There comes a point in every child’s life where their parents can no longer drag them to the museum for a ‘fun and educational day out!’. Usually, this is at about sixteen. Sadly, nineteen year old Marcia had not managed to explain this to her mother, and she found herself in the museum for arcane antiquities.
She had so many things she could be doing. She could… she could be reading. Or, gods forbid, doing her conjuring homework. (Ugh.) Or, more likely, surfing tumblr and watching sitcoms. Anything else apart from standing around looking at six hundred year old things, all of which seemed to be labeled with ‘lost ritual magic that we no longer understand, do not touch.’
She was getting bored enough to actually look at the exhibits. She figured this was probably their fiendish plan, and she was so mad that it was working. As a sign of rebellion, she was carefully staying at least one exhibit behind the rest of the tour, and the guide, who kept yammering on and on about how old everything was and how much they didn’t understand them. What was even the point of him being there if all he knew was that he knew nothing?
She regretted choosing to be behind and not ahead, though. They were so very slow. She finally heard him moving on, and with relief looked to the next exhibit. She almost froze when she did.
It looked like… some odd guillotine. The stock, with head hole and bar to come across, although the victim seemed to be meant to lay down on a long platform behind it, rather than kneel. Faded straps lay in place, to hold the victim in a strange x shape as they looked up at the blade. Weirder still, the entire section was on rolling wheels, designed to roll into the maw of a misshapen hunk of stone, metal, and wood. It looked like the head of a dragon, with torches for eyes, and a ruff made of a grain. She recognised him - an old god, not worshipped much anymore, but used as a symbol of life and death intertwined. Fond of fire and fields. One side of the machine was glass, although little could be seen of the darkness inside.
She went to look at the sign, and would have saved herself quite some trouble - but a lot more delight - if she’d read past the first line. Sadly, the first line read ‘DO NOT CLIMB ON OR TOUCH’, and thus her fate was sealed. Immediately, Marcia wanted to see what it was like to lie there and look up, although she of course had no intention of bringing down the bar to seal herself in.
She stepped over the ropes carefully, creeping onto the frame, lying down carefully, putting her ankles on top of the faded straps, then doing the same with her wrists, before lowering her head down into the cradle. It was… more comfortable than she would have expected, the wood softened, as if enchanted. Curious, she took a deep breath, listening for the quiet, telltale ringing of magic.
The second she extended her senses, it was like a dozen gongs went off by her ear. She yelped, twitched, and the bar fell across her neck, sealing her tightly into the contraption. With her head trapped looking upwards, and her arms on the other side, she had no way of finding the release, and she daren’t struggle too much for risk of knocking the blade. 
‘Fortunately’, the party had heard her yelp of shock. Her father fell away in a dead faint, her little siblings just wanting to poke at her, but her mother was about to explode into a pillar of rage, as the tour guide went both very pale and quite excited.
“Nobody touch it!” he shouted, suddenly commanding. “Or her. This is a very delicate situation with no good solution.”
“Why can’t we just let her out.” said her mother. Marcia rather felt, from her tone, that she was much happier here looking up at the blade. It looked less dangerous.
“As I said a few minutes ago.” he explained, aggravated. “While we don’t know exactly what the majority of its internal functions are for, we do know that any attempt to remove the victim cause the blade to drop. There is no way to bypass that.”
“Are you telling me that’s it? Because I’ll destroy it if I have to. Don’t think I won’t.” her mother said. Marcia felt slightly pleased that she was willing to destroy something precious for her, and then a little bad about getting into this.

The professor coughed.
“Well, as it happens… there is a way. This machine was used for ritual sacrifice.”
“Sacrifice does not sound like a solution.”
“A ritual sacrifice.” he continued, despite the mother’s interruption. “That allows the victim to go about her work the next day.”
“Bullshit.” she interrupted, again. “I’m a trained evoker, and resurrection is a pipedream.”
“It is now.” he agreed. “But there are hundreds of records that say it used to be possible on a ritual scale, with prepared devices, prepared victims, or both.”
“Unsubstantiated.” she scoffed. 
“Hundreds and thousands.” he repeated. “Including scholarly sources. Even from rival churches.”
“...rival churches?”
She was thrown, and so was Marcia. Not because of the guillotine stuff - magical history was not the girl’s strong suit - but because he was getting the best of her mother. What kind of tour guide was he?
“What kind of tour guide are you?” her mother asked, and Marcia would have winced, had she dared to move.
“The Professor kind. Professor Sunrise, from the university. I wrote my dissertation on this machine. And thirty-two research papers trying to understand the spells inside. Now, if you think you know more about it than I do, please feel free to suggest something, but if not, then hoping that the magic does as I’m fairly sure it ought to is significantly safer than interrupting otherwise.”
“I could still just destroy it.” she muttered. He wasn’t meant to hear her.
“If you can do so without causing the blade to shake at all, and, I don’t know, drop, like it’s designed to when tampered with, I beseech you, do so.” he said, frostily. There was silence, and he nodded.
“Okay. Everyone apart from the family. Tour’s over, I’m sorry. Feel free to move on without me, and ask for a refund for the tour at the desk. As for you… please wake up your husband. Ask him to take the children out of the room. You may stay, as I’m sure you’re going to insist.”
Taken aback, her mother did as she was bidden, and Marcia remembers that as far more of a miracle than anything that followed.
“Now. Before I start doing anything, would you tell me your name?” said the professor, rolling up his sleeves as he approached the machine. Marcia blinked.
“Ah, Marcia? Marcia Selendine.”
“Good. Now, how about telling me why you did something this monumentally stupid?”
Now that stung. It stung because it was blatantly true.
“Do you want the answer, or the real answer?” she said, hiding her defensiveness with sarcasm. The professor glared at her.
“Why not both.”
“Ah, well. I was bored and wanted to see what it felt like.” she said, with exaggerated cheerfulness.
“And the real reason?”
“How do you know that wasn’t the real reason?”
“I’m a professor. If I couldn’t read sarcasm I’d hardly get any teaching done.” he said, wryly.
“...I wanted to get back at my mother. I figured I’d get yelled at for climbing on the exhibit. Not forced to be executed in the hope I’ll come back.” said Marcia. It sounded even sillier when she said it out loud.
“Yes, well, things don’t work out how you expect.” he agreed, without much sympathy. “I expected I’d be trying this out on a volunteer. Probably one who was terminal, but still.”
“You were going to test it? How sure are you that it’ll work?” said Marcia, actually slightly interested. The professor gave a faint smile. 
“As sure as I can be without trying it. Sadly, few people will risk their lives on my word.”
“Well, you sound like you know what you’re on about to me.” said Marcia, staring up at the metal blade with a touch of curiosity now, rather than the fear or the bored disinterest she’d had before. “So… what else does it do?”
The professor coughed, and suddenly sounded very professional.
“Well, ah. We’re fairly certain - that is to say, I am fairly certain - that when the victim is sealed into each of these straps, and then the correct magical signature is displayed, the machine will roll the victim’s body into the insides of it, where it will prepare, gut, and cook them to perfection, all of this feeling sexually delightful, even orgasmic to the sacrifice. When ready to eat, the blade comes down. As long as half of the meat is eaten, the victim will return, fully awake and as they were before, the next time the sun rises.”
Marcia had no response to this. The professor coughed a second time, and looked embarrassed.
“This doesn’t help me find volunteers.”
“I… I don’t know. If I’m risking my life, at least it feels like sex, right?” Marcia managed, after a short delay. “How are you going to. Ah. Get the. My. My... meat. Eaten?”
“I… had intended on giving it to the cafeteria.” he admitted. “There was a reason I didn’t explain this to your mother.”
“Can’t say she’d approve.” she agreed, and there was another awkward pause. She craned her head a little to look at the professor.
In retrospect, his hair was probably silvered with dye, not age, and the robes he wore were fairly clearly those of the university. He looked… excited. Worried too, but he was clearly fairly happy with how this had turned out. He in turn was studiously trying to not look at her, although he was fairly certain that this was futile.
“Okay. I suppose you’d better start.”

Marcia’s mother entered the room as she intended to go on, begrudgingly, in command, and loud. The professor was having none of it.
“Mrs Selendine, I appreciate that you want to be here,” he said, frostily. “But given I’m attempting a ritual that hasn’t been used for several hundred years, you should leave this process to me. Without interruptions.”
Without waiting for an answer he stepped up to the tray, looking at Marcia with the most academic eye he could manage. He failed, and the first phrases he thought of were ‘excellent specimen’ and ‘good mate.’ Still, he forced himself not to look at her hips, or her breasts - or the nipples that were already poking up - and to pay attention to what needed to be done.
“I am afraid.” he said, and it was true. “That the clothes will need to be removed.”
“That makes sense.” Marcia murmured, a rising blush nearly as red as her wavy, orange-brown hair. Her mother balked, but for now was attempting to keep quiet.
The professor pulled her skirt away, Marcia carefully lifting her body to let it slide away. Hands keeping firmly to her sides, her panties left next. He was distinctly glad he couldn’t see her face - and she echoed the thought, cheeks burning. For her top he produced a penknife and an apology, slitting it down the side and pulling it away, before undoing her bra.
He stared for a little longer than was scientifically necessary, but he felt that no-one could really blame him for this. Moments later he began to use the straps; binding her down to the tablet, at first by her wrists and her ankles, and then with larger straps, just above her elbows and her knees. With that done he stepped back, looking more nervous than ever.
“I… think it’s ready.” he said. “All I need to do is. Well, push the button, so to speak.”
“Wait.” said Mrs Selendine. She stood up and stepped forwards, leaning down and kissing her daughter on the forehead.
“I… I’ll see you later.” she murmured. “...and you’re in so much trouble.”
“Kinda figured.” Marcia replied, smiling a little. Her mother turned to the professor.
“I… thank you. I think. If this works. If it doesn’t, then I intend to destroy you. And the museum. And likely the university.” 
“Mrs Selendine, please. If this doesn’t work, that will be done for you.” the professor said, with a tiny smile. “As you’re already standing… I think it would be best for you to go. Even if you know intellectually that she should be safe, seeing what happens is likely to upset you.”
“...you are the expert.” she said, glaring. “But I warn you. If she tells me of… misconduct, I’ll-”
“Misconduct?” he said, in disbelief. “Her life is in danger.”
“And she’s naked and bound in a room with an attractive young man.” she replied. “Gratefulness only stretches so far.”
“...if I had any intention of taking advantage, I assure you, your warning would dissuade me.” he said, heavy with sarcasm. She glared at him again, looked at Marcia, and decided she didn’t know what to say.
She left, and there was silence. Marcia tried to joke past it.
“...if you want to take advantage a little bit, I won’t tell her.”
“I don’t think I want to risk my life as well as yours.” he replied, deadly serious. “I… should just get things started.”
“Yep. In a few hours I’m going to be delicious. That’s not terrifying or sexy at all.” said Marcia. Professor Sunrise put his hand on the machine’s side, and without a sound or a flash of light, the machine began to move. The wheeled guillotine rolled into the dragon’s maw, until the blade above Marcia’s head formed its upper jaw. The professor stood by the glass side, and Marcia felt it was quite unfair that she couldn’t see what was happening.
She could feel it, though. And where it should have been the greatest of agonies, she reacted with a wordless cry of delight when something sharp dug in between her breasts, and carved her open nearly to her cunt.
Something - arms, presumably - reached into her, and tugged on anything it reached. Guts, lungs, kidney, they were pulled up, cut out, and tossed aside. Marcia moaned louder and louder, eyes shut, writhing in her bonds, not seeming to lose voice or movement even as she lost organs.
“Is… are you okay?” the professor asked. Marcia opened her mouth to reply, and moaned instead as another hunk of now-useless organ was removed from what had recently been a functioning body, but was rapidly approaching nothing but meat. He took the sound in the spirit it was meant, and went silent.
The blades and arms pulled back, leaving a throbbing hum of delight in her open, empty cavity, an ecstatic, brief torture before the next stage begun. It did so suddenly; with no hint but a brief flash of metal, before blades cut down at her knees. She shook, moaned, orgasm taking her as her knees and everything below them were neatly shuffled away, and whimpered as her elbows followed suit a moment later. The larger blade didn’t fall, despite the shaking of her delighted body, and Sunrise mentally dictated several paragraphs on the nature of the spells’ awareness and agenda as he tried not to stare at the doomed girl’s shaking, limbless body.
The arms began to move again, holding her body open without regard for her whimpering. What followed was new; as scoops began to descend, carrying with them a mixture of nuts, breadcrumbs, vegetables… stuffing. Which was what it began to do, dumping handful after handful inside of the girl, making her gasp and groan at the sensation of being filled so literally and so thoroughly by the coarse foodstuff. Before a minute had passed she was orgasming again, arms holding her open as the stuffing was carefully massaged into her. When no more could go in - it was bulging at her entrances, trying to crumble into her throat - a needle came down. The arms pushed themselves together, her breasts touching for the first time since the first blade dropped, and the needle began to sew her up, black thread binding her body back together, stomach bulging slightly from the mass of food that had replaced her innards. As the thread moved down past the highest point of her stuffed body, the arms holding her together retreated, only to return within moments, now armed with glistening brushes, and beginning to oil her, rubbing a glistening gold across her chest, her breasts, what little remained of her arms, then, as the thread finished, moving down to cover her stomach, her cunt, and her thighs, until the entire surface of her body glistened.
Sunrise had never really thought about the sensual aspect of the ritual before, but right now he was having quite some trouble not unzipping his pants. The way she arched; and tried not to, the way she whimpered, moaned, the glistening of her entire body - her rock-hard nipples, her dripping cunt, even her swollen belly looked beautiful. Marcia couldn’t see what was happening, of course, only feel it and guess. What she could see was Sunrise’s blush, his fidgeting, and the bulge in his trousers.
“G…. gnnh… do it.” she gasped, managing a grin. He started, rubbing a bead of sweat from his forehead. It was getting warmer. 
“Do what?”
“Me. You want to, I can tell. Look, I… I’ll open my mouth and make it easy for you.” she said, demonstrating.
“There is no chance in hell.” he said, without the force he meant to. He tried again. “Your mother would murder me if she found out.”
“I’m risking my life for your research, you could at least honour my last request.” she said, innocently. One of his heads was convinced, and by the time the other had come up with a retort - you’re risking your life because you were mad at your mom and didn’t read the sign! - he was already behind her, fumbling with his boxers.
In Marcia’s opinion, it was a cruel eternity before his cock was out, and she stretched her neck to lick at it as it approached, with an utter disregard for the shining blade hanging above her. It was going to come, sooner or later, she was going to enjoy this first.

The poor professor had always made a point to refuse advances from students, and most colleagues saw him as too obsessive over his creepy magical pet project. Thus, he was quite unprepared for an aggressive, hungry mouth to wrap itself around his tip, licking at him like a condemned woman at her last meal. 
He pushes deeper, shuddering as his length is swallowed, her lips touching at his balls as she twists her head, her tongue, moves about as much as she can in place, eyes blazing with delight and mischief. He tried to speak, and just gulped, gaped, gasped, before shutting it and leaning away to look through the glass. While he had been distracted, it had moved to the next stage. A pole was emerging, heading for her entrance.

“Stop looking!” she demanded, trying to tug on his length without using her teeth. Or, at least, that’s what he assumed she was saying, through the muffling of his cock in her mouth, and with a whimper he obeyed. He really needed to be watching what was happening, though. For science.

It was purely for science, therefore, that he started thrusting into her throat. She seemed to approve of his desire to cum inside her, though, even when she gasped and shuddered around him, making him throb and grit his teeth to keep quiet. He risked a glance to the side, and saw what he suspected. The pole was sharp. It was, in fact, not a pole, but a spit, and it had begun its journey through her body. Not that there was much inside her body left to pierce.
Once more she pulled him back, intent on milking his cum - and he suddenly worried. What if the spit reached her throat while he was still in it? What if the guillotine came down while he was still in it? What if… what if…
Why was he hornier at that thought than he was before?
To his intense relief, her hunger and aggression far outpaced his lack of stamina. He came quickly, spurting into her throat. She swallowed it - not that she had much of a choice in this arrangement - and gave a victorious, wild-eyed grin, finally letting him draw back as she licked the last drops from his cock.
He staggered backwards as she finally let go of him, pulling himself sideways, watching her body convulse around the metal rod that, by now, had to be at her chest. As, shaking, he sat down again, he saw her head arch backwards and ever so slowly, saw a sharp metal point emerging from her mouth. Her eyes were so dilated, by this point, he wasn’t sure if she could think. Judging by the way her meat kept shuddering, she was orgasming too often to think. With some chagrin, he saw a second shaft, buried in her ass. He berated himself for a moment, before realising what it must be for.
The platform gave way. Her body dropped half an inch, caught on the spit, and the compartment was suddenly lit with the orange glow of the fire beneath. The shaft began to rotate, the second prong stabilising her, making the girl’s body turn slowly over the flames, rather than simply slide as the metal turned. The oil on her body glistened more; the turning and the flames making it almost sparkle on her skin, until he noticed with a jolt that she’d stopped moving. Her skin was bronzing, going a lovely red-gold as she cooked. The faintest ghost of a whimper escaped her filled throat, but it was quite academic.
Professor Sunrise watched as a young girl finished becoming a beautiful spitroast. Turned a lovely golden-brown, despite himself, he was both horny again and quite hungry. Only out of the corner of his eye did he see the spit retreating down her throat. As it moved, the platform re-emerged beneath her holding her up. He stood, stepping closer to her as the spike vanished down her throat.
She managed to give him a smile, and a faint, giddy giggle, before the guillotine blade fell. Her head rolled forward, giving a wordless, breathless cry of pleasure as it was severed from her meat.
Sunrise stared at the now lifeless eyes, and felt very much alone.
The blade began to rise. The tray began to slide out from the ‘oven’, the spit poking back out of what had previously been a throat. Sunrise gulped, drawing a phone from inside his coat and making a call as a delicious hunk of meat emerged steaming from the machine.
“It’s done.” he said. There was an unprofessional shake in his voice, but the head chef kindly didn’t mention it.
“I’ll send the staff over right now.” he said, instead. “Hey, Adrian. You know what you’re doing, okay? ‘S gonna be fine.”
“I’ve never been surer it’s going to be fine.” he said, with a touch of agitation. “But I’m not certain, and given there is her life, my livelihood, the museum and probably the university at stake, I’m still slightly worried.”
One of the internal doors opened behind him, two staff standing dead still in the gap as they stared.
“I thought you were joking.” said one.
“...is it weird that she looks. Kinda.” said the other, a girl, awkwardly.
“Delicious?”
“I was gonna say hot, but that too.”
“If her family hears you say that you’ll be dead..” said Sunrise. The two waiters snapped into action, suitably chastened. Sunrise gave a nervous laugh as they loaded her onto a tray, and took pity. His heart felt as heavy as rocks and as light as a balloon, all at once.
“But hey. She does.” he said.
Within five minutes, she was in the kitchen. The chef took a moment to whistle, impressed, before reaching for his carving knives. Neatly and professionally, meat began to be cut from bone, placed on plates still warm. Ever prepared, they were accompanied with potatoes, vegetables, and applesauce, as the unbelievable announcement went out on the speakers throughout the museum.
“Due to a terrible accident, a girl was caught in an ancient magical artifact. We believe she will be perfectly well by the morning, but for that to happen, we need your help in something you would never have anticipated. To return to us safely, she must be eaten. Please, anyone who can bear to do so, go to the cafeteria and help. All food and drink will be 90% off for the duration, and, of course, the meat is free.”
Waiting in the kitchen, Sunrise was pacing back and forth. When the announcement went out he’d heard the disbelieving murmurs throughout the building, but people started to arrive in the cafeteria. Were he a psychologist, he’d be having a very different field day over how many people were arriving.
He could hear the murmurs from the adjacent room. Guilty murmurs, scandalised murmurs, joyous murmurs. One child even piped up ‘Can we have this again?’, and the poor Professor gave a hysterical giggle.
“You should eat something.” said the chef, thoughtfully. He then proceeded to ruin it. “I saved you a breast.”
Sunrise giggled again, shaking his head. “Yeah, okay. Why not.” he said, out loud to begin with, and then to himself. The golden brown meat steamed on the plate. The fork went in, neatly, and the knife cut away a slice of delicious fatty flesh. As if on autopilot, he lifted it to his mouth, and started to chew. It was as good as it looked.

He finished it, and another helping besides. He said, quite truthfully, that he was doing so to make sure enough was eaten, and no-one was rude enough to ask if that was the only reason. The tide of people began to run down, although a couple of them came to the kitchen - most of them earnestly hoping things worked, a couple commenting on how much they’d enjoyed it, complimenting the chef, gleefully sharing their taboo. Sunrise tried to smile and thank them, but his smile was stretched thin. Soon, he was left alone by both public and staff. Save for one person, of course.
“I note you didn’t tell me what you needed to do to finish the ritual.” said Marcia’s mother, fixing his eyes with hers. Sunrise groaned, reaching up to massage his forehead.
“Forgive me, I never caught your name.” 
“Janna.” she replied, but her eyes didn’t move.
“Right.” he said, quietly. “...I gave a full explanation as to what the device did earlier. You very sensibly didn’t ask the questions that would lead to me saying it again.”
Marcia didn’t move, but studied his expression. Finally, she nodded.
“I suppose you’re right. I didn’t want to know.” she said. She pulled out a seat, and sat across from him. “When will we know?”
“Sunrise. The sacrifice returns at sunrise.” he said, as if by rote. “That’s when we’ll know.”
“I’m not leaving.” she said, vehement. He gave a hopeless nod, and they settled in to wait.
Funnily enough, this meant they weren’t the first to know.
Marcia awoke as the sun rose. She felt more awake than she had in years, more alive, as if flooded with energy. She was in her own room, in her own bed.
For a long time, she stared at the ceiling. She pinched herself first, of course - it hurt, although she wasn’t sure if the afterlife worked like dreams anyway. Eventually she rolled out of bed, and opened the window, letting the cool air play across her body. No-one was on the street, what with the hour, but after the events of last night, she didn‘t particularly care about the nudity anyway.
Eventually, with a jolt of guilt, she found her phone, and called her mother. The tears of relief and the choked back, mostly empty threats her mother replied with were enough to convince her that she was, in fact, still alive.
~ ~ ~
“...and that brings us to this room, which I’m certain most of you are visting for, even today.” said the professor, as he walked into the chamber of the ancient guillotine. He balked slightly as he took in the room and its contents, passing over the safety barrier that now completely blocked the artefact off, but continued his flow nearly unabated. “Yes, this is the device. Just three weeks ago, we proved that this relic is capable of all it claims, however impressive and impossible that may sound - after a tragic misstep,” he said, emphasising the words with a meaningful glare. “We managed to return the device’s victim to life via the gruesome but, fortunately, painless process of consensual cannibalism. I’m afraid, despite many requests, there are no plans for a public demonstration.”


To his intense relief, there was a round of titters. It was amazing how many people leapt at the chance to try long pork when the legal and moral ramifications went out of the window.
“...the exact details of the process are now largely known to us, but many of them cannot be explained on a daytime tour for perhaps obvious reasons.” he said, motioning at the sign, and the very dry explanation of the sexual elements of the machine.
Several of the guests leaned in to read the sign, many of them blushing a delightful shade of red as Sunrise gave the best PG rated explanation he could manage, trying to hide his impatience. Finally, after a little less time than he’d normally allow - tour groups could be ever so slow - he continued.
“Now, if you could file into the next room and look around for a few moments, I’ll be with you as soon as possible.” he said, smoothly. A couple of the guests looked at him, but found no explanation in his uncharacteristic poker face. Assuming there was something important - but not important enough for them to worry - they decided to let it be, and moved on without him.
This freed the professor to sit down heavily on one of the two chairs, across from the draconic guillotine, and turn to the person sitting next to him.
“Marcia. I didn’t expect to see you back here so soon. Or ever, to be quite honest.”
“Then I don’t think you were paying very much attention.” said the young woman, with a faint smile.
“Perhaps. At the very least, I didn’t expect your mother to let you.”
“My mother has accepted her limitations as far as controlling me go.” said Marcia, loftily. “...or that’s what she said when she ungrounded me. I think she’s just proud of me acing my evocation final.”
“Congratulations.” he said, automatically. She nodded, and continued.
“Last week, she asked me if I wanted to go to the opera with her. I was so surprised I said yes.”
“Is… that a major thing?”
“You have no idea.” said Marcia, shaking her head. “It was pretty good, though. Dragons, golden hoards, rings everywhere. Little long, but fun.”
“I see.” he said, though he clearly didn’t. Marcia grinned, despite herself.
“You really didn’t think I’d be back?”
“I can’t imagine we left you with a positive impression.” he said, rolling his eyes. It seemed quite obvious, to him. Marcia stared for several moments, before doing the same back.
“Sure, it’s not like I spent a significant portion of last visit cumming.” she said, with all the subtlety of a brick to the face. Had he been drinking, Sunrise would undoubtably have spat it out. Instead, he just gaped at her. She forged onwards.
“So, you were telling them there were lots of requests for an encore? Or was that just part of your spiel?”
“No, it’s true.” he said, hurriedly. “Are you getting at -”
“I’d like an encore.” she said, bluntly, her cheeks reddening. 
After letting it hang open for several seconds, Sunrise shut his mouth. Several more seconds passed, before he finally had an adequate reply.
“I’ll need your number.” he finally managed. Marcia grinned.
Less than two weeks later Marcia smiled, victorious. As the blade began to dig into her again, she shuddered, but, in a fruitless attempt to stay strong, made no sound. When the arms began to empty her that went out the window, and marcia bucked, cried, moaned for her audience; scientists and perverts and those who are simply curious, watching her do what no-one else had done for centuries. Watching her go from person to meat; and enjoy every moment of it.
Life was good.
