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  Content Notes


This book is for readers of the horror genre and is not for the faint at heart. The story contains graphic depictions of gore, human killings, farm animal death, cannibalism, drug usage, necrophilia, graphic lesbian sex, and more.   
 If you are easily triggered, I recommend you don’t read this book. 






  
  Author's Introduction

The Delicious Edition


When I initially wrote both " Dying To Meat You" and "The Taste of Women," I never believed I would branch out into the horror world. I love "love stories," and if you have read either of these books, you will know they are both love stories underneath the violence and gruesome world of cannibalism.
Over a year later, I have journeyed so far into horror that I am completely invested. I met some wonderful folks, and some shady characters along the way, but for the most part, the horror world has embraced these two stories with sales and positive reviews.
With these two stories, I have created a little cannibal universe of my own. "The Taste of Women" is the full-length novel of a woman who's lived a hard and rough life trying to survive a disease that has turned her into a cannibal. As she has evolved and grown older, she also developed a conscience, as well as a heart. "Dying To Meat You" is a novella that takes the same story but is told from the point of view of the final victim, as well as the love interest. *See, it is a love story.
My cannibal universe is not, and may never be complete. I wanted to reissue these two stories in a deluxe edition that will celebrate the upcoming release of "Mastering The Art of Female Cookery," which will also be released by the wonderful folks at Undertaker Books. This book has been through various presses and editors, all giving me praise on a book they wanted, yet no one took the time to contract it and release. Finally, it has found the love it deserves with Undertaker Press.

My profound thanks to editor Rebecca Cuthbert and Joe Stout at Undertaker Books for believing in me enough to take me under their wings and help me finally release another chapter in my cannibal universe. Through Undertaker Books, I have signed an exclusive contract with my horror stories… and here is the first: The Delicious Edition of "The Taste of Women."
May this be the start of a wonderful partnership together in business and in friendship. Without further ado, I present to you… The Taste of Women.






  
  Original Story Origins


Thank you for reading The Taste of Women. This is the full story of my novella, “Dying To Meat You.”  
In 2022, I took a class on how to write horror from AutoCrit. It was a fun class that had us break down character bios, beat sheets, and finalize one full scene. I started with this, as the characters I created just seemed to evolve in this direction. I had not originally planned on writing a cannibal. My thoughts going into the horror class were to learn how to write Gothic horror, something similar to “Mexican Gothic” or even “Rebecca.” But as I delved into the class, the idea of writing a Sapphic serial killer seemed to spark my imagination. 
My writing, I feel, tends to lean to the extremes. With stories about addiction, unsafe BDSM relationships, even rapists, I tend to push the boundaries a little with my writing. Diving into some pretty graphic horror didn’t seem all that far-fetched to me.
During the class, the original idea came out to be a novella that started out being called “A Killer Story,” a narrative about a ghostwriter who takes a job with a horror novelist and ultimately writes her own death sequence. Keeping the voice strongly in a very narrow third person, I knew nothing about the killer other than what lies she told the victim. And at the end, I struggled to decide if she would be killed or there would be a happily ever after for her. At the end of the book, I still didn’t know. 
Throughout the writing of the novella, I never really felt that the cannibal and the ghostwriter were inherently lesbians, other than stating they were. It was during the second draft, because the first one was utterly shit and didn’t make a lot of sense, that I said to myself if these characters were lesbians, they needed to get it on. Like I said earlier, I take everything to the extremes. Not only did they have sex, but this horror novel, which was supposed to be Gothic horror, turned so far in the opposite direction, it turned erotic. I mean, come on... you have a lesbian cannibal that likes to eat women. I think we all can see the tongue-in-cheek here. 
After the second draft, I sent this out to some unbiased beta readers, who picked it apart and found the humor in it all, because I didn’t really take the story seriously. It was at that point I changed the name of it to “Dying To Meat You,” with “meat” being the play on words. Again, you can’t take this seriously. 
Before I released it as a reader magnet and a $1.00 read on Amazon, I came up with the idea of a longer version of the story, this time from the killer’s perspective. It was no longer about the victim, but about the killer and why she kills. Now, my killer had a voice and a conscience. Wow... could she really be human? Not only did I humanize our cannibal, but I also came up with the idea of writing the backstory, which might one day come out as another book. 
 It’s been a fun journey to venture into horror that isn’t the norm for Sapphic literature. Most horror in the Sapphic community seems to have supernatural elements or leans towards witches, vampires, and shifters. Horror encompasses a wide range of genres, from hauntings to splatterpunk, an intense horror with no limits. While I don’t think I’m hitting the splatterpunk genre, which is described as a literary genre characterized by graphically described scenes of an extremely gory nature, I might be close. 
I’m glad I took this journey into horror and I am looking forward to exploring it even more.






  
  THE TASTE OF WOMEN









  
  Chapter 1


Fleeing New Orleans wasn’t in the plans, but as Detective Brody began sniffing a little too close to home, Valerie needed a new place to dwell. She had already taken over the identity of Katherine Bishop, an effortless task as no one knew who she really was—an author who lived behind a cartoon avatar online. With the Internet, everyone did everything hidden behind the curtains of anonymity. The only hazard that came with consuming a popular novelist and stealing her identity meant that Valerie needed to continue publishing or questions may arise—ones like, “Where in the world is Katherine Bishop?” 
That’s why she had enlisted the help of ghostwriters. Five years as Katherine, Valerie thought she was doing good for herself, using her killings as inspiration for Katherine’s horror genre. How easy. That’s why she intentionally sought Katherine. She had continuously moved east from California to Nevada, up to Utah, down to New Mexico, Oklahoma, Arkansas, then Louisiana. Brody had followed her trail each time. It would be advantageous to deviate from the norm and return west. She liked the South, the warmth, which was why she stayed in the lower states.
As always, she packed light. Wherever she’d land, Valerie would blend into her surroundings, taking only what she needed: cash, a change of clothes, and, of course, protein to live another day. With Katherine’s identification, hefty bank account, and car, Valerie vacated the flat in the French Quarter and headed west on Interstate 10 until she found the perfect spot.
Houston was out of the question—too big of a city. There was always someone poking their nose into other people’s business. Before reaching the congested city, the new Katherine Bishop took a turn and headed north. The idea of rural life might provide her with a little more privacy, where she could feast for weeks on end without having to kill so often. It wasn’t always about the kill, though with Katherine, it was. Valerie had sought the author and murdered her before they even exchanged smiles.


She pulled off the two-lane road for a fill-up. As she pumped, she listened to an old man talking with the gas station attendant about not being able to sell his farm. Being too elderly to continue running it, he wanted to retire to the lake for some fishing.
When the tired man returned to his truck, she hollered across the pump at him. “I’m looking to buy a place in the neighborhood. Got an asking price on your place?”
“Oh, not much. It ain’t got much potential. Some slop pigs, two cows that are about as old as I am. Best thing about it is Dolly. She guards everything. Cranky old llama, she is. Got a farmhand, too. She’s a little strange. Not much for brains, but loyal as all get out,” the old southern man said, not answering the question.
“Sounds like you don’t want to tell me a price. Mind if I take a look? I’m Katherine Bishop, by the way.” It wasn’t the first time she introduced herself as Katherine and wouldn’t be the last. So easy to jump from one persona to the next.
“Hank. Why don’t you follow me? I’ll give you a tour, then you tell me what it’s worth.”
She agreed, dipping into her car and following good ol’ Hank to his ranch in the middle of nowhere, Texas. Hank’s truck crackled the pebbles of the driveway as he entered his gates at the street. The house sat at the back of the property with a nice yard, or what used to be one. It could use some tender loving care. So could the home. While quite large, it had seen better days. What Katherine noticed was how the little river ran directly through the property.
She skidded to a stop next to Hank’s truck—an old clunker, but they built those classic Fords solid. They both stomped over the rocky pavement and up to the rickety porch, where he took her around back, limping with a drag of one foot. “Don’t use the front door much. Sticks, but with a little elbow grease, should not be a problem. It’s just me and Breana here, so no real need. Easy to just enter off the side here.”
“Why are you selling?” Katherine asked.
“Just old. No kids. Wife gone. Hell, no one in town, hardly no more. Should’ve sold long ago. Stubborn, I guess.”
Sounded perfect. No one would miss an old coot like Hank. The patio sat between two buildings, made from glass that covered the river running underneath. A glass ceiling encased it. Katherine swiftly took hold of an iron fire poker that leaned against an outdoor stove. Holding it close to her body, she asked, “How far back does the property go?”
“All the way to those trees down yonder. On the other side is a forest. Almost a mile from another person on either side.” He grabbed the screen, opening it for them and stepping in.
Right behind him, Katherine entered and took in the house, her eyes darting to the corners. Most people didn’t hide their security, if they had any. With his back turned to her, she flipped the poker. “So, Hank, how about I take this place off your hands?”
When he turned around, Katherine slammed the iron up through his chin. His eyes fluttered closed as blood oozed from his mouth. She ripped the iron out, dropping him to the ground. It sucked to have to stain the hardwood flooring as he bled out. Katherine eyed the blood on her hand, licking it for a boost of energy. Her expression twisting as she did. There was a distinct difference between men and women, almost like chocolate and vanilla. 
Just as she was about to drop the iron to pull Hank from the house, she heard footsteps on the wood behind her. With a quick about-face, Katherine brandished the poker at the frozen woman, not more than five feet tall and stocky. She thought the woman would run away screaming, but mesmerized, she stood almost in a trance.
Katherine cocked her head. “Do I need to shove this down your throat, too?”
She spoke. “No.”
“You must be Breana,” Katherine asked.
“Yes.”
It didn’t make sense. She narrowed her eyes, furrowing her brow, wondering why the woman hadn’t fled. “Aren’t you afraid of me?”
“No.”
She hummed in agreement to the riddle. “I’m moving in as the new owner of the farm. You can either stay on, help me keep up with the farm—daily activities, show me how to live here—or I can kill you and have you for dinner.”
The woman’s little legs rushed around Katherine, scooping up Hank with ease and dragging him out the back door. With slow, precise steps, Katherine stepped over the trail of blood in the house. Breana dropped the body on the porch, then hurried to a small redwood barn off the side of the house. She returned with a black tarp, which she placed just off the porch. With a few tugs, Hank’s head smashed against each step as she pulled him downstairs to the tarp.
From the porch, Katherine leaned against the frame and watched as Breana hauled the corpse across the farmland to the outer barn. Hank was right when he said Breana was loyal as all get out. She hadn’t blinked an eye as she expunged the bleeding body. Katherine’s eyes widened as Breana exited the barn, locked it up, and stomped back to the house. With ungraceful steps, she crossed the room without even questioning Katherine’s motives. 
Plotting a plan in her head, Katherine took a gander at the land to process where she was and her next moves. The clunking behind her distracted Katherine; her neck twisted to find that Breana, on her knees, was scrubbing the blood out from the wood before it stained. Loyal. 
She’d let the woman work. Katherine explored the home, methodically studying the exits and escape routes. The house was beautiful. Sad Hank couldn’t sell it; he might have been asking too much. It definitely needed work. Not knowing how long she’d be there; she might as well dive into some manual labor and fix a few things for whoever came after her.
There was work to do, including dealing with the pesky email coming from the real Katherine’s editor. She grabbed her phone just to see that there were no bars. Great, no signal in the middle of nowhere. She directed herself back to Breana, who was still scrubbing away.
“Doesn’t Hank have the Internet?” Katherine asked.
“Yes.” She didn’t look up from the task.
There weren’t even any Wi-Fi signals in the area. “Where?”
“Mister bedroom.”
Jumping from room to room, Katherine finally found Hank’s bedroom in the other building across from the patio. He didn’t sleep in the main house but in a space, much like a guest house featuring a living area, bath, and a large master-suite-sized bedroom with a huge closet. Not that Katherine had many clothes; she never had a closet the size of a bedroom. She couldn’t believe she found a mansion-sized home in the sticks. 
A small wooden desk sat in the corner with a computer on it, probably the newest technology in the house. It was hard-wired to an outdated router on the floor. There wasn’t any Wi-Fi. Logging on, she sent a vague email to her editor, mentioning a long-due vacation before starting a new book. The location provided Katherine with something she had never had before: seclusion. No wireless phone signals.
Dropping down at the computer, Katherine stared at the little frame next to her. She picked it up for a closer look. It was a picture of Hank and a woman, looking very happy. Probably his former wife. No time to get sentimental. She wrote an ad for a new ghostwriter—female, in-person work—and posted it. She needed her next victim. 


By late afternoon, Breana had finished the floor. Time would tell if they’d have to cover the area with a rug or not. She was in the washroom, emptying the mops and towels into the laundry and adding a lot of bleach to it.
Katherine leaned on the door frame, looking in. “Do I need to worry about you? Opening your mouth to anyone?”
“No. No talk.”
“Good. Maybe we need to have a discussion. Finish up and meet me out here.”
Katherine waited in the kitchen, just next to the washroom. As she did, she took inventory of supplies and what she might need for a while. How long she’d be there was still up in the air. Breana came out and stood in the room, not saying anything. The creepiness did just that—it creeped her out.
The one thing Katherine learned over the decades was to remain as calm and collected as possible. It made her appear less vulnerable, and if not that, people feared her. Fear turned up the adrenaline, which pumped the blood and sweetened it. The other way to get the blood and adrenaline up was option two: sex. There were reasons to choose women as victims. Usually the weaker gender, men were just naturally stronger than women. The other reason was that she could seduce them, ravage them, and then kill them during their most exposed moment. How glorious it was to bring a woman to the brink, having their screams be a combination of pleasure and death.
But if she needed to kill Breana, sex was the furthest thing from her mind, especially with her. “You can live. For now. What do you do around this place? What’s your job?”
“Animals. Garden. Cook. Clean. I do all things,” Breana said, still standing and providing simple answers for a simple woman.
“Did Hank pay you?”
“No. I live here. Work.”
“How long have you been here? Got any family?” Katherine asked, probing for the information she needed.
“Here, little girl. No family.”
Katherine shrugged. “Here’s the deal. You do your job, like before, and I’ll pay you. Do what I say and all will be well. But if I find out that you betray me, I won’t hesitate to kill you. Can you live with that?”
“Yes. I work for you. No Mister no more.”
“The name is Katherine. Now, let’s go to the barn and get some dinner. I’ll teach you how to cook food for my special diet. I think you’ll like it too.”
Breana turned on her heel, leading Katherine to the barn where she had sprawled out Hank’s body in the pen farthest from the door. With the tarp still under him, Hank had bled out. Katherine might have liked to save some of the blood, but that would be for the next victim. She would have to explain to Breana how to drain a body properly.
Staring down at Hank, she dreaded the thought of eating a man, especially an overweight, elderly one. Stringy meat, full of fat. They would have to clean it thoroughly for a viable source of protein and iron. Breana scurried off, grabbing a machete from the tools. She entered a pen of oinking pigs, as if she were about to slaughter one for their evening’s meal.
Katherine called out, “That’s not what we’re having for dinner. Come over here.”
Finally, Breana showed some emotion, confusion. Her brow furrowed as she returned to Katherine’s side.
She pointed to Hank. “That’s what we’re eating tonight.”
They stared at each other. Katherine’s back didn’t slack at all. She kept a straight and serious lock of eyes on Breana. With a shrug, Breana walked into the pen, squatted next to the body, and then raised her arm just to have it slam down, slicing off Hank’s leg at the knee. When she stood up with the drumstick in her hand, there was also a tear in her eye. They had been close. No doubt. The woman had lived there since she was young. Hank had to have been like family to her. It was no wonder she shed a tear for the man they’d consume in a few hours.
Katherine, on the other hand, had no remorse. Maybe at the beginning of this life of crime, but it was old hat now. After more than forty years of living in hell, she had become numb to slicing someone up for dinner. Breana would get there too, if she lived past tomorrow. It still hadn't been decided, but after watching Breana dismember her former boss, Katherine had more respect for her than before.


Back in the kitchen, Katherine and Breana stood over the kitchen sink. She demonstrated how to skin the leg, carve through the muscles and tendons, leaving a hunk of meat with the proper amount of fat for flavor. In the skillet, Katherine melted a pat of butter before dropping the cut in the pan for searing. Adding a little red wine, she fried it up as she vocalized the process. Breana stood next to her, making mental notes and nodding along the way.
Katherine cut a small piece, stabbing it with a fork and presenting it to Breana for tasting. “I know this seems like cruel and unusual punishment for ol' Hank here but go on and give it a try.”
Without hesitation, Breana took the fork and consumed the meat. She hummed and nodded as she chewed, swallowing when done.
“I do prefer female meat. Much more palatable. Don’t worry, I’m not ready to eat you yet, but I am going to have to find someone soon. There is enough meat on Hank to last us a while, but I prefer a body that is slimmer. Much healthier. When I do bring a woman here, I expect you to keep quiet and mind your own business. Once I am done with her, much like Hank, we can string her up in the barn and drain her blood first. Have you ever heard of a smoothie?”
“Yes. Cold. Fruity,” Breana said.
“Similar. Yes, but we’ll be using the woman’s blood. We’ve gotta keep that in the icebox. Now, Hank isn’t going to last out there in the barn, so—“
“I cut, clean, put in freezer for later.”
“Excellent. So, grab some plates. Hank will be ready in a few minutes.”


After dinner, Katherine wandered around the house, still looking at everything, familiarizing herself with her surroundings. It was her place for now. Although the hazards of a small town were inevitable; eventually, she would need to go shopping, venture into town where everyone might know Hank. They would ask questions, maybe even check on him if she didn’t have a convincing story.
At the same time, she hadn’t fully trusted Breana. In fact, she didn’t trust anyone. Trust was a treacherous path for her, as its outcome would surely be the electric chair if she were exposed. That wasn’t an option. Breana scurried toward the barn, constantly looking over her shoulder as if she were doing something wrong. Katherine’s awareness kicked in, prompting her to follow Breana and watch from the door. 
When Katherine peeked in, she noticed Breana in the pen with Hank. Even with an obstructed view, Katherine saw a familiar bobbing of Breana’s head, moving up and down. Her eyes widened as she cautiously took steps toward her. As she peered over the rail, she saw exactly what she had predicted. Breana was a sick little one.
The rustling of the hay alerted Breana to her presence. She quickly jumped up, removing good ol’ Hank from her mouth. Her eyes widened in fear of Katherine as she placed her body to shield Hank’s from Katherine.
Not one to judge, Katherine had her share of vices and oddities. “I won’t tell if you don’t. Continue.”
She turned to leave. At the door, she cast another glance over her shoulder at Breana, who had dropped back down to her knees and resumed the activity. Perhaps this was a sign of trust.
Back in the house, Katherine headed to the master bedroom, found a clean pair of sheets, and changed them. She needed to eliminate Hank’s musky man smell before she could sleep. 






  
  Chapter 2


After finally settling in, Katherine drifted off to sleep, only to be abruptly awakened by the sound of Hank’s truck tires crunching on the driveway gravel. She quickly jerked up, rushing towards the door. Not that Breana had taken the car and left; rather, she had returned from wherever she had been. She wasn’t alone. Breana hurriedly moved around the vehicle, opening the passenger door. 
Katherine’s eyes widened in horror as Breana pulled a limp woman from the truck and dropped her at Katherine’s feet. Like a cat presenting prey to its owner, that is what Breanaa did. The woman was still alive, her chest rising and falling with each breath.
“As much as I appreciate the gesture, you cannot just run off and kidnap people,” Katherine said.
There was a hint of sadness in Breana’s eyes, as if Katherine had scolded her. It was a sweet gesture, which also underscored the level of trust she had in Breana. The early hours of dawn were upon them, so Katherine motioned for Breana to return to the house. “Come on. Take her to the bedroom, and we’ll restrain her.”
Breana scooped up the young, skinny brunette and carried her into the house, down the hall to a guest bedroom at the far end. The room had a small window without curtains. Outside, it overlooked the patio, which separated the master bedroom from the rest of the house. The woman’s hands and legs were bound, and small droplets of blood created a line from the front door to the bedroom. As soon as Breana dropped the woman onto the bed, she hurried back to clean up the trail with such precision that one could not tell what had occurred.
Katherine admired the unconscious woman. While Hank, or men in general, supplied more meat, their food source wouldn't last. Women, on the other hand, were a fine cut and deliciously flavorful, but there wasn’t much meat on them. They could stretch it out by mixing it with some pork or poultry, possibly lasting a month since she now had two mouths to feed. Hopefully, before this woman’s supply ran out, Katherine would have another victim lined up.
The woman stirred, regaining consciousness from whatever Breana had done to her. It was probably just a good old conk on the head. Just as Katherine was about to call for some rope, Breana arrived, holding it in her hands. Loyal as ever. Together, they maneuvered the victim’s body into an X shape and secured all the limbs to the bedposts. With a firm tug, Katherine nodded in approval at Breana’s work.
“Hog-tied,” the simple-minded woman remarked.
“Not exactly, but it’ll hold her,” Katherine said.
Breana sounded almost excited about the prospect of killing someone herself. “I get knife.”
“Not yet. Think of it like a cat. We play with it before we kill it. That’s what I’m going to do. You go on now. I’ll call you when I need something.”
Breana scurried off, leaving her alone with the woman who had finally opened her eyes. She screamed and fought to free herself as Katherine stood at the foot of the bed.
“Good morning. And who might you be?” Katherine asked.
The woman panicked, pleading, “Let me go. Don’t hurt me.”
Katherine shook her head. “Why do women always say that? I mean, really. If you’re tied up and asking to be set free, do you honestly think that’s enough to convince me? It’s always the same thing. I’m actually quite tired of hearing it.”
“What do you want? Why am I here?”
“Once you answer my question, I might be kind enough to answer yours. So, what’s your name, princess?” Katherine asked again.
“M-m-marie,” the woman stammered.
“Thank you, Marie. To address your questions, what do I want? Many things, one of which is to devour you. Why are you here? Well, my overzealous friend thought it would be a nice gesture to take you as a sacrifice without thinking things through. So, alas, you’re here, and now I need to decide what to do with you.”
Marie squirmed, twisting on the sheets as she believed it would aid in her escape. Her skin had paled, losing its natural tan, and had turned pasty white. Fear had taken hold, causing adrenaline to surge through her veins. Despite her attempts to remain silent, Katherine could hear the rapid thumping of Marie’s heart against her rib cage, reverberating and rattling her bones.
Once again, Marie let out a scream. Katherine remarked, “You’re about a mile away from any living soul. Save your energy.”
She left Marie alone, giving the woman time to calm down before the cat-and-mouse game began. An hour later, she returned to find the bound woman squirming as she entered the room. It didn’t matter. Katherine brandished a pair of scissors and cut off the woman’s clothes. Marie had ripe breasts, youthful enough to keep their firmness without sagging to the side. Her body lacked excess fat, which was why Breana had no trouble carrying the delicate woman.
“Please don’t hurt me.” Tears streamed down Marie’s face. “Do whatever you want, then let me go. I’ll forget about this; about you. Please!”
“Silly woman,” Katherine said, running her fingers over Marie’s breast and flicking her nipple, causing it to stiffen. Fear had that effect on people. Marie didn’t enjoy the touch; she despised it. Her body trembled, as if shivering from cold; it was the adrenaline working overtime.
With Hank’s body on ice, there was no rush to slice and dice Marie. Katherine could manage and survive with the food she had available. Not that she couldn’t consume men; she preferred the more delicate cut of a woman.
Katherine lowered her head to the tight bud, covering it with her mouth and nibbling on it. Marie whimpered, her flesh tender under the gentle pressure, still struggling to free herself. But there was nowhere for her to go. The knots were securely fastened, requiring even Breana to use a serrated knife to release her. She slid her hand over Marie’s soft stomach, moving down to the tangle of hair between her legs. With blood pulsing, Marie felt warm to the touch. Katherine slipped her finger between the folds, easily finding her center as her legs were spread wide. Once again, another whimper. 
She glanced to the fearful woman's face and said, “We’re going to be doing this for a while, so you might as well stop fighting and enjoy it. I’m pretty sure you’re not a virgin, by any means, so you know this feels good.” 
As she began the quest to bring Marie to climax, Katherine circled her clit, massaging it with a steady pace. Marie pressed her lips and eyes closed, fighting any resemblance of enjoyment.
“The more you fight, the sooner I’ll be bored of you. And once I’m bored... well, I think we both know how this ends. But, if you play nice, I might just keep you alive for a while,” Katherine pulled her hand from Marie’s sex and gave her fingers a lick. “I’ll give you a moment to decide how this will play out.”
She left the room, leaving Marie alone with her clothes cut away, still under her. The cat-and-mouse game began. Katherine lived for this. The victim feared death more than sex. The longer she stayed alive, the more chances for escape. Marie was in the room, looking around and trying to plot out a plan. Katherine didn’t need to be in there to know exactly what was in Marie’s head. She’d do the same thing if the roles were reversed. Normally, Katherine liked her women free from restraints. She wasn’t into kinky bondage, especially when the woman didn’t want to be tied up in the first place. There was an art to seduction, one that Katherine loved. She wanted a woman to give herself to her, to open herself up to where she was most vulnerable. During that dance, she’d drug them, so they’d be up for anything, including being eaten alive. That was a possibility for Marie. Katherine had thought about giving her a little magic pill so she could remove the rope, but since the fear already existed, drugs might only enhance that. She couldn’t chance the side effects of giving Marie an unfair advantage. 

From the living room, Katherine heard the bedroom door creak open. It couldn’t have been Marie coming out, so it had to be someone going in. Going to investigate, Katherine stalked toward the door and found it cracked open. She peered between the frame and the door to see Breana standing over the bed, inching toward the captive woman.
Just as her finger pressed into Marie’s sex, Katherine barged in. “Do not touch my toys.”
Breana jumped back, dashing out of the room.
Katherine joined Marie at the bed. “I’m sorry about that. Good help is just so hard to find. I’m going to clean you up, and we’ll start again. Maybe this time you won’t cringe at my touch.” 
Katherine stepped into the bathroom in the room then returned with a basin of warm water and a cloth. With delicate strokes, she bathed Marie as she pulled the cut clothes out from under her. Ending between her thighs, Katherine danced her hand around Marie’s center as Marie, no longer wiggling, looked on. 
“Have you ever had a woman between your legs?”
“I’ve dabbled with the same sex, but I’m not a lesbian,” Marie said.
“It’s a shame. We could have been good friends, you and I.” Katherine reached her bud, giving it a firm press. Marie breathed in deep, closing her eyes without cringing. Just the way Katherine wanted her to be. “This doesn’t need to be a frightening experience. Think of this as just another kink. Ever been tied to a bed before? One of your boy toys handcuff you or blindfold you?”
“Yes.”
“Did you like it?”
“Not particularly. I’m more of a hands-on kind of lover.”
“Good to know. I think I’ll probably be a little gentler than a man, unless you like it rough.”
“Again, not particularly.”
Katherine hummed with delight as she strummed a song of pleasure between Marie’s legs. It was nice to see Marie humoring her, even if she didn’t want to be in the predicament. Her hips bucked upward, meeting Katherine’s hand. Over and over, her breathing deepened, and her heart rate rose. As Katherine brought her to the brink of orgasm, Marie moaned in a high-pitched squeak. She pressed her lips together because she wasn’t supposed to like it. Instead of stopping, Katherine inserted her fingers into her sex. Pressing as hard as she could, Katherine fucked her vigorously, turning the muffled enjoyment into a cry for more. She removed her hand to find a pool of her juices in the cup of her palm.
Katherine lapped at it and, when finished, said, “And this is why I prefer women. Sweetness in the palm of my hand.”
She exited the room, pulling open the door. As she did, she came face to face with Breana, who must have been watching. Katherine smirked. “Did you enjoy what you saw?”
Breana nodded.
“Has anyone ever made love to you like that?”
She shook her head.
Of course, no one had. The small, troll-like woman had lived a very sheltered life. Although from what she had seen, Breana knew how to give head. She didn’t want to ask whether Hank had done something to her. Sad if he had, but Breana knew something about sex.
She put her arm around Breana, guiding her to the living room. “In the barn, you did something to Hank.” Breana dropped her head, as if hiding from the sin. She continued, “Nothing to be ashamed of, just curious about how you learned that?”
“I watch,” Breana said.
“So, good ol’ Hank got sucked off quite a bit.” Katherine chuckled and said, “Have you ever seen two women together?”
She shook her head as she sat across from Katherine. “No. Pretty.”
“Yes, two women are a pretty sight. Here’s what I’ll do for you. Since you don’t seem to have an issue with a little rigor mortis, when I’m done with Marie in there, you can have at her before we slice her up for dinner. That’s as long as you don’t touch her while she is alive. Do we have a deal?”
“Yes,” Breana nodded. “No touch now. Touch warm spot later.”
“Exactly,” Katherine confirmed. “So, is Hank all taken care of?”
“Yes. I cut meat. Save part for me. Rest for pigs.”
Katherine narrowed her eyelids, trying to understand what she meant. “Pigs?”
“Pigs eat everything. No more Hank.”
And that was that. Breana knew how to get rid of a body, which probably wasn’t that hard out in the middle of nowhere. Much easier than in New Orleans.

      [image: image-placeholder]Katherine wasn’t cold-hearted. At various times of the day, she attended to Marie, giving her bathroom breaks and meals. Because of the captive state, they didn’t make love. No. Katherine had to take it from her, which led to a very one-sided relationship. Not that she wanted a relationship. She’d had that before, and it didn’t end well. But not having that mutual lust, it grew tiresome. There was only so much fun she could have. 
She strolled into the room, wearing a pair of overalls she found. It deviated from the usual appearance that Marie had come to expect. So, when Katherine entered dressed for business, panic set in with Marie, and she tried to burrow herself into the bed.
“I’m going to give you a little something to help you sleep.” Katherine held up a syringe.
“No. Please. I did what you wanted. I let you have your way with me. Please. Let me go.” A cold layer of sweat beaded over Marie’s skin; her voice cracking as she spoke.
“And for that, I thank you. And for that, I’m being humane and not allowing you to feel your suffering. We both knew how this would end. It was only a matter of time. Right?”
Tears ran down her cheeks. “Please. I’m begging you.”
No matter how many tears were shed, Katherine had grown immune to the terrified pleas of her victims. The first time, her hands trembled at the thought of taking one’s life. Now, she didn’t think twice. She needed to kill to live. Katherine jabbed the needle into Marie’s thigh, a subcutaneous injection in the top of her leg.
Marie screamed, probably not from the pain of the needle, though it was a thick one. More so because she knew her death was around the corner.
Katherine and Breana had already prepped the barn. They had cuffs and chains for when they hung meat out to drain and dry. Come to find out, Hank and his wife used to hunt deer and other animals, come back and skin them, turning the meat into sausage and selling it at the local markets. This made Breana well-versed in how to cure meat for aging.
As soon as Marie dozed off to sleep, the two women carried her to the barn and strung her up by the feet. With the antiquated pulley system, Breana lifted the body in the air. She positioned a galvanized metal trough under Marie, who dangled in the air above it. The knife cut through her throat with one swift swipe of Katherine’s arm, hitting the jugular veins and carotid arteries. Being drugged, Marie felt nothing. She was dead before the cut. Blood poured from the slice. The first drops tinged against the metal, which alerted the animals. They made noises for a moment until the trough held enough liquid to have a steady rhythm. Katherine would leave Breana with Marie, but first she used a serrated knife to cut through the skin, sawing off the left breast as close to the body as possible.
More blood oozed over her hands as she pulled the breast away from the body. “I’m going to make dinner. She’s yours now.”
Katherine stepped away and again, by the barn door, she turned to see Breana take Marie’s sex to her mouth. Obviously, something she learned from either Hank and his wife or from spying on her with Marie. Most likely, both. 

Breast meat was fatty, just like taking a slice from the ass cheeks. Three minutes on both sides with a pat of butter in a hot pan. She had learned how to get creative with meat over the years, but it was the first cut she loved the most. It melted in her mouth.
Breana joined her for dinner. She shared the breast, allowing the woman who did the hard work a chance to dine on the delicacy that Katherine enjoyed most. At the table, she needed to make sure Breana was on board with others. There were a few applications for ghostwriters. Having someone roaming around the house would be a challenge, but also a fun one. They discussed the plan, or to say Katherine did. Breana nodded a lot, agreeing to keep the barn locked and keep a close eye on them. For Katherine, her plan was simple. Lure them to the house, seduce them, making love to them until she either needed meat, or the woman uncovered the secret.
Over the years, she had played many roles. She took on more identities than she could remember. Her trail of missing girls was long. Detective Sean Brody hadn't connected all of them to the same person. There wasn’t even a clear suspect yet. Hell, the authorities hadn’t even concluded that the kidnapper or killer was a woman. Brody was a menace, for sure.
Sitting across from her at the table was a loyal woman. Katherine chuckled, thinking she should sic Breana on Brody. Not yet. Brody wouldn’t make his way to backwoods Texas soon. There were already enough missing persons in a town like this, most of whom probably hitched a ride to get out of dodge and left their families without notes. Not uncommon in small towns. She’d seen her share of them over the years.

      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning, Breana was up at dawn, working on the farm. Katherine sat on the back porch with her refreshing, freshly drained blood cocktail that she mixed with beets, celery, and apple. She despised coffee but drank it when rationing. That wasn’t the case that morning, but she could still smell it lingering from the house. Breana drank coffee by the pot. 
Katherine knew nothing about farm life. If she had still been back in New Orleans, she would have used the energy to go for a run along Lake Pontchartrain. Until she familiarized herself with the surroundings and the townsfolk, Katherine needed to keep a low profile, which meant being cooped up with no outlet for what human consumption did for her. She pulled herself from the chair and marched out to where Breana dug the garden hoe into the ground, aerating the soil.
With her fists planted into her hips, Katherine said, “Give me a job. I need something to do.”
She placed the hoe in Katherine’s hand. “Dig. We plant seeds now.”
There was already a diagram plotted out for the garden. She had torn through half of the grass and dirt. Katherine would do the rest. The yard looked as if it hadn’t been tended to for years, though there were sections along the riverbank that were obviously Breana’s plantings. She was only one person, after all. Maybe it was time to revitalize the area. It was a large undertaking with the amount of land, but time was all Katherine had.

After a hard day of gardening, Katherine adjourned to her new bedroom. The day had exhausted her, and she crashed as soon as she hit the bed, only to wake up in the middle of the night to the sound of a machine grinding outside her window. She peered out into the darkness, seeing the lights on in the barn. Putting on some clothes, Katherine crossed the dark yard, careful not to trip. She didn’t know the land well enough yet. At the door, she peeked in to find Breana at a woodchipper, tossing some lumber in, with it spitting out the other side.
Marie still hung in the corner, missing a breast, and with slices of her thighs gone. What was different was that Breana had attached her limbs to branches and positioned her body to make her look like a piece of artwork. She had seen nothing like it. Marie wore a hat, even while hanging upside down. It was an Easter bonnet of some sort, with fresh flowers adorning it. Katherine didn’t want to know how the hat stayed on Marie’s head. Coming in for a closer investigation, she noticed Marie’s face, bright and vibrant with powder, rouge, and lipstick.
She glanced at Breana, oblivious to the fact that she was in the barn with her. Breana was an odd duck, indeed. As long as all was well, Katherine returned to the house and her suite so she could sleep off the manual labor from the day.






  
  Chapter 3


In the morning, Katherine checked the requests for ghostwriters. She researched the candidates, looking for the right person. She’d spend a few days conversing with them, asking personal questions about their friendships and relationship status. All valid questions for someone who’s travelling across the country for a three-month job. At the end of her search, she agreed to work with a woman named Bernice. A woman with no children and no steady relationship, though attracted to women. A prerequisite for Katherine. It was harder to seduce someone who had eyes for the opposite sex. 
With the plan in motion, Katherine informed Breana that they would have a live-in visitor for a while and to prepare the guest room for her arrival in a few days. As they prepared the house, Katherine’s anxiety rose. It wouldn’t be long before she’d begin the mating ritual she loved, almost like a black widow stalking its prey.

The truck arrived at the farm with Bernice in the passenger seat and Breana driving. The trip had taken the ghostwriter two days to arrive by bus, starting from Springfield, Missouri. Breana had picked her up from Beaumont, the closest bus route to the small farm town. 
Katherine greeted them at the front door and extended her hand to their visitor. “It’s so lovely to meet you, Bernice. Welcome. Breana will get your things in the guest room while we get acquainted.”
They adjourned to the study, where they had set up a writing room for Bernice. With no Wi-Fi, Katherine didn’t need to worry about Bernice reaching out to anyone. With no phone signals either, Bernice was all hers. Hank had an old-fashioned typewriter they had pulled out and set up. It surprised Katherine to hear Bernice excited to write without the distraction of the Internet, and in such an antiquated manner. She was a fan of old technology but couldn’t afford to purchase antiques like the pristine mid-century Underwood typewriter that didn’t need electricity to use. 
She seemed to be an old soul in a young body. In her mid-thirties, Bernice still had a lot of millennial tendencies, but found the lack of amenities on the farm to be refreshing. “I’m going to think of this as a detox from life. It’ll be fun. And call me Bernie.”
“Okay, Bernie. Since it’s only Breana and I on the ranch here, I have work to do. I’m thinking you will follow me around, take notes as I handle our daily chores, then you can come back and transcribe them in the afternoons. Does that sound good?” Katherine asked.
“Perfect. Am I your first ghostwriter?”
“Yes, and no. I used a few while in New Orleans, but just to add that pop of eloquence to my simple vocabulary. Recently, I fell in love with this farm, and it takes so much of my energy, I just don’t have it in me to sit down for hours on end to write. And of course, I don’t want to disappoint the fans.”
It was the perfect explanation of why Katherine Bishop, a popular indie horror novelist, needed a ghostwriter in the first place. Bernie bought it all, being excited to work with a published author. As a struggling one, Bernie mentioned she could use the experience for her own upcoming career. Katherine held back the laughter, knowing Bernie wasn’t going to ever publish her work.
They’d start in the morning. With a whole day of traveling, she’d give Bernie the night off but would get her accustomed to her new diet. In the kitchen, Bernie sat at the island while Katherine cooked.
“As I mentioned to you over email, I’m very organic and have a unique palate. It is a high-protein diet of imported rare meats. It takes a bit of getting used to, but once you get back to civilization, the taste of regular USDA ground beef will disgust you.” 
Katherine spoke the truth. There was something quite addictive to human meats and organs that destroyed her taste buds, or maybe enhanced them. After being forced to eat a beautiful human, all other meats tasted sour and putrid. She tried being vegan or vegetarian, but it only made her sick. Her body began shutting down after a while. Doctors found nothing wrong with her, except a lack of iron. They suggested eating more meat, but even after forcing down hamburgers and steaks, nothing seemed to cure her illness until she succumbed to the one type of meat she had refused for so long.
Bernie said, “I consider myself a foodie. Always up for anything.”
Delightful. The woman’s eyes showed excitement for life and new experiences, open to whatever Katherine offered. She wasn’t a knockout, but Bernie was cute, with shoulder-length hair and vibrant green eyes. A few extra pounds wouldn’t tarnish the overall picture.
Being across from a woman who was eager to please brought a refreshing sense of vitality to the farm. She could feel her womanly desires awakening, sending a delightful wave of tingles through her. She knew she would probably sleep alone that night but hoped company would come quickly. She wanted to feel hands on her body soon.
The next move was intentional. Katherine splattered some tomato sauce on her shirt, soaking it while cooking. “Crap. I’m so clumsy. We’re both women here; would you mind if I just take this off? I can’t leave to change right now, or our meal will burn.”
With a wave of her hand, Bernie said, “Go ahead. Where’s the laundry? I’ll toss it in, so it doesn’t stain. I hate tomato spills.”
She tore her shirt away, leaving her body in plain sight for Bernie to admire. She had a very athletic physique. Her diet kept her lean and tight, not looking a day over forty. No one would believe she’d be turning sixty that year, not that she had anyone to tell.
Bernie took the shirt and tossed it in the laundry off the kitchen. When she returned, she hovered close to the stove. “You’ve got an impressive body.”
It worked. Bernie was like putty, molding around the plan. “Thank you. Benefits of eating healthy and working on a farm.”
She giggled. “I guess your helper doesn’t have the same interest in being healthy?”
“She’s a little less picky with her food choices.” Katherine grinned, flashing her charms at Bernie.
“Maybe in three months, I’ll walk away from this with a figure like yours.”
And the seduction began. “It takes more than just food. Exercise, something to get your heart pumping and blood flowing in the evenings. A good, long cardio session to wear you out.”
She leaned forward, taking in the words. “I doubt you have a personal trainer coming here, so I’m assuming that means you’d be the one making me sweat.”
This would be too easy. The pasta sauce used Marie’s blood as a flavor booster, and the thigh for meatballs. Katherine held out a spoonful of sauce for Bernie to taste, who blew on it a little, then covered the spoon with her mouth, humming in approval. “Delicious.”
“So are you,” Katherine said, as her finger wiped away a little leftover sauce from the corner of her mouth.
“You didn’t need to use your finger.”
“Sounds like you have other ideas for this work relationship.”
Bernie shrugged. “I’ve read a lot of books, and when the boss takes her shirt off in front of the new employee, I already know the outcome. Might as well cut to the chase and make the most of it for as long as possible.”
“And a little bold, I see. Or maybe I did just accidentally spill sauce on my shirt.”
Bernie stepped between Katherine and the stove. “You don’t seem like the type who would drop a meatball, so it splashed. I’m not some naïve little girl, Katherine. You’re a mature woman, probably horny as hell because I doubt you’d be getting off to farm animals and trolls.”
Katherine took a deep breath, savoring the moment. While she had recently tasted the flavor of a woman, it hadn’t satisfied her other cravings. Breana did nothing for her. Katherine would rather burn in hell than have Breana touch her in sexual ways. Bernie, on the other hand, was a welcomed presence as she leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Katherine’s lips.
“My question would be, which do I need to let simmer? You or dinner?” Katherine winked.
“Me. I’m starving. I can be the dessert,” Bernie said, pulling away and allowing Katherine to finish preparing the meal. Taking it upon herself to set the table, Bernie opened the cabinets and retrieved a few plates. “Is your friend joining us for dinner, or is it just the two of us?”
“If she wants food, she can plate it herself. Just the two of us.”
The plates clinked in Bernie’s hands as she placed them on the table, positioning them across from each other along with the silverware. Katherine carefully plated the pasta, pouring a generous ladle of sauce over it and adding a few meatballs and cheese. Before sitting down, Katherine poured a glass of red wine for both of them.
“Cheers!” Bernie exclaimed, raising her glass. 

After dinner, Bernie followed Katherine into the master suite. As soon as the door closed, she swiftly pulled her shirt over her head and confidently walked towards the bed. Katherine tilted her head slightly. “I thought it would take a bit longer to reach this point.”
“Do you want me to put my shirt back on? Should we mark it on the calendar, maybe three days from now?” Bernie laughed. 
“I just want you to know that I didn’t bring you here solely to seduce you. There is work to be done,” Katherine added. 
Bernie shrugged. “Like I said, I’m not naïve. Why would you inquire about my sexuality if you didn’t have plans to make love to me? I’m saving you the trouble and offering myself to you.” With that, Bernie removed her bra and discarded it to the side. “Take it or leave it. If you leave it, we’ll keep things professional, but in three months, we’ll both still be horny as fuck.” 
As much as Katherine enjoyed the allure of seducing women into her bed, having one who was willing and ready, without all the games, was equally satisfying. Without further hesitation, Katherine undressed and climbed on top of Bernie for a night filled with heated lust and passion. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Katherine set up the schedule, and over the next few weeks, they stuck to it. Bernie followed her around the farm during the chores, then worked on the story in the afternoons while Katherine napped. She needed the rest because farm life had taken a toll on her older body. While she was in great shape for activities like jogging and extended lovemaking sessions, using her biceps, triceps, and deltoids wore her out by midday. When she woke up, Katherine checked Bernie’s work and cooked them dinner, which consisted of delicious human meat. Although Katherine used Marie for herself, Hank came in handy for feeding the others. They didn’t care because they didn’t know the difference. The subtle nuances between the two sexes were like distinguishing between eggs from free-range chickens versus those from chemically enhanced corporate ones. 
On most evenings after dinner, Katherine took Bernie back to her bedroom for dessert. Bernie was wild, and it was a shame that Katherine couldn’t keep her forever. She knew her way around a woman, making Katherine quiver with delight and reach peaks she had never touched before. Bernie was one of the best lovers she had met, but that was all she was. There wasn’t an emotional connection with her, maybe because Katherine never allowed herself to feel anything after the last time she fell in love.
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