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“What the hell are you doing?”

Maria’s eyes blazed with incredulous anger at the man standing before her hostess station. He obviously did not belong in Bistro Estrella’s entry way. Scruffy brown hair poked out from beneath his tattered ball-cap and his chest swelled out from his partially open plaid shirt. Tight, dusty jeans covered his legs down to his heavy, leather boots. For her part, dark-haired Maria’s crisp black hostess blazer and androgynous white shirt with black bow-tie combo exuded fashionable elegance and exclusiveness designed precisely to prevent bumbling idiots from stumbling into places where the carpet on the floor was worth more than their lives. Maria tried to press out from her mind the image of how she had spent the night before. The mind’s eye of her memory showed herself there, in her basement-level apartment on top of a dilapidated futon that she lived on until she could get her finances in shape. That night, she had her left hand wrapped around a pulp-papered copy of ‘The Farmer Takes A Whore’ while her right hand silently dipped beneath her panties finding her aching clitoris giving delicate, sweet strokes to her sensitive womanhood bringing whimpers to her mouth. The dank and wretched basement disappeared around her as fantasies danced through her mind in which it wasn’t her sad little fingers tickling her clit, but the farmer himself taking her body and claiming it as her own with deep, longing, penetrative strokes.

The fact that the man standing in front of her looked exactly like the bare-chested model gracing the cover of her favorite smutty novel did little to assist her in maintaining her professional decorum.

Of course, had it just been a poorly dressed farmer, perhaps Maria could have suggested she assist in taking his shirt off so he could put a clean one, more suitable for the snooty dining room, on. One peak behind him eliminated all such possibilities completely.

A sheepish looking girl stood slightly behind him wearing a black collar bearing a bright-yellow livestock tag and a pair of black handcuffs. She also wore nothing other than a collar and handcuffs in compliance with legal requirements for domesticated humans raised for butchering. The girl’s soft nipples and bare smooth skin stuck out grotesquely amongst both the elegant French décor of the entry way and the guests who were gathered about in their formal attire. A little boy pointed his finger at her and asked, “mommy, why the lady naked?” His mother snipped at him, “that’s not a lady, Jimmy, that’s a domestic.”

The mother looked back up at Maria and huffed saying, “Though, I didn’t know they paraded them around like this in front of the diners.” The mother’s twisted face and short cropped hair clearly indicated that the words “I want to speak to your manager” were eminent upon her lips.

Maria’s terror turned to insidious anger. Finally, she met the man of her fantasies, and he shows up in her life while she’s at work where flirting, dating, or fucking isn’t an option. She seethed at the farmer who was not behaving according to her pre-destined fantasies, “why is that thing here?’”

The farmer spat out with a snort, “I’m making a delivery.”

The farmer’s words made a lot more sense than him asking for a table. Such a thing would be tantamount to taking one’s cow or pig out for a dinner date. Still, he stood in the wrong place at the wrong time in front of the wrong crowd.

“Is this how the bistro manages their delivery’s normally?” One man harumphed.

Another leered creepily saying, “she does look good enough to eat.”

“Deliveries go in the back.” Maria growled at the farmer stabbing her thumb in the general direction of the back of the restaurant. Incredulously, he started to walk by her heading towards the restaurant floor. She stepped out from behind the station and blocked his path. She looked up and suddenly realized that he was a foot taller than her and that she could feel the warmth of his skin so close to her own. His muscles seemed to ripple with power and her desire to fulfill the obligations of her profession began to quaver.

Seeing him there with the naked domestic in tow sparked unusual feelings within Maria. Maria imagined the things that he could do to her own body, if it wasn’t for the veneer of civil professionality, as thin as the cloth of her cheap cotton panties, separating them. A vaguely disturbing fantasy washed through her mind, one in which Maria herself was the naked girl on the leash and that this farmer had complete control over her body. She would be his plaything to use and abuse as much as he wanted. Her thighs, her back, her nipples, her buttocks, her pussy… she would have no choice but to stand quietly while he savored over them all. The fantasy started to create new sensations of dampness within Maria’s womanhood even more pronounced than the dampness thinking about being hired out to the farmer as a whore turned mail-order-bride like the heroine in her book. Her mind dreaded the horrible thought while her abdomen started to turn tingly at the concept of being on the leash of a man who legally owned her body and could make use of it any way he pleased.

Maria forced back a blush and straightened out her all-black server attire trying desperately to maintain herself professionally. She snorted out in appropriate disdain for the benefit of the crowd, “I mean, go around back. Go out the door, to the side alley, and drop her off at the loading dock.” Maria gestured out general directions as she did this growing more anxious about the murmur rising from the guests interspersed with gasps of shock and chuckles of humiliation. Suddenly, the naked girl spoke up saying, “please don’t be angry at him. This is his first time delivering here.”

Silence fell over the entryway.

Maria blinked as her jaw dropped open.

“you taught that thing how to talk?” she asked in a daze.

The farmer turned away saying, “all right, come on ole Felicia. We’ll take you around back.”

“I’m really sorry if I caused trouble.” Felicia said as she stumbled along behind Tyler out into the sunny street.

“You didn’t. They should really have this place better labelled… I mean…” he gestured down a cramped and dank alleyway alongside the old-world styled stone-built restaurant. “How the hell am I supposed to know that you’re to be delivered here? There’s no sign or anything.”

Felicia nodded as she craned her neck to look at the beautifully sculpted architecture surrounding them. She had no idea what the name of the architectural style was, but the cool little designs around the tops of the building looked a little bit like teeth ready to bite down on her. Some twitching little bit in the back of her mind left over from prey instincts pushed her blood pressure up a bit for a moment before a chuckle broke out from across the street. She glanced over to see a group of young boys pointing at her and talking. Tyler scoffed, “Ugh! These city-slickers act like they have never seen a domestic before.” Felicia replied, “maybe they are just really hungry.”

“I doubt it.” Tyler grunted as he gently tugged her to follow him down the alley.

“Hey! Anybody work here!?” Tyler called out as they approached the rolling steel door. Clearly it was sized for a truck to back up to the entryway, but Tyler had no patience for bringing his truck around just to drop off one woman. They went up a small set of stairs to a side door and Tyler pounded on it. The door swung open revealing darkness within as the words “I didn’t even hear a truck-” cut-off midsentence. A young olive-skinned woman wearing a stained chef’s jacket with her curly hair tied up under a bandana glared at them. The jacket bore the name “Cornelia” embroidered across the left breast in red stitching. She turned her face to Felicia and her mouth fell open as her eyes widened in terror.

“You have that thing loose? Are you insane?” Cornelia asked incredulously.

“She’s secured.” Tyler replied with his eyebrows furrowed. He lifted Felicia’s wrists to show the cuffs holding them together.

“No, domestics are supposed to come in the back of a truck and be transported in via secure pass-through with a processing hold and-”

“Relax, she’s bred for compliance.” Tyler replied.

“You can shove that breeding speech up your ass. She’s human. Humans are smart and dangerous. That’s just fucking reality. You can’t breed that out of someone.”

“I’m not dangerous.” Felicia piped up trying to flash her most affable smile.

Cornelia blinked at her for a moment not sure how to respond to that. The sounds of a shouting came from somewhere in the restaurant behind her. She turned and a pained expression crossed her face as she said, “Fuck! God damn it! Not now! Fine! Get in here.” She pushed the door open, and Tyler came in with Felicia traipsing up the steel grated staircase marveling at the slots and holes within it.

The back loading dock sat in absolute disarray with boxes and crates. Overhead, old-fashioned orange filament lights flickered and buzzed weakly providing poor illumination. The stone walls looked ancient and yet had been forcibly pressed into modern usage along with a menagerie of mis-matched steel industrial fixtures which filled in the roles that the stone could not. What the place lacked in visual ambiance it made up for in olfactory. Even within the first breath both Tyler and Felicia found themselves overwhelmed by the symphony of exotic smells wafting both from the kitchen and the haphazardly stacked crates.

“Cornelia!” a man bellowed out from within the kitchen.

“Shit!” Cornelia replied as she grabbed up a writing pad and pen from the top of a particularly large box which seemed to have been pressed chaotically into service as a standing desk. She turned to Tyler and said, “Do you have the order form?”

He reached into the back pocket of his jeans and withdrew the paper and started unfolding it slowly. Cornelia snatched it out from his hand and quickly scribbled on it muttering “I don’t have time for any bullshit, you are line-item number fifteen on the one hundred and eighty-seven things I have to do today.” As she scribbled on it, Tyler looked around and asked, “this is your kitchen facility?”

“Did you fall off a turnip truck this morning, or have you really never been in the back of the house of a restaurant?” Tyler blinked at her and said, “Uh... most my deliveries go to processing factories.” She grunted and replied, “restaurants are heaven and hell. Up front is the heaven filled with refinement and style. The back is hell where people die, and food is cooked.”

She shoved the form back into his hands along with a written note of receipt on behalf of the restaurant. He looked at the papers in his hands and back up at her.

“The door is there.” Cornelia snorted out gesturing behind him with a snap of her head.

Tyler grunted and turned to Felicia. “Goodbye old girl.”

“Is there anywhere you wanted me to leave her?” He asked Cornelia. She slapped the pad back onto the box as the voice screamed once more from within the white-hot, high-tension back kitchens of the restaurant.

“Yeah, in a fucking transport box like a god damn professional vendor should.” Cornelia gestured over to the concrete wall saying, “For now, I don’t know. Just stand her over there or something.” Tyler shrugged and unlatched the control rod from around Felicia’s collar and she quietly stepped over to the wall where Cornelia had gestured and stood quietly. Felicia shivered lightly at the terrifying sensation of freedom.

She whispered, “Tyler, I’m scared.”

Tyler replied, “Don’t be afraid. They’ll kill you soon enough. Okay?”

“Okay.” Felicia murmured standing up tight against the cold, hard wall holding her clasped hands in front of her shaved crotch quietly.

Tyler turned back to Cornelia who rolled her eyes and said, “Jesus fucking Christ, I’ve never seen anyone get so hung up on a god damn domestic. What are you going to do next, kiss her goodbye?”

“Oh, we did that last night. In fact, much more than kiss.” Felicia offered up brightly with a sweet, innocent smile on her face.

Cornelia’s mouth fell open and a gagging sound caught in her throat as Tyler turned heel and hightailed it out of that back loading dock.

“Cornelia!” The shout came again.

“Shit, just… wait there. Okay. Don’t… damn it! This is the opposite of fucking secure, you could just walk out the door, can’t you?” Cornelia sputtered at Felicia.

Felicia nodded saying, “this is the closest to freedom I’ve ever been and it’s making me nervous.”

“Fine, follow me, but don’t be a bitch, please, I’m just doing my job here. Okay? Don’t get stab-happy on me.” Cornelia pleaded with her. Felicia stepped forward and quietly padded along behind Cornelia as they walked into the back kitchen.

A burly man with intense, burning eyes, straw-colored hair sticking out at odd angles, and wearing a crisp chef’s coat glared at Cornelia from the kitchen. The sounds of clattering dishes and chatting coworkers emanated from further up in the kitchens. Felicia peered curiously across the sea of stainless-steel cook tops, sinks, ovens, stoves, fume hoods, and cooks busily bustling through the brunch preparations. She wondered which oven would be her own and what it would be like to go inside of one. She doubted she would still be alive to feel the burners turn on and the temperature rise, but the fascinating dark fantasy of the concept plied at her mind. In front of the man sat a saucepan and he stood over it while holding a spoon.

“What the fuck took you so long? Having a god-damn wank!?” He growled at Cornelia. Cornelia replied in a sad, robotic tone of voice “No, Chef Ramey.”

“Then fucking what?” He demanded.

She replied, “shipment came in from Smooth-Meat Farms.” She nodded towards Felicia.

“Fuck’s sake? You took it out of its fucking case? Why?” He seethed at her.

“I didn’t. The idiot farmer delivered her this way.”

“Please don’t be angry at Tyler. If you need me to go into a case, I can go inside a case. Just tell me where to go.” Felicia whimpered.

“We don’t have the bloody case. It’s supposed to be provided by the farm.” Cornelia whispered back at Felicia. 

“Son of a bitch, I should have read his order form more carefully. Anyhow, get over here, Cornelia. Taste this Teriyaki.”

Quick as a flash, Cornelia obediently crossed the kitchen and silently withdrew a small spoon gathering a tiny scoop of the Teriyaki into her mouth. She grimaced the moment it passed her lips and Chef Ramey asked, “is that what you want to serve to the customers?”

“No, Chef Ramey.”

“What the fuck happened to the bleeding sauce then?”

“I don’t know, Chef Ramey, I added the ginger and salt and…”

“Salt or sugar?” Ramey demanded.

“Uhh…” Cornelia stammered

“You’re supposed to be training to be a sous chef and you don’t even know the difference between salt and sugar.” Cornelia hung her head in shame.

Ramey gestured angrily towards the front of the kitchen saying, “I wish you would jump in an oven. That would make my life a whole lot easier.”

“Which one do you want me to get in?” Felicia asked from behind Cornelia.

Ramey and Cornelia flashed looks of shock at her for the briefest of seconds before Ramey continued pointing to a canister asking “Salt?”

“Sugar… I think… uh…” Cornelia muttered shaking violently with fear. Ramey slammed the cannister down on the table and grabbed up two pieces of bread from a nearby sliced loaf and slapped them on either side of Cornelia’s head demanding from her as he screamed, “What are you!?”

Tears streamed down Cornelia’s face as she replied in a choking voice, “an idiot sandwich.”

“Exactly, steel cannister from secondary spice rack has salt in it, not sugar. Make the fucking sauce again and this time stop cooking the way old people fuck. We need the good sauce, not this shit, before the lunchtime rush. If you give me this anemic shit, I’ll throw it up your ass sideways!”

With that said he threw the two pieces of bread into the trash along with what little was left of Cornelia’s dignity. As he stomped away, she collapsed into a quivering heap of sadness onto the floor of the back kitchen leaving Felicia standing there with her lips slightly pouting trying to process complex human emotions for the first time in her short existence.

Cornelia sobbed as Felicia stood over her. Cornelia glanced over her shoulder at Felicia and groaned “shit. The fucking farm animal is still loose. I don’t even care anymore. Just take a fucking knife to me and end it all.”

“Okay.” Felicia said quietly.

She quietly padded over to a butcher block and raised her bound wrists together as one wrapping her fingers around the cold, black handle of a large chef’s knife. She withdrew it from the block and held it, open palmed halfway down the handle, in her hands. She stepped back over to Cornelia and crouched holding the knife out to the sad woman handle first.

“I have an idea, when you kill me, you can pretend I’m Chef Ramey. I won’t tell anyone you did so, and maybe it will help you feel better.” Felicia said.

Cornelia stared blankly at the bound and naked woman holding out a knife to her and calmly discussing her own death. The absurdity struck Cornelia through her soul and a mirthless chuckle escaped her lips.

“You care about how I feel?” Cornelia grumbled out incredulously.

Felicia nodded emphatically saying, “Tyler says I’ll be cooked extra delicious and that my meat will make lots of people happy. I’m looking forward to it, because I like making people happy. I wish I could do more for you, but you’re going to kill me soon. Sorry I won’t be able to help you much after I’m dead.”

Cornelia staggered slowly to her feet. Felicia continued holding the knife out passively to Cornelia saying, “I hope I picked out the right knife for you. This one looked big and sharp and should make killing me easy for you. If there’s anything else I can help you with, while I’m still alive, let me know and I would be glad to do it. You’re clearly having bad day. I don’t want to make it worse.”

Cornelia sighed and grumbled “holy shit.” she squinted and read Felicia’s yellow tag hanging from her neck restraint starting with the official number followed by the ink-scrawled nickname, “Sometimes, number… seven-seventy…three…er… Felicia… whatever. Sometimes, I wonder if this world would be a better place if it was run by your kind rather than ours.”

Felicia cocked her head to the side inquisitively, “but, I’m a farm animal. I don’t run anything.” Cornelia shook her head and plucked the knife out from Felicia’s hands. She set it down on the cooktop saying, “I figured you were going to use the knife to stab me. It would be just as well. I can barely afford my rent on the pay I get here and the way I keep fucking everything up… well… there’s no way I can make better income. I’m barely able to keep a roof over my head.” Cornelia hung her head saying, “Maybe, if I was prettier, I could get married and have some man help me, but I don’t even remember the last time a boy so much as even looked at me sideways.”

Felicia pursed her lips silently for a moment.

“And here I am, telling a farm-animal about my horrible and pathetic life because I literally have no one else to talk to.” Cornelia whimpered sadly as she poured the Teriyaki sauce down the drain rinsing the pan out as she did so.

“So… you’re not going to kill me?”

Cornelia chuckled bitterly saying, “As an entry-level commis chef, I’m not even approved to kill you. Your death is going to be handled by the chef d’entrée, Dominic Maxwell.  He’s…” Cornelia trailed off and shook her head before beginning again saying “…passionate.”

“Like Ramey?” Felicia asked feeling nervous.

“No, nothing like that at all. Ramey’s an abusive bastard who knows my paycheck depends on taking whatever torture he decides to put me through. Dominic’s… quieter, not angry or bitter or anything like that. He does have some strange philosophies on killing domestics.”

Felicia began to quake in terror “will he… hurt me?”

Cornelia began pulling ingredients to remake the Teriyaki sauce as she said “well, you will be dead when he’s done with you, so I don’t know how much more than…”

“No, I mean, before I die. Tyler said it would be like a visit to the veterinarian’s office. I know dying will hurt some, but will he…” Felicia pursed her lips not sure how to end the question.

“He’s not going to like torture you or anything. Weirdly the opposite. He has a theory about keeping domestics happy until they die.” Felicia cocked her head to the side inquisitively.

Cornelia continued feeling a bit more flustered as she tried to conduct the utterly surreal conversation, “Feels weird to say this to someone. I mean, it’s not that unusual to kill humanely. The way he does it is just… bizarre, I guess. I mean, it doesn’t matter because the person he’s in charge of is going to die anyhow but…well… there’s something about the way he makes them scream-”

“Scream?” Felicia asked eyes wide in terror.

“…in orgasm.” Cornelia continued wryly twisting up her lips and raising her eyebrows at Felicia.

Felicia blinked in shock.

Cornelia sighed and said, “if it wasn’t a permanent, one-way trip, bluntly, it looks like fun. There are much worse ways to go than dying mid-orgasm.”

She set out her ingredients and frowned.

“Fuck. My head is so messed up this morning. I just can’t get Ramey out of my mind and how much I hate him. I wish I could go cry in the walk-in freezer but I’m sure Jolene will be in there by now balling her eyes out.”

“Maybe I can help.” Felicia offered up.

Cornelia cast a sideways glance at her and asked sarcastically, “do you have enough money for me to quit this dead-end job in your… ahem… pocket?”

Felicia looked across her naked body and replied, “Well… no. I do know something that can help cheer you up. Sometimes I do it to the heifers when they get anxious. It always calms them down and helps their milk supply.”

Cornelia sighed and said, “cow therapy? God, I’ve sunk so low.”

She reluctantly turned around and asked, “okay, what is it?”

Before she could continue, Felicia fell to her knees and reached up with her two hands bound together placing them intimately on Cornelia’s crotch. Cornelia’s heart skipped a beat as she felt the young woman’s fingers press fervently towards her intimate regions through the cloth of her pants.

“What the hell?” Cornelia protested. She tried to back away, but only managed to lean up against the countertop.

“This is something I can do to make you happy. It always works.”

Cornelia’s eyes went wide as Felicia found her zipper and pulled it down exposing her bland, white cotton panties. Clearly, Cornelia had no intention of any particularly sexy experiences happening at work that day. Undeterred, Felicia began tugging down on the other woman’s pants getting hung-up by her own lack of mobility as she was unable to spread her wrists apart.

“I’m not gay.” Cornelia whispered down to Felicia. Felicia looked up at her with bright beaming eyes and cocked her head to the side asking, “what’s ‘gay’ mean?”

Cornelia blew out a bitter sigh and gritted her teeth. Her heart pounded with the terror of someone coming to the back kitchen and finding her in such a compromising situation. Also, the wretched implications of ‘playing with one’s food’ a bit too much dangled in the back of her mind. Still, as Felicia reached her lithe fingers in and slid them along under the hem of Cornelia’s simple panties, Cornelia couldn’t help but moan slightly in pleasure.

The feeling of the doomed woman’s fingertips playing along her labia and tracing delicately along her clitoris aroused Cornelia’s body in a way that she had never experienced. Cornelia wondered why this simple touch, the stroke of an uneducated farm animal, was having such a profound impact on her. The touch seemed to force her mind to subvert to the will of her womanhood.  A dark realization filled her soul as Cornelia considered that no human had physically touched her, other than mandatory touches like handshakes or rough pushes to shove her out of the way, for… years. She remembered getting hugged by her parents back when she was a girl but, since growing up, the starved ache of vacuous distance had filled her life. Her body nearly crumpled at the mere sweet tastes of light tickles the still-living dish fed it. Cornelia’s mind raced as Felicia’s titillating finger pressed the case to abandon mental fortitude and succumb to animalistic desires. Cornelia swallowed hard and looked down at the girl desperately trying to massage her womanhood. It always did seem wasteful to use a person, even a domestic, for only food. Felicia was there to feed people, after all, and Cornelia could sense the starvation building up in her own body with every desperate little touch the girl gave.

Cornelia’s eyes flashed around the kitchen. Everyone else worked up front and Ramey had stormed off to be a pain in someone else’s ass.

“Fine. But if anyone asks, this never happened.” Cornelia said in a warning tone as she reached about her waist and pushed her pants and panties down. She turned towards the counter and gestured for Felicia to get underneath it.

“Who would I tell? I’m going to be dead soon.” Felicia replied

“I still have to work on the Teriyaki sauce but, I could use some…” Cornelia bit her lip before continuing “pleasure… while I work. You asked to do this so no complaining. No whining. No thinking that, because you did this, that means I’m going to protect you from getting eaten or some shit. This means nothing to me other than that I’ve sunk so low in life that I’m fucking a farm animal.  If anyone comes back here, I’m pulling my pants back up. If you’re not off the floor lickety-split, I’ll kick you around and tell them you were lying down trying to avoid getting eaten. Understand?”

“I understand. You have a really bad life as a free human, but I can improve it for a little while by lickety-ing your split.” Felicia said with a chuckle as she disappeared beneath the counter in front of Cornelia.

“You are so fucking weird.” Cornelia mused with a.

“It is too bad you don’t have a cock, though. It would be easier to reach so I could suck it.”

“Yeah, I wish I had a cock too.” Cornelia said. She couldn’t see Felicia so much as feel her. The warm fingers parting her labial lips and soft, sweet tongue lapping inside on her front contrasted sharply against the feeling of the cool kitchen drafting across her exposed buttocks. From anywhere else in the kitchen, it looked as if she stood fully clothed still wearing her chef’s coat appearing perfectly professional from the waist up while from the waist down a handcuffed girl lapped deliciously at her exposed pussy.

Cornelia regretted the multi-tasking necessary to accomplish both her first sexual experience since her high school ex-boyfriend. She decided to focus her mind on the sauce while leaving the duties of pleasuring her body to the farm-animal hiding beneath the countertop. For what it was worth, Cornelia didn’t feel any need to impress or apologize to Felicia for serving to pleasure her. There would be no long-term consequences, messy relationships to clean-up, expectations to meet, or other implications of this sexual encounter. It was a one and done and it couldn’t be more so since parts of Felicia would soon roast on the grill until they were ‘well-done.’

Still, the conflicting call of duty and pleasure made Cornelia stumble her way weakly through making the teriyaki sauce as her hands kept trembling keeping in tempo with the rest of her body which shuddered with every delicious tickle from Felicia’s doomed little tongue. Lucky for Cornelia, Felicia’s hands had no problem, even in their bound state, holding the soft folds of her flesh open as Felicia’s soft little tongue caressed Cornelia deliciously from beneath. Cornelia soon found herself forced to lean against the counter in front of her for stability as her knees grew weak under the onslaught of pleasure and yet the demands of privacy in the crowded kitchen forced her outer visage to gain no further signs of the glorious pleasure that she floated in.

“Cornelia.” a man called back to her.

“Shit!” Cornelia seethed as she backed away from the counter and hastily slid her pants back up over her soft hips feeling the cold, unloving cotton of her panties once again draw her dripping and sensitive womanhood into its apathetic embrace. Felicia quietly rose to her feet wiping her mouth subtly with the back of her hands.

Felicia watched as a tall, lanky man with piercing blue eyes and a shock of black hair made his way back to them. Unlike the others, he wore a long, black apron over his chef’s coat.

“Ah, thank God, there’s the entrée.” The man said as he saw Felicia. Felicia looked up at him meekly as he loomed over them. “um…yes, she’s here, Dominic.” Cornelia stammered out through trembling gritted teeth. A look of relief came over Dominic’s face and he quickly attached a control rod to Felicia’s collar and pulled her back from the countertop firmly, but not so fast as to hurt her. Felicia quietly stumbled in the direction he pulled her grabbing onto the pole for support. A feeling of calm filled her heart as she now found herself fully under the control of a free human who would guide her body where it was supposed to go. Still, she could tell by the force of Dominic’s grip on the rod that she would not be going anywhere without his permission. Cornelia could not hide the blushing redness in her cheeks borne from Felicia’s recent tasting of her womanhood and she trembled lightly fearing that the delicate threads which kept her employed would soon snap.

Dominic studied Cornelia’s face and shook his head saying, “when Ramey told me he left you here to remake the sauce and keep an eye on the domestic I damn near punched him in his glowering face. Obviously, common fucking-sense wasn’t taught at his fancy culinary college. Are you okay, Cornelia, did the domestic hurt you or give you trouble?”

“No, no, none at all.” Cornelia replied hastily.

Dominic blew out a sigh and said, “pure dumb luck is the only reason Ramey isn’t being handcuffed by police on an occupational endangerment charge right now. Look at this…” He gestured towards Cornelia’s workstation which bore the sauce ingredients along with the chef’s knife. He continued “you’re working with a completely unsecured weapon that she could have stabbed you with if she had the chance. Do you have any clue how illegal it is for a kitchen to let an unsecured domestic have access to weapons around an employee? Because obviously Ramey doesn’t.”

“I wouldn’t hurt Cornelia. I’m bred for compliance.” Felicia said quietly.

Dominic smiled sadly and turned to Felicia saying, “I know you are a good domestic. Still there are safety regulations and Ramey should have followed them.” He reached over and stroked her cheek almost lovingly as he said, “Don’t worry. This isn’t your problem. Did this strange ordeal stress you out?”

Felicia pursed her lips and nodded saying, “A little. I almost felt free. It was scary. Luckily, I had my cuffs to protect me. And Cornelia to watch over me.” Dominic flashed her a winning grin saying “that’s a good domestic. You are a good domestic, understand?”

Felicia felt her heart melt and she smiled at him warmly. Cornelia pursed her lips. On one hand, Dominic was praising Felicia as if she was a dog or some other pet. On the other hand, Cornelia couldn’t remember the last time a man had ever praised herself so warmly.

Dominic continued saying sweetly, “You’re doing exactly what you’re supposed to be doing. See that large steel table back there.” He nodded towards it. Felicia turned and looked at it. A multitude of troughs and floor-drains surrounded the large, central table. Racked alongside it were several, long, steel poles and a strange set of machinery seemed to be tucked away underneath it.

He continued “that’s your end. See, you’re almost there. I’ll take you the rest of the way, understand? I’ll take care of your body now. You don’t need to worry about anything else ever again.”

“That sounds nice.” Felicia replied smiling into his eyes.

Dominic turned back to Cornelia and said, “you can continue with whatever sauce Ramey was bitching about up front. I’ll take the domestic from here. Thanks for watching her.”

“Y-you’re… uh… welcome.” Cornelia stammered out slowly.

She turned back to the cold, unfeeling steel table before her covered with knives, utensils, and ingredients. Something felt strangely inhuman about the whole venture. She had just casually handed over the girl that had been teaching her body pleasures beyond her recollection to be killed and served for the evening dinner.

Shouldn’t at least some part of her care?

Well, one part did, sort off. Her pussy still buzzed and quivered wetly from the attention it had been receiving and it ached feeling painfully empty. Still, nothing could be done for it. She had to reproduce the sauce. Death or no death, rent was due by the end of the week. Homelessness would visit Cornelia in two more days without her paycheck. Cornelia sighed pondering whether ‘domestics’ were the only ones left on the planet that were truly human anymore as they were the only ones that didn’t have to commit horrible acts of apathy and anger just for the mere privilege of experiencing the sensation of having a beating heart for another day. She began robotically going through the motions of making the sauce while secretly listening carefully to the sounds behind her.

Dominic guided Felicia over to the table. She felt comfortable with his firm grasp around her collar-rod guiding her exactly where he wanted her to go. As they drew near to the table, he slid out a stepstool and said to her “get up on the table.”

“oh, just like the veterinarian’s office.” Felicia replied.

“Veterinarian’s office?” Dominic asked as she stepped onto the stool and then onto the table.

“Tyler, my farmer, said dying would be like going to the veterinarian’s office.” Dominic chuckled lightly saying “Maybe normal butchering, but not in this case. Lay down on your back here.”

Felicia did as she was instructed and as her shoulders and buttocks came to rest on the metal, the sensation was not what she expected. She remarked “the table is… warm?”

Dominick replied with a slight chuckle “Yes. That’s an insider trade-secret so make sure you don’t tell anyone. Cold tables chill your body down and slows blood-flow to certain parts of your body prematurely making them tough and tasteless. This isn’t any normal table. It’s a Jessica thirty-five hundred series kill-station. We bought you as a show piece for the cutting station. Just imagine all those rich and important people lining up and waiting their turn for one of our chefs to cut off delicate pieces of your juicy and cooked flesh for them to eat. They’ll all be staring at your naked body.”

“Oh, no. Do I need to do something to look better for them?” Felicia asked. Dominic took her wrists gently and pulled them up over her head locking the cuffs into place by an automated hook system which retracted Felicia’s arms upwards. He then activated the switch to unlatch the cuffs from one another, so her hands were locked overhead yet freely from each other. He slid his hand down along her smooth, pale flesh casually as he walked down to where her feet lie at the other end of the table.

“Don’t worry, girl, your beautiful enough. All those rich people will be staring at your body whispering about how you look good enough to eat.” He pulled out a pair of cuffed metal stirrups on extension rods from beneath the table and slid her feet into them delicately locking the straps around her small ankles. He flashed her a charming smile and continued “all the men will be disappointed you’re dead, wishing they could have had some time with you beforehand. Their wives will demurely scoff and huff in front of their posh friends…”

Dominic stepped back up towards Felicia’s midsection. She felt shockingly exposed and vulnerable in front of him but, at the same time, deliciously aroused by this very fact. Her body shivered lightly as he slid his warm, firm fingers along her inner thigh sweet and slow letting her savor the sensation of his touch. “I want you to know a secret about those wealthy, posh free women, though.” She felt his hand rise higher along her thigh, massaging delicious feelings against her sensitive flesh as it went. Her chest rose and fell as her breath grew into a hoarse pant. A submissive sensation of safety filled her soul as the locks and chains now put Dominic in complete control of her body. She whispered back “what secret?”

Dominic leaned in letting her feel the warmth of his powerful flesh and smell the sharp yet sweet scent of his cologne as he said, “they all want to be you.”

With those words, he slid his fingers up to her crotch and spread her labial lips thrusting her womanhood out into the open air. It did not linger lonely for long as his firm, middle finger found her clitoris and began deliciously massaging it bringing forth a moan from Felicia’s lips.

“Did you ever get sexual pleasure back at the farm? What was his name, Tyler? Did he ever give you some time with a bull or anything like that?”

“Something… like… that.” Felicia whispered back between gasps as Dominic’s fingers pressed waves of pleasure through her body.

“Tell me about it.” Dominic said.

“He… uh… last night… I… Tyler…” Felicia muttered unable to drive together a coherent thought through all the pleasure.

“Don’t worry about it, little one.” Dominic said with a smile. “It’s a happy memory, right?”

Felicia nodded then shivered as her hips convulsed against the stroke of his fingers.

Ahead of them, Cornelia glanced a reflection in one of the large, polished steel bowls and watched it intently seeing a slightly warped view of the actions behind her. She panted lightly watching Dominic expertly taking over Felicia’s body and guiding it to its final, delicious destination. As she leaned over to add some herbs to the saucepan, the corner of the counter she worked at prodded firmly against her crotch. On any other day she would have ignored the minor inconvenience but her pussy, now alive and ravenous, sent sensitive shockwaves of pleasure through her abdomen. Her breath caught in her throat and, unable to help herself, she leaned into the corner again flexing her hips slightly to feel the firm, triangular metal press deep against her lips as she stared absentmindedly into the reflection.

Dominic continued saying “hold onto that good memory, little one. I want you to think about the sexual pleasure you had that night cause here’s what we’re going to do.” Felicia stared doe eyed at him as her body continued climbing the mountain of ecstasy under his touch. Her only regret lay in the fact that he was only touching one part of her body. She liked it better the way Tyler would suckle at her nipples and kiss her neck during sex. He continued “you feel how the pleasure dulls your senses, makes you feel warm, soft, and submissive?” Felicia whimpered lightly as she closed her eyes and nodded. He continued, “that’s all-natural serotonin flowing in your veins. A key cooking ingredient that makes your meat extra delicious. Not some clumsy chemical injection like the cheap knock-off restaurants do. Now we’re going to keep it flowing through your veins as long as possible. Your job is to be a good girl and orgasm your way right through your death. You would like that, right? Constant wave of pleasure after pleasure until your heart stops beating?”

Felicia tried to reply but her body convulsed and writhed as she moaned instead.

Dominic smiled and said, “good answer.”

Cornelia’s breath came in shivering pants as she absentmindedly threw bits and pieces of garlic into the boiling pot in front of her. Her eyes lay fixed on the scene reflected in the steel ahead of her. Felicia lay locked into place on the table with her lithe body sprawled so sensual and delicate across the surface that it seemed as though she placed no weight upon the table at all. Powerful Dominic loomed over her keeping busy fingers on his left-hand twiddling away at her womanhood while, with his right hand, he fetched one of the spit-roasting poles from the racks. The pole was nearly three meters long with a five-centimeter diameter and of polished steel with a beautifully rounded tip. He swung the pole over Felicia’s body and held it across her lengthwise letting her stare at the tip of it for a while. From her vantage point, Cornelia stared at the long, sharp, penetrating pole as well. Thoughts of what it would feel like to have such a device pierced through her own body, holding her stock rigid unable to move as strong arms and robotic lifts would manipulate her along by her own, intimate pole filled her mind. While these thoughts in the past had terrified and disgusted her, they now inspired a bizarre, dreadful, sensual curiosity in her mind.

“This is the spit roaster that will end your life. Beautiful, isn’t it?” Dominic said to Felicia as he showed her the massive, steel pole. He pulled his fingers back and lay the pole lengthwise across her nestling the steel in between the folds of her womanhood letting it gloss sweetly against her sensitive clitoris. He slid the pole up and down slightly letting the firm touch of metal continue the process of pleasure that he had started with his fingers. She moaned feeling it’s touch.

“This is an exciting day for you. Fashionable women are born for great taste. Domesticated women are born to taste great. This rod here, it’s your destiny. Same as the man who takes a wife at the altar, your body and this rod are about to be married into one, deliciously slow-roasted feast.” Felicia quivered with sexual anticipation and began licking her lips.

“Go ahead and give it a kiss. I can see you want to. You and this rod are about to become incredibly intimate together. At the end of your life, it will be this rod which will be there to keep you company.” Dominic held it still letting Felicia plant a longing kiss to the side of the rod that would soon end her life. “will you be pushing it into me now?” She asked.

“Not yet. You are going to lube it for me.”

“Huh? How?” She asked.

He activated a switch on the side of the table which pulled Felicia’s ankles towards either side spreading her legs open slightly. At the same time, the retractor bars holding her wrists slid outwards as well leaving her splayed completely open with her legs spread and arms wide. A third mechanical device rose from the side of the table and slid into Felicia’s view as she stared down at it across her own naked body. It bore an assembly of complicated looking gears and motors all with a central hole right down the middle of it. Dominic activated another switch and a slender metal arm with a thick, round, smooth tip bearing two small rubber nodules on the end of it swung down from overhead. Felicia watched curiously as he brought it right up to her crotch.

“Let’s see if I have your clit located just right.” Dominic mused as he pressed the tip right up against her crotch. She whimpered as he expertly slid her swollen and languid clitoris right in between the two rubbery nodules. “Yeah, right there, isn’t it. I had to get a good feel of you to make sure I had this lined up just right with your clitoris. Now, all I have to do is push this button-”

Powerful, warm, vibrations whirred from the tip of the metal arm directly into Felicia’s clitoris. Whatever intellect she had instantly short-circuited across the ultra-sensitive nerves of her womanhood pushing all speech and thought out of her brain. She cried out an animalistic wail which left her gasping in instantaneous pleasure. As soon as he turned it on, Dominic flicked it back off. “Perfect, now-”

He slid the rod into the gear-box contraption where it fit snuggle through the hole and the device began advancing the rod towards Felicia slowly as he pressed a drive switch. She watched the shiny pointed tip sliding slowly up between her legs and the incredibly long shaft which trailed behind it. Fear filled her briefly as she contemplated how she could possibly survive hosting that long, hard shaft within her body but calm returned as she remembered that she wasn’t supposed to survive it. It was okay to die. Felicia gulped and watched helplessly as the powerful rod smoothly slide right up to her crotch. Felicia kept her eyes downcast staring intently at the rounded tip of the long, metal pole and feeling a slight thrill of excitement in knowing that she was looking at her future.

“We’ll start in here.” Dominic said as he placed his hand across the top of her crotch and pushed it down lining up her pussy with the rod. Felicia looked up at him with panting trepidation which caused her breasts to tremble with every gasp. “Just nine-inches in.” Dominic said reassuringly. He pressed the drive and Felicia felt the powerful, metal rod penetrate sweetly into her pussy. She trembled and awaited the excruciating pain which would soon come the moment it reached the maximum stretch her womanhood could afford it and, like the unfeeling piece of metal it was, casually slice right through that and into her internal cavities. This did not happen, however. Dominic stopped pressing the forward drive lever just about as the rod had filled her pussy up fully stretching her wet, pulsating walls with its unyielding mass.

Dominic spoke saying “there we go. Perfect. Not deep enough to hurt, just deep enough to get you acquainted with the sensation of having a rod inside you.”

Felicia blinked at Dominic in confusion. “You’re not… killing me…”

He smiled and continued “Not yet. Think of this as making out on a first date. You know, sitting on his lap and kissing him a bit at a party before the two of you finalize the relationship and get married for life. I want you to have a positive association with the sensation of the rod inside you. Also, I want this rod nicely lubed with something that won’t leave a disgusting chemical aftertaste to your meat.”

He pulled down the controls for the vibrator and placed a warm hand on Felicia’s chest feeling the breath flowing within and the heart beating behind her ribcage. He continued, “you were born for this. This spit-roast is your destiny. So be a good girl and succumb to having a nice, long, orgasm while skewered on top of the rod which is going to force your flesh to submit to it very soon. Be a good girl and cum all over my rod here so it can better penetrate and kill your body.”

“Okay.” Felicia replied solemnly.

Dominic switched on the vibrator.

Felicia’s head snapped back instinctively as she began shaking violently with whimpers and growls. Surreptitiously, Dominic flicked on the slow penetrating drive. After a few minutes of pleasure, it would begin working the rod up inch by inch. The slow drip of lidocaine trickling from the tiny hole at the end of the tip would numb the path it took through her internal organs deadening the bulk of the pain making her generally unaware of its progress beyond her pussy. In this subtle way, Felicia could fulfill Dominic’s goal for his dish and stay in an orgasmic state throughout her own skewering process.

After a few moments, Felicia began pleading “please… please…” Dominic’s eyes went wide. Was the lidocaine tip not working? Did she feel it pressing through the back of her cervix and into her womb?

Dominic gritted his teeth fearing the worst, but Felicia continued “I want to feel you. Please…” She gasped and rolled her head towards Dominic saying “please… play with my tits or let me suck your cock. This is so incredible I want to experience it fully.”

Dominic relaxed and smiled at the naked, partially skewered woman orgasming on the bench before him. He glanced over at Cornelia who seemed to be lazily going through throwing some apathetic looking sauce together. She had her back turned so he felt confident she couldn’t see them. He stepped over near Felicia’s head and grabbed up a nice, warm handful of her right breast running his thumb over her nipple as he did so, feeling her purr with contentment. “I want to taste your cock.”

“You won’t bite me?” Dominic asked as he lowered the intensity on the vibrator a little bit. A bead of sweat, from the sexual exertion she was under, rolled down her forehead.  She drew a deep breath and spat out “It’s not just the pole that’s my destiny. It’s you. I want to suck the cock of the man who is killing me. I want to submit the last pleasures of my body to you while I’m alive to do it. Please… let me do it.” Dominic keyed up an eyebrow. On one hand it was bad for one’s career path to be caught sexually molesting the main dish. On the other hand, a man doesn’t get access to a naked woman begging to suck his cock every day. Dominic glanced over his shoulder making sure that Cornelia wasn’t watching. He then quietly unzipped his pants and slid his cock out. She reached for it as far as the restraints allowed her from the side.

“Don’t bite. If you do, tasty meat or no tasty meat, I will make your last moments miserable. Understand?”

“Yes... Please…give me… your…. cock.”

Dominic stepped around to the side of the table where her head rested. Although it was too early, he went ahead and activated the tilting ledge which leaned her head back. She stared up at him, upside down from her position, and he pressed his hips forward sliding his cock into her mouth. Felicia closed the lips on her face around a man’s shaft while the lips between her legs slowly allowed a steel shaft to glide effortlessly beyond them. Dominic knew he didn’t have much time, she would start losing control and consciousness soon but, until then, he could let her enjoy his cock. She enthusiastically tried bobbed her head back and forth with little range of motion then instead began lapping at his head with her sweet, lolling tongue. He groaned lightly watching the beautiful naked girl suckle at his cock while he continued massaging her soft, beautiful breasts. She groaned in orgasm, and he felt the seductive vibrations of her voice creating and incredibly intimate sensation around the head of his cock. He turned vibrator back up in intensity and it continued pressing her up the mountain of pleasure and her pitch changed tenure while she moaned her pleasure wordlessly onto his cock speaking the language of pleasure directly from her voice to his smooth, purple head which swelled to fill inside her mouth.

The dance of pleasure and death felt too unbearably erotic for Dominic. He could no longer pretend to be satisfied with the feeble penetration of his own a mere few inches into her mouth as the steel rod gliding into her pussy got to fill the rest of her body. Unable to contain himself, Dominic quit playing with her breasts and instead grabbed hold of her head and said to her “I can’t resist. I need this.” He then thrust his cock in deep sliding it down the back of her throat. She gagged and whimpered while beginning to struggle but he spoke to her as he thrust his cock deep inside her throat feeling his testicles softly rest on the tip of her cute little nose. “I know you’re running out of breath. Be a good girl and suffocate to death on my cock.” He whispered down to her. He wasn’t sure if it was acceptance of the terms of her final, lethal sexual encounter or her beginning to lose consciousness, but her struggling became less as he continued thrusting feeling the full depth of her mouth and her throat constricting tightly around his shaft as he fucked deeply into her face ignoring any illusion of letting her draw in life-giving air. After a few moments, he felt her moan once more in orgasmic ecstasy as her body shuttered unable to process the simultaneous experiences of incredible pleasure and horrific destruction. This pushed him over the edge to cum himself and he pitched forward burying his face into her abdomen and clinging to her thighs as his cock drove deep into her squirting salty cum directly down her throat.  He lingered there for but a moment letting the aftershocks of orgasm rattle through his body before he sloppily pulled his cock out from her throat watching a streamer of bile and mucus pass out behind it as she lay perfectly still with her eyes closed. He hastily zipped his pants back up and watched her carefully for signs of life. He saw a small motion in her upper chest which began to tremble back up to her throat. For a moment he pondered if she might regain consciousness until he saw it, the shiny tip of her pole now peeking out from her mouth. He smiled and said “bye Felicia” as he straightened out her head to let the spit-roast exit smoothly out from her mouth pressing forward a few more feet beyond her head. He stopped the drive. Felicia’s soft, limp body obediently conformed to the power of the rigid steel rod which penetrated her completely through forcing her into a stiff-backed pose.

Cornelia gasped and whimpered from where she stood. She had watched everything. Her insides were all mixed up. She wanted to vomit at the sexual depravity she had just witnessed Dominic committing but, at the same time, her pussy ached wetly in desire at watching it. She had to abandon rubbing herself on the corner as she could feel that much more of that abuse would leave her bruised and sore come tomorrow. What she wanted was Dominic’s cock or, at least, Felicia’s tongue to stroke her womanhood but one was already satisfied and the other had lost the spark of life along with its owner. She watched wordlessly as Dominic quietly attached Felicia’s hands and feet to the pole and hoisted her over to the slow cookers in the back with the aid of the ratchet hoist suspended from the ceiling.

“Did you fix my fucking sauce yet?”

Seven words crashed in all of Cornelia’s fantasies.

Cornelia turned back around slowly to see Ramey glaring at her. Before she could speak, he plucked out a spoon and dipped it into the pot she had been working on. She watched in horror as he brought the concoction, the one she had barely been paying attention to, up to his lips. He took a taste, but his face revealed nothing as he looked down at the pot in contemplation.

“I have never met anyone I believe in…”

Cornelia’s heart pounded in her chest. Had she absentmindedly prepared to sauce correctly just by pure luck?

“…as little as you. You’re fired.” Ramey continued.

“No!” Cornelia gasped as her heart nearly stopped in her chest.

Ramey turned to leave but Cornelia lay chase leaping out from behind the counter. “No, Ramey, please, no! I need this paycheck.”

“And I need a fucking chef who knows how to cook a simple sauce.”

“No, you don’t understand. I need this paycheck. I’ll be homeless without-”

“I’m not here for a country-music concert. Keep your sob story to yourself. Pack up your things and go. You are no longer cooking in my kitchen.” Ramey hissed at her and stormed on back towards the front of the kitchen.

Cornelia collapsed to the ground on her knees. Her body convulsed and shook in terror as tears streamed down her face. She crumpled onto the floor and sobbed. Grief flowed through her as she cried.

Hours?

Days?

Weeks?

How long would she survive?

Days was the most likely outcome. 

Death by starvation.

Hours if she encountered violent crime.

Death by beating or stabbing.

Weeks if she turned to violent crime. 

Death by militarized police.

It wasn’t like the old times when people could live on the streets for months, years, or even decades. Back when they had soup kitchens, church handouts, government aid, or anything else for that matter. In a world where human life was cheap enough to farm for meat, no one had any interest in keeping useless, excess humans alive. All the experts agreed the world would be a better place with less people on it and Cornelia knew that she could expect to be treated as such. Cornelia had no support, no family to help her, nothing. Ramey had just casually yanked the last tenuous string keeping her alive out from her hands and marched off with it back to the front of the kitchen. Even if she did manage to land a job today, rent would be due before any paycheck hit her hands. Hunger or murder would kill her before she could make alternate living arrangements. Her situation had just devolved from precarious to hopeless.

As she lay there watering the cold, hard-tiled kitchen floor with her warm, wet tears, a solidifying thought entered her head.

Felicia…

The dumb cow…

The now dead cow…

The cow that died happy.

Jealousy grew within her heart but with it came a bizarre tempering sensation as an icy resolve began to circulate through her veins.

This resolve kindled fresh hope within Cornelia’s soul.

This was not a hope for the future, rather merely a hope for escape.

The air smelled sweet and savory from the burning applewood chips as Dominic transferred Felicia’s corpse into the rotating racks of the massive slow smoker. He lay a wrap of aluminum foil around her hair to protect it from singing and burning in the cooker. He did this to improve dish presentation when she was done. He activated the machine and watched Felicia begin rotating slowly over the low fires in the cooker. He set an alarm on his phone reminding himself when to return and baste her flesh to prevent it from drying out and cracking.

As he turned around to head back to the main kitchen, Cornelia stood there blocking his path.

“Do me next.” She said flatly.

“What?” Dominic asked in confusion.

“Kill me.” Cornelia said firmly.

Dominic stared at her with mouth open for a moment before shaking his head saying “Cornelia, you shouldn’t joke about this kind of stuff. Don’t you have some sauce to fix for Ramey or something?”

“I just got fired.” She replied.

“Then why are you still-” Dominic began.

“I would rather die here than on the streets.” Cornelia said as her face grimaced into a scowl.

“No, this is not the answer to your problems. Maybe you can go get another job or something-”

“My rent is due. My debts are due. My…” Cornelia shook her head and continued “I can’t. I can’t stay in a house. I’ll be out on the streets. Do you know the kinds of lunatics you meet out there? Gangsters, psychos, addicts, mother-rapers… I mean, hell, there was a scraggly-looking man with bloodshot eyes and who smelled like dogshit lurking behind the bus-stop the other day who told me that he believed Trump won the old twenty-twenty election. Can you imagine?” Dominic blew out a low whistle and replied, “Drugs can sure rot a person’s brain.”

Dominic shook his head, “I feel for your problem but I’m a chef d’entrée. Maybe you have some crazed view on me being an expert murderer, but I only kill domestics and only within my professional capacity. I would never kill a free person.”

“Could you provide an assisted suicide?” Cornelia shot back.

“Uhh… not my career choice.” Dominic said gesturing across his own chef’s outfit. “I’m a chef. I only kill to cook.”

“But you are licensed to provide for assisted suicide? You have a killing license, right?” Cornelia pressed.

Dominic rolled his eyes and said “Look, Cornelia, that’s not my-”

“Do you have the license or not?”

Dominic gritted his teeth and replied, “Technically, yes, but a killing license doesn’t mean you can just run around stabbing people. There are strict rules on who you’re allowed to kill, when, and under what conditions. I only use my killing license for food preparation.”

“Then get out your phone.”

“Huh?”

“Record me.”

Reluctantly, Dominic fished in his pocket and pulled out his phone and began filming her.

“My name is Cornelia LaCarne. I am of sound mind, and I desire to end my life.” Cornelia recited

Dominic frowned as he continued filming. Cornelia raised her hands and patted down along her chest and waist terminating at her thighs as she continued, “I weigh about seventy kilos. I have no injuries or disease. I am free from any muscular damage, necrosis, or deformities. Dominic, what would you rate me as, if inspecting me like a domestic.” She slowly turned around for him to see her from all angles, not that this mattered much since she was still wearing her chef’s clothing. Dominic stammered and replied “Uhh… assuming you’re a standard fifty seven percent edible with no disease, then you would be rated at forty kilos of grade A meat.”

Cornelia looked over her shoulder at him and smiled saying in surprise, “forty kilos of grade A meat?!” She turned to face him and continued her face drawn soft in thought, “Holy shit. I couldn’t afford to buy me on even a year’s salary. I really am worth more dead than alive.” She shook her head and continued speaking to Dominic, “Forty kilos of grade-A meat, that’s a very generous amount of meat to pay someone with. And so that’s what I am going to do. Dominic, I offer you forty kilos of grade A meat in exchange for the service of assisting with my suicide. Do you accept my payment?”

Dominic grimaced and stammered saying, “Uhh… Cornelia… that’s not normally the way assisted suicide works.”

Cornelia cocked a shoulder back and turned herself around for him to see her some more. She spoke with a flirty tone as she pressed, “come on Dominic, think of it, forty kilos of grade-A meat. I’ve been doing kitchen work my whole life. Lots of walking and moving but not much running or fast exercise. Means I’m muscular but not too stringy or lean.” She ran her hand down along her buttocks massaging them beneath her black pants continuing, “go ahead feel me.”

Reluctantly, Dominic stepped in close to her and placed his hand against her buttocks. She looked over her shoulder at him as he massaged her muscle feeling its weight and tension as she spoke “can you feel how perfectly marbled my buttocks are? Surely, you’re salivating already thinking about what it would like to sink your teeth into flesh as soft and tender as my own. If you’re not enticed by my flavor, imagine how much money you can make on this. You were planning to buy a domestic for a catering gig you had tonight, right? Think of the money you can get carving me into steaks.”

Cornelia felt Dominic’s hand shift and instead of massaging her for muscle quality he began pressing his thumb against her buttocks in a stepwise manner starting from the top and working his way down along her leg. It took her a few moments to realize that he was calculating how many steaks he could carve her thighs into.

“Whatever you count for steaks make sure to double it. I have two legs to sell you not to mention arms, breasts, and assorted sides. Come on Dominic, my body is a buffet. More than enough payment for an assisted suicide and you would still technically be killing to cook.”

“okay, sold.” He said with a hint of finality in his voice.

“Really?” Cornelia asked with a cheery smile on her face.

“Don’t get too happy. You do realize this means you’re going to die.”

“I was going to die as soon as Ramey said ‘your fired’ or…” Cornelia trailed off with a frown. “Could I really say it was from even before that. I mean, my whole life, I’ve just been doing as I was told staying only one step ahead of devastation.” Cornelia took a deep breath. “I get to finally do the thing which has been held over me my entire life. It is now, in these final moments, I’m finally free.” She smiled sweetly up at Dominic and said, “I’m free from the horrific demands of survival.”

Dominic closed his phone and saved the recording. He knew he might need it later if people asked questions, which would be likely given Cornelia was a free woman. He said, “well, you’re not getting cooked dressed like that.” Cornelia nodded and started unbuttoning her chef’s coat as Dominic slid in close and grabbed her pants and began to unbutton them. She looked up at him somewhat in surprise. She looked up into his stern, powerful face as he held his fingers looped beneath the hem of her work slacks.

“Second thoughts?” He asked her his voice carrying deep weight.

“No. None at all. Just I…” She trailed off clenching her lips slightly. He continued unlatching her button and began unzipping her pants as he said, “you can’t be a chef and be the food too. Getting you naked, tying you up, basting your flesh with herb-infused oils, these are all part of the process that you have hired me to do.”

She continued unbuttoning her coat as she replied “I know that. It’s just… I don’t know…”

“Cornelia.” He said to her.

She looked up at him. Something deep and elemental which felt as if it reached beyond the male and the female, the free and the domesticated, the living and the soon to be dead, passed between them. He stared deeply into her eyes and continued “If you have something to say, say it. This really is the time for last words.”

“I’ve always had a crush on you.” Cornelia blurted out. Dominic gave a small smile. She continued “that’s why I never reported you to Ramey for having…uh… fun with the domestics before killing them.”
 

Dominic’s face reddened and he stopped suddenly. He clenched his jaw and said, “thanks for that. The job can get lonely sometimes. Ah, who the fuck am I kidding. Life can get lonely sometimes. You got a girl orgasming on a slab about to die anyway it just feels… well… natural. I suppose you’re terrified that I’ll have fun with you before you die. Don’t worry, for a freewoman, I’ll be completely professional.”

“Don’t.” Cornelia replied suddenly.

Dominic stared as she opened her chef’s coat revealing the thin tank top beneath. Her tattered white bra prominently displayed contrasted against her sweetly tan skin underneath the veneer of crinkled fabric. A prominent unicorn tattoo stood out as it lay drawn with incredible skill across her left shoulder and upper arm. She licked her lips and slide the jacket off over her arms saying, “go ahead and take off my pants the rest of the way.” She smiled and continued saying “My body is yours now. I sold it to you.” He stood close to her. She could smell his cologne faintly under the scents of the smoker cooking away deliciously at Felicia’s flesh behind them. Cornelia quivered lightly in fear as she continued “I rather hope you’ll have some fun with it before I die.”

Dominic cocked his head to the side and kissed Cornelia deeply wrapping his arms in beneath her open chef’s coat and pulling her small body in against his own. She kissed him back feeling his warm, powerful muscles press against her chest. He broke the kiss and asked her “so, with your dying minutes, you want to discover what a man wants to do to your body when you’ve abandoned all hope, even hope for survival?”

“Yes.” Cornelia breathed out expectantly.

She stared up into his face as he slid his hands under her pants and pressed them over her sweetly rounded buttocks. A smile spread across her face as he pushed her pants over her hips and slid them down her legs. He cocked an eyebrow and smiled mischievously at the sight of her panties and naked legs coming into view. Cornelia felt his eyes upon her body and began relishing the thought of him staring at her desirously.

Dominic shifted to the side and grabbed under Cornelia’s knees. In one swift swoop, her world spun upside-down then sideways as he lifted her into his arms carrying her over to a nearby steel table. Her pant still hung awkwardly around her ankles in a pathetic pile, but she ignored this knowing that the chef who currently owned her body could handle these trivialities for her. She felt the cold steel of the table beneath her buttocks as he laid her down upon it. She looked up at him and asked, “No Jessica thirty-five hundred series?”

Dominic took off her shoes he spoke “It has to reset before it can be used again.” He gestured over towards where Felicia hung slowly spinning in the slow smoker “There’s no room for your impaled body to reside in our cooker now is there?” Cornelia pouted thoughtfully.

Dominic slid her pants off her ankles saying “Besides, I have a different cooking method in mind for you.”

“What is it?” Cornelia asked. Dominic slid her socks off and tossed them over onto a growing pile of her clothing on the floor. He replied “oven-baked with a honey glaze.”

“Ohh…” Cornelia crooned softly in an impressed tone of voice. She remembered seeing other women prepared with oven-baked honey style and it was quite possibly one of the sweetest ways to make long-pig meat.  “Will I be trussed?” She asked. Dominic nodded and replied “Turkey style. Remember last thanksgiving?”

“How could I forget. I remember getting a few leftovers. He was absolutely delicious.”

“Well, you’re going to be delicious too.”

Cornelia smiled but a small part of her began to regret her decision. Thoughts began rolling painfully though her mind.

Was her debt really that bad?

Maybe she could land some shitty, menial job to ensure her survival.

There will be no tomorrow for her.

The finality of her decision began growing ominous in her mind as she stared up blankly into the flickering orange lights overhead. Interspersed amongst these stood a snaking network of metal ducted pipes and vents designed to draw away cooking smoke for worker wellbeing. Dominic’s concern for her safety with the domestic, her own care for diet and exercise to remain healthy, wearing a seatbelt while riding in a car, teaching her how to read and write… all of these efforts had been wasted. None of it mattered. She had gone and sold off her forty kilos of meat for suicide anyhow. She would have no grand future or even a future now. She began shivering in fear as the implications crashed into her mind.

“I…I… can’t do this…” She muttered absently. Dominic walked up next to her side and smiled down at her saying “that’s why you hired me to help.” She looked at him warily as she shivered.

She felt his warm hands slide under her panties caressing her thighs as they went. “Lift your butt up.” He instructed. She passively obeyed, not feeling quite sure enough one way or another to make a firm decision or significant move. A part of her pondered what it would be like to just let him continue a little bit. This felt tenable. She watched Dominic lick his lips hungrily as he slid her white panties off revealing her womanhood. She wasn’t perfectly shaved clean, but her pubic hair was well trimmed into a neat little triangle. As she felt her panties slide off her ankles and join the pile of clothing on the floor, she made a mental note to keep track of where it all lay. She told herself she would collect it up again as a plan began to materialize in her mind. The plan hinged on Dominic and Dominic’s cock. First, she would let Dominic strip her and bind her however he liked. His cock would then fuck her body which should, given everything she had experienced so far in life, reset her brain into a greater degree of clarity. Her sorrow-addled mind looked forward to that gasp of fresh air she would experience after screaming in orgasm while riding Dominic’s thick cock. She imagined it would be like a bird, flying high enough to break over the cloud cover. Once her altitude soared greater than the abysmal void of poverty and despair that seemed to engulf it, she would see the world and her place in it clearly again. All she needed was a good orgasm to reset her mind and remind her that life was worth living. The second stage of her plan rested on Dominic. She hated leaving him out of forty kilos of grade-A women flesh but she felt confident that after getting his rocks off a few times inside her, he should be in a good enough mood that if she simply explained she had changed her mind he would let her. It would be awkward and humiliating to put back on the clothing and leave him to do his normal job as she left from the one she had just been fired from but, with the blessing of orgasm induced clarity, she would be able to think clearly with a positive outlook to find an emotional course to guide the rest of her life.

Cornelia’s mind wrapped around this plan as Dominic wrapped his fingers around her womanhood dipping the tips of his middle two fingers into her womanhood proper pressing slightly through the parting folds of her delicate little lips. He glossed the quivering tip of her clitoris and she whimpered. Her mind began to waver and deconvolve. At first fear entered her heart. A strange man was touching her most intimate region, after all, and even worse thoughts started coming more slowly as his fingers began massaging her body towards cumming more rapidly. The force of pleasure emanating from her abdomen began cutting off Cornelia’s mind and she justified this by reminding herself that this was part of the healing process necessary to regain control over her life. She leaned back and sighed drinking in the absence of the noise of the over-analytical thoughts that normally cluttered her mind. She closed her eyes and let the powerful chef begin working on her body. She let the flight of her sexual pleasure take off leaving the stabilizing forces of the ground somewhere down beneath her.

After a few minutes of his firm fingers driving the course of her sexual pleasure, Dominic purred “you have a nice clit. Thick and full.” Unsure how to respond to such a compliment, Cornelia stuttered out between pants of pleasure “…th…thank…you.”

“You seem to be getting calmer” Dominic said. Cornelia nodded not wanting the sensation to stop. Suddenly, the sensation stopped.

Dominic stepped up next to her chest and grabbed her shoulders saying, “lean up.” Cornelia obeyed feeling slightly irritated at being forced to do a sit-up while still buzzing with desire, but Dominic’s hands made quick work of stripping off her chef’s coat, undershirt and bra leaving her bare skinned all over. Cornelia trembled lightly as he let her lay back down and demurely covered her breasts suddenly feeling scared to be vulnerable. The irony that he had already been fiddling with her womanhood and now she was worried about her chest, but it did nothing to quell how she felt. She figured Dominic would chastise her for this bit of ridiculousness, he was about to have full access and control over her body anyhow soon enough. He did not, however, rather he left her lying there on the table as he stepped over to a wall rack and selected a massive, reinforced metal basin to slide onto a wheeled hydraulic lift. Cornelia watched passively as he brought the basin over to the table on the smooth-sliding lift and pushed the basin right up next to her. The basin boasted a polished, non-stick top surface with a few permanent stains, indicating all that remained of its prior occupants. Underneath it featured a grid of steel reinforcement bars and a series of small wheels embedded within to aid in rolling it across surfaces. The top basin was large enough for her to lie in being about two and a half meters long and a meter wide. The bottom bore blackened scorch marks, a not-so-subtle reminder that this was indeed a cooking dish. Cornelia stared at the bowl she would die in, and her strange plan began to quaver within her mind. It would be so easy. It was just a basin, after all, it hardly looked particularly threatening rather merely functional as it had been designed for the expressed purpose of supporting the heft of a human body.

“Out of the fire, into the pot.” Dominic said as he held a hand to Cornelia. She stared at his hand. He nodded to the pot saying, “please don’t make this harder than it has to be. I’m already bummed about killing a coworker.” 

Cornelia grabbed his hand, and he guided her over. It felt surreal crawling into her own cooking pot and Dominic didn’t help matters any by taking the opportunity to run his hand across her back and over her bare buttocks as she went. “What if I change my mind?” she asked sheepishly trying to lay the seeds for her plan.

“Then you owe me the price of forty kilos of meat. You have that kind of money?” Cornelia shook her head. “Well, luckily you do have the meat. I said that I was bummed. I didn’t say that I was going to let you live. Already this is eating into valuable time and resources, resources you only have one way to pay for.” Cornelia shook in fear as she rolled over in the pot feeling her back conform uncomfortably to the curved bottom of the dish as her skin seemed to, ironically, stick to it in places already just from sweat alone.

“Hands out, Cornelia. You’ve seen me do this before. You should know the process.” Dominic instructed. Cornelia’s heart pounded hard in her chest as she reluctantly let go of her breasts and held out her hands to him together and he produced a length of butcher’s cord which he tied tight around them. She whimpered at the pain as the bands pressed deep into her wrists and her hands started to darken quickly from lack of oxygen. Dominic snorted lightly as he said, “can you remain civil, or do you need a gag?”

“I can remain civil. I just… my hands… just…”

“Your hands don’t matter anymore. You’re never going to use them again.” Dominic said as he swung Cornelia’s hands up over her head and bound them to a ring welded in at the top of the pot. Cornelia felt terrified and vulnerable as her arms outstretched over her head forced her back to curve slightly bringing her soft breasts up and out. She trembled lightly but Dominic said “Shhh… relax…” he reached down and grabbed up a handful of her left breast with one hand and smiled at her. “It will all be over soon, just like you wanted, remember?” Cornelia’s lower lip quivered as she slowly nodded her head.

“You are beautiful, by the way. An incredibly gorgeous woman.” Dominic said as he slid his other hand down along her belly and smoothly across her upper thigh. His eyes trailed longingly across her body as he continued “A part of me always wondered what you looked like under the chef’s outfit.”

“Why did you never ask?” Cornelia whispered out breathily.

Dominic chuckled and continued “I assumed you would just think I was a pervert. But, since you’re about to die, it doesn’t what you think of me. I’ll tell you the truth. Women have always fascinated me. You walk around in these beautiful, sexual, amazing bodies and you hate every second of it. You hate having breasts, you hate having thighs, you hate being beautiful. It’s all too bad because your body is incredibly gorgeous. Already I can picture carving you up on the serving table, sure the men will rush to the front hoping to be the one to get a filet from your pussy or breasts.”

He blew out a low whistle and said “I mean, just look at this buffet. And here you were walking around your whole life kissing ass to that two-bit hack, Ramey. I suppose the good news is you took good care of yourself, so you got decent quality meat to offer.” He slid his hand up her inner thigh bringing up those sexual desires again. This time he pressed two fingers deep inside her pussy making her whimper and moan. “However, before I bake all this delicious meat, I’m going to make use of the fact that your body is still alive. I’m going to feel this sweet pussy while you’re still warm and breathing and it still contracts and tightens. I wouldn’t do this to a free woman, good way to end up in jail, but since you’re dying anyhow this is a good opportunity to live out a few fantasies with you before you perish. You wondered what a man would do if he could do anything he wanted with a woman, right?” Cornelia nodded. Dominic leaned in and spoke “Here is your answer. I’m going to fuck your gorgeous body until I’ve had my fill and then I’m going to put your sweet flesh in an oven so it can sizzle and cook. That is what remains of your life.”

Cornelia whimpered and a tear thinly trickled down from her left eye. In her mind, her plan had been rock solid. Now…

…her tenuous grasp on survival instinct wavered.

In some twisted way, she looked forward to both parts of her future. Dominic’s cock, for obvious reasons, but also the oven. Her entire adult life she had been around people getting cooked and some strange part of her wanted to partake in the experience of it. Another part of her now feared all the more what could follow next in a downward spiral of homelessness and poverty. She imagined Dominic, happy and satisfied with his manly juices drizzling out from her pussy, smiling at her warmly as he pressed her into an even warmer oven. An oven which would protect her from the bitter brutality of the outside world and magically transform her body into something scrumptious.

Cornelia trembled and said nothing, but Dominic continued anyhow. He pulled his fingers out from her and hastily took off his own clothes. She watched silently as her near future unfolded before her amongst the swirling pile of falling fabric. Somewhere in the back of her mind she felt the urge to demurely look away but…

Why?

Dominic was going to fuck and kill her no matter what. Was she hoping he would think of her as a lady? Who cared about that now.

She craned her neck and watched his smooth body come into view. Her eyes darted across his muscular arms and powerful, smooth chest as he tossed aside his chef’s coat. She stretched her neck as far as she could to glibly stare as he unbuttoned his pants and began sliding them off. He looked up at her and saw her staring. She knew she should look away, but she also knew it didn’t matter anymore. “what?” He asked.

Cornelia smiled lightly. Somehow seeing him bare-chested with his pants half-off brought courage to her heart and levity to her soul. She said, “just looking to see the pole that will impale me.” Dominic blinked in surprise.

She continued “go ahead and show it to me.”

Slowly, he continued. His veiny, thick cock swung out free from his pants already standing at attention in anticipation of piercing her body.

“Those poor domestics have to sit on a steel pole. I like my flesh pole a little better.”

“Why are you acting like this?”

“Dying adds perspective.”

Dominic cocked his head at her, and Cornelia felt uncomfortable. She chastised herself saying “shit. I’m doing even this wrong.”

“No, no, it’s okay.”

She looked back at him, and he continued “I was being more honest with you than I’ve ever been with anyone in my life. You’re being more honest too.” He stepped in close to her and his cock slid over the edge of her cooking dish looking almost comically like a long-nosed dog begging for kitchen scraps. She smiled and chuckled lightly as she saw it.

“You like my cock?”
“Actually, yes.”

Cornelia looked back up at the ceiling and sighed saying “to be honest, whenever I was nearby, and you were processing a domestic I would… uh… well… touch myself and pretend I was one of them.”

She turned her head back to Dominic and continued, “Stupid, right? What woman would want to be slaughtered for meat?”

Dominic shrugged and began climbing up onto the platter as he replied, “there’s worse ways to die.”

“Yes, there are.” Cornelia said as she watched his body line up over hers. She still had full reign of her legs and, perhaps, a woman with survival instinct would have used this opportunity to knee Dominic in the balls and run away but she was not a woman with a survival instinct rather she was a woman with a death wish. She smiled and spread her legs as open as she could as she watched the smooth, purple tip of his cock descend between them and into her crotch.

She breathed deep the scent of his manliness as she felt the warm, powerful touch of his flesh press up against her own. Her lips parted sweetly and welcomed his cock into her as she felt him press her open forcing her flesh to accommodate his manhood. Cornelia leaned her head back against her elbows mindless of the burning pain in her dying hands as her body danced along the warmth and power of Dominic’s sex. She felt him gently kiss her cheek but did not respond as she still relished in the experience of having his throbbing, hot cock deep inside her body. He moved further down kissing along her neck sweetly making her groan submissively as he continued kissing his way down across her chest where he came to her left breast and brought her tender little nipple into his mouth where he suckled on it gently. Waves of pleasure emanated from her nipple as well as from her womanhood where Dominic began the sure, powerful stroking and thrusting gliding his cock smoothly in and back through her womanhood. Cornelia’s breath caught in her throat as he continued thrusting in her soon quitting his suckling of her nipple and rising on his arms to make better use of her bound and helpless body for his sexual pleasure.

Cornelia enjoyed every second of the abuse and began quivering and moaning in response to it. Her swollen, aching, sensitive clit felt the heft and weight of his frame stroke against it with every thrust providing the perfect culinary counterpoint to the sumptuous taste of his cock pressing full into her hungry pussy. Realizing that any orgasm she would experience would either be now or never, Cornelia refused to hold anything back and with a few more thrusts she began climbing the mountain of pleasure. Dominic too grunted and groaned at the enveloping pleasure of Cornelia’s soft and doomed flesh. He reached up and grabbed onto her cheek bringing her attention and forcing her to open her eyes. They stared into one another’s faces as they mutually and intentionally rode one another’s bodies to paradise together disappearing into a swirling pantheon of pleasure where the grim kitchen around them disappeared, the past ceased to exist, the future no longer mattered, and only the glorious present of swimming through a never-ending cycle of ecstasy mattered. Cornelia broke her vision first no longer able to contain herself as she arched her head back and howled. Dominic caught her howl up into a kiss both to silence her screams and to give himself a mouth to taste as he grunted his way through his own orgasm. Somewhere deep inside of Cornelia, she felt his cock quiver and pump as he filled her up sweetly with his manly juices.

Cornelia felt the urge to reach down and stroke his hair as Dominic broke the kiss and collapsed in exhaustion against her body resting his head on her shoulder and upper arm. Her bindings caused this urge to remain unfulfilled. He panted and occasional shockwaves burst out at intervals in both his body and her own. It seemed like the aftershocks of pleasure were doing their own dance, in a matter of speaking. His breath would catch jagged for a second then Cornelia would feel her leg involuntarily shiver outside of her control. As the orgasmic pleasure subsided, Cornelia opened her eyes above the clouds of darkness and saw her life with clearer vision than before and realized that she was actually...

Dead.

She closed her eyes and sighed.

Dying is okay.

She didn’t really have anything much better to do anyhow.

Slowly, Dominic stabilized himself and pulled his wet, floppy dick out from inside her leaving a comically moist trail along her inner thigh as he went. Neither of them saw any humor in this as he slid off from her but leaned his head back in to suckle on one breast again. She moaned but he soon let go saying “Rosemary.”

“What?”
 

“You’re taste. It’s so sweet. You would be overpowered by honey. I’m going to pair you with Rosemary.”
 

Cornelia blinked in shock for a second. She took this in thoughtfully and said “Hold on. There’s no way my meat can be that sweet.”

Dominic, still naked, stepped over to a rack and pulled down a canister of dried spices and a glass-spigot bottle of cooking oil.

“You taste pretty sweet to me.” He replied as he began to pour the oil over Cornelia’s body. She flinched lightly as the slick liquid struck her skin, but he continued pouring it over her and soon began massaging the oil across her flesh. She decided to relax as he massaged oil soothingly across her arms, her legs, her belly. She sighed sensually as he spread oil across her breasts making them glisten and shine against the dimly lit surroundings of the back kitchen. She flinched as he slid well oiled fingers down along her crotch finding her pussy.

“You can’t put oil in there, it will…”

“Do what?” He asked.

She pouted lightly and he smiled at her saying “no worries about your long-term health now, right?”

“You’re right.” She replied.

He returned to stroking oil across her breasts once more as she licked her lips. She noticed his cock growing hard again. Suddenly, he climbed back on top of her straddling her stomach.

“What are you doing?”

“Using your body for more sexual pleasure. You know, I’ve never titty-fucked a woman and I’m curious what it will feel like.”

“Titty fucked?” Cornelia asked but before she could ponder the implications any longer, he answered her inherent question by gathering up her soft, fatty breasts into his hands and pressing them together as he slid his cock in between the two, smooth, and well-oiled mounds. 
“Oh, that does feel good.” Dominic groaned as he thrusted between her breasts. To Cornelia’s surprise, it actually felt good for her too. It wasn’t quite the spectacular orgasmic explosion of actual sex but rather a titillating playful pleasure as his cock seemed to sweetly massage her sensitive breasts from the inside. She watched in awe as his cute purple tip would pop up from between the crack of her cleavage then disappear again just as fast as he thrusted and retracted between her breasts. She felt his warm, soft testicle gently brush back and forth against her belly as he went.

“This feels good to you?” She asked.

“Very.” Dominic answered in a shuddering reply.

“I never knew my breasts could do that to a man.” Cornelia muttered.

She whimpered lightly as his cock grew even thicker and throbbing between her breasts. It was incredible. Her body was going to make a man cum just from…well… being there. The power hidden within her body made her smile and enjoy the pleasure from her breasts all the more.

“I’m going to cum.” Dominic warned.

“let me eat it.” Cornelia said and on the very next stroke his purple tip slid up through her breasts fully parting them away and sliding right into her open mouth. She tasted the slight acidity of cooking oil and the fruity depth that she could only assume was the flavor of herself covering the deliciously smooth purple tip as it entered her mouth for but a moment. She felt his balls resting on her sternum tighten firmly and, in that moment, he moaned as the taste of salt filled her mouth. She didn’t know what to expect but, truth be told, it wasn’t all that bad. Sticky, warm, and very salty would be the way she would describe consuming a man’s seed. She felt a bit of pride that, here, at the very end of her life she was managing to do at least one thing right in successfully pleasuring the man who would soon kill her.

He withdrew slowly from her mouth, and she gasped at the air in between swallows of the sticky, warm cum. “Thank you for giving me a final meal.” Cornelia said a bit playfully.

“My pleasure.” Dominic replied.

He slid off her and shook his head as he opened the cannister of spices saying “God, I wish I could do this forever, but I have to keep moving. At least for your final feast you will get to smell nice.” He began sprinkling the aromatic leaves of Rosemary across her flesh and massaging it into the oil along with coarse grains of kosher salt. This process wasn’t nearly as sexy and pleasant as the oil had been but, luckily, the oil made it a lot easier.

As he finished spicing her legs, he wrapped butcher’s wire around her ankles and guided her knees to be forcibly bent up and outward leaving her womanhood spread open as he tied her ankles to her thighs and tight bands connecting her knees up to her shoulders. Cornelia groaned a bit painfully as he did this but did not fight back. Cornelia knew he was carefully positioned her body to reduce burning in the oven. This, however, left her sprawled open. She stared dumbly up at him as he looked down across her sweetly opened pussy. Dominic muttered “God, I think I’m addicted” as he made one last use of her womanhood sliding his cock deep into her. This time, dancing amongst the smells of oil, salt, and Rosemary the fuck almost felt like cooking incarnate, and Cornelia moaned sensually unable to do anything else as Dominic quickly pumped his way to one last orgasm within her.

As he slid out from her pussy a strange prickly sensation replaced the warm feel of his cock and she looked down to see him pressing a sprig of Rosemary into her womanhood. Cornelia didn’t even whimper a word of protest at this, and she soon felt the world move as Dominic rolled the baking pan with her on it off the table and onto the hydraulic lift. The ceiling seemed to spread far away above her like stars in the night as she felt her body lower a few feet as she came near the massive oven. She stared up across Dominic’s naked body, his cock hanging mere inches from her face as he smiled down at her.

“One kiss goodbye.” He said to her as he offered up his cock. She took a final, long, sensual suckle of his manhood before he said to her “goodbye, Cornelia. I hope whatever happens to you after you die here is better than the life you led.”

“Me too.” She replied followed by a quick, “All except for the last bits.”

The world grew dark and cold as she felt her body slide into the cold oven. The door closed over her head, and she arched her neck to look up through the tiny, heat-proof window. Dominic reached over the small rectangle of her vision and soon a series of clicking and hissing sounds let her know that fire was to be expected soon. A roaring filled her ears from somewhere below and the world began to grow warm, then hot as a faint orange glow filled the oven surrounding and enveloping her body in the embrace of unsurvivable heat. She looked up through the window one last time and saw Dominic on the other side of the room, rubbing a basting brush covered with oil sensually across the sizzling hot flesh of Felicia as she rotated on the smoker. Cornelia smiled knowing that her body was in capable hands, and she no longer had to worry about it anymore.

As the world grew dark, hot, and stifling her fumes addled brain decided it would be okay to take a little nap. It wasn’t like she had to worry about getting back to work anytime soon. She closed her eyes knowing she wouldn’t have to worry about anything again…

ever.
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