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Alfred stared out the kitchen window at the fog rolling over the empty corn fields. A sigh escaped his lips as he sipped at a floral-printed cup of tea. Was every year going faster than the one before? Perhaps his perception merely played tricks on his mind. He reached up and pinched the bridge of his nose trying to rub away the tension headache.

Thanksgiving…

Sandwiched between the infinitely more fun holiday of Halloween and the infinitely more celebrated holiday of Christmas, Thanksgiving felt more like an afterthought than a celebration. Worse than that, Thanksgiving boasted not one iota of pleasure within its framework. A bitterly cordial meal shared between distant relatives out of a sense of conscripted familial obligation served as the highlight of the event.

Alfred closed his eyes and saw the events of last night clear as day once more. His impressionable, young daughter, laying out across the dining room table in a pose horrifically suggestive as she bade the extended family eat her body like she was a domesticated farm human. The scene played out once more, a screaming argument followed by a little girl’s tears and the disgruntled silence of adults. Throughout the entirety of dinner the night prior, an invisible elephant that no one spoke of not only walked about the room, but it also seemed to have taken a liking to seating itself on Alfred’s chest. His father Bill’s sharp words about Alfred’s responsibility to raise a granddaughter that knew better than to confuse herself, a free-born human, with a domestic, a farm-raised human for meat, burned in his mind. The night had been even less kind. His wife, Brittany, had left no confusion on who she felt bore the blame for Katy’s disgusting and embarrassing behavior. 

Alfred stared joyously once more out onto the landscape. A strange yearning, a desire to run out there, dive into the fog and never come back, welled within his heart. Still, wasn’t that his brother’s role? Mark, the eternal prodigal son, Alfred, the reliable good son of the Keifer household, and their little sister, one who forever will remain as the fragmented memory of her high school self along the short strand of her life cut short by Mark’s alcohol-fueled driving on that night the Keifer family, as Alfred knew it, died on the side of a country road.

And now, more than a decade later…

Mark… the prodigal son… returned with a wealthy slaughterhouse manager as his girlfriend and a…

“Oh, hi, Alfred.” A cheery female voice rang out across the vacant kitchen. Alfred looked back from the window to see Zoey. Standing there, fully naked save for a banded neck collar and black wrist cuffs, the pretty young woman smiled at him sweetly. Despite himself, a smile spread across Alfred’s face as he replied, “good morning, Zoey. Did you sleep well?”

“No. Not really. But… it’s okay. I’m going to die today anyhow.” She raised her hands up to her shoulders and tightened her elbows about her waist as she danced in a little circle saying, “I’m so excited.”

Alfred sighed, “why are you happy?”

“Why are you sad?” Zoey asked with an inquisitive tilt of her head. Had the words left anyone else’s lips, Alfred would have suspected sarcastic irony within their tone, but Zoey appeared immune to such jaded nuances. Being in the presence of a domesticated human still felt slightly unnerving. Witnessing a clearly full-grown, gorgeous woman behave more like an excited golden retriever than an adult left an odd sense of uncanny valley within Alfred’s mind. Knowing full well that the illiterate livestock knew as much about sexual restraint as she did quantum calculus created a natural stiffening in Alfred’s cock.

“It’s been a rough start to Thanksgiving. I…” His voice caught and he continued, “just so you know, I don’t blame you for Katy’s behavior last night.”

“Oh, well… thanks.” Zoey stepped around the table and alighted upon a seat next to Alfred. He watched as her deliciously rounded buttocks spread across the chair coming close to touching his own thighs through his pajama bottoms. She leaned on her elbow and looked at him casually as her right breast swayed freely and her left breast rested gently on the table in front of her. Alfred had never envied an inanimate piece of wood more in his life. Zoey spoke and Alfred forced his eyes to return to her face lest she catch him staring at her longingly. Married as he was, albeit to a frigid and fanatical beast of a woman, Alfred reminded himself it would not do well to let his eyes linger on the nude young woman’s sensual and doomed body.

“Between you and me, Katy doesn’t have what it takes to be a domestic.” Zoey said in the same consoling tone that a piano teacher uses when informing the parents of a stubby-fingered child that they should consider a different instrument. A lithe hand sprung forth and Zoey placed it warmly on Alfred’s arm saying “please don’t tell her I said that. The poor girl would be devastated to hear such words, but she’s nowhere near docile enough to serve as a domesticated human.”

“I… I think that’s just as well.” Alfred muttered absentmindedly forcing himself to sip his coffee to avoid breast-to-eye contact for a few moments. God forbid Brittany see him ogling the lunchtime meat while it’s still lively enough to pleasure.

“So, you know my brother well?”

“I sucked his cock on the same day that I watched slaughter over two-hundred women.”

A sputtering mist of brown hot fluid launched across the table as Zoey backed away from Alfred’s sputtering.

“I’m so sorry.” Zoey whimpered as she backed away with her eyes wide in terror. Grabbing up a napkin from the holder on the middle of the table, Alfred said “No, no… you’re fine. It’s okay.”

He sighed and said, “maybe I shouldn’t ask questions that I don’t want to hear the answer too.”

He wiped away the mess saying, “uh… two hundred women in a single day. That must have been… um… traumatic?”

“Oh, no. He’s so amazingly gentle about it. He’s very dedicated to providing us girls a humane death so we can finally fulfill our life’s purpose.”

“Life’s purpose?”

Zoey gestured towards her body saying “meat, of course. Today I get to fulfill my life’s purpose. I just hope you guys find me delicious and everyone comes back for seconds.” A flirty smile spread across her face, and she said, “is there any specific part of me that you’re looking forward to taking a bite out of?”

Alfred swallowed hard and replied “I’ll…uh… take whichever piece they serve me.” Zoey pouted slightly so Alfred continued with an encouraging smile “I’m sure all of you is quite tasty.” This brightened Zoey’s face into a smile once more.

“I’m glad to hear you say that. Your son said the most horrible thing to me yesterday.”

“When?” Alfred asked before taking another sip of his tea.

“During sex.”

More spraying brown fluid splattered across the table followed by Alfred’s gasping and wiping away at the mess once more.

Zoey leaned back and said, “you’re really bad at drinking. Maybe you need some more practice before trying again.”

Alfred chuckled mirthlessly “Maybe I should just wait until it cools. You… um… had sex with my son?”

“A few times. But he was kind of mean.”
 

“Did he… hurt you?” Alfred asked scowling in concern.

“No, worse.”

“Worse?”

“He said he enjoyed sex with me so much that he didn’t want to eat me.”

Alfred blinked in confusion. Zoey gestured towards herself saying, “that’s a horrible thing to say to a domestic. I was born for food production. It is literally my life’s purpose. He did eventually take it back though, after we had sex again.”

Alfred swallowed hard and replied, “I suppose he’s old enough, college-kid as he is. Maybe that lonely boy just needed to get it out of his system. I hope he wasn’t rough on you or did anything really terrible.”

“No, no, we had fairly normal sex. I sucked his cock, he bent me over to take me from behind, typical stuff. Nothing nearly as exciting as…”

Alfred raised the cup of tea to his lips and squinted at Zoey waiting to see if she had more to say before taking a sip.

“…the sex I had with your wife.”

Alfred drew a deep sigh and carefully set the teacup down onto the table with his trembling hand.

“Ah, look at that. You managed to not spill the tea.”


“I think you’re spilling enough tea for the both of us.” Alfred replied with a low grumble. 

He cocked an eyebrow and asked, “my wife?”

Zoey nodded.

“Cheated on me with you?”

“Well, I don’t know if it’s cheating since I’m a domestic. I think you have to have sex with another free human for it to be cheating. She wouldn’t like me to tell you this but, well, I’m going to die soon, right? So, it doesn’t matter, right?”

“It does matter!” Alfred said his face contorting and his hand balling up into a fist. He gritted his teeth, clearly containing working hard to contain some emotion. He shook his head and continued, “Actually, tell me what it was like.”

“Like?”

“What was sex with my wife like?”

“Terrifying at first.”

“Terrifying?” Alfred gasped then he thought about it for a second and continued, “yeah… that tracks.”

“I thought she was going to attack me because you saw me naked earlier. She was all like ‘I’m going to deal with you woman-to-woman.’ And such.”

“Where were Mark and Sarah during this?”

“Downstairs. She came in while I was showering. I thought she was going to punch me, but she kissed me instead. She talked a lot about some place far away called the United Queendom. Some horrible place where cannibalism is illegal. Can you imagine?”

Alfred frowned and muttered “she’s still going on about that one, is she?”

“You know?”

“Of course. She won’t shut up about it. I’ve always suspected that she wanted to castrate me the way they do to men over in Britain. At this rate maybe it would be best if I just go ahead and let her do it.”

“Oh, I’ll go tell her then.” Zoey said starting to rise to her feet. Alfred grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back down onto the chair saying “NO!”

Zoey’s eyes passed from looking into Alfred’s to where his hand lay on her shoulder then back to his eyes again. A smile spread across her face as Alfred realized he had just touched a naked woman who wasn’t his wife.

He pulled his hand back and said, “tell me more about sex with my wife. What happened next?”

“We talked a bit. I explained how we domestics pity you free-humans with your long, miserable lives.” Alfred sighed and took a sip of tea saying, “a younger me would have argued with you on that but I think I understand your point of view on this.”

Zoey nodded and she continued “she told me how she married you for your money.”

“Not that it seems to ever be enough.” Alfred mused sadly. He nodded towards Zoey saying, “go on.”

“Then we cleaned up, went to the bedroom, she tied my hair back in this really cool-looking band. It felt so amazing to have my hair tied back and…”

“and then what?” Alfred pressed.

“Oh, and then she spread her legs, and I licked her out. Nothing special.”

Alfred bowed his head and muttered, “nothing special.”

He looked at Zoey and said, “Ten years of headaches, tiredness… I’ve had ten years of nothing but rejection. Brittany hasn’t allowed me to even touch her since Katy was conceived. And you, a farm-animal, got her spread-eagled and begging for more in less than ten hours.”

He sighed and said, “Ten years of loyalty and ten years of rejection, just so she can fuck a farm animal at the drop of the hat. Part of me wanted to let her castrate me just so I can feel the same desire for her that she feels for me, which is none.”

Zoey took this in thoughtfully and said “well, if you miss sex with her that much, maybe I can help.”
 

“Yes?”

Zoey pointed at her lips saying “I had sex with her using my mouth. If I use my mouth on you, maybe it would be like the two of you had sex together just… you know… through me. We have to be quick, though. I do need to go die soon.”

Alfred glanced around the empty kitchen. Save for early morning light streaming in through the window, they were alone.

“Yes.” He whispered to her.

Before he could say anything more, she had already slipped her lithe, nude body down underneath the table and rested on her knees before him. “Oh, you’re in for a treat. Your brother loves it when I do this.”

“Can we not talk about that?” Alfred said as he slid his pajama pants down letting his firm, lonely cock spring out free into the cool kitchen air. He couldn’t quite see Zoey, as she crouched beneath the kitchen table, but in the next moment he felt delicious warmth enveloped the head of his cock sweetly as slender fingers wrapped warmly around the base of it and another hand palmed gently under his balls. He let his head lean back as he moaned delightfully into the air.

He felt the warmth retract from his cock as Zoey said, “oh, you needed that badly. Just relax and enjoy. Domestics make people happy. Just remember, my mouth has been on your wife as well so it’s kind of like you’re having sex with her. Think of what sex with her is like while I do this.”

With that said, Zoey returned plunging Alfred’s cock in sweet, warm delicious sensations once more. His mind wandered to an older day, Brittany’s piercing eyes staring deep into him as he slid over top of her pressing his hungry cock deep inside her sweet, warm interior. Even in the gloss of his happy memory, her face seemed angry. Her lips were taught, unimpressed, her question of, “are you done yet?” burned bitterly in his mind. Try as he might, thinking of the last time he had sex with his wife only pushed him further away from orgasm instead of closer despite the delicious ministrations that Zoey paid upon his swollen cock. He leaned back and arched his neck to look under the table seeing the top of Zoey’s head as it bobbed back and forth. The same desire that had once filled his son now filled Alfred.

Forget the feast, forget the meat, forget the whole wretched affair of a Thanksgiving in which Alfred truly had nothing to be thankful for. This girl, this ‘farm-animal’ had more value than merely caloric. The desire to race outside filled him once again. This time, however, it would be clutching onto the hand of this delightful little Zoey so that the two of them could, respectively, flee the finality of death and the iron-jawed trap of an unhappy marriage to start new lives together out far, far away from society. Alfred imagined a delightful future where he could spend the rest of his days like this, with a sweet, young tongue on his ripe, sensitive cock as he cared for this beautiful young woman, and she serviced his masculine needs. Visions flashed through his mind as he plotted their futures together as Zoey continued patiently suckled on his cock. Sure, he would be robbing his brother, but Mark had stolen so much from the family before. It didn’t even come close to revenge for Alfred to take off with his brother’s livestock. Brittany could raise Katy alone, as she practically was already, and Alfred’s mind only faintly dwelled in sorrow at the loss of Katy before the slip of Zoey’s tongue along his delicate frenulum pushed thoughts of sadness away from his heart.

Logistics… logistics…

First thing first, they would need to cut those bands off Zoey. Perhaps she would argue but once she grasped the life of love and support that Alfred offered her, then her mind could expand to a world beyond simple cannibalism. Money may be scarce as his identity would have to remain here at the very house he just fled. Perhaps he could get a job doing some manual labor. God, would that be so wonderful. No more neckties, no more kissing ass to shitty customers, no more bickering over commodities pricing, no more stressing about stupid bullshit. Just show up to work and do what the foreman tells him to do. He would flex his muscles all day finally feeling like a real, living man for the first time in decades. Then, sore and tired, he would return home with his hard-earned pay to his sweet, docile wife. There, he would share the provisions of his labor with her before she would rub his muscles down, open up her body for his penetration, and sleep sweetly with him wrapped up in her warm, loving arms throughout the entire night. Such fantasies fluttered through Alfred’s mind as he leaned back letting his tea grow cold as his cock burned hot with a growing desire to burst forth a torrent of cum into the doomed woman’s mouth.

“What the fuck are you doing!?” Hissed out an odiously familiar voice. Alfred gasped and sat bolt upright seeing Brittany staring daggers at him with her lips peeled open revealing barred teeth. She wore a silk robe wrapped around her slender body, but her effeminate features lay locked behind the burning hatred in her eyes.

“I…uh… I…she…” Alfred stammered and trembled as his mind stopped processing thoughts and his heart raced in terror. Like a squirrel in the clutches of a hawk, he squirmed in his seat shivering as his eyes began to tear up.

Despite her anger, Brittany kept her tone low to avoid waking the rest of the house as she poured poison into Alfred’s soul saying, “you pathetic, worthless, fucking shitty excuse of a man… that’s it. I caught you red-handed cheating and, in this is divorce, I get the house and the kids. I don’t care if they fucking miss you. I’m raising them by myself, and you better not fucking filch on child support because I’ll be suing your pathetic fucking ass for every god damn penny you ever fucking touch. Better hope that is one god-damn hell of a blowjob because hell is what I’m going to make the rest of your miserable fucking li-”

Brittany stopped mid-word and her eyebrows shot up wide. Her eyes trailed down and Alfred looked as well seeing a thin, lithe arm penetrating up under the hem of Brittany’s robe. Not only had Zoey’s arm penetrated her robe, but Brittany shuddered as she felt Zoey’s fingers had slid around the seam of her panties and penetrated deep into her pussy.

“Sit down next to your husband.” Zoey said firmly.

“But…” Brittany protested briefly. Before she could say anything more, Zoey flexed her middle two fingers inside of Brittany’s pussy while she caressed her clit with her thumb. Brittany lost the ability to articulate intelligible speech as her head fell backward and her knees grew week.

Zoye said, “your divorce will make a lot of people sad. Domestics make people happy. Sit next to him. I will fix you so that you do not have a divorce.”

“You…fix me?” Brittany gasped out with a shudder.

“This is your last chance to have sex with me before I die. Do you really want to miss out on this opportunity?”

Brittany’s body trembled and she pitched forward placing her hands on the table to steady herself under an onslaught of Zoey’s pleasure. Alfred took opportunity to slide his pants back on as Brittany came to be overwhelmed with pleasure.

“No.” Brittany gasped out shuddering against the table.

“Good. Sit next to your husband.”

Brittany gagged lightly as she felt Zoey pull her fingers out from within her pussy. The void of craven emptiness burned so painfully that Brittany damn near cursed the manipulative young woman for leaving her so hungry and faced with the dreaded prospect of interacting in any way with her most hated spousal enemy.

Still… she had no choice but to obey. Her mind wanted to race from that room, grab Katy and call a good lawyer but her womanhood did not afford her any such action, instead demanding her compliance with the commands of a worthless farm-animal destined to die. Wordlessly, she stepped around the table and gave a haunted, fearful glance at her husband who returned it with a scowl of resentment. The degree to which Brittany yearned for the touch of Zoey was only matched by her anger and discomfort that Alfred would be present to witness it.  Like a woman forced to take a shit on a double-wide outhouse next to her husband, Brittany dropped her gaze and tried to ignore her husband’s presence as she sat on a wooden chair next to him. They both stared at the top of the table silently as Zoey spoke from underneath the table.

“Take off your panties, Brittany. Alfred, pull your pants down again. Let me have access to your sexual organs. I’ll take care of you both.”

Giving a terrified sideways glance at one another, both of them silently complied.

“Don’t you dare say a fucking word.” Brittany hissed out in an angry whisper.

“Get off it. I already know you fucked her first.” Alfred replied.

“Stop that. both of you.” Zoey commanded. Alfred felt warm fingers wrap around the base of his cock and a firm thumb begin slowly caressing the bottom of his cock as Brittany felt Zoey’s other hand start sliding her middle finger sweetly in between Brittany’s labial lips tickling the sensitive tissue inside.

“The problem with free humans is you are too free. You’re free to do anything you want and because of it you’re never happy doing anything because you always think you could be doing something better. Before I die, I’m going to do something about it. I’m going to domesticate both of you.”
 

“Huh?” Alfred asked.

“Domesticate us?” Brittany asked in a scoff.

“Domestication is achieved through a process of pain and rewards. You free humans think domestication is beneath you, but it is an amazing gift to have. Look how miserable being free has made both of you. Can you see how it is harming your son and daughter? You two need domesticated so badly that I’m choosing to spend my last hours alive on this planet giving you the gift of domestication. This is my parting gift to your entire family.”

Zoey slid her hand down Alfred’s shaft and wrapped her fingers around cupping his balls.

“I’ve never harmed anyone before in my life, much less a free human. I won’t cause any more than the bare minimum of pain for what it takes to domesticate you and I won’t do anything to hurt you permanently. I promise that. It won’t be anything worse than this.”

In the next moment, she tightened her hand into a fist sending a wave of nausea and pain through Alfred’s midsection as he gasped. Likewise, she turned her hand around and jabbed a hard finger against Brittany’s clit sharply letting her experience the sensation of hard fingernail pressing directly against her sensitive womanhood. Brittany’s body jolted painfully as she let out a little yelp of pain. She snapped her head to the side to see her husband writhing in agony as well. Almost as quickly as they both drank from the wells of pain poured onto them at the hands of one with unfettered access to their sex organs, the agony ceased as Zoey released her grasp on Alfred’s sensitive balls and slid her fingers in to gently caress away the pain she had just inflicted on Brittany’s clit.

Brittany and Alfred looked at each other as Zoey spoke up saying, “shh… that’s all I’ll do to you and only to teach you how to be domesticated. Harming a free-human feels scary to me but there’s no other way to save the two of you from yourselves. I won’t do it any more than I have to. The next time you feel pain, it’s for a reason. Listen closely to what the pain is teaching you. Though, pain is only a small part of domestication…”

They both felt Zoey’s hands press against their inner knee forcing their legs to spread open so that their thighs touched sending trembling sensations of uncomfortable awkwardness through both of them. “You have no idea what a treat it is to get to touch someone. Thinking of all the times us domestic girls would see the domesticated men on the other side of our cages and dream about what it would feel like to even be able to lay a finger on their soft, warm, skin. You two can touch each other whenever you want. It’s important that you touch each other because I’m going to be domesticating the two of you to each other.”

“Domesticating us to each other?” Alfred asked. He gritted his teeth realizing that such a question may bring a ball squeeze, but no such pain happened, rather he felt the warm flesh of Zoey slide in between his legs. Zoey’s arm lay across his thigh and crossed over to between his wife’s legs he heard Brittany moan as her leg started to shake. He turned to see her panting she caught sight of his face and whispered, “I’m sorry…it’s just… oh fuck, that feels so good.” She started to collapse in the chair as she panted in pleasured delight. She drew in a deep breath and squinted as her tremors faded away. “No, don’t stop. Please, why did you stop, Zoey?” In that moment, Alfred felt his cock enveloped in warmth and wetness as Zoey sweetly suckled on it. He groaned and Brittany’s eyes flashed in jealousy “What? You’re doing him? Why are you-” Her words caught in her mouth as Alfred felt cold breeze envelope against the flesh of his cock as Zoey pulled her mouth back. He looked over to see Brittany shudder and gasp saying “yeah, oh god…”

Zoey spoke up from under the table saying, “good. It’s not as effective as sugar cubes and shock collars, but I can control both your pleasure and your pain from here. Domestication is a very powerful tool and the only way you two won’t end up with divorce. Part of it is accepting the things you won’t ever have. As we say on the farm, the bars are just as much a part of your world as the field. I’ve accepted my limitations. I won’t live past today. You two need to accept your own limitations as part of who you are. Brittany, you won’t ever live in the United Queendom. Alfred, you won’t ever have a different wife.”

“But I was saying-” Brittany began.

“That’s not-” Alfred protested.

Sensual fingers turned cruel and before either could finish their protest Zoey painfully squeezed Alfred’s balls and tortured Brittany’s clit with her fingernail.

“Ow! Stop, please.” Brittany begged.

“Fuck it, Zoey!” Alfred protested.

Zoey relinquished the pain and returned to a neutral state of gentle pleasure as she said, “Accept your limitations. Brittany, you go first. Look your husband in the face and tell him you’ll never get the opportunity to castrate him.”

“Are you-” Brittany started through clenched teeth. Alfred watched as his wife winced in pain before whimpering “okay, okay, I’ll do it.”

For the first time in decades, the callous sheen appeared to have dropped from her eyes as Brittany looked into Alfred’s eyes intimately and said, “I will never get the opportunity to castrate you.”

“You…want to castrate me?” Alfred asked in terror and disgust. In that moment pain wracked through his balls for a moment and a sneer crossed Brittany’s face as she said, “get him, Zoey.”

“Questions come later.” Zoey released her grip on his balls and Brittany winced in pain as Zoey said, “you’re not telling him you’re never going to castrate him. You’re telling yourself. Say it again and mean it this time. Tell it to yourself. Accept the limitations. See the bars, believe the bars, trust the bars. You are not in the United Queendom. You are never going to castrate your husband.”

Brittany shuddered and gritted her teeth “Okay, I’ll say it… I’ll mean it.” Zoey ceased her torment and Brittany whimpered as she looked Alfred in the face and said, “I will never castrate you.”

Alfred took this in and quietly replied to her “I will never have a different wife from you.”

A moment of recognition passed between them. Brittany swallowed hard and asked in a whisper, “you want a different wife than me?” Alfred gestured with his hand palm up as if revealing the obvious while he replied, “of course, you want to castrate me.” Brittany’s face fell and her eyes looked off distantly as the cruelly obvious nature of the stake of resentment driven deep within their relationship began to dawn upon her. Her fantasy of mutilation may have been news to her husband, but the hatred she wore for him on her sleeve was no news to anyone. The fact that he felt the same about her as she did him dawned slowly into her mind. It moved slowly as it first had to corrode away at the superimposed belief that men never felt any emotion at all.

“This is a good start. Take each other’s hands. Say it to one another again. This time, say the words like a wedding vow. Speak your limitations with all the love and desire that those beautiful bars around your lives deserve.”

Alfred looked down at Brittany’s cruel, thin hand and back into her face. Sadness lay behind her eyes mingled with an odd, distant look of hope. She lifted her hand and spread her fingers open inviting Alfred to place his hand on top of her own. He did so, threading his stubby fingers in between her cruelly slender ones. Despite their mismatch, the hands still fit. Brittany and Alfred looked deep into one another’s eyes as they leaned in close to each other.

“I’ll never castrate you.”

“I will never have a different wife.”

Warmth washed over Alfred’s cock as Brittany’s hand tightened around his own. He looked to see her slump back in the chair with her breasts heaving in pants as she moaned. In the next moment, Zoey dipped her head forward taking more of Alfred’s cock inside of her wet, warm interior introducing it to her delicious tongue which lapped sweetly at his head spreading pleasure through his body. He shuddered with a groan before catching sight of his wife sitting next to him. Terror welled in his heart as her eyes traced along his face seeming to gauge his expression with intense, judgmental scrutiny. In the next moment, those same, painfully perfect eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned in ecstasy. Alfred didn’t know whether this meant he was truly safe to enjoy Zoey’s delightfully talented mouth, or if he had but the faintest whisper of a reprieve courtesy of Zoey’s fingers dancing a tango across Brittany’s typically chilly pussy. Brittany tipped her head back up and stared wordlessly into Alfred’s eyes as her expression rested in some uncanny valley between sexual pleasure and bitter resentment. They squinted slightly as her shoulders collapsed forward a bit and a hint of shame rested upon her face. Neither could find words to speak to the other as they sat there enjoying the extra-marital sexual pleasure bequeathed upon them both by a farm animal.

Zoey released hold of Alfred’s cock with her mouth and spoke up saying, “I hope you both enjoyed your reward. We’ve made good progress on establishing the bars around your field. That is step one. Brittany, you accept that you won’t get to live out your dreams of being part of the United Queendom. Alfred, you accept that you will never live out your dreams of having someone else as your wife. Now look around your field. See who is in it.”

“Well, you are, right?” Alfred muttered back to Zoey.

“No, Alfred. I don’t live in your field. I’ll be dead in a few hours. Look again.”

“We only have each other in this field.” Brittany said quietly in the same breathless, pensive tone one would use at a funeral.

“Correct, Brittany.”

Alfred watched as Brittany leaned her head back and sighed at something delightful, yet unseen action Zoey worked upon her sensitive sexual organs. Despite the pounding fear in his heart, a small smile spread across Alfred’s face as he watched this. The combination of glory and danger appeared almost akin to watching a wild and deadly lion stretch in the sunlight.

As her head came back down over the swell of pleasure administered to her, Brittany once again brought her eyes back to Alfred with that same, piercing gaze this time however it lay clouded in a corrosive array of pleasure and shame which deadened the force of her judgement. Still, Alfred’s smile fled from his face, and he dropped his head to look away from her in embarrassment.

“Hey.” Brittany said quietly.

Alfred’s lower lip quivered as he turned his face to see her. She blinked at him a few times seeming to choose her words carefully as she whispered, “why do you keep looking at me?”

Alfred bit his lower lip, but Zoey prompted, “oh, that’s a good question. Alfred, you have to answer that.” Alfred’s eyes went wide as he felt Zoey’s fingers wrap threateningly around his balls.

“Is she going to hurt you if you don’t answer?” Brittany asked with a hint of concern in her voice.

“Yes.” Alfred whimpered back.

“Zoey, that was just a curious question from me. You don’t have to-”

“Oh, but I do. Answer her, Alfred.”

“But…” Alfred stammered.

Pain coursed through his body as Zoey squeezed his balls until he gasped out “I’ll answer, I’ll answer… please… stop!”

Zoey released her grasp and Alfred looked at his hand to see that Brittany had been holding it tight as well, trying her best to help distract him from the pain. He looked from their clutched hands up to his wife’s face and said, “It’s been… well… forever since I’ve seen you orgasm.” He shuddered and lowered his head as he continued, “that’s why I keep looking. I know it’s disgusting and perverted for me to want to watch but… it’s just been so long since I’ve seen you experience pleasure.” 

“it has been a long time, hasn’t it.” Brittany said quietly. Alfred raised his head to look into her eyes once more. She stared at him quietly with an expression which did not bear even a fraction of the malice that he had anticipated.

Zoey released hold of Alfred’s balls and he felt her fingers trace up once again across his cock as she said “good job, Alfred. And good recognition, Brittany. For both of you, this is a good start, but it is only a start. Now that you two realize you are trapped in this field of domestication together, you are going to build your lives together here. Neither of you get to do the easy thing and run away from the other one. You’ll have to do the hard thing and become what each other want.”

“Brittany.” Zoey said pointedly.

“Yes?” Brittany asked.

“Your goal is not to castrate your husband, but to design the field of your lives together in such a way that you no longer desire his castration. That is the task you are to accomplish today. Alfred.”

“Yes?”

“You only get one wife and you’re holding hands with her now. Design the field of your lives together in such a way that you no longer desire another woman instead of Brittany. That is the task you are to accomplish today.”

Zoey continued as she gently massaged their sexual organs saying, “These tasks are impossible for you two to accomplish alone. They can only be accomplished by working together. Even then, these tasks are impossible for free-humans to accomplish. Free-humans don’t know anything about working together and you two are terribly free-thinking. So, I will domesticate you through this process. Each of you are to take turns. Ask a question you have been afraid to ask, and the other person will have to answer it truthfully. I am watching you two closely as you work on your field together and will punish you if I see you are hurting one another. I don’t accept such behavior from my domestics. Keep your voices low, your tone nice, and your words honest or expect pain. For every truth revealed and discussed, I will reward you both. Understand?”

“Yes.” Alfred replied.

“Okay, Alfred, you go first.”

“Why do you hate me?” Alfred asked bravely spitting the words out from his mouth before he could regret them.

Brittany’s eyes went wide with fear, and she stammered, “oh, fuck… that’s your first question?”

Alfred nodded saying “I’ve always wanted to know.”

“Answer him, Brittany.”
 

“But I don’t hate him.” Brittany stammered. In the next moment she pitched forward gagging in pain begging “god, no, Zoey… please stop…”
 

“lying is pain, Brittany. Truth is pleasure. I’ve known you for less than a day and even I know you hate Alfred.”

“It’s because you don’t love me.” Brittany gasped out. She panted from the pain and her eyes went wide as she continued, “all you do is spend all your time on work. You act like I don’t even exist.”

“I’m working to make money for the family.” Alfred spattered back in protest.

“Bullshit! You’re on salary. You don’t have to spend all your time there. It’s because you want to spend more time with that skank in accounting, Jennifer. You wish you had her instead of me. Don’t you?”

“Huh? I mean…work is not easy with the…” Alfred sputtered in protest.

Brittany’s eyes locked fiercely onto Alfred, and she gritted her teeth, “I don’t care if this farm animal rips my clit off for saying this, but that is why I hate you. Once upon a time, you promised to forsake all other women, but with every message you hide from me, with every whispered rumor from your coworkers, with every dodgy glance between the two of you, every single day I gather more and more evidence that you lied.”

Brittany felt the pain subside in her crotch as Zoey relaxed her thumb and gently massaged Brittany’s labial lips. Meanwhile, Alfred felt the ominous presence of slender fingers threading around his testicles and his breath caught in his throat.

“Answer her question, Alfred.”

“Yes. Tell me the truth or this farm animal will crush your balls and I’ll divorce you.”

“I’m the only handling punishment, Brittany. Not you.” Brittany winced momentarily but quickly recovered from the pinch and squinted at Alfred asking quietly “do you want Jennifer instead of me?”

A somber expression fixed itself across Alfred’s face. His eyes stared off distant and cold as he replied,

“Yes.”

Brittany waited.

She glanced down, and back at Alfred while still waiting.

“Zoey, that’s your cue to crush his balls.” Brittany said impatiently.

“He answered your question honestly.” Zoey replied softly.

“Yes, but what he said…”

Alfred moaned as he felt warmth and pleasure envelope his cock once more while Zoey sweetly suckled it.

“Wait! Can I have more questions please?” Brittany begged.

Zoey released hold on his cock and said, “Yes, but let me move over first.”

“Move over?” Alfred asked.

“I need to work on domesticating Brittany as much as yourself. Don’t worry, I’ll still control your pleasure and your pain.”

Alfred felt the warmth of Zoey’s body slide out from between his legs and in short order she had crawled in between Brittany’s legs. Zoey’s warm hand extended over Brittany and Alfred’s thighs, and she cupped Alfred’s balls in her palm. Brittany gasped as Zoey’s sweet, pink tongue caressed her aching clitoris. Zoey said “ask questions to learn, not to hurt. Keep your mind docile. I will pleasure you as long as you are learning. He will not suffer as long as he speaks truth.”

Brittany nodded as another wave of pleasure flushed over her courtesy of Zoey’s tongue.

Brittany swallowed hard and said to Alfred, “this is the only opportunity I’m going to get. I’m going to make these questions count.”

“I understand.” Alfred replied quietly. He looked down feeling the firm fingers wrap menacingly around his balls.

Brittany reached over and brushed her knuckles against Alfred’s cheek drawing his attention. “Zoey hurting you should be the least of your fears.” Brittany said intimately as she looked into his face. Zoey’s tongue retracted as Zoey said, “that’s not very docile of you, Brittany.”

“What I said before was a threat. This isn’t a threat. It’s just a fact that our relationship, our family, our marriage rests on his answers. I’m just stating the obvious.”

“You will never castrate him.”

“I know.”

Brittany blew out a sigh and asked, “have you had sex with Jennifer?”

Zoey spoke up “oh, that’s a big deal. Sex outside of marriage is bad for a free human couple.” Both of them arched their necks to peer under the table at her. She continued caressing Brittany’s clit casually with her finger while fondling Alfred’s balls. She looked up at them and said “I don’t count. I’m a domestic.” She glanced at Alfred saying “answer the question, Alfred. Sorry if it means I’ll have to squeeze your balls, but the pain will be less damage than losing your marriage.”

“No. I haven’t.”

“Why?” Brittany pressed.

He blinked at her and sighed saying “I… I never worked up the nerve to ask.” He shook his head and muttered, “I was afraid she would reject me.”

“I saw those messages she sent you. I can read between her lines and you would have no problem getting between her legs.” Brittany shuddered and said, “that’s why our lives would be better if you were castrated. You’re the same as all men, constantly horny and thinking with your cock.” Alfred sighed and Brittany pressed, “Those balls make you feel desire. That desire makes you vulnerable to temptation. Two small organs removed, and your sexual desire would be gone. I would be safe from other women. Without your sexual desire, no woman could rob me.”

“Rob you of what?” Alfred protested.

Brittany squinted at him and asked, “huh?”

Alfred protested, “You don’t have sex with me anyhow. You hate being trapped with me in this marriage. I mean nothing to you. Why would you even care if I was with another woman?”

In the next moment he winced with pain as Zoey gave him a sharp, hard squeeze.

“Of course it would matter to me! I’m not going to let you fuck some whore!” Brittany hissed back before grimacing in pain herself.

“You two are really bad at this.” Zoey said from beneath the table as she tortured both of them.

“What would you have me do?” Brittany whimpered to Zoey.

“Answer his question. Honest and docile.”

“His question?”

“Tell him why you would care if he had sex with another woman. Come to think of it…” Zoey said as she cocked her head to the side as she continued “…I’m curious to hear this myself.”

Zoey released her grip letting them both pant as the pain subsided in their crotch.

Brittany took a moment to collect her thoughts before saying “I can’t believe I have to explain this, but having an affair is wrong.” Zoey pressed, “we all know that, but why?”

“Because Alfred belongs to me. If he had sex with someone else… well, he would be breaking his promise to our marriage, and everyone would know I was too weak, too ugly, too pathetic to hold on to what was mine.”

Alfred hung his head.

Zoey cocked her head inquisitively “Alfred belongs to you? I didn’t know he was a domestic. How much did he cost? He’s pretty hefty, so he must have been very expensive.”

“No, he’s not my domestic. He belongs to me as my husband. He made a promise-”

“And you promised to love me.” Alfred growled back before both of them grimaced in pain again.

“I want you both to know that I’m doing this because of my love for Katy as well. I’m so sorry that I have to hurt you guys. I would much rather have sex with you, but you both keep misbehaving.” Zoey said calmly as she crushed Alfred’s balls with one hand and clenched Brittany’s clit with her other.

She released them and said “Domestics do not argue about who the field belongs to or who owns the bars. They simply recognize the world they live in. They see it for what it is. You two are here, together, see each other for what you are. Let’s try again. You two need to work harder. I don’t have much longer to live.”

Brittany swallowed hard and continued, “I answered his question. I have one of my own.”


A hurt expression crossed her face as she said to Alfred, “I’ve seen pictures of her. That petite, brunette with acne scars…” Brittany shook her slender, refined head and continued, “Why her? I always imagined if I lost my husband it would be to someone gorgeous but, from what I’ve seen, she’s so plain looking. Just a normal woman. What does she have that I don’t?” 

“She’s nice to me.”

Brittany blinked waiting to hear more.

“And?” Brittany pressed.

“And what?” Alfred said with a confused twist of his mouth.

“And… does she have a great ass? Do her breasts looks sexy in a low-cut top? How did she seduce you?”

Alfred shrugged and said “We worked together on a project. At the end, she said I did a good job on it and gave me a smile. I suppose that was the first time I wanted her. It was the first time anyone had ever said something nice to me like that in a long time. It’s not because she has nicer breasts or ass or any of that. When we talk, she doesn’t insult me or treat me like I’m beneath her. That’s why I want her. It’s not just that I want to have sex with her. I want her in my life.”

“I’m not sure what to do with this.” Zoey said from under the table.

“Go ahead and squeeze me, Zoey. I deserve it for feeling the way I feel.” Alfred said sadly.

“No, Zoey. Don’t hurt him, yet. I want to ask him another question” Brittany said quietly.

Alfred looked to Brittany, and she continued with her eyes glistening “Is that really all there is to it?”

“Yes.”

Brittany hung her head and said, “Alfred, I could do that.” she shook her head as she continued saying “I thought that other woman had done something amazing and sexy but all she did was… what? Listen to you? Give you a few compliments? Alfred, if that’s all it takes to keep you, I can do all those things.”

“But you hate me. You want to castrate me.” Alfred replied, quietly.

Brittany pursed her lips and replied “I… I suppose we both feel things we shouldn’t feel. What you just described here... Well, what you did hurts even worse than what I feared. I would almost have rather you just had a meaningless one-night stand with some bitch than to have fallen in love with a woman the way you did.”

Brittany continued with a distant stare in her eyes “The same way you fell in love with her. I fell into hatred with you.”

They sat in silence for a while. “You two are getting close.” Zoey said from beneath the table. Brittany felt Zoey’s warm face press in against her crotch. She didn’t lick her clit just yet but did nuzzle against her abdomen letting Brittany feel the warmth of her face pressed against her. Likewise, she transitioned her hand to Alfred’s cock and began slowly pumping it gently. “Keep going you two. Despite how smart you are, I think you can do this. Just don’t think so hard about it.”

“Zoey’s bars.” Alfred said with a flash of inspiration.

“Zoey’s bars?” Brittany replied.

“I’m never going to have a different wife and you’re never going to castrate me. Zoey’s bars. We just accept them as fact and let go of the things outside our field.”

“But…”

“No. It’s outside our field. We simply don’t go there. That’s all there is too it. We’re in this field together. The answer is so simple we both missed it. All we have to do is fix our field.”

Brittany bit her lower lip thoughtfully and said, “Okay.”

Zoey slid a pink tongue along Brittany’s clit bringing a gasp to her mouth. “You can do this, Brittany. Thinking caused this problem and thinking will never solve it. Just stop thinking and the answer will come to you.”

“how do we fix our field?” Brittany asked Alfred.

“You’re… going to listen to my idea? No witty comeback? No retort?” Alfred asked in confusion.

Brittany squeezed his hand supportively and shuddered briefly before saying words that felt unnatural in her mouth, “lead me, husband.”

“Really?” Alfred asked in shock.

Brittany closed her eyes for a moment and replied, “Zoey’s right. I’ll never solve this problem by using my intellect. I need to… be docile. It feels weird but I’m going to... obey. Tell me what I need to do to help you fix this field.”

“You fell into hatred for me. I fell into love for Jennifer. Let’s start by forgiving each other for those feelings.”

“Okay.”
 

“You ready? On the count of three we’ll forgive each other at the same time.”

“Ready.”

“One…

Two…

Three.”

“I forgive you for loving Jennifer.”

“I forgive you for hating me.”

Both of them slouched back the moment the words left their lips. Zoey’s fingers danced along Alfred’s cock spreading delicious pleasure as her tongue dripped honey-sweet delight upon Brittany’s clit. This, however, was not what brought them to such a state of ecstasy. For both of them, it felt as if a weight had been lifted from their chests and they breathed freely for the first time.

“Oh, my god.” Brittany sighed.

“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” Alfred said.

“I didn’t realize how much I was hurting myself thinking about hating you all that time.” Brittany said pressing her legs open enjoying the warm, delightful sensation of Zoey’s pink tongue.

“This is just a start. Let’s give each other gifts.”

“What kind of gifts?”

“Zoey, can you reach in my pants pocket down there on the floor and hand me my phone?” Alfred asked.

He felt her hand pull away from pleasuring his cock and likewise she ceased on Brittany as well. They waited patiently while Zoey fished around for a bit before handing up the device. She returned to pleasuring them as Alfred let go of Brittany’s hand but turned the phone so she could see it as he said, “I’m going to give you a gift of safety.” With a few taps on the screen, he brought up the messaging program to his project lead. Brittany watched intently as he typed out a request for transfer saying, “getting a horizontal transfer to a different division will be no problem, and I won’t see Jennifer ever again.” He turned the phone so Brittany could see it.

“It’s your gift. Go ahead and hit ‘send.’”

A slender, pretty finger slid effortlessly across the screen sealing the fate of Jennifer and Alfred’s relationship. “I want you to block her number as well.” Alfred looked at his wife wordlessly. She placed a warm hand against his cheek and held his face to look into her own. “I will make it worth the loss. Chose me over her and I will pour just as much love and tenderness into you as I have vitriol.” She gasped and moaned into Alfred’s mouth as they shared a kiss. She let go of his cheek and reached down beneath the table sliding her fingers through Zoey’s artificially blonde-streaked hair. “Zoey, your tongue feels incredible. I want you to share it with my husband who I love.”

Zoey pulled back and drew several deep breaths. Her tongue ached from sticking it out and running it along Brittany’s pussy.  If anything, swapping from licking out to suckling something inside would be a welcome change of pace and Zoey said, “finally you are learning how to be domesticated.” Save for her tongue, her knees too also felt sore from the constant shuffling about on the floor. Still, happiness warmed her heart as overhead, Alfred and Brittany’s relationship started to thaw from its long overdue winter of self-defeat. Crawling out from a slender, shaved pair of legs and sliding her body into place between Alfred’s hair, muscular legs made Zoey feel more at home and at peace. Between the two, she truly did prefer pleasuring men. The same, hungry trickling came over her own womanhood tucked between her coiled legs beneath her as she felt the familiar sensation of warm, soft cock sliding into her mouth and the ripe, bulbous features of his testicles filling the palm of her hand. She began to reach over to place a finger along Brittany’s clit, but she felt Brittany’s hand reach down into the dim light beneath the table and stop her saying “oh, sweetie, you’ve done so much for me already. Just take care of my husband for now.”

Alfred’s body shivered as Zoey bobbed her head gently beneath the table. Side-by-side, Brittany and Alfred opened the messenger on his phone. Sheepishly, he asked, “do you want to read them?” Brittany shook her head saying “I don’t need to. All I need to know is that I’m safe from her. Just give me that, and I will be happy.” Alfred swallowed hard. He had spent so much time with Jennifer, grown so close to her. Dropping her as a coworker felt simpler than dropping her as a friend. If anything, she had always been a bit of a back-up plan to the rocky relationship he had with his malevolent wife.

As he sat there, deep in thought, Brittany leaned in close to him. Her eyes appeared softer than they had in years as she said, “I promise, I will do better, as wife and partner.”

“You won’t divorce me, take the house and kids, destroy everything in my life…” Alfred asked, as a shiver of pleasure ran through his body juxtaposed against the emotional terror running through his mind.

Brittany shook her head saying, “make me safe from her, and you will be safe from me. As a gesture of goodwill, I’ll even let you empty those aching blue-balls of yours into Zoey’s sweet little mouth.”

“Please don’t make me regret this.” Alfred whimpered as he swiped to block Jennifer’s number.

“I won’t. Go ahead and cum” Brittany whispered into his ear. His head snapped back, and he moaned loudly filling Zoey’s busy mouth with a salty load of cum. She whimpered a little yelp of surprise at the sheer volume built up in the poor man’s system but dutifully did her best to lap it all up swallowing it down as it squirted from his pulsating head.

Brittany grabbed up his hand in her own and brought it to her lips kissing his fingers as she patiently watched her husband orgasm his way through paradise courtesy of the mouth of Zoey. She wryly twisted her lips as she watched his trembling begin to decelerate and his ragged panting slowly grow more regular. For Zoey’s part, she rolled back to sit on her buttocks and rubbed her aching jaw with her fingers.

Brittany wrapped and arm over Alfred’s shoulders pulling him in close. She gently caressed his chin turning his face to look at her. “You needed that release, didn’t you?” Alfred’s mouth hung open lightly as he nodded weakly.

“How do you feel?” Brittany asked with her voice emphatic and intimate.

“I’m… scared.”

“Scared?”

“I’m scared of what you might do to me.” Alfred said softly to his wife.

Brittany took this in thoughtfully for a moment and shook her head saying, “god, you’re so fucking weak and pathetic. You’re not worthy of being a man.” Alfred hung his head, but she grabbed his chin saying “just because you’re weak, though, doesn’t mean I’m going to hurt you. I don’t have to hurt you just because I can. Even though I would be fine raising Katy with a chunk of your paycheck and half your possessions under my command I… I…guess… I guess I would miss you.”

“You would miss me?”

“Yes, I would miss you. But don’t ask me to say it again.” Brittany grumbled with a sigh. She pointed a finger in Alfred’s face saying, “I don’t need you. I never needed you, and don’t forget that. Still, as Zoey explained, in some ways we are trapped here together. I would miss you and, okay, it would suck not having you around. Since this is our field, and our bars, it’s only logical for us to work together to make our lives less miserable.”

Alfred thought about this for a second before replying, “I think that’s the closest to saying, ‘I love you’ that you’ve ever come to.” A soft smile crossed Brittany’s face as she said, “I’m working on it. It’s not easy for me to discuss feelings like this. Let’s make this a project for us to work on together.” She placed a warm hand on his chest before pointing to herself as she said, “You teach me how to feel and I’ll teach you how to be tough. In the meantime, if you would like to have sex with me…” She rolled her eyes and continued saying “I… will allow it. I suppose there’s no reason for me to make you suffer. Since I won’t ever get a chance to cut those balls off completely, I should drain them from time-to-time so you’re not too uncomfortable.”

“Thank you.” Alfred replied quietly. He sighed quietly and hung his head.

“Hey.” Brittany said giving his body and encouraging little shake with her arm wrapped around him. He looked at her and she flashed a bright smile saying “I will be taking care of you regularly, okay. I’m not going to make you wait months or years or anything like that. There’s no reason to make you suffer. Who knows, maybe if I tell you some things that I like you might get to a point where I enjoy it with you as well. Just…” She lowered her voice and continued “don’t go looking in other fields. Okay? Trust that I will take care of your needs.”
 

“Okay.” Alfred replied quietly as a small smile spread across his face.

“Okay, good. How about we start right now? Did you blow everything you got in that girl’s mouth or would you like some more?”

“I… I would like more.” Alfred awkwardly stammered, but then continued meekly saying, “only if that’s okay, with you, though.”

“Of course. Here…” She tipped her head down and asked with a hint of excitement in her voice saying, “would you like to be inside me?”

“Yes.”

She chuckled slightly saying, “then let me have a seat on your lap.” Brittany rose to her feet pushing the table in front of them back a short distance with her thighs. She slid her body over to Alfred and slowly began lowering herself down towards his pleasured, but still hungry cock. “Hold your cock up for me. We haven’t done anything like this for a long time.” Alfred grabbed his cock and propped it upright with his fingers around the base as Brittany adjusted her hips to align her pussy with his manhood. She slowly let herself down and warmth enveloped Alfred’s cock like he hadn’t felt for years. A moan of pleasure escaped his lips as he felt Brittany’s soft interior sweetly slide over his cock as he entered deep inside her. He raised left hand and gently grabbed hold of her left shoulder feeling the colorful silk of her pajamas slide beneath his fingers and the warmth of her arm beneath it. Before his vision, her shoulders came into view bearing the colorful print of her robe beneath her elegant, slender neck and head with her blonde hair tied up in a tight bun. She reached down and rested her hands on his thighs to guide herself as she slid deeper onto his cock releasing a gasp as she went.

“oh, god, it has been a long time.” Brittany muttered.

“Does it still hurt?” Alfred asked.

She shook her head saying, “no. Not this time.” She looked over her shoulder saying, “It helps that my body is good and ready for it.” She rested her body fully on top of her husband feeling the comforting warmth of his chest against her back and watching the world slowly rise and fall before her eyes in tempo with his breath. Alfred wrapped his warm, comforting arms around her waist and a feeling of peace twinged with sadness pierced her heart. Her mouth fell open, and her eyes slid shut. The sensation was not one of sexual pleasure, yes she felt a little of that with the comforting presence of his cock inside her, but in the absence of any thrust or motion the presence of his warm, manly organ compressed deep inside her body felt more like a welcome sensation of fulfillment than an orgasmic expression of extasy. Brittany’s extasy felt deeper, warmer, more wholesome, more existential than anything she had ever experienced in decades. She closed her eyes and remembered warm hugs from her father in the dappled sunlight of a playground park, she remembered her older brother picking her up from the sidewalk with a scraped knee and carrying her home for band-aids and an icepack, she remembered the first night she let Alfred pierce her body and the beautiful words, the delicious sensation, how he held her afterwards while they slept side-by-side. That sensation, that beautiful sensation a woman feels when she receives care and adoration from a man coursed through Brittany’s mind and body.

However, it brought with it a most unwanted friend as the pain of regret took refuge within her soul.

A thin trickle of a tear started to drip from one eye.

How many months?

How many years?

How long had her heart been ice towards the man she lived with?

How long had she denied both him and herself this simple delight?

Sure, Alfred wasn’t ideal. He was weak, cowardly, distractable… but… he had been there. Every single night… every single day… with the merest word of ascension, she could have received this ecstatic feeling of fulfillment, protection, and warmth any moment she wanted it. She practically had it on tap, and yet her chilled heart and bitter mind kept the tap firmly turned off.

Why?

To punish Alfred, of course, but in her haste to plunge that poisoned dagger deep inside of him had she not also driven it inside herself? Years of torture…

…and he had stayed with her through it all.

“You doing okay?” Alfred whispered warmly into her ear. Brittany turned her head to look into her husband’s face peering over her shoulder. “I’m so sorry I denied this from you, denied it from both of us.”


“It’s okay. A new start, right?” 

Brittany nodded and she felt warm hands slide up her bare knees as Zoey peered up at them from underneath the table.

“Oh, Zoey, thank you so much for domesticating me. I… I need it so badly. I’ve been thinking and doing and manhandling my way through life so much that…” Brittany trailed off.

“You do realize you’re not completely domesticated, right?” Zoey replied.

“you’re right. Would you be willing to do to me what you did before?”

“Wash your back?”

“No, after that. Would you be willing to turn me into a pathetic, weak, puddle of a woman while I’m sitting her on top of Alfred’s cock? Make it so I become mindless and docile like an animal. Would you lick me until I scream, shake, and squirt?”  

“But this is for you and Alfred.” Zoey protested.

“It is, but he’s never seen me orgasm before.” Brittany looked over her shoulder saying “Zoey has incredible power over my body. Once she starts, all my logic, all my strength, all my cold, analytical, calculating thoughts just disappear and I scream and beg like a bitch in heat.” Brittany shuddered and continued, “I realize now that one reason you’ve never seen that is because the part of me which hates you is terrified for you to see that part of me. I’m scared for you to see me so vulnerable and out of my own control, which means it’s something I need to do. I showed it to her earlier because I’m not afraid of her and this may be something Zoey can help us with while she’s alive.”

“Okay.” Alfred replied with a nod. A small smile spread across Brittany’s face as she directed one of his hands up to her mouth saying, “you’re going to need to keep me quiet.” She pulled his other hand tight around her hips saying, “and you’re going to need to keep me still. Don’t be gentle. I mean it when I say that I lose control. I’ll be bucking and writhing like mad but hold me tight and don’t let go.” Her voice softened with languid desire and her breath caught in her throat as she continued “take control of my body and teach me that this is where I belong here, skewered open on top of my husband’s cock dancing along the edge of paradise. If you feel like cumming go ahead. Squirt inside my body as much as you like.”

A thin smile parted Zoey’s lips as she knelt down in front of the married couple. The view before her was one she had never seen before as the bottom shaft of Alfred’s cock protruded out from Brittany’s pussy with his ripe, furry testicles resting on the chair on which they sat together. A thin hand reached down and caressed Zoey’s cheek. She looked up and Brittany said to her softly but intimately “thank you, for domesticating me.”

“I knew you had it in you.” Zoey replied.

“I’m ready.” Brittany whispered. She leaned her head back and Alfred clamped a firm hand over her mouth which seemed to make her chest and shoulders fall in a strange juxtaposition. Normally the act of removing one’s voice inflicts terror and fear, but Zoey watched as Brittany relinquished her body into the submissive freedom offered from loss of speech and motion as Alfred wrapped his other arm around her waist tightly. Zoey felt the small hairs of Alfred’s arm tickle her nose lightly as she tipped her head forward and stuck out her tongue dragging it sweetly across Brittany’s swollen, sensitive clit. Brittany’s body jerked and she yelped into Alfred’s hand. “Oh, this won’t take long.” Zoey chuckled to herself as she lay her hands on Brittany’s thighs to keep her legs still and began once again licking pleasure into her womanhood. The odd sensation of Alfred’s balls resting awkwardly against Zoey’s chin made her licking ever so slightly trepidatious as she sought to not cause any harm to Alfred by moving her head too aggressively. Zoey soon found that this problem solved itself. As she continued to lick, Brittany shook and moaned deep into the palm of Alfred’s fist. Her waist bucked and her body instinctively began flexing with the repetitive, rhythmic roll of her hips such that her pussy swallowed and retracted her husband’s cock over and over again while she danced a tango of pleasure there suspended deliciously aloft by two people who filled and tended to her sexual organs, respectively. In short order, Zoey noticed Alfred’s testicles tighten and firm up, pulling the loose sack out of her way as she continued licking.

A small smile spread across her face as she wiggled her tongue sweetly flicking her pink, wet flesh across Brittany’s clit. Brittany’s scream muffled through Alfred’s fist overhead was only matched by Alfred’s pleasured grunts as Zoey felt the irregular pulsation of his cock and balls pressed against her chin and tasted the growing sour-sweet scent of Brittany’s climax as well. For a few, glorious seconds, the married couple danced across the universe of stars and orgasmic pleasure together courtesy of Zoey’s lapping tongue. Zoey slowed her pace as Brittany’s pussy grew salty with Alfred’s cum leaking out from deep within where he had filled her. Bravely, Zoey ran her tongue full length across his balls, cock, and right up across Brittany’s womanhood looking up to see Brittany’s flushed face clamped within the hand of her husband. Brittany nodded and Alfred removed his hand letting her gasp and pant in exhaustion right on top of himself. His arm fell away weakly and Brittany reached down grabbing onto Zoey’s shoulders and panting with a pleasured smile. “Oh, god, Zoey. Is there anything we can do for you. You’ve given us so much.”

“Can you forgive me for Katy’s behavior?”

“Absolutely.” Brittany said with an emphatic nod. She bowed her head and said, “it’s not your fault, anyhow. All you did was live life as your sweet, loving self and she naturally gravitated towards you. I need to be more present as her mother. That’s on me, not you.”

“Thank you.” Zoey replied. She felt a warm, firm hand reach down and grab up her hand as Alfred spoke from behind Brittany saying, “I will never be able to repay you for giving me my wife back.”

Zoey beamed and said “that’s okay. I’ve never made a man and a woman orgasm at the same time before. That was an exciting life experience. More importantly, are the two of you happy?”

“More so than ever.” Brittany gasped back.

“Yes.” Alfred spoke up.

Zoey did a little dance under the table and giggled saying “wonderful. I knew with a little domestication you two would be okay. Domestics make people happy and now that you both are a little bit domesticated you can make each other happy.”

“Hey, uh…” Mark’s deep voice pierced through the kitchen sending shockwaves of terror through Alfred and Brittany. Quick as a flash, Alfred pushed Brittany off slipping his wet and pleasured cock out from within her womanhood where it splattered sexual juices all across his thighs as she quickly alighted on a chair next to him. Brittany hastily arranged her robe to cover her womanhood while Alfred started to reach down to grab up his pajama pants though he stopped the attempt half-way through as Mark stepped into the kitchen.

“Oh, you two are up. Have you guys seen Zoey?”

“Mmm… well…” Alfred stammered.

“Uhh…” Brittany groaned awkwardly.

“Here I am!” Zoey said brightly popping out from under the table and rising to her feet perkily. She wiped away some of the sexual juices on her chin, she couldn’t really say whose they were exactly, with the back of her hand. Her knees bore the same flush of red as Brittany’s face and Mark’s skeptical eyes passed from the body of the lithe, naked girl before him to the flushed and terrified faces of his older brother and wife sitting behind the table.

Mark’s face contorted and he growled at Alfred saying, “and you’re the good brother? Look at you, sitting there like mom and pop’s perfect fucking little hypocrite. All these years looking down your nose at me for working a slaughterhouse. All the bullshit you’ve put me through for one drunk-ass mistake I made on the worst fucking night of my life. Now look at you, the moment I bring one of my farm animals over, you can’t keep your sick little cock out of her like the fucking pervert you are.”

Alfred’s eyes went wide as did Brittany’s. It didn’t help that his pants were still clumped about his ankles, nor that Brittany felt a trickle of fluid fall from her body and spread across the chair on which she sat. Both trembled in terror, not daring to say anything back to Mark, being caught in the act such as they were. Beneath the table, however, Alfred entwined his hand with that of his wife and they held hands together surreptitiously awaiting their fate.

Zoey stepped in close to Mark saying “don’t be angry, Mark. I just got done domesticating the two of them.”

Mark squinted at Zoey “Domesticating them?”

Zoey nodded emphatically saying “they were about to get a divorce. So, I did as farmers do when there are fights between domestics.”

Mark asked incredulously “you used shock-collars and sugar cubes?”

“Oh, I didn’t have those, so I took control of their sexual organs and used those for pleasure and pain. I inflicted pain and treated them with pleasure until they learned how to be docile for each other. They won’t be getting a divorce now. They are so much happier now that I domesticated them.” Zoey beamed at this last statement as Alfred and Brittany bowed their heads in shame.

Mark’s mouth hung open in shock. “Zoey, holy cow.” He grabbed her shoulder’s gently and asked “how are you not a milking heifer? You are the smartest and most capable domestic I’ve ever met. You could easily be leader of a colony.” Zoey bowed her head and said “I couldn’t get pregnant. We tried. The bull filled me many times, but I just couldn’t do it.”  Mark gave her a supportive pat saying “It’s okay, old girl. That happens to the best of us. You did good, okay. Sarah’s waiting for you. It’s time to go to the American Legion hall.”
 

“Okay. That’s where I’ll die?”

“Yeah, old girl. That’s where you’ll die.”


Zoey smiled lightly at this. Mark tipped his head in to her and said sweetly “you are the best domestic I’ve ever met. I want you to know that.”

“Thank you.”
 

He turned his head towards Alfred and continued, “glad to know I can leave my perfect older brother in the capable hands of my farm-animal. And you…” Mark nodded towards Brittany. She looked up at him with her lower lip quivering. He smirked at her and continued “yeah, I know that blush. Zoey was pretty damn popular with the other girls on the slaughterhouse floor. You just found out why. Weird too. I always heard that you hated sex. I always wondered how the two of you managed to pop out a couple of kids. I guess my dumb farm-animal taught your over-educated ass a few things today. Seems you were more than happy to learn them. Get your sticky ass wiped up before my niece and nephew come down here and see their sick fuck parents sprawled open and cumming all over the kitchen chairs.” 
 

Mark started to step away with Zoey in tow before he stopped for a moment saying “and… make sure to clean those chairs while you’re at it.” He then shuddered and made a slight gagging motion before walking off taking Zoey with him.

Alfred stared down at his cold, half-empty mug of tea. He shuddered as a twisted sense of nausea rose both within his stomach and churned in his crotch. Disgustingly enough, of all the times he needed to feel less sexual, his cock had actually hardened during his brother’s tirade. The only comfort he sensed came from his wife’s warm hand in his own.

“God, I’ve never been so humiliated.” Alfred muttered weakly sucking back a sob.

“Same here.” Brittany muttered. She whimpered and he felt her hand squeeze his own gently. He turned to look at her and she swallowed hard and whispered “it made me wet. While your brother was yelling at me, I could feel my pussy pulsating in excitement.” She shivered and her eyes looked off to the side briefly in deep thought for a moment before she looked to Alfred’s face again saying, “I think I liked it.”

“Liked it?”

“Being humiliated. Being shamed…” She panted slightly and shook her head saying “oh, god, what did Zoey unlock inside of me? The whole time he was yelling at us, I felt like a domestic cowering in front of her farmer feeling weak and helpless. It makes me…”

Alfred felt Brittany release hold of his hand and reach across his thigh grabbing hold of his bare cock as she wrapped slender fingers across his hot flesh. “Oh, god, I thought you grabbed them, but you never got a chance to get your pants on. You endured all his insults sitting here pants-less with your cock hanging out still dripping with my pussy juices?”

“Yes.”

“You must have felt so vulnerable. Just imagine if he made you stand up, he would have seen your cock just flopping around fresh from having a disgusting, perverted fuck.”

Brittany felt her husband’s cock swell in her hand at these words. Her eyes widened as realization trickled through their minds.

“Did you… like it?” Brittany breathlessly asked.

“Maybe a little.” Alfred gasped back in terror.

He dipped his head in towards her asking, “what are we?”

“I don’t know. But… maybe we can explore this more… later.” Brittany said quietly. She looked at her husband and gave his cock a little squeeze saying, “but… not too much later.”

“I look forward to it.” Alfred replied with a cocky grin. Brittany’s heart melted a little at the sight of his smile and she leaned in sharing a warm, passionate kiss with her husband before whispering into his ear, “slide your pants back up so we can go upstairs and slide them back down again.”

Zoey watched the countryside zip by out her window dreamily. The grey clouds of the day prior had dissipated leaving a bright, beautiful blue sky. A blazing orange sun sweetly penetrated it way up across the hem of the horizon spreading a delightful array of pinks and purples in its wake as it slowly rose against the eastern sky. Endless miles of harvested farmland bearing nothing more than the broken stalks of dead corn and dried chaff of soybeans stretched out as far as the eye could see bearing within its manner no greater delight than it bore under the dreary grey sky of yesterday. Zoey’s mind whirled with thoughts. This was only her second car-ride and already marked its destiny to be her last. She pondered fogging up the glass again to draw a smiley face on it but forwent such activity. A free-human would have been grief-stricken beyond all psychological repair had they endured the brutal reality of the slaughterhouse floor which Zoey had witnessed and even participated in. This, however, was not what weighed on her mind. For the first time in her life, Zoey had actively harmed another living being. Two of them, in fact, and free-humans, nonetheless. She kept telling herself that either of them could have simply stood up at any point in time and simply left. They could have stopped at any point in time, and she still felt that both Alfred and Brittany were the better for it though she couldn’t help but worry if she had done something wrong.

“Hey.” Mark said to her from the driver’s seat.

“Hmmm?” Zoey replied.

“Are you doing okay?”

“A little tired. It was a long night.” Zoey replied. She frowned lightly and looked at her bare feet pale against the dark floor mat of the car. “Can I ask a stupid question?”

“Go ahead, Zoey.”

Zoey stared at her feet and asked, “do free humans worry that they haven’t done enough with their lives when it comes time for them to die?”

Warmth and pressure rested on her shoulder. She turned to see Mark laying a hand on her shoulder and flashing her an encouraging smile. He looked back at the road returning his hands to the wheel saying “not a stupid question. The answer is that we worry we haven’t done enough with our lives every day of the week.”

Zoey looked down sadly and Mark continued, “you shouldn’t worry about that though.”

“Huh?”

“You are accomplished beyond the wildest imaginations of any domestic. In less than twenty-four hours, you have worked absolute miracles for my family.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You got my niece to talk. You got my father to accept Sarah. You got the ice cycles off my sister-in-law’s heart.”

“But I made you hate your brother.”

“No, Zoey. You didn’t make me hate my brother. I’ve hated my so-called ‘perfect’ brother for decades. I never would have said what I said this morning if it hadn’t been for you. I would have…” Mark sighed and said, “…silently sulked through another family reunion and gone on resenting him for another year.”

“All I did was talk to people.” Zoey said thoughtfully. She then continued “…and had lots of sex.” Zoey’s eyes lit up and she said “that is what’s wrong with free humans, you guys don’t talk and have sex nearly enough. Oh, do that for me, Mark. I so want you to be happy with the rest of your life. Talk more and have lots of sex. That’s my advice to you. That thing you’re scared to say, say it anyhow because not saying something is still making a decision to not say something. It’s just as bad as saying something you regret because you missed out on the opportunity to say the thing you want to say. Before you know it, years go by, and you still hate your brother.”

“That’s… oddly, very wise.” Mark said before glancing at Zoey and saying, “thank you.”

They drove on in silence for a while before Zoey spoke up saying, “oh, yeah, sex too. Don’t forget to have lots of sex. I wish I could have more sex with you again, but I’ll just have to trust Sarah to take care of you from now on.”

“Is that something you would like?” Mark asked.

Zoey glanced over at him, and her lips parted into a soft smile as she brushed a bit of hair back from

her face as she said “yeah.”

“Okay.”

“What? Seriously? You’ll do it?” Zoey asked with her eyes lighting up in excitement.

“Zoey, of all the domestics who deserve to receive a last request, you absolutely deserve it. We got a bit of time. It’s not like they can start the meal until we get there anyhow.”

Zoey’s heart rate sped up as the car slowed down. A small tuft of pine trees surrounding a dilapidated barn jutted up from the side of the road. Mark turned off the main road onto a dirt path and followed it around to behind the old barn. 

“I can’t believe this is happening” she asked with excitement growing in her voice.

“I can’t believe I’m bringing a girl to make-out barn again.” Mark said with a chuckle.

“Make-out barn?” Zoey asked.

Mark gestured towards the grey-sided, rotten, overgrown structure as they rolled to a stop behind it well hidden from view of the road as he said, “Place has been abandoned for decades. I used to bring girls here during high school. It’s a nice little private place for a bit of fun with a cute girl on a Friday night.”

“But it’s Thursday morning?” Zoey asked in confusion.

Mark nodded towards the barn saying “Close enough for today. The girl and I would go ‘explore’ the barn together, and of course, find some nice dark places to enjoy each other’s bodies in.”

Zoey squinted skeptically at Mark. She looked at the overgrown, dilapidated structure brimming with rot and tetanus and gritted her teeth. Mark continued, “The barn was in better shape back then. I would not do that today, though. You okay with car sex?”

Zoey gestured across her naked body saying “I’m dressed for it. Oh, my god, I just had an idea for a last request.”

“Yeah?”

“Would you have sex with me like I was one of your Saturday night high school free-women?”

Mark twisted his lips in thought for a bit saying, “I didn’t actually have sex in high school, we just kind of made out.”

“Oh, well, it’s probably a bad idea then.”

“No, it’s a good idea.” Mark said thoughtfully as he unclipped his seatbelt and pushed his seat back as far as it could go. He said “would you like that experience? I mean, as close as we can do it…” He gestured towards his own weathered features and pepper-grey black hair saying, “it’s been a long time since I was in high school.”

“And I don’t even know what a high school is. Is it a school up on top of a hill?” Zoey said sweetly.

“Something like that.” Mark said with a chuckle.

He turned to face Zoey as best he could in the cramped space. Likewise, she turned to face him crawling up onto her seat on hands and knees. “So, what was taking a girl out to make-out barn like?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t normally have her already naked like you are, but we’ll start with where we are.”

“Okay. Here.” Zoey reached down and grabbed up the trench coat sliding it on over her soft, lithe body. She cinched it up by the belt around her waist feeling the strange, crisp fabric rasp annoyingly against her skin.

“Oh, but Zoey you hate that thing.”

“No, I don’t. I wear it every day as I go with you to high school up on the hill.” Zoey said as she tied it about her waist making herself into a faint facsimile of a free-human woman as she said “my name is Zoey. I’m glad you took me to make-out barn.” Zoey gestured towards herself saying “would this be the first time a girl like me had sex of any kind?”

“Typically, yes.” Mark said.

“Wow, so old…” Zoey said shaking her head sadly. A smile returned to her face, and she said, “well, no making up for lost time. What happens next?”

Mark pursed his lips and said, “normally we would talk a bit about our future and stuff.”

“What do you want to be when you grow up?” Zoey asked sweetly.

“I…uh… maybe we can skip the small talk part.” Mark muttered.

“No.” Zoey said firmly.

Mark looked at her and she said “you offered me a final request, this is it. Also…” She cocked her head to the side lightly letting her blonde hair and brunette underlayer cascaded over her shoulder as she said “I don’t really know you. Before I die, I want to help you.”

“Help me?”

Zoey twisted her lips and said, “How can I explain something this simple to a complicated free-human?” She looked him firmly in the face and asked, “if you had only a few hours left to live, what would you want to do with them? Have fun experiences? Eat a bunch of food? Get casually fucked like a farm animal?”


She leaned in close and continued, “or, knowing you’re going to die anyhow, would you spend every second of time you have left doing your best to care for and help the people that you love?” 

Mark’s mouth fell open in shock. Zoey reached up with small, lithe fingers and closed it saying “just because I never learned how to read and write doesn’t mean I’m stupid. Sarah taught me that. She explained there’s no difference between domestics and free humans.” She gestured towards herself saying “Being dumb, sweet, innocent little Zoey has always just been something I had to do, because it’s what a domestic is. Docile is who I am. But…” Zoey panted slightly in emotion as she continued “I hurt your brother and his wife this morning. I full on, inflicted pain on free-humans, broke their spirits, and forced them to obey my will. I had never even imagined I would do something like that in my life. I broke a rule and…now… their love, their marriage, is stronger because I broke the rules of a domestic.”

Zoey slid her body up onto the center console as she looked down at Mark in his seat. “I want to break other rules with you, Mark.”

“Rules between free-humans and domestics are there for everyone’s safety.” Mark replied shakily.

Zoey nodded and said, “then why haven’t you pulled the controller out of your pocket and activated my shock collar yet?”

Mark swallowed hard as Zoey placed a hand on his chest and continued, “it’s for the same reason your brother and his wife didn’t simply get up and walk away. Deep down inside, you know that even though I’m threatening your safety, you also trust that I’m doing it for your benefit.”


Zoey tipped her head in close to him. He felt her warm breath across his face as her body slid in next to his on the driver’s seat and their faces nearly touched. She whispered “Everything I did was out of love. Saving your brother’s marriage. Patching things up with your parents. Getting your niece and nephew to open up. Helping Sarah find a place in your family and life. Sure, I didn’t have a specific plan in mind, but I let my love for you guide my every step. Being in the presence of the man who is going to kill me shouldn’t make my pussy quiver like it does, but that’s the effect you have on me. I could listen to your warm, deep voice for hours. I feel safe in your presence. I know I can trust your word and follow your lead. Sarah told me about how much effort you put over the years into making the deaths of us domestics as humane and painless as possible. Knowing that has made me love you all the more. Oh, yes, Mark, everything I’ve done has been out of love. I did it all because…” 

Her voice dropped to a whisper as she continued, “I love you.”

Zoey tipped her head and planted a deep, sensual, desirous kiss on his lips. At first, this took Mark off guard but after she continued for a few moments he began to kiss her back.  Zoey began running her hands across Mark’s broad chest and arms feeling his muscles through his shirt. After a few moments of this, Mark broke the kiss saying, “you can’t love me.”

“Why not?” Zoey asked.

“You’ve barely known me for a few days.” Mark protested.

“Yes, and those have been the most important days of my life.”

“You’re just responding to the emotional trauma I inflicted on you back at the slaughterhouse.”

“You didn’t inflict trauma on me. Just seeing the reality of how the corpses of my kind are handled did that. If anything, you acted to protect and heal me.”

“You’re a domestic, your kind is just friendly and likeable in general. That doesn’t mean anything.”

“Mark, this is way past domestic friendliness.”

“I am going to kill you after this.” Mark said firmly looking right into her soft, brown beautiful eyes.

Zoey shook her head and said “you’re only doing to me what has to happen anyhow. Dying so others can eat is part of who I am. I’ll still love you even while you’re killing me.”

“You can’t love me.” Growled back at her.

“Why?”

“Because I’m unlovable.” Mark blurted out with a shuddering gasp of emotion. His eyes locked wide as his dark past churned angrily within the recesses of his mind.

Zoey sat in quiet for a little bit still sharing the driver’s seat with him and with her arms wrapped around his shoulders before she said “that...” She nodded and said “that right there is what I hope to heal as my final act of love for you. I’ve helped everyone around you and now… you… the man who makes my legs weak, the man who gave me the name Zoey, the man whose face will be the last thing I see in this world, the man who trusted me more than any farmer ever has, the free-man who works with domestics… you are the man I am going to help. But dumb little Zoey can’t help such a man. He’s used to working with domestics. He’s used to ignoring the stupid ramblings of my kind. All I can ask is that you please hear what I say and know that it isn’t the stupid ramblings of a farm-animal.”

She reached up and cupped his cheeks in her palms as she said, “speaking as the woman who will die at your hands today, you, Mark, are worthy of love.” Mark shuddered. Part of him wanted to shove Zoey over into the passenger seat and just drive on to Legion hall to process her right away. Another part of him wanted to shove Zoey into the passenger seat and drive…

…just…

…drive.

Cut her radio-tagged collar and leave it lying next to his phone along the road somewhere as they drove on.

Find someplace small, remote, distant… a place where no one would notice a full-grown woman that occasionally acts like an animal.

Between these fantasies, a growing desire welled within his heart. Despite his sharp words, it had been amazing to see his brother and wife getting along with one another. Katy speaking to adults was an accomplishment as well. Sarah’s revelation with his family as she described it had been nothing short of miraculous. Growing slowly, deep within his scarred, aching heart welled forth a desire to let Zoey work whatever weird domestic-human magic she seemed to have on him. It would start, by simply accepting her command…

…listen to her.

She continued, “I’m not the only one who thinks you’re worthy of love. Sarah loves you too. She’s even planning to marry you.”

Mark sighed and looked down sadly.

“What is it, Mark?”

“Nothing.”

“Mark.”

He looked back into Zoey’s sweet face, and she continued, “I’m an uneducated farm animal who is going to die in less than an hour. There is no reason for you to hide anything from me. What is wrong with Sarah wanting to marry you?”

“Her last marriage ended so horribly for her that I just worry. What if? What if… well… what if I’m no better than her ex-husband was? My family all know I’m nothing but a screw-up, one colossal mistake just waiting to happen. They’re right, too. I do horrible things sometimes and…” Zoey let go of Mark’s face and he shook his head saying “…Zoey, you don’t know Sarah the way I do. She may look slick and confident in your eyes as a powerful free-woman, but she was hurt bad by her last husband. She would not survive having her heart broken again and I couldn’t bear being the one to do that to her.”

“Then don’t.”

“Don’t marry her?”

“No, do marry her. Just don’t break her heart.”

“That’s the thing, I’m too clumsy, too grumpy, too dark to do anything other than break her heart.”

“Have you hid any of these traits from her before?”

“No.”

“Which means she loves the clumsy, grumpy, and dark you just as much as the sweet, caring, and kind you.”

Mark shook his head saying “I hear what you’re saying Zoey, but it’s compl…”

“The last man who told me his relationship was complicated, I squeezed his balls until he loved his wife again.” Zoey snapped back. She dipped her head in close to Mark saying, “knowing we’re not different from you free humans also means that you free humans are not different from us domestics. Mark, you have the same capabilities as us domestics have. You know what that means?”

“uh… no?”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear saying, “you can enjoy happiness.” He looked at her and she smiled, “I wish I could live long enough to teach you how. God, I do. Not because I’m scared to die but because I wish I could love you until you love yourself. I can’t, though. I’ll just have to leave Sarah and you to figure it out for yourselves. There’s no way either of you is simple-minded enough to discover happiness, but perhaps working together you might succeed. Don’t be afraid of what you will discover with her along the way. She is part of your herd, stay side-by-side and take care of one another.”

“I’ll do that.”

Zoey gave a broad smile saying, “Glad to hear it.” She idly fiddled with the buttons on his shirt unbuttoning them one at a time awkwardly as she continued, “you ready to do something with me?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay. This is my last time to have sex and I haven’t asked for much in my life so I’m burning up all my desires, requests, and demands here.” Zoey’s breath caught in her throat as she continued,

“make love to me.”

Mark started to move in, but Zoey raised a warning finger saying, “don’t just take me like I’m a farm-animal. I want to experience being loved by a man like a free-woman. I know I’m not a free-woman but let me pretend that a free-man could love me.”

Mark gave her a grin and shook his head saying, “but, Zoey… I do love you.” Zoey’s mouth fell open, and Mark continued, “I know you’re a domestic, but the things you’ve done for me, and my family are nothing short of miraculous. Your behavior isn’t docile, it’s noble. You’re beautiful, witty, caring, and funny. It’s been an honor for me to get to know you, even if just for a short time.” He wrapped an arm around Zoeys back and pulled her into his powerful, warm body. He tipped his head to the size and Zoey shared a kiss with him there in the front seat of his car as sunlight beat down upon the withered grass and gray-dead wood of the dilapidated barn outside.

Zoey felt his hand grab the knot about her waist as he broke the kiss. He said quietly, “I still have to kill you though.” Zoey replied, “I’m looking forward to it.” Mark sighed and said “I’m not. I’m… going to miss you after you’re gone.”

Zoey leaned in and planted a wet, loving kiss on Mark’s mouth. Pressing her pink tongue inside, she felt his sharp, smooth teeth with her tongue. Caressed his inner cheeks with it as well and sensually massaged his tongue with her own as he groaned deliciously into the kiss. Zoey closed her eyes and dreamed. She would be in this mouth again soon. Those teeth will be grinding her soft flesh, sucking the sweet juices from her muscles. This tongue will be ushering bites of her back down into Mark’s throat swallowing her perfectly seasoned meat down to his belly where she would warm, fill, and comfort him. She sweetly broke the kiss with a tiny peck on his wetted lips as she said, “after you devour me.” She placed a hand on his belly and continued with a smile, “I’ll never really leave you. I’ll be part of you, always.”

Mark returned the smile and shared another kiss with her. With his hand, he opened the knot on the trench coat about her waist spreading the jacket open revealing the soft, pale flesh inside which he had seen so many times before but now called out to him even stronger now that it lay partially clad. Like a candle in the dark burns brighter than one in the midday sun, Zoey’s soft, warm flesh felt even more enticing as it lay within the confines of the jacket. Mark wrapped his left hand about her soft breast cupping it up in his palm and gently brushing his thumb over her nipple bringing sensual moans to her mouth which forced her to break the kiss. Mark began kissing his way down her soft, delicious cheek then down to her neck. He felt her body go limp and submissive as he suckled across her neck licking his tongue over the delicate and dangerously thin skin of her vulnerable neck. Zoey cooed in delight and began panting as his hand descended across her abdomen pushing firm, powerful fingers down towards her womanhood. She gasped and whimpered as his middle finger pressed through the folds of her pussy lips and caressed her swollen and excited clit.

“You’re going to need to move to the passenger seat for a moment so I can get my pants off.” Mark instructed as he continued massaging her clitoris spreading delicious fireworks of pleasure across Zoey’s trembling skin.

“I can’t.” Zoey gasped back.

“Why not?”

“Because you turned my legs to pudding.” Zoey whimpered as her body shuddered with sexual pleasure.

Mark chuckled saying “well I better not do that. Pudding is for desert. You’re the main course.”

He pulled his hand away from Zoey’s clit, returning control of her mind and body back to her, but leaving a raw, ravenous desire burning within her core like an itch she couldn’t scratch. Zoey awkwardly crawled into the passenger seat and stripped off the open trench coat letting her naked body fill Mark’s view. Her wide, pleading eyes stared at him just as earnestly as her trembling breasts and ravenous womanhood as she begged “take your pants off quick, Mark. Please, I’ve never wanted to hug a man’s cock with my pussy more in my life.”

Lucky for Zoey’s pussy, Mark already had his belt unbuckled by the time she reached the word “Please” and in no time he had shoved his pants and underwear down to the floor letting his ripe, swollen rod of a cock spring free and upward. He reached out to Zoey saying “come on back over, old girl. Have a seat.”

Zoey grabbed onto his shoulder and pulled herself so hard she practically leapt onto his lap coming dangerously close to landing a knee on the very same testicles whose contents would soon be sloshing about inside her body. Her head fell back, and her mouth fell open in an ecstatic moan as she planted her hips down hard onto Mark’s lap feeling his swollen cock stretch her body open from the inside.

“Oh, you needed that badly, didn’t you, big girl?”

Zoey brought her head back down and whimpered “y-uh-uh.”

Mark kissed her lips and said “I love you so much, Zoey. This is for everything you’ve done for me and my family.” He licked his lips and brought her down close to him. She felt his warm hand grab her buttocks pulling her down deep so that her pussy ground against his crotch and she could feel his cock flex and swell against the very back of her pussy. Despite the sensual pleasure, he held her still letting her salivating pussy enjoy the warm, filling sensation of his cock but refusing her the rocking motion of her hips which would quickly bring her to orgasm. He said “I’m not going to just thrust away inside you until we cum like you were a farm animal. I’m going to take my time making love to you. Resist the urge to thrust yourself to orgasm on top of my cock. Trust that I will bring you to cum when the time is right, and you have thoroughly enjoyed the journey of getting there. I love you and I want you to enjoy feeling every part of this.”

Zoey panted and nodded saying “Okay.” She shuddered and continued “take me where you want me to go.” She felt him release his hold of her buttocks and the desire to start rocking her hips back and forth filled her, but she dutifully pushed it out of her mind instead letting her body marinate in the delicious presence of Mark’s cock skewered through it without forcing herself to orgasm too quickly. She felt Marks, strong arms grab her sides, and he tipped her back. She felt the steering wheel press coldly against her back, but this sensation was quickly overcome by the feeling of Mark’s lips kissing a trail down across her neck and chest until he reached her breasts where he suckled sweetly on her nipples. Some strange mixture of submissive and maternal pleasure tickled its way across her chest radiating warmly outward filling her pussy with the familiar craving to be filled yet this time the fulfillment was there with Mark’s stiff cock pierced deep within her body like a rod which stabilized and steadied her.

She moaned and let her eyes trail up across the edge of the ceiling of the car and out the front window seeing small, fluffy clouds floating calmly against the multicolored sky tinted tones of pink and orange in the radiance of the rising sun but slowly growing bluer with every passing moment that brought Zoey closer to death. She felt Mark’s warm, powerful fingers dig into the flesh of her left buttocks as his other hand came back around between the two of them and placed palm-flat against her belly. He leaned back ceasing the suckling of her breasts as he dipped his hand slowly down across her abdomen sweetly caressing her little belly-button with the swirl of a provocative little finger along the way. “Good thing they don’t put horns in steering wheels like they used too.” He chuckled.

“Huh?” Zoey replied weakly from her perch propped between man and machine.

“Never mind.” Mark said quietly as his fingers slid to her labial lips already parted around his thick cock. His warm, firm middle finger found her clit and caressed it slowly bringing a moan of delight to Zoey’s lips as he leaned forward once more kissing his way delicately across her areolas, sensually teasing the sensitive tips of her nipples making her whimper and shudder.

Zoey closed her eyes and tried to think of the happiest moment in her life. She searched her memories forwards and backwards over-and-over again as she danced along the tightwire of erotic pleasure which Mark directed her along. The pace with which he stroked her clit never quickened and he refused to let her buck and roll her hips enjoying the sensation of his cock moving about inside her body. As such, Zoey felt herself driven time and time again to the edge of climax with force like the waves of the ocean crashing upon the beach and yet never being fully pushed over the edge. As her mind could conjure no happier memory, she opted to hold this, here penetrated deep upon the cock of the man who will kill her in the front seat of a car behind a dilapidated barn, as the happiest memory of her life. Mark released his suckling of her breasts and shuddered as Zoey leaned her head back down and opened her eyes. By now both were panting gasping back and forth at the space of the air between them drinking deep from the well of pleasure created of flesh and touch.

She stared deep into his eyes and whispered “Mark.”

“Yeah.” He gasped back.

“This is the best moment of my life.” Zoey said with a gleeful smile.

“You ready to cum?” Mark asked with trembling desire on his own lips.

“Yes. Thank you for this.”

“Oh, you’re welcome. We’ll cum together, okay?”

“Okay.”

She felt his hand leave her clitoris and he wrapped his hands around her back pulling her body in close to his as he said, “you’ll kiss your lover as you thrust one another into paradise, just like a free-woman.”

“Oh, god, Mark. I love you so much.” Zoey hoarsely gasped out as he drew her lips in close to his own “I love you too. Go ahead and thrust with your hips. Let’s go to heaven together.” He whispered these last instructions before bringing his lips to hers and sharing in a sensual kiss. Edged to the brink of madness, Zoey rolled and bucked her hips madly feeling Mark’s hot body and penetrative cock drive itself deep inside her open and hungry womanhood.  Swirling about in places unknown, the soft little walls of her pussy danced in delight at the feeling of his cock stretching them out in all sorts of delightful ways while her swollen and soaking wet clit ground deliciously against his crotch. For Mark’s part, the feeling of the beautiful, soft young woman on top of him, feeding him a buffet of her flesh before he had chance to turn her body into a true buffet of meat, aroused him like never before and his manhood plunged him over the edge into paradise as Zoey released the kiss into an orgasmic scream of her own. His grunts and moans of pleasure blended with her animalistic screams and the sound filling the car with the same primal, ancient sound of passion and desire born of the same dance through which humans have come to exist in this world since the dawn of time. Like two shipwreck survivors caught in a hurricane, Zoey and Mark clung to one another as their bodies seeped temporarily from their control. Zoey only felt dimly aware of the pulsating sensation deep within her own body as Mark’s pleasured cock filled her core with his seed while her own juices flowed freely across his manhood dribbling down across his balls and onto the seat. Inured to such concerns Zoey flung herself forward and planted a final, passionate kiss on the lips of her killer feeling her bare breasts tickle against his warm chest as her breath shuddered in her throat. She released the kiss only to collapse her head across his shoulder smelling his musky odor and feeling the comforting warmth of his body beneath her. As a high tide recedes to low tide as did their mutual pleasure, now achieved, slowly decay leaving them with occasional spasms in their legs and glorious, far-away looks of unfathomable pleasure in their faces.

After several moments lying together like this, Zoey finally caught her breath enough to speak up.

“Mark.”

“Yes, Zoey?”

“I’m ready to die.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Actually, I’m glad you’re going to kill me today.”

“Huh?”

She leaned up feeling his cock, now slowly shrinking inside her during his post-pleasured glory, shift about slightly as she moved. “If I don’t die today, I will spend the rest of my life crying in tears thinking of how cold and empty my body feels without you inside it. I would spend my every waking hour desperately trying to experience this again.”

Zoey’s face turned serious as her eyes lit up, “Oh, my god…” A smile spread across her face as she continued “you should do this with Sarah!” Mark chuckled in a sex-drunken tone saying, “way ahead of you there, Zoey.”

“So, you’ve done this with her?”

“Well, not in a car, but we’ve had sex before. I mean, you’ve been there for it.”

“Yeah, I know about that, but I mean like… this…”

Zoey gestured towards their entangled bodies saying “you should do this to Sarah. Making love, good sex? Whatever you want to call this, you should do it to her. Oh, she would have so much fun riding your cock like this.”

“Okay, will do.” Mark replied with a goofy grin. Zoey gave a satisfied smile saying “Thank you for this, Mark. It’s the best experience of my life.”

“I’m just glad I get to be part of it.” Mark replied repositioning his hands to help Zoey maneuver herself as he said, “we really do need to get going though.”

Zoey nodded and lifted herself slowly feeling Mark’s cock slide out from within her and hearing it slap wetly against his inner thigh. She breathed out a shuddering gasp at the sudden cold, hollow sensation which filled her womanhood.

“You going to be okay?”
 

“Yeah.” Zoey said before a cocky smile spread across her lips and she said with a giggle, “I think you just tenderized my meat.” She awkwardly crawled back over the center console and flopped into the passenger seat as Mark pulled his pants back up. She continued, “I’ve definitely never felt softer and more tender before in my life. I bet my muscles will melt like butter in everyone’s mouths.” She reached over and placed a warm hand on Mark’s shoulder saying, “thanks for preparing my body to become meat.” She giggled drunkenly continuing, “you really are a good chef.”

Country-side turned to small-town USA as Mark drove Zoey down the streets of Flanagan Illinois. A few passerbys did a double-take as they passed shocked to see a naked woman wearing a collar and cuffs staring back out through the window of Mark’s car at them in just as much surprise. “You would think these people have never seen a domestic before.” Zoey muttered.

“Well, not alive.” Mark replied. He gestured towards the trench coat saying, “if you put on the coat people will stop staring.”

“No. I would rather not. I kind of like the way they look at me.” Zoey said as she pressed her nose to the window and smiled. She continued “I hope I’m making them feel hungry.”

At least a half-dozen cars glistened under the morning glow of sunlight atop the asphalt parking lot by the squat brick building as Mark pulled up to it. Behind it, a pale-blue water-tower rose dramatically from the town bearing the bold letters “FLANAGAN” emblazoned along its side and a flag on it’s top. An elderly lady across the street stared in shock and amazement as Mark got out from the car and opened the door letting Zoey step out into the chill morning air. She shivered and wrapped her arms around herself as Mark grabbed the jacket saying, “you should put this on to warm up.”

“Thank you, but I’m ready to warm up in the oven.” Zoey replied as she padded her bare feet gingerly across the uneven concrete to the front door. A sign overhead read “American Legion” and a blue Marquee bore the designation “Post 456.” A few brown bushes sat dryly decaying in the November breeze though their arrangement bespoke of care taken in the landscaping of the hall. A massive, decommissioned howitzer sat on wagon wheels in a designated concrete circle enwreathed by the bushes and with a plaque alongside.

“What’s that?” Zoey said gesturing towards the heavy gun.

“Oh, that’s a cannon.”

“A cannon?”

“It’s a large gun. A weapon of war. It’s uh… used to kill people who are attacking you.” Mark explained.

Zoey pouted slightly and shook her head “more talking and more sex would solve so many free-human problems.”

“You know what, Zoey? I’m inclined to agree.” Mark said as he opened the steel door ushering her within.

The door opened to a large hall replete with folding tables and chairs decked out with orange and brown streamers, faux black pilgrim hats, and paper turkeys. The irony that turkeys had been extinct for decades struck Mark as he ushered the replacement protein in through the room. Already a small crowd had begun to gather about, and Zoey smiled at seeing so many new faces. Young and old, man and woman, rich and poor, a plethora of members of Mark’s sprawling extended family chatted and hugged one another in excitement for the holiday. Several people glanced at Zoey and their mouths fell open in shock. Zoey waved back happily as Mark guided her down one side of the

“Young lady! Why are you naked?” One elderly woman asked with a haughty tone.

“I’m your dinner.” Zoey chipperly replied. She blinked in shock as conversation across the room died down.

“Okay, I should have brought you in through the back. This is a bit awkward.” Mark grumbled as he took Zoey’s arm.

“It’s only awkward if you make it awkward.” Zoey replied and she leaned into the woman saying “I hope I’m delicious for you. I want this to be a Thanksgiving dinner that can’t be beat.” The woman stared in wordless shock.

“Zoey!” an excited voice called out from the front of the room. Zoey looked up to see Sarah push her way out from the kitchen followed shortly thereafter by Joyce. To Zoey’s eyes, it looked like a time progression as the younger Sarah with her fresh face, slender frame, and bright blonde hair had Mark’s elderly mother, Joyce, hobbling along hot on her heel covered with flab, wrinkles, and grey hair. They both wore large, white aprons over their clothing which gave them a faint hue of similarity. A subtle appreciation that the quick death of the day would spare Zoey the humiliation of age fluttered through her mind.

Sarah stepped over to them quickly and glared at Mark saying, “why didn’t you bring her in through the back?”

“I didn’t think so many people would get here early.” Mark protested.

“That’s cause you normally show up late.” Joyce said with a smirk. Zoey squinted at Joyce’s face. Despite the age and wrinkles, she looked years younger than she had yesterday. Was that an actual smile on her face? Zoey felt confident the bitter old woman who had reluctantly greeted them the day before wouldn’t smile like that but here she was, happiest that Zoey had seen her.

Sarah tugged Zoey along saying, “god damn it, everyone is staring.”

Mark lay a hand on Sarah’s shoulder, and she stopped tugging Zoey and looked up at him. “Let them stare. This is where their food comes from. Just because it’s wrapped in plastic at a market doesn’t mean it wasn’t a man or a woman once.”

“It’s who you are.” Joyce said quietly from behind Sarah. Sarah looked over her shoulder at Joyce and Joyce gave a small smile as she continued “this girl is part of who you are. You and my son both.” Joyce looked at Mark and said, “I have a son who works in food production. There’s nothing to be ashamed of in that. It’s an honest job.”

Joyce nodded towards Sarah and said, “and from what I’ve been hearing this morning, you’re good at it.”

Mark blinked in surprise and a smile spread across his face as he said, “thank you.”

Joyce pressed her short flabby frame against Mark’s burly body and rested her head against her son’s chest as he wrapped her in strong arms hugging her close as she whispered, “I’m so sorry that I let my regret over the life that was lost blind me to the life that you have built.”

Mark looked over the top of his mother’s head at Sarah who gave him a soft smile and said, “we had a talk this morning about what Bill and I discussed last night.” 

Mark nodded quietly and buried his face into the warm, grey hairs of his mother’s head breathing in her old, familiar smell for a moment before she let him go. She pulled up the hem of her apron and wiped some tears from her eyes saying “well, we’re here for Thanksgiving, are we not? Don’t let this sentimental old woman ruin the day.”

Joyce looked to Zoey and her face turned sad as she blurted out, “Do we have to kill her?”

“Oh no, not this again!” Zoey protested.

“I know it’s your life’s destiny, Zoey. But you’ve done so much for my family in scarcely a day and…” Joyce grabbed up Zoey’s hands in her own and held them out to the side almost playfully, like they were sisters, as she continued, “I just wish there was something we could do for you.”

“Cook me into better-than-sex sandwiches.”

“Huh?”

“Oh, I know what she’s talking about.” Sarah said with a chuckle. “She’s asking for us to make bacon out of her. I think something while you’re still alive, Zoey. Are there any last special requests you have? Of any domestic that I’ve ever met, you deserve it most of all.”

Zoey glanced at Mark before saying, “I think I’ve had my last request filled quite nicely. I’ve enjoyed sex with you all so much these past days.”

Joyce’s wrinkled face turned red as she said in terror, “not with my Bill, though, right?”

“Oh, no, your husband is way out of my league. I’m way too young and slender to be attractive to a man who has survived so many decades on this planet.” Zoey said, reassuringly.

Joyce’s face fell in concern and confusion. Mark spoke up from behind, “she’s not being sarcastic, mom. She is honest in what she’s saying.”

“Oh, okay…” Joyce said, quietly. She nodded saying “well, glad to hear my Bill has…uh…” Joyce let her eyes trail down along Zoey’s lithe, naked body before continuing with a hint of self-pity, “respect for his marriage.”

Sarah gave Joyce a hug from the side saying “Don’t worry. Zoey’s about to become meat anyhow. Here, Zoey, let’s get you back in the kitchen to die there. I have a nice, lovely table all setup for you back there.”

The door opened and they turned to see Alfred and Brittany hustling in along with Katy taking slow strides with her head hung low and Eddie face in his phone like before. Katy’s eyes lit up as she saw Zoey as Brittany and Alfred exchanged knowing smiles between one another.

“Zoey! You’re alive! I thought you would already be dead!” Katy blurted out as her little feet pranced along the air as she dove headlong into a tackle of Zoey. Zoey wrapped her arms around the little girl hugging her for a moment as Katy held onto her. Dropping down to one knee, Zoey spoke with katy as her parent’s came up from behind. “I do have to die, though, Katy.” Zoey said quietly and firmly. Katy pouted slightly but Zoey continued “it’s part of being a domestic. You know that.” Katy sighed saying “yeah, I do.” A smile spread across her lips as she continued “mommy and daddy are nicer now. They said you fixed them this morning making them all better.” Zoey glanced up at where Alfred and Brittany stood hand in hand. Alfred smiled but Brittany’s eyes locked wide as she shook her head silently willing Zoey to hold some discretion in front of their daughter.

“I did. I fixed them as a gift to you. If they ever break again, just remind them to stay in their field. They’ll know what you’re talking about.”

Zoey rose to her feet as Eddie approached arms open for a hug. Zoey twisted her lips slightly in confusion but opened her arms feeling Eddie’s warm body press against her bare flesh beneath his college-logo bearing shirt. The familiar, slightly rank of poorly-washed college kid filled her nostrils. As they hugged, Zoey felt Eddie’s hand drop down behind her back and his fingers wrap around her buttocks squeezing them sensually causing her to whimper a little and flinch forward pressing her crotch against him. She held him back a bit and crinkled her nose at him, but he shook his head with a coy smile saying, “just checking which butt cheek is going to be tastier.” Zoey said “oh, then feel the other one too.” She shifted her hips inviting him to give her another grope on the opposite butt cheek as he said quietly to her, “sorry that I said I wanted to keep you alive. I wasn’t thinking straight. After you took my virginity, I finally worked up the courage to text Susan. We have a date next Friday.” He let go of her butt cheek and held her back looking into her face as he continued “I’ll never be able to repay you for what you’ve done for me. Thank you so much.” Zoey replied, “You’re welcome. As for how to repay me, just make yourself smell better before you go on that date with Susan.”

Eddie stepped back to his parents looking over Zoey’s shoulder to meet the stare of daggers from Joyce. “Just checking her meat.” Eddie reiterated before stepping over to a nearby table to plop down and start texting Susan again. 

“Oh, there’s my boy.” A gruff voice emanated from behind them as Bill trudged in. He gestured towards the kitchen saying, “I figured you all would be back here cooking our old Zoey girl.”

“Can I watch?” Katy blurted out.

“Oh, no, honey… no…” Brittany protested as Alfred said “honey, it would be too scary for you. There would be blood.”

“Oh, there’s no blood in killing a domestic the way Mark does it.” Sarah said before gritting her teeth regretting the words as Alfred and Brittany’s eyes went wide. Zoey nodded enthusiastically saying “oh, yes, it’s not scary at all. I’ve seen it hundreds of times. It’s like…giggling yourself to sleep.” Katy flashed Zoey a small smile and asked, “would you like me to be with you for it?”

Zoey nodded and held out a hand which Katy took but Mark grabbed Zoey’s shoulder saying “uh… Zoey. It’s her parent’s call, not ours.”

“Please? Can I be with Zoey when she dies?” Katy asked with wide, pleading eyes. Alfred looked down at their daughter and then back to one another and at Mark. “It won’t be scary?” Alfred asked.

“It’s death. Other than that, there’s no gore, no theatrics involved. It’s about as simple, quiet, and peaceful as anything we can do.”

Alfred turned to Brittany saying, “one of us should go with her.”

Brittany looked off distantly as she seemed to contemplate his words. Her mind whirred for a moment before Alfred placed a hand on her shoulder saying, “I’ll go with her.”
 

“Really?”

Alfred turned to Mark saying, “he’s my brother.” He sighed and continued, “I should see what he does for a living.”

Brittany took this in thoughtfully before saying, “I’m coming with you.” Alfred cocked an eyebrow thoughtfully as Brittany continued “I can’t let my daughter grow up thinking her mother is a coward.”

“Ah, balls to it all. At this rate we’ll all be in that kitchen. Might as well do it up proper.” Bill said firmly.

“Huh?” Sarah asked.

Bill slapped meaty hands on Mark’s and Sarah’s shoulders saying, “you two bring your domestic girl to the front of the hall. Ain’t no point in hiding what’s true.”

Unbidden, Katy took Zoey’s hand in her own and followed along with her as Alfred and Brittany hustled to find seats at the very front of the hall as Bill lead the odd hodge-podge group from the front. At the front of the hall, two massive tables lay out horizontal and with no chairs about them ready to serve as the buffet line for the feast. The various sides and other foods lay tucked away in the kitchen as the primary entrée stepped into place behind the tables alongside her owner, killer, killer’s dad, and killer’s niece who held her hand.

Sarah’s heart pounded loud in her chest as she looked out over the mass of people as Bill shouted out an “Oy!” to get everyone’s attention. The crowd quieted down and Sarah’s mind raced with panic as she felt the weight of their eyes pressing against her. Likewise, Mark too shifted nervously about not sure what exactly his dad’s plan was. He noticed darkening stares on the faces of relatives who knew all too well the troubled past that had made him the man he was today. Zoey’s face brightened in excitement as the people stared at her naked body and she bounced excitedly as Katy asked, “why you so happy, Zoey?” Zoey leaned over and said “I’m excited. Just think, Katy. I’m going to feed all those people.”

She placed her hand against her own thigh squeezing it gently saying “Oh, I just hope I’m enough for them all. It’s so wonderful to meet everyone that I will be meat for. We domestics don’t typically get to see the people who will eat us.”

Bill spoke up “Thank you all for coming to the Keifer-Danson family Thanksgiving reunion. Some of you all might have noticed our underdressed little friend here.” He gestured towards Zoey who beamed in excitement and flirtatiously shifted her hips back and forth nearly dancing out of her skin. “Zoey, cut it out.” Sarah hissed at her in a whisper.

“I can’t Sarah. Look at them all salivating out there as they stare at me. This is so exciting. I can’t wait to feed them.”

Before Sarah could chastise Zoey again, Bill wrapped an arm over her shoulder pulling Sarah in close to himself from the side and pointed a finger at her saying “You may not know this woman yet, but I hope you get the pleasure and honor of making her company. That there tasty domestic girl was brought to us by Miss Sarah Tepen. She bought that girl at full cost to herself, and she and my Joyce will be cooking little miss Zoey over there up into all sorts of tasty dishes. Sarah brought us every bite of meat we need for this big ol’ Thanksgiving party. Let’s give Sarah a nice round of applause for what she done for us.”

Confused murmuring broke out over the crowd but Bill let go of Sarah shouting, “Oy!” People looked back to him as he continued with his voice turning firm, “this is where our food comes from. Ain’t no point in pretending that we don’t know, or we don’t want to think about it. I’ve gotten to know little Zoey over there.” Bill gestured towards Zoey who looked back at him in surprise as he continued, “she’s accomplished more in her short little life than most of us do in our long, regretful ones. She was born for this and downright excited to feed everyone. Don’t be coy cause she’s looking at you. Someone like her dies every time you visit the grocery. The only difference today is it’s fresh rather than frozen.”

“This is Sarah’s first Thanksgiving with us. And…” Bill flashed a grizzled, knowing smile to Mark saying “if my boy knows what’s good for him, it will the first of many Thanksgivings Sarah will have with us. She done did a good thing providing a feast for our family. She deserves our gratitude.”

Slowly, people began to clap one by one until the whole hall was clapping and cheering. Sarah’s heart quivered as she stared into the face of terror only to find it beheld within it the warmth of acceptance that she had lacked for so many years.

Bill raised his hands to quiet the crowd saying “all right, all right, that’s enough. If you like today’s meat you give your compliments to Sarah here. I got someone else I need to talk about.” Bill looked to Mark saying, “Someone I haven’t talked good about for a long time.”

“Dad, no.” Mark said shaking his head. Bill frowned and continued softly to Mark saying, “it’s on me, boy. I thought too hard on the life that had been destroyed, I lost track of the life that had been built.” Bill turned to the crowd saying “My son, Mark, here is an innovator in the meat industry. Sarah tells me he developed a new way of harvesting livestock.”

Audible gasps came from the audience and words of protest which Bill waved away as he continued “that’s so gentle, so peaceful, we should all envy such a death.” Bill gestured towards Mark saying “I’m proud of what my son has developed. He’s taken a necessary evil and made it as humane and kind as he possibly could. He didn’t have to. No one made him do it. He done took the initiative and did it all on his own.” Bill’s voice quavered a bit as he continued looking to Mark as he spoke to the crowd saying, “and I couldn’t be prouder of him.”

Mark flashed a small, sad smile and Bill pulled him in for a hug. “Go ahead and show us, boy.”

“What? Here?” Mark protested.

“Yeah, here. Sarah you fetch his kit.”

Bill nodded towards the audience saying “tell ‘em what you do for a living.”

“But I don’t talk about work outside of the slaughterhouse.” Mark said with a shake of his head.

“You ought to. Damn good thing you’ve developed out there.” Bill stepped over and took a seat near the front as Sarah hustled back into the kitchen to grab up the portable gas tank leaving Mark up front standing next to Zoey who was hand-in-hand with Katy.

“Um… hi all.” Mark said with a shudder. He blew out a sigh and continued “So, as dad was saying, I…uh… I prioritize humane treatment in my line of work.”

“He’s really good at it.” Zoey blurted out. Mark glanced at her, and she gestured towards the crowd saying, “tell them about the markers.”

Mark swallowed hard and continued “the key to giving someone a humane death is to keep their minds occupied until its time to end their thoughts and to instill in them full confidence that they will not suffer during the process. It also helps to give them something they can do for a sense of accomplishment. When I started at the slaughterhouse, we had none of those things. I designate tasks amongst the domestics I am harvesting. At the very least, each domestic is tasked with keeping the domestic in front of them in line calm. That way, they have the accomplishment of helping the one in front of them and each domestic has at least one person…”

Sarah brought out the tank and mask setting it on the table. Mark caught her eye as he continued “…one person whose entire purpose is to take care of them and, in turn, they take care of that person as well. Imagine having a person actively working to make sure you are safe, comfortable, calm, and cared for. It’s amazing the impact of having one relationship like that in your life.” A smile spread its way across Sarah’s face as she understood his message loud and clear. He wasn’t just talking about domestics.

Mark swallowed hard and continued “for those who get too scared, I give them markers and encourage them to draw whatever scenes they like on the walls. This serves two purposes. First, it makes the slaughterhouse less scary for subsequent domestics. Second, it gives them a sense of accomplishment and purpose. A little goal to have while waiting their turn to die.”

Mark gestured towards the tank saying, “and last, but not least, is how I kill them.” He turned to Zoey and asked, “are you ready?”

Zoey’s eyes looked thoughtful and distant as her lips parted into a smile and she nodded. With the gravitas of a bride on her wedding day, Zoey gave Katy’s hand a squeeze and let it go saying “thank you for being my calmer, Katy.” Katy gave Zoey a final hug saying, “goodbye Zoey.” She then stepped around the table and headed back to her parents. Zoey took Mark’s hand, and he helped her climb up onto the table. She spread out flat across it spreading her arms and legs out to her side as she lay on her back staring up into the lights.

Sarah stepped in beside Mark and grabbed hold of Zoey’s hand. Zoey glanced down at Sarah as Mark continued “I use a mixture of nitrous oxide and nitrogen gas. The nitrogen allows for excess carbon dioxide to flush away so there isn’t even any pain in the lungs while the nitrous oxide provides a sensation of light giddiness before quietly suffocating out life.”

He lifted the mask towards Zoey. She looked at it and up at him saying “Thank you Mark, for giving me the best death I could ever have.” She glanced down at Sarah and gave her hand a squeeze saying, “Take care of Mark for me, okay?” Sarah’s eyes glistened on the edge of tears as she smiled saying, “I will.” Zoey looked back up to Mark saying, “I love you.” She looked down to Sarah saying “I love you both. I hope the two of you can learn how to be happy, despite how smart you are.”

“You’ve gone a long way to helping us with that, old girl.” Mark said as he adjusted the mask onto Zoey’s face.

“Just breath normally.” He instructed her as he turned up the gas. Sarah watched Zoey’s chest as it raised and fell, raised and fell, raised… and shuddered violently. Sarah felt terror for a moment before hearing Zoey’s laughter inside the mask.

Zoey giggled softly as her eyes rolled slowly up into the back of her head. 

Her chest stayed down.

Her body went limp.

Mark let the gas run for a few more seconds just to make sure as no worse fate could possibly befall a person than to rouse from a temporary coma half-way through their own butchering process. Satisfied with her passing, Mark turned the gas off. If a pen had been dropped in the room at that moment, it would have emanated louder than a cannon in the silence of the room.

Out in the crowd, Katy looked up to Brittany.

“Mom.” Katy said quietly.

“Yes, honey.”

“I don’t think I want to be a domestic when I grow up.” Katy whispered. Brittany hugged her daughter close saying “that’s okay. Hey, don’t be sad. Zoey died the way she wanted to.”

Katy nodded and hugged her mom back saying “yeah. It was a good death. Wasn’t it?”

Joyce pushed out a large, wheeled cart from the kitchen and brought it alongside the table saying, “thank you for the feast, son.”

Together, the three of them lifted Zoey’s lifeless body onto the cart and wheeled it around back to the kitchen. After a space of a few minutes, conversations started to break out amongst the crowd again.

“My brother is good at his job. That girl didn’t suffer one bit. Calm, comfortable, relaxed, happy as a clam right up to the very end.” Alfred said quietly. Brittany looked over at him as she finished comforting Katy and setting the girl up with a set of crayons and paper instead of her customary electronic pad. Brittany reached her hand over and threaded her fingers into the spaces between those of her husbands. “Let’s make that our goal for one another.” She said quietly. He looked at her and she smiled “let’s strive to treat each other as humanely as your brother treats his farm animals.” Alfred smiled back and gave her hand an encouraging squeeze saying, “that’s a good goal.”

“It’s a good thing she’s dead for this part.” Joyce said as she held onto one of Zoey’s legs. Sarah held onto the other as Mark shoved the steel spit in through Zoey’s vagina boring a long, straight hole cutting through flesh, organs, and sinew. He panted and puffed at this task gripping the steel pole tight in his firm hands and leaning into it with all his weight until the bloody tip of the rod protruded out through Zoey’s open mouth. After this, the rod slid through her body more easily until he brought the buttress bar up between her legs and cinched it in level with her crotch.

Sarah watched Mark impale Zoey’s deceased body trying to ignore just how wet her own pussy was growing at watching the powerful skewer drive its way through Zoey’s body vagina first. The odd sensation that, if one was to die having sex, this would be the way to do it, feel a powerful, handsome man pierce his shaft ram-rod straight through your entire body making your entire person a cock sleeve for the metal bar as your flesh submitted to the strength of a man and the unyielding sharpness of cold metal.

Mark stepped around to the head of Zoey to bind her hands to the metal pole now protruding a good several feet out from her mouth as Sarah and Joyce set about binding Zoey’s feet to the metal bar to keep her legs from flopping around. Joyce ran a hand along Zoey’s leg adoringly for a second before whispering to Sarah, “it’s a little bit sexy seeing him skewer a woman’s body, isn’t it?” Sarah glanced up at Joyce her eyes wide in terror, but Joyce gave Sarah a knowing glance. Sarah bit her lower lip and replied, “a little.”

Joyce patted Sarah’s shoulder saying, “don’t worry, dear, I know that’s not the only reason you’re with my son.”

“Everything okay down there?” Mark asked as he finished banding Zoey’s wrists to the pole.

“Yes.” Joyce and Sarah quickly replied in unison.

Zoey slowly rotated as electric coils buzzed bright orange around her. Sarah and Joyce watched with cups of coffee in hand and a few bits of powdered donut on Joyce’s sleeve. Mark had since gone to pack up his things and return to the reunion out in the main hall.

Sarah stared at Zoey, heating slowly throughout her entire body as the coils cooked her flesh. Even in death, the girl looked oddly happy though no expression of face could be trusted with a metal rod protruding through her mouth.

“Watching a girl cook is oddly mesmerizing.” Sarah said quietly, as she wiped tears away from her eyes.

Joyce reluctantly took a sip of coffee from her shaking hand. “Were you thinking of this? Did you want to become like her when you asked my son to do something to you that he refused?” Joyce asked slowly. She chose her words carefully after hearing Sarah’s bombshell confession.

Sarah shook her head and said “our process at the plant is different. Girls who die there get cut to pieces…”

“No, I mean, you intended to get eaten, though. Right?” Joyce said.

Sarah looked down sadly and said, “I had planned my own corpse disposal, yes. I had rigged the records and modified the camera feed. I had set it up so your son would face no repercussions for my death.”

Joyce looked at her closely and Sarah’s lower lip quivered under the old woman’s gaze.

Sarah sighed and said “God, listen to me… it all sounds so stupid and pathetic now.” Sarah’s eyes welled up in tears again as she continued “I love him so much, but your son deserves better than a broken, suicidal, divorcee. I’m barely a few months out from begging him to kill me and now I’m thinking about marrying him.”

Sarah gestured towards the hall where Mark sat with the rest of his family saying, “if I did ask him to marry me, he should say ‘no.’ Hell, if I had a shred of honor or dignity, I would break up with him so he can stop wasting his time on me and go find some woman who deserves him and can make him happy. I…” Sarah swallowed hard and bowed her head before saying “I don’t deserve to be here. I guess that’s why I felt so adamant about bringing Zoey. I wanted to at least contribute something. Her body is kind of my apology for being here.”

Joyce twisted her lips thoughtfully for a moment before taking another sip of coffee. Both women stood in silence watching another woman cook for a while before Joyce spoke up saying “you know, you told me a lot more than I expected to hear when I asked you how things have been for you and my son lately.”

Sarah laughed and wiped away some tears finally grabbing up her own donut to take a bite out of it. “I wonder what she would say.” Joyce commented gesturing towards Zoey who rotated slowly turning a bright golden crisp. Sarah scoffed saying, “she would say that I should just be happy. She would say I’m thinking too hard about everything.”

“God, I wish I had someone in my life like Zoey back when I was your age.” Joyce replied taking another sip of coffee.

“Huh?”

“Just thinking about how much I stressed over things that never happened. Or overthought a situation till it made me sick to my stomach. I suppose I’ve never really talked with anyone about this but since…” Joyce gestured between herself and Sarah saying “…we’re being open here. You know Bill has held a grudge against Mark ever since that horrible night after his senior graduation.”

Sarah nodded and replied, “yeah. We talked about it last night.”

Joyce continued, “I always blamed Maddie’s death on myself.”

Sarah squinted and asked, “on yourself?”

“I told her to go with Mark that night. They always had been distant from one another growing up, you know, being a boy and a girl with a sizeable age-gap between them. I remember her smile as she climbed into the passenger seat of Mark’s car and thinking that this was the start of a better relationship between my children.” Joyce sighed and shook her head saying “God, I had no idea that was the last time I would ever see her. In many ways, that was the last time I ever saw Mark. At least, the way he used to be. I suppose Bill and I managed our grief in different ways. He buried his feelings in hatred towards the only person left alive in that wreckage out there in the dark, brutal night. I suppose part of him coped by hating Mark the way he did. I didn’t hate Mark, though. I hated myself.”

Joyce’s eyes turned sad as she continued, “by the time I reached my worst, I was going through several bottles of wine a day. There isn’t much pleasure in drinking bottom-shelf rotgut, but it did push the image of my daughter’s smiling face as she climbed into that car out of my head.”

Joyce shook her head and set the coffee down for fear of spilling it from her shivering hands. “He almost left me. He should have left me, had we both been honest with ourselves.” Joyce’s voice lowered to a whisper “I wanted him to leave me. A part of me wanted Bill to throw me away. I had been the one to kill Maddie, after all. Not Mark. He killed that couple in the other car, but Maddie being there at all… that was on me. I couldn’t bear him hating Mark for what I did and so a part of me wanted him to discard me the way I deserved to be discarded. I would say we talked about it, but a better way to describe it is we screamed about it while I threw stuff at him.”

Joyce gestured around the kitchen saying, “I’m here today because that horrible, stupid, wonderful man wouldn’t listen to me. I told him I wanted a divorce but instead, he dragged me, kicking and screaming, into an alcoholic anonymous meeting.  We fought, we talked, he cared for me during those dark days of recovery. It was hard on both of us, and I would have never been able to get through it if it wasn’t for Bill standing by my side every step of the way.”

Joyce shook her head sadly and continued, “you know out in Britain they say women don’t need men. It’s not true. Women like us, we need someone who can see us as beautiful, even when we see only ugliness in ourselves. A woman couldn’t do that. She would see all the same problems in us that she sees in herself. Only a man could be so blind as to love the best parts of a woman while ignoring her obvious flaws.”

Joyce placed a hand on Sarah’s shoulder and the looked intimately at one another as Joyce continued, “sometimes, we just need a man who can forgive us when we can’t even forgive ourselves.” Sarah’s face contorted in sadness as she let Joyce pull her in and the two women shared a warm, edifying hug.

“Marry my son.” Joyce whispered into Sarah’s ear as they hugged one another.

“But…” Sarah protested.

“Honey, we’re all broken here. You and Mark might as well work together on the broken parts inside each other. Think about what Zoey would tell you to do. Stop thinking so hard about it, just let yourself be happy. You have my blessing.”

Joyce released the hug and held Sarah back thoughtfully twisting her lips before saying, “You keep cooking our girl here and let me run by the house. I have something to give you before you and Mark go back to Chicago. It’s very old, but still in good shape. I had planned to give it to Maddie when she was old enough to have a man to marry but…”

Joyce trailed off sadly and Sarah leaned in wrapping arms around the old woman once more hugging her and whispering, “thank you.”

Delicious, roasting smells of meat wafted through the hall as several volunteers helped set out the side dishes on the buffet table in the front. With grand flair, Joyce and Sarah pushed Zoey out into the main hall. Glistening, brown, caramelized flesh segmented out into arm, leg, torso meat lay atop a bed of green-parsley garnish within the massive silver platter hoisted between the two women and placed onto the table. Sarah elegantly arranged cuts of breast meat, and buttocks slices onto a butchering stand along with a large, razor-sharp chef’s knife and pronged fork to separate out the pieces further. One final platter bore atop it a stack of grilled cheese and belly bacon sandwiches, Zoey’s favorite dish. With this done, she wiped away some sweat from her brow with the hem of her apron as Joyce announced, “dinner is served. If you’re hungry, come on up and get it.” The crowd didn’t need told twice and Joyce gave Sarah a parting hug before the women disrobed of their aprons and returned to their respective men.

“Zoey would be proud of the way you served her.” Mark said to Sarah as she joined him in line for the buffet. “You think?”

“Yeah.”

Sarah reached into one of the pockets on her dress feeling the preponderous weight of the small box tucked away inside. She reached around this as the time had not drawn ripe for such a gift as of yet and instead she wrapped her fingers around a small, flat, piece of plastic. She pulled out a yellow nametag and held it out to Mark. It bore on it the stamped numbers “345” with the name in marker beneath scrawled “Zoey.”

Mark took it in his hand as Sarah said, “normally we just recycle these. Melt them down and put them on the next girl.”

“I don’t want to do that with this one.” Mark said.

“I agree. I think you should have it.”

“She belonged to you.” Mark protested slightly.

“I gifted her to you. Besides, the two of you always had a special bond, I suppose.” Sarah said as she looped an arm around Mark’s waist hugging him close and feeling him wrap a warm arm over her shoulders.

“I suppose we did.” Mark said quietly. He toyed with the tag in his hand for a bit, sliding it back and forth between his fingers before slipping it into his pants pocket saying “I shouldn’t think about it right now. Would spoil my appetite. Zoey would have hated that.”

“You’re right, she would. She would want us to be happy to be eating her, wouldn’t she?”

“Yeah. She would.”

In short order, they all enjoyed a Thanksgiving feast that couldn’t be beat.

“Oh, I am stuffed.” Brittany muttered as she slid the last piece of Zoey’s rump-roast between her teeth chewing through the soft, sweet flesh of the girl’s buttocks before swallowing the bite down. “Good food?” Alfred asked. “Zoey was a good girl. Both good, and filling” Brittany replied. Reached over and placed a hand on Brittany’s shoulder. She gave him a small smile and he said, “let’s keep what she gave us.” Brittany nodded saying “the gift of field and bars. I’ll never forget it.” She drew him in close and they hugged as Eddie rolled his eyes in disgust and Katy wandered off to play with some of the other kids. “Of all the people I could to be married too, you’re my favorite.” Alfred mused as his wife’s hair tickled his nose. He felt her slip a furtive hand down below the table between his legs. Her fingers curled up wrapping around his testicles through his pants cupping his manhood in her hand. He gasped but she turned her head and looked into his face whispering “I treasure these jewels of yours same as I treasure you.” They shared a kiss which made Eddie bury his beet-red face into his phone as his parents made out across the table from him.

“Oh god, that was a Thanksgiving feast and a half.” Sarah said as she collapsed into the passenger seat of Mark’s car. Mark slid in on his side blowing out a sigh saying, “Zoey was delicious.” Sarah smiled and held up the small plastic container which held a few cuts from Zoey’s shoulder saying, “and with just the perfect amount of leftovers. Did I calculate the amount just right or what?”

“You planned it out perfectly.” Mark said with a reassuring smile as he buckled his belt. 

“You going to be okay driving us back to Chicago?” Sarah said looking over at him.

“Sure. Why do you ask?”

“Well, I know I’m about ready for a nap. Not sure how you feel. If you want to make as top between here and Chicago, it might be a good idea.”

Mark took this in thoughtfully before saying “Actually, I do want to make a stop.” He looked over at Sarah carefully and said, “I have one more family member, I should introduce you to.” Sarah sat up a bit in her seat as her face turned grim. She dipped her head towards Mark saying, “you don’t have to, if you’re not ready.”

Mark reached down and took Sarah’s hand in his own looking at her small, slender fingers between his firm, sturdy ones. He looked into her eyes and said, “I would like to introduce you to her.”

The afternoon sun shone warmly overhead as they drove through the countryside. Mark asked, “What were you and my mom talking about there?”

“Uh…” Sarah started to speak. She wanted to lie and say “nothing”, but this felt fundamentally wrong to protect herself when Mark was being so vulnerable. She bit her lip and said “you.”

“Me?”

“Yeah.”

“All bad I hope.”

“No. Not bad.”

“You going to tell me what you guys were talking about me for?”

Sarah reached into her dress feeling the velvet lined box with her fingers. “Not… yet.” Sarah replied.

The smell of earth, grass, and stone permeated the graveyard as Sarah and Mark walked through it. His nice dress shoes and her pumps awkwardly covered the uneven ground as the sun gave a serene glow to her dress and his skin. Sarah felt oddly out of place in the pastoral scene through which they walked with brown trees, rendered in a likeness of death by the passing of the seasons and yet still containing within their core a hope for rebirth in the new year. After some mental calculations on Mark’s part where he pointed out various markers and discussed how many graves over there goal was, they came to a beautifully carved granite stone. Upon it bore the inscription

“Maddie Keifer

March 14, 2083 – May 23, 2098

Taken before her time, she flies with angels.”

Mark bowed his head before the stone like a pilgrim at a sacred church. He looked at Sarah as she drew up along his side and took his hand in her own.

“Dad told me where to find her. After I got out of prison, I never did come out here to visit her.” Mark said quietly. His body shook and he clenched his teeth as he continued, “Sarah, this is my sister, Maddie.”

Sarah gripped his hand in her own as he panted hard at the damp air which bit slightly with autumn chill while the sun warmed their skin. He bowed his head again, but Sarah gave his hand a squeeze saying “Mark.”

“Yes?” He replied to her face taught and expression tense as he shuddered.

“Cry.” Sarah commanded him quietly.

It looked like a dam had broken within him as tears began trickling down his face. Sarah continued “cry as much as you need. Grieve what you lost. If you would like some alone time with your sister, I’ll go wait by the car.”

“Yes. I think I would like that.” Mark replied sucking back bitter sobs which tore at his breath.

Sarah watched her boyfriend sob over his sister’s grave as she sat on the hood of his hydrogen-powered car toying with the small, velvet box in her hands. “This is the worst possible fucking time imaginable.” Sarah muttered to herself. She could see Mark’s mouth moving but couldn’t quite hear what he spoke to the long dead girl whose shattered, short life marked the watershed event which changed his fate forever. She dropped her eyes back down to the box in her hands. Same as no one knew what Mark and Maddie had discussed on that cursed night of alcohol and speeding they had once shared together, Sarah felt it only appropriate that she did not know what Mark spoke to his sister now.

Regret?

Anguish?

Pleading for forgiveness?
 

Sarah could not imagine what Mark spoke to his sister’s grave. Surely nothing but shame and fear had held him away from such a place for all these years and now…

…after Zoey?

Sarah sighed as she contemplated the absurdity of it all.

Zoey…

…a farm animal raised for meat production…

…had just casually traipsed her way through their lives. She had smashed her way through every invisible elephant in the room, destroyed their social barriers, ruining their taught little relationships built on mere formalities, and taught them…

What, exactly?

How to love?

How to be happy?

How to forgive?

How to live?

Sarah looked at the box in her hands. The time felt horribly wrong, terrifyingly, stupidly wrong but…

…would it ever be right?

Already Sarah’s years expanded beyond those of every woman who had ever been in Mark’s life save for his own mother. This was no major feat to achieve given the low bar set by Maddie and the domestics but still, time… was too precious to waste.

Sarah looked up to see Mark, finally standing before the unblinking, stoney eye of his sister. Could he find forgiveness from her cold edifice? Could he find forgiveness within himself? Sarah prayed to no god in particular that Mark found the forgiveness he needed, and it seemed as though her prayers received answer as his sobs seemed to fade slightly as the long overdue healing began to slowly take hold within the hollow and trauma-riddled regions of Mark’s past. Sarah knew full well that this wouldn’t end Mark’s grief, nothing ever really could, but at least he could now start the process which had been postponed for far too many years.

Sarah refocused her mind on the question before her.

After a few more minutes of arduous, mental gymnastics with trying to decide what to do with the simple yet powerful gift between her fingers, Sarah looked up to see Mark walking towards her wiping away tears.

She quickly pocketed the box and rose to her feet standing in front of the car as he came up to her. “I’m sorry that I dragged you out here just to see me cry.” Mark said shaking his head.

“I’m not.”  Sarah replied.

Mark looked up at her as she continued “bringing me here to meet your sister, it’s…” Sarah swallowed hard and continued “it’s an honor and a privilege. The fact that you brought me here to see this…” Sarah gestured towards the grave saying “…this… this is part of you. You showed me your grief, your vulnerability. You trust me enough to let me be present for this. I know this may be a premature question but…”

Sarah stepped in close and grabbed both of Mark’s hands in her own asking, “were you able to talk with her?”

Mark nodded and said, “I imagined what she would say to me. Somehow, being out here, seeing her grave, picturing her face…” Mark sighed and said, “I felt her forgiving me. Maddie was always full of life and hope. She wouldn’t want me sulking around, punishing myself for what I did that horrible night, for the rest of my life.”


Mark smiled at Sarah saying “she would want me to move on, to be happy. That’s what Maddie would have said to me if she could talk today.” Sarah gave him a loving smile and pulled him in wrapping her arms around him in a hug. She felt years of anguish and self-loathing melt away from him as he lay beautifully encased within her arms. 

“Do you feel like you can move on?”

“Yes.” Mark replied.

Sarah ran her hands over his back, feeling the broad muscular shoulders pass beneath her palms. He felt so large, so powerful, but he was still susceptible to the same grief, the same sadness, the same emotions that she had as well. Sure, she could help him as his girlfriend. She could hold his hand and talk intimately to him on those dark and lonely nights when the ghosts of people past pressed in near. She could spread herself open and swim in the joyous ocean of sexual pleasure with him on those delightful lunchbreaks together. She could guide and command him through their day-to-day jobs as they faced adversity in the capitalistic grind of surviving a, quite-literally, cut-throat industry built on death and carcass resale value.

She could do all those things. She could go on waving ‘bye’ to him on the nights for which they had no plans only to lie awake in bed fearful that he wouldn’t be there when she came in the next morning.

She could go on the way they had been going ever since he saved her life… but… she didn’t want to.

“Don’t think.” Sarah said quietly to herself.

“Huh?”

Sarah let go of Mark and held him back a bit saying, “I have another question for you, but I think this is the wrong place and the wrong time to ask it.”

Mark looked into Sarah’s eyes as she continued, “I think it’s inappropriate to ask such a question in a graveyard surrounded by dead trees with a two-hour drive back to Chicago right after Thanksgiving dinner. I think I should wait to ask this question. I think it would be better maybe to ask it next week, maybe next month, maybe next year…” Sarah sighed as her face turned distant and she shook her head sadly.

She looked up into Mark’s eyes and continued, “but, I think too much. Zoey always told me that I am too smart to find happiness. If I am ever going to find happiness with either myself or another person, I have to stop thinking. That being said, I won’t do this if you’re still grieving for your sister. I simply wouldn’t hurt you that way.”

Mark took this in thoughtfully as he looked over at his sister’s grave. The wind ruffled his hair slightly as he drew in and released a deep breath. “I’ve made my peace with her. What is your question?”

Sarah took a step back from him and drew out the velvet box from her dress pocket. She looked down at the ground beneath them and, ignoring what dirt and grass may stain her dress, she dropped to one knee before Mark. She lifted the box to him. His eyes went wide as she opened it revealing a platinum and gold-pressed titanium wedding band which bore an intricate, elegantly scrolled design across its surface.

“Mark Keifer, would you take partnership with me in marriage.” Sarah said in a quaking voice.

Mark looked at the ring and then at Sarah. The air hung in silent anticipation around them. Even the birds of the sky seemed to have forgotten their calls in that sacred silence.

“Yes.” Came his reply and the time which seemed to stand still snapped forward again as Sarah felt her body dragged up by her shoulders as Mark pulled her in tight for a hug. She wrapped her hands around behind his back still holding the ring-box against the small of his back as she tipped her head upwards and shared an intimate kiss with him before he let her go. Taking his large, powerful left hand in her own, she quietly slid the crafted ring, designed for beauty and strength, over his finger feeling warm flesh press its way into the hollow core of the cold metal. A tiny flutter quivered within her womanhood as she did this, and a small smirk crossed her face as she contemplated the oddly sexy sensation of putting a ring onto a man’s hand.

“How did you get this?” Mark asked marveling at the ring on his hand.

“Your mom said it was your great uncle’s cousin’s brother’s…” Sarah started than shook her head realizing she couldn’t remember the entire complicated family history that Joyce had explained earlier. She continued, “it’s a family heirloom she shared with me when she gave me her blessing to ask for your hand in marriage. I hope it’s okay. If not, I am more than happy to go to a jeweler in Chicago and buy you a proper modern ring to wear.”

“No, it’s perfect.” Mark replied with a smile.

As they piled back into the car, Mark glanced at his ring and back to new fiancée saying, “is it as scary to ask a man to marry you as everyone says it is?”

Sarah chuckled saying, “I’ve done it twice now and it’s not any easier the second time around. I knew this was the wrong time and place. I felt terrified that you would say ‘no’ or get angry at me.”

“I’m glad you didn’t wait for the right time and place.” Mark said with a nod. He nodded towards Sarah saying, “I’m also glad those American men in the past were smart enough to negotiate rather than fight. They stared right into the face of that army of angry women, ready to kill and castrate their way through the entire country and had the common sense to simply ask them what they wanted, rather than start a whole gender war like they had over in Britain.”

Sarah nodded as she reached her hands into the pockets of her dress saying “me too. It’s amazing how many American lives were saved by simply sewing full-sized pockets into women’s clothing and giving us the right to pick out the men we want for our husbands.”

She chuckled and continued, “I suppose us women are simple creatures after all.”

He chuckled as well before trailing off into a sigh. He said, “thank you, for picking me. I never imagined you would ask me to marry you. I always thought I was too broken to be loved.”

Sarah leaned in close, and they shared a kiss before she replied, “That makes two of us. Let’s be broken in love together. We’ll pick up and glue our shattered pieces one-by-one so that someday, we can stop thinking and finding that happiness Zoey told us about.”

Mark kissed her again before starting the engine and saying, “sounds like a plan.”
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