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There was no escaping the scent.


Though the cruise liner was in the middle of the ocean, with no land visible in any direction and salty-smelling breezes constant, the scent clung to every corner of the ship.  The passengers could never hide from the smell of cooking piglet.


It was not like anyone would want to hide from the aroma.  Not really.  It was mouth-watering to the grenoils --- the bipedal frog-men --- on board, and was a scent they had known from birth.  As for the human passengers coming aboard, well, they knew full well, unless they were stowaways, what one of the on-board specialties was.  Piglet meat; human women, cooked in various ways for consumption whole or in juicy meaty slices.  They weren't supposed to be on board in the first place unless they knew what to expect.


The Cruise Ship Galupadia was the first of what her owners hoped would be a large flotilla of mobile ocean resorts.  Owned by a small group of rich grenoil traders from the Galupados Isles and some brave human and non-human partners from other countries, the cruise line's various ships would soon each have their own country-specific theme.  The CS Galupadia's theme represented Galupados itself, but in the near future other ships would mimic Biterra's gender-switching reality, Amazoria's all-about-females mentality, and even Tagero's women-are-expendable-slaves policies.  Though the passengers would come from all around the known world, no one would be allowed aboard without first signing contracts specific to each ship... contracts clearly warning about any and all the possible on-board risks.


The main risk, of course, would always concern the consumption of “piglets,” human women.  The main owners of the cruise line were grenoils, after all, and it was to be the main attraction on all the ships regardless of each vessel's unique theme.  The risk, however remote, of a female passenger ending up as a meal to a grenoil crewman or as cuts of meat on the human passengers' plates was one of the exciting details which gave the cruise its appeal.


The risk was small, of course.  Though the presence of grenoil male pheromones did indeed affect the thinking of humanoid females, the piglet supplies were replenished in every port so there was no shortage; each port had a contract to deliver domestic piglets brought in from Galupados, or to provide condemned female prisoners as foreign piglets for consumption.  Thus, for a female passenger to end up cooked she would have to specifically request it, and sign a contract for it.  The odds were greater of a female passenger being swallowed whole and alive by one of the grenoils, particularly if she hung around one long enough for his pheromones to convince her that it was perfectly acceptable.  If she had sex with him, or several, the odds certainly increased quite a bit, as well.  However it was part of the risks each passenger agreed to when they signed their contract.


Not one of the group of three women exploring the ship that early afternoon was worried about the rest of her trip.  Casually clothed in the warm but not stifling mid-ocean air, a little bit aroused by the few pheromones floating in the air but not yet affected nearly enough to consider becoming food, they were simply having a good time exploring the ship.


“You think she'll go all the way before the end of the cruise?”  Cheryl, a curly-haired brunette, asked as the three girls passed a familiar scene on one of the lounging decks.  She pointed at a patio chair nearby, where a woman was sticking out of the mouth of one of the on-board grenoils, who lay in a patio chair.  What they could see of her, the waist up, was naked; the way she was writhing in pleasure, it was safe to assume she was naked below and that she was happily receiving the attention of his tongue.


“I'd bet it,” Eliza, a blonde with her straight hair hanging to her rump, declared.  “Every time we see her with him she goes a little farther inside him...”


“Kinda scary,” Kim, a slightly shorter girl with shoulder-length black hair, said.  Her tone wasn't nearly as worried as her words would suggest.  “I mean... that she's letting him have her a little more every day... it's really a good idea for us not to have too much personal time with a grenoil, I think.  The warnings in the contract are there for a reason.”  She glanced back at the woman and her lover as the three of them neared a corner.  “The way she's acted so far... she's going to give herself to him completely before the end of the cruise.  It's only been four days... out of two weeks, right?”


“Yeah, she will,” Eliza agreed.  “Even without having picked one out like that... I can already understand how you could lose your mind...” she closed her eyes, clearly remembering her first experience, two nights before, with one of the grenoil males on board.  They were part of the cruise's attractions, after all, and none of the three women had held off long from experiencing that.  Though a grenoil male was, as a general rule, extremely hung and looked too large for a human woman to accommodate inside of her, somehow it happened anyway and there was no pain.  Only the sensation of being stretched so widely that it should hurt, and of being fucked so tightly that it should do damage... but causing nothing but ecstasy instead.


“Yeah,” Cheryl agreed, smiling dreamily.  “Yeah.  But... that's why I know you two are gonna love what I found.”  She grinned at them both excitedly.  Though the three women had never met before the cruise began, they had been hanging around together long enough already to know what would likely excite each other.  It helped that even the limited pheromones floating around the ship were enough to render pretty much anything arousing.  “We're almost there.”


She knew where she was heading, and the other two girls followed with interest as she made her way to their destination.  She'd told them she'd found something worth showing them, but she'd pointedly refused to tell them what it was.


She stopped in front of a set of double doors.  It was in a section of the ship that was somewhat removed from where most of the passengers hung around, but it wasn't a restricted area or anything.  Passengers were certainly allowed to come here, and the sign next to the door certainly didn't try to hide what waited within.  It read:

Meat Selection Area


“Meat selection... wait, do you mean...?” Eliza's blue eyes widened.


“Piglets?” Kim agreed, wide-eyed.


“Yep,” Cheryl declared, grinning, as after a momentary pause she pushed through the doors.  The two other girls hurried after her, excited to see what was inside.


The room was not extremely large, only about the size of one of the ship's on-board aerobics rooms.  Lights, powered as usual by the mysterious technology grenoils used, shone down into the center of the room, illuminating two rows of what grenoils considered to be meat: women.  Standing bent over, their wrists, ankles, and necks shackled into metal restraints bolted to the floor, three women were on the right, facing four women on the left.  The seven women were placed in a staggered formation, so they weren't actually facing each other directly, and there was a lot of open space behind them and between the two rows.  On the right there were three unused metal braces, and on the left there were two; evidently there was room to restrain up to a dozen women.


The women were all nude.  Restrained as they were, all they could do as the three girls entered was squirm a little in place and roll their gazes to look at the newcomers.  Some stood with their mouth hanging open, panting, while others had their mouth shut; all of them had hair, some more than others.


And at the end of the room, near the entrance the three passengers stepped through, was a sign, propped up so that no one could miss it.  Eliza read it out loud.


“These piglets are available to all passengers and crew.  Please take your pick, and we will see to it the meat is prepared however you see fit.”  She lifted her gaze to the women restrained before her.  “Oh, wow.  This is where they keep them!”


“Piglets,” Kim agreed, stepping around the sign and walking between the two rows of women.  “Meat... for eating...”


“Actually, they way it was explained to me before,” Cheryl said, “this is just the daily selection.  They keep most of them in the hold, in a pen.  These are here for ease of access...” she stepped around one of the bound women, and reached down toward the  her butt.  As the other two women looked on, she slid her hand lower, between the helpless girl's legs; it brought about an immediate reaction of squirming and grimacing.  Cheryl flushed, excited, clearly feeling like she was doing something normally not considered acceptable.  “And I do mean ease of access.  I was told the male passengers are allowed to have fun with these even if they have no intention of eating them.”


“That's right,” came a voice.  The three women jumped and turned to look into a corner of the room as a woman stepped through a door there.  She beamed at them in welcome, her red hair bouncing as she walked.  She was dressed in a blue and white bathing suit that covered her from her breasts to her crotch, and she had a name tag pinned near her left breast; Emily.  “A lot of men really like taking advantage of a completely helpless girl, sometimes really nastily too.  Here they can do it without feeling guilty: they're just meat anyway.”


“Wow,” Kim said, looking the helpless nude women over.  Many eyes stared back at her, frightened or angry or resigned.  “Meat.  Piglets.”  She tilted her head.  “But... I thought piglets were shaved?”


“I asked the same thing,” Cheryl agreed.  “Emily here told me these are all what they call foreign piglets.  They weren't raised in the grenoil country.”


“So... ordinary women,” Eliza said, her eyes wide.  “Ordinary women, turned into... meat animals...” her voice trembled with fear... and a little arousal.


“Criminals, actually,” Emily countered, her tone chipper as she stepped beside one of the propped-up piglets and stroked the girl's hair.  “We picked these up in our last port.  The one before, we got domestic piglets imported from Galupados; those were shaved.  These...” she tugged on a few strands of the girl's hair.  The piglet winced and twitched against her restraints, but didn't make a sound.  “These we ask the consumers if they want shaved or not, when they decide to have one.”  She looked up and smirked.  “You'd be surprised how many grenoils prefer them with their hair.  It seems to excite them... make them feel more like they're eating a girl instead of an animal.  They seem to be rougher with the meat.”  She looked down at the girl and tugged on her hair again.  “They have a mean streak inside them, ya know.  Sometimes I'd be willing to bet they want to just grab, fuck, and eat one of the passengers against her will.  It excites them.”


The three women watched her manhandle the piglet, and listened to her words, with wide eyes and attentive ears.  Emily smiled at them, looking from one to the other, and grinned with amusement.  It was obvious by their expressions that all three women, whether they liked it or not, were aroused at the scene before them and the imagery she had called up.


“So,” she said brightly, dropping her hand away from the piglet and crossing her wrists behind her back.  “Are you three here to select one, or were you just window shopping?”


The three women looked at each other, startled and embarrassed.  Cheryl spoke first, her tone sheepish.  “No, I was just showing them this place.  Thought they'd like to see it, you know?”  The other two women nodded in agreement.


“Oh, it's something,” Emily agreed, looking around.  “I work here one day out of three.  I'm told it's too risky for me to work more.”  She grinned.  “I can see why, too, I tell ya.  I mean... I know my coworkers've got their pheromones in the air all the time, but even when they're not around... something about the thought that I'm just like these girls... wow.  Makes me all tingly.”


“Wow.  Yeah,” Eliza whispered.


“Come to think of it,” Kim said with a frown, “why aren't they talking?  If they're criminals... and just like us.  Why aren't they, like... begging for their lives...?” there was a excited tone to her words, and though she hesitated, she reached down behind one of the piglets and stroked her crotch.  She shivered as she did it, and her face flushed with excitement and embarrassment, but she didn't stop.  “Why isn't she yelling at me...?”


“Oh, they're silenced,” Emily said, nodding.  “I'm sure you've heard about that.  The Grenoils use spells to make their piglets silent.  Usually.”  She grinned.  “They like hearing them beg sometimes, I'm sure.”  She patted one of the girls on the back, then slid her hand up and pushed aside her hair to expose the metal holding her neck in place.  “There's another spell on this thing too, though.  Normally you're right, they'd be at least trying to talk, even if they don't have their voices.  They still know how to form words.  But this thing makes their mouth go almost limp.  So they can't even try to make words, and can't bite either.”  She grinned.  “A lot of the passengers might be a little disturbed if they could see their meal mouthing please don't cook me again and again.”


The piglet's eyes stared at Emily.  Whether her mouth was paralyzed or not, she could still glare as much as she wanted.  Not that it seemed to bother the redhead at all.


“So... weird,” Eliza murmured.  “The thought that... that it could be me.  Nude... restrained... silent...” she shivered.  None of the three free women around her thought the shiver was entirely one of fear.


“We're all just like these girls,” Emily agreed, nodding in agreement.  “And it's quite a thought, isn't it?  Trust me, at the end of my shifts I'm always soaking wet.”  The three women all looked embarrassed as she told them this.  However that discomfort didn't prevent them from staring at her when she added, “Not for nothing I've had myself put into one of these a few times.”  She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, clearly remembering the experience.


“Wait, what?”  Eliza was looking from Emily to the piglet next to her and back again.  “You, you... you've been a piglet?”


“Oh, not officially,” Emily laughed, waving the comment aside with one hand.  “Just for fun.  To feel what it's like.  My coworker put me in.  And I put her in, too.  Lots of times, now.”  She grinned, heading over to one of the five empty frames.  “It's an amazing feeling.  Scary, yet such a turn-on.”  She closed her eyes for a moment, then blinked and grinned again.  “One time, while I was in there, my boyfriend walked in.  I coulda died with embarrassment.  But the next thing I knew, he was pretending he was here to select a piglet... he pretended I wasn't suitable... then he took me from behind when I least expected it...” she trailed off, swaying in place.  The three women looked on in amazement as she recounted her experience.  “It was... I can't even describe it.  It was absolutely amazing.  Absolutely.”


Cheryl, Eliza, and Kim could just stare at her in awe.  What could they say?  Nothing.  Emily had surely had a phenomenally good time pretending to be a piglet... a meat animal, destined for slaughter.  Though all three of them felt tremendous arousal and curiosity now, what could they say?


It was Emily that helped them take that step they all feared to cross.  When she opened her eyes, there was a brightness to them suggesting she had suddenly had an idea.  She slid her gaze over the three of them and asked, excitedly, “hey, wanna try it?”


The three women all looked like startled deer, their eyes wide, their mouths falling open.  After several stunned seconds they started looking back and forth at each other, each of them afraid to be the first to take that scary next step.  Again Emily helped them, reaching out and taking hold of Eliza's wrist, then staring her in the eyes.


“C'mon, I know you want to,” she said excitedly.  “I can see it!  There's no danger or anything.  We do it all the time.  You'll love it.”


“But... but...” Eliza looked from Cheryl to Kim and back again nervously as her two friends suddenly agreed she should go first.  “What, what if, if... someone walks in, or something?”


“It's okay,” Emily grinned.  “Even if someone does, the rest of us tell them the truth.”  She shared a conspiratory look with the other two girls.  “I told you my boyfriend walked in, once, right?”  She beamed.  “It was so amazing, after that I had my coworker put me in for like half a day.  While she served customers.”  The three girls stared at her with shocked eyes.  “Some had me.  It was just... amazing.  Perfect strangers, and I just... couldn't resist.  I was meat for their pleasure.”  Again she swayed in place, her eyes closing.  “I... I wasn't in any danger or anything.  If someone would have chosen me for a meal, she'd have told them the truth.  No one did, but just being in the group with all the real piglets... oh, Goddess.”  She closed her eyes again.  “Amazing...”


Eliza was just staring at her for a while.  Cheryl and Kim were, too, amazed at what she was telling them and awestruck by how wonderful it had apparently been.  Finally, however, Eliza whispered, “no... no danger?”


“Nope.”  Emily grinned.  “Look, just a few minutes, if you're scared.  And if someone walks in, we tell them right away.  Right, ladies?”  She looked at Cheryl and Kim, who both nodded sincerely.  They wanted to see Eliza in one of the stands, too; they had volunteered her to show them how harmless and exciting it was.


“Well... well...” Eliza licked her lips, looking over at the helpless piglets nearby, then looking over the metal restraint stand.  “Oh... okay... just a few minutes... no more than that, though!”


“That a girl,” Emily beamed.  “Okay, start by getting out of your clothes.”


Eliza blinked.  “My... my clothes?  Oh... but, I...” she looked down at the bikini top and shorts she wore.  “Couldn't I... like...”


“You have to take your clothes off, silly,” Cheryl said, and giggled.


“Yeah, a piglet's always naked,” Kim agreed, her hands rather unabashedly going to the button of Eliza's shorts.  “They never have clothes, seriously.”


“It doesn't feel the same with anything on,” Emily agreed.  “Doesn't feel quite right.  You gotta be nude.  Not like it's rare on board, right?”


“We were all topless yesterday near the pool,” Kim added.  “I remember you really seeming to like the way the men and frogs looked at you.”  She giggled.  “Didn't go back to your rooms alone, either, did you?”


“N-no,” Eliza agreed, flushing with embarrassment.  “O-okay, okay... don't rip them off me or anything...” she fumbled with the button of her jean shorts.  Cheryl and Kim, despite what she'd just said, each went to one of the strings holding her bikini top in place at the back of her neck and her shoulder blades.


The bikini top came off first.  She sucked in a breath and bit her lip but let them pull it away, exposing her breasts.  Then she carefully eased down her shorts, exposing her g-string beneath; Cheryl and Kim, more excited even than she was, each slipped a finger into the string and eased it down before she even stepped out of her shorts.  She let them do so, and stepped out of it as well, and stood straight and embarrassed but nude before them.


“Beautiful,” Emily remarked, taking her clothes and dropping them right beside the metal restraining rods.  “A little less hair below than the rest of these, but no one will notice.  Would notice, I mean,” she added with a laugh as Eliza blushed and gave her a stern look.  “Here.  Come around here...”


Eliza allowed herself to be led around the metal restraints, and stood behind them looking them over.  Essentially, there were two small bars bolted to the floor, rising vertically, each with two squiggly-shaped horizontal bars at the top.  The shorter one, where her ankles would be restrained, had a hinge on one side and a ring on the other, with the bars making round shapes outward where they would come together.  The other horizontal bars, higher off the ground, had three depressions in it where her wrists and neck would go, and also had a hinge and a ring to clip them shut.  The metal of the bars and the restraints was small, so that the thing looked like it should be flimsy and easy to bend, but as evidenced by all the real piglets nearby, it would be solid.  Once restrained inside the bindings, Eliza would really be helpless.


“Okay, put your ankles here,” Emily instructed, opening the hinge on the lower bars and tapping the depressions in the secured bar's shape.  “First step is always to get the piglet standing.”


“You... just a few minutes, right?” Eliza asked nervously, hesitating.


“Oh, hush,” Kim said, patting her back.  “It's just for fun.  We'll make sure nothing happens at all.”


“Just a few minutes,” Cheryl agreed, smiling reassuringly.  “Then it's my turn.”


“Well... okay,” Eliza whispered.  Though she had reservations, she stepped into position, easing the back of her legs into place against the divots in the bar.  The other women could certainly see she was scared, but she was terribly aroused as well.  There was certainly no denying the excitement doing this was bringing all of them.


Emily closed the bar over her ankles, pinning both of them in place.  Eliza shook her legs a little in place, the squeezing metal not comfortable, but before she could protest Emily slipped a pin into place to hold the thing shut.  Eliza winced and wiggled her toes, trying to get comfortable.


“It's part of it all,” Emily assured her.  “A piglet's not comfortable in her restraints, you know.  But you'll see, it's amazing once it's all in place.  You forget it isn't comfy.”  She reached to the center of the bar and did something, and suddenly Eliza could spread her legs more if she wanted to.  She wiggled her legs, trying to ease the discomfort of the metal gripping her ankles, only to have Emily grip her legs and spread them wide.  “There,” she said, and Eliza sucked in a startled breath as she suddenly found her legs restrained wide apart.  “Spread wide for use, like all the others.”


“Oh, shit,” Eliza panted, while Kim and Cheryl giggled.  Cheryl had to grip Eliza's shoulder as she almost lost her balance.  “Um... I, I'm not so sure about this anymore, guys...”


“Oh, don't be silly,” Cheryl said, giggling, her hands moving down Eliza's arm to grip her wrist and pulling it toward the restraint in front of her.  Kim, seeing this, did the same with her other arm.  “It's just for a few minutes.  And you can't get away now, anyway, right?”


Eliza just panted a few times in response.  She knew Cheryl was right, and the realization made her arousal spike.  She was going to be restrained like a piglet now whether she wanted it or not.  Emily made her bend forward, and she didn't resist much, though she looked very nervous as she settled her neck into the slot for it.  She licked her lips nervously as her hair was pushed out of the way, and she shivered as she felt the top bar descend over her wrists and neck.  Emily clipped the bar into place, and it was done.  Eliza was restrained top and bottom, her legs spread and her body bent over forward.  She looked just like all the other piglets.


“Oh, Goddess,” she whispered, shaking, as aroused as she was scared.  “Th-this is... this is...” she closed her eyes.  “This is... so scary... I could just... wow.  So scary I could have an orgasm just standing... eep!”  She jerked against her restraints as Emily brought her hand down behind her and stroked the mound of her womanhood.  “H-hey!” she protested.  “S-stop that!  I can't... can't... uhh...” her eyelids fluttered.


“Can't resist,” Kim observed, her expression surprised as though she had just realized that would be the case.  “We could... do whatever we want to you, now...” she started stretching out her hand toward Eliza's back.


“Just like any other piglet,” Cheryl said, her tone at once surprised by the realization and and eager.  “Wow, we can do... wow.”  Her hands found Eliza's bare back before Kim's did.  “We can be really naughty to you...”


“W-wait... I... unhhh...” Eliza squirmed against her restraints, but the thin metal was stronger than it looked.  She really couldn't move.  “G-goddess... I, I didn't agree... t-to this!  Uhnnngh...”


Emily knew what she, herself, enjoyed most about being bound as a piglet: being helpless to resist as she was sexually pleasured.  Though in many parts of the world what she was doing to Eliza would be called rape, Emily knew the restrained girl wouldn't complain later.  This was what being restrained as a piglet was about, and she would appreciate discovering it.


Kim and Cheryl, presented with this opportunity, didn't waste it.  Their hands began stroking over Eliza's body more adventurously, examining her butt and breasts with their fingers.  Whether they had secretly desired each other or not, these women were now discovering the wicked pleasure of groping their restrained friend's body.


It took a particularly loud moan from Eliza, as Emily inserted a finger into her womanhood for the first time, to make Cheryl suddenly remember something.  “Hey, why is she still able to talk?”


“H-hey,” Eliza protested, then bit her lip at Emily's work behind her.  “I... didn't... ask to be... be... uhnnnh...”


“It's not automatic,” Emily said, grinning cheerily, pulling her wet hand away.  “Like I said, some grenoils like their meals to make noise.”  She stepped around Kim and stood in front of Eliza's flushed face.  “There's a crystal at the base of the rod here, see?”  She gestured at the base of the rod, near where it was bolted to the floor, with her bare foot.  There was indeed a small white crystal there.  “You have to press on it once to make her silent.  After that, it maintains it.  She'll stay silent for a couple hours even  after we let her out.  And her mouth will be limp.”


“W-wait, n-no,” Eliza said, her blue eyes widening.  “H-hours?  That's not... wait!”  Emily had perhaps not intended to silence the squirming blonde, but it was Cheryl who stepped sideways and gleefully pressed her big toe to the crystal.  “Cheryl!  Come on!  I won't be able to tauh... tuuuh... huhh...” Eliza's eyes crossed and she tried to look down at her own mouth.  She tried to keep forming words, but her mouth seemed to suddenly stop responding.  Several times she tried to speak the last word, talk, but over the course of several seconds her mouth went slack.  She blinked in dismay, still trying, but soon even the soft sounds stopped clawing their way out of her throat as her vocal chords were disabled.  All she was left able to do, then, was glare at Cheryl angrily... and with increasing arousal.


“You're so bad,” Kim remarked, holding one hand in front of her mouth as though she so much as tried to stifle her giggle.  Eliza glared at her, too.  “Oh, baby.  Look at you.  You're a piglet.”  She giggled again.


“I wasn't going to do that,” Emily remarked.  “Naughty girl.”  She shook her head, but she was tremendously amused as well.  “Even if I pressed the crystal again, she wouldn't get her voice back for hours, now, ya know.”  She reached her foot forward, held her big toe just short of the crystal for a few seconds, then stepped back without touching it.  “Well, since it's active now anyway, might as well leave it on for now.”  It was her turn to get a glare.  “Oh, don't worry, sweetie, we won't let anyone hurt you.  Or fuck what they think is a piglet mound while you're helpless and can't tell them otherwise...”  Eliza's glare turned into a wide-eyed look of fright and undeniable arousal.  Just as Emily had told them earlier, the blonde was now completely at their mercy.


“Actually, you were bad, Cheryl,” Kim remarked, a devious look coming into her green eyes.  Cheryl looked a little surprised, but giggled loudly, as the dark-haired girl gripped her shoulders and started pulling her away from Eliza, toward one of the restraint stands facing their friend.  Cheryl actually didn't resist much.  “I think we should teach you a lesson.”


Emily grinned and followed, turning her back on poor Eliza.  Eliza, however, would not have complained even if she could still use her voice; instead she smirked, her expression smug as Kim effectively tugged off Cheryl's bikini top to expose her.


Not only did Cheryl not resist her 'punishment,' but she cooperated fully.  She stripped off the bikini bottom she'd been wearing, leaving herself nude; neither Emily nor Kim mentioned that Cheryl, completely shaved below, might not look the part of one of these piglets.  They just moved her into position, and she cooperated eagerly.  Emily secured her legs to the bottom stand and telescoped the rod outward to lock her legs apart, then closed the top stand as Cheryl agreeably got into position.  Just like that, Cheryl found herself restrained just as Eliza was, facing her silenced friend and grinning; when Kim stepped on the crystal at the base of the stand, Cheryl swallowed, shrugged as best she could, and just stood there until her jaw went slack.  In seconds she could close her mouth but that was all.


“Two silent little piglets, all bound up for fucking and eating,” Emily observed, teasing.  Both Eliza and Cheryl squirmed, scared but clearly turned on as well.  “So, what should we do?”  She looked at Kim.  “No one's come in yet.  Not many do, but you know... someone will, eventually.  Should we leave these two in there?  You know... let the clients have fun with them while they're helpless...?”  Both the girls squirmed, clearly aroused by the thought and certainly unable to argue.


Kim looked from one to the other several times.  She was aroused, too; the sight of her friends, naked and helpless and just like piglets, was enough to make her incredibly horny and rather jealous.  Now she was regretting not volunteering to be first.  But she tilted her head, suddenly realizing it didn't have to be an issue.  She reached up and started undoing the back of her bathing suit, at the back of her neck.


“Oh?” Emily said as a response, though she didn't seem surprised as the black-haired woman exposed her breasts.  “You want to be put in too?”  Emily looked as aroused as the rest of them were.  Eliza and Cheryl could just stare in arousal and fear as their friend took a decision they had both been scared of... and had secretly hoped for.


Kim pulled the one-piece bathing suit down completely, and she, too, was nude.  She had a decorative tuft of black fur on her pubis, but it didn't matter that she didn't quite look like the piglets around the room.  She met all the other requirements: she was a woman, she was nude, and she was made of meat.  She stepped beside Eliza, to one of the restraint setups there.  She looked at Emily.  “For a few hours,” she said.  “Don't silence me, so one of us can still warn people, but keep us in for a few hours, okay?”


“Sure thing,” Emily agreed, grinning.  Kim stepped into the leg restraints eagerly, and Emily was quick to latch the thing shut and spread the girl's legs.  When Kim lowered her head and wrists carefully into the upper restraint, Emily was quick to lower the thing into place, in case the girl changed her mind.  She locked the pin into place, and Kim uttered a long, drawn-out sigh of relief as the decision to control her fate, and that of her friends, was taken from her.


Emily didn't even hesitate.  She stepped on the silencing crystal for Kim's stand.  Kim looked down, panting excitedly and fearfully, then met the woman's gaze and grinned.  She wasn't at all surprised at the minor betrayal.  Quite the opposite, she had wanted it.


In just a few seconds, the room went completely silent as the last of the three girls lost her voice.  Only Emily was still able to talk, and all she was doing was panting in the middle of the room.  She was as aroused as the three passengers she'd just temporarily converted to meat.


“Just a few hours,” she finally said.  “Then I'll let you out.”  She started gathering up their clothing.  “Can't let anyone see these... I'll hide them in the back.  Then in a couple hours I'll give 'em back to ya.”  She paused.  “Or maybe tonight.  Yeah.  Tonight.”  The three women gave her wide-eyed looks of fear and arousal.  It was still early afternoon; if Emily waited until nightfall to set them free again, that was at least six hours.  Six hours during which they would be restrained, nude, and silent... on display for anyone who entered, and available for use and abuse.


But they no longer had a choice in the matter; silenced and restrained, the new piglets could only watch as she left the room with their clothes.


Emily left them alone for some time, presumably as she hid away their garments or by choice to scare and excite them more.  The three girls looked around at each other and at the other piglets around them, and though they could not make sound all three of them were giggling excitedly and squirming in their restraints.  The real piglets glared back at them, for the most part, resenting that those three had a choice in the matter; however there was no denying, either, that many of those girls had also become more aroused by the scene.


Minutes began to pass, and Emily didn't immediately return.  The three new piglets squirmed in place, aroused by their situation, but they began to realize this could be less pleasant than they had hoped.  Though they were turned on, they began to realize they could do nothing to relieve their sexual need.  The minutes began to stretch out, and all Eliza, Cheryl, and Kim could do was wiggle their butts in a helpless attempt to stimulate themselves.


“Okay, girls,” Emily suddenly called from the other room.  “I've got a surprise for you...” the three women perked up, at once relieved to hear her voice and worried as to what her 'surprise' could be.  “Hope you're ready, ladies... and if you're not... too bad.”  Emily giggled again and stepped through the door.  Poor Cheryl couldn't turn around to look, but Eliza and Kim both sucked in soundless breaths at the sight of her.


Emily had taken off her one-piece bathing suit.  She wasn't entirely nude, however; while she was now topless, allowing her perky little breasts to go free, she wore something similar to a thong below.  It was no ordinary thong, however; there was a hole right over her shaven womanhood, surely to allow access for sex... and fused to the thong at her pubic area, swinging back and forth as she walked, was a thick, shiny sleek black dildo.


Cheryl couldn't turn around to look, so all she could do was stare at her friends' expressions as the redhead walked up behind her.  She wiggled her butt, clearly in a fearful attempt to get out of her restraints.  Whether she suspected what was coming or not, based on her friends' reactions, she was still nervous now.  For all she knew Emily had come back with a metal spit.


Emily didn't spit her, but she did impale her, so to speak.  She gripped Cheryl's waist with both hands, and she held her in place as she pushed her hips forward.  As though the shininess was from lubrication or Cheryl was just that wet, the dildo went in with no apparent resistance.  Cheryl's eyes and mouth went wide in reaction, and she jerked against her restraints, but she could neither resist nor escape.  With a wicked laugh, Emily started rocking her hips with practiced skill, fucking her helpless victim.


Though silenced, Eliza and Kim started laughing meanly as their friend was, essentially, raped before their eyes.  Cheryl had been the one to drag them into this; it was only fair that she be the first to 'suffer' the consequences.  However though she'd been taken by surprise, Cheryl was anything but suffering as Emily fucked her.  The brunette could only squirm and enjoy the thick rubbery invader, and her friends saw it when her face went slack with orgasmic release.  They would have cheered if they could have, but also a new emotion slipped into both of them: jealousy.  They wanted that, too.  They wanted to know the exquisite sensation of being abused while restrained as piglets.


Emily fully intended to give them that, however.  Despite Cheryl being silent, Emily seemed to know it when her piglet went into orgasm; she kept working her hips for a little longer, slowing down, before pulling the dildo out, and she then patted Cheryl's butt before stepping around her and fixing Kim with a mischievous look.


The other two girls, and all the piglets, could only watch as Emily went straight for Kim's face.  Kim's green eyes opened wide as Emily gripped a big handful of her black hair and pulled her head back, and guided the slickened black dildo toward her lips.  Unable to clench her jaw to defend herself, Kim could only cross her eyes and look down as the rubbery head pushed between her lips.


Emily laughed meanly.  “It wouldn't matter even if you could bite, piggy,” she said, and started slowly drawing the thick thing in and out of Kim's mouth.  “Since I don't feel it, you know.  But I know you do.  You feel it... when it goes all the way in, and down your throat...” her hips jerked forward and stopped, and Kim did indeed snort and jerk against her restraints as the dildo filled her throat.  Emily held it there for several seconds before continuing, “And you feel that it should be choking you... but you also realize you don't feel any gag reflex...” her tone was cruel, but the laugh that followed was even more so as she reached over and pinched Kim's nose shut.  Kim's green eyes went even wider, and she started jerking frantically in place, unable to breathe with the big dildo in her mouth and unable to do anything to get Emily out again.  “And you feel yourself starting to suffocate...”


Eliza and Cheryl could only watch with wide eyes as Emily started suffocating their friend with the big black dildo.  Neither of the two girls were quite horrified enough of the scene playing out before them, however; quite the opposite, they were even more turned on.  Emily was showing them that they were as helpless to decide their own fates as any piglet would be.


But though Emily was showing them she had a mean streak of her own, it seemed she was not as mean as she had suggested grenoils could be.  She released Kim's nose, allowing her to breathe, and slowly drew her hips back, pulling the dildo out of the squirming girl.  Kim's head drooped, and she coughed silently as she tried to catch her breath, but when Emily stepped around her and slapped her butt Kim's legs went straight and taut.  Unlike Cheryl, she didn't try to escape what was coming.


Emily penetrated her smoothly.  Kim tossed her head as best she could and her hands grasped at the air, and she, too, discovered the joy of being a helpless piglet fuck-toy.  Emily didn't really hold back, either, her hips starting to rock as soon as the rubber shaft was firmly wedged into its new home.  After seeing her fuck Cheryl first and now Kim, anyone watching would realize she had done this many times before.


Again, Emily seemed to know what was happening inside her piglet's body.  When Kim went into her orgasm, Emily started to slow down as she had with Cheryl, and she pulled out only once Kim had just about finished.  Kim sagged as best she could against her restraints, her body spent from the sexual release, but she managed to turn her head to meet Eliza's wide blue eyes as Emily headed over to her.


Eliza didn't resist either, and was taken swiftly and deeply.  Like the other two, she couldn't voice her appreciation as her meat was put to use against her will.  Unlike Kim and Cheryl, however, Eliza was treated to an extra bit of embarrassment.


Emily was thrusting away at the helpless blonde when suddenly the main doors opened.  Emily's rhythm faltered for just a moment, but to her credit she resumed immediately, determined to continue what she'd started.  “I'll be with you in a moment, gentlemen,” she panted.


Five men had stepped into the room.  All five of them were clothed in a limited fashion, their chests bare but wearing some form of shorts, bathing trunks, or tighter swimwear.  All five of them stared at her, and the female meat on display around them,  with wide eyes.


“Damn,” one of the men said first.  The five of them began spreading into the room, their gazes traveling all over the meat on display.  Understandably enough, Emily caught their attention as much as any of the other girls; she was almost as nude as the piglets, and she was doing something few men wouldn't enjoy watching.


“Wow, Marcus, you're right... this is awesome...” another of the men said as he finished reading the sign near the entrance.  As he turned in place somewhat, all the piglets lined up were able to see the bulge his erection formed in his loose shorts.  All five of the men were young, just barely over twenty.  Of the three temporary piglets, only Kim had seen the men before, and even she hadn't spoken to them.  However she had overheard them talking on the first day of the cruise; these young men had joined the cruise only because they were hoping to screw a lot of pheromone-aroused female passengers without putting in much effort.  Therefore, when she saw them enter the room, Kim started panting in embarrassment, fear, and arousal.  There were five men, and ten piglets, and these men were on the cruise for easy sex.  Her odds of being fucked where she stood, by a man (or men) who thought she was just another piglet, were very strong... and there was nothing she could do to stop them.


“The... the sign says available to all passengers,” another of the men said, pointing at the sign but fixing Emily with wide, hopeful eyes.  “Marcus said we don't actually have to eat one to fuck one.  That true?”


“Absolutely.  By all means.  Take your pick.  Don't let me stop you,” Emily answered, panting.  The three temporary piglets all panted in fear and excitement as she quite deliberately avoided mentioning that only seven of the piglets were real ones.  “Just a sec... and this one'll be available, too.”  Eliza jerked in surprise and arousal at the words, then went rigid and went into orgasm.  “Oh,” she giggled, “Ready now, actually.”


“Woot!”  One of the men yelped in happy reaction.  “Dibs on that red one!”  He hurried toward one of the official piglets, a girl with short straight red hair.  The poor girl could only strain against her restraints and try helplessly to look behind her as he moved into place, dropped his shorts, and penetrated her eagerly.


“Ha, ha!  Told you even you could get laid here, Welvin,” another of the men said with a laugh.  He was the one wearing a pair of tight stretchy bathing briefs, and they were indeed stretched until he pulled them down and his erection sprung free like a hungry beast.  “They have to be tied down for you to have a chance.”  He stepped out of the briefs and sidled over to the closest girl.  Apparently he wasn't really choosy; a vagina was a vagina.  That girl winced as he took her with a rather hard initial thrust.  Welvin didn't even dignify his statement with an answer; after mere seconds of frenzied thrusting, he released four days' worth of frustration into the wide-eyed piglet he'd chosen.


The three other men spread into the room, each dropping what they were wearing.  Though every one of them was erect and ready, they took their time a bit more before choosing their piglet.  One opted for a short-haired blonde near the entrance, but the other two wandered toward the far end of the room and the three silenced passengers there.


“You can have their mouths,” Emily commented helpfully as the two men examined their piglets' frightened but aroused faces.  “They can't bite or anything.  And these three, I just pre-warmed for ya.”  She drew her hips back at last, releasing Eliza from her dildo's impalement.


“I want a cunt,” one of the men said, looking around before stepping around the wide-eyed Cheryl.  “This one's nice.  I think I... oh.  Hey, this one's shaved,” he remarked, his eyebrows rising.  “That's cool.”  Cheryl sucked in a silent but shocked breath as he happily sheathed himself into her welcoming, furless womanhood.


“Me, too,” the fifth guy said.  He walked over to Kim and pulled on her black hair, tilting her head back.  “Although... this one has nice eyes,” he remarked, taking in her wide green eyes.  He seemed to hesitate, then he gripped the hair on both sides of her head and took small steps forward, aiming his penis for her mouth.  Either because she was flattered by his compliment or just because she knew resistance was futile, Kim opened her mouth permissively for him.  Reassured, he pushed himself inside her, not too deeply, and started carefully working his hips.


“Don't be afraid to use her entire throat,” Emily offered helpfully, to Kim's excitement.  “Her mouth's paralyzed, and there are enough grenoil pheromones in the air that she won't have a gag reflex.  Go as deep as you want to.”  The guy, intrigued, followed her instructions, and Kim found herself deep-throating a very real penis this time.  She closed her eyes, luxuriating in her helplessness.


“This... is... awesome!” Welvin declared breathlessly.  He'd draped himself over his grimacing piglet after his release, but already he withdrew from her and started looking around for his next fuck.  His eyes glanced over Emily, but he looked away nervously when she met his gaze and he headed, instead, for Eliza.  “This one's got nice blue eyes,” he commented, and Eliza didn't even have the time to cooperate as Kim had.  He pushed himself between her lips and right down her throat.


Emily giggled with amusement as she saw all three of her secret guests being put to use.  She walked into the middle of the two lines of piglets --- casually stroking Welvin's rump as she passed and making him jerk to a nervous stop --- and she looked around.  “So, are you boys interested in a roast, or are you just window-shopping?”


“Just... stopping by,” Marcus said for all of them.  “Maybe later in the week...”


“All right,” Emily agreed amiably.  “Tomorrow we'll have a new batch after we pull into the next port.  So you can have completely new piglets to choose from.  Although I think the next batch will be domestic piglets, so they'll be completely shaved and obedient.  You can even walk them to wherever they'll be cooked.  Or take them to your rooms overnight.”


“That's... cool,” one of the guys groaned.


“Can't... take any of these out?” Cheryl's user asked.


“I'm afraid not, sir,” Emily apologized.  “A foreign piglet like one of these could convincingly act like another passenger, for one, and they aren't docile enough not to attempt an escape of some sort.  It's the rules, I'm afraid, sir,” she said with a shrug.


“Aw, too bad,” another one said.  “Only way Welvin can get laid is if she's tied down, after all.”


“Shut up,” Welvin muttered.


“Oh, be nice, boys,” Emily admonished, smiling naughtily.  Welvin went very still all of a sudden as Emily stunned all of them by stepping up behind him and grabbing his ass with both hands.  “You'll hurt his feelings.”  Welvin jerked, gasped, and Eliza found herself helplessly swallowing as he suddenly ejaculated down her throat.  Emily giggled, but all the men either went silent and attentive or grinned widely.


Poor Welvin was at a bit of a loss, and he went red in embarrassment, but he didn't soften inside Eliza's throat; he immediately realized a very much not tied-down woman was showing signs of sexual interest in him.  When the redhead pulled on his waist, withdrawing him from Eliza's throat, his penis was still ready despite two ejaculations in the last five minutes.  The pheromones in the air, it seemed, were helping his sexual endurance.


Emily stepped past him, and Eliza crossed her blue eyes in surprise as that dildo slipped down her freshly-vacated throat.  However Emily looked back over her shoulder and leaned forward, putting her hands on Eliza's backside and supporting all her weight there.  She turned up her butt, making sure her mound, framed by the hole in the dildo-thong, was easily visible.


Welvin hesitated for a moment, as though he couldn't quite believe the situation; then he moved forward, and Emily whimpered with delight as he happily pushed his cock-head into her welcoming folds.  Aroused by what she'd done to the three girls, Emily was ready for him, and he was careful in a way he hadn't been with the piglets so far.  He was very aware that Emily was not just meat like the other girls in the room.


“All right, man,” one of the other men laughed.  “You go!”


And Eliza found herself helplessly sucking on that big black dildo again as Welvin pinned Emily's hips against her face and gratefully fucked her.  Cheryl could only squirm against her restraints as she was fucked and watch as they used Eliza as an anchor and table; Kim could just suck her face-fucker as best she could with her nearly-paralyzed mouth and look sideways at the scene.  Whether they had been willing or not, the three women served as though they were real piglets.  Even if they had been able to say something, however, would they have complained?  Or were they enjoying their helplessness too much?  Whether they liked it or not, even the limited grenoil pheromones in the air were enough to render this ordeal far more pleasant than it should have been...


All three girls served as fuck-toys for the next several minutes.  The five men, also affected by the pheromones around the ship, stayed hard even after ejaculating; faced with this bonanza of helpless females to abuse, they took turns and all ten of the piglets ended up seeing at least one use.  Emily pointedly didn't offer herself to any of the other men than Welvin, and even refused a couple of their advances; however the piglets around the room didn't have that luxury.


Emily tried to have them take one as a meal, never mentioning that three of the possible meals weren't actually piglets.  At one point Cheryl was the one being discussed as a possibility, as her shaven pubis had somehow caught the attention of several of the men, but in the end all five of them left without taking a meal.  They did, however, say they would talk it over and might come back.


Once the men had left, Emily went about cleaning the area a little.  She removed the dildo-thong first, and worked in the nude as she used a mop and wet cloths to clean up the ejaculate a little everywhere on the floor and the piglets.  Only once she had wiped the last girls clean, ending with her three volunteers, did she speak again.


“Did you have fun, girls?” she asked, beaming, looking from one to the other as she rolled the bucket and mop away.  She didn't really need to ask; Cheryl, Kim, and Eliza had been watching her and grinning foolishly as she worked.  Even though they were completely helpless and had at times been terrified, they had indeed tremendously enjoyed themselves.  “Well, I'm glad you did.  I'm glad those guys came in, too.”  She grinned as she wheeled the bucket out of the room.  She only came back about five minutes later, but she continued as though there had been no pause.  “That was a great situation for you to experience being a piglet.  A bunch of horny guys and even being discussed as maybe being a meal.”  She sidled up to Cheryl, spanked her butt, and leaned her weight on her back.  “Only thing more exciting woulda been if they had said yes to taking you, piglet.”  Cheryl squirmed with renewed arousal.  “Although then I would have had to tell them the truth, huh?”


Emily paused for a few seconds.  She sat more fully on Cheryl's back, and she looked thoughtful.  “You know... I wonder if I would have told them... or would've just let them spit you and leave with you, without ever saying a word...”


Cheryl whimpered with fear and arousal.  Eliza and Kim squirmed with delight.  No, none of them wanted Cheryl to die, or to die themselves; the limited pheromones in the ship's air weren't enough to wipe out their survival instincts entirely.  But the imagery and the fear nonetheless fed their tremendous arousal.


They remained thus for only a few more seconds before the doors opened again.  The three girls perked up, looking forward to another session of possible fucking and scary-but-arousing meat discussion; Emily came to her feet and prepared for another sales pitch.  “Good day, sir--- hey!  Klayn!  Sweetie!”


“Hey, Heavenly!” came a happy male voice, and Emily ran between the lines of piglets to throw herself into the newcomer's arms.  The piglets, official and temporary alike, looked on with surprise as Emily and the large muscular man kissed passionately.  He came up for air after several seconds and commented, “looks like you've been having fun, hot stuff.”  He groped her bare butt.


“Eee!  Oh, yeah,” she agreed, grinding herself against him.  “You too, big boy.”  She squeezed one hand between them to grip his impressively-sized cock.  He was as naked as she was.


“My job, Em,” he countered.  “Many a satisfied passenger out there...” he nudged her head back and nibbled at her neck.


“C-couple in here, too,” she breathed.  The man, whom the other girls suspected was the boyfriend she'd mentioned earlier, raised his head to look down at her for a few seconds, then he looked over the ten piglets on display.  Emily giggled.  “Can you guess which ones?”


“Unfair advantage,” he said, as his gaze essentially went straight to Eliza, Kim, and Cheryl.  “You had seven before and said it was the last of the stocks.  So I'm gonna guess those last three, there.”


“Aww... yeah, you win,” Emily replied, and giggled again.  “Yeah.  I got those three experiencing being piglets.” she turned as best she could against him and leaned back.  “Wanna help them?  Abuse them a little?”  All three of the girls panted and squirmed in excitement.


“Naw, I have more girls a day than I can count,” he said.  Emily giggled, seemingly not at all bothered that her boyfriend was an on-board man-whore.  Her giggle cut off abruptly, however, as his muscled arm came around her neck and he lifted her right off the ground that way.  “I wanna abuse you.”  She giggled again, breathlessly, squirming in delight as he manhandled her.  Apparently Klayn was the perfect compromise between a normal man and a grenoil male; he was big and muscular and hung, and apparently rough when required, but he was still a human.  “You said I win.  So what exactly do I win?”


Emily panted and squirmed as he held her off the ground by her neck and used his other hand to grope at her naked form.  “Me,” she gasped.


Klayn bared his teeth, but he put her down and released her.  “Good.  We're going to my rooms, then.”


“Yes!” she said, turning to face him, her body quivering with excitement.  Still, she managed to focus for a moment, and frowned.  “Aren't you supposed to be working until tonight?”  She paused.  “And so am I.”


“So?” he countered, smirking.  “No one will know the difference.”


“Well... okay, then.  Just lemme lock up.  Can't leave this place open with no one here to serve customers.”  She headed for the back room, presumably to get the keys or something to that effect.  Cheryl, Eliza, and Kim squirmed in place, hardly believing what they were hearing.


“Shouldn't you set those three free, first?” Klayn asked as Emily came back as naked as ever but holding a small iron key in her hand.  He gestured at the three converted passengers as she walked up to him.


“Huh?”  Emily looked surprised.  “Oh... right,” she admitted, turning around.  However she looked at them, taking in their frightened and excited expressions, then grinned.  “Nah!  They wanted to feel like piglets.  Sometimes piglets just stand in the dark for hours.  Part of the experience.”  The three of them stared at her in shock as she said this, and as she turned away from them.  “My supervisor's off today and my replacement doesn't come in until tonight.  They'll keep until then.”


Klayn laughed loudly and swept his arm around her shoulder.  “Nice!  You meanie.  I'm really gonna have to punish you...”


“Looking forward to it, ya brute,” Emily countered in a teasing voice as she led him out of the room.  She reached up by the doors and flicked some switches, and suddenly the room went very dark; then she stepped out, and the doors closed behind her.  A soft click marked the moment she locked them.


Eliza, Cheryl, and Kim could only stare into the dimness around them in slack-jawed, wide-eyed shock.  Emily had just locked them in until nightfall.  She'd just left them standing there naked, silenced, and restrained, for hours!  With only a little light coming in from the back room, they couldn't even really see each other's eyes!


But though tremendously annoyed, none of the three girls was sure whether she would want to kill Emily when she finally came back... or fuck her brains out.  Their bodies still tingling from all the forced sex, the three of them just stood there... well and truly experiencing the helplessness of piglets.

* * * 


A great deal of time passed.  Despite the bright sunshine outside, it remained dark inside the meat selection area.  Silence reigned; the ten piglets restrained in the room never recovered even a trace of their voices.


Cheryl, Eliza, and Kim began regretting their foolish decision somewhat as the minutes stretched on into the first hour.  Without massive amounts of pheromones in the air or continuous sexual stimulation, their bodies began to cool down, leaving them to finally feel how tight their bindings were and how sore their legs and backs would get from the never-changing position.


At one point, however, their arousal spiked for a few minutes, a semi-welcome distraction coupled with fear.  A loud noise broke the silence as someone tried to open the door.  First it was a thunk, then a rattle of the handle, then a couple of knocks.  Someone wanted to see the meat supplies, but was discovering that the place was closed for the moment.  The knocking continued to repeat every minute or so, growing a little more insistent each time, before stopping again.  The girls could do nothing but go back to waiting in silent, motionless boredom.


The minutes continued to pass.  Occasionally another knock would come at the door as someone else wanted access to the piglets but found the place closed despite it being the middle of the day.  In fact the frequency of the would-be customers --- whether they wanted to order meat or just to fuck the helpless piglets --- seemed to start increasing.  With nothing to do but stand there bent over and think, eventually all three of the converted passengers realized why there were more visitors: as the evening neared, more people wanted to order meat for their night's meal, or wanted to abuse the meat before someone ordered it as a meal.  The thought was scary and exciting, but wasn't enough to relieve their terrible boredom.


But then their boredom ended rather spectacularly.


There came another rattle at the door.  The girls jumped as usual after the silence, but barely reacted otherwise, as they had begun to get used to that a bit.  However there then came a sound they had not heard since Emily had left: a loud click as the door was unlocked.  All the piglets looked over as best they could as the door opened.  Regardless of what it could mean for them, they were all glad for something to break the monotony.  The lights came on almost as soon as the door opened, and at the same time a voice came to the piglets' ears.


“Yeah, that little twit locked up and left,” it growled.  Cheryl, Eliza, and Kim jerked in surprise: that was not Emily's voice, but rather a deep, male one.  “She's probably off screwing that good-for-nothing slacker again.”  The owner of the voice came into sight at the far end of the two rows of piglets, and the three converted girls stared at him with wide, frightened eyes as he surveyed the meat.  It was a grenoil male.  He stopped in place for a few seconds, and his big round eyes narrowed for just a moment as his gaze flicked over those last three piglets, then he turned to whoever was behind him.  “My sincerest apologies, ma'am.  This room is supposed to be open virtually at all times, and certainly all day.  Our employee will be disciplined for this.”  He waved his long-fingered froggy hand toward the meat lineup.  “Please, by all means, take your pick.”


A woman stepped up beside him and looked over the piglets.  Her nose was turned up, and she looked like she'd just swallowed something bitter.  Her dark hair was meticulously done up and she wore a lot of jewelry; in her right hand she had a long black stick with a smoking cigarette at the end of it.  She wore absolutely nothing, displaying her completely shaven body to the world, but she stood in a set of expensive high-heel shoes.  It was immediately obvious to all the piglets that this was a rich woman who was used to getting whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted it.


“I shouldn't take any, after this nonsense,” she sneered.  Imperiously, she waved the hand holding the cigarette stick.  “But I don't have the time to be picky.  My son has been kept waiting long enough as is.  Just give me these three and let's go.”


“Very good, ma'am,” the grenoil said, bobbing his head.  He raised his hand and flicked his fingers in a come here manner, and three more grenoils stepped into the room, dwarfing the imperious woman.  Without a word the three of them spread out and each went for one of the three selected piglets.  Cheryl, Kim, and Eliza could only watch fearfully from the opposite end as three girls just like them were roughly released from their restraints and carried struggling from the room.  The grenoils didn't even bother to tie their wrists; they simply gripped them with their powerful arms and walked away.  Though the girls struggled, it clearly didn't help them at all.


“Our apologies again, ma'am,” the lead grenoil said as the woman followed.  “I assure you, the employee at fault will be severely disciplined.”


“See that she is,” was all the woman said before disappearing out the door.


The grenoil stopped at the door and sighed, shaking his head in exasperation.  “Little ass,” he muttered, probably not referring to the rich woman.  His expression cleared quickly, however, turning into a pleasant smile.  “Yes, may I help you, gentlemen?”


“Hey, what happened to Emily?”  Came the unrelated answer as several men entered the room.


“Welvin, shut up,” came another voice immediately.  “Yeah, we came by earlier.  We changed our minds; we do want a piglet to roast.”


The three girls exchanged frightened, wide-eyed looks.  It was the same group of men as before... and they weren't here just to fuck this time.  This time they wanted to cook one of the piglets they had sampled earlier... and they had sampled the three 'fake' piglets a little more extensively than the others, after all.  With three piglets gone now, that left only seven others... three of whom were the three friends Emily had left silenced and unable to save themselves...


“Of course, sir,” the grenoil said, bobbing his froggy head and seemingly not at all bothered by young Welvin's interjection.  “Should I assume you sampled the meat already, or do you need a few minutes to decide?”


“No, we already decided which one we'll be taking.  That one there... the shaved one.”  He lifted an arm and pointed at the piglet he meant.


Cheryl started jerking against her restraints and her eyes went even wider.  Her mouth fell open as she immediately tried to say something, but neither her mouth nor her vocal cords obeyed her will.  She started to struggle because even if she hadn't been the only shaven piglet, there would have been no mistaking it when the man pointed straight at her.  Her shaven crotch had earned her more sex earlier, but now it had earned her something else entirely.


“The shaven... very good, sir,” the grenoil said, nodding and heading over.  “any particular method you would like us to use?  And do you have a cooking location already selected on-ship?”


“Oh... we had to select a spot?” the man replied, rubbing his chin as he followed the grenoil over.  His four friends followed without a word but with eager looks on their faces.  They had shown up completely nude this time, as though their first visit had made them realize they didn't need clothes at all on this ship.  “Can we take her anyway if we haven't?”


“It's no problem.  We'll find a location best suited for you, as close to your rooms as we can for example.  Unless all the spaces for the type of cooking you want have already been taken.”  The grenoil tilted his head.  “What type did you have in mind?”


“One we can fuck her,” Welvin said immediately.


“As she cooks,” the leader of the group said, shaking his head.  “We saw a girl in some kind of grill on the main deck, set up for that.  Any other we should know about?”


“Hmm.”  The grenoil rubbed the underside of his jaw.  “Well, that pretty much rules out a spit roast.  Even if we put the spit up her anus you can't really get into her if she's over a fire.  If her mouth is acceptable, we have some setups that allow for use of her face as she boils or cooks.  And if we put her in a pan in the oven, we can set her up so she's accessible, and you can pull her out from time to time; but after the meat gets hot enough, you'd burn yourselves.”  He shook his head.


Cheryl's eyes were very wide and she was looking around frantically, trying to get someone's attention.  As these males were discussing how best to cook her she could only listen and squirm helplessly against her restraints.  She couldn't do anything to save herself; in fact all her frantic struggles earned her was to have Welvin grin, grab her curly hair, and squeeze himself into her unresisting mouth.


“So I guess that grill option's the best one?” the group leader continued, glancing at what Welvin was doing but otherwise not reacting to the mere piglet being abused next to him.  “For us to be able to have at her while she cooks?”


“For that, yes,” the grenoil agreed, again rubbing under his jaw.  “I must warn you, however, that the grill results in smoked piglet meat; very red, and bloody if not cooked lengthily.  At this hour, to have a well-cooked piglet you would need to wait until tomorrow.”  He reached down and tapped Cheryl's jerking bottom.  “But... are there only the five of you?”


“Yes,” the man agreed.  He glanced over as Welvin gasped and blew his load into Cheryl's unresisting mouth.  “Just us five.  Is a whole piglet too much?  I guess so, huh?”


“Possibly... but there is no harm in sharing.  If other passengers wish to sample the meat, after you men have taken your cuts the rest will be available to the public.  Anything left over afterward, my boys will handle without any problem.”  He patted Cheryl's rump.  “Is she to be your first taste of piglet meat?”


“Well, no, but she's gonna be the first we choose for ourselves,” the man countered, and the other men nodded.  Other than Welvin they were being surprisingly careful not to touch any of the piglets, even though their erect penises suggested they very much wanted to have their fun.  “We've only sampled the public meats so far.”


“All right,” the grenoil agreed.  “Well, I think we can meet all your needs.  We'll set her up for a variety of cooking styles.”


Cheryl's eyes were very wide as Welvin withdrew from her mouth.  Her jaw hung open, and still she couldn't form any words, but she stared at her two friends beseechingly.  Eliza and Kim, however, were just as helpless to help her.  On the other hand, as they weren't the ones facing a gruesome death, other emotions were growing within them.  Cheryl blinked at them in horror when she recognized the growing lust on their faces.


“Well, we want her alive, remember,” one of the other men dared to say, frowning.  “We don't want her cut up first to cook all over the place...”


“We have a technique to perform several cooking styles at once, without actually killing the meat quickly,” the grenoil countered amiably.  “Different parts are cooked differently over the same fire pit.  You have access to her openings at first, and once she stops breathing we slice away the mound and rump, cut them into thin strips, and quickly grill them separately.  Quite a delicacy.”


The men perked up, intrigued.  Cheryl's eyes were very wide.  “That sounds good,” the leader agreed.  “Can we take her right away?”


“I'm afraid I have to let one of my people take her there,” the grenoil apologized immediately.  “With shaven, domestic piglets it would be no problem, but this type could represent an escape risk.  It's the on-board rules, I'm afraid.  However, you can certainly follow her to her destination, and as soon as she's set up you can enjoy her meat as she cooks.”


“Okay, that's cool,” the guy agreed.  “We'll have her right away, then, if we can.”


“Certainly.  Just let me call in one of my cooks to handle her.”  The grenoil turned and headed into the back room.  Within moments his voice wafted out, directed at someone other than the five men.  “Hey.  I need a cook in the selection room.”


“Hey Argen,” came another male grenoil's voice, sounding slightly tinny as some device or other relayed his words from elsewhere on the ship.  “One piglet?  And where to?”


“Just one, and we'll do a variety cook.  We have space left?”


“Sure thing.  I'll send one of the boys right up.”


All Cheryl could do was listen to his conversation and struggle helplessly against her restraints.  She was terrified, but now anger was showing on her face whenever she looked at her two friends.  Kim and Eliza, whether they wanted to or not, were getting aroused by her plight.  They couldn't help her at all, but weren't in immediate danger themselves, so all they could do was watch her, pity her, and get more and more excited.  Even Cheryl herself, despite her terror, was feeling that increasing arousal.  She had wanted to experience being a piglet... and now she was.  She was experiencing more than she had bargained for, and yet that in and of itself was arousing as well...


“Thought we'd agreed not to fuck her any more until she was over the fire,” one of the men remarked, giving Welvin a look of both amusement and disdain.


“It was just her mouth,” Welvin said in his own defense.


One of the other guys slapped his palm over his face.  “Gods, you really can't get into a woman unless she's tied down, can you, Wel?”


“Shut up,” Welvin muttered as all the others, and even the returning grenoil, laughed.  “You can't unless she just got drugged by fucking a toad, either.”


The guy being addressed immediately scowled, Welvin's words plainly striking a sensitive point, but the other three men kept laughing and gripped their angered friend's arms to keep him still.  The grenoil, however --- Argen, he'd been called --- went very still and blinked once, slowly.  None of the men noticed his reaction to being called a 'toad', but Kim and Eliza did.  “Well, I will get her ready right away,” he said instead of responding to Welvin's insult.  “One of my boys will be right here, and you can follow him to wherever she's going to be cooked...”


Eliza and Kim could only watch from their restraining stands as Argen stepped up behind Cheryl and popped the pin out of the upper restraining bar.  As soon as she felt the bar lift away from over her wrists and neck she tried, frantically, to stand up straight and get away, but of course she failed.  After being stuck in the same position for so long, her muscles protested the sudden movement, for one, and her ankles were still firmly restrained besides.  Even if she'd able to quickly release her own ankles, Argen was there to snatch up her wrists, his grenoil reflexes making the movement so quick it was almost a blur.  As Cheryl struggled uselessly against his powerful grip, he twisted her arms behind her back and with practiced skill lashed them together with a length of twine he'd grabbed from somewhere.


Once her arms were trapped behind her back, within seconds Cheryl had been released from the ankle restraints and she was being walked down between the two lines of piglets.


“Let's meet your cook half-way,” Argen suggested as he was pushing Cheryl toward the door.  The men started to follow.  “There's something I need to do before coming back, anyway...”


“You just going to leave this place open?” Welvin asked, trailing behind and looking over the helpless piglets.


“I won't be gone more than twenty minutes,” Argen replied.  “You can stay behind and fuck them if you want.”  He sneered as he neared the door.  “They're tied down for you, after all.”


He pushed Cheryl outside; the other men laughed and followed, but Welvin came to a stop, his face red with embarrassment.  “Maybe I will, then,” he muttered, turning away from the door and facing the two rows of helpless women.  “Bastards.”


The doors swung shut, and the room fell silent.  Welvin turned in place, his expression sulky, and looked the six remaining piglets over.  The piglets looked back at him; with nothing to do but wait to be cooked, all of them preferred his company to having been left alone.  Even Eliza and Kim, though horrified somewhat for their taken friend, looked at the redheaded young man hopefully.  Maybe if he fucked them senseless they'd forget that their friend was being cooked alive somewhere.


“Tied down... pff...” Welvin meandered between the two rows of piglets.  “I could get a girl not tied down... if I bothered...” he gripped one girl's chin, squeezing hard enough to make tears come to her eyes, before jerking her head aside and pulling his hand away.  “Didn't they see Emily?  Emily.  She gave herself to me.  Because she was nice.  Not mean like all the others... like the guys...” he wandered up to Eliza and Kim.  Both the girls looked up at him, panting silently with need.  “She just used you and let me have her...” he looked down at Eliza.  “You wouldn't have let her if you weren't tied up, would you?  I bet not.  I...” he looked over at Kim, and he fell silent for a moment.  “You, though... you let him have your mouth,” he remarked.  “You do have pretty green eyes, too...”


Kim just stared up at him, helpless and hopeful for a little attention.  She'd been ignored and in the dark for hours, she'd just had a scare, and one of her friends had been taken away to be cooked.  She was horribly in need of sexual attention.  She opened her mouth as invitingly as she could, unable to say she wanted him but trying to let him know nonetheless.


He took the offer.  He gripped her dark hair and pushed his ready manhood into her mouth and down her throat; Kim took it in, and she immediately put what little bit of muscle control she had into trying to suck and lick him.  Whether he noticed or not, he appreciated her permissiveness, and his hips gladly went to work.


Like all the previous times that day, it didn't take him long.  He gave a series of jerkier thrusts, then buried himself down her throat and ejaculated again; she quietly and gratefully swallowed, and held him as best she could thereafter.  Being face-fucked had done little to alleviate her sexual need, but it was attention and a welcome distraction from her thoughts about Cheryl.


“You're... a good girl,” Welvin panted, stroking Kim's hair.  She looked up at him, her green eyes wide and still full of need, but there was a pride in her expression that didn't really belong on a free woman.  She had done a good job as a piglet, and she knew it.  “A good girl...” he withdrew from her mouth.  He was still hard; days of forced abstinence and the grenoil pheromones were doing their job.  “You'd let me, wouldn't you... you'd let me even if you weren't tied down...”


Though still full of need, Kim's expression changed as he spoke those words while stepping behind her.  She turned her head and met Eliza's gaze, and both of them realized what he might be thinking... and what it might mean for them.  Eliza blinked at her frantically, trying to make sure Kim knew, and Kim wiggled her ass frantically, hoping he would make a mistake.


Welvin, his pride hurt, did indeed make a mistake.  Even though Argen had said it was against the rules to free these piglets, what Welvin saw before him was a woman who desperately wanted him to fuck her and who had thus far cooperated with everyone who'd taken her.  He bent low behind her, and the first thing he did was pull the pin from the lower bar, releasing her ankles.


Kim, despite the situation, remained as calm as she could.  Instead of foolishly kicking at him, which would destroy her opportunity to escape, she simply spread her legs wider, invitingly.  Welvin hesitated, his cock stiff and close to her wet womanhood, before he sidled over to the pin holding the upper bars shut.  Carefully, watching for her reaction, he pulled the pin.  Seeing her not reacting, he slowly began to open up the upper bars, releasing her wrists and neck.


In those moments, Eliza was impressed by her friend's control.  Had Kim reacted suddenly to escape, Welvin would have slammed the bar back down, and possibly trapped her again.  Instead, she just stayed there, bent over, ignoring her sudden freedom; she merely turned her head to look at him, and let her eyes tell him what she wanted.  Even now that she was free she still wanted him, just as he had hoped.


Welvin was overjoyed.  He hurried behind her, gripped her waist, and penetrated her welcoming womanhood.  Kim jerked, throwing her head back, not trying to straighten out of her bindings; Welvin laughed and started thrusting happily away.


For a time Eliza thought her friend had lost her mind; that Kim had forgotten she was supposed to escape, and would happily let him fuck her and then re-bind her.  But Kim was smart, instead; she waited patiently, enjoying the attention she had been craving so very much, and she only slowly began standing up.  Welvin, adoring this willing woman, let her straighten up, and as she settled her weight against him he started taking small steps backward.


Kim probably hadn't quite planned it to happen the way it did.  As she was backing him toward the wall, his knees bent so he could fuck her upright form more easily; suddenly he lost his balance and fell backward.  His hands were still gripping her waist, so she went down with him; however while she landed roughly on top of him, facing away, his red-haired head hit the wall with a resounding thunk.  Suddenly Kim found herself on top of a very stunned young man, even as his body decided to ignore the fact that his mind wasn't paying attention and ejaculated up into her.


Kim was as stunned as Welvin was.  She looked to be at a loss for a few seconds, but then her body started shifting about and she resumed bobbing her hips on top of him.  At the moment, her freedom wasn't important.  The nearing orgasm was the priority.  With a few more seconds of effort, Kim finally earned the release she had really wanted after hours of being unable to ease her arousal.


Eliza wasn't able to look back at them, but she heard the impact against the wall and Welvin's dazed orgasmic groan, followed by the wet meaty sounds of Kim humping him where he lay.  Kim was silenced, so she couldn't voice her pleasure, but her heavy breathing could still be heard through the room.  Eliza therefore had a decent idea as to what had happened, and could only hope it meant good news for her.


Finally, the orgasm having spent itself, Kim started pushing to her feet.  Despite that her body was tingling with pleasure, she remembered her friends and what she had to do now.  She pulled herself off Welvin's manhood and stepped toward Eliza.


“Ugh.  Bitch...”  Kim came to an abrupt stop and fell forward.  Fearfully she looked back to find that Welvin had grabbed her ankle; he was dazed and in pain, but he wasn't quite knocked out.  “You... back in yer... back in...”  Panicked, she kicked back at him, and he let go of her with a cry to grab at his nose.  “Aaaah!  B-bitch!”


Kim hurried out of his reach on her hands and knees, coming into Eliza's field of view.  Eliza stared at her with wide eyes, begging for release; Kim gripped her friend's body to get to her feet.  However Welvin uttered a groggy curse and leaned against the wall to push to his feet also.


Kim looked back at him for a moment, then at Eliza, then back at him again as he staggered toward her.  She took a moment to consider her options, then made up her mind.  She threw Eliza a look of sincere apology as she darted passed her, out of Welvin's reach, instead of setting her free.  Eliza gave her a wide-eyed, terrified look, but Kim had no choice.  With Welvin stumbling angrily after her, she ran for her life and her freedom.  With nowhere else to go, Kim ran straight out the doors.


Welvin staggered to a halt near those doors, swayed in place, and fell to his butt next to the entrance.  “Damn,” he groaned, clutching his head with both hands.


Eliza could only stare at the doors in horror.  Cheryl had been taken away to be cooked, and now Kim had fled for her life, leaving the poor blonde alone and just as helpless as before.

* * *


The moment she pushed through the doors, Kim felt a powerful surge of relief.  She was outside, and she was free at last; she was safe now.  After a few glances back told her Welvin wasn't following her, she started to slow down a little, her pace easing off into a jog.


As she returned to the more frequented sections of the ship, her jubilation began to give way to guilt.  Yes, she had escaped that terrible situation, but she was well aware that she'd left her friend to die.  Sure, she'd only known Eliza a few days, but she still felt bad for leaving her like that.  However her own life mattered more.  Once she was safe, she'd rescue Eliza.  She could only hope Eliza survived long enough.


Kim made it back to one of the main decks.  All around her, men and women were lounging around or entertaining themselves in the last of the evening sun.  As was usual for this ship, as many of the humans were naked as wore clothing of any sort; also as usual, many of them were engaged in sexual activity, their inhibitions lessened by the pheromones in the air.


Grenoils were about also, participating in said sexual activity or seeing to other needs such as drinks or towels.  These, of course, made Kim uneasy, seeing as how she was sort-of an escaped piglet at the moment, but she found herself slipping behind another nude woman who was jogging along.  None of the grenoils gave her so much as a second glance, which was just fine by her.


Still, as she followed that woman she was aware that she was still walking a tightrope.  Though she had never thought anything of it before, she now remembered little details of the last few days that she now realized were very important.  She remembered a grenoil host dictating the rules of conduct to her the day she'd boarded, and on how he'd insisted on all passengers giving courteous verbal response whenever one of the on-board grenoils spoke to them.  She remembered many grenoils asking her if she needed anything, and remembered them just standing there if she shook her head but didn't say anything.  They would wait until she actually said she was fine.  She now realized, thanks to her voiceless condition, that it was some sort of on-board protocol for the grenoil employees.  As Argen had said in the meat selection room, a foreign piglet could convincingly pretend to be a passenger because of her hair.  She just had to act like another nude woman and she could theoretically escape if she reached a port.  
However, an escaped foreign piglet wouldn't be able to speak.  So if a female passenger stubbornly refused to speak a single word, Kim now suspected that passenger would eventually find herself quietly taken out of sight and... tested might be the word.  Kim now remembered some of the finer print on the contract she'd signed; rules against bringing Galupados-made piglet-silencing rods aboard, and disclaimers stating that no place with male grenoils was entirely without risk for humans.  A woman with her voice could end up being eaten if she determinedly kept silent without realizing she was actually putting herself at risk.


For that reason, Kim stayed away from grenoils.  She was very much voiceless, and she had no idea how long that would last.  Emily had said it would last a few hours, but Kim had been inside that silencing restraint for hours already; who knew if the effect lengthened with time.  She could only escape to her rooms and hide out there, waiting for her voice to return, and then rescue Eliza if there was still time.  Cheryl she assumed would already be dead and consumed by then... but she knew better than to try to save her in her present condition.  No, she had to first save herself, then save Eliza if she still could.


She got as close as she could to her rooms before breaking off from behind the jogger, who had started looking back at her with some irritation.  After that she slowed down a little, trying not to draw undue attention, and headed down the corridors leading to her quarters.


She passed a grenoil as she was nearing her quarters.  She tried her best to act casual as they met, but she dreaded that he would quietly greet her and would expect a spoken response; however he seemed harried, and was looking over some kind of crystal-studded device as he walked.  He only gave her the barest of nods as she passed him, and a similar nod back was enough to keep him from questioning her further.


But then she reached her room.  She stepped up to it, pressed her palm to the door... and froze, her eyes widening and her limp jaw dropping in dismay.  She'd forgotten something about her rooms.


To unlock her door, she had to speak her name.  She needed her voice.


Suddenly frightened again, she slapped her hands against the door several times, her mouth open slackly as she tried to make sound, any sound.  But the door remained locked, leaving her stuck outside, alone, and exposed.  She looked around worriedly, fearing that a grenoil could wander by at any moment, and only now realized she'd found yet another level of the on-board security.  By using their skill with magic-powered equipment, the grenoils had not only made sure no one could be robbed while away from their rooms... but no escaped piglet could hide in a room, either.  The keyless entry she'd found so convenient thus far was now instead keeping her in very real danger.  She could only stand there shaking and wait for her voice to come back... or to be recaptured.


And to her dismay, she realized that she wasn't shaking entirely from fear.  She was excited, too; terribly aroused.  She had thought herself safe, but she was anything but.  At any moment a grenoil could confront her, decide she was an escaped piglet, and do whatever he wanted with her.  Maybe he would quarantine her until he confirmed her identity; maybe he would just rape her and eat her.  Maybe he'd toss her overboard for the sharks or mermen, or would slam a spit up her ass and roast her for the passengers without realizing she was one of those passengers.  Regardless, she was now really in danger of being marked as an escaped piglet and disposed of as such.  And in the same way as being helpless in the Meat Selection Room had been an irresistible turn-on, so was her situation now, no matter how hard she tried to fight it.


However, she still retained control of most of her mind, if not all of it.  A turn-on or not, she didn't really want to be recaptured.  So after a hard head-shake to try to recover her wits, she started walking again, with the firm intention of finding somewhere to hide until her voice came back.


She considered her options as she walked.  She couldn't hide in the corridors below-decks; she couldn't think of anywhere she would be concealed safely.  Trying to hide in plain view, in the midst of all the other female passengers, was a no-go also, since any grenoil addressing her, for whatever reason, would discover she couldn't reply.  Sneaking into the machinery rooms would possibly offer good concealment, but was a sure-fire way to get herself eaten if she was found out; the contract had included a very clear warning that passengers entering an off-limits area were subjecting themselves to immediate conversion into piglets, to be devoured immediately.  If she was found there, she would just make her status as piglet official.  


Her best bet, then, was to find a secluded spot to hide on the main deck, away from most of the passengers and out of sight of any grenoils.  There were piles of crates secured here and there, as well as large aeration pipes or decorative pieces.  She just had to slip into a tight corner and wait.


She made her way to the main deck, and though she still wasn't sure where she would hide she didn't let herself hesitate before turning right; the last thing she wanted to do was look nervous or uncertain.  She walked self-assuredly, hiding her fear, her eyes peeled for any hiding spots or attentive grenoils.


Somehow Kim found herself on the wide, specially-equipped cooking deck, and in the middle of a crowd to boot.  Of course, she realized; people were starting to gather to watch the evening meals being prepared.  To watch, and of course, to fuck the meat before it cooked.  She wondered fleetingly if Cheryl was in this main area or a smaller one elsewhere, but dismissed that thought: Cheryl was surely already doomed, and there was nothing to be done for her.  Kim had to focus on keeping herself off a spit.


Then she saw it.  Nearby, its back to a wall, was a large flower-covered frame, a decorative arch made for couples to pose in for pictures or paintings made by skilled on-board grenoils.  She and the others had noticed it before, and had commented on there being a narrow space behind it; they'd joked about couples being able to slip in there for a little concealed sex, were hiding at all necessary on this ship.  It would be a perfect hiding spot.


There was quite a crowd about, but they were all facing a spot off to the side of the flowery frame.  Kim took a quick, nervous look around, and upon finding no one looking her way she hurried behind the trellis.  Squeezing between an aeration pipe and the flower-covered framework, she disappeared from sight and prepared to wait out the time until her voice returned.


There wasn't much room back there.  The space wasn't even wide enough for her shoulders to pass straight near the entrance, but the further she went in the wider it got, as though the trellis wasn't quite placed parallel to the wall.  By the time she got all the way to the back of the opening, she could stand with her shoulders perpendicular to the wall.  At that end, the wall itself stuck out a little, so that the corner of it and the flowers of the trellis met almost perfectly, concealing her entirely from view.  No one would be able to see her from there unless they squeezed aside some flowers, so all she had to do was turn around, sit on the ground, and stare at the opposite entrance hoping no one would look in from that direction.  She did exactly that, and prepared to wait.


It didn't take her long to realize it was going to be an extremely boring wait, and who knew for how long.  She didn't dare let herself fall asleep; if someone looked in, she had to be able to think and react quickly.  If it was a human she could probably just wink or even silently offer herself for sex, but if it was a grenoil she would have to figure out some other way to react.  In fact now that she thought of it, she was well hidden here, but if a grenoil did find her she had nowhere to go.  Was that wise, really?


But she wasn't naïve.  She knew very well nowhere on the ship was entirely safe for her right now.  All she could do was wait here and wait for her voice to return; the more she wandered around, the greater the chances she'd be noticed and questioned.  She had to wait.  Had to, no matter how boring it might become.


However as she sat there Kim realized it didn't have to be entirely boring.  She still didn't have her voice, but now her hands were free.  She was turned on, even if she wished she wasn't.  She could pass the time just fine.  She could put her hands to work... and she couldn't make any sound to draw attention no matter how much she was enjoying herself.


She closed her eyes, and she did just that.  Sitting against the wall, she spread her legs as wide as she could, slid her hands down her tummy and touched the mound of her womanhood.  She was wet and swollen, her nether lips spread eagerly for any and all penetration.  She shuddered violently at the barest of strokes with her entire hand; when she pushed two fingers into herself, and pressed the thumb of the same hand to her clitoris, her body bucked in immediate reaction.  She knew, immediately, that her wait here would not be the least bit boring after all.


Kim gave herself to her pleasure.  Her hands stroked and groped her own body, and her heartbeat and breathing accelerated quick and never slowed thereafter.  Within a minute she was jerking uncontrollably, her body gladly accepting another orgasm, only the silencing spell keeping her from announcing her position to the world.  Within a minute more, she had resumed pleasuring herself, intent on distracting herself from her plight as much as possible.


“That is so hot.”


Several minutes had passed when she heard that voice.  It was a male voice, human by the sound of it, and without even seeing his face she knew he was desperate to fuck something; there was a deep, bestial tone to the words.  Her eyes opened wide, and she was expecting to find at least one man standing in the alcove with her, staring at her, ready to assault her whether she cooperated or not.  She was therefore surprised, and shockingly disappointed, to find herself still completely alone.


“It is,” came a woman's voice then, her tone heavy with lust of her own.  “So hot... look at her squirm... oh, baby!  What if that were me, baby?  Would you do that to me?  Would you eat me?”


Kim looked around, confused as she tried to locate the source of the voices.  The couple sounded like they were right by her head, but clearly they hadn't seen her.  It sounded like they were watching a piglet cook, and were both getting terribly turned on by the sight.  It occurred to her then that the crowd had all been looking in one direction when she hid, and she started pushing to her feet, curious.  She realized, suddenly, that if she could look through the flowers at the corner of the trellis she might be able to see the same scene everyone else was watching.  It sounded like it was worth seeing, and like a good way to pass more of her time.


She turned in place and carefully started working at the flowers in the corner.  She chose a spot where there was a little opening already, and with surprising ease she parted some petals to reveal the scene beyond.  She found herself looking over the couple's shoulders from behind, and her eyes widened at the scene she beheld beyond.  She was in an open corner, and she had a surprisingly privileged view of everything happening.


A large area had been cordoned off.  The crowd was watching from just beyond that limit, but inside the perimeter were several men and one grenoil.  The grenoil wore an apron and was one of the on-board cooks, but the four naked men appeared to be just passengers.  In the center of the four men was a fire pit, built into the ship's deck with special heat-retaining metal.  Set over that pit was a piglet, being cooked alive.


But something was unusual about the cooking setup.  It wasn't a standard one; Kim had seen enough of them already to know that.  Rather, it looked like some specialized technique instead, far more elaborate; the piglet's entire body was locked into what looked like a group of glass boxes bolted together.  Beneath the contraption were tall flames at one end and red-hot embers at the other, all visible through glass.


It was difficult to see everything as a whole because of the men standing around, but bit by bit Kim started figuring out what the setup's different parts did.  Many of the piglet's parts were completely encased in separate block-like sections of what looked like thick glass; in fact, the only parts of the piglet not encased in the big blocky glass contraption seemed to be her head and her rump and mound.  That last detail might have seemed a little odd, as usually the mound was the best meat to eat, but the reason for exposing it was rather obvious at the moment: one of the four men was eagerly fucking the piglet even as she cooked.  At the other end, another of the men was hiding most of her head, his hands gripping her curly dark hair as he fucked her face.


The piglet obviously wasn't happy about her situation.  Though her body was firmly secured into place --- Kim could see metal rods bolted to the inside of the glass sections --- she was squirming and jerking in a frantic but useless effort to escape.  She was completely helpless to resist as she was raped and cooked.


As Kim looked on through the leaves with interest and arousal, the grenoil there started to speak.  “Thanks all for coming,” he said.  “Now, please try to be quiet, and I'll explain what we're doing here for you all.”  He raised his hands, and relative silence fell, the only sounds now to be heard being moans and cries of pleasure as men and women responded to the scene by fucking in the crowd.  “Thanks.  Well, these gentlemen here wanted to try cooked piglet meat of various sorts at the same time.  This setup, which we call a variety cook, allows a single piglet to provide several meat types.”


He stepped near the piglet's butt area and pointed at it, even as it wobbled in time with her present rapist's thrusts.  “This cooking type also allows them access to her while she cooks.  A combination of spells and special insulating glass let them enjoy her mound and mouth without risking that they harm themselves.  So, they can have fun adding their special cream to her while she cooks, and once she's almost done we can remove her meat here without ever moving her from her pit.  We then slice that meat and quickly cook it just over here.”  He gestured at a grill set up nearby.


Kim was watching with great interest, but her brain started putting pieces of the puzzle together.  She recognized the name the grenoil had given this cooking setup, and recognized the technique he was describing; she'd heard it only a little more than half an hour before.  Thus, her gaze slid away from the grenoil to the piglet's face, and she stared at the curly brown hair visible there.  As if on cue, the man fucking that piglet's mouth pulled out and stepped back, exposing the panicked girl's face.


It was Cheryl.  Without trying to, Kim had walked right into the perfect location from which to watch her friend being cooked alive.


“Let's start with the feet,” the grenoil continued.  “Note how each of her legs is bent and restrained perfectly inside its own glass cooking box.  Note, also, how we've spread those legs first so the men have easy access to her mound, by standing in the alcove formed between her leg-boxes.  Only a small portion of her mound and rump is exposed; the insulated glass all around the base here keeps out almost all the heat from the fire raging below, so they feel virtually none of it, but the boxes themselves absorb it all.”  The man fucking her gave a few slower thrusts as though to prove the point.  “Her left leg, here, is immersed in water which the fire will soon boil.  Our men will get to sample boiled piglet meat that falls right off the bone.  Her right leg, however, was smeared with cooking oil first, and is being baked inside its box, completely dry.”


He stepped beside the contraption and tapped the top of it, where what looked like tiny chimneys were periodically releasing small puffs of black smoke into the air.  “The piglet's arms are held in separate glass sections, but both are being smoked.  As you can see, the inside of these boxes is completely black; that's pure, concentrated smoke being focused into here from the entire fire.  This is a purely magical technique, of course.  The result is that her arms, both of them, are being turned into smoked meat at a very accelerated rate.”  He reached down and tapped the side of the contraption, the part displaying Cheryl's body from her neck to her hips.  Her breasts were wobbling about, gleaming with oils they'd smeared on, as she squirmed helplessly against her restraints.  “This main section of her meat is being cooked the standard way: roasting over the fire.  Thus, our men will still have the usual roasted breast.  Note that the hottest flames are here, under her legs, to boil and bake her; under her breasts are mostly just the red embers.  We push the embers through from that end to this one just by sliding a fire-proof rake through the fire pit beneath.  By having just hot embers here, we make sure she doesn't singe, but instead roasts more thoroughly.”


Kim couldn't tear her eyes away.  Right before her eyes, her friend Cheryl was being cooked like a common piglet.  Cheryl, a free woman, was being prepared for consumption in a horrible variety of painful ways, and was being raped again and again as it happened.  Passengers had gathered to watch, and not one of them recognized her as one of them.  No one would save her, and it would take hours before she finally died.


Kim, were she discovered, would suffer the very same fate.  She realized it, and was horrified by it.  And to her chagrin, she realized the thought was turning her on... so much so that without realizing it she had slid both her hands down to her crotch again and was masturbating furiously.


“Once the piglet dies, in a couple of hours,” the grenoil went on, “we will attach a blade right here, at the base of her jaw, and simply push it through.  While few humans enjoy the head, one of the on-board grenoils --- possibly I myself --- will eat it.  There will be no waste.  With that in mind, let me add that once the men have taken what they want, the rest of this meat will be available to the general public.  Everything must go.”


Kim heard the words and threw back her head, going into orgasm again with silent cries of ecstasy.  She knew she couldn't save Cheryl... so all she could do for the poor, accidental piglet now was take pleasure from her fate.  That was all... and she hardly had any regrets about doing so.


She didn't hear him come in, many minutes later.  Lost in her own lust and ecstasy, gazing periodically through the opening she'd made in the leaves, Kim was oblivious to anything behind her.  All she was aware of was Cheryl's plight, from the way her eyes rolled and cried with terror and pain to the way her bound body moved in the cooking contraption or from a never-ending series of rapes.  She didn't know a man had stepped into the alcove behind the trellis until a set of arms slid around her in the tight place, pinning her arms to her sides.


She would have cried out if she'd had a voice, but all Kim could do was squirm in surprise.  She struggled, but he locked his hands together in front of her and held on tight; she felt him bite down on some of her hair and pull on it, holding her head in place with the promise of pain.  Somehow, though she was frightened, it wasn't terror that rose to the top of her mind.  It was lust, as she felt his bared penis slide between her thighs with seemingly no effort to aim.  Whoever it was that had grabbed her was clearly very aroused, and had clear intentions for her.  Rather than struggling hard, she merely squirmed in his grip and spread her legs, pulling her hands away from her womanhood and tilting her hips to offer herself to him.  With a possessive grunt he wiggled his hips, flexed his muscles to point his cock upward, and thrust into her so very wet and welcoming womanhood.


She screamed, or tried to, but her voice was still gone.  An orgasm hit, slightly different than most of the ones she'd given herself since arriving in the alcove, and he grunted again as he started to thrust fast and hard.  Her legs jerked in reaction, barely holding her up, and her hands curled, and she surrendered her body to him gladly.


He was brutal.  Despite that she had not fought him, her attacker squeezed her as hard as he could and his thrusts became deep, powerful ones meant to hurt, if such was possible on this ship.  His teeth released her hair and bit into the back of her neck, hard enough to draw blood; he found a comfortable enough grip around her arms so that he could sink his fingernails into the base of her breasts.  And yet, Kim didn't try to escape him; lost in her pheromone-induced lust and feeling just a little guilt over poor Cheryl being tormented nearby, she let him give her pain and she felt it as pleasure.


When he came inside her, he roared into her ear.  She had a terrible and all-too-arousing thought that he might be about to bite off her earlobe, but he didn't.  He just squeezed her as hard as he could, dug in his fingers some more, and ejaculated as deep inside her as he could.


He stood there panting for a while, and she could only squirm against him, unable to escape and unwilling to even try.  Even with him not thrusting anymore, feeling him inside her was more than enough to leave her complacent and turn the pain of the wounds he'd given her into warped pleasure.  In her own way, Kim did her penance for enjoying Cheryl's continuing torment just a few feet before her.


Then her ravisher spoke.  “And you weren't tied down this time, were ya.”


Kim's eyes went wide, and suddenly she did want to escape him.  But he was still holding her tight, and there was no room to move in the alcove; she was pinned in a corner, pinned on his still-hard penis, and her arms were pinned at her sides.


It was Welvin.  Somehow he'd located her and taken his revenge from her for having shamed him... and she knew he wouldn't leave it at that.  He would drag her back to the meat selection room.


As far as he knew, she was really an escaped piglet.


She had to get him to understand.  She had to make him see she was one of the passengers.  Some way, somehow, she had to.  Arousal overriding terror in the face of relative danger had turned to terror overriding the arousal in the face of an immediate threat to her life.  Frantically, Kim tried to escape his grip, or to at least turn around and face him to try to convince him.  Even if she had to endure as many rapes from him as Cheryl was from other men out there, she had to stall him long enough to get her voice back.  She had to!


To her relief, he let go of her and stepped back, and she was able to turn around in the tight space to face him.  She turned her wide, desperate green-eyed gaze to meet his angry gaze, and tried to raise her hands to 'talk' to him with frantic hand language.


Welvin's hands shot forward.  One went around her throat and closed with crushing force; the other grabbed one of her wrists and pinned both her arms beneath it, against her breasts.  She tried to gasp in shock, but not only was she silent, she was unable to suck in the breath.  Her eyes bulged as Welvin started to strangle her.


She tried to kick at him, but he slammed her back against the wall and his body pinned her there with her legs apart.  There was a flash of white light as her head hit the metal and her ability to think disappeared for a time.


“Payback,” Welvin growled to her when she came back to herself an unknown period of time later.  She stared at him, trying to focus, but he was blurry.  She tried to struggle, but she felt her limbs flopping rather uselessly; she still couldn't breathe.  He was still strangling her... and as her panic began to subside, easing into an unwanted orgasmic swoon, she realized he had penetrated her again.  Like she had done to him, he had enjoyed her body as she was dazed.


Unlike him, however, she hadn't hit the orgasm before losing consciousness.  She did so now instead, quivering in his grasp, her eyes rolling back as she slipped into darkness.


The last sound she heard was his roar of release as he reached another orgasm of his own.

* * *


“What the --- hey!  Where the hell did you bring that piglet?”


Eliza rolled her eyes quickly to the side when Argen yelled.  She had ignored the doors when they opened, but the grenoil's words drew her attention.  The blonde was therefore watching when Kim, groggy-looking and bloodied, was roughly brought back to the meat selection room by force.  A stray piglet had now been brought back to join three others; since Argen had returned, three more girls had been collected by cooks with hungry passengers.  Though she had yet to be taken away for cooking, Eliza had already become resigned to her fate, but now suddenly she had at least one more thing to be thankful for.


“She got away,” Welvin said, his tone annoyed.  “I brought her back.  Don't complain.”  The red hair at the back of his head still had a smear of half-dried blood.


“She got... you have got to be shitting me.”  Argen slapped his entire hand over his big eyes.  “Fuck.  Lock her back in, in that one.”  He gestured at the bindings in front of Eliza with his other hand.  “Got away.  Wow.  Did you really think I'd swallow that?”


“Hey, I brought her back,” Welvin growled, shoving Kim forward.  Her head wobbled oddly on her shoulders, like she wasn't entirely sure where she was or how to react to what was happening.  He dragged her across the room and to the empty piglet stand right in front of Eliza.  “I could've left her out there.”


“You'd be in a lot of trouble for it, you little loser,” Argen growled, heading for the back room.  “You sign a contract when you come aboard.  Taking a piglet out like that is a breach of the rules.”


“Yeah, well, I brought her back,” Welvin countered, “so no harm done.  So just shut up.”  He didn't even bother to restrain Kim's legs; he just bent her forward and pressed her neck into the top binder, and she was so out of it that she didn't resist having him flop her wrists into it as well.  Despite her desperate escape less than an hour earlier, Kim didn't fight it this time as she was put back into the meat stock.


“You're right.  You did bring her back.  Damaged, though,” Argen called from the back room.  “Now I gotta heal her.  Not my gift, so I need... where the hell is that damn thing... yeah, you better hope she heals right.”


“Don't worry about healing her,” Welvin called back, sneering.  “That, I can do.  Right now.  And I'm gonna have fun doing it.”  As usual his cock was still stiff and ready, so now that Kim was restrained again he gripped her waist and pushed himself inside her.  She was barely able to stand, but at the penetration her legs stiffened and she tilted her hips approvingly to help.  She was barely aware of her surroundings, if at all, but she was still extremely aroused.  “Hah!  Stupid bitch.  Doesn't even realize I brought her back.  Gonna fix that, though...” he started to thrust.


“I hope you didn't hit her too hard,” Argen growled as he came back into the room.  He was holding something in each hand now; silver rods with rounded tips.  Welvin couldn't see that, since his back was turned to him now.  “Piglets should be alive for cooking.  If she dies from brain-bleeding...” he trailed off as Welvin's hands, still gripping Kim's waist, started to emit a soft green glow.  “Oh.  Healing magic, hunh?”


Welvin didn't bother to even answer.  He continued to thrust, and as the seconds passed Kim started moving a little more.  From where she was watching, Eliza saw the girl's eyes finally open completely and saw her focus again; she saw Kim blink a few times in confusion, then grow panicked as she finally realized what was going on and where she was.  Her gaze met Eliza's at last, and Kim's eyebrows rose in a frightened, shamed reaction as she saw no pity in the blonde's eyes.


“Hah.  Don't like that, nearly as much, now, do you?”  Welvin panted as Kim's lower body started moving in a useless attempt to get away from his thrusting penis.  He tightened his grip, the glow leaving his hands, and he held her firmly as he fucked her.  This time, the sex was personal; it was a rape, not just fucking faceless meat.  And Eliza, watching and vengeful, was glad of it.  Let Kim pay for abandoning her here.


Argen watched for a few seconds in silence, seeming thoughtful.  Finally, he said, “you could have free girls if you wanted, I bet.  But you like them tied down, don't you.”


“Fuck yeah,” Welvin growled.  “Doesn't matter if they say no this way.”  He laughed, restraining a particularly strong bit of struggling on Kim's part.  “And before... oh, that was nice.  Took her by surprise.  No restraints or anything.  Just my muscles.  Just me and her, and that look in her damn eyes as I squeezed her throat...” he groaned, evidently enjoying the memories, and he slowed his thrusting a bit.  “You know... I gotta thank you, bitch.”  He reached one hand forward and grabbed her hair to yank her head back.  She rolled her eyes to look up at him, her face a mask of horror.  “Made me realize what girls are really good for.  I don't need permission.  I don't even need bindings.  I just need to use force.  And from now on, that's just what I'll do.  Use... force!”  He resumed a quick, violent thrusting.


Argen watched in silence for a few seconds more, then glanced down at the rods in his hands even as Welvin was starting to gasp and groan at a mounting orgasm.  He smiled slightly, then looked over at Eliza for a moment.  His lips twitched upward once, then he turned back to Welvin.  “I think a little irony is in order, asshole,” he said, and jabbed one of the silver rods against Welvin's back even as the boy went rigid, ejaculating into his victim.


“Auuugh!  Wh-what the f-fuck!  That's cold!  What the f-fuck... what... unghhh!”  Welvin threw his head back, and his hands clenched even harder around Kim's waist.  His eyes opened wide with shock, and his mouth dropped open to let loose a howl of uncontrolled orgasmic pleasure.  His body went very still, his eyes closed, and he sucked in a deep breath only to release a drawn-out moan of ecstasy.


Eliza watched with wide, stunned eyes as the meaning of Argen's words became shockingly clear.  As he stood there rigid and stuck in an intense orgasm, Welvin transformed.  His arms and legs seemed to shrivel, their girth shrinking greatly but the skin staying tight around them, his muscles shrinking and losing much of their definition.  The muscles on his abdomen, already not very pronounced, seemed to disappear entirely, leaving a smooth, flawless belly with a cute bellybutton.  At the same time the muscles of his upper chest seemed to swell grotesquely, pushing his nipples outward and stretching them, the bulging muscles then seemingly flopping forward to wobble obscenely in place like fatty tissue.  His waist seemed to contract abruptly, in such a sudden manner that it seemed like it should crush his inner organs.


At the same time, his face seemed to contract also, his jaw losing much of its angular traits to smooth out and his sparse red beard vanishing.  Similar hair over his whole body seemed to disappear entirely, but the hair on his head tumbled out past his shoulder blades as though suddenly released from having been tied up.  His throat, as the hair vanished, tightened, his Adam's Apple disappearing; and as that happened, his drawn-out moan rose in pitch until what came out at the end was a girly cry of surprise.


Welvin staggered back from Kim, stumbled, and fell hard onto his ass.  Except as he fell, Eliza saw that the correct term was now her ass: his penis was gone.  As Welvin fell, his legs parted in reaction to new sensations, giving Argen and Eliza a clear view of what was most definitely female genitalia.  Argen had just gender-changed Welvin with a single touch of a Galupados trinket.  Welvin was now a woman.


Welvin gasped when she hit the ground, and the new breasts on her chest bounced obscenely.  The new redheaded girl stared down at them, her eyes wide with shock, and she looked like she could barely hold herself up with her arms.  Panting in shock, after a few seconds she turned wide, horrified eyes up toward the grenoil now towering over her slimmed-down form.  “What, what, what have you done to me?!” she demanded in horror.  One of her hands immediately flew to her mouth as her voice came out as a quavering and very female whimper.


“Saved a lot of girls from you, I daresay,” he commented, tilting his head curiously.  He looked over the piglets bound nearby.  “That's rather ironic too, when you think about it...” he looked back down at Welvin.  “A great deal of irony happening here, human.  A great deal.”  As he spoke, his penis swelled, going from relaxed partial exposure to being fully unsheathed from inside him.


“W-what?” Welvin whispered, her gaze irresistibly drawn to the pink wet cock now pointing upward with readiness.  She stared at it for a few seconds, then sucked in a frightened breath as her addled brain informed her of this situation's possibilities in her body's new condition.  Her eyebrows shifting from expressing surprise to expressing increasing fear, she slid her gaze up from Argen's ready penis to meet his gaze.  What she saw there in no way reassured her.  “N-no, you, you c-can't mean to...!”  Welvin started trying to move away, crawling backward on her hands and feet.


Argen, with a widening smirk, crossed his arms and followed her with slow but long steps.  “I can, and do mean to,” he said.  “You like them helpless.  Tied down.  You like to abuse them.”  He spread his arms.  “Let's see how you like it.”


Welvin tried to come to her feet in a frantic effort to flee.  However Argen was as quick and strong as any grenoil; even if Welvin had been used to her new body, she would not have escaped.  Before she was even fully upright Argen's hand had gone around her neck, and in just a second Welvin found herself kicking helplessly at thin air in a frantic and thoroughly useless attempt to escape.


“Not so tough now, are you,” Argen commented, sneering cruelly at the new woman in his grasp.  “Look at you.  Flailing like a fish.  Helpless.  Like any other girl.  Ripe for fucking, or eating.”  He closed his eyes for a few seconds, savoring the moment; then he opened them half-way.  “Let's see how you like it,” he repeated softly.


Welvin tried to fight it, but like any piglet, she of course had no success.  Her hands scratched at Argen's arms, but her nails seemingly couldn't damage his slimy skin; her legs kicked at him as he pulled her closer, but he seemed completely oblivious to even the harder hits.  He just protected his crotch from those kicks until he jerked his free hand out, gripped her waist, and pulled her tightly against him so that her legs were pinned apart at his sides.  She continued to kick desperately, but it did nothing but amuse him.  Her face was very red and her eyes were very wide, and she was making strangled sounds of panic.


He savored her struggles for a few seconds, then he jerked his hips back, shifted her waist with his hand there, and jerked his hips forward again.  There came a wet sound, almost like someone squeezing a damp sponge; meat plunging into meat.  Welvin's eyes bulged, and she uttered a squeak of shock as Argen penetrated an orifice her body hadn't even had five minutes before.


“Oh.  So... tight,” Argen growled, and started giving slow but deep thrusts.  Welvin's arms and legs went taut in reaction to the shocking new sensations, her eyes continuing to bulge.  Not five minutes after becoming female her body took in a thick, hard penis most women would be terrified of even when turned on.  “Not very... wet.  Don't have my pheromones in ya, do ya... too bad.”  Argen was already starting to accelerate his thrusting.  Extra-tight or not, he'd gotten it in and could move it however he wanted inside her.  “Part of the deal with being a piglet, human.  You don't have a choice.  What you feel doesn't matter.”


Welvin jerked helplessly in her rapist's clutches, tears starting to stream from her eyes at what was being done to her.  She was discovering exactly what being a woman was, in regards to a male such as she'd been.  As a male he'd said women were meant to be used and abused.  As a woman, she had changed her mind.  But she no longer had a choice in the matter; Argen was taking what he wanted, and when he was done he still wouldn't care what she wanted.  He had already called her a piglet, and even in the middle of this horrendous rape Welvin knew what that meant for her.  She was now just meat, for him to fuck and eat.


Fuck her he did.  Welvin continued to flail her limbs, her legs kicking and her hands clawing, but that did nothing to help her; if anything, it amused him more.  He stared into her bulging eyes as he forced new and terrifying sensations on her, and when he came to a sudden stop, he squinted but just kept staring to see her reaction as he ejaculated inside her.


Kim was in no position to see what was happening, but she was able to understand what was happening from their words before Argen had gotten started.  Thus, despite her renewed despair over her own fate, Kim was getting a little comfort in the knowledge that her attacker was paying for what he'd done.


Eliza, however, was able to watch everything.  She watched as Argen withdrew his penis from inside Welvin, revealing traces of blood on both of them; Welvin's new female form had been a virgin, but certainly was no longer.  She watched as he held her at arm's length, stepped backward, and then turned to roughly bend her over and slap her ankles into the empty restraints to Kim's left.


“N, no!  You c, can't do this!  You can't!  I'm a passenger!  You can't!”  Welvin was panicking; the rape had only been the beginning of her punishment and she knew it.  “You can't do this to me!  Someone will know!  Someone will... unnnnghhh!!”  She threw her head back, red hair swishing as Argen mercilessly took her again now that her legs were restrained.


“You all sign waivers,” he growled, and he grabbed her hair in one hand to yank her upright.  Her new breasts bounced obscenely.  “All you humans, when you come aboard.  The risks are clear.  Even a male human accepts some risk to join the cruise.”  He gave one hard, deep thrust, causing Welvin to writhe in place and strain against the restraints around her ankles.  “A few humans disappear every trip.  Mostly females.  Sometimes males.  We don't have to explain ourselves for it.  It's part of what draws you here.  You agreed to the risks.”


“N-no!  I never agreed to... ungh!  Ungh, ungh!”  Welvin was trying to plead her case, but she was having a hard time so much as talking since he'd started thrusting steadily again.  Like it or not, she was discovering what it meant to be a woman around an angry grenoil.  “I... never...!”


“You break the rules, our response is left to us,” Argen growled.  “Sure, this is a bit more than the norm...” he thrust a little faster to make his point, “but no one will question me for it.  No one will miss you.  No one will check the registry.  If someone even realizes I did this, I tell them you wanted it, asked for it... and got exactly what you wanted.”  She was reaching back, trying to push back on his stomach; though she hadn't been having any success at it, he now gripped her wrists and forced them to her sides to hold her, and fuck her, more easily.  “No one... will... question... it.  Will question me.”


“N-no... please... I didn't... do anything... bad enough... to deserve... this!”  Welvin's eyes were as wide as ever, but there was increasing panic in her expression.  Perhaps her panic was entirely due to what Argen was telling her; or perhaps, female as she now was, she could feel that he was about to ejaculate inside her again.  Regardless, it didn't matter.  With a few more thrusts, Argen went still, groaning, releasing into his victim.  When she felt it happen, Welvin just stood there quivering, too horrified to even know how to react anymore.


“You... deserve it... all,” he growled after a few seconds.  He bent her forward again, and he forced her left arm into the upper bar of her piglet restraints; he then held his elbow there and moved his hand to the back of her neck instead, forcing her into place.  His other hand pushed her right wrist into position, and with her held down firmly he lowered the bar over her.  She squirmed, trying to resist, and whimpered and panted the whole time, but for some odd reason she never actually screamed as he sealed her fate.  She didn't let him turn her into a piglet, but she didn't quite do everything in her power to fight it, either.  Already, so soon after being turned female, Welvin was already feeling the first instinct-altering effects of his pheromones.  After all, as excited as Argen was to be punishing her, he was sure to be releasing even more pheromones than usual.


Eliza and Kim certainly felt those pheromones.  Both watched in silence, as did all the other piglets.  Eliza, having mostly submitted to her fate now, watched and grew ever more aroused as Welvin was punished for his/her insolence and in such a brutal, degrading manner.  Kim, though terrified of her renewed status as a piglet, was also enjoying how Welvin's ill treatment of her was being punished.  Much as both girls still wanted to live, they could not deny the tremendous arousal they were experiencing as they watched the cruel human paying for his/her cruelty.


“You... you can't... please,” Welvin whimpered, her eyes wide with terror as Argen pulled himself out of her body and stepped in front of her.  “P-please.  I've learned my lesson.  I'll obey the rules.  I'll, I'll be good to women now.  I promise.  Please, please, don't do this.  I, I don't want to be cooked.  I don't want to be... to be... I don't want to be meat...” the redhead's voice trailed off as she spoke.  She was staring up at him, and she meant her words; but as he stood over her, powerful and pitiless and male, she knew it was pointless to beg.  She knew what she was, now that he had turned her female; now that he had put her in her place.  So soon after the change, already Welvin knew what she was: a piglet.


“Piglet, you are meat,” Argen said, his tone devoid of pity.  With that, he took a small step forward, and pressed one of his long toes against the crystal at the base of Welvin's restraining stand.  “And you know it.  Meat to fuck, and meat to eat.”


“I... I... please... pluhh... pwhh... ff...” Welvin looked right up at him as her voice faded away and her mouth went slack.  Her eyes stayed very wide, but even as she felt the silencing spell's effects begin to take hold she never tried to actually scream.  She was terrified, but deep down she already knew her destiny.  She was meat.


Argen stared down at her for a few more seconds, waiting for the spell to take full effect, then simply letting her feel the weight of her destiny as he stood proud and dominant before her.  Then, with a snort, he took hold of her red hair; her eyes crossed as she looked at his still-erect penis, and she knew what came next but there was nothing she could do to resist.  He shoved himself into her limp mouth and started thrusting again, working for his third ejaculation into her in ten minutes.


It didn't take him long.  He thrust fast and deep, causing her to struggle wildly against her bindings, and in short order he groaned, gasped, and came down her throat.  He held her head to his slimy belly, forcing her to swallow every drop of it, before finally stepping back and letting her head sag forward.


“Toad, indeed,” he said with a sneer, before turning and walking away.  With that, he dismissed her from his thoughts, now ignoring his new meat animal like he would all the rest.

* * *


“Hey, what?  That's weird.  The door's not locked anymore?”


The remaining piglets in the meat selection room lifted their heads and looked toward the main doors as two naked humans walked in.  Two piglets looked at them with bored, defeated expressions, but two immediately glared at them and one stared at them with wide, pleading eyes.  Emily and Klayn stepped between the two rows of piglets, Klayn looking a little surprised but Emily quickly gaining a look of dismay as she realized what she'd done.


“Whoops,” Klayn said, reaching up to scratch at his chin as he looked down at Kim and Eliza.  “Maybe you shouldn't have left after all.”


“You think?” she asked, scratching at her red hair and taking a stance that conveyed her chagrin and embarrassment.  “Geez, I'm sorry, girls, I was sure I'd locked up...”


“You did,” came a voice from the back room, and both the humans jumped at the sound.  Argen stepped through the door.  “You locked up in the middle of the afternoon, Emily.  A passenger came to the office to complain, so I came back and did your job for the last several hours.”


Emily's hands flew to her mouth as she recognized the grenoil.  “Mr. Argen!”


“Whoops,” Klayn repeated, though he looked more amused than worried.


“Whoops, indeed,” Argen agreed as he walked farther into the room.  His big eyes were squeezed into a deep scowl.  “You left your post to go fuck?  Both of you?  Do you really not get off often enough a day?”


“Oh, nobody missed us,” Klayn said, shrugging.  He pointedly did not look at Kim or Eliza and ignored their angry expressions.


“Uh,” Emily said instead, looking straight at the two passenger-piglets.  “Actually... ow.”  Klayn nudged her in the ribs with his elbow, and she bit her lip.  At this, both Kim and Eliza started struggling against their bindings; a feeble hope had sprung up that Emily would explain everything and they would be rescued, but if she stayed silent to cover up her mistake...


“You, maybe not,” Argen replied, glaring at Klayn for a moment.  “You're just a human fuck-boy, not a grenoil.  Most of the women don't need your kind with us around.”  He turned his gaze to Emily.  “But you, the passengers missed.  One of them came straight to management when you deserted your post.”  Quick as a flash, Argen's right hand shot out and he grabbed her by the neck.  She let out a choked sound and reached up to grab his wrist and kicked her legs in place as he lifted her off the ground.


“Hey, wait a minute,” Klayn said, scowling.  “Put her down.”


“This isn't the first time, either,” Argen continued, clearly ignoring the man's protest and continuing to glare into Emily's wide and suddenly frightened eyes.  “First time anyone makes an official complaint, but this is the sixth time you leave your post.  We know what our human employees do, you know...” he started pulling her closer.  “You're clearly in breach of your work contract, woman.  Clearly.”


“Wait a minute,” Klayn growled, stepping forward even as Argen pulled Emily's waist toward his.  “Put her down, frogman.”


“Breach of contract,” Argen repeated, unsheathing his cock so that the head touched the oozing opening of Emily's womanhood.  She suddenly stopped struggling, her eyes locked on his, her body seeming to decide surrender would be more pleasant than resistance.  He glared at her for a few more seconds, then asked, “did he satisfy you, girl, or do you still need more?  Was it worth you now losing your job?”


“Just a damn minute,” Klayn ordered, stepping beside Argen and his strong hands gripping the grenoil's wrists.  “I said put her down.  She only left because of me.”


“I am aware,” Argen said softly.  “Such a waste of time.  No human could satisfy a piglet's needs...” he wiggled his hips and lowered Emily a bit, and his oversized penis  effortlessly slid into her.  She writhed in place, her eyelids fluttering, and the moan she uttered was high-pitched and not at all unhappy.


“No human...” Klayn's arms flexed and his eyes flashed with anger.  His manhood was being insulted already, and he had just watched his girl happily submit to another male.  However the straw that broke the camel's back was when he realized what Argen had just called her.  “Wait... piglet?”  His eyes suddenly widened as he came to that realization.  “Oh, hell no!  Put her down!”  He suddenly started trying to break Argen's grip on Emily's throat.


Argen either hadn't been expecting Klayn to actually try, or had underestimated the big human's physical strength.  He yelped, and actually let go of Emily, allowing her to fall off his penis to flop down onto her butt between the two rows of piglets.  “Ow!”  He said, shaking his arm a little and seeming surprised when Klayn managed to hold on.  “Don't get in the way, idiot.  She broke the rules, this is her punishment.  You're already in enough trouble of your own.  Let the fuck go of me!”  He shook his arm again.


Klayn let go, but only to wind up and slam his fist into Argen's face.  The piglets watched in awe as the beefy, muscular, naked human attacked the even bigger grenoil bodily over the fate of his woman.  In his own way, Klayn really did love Emily, enough that he would battle a far more powerful creature to protect her.


But either Klayn was stupid, or simply overestimated his own strength.  Though surely he was much stronger than most men, he was still just a human, and Argen was not one of the smaller grenoils.  Argen actually did stumble backward and grab at his snout, but he didn't fall.  He came to a stop and rubbed at the point of impact, but rather than looking particularly angry he looked more like he was pleased.


“Not bad, human,” Argen said as Klayn kneeled next to Emily protectively.  The grenoil's hand came away with a little blood.  “Not bad.  I see now why at times in the past some humans successfully fought off Galupados raids on their ships.”  He smiled more widely, but with cruelty now.  “But I so hoped you'd do something that stupid...”


“Back off,” Klayn warned, coming to his feet again.  “I won't let you touch her again.  Fine, fire her, fire me, but you will not get to cook her.”  He clenched his fists.


“K-Klayn,” Emily choked out, her strained throat protesting, “d-don't.  H-he...”


She didn't have a chance to finish.  Argen leaped forward, his powerful frog legs propulsing him with great speed, and he gripped Klayn's shoulders with both hands.  Klayn screamed in rage as he was flung backward, well over Emily where she lay, and both of them rolled toward the far wall; however Argen came back to his feet, still easily holding the big --- but to him, comparatively small --- human.  Klayn went flying over Emily's head, his arms and legs flailing, as Argen flung him effortlessly across the room.


Argen threw himself forward again even before Klayn had hit the ground.  While Klayn was tumbling across the floor in a tangle of limbs, Argen knocked Emily aside and landed at the desk near the door to the back room.  He reached behind the desk for something.


“Klayn!” Emily called, struggling back to her feet at the same time as he was.  “G-get out!  Don't let him...”


Argen was faster than either of the humans.  He rushed forward, and though Klayn saw him coming and tried to deflect the incoming jab, he was simply too slow by comparison.  He gasped, grabbing Argen's wrist before it withdrew, but it was too late.  Held in Argen's hand was a silver rod with a rounded tip, and it had just prodded against the flesh of his chest.


Eliza had already seen what that rod did, but she watched with interest nonetheless for what came next.  Kim guessed what was about to happen, so also watched, eager to see what she hadn't been able to earlier.  Next to her, Welvin stared also, perversely interested in seeing another man suffer the same fate as she had.


Suffer that fate Klayn did.  Emily was staggering forward as it started, and she reached him before the end; she was able to hug him close as the spell's effects tore through his muscular body.  Argen stepped back a little, watching with smug satisfaction and not even shaking off the grip still clenched over his wrist.  Klayn, a muscleman though he was, could only stand there and jerk as his flesh transformed around him.


It was almost exactly the same as had happened to Welvin, except the change was more extreme.  Welvin had been a relatively lean man, whereas Klayn was a muscle-bound brute; however the final results were shockingly similar.  The muscles on his arms and legs contracted greatly, losing a little of their definition but mainly just size; his abdominal muscles smoothed away into a lean but not pronouncedly muscular stomach.  His big, powerful-looking pectorals popped outward into large breasts, the nipples growing along with the breasts themselves, but enough of his musculature remained for those new breasts to settle quickly into place, held upright and the nipples pointing determinedly upward at an angle.  His waist jerked inward, his hips reshaping themselves, his manhood writhing like a snake for a second before seemingly being sucked into his body, balls and all.  He threw back his head, gasping in shock, and screamed as he felt his crotch transform, and as he did so his voice went from deep to high-pitched and undeniably feminine.  His body hair vanished, his jaw smoothed out a lot, and the sparse dark hair on his head burst out into an unkempt and thick, long mass.  In mere moments, Klayn went from a big man to a slim, athletic woman barely taller than Emily, who was still holding her close; the new woman found herself still holding Argen's wrist with a now terribly small hand.


“Oh, Klayn!  Klayn, I'm so sorry, so sorry,” Emily cried, hugging her now female lover.  “Oh gods, I'm sorry...”


Klayn looked down at her, panting as she tried to recover her breath after the forced change.  She licked her lips a few times, seemingly at a loss for words, before raising her gaze to her small hand still gripping Argen's wrist.  She followed the length of his arm to his face, looked into his eyes for a few seconds, and whispered, “shit.”


Argen smiled wickedly.  He jerked his hand, and it came free of Klayn's now pathetically weak grip with no trouble.  “Shit, indeed,” he agreed.


To her credit, Emily knew what Argen meant to do now, and in the same way as Klayn had tried to save her she tried to return the favor.  “Klayn, run!” she ordered the new woman, breaking her hug and pushing her aside, then turning to face Argen and winding up to kick him in the crotch as hard as she could.


Unfortunately Emily had about the same amount of success as Klayn had, meaning none.  Argen's right hand shot down to grab her upcoming ankle, and in an almost bored manner he yanked it upward.  Emily flipped over backward and Klayn, still stunned by the transformation, hadn't even tried to run yet by the time Argen stepped in front of her and grabbed her upper arm.


He spun her around on her feet, and she yelped in a feminine voice as she almost lost her balance.  Holding her thus he pulled her toward the piglet stand next to Eliza and as she was still reeling in confusion he bent her forward and closed her wrists and neck into the upper bar.


“K-Klayn,” Emily called out, crying now.  She struggled to her feet.  “Let him go!  Let him go, let him go!  I'm the one who broke all the rules!”  She staggered toward them as the grenoil was binding Klayn's ankles in place like all the other piglets.  “Boss, please!  Argen, sir, please!”


“Both broke the rules too many times,” Argen growled in response.  He stepped around Klayn, who was now feebly starting to struggle, all too late of course.  He stepped on the crystal at the base of her restraining stand.  “And he attacked me; the rules are pretty clear as to what I can do for that.”  He smirked cruelly as Klayn's first few gasps of anger were her last, fading away as the silencing spell took hold.  She'd started to recover her wits, but all too late.  “Oh, I'm sorry, she attacked me.  So now she's like all the rest: meat.”


Screaming in rage, Emily attacked him, trying to leap on his back to claw at his face.  Instead, her arms clutched frantically at him, trying to merely hold on, the slime coating his skin sending her to her ass on the ground.


He turned in place, presenting his ass to Klayn in her bindings, and he looked down at Emily with a look on his face that said he liked seeing her like that.  “As for you... we know you got yourself locked in sometimes.  We know.”  Emily looked up at him, a new fear in her eyes now; that he'd decided she was a piglet was one thing, but that he knew she'd fantasized about it was entirely another.  “I think it's time you see what it's really like.”


Emily sucked in a frightened breath as he bent forward.  She reached up to grab his wrist as he gripped her throat and lifted her off the ground; she found herself in the same position as before Klayn had tried to help her, dangling in front of Argen naked and powerless.  This time, however, she had no intention of surrendering to him as she had before.


However this time Argen reached out with his other hand and scooped up her long hair.  He let go of her throat, and she screamed as suddenly she was dangling from that red hair, but he flicked his wrist around and the rest of her body followed, turning away from him.  Before she could even reach up to pry at his hand in her hair, his other hand had grabbed her neck again but from behind this time.


“You wanted to be a piglet, girl?” he asked, turning sideways between the rows of piglets so that every one of them could see what he was doing.  His hand in her hair let go only to move down and securely grip her waist.  He pulled her butt toward him and she sucked in a gasp as he penetrated her easily.  Despite that she was not willing for this anymore, her body was just as aroused and ready as always on this ship.  “You wanted to know what it was like?  To have no choice in the matter... to be nothing but meat, to fuck and eat...” he started to thrust.  “To leave your existence in my hands...”


Emily writhed against him as she started experiencing pleasure she now did not want.  He held her firmly, ignoring her flailing limbs, fucking her with slow, deep thrusts; she struggled, but there was nothing she could do against his superhuman muscles and apparent invulnerability to claws and kicks.  As the seconds eased into one minute, then two, her struggling started to lessen as she gradually began surrendering again, since struggling didn't help.


“All right.  Time to show you, then.  This is what it means to be a piglet.”  Argen looked down and sideways at Klayn.  Klayn was now struggling in her restraints, helpless to escape but enraged as she watched him abuse Emily.  Even turned female, Klayn's feelings for Emily were still real.  “Watch closely.  Watch, and learn.  Being a piglet isn't just about being in chains and being fucked, or even being cooked.  It means I decide how your life ends.”  He released Emily's waist with his other hand and gripped her shoulders now with both.  He started to thrust a little harder, but much slower, as he spoke, holding his penis out of her, then inside her, for seconds at a time.  “Watch, Klayn.  Watch what I do to your girl.”


Klayn, of course, could do only that.  From in her bindings, the new girl watched, her face flushed with rage and despair.  The other piglets watched, too, as Argen punished both the bad employees at once.


At first the punishment seemed to be anything but.  Emily took his thrusting with gasps and groans, evidently enjoying it even though it was now a rape.  Her back bent a little with each hard, deep thrust, but that seemed harmless.


However as the seconds passed, Argen's thrusts gradually started to become harder, each push into her body seemingly trying to go deeper.  Her gasps and groans turned a little more strained, still certainly full of pleasure but now holding a little discomfort as well.  Her back bowed a little more, and her legs swung with each deep thrust.  Her body, so small compared to his, started looking very fragile in his grasp.


There came the first pop of bone then, but Emily didn't really react; her skeleton was absorbing the pressure so far, joints popping to compensate against the force of the thrusts.  She continued to gasp and groan, the hard thrusts seemingly slow enough not to send her into orgasm yet despite the arousal caused by the pheromones in her system.  Argen seemed to not want her to reach an orgasm; he also didn't show signs of easing the strength of his thrusts.  If anything, he ignored that her body was having a hard time compensating and he continued making the slow thrusts harder and harder.


Klayn could only watch and grow more and more horrified as she realized what Argen was doing.  She struggled uselessly against her bindings, but the other piglets just watched with interest.  Emily's gasps of pleasure became more and more strained, her breath harder and harder to find, and joints in her body started popping more frequently.


It was then that someone knocked and stepped into the meat selection room.  A woman, perhaps in her forties, walked in, her body hidden behind a skimpy bikini, and she stopped dead in her tracks as she saw what was happening.


Argen compensated smoothly.  One of his hands moved to slide over Emily's face, smothering her already breathless cries before she could think to scream for help, and he spoke to the newcomer in a barely-strained voice.  “I'll be done in just a minute or two, ma'am.”  His thrusting got even harder.  Something in Emily's midsection made a loud pop, and this time the muffled cry that came through his fingers was less of pleasure than it had been.  “Kitchens... needed fresh meat for the grinder.”


“I... sure...” the woman just stared at him in awe as Emily's still-free hands started clutching frantically at his hand over her face and the other at her waist.  “Uh, carry on?”


Argen didn't need her permission anyway.  He continued with the slow thrusts, now grinning at the free woman before him as he snuffed what she thought was a piglet in a unique fashion she had never seen before.  Emily continued to struggle helplessly, making muffled sounds of increasing pain and panic, as her body began emitting cracks and pops that really did not bode well.  Her back continued to bow with each thrust, only his grip on her waist keeping her spine from breaking, but that only made other parts of her bone structure take the brunt of the impacts.


Suddenly Argen seemed to reach his limit.  He groaned, and went from his slow protracted thrusts to very quick ones.  He didn't lessen the force of each thrust, however; if anything, he put more strength into them than before.  Emily just jerked in place, helpless to resist; Klayn, trapped in her bindings, could only watch in horror, tears now streaming from her eyes as Argen fucked Emily into a broken pulp.


Argen went for his orgasm now, and at Emily's expense.  He thrust hard and fast, and he tilted his head back as he enjoyed his mounting pleasure.  His hands both moved to her shoulders, allowing her to stare at the free woman before her, but she could no longer breathe to scream for help.  His hand away from her waist and his frenzy too much to endure, with a deep wet crack her lower back broke, her body compressing under the force of the fucking.


She didn't last much longer, and neither did he.  Bones snapped in her pelvis and spine, followed by bones in her ribcage.  Emily choked, blood and bile coming out of her mouth now, Argen's frenzy forcing her insides together.  Her legs and arms jerked without strength, and her eyelids fluttered, her eyes rolling back in her head; her fingers and toes curled, her body somehow giving her one final orgasm now thanks to his faster thrusts.  With her teeth clenched, Emily died, paying the price for being an irresponsible employee on a grenoil ship.  As she did, Argen reached his orgasm, and with one final full-strength thrust he released into her at last.  More bones broke, but Emily probably didn't feel that last bit of pain.  Probably.


Argen just stood there panting for a while, with the piglets staring at what he'd done to Emily and the passenger nearby struck just as dumb as them.  Only Klayn was not aroused by what she had just seen, but that didn't matter.  Klayn was now also a piglet, so what she felt about the crushed pile of meat before her simply didn't matter.


“S-sorry about that,” Argen finally declared.  He started to carefully extract Emily's compacted form from on himself.  “This is a... standard procedure... for snuffing piglets.  A little messy,” he conceded, glancing at the blood on the ground, “but easy enough to clean... and fine for the meat grinder.  All this one was good for, anyway.”  He gave Klayn a quick, cruel look, then he stepped back from the woman.  “Give me a moment, if you please?”


“I... sure,” the woman agreed, seeming to have trouble breathing.  She looked at once horrified by what she'd seen and insanely turned on.  “I... uh... I can wait...”


“Thank you.”  Nude, sweaty, and holding a bag of bones that had been a woman just minutes before, he bowed politely and walked into the back room.  He came back just moments later, Emily gone now but his body sweat not washed away.  He knew it didn't matter in the presence of a female passenger this aroused.  “My apologies; I had to dump her in the bin back there.  How can I help you?”


The piglets, four of the six not even supposed to be piglets, could only watch as Argen got back to work without giving poor Emily a second thought.

* * *


“You know... it strikes me how ironic this whole situation is.”


Argen the grenoil stood near the main doors of the meat selection room as he spoke.  He had just locked the door, and had now turned to face the remaining piglets in the room.  The woman he'd terrified and aroused by fucking Emily into a pulp had been so confused by her own feelings that she'd spoken the barest minimum words required to get her point across.  She'd blindly selected the two closest piglets to herself.  Argen had called down to the kitchens for two cooks, and he'd sent those two piglets away for cooking; the piglets remaining in the room were now Welvin, Klayn, Kim, and Eliza, and no others.  The four piglets who were not supposed to be piglets.


“Closing time, and you're the ones still here.  Very ironic...” he stepped in the middle of the four girls and looked around at them; with his long arms he reached out and stroked their backs in turn.  “A fired employee, a punished passenger...” he turned his gaze from Klayn to Welvin, then smirked at Kim and Eliza.  “And two passengers who made a mistake at the worst time.”


Kim and Eliza stared up at him with wide, shocked eyes.  He knew?  He knew they weren't really piglets, and yet he hadn't set them free yet!  And yet, this was a grenoil whom they now knew had no qualms about gender-changing and violently murdering bad employees or male passengers who broke the rules.  Surely deciding to ignore the plight of two foolish but otherwise rule-abiding female passengers should be no more difficult a task.  Feeble hopes that he would set them free vanished from their minds almost immediately, washed away by logic and the ever-increasing instinct to comply with their fate like good pheromone-saturated piglets.


“Yes, I know,” Argen said conversationally.  “I knew as soon as I walked into the room.  I knew we'd run out of piglets in the hold, and that we had only seven here in the MS Room.  When I saw ten in here, and particularly when I saw how two of you were shaved or styled below... I knew.”  He smiled smugly, reaching down to stroke both their heads.  Neither of them even tried to pull away; they knew they couldn't.  “Yes, I knew even when they took your friend away.  And I let them.  That's what you lesser creatures are worth... all of you.  Absolutely nothing.”


He turned away from Kim and Eliza to face Welvin.  “Well.  Now it's closing time.  By tomorrow morning, we'll be reaching our next port of call... and we'll have new stocks of meat coming aboard.  Official piglets.”  He put his hands on his hips; this of course made his cock somehow seem even more ready than usual.  “It's policy to use up the previous trip's stock.  Do you know what that means, piggies?”  All the women stared up at him in horror, particularly Welvin who knew he was addressing her in particular.  He explained anyway, “it means all four of you are to be disposed of tonight.  A duty I will be glad to perform, I assure you.”  He looked over at Klayn.  “You... it's too bad about you, though.  I would have liked to do to you what you did to all those willing women you brought to your rooms.  Tie them up, abuse them... except I would have kept you for at least five days.  And I would have eaten you alive then, rather than release you.”  He smirked, and Klayn shook with anger and fear.  “Still... not an option, I'm afraid.  Got to finish you all off before tomorrow morning.  So...”


He took hold of Welvin's red curls and held her head steady.  The ex-male stared forward at his thick cock as it neared, but he held her in place and pushed it into her unresisting mouth.  He started to thrust, filling her throat with his meat, and already the pheromones had eliminated her gag reflex.  For a few seconds she looked confused, unable to figure out how this face-fuck was different from the one earlier.  Then, however, Argen reached down with his other hand and pinched her nose.


Welvin's eyes went wide with shock and understanding as she suddenly found herself unable to breathe and couldn't do anything about it.  Argen's penis filled her throat tightly, leaving little to no space, and with her nose pinched tightly shut he completely cut off her air supply.  She immediately started bucking against her restraints, but with her neck pinched in place and him holding her head tightly she couldn't move enough to breathe even a little.  He fucked her mouth in short thrusts, staying as deep inside her as he could, making sure she couldn't get even one breath.  Her hands clawed at the air, and her toes scratched at the metal floor, and her main body jerked around wildly, sending her breasts wobbling madly back and forth, but her panicked struggles didn't help her at all.


The three other piglets watched in horror or arousal or both, their eyes wide as he kept going without pause, seemingly able to hold off his orgasm as long as he wanted.  Welvin fought for her life, but the bindings held her securely, so as the minutes passed and she failed to get even one good breath of air her struggles began to get weaker.  Her face began to go red first, then started turning bluer, and her frantic struggling started easing off into jerks and twitches.  Finally, Argen stopped moving, burying himself all the way down her throat; her wide-eyed gaze turned up to him beseechingly, but he just stared down at her with a cruel smirk until her eyes rolled back into her head.  She finally started to pass out.


“More meat for the grinder,” Argen declared softly.  He reached down and stroked the suffocating woman's red curls.  “That's all you are.  All you believed girls were good for.  For a male's pleasure.”  It was doubtful that Welvin could hear him anymore; her body was sagging in the restraints, and her limbs were barely twitching now.  Still, he continued to talk to her.  “And you were right.  That is all a piglet is good for.”  He gripped her hair more firmly and started thrusting again, faster than before.  Clearly, now that Welvin was almost dead he was ready to get his orgasm at last.


Now that he let it happen, Argen got his orgasm quickly.  Welvin likely never even felt it as the grenoil fucked her face harder, jerked to a stop, and ejaculated down her unresponsive throat.  He held it there, enjoying yet another release at these piglets' expense, before finally pulling out of the blue-faced girl's mouth.  He then jerked her head backward against the restraints by her hair, and there was a loud snap as he broke her neck.  Her body gave one more jerk, a sign that she hadn't been entirely dead yet, but that was the end of it.


“Toad, indeed,” Argen said spitefully, and let her head drop.  Another crunch sounded as the broken bones in her neck moved, and her skull dangled unnaturally.  “Good riddance.”  The three remaining piglets watched as he turned and headed passed them into the back room.  He left them alone with Welvin's warm corpse, leaving them to wonder if he would kill them the same way; his cum started dripping out of Welvin's mouth in a most disturbing manner.  However his voice floated back from the back room quickly, so they soon knew what he intended for them.  “Hey.  Send me a couple of cooks to the MS room.”


“Clearing out the last of the stocks?”  The voice that replied was distant, coming through a communication device back there.


“That, and dealing with some bad labor,” Argen replied.  The smirk was audible in his voice.  “I'll be sending down the bin with two meat piles in it.”


“Oh, dealt with that little gallivanting twit, did you?”  Clearly, the other grenoils on board really had been aware of Emily's bad habits, and had known how he intended to punish her.  “And, two meatbags?  So you got her male to breach his contract bad enough too, hunh?”


“Yep.”  Argen chuckled.  “But she's not one of the meats.  I have something in mind for her.”  Klayn's eyes widened upon hearing the words.  “Have the boys bring up one spit and a two-head walkpole.”


“All right, boss.  Coming right up.”


Argen stepped back into the room a few moments later, pulling a metal bin behind him.  The wheels squeaked a little as he turned between the three piglets; all three of the girls looked up with wide eyes as the noticed a foot --- surely Emily's --- sticking up in one of the back corners.


Without a word Argen set about taking Welvin out of her restraints.  He gripped her red hair and held her up from there as he unlocked the metal rods  Once her ankles were freed he simply lifted her limp form up and tossed her unceremoniously into the bin head-first.


“There.”  He patted his hands together as though wiping off something dirty and he looked around at his three remaining piglets.  “Now.  Are you three ready for your last few hours?”  He grinned wickedly, in that toothless way grenoils did.  “Believe me, little piggies, they're going to be intense.”


The three of them could only look up at him helplessly.  Klayn was as enraged as ever, of course, but she was growing more and more terrified; she had no idea who of them would get the spit he'd ordered, but regardless she now knew her death would be slow and excruciating.  Kim could only wait in despair, well aware that she had wasted her one chance to escape her fate; Eliza just stood there in her restraints, looking very scared also, but looking defeated as well.  Argen looked them all over, and a small thoughtful smile came to his face as he observed Eliza.  He rubbed at his chin for a moment before shrugging and turning as there came a knock at the doors.


Argen unlocked the doors, and three grenoil males stepped into the room.  The one at the front was carrying a metal spit, the standard type used for a piglet roasting; the second was holding a long metal bar with metal rungs fixed at both ends.  The last one's hands were empty.


“Take the bin,” Argen ordered without preliminaries.  “Take it straight to the grinder.”  He pushed the bin with Welvin and Emily in it to the empty-handed grenoil.  With a submissive yes, sir the grenoil took hold of the handle and left the room with it.


“Nice,” one of the other two grenoils declared, smirking and jerking his thumb in the direction of the doors.  “I bet she compacted real good.”


“Oh, she did,” Argen agreed, nodding with amusement and taking the spit from him.  “Even had a passenger walk in before I was done.  Turned her on so much she probably would've let me do the same thing to her if I'd suggested it.”  Both the other grenoils laughed.  “She didn't realize it was an employee, though.”


“Not that it would've mattered,” the other grenoil said distractedly, looking the three piglets over.  “Okay, so which ones do I bind?”


“These two,” Argen said, pointing first at Klayn and then at Eliza.  Both the girls widened their eyes, but Kim's eyes widened even more as she realized what that meant for her.  “Not yet, though.  Let me spit this one first.  I want this one, especially, to watch.”  He smirked at Klayn, but spared Eliza a glance as well.  He wanted both of them to watch, but Klayn was the only one the other grenoils needed to know hadn't been a piglet before.


“The hair... this our big boy?”  The grenoil who'd been holding the spit slapped Klayn's ass.  Klayn clenched her eyes shut in profound shame and rage, and the grenoils all laughed.  “My, how the mighty has fallen.  Not so tough now, is she?”


“Not nearly,” Argen agreed, smirking.  He had stepped behind Kim, who was trying frantically to look behind her to watch what he was doing.  “Tell you what... I made her watch what I did to her girl, but I didn't fuck her yet.  Want to de-virginize her?”  He smirked; Klayn's eyes went very wide.


“Oh, really?”  The grenoil was behind Klayn in a moment.  “I'll take that offer, thanks.  Never liked her.  Him, I mean.”  He took hold of the girl's waist, holding her still, and he unsheathed his previously half-hidden penis completely to slap it against the crease of her butt.  He laughed at his cruel joke.  “Let's see how she squirms.”  With a jerk of his hips he pulled his cock backward, then pushed it forward.  Slick from inside him, it entered Klayn's womanhood with little resistance.  Her eyes crossed in confusion and she jerked in place at the new sensation, then she started to wriggle in reaction.  Without meaning to, she did exactly what he'd wanted, her struggling making her squirm in place while he held himself inside her.  The grenoils all laughed.  “My, doesn't she look surprised,” he observed.


“This one doesn't look too calm herself,” the other grenoil observed.  He leaned the bar with the restraints against the wall near Eliza, who was watching Kim's reactions with arousal and fear as Argen angled the spit behind her.  “I like non-domestics... mind if I have a little fun too, boss?”


“Be my guest,” Argen said, smirking meanly at Eliza.  “Let 'em all be penetrated at the same time.”  With permission granted, the grenoil took Eliza from behind as well.  Eliza, however, didn't have the same reaction as Klayn; quite the opposite.  Her eyelids fluttered, and her back curved as she thrust up her rump, accepting the invasion gladly.  Though fear still rode her, she seemed to have otherwise accepted her fate now.  She was happy to take whatever attention and pleasure they chose to give her before the end.


Argen noted Eliza's reaction and gave a small nod of approval.  Then, however, he turned his attention back to Kim, and he took hold of her waist to hold her backside still; she struggled, her legs jerking and her breasts swinging back and forth, but he held her hips in place long enough to press the spit against her opening with one hand.  Kim's eyes crossed at the sensation, and she jerked one more time in reaction; then, without another word, he pushed it inward in one sharp jerk.


Kim's eyes went very wide, and she went very still, her muscles locking up as the spit slid up her womanhood slickly and neatly entered her uterus.  She froze there, unable to quite comprehend what she was feeling even though she'd already known what was coming, and her green eyes crossed as he jerked the spit forward again.  The tip pierced the upper part of her uterus and entered her guts, and there was nothing she could do to keep it from going farther.  With another jerk he pushed it deeper, and with another cross-eyed look Kim took the shaft against her will.


The other two grenoils watched Argen work and fucked their piglets.  Klayn's had blood on his cock, and she was pleasuring him without meaning to as she squirmed and bucked in frantic efforts to escape him.  Eliza's user had an easier time of it, because while she was squirming and bucking like Klayn she was doing it out of cooperation instead, meeting his every thrust.  Both girls looked on with horror as Argen spitted Kim alive, but Eliza was enjoying the sight as well.  After an entire afternoon of being a piglet, her body accepted its duty and her mind was just a step behind.  Though she would still try to escape if the opportunity arose --- the pheromones hadn't entirely destroyed her survival instincts --- she would also let herself enjoy dying as a piglet.


With the skill that comes from experience, Argen impaled Kim neatly the rest of the way.  She was staring straight at Eliza, a look of horror on her face as she saw her friend enjoying watching her be impaled, when the tip pushed between her lips.  Her green eyes rolled downward and she stared at the shiny metal tip as it emerged.  A look came on her face; a look of understanding.  She understood what that bloodied metal point meant.  It meant now she was meat.  She was now ready for roasting; there was no longer any hope of escape.


“All right.  Finish up for now, you two,” Argen ordered, wiping his hands once he'd finished pushing the spit into position.  “I want to get this one over a pit; it'll take her a while to roast and we're probably almost to port by now.  But the other two we'll set up for public use, so you can have another turn then.”  He smirked at Klayn's horrified expression, and smiled a little differently at Eliza's wide-eyed look of anticipation.  “Finish up.”


“Sure thing, boss,” one said, and with typical grenoil control both of them accelerated their thrusts to call on their orgasms.  Eliza's ejaculated first, to which she closed her eyes and luxuriated in the sensations; Klayn's came second, to which she instead crossed her eyes and grimaced in disgust.  Both the grenoils withdrew at about the same moment, and without another word the three of them set about preparing to leave the room.


Argen released Kim's restraints.  First he got her wrists and neck free, but her head couldn't move from side to side anymore with the spit up her throat.  She tried to grab the spit and pull herself down its length, but he took hold of her wrists and pulled them behind her back to bind them together.  After that he released her ankles from the restraints only to lift them to the spit and tie them together.  With that done, he lifted her up and slung her over his shoulder, her tits dangling down in front, and he put one hand over the back of her neck.  Holding her thus, he turned to wait for the other two to finish up with Eliza and Klayn.


Eliza's abuser turned and took hold of the metal rod he'd propped against the wall.  He then held it diagonally above her, one extremity near her head.  The ring hooked to the end of it, made of a thick but strong-looking metal wire, loosened until it was just the right size for her head to fit through.  She turned her head a little to look at it, and she knew what it had to be for; she eyed it fearfully, but she did not squirm to try to escape.  Though she feared what it represented, she also knew it was now pointless to resist.


The grenoil, apparently reassured by her cooperation when he'd penetrated her, released the metal bar holding her neck and wrists.  She didn't try to escape or otherwise resist; even if her ankles had been free, she wouldn't have outrun all three grenoils anyway, and she knew that.  She quietly waited for him to slide the metal wire over her head.  Once he had done so, he shifted his grip near the center of the bar and the wire tightened; not enough to strangle her, but tightly enough that she wouldn't get it back over her head if she tried.  Only once she'd let him do that did he release her ankles from their bindings and use the metal rod to walk her forward.


Klayn didn't cooperate in the same way as Eliza did, but the result was the same.  She fought in her restraints as the wire at the opposite end of the rod was slipped around her neck, and when the grenoils removed the other restraints she started fighting to loosen the wire so she could escape.  To no avail; with the wire tight around her neck, the grenoil started walking toward the door, dragging Klayn along.  Eliza, held at the front, walked obediently, knowing better to resist.


Argen followed the two grenoils and two piglets out into the dark.  He leaned Kim against a wall nearby, upright, and closed and locked the doors behind him, before hoisting her over her shoulder and taking the lead.  Eliza followed quietly before she could be forced, but Klayn started getting dragged along again.  The last grenoil took up the rear, ready to intervene if Klayn's struggling became too much for the other grenoil to handle, but Klayn was just a girl now.  With Eliza cooperating in front, the male holding the walk-rod only had to pull Klayn along.


So with Kim impaled and ready to cook, Eliza walked along behind her, quietly and obediently heading for the site where she would be cooked and devoured.  Klayn followed also, fighting it the whole way and having no success to show for it.


Whether they were ready for it or not, three piglets were about to be cooked.

* * *


“Feisty one, isn't she?”


The dark-haired girl raised her head and stared in horror at the man speaking.  He stood in a small group of onlookers, most of them men, watching it as one of his fellows took a turn fucking her.  Feisty wasn't exactly what the poor girl had been going for.


Klayn struggled in place, fighting it as she was raped, though since she was a piglet to these men it wasn't officially a rape.  They were allowed to do whatever they wanted to her meat, both before and after that meat was cooked.  She had a surprising range of movement with her arms and legs, enough that she could actually struggle in place.  That meant her abusers had to work to have her, but so far it seemed that everyone liked it better that way.  She'd been bound specifically for that, after all.


Klayn's wrists were clipped into metal bands, and thin cable ran from those to a solid metal framework overhead.  The wires were connected to an elaborate pulley system with counterweights, allowing her to pull her arms down to her knees easily if she stood just below but forcing her to add extra effort the farther from that center spot she moved.  Similar wires ran from each side to bands around her ankles, allowing her some mobility but increasing resistance the farther she moved.  Essentially, she was wired into place so she could put up a bit of a fight but couldn't get away.


She'd resisted every man so far.  She hadn't escaped one yet.


Several feet away, Eliza was wired up in the same way.  She, too, could resist it as she was abused by men, women, and grenoils alike; she, however, wasn't resisting at all.  Instead, she was cooperating with each assault, the wires giving her enough mobility to perform for her abusers in various positions.  Whereas the draw for Klayn was to abuse a clearly unwilling woman, the interest in Eliza was for her silent obedience and enjoyment of her situation.  Even though from time to time one of her attackers would tell her to put up a fight, and she would comply so he could enjoy taking her by force, she would inevitably submit and meet his every thrust.  Whereas Klayn was still horrified by what was happening, Eliza had embraced her reality as a piglet.


There was a third piglet nearby.  Right between the two strung-up girls was Kim, still impaled on her spit, turning quietly over a metal-rimmed pit full of hot coals.  In a delicious bit of irony, her spit had been connected to the same pulley system as the other two girls, so that their movement was what made her turn over the coals.  Her body hair was all gone; she'd been turning over the coals long enough for it to all singe away or be wiped off using a special paste.  Facing outward, Kim could only stare forward as a grenoil carefully basted her roasting flesh.  Her skin was already turning brown.


The three piglets were on one of the main decks, illuminated by grenoil technology now as the darkness would otherwise be complete, since there was no moon out.  There was a small crowd of men and women watching and in many cases fucking; the three girls had become part of the evening's many different on-board entertainments.


“We have here an example of two extremes in foreign piglets,” Argen replied to that one man's 'feisty' comment.  “Over there, we have a foreign piglet who has completely accepted her duty, but who retains the will to interact, unlike the majority of domestic-raised piglets.”  He gestured at Eliza, who was at that moment happily sucking off one man, being fucked by another, and pumping a man's penis to either side of her with her hands.  “Whereas here, we have the opposite end of the spectrum, with a foreign piglet that is still trying to fight the inevitable.”  He gestured instead at Klayn.


“I... prefer... this one!”  the man now raping Klayn gasped.  Klayn grimaced, trying to voice her rage, but her mouth remained limp and her vocal cords remained silent.  He had twisted her arms behind her back and was using his grip there to restrain her against his thrusts.


“Is that one a domestic piglet?” A topless woman in the crowd nearby asked, pointing at Kim.  Kim's wide green eyes looked at her, beseeching rescue, but there was nothing in the onlooking woman's expression but curiosity and fascination.


“Foreign,” Argen answered, stepping over.  Kim's eyes closed in despair at his words.  “As you may have noticed, this one had all her hair before we put her over the coals.  It is rather rare for a Galupados-raised piglet to have any body hair.  Some farms in Galupados specialize in providing furred piglets, as many grenoils favor the natural look on the meat, but they tend to be just as docile as the furless variety.  That is one of the reason why foreign piglets are so very popular; many grenoils do indeed appreciate it when their meals are... feisty.”  He smirked over at Klayn.


The woman in front of Kim looked at the rotating spitted piglet for a few seconds.  “So... this was a foreign piglet?  She was... just a normal woman, then?  Where did you get her, then?”  She looked at Argen curiously.


“Most foreign piglets come from prisons in other countries,” Argen answered smoothly, not lying but not exactly answering the woman's question either.  She would assume Kim had come from a prison also.  “Women, or men, sentenced to death for their many crimes.  Others come from Galupados, women who willingly sign up to become real piglets.  Those, however, embrace their fate as piglets, like that one is.” He gestured at Eliza instead.  Again, though the truth was otherwise, everyone listening would assume Eliza was a woman who had willingly surrendered to piglethood in Galupados.


“Fascinating,” the topless woman whispered.  The way she was looking about at the three girls and their very different reactions to the situation spoke volumes.  Though the pheromones floating about the ship weren't as concentrated as they were in Galupados itself, she still felt their effects enough to see the appeal to willingly offering herself for conversion.  That Eliza hadn't been converted entirely willingly didn't even cross that woman's mind.  No, she was fascinated by the idea of being a piglet, and she wanted to know more.  She pointed at Kim again.  “So... how long before this woman is done?  And does it hurt...?”


“A few hours,” Argen replied with a smile.  “And since she's not quite accepting her fate, it may indeed hurt a little.  But that doesn't matter, because she's not a woman.  She's a piglet; she's meat.  It doesn't matter what a meat animal feels.  You shouldn't feel any worse for her than you would when slaughtering a steer.”  He patted Kim's rump as it came around top.  “As long as a piglet accepts her place, and lets her body enjoy itself, she can enjoy even the cooking.  But if she doesn't, she has only herself to blame.”  He smiled, and there was a certain cruelty to his expression as he met the curious woman's gaze.  “I'm sure you've noticed how you feel around us.  By your expression and your stance, I know I could grab you and take you by force and you'd love it.”  He stepped around Kim's roasting form and put his hands on his hips, his cock sticking out plumply with readiness.  It was clear to everyone watching that it was an invitation.


The woman stared at his penis with unconcealed need.  He had just told her that the piglet nearby, Kim, was feeling pain as it baked, but the woman wasn't nearly horrified enough.  Instead, that little bit of horror only fed her arousal.  She looked up and met his eyes.  “Please do,” she whispered.


And Argen complied.  While Klayn fought uselessly nearby and Kim roasted helplessly, the curious woman let herself be grabbed, let Argen tear off her bikini bottom, and let him slam his large cock into her with merciless force; rather than fighting the assault, she submitted to it, giving herself to him the same way as Eliza was giving herself to everyone else.

* * *


“She seems to have lost her spunk, wouldn't you say?”


“Indeed.”  Argen rubbed thoughtfully at the underside of his mouth as the latest man withdrew his penis from Klayn's swollen womanhood.  Klayn just stood there, her head hanging, the wires at her wrists and ankles holding her upright.  “But that is rather to be expected, all things considered.  How many had her?”


“Hard to say,” the other grenoil said, and shrugged.  “Over a hundred, I'd guess.  At least.  Made it a lot worse for herself by fighting as long as she did.”  He smirked over at Argen.  “Would you say she got what she deserved?”


“Somewhat,” Argen agreed, “but probably not enough.  I'd have liked to have her for a lot longer.  Keep her around to experience being a piglet for several days and nights.”  He shrugged.  “But we're almost to port.  Have to finish them off before we pick up the next batch.  So sadly, the delicious irony of her situation has to end tonight.”


“Too bad about this one, though,” another grenoil commented nearby.  They looked over at him; he was busily fucking another nearly-limp piglet still strung up nearby.  Unlike Klayn, however, Eliza's exhaustion had been earned by eagerly cooperating and earning herself countless orgasms.  Whereas Klayn was battered and bruised and weak from struggling, Eliza was battered and bruised and weak from being a good, obedient piglet.


“Yeah, she'd be a good one to keep around,” Argen admitted.  “The rules are the rules, though.  Got to finish her, too.”


“Vat's ready,” a cook nearby said.  “We can get this done right away now.”  He was stoking the flames under a large metal vat, one tall enough to easily fit a full-size piglet in it and set on large metal wheels to each side.  None of the few humans still around could see what was inside, and the grenoils hadn't explained what it was for; late as it was, most of the passengers had either gone to bed or wandered off to other on-board entertainments.  Cheering filtering through the hull beneath the grenoils' feet suggested at least one woman had willingly signed up to wrestle one of the woman-eating pythons kept aboard for arena-style entertainment.  Argen had yet to see a woman escape the pit alive, and yet despite clear warnings on the disclaimer women still signed up for the event.  The screams to be heard suggested the woman now in the pit had either failed to fully read the waiver before signing it or had stupidly thought she'd succeed where all other women had failed.  By her screams, she was in the process of being swallowed alive (probably feet-first, since her screams weren't muffled), and clearly hadn't thought it would really happen.  She was screaming for help, help which she had accepted, in writing, would not be given; the onlookers would watch and enjoy it as she paid for her foolishness.  It was always a good show, pleasant to watch and causing deep, predatory instincts to rise within all the grenoils watching.  Indeed, come morning after one of those shows a number of female passengers always seemed to have vanished, though no grenoil would ever admit it if he took a girl down against her will... and no humans would admit to having seen it happen, either.  No, such shows stimulated everyone, not just the predators.


Still, Argen had a show of his own to put on here.  Even if there weren't many passengers still watching, this was still meant as a form of public entertainment.  Klayn and Eliza had been set up for public use first, and were now ready for public cooking.


The third girl they'd had on display was gone now.  Kim had held out for a while as she turned on her spit, but eventually the green-eyed piglet had stopped breathing as her meat neared the point of being fully cooked.  After that, she had been carefully carved up and served to the humans about, her non-domestic taste savored by everyone.  All the less-desirable parts had been consumed by the grenoils about; some of her innards, her hands and feet, and her skull.  But Argen himself had not partaken... he wanted to conserve space.  He would get a full meal soon; an entire piglet.


“All right, then.”  He looked sideways at Eliza first, then at Klayn.  He gestured at Klayn with his hand.  “This one first...”


“All right,” the cook said without argument.  He stepped beside the giant vat and took hold of a handle there, one made of non-heating material; he pulled, and another cook did the same from the other side, and the vat wheeled right off the fire that had been heating its contents.  The two of them directed it toward where Klayn hung limply, the wheels beneath the thing swiveling and allowing them full movement.


As they neared, another grenoil stepped close to the metal frame Klayn hung from and started turning a crank.  Slowly the wires she hung from began to tighten, starting to lift her off the ground; as she rose up, another grenoil stepped close and unlatched the bindings around her ankles.  Released from their restraint, she left the ground and rose slowly into the air until she was high enough from the ground for the vat to be rolled underneath her dangling legs.


“What's in that thing?” one of the humans, a man asked.  “Water?  After all that, you're just going to boil her?”  He sounded disappointed.


“It's not water,” a woman corrected him immediately.  “You'd hear it boiling.  Do you men ever so much as boil water?”  It was the woman Argen had sexually assaulted (with her full permission, of course) earlier.  She stood with her legs parted, the ruined remains of her bikini bottom draped over her arm; she looked none the worse for the abuse she'd willingly endured.  She looked at once disdainful of the human and aroused as she considered what the vat really contained and what it would be used for.  She turned her gaze to Argen, and she probably didn't notice the human male's angry (and conspicuously embarrassed) glare from behind her.  “It's oil, isn't it.  You're going to fry her in boiling oil.”


“Correct,” Argen agreed, smiling.  The woman's face lit up with arousal and pride as he confirmed her words.  Klayn on the other hand found enough energy to open her eyes and furrow her brow, looking as though she hadn't been quite conscious enough to register the words but had at least realized she'd heard something that should disturb her.  “The oil is fully heated, but is not bubbling visibly.  It will once we put in the meat to fry, however.”


Klayn heard those words, and she tried to focus on her surroundings.  As she did so she seemed to realize she'd been lifted higher off the ground, so she looked down; upon finding herself suspended over a large container full of caramel-colored oil, her eyes widened with fear.  She started squirming, clearly trying to get away from what that oil represented, but she just swung a little from her wrists.


Eliza, nearby, stirred.  Her blonde-topped head lifted, and she looked sideways.  She looked right past the empty spit where her friend Kim had cooked hours before and she eyed the giant vat of oil.  Her face twisted a little into a frightened expression, but she didn't struggle.  She feared such a death, but knew she would not escape it now.  She had accepted the pleasure she could experience as a piglet, but it came with a price: the pain of also dying as a piglet.  At this point, frightened as she was, she still wanted just to see everything she could before her own demise, end feel everything she could as well.


Thus, though she was exhausted, Eliza strained against the bindings holding her wrists and she straightened up somewhat.  Though she still had a grenoil quietly fucking her, he didn't try to hold her down as she shifted as best she could to watch Klayn's demise.  Despite all the abuse she'd endured, she still had the energy to focus on what had gotten her into this mess to begin with: arousal at seeing a woman turned into meat.  Though she had never asked to really become a piglet, even after all this she could still use that arousal to enjoy what she knew would be her last few minutes.


Klayn, however, had never asked to be a piglet; at least, not in words, even if the grenoils thought she had, and felt she entirely deserved her fate.  Even if she had ever wanted it, she would still have been frightened at this moment as she dangled over the boiled oil.  As it was, her battered body seemed to go into convulsions as she strained to but exhausted muscles to work freeing her.  She jerked around in midair, gyrating helplessly over the pot but failing to move from where she hung.


Argen was looking up at her for a few seconds, then he stepped over to the grenoil holding the lever and nudged him out of the way.  That grenoil quietly complied, allowing his superior the pleasure of finishing off the fired employee himself.


Argen looked over at Eliza.  He noted that she was watching, and he smiled and nodded at her in approval.  Then, still looking at her instead of Klayn, he jerked the lever down.


Klayn found the breath to scream as she felt herself drop.  Her eyes went wide, and her arms and legs flailed, but there was nothing to grab hold of.  She was looking straight at her feet as they plunged into the serene surface of the light brown oil.  She didn't make a splash so much as a viscous-sounding blop as she went in, but her scream had a moment to rise in pitch as her skin registered the heat and pain of her lower body.  That scream was cut off immediately, however, or at least sounded like it as her head went under, particularly with the remaining human onlookers sucking in a collective breath at the event.  However those close enough heard that scream continue for a second or two, muffled and gurgling, as Klayn voiced the agony she experienced and thrashed about.  It didn't last long, however.  Though she continued to jerk about at the bottom of the vat, the oil began bubbling furiously as it began frying the piglet dropped into it.  Klayn probably died pretty quickly.  Probably.


Eliza stood there listening, and for the umpteenth time she came for her present user.  Klayn, who hours before had been a brute male who loved to dominate and mistreat women, had just turned into fried female meat.  It was one more terrible, arousing example of what Eliza herself now was.  Food, for cooking and eating.  As soon as they pulled Klayn out, she herself would be next.


Only few minutes passed before they started turning the crank again, lifting Klayn out of the vat of boiling oil.  She emerged slowly, hanging limply from the wrist restraints, her head thrown back, her legs parted and one of them bent at the knee.  Visibly, she had kicked and jerked about in the vat before succumbing, and now she had been fried into stiff, dark brown meaty goodness.  There could be no doubt that she had died quite horribly, and yet the small crowd of onlookers clapped appreciatively as she was exposed to them.  She was just a piglet... what pain she'd endured didn't matter.


“All right.  This one, then?”  Eliza whimpered and sagged against her bonds as her present abuser finally withdrew from her battered body.  She was terrified, now, and yet still she was aroused at his words.  Like Klayn, she was about to die horribly.  Horribly, but as a piglet.


Then Argen's words stunned her.  “Hmm.  No, I think I'll have that one as-is.”


She found the strength to lift her head and look at him with wide eyes.  As-is?  That meant... no cooking?  Just swallowing her alive and whole, still moving... still able to feel it as she slid into his belly.


Her legs straightened out, and another small orgasm worked through her.  Suddenly she was less afraid.  She wouldn't be facing a horrible death by searing oil.  She'd go out naturally, eaten alive by a predator.  And natural... felt right.


“Up to you, boss,” the grenoil near her said, and she felt him touching the restraint at her wrist.  “Right here, or do ya want her in private?”  Her arm came free, only to have him hold her up instead.  “Want an audience?”


“Mmmh,” was Argen's reply as he considered.  He stepped in front of her, and their eyes met; he was rubbing his throat thoughtfully with the back of his hand.  He looked into her eyes for a few seconds, seeming to be considering something, then dropped his arm.  “Meh, I'll have her in private, I think.”  


Eliza felt relieved, and vaguely noted how odd that was.  She was about to be devoured alive, and yet it was a relief?  Mere hours ago that would have shocked her.  But given a choice between being dropped into boiling oil or being slowly, lovingly devoured alive, she'd gladly take the latter.  It would be less painful... wouldn't it?  She wondered about that.  Technically, wouldn't it be better to die fast, as opposed to slowly suffocating in a stomach as acids ate at her skin?  Strange though it was, she still preferred the slow death.  At this point it just felt... far more natural.  It felt proper for a piglet such as herself to be eaten alive.  Better, somehow, than being cooked...


“All right then, boss,” the other grenoil said, and he released her other wrist from its binding.  “Passengers've seen that often enough, and besides, not enough of them left around.”  Indeed, most of the remaining onlookers were following Klayn as her cooked body was being carried off.  Very few were still standing around, though one of those was the same woman Argen had enjoyed not so long before.


Eliza found herself freed from all restraints for the first time in hours.  Weak from all the abuse she'd enjoyed, she fell to her hands and knees as soon as she was released.  Attempting an escape never crossed her mind; not only did she know she could never outrun any of these grenoils, but by now most of her body and mind didn't want to escape either.


“Up,” Argen ordered.  He reached down and took hold of her hair, and used it to pull her to her feet.  “Move.”  A palm between her shoulder blades sent her staggering forward in the direction he wanted her to go, which was, oddly enough, back toward the Meat Selection room.  Though she could barely walk from her fatigue, she cooperated, moving obediently for him, so that he barely had to actually urge her on.  She had become a helpful participant in her own demise.


Soon she found herself completely alone with him, her limbs all free but her mind still subdued by the effects of his pheromones.  She walked tiredly, with him not even telling her where to go, and he followed her in silence.


They reached the Meat Selection room.  He quietly stepped in front of her and unlocked the doors, and even then she made no attempt to run.  He stepped aside, and he didn't have to gesture or speak for her to obediently step through the doors.  He let her do so, then he followed her inside.


“All right, my little piglet,” he said.  “Time for your finale.”  He grabbed her hair from behind, jerking her to a stop, causing her to release a soft sound of surprise, pain, fear, and arousal.  “Time for you to get what you gave yourself for.  But I didn't want to share you anymore.”  He turned her around.  “Kneel.  Suck me.”


Eliza didn't even hesitate.  Though all her limbs were free, she obeyed as any piglet would; she turned, dropped to her knees, and pressed her mouth to his waiting cock.  Without a pause she pushed all the way onto him, taking his length down her throat without any gagging, and started to suck.


“Good girl,” he said.  “Now... should I finish you this way?”  His hand reached down and he pinched her nose; his other hand gripped the back of her head, keeping his length buried all the way inside her.


Like Welvin before, Eliza started to suffocate.  Her eyes opened, and she blinked a few times fearfully; she made a soft muffled sound around him.  Her hands, free, came to his thighs and pushed weakly at him, but she didn't succeed in pulling her head back.  She scrunched her eyes shut and made another soft sound.


“Hmm,” he remarked vaguely, looking down at her and watching her squirm.  “Hmm.  Interesting.”  He held her there, enjoying her weak struggling, and he gave no sign that he was going to let her breathe ever again.  “Hmm.  Mmhh.  Nice...”


Eliza jerked helplessly in place, trying to get air but failing to do so with his meat filling her throat.  Though the seconds began stretching into minutes, she never bit down; she was a piglet, and that would not be right for a piglet, so even as death neared she couldn't bring herself to do it.  Her face began turning red, then purple, and though the pheromones in her body were keeping her alive and conscious well past the point a normal woman would have died, she was nearing death anyway.


Then Argen started thrusting at last.  Still she couldn't get any air, but she was able to recover some focus as she felt the movement start.  She opened her eyes long enough to look down and see the pink base of his cock lengthening and shortening between her lips, but after that consciousness left her for a time.


When she came back to her senses, Eliza found herself lying on her back on the floor, staring up at Argen as he stared back down at her.  She saw a tendril of sperm stretching down from his cock, and she tasted the stuff in her mouth.  She squinted up at him, trying to keep him in focus, and surprise eased up from her mind that she was still alive.  All she could think of at that moment was that he'd released her nose and let her breathe again after she'd finally fainted.  Her entire body was tingling, like every part of her had fallen asleep.  She felt distant amazement: a woman not pumped full of grenoil pheromones would likely not have recovered, ever, let alone so soon.  Other than her insane compulsion to obey his every order and become his meal, her mind felt clear, as though several minutes without oxygen hadn't harmed her ability to think.


“Back with me?”  He asked.  “Wasn't sure you'd come back without me putting a little jolt of magic into you.  Either way, you didn't really think I'd let you off so easy after all that, did you?”


She looked up at him, now realizing that she was gulping in great lungfuls of air.  She blinked at him a few times, then looked away, feeling shame.  She had thought he was finally finish her... she should have known better.  She was such a terrible piglet...


“No matter,” he said, and he bent at the waist.  His hand went around her throat, and she uttered a soft choking sound, but her hands didn't even rise to grab his wrist.  Permissively she went limp, allowing him to pick her up.  “Interesting,” he repeated again, turning her around and bending her forward.  “Very interesting... present your butt to me.”


Without hesitation, she obeyed, thrusting up her rump.  Though she was in the perfect position for him to take her from behind the normal way, the thought never crossed her mind that he would do so; he'd said butt, so she knew instinctively what he was about to do.


“Good,” he said, sliding both his hands to her waist and joining the fingers together at her tummy.  “Good girl.  Time for more WhiteSauce.”  He pulled on her.  As though she'd been specially prepared beforehand, her anus parted for the tip of him like soft butter before a heated knife; like said knife, he stabbed deeply inside her, and heat erupted in her stretched body.  She jerked, threw back her head, and went into an orgasm; a scream of pleasure tore out of her throat, quite loud and expressing the ecstasy she had not been able to now for many hours.  He laughed in response, and without hesitation he started to buck, stretching an ass that had been abused so many times already this night.


He took a little longer to ejaculate this time.  Eliza was therefore able to enjoy it all the more, and now that she found herself able to voice that enjoyment she did so without restraint.  She was still lightheaded from the near suffocation just minutes before, but that didn't stop her from breathing as little as possible in favor of taking more time to voice her orgasmic cries.


But all good things had to come to an end, and come Argen did, and in her end indeed.  He released another good dose of WhiteSauce into his piglet, and she in turn welcomed it with screams of delight and pleasure, before he collapsed on top of her.


Both of them lay there panting for a while, Eliza's pants loud and deep, still voicing the sensations she had been unable to express until then.  However after a time Argen again straightened up and pulled himself out of her, his cock still mostly erect.


“Your voice is back,” he said, “my little piglet.”  Eliza didn't answer.  “Looks like the silencing spell ran out at last.”  He moved to sit, watching her where she lay.  “So.  So, so, so.  What to do with you now.”  He tilted his head, his big froggy eyes blinking slowly.  “Look at me, piglet.”


Though weak from all the abuse and still short on breath, Eliza obeyed like the good piglet she was.  Shaking from exhaustion, she pushed to her hands and knees and rolled over, barely succeeding in getting into sitting position.  She looked at him, her blue eyes bloodshot and confused.


“What was your name?” He asked.  She blinked at him, slowly, but didn't immediately reply.  “Answer,” he ordered, his voice hardening.  “Before today, what was your name?”


She swallowed.  “Eliza,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, though whether it was from lack of use or from an abused throat was anybody's guess.


“All right, Eliza,” he said, coming to his feet.  “Do you want me to let you go?”  She blinked at him a few times, clearly stunned by the question.  “Answer.  I'm asking you, do you want to be set free.  Or would you rather I eat you.  I want you to answer me.  Honestly.”  He stared into her eyes.  “Or not answer, if you want.  No answer means you don't want to be set free.  Means you want this night to end the way it really should: with you as meat in my belly.”


Eliza stared at him, her exhausted mind trying to make sense of what she'd just heard.  He'd set her free?  Let her leave, alive, a free woman?  Why on earth would he do that to her now?  She knew he'd murdered two of the ship's human employees.  She knew he'd processed Cheryl and Kim knowing they weren't piglets.  She knew that he'd transformed and then murdered one of the male passengers too.  She knew too much; there was no way he'd let her leave alive.  Surely, he was just toying with her.  If she said yes, she wanted to be set free, surely he'd just laugh at her, fuck her again, and eat her as he'd intended to all along... so why should she even ask him to let her go?  Why should she cooperate with his charade?


“Did you understand me?”  He asked as the seconds stretched on.  “Answer.”


“...yes,” she said, and looked down nervously.  “Yes, I... heard you.”


“So what is your decision, then?  Will you go back to being a passenger, or will you go here instead?”  He opened his mouth, showing her where she was destined to go, and she stared down his gullet with wide eyes.


Whatever she was about to decide, however, suddenly became a bit unimportant.  As the two of them sat there, Eliza's words if not really her fate in the balance, the door behind Argen swung open.  “A passenger?  You're a passenger?”


Argen spun around, jumping to his feet at the same time.  Eliza just blinked at the intruder in dimwitted surprise, looking between Argen's long legs at the naked woman standing in the doorway.  It took her a few seconds to recognize her: it was the passenger Argen had taken by force, if willingly, as Kim had been cooking and Eliza and Klayn had been seeing brutal use.


“What're you doing here?”  Argen demanded, clearly unhappy at having been spied upon, particularly considering what had been overheard.


The woman stared up at him, seeming to have been struck numb with awe as he towered over her.  “I, I...” she couldn't seem to find her words.  “I... wanted... to see, see what... what you were going to, to do to her...” her gaze flicked to Eliza for a moment.  “I didn't, I don't... mean to interrupt, I... um...” she shifted nervously in place, not willing to meet his angry gaze, and Eliza realized what that woman must be feeling.  Earlier, when Argen had 'threatened' to take her by force, it had only aroused her into asking him to please do it; he'd torn off her limited garments and 'raped' her and she'd loved it.  Now, suddenly, she was facing him again, and he was standing before her threateningly, and this time she was alone except for a mere piglet nearby.  She was probably quite scared now, but like before it was arousing her.  The menace he posed was more real this time, so her arousal was all the greater.


Argen came to the same realization at about the same time.  He snorted.  “You little fool.  You think this is a game?”  His hand shot out, and the door slammed shut behind the startled woman.  “Well, it's not,” he growled.  “I was about to eat a girl I know is really a passenger.”  He leaned closer to her.  “So what do you think I'll do to someone who overheard that?”


Though she was aroused by pheromones herself, the woman wasn't as far gone as Eliza was.  Earlier she had enjoyed being brutalized a little, but as she realized the threat was very real this time, the fear overrode her arousal.  “I, I, I'm s-sorry!  I, I didn't... didn't hear a thing...!  I, I won't tell any...ughk!”


Argen's big hand went around her throat.  “You're right.  You won't.”  His other hand came around, his palm connecting with the side of her face with a resounding thwack.  She yelped in surprise and pain, her hands rising to grip his wrist and her bare feet sliding against the floor as she suddenly sought to escape what moments before she'd thought she wanted.  His hand came back, his knuckles bashing across the other side of her face and drawing out another cry.  “You're just going to disappear!”


He pulled her away from the door, lifting her up and turning her so her back was to Eliza.  He didn't bother making the experience sexual for her; he just started beating her.  Whack, whack, whack, he slapped her and backhanded her, not hard enough to do severe damage but plenty to make it clear to her that she wasn't about to get any gratification from this.  He hit her head, her face, and whatever else struck his fancy, and though she tried to scream for help his grip on her throat tightened enough to keep her cries mostly unintelligible.


Eliza just watched, her eyes wide, and she barely minded when she realized she was enjoying the show.  Argen was the perfect dominant grenoil at that moment, abusing a piglet as he felt she deserved.  Eliza no longer saw a difference between a woman and a piglet; next to a grenoil, they were all piglets.  As the girl struggled for her life and made weak cries for help, all Eliza could do was watch in awe.


Argen was beating the girl for a while.  He turned her into a quiet and semi-conscious battered form before finally ceasing his blows.  Only then did he seem to calm down a little.  He seemed to remember that Eliza was there, and she found him blinking down at her in surprise.


“You... you could have run,” he said, finally.


“I know,” she whispered.  She didn't know what else to say.


“Why didn't you run?”  He looked at the groaning girl he still held up with one arm.  “Why didn't you try to help her?”  He gazed down at Eliza again, perplexed.


Eliza looked up at him for several seconds, wondering why, indeed, she hadn't run for help, or just for her life.  She had her voice now; she could explain herself to anyone.  She was weak, but she could move if she wanted.  Sure, she may not have gone far if she'd tried to get around him, but while he'd been beating the girl he'd been oblivious to everything around him.  She could maybe have gotten away.  But she hadn't even tried.


She looked at the floor for a few seconds, then knew what the answer was.  She looked back up at him and said, quietly, “I'm a piglet.”


He blinked down at her in silence for several seconds.  Then he started to smile.  “Yes,” he agreed, “I do believe you are.”  The woman he held groaned weakly, recovering some of her senses; he looked at her for a few seconds, then back to Eliza, then back to her again.  “You are.  You're a good piglet.  You know your place...” he met her gaze again and repeated, “you know your place.”

* * *


The Cruise Ship Galupadia docked on schedule.  The following morning, as some of the passengers disembarked to visit the port, many others remained on board to continue enjoying some of the ship's unique forms of entertainment.  Yet another woman was suckered into signing up to wrestle a woman-eating python and was noisily devoured for the perverse entertainment of the passengers and crew.  After that show, as usual several female passengers were so aroused that they fed themselves to the grenoil crew willingly; neither passengers nor crew mentioned to anyone that 'willingly' had in many cases included desperate struggling and screams for help.  That some women were devoured against their will just seemed appropriate after just a few days on board that ship, and the cruise was not yet half done.


A new batch of piglets was brought aboard.  These were shaven, docile piglets brought in straight from Galupados itself, and they would serve both as meals and as entertainment for the next couple days of the trip.  There would be less risk of some of the local passengers being mistaken for piglets on this stage of the journey.


As usual, some new passengers signed up to fill the cabins left empty after the last part of the trip.  Some cabins had become available as passengers ended their two-week cruise, while others had belonged to passengers who had gone missing.  No one asked where the missing passengers had gone; the possibilities were all clearly stated in the contract everyone had to sign upon coming aboard.  The ship's unique food supplies, and the method that some were acquired, was precisely what got most people to sign up.


Argen supervised the loading of the fresh batch of piglets before mingling with the passengers and greeting many of the new passengers.  In his stomach was a slowly-diminishing lump, which he openly admitted had been a sweet passenger who had come to him and begged to become his meal.  The new female passengers acted appropriately scandalized while utterly failing to conceal their arousal.


From time to time, however, Argen would look toward one of the pools.  His gaze would meet that of one of the female passengers there, a serene-looking blonde who after four days aboard had now stopped wearing any clothes.  He would smile, and she would smile back, and people seeing the exchange would wonder how long it would be before that girl decided to feed herself to him.


None of the passengers that had been aboard during those four days seemed to wonder what had happened to the two other women she'd been hanging around with.  For the sake of keeping the unique cruise fun for the majority of passengers, that was just another question most people knew was best never answered.

