The Carter Family Market
-an RP with Beth, adapted into 2nd-person fiction by Random Dragon
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In the morning your father wakes, showers, and dresses before he rattles your cage to wake you up. “Get up, girl,” he says as he pulls you out of the cage. “One more day and it’ll all be over after this.”

He doesn’t let you dress this time — you ride naked in the car, deciding to leave your phone behind due to having nowhere to store it and not really wanting to see the internet right now anyway. At the store he and Cody quickly guide you through the routine, rushing your shower in the back and taking great care to apply your stenciled-on meat tattoo. Now ready for the day, they say you can do whatever you want until the store opens. They have to go accept the longpig shipment that should be arriving in ten minutes. 

Maybe it’s a sick curiosity, maybe you just feel like wandering the aisles instead of staring at meat hooks, but you find yourself meandering past the registers when the front doors open and a large crowd of people enter — well, some of them are people. The naked ones with the thigh tattoos are just meat animals in the eyes of the government…and your family. 

There are fourteen nude people — twelve women, two men — with wrists tied in front of them, linked to a rope that binds all the other longpigs, chain gang style. They come from all walks of life: the majority are in their twenties but there’s a few older than that, and even one girl that looks like she just turned eighteen who seems particularly distraught. None of them have any fight in them, heads down and sheepishly shuffling forward, flanked by four employees of the delivery company brandishing shock prods, tasers, and pepper spray. They escort the naked group of longpigs down to the Human Meats aisle where Dad, Cody and two employees wearing butcher aprons complete the handoff.  Dad signs a couple forms and bids the guards a good day. 

Five of the new longpigs — basically the youngest and sexiest of the group — have already been pre-ordered as whole roasters (thanks to your salesmanship!) so they immediately get placed into their individual display coolers. They almost seem like the coolers where you’d normally find juice and eggs but the shelves have been removed and the longpig is restrained with shackles built into the top and bottom.  They shudder in the cold, put on display with arms up and tits pert, legs spread wide, nipples ragingly hard as they settle into their 60-degree chamber and wait for whoever's coming in to pick them up today. Their coolers are labeled “SOLD.”
Four of them — the more attractive young man and three other women — get loaded into their own display coolers and restrained the same way. Their coolers are labeled “FOR SALE” and each are priced between $1500 - $2000, with the most attractive woman going for $2259.99. 

The remaining five are the unlucky (or maybe they’re the lucky ones) chosen for immediate butchering, and they’re led to the back rooms by Cody and the two butcher employees. Over the next couple hours, five longpigs are snuffed, parted out, carved up, and put on display in the deli counter at the end of the Human Meats aisle — feet, legs, arms, tits, rumps, cunts, a cock sausage, all of it arranged in appealing rows. 

Thankfully, Dad and Cody are busy running the store during one of the busiest weekends of the year and all they ask of you is to stand in the same spot near the front and greet customers to encourage them to visit the Human Meats aisle. Since you’re kind of old news by now and there are meatgirls actually for sale behind you, nobody accosts you. Sure, there are some lewd leers and snide snickers, but luckily things are just too busy for anyone to stop and mess with you. 

Unfortunately, around early afternoon you can see from your post near the entrance that Kate and a small group — maybe nine people — show up with protest signs and stand near the doors chanting slogans and screaming “#PeopleNotPork!” at everyone who walks by. Your dad calls the cops and a cruiser shows up with two officers who just stand around and make sure the protestors don’t mess with anybody and nobody messes with the protestors, occasionally directing traffic when things get too hectic in the parking lot. Your dad mutters about “those liberal dickheads” but they don’t seem to be disrupting anything. If anything, they’re drawing greater attention to the fact that human meat is for sale at this location, something that ironically draws in some curious customers who might’ve otherwise kept driving. 

Great job, Kate!
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The next few hours go by in a blur of activity.  One by one you see the sullen longpigs being led out wearing nothing but a leash held by their new owner. You haven’t been keeping a close count but you assume most of them are bought and gone by now. 

Drawn by the news of the protest and police presence, an auditor arrives and meets with your father, claiming he’s here to inspect the records of purchase and sale for today’s longpigs to assure that everything has been conducted legally and that the protestors have no argument. 

The auditor and your father disappear into the back office and you don’t see them for a while. Finally, near closing time when the customers start to thin out, you retreat to the back to take a shower and unwind before heading home. As you turn the corner you can see your dad’s office door open, him seated and going over a large stack of papers and multiple folders with the auditor. You try to step quietly so you can make it to the showers halfway down the hall before they notice you, and you can start to make out their conversation.  

“…seems to be in order, Mr. Carter,” the auditor says. “I have no further questions and I hope you have a good rest of your evening.”  He stands and excuses himself, raising an eyebrow at you when he turns to discover you sneaking down the hall, naked and tattooed. “Are you lost, pig?” he asks. 

“Oh, see, no, that’s my daughter,” your dad tries to explain. “She was just, umm, you know, helping out with live demonstrations and stuff.  By the way, good job, honey!  We completely sold out of longpigs today,” he gives you two thumbs-up, probably trying to change the subject and get the auditor out of here. 

“Completely sold out?” the auditor asks skeptically. “Mr. Carter, you only had me complete fourteen termination certificates but you have fifteen different Form 42-D’s. This animal is clearly tattooed and must be in your inventory.”

“No, that was a mistake, I’m p-pretty sure,” your dad stammers, wilting under the interrogation. “Look, her tattoo isn’t real, she can wash it off, watch!”

You rush to the shower and start to clean yourself, which is more than a little awkward while your father and a strange man study you closely. As you lather up and rinse off, you look down and are terrified to see that the ‘fake’ meat tattoo remains on your thigh. Apparently Cody used a much more durable high-quality dye this morning and forgot to tell you — whoopsie!  You panic and protest but the auditor is even more convinced now. 

“Mr. Carter,” he narrows his eyes. “I don’t know what you’re trying to pull here but committing this kind of fraud in the longpork industry is a serious felony. I could have your store shuttered by tomorrow morning and tied up in fines and court fees until you’re bankrupt.  Now I ask you again, is this your daughter, or is this meat animal in your inventory?”

Dear old Dad locks eyes with you for the briefest instant before looking down at his feet. “I misspoke and I’m sorry for the confusion, sir,” he explains. “I meant she was helping out with live demonstrations before we roasted her for a Memorial Day barbecue party. Yes, we’ve claimed her meat as our personal property and plan to use her immediately.”

“Very well,” the auditor says after a pause, nodding. “As a parent in the industry, you legally have the right of first refusal for any converted offspring. Would you like me to do her termination certificate now?”

Your dad looks at you again with a sad smile and just nods. 

“Right,” the man says, pulling out a form and filling it out quickly, mumbling to himself as he goes. “Date of conversion: 29th of May, 2022. Date of termination: 30th of May, 2022. Birth name of the animal?” he asks your father. 

Your dad glances at you before answering. “Beth Carter.”

The auditor nods, finishes the form, and applies his notary stamp to it. He uses his phone to scan the document and emails it to your father, saving the original for his records. He straightens his tie and shakes your dad’s hand. “Done and done, Mr. Carter. I’m sorry to have pried but you must understand the scrutiny this industry is under. Everything is in order now and I thank you for your cooperation.”

The implication was strong enough but it hits you hard in the chest when you hear the words out loud. 

“Your daughter Beth Carter is now legally deceased and we have it on record that you intend to terminate her via live-roasting tomorrow, so please ensure that happens or unfortunately we’ll be speaking again.”  He looks you in the eye for what you think is the first time and says, “Have fun tomorrow.”

Cody walks in near the end of all this and gets the gist, laughing in disbelief and high-fiving his father to celebrate the fact that Beth is now literally — legally — meat. Dad slips the same leash around your neck that all meatgirl customers get, leading you out the front and towards the car as Cody turns off all the lights and locks up for the evening. You can’t help but notice that the AAC protestors have all departed and the parking lot is fairly barren, dotted with a few cars here and there.

A few paces into the parking lot, however, a figure suddenly bursts from behind a parked SUV and tackles your dad to the ground, pulling you aside and slicing the leash and bindings around your wrist. They pull you to your feet and you look up into Kate’s face, urging you on. “Beth, come on, I got you! Let’s get the fuck out of here!”  She takes off running and your adrenaline and instinct kick in.  Before you know it you’re running naked at full speed through the parking lot of your family’s market, right behind one of your best friends. Your heart pounds as you sprint away, hoping against hope that this nightmare is finally over. FUCK THIS SHIT!  RUN, BETH, RUN!
Then you see Kate suddenly convulse and lose a step, falling down hard onto the blacktop and mere seconds later you feel a sharp sting in your back and you fall down hard too, realizing you and Kate have been tased as you both twitch and writhe on the ground until the voltage finally relents. You find yourself roughly hauled to your feet, facing your dad, brother, Kate, the auditor, and two police officers (the ones who tased you). 

It’s the cops who zip-tie your wrists behind your back, slapping your ample rump to vent their frustration at having to chase down your annoying pig-ass, before shoving you back into the arms of your family (who now legally own your body as meat). The auditor begins to speak as the cops strip Kate naked, the poor girl thrashing and screaming and sobbing the whole time. 

“Pursuant to Section 6.14(b-c), any citizen utilizing violent force to alter the status of any meat animal, living or dead, shall be immediately and irrevocably converted into legal meat product upon a completed certificate of termination from a duly registered representative,” he recites out loud — but directly to Kate — with a big smile on his face. “Congratulations, miss,” he says with a sarcastic smirk. “You’re a pig now.”

Kate protests but is thoroughly restrained and Cody is there to wrangle her wriggling ass into submission. The auditor fills out another couple forms, applies his stamp, and boom — Kate is now legally dead and your father owns her meat. Cody flings her into the trunk of his car and slams it shut on the naked pig. “See you at home, Hamlet!” he shoots you a pair of finger-guns. “Can’t wait for tomorrow!”  Then he speeds off with your doomed best friend bound in his trunk. 

Seemingly inspired, your dad pops his trunk and points. 

“Let’s go, pig.”

You feel like you’re in a daze, standing in front of your dad’s open trunk. Everything that’s just happened feels like a blur -- from your uncomfortable realizations upon seeing the longpigs shipped in, to your dad allowing you to become a legal meatgirl yourself, to Kate’s attempt at a rescue gone horribly wrong.

You stand there trembling in front of the open trunk as he stands there, glaring impatiently at you. In some ways it feels like his usual impatience — the exasperated “No, I’m not going to wait in the school parking lot for twenty minutes so you can chat with your friends” type of impatience from your childhood. Mostly, though, it’s the impatience a pet owner has with a disobedient dog — or more accurately, the impatience of a cattle farmer with a cow refusing to move towards its own slaughter.

You shake your head softly at first, then more firmly. “Dad,” you plead. “Look at me. We can do something. You don’t have to cook me! Even if there’s no way to legally change my status back, I’m sure we could figure something out. I bet Kate could help since she has connections to anti-longpig groups! Even if you just keep me around and come up with some BS excuse about fattening me up, I don’t care. Please look at me and tell me you’re not actually going to roast me tomorrow.”

Your dad yanks on your leash in annoyance but you refuse to budge, staring at him with wide terrified eyes, hoping he’ll come to his senses. 

Suddenly, your arms are grabbed from behind and you feel something wrapping around your forearms. It takes a moment to recognize what the sensation is but after a moment you realize Cody is using plastic wrap as a makeshift way to bind your arms together. 

“Mrs. B from a few doors down had some in her cart and offered it to give us a hand,” Cody explains casually. “It’s a little flimsy but it’ll keep her out of trouble until we get her somewhere more secure.” He chuckles. “It kind of makes her arms look like she’s already packaged meat. I’m getting hungry just looking at her.” 

Your dad rolls his eyes at Cody’s enthusiasm and gives your ass a firm slap, commanding you into the trunk. You stumble forward and that’s all it takes for Cody to use the momentum against you and send you all the way into the trunk. As you frown up at them, your dad scolds Cody about the difference between deliberately tenderizing a longpig and accidentally bruising one before closing you in darkness.

You ride home in the trunk of your dad’s car, jostling around with an empty water bottle and a set of jumper cables, completely robbed of what was left of your humanity. Three days ago you were Beth, just your average twenty-something woman working as a cashier and dreaming of better things. Two days ago, you were riding up front fully clothed with your dad who still called you Beth. Yesterday, you rode up front in a sundress and silence. Today, you’re a legal meat animal in the trunk, owned by your father who hasn’t called you anything but ‘pig’ all day. 

When you get home, your family guides you and Kate through your new routine — the table is set for three and you two pigs are directed underneath where two cocks hang expectantly. While you nurse your dad’s hard cock with your soft lips, Kate needs a little encouragement from Cody to kickstart her blowjob. He uses one hand to grab her hair and repeatedly thrust her mouth onto his shaft all the way to his balls while using his other hand to casually eat a taco. 

Below the table are the soft sounds of slurping and the smell of tacos. Aboveboard, your family discusses the day’s sales figures, the weather tomorrow, and some new horror movie. As you quietly and dutifully bring your father to orgasm, swallowing daintily, you can hear Kate gagging and gurgling to your side.  Her knuckles go white as Cody slams her face into his crotch, burying his dick so deep in her throat that he practically deposits his load directly into her stomach.

As Kate coughs and catches her breath, you hear scraping and see everyone stand to help clean up. Your mom sets down the same metal dish filled with cold beef, lettuce, tomatoes, cheese, and bits of taco shells. “Here you go, little piggies!  I’m sorry, I didn’t know we were getting a new piggy today so you’ll just have to share for now.”

You and Kate spend the next ten minutes sullenly eating cold taco salad out of a dog dish, taking turns to let one lean down and scarf up a messy bite while the other leans back and chews. After your silent supper, you and Kate are led to your parents’ room and directed into the same cage together. (Again, Mom didn’t know she’d have to house two pigs — sorry!)  What used to be spacious enough to curl up and get comfy is now quite cramped, barely enough room for the two naked meatgirls to settle down at either end.  No matter how you try to adjust, you’re still scrunched against each other, practically spooning. Once your friend manages to fit herself inside, Dad closes and locks the cage, Kate’s rump flesh indented and splayed between the bars. 

Passion finds your parents this evening, so you and Kate listen to your mom and dad have loud sex, finally collapsing and whispering ‘I love you’s before they pass out, leaving you pray for sleep to the soundtrack of Dad’s snoring. 
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The sun rises on Memorial Day — Monday, May 30, 2022 — the day you’re going to die. Good morning!

Dad wakes you up by kicking the cage and you see Mom is already gone, probably downstairs getting ready for the Carter family BBQ bash. He gets you and Kate out of the cage and directs you to the bathroom. 

“You two pigs go take a shower — a nice long one. We need you clean. While you’re in there, make sure this pig gets shaved bald below the neck,” he points at Kate, then points at you.  “And make sure to touch up your own shaving. I swear to god, if there’s hair in anyone’s food today…”

You stand there numbly for a moment until he gives your ass a firm slap and points. “Go, pigs, go!  Come down to the kitchen when you’re done.”

You jump to obey when your dad smacks your ass and obediently head to the shower. Only once you’re sure that you’re alone and won’t be overheard under the spray of the shower do you finally turn to Kate. 

“I’m so sorry that I got you into this. I should have never trusted my family with something like this.  I should’ve listened to what you were saying. Now we’re both screwed,” you say, beginning to wash up. 

Kate just scoffs and avoids eye contact with you the entire time, completely speechless as she soaps up her body and shaves as her owner instructed. You sigh and do a quick pass on your own body, shaving any problem areas.  You try, but fail, to come up with anything else to say that might stop the loathing radiating from Kate. 

Once you’re both cleanly shaved and washed up, you head back downstairs. Your hands are shaking and you feel a deep sense of dread as you try to imagine what awaits in the kitchen.

Mom and Dad are busy preparing various appetizers trays, finger foods, and prep work on things that’ll get heated up later when the guests arrive. Your mom smiles brightly when she sees you and Kate enter — sparkling clean, hairless and nude. “Good morning, my piggies!  It’s the big day!  Oh my gosh, I’m so excited!  Look at you,” she says to you specifically. “You really are a perfect pig. Mmmmmff, you’re going to look sooooooo good turning over the coals, baby!”

“Got some chores for you pigs,” your dad says, approaching sternly. “Just because you’re on the menu doesn’t mean you’re not going to do your fair share helping. Your mother has run herself ragged this weekend getting everything ready.  This’ll be the best Memorial Day barbecue this town has ever seen and I’ll be damned if I let either of you ruin it!”

For the next few hours, you and Kate silently shuffle around the house, doing complete bitchwork like sweeping, vacuuming, wiping, dusting, organizing couch pillows, bringing up extra chairs from the basement for all the guests — all while your family busies themselves with the tasks needed to turn you into a roast. 

Out back, Cody and his (off-duty) cop buddy AJ have spent the morning digging a shallow pit about seven feet long, dumping bags and bags of charcoal into it, then using hammers to pound two metal poles into the ground at either end of the pit, their tops forked to accept a spit pole. Cody and AJ crack open some beers and admire their work, proud of the fire pit they’ve built that you’re going to die over soon. 

When your last humiliatingly menial chores are done, you report back to your parents in the kitchen. Mom slips a leash around your neck and Kate’s and leads you outside to the backyard, where you first lay eyes on the fire pit, your brother standing nearby. When he sees you emerge, he waves and points at it excitedly. 

“Check it out -- just for you, pig!” he shouts. “Looks like a fun ride, huh?”

Your face pales and you shake your head, instinctively taking several steps back and straining against the limits of your leash. An overwhelming, visceral fear bubbles in your guts and you want to stay as far away from that pit as you can.

Sensing your resistance, your mother pulls you and Kate closer to get a better look. “You’ve done great work, boys,” Mom says proudly. She strokes a hand up and down your side as she stares at the fire pit, licking her lips. “Our plump little roasters are in for a real treat! Say ‘thank you’ like good little piggies!”

You don’t answer for a long moment until Mom delivers a sharp smack across your ass. “Thank you for building the fire pit I’m going to roast over,” you say, not bothering to feign sincerity.

“Here, boys,” Mom says, handing Kate’s leash to Cody. “Why don’t you blow off some steam and relax for a bit. Our guests should be arriving soon and I want to make sure I’m able to greet them with our prized little porker. Oh, but please make your messes down her throat. I am not wiping your…stuff off of my piggies.” 

As Mom leads you away, you watch AJ push Kate to her knees and he fills her mouth with his cock, using one hand to keep her bobbing and the other to sip his beer.  He and your brother laugh and chat and take turns orgasming down your doomed friend’s throat for the next twenty minutes. 

Your dad comes out and starts setting up folding tables of finger foods and stocking coolers full of ice, soda and beer. Your mom tells you to help him so the two of you do so, making the job easier and setting out a fantastic spread for the guests who’ve come to watch you die for their dinner. Guests who should be arriving soon. 

Over the next thirty minutes or so, they trickle in and the house and backyard begin to fill with laughter and conversation.  There are neighbors, friends of your parents, friends of Cody’s, aunts and uncles and cousins and grandparents.  There are even a few surprises like Mr. Bryant and Stacy, who rushes over to embrace and smooch your brother, all while Kate kneels below and bobs her lips on his cock. 

Your mother graciously greets everyone as she comes across them, meandering around the backyard from group to group.  She makes small talk and shows off your naked meaty body, excitedly showcasing her former daughter’s bountiful breasts, round rump roast and pristine pussy filet. She gropes and fondles and jiggles and giggles, gushing to the guests with a pride she never expressed when you were Beth the Human.

Your mom seems to take a lot of joy in showing off your body to every guest, insisting they give your breasts a jiggle or rump a squeeze. Her favorite part seems to be spreading your cunt open for the curious fingers of new guests to play with you. 

“Look at this pussy steak!” exclaims a woman fingering you roughly, whom you vaguely recognize from Mom’s book club.  “I can’t believe you didn’t realize that she was a pig for so long. Look at what a horny little thing she is, getting all excited about being up there on the spit!”

“No, I’m not — I wasn’t —“ you try to say.

“I always suspected,” your mother interrupts. “I mean, look at these piggy titties. These aren’t the breasts of a human girl. They’re obviously made for roasting.”  She uses both hands to pinch your nipples and roughly bounce and jiggle your bosom for effect. 

Book Club Lady’s husband comes over, wrapping an arm around her shoulder. He gives your bouncing breasts an admiring, hungry look before greeting your mother. “I tried to convince your husband that her breasts and pussy filet would look even better with some grill marks to sear in the flavor.” 

You feel your stomach drop at the terrifying idea of being pressed against a hot grill but Mom makes an intrigued noise and promises to bring it up. To your horror, she uses that as an excuse to steer you in the direction of your father but, halfway there, you get ambushed by one of Mom’s old friends, Susan. 

She makes a big show of running over and hugging your mom before looking your naked body up and down. “You look great!  How’ve you been?” she asks your mother.  “I can’t believe this is Beth now -- look at her!  Oh, right,” she says when your mom starts to correct her. “No more Beth, right right right. All the same, you raised a fantastic little piglet!  I’m so glad you invited me.”

“You know,” your mom says, pushing you down to the ground without eye contact. “I’ve been on my feet all day and I could use a quick break.”  Before you even realize what she’s intimating, her panties are off and she’s sitting on your face, putting the full weight of her body behind her pussy. She wriggles back and forth a few times to get comfy then gently grinds against your face in an unsubtle direction to do your job. “Ahhhh, mmmmmm…” she softly moans. “Muuuuuuch better.”

You make a surprised, protesting noise when your mom sits on your face. She grinds her already wet pussy against you as she has her conversation. You struggle to breathe as each inhalation is so hot and damp.

“Well, that’s a fun bonus!” Susan laughs as your mom gets comfortable on your face. “I wish my dinner did that!”  They both laugh and catch up, reminiscing about old times while the naked pig below does her job. 

After the longest ten minutes of your life, you hear your dad’s voice but can’t see much of anything from underneath your mom. “Where’s the pig?” he asks, and apparently your mom just points because a moment later he says, “Oh! Nice.”

“You know, dear,” your mom says, breathing heavier and starting to really grind against your helpless face. “Karyn’s husband said something about pre-grilling longpigs. You know, get some good tan lines on their best cuts.”

“Yeah, sounds good,” you hear him answer. “HEY CODY!” he shouts across the yard. “When you’re done with that pig, can you set up the grill?  What? No, burgers and hot dogs later -- I got a better idea!”

When you hear your dad agree to do some grilling before you’re put on the spit, you automatically protest. You scream to be heard, begging them not to do this to you, thrashing your head — all muffled to the point of being incomprehensible by your mother’s pussy pressed against your mouth.

He walks off and leaves Mom and Susan to finish chatting. You start to grow desperate, smothered underneath her, feeling like she’s been nearing orgasm forever but not quite reaching it. 

“How’s Mike, by the way?” Mom inquires about her husband. “Is he here?”

“No, he’s out of town for a work conference thingy.  In Las Vegas!”

“Oh, neat. Shame he couldn’t be here, though,” your mother replies, wriggling her cunt against you. She sighs happily and bites her lip. “See how excited she gets when we talk about grilling her up? She was born for this.” 

She lifts up slightly, bending over to look down at you. “Good piggies use their tongues more. Now say ahhhhhh…” She gives a sharp, painful twist of your nipple, a little warning to obey. You open your mouth wide and stick your tongue out as your mom lowers her pussy and her full weight back down onto you. “There we go, much better,” she purrs, going back to grinding down on your face and catching up with her dear friend.

It isn’t long after that she cums, pressing down suffocatingly, painfully hard as she rides your face, her thighs clenched around your head.

Finished, your mother stands up, frowning down at you. “Ew,” she says. “You're a messy little piggy, aren’t you? Clean up the mess you made.” She points down at the wetness coating her thighs and pussy expectantly. You recoil but Susan threads her hand into your hair and guides you forcefully back to your mom’s crotch. Resigned, you open your mouth and start licking. 

“I thought they were called longpigs because they taste similar to pork but maybe it’s because they’re so messy!” Susan laughs. “That makes me wonder about my girl, though. Maybe she’ll turn out to be a yummy little piggy too. Ugh, did I tell you what she did last week!?”

The two women continue their conversation with Susan holding your head firmly against your mom’s pussy -- not just until it’s clean but until she’s cum again on your tongue.

“Hahaha, sounds great, I sure will!” you hear your mom say, too busy having your face cummed on to know what she’s talking about but at least it sounds like they’re wrapping up. “Take care, Susan, I need to get back to things.”  Your mom redresses herself, hugs Susan goodbye, and tugs on your leash. “Up, piggy. Looks like your father and brother have the grill all warmed up for you. Let’s go say hi.”

She leads you through the throng of people, everyone gazing lewdly at your jiggling meat and making loud comments about which cut of your meat they’re going to try first. You notice Kate is on her knees in front of one of the neighbor’s husbands, deepthroating what has to be the dozenth dick of the day. He, his wife, and another couple talk about vacation resorts and which ones are better for the price. Kate shuffles over on her knees to the other husband’s cock once she finishes on the first. 

As you approach the grill you see Dad, Cody, AJ, and some of your cousins. “Hey, there she is!” Cody laughs. “We were just talking about you. Got the grill ready to give your udders a nice little tan going.”

Mom hands your leash to your father. “I’m going to go get all the stuffing and baste ready. You boys have fun but remember — we need her strapped down and ready to prep in an hour!”  She kisses your father, gives you a wink and scurries off into the kitchen. 

“So I was doing some research,” Dad says as he leads you closer to the grill, coals glowing within, hot enough to make the air shimmer hazily around it. “And apparently there’s some merit to a little bit of searing before the pig goes on to roast, especially the fatty parts,” he explains, fondling the two fatty parts hanging from your chest. 

“So, little pig, I’m gonna need you to lean over here for a couple minutes and rest those juicy melons on the grill. Don’t make me have to force you. We’re running low on time and I’m out of patience.”  He points sternly to the grill while Cody and AJ clink their drinks and cheer. AJ pulls out his phone to record the scene. “Oh, and make sure to bend over and spread your legs real wide. Your cousins are still virgins so your mother said they could have some fun with you. Plus we’re going to need you as stretched and widened as possible. So if you could just hop to it, that would be peachy.”

One of your cousins, a shrimpy little eighteen year old, drops his pants bashfully. “Hey, Beth.”

“Umm, hi,” you greet your cousin awkwardly as one of his older brothers elbows him. 

“You’re supposed to call her a pig,” he says, rolling his eyes. “And remember, chode, this barely counts as losing your virginity. Losing your virginity to a pig is like saying you lost your virginity to a fleshlight.”

You ignore the brothers, taking a step closer to the grill so you’re standing just over it. You can feel the heat even from here, toasting the undersides of your boobs to a rosy pink. 

“Wider,” Cody orders. “AJ doesn’t have your cunt in frame.”

You’re not sure who gives you a rough kick at the ankle, pushing a knee between you as they force your legs wide. Cody sounds too far away but it could’ve been AJ, it could’ve been your dad losing patience with you. It could’ve been your shy cousin Skyler getting over-excited for his first chance to fuck a pussy. 

Whoever it was, you fall into exactly the position demanded of you, legs spread, ass out, and tits against the grill. It’s hotter than anything you’ve ever felt in your life but when you try to instinctively recoil from the pain, there are already a pair of firm hands holding you in place.

The searing pain on your poor tits finds no relief, just keeps getting hotter and hotter, although the exact lines of flesh that rest against the grating change every so often as you feel a cock poke its way into your moist cunt, unsure at first but soon speeding its thrusts that rock and jostle your tits against the grill. The pain and humiliation has gotten to the point where dying over the coals almost sounds like the better option.

Your tits are sizzling. Cody’s laughing, AJ’s filming, Dad’s holding you down. Skyler is humping and pumping and within two minutes is frantically bucking his hips into you as he cums. As you feel your other cousin approach from behind, your dad says, “Hey, do me a favor and fuck her ass, would ya?  We need her hole nice and wide, plus I’m worried our pig’s pussy is so wet, you won’t get any friction.”

He obliges and you soon have a hard cock thrusting into your other hole, again bouncing you and pressing you against the grill, rolling and jostling your meaty melons around, already visibly bearing grill marks. Thankfully, it only takes a couple minutes before you feel an orgasm unloaded into your ass and the firm hands holding you down relent. From behind, you hear your dad say, “All right, pig, that should be enough. Good job, let’s take a look.”

You stand up shakily, cum dripping out of both holes. Almost as bad as the pain is the intense smell of grilled meat that floods your senses. You’re not sure you even want to look at your breasts but you give into morbid curiosity and eventually glance down.

Your breasts look rounder and fuller. They’re probably just swollen from the burn, or maybe it’s something to do with the cooking process. Either way, it does make them look impressive, aside from the pinkish tan coating them and the deep brown grill lines that emphasize their round swell. You expect your dad to say something but he’s just staring, transfixed by your chest until he startles and checks his watch. 

“Let’s go, pig,” Dad commands, yanking your leash. “My wife needs you strapped into position soon and I don’t feel like listening to her piss and moan.”

Your father leads you over to an ominous looking platform, jury-rigged to serve a singular, crude purpose — to hold a longpig immobile during their preparation and impaling. It almost looks like a picnic table sitting closer to the ground with no benches, but rather equipped with a metal shackle at each corner.

“Up you go, pig,” Dad commands. “Cody, put the thing on the table there,” he motions to a small folding table set up near the shackled platform. As you hesitantly climb up onto the low wooden table, you see your brother set out a little standing plastic display card. It has a recent picture of you, smiling and clothed (back when you were still Beth) with the following text:

‘Hi!  I used to be Beth but now I’m your longpig dinner for tonight!  I need to be nice and wide for the spit pole so don’t be shy — please fuck my ass!  If you need other relief, feel free to use my mouth but please don’t touch my pussy!  I’m a very eager pig and if I get too wet my stuffing will fall out!  Thanks again for coming!  I look forward to roasting for you!’
Cody winks at you and blows you a kiss as he notices you reading it. A firm slap on your naked ass from Dad prompts you to finish crawling onto the platform where he and Cody quickly get you positioned on your hands and knees.  Your wrists and ankles are shackled tightly, forcing you into an embarrassing doggie position, slightly resting on your buxom chest. 

“Oh, perfect!” you hear your mom say as she and two of her friends come out the back door, carrying all sorts of bowls, bottles, and brushes. “I was worried you boys would still be playing with your food. Our little piggy can spend some time preparing her hole for the pole ride and servicing our guests while you —“ she points at Cody and AJ, “— can go get the fire started. I’ll make sure she’s stretched, stuffed, seasoned, spitted, and ready to roast by the time the coals are hot.”

Cody and AJ scamper off to prepare the fire that will kill you soon, Dad wanders off to grab a beer and chat with some friends, and Mom stands near your front end proudly like she’s showing off her First Prize pig at the county fair. 

Over the next fifteen minutes, you numbly watch the fire grow to a frightening degree, roaring high until the coals start to burn down to a white-hot bed. That is, of course, when your view isn’t obscured by some random groin that’s thrusting into your face, swallowing a few loads and feeling even more pumped into your ass as the guests eagerly use the fuckpig on display. 

Your ass is being pounded open by one of the larger cocks you’ve taken today, one of your neighbors. He’s been stretching you out on his cock for a while so you’re sure he has to be finishing up soon but he continues carrying on a completely normal conversation with your mom. Between standard barbecue talk, appreciating the nice weather and complimenting the back garden, they both pepper in comments about how delicious your roast is going to be. They keep teasing you with comments about the growing fire, as if you’re capable of paying attention to anything else, pinching you roughly as they speculate about your fat content and marbling. 

You do a pretty good job of blocking it out until your eyes go wide when you see Mr. Bryant approaching, his erection already clearly visible through his pants. You freeze, your whole body tensing. The neighbor behind you groans in pleasure as your ass clenches around him. Your mom gives you a condescending pat on the head as a reward.

“Mrs. Carter, I must commend you,” Mr. Bryant says, nodding cordially to your mother and grinning down at you. “She may not have been one of my brightest students but you have raised one of the finest young meat animals I’ve ever seen.”  

“Oh, you’re too kind,” Mom blushes and chuckles, pinching your cheek. “But yes, we are very proud of our piglet. You know, she’s going to be roasting soon so if you’d like to use her, this is your last chance!”

“In that case, I suppose I might as well help her pass the time with something to do,” your former teacher chuckles, using one hand to stroke your hair and the other to unbuckle and wrangle his cock out of his pants. He slaps it against your lips for a bit until it’s nice and hard then shoves it into your mouth and starts to hump with a steady rhythm. He bites his lip and looks down at you, panting in the ecstasy of raping his worthless ex-student’s face while she stares down the fire pit her naked body will soon be turning over. 

“Oh, Beth,” he moans, flashing back to you sitting in his classroom. “This is destiny. You have no idea how much I’ve thought about this, how long I’ve waited to see your lips wrapped around my cock.”

Your mouth stretches around Mr. Bryant’s cock as he roughly fucks your throat. Whatever remained of your gag reflex was destroyed sometime earlier today, but the idea of Mr. Bryant looking down on you in class and fantasizing about this is enough to make you choke. 

He locks eyes with you and his member swells in your mouth as he runs a hand through your hair. “Make me cum now, pig. Serve your purpose!  Service my cock so I can relax while I watch you die on the spit.”

The imperious way he demands you do your duty as a pig and make him cum so he can be more comfortable while he watches you roast alive is so appalling that you physically recoil, trying to pull away from his cock. You’re met with immediate resistance as your mother shoves your mouth back onto Mr. Bryant’s cock. 

“Don’t be such a stubborn piggy,” your mom cooes, practically grinding your face into your teacher’s pelvis. “Mr. Bryant is being so sweet, giving you all those nice compliments. The least you could do is be grateful and show your appreciation.” You give a muffled groan, barely audible with your throat stuffed full of dick. 

Just then the man fucking your ass cums, pulling out with a satisfied noise. “Her spit hole is free if you want it, buddy” the guy offers, looking over you at Mr. Bryant. He gives you a friendly slap on the ass, right over your gaping hole. “It’s getting pretty loose, though, so the blowie might be the better call right now.”

Yes indeedy, that looks loose enough now!” your mother happily exclaims, slapping your helpless rump as it protrudes proudly into the air. “Thank you very much for your help, everyone!  I really appreciate it and — I’m sure if she didn’t have her mouth full — our guest of honor would thank you too!  Now, I have some work to do so unfortunately we’re going to have to restrict our piggy access to mouth only!  I should have her stuffed, oiled and ready to roast in fifteen/twenty minutes so this is officially your last call for a blowjob!”  Your mom shouts this loud and proud, drawing everyone’s attention, and soon there’s a small line forming in front of you full of eager dangling dicks. 

Meanwhile, you hear the telltale rattle of bowls and utensils behind you as your mom gets to work on prepping you to roast, mid-blowjobs. The only thing you can see is a man’s crotch thrusting into your face but what you can feel is horribly clear. A squeeze bottle shoots up into your ass and pussy, blasting them clean and leaving you dripping for a moment while mom grabs something else. You feel an entire hand shove its way into your embarrassingly wet cunt and deposit something deeeeeep inside you. As you suck and slurp on the cock in your mouth, the handfuls continue and it becomes clear your mother is stuffing you with…something. Some sardonic part of you hopes it’s homemade gourmet stuffing and not some store-bought bullshit. 

You swallow another load of cum and feel a pat on your head, stepping away just long enough to let you catch your breath before the next cock is pressing against your lips, becoming erect as it begs for entry. At the same time, your mother starts to really cram the stuffing into you, making you look and feel pregnant. While she works, Mom whistles and makes small talk with whoever happens to wander by, some of them men who get in line to fuck your mouth, others just friends who want to catch up or admire you becoming a stuffed pig. 

“Okay, all stuffed!” you hear Mom announce from behind you just as another thick cock is introduced to your lips. “Just need to plug you up so it stays inside and….” she trails off and a second later you feel a huge, thick vegetable pushed into your pussy, compacting the stuffing even deeper as your mom wiggles it around to find a good position where it’ll sit tight. 

“Now, where’s my little kitchen assistant?” your mom asks, looking around before she spots Kate on her knees licking a woman’s pussy while she plays cards with some friends. “PIGGY NUMBER TWO, YOU’RE NEEDED!”  Kate quickly finishes making the woman orgasm so she can get back to her card game, then shuffles obediently over to where you sit shackled and helpless. 

“Yes, mistress?” she asks, sounding utterly broken. Your mother hands her a bowl of oil and a basting brush. 

“Help me get our pig oiled,” she instructs, already preparing her own basting brush. “Make sure to get every last inch!”

Kate looks into your eyes blankly, dips the brush in the oil and starts sweeping the cool mixture onto your shoulders and upper back, while you feel the same cool sensation on your lower back as your mom gets to work behind you. Kate and your mother make quick work of oiling every curve and crevice of your naked body, making sure that your ass gets an even thicker coating to help the spit pole make its perilous journey through your body and out your mouth. 

Speaking of your mouth, the dutiful prep work happening to your body hasn’t stopped the line of cocks waiting to explore your throat. You feel coarse seasoning being sprinkled onto your back and being brushed around, and you can see no fewer than three people holding their phones up, casually chatting while they film as Cock #37(?) orgasms in your mouth, withdrawing quickly to accept a beer from his buddy and run back to their wives. 

“I think we’re just about ready,” you hear your mom say out loud, more to herself than anyone else. “How’s she looking over there, Piggy Two?” she asks Kate. “Nice and oiled?  Evenly seasoned?”

Kate looks you in the eye with something like scorn — something hateful that blames you for her own fate and condemns you to this deserved punishment, then nods to your mother. “Yes, ma’am, I did my best. Your pig is ready to roast.”

“Ah, marvelous!” Mom exclaims and you feel a firm slap on your ass. “CODY!  AJ!” she shouts at them and beckons. “GO GRAB THE SPIT — OUR PIG IS READY TO ROAST!”
You give a low whimper when your mom spanks your rump and calls for the spit. You shake your head, softly pleading, “Please, don’t…“

Word gets around that it’s almost time to spit the pig and by the time Cody and AJ return, basically ninety percent of the party has gathered in a large semi-circle to take photos, film, or just watch. You don’t need to have eyes in the back of your head to know when your brother and his friend emerge with the spit pole because all of a sudden the crowd starts cheering and clapping. They get positioned behind you as your father steps up to give a little speech. 

“Thank you all so much for being here. You are my closest friends and family and I’m so glad you’re here to share this moment with my family — from my beautiful wife who put in so much work to prepare the festivities, my son who put in the grunt work and is preparing for some heavy lifting as speak, to my daughter —” he refers to you as a human being for the first time in a long time, and possibly the last time. “To my daughter, who has fulfilled her true purpose and made us all proud. And finally, to myself, for raising such a fine roaster!” he says with a few playful slaps on your rump as the crowd chuckles. 

“So, without further ado, who wants to see this pig get spitted!?”  The crowd roars in approval and you can sense Cody and AJ getting positioned directly behind you, their body heat evident against your vulnerable rump. The crowd starts to very slowly creep closer as you feel a pair of hands grab your ass cheeks and spread them wide. You feel something cold, thick and metal prod at your asshole for a moment before it finds purchase, entering just an inch or two before stopping. 

Mom and Dad are standing at either side of your head, smiling and waving and giving thumbs-up for the cameras but when Cody signals that the spit is lined up, Dad calls for silence.

“All right, son,” he nods to Cody behind you. “Push it through.”  Dad turns and pulls out his own phone, zooming in to get a perfectly framed video of your frightened face. You grimace at him and the crowd, humiliated and angry that so many people have gathered to watch you die so horribly, just as you feel the spit pole press forward. 

Thanks to the oodles of oil and hours of assfucking, the pole makes it many inches into your asshole before it starts to find resistance. You grunt, moan, and squeal as Cody and AJ rotate it slightly, using different angles and differing pressure to guide it through your immobile, shackled body without doing too much damage to your insides. The crowd ooh’s and aah’s whenever your face contorts as you feel the thick pole push further than any cock ever could. After a sickening moment of “losing it” in your ass, you “find it” again when you feel something thick and cold creep its way past your stomach (giving you weird butterflies in there) and slide through your rib cage without puncturing your heart or lungs. Most everything up until now could’ve been reversible but feeling the spit pole coming out of your throat is a terrifyingly final condemnation. 

The crowd closes in slightly as you start to visibly and audibly gag, all of them desperate to get the best shot of the pole coming out of your mouth. Your breath catches and you go wide-eyed, realizing the pole is in your throat and you can’t swallow, can’t breathe, can’t do anything but watch the crowd’s reactions and pray. 

You hear Cody count behind you — “1…2…..3!” just before the spit pole rams through you, the metal tip exiting your mouth and extending about eighteen inches. You stare at it in cross-eyed horror like some demonic tapeworm that has burst out of you, as the crowd claps and cheers and snaps lots of photos. The pole has tiny holes, aerated so you can draw shallow painful breaths — any hopes you had of a quick death from suffocation are gone. Mom pats you on your impaled rump and Cody comes around to your front to make sure the pole exited your mouth correctly, turning and bowing comically to the crowd as they cheer. Dad keeps his phone pointed at your face. 

“Great job, son!  I think you got it through her perfectly!  Very little blood. And look, her eyes are still moving, she’s still breathing…you nailed it!” Dad and Cody laugh and clap excitedly. “She’s going to be alive when we put her over the fire, and who knows how long she’ll last?”

“I hope so,” you hear AJ say from behind. “After all the hard work you put in on her, the least she could do is put on a good show for us.”

You breathe heavily around the pole, almost hyperventilating. You’d heard about how easy it was to mess up the spitting process so you expected a quick death. It seemed practically impossible that moronic Cody could impale you so smoothly on his very first attempt. 

You make a low noise, muffled and strangled around the pole, and a few people nearby chuckle. “She’s really enjoying this,” my mom says, sounding incredibly satisfied. 

You know it’s probably time to put you over the coals and you squirm in fear but the uncomfortable pain of the spit puts a stop to that quickly. Instead, you stare straight ahead as your dad films, giving you a little wave when he notices you looking. He takes a moment to pan lovingly over your oiled body before returning to your face, licking his lips as he stares at you. It’s more obvious than ever that he no longer sees you as his daughter. You’re just a big slab of meat ready for roasting.

The pain and horror of being impaled alive is still setting in when your mother approaches your front and graciously accepts the crowd’s applause, bowing and waving before she holds up a thin sharp metal rod. The crowd hoots and hollers as your mother shoves the sharp end through your left breast and out the other side, then through your right breast and out the other side, pushing it through until your grilled tits are speared together like shishkeboobs. As everyone cheers and takes pictures, your mom leans in and whispers, “This’ll keep your fat tits from getting too swollen in the heat and bursting like a hot dog in the microwave,” she comforts you, patting your impaled ass. “You’re going to look amazing over the fire, baby. This is a dream come true.”

Cody and AJ undo your shackles so your mom and dad can tie you securely to the spit, your legs pulled back straight and ankles tied, your arms behind you and wrists tied tightly, leaving your tits protruding proudly in your helplessly impaled position. The crowd continues to cheer, chatter, and film the process as Cody and AJ each take one end of your spit pole, lifting your body into the air with a sickening center of gravity coming from inside of you. 

You can do nothing but try to breathe shallowly enough to not press your lungs against the spit inside of you (which hurts) and to not move or wriggle too much on the spit, which sends painful vibrations through your entire body. You cannot fucking believe you are impaled all the way through ass-to-mouth and there’s dozens upon dozens of smiling faces here for the express purpose of watching you suffer and die like this. Nobody looks concerned, nobody moves a muscle to help you, they’re just having the time of their lives watching Beth Carter die like the most pathetic pig who ever lived. 

Your brother gives your ass a firm slap, confident and unworried about things like jarring your spit in a way that might hurt you. He’s clearly thriving under the attention. “I just wish I could have given that little piggy cunt another good fucking,” he says regretfully. “I feel like Mom and Dad wasted so much time trying to treat her like a human girl.”

The fire pit draws closer, closer, closer, the crowd parting like the Red Sea, until you’re so close you can feel the intense heat wafting off the coals and onto your oiled, naked body. Your brother and his friend pause to let everyone crowd around and get good angles for their photos or videos, slowly getting into position with big grins. Dozens of phones are in your face, the pain of the spit pole and the heat of the coals is already too much and you’re not even roasting yet. Your breaths are ragged and shallow, panicked, desperate, but still fighting for survival. 

Everything hurts and you simultaneously pray for release and death. 

The crowd cheers, eager to see their dinner start cooking. 

And then Cody and AJ set your pole onto the supports, leaving your naked spitted body suspended over the coals.

You’re barely cognizant as the pole sets into place, leaving you hanging and dripping oil over the massive fire pit. You can’t look down aside from straining your peripheral vision but it feels like the flames crackle and rise as soon as you’re set over it.

You’re roasting and struggling to breathe immediately. The heat feels like a physical thing, licking and lashing at your reddening skin. It’s a relief at this point to realize that you won’t last long over the fire pit but you know you won’t be lucky enough to lose consciousness before they start turning the spit. You try to brace yourself for the excruciating pain you know that will bring.

The next few minutes are so cold and clinical that it does a lot to rob you of what little humanity you were still clinging on to. Cody attaches, connects, and starts a rotary motor that slowly but steadily turns you around over the coals without the need for a hand crank, which gets him all sorts of praise from your mother — “Cody is such a whiz with technology!”
You hear AJ explain from somewhere behind you, “This is just a shot of adrenaline. I got a dose so we can give this pig a jolt and watch ‘em squirm over the fire for up to three times as long!”  You can’t imagine anything worse and pray it’s just a joOOOHHH FUUUCK, you feel a syringe bury itself into your left buttock and soon after you feel more alive than ever, flooded with adrenaline. You feel every single positive and negative sensation in high definition, your body no longer succumbing but rather fighting at its absolute limit to survive as long as possible. 

“Aw, look at the little piglet!” one of your neighbors cooes, approaching your face to get some good pictures of your gape-mouthed expression around the pole. “She’s just loving this! How many times do you think she’ll cum up there? I’ve always heard that the more they cum while they roast, the more tender and flavorful their meat will be. I’ve never seen such an excited little porker! Her meat is going to be so juicy!” 

Just then, your dear father retrieves a bucket of cold water and dumps it over your head and onto the coals below, ensuring that your brain doesn’t broil too quickly. The shock of the water combined with the adrenaline rushing through your body is enough to make you squirm and wiggle on the spit frantically, your meat jiggling enticingly over the flames and sending a spray of oil down onto the coals below you. 

“Don’t worry about her shaking off that oil marinade,” you hear Cody say, sounding pleased with himself. “I put some of those basting brushes on extension poles so we can keep her meat basted without getting too close to the fire.”

As your helplessly trussed and spitted body completes its first revolution around the pole, it dawns on you that not only has this huge crowd of people gathered to watch you die like a stuck pig, but your own family is taking multiple steps to make sure you roast alive as long as possible.

The next fifteen/twenty minutes go as horrifically banal as expected: you slowly rotate over the fire getting browner and browner, your dad keeps your head and the space under it dampened, your brother keeps you oiled and basted with his extend-o-brush, and your mom spends her time playing the perfect hostess, kissing cheeks and shaking hands and taking orders on what cuts of meat her friends want from her former daughter’s cooked body. 

It seems like everyone your family has ever been close to has gathered today to watch you die over a cooking fire like a worthless pig for their entertainment and enjoyment. Nobody is helping. Everybody is happy to watch you spin, suffer, sizzle, and die for their dinner. The humiliating depravity is almost too much but then you notice Kate approaching you (which is hard to do when your viewpoint is constantly rotating around and around) followed closely by Mr. Bryant. They stop close to your front end so they’re sure you can see them when you eventually rotate around rightside-up, then your former teacher gives you the smarmy speech of a lifetime. 

“I must thank you again, Ms. Beth Carter, for willingly sacrificing your life to become the bountiful roast you were born to be,” he nods to your parents, raising a glass to your dad. “And I just wanted to let you know, Beth —” he leans down to smirk directly into your face, drawing Kate down with him, “— that your father offered to give me a ‘good neighbor discount’ and sold your little friend here to me for seven hundred bucks!”  He slaps Kate's naked ass and grabs her by the neck, forcing her downwards to look you in your dying eyes. 

“It’s true,” Kate whimpers, glaring at you with a mixture of sympathy and scorn. “Your stupid fucking dad sold me to Mr. Bryant and he…and…he….”

You make an apologetic noise on the spit but judging by the dirty look Kate is wearing, you doubt she can hear you. Or if she can, she doesn’t care. You try raising your voice and screaming again to no avail. 

“What my new pet is trying to say is…” Mr. Bryant slaps Kate’s ass and gropes one of her dangling tits. “…Beth, your father did indeed sell me your little piggy friend for a deep deep discount. This is one of my wife’s biggest fantasies so Kate is going to spend the last week of her worthless life pleasuring my wife and I, then I have a grand, romantic candle-lit dinner planned for our anniversary next weekend.  Thanks to you, Beth, Kate’s going to bake in the oven for our dinner. We thank you and I’m sure she thanks you, too!”

As your former teacher taunts you, your prayers for death are ignored as more oil is slathered onto your nude, rotating body, the adrenaline still keeping you very alert and alive.

“Wow, you have a talent for getting this piggy all worked up, huh?” your brother asks with a laugh, his voice coming from the side out of your line of vision. “I think you’re making this roasting slut jealous. That’s probably her number one sexual fantasy: being a sex toy for her favorite teacher and his wife.” 

As Cody speaks, he rubs your cunt roughly with the basting brush. Most of your skin is too busy roasting to take note of other sensations but he jostles the stuffing in your stomach, making you lurch and yelp at the sudden sensation. 

Cody pulls the basting brush away, thick rivulets of oil dripping from your pussy, but he decides to pass it off as depraved arousal. “See how wet that pig cunt got just from thinking about it? I think our roaster had a crush on you, Mr. B.”

You don’t know why Cody is so insistent on humiliating you but he sounds gleeful, like he’s getting entirely too much pleasure out of your every squirm and grimace.

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” Mr. Bryant chuckles at you, putting a possessive arm around Kate. “Anyway, I don’t want to distract you from your important work. Roast well, Beth. I’ll see you at dinner.”  He guides his pet longpig back into the fray, stopping to chat with a couple of your neighbors and politely offering Kate’s mouth for their cocks’ enjoyment. 

Meanwhile, you just keep rotating and roasting. The pain of being impaled and the stinging all over your body from the heat have blurred into a constant background hum of suffering that you strangely grow accustomed to. Apparently the human body can adapt to anything, especially with a shot of adrenaline keeping them alive and alert, survival instincts in overdrive against all odds, cruelly drawing out life when a swift death would be preferable. But a swift death doesn’t make for an entertaining show, you’re reminded, as you feel a long roasting fork pierce your left ass cheek, causing juices to spurt and sizzle into the coals below you. The crowd hoots at the little show as you reflexively jerk and squirm on the spit in a hopeless endeavor to get away from the sharp implement. 

You lose track of time quickly and you have no idea how long your impaled body has been cooking nor how much longer this horrific life will continue. All you can do is draw shallow little breaths and blink away the heat and smoke, your vision slowly rotating in a complete circle — now, staring at the party in your backyard, now staring directly down into the hot coals, now staring at the edge of your property where it meets the neighbor’s, now staring up at the beautiful blue sky, now back to staring at the partygoers watching you die and eagerly discussing how good you’re already starting to brown and plump up. 

Just about everyone at the party makes sure to take selfies or group pictures in front of your naked, spitted, oiled, roasting body — families smiling, friends giving thumbs-up, mean girls making pig noses. Your brother Cody is even kind enough to take a picture for Mr. Bryant using his phone, in which Kate is on her knees with his dick in her mouth, your roasting body visible behind them. Your teacher has a hand on Kate’s head and uses the other to gesture proudly to you as if to say, ‘These used to be my students and I tried to help them. But look how they turned out. Oh well!’
Your heart feels like it’s racing and your body keeps giving involuntary little twitches. You can feel yourself slowly shutting down at last. Cody seems distracted from his basting duties. You can’t see or even feel it at this point but your father has taken over basting you — although he seems distracted as well, spending more time focused on your plump roasting rump and juicy pussy meat instead of giving due diligence to the rest of you. It doesn’t matter, though, since the layer of fat just underneath your crisping, lightly browned skin has melted like butter, keeping your meat moist and succulent. 

After a few more minutes riding the spit around and around, you feel especially upset and vulnerable when you see Cody approaching you holding something up — your phone. Your brother zooms in on your face with your phone, panning slowly across your entire body on the spit before returning to your face. He stares at you through your phone’s screen, licking his lips hungrily. 

You try to keep your eyes open, not wanting the last thing you ever see to be your hungry brother…or the erection straining at his jeans as he watches you roast. Eventually, though, the smoke and heat are too much to bear and you close your eyes for the last time. Without your vision, every other sensation seems magnified a thousandfold — the pain of roasting, the chattering and laughter of the hungry people around you, and the delicious savory smell of your own cooking meat. 

Cody finishes filming your browning body and takes a few good face and body pics so he can have some more fun at your expense. He logs into your social media and changes your background pic to your spitted roasting body, your profile pic to your shocked face protruding, your Job changed to ‘meat’ and your Status changed to ‘deceased.’  Smirking, he pockets your phone, planning to pawn it later, and goes back to having a great time at the party with Stacy.

(Fun fact -- Cody and Stacy actually end up dating for seven years.  They eventually break up but it’s clean and amicable and they remain friends to this day.)
The last thing you ever feel are the bristles of the basting brush. The last thing you ever hear is your mom saying how you’re probably about to croak any second now and how everyone’s so excited to eat you. 

You don’t last much longer after that. You’ve already survived an incredibly long time turning alive on the spit but the heat finally penetrates far enough to cook your insides past the point of functioning. You thought you were completely slack on the pole, your muscles having given out a long time ago but when you exhale for the last time, it’s immediately noticeable. Your facial expression softens into blank indifference and your spine loses any tension, making your body jiggle and sway a little more with each turn of the spit.

You finally die there, impaled and turning over a fire pit on Memorial Day in your own backyard, surrounded by people who are ecstatic to have seen it. A stupid plan from a stupid girl has led to a stupid death. Your remains are boxed up for guests or tossed in the trash, not mourned in a coffin. Your parents remember you fondly for what you were that day, feeling nothing for the loss of your life as a human being, but rather proud of the amazing roast you became that is still the talk of the town a decade later. 

They eventually sell, donate, or trash everything you ever owned and your old bedroom becomes a rarely used arts-and-crafts room. As the years pass, new photos of Mom, Dad and Cody looking older get hung up around the house, sometimes replacing photos with you in them. 

Even decades later, a handful of photos of you remain displayed but you never get older in any of them, forever framed and smiling as the twenty-something girl you were.

