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It‌was‌‌a‌‌cold,‌‌dark‌‌morning‌.‌Kipp‌‌stood‌‌with‌‌his‌‌back‌‌pressed‌‌to‌‌the‌‌gate‌‌of‌‌MPC‌‌and‌‌‌

waited‌for‌‌his‌‌trainer‌.‌It‌‌was‌‌his‌‌first‌‌day‌‌on‌‌the‌‌job,‌‌and‌‌god‌‌was‌‌it‌‌an‌‌early‌‌one‌.‌He’d‌‌expected‌‌‌ late‌‌shifts,‌‌sure,‌‌but‌‌starting‌‌at‌‌3am‌‌was‌‌really‌‌pushing‌‌it.‌ ‌

‌

With‌‌a‌‌check‌‌of‌‌the‌‌time‌‌on‌‌the‌‌banks‌‌clock‌‌he‌‌confirmed‌‌that‌‌it‌‌was‌‌now‌‌40‌‌minutes‌‌

past‌the‌‌start‌‌of‌‌his‌‌shift‌.‌He‌‌crossed‌‌his‌‌arms‌‌and‌‌huffed,‌‌breath‌‌leaving‌‌a‌‌white‌‌cloud‌‌in‌‌the‌‌‌ still,‌‌crisp‌‌air.‌He’d‌‌‌have‌‌liked‌‌spending‌‌his‌‌shift‌‌inside,‌‌in‌‌the‌‌heat,‌‌rather‌‌than‌‌out‌‌in‌‌the‌‌open‌‌

but‌hey,‌‌it‌‌meant‌‌he‌‌didn’t‌‌have‌‌to‌‌actually‌‌work‌.‌ ‌

‌

As‌‌the‌‌clock‌‌ticked‌‌over‌‌to‌‌3:45am‌‌he‌‌finally‌‌heard‌‌shuffling,‌‌metallic‌‌footsteps‌‌coming‌‌

down‌the‌‌street‌‌at‌‌him‌.‌A‌‌shine‌‌of‌‌his‌‌phone's‌‌flashlight‌‌revealed‌‌who‌‌he‌‌assumed‌‌to‌‌be‌‌training‌‌‌

him.‌A‌‌slightly‌‌taller,‌‌much‌‌more‌‌disheveled‌‌Cusige‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Hey.‌Kaden‌.”‌He‌‌said‌‌in‌‌a‌‌husky,‌‌sleep‌‌filled‌‌voice‌.‌Rubbing‌‌his‌‌eyes‌‌with‌‌one‌‌hand‌‌he‌‌‌ reached‌‌the‌‌other‌‌out‌‌for‌‌a‌‌handshake.‌“Sorry‌‌‌I’m‌‌late,‌‌really‌‌couldn’t‌‌be‌‌assed‌‌to‌‌come‌‌out‌‌ here.”‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌furrowed‌‌his‌‌eyebrows,‌‌watching‌‌as‌‌the‌‌other‌‌cusige‌‌took‌‌their‌‌hand‌‌back‌‌after‌‌a‌‌

while‌and‌‌scratched‌‌at‌‌their‌‌chest‌‌fur‌.‌Their‌‌uniform‌‌wasn’t‌‌even‌‌on‌‌right,‌‌it‌‌was‌‌unbuttoned‌‌all‌‌‌ the‌‌way‌‌down‌‌to‌‌their‌‌happy‌‌trail‌‌and‌‌hanging‌‌off‌‌their‌‌shoulders.‌ ‌

‌

‌

Kaden‌‌took‌‌note‌‌of‌‌Kipp’s‌‌appearance‌‌as‌‌well.‌Uniform‌‌‌on‌‌correctly,‌‌if‌‌not‌‌a‌‌little‌‌

wrinkled.‌Boots‌‌and‌‌gloves,‌‌hair‌‌tied‌‌back‌‌in‌‌a‌‌spiky‌‌ponytail‌.‌His‌‌eyes‌‌trailed‌‌up‌‌his‌‌head‌‌and‌‌‌

wandered‌his‌‌lures‌.‌He‌‌was‌‌quite‌‌fond‌‌of‌‌the‌‌cusige‌‌who‌‌had‌‌lures,‌‌their‌‌meat‌‌always‌‌burned‌‌‌ when‌‌it‌‌went‌‌down.‌‌ ‌

‌

Little‌‌yellow‌‌freckles‌‌peppered‌‌his‌‌forehead‌‌around‌‌where‌‌they‌‌attached.‌By‌‌‌the‌‌look‌‌of‌‌

the‌large‌‌scar‌‌on‌‌one‌‌of‌‌his‌‌long‌‌loafs‌‌Kaden‌‌presumed‌‌he‌‌was‌‌either‌‌an‌‌Oasis‌‌or‌‌Depth‌‌race‌‌of‌‌‌ cusige.‌He‌‌‌then‌‌turned‌‌his‌‌attention‌‌onto‌‌his‌‌eyes,‌‌as‌‌tired‌‌and‌‌deadpan‌‌as‌‌his‌‌own,‌‌and‌‌

smirked.‌“Not‌‌a‌‌talkative‌‌one,‌‌huh?‌‌Perfect‌.‌Neither‌‌am‌‌I‌.‌Let’s‌‌get‌‌this‌‌over‌‌with‌‌and‌‌never‌‌‌ speak‌‌again,‌‌cool?”‌

‌

As‌‌he‌‌unlocked‌‌the‌‌gate‌‌and‌‌led‌‌the‌‌way‌‌inside,‌‌Kipp‌‌wondered‌‌why‌‌they‌‌assigned‌‌him‌‌

to‌someone‌‌like‌‌Kaden‌.‌The‌‌factory‌‌loomed‌‌high‌‌above‌‌them,‌‌tinted‌‌windows‌‌few‌‌and‌‌far‌‌‌ between‌‌only‌‌making‌‌it‌‌look‌‌more‌‌foreboding‌‌and‌‌suspicious.‌‌ ‌

‌

Thankfully,‌‌once‌‌they‌‌passed‌‌through‌‌the‌‌heavy‌‌metal‌‌doors‌‌warm‌‌air‌‌hit‌‌them.‌He‌‌‌

rubbed‌his‌‌gloved‌‌hands‌‌along‌‌his‌‌sleeves‌.‌His‌‌race‌‌might‌‌have‌‌been‌‌more‌‌suited‌‌for‌‌the‌‌cold,‌‌‌ but‌‌that‌‌didn’t‌‌mean‌‌he‌‌had‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌being‌‌forced‌‌to‌‌stand‌‌in‌‌it‌‌for‌‌nearly‌‌an‌‌hour‌‌because‌‌

someone‌‘couldn’t‌‌be‌‌assed’‌‌to‌‌show‌‌up‌‌to‌‌their‌‌job‌.‌ ‌

‌

As‌they‌‌made‌‌their‌‌way‌‌through‌‌the‌‌building‌‌Kaden‌‌pointed‌‌out‌‌what‌‌the‌‌important‌‌‌ rooms‌‌and‌‌hallways‌‌were.‌The‌‌‌cafeteria,‌‌lounge‌‌room,‌‌a‌‌workout‌‌room,‌‌even‌‌a‌‌floor‌‌of‌‌
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dormitories‌for‌‌those‌‌who‌‌lived‌‌on‌‌job‌.‌Kipp‌‌was‌‌surprised‌‌to‌‌find‌‌out‌‌that‌‌most‌‌of‌‌the‌‌butchering‌‌‌

was‌done‌‌on‌‌the‌‌top‌‌3‌‌floors‌.‌‌ ‌

‌

“It’s‌to‌‌keep‌‌the‌‌meat‌‌from‌‌escaping‌.”‌Kaden‌‌had‌‌explained‌.‌“The‌‌kittle‌-cattle‌and‌‌normal‌‌‌ farm‌‌animals‌‌are‌‌processed‌‌in‌‌the‌‌smaller‌‌buildings,‌‌we‌‌specialize‌‌in‌‌sentiants.”‌‌He‌‌then‌‌

ushered‌Kipp‌‌into‌‌a‌‌large,‌‌sterile‌‌room‌‌on‌‌the‌‌top‌‌floor‌.‌‌ ‌

‌

“Boots‌‌and‌‌gloves‌‌stay‌‌on‌‌past‌‌here,‌‌and‌‌hair‌‌stays‌‌up.”‌‌The‌‌other‌‌cusige‌‌said,‌‌pulling‌‌

his‌hair‌‌into‌‌a‌‌tight‌‌bun‌.‌“I’ll‌‌run‌‌you‌‌through‌‌how‌‌to‌‌process‌‌a‌‌live‌‌one,‌‌then‌‌you‌‌can‌‌handle‌‌a‌‌‌

dead‌one‌‌on‌‌your‌‌own‌.‌I’ll‌‌help‌‌you‌‌if‌‌you‌‌get‌‌stuck‌.‌Oh,‌‌and‌‌I‌‌really‌‌don’t‌‌give‌‌a‌‌shit‌‌if‌‌the‌‌rest‌‌of‌‌‌ your‌‌uniform‌‌is‌‌up‌‌to‌‌code.‌Higher‌‌‌ups‌‌will,‌‌though.”‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌nodded,‌‌unbuttoning‌‌the‌‌top‌‌button‌‌of‌‌his‌‌jumpsuit‌‌to‌‌give‌‌himself‌‌some‌‌more‌‌

breathing‌room‌.‌Getting‌‌to‌‌the‌‌dead‌‌subject‌‌was‌‌what‌‌he‌‌was‌‌most‌‌excited‌‌for,‌‌preferring‌‌to‌‌just‌‌‌ skip‌‌over‌‌all‌‌the‌‌warm,‌‌loud,‌‌writhing‌‌messes‌‌of‌‌butchering‌‌one‌‌while‌‌still‌‌alive.‌ ‌

‌

It‌‌was‌‌part‌‌of‌‌the‌‌job,‌‌though.‌Looking‌‌‌Kaden‌‌over‌‌he‌‌wondered‌‌how‌‌good‌‌the‌‌security‌‌

on‌this‌‌place‌‌was‌.‌They‌‌were‌‌doing‌‌underground‌‌business,‌‌so‌‌it‌‌had‌‌to‌‌be‌‌pretty‌‌heavy‌.‌Getting‌‌‌ away‌‌with‌‌fucking‌‌the‌‌bodies‌‌would‌‌probably‌‌prove‌‌difficult.‌ ‌

‌

Kaden‌‌finished‌‌preparing‌‌the‌‌table‌‌and‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌grab‌‌Kipp’s‌‌attention.‌He‌‌‌was‌‌staring‌‌

off‌into‌‌the‌‌top‌‌corner‌‌of‌‌the‌‌room,‌‌silent‌.‌She‌‌checked;‌‌Nothing‌‌was‌‌there‌.‌‌ ‌

‌

“You‌looking‌‌for‌‌the‌‌cameras?”‌‌ ‌ ‌

‌

The‌sudden‌‌question‌‌startled‌‌Kipp‌‌a‌‌bit,‌‌but‌‌he‌‌quickly‌‌regained‌‌his‌‌composure‌.‌There‌‌‌ was‌‌no‌‌way‌‌Kaden‌‌could‌‌know‌‌why‌‌he‌‌was‌‌looking‌‌for‌‌the‌‌cameras,‌‌so‌‌there‌‌was‌‌no‌‌reason‌‌for‌‌

him‌to‌‌worry‌‌over‌‌being‌‌open‌‌about‌‌it‌.‌‌ ‌

‌

“Yeah.‌I’m‌‌surprised‌‌this‌‌place‌‌isn’t‌‌plastered‌‌with‌‌them‌.”‌He‌‌said,‌‌adjusting‌‌his‌‌gloves‌‌‌ and‌‌taking‌‌note‌‌of‌‌which‌‌of‌‌the‌‌cleaners‌‌had‌‌been‌‌used‌‌to‌‌clean‌‌the‌‌table.‌ ‌

‌

“It’s‌‌because‌‌they‌‌don’t‌‌care‌‌what‌‌happens,‌‌so‌‌long‌‌as‌‌they‌‌get‌‌meat.”‌‌Kaden‌‌said,‌‌

shrugging.‌“Lot‌‌of‌‌the‌‌people‌‌who‌‌work‌‌here‌‌are‌‌with‌‌gangs‌‌and‌‌use‌‌it‌‌as‌‌a‌‌way‌‌to‌‌get‌‌rid‌‌of‌‌‌ their‌‌bodies.‌We’ve‌‌‌had‌‌some‌‌people‌‌bring‌‌in‌‌family‌‌members,‌‌some‌‌just‌‌like‌‌murdering,‌‌some‌‌

genuinely‌interested‌‌in‌‌providing‌‌food,‌‌and‌‌others‌‌just‌‌looking‌‌to‌‌romp‌‌with‌‌a‌‌corpse‌.‌We’ve‌‌had‌‌‌ them‌all‌.‌If‌‌they‌‌do‌‌their‌‌job,‌‌they‌‌do‌‌their‌‌job‌.‌Simple‌‌as‌‌that‌.”‌ ‌

‌

“Wouldn’t‌it‌‌contaminate‌‌the‌‌food?‌‌Or‌‌get‌‌them‌‌in‌‌legal‌‌trouble?”‌‌ ‌

‌

“Naw.‌They‌‌sterilize‌‌it‌‌after‌‌and‌‌most‌‌of‌‌the‌‌cops‌‌in‌‌the‌‌city‌‌are‌‌sentient‌‌eaters‌.‌A‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌‌ the‌‌main‌‌cities‌‌for‌‌other‌‌cusige‌‌races‌‌haven’t‌‌even‌‌made‌‌it‌‌illegal.”‌‌Kaden‌‌explained.‌“And‌‌‌us‌‌

here,‌well,‌‌we‌‌all‌‌are‌‌in‌‌it‌‌for‌‌shady‌‌reasons‌.‌Nobody‌‌can‌‌talk‌‌shit‌‌or‌‌judge‌‌cuz‌‌they’re‌‌here‌‌for‌‌‌ something‌‌just‌‌as‌‌deplorable.”‌ ‌
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“You‌too?”‌‌Kipp‌‌asked‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Yup.‌Into‌‌‌cannibalism‌‌and‌‌murdering.‌There’s‌‌‌nothing‌‌quite‌‌like‌‌feeling‌‌someone‌‌go‌‌

stiff,‌watching‌‌the‌‌life‌‌in‌‌their‌‌eyes‌‌fade‌‌out,‌‌all‌‌while‌‌you’re‌‌hilt‌‌deep‌‌inside‌‌them‌.”‌He‌‌nodded,‌‌‌ smiling‌‌at‌‌the‌‌thought‌‌of‌‌it.‌“And‌‌‌you?”‌ ‌

‌

“I‌‌prefer‌‌them‌‌already‌‌dead.”‌‌Kipp‌‌responded.‌“No‌‌‌hassle,‌‌no‌‌struggle,‌‌no‌‌worry‌‌about‌‌

this‌or‌‌that‌.‌Just‌‌you‌‌and‌‌them‌.‌You‌‌can‌‌even‌‌make‌‌new‌‌holes‌‌and‌‌fuck‌‌those,‌‌it’s‌‌amazing‌.”‌ ‌

‌

“You‌can‌‌do‌‌that‌‌if‌‌they’re‌‌still‌‌alive‌.‌I‌‌prefer‌‌the‌‌kidneys,‌‌or‌‌their‌‌belly‌‌buttons‌.”‌ ‌

‌

“Yeah,‌but‌‌they‌‌make‌‌a‌‌racket‌‌and‌‌a‌‌whole‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌extra‌‌work‌.‌Stomachs‌‌are‌‌pretty‌‌nice‌‌‌ though,‌‌so‌‌are‌‌thighs.‌Nice‌‌‌and‌‌tough‌‌muscles.”‌ ‌

‌

“You’re‌‌a‌‌man‌‌of‌‌tastes,‌‌I‌‌dig‌‌that.”‌‌Kaden‌‌laughed.‌“We‌‌‌could‌‌even‌‌tag‌‌team‌‌it.‌I‌‌‌snuff‌‌

‘em‌out,‌‌you‌‌get‌‌them‌‌while‌‌they’re‌‌cold~‌‌Yeah,‌‌yeah‌.‌That‌‌could‌‌work‌‌out‌‌well‌...”‌ ‌

‌

Kipp,‌while‌‌appreciative‌‌that‌‌somebody‌‌seemed‌‌to‌‌understand‌‌his‌‌view‌‌point,‌‌was‌‌not‌‌so‌‌‌ inclined‌‌to‌‌make‌‌buddy‌‌buddy‌‌so‌‌quickly.‌ ‌

‌

“Shouldn’t‌‌we‌‌get‌‌to‌‌work?”‌ ‌

‌

“Oh!‌‌Yeah‌‌that’s‌‌right.”‌‌The‌‌taller‌‌cusige‌‌said,‌‌patting‌‌his‌‌hands‌‌together.‌“Come‌‌‌with‌‌me,‌‌

I’ll‌show‌‌you‌‌where‌‌we‌‌keep‌‌the‌‌living‌‌meat‌.”‌ ‌

‌

Kaden‌ushered‌‌Kipp‌‌down‌‌the‌‌halls‌‌and‌‌into‌‌a‌‌large,‌‌dimly‌‌lit‌‌storage‌‌room‌.‌The‌‌sounds‌‌‌

of‌‌crying,‌‌pleading,‌‌and‌‌various‌‌levels‌‌and‌‌types‌‌of‌‌illness‌‌almost‌‌seemed‌‌to‌‌dampen‌‌the‌‌air.‌In‌‌‌

rows‌upon‌‌rows,‌‌stacked‌‌floor‌‌to‌‌ceiling‌‌on‌‌shelves,‌‌were‌‌tiny‌‌metal‌‌cages‌.‌Each‌‌housed‌‌a‌‌‌ different‌‌person,‌‌each‌‌disheveled‌‌and‌‌hurt‌‌in‌‌one‌‌way‌‌or‌‌another.‌ ‌

‌

“Most‌‌of‌‌the‌‌time‌‌we‌‌just‌‌get‌‌to‌‌pick,‌‌but‌‌sometimes‌‌a‌‌client‌‌has‌‌a‌‌special‌‌order,‌‌or‌‌

there’s‌a‌‌hunk‌‌of‌‌meat‌‌that’s‌‌being‌‌kept‌‌for‌‌later‌.”‌Kaden‌‌explained‌.‌“If‌‌you‌‌look‌‌at‌‌the‌‌info‌‌on‌‌‌

the‌‌board‌‌in‌‌your‌‌assigned‌‌butcher‌‌room‌‌you‌‌can‌‌see‌‌what‌‌type‌‌of‌‌orders‌‌you‌‌have‌‌for‌‌that‌‌day.‌‌

Ones‌that‌‌are‌‌off‌‌limits‌‌are‌‌on‌‌the‌‌high‌‌shelves‌.‌The‌‌red‌‌cages‌.”‌ ‌

‌

Looking‌up,‌‌Kipp‌‌could‌‌see‌‌an‌‌entire‌‌array‌‌of‌‌those‌‌red‌‌cages‌.‌The‌‌people‌‌inside‌‌them‌‌‌

looked‌‌near‌‌death‌‌already,‌‌some‌‌practically‌‌ancient.‌He‌‌‌stepped‌‌aside‌‌as‌‌Kaden‌‌brought‌‌over‌‌a‌‌

pallet‌jack‌‌and‌‌pushed‌‌it‌‌under‌‌one‌‌of‌‌the‌‌lowest‌‌cages‌.‌The‌‌occupant‌‌looked‌‌up‌‌at‌‌him‌‌to‌‌which‌‌‌ he‌‌looked‌‌away.‌ ‌

‌

The‌‌two‌‌of‌‌them‌‌didn’t‌‌speak‌‌on‌‌the‌‌way‌‌back.‌The‌‌‌only‌‌sound‌‌aside‌‌from‌‌their‌‌footsteps‌‌

and‌the‌‌wheels‌‌of‌‌the‌‌jack‌‌was‌‌the‌‌quiet‌‌sobbing‌‌of‌‌their‌‌meat‌.‌‌ ‌

‌
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“It’s‌‌well‌‌trained.”‌‌Kipp‌‌commented,‌‌rather‌‌happy‌‌to‌‌not‌‌be‌‌dealing‌‌with‌‌a‌‌screaming,‌‌ flailing‌‌mess.‌“Are‌‌‌they‌‌sedated‌‌or‌‌broken?”‌ ‌

‌

“Bit‌‌of‌‌both.”‌‌Kaden‌‌bounced‌‌the‌‌door‌‌open‌‌with‌‌his‌‌butt‌‌then‌‌backed‌‌the‌‌jack‌‌into‌‌the‌‌

room.‌“You‌‌really‌‌have‌‌to‌‌break‌‌them‌‌in‌‌order‌‌TO‌‌sedate‌‌them‌.‌Even‌‌if‌‌you‌‌hook‌‌them‌‌up‌‌to‌‌IVs‌‌‌ they’d‌‌just‌‌rip‌‌them‌‌out.‌We‌‌‌don’t‌‌have‌‌the‌‌time‌‌for‌‌full‌‌body‌‌restraints‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌that‌‌from‌‌ happening.”‌ ‌

‌

When‌‌the‌‌cage‌‌was‌‌unlocked‌‌the‌‌scared,‌‌meek‌‌cusige‌‌inside‌‌didn’t‌‌even‌‌fight.‌Kaden‌‌‌

lifted‌her‌‌from‌‌the‌‌cage,‌‌then‌‌stood‌‌her‌‌up‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌them‌.‌She‌‌was‌‌nude,‌‌shivering,‌‌and‌‌‌ covered‌‌in‌‌filth.‌She‌‌‌flinched‌‌each‌‌time‌‌her‌‌limbs‌‌were‌‌moved‌‌to‌‌be‌‌examined‌‌closer.‌ ‌

‌

“Alright‌‌Kipp.‌This‌‌‌one’s‌‌in‌‌pretty‌‌good‌‌shape,‌‌so‌‌it’ll‌‌be‌‌an‌‌easy‌‌demonstration.‌For‌‌‌the‌‌

more‌wiley‌‌ones‌‌you‌‌gotta‌‌strap‌‌them‌‌down,‌‌but‌‌for‌‌these‌‌cute‌‌little‌‌ones‌‌you‌‌can‌‌simply‌…”‌‌ Kaden‌‌stepped‌‌behind‌‌the‌‌female‌‌cusige’s‌‌back‌‌and‌‌smiled‌‌at‌‌Kipp.‌“Cut‌‌‌their‌‌throat!”‌ ‌

‌

In‌‌a‌‌flash‌‌she‌‌had‌‌crumpled‌‌to‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌neon‌‌pink‌‌blood‌‌spewing‌‌out‌‌of‌‌her‌‌freshly‌‌

sliced‌neck‌.‌Kaden‌‌twirled‌‌the‌‌knife‌‌in‌‌his‌‌hand,‌‌seemingly‌‌delighted‌‌with‌‌his‌‌work,‌‌then‌‌wiped‌‌it‌‌‌ off‌‌on‌‌his‌‌jumpsuit.‌‌ ‌

‌

As‌‌the‌‌life‌‌was‌‌slowly‌‌fading‌‌from‌‌the‌‌girl,‌‌he‌‌lifted‌‌her‌‌gurgling‌‌form‌‌by‌‌the‌‌ankles‌‌and‌‌

fastened‌them‌‌into‌‌the‌‌restraints‌.‌With‌‌a‌‌pull‌‌of‌‌the‌‌chain,‌‌she‌‌was‌‌lifted‌‌from‌‌the‌‌floor‌‌and‌‌hung‌‌‌ limply‌in‌‌the‌‌air‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Fast.”‌Kipp‌‌nodded,‌‌surprised‌‌at‌‌how‌‌easy‌‌he’d‌‌made‌‌it‌‌look‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Yup!‌You‌‌really‌‌get‌‌the‌‌hang‌‌of‌‌it‌.‌Now,‌‌you‌‌can‌‌do‌‌the‌‌skinning‌‌and‌‌gutting‌‌on‌‌the‌‌table,‌‌‌ but‌‌it’s‌‌much‌‌faster‌‌to‌‌do‌‌it‌‌hanging‌‌like‌‌this.‌First‌‌‌you‌‌make‌‌the‌‌skinning‌‌cuts…”‌

‌

The‌‌knife‌‌slid‌‌around‌‌her‌‌wrists‌‌and‌‌ankles,‌‌down‌‌the‌‌insides‌‌of‌‌her‌‌legs,‌‌around‌‌her‌‌

genitals‌and‌‌tail,‌‌then‌‌down‌‌the‌‌center‌‌of‌‌her‌‌chest,‌‌and‌‌up‌‌her‌‌arms‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Then‌you‌‌just‌‌gotta‌‌open‌‌up‌‌the‌‌torso,‌‌breaking‌‌the‌‌bones‌‌is‌‌fine‌‌since‌‌they’ll‌‌be‌‌‌ washing‌‌and‌‌grinding‌‌the‌‌guts,‌‌and‌‌remove‌‌everything‌‌inside.‌Don’t‌‌‌be‌‌afraid‌‌to‌‌be‌‌rough‌‌with‌‌

this‌part,‌‌nobody‌‌eating‌‌it‌‌will‌‌care‌.”‌ ‌

‌

Kaden’s‌entire‌‌chest‌‌and‌‌arms‌‌up‌‌to‌‌his‌‌shoulders‌‌were‌‌covered‌‌in‌‌blood‌‌and‌‌viscera‌‌as‌‌‌ he‌‌ripped‌‌organ‌‌after‌‌organ‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌‌new‌‌deceased‌‌cusige.‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌looked‌‌into‌‌the‌‌bucket‌‌that‌‌the‌‌guts‌‌were‌‌being‌‌tossed‌‌into.‌This‌‌‌girl‌‌had‌‌some‌‌

pretty‌insides,‌‌all‌‌pink‌‌and‌‌bright‌.‌When‌‌Kaden‌‌motioned‌‌for‌‌him‌‌to‌‌help,‌‌he‌‌reached‌‌his‌‌arm‌‌in,‌‌‌ grabbed‌‌whatever‌‌he‌‌touched‌‌first,‌‌and‌‌ripped‌‌it‌‌out‌‌with‌‌a‌‌sickening‌‌squelch.‌ ‌

‌

It‌‌was‌‌her‌‌heart,‌‌still‌‌warm‌‌and‌‌soft.‌ ‌
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‌
“That’s‌the‌‌best‌‌part‌.”‌Kaden‌‌patted‌‌him‌‌on‌‌the‌‌back,‌‌leaving‌‌sticky‌‌pink‌‌hand‌‌prints‌‌‌

behind.‌“Hearts,‌‌livers,‌‌and‌‌genitals‌‌we‌‌put‌‌aside‌‌since‌‌those‌‌have‌‌medicinal‌‌properties‌.”‌ ‌

‌

The‌‌oasis‌‌cusige‌‌tossed‌‌the‌‌heart‌‌into‌‌the‌‌bucket‌‌the‌‌other‌‌had‌‌held‌‌up,‌‌then‌‌looked‌‌

back‌at‌‌the‌‌body‌.‌She‌‌looked‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌better‌‌this‌‌way,‌‌he‌‌thought‌.‌Almost‌‌like‌‌she‌‌was‌‌begging‌‌to‌‌‌

be‌filled‌‌again‌‌as‌‌the‌‌cold‌‌air‌‌seeped‌‌into‌‌her‌‌paling‌‌skin‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Be‌careful‌‌when‌‌skinning‌‌them‌.‌A‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌it‌‌is‌‌just‌‌dried‌‌for‌‌chips‌‌or‌‌sold‌‌as‌‌scraps,‌‌but‌‌if‌‌‌ you‌‌can‌‌manage‌‌to‌‌get‌‌a‌‌full‌‌skin‌‌with‌‌no‌‌damage‌‌you‌‌get‌‌a‌‌real‌‌nice‌‌tip.”‌‌Kaden‌‌instructed,‌‌

beginning‌to‌‌gently‌‌ease‌‌the‌‌skin‌‌off‌‌of‌‌the‌‌body‌.‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌helped,‌‌holding‌‌her‌‌limbs‌‌still‌‌as‌‌Kaden‌‌slid‌‌the‌‌knife‌‌and‌‌his‌‌fingers‌‌between‌‌

muscle‌and‌‌pelt‌.‌It‌‌ripped‌‌at‌‌the‌‌base‌‌of‌‌the‌‌tail,‌‌causing‌‌him‌‌to‌‌let‌‌out‌‌a‌‌defeated‌‌sigh,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌‌

rest‌of‌‌it‌‌came‌‌off‌‌near‌‌perfectly‌.‌ ‌

‌

“Woof.”‌Catching‌‌his‌‌breath,‌‌Kaden‌‌took‌‌a‌‌step‌‌back‌‌and‌‌admired‌‌his‌‌work‌.‌“How‌‌ya’‌‌‌ holdin’‌‌up?‌‌Ready‌‌for‌‌the‌‌next‌‌step?”‌ ‌

‌

“Sure‌‌as‌‌fuck‌‌am.”‌ ‌

‌

“Bombass.‌This’ll‌‌‌be‌‌the‌‌last‌‌one,‌‌then‌‌you‌‌can‌‌get‌‌your‌‌hands‌‌dirty‌‌too.”‌ ‌

‌

Kaden‌‌walked‌‌Kipp‌‌through‌‌all‌‌the‌‌cuts‌‌of‌‌meat,‌‌and‌‌which‌‌bins‌‌to‌‌put‌‌them‌‌in.‌Each‌‌‌cut‌‌

had‌a‌‌different‌‌grade‌‌and‌‌a‌‌different‌‌price,‌‌so‌‌it‌‌was‌‌important‌‌to‌‌remove‌‌and‌‌sort‌‌them‌‌properly‌.‌‌ By‌‌the‌‌time‌‌they‌‌were‌‌done‌‌what‌‌was‌‌once‌‌a‌‌pretty‌‌Cusige‌‌was‌‌now‌‌mostly‌‌a‌‌pile‌‌of‌‌bones‌‌and‌‌ sinew‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor.‌‌ ‌

‌

After‌‌handing‌‌over‌‌the‌‌keycard‌‌the‌‌desert‌‌cusige‌‌started‌‌to‌‌clean‌‌and‌‌mop‌‌the‌‌floor.‌The‌‌‌

next‌meat‌‌due‌‌for‌‌harvesting‌‌was‌‌from‌‌the‌‌freezer,‌‌something‌‌he‌‌trusted‌‌Kipp‌‌could‌‌do‌‌on‌‌his‌‌‌ own‌‌even‌‌on‌‌his‌‌first‌‌try.‌It‌‌‌was‌‌simple,‌‌walk‌‌down‌‌to‌‌the‌‌marked‌‌door,‌‌pick‌‌out‌‌a‌‌pretty‌‌corpse,‌‌

and‌carry‌‌it‌‌on‌‌back‌.‌ ‌

‌

The‌hardest‌‌part‌‌was‌‌actually‌‌picking‌.‌Kipp‌‌slowly‌‌walked‌‌through‌‌the‌‌cold,‌‌foggy‌‌air‌‌and‌‌‌ looked‌‌over‌‌every‌‌husk‌‌there‌‌was.‌Males,‌‌‌females,‌‌herms,‌‌some‌‌in‌‌between.‌All‌‌‌colors‌‌and‌‌

races‌and‌‌all‌‌cold,‌‌quiet‌‌and‌‌dead‌.‌ ‌

‌

After‌a‌‌while‌‌he‌‌settled‌‌on‌‌a‌‌pastel‌‌yellow‌‌herm‌‌with‌‌deep‌‌blue‌‌and‌‌purple‌‌hair‌.‌With‌‌a‌‌‌ huff,‌‌he‌‌slung‌‌them‌‌over‌‌his‌‌shoulder‌‌and‌‌started‌‌on‌‌his‌‌way‌‌back‌‌to‌‌the‌‌work‌‌room.‌They‌‌‌were‌‌

always‌so‌‌much‌‌heavier‌‌when‌‌they‌‌were‌‌dead,‌‌it‌‌seemed,‌‌but‌‌he‌‌hardly‌‌broke‌‌a‌‌sweat‌.‌ ‌

‌

Upon‌‌arriving‌‌back‌‌he‌‌found‌‌Kaden‌‌sitting‌‌in‌‌the‌‌corner‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌head‌‌drooped‌‌

forward‌as‌‌he‌‌snored‌.‌Quick‌‌sleeper‌.‌But‌‌hey,‌‌it‌‌meant‌‌Kipp‌‌had‌‌at‌‌least‌‌a‌‌little‌‌privacy‌‌with‌‌the‌‌‌

corpse‌he‌‌picked‌‌out‌.‌ ‌

‌
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After‌laying‌‌it‌‌on‌‌the‌‌table‌‌he‌‌ran‌‌his‌‌gloved‌‌hands‌‌over‌‌their‌‌fur,‌‌caressing‌‌their‌‌face‌‌and‌‌‌

stomach,‌then‌‌parting‌‌their‌‌legs‌‌and‌‌having‌‌a‌‌gander‌‌at‌‌their‌‌genitals‌.‌Standard‌‌asshole,‌‌and‌‌‌ standard‌‌herm‌‌vagina.‌It‌‌‌was‌‌a‌‌shame‌‌the‌‌body‌‌had‌‌gone‌‌limp‌‌after‌‌so‌‌much‌‌time,‌‌as‌‌their‌‌

penis‌was‌‌now‌‌sheathed‌.‌‌ ‌

‌

Nevertheless,‌Kipp‌‌eased‌‌his‌‌jumpsuit‌‌off‌‌his‌‌shoulders‌‌and‌‌chest,‌‌then‌‌reached‌‌inside‌‌‌ and‌‌pulled‌‌out‌‌his‌‌now‌‌hardened‌‌and‌‌unsheathed‌‌cock.‌He‌‌‌absentmindedly‌‌pumped‌‌it‌‌while‌

thinking‌about‌‌where‌‌he’d‌‌like‌‌to‌‌fuck‌‌them‌.‌The‌‌already‌‌made‌‌holes‌‌were‌‌easiest,‌‌of‌‌course,‌‌‌ but‌‌the‌‌texture‌‌of‌‌making‌‌your‌‌own‌‌really‌‌couldn’t‌‌be‌‌beat.‌ ‌

‌

Looking‌‌over‌‌his‌‌shoulder‌‌he‌‌confirmed‌‌Kaden‌‌was‌‌still‌‌fast‌‌asleep‌‌in‌‌the‌‌corner.‌So‌‌‌

much‌for‌‌asking‌‌if‌‌he‌‌could‌‌buy‌‌their‌‌leg‌.‌Well,‌‌one‌‌messed‌‌up‌‌piece‌‌of‌‌meat‌‌would‌‌be‌‌‌ fine...right?‌‌It’s‌‌just‌‌a‌‌leg.‌Sure,‌‌‌Kaden‌‌specified‌‌it‌‌as‌‌a‌‌good‌‌piece‌‌of‌‌meat‌‌but…‌ ‌

‌

Well‌‌it’s‌‌his‌‌fault‌‌for‌‌sleeping‌‌with‌‌the‌‌newbie‌‌doing‌‌all‌‌the‌‌work.‌Fuck‌‌‌it!‌‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌took‌‌one‌‌of‌‌the‌‌slim‌‌knives‌‌and‌‌plunged‌‌it‌‌into‌‌the‌‌corpse’s‌‌thigh.‌Wiggling‌‌‌it‌‌around‌‌

some,‌then‌‌pushing‌‌it‌‌in‌‌and‌‌out‌‌a‌‌few‌‌times,‌‌he‌‌finally‌‌had‌‌a‌‌hole‌‌he‌‌could‌‌press‌‌himself‌‌into‌.‌‌ Juice‌‌was‌‌dripping‌‌down‌‌his‌‌thigh‌‌and‌‌his‌‌dick‌‌was‌‌throbbing‌‌in‌‌excitement.‌ ‌

‌

Gently,‌‌he‌‌pushed‌‌himself‌‌into‌‌the‌‌newly‌‌made‌‌hole.‌The‌‌‌meat‌‌was‌‌cold,‌‌tough,‌‌

heavenly.‌He‌‌grunted‌‌softly‌‌into‌‌his‌‌hand‌‌as‌‌he‌‌felt‌‌it‌‌rip‌‌around‌‌him,‌‌tearing‌‌to‌‌handle‌‌his‌‌girth‌.‌‌ He‌‌rested‌‌inside‌‌their‌‌leg,‌‌hilt‌‌deep‌‌in‌‌muscle‌‌tissue,‌‌and‌‌enjoyed‌‌the‌‌chill‌‌seeping‌‌into‌‌his‌‌dick.‌ ‌

‌

Kaden‌‌moved‌‌in‌‌the‌‌corner,‌‌reminding‌‌him‌‌that‌‌he‌‌didn’t‌‌have‌‌all‌‌night‌‌to‌‌enjoy‌‌the‌‌

feeling,‌so‌‌he‌‌started‌‌thrusting‌‌into‌‌the‌‌leg‌.‌Wet,‌‌disgusting‌‌squelches‌‌and‌‌slaps‌‌filled‌‌the‌‌room‌‌‌

as‌‌half‌‌congealed‌‌blood‌‌lubricated‌‌his‌‌assault.‌His‌‌‌spines‌‌were‌‌tearing‌‌into‌‌the‌‌flesh‌‌even‌‌more,‌‌

chunks‌being‌‌ripped‌‌out‌‌with‌‌each‌‌pull‌‌out‌.‌It‌‌was‌‌hard‌‌to‌‌hold‌‌back,‌‌it’d‌‌been‌‌quite‌‌a‌‌while‌‌since‌‌‌ Kipp‌‌had‌‌last‌‌been‌‌able‌‌to‌‌fuck‌‌a‌‌corpse‌‌this‌‌cold.‌ ‌

‌

His‌‌hips‌‌bucked‌‌wildly‌‌as‌‌his‌‌orgasm‌‌built‌‌inside‌‌him.‌The‌‌‌table‌‌rattled‌‌with‌‌the‌‌force,‌‌his‌‌

breath‌coming‌‌out‌‌in‌‌short,‌‌uneven‌‌puffs‌‌of‌‌smoke‌.‌With‌‌a‌‌shudder‌‌and‌‌an‌‌extra‌‌violent‌‌thrust‌‌‌

he‌‌came‌‌deep‌‌inside‌‌the‌‌corpse’s‌‌leg,‌‌right‌‌against‌‌their‌‌femur.‌It‌‌‌was‌‌a‌‌feeling‌‌unlike‌‌any‌‌other.‌ ‌

‌

A‌‌satisfied,‌‌pleased‌‌shiver‌‌ran‌‌up‌‌his‌‌spine‌‌as‌‌he‌‌pulled‌‌out,‌‌wiped‌‌his‌‌cock‌‌off‌‌on‌‌the‌‌

victims‌clean‌‌fur,‌‌then‌‌fixed‌‌his‌‌uniform‌.‌The‌‌actual‌‌butchering‌‌of‌‌the‌‌corpse‌‌went‌‌by‌‌like‌‌a‌‌‌ breeze.‌He‌‌‌fucked‌‌up‌‌the‌‌skin‌‌in‌‌a‌‌couple‌‌places,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌one‌‌hunk‌‌of‌‌meat‌‌was‌‌fucked‌‌to‌‌

oblivion,‌but‌‌other‌‌than‌‌that‌‌he‌‌was‌‌pretty‌‌proud‌‌of‌‌his‌‌work!‌‌ ‌

‌

“Took‌ya‌‌long‌‌enough‌.”‌Commented‌‌Kaden’s‌‌husky,‌‌sleepy‌‌voice‌‌from‌‌the‌‌corner‌.‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌nearly‌‌jumped‌‌out‌‌of‌‌his‌‌skin‌.‌He‌‌spun‌‌around,‌‌and‌‌faced‌‌the‌‌other‌‌cusige‌‌who‌‌was‌‌‌ leisurely‌‌relaxing‌‌in‌‌the‌‌corner‌‌still,‌‌but‌‌now‌‌with‌‌his‌‌cock‌‌out‌‌and‌‌a‌‌questionable‌‌splot‌‌of‌‌fluid‌‌on‌‌ the‌‌floor‌‌in‌‌front‌‌of‌‌him.‌ ‌
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“Usually‌‌newbies‌‌fuck‌‌the‌‌first‌‌live‌‌one‌‌I‌‌bring‌‌in,‌‌or‌‌go‌‌ham‌‌in‌‌the‌‌necro-dream-closet.‌‌ Was‌‌surprised‌‌you’d‌‌bring‌‌them‌‌all‌‌the‌‌way‌‌back‌‌here‌‌AND‌‌finish‌‌your‌‌job~”‌ ‌

‌

“How‌‌long‌‌have‌‌you‌‌been‌‌awake??”‌‌Kipp‌‌huffed.‌ ‌

‌

“Long‌‌enough‌‌to‌‌watch‌‌you‌‌bust‌‌a‌‌nut‌‌in‌‌their‌‌leg.”‌ ‌

‌

“Great…”‌ ‌

‌

Kaden‌‌laughed‌‌at‌‌Kipp’s‌‌reactions,‌‌standing‌‌and‌‌putting‌‌his‌‌dick‌‌back‌‌in‌‌his‌‌pants.‌He‌‌‌

sauntered‌over‌‌and‌‌examined‌‌the‌‌other‌‌cusige’s‌‌work‌.‌Decent‌‌skin‌‌work,‌‌cut‌‌properly,‌‌sorted‌.‌‌ Not‌‌too‌‌shabby.‌Most‌‌‌newbies‌‌fucked‌‌up‌‌half‌‌or‌‌more‌‌of‌‌their‌‌cuts.‌ ‌

‌

“You‌‌did‌‌a‌‌swell‌‌job.”‌‌He‌‌finally‌‌said,‌‌patting‌‌Kipp‌‌on‌‌the‌‌shoulder.‌“Don’t‌‌‌worry‌‌about‌‌the‌‌

piece‌of‌‌meat‌‌you‌‌literally‌‌fucked‌.‌Just‌‌toss‌‌it‌‌in‌‌with‌‌the‌‌hooves‌‌and‌‌neck‌‌and‌‌such,‌‌the‌‌grinder‌‌‌ meat.‌So‌‌‌long‌‌as‌‌at‌‌least...Eh,‌‌85%‌‌of‌‌it‌‌is‌‌done‌‌right‌‌the‌‌higher‌‌ups‌‌won’t‌‌give‌‌you‌‌any‌‌flack.”‌ ‌

‌

Kipp‌‌didn’t‌‌really‌‌know‌‌how‌‌to‌‌respond.‌ ‌

‌

“Congrats.”‌‌Kaden‌‌said,‌‌saving‌‌him‌‌from‌‌having‌‌to‌‌figure‌‌it‌‌out.‌“You’re‌‌‌trained.‌Cya‌‌‌

some‌other‌‌time‌.‌Your‌‌assignments‌‌are‌‌on‌‌the‌‌board‌.”‌ ‌

‌

With‌a‌‌wave‌‌of‌‌his‌‌hand,‌‌he‌‌left,‌‌leaving‌‌Kipp‌‌alone‌.‌ ‌

‌

He‌stood‌‌there‌‌for‌‌a‌‌while,‌‌unsure‌‌what‌‌to‌‌make‌‌of‌‌the‌‌entire‌‌night,‌‌then‌‌finally‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌‌ check‌‌out‌‌the‌‌board.‌He‌‌‌had‌‌to‌‌butcher‌‌4‌‌more‌‌corpses‌‌before‌‌the‌‌end‌‌of‌‌his‌‌shift‌‌then‌‌any‌‌past‌‌

that‌would‌‌be‌‌counted‌‌as‌‌extra‌‌pay‌.‌Nobody‌‌else‌‌was‌‌scheduled‌‌with‌‌him,‌‌not‌‌even‌‌Kaden‌.‌ ‌

‌

He‌smiled‌.‌There‌‌had‌‌been‌‌quite‌‌a‌‌few‌‌other‌‌corpses‌‌that‌‌looked‌‌delectable‌.‌With‌‌a‌‌pat‌‌‌

of‌‌his‌‌gloves‌‌and‌‌a‌‌new‌‌skip‌‌in‌‌his‌‌step,‌‌Kipp‌‌went‌‌back‌‌down‌‌to‌‌the‌‌freezer‌‌to‌‌pick‌‌out‌‌his‌‌next‌‌

romp‌of‌‌the‌‌night‌.‌ ‌

