft, a female billionaire and visionary, tried to lead us women in revolt against the men. She almost got the revolution started in America, but the women here were too weak and complacent. They were perfectly happy paying pink-taxes and suffering under the abuse of men, so she escaped and fled to what was the United Kingdom. There, she found success and managed to lead the women of Britain in rising up against their male oppressors. Now women in Britain control everything. They don’t have to marry rich pricks just to keep a roof over their heads or worry about what evil men might do to them in the dead of night because, geniuses that they are, they castrate almost all men once they come of age.”

“So, they have male domestic steers?”

“No, there aren’t any domestics at all.”

“What?”

“Cannibalism is illegal in the United Queendom.”

“No cannibalism?” Zoey gasped in shock.

“Yeah, they don’t have enough population to support it” Brittany said as she shifted to shaving up further her thighs. She looked up at Zoey as she continued, “but god are their women so powerful and sensual. It would be a dream to live there. I could marry a woman I love, rather than some man I barely endure.”

Brittany finished off her legs with surprising speed as she righted herself and faced Zoey saying “a girl like you wouldn’t have to die. A girl like me, could take you home for my wife.”

“But dying is what I was born to do.” Zoey protested.

Brittany took this in quietly and said, “I suppose we all are, aren’t we?” She smiled at Zoey saying “well, at least we can have some fun before that happens. Can you hand me the soap and wash cloth over there?”

Zoey grabbed the bottle, but Brittany stopped her saying “Oh, better idea.” She turned her back towards Zoey saying, “rub it on me.”

“Oh, okay.”

Zoey awkwardly pressed the bar wrapped in a washcloth against Brittany’s back and twisted her lips thoughtfully as she rubbed the soap on the woman’s back.

“So, is this how you cleaned the girls back on the farm?” Brittany asked, coyly.

“Oh, no, I didn’t wash girls on the farm. I only worked in the gardens and then as a calmer on the slaughter-house floor.”

“Calmer?”

“Yes, Mark put me in charge of calming the girls down before they die.”

Brittany looked over her shoulder at Zoey with her mouth hanging open a little bit. “You… calmed women down while they were being slaughtered?”

Zoey nodded.

“how do you calm someone down when they are literally dying?”

“Oh, well, there’s breathing exercises or you can give them markers.”

“Markers?”

“Mark encouraged us to draw on the walls. I…” A scene flashed through Zoey’s mind. One of herself standing in front of a steel wall, tracing memorial outlines of the dead upon it, and a shudder passed through her body before she continued, “…left a drawing on those walls myself.”

Zoey spread soap across Brittany’s body saying “though… mostly, I just had sex with them. I never had so much success with women as I did that day in the slaughterhouse. Most girls typically consider me ugly.”

“You are anything but ugly.” Brittany scoffed.

“Thanks, but I never had much success with the prettier girls until I got this fancy blonde streak put in my hair by the farmer’s daughter.”

“I wondered about your hair.”

“Farmer gave me to his daughter to practice hair-coloring on since I was destined to die anyhow. So, if she screwed up, who cares. This fancy hair is the only part of me which is special. It definitely made me more popular on the farm.”

“I thought it would be your tongue of honey.”

Zoey turned Brittany around and rubbed soap across her chest saying, “If I’m licking a girl, we’re already having sex. I don’t know if it’s different for free-humans, but that’s how it works for domestics.” Zoey replied. She ran the soap down Brittany’s arms and belly as Brittany spread her arms and legs open giving Zoey full access to her body.

Brittany leaned her head back and groaned saying “holy shit, this is amazing.”

“Huh? I haven’t even done anything to you yet.” Zoey said.

“Not sexual, just the sensation of letting someone else clean my body. I’ve not been cleaned by another person probably since I was a little kid.” Zoey took hold of Brittany’s hand and lifted her arm up as Brittany passively allowed her to do so rubbing soap along her pale skin. A smile spread on Brittany’s face as she submitted her body over to Zoey’s care muttering “I never imagined.”

“Imagined what?” Zoey asked as she cleaned off Brittany’s other side before turning the woman around in her hands and sliding in close to hold her from behind. Brittany shuddered slightly as she leaned her head back against Zoey’s shoulder feeling Zoey rub the soapy washcloth across her abdomen, and thighs. Gently, and sweetly, Zoey sprinkled suds across Brittany’s pubic hair before tipping her towards the hot spray of the shower gently washing her crotch without getting painfully invasive to her womanhood.

“I always imagined, if I met a domestic, that it would try to kill me.” Brittany said quietly. 

She rolled her head to the side to look into Zoey’s face. Somewhere behind the icy stare, a curtain appeared to fall and a hint of vulnerable honesty peppered its way through Brittany’s voice as she said, “I’ve eaten so many people like you. So many of you poor domestics have died just to fill my mouth. How can you not hate me for having done that to you?”

Zoey took this in thoughtfully for a second before replying, “do you want to hear a secret?”

Brittany leaned up and turned to face Zoey. Brittany nodded silently with her arm cocked to deal a punch if Zoey’s secret turned out to be something to the effect of having lulled Brittany to her doom. Zoey continued “truth is… we domestics… we pity you free humans.”

“You… pity us?”

Zoey nodded and continued “I’m a farm-raised animal living solely for the purpose of meat production. I have lived my entire life behind walls and in restraints. Tomorrow, Mark will kill me, and Sarah will carve up my body into bite-sized pieces for everyone to enjoy Thanksgiving dinner. I will achieve my life-long goal. But you…” Zoey reached out a hand and brushed the back of her knuckles against Brittany’s cheek before she continued, “you will have to struggle every day of your life to survive on a planet that wants you dead. You free humans work jobs you hate just to pay bills and taxed just to be allowed to exist.” Zoey nodded towards Brittany saying, “sometimes you marry men you don’t like just to keep food in your mouth and a roof over your head. We domestics feel so sorry for you free-humans, trapped on the outside the bars as you are. You sacrifice so much just to wake up another day older and colder to drag yourselves through it all over again. Brittany, my death will take minutes while yours will be dragged on for decades of agony before old age kills you.”

“I never thought of it that way.” Brittany muttered as she looked down and began to tremble. The weight of her existence felt like it was pushing down upon her and such a crisis had come from, of all places, the mouth of a farm animal.

Zoey looked off sadly saying, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t tell you this.”

“No. It’s…” Brittany swallowed hard and continued “you’re just telling the truth.”

Zoey placed a warm hand on Brittany’s shoulder and looked at her empathetically “at least you can still have sex with me before succumbing to your fate of dying slowly of old age, if you like.”

“I would like that.” Brittany said with a sad sigh.

Zoey leaned in close to Brittany and said “Hey… just do what we do, okay? Don’t think about it too hard. It’s not healthy to think about life too hard.”

Brittany swallowed hard saying “You’re right. No matter what my future holds, I have a beautiful young woman in front of me right now. One with a tongue of honey, or so she says.”

Zoey flashed a smile at her and Brittany looked up at the water spray asking, “do you think I’m clean enough to eat?”

“Silly Brittany, domestics don’t eat free humans.” Zoey giggled.

“But what if we like to get eaten out by a domestic?” Brittany said with her lips parting into a smile.

Zoey tipped her head and planted a kiss on Brittany’s lips as Brittany’s hand slapped about against the wall for a few seconds before she found the handle and turned the water off. Brittany moaned into Zoey’s kiss as Zoey slowly slid a lithe-fingered hand along Brittany’s thighs massaging the smooth flesh and curves of the woman.

“Oh, god, please…” Brittany said breaking the kiss. Zoey knelt her head and gently placed kisses along Brittany’s neck feeling the smooth, vulnerable flesh spread thinly against the throbbing pulse of her blood sliding against Zoey’s lips. Sticking out her pink, soft tongue, Zoey licked along the length of Brittany’s jugular same as she slid her hands inward massaging her abdomen softly before sliding her hand further down across her crotch. Brittany’s breasts shuddered as she gasped and panted in growing desire feeling the same, tickly sensation she normally got in her belly when she was nervous but this time lower down. A strange emptiness, like being hungry but not for food, started to permeate its way through her pussy.

With one, subtle move, Zoey pressed her forefinger and ring finger against Brittany’s lower lips expertly parting the soft folds of flesh laying Brittany’s pussy bare and vulnerable. She did not leave it lonely for long as she curled her middle finger in to sweetly caress Brittany’s sensitive and swollen clit. Brittany almost gagged in pleasure as heat and electricity seemed to emanate from her crotch consuming her entire body in the beautiful sensation. Her knees buckled and she started to slip down in the shower leaving Zoey to grab onto her.

“I need a place to lay down before I fall down.” Brittany gasped. Zoey nodded and opened the shower door. Like a friend walking home a drunk, Zoey kept an arm wrapped around Brittany as she guided her out into the main bedroom. Brittany looked at the bed saying “we can’t leave a wet mess. Grab some towels.” What followed seemed a flurry of white, fluffy fabric hugging sensually against the curves of effeminate flesh as Zoey and Brittany took turns drying one another off. Brittany ripped off the shower cap tossing it casually back into the bathroom letting her neat, dry hair fall free before she giggled playfully and attacked Zoey’s head with a towel saying, “a quick dry for that fancy blonde streak of yours.”

Zoey bowed her head and let Brittany fluff her hair aggressively with a towel for a second before Zoey felt Brittany wrap fingers around her hair “What are you doing?”

“Tying your hair up, don’t want it getting in the way of that delicious tongue of yours.” Zoey grunted slightly as Brittany rolled Zoey’s hair up in her fist and snapped a stretchy band into place holding Zoey’s hair up in a coarse, messy bun.

As Zoey rose once more she let her eyes trail up along Brittany’s naked body. An expression of desire rested on Brittany’s face as she wordlessly took a step backwards and slowly spread her body across the bed spreading her legs open submissively over top of a towel she had placed down over the bed covers.

Zoey crawled up on top of her watching Brittany’s breasts rise and fall as she panted in anticipation. Soft warmth sweetly filled against Zoey’s own breasts as she lowered herself down onto Brittany letting their breasts compress gently together as Zoey planted another kiss on Brittany’s mouth. Brittany returned the kiss opening her mouth and pressing her tongue into Zoey’s mouth while wrapping her arms around Zoey’s back making Zoey moan softly in sensual desire at the feeling of Brittany’s warm, soft flesh pressing against her own. Zoey let her hips lower and felt the weight of her body rest on top of Brittany’s hairy crotch. A strange thought that, had she been a man, she would already have penetrated into Zoey’s soft, hungry pussy, flitted through Zoey’s mind. Zoey released the kiss and started her slow descent first kissing and licking her way down across Brittany’s neck, then slickly running her tongue between her breasts tasting the last vestiges of shower water on Brittany’s flesh before she slowly worked her way over to Brittany’s breast kissing in a broad circle around the mounded hill of flesh slowly working her way inward as Brittany’s body shuddered beneath her and Brittany moaned saying “oh, god, at this rate you’re going to make me cum before you even get to my pussy.”

Zoey chuckled appreciatively before kissing in a tight little circle around Brittany’s pink areolas before finally wrapping lips around her ripe, firm little nipple and suckling on it gently bringing renewed groans to Brittany’s mouth. Meticulously, Zoey worked her way over to Brittany’s other breast as Brittany moaned “oh, god, yes, eat every part of me. Make a feast of my body.” Zoey repeated the process slowly kissing her way around the mound of the breast before sweetly arousing her areolas and suckling on her nipple. This time, Brittany’s leg started shaking and Zoey felt a bit of dampness spreading along her belly where she rested it against Brittany’s crotch. Zoey then set to work on Brittany’s tummy, kissing her way across the smooth, soft plain of her belly before sticking her tongue into Brittany’s belly button tickling the woman deliciously as Zoey rearranged her stance and proceeded downward kissing her way down the open, hungry triangle of Brittany’s crotch until she came to Brittany’s pussy. Brittany had released her hold of Zoey’s back and even her shoulders as Zoey descended out of her reach. Now she weakly held onto the sides of Zoey’s head as Zoey parted her labial lips open with her thumbs before reaching in with her tongue to lick the swollen, desirous clit there in. Brittany, in her sensitive and aroused state, began shuddering and moaning almost instantly quickly lifting a hand to her mouth to clamp it shut lest her screams and cries create suspicion.

Brittany felt the warmth and sparkles of pleasure crackling through her body as the yawning, ravenous craving started to fill her pussy with the noticeable hollowness of her body. Patiently, Zoey continued licking delicious pleasure into Brittany’s clit which danced and sparkled with pleasure which seemed to hijack the very control Brittany had over her own body. Spasms crackled through her arms and legs as her body writhed and her thoughts decayed into nothing save for animalistic pleasure. Inhuman grunts and screams mixed with the thin layer of drool that filled the palm of Brittany’s hand clamped madly over her mouth. Only vaguely did Brittany feel aware that Zoey had shifted her shoulders but soon this detail overtook every aspect of her being as Zoey fed the icy hollowness of Brittany’s pussy her own two long fingers stretching out the touch-starved interior of Brittany’s body. Brittany gasped and her hand flew away from her mouth as her face flushed red with blood and she clutched curled fingers into the top covers of the bed. Zoey sweetly rotated her fingers inside of Brittany’s body and curled them upward caressing the soft pads of them against Brittany’s G-spot as she continued licking her clitoris.

Brittany’s final thought was “oh fuck, everyone will hear me and see me fucking an animal” before her mind stopped working completely under the onslaught of pleasure that Zoey assaulted her body with. Brittany drowned under an ocean of pleasure as the world around her melted and evaporated away leaving her unaware of her body outside of the tidal wave of pleasure which crushed her mind, body, and soul. Like a child swirling in the hot ocean currents, Brittany’s body bucked and writhed all of its own accord as screams filled her mouth. Tears trickled down her eyes as some distant land within her mind knew that her life was now over. Surely, in mere moments, her husband would burst in the door and divorce her on the spot for infidelity. As the wave of pleasure began to subside, Brittany came aware of pressure against her lips and realized that Zoey had, in an act of ultimate mercy, clamped a hand over Brittany’s mouth while Brittany was too busy experiencing the most incredible orgasm of her life to deal with such details. Zoey lifted her head and Brittany felt Zoey’s fingers retract from her pussy along with a strange, inexplicable gush of fluid flowing out from her. At first Brittany feared she had peed but then realized that it was not pee, rather Zoey had expertly fulfilled Brittany’s request to take control of her body and make her shake, scream, and squirt.

Zoey panted out a bit in exhaustion as she crawled her way up alongside Brittany and lay down next to the shuddering woman. Brittany sighed at the feeling of Zoey’s warm body sliding in next to her and moaned at the sweet sensation of Zoey wrapping warm arms around her. Like a blubbering pile of pleasured flesh, Brittany lay there helplessly clutched by the farm animal feeling aftershocks of tremors tickle their way across her overwhelmed body.

“oh, sweet Jesus” Brittany muttered out as intelligent thought slowly returned to her mind. She flopped her head over to look into Zoey’s warm, brown eyes as she continued “I never knew my body could do that. How? How did you make it do that?”

Zoey shrugged saying “it’s no problem, if you have practice. You taste sweet while your son tasted a bit salty. You took a little longer than him, but you still seemed to have a good time.”

“My son?” Brittany asked.

“Yes.”

“You had sex with my son!?” Brittany gasped out trying to sit up.

“Was I not supposed to?” Zoey asked in concern.

“Why? Why would my son have sex with a farm animal?”

“Same reason you did.” Zoey said quietly.

Brittany flopped her head back and panted. “God damn it. Eddie, what the fuck were you thinking doing something so…” She sighed and looked down across her own naked body and at the towel between her legs soaked in sexual juices as she continued “I guess I have no right to be angry though, do I?”

Brittany reached a hand over and caressed Zoey’s cheek saying, “I guess we’re all just lonely people trapped outside the bars hoping to capture the magic present in the sweet, simple, delicious lives of our friendly neighborhood domestic.”

Zoey smiled and leaned in sharing a kiss with Brittany which reeked of Brittany’s own womanly juices before continuing “what can I say? Domestics make people happy.”

“Zoey, what did you do to your hair?” Sarah asked as Zoey made her way downstairs. Sarah and Mark stood at the base of the stairs. Zoey squinted at Sarah in confusion as Sarah stepped in close and ran her fingers through Zoey’s mostly dry hair. Out of the corner of her eye, Zoey saw swirling waves of blonde and brown and gasped “Did you use my hair curler up there?” Sarah giggled.

“No, I just washed it and…um… tied it back.”

“Tied it back?” Mark asked curiously.

“It was in my way.” Zoey said with a shrug.

Sarah rolled her eyes saying, “Okay, well, it’s time for dinner so you should…”

“Go to the kitchen to get slaughtered and cooked?” Zoey asked with a gleam in her eye.

Mark shook his head saying “no, we’re having storebought tonight. You and Katy are in charge of setting the table while my parents get dinner cooked up.”

“Setting a table?” Zoey asked with her mouth agape in confusion. She shook her head saying, “I’ve only seen a free-human table setting a few times, I don’t know how to properly set one.”  Mark waved a dismissive hand saying, “Katy will tell you what to do.”

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Zoey asked. Mark shrugged saying, “Alfred said she was raving about you, talked about how much fun the two of you had together. I figured it would keep the two of you out of trouble while the adults chat and cook dinner. Dad didn’t like it, but Alfred said it was fine.” Sarah crinkled up her nose saying, “I told them that my domestics were perfectly safe for children to be around.”

Oak-wood chair railing jutted out from the walls and a small serving buffet sat alongside a large wooden table with legs bearing curled claws in the shape of an eagle’s talon on each side. Glistening chandelier blazed overhead as Zoey’s bare-feet crunched across the plush carpeting as her eyes traced along the gilded pictures hanging from the mauve walls. “Wow!” Zoey gasped as she stared at pastoral scenes with nude women draped over rocks or hills. In some they were flirting with shepherds while in others they were idly toying with flutes or small books of poetry.

“Oh, yeah, those. Grandpa likes old drawings.” Katy snorted as she dropped a bundle of elegantly crafted forks onto the wooden table. Zoey stepped in close and let her eyes trail along the brush strokes of the painting for a moment before asking “who is she?”

“Who is who?”

“The girl in the picture?”

“I don’t know. Some woman from a long time ago, I guess.” Katy nodded to the table saying, “can you help set the plates around?”

“Do you think she might be a domestic?” Zoey gasped breathlessly in exhilaration.

Katy pursed her lips thoughtfully and Zoey continued, “think of how amazing a domestic must have been for them to create art out of her body before eating her. Look how calm and relaxed these women are. Look how fat they are. They had to be domestics.”

“I don’t know if they had domestics back then but…” A smile spread across Katy’s mouth as she said, “Maybe they did. Those girls must be domestics like you and me. Look at that one, talking to her farmer. He’s absolutely stupid about her. You can see it on his face.”

Zoey cocked her head curiously to the side as she slowly set a porcelain plate on the table saying, “He can’t take his eyes off her well-marbled flesh. His mouth must be watering thinking about how delicious she’s going to taste.”

Katy giggled and spread some forks about saying, “that’s got to be it. That’s why grandpa likes to eat in this old room. He’s surrounded by tasty pictures of domestics to make him hungry.”

“I have a special dinner surprise for my parents. Will you help me?”

“Sure.” Zoey said with her eyes wide.

Katy nodded to the table saying, “see that big white cloth there in the middle?”

“Yeah.”

“I want to make a special surprise for my parents. After we get everything set up, let me crawl in underneath. When everyone gets in here, I want you to pull the cloth away so I can surprise them all.”

“You in the middle of the table?” Zoey asked squinting in confusion.

“Yeah. Can you do it?”

“Okay.”

Zoey waited patiently next to the set table as the adults sauntered in. For the first time in her life, she felt a bit self-conscious about being naked as everyone else wore clothes. They also wore expressions of tense concern or forced pleasantry. Zoey pursed her lips as she quietly read the room.

Sarah clung onto Mark’s hand looking about nervously like she expected to get attached by wolves as Bill glared at her occasionally giving skeptical squints at Zoey herself which made Zoey back away slightly from the table and bow her head submissively. She peaked up and saw Eddie flash her a small, secret smile while Brittany purposefully avoided eye contact while she marched into the room with Alfred sullenly trudging along behind her.

“Where’s Katy?” Mark asked Zoey.

“It’s a surprise.” Zoey replied.

“A surprise?” Alfred stammered out in confusion.

Giggling emanated from beneath the cloth on the table. Brittany frowned as Joyce snorted saying “isn’t Katy too old for childish pranks?”

“Now, Zoey!” the call came out from beneath the cloth and Zoey dutifully pulled it aside quickly revealing Katy wearing panties and a tank-top, along with her home-made cuffs and collar, as she rested in an oversized serving platter surrounded by an array of colorful wax fruits and vegetables filched from Bill and Joyce’s various decorative displays. Katy had her legs curled upward and her ankles together with a short length of cord while she held her hands behind her head.

“I hope you’re all hungry. I’m the dinner domestic tonight.” Katy said cheerfully.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing young lady!” Shrieked Brittany as Alfred muttered “oh, god, no.”
 

“What fucking bullshit have you been teaching our granddaughter!” Bill bellowed as he grabbed Alfred by the collar shaking him violently.

“Katy Bella Keifer, get your body off this table right now!” Brittany growled out as she grabbed Katy’s whose eyes went wide in terror as her mom bodily hoisted her off the table while her legs dangled helplessly tied together.

“This is all your fault, leaving an impressionable little girl alone with one of your disgusting farm animals!” Joyce howled out jabbing a finger at Sarah.

“Leave Sarah out of this!” Mark roared back as Sarah cowered behind him. He snorted at Alfred saying, “my girlfriend is not responsible for the actions of your child.”

“What on god’s green earth could possibly possess you to do something this stupid!?” Brittany barked at her daughter as she hastily untied the knot about her ankles and ripped the cord away painfully. “I want to be a domestic, Brittany! I want to make people happy and give everyone a tasty meal.”

“Katy, you have to be born a domestic.” Zoey tried to proffer up an explanation, but Katy had none of it saying “I don’t care. Maybe I was. Maybe there was a mistake and I am. I want to be a domestic when I grow up.”

“There is no place in this house for this disgusting behavior, you ungrateful little brat! Go to your room, put on some damn clothes, and think about how you ruined everything tonight.” Brittany hissed at her daughter as tears welled up in Katy’s wide eyes.

“But…” She looked to Alfred who bowed his head and said, “do as your mother says.”

Shrieks and sobs followed Katy as she raced out of the room.  Zoey chased after the girl following her up the stairs racing two at a time before seeing her slip into a room in the upstairs hall slamming it shut behind her.

“Katy.” Zoey said quietly as the girl continued to sob on the other side of the door. The door flung open, and a small hand grabbed Zoey’s wrist jerking her inside. Katy slammed the door shut behind them and then spread out a small suitcase on the bed. Tears streamed down her face as she flung clothing into it.

“Quick Zoey, help me pack.” Katy panted out.

Zoey quietly picked up a shirt and asked “Why?”

“Because we’re running away.” Katy said. She dropped a pair of pants into the suitcase before rushing over to Zoey and wrapping her small arms around Zoey’s hips and burying her tear-stained little face into Zoey’s chest saying, “I’m running away and I’m taking you with me. You’ll be my mom and we’ll live as happy domestics forever.”

Zoey returned the hug, holding Katy for a moment before whispering into her ear “domestics don’t live forever, Katy.”

“I don’t care. I’ll live with you until we die and get eaten together.”

“We’re not going to die together. I’m going to die tomorrow.” Zoey said softly.

Katy’s body shivered as she whimpered and sobbed. Quietly, Zoey stroked her hand through the girl’s hair. Tears welled in her own eyes as she spoke, half to herself, saying “I always heard stories about how terrible life was for free-humans, I never thought that the truth would be even worse than the tales we tell on the farm.”

They both cried there, in that upstairs room, holding onto one another sobbing for a while beside a bed with a half-packed little suitcase on top.

Finally, their sobs subsided, and Zoey let go of the girl before stepping away to grab a towel to wipe away the tears from Katy’s face before wiping off her own tear-stained body and face saying, “you should get some clothes on before your mom gets angry again.”

“She’s not my mom. She doesn’t even want me.” Katy whimpered out bitterly. She looked up at Zoey saying “nobody wants me. I don’t do anything. I’m a useless brat, just like Brittany says I am.”

She collapsed onto her knees and leaned her head across the bed draping her arms over it saying, “and I can’t even do anything about it because nobody ever gives me anything to do other than play games and stay quiet.”

Zoey quietly sat down on the carpet next to her. She sat silently for a moment before saying, “I’m useless too.”

“You’re not useless. You’re a domestic. People like domestics because they make them happy.” Katy replied.

“Then why is everyone in this house angry and sad!?” Zoey snapped back. Katy’s eyes went wide, but Zoey bowed her head saying, “I’m sorry, Katy, I shouldn’t have yelled at you. I just feel like such a failure at everything today.”

Katy shifted her body over and wrapped her arms around Zoey’s shoulders leaning her head on the woman’s shoulders as they lay in a tangled pile together. Zoey felt the little girl’s fast heartbeat against her chest and Katy felt Zoey’s slow, steady breathing against her own. They sighed together focusing on each other’s heart and breathing to try and calm themselves down as they clung onto one another.

“You didn’t make me angry and sad.” Katy said quietly. Zoey tipped her head to look int Katy’s face and Katy smiled at her saying “playing with you today was the most fun I’ve ever had. You made me happy.” Zoey gave Katy a small smile and Katy sighed saying “we can’t run away, can we?”

“No. I couldn’t do that to poor Sarah.” Zoey replied.

“Poor? I thought Sarah was rich.” Katy protested.

“She may have money but she’s sad because she loves Mark. His family doesn’t love her back. That’s why she brought me, to try and get people to love her. A good domestic could make it happen, but I guess I’m not as good at being a domestic as I thought I was.”

“I think you’re a good domestic.” Katy replied.

“Thanks.” Zoey said quietly. Zoey continued “I think you’re a good girl.”

“What?”

“You’re curious, fun, pretty. I think you’ll be a great free-woman when you grow up. I bet you’ll make all the boys feel stupid when they’re around you.”

Katy chuckled at this and whispered back, “thank you.”

After a while, Katy sighed saying “I should put on some clothes, shouldn’t I?”

“Yeah.” Zoey replied.

Katy slowly stood back up and slipped on a pair of pajamas over her underwear. She bowed her head and looked at her wrists before holding them out to Zoey saying, “I should probably take these off, shouldn’t I?”

Zoey nodded and rose to her feet saying, “I’ll help you.” Zoey unpinned the collar and cuffs from Katy who carefully packed them away in her suitcase saying, “if I ever do find out that I’m really a domestic, I’ll put these back on.”

At long last, Katy plopped in a chair in front of the dresser staring into the mirror at herself sadly. “I’ve never been sent to bed without dinner before.” She muttered with a frown.  Zoey drew up alongside and lay her bare arm out on the vanity in front of the girl. Katy turned her head to face Zoey and Zoey said, “You can eat me a little, if you’re hungry.”

A broad smile slowly spread across Katy’s face which eventually grew into a chuckle and finally a hearty laugh which Zoey shared with her. Katy reached a hand down and thread her fingers into Zoey’s saying, “I’ll never forget you, Zoey.”

Zoey’s heart grew warm for a moment before a chill went down her spine at the mental image of crudely drawn cartoon women decorating the cold steel walls of a slaughterhouse just outside the room where the bodies of each and every one of those women that she had drawn were sliced and diced into pieces by industrial machinery. Here now, by sheer luck of Mark’s selection, Zoey received the undeserved honor of a place in the memory of a free-human girl.

“Thank you, Katy.” Zoey said quietly before continuing “you know, I’ve only been called Zoey for a few days here. Can I tell you my real name?”

“Your real name?” Katy asked cocking her head to the side inquisitively.

“Yes, it’s three-forty-five.”

“Three-forty-five?”

“That’s what I’ve been called my entire life.”

Katy leaned against her and sighed saying, “I like the name Zoey better.”

“Me too.” Zoey replied.

The door opened and Zoey and Katy spun around. Sarah gently stepped in and spoke up saying “Hey, Zoey, you need to come with me.”

Zoey nodded and Sarah held out her hand. Zoey turned back to Katy and gave the girl a parting hug. “Thank you, Zoey, I feel a lot better having been around you.” Katy whispered. A smile spread across Zoey’s face as she replied, “Domestics make people happy.”

As Zoey went over to Sarah, Katy asked “is Brittany out there?”

Sarah looked down the hallway and shook her head sadly saying “no, just me. Sorry, but I just came to get Zoey.”

They walked in tense silence as Sarah guided her back to their room. “Are you okay, Sarah?”

“No.”

“Complicated free-human stuff?” Zoey asked.

“Thinking about whether or not I’m making a mistake.”

“How so?

“Did you, notice anything odd about what just happened?”

“Everything seems odd about free humans.”

“Who comforted Katy when she was crying?”

“I did.”

“And who came to collect and care for her livestock?”

“You did.”

“Zoey, I take better care of you as an animal than that girl’s parents take of her as their daughter.” Sarah swallowed hard saying, “if this is how Mark’s family operates, maybe I don’t want to be part of it. Maybe I don’t want to be part of Mark.”

“But you love him.”

Sarah looked at Zoey and smiled sadly saying, “God, I wish it was that simple.”

“Do you trust him?”

“Yes.”

“Does he make you happy?”

“Yes.”

“Then it’s simple. You love Mark.”

They entered to find Mark sitting on the bed. His face bore the same expression as a beaten dog as he only raised his eyes to look up at Sarah and Zoey briefly.

“Hey, Zoey.” Mark said quietly.

“Sarah loves you.” Zoey said firmly.

Mark flashed his eyes over to Sarah and back to Zoey giving a small, sad smile and replying, “I know that.”

Sarah sat quietly on the bed next to him but faced away. Despite being mere inches apart, they looked like two people sitting on opposite sides of the moon. Zoey watched the scene and bowed her head sadly.

“You’re not damaged goods.” Mark said at last.

Sarah looked over at him. Mark looked firmly into her face and said, “You need to know that. You’re not damaged goods.”

Sarah smiled sadly and said, “you’re not a pathetic loser yourself. You need to know that yourself.” She reached a hand over and Mark wrapped his pinky finger over her own softly making a connection point between them.

“Family is hard.” Sarah said.

Mark nodded replying “I’m sorry I brought you here.”

“I’m not.” Sarah said.

Mark frowned and continued, “It was an absolute waste of time.”

She looked over her shoulder at him and he looked into her eyes. She continued, “I’m learning about the man I love. Good, bad, and… terrifying… I’m learning. That is not a waste of time.”

“Am I the man you love?” Mark asked with his eyes glistening on the edge of tears.

Sarah nodded saying, “you are.” She tipped her head towards Zoey saying, “I just needed an uneducated farm animal to help me stop overthinking it.”

“Can I hug you guys?” Zoey asked.

Sarah and Mark looked to her and then back at one another. Zoey continued, “I feel like I missed something… or a lot of things…I also feel like I haven’t really made anyone happy today.”

Sarah shook her head and reached out an arm saying, “Yeah, come on over. I guess the only thing you missed was a bunch of stupid free-human stuff.” Mark gestured for Zoey to come over and together the three of them shared a hug. Zoey said, “Man, woman, and meat. Just the way it’s meant to be.” Mark chuckled as Sarah replied, “that’s a good one, Zoey.”

“Will all the people be arguing when you eat me tomorrow?” Zoey asked. She looked between Mark and Sarah saying, “because the thought of people arguing while eating me and not even enjoying my taste makes me sad.”

Mark shook his head saying, “No, we won’t be arguing tomorrow. Today was just a stressful day, that’s all. People will be happy when they’re eating you.”

Zoey smiled at this, and Sarah continued, “especially when they see how I prepare your body. Don’t worry, Zoey. Everyone is going to love you.”

“Thank you guys, that means a lot.”

Darkness fell over the house and within. Zoey curled up on her mat on the floor as Sarah and Mark awkwardly settled in on two small beds which sat side-by-side. Zoey frowned at this as she pulled a blanket Sarah had given her over her bare body. She did not like this for the last night of her life. Zoey pondered suggesting to Sarah and Mark that three of them get together in one bed. Zoey fantasized about that, Mark taking turns piercing either herself or Sarah with his thick, fat cock while Zoey dutifully tended to Sarah’s pussy with her tongue. That would be a great way to spend a night, but Zoey had no such luck rather laying on a cold mat on the floor while Sarah and Mark wished each other cold and sullen-sounding “goodnights” before turning off the lights.

Zoey tossed-and-turned. Sleep evaded her at every step. She had what… hours left to live? Why should she sleep? Would she need to be well rested to die tomorrow? Her belly growled at her, and she remembered that Katy had not been the only one sent upstairs without dinner. She tried counting breaths, an old tactic she used back on the farm, but it didn’t work. At last, she succumbed to her desire and sat upright on her mat sighing sadly. In the dim of the darkened room, illuminated only by a tiny, orange nightlight, Zoey noticed she wasn’t the only one sitting up.

“Sarah?” Zoey whispered into the darkness. The dark silhouette on the bed turned to look at her.

“Hey Zoey.”

“Can you sleep?”

“No. Can you?”

“No.” Zoey said. She rubbed her belly and continued, “I didn’t have any dinner.”

“Oh, god, you’re right.” Sarah said sliding out of bed quietly.

“Oh, I don’t need to eat, I’ll be dead soon.” Zoey protested.

“No, Zoey, let’s get you something from the kitchen.”

Zoey held onto Sarah’s hand as they crept silently down the darkened hallways. Zoey stared at Sarah’s back watching her small, stretchy black shorts slip in and out of view beneath an oversized t-shirt clearly borrowed from Mark. As they passed in front of a window, through which the orange glow of an outdoor security lamp blazed, Zoey made out the intricate pattern of Sarah’s black bra. Zoey whispered, “Hey Sarah.”

“What?”

“I like your bra.”

Sarah sighed saying “thanks Zoey.”

As they went down the staircase, Sarah continued whispering back to Zoey “I was hoping Mark would see more of it than you.”

“I’m sorry.”
 

“It’s not your fault.”

As they came to the kitchen, Sarah looked back up saying “Okay, we should be fine to talk normal now. All the bedrooms are upstairs.” She flipped on one of several switches and track lights overhead blazed to life partially illuminating the kitchen while leaving the other parts dark.

“Wow!” Zoey said as she looked around. Black and white checker-board floor supported granite-topped cabinetry offset by stainless steel appliances. Sarah gave a soft harumph saying “yeah, lots of nice stuff they barely know how to use.”

“Barely know how to use?”

“oh, yeah, you didn’t get any dinner, did you?”

“No.”

“Then I won’t subject you to the left-overs from dinner tonight.” Sarah chuckled as she opened the fridge saying “I wouldn’t feed Joyce’s cooking to a farm animal. Here we go, some remaining bacon, cheese, and bread, would you like a bit of mustard on it?”

“what is mustard?” Zoey asked squinting in confusion.

“Oh, sorry, forgot.” Sarah said with a shake of her head.

She opened a plastic container and pulled out a few strips of meat as she continued, “I keep thinking of you as my child instead of as my meal.”  Sarah frowned as she put the meat and cheese on the bread saying, “I don’t know why I keep doing that.”

Zoey knelt and stared at the meat saying, “who is this?”

“Huh?”

“The bacon. Who is it from?”
 

“No one from our place. I checked the wrappers in their trash earlier, did you know these people don’t even buy Double-Dees meats? I mean, their son works there, and they straight up shop from our competitors. God, I want to find something to like about Mark’s family, but I just can’t.”

Sarah fished out some oil from the cabinet and put it in a pan before starting the stove under it. Zoey knelt and stared at the sandwich inquisitively. “You okay, Zoey?”

“I’ve never had meat before.”

“Oh…right…” Sarah said with a frown on her face. “It’s probably not right to feed you this.”

“No, it’s okay. I guess I’ll find out what we taste like.” A smile spread across Zoey’s face as she continued “maybe I’ll get to know how delicious we are.”

Sarah chuckled and stepped in giving Zoey a hug from the side saying, “you are the best domestic ever, you know that?”

“Seriously.”

“Yes, seriously. My god, could you imagine any other girl from the farm in this place? You’ve been beyond docile. You’ve been helpful, friendly, kind…” Sarah sighed and flipped the sandwich onto the skillet. Soon the kitchen filled with sizzling sounds and delicious smells.

She continued “you’ve faced a lot of things that domestics were never meant to face. No one should expect you to manage childcare for a free-human girl, much less get angry at you when that neglected little child imprints on you. Not to mention how much they hate Mark and me for something that wasn’t our fault and…”

Sarah turned and faced Zoey with a scowl on her face as she continued flipping the sandwich aggressively saying, “…you know. Not even fucking once did anyone say ‘thank you’ to me for bringing you here as the main course. All these people do is complain and judge. They talk about Mark like he’s some wayward teenager and treat me like I’m some stranger just floating through his life. God damn it. I love him so much and…”

She stopped suddenly saying, “do you want eggs with this sandwich?”

“Uhh…”

Sarah stalked over to the fridge and opened it pulling out a few eggs saying “I’m making you some eggs to go with the sandwich. This is your last meal, it should be a good one, damn it.”

She procured the eggs and cracked them into the pan followed by a generous helping of salt and pepper as she continued frying with shocking aggression and expertise, “…where was I? Yes, I love Mark so much. I need him in my life so badly but when I look at these people and think of them being at my wedding, being part of my life, and I still can’t figure out what happened,.”

“What happened?” Zoey asked curiously as she drew near. Sarah flipped the eggs and some oil splattered out of the pan striking Zoey on her belly making her flinch and whimper in pain.

“Oh, careful Zoey, you don’t want to get accidentally burned…” Sarah shrugged and continued “I mean… not before your flesh can get properly cooked.” Sarah said. She shook her head and continued where she left off “yes, something happened. I can tell. You know that feeling when everyone is talking about something that happened, but not actually telling you what it is. They seem to all know and you don’t know and not even Mark will tell me and I’m…” Sarah slid the eggs and sandwich out onto a ceramic plate. Steam rose from the delicious morsels as Sarah stood by the frying pan staring at her creation thoughtfully.

“That’s it. I’m going to bake you a cake tonight as well. A girl shouldn’t die until she’s had a chance to taste cake.” Sarah said firmly.

“Whoa, whoa, Sarah… I don’t need a cake.” Zoey protested holding her hands out. Sarah looked up at her and Zoey saw the tears glistening in Sarah’s eyes as her lower lip quivered.  Zoey stepped in and wrapped arms around Sarah pulling her into a hug.

“Sorry. I cook when I’m upset.” Sarah whimpered.

“That’s okay, Sarah. I once met a woman who murdered people when she was upset.” Zoey said.

She felt Sarah shake within her arms as tears watered her shoulder. Sarah leaned back and wiped tears away from her eyes, “I murder people when I’m normal, Zoey. I kill people every damn day of my life and squeeze every dime of profit out of it.” Sarah sniffed and continued “Maybe that’s why they don’t like me. They know I’m a murderer.”

“Shhh… it’s okay to murder a domestic. We were bred to be docile.”

“God damn it, Zoey. You weren’t bred for shit.”

Zoey’s mouth hung open in shock. Sarah swallowed hard and stepped away saying, “The first batch of domestics were just a bunch of orphan refugees left over from the third American Civil war. There was no selective breeding or genetic engineering. It was just a bunch of children told over-and-over again that they were docile until they believed it.”

Sarah stared intimately into Zoey’s eyes saying, “The only difference between you and me is that a farmer named you three-forty-five while my father named me Sarah.”

Zoey shivered and asked, “Why has no one told me this?”

“Control, Zoey. It’s about control.” Sarah said firmly. She continued, “Hell, most free humans don’t even know about the first domestics. Most don’t want to know. They just buy the genetic engineering bullshit and look no further because they want to believe that the people we’re eating every day for lunch are somehow different from us, but they aren’t. I know because I learned the history of domestics in detail as part of my licensing exam for operating a slaughterhouse. God I wished I hadn’t.”

Sarah bowed her head saying, “you’re human, Zoey. Not half-human, not dumb-human, not docile-human, just straight-up fully human like the hundreds of other women who die in my slaughterhouse every day of the week…. All the women I murder on a daily basis…”

“So, you’re saying that me being docile is…”

“…all bullshit.” Sarah said with a sigh.

Zoey ignored this and continued saying “…something I’ve fully achieved on my own!?” A bright smile spread across Zoey’s face which confused Sarah.

“Huh?”

“Sarah, I…this… Oh, my god, this explains so much. No wonder sometimes I feel violent, dangerous, or the urge to fight back and run away. I mean…it’s been so hard, and I wondered what was wrong with me. You’re tell me that I’ve been doing everything docile just by my own power. You said it yourself, I’m one of the best domestics you’ve ever had and all of that with no breeding advantage at all.”

“Yeah, I suppose that’s one way to look at it but, Zoey, you’re human. Fully human… and Mark and I are going to kill you tomorrow.” Sarah’s voice cracked under the stress of guilt.

Zoey placed her hands on Sarah’s shoulders and said, “Sarah, tomorrow Mark is going to gas me to death and you’re going to mount my body on a spit before roasting my naked flesh over an open fire in front of dozens of people. You, on the other hand, have to sit next to Alfred’s family and make small talk with Bill and Joyce. Between the two of us, I have the better fate. I would rather be the roasted meat on the dinner plate than the one sitting in front of it for this Thanksgiving tradition that you free-humans do.”

Sarah chuckled saying “thanks, Zoey. That helps… weirdly enough.” She nodded to the sandwich saying, “well…eat up before it gets cold.”

“Oh, my god!” Zoey exclaimed loudly as she bit through the crisp salty bacon and tasted the cheese melting into the back of her mouth. Sarah looked nervously at the entry way and the stairs before hoarsely hissing out a “shhh!” to Zoey to keep her quiet as they sat together at the kitchen table.

Zoey’s eyes flung wide as she chewed saying, “this is amazing. Holy shit! Sarah!” She swallowed hard saying, “no wonder you guys like us so much. If I knew that I tasted this good, I would want to eat me too. This is the best sandwich ever.”

A small smile spread across Sarah’s face as she said, “thank you.”

“The way you cooked it is delicious. I’ve never had anything so amazing before in my life.”

“I should hope I cook better than whatever uneducated farm-animal pulled kitchen duty for the day.” Sarah scoffed.

“No, Sarah, I’m not saying this sandwich is better than the food I had back on the farm. I’m saying this sandwich is better than sex.”

“Better than sex?” Sarah asked.

“Uh-huh! Much!” Zoey said nodding emphatically as she took another bite.

Zoey held up the sandwich which already boasted several greedy bites taken out of it as she continued “Please, Sarah, please say you can do this to me. I swear, I won’t ask for anything else for the rest of my life, just make me into better-than-sex sandwiches and I will die a happy woman.”

“First off, it’s called a grilled cheese sandwich, not a ‘better-than-sex’ sandwich.” Sarah said as a grin spread across her face. She nodded towards Zoey saying, “second off, I can only make part of you into sandwiches like this.”
 

“Which part?” Zoey said looking down across her body.

“The belly, here…” Sarah got up from the table and went around to where Zoey sat. She reached her hands around from behind and wrapped her fingers around Zoey’s belly saying, “the muscles here are overlayed with fat tissue. Thinly sliced and lightly salted, your belly will make perfect bacon strips.”

Zoey looked down at Sarah’s hands wrapped around her belly suddenly feeling a slight thrill from the warmth of Sarah’s touch. A sad smile crossed her face as she looked over her shoulder at Sarah saying “it’s too bad my belly isn’t bigger. Then I could have shared all my delicious bacon with everyone.”

“Oh, it’s big enough, don’t worry Zoey.” Sarah said reassuringly as she let go of Zoey’s belly and retook her seat alongside the girl. “I didn’t really want any eggs… but you cooked them for me.” Zoey said thoughtfully. She looked up at Sarah saying, “will you split them with me?”

“Sure, why not.” Sarah said with a chuckle. Two women clinked forks against ceramic in a darkened kitchen until nothing remained save for an empty plate. The eggs, likewise, received a hefty dose of praise from Zoey however no inane questions about what part of her was eggs left her lips.

“Thank you, Sarah. Pepper eggs and a better-than-sex sandwich was a perfect last dinner for me.”

“Are you ready to sleep?” Sarah asked.

Zoey shook her head saying, “not really.”


Sarah sighed saying “Me neither.” She collected the dishes and took them to the sink carefully placing them within before returning to Zoey. 

“Maybe you could cook some more.” Zoey offered up.

“Are you still hungry?” Sarah asked with a cock of her eyebrow.

“No. But… well… maybe you could cook me.”

“You’re not dead.”

“Yeah, I know but maybe like practice cooking. Like, just to get ready for tomorrow. Now that I’ve had that great sandwich I can’t wait to hear all the wonderful things you’ll do to the other parts of my body.”

“Get on the counter.” Sarah said as a playful smirk played across her face. Zoey felt cold granite press against her back as she stared up at the ceiling, marveling at the track lighting arrangement when she heard a scraping metallic sound and turned her head to see Sarah pull a large chef’s knife out of a block. Sarah turned back to Zoey and stepped in agilely flipping the blade about in her hand a few times before turning it upright so that the dull back of the shiny steel blade pointed downwards. She pushed this against the palm of her own hand a few times letting Zoey see that it wouldn’t actually cut her before swinging the blade out over Zoey’s body with an elegant twist of her wrist. Sarah said, “well, first thing’s first, Mark will kill you with nitrogen, so you won’t be alive to feel any of this.”
 

Zoey nodded.

Sarah took the blade and placed the cool metal tip of it against Zoey’s belly. Zoey looked down and watched in awe as Sarah drew the blade slowly down along the middle of her belly starting just beneath the sternum and sliding the cool steel across Zoey’s warm flesh as she spoke saying “it’s important to open the stomach cavity by a midline incision. Amateurs will sometimes slash horizontally like this…”

Sarah flipped the blade over and drew the back of it across the middle of Zoey’s belly side to side. Zoey giggled “you okay?” Sarah asked.

“Yeah, it just tickles.” Zoey looked up at Sarah with a broad smile and continued saying “keep going. I like this.”


Sarah rubbed her tongue about in her mouth. She couldn’t help but feel a little excitement growing even within herself as she held the dangerous metal blade over Zoey’s pale, vulnerable flesh. Sarah continued “you never cut horizontally. It disrupts the tissue pattern of the abdominal muscles, and you know how delicious those are.”
  

“That’s where my bacon is?”

“Exactly. So, we start by sliding the blade starting from the solar plexus down the midline right in between the rectus abdominus muscles so that we cut nothing but tendons and cartilage leaving all that tasty muscle intact for cooking. We cut all the way down…” Sarah slid the blade cleanly across Zoey’s belly, her lower abdomen and finally to her crotch. Zoey gasped as the cool, metallic blade glossed between her labial lips and caressed her clit making her breath catch in her throat as Sarah continued “until we reach your vagina.”
 

Zoey’s eyes lay wide as dinner plates and her mouth hung open in an expression of shock. Sarah placed a warm hand in the middle of Zoey’s chest saying, “don’t worry, you’ll be dead before any of this happens, okay?”

Zoey nodded meekly. Sarah continued, setting the blade aside and pressed her hands firmly against Zoey’s belly saying “then we reach inside and pull out your stomach, intestines, and liver. I won’t be able to serve your stomach and intestines tomorrow, but I will keep them for later as they make excellent sausage casings. Your liver…” Sarah ran lithe fingers across Zoey’s upper abdomen tracing out the location of her organs underneath as she continued “…will find excellent use cooked down with onions and my secret ingredient for good liver…” She leaned in and smiled mischievously as she whispered, “lemongrass… But don’t tell anyone. It’s my secret ingredient, okay?”

Zoey nodded.

Sarah continued tracing her fingers across Zoey’s abdomen as she spoke, “Spleen, kidneys, lungs…” She swept a pair of fingers up around either side of Zoey’s chest tracing ripples of delicious touch in a broad sweep around Zoey’s breasts before coming back again and placing her fingers in the middle of Zoey’s chest saying “heart… these we will cook down to make both gravy as well as a proper stew with some potatoes, carrots, onions, and garlic.”

“I’m glad you’re using every part of me.”

“Oh yes, Zoey…” Sarah said she knelt over the girl and slid her fingers into Zoey’s hair caressing the side of her head as she smiled into her face whispering “every beautiful little piece of you will become a culinary work of art.” Zoey’s chest rose and fell as she panted in excitement at the thought. “I never imagined I would be so lucky. Thank you, Sarah. Thank you so much for cooking me.”

“Oh, I haven’t gotten to the best parts yet. Let me see if I have it here…” Sarah said as she stepped away searching about in the kitchen for a moment before returning lugging a massive, steel pole in her hands. The pole looked to be about eight-feet long and three inches in diameter. Zoey eyed it in nervous awe as Sarah said, “then we’ll put this through you.”

“Through me?”

Sarah set the back of the rod down on the ground and leaned casually against it like it was a walking stick. Zoey traced her eyes along it until she noticed that the upper end of it tapered down to a sharpened point. Sarah looked at the pole letting her own eyes trace across the smooth steel surface of it as she said “Yes, all the way through you. In one end…” Sarah slid her fingers sweetly across Zoey’s labial lips before she lifted her hand up and slid her pointer finger across Zoey’s face caressing her facial lip saying “…and out the other. I won’t lie, Zoey. Just holding this thing…” Sarah smiled as she leaned against it and bit her lower lip briefly as she said “…kind of makes me wet. I know it’s something that only happens to you after you’re already dead but the idea of this firm, thick, powerful rod forcing its way through my soft body forcing me to hold perfectly straight and still as it penetrates my pussy and comes out my mouth is just…” Sarah shuddered and continued “…kind of a submissive turn-on. Sometimes I have a reoccurring dream at night where Mark is pushing one of these roasting rods into my body. In my dream, I’m not dead. I’m not even in pain. I just feel the steel rod forcing my flesh to conform to its shape as I stare into Mark’s kind, loving eyes until I feel it in my throat, and I have to tip my head back to let the rod come up and out my mouth.”

Zoey wiggled her toes in excitement.

“Can I feel it?” Zoey asked in a whisper.

“Sure, you can touch it.” Sarah said holding the rod out. Zoey reached out her hand and caressed the cold metal surface that would soon be inside her body likely positioned about where her liver used to have been.

Zoey trembled saying “how long is it relative to me? Where would I lie on it?

Sarah turned the steel spit around horizontal and lay it flat across the middle of Zoey’s body letting her feel the heavy, cold steel rod press against her all the way from her chin where it rested down across the middle of her chest, across her smooth belly and resting gently against the mons pubis of her crotch. Zoey flexed and squirmed a bit in excitement.

“Can I feel it?”

“You are now.”

“No, I mean… inside me.”

Sarah blinked and asked “huh?”

“Just… a few inches. I want to know what it feels like inside.”

Sarah looked around the deserted and semi-dark kitchen to confirm they were alone before she said “okay…” She leaned in close to Zoey saying in a whisper “I want you to tell me what it feels like. Someday I might try riding one of these poles myself, at least just a little bit. Maybe have Mark do it to me so that my dreams can come true.”

Zoey nodded with an emphatic smile as Sarah slid the spit down across the length of her body until the pointy tip sweetly caressed over the top of her pubic bone and fell into place pointed directly at her pussy. Ever so carefully, Sarah gently pushed the rod forward feeding it slowly into Zoey’s pussy as Zoey held her legs open giving the rod full access to her soft, submissive body. Zoey whimpered and gasped.

“Does it hurt?”

“It’s bigger than a man’s cock, I can tell you that…” Zoey said panting before continuing “It’s cold too but…oh…I can feel it stretching me open so wonderfully. Can you go deeper?”

Sarah shook her head saying, “no, it’s too sharp, I might penetrate your cervix and you don’t want to feel that.” Sarah slid her hand down across Zoey’s belly before bringing her fingers to Zoey’s pussy. With her left hand, she held the rod carefully still while with her right hand she gently slid Zoey’s lips open as she asked “Zoey?”

“Yes.”
 

“Would you like to orgasm on top of the rod that your flesh is going to be cooked on?”

“Oh, god, yes.”

“I suppose I can eat you… just a little.” Sarah said with a coy little grin before she knelt and slipped her pink little tongue sweetly across Zoey’s swollen and excited clit. Zoey whimpered and groaned, and Sarah lifted her head saying, “Shhh… you have to be quiet, okay?”

“okay.” Zoey said before she brought up both her hands and clasped them over her mouth to keep the noise in as Sarah returned to licking her pussy while slowly twisting the spit back and forth inside her vagina. Zoey felt her body flush hot and cold as the steel rod within her warmed under the force of her own body heat. It felt as if her body would melt right there on top of the granite countertop with the incredible juxtaposition of Sarah’s warm tongue contrasting against the cold counter and the hard steel rod. Zoey felt her hips begin to flex as pleasure trickled out like delicious little fireworks emanating sweetly from the beautiful space between her legs that Sarah both pleasured and poked. The feeling of the tip of the steel rod tickling dangerously against the back most wall of her pussy filled Zoey with an odd desire to experience Sarah pushing it through all the way. She wanted that hard metal rod to dive through her soft flesh like a fish swims through the sea. She wanted to feel it spread open her intestines and lungs, heart and liver, until she tasted the steel sliding up through her throat. She pondered if she would lick it with her tongue, the steel rod which had ventured through her entire body, as a final reward to it for having conquered her existence and straightening her to its will. Zoey’s mind turned animalistic as she imagined the sensation of sharp teeth, powerful jaws, warm lips as they chewed through her flesh. She bore down on the rod jamming the hard point of it dangerously close to her cervix as her body trembled in pleasure while she rode the wave up to a glorious experience. The most beautiful sensation of all…

…that of becoming one with the free-humans.

Little bits…

Little bites…

Muscle and flesh, bone and sinew… she would become it all. Every single person that joined in the feast tomorrow would take a small piece of Zoey home with them inside their bellies. She would become part of their flesh, their bodies, their minds, their lives. She would restore strength, beauty, and intellect to all those people and all it would cost was the measly sum of her own life.

Zoey’s eyes rolled back into her head, and she screamed into the palms of her hands as orgasmic waves pierced and flowed through her body at the thought of experiencing digestion in hundreds of free-human bellies. The rod grew slippery in Sarah’s hands, and she retracted it not trusting the remaining tension in Zoey’s now slick, swollen, and quivering pussy nor the thrusting grasps of Zoey’s hips as the orgasming woman desperately flung her body forward trying to plunge it upon the rod. Zoey’s orgasmic pleasure flowed and ebbed leaving her lying there on the counter-top with her hands dangling off to the sides having reached a point where she did indeed feel as if her body had turned liquid. Sarah giggled slightly and retracted the rod saying, “are you feeling a little dead there, Zoey?”

“Almost, farmer Sarah.”

“good girl.” Sarah said as she reviewed the glistening tip of the rod in her hand. “You got this pole nice and lubed up with your womanly juices. Should slide nice and easy into your body tomorrow.”

“Oh, god I’m so looking forward to it.” Zoey gasped with a pant.

“What the hell is going on down here?” A gruff voice rang out across the kitchen. Zoey and Sarah snapped their heads to the side to see Bill stomping in grumpily his fat belly swinging back and forth in his oversized, flannel pajamas.

“Uh…just test fitting for cooking tomorrow.” Sarah muttered quickly propping the pole up in one corner as Zoey sat up quickly.

“Test fitting my ass, or maybe hers. What sick games are you playing with tomorrows meal?” Bill growled out.

“Leave her alone!” Zoey snapped back as she slid off the countertop and stood defensively between Bill and Sarah. Bill crooked an eyebrow at Zoey as Sarah’s mouth fell open in confusion as Zoey stammered out, “Or… or…” finally her eyes lit up as she continued, “you’re not allowed eat me. That’s right! I’m property of Sarah, and she won’t let you have even one bite and she’s going to cook me up so delicious that you’ll be crying with hunger but not even one taste of me will cross your lips because you’re a big meanie!”

Zoey poked a finger into her own chest saying, “You don’t deserve to eat me. Sarah paid a lot of money to buy me and bring me here to be food for you and not once did any of you say ‘thank you’ to her for providing me as meat for the feast. Sarah and Mark should get to eat me all by themselves and you shouldn’t get one bite.” Zoey gestured towards Sarah saying, “Don’t you know that Sarah loves Mark. She wants to marry him. But she’s thinking she can’t because all you people are so mean to her. She bought me to try and be nice to you, but you hated her before she even came here without even having a reason why.”

Bill’s eyes went from Zoey as they slowly shifted to Sarah.

“I… don’t hate you.” Bill said firmly to Sarah.

Sarah wrapped her arms around herself and frowned saying, “it kind of feels that way.”

“My dumb ass son is just making another mistake. Same as he always does. That’s all that’s going on here.”

“You think I’m a mistake?” Sarah scoffed back angrily.

“You are not a mistake. It’s my son...” Bill said picking over his words carefully before he continued “I just… I know Mark is going to screw this up and I’m not saving him this time.”

“What do you mean ‘this time?’” Sarah asked.

Bill’s head lowered and he slowly sat down in a chair at the kitchen table. His expression turned sad, and he looked even older than normal as he continued, “Mark didn’t tell you. Did he?”

“Tell me what?”

“About his sister.”

Zoey turned to Sarah asking, “Mark has a sister?”

Sarah shook her head saying, “He never mentioned a sister.”

Bill gestured towards the chair opposite him saying, “sit down, you deserve to know the truth.”

Sarah cast a wary glance at Zoey looked between the two of them and whispered, “should I leave?”

“No.” Sarah said quietly. She grabbed Zoey’s hand saying “Stay. You help me feel brave.”

Zoey silently alighted on a wooden chair beside her owner as Sarah took up a seat opposite Bill. Bill looked between the two women and shook his head saying “well I suppose this is between you, me and meat here. Zoey, right? You think you can keep your yapper shut about this?”

“I’ll try, but I don’t what my yapper is.” Zoey replied.

“He’s asking you to keep this secret.” Sarah said. She looked to Bill and back at Zoey saying, “for Mark’s sake.”

“Oh, yeah.” Zoey replied.

“Back in the day, Mark was a good boy. Straight A student, bound for university…you know the type. We were all excited for him. His mother and I were about tickled pink. There were five of us back then, Alfred who was already making a life for himself finishing up his master’s in business, Mark who was in his senior year of high school, and little Maddie. Ready for her freshman year at Highschool.”

Bill gritted his teeth and continued, “it was the night after graduation and Mark must have felt ready to cut loose. He always had been such a good boy, did as he was told, followed my directions, but that night… I don’t know… some friend of his figured out a way to print up fake IDs and handed them out to all the graduating seniors as a joke. I don’t know if that liquor store worker was blind or just not paid enough to care, but soon enough Mark had several quarts of bottom-shelf vodka, some tequila, and a bottle of whiskey in the back of his car with his little sister in the passenger seat. God knows what all they talked about out there, howling into the summer-night air sharing drinks from those damn bottles. Mark sure as hell won’t talk about it none and… well… Maddie…”

Bill trailed off and bowed his head with a shudder, “Cops found the wreckage at the county line. Damn fools all stood around blabbing about which counties problem it was, as if it wasn’t all the god damn life, hopes, and dreams shattered out there in pieces on the pavement.” Bill swallowed hard and continued, “the elderly couple Mark hit died on impact. Maddie went flying through the windshield out into a ditch. They took her to the hospital on a helicopter, but there weren’t nothing they could do for her. Firemen cut the car open like you peal the top off a tin can and pulled Mark, drunk as a fucking skunk right out of it. Cops say…” Bill shivered and grimaced, “Cops say he was laughing. He was so fucking soused that he didn’t even damn know where he was. I… don’t know what to think about that. I don’t want to believe it. I want to say the cop’s a damn liar. Mark sure as hell didn’t laugh after that day none.”

Bill shook his head, “Our family lost everything in that crash. My daughter dead, my son locked away for manslaughter. All those scholarships and university dreams, they just burned up like liquor store receipts in a gasoline fire.” Bill looked squarely at Sarah saying, “by the time Mark got out of prison, there was only one industry that would hire him.” Sarah felt his eyes piercing deep into her soul reaching the uncomfortable parts of her career. Bill’s eyes narrowed as he continued, “the slaughter industry. The only industry where killing someone is work experience.”

Sarah frowned as she said, “Mark never told me this… any of it.”

Bill nodded saying, “I don’t suppose he likes to talk about it much. We don’t talk about it. Hell, he ain’t even been up to Maddie’s grave.”

Bill shook his head saying, “look, I don’t know why you’re with my son. A rich woman like you, a screw up like him, it doesn’t make any sense. Maybe you feel sorry for him and think you’re doing him a favor or what not. I’m sorry that I didn’t say ‘thank you’ for bringing the meat-girl you got here. It is kind of you to have brought her, but also kind of a waste. Mark’s fucking up his life again, dating his boss likely to get his ass fired from the only job that would take him. You deserve to know that Mark’s life ended that night, same as Maddie’s. The reason I haven’t bothered making nice is because I’ll never see you again after this holiday. Maybe you can move on to a man more worth your time. Maybe, if I tell you why, you won’t fire my son off your factory line when whatever this pity-relationship thing you’re doing here comes to an end. That’s about all I can do for that idiot boy of mine.”

Sarah took this in thoughtfully for a second before replying, “you don’t know your son at all.”

“What do you mean I don’t know him? I raised the boy.”

“You talk about him like he’s still that stupid high school kid drunk behind the wheel. That’s not the man he is today.”

She scowled and continued, “You think I hired him out of prison just because he can kill? I didn’t hire him. He revolutionized the entire operation years before I even started my first day at Double-Dees.”

Sarah gestured towards herself saying, “I’m just the business arm of the operation. It’s your son who runs the place. The changes he made, the innovations he brought in…”

Bill harumphed saying “innovations in slaughter?”
 

“Don’t look down your nose at us when I’ve seen your damn freezer full of meat.” Sarah hissed back. She jabbed a finger at Bill saying “you and I both know it isn’t pig or beef. Surely you don’t think human flesh grows on trees.” Bill swallowed back whatever he was going to say next. Sarah continued, “it doesn’t matter what your job is, what matters is the approach you take to it. Mark innovated the most humane methods of killing a person imaginable.”

“She’s right about that.” Zoey offered up. Bill squinted at her, and Zoey continued softly, “the way your son kills, it’s so... peaceful.”

“I suppose he’s good at his job then.”

Sarah gestured towards herself saying, “I’m not dating your son out of pity. Your son saved my life.”

Bill blinked in surprise.

“He didn’t tell you about that, did he?”

Bill shook his head.

“Of course, he wouldn’t. He wouldn’t want to humiliate me.” Sarah said in realization.

“Humiliate you?”

“I… I used to be married. My husband left me for a younger, prettier… waitress.” Sarah said swallowing hard. She continued slowly, “I was devastated. It’s hard to explain this to a man but… as a woman… I died that day.” She shook her head and her eyes glistened as he continued “absolutely destroyed me inside. Knowing all those nights he spent ‘working late,’ all those times I told myself that I didn’t smell perfume on him, all those times he looked into my eyes and told me that he loved me, the vows he said at our marriage, it was lies… all of it. I also knew that I lost my husband because I wasn’t enough. I wasn’t pretty enough, loving enough, desirable enough… I was less than that horrible, trashy, bitch on the other side of…”

Zoey placed a warm hand on Sarah’s arm and Sarah looked at her trembling. Zoey gave her a small smile and Sarah sighed. Bill offered up, “Mark had said you were divorced but not much more. Sorry about that.”

“The divorce was bad. Real bad. I died the day that I received those court documents same as your son did in the crash. After waking up every day in the same cold, lonely bed I used to share with the man I loved, seeing the space he used to occupy, feeling the palpable loss… it was like a limb had been cut off from me. I was done…with life.”

Sarah swallowed hard and she continued, “and every day I worked with a man who could snuff my life out as gently as a child blows out a candle. I stared at your son for months, Bill. Watched him end the lives of women like myself with jealousy in my eyes. It would be so easy. So painless. My pain would be over. I would no longer clutter this world with my unwanted existence.” Sarah hung her head and continued “I went down there. I manufactured an excuse to load my own body into that machine of death and ordered your son to kill me.”

“Yeah, he disobeyed your orders. I never said my son was an outright murderer.”

“He didn’t save my life by disobeying my orders. If he had just patted my head, suggest I get some help, and get on with his job like a normal person, you wouldn’t have me sitting at this table trying to make nice with my potential future in-laws, would you?” Sarah countered.

She continued, “when I say he saved my life, I mean he knelt down, collected up the shattered pieces of my heart, and breathed life back into them. I showed him everything ugly and fragile about me, and the man who kills women for a living took my heart in his hand and told me that I still had value on this planet. I’m not dating your son out of pity or boredom. I’m dating him because he showed me his true colors. I mined into the chest of a professional killer and found a heart of gold. I found a man worth spending the rest of my life with and one who took me in under his wing of protection when I was at my worst.”

Sobs filled the kitchen. Sarah and Bill cocked their heads to see Zoey crying, “Oh, Sarah! It’s so beautiful. I never knew the whole story of you and Mark. Bill, how can you still hate her when you see how much she loves your son and how happy they would be together?”

“I don’t hate her.” Bill said firmly.

Bill swallowed hard and continued, “Sarah, I know my son has done wonderful things in your world but… he killed my daughter, he destroyed his own life… that’s not easy to let go.”

Sarah took this in thoughtfully and said “he built a new life for himself, though. As for your daughter, would she have wanted you to stay angry at her brother forever? Whose life are you helping by holding onto so much anger?”

Bitter tears rolled down Bill’s cheeks. He closed his eyes and he nodded, “it’s been long enough, hasn’t it?”

He sat quietly with his head bowed for a moment before saying, “I can’t do it all at once. It’s not like everything gets swept under the rug and everyone is hunky-dory. You understand that, right?”

“I do.” Sarah replied quietly.

Bill looked up at her and wiped away his tears saying, “you’re a good woman.” He smiled at her sadly saying, “I’m glad you’re in my son’s life.” Sarah smiled back saying, “Thank you.”

Suddenly, Zoey stood up and grabbed Sarah by the arm. “Zoey, what are you doing?”

“Come on, quickly!” Zoey said pulling Sarah around the table to where Bill sat. Bill cocked an eyebrow up at Zoey in confusion as she also pulled him to his feet.

“Zoey, what is-” Sarah protested but Zoey linked arms around the two of them pulling them in tight close to one another and herself saying, “hugs make people feel better.”

Sarah and Bill chuckled slightly as they hesitantly linked arms about one another on one side and jointly over the shoulders of a naked woman on their other. Zoey gave them all one big squeeze and said to Bill, “so does this mean you’ll allow Sarah to marry your son?”

Bill rolled his eyes in annoyance at Zoey, but then looked to Sarah saying “I never figured I would give my blessing to a woman for my son but, yes, you can marry the boy. God knows he needs someone responsible like you to look after him.” A warm smile spread across Sarah’s face as Zoey began dancing while holding them jerking Bill and Sarah back and forth in the awkward three-way hug. Sarah chuckled chastising her lightly saying, “Zoey, calm down.”
 

“Sorry, Sarah, I just love happy endings.”

“Well, it’s not the end.” Sarah replied.

“Oh. Why not?”

“Because you’re still alive.”

“You’re right! Oh my god, I still get to feed all those people. Bill, I take back what I said, you can eat me as much as you like.”

Bill replied, “Thanks, Zoey.”

He looked to Sarah and said “And thank you, Sarah, for bringing Thanksgiving dinner to my house.”
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