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Inspector Morris sighed, his brows furrowed, his fingers tented in front of him, and his elbows resting on 
his desk. At length, he shook his head, stood, and stepped heavily into the aisle. 

“Morris, what’s the matter?” his captain asked. 

Morris shook his head. “It’s just this disappearing boy case,” he said. “It’s…” he trailed off speechlessly. 

“It’s pretty fucked up, isn’t it?” the captain asked, nodding understanding. “Any leads?” 

Morris shook his head. “No. I’m going to head over to the school now and see if I can learn anything from 
the furs there.” 

The captain nodded. “Morris,” he said as the elk turned to leave, “Give it a light touch, huh? We don’t 
want to scare the kids.” 

Morris nodded and walked down the aisle, got in his car, and headed off to Village Lake High School. He 
pulled into a visitor parking space and walked inside to the office. The campus police officer met him and 
escorted him to the principal’s office. 

“Thank you for coming, Inspector,” the principal said, gesturing for him to sit. 

Inspector Morris sat with his case file on his lap. “I’ll be brief, Mr. Arnold: I want to find out where these 
boys have gone, but I have no leads to go on so far.  A dozen young males don’t just disappear. Nobody 
saw them taken; nobody saw anybody suspicious; they just showed up for class one day and then didn’t 
make it home.” He shook his head. “I don’t like it, Mr. Arnold. On a positive note, there haven’t been any 
bodies found, either, so I am hopeful that they may still be alive. I need to interview the students and 
faculty to see if we can find some common link.” 

“You don’t think it’s some kind of serial killer or something, do you?” Mr. Arnold gasped. 

Morris shook his head. “I don’t know. But the longer we stay here talking about it, the more time whoever 
it is has to make off with more of them.” He leaned forward. “Mr. Arnold, I am not good with children, and 
so I would appreciate whatever advice you can give me. I need to know what these boys were like—were 
they good kids or troublemakers? Well-liked or unpopular? Likely to engage in drugs, sex, or other vices 
or upstanding?” 

Mr. Arnold pursed his lips. “They…really come from all walks of life,” he said slowly.  

As Morris held out pictures of the missing boys, Mr. Arnold rattled off details about each one. Sure 
enough, some were rich, some were poor, some were popular, some weren’t. There were a few 
exemplary students as well as a few students with learning disabilities, but most fell somewhere in the 
middle. Physically, the boys ranged from scrawny to athletic to overweight, and they encompassed a wide 
range of species: fox, several felines, canines, and equines, a rabbit, a rat, a ferret, a gorilla, and a pig. 
With so many species, they spanned all ranges of heights and colors, too. Age-wise, they represented 
boys from age 15 (a precocious rat who had skipped a grade) up to 20 (a twice-held-back wolf). 

Morris sighed and shook his head. “You were right, Mr. Arnold; they really do span the whole spectrum. 
What about their personalities? Timid? Boisterous? Homosexual?” 

“Yes, yes, and yes,” Mr. Arnold replied. “A few of them had come out in the last few years, but they all 
seemed to be handling it well, and most of them were straight. They run the gamut from timid to 
boisterous, with both sides represented in both straight and homosexual groups.” 

Morris tented his fingers and touched them to his lips thoughtfully. 

“It seems like we can rule out the students being targets because of themselves,” the campus officer said. 

Morris nodded slowly. “I agree. What are your thoughts?” he asked. 

“Maybe the person was just looking for someone available,” the officer suggested. “We can’t find any 
common thread amongst them, so maybe it was just a crime of opportunity?” 

Morris nodded faster. “I’ll bite,” he said. “How do they get to school? Do they all ride the bus, ride with 
family, take their own cars?” 
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The officer shook his head. “Yes,” he said. “All of the above.” 

“Was there something else you were suggesting?” Morris asked. “There’s got to be something in common 
amongst them!” 

“Well…” the officer said, glancing at the principal. 

“Yes?” Morris asked. 

“There is one thing in common,” the officer said. “They were all taking a cooking class.” 

“But surely one of our teachers wouldn’t be doing this!” Mr. Arnold said quickly. 

“I’m not saying that,” the officer said. “Francine is very nice, but her class is off on its own part of the 
campus. Maybe students were being abducted on their way to or from her class?” 

“But you said that nobody saw anybody suspicious, right?” Morris asked. 

The officer nodded and put his hands up. “I know it’s a long shot,” he said, “But it’s the only common 
theme I’ve seen so far.” 

Morris shook his head. “Well, it’s better than nothing, which is what we had until now,” he said. “It’s a 
thread to pull on. Maybe something will unravel.” 

Mr. Arnold sighed. “I sure hope something comes up,” he said. “They were all good boys, for better or for 
worse, and I don’t think any of them had any enemies—not that would do something like this.” He nodded 
to the officer. “Jennings will escort you to the cooking classroom,” he said. 

“No need,” Morris replied. “I don’t want to keep you from patrolling the area, especially if it might turn 
something else up,” he said to the German shepherd. “Just point me in the right direction, and I’ll take it 
from there.” 

The officer and principal exchanged glances and then nodded. “Down the hall, out the door, across the 
field, in the portable by itself,” Jennings said. “Find them, Inspector.” 

Morris nodded, stood, shook their hands, and walked down the hallway in the direction indicated. Lockers 
lined both sides of the hall, interrupted by solid, metal doors with big, glass panes opening into the 
classrooms. Similar double-doors loomed in front of him, and Morris couldn’t help but think that the whole 
place had a rather open feel to it; someone suspicious would have stood out like a sore thumb. 

And stick out like a sore thumb he did—as the bell rang and students flooded into the hallway, many 
looked suspiciously at him. Admittedly, he did look a bit suspicious in his trench coat, perhaps, but the 
badge on his hip should have explained his presence there. 

He made it out to the field and headed towards the portable. The sky was overcast, and he was glad for 
the coat in case it rained. The wooden steps echoed loudly under his hooves as he ascended them and 
turned the knob to open the door. 

Inside was a pristine-looking room lined with lab benches, each of which was configured into a half-dozen 
miniature kitchens, each complete with its own stove, oven, sink, and smaller appliances like mixers and 
blenders, as well as a butcher’s block, knives, and other cooking utensils. Task lighting was installed 
everywhere, including a unique light fixture above a doorway that Morris assumed led to the pantry. The 
air was infused with the smell of meat cooking over low heat. Morris couldn’t tell where it was coming 
from, but it smelled heavenly.  

“Can I help you, sweetie?” a voice asked. 

Morris’s head turned quickly to see a pig sitting behind a desk, looking at him. Rather rotund, her face 
was red as she smiled, her eyes crinkling into near-slits. 

“Uh, yes, ma’am,” Morris said, extending his hand and stepping towards her. “I’m Inspector Morris. I’m 
trying to find out some information about the missing boys.” 

“Oh! Well, it’s good they got a big, strong male to do the job. I’m Francine,” the pig replied, standing to 
shake his hand. 
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Morris frowned slightly. Big, strong male? He shook his head. “I have to ask, Francine, what is that 
amazing smell?” 

“Oh, one of my darlings decided to do a barbecue for her final project,” Francine said. “But you know, a 
brisket just won’t cook itself that fast, so the little dear came in last night to get it started. I’m so very proud 
of her, really planning ahead! It’s a shame more males don’t think things through the way she does.” She 
paused and looked at Morris. “Would you like a taste? She had a bit of extra meat leftover, and I made 
some sausages.” 

Morris hesitated, a bit unnerved at how casually she made her sexist remarks, but by then, the pig had 
already grabbed a tray of little miniature sausages and brought it over. “Here you go, you big, strong, 
male, you,” she said. “Have a taste; they’re really good!” 

 “Erm, speaking of males,” Morris said, dutifully taking up a sausage with a little toothpick, “I understand 
that you have a number of boys in your class, too. Is that right?” 

“Oh, yes!” Francine replied, beaming and clasping her hands together at her chest, “They’re all such 
angels; I could just eat them up!” 

Morris put the sausage in his mouth, and his eyes widened. 

“Wow,” he said. “Wow! This is the best sausage I’ve ever had! You made this?” 

“Of course, sweetums!” Francine said, reaching up to pinch his cheek, “I like to make sure all the males 
are well-fed.” 

“Uh, the males?” Morris asked. “What about the females?” 

“Oh, they can take care of themselves,” Francine said, sitting back at her desk and crossing her legs 
under her crimson-colored miniskirt. “I want all my girls to be completely self-sufficient by the time they 
get out of here.” 

“And the boys, too?” Morris was really beginning to feel weird about this whole encounter. Seriously, was 
someone openly this sexist in class? Did she show it to her students? 

“You could say, Inspector...Morris, was it?” Francine began. 

Morris nodded. 

“You could say, Inspector Morris, that everybody who comes in here is set for life by the time he or she 
gets out,” she said. 

Morris smiled. “That’s a great way to look at it,” he said. “You’re giving these kids the life skills they need 
in the real world.” 

“Of course!” Francine said. “A lady needs to know how to advance in this world, and—” 

The door opened, and a female deer entered. She looked surprised at seeing Morris, but she quickly 
turned her attention to Francine. 

“Um, Miss Francine,” she said urgently, “Can I go first today? I need the right—” 

Francine sat up and gave her a significant look, and the doe glanced at Morris—did she blanch?—before 
finishing, “…uh, ingredients for my final.” 

Morris frowned almost imperceptibly as the doe quickly locked eyes with Francine, refusing to look at him 
again. 

“Yes, Dolores, I know you wanted to prepare something special, so we’ll let you have first choice,” 
Francine said soothingly. “You just come back in when the bell rings, okay?” 

“Oh, thank you, Miss Francine!” the doe said and then quickly turned and went out without looking at 
Morris again. 

“Ingredients?” Morris asked, cocking his head quizzically at the teacher. 
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“Yes, silly boy,” Francine replied easily, tinkling with laughter. “This is a cooking class, and you need 
ingredients to cook with! Would you like to see?” 

Morris shrugged. Not much of a cook himself, he was doing well if he could heat a TV dinner without 
burning it, but he reasoned that having a look around the place probably wouldn’t be a bad idea. 

“Well, you’ve seen the classroom,” Francine said, rising. “Over here is the pantry…” 

She led him to the door and opened it wide. He stepped inside, but he wasn’t particularly surprised at 
what he saw. The place was just as immaculate as the classroom, with a large, separate freezer and 
refrigerator, a little garden for fresh herbs, shelves of spices and extra cooking equipment, as well as lots 
of plastic bins containing sugar, flour, and other cooking essentials. Morris opened the refrigerator to find 
it full of vegetables, milk, eggs, and other things you’d need to cook just about anything, and the freezer 
was equally decked out with various cuts of various meats, including chicken, beef, and pork. The 
inspector’s sharp eye caught something, and he frowned. 

“This one’s expired,” he said, taking out a package of ground beef. 

“It’s frozen, silly!” the pig said, bopping him on the back of the head. “It’ll store indefinitely, kept that cold, 
and it’s still got a good two months before its flavor even begins to deteriorate. Rest assured, it’ll be gone 
long before that!” 

Morris grinned sheepishly. “Heh, sorry,” he said, closing the freezer. “Cooking isn’t really my strong suit.” 

“Oh, you males,” Francine said, laughing and shaking her head with her hands on her hips. “You’re all so 
hopeless!” 

Morris sighed. Geez, another sexist remark! But he let it go and went back to examining the shelves’ 
contents. He was about to turn and leave when he saw something move out of the corner of his eye. The 
movement came from a darker corner of the room. Morris blinked and moved towards it, gasping 
suddenly as he saw rows of stacked plastic containers, each with a snap-on lid and holes poked in it. 
They only differed in size. Some were only big enough to hold a bag of flour, some were about waist-high, 
and some were in between. 

But to Inspector Morris’s dismay, each container held a live miniature fur! Morris’s eyes widened as he 
recognized one of the missing boys, then another, then another, all of them completely naked. Each 
container was labeled with a date, and Morris began to realize that they corresponded to the dates the 
boys had gone missing. He rushed over to them and then turned, shocked, to see Francine staring at 
him, beaming as always. 

“What happened to them?!” Morris cried, his hand instinctively moving over his holster. 

Francine shook her head. “Oh, you know,” she said, “Their mothers all warned them to eat their 
vegetables so they’d grow up big and strong…but you know how boys can be,” she said as she cocked 
her head, “Always getting into things.” 

“What have you done to them?” Morris demanded, drawing his weapon and pointing it at her. 

“Nothing!” Francine replied, putting her hands up and smiling brightly. “You seem tense, Inspector 
Morris,” she said, taking a step backward out of the pantry. “Would you feel better out here in the open?” 

Morris’s eyes narrowed suspiciously, and he cautiously followed her out, keeping his gun trained on her 
as she moved to her desk. 

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” he warned as he reached into his pocket to get his phone. 

“You really do seem way too high-strung,” Francine said, leaning forward and putting her hands on her 
desk, “And way too big for your britches.” 

There was a faint click, and Morris gasped as he suddenly felt himself bathed in greenish light. His head 
whipped around, looking for the source. He looked above him and saw the strange-looking light fixture 
shooting a laser right at him. But more shocking than that was the fact that the light fixture seemed to be 
moving away from him shockingly fast. He gasped and looked around to see that the whole world was 
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growing. His clothes already felt huge on him, and his gun was getting heavier and heavier by the minute, 
until it was so heavy that he had to drop it. 

But most alarming of all was how Francine was growing much, much bigger than he was. Up, up, up she 
grew, from nearly a foot shorter than he to a foot taller, two feet taller, three feet taller, and she was still 
growing! 

“Stop this!” Morris cried. “Stop, or I’ll...”  

He trailed off, realizing that he couldn’t shoot his gun since it was now far too heavy for him to lift. 
Nevertheless, the world suddenly stopped growing, and Inspector Morris looked around uncertainly 
before locking his eyes back on Francine. 

“What did you do?” he demanded, self-consciously crossing his legs to cover himself as he realized he 
was naked. 

The enormous pig stepped from around her desk, smiling just as gaily as ever. 

“Nothing,” she replied. “But the shrinking beam...well...” she trailed off and just smiled at him. 

“Undo whatever you did this instant!” Inspector Morris said through clenched teeth. 

“Now why would I do that, silly?” Francine asked, striding towards him. 

“Stop right there!” Morris barked. 

“No,” Francine said simply. “I don’t take orders from dinner.” 

Morris gasped. “I will call for backup and have you arrested if you take one more step,” he said, doing 
everything he could to keep his voice firm. 

Francine took another step—several more, actually, until she was standing over him. Using two hands, 
she picked him up, pinning his hands beside him as she lifted him impossibly fast into the air. 

“Yes,” she said, her jovial demeanor turning thoughtful, “I think you’ll be perfect.” 

“Perfect for—augh!” Morris’s question ended in a scream of surprise as Francine began walking—again, 
impossibly fast—and took him back into the pantry. Before he could do anything, she dropped him—
screaming in terror—into one of the clear plastic containers, put the lid on with a deafening snap, and put 
him on top of another container. He could see another one of the boys naked in the container beside him. 
He rushed to the plastic wall and banged on it, trying to get the boy’s attention, but he was sitting in his 
container, crying into his hands with his knees pulled up to his chest. 

“Don’t worry about him,” Francine boomed. “Today is finals, and you all are the secret ingredient!” 

The light clicked off, and Morris stared into the darkness in disbelief. 

“We’re all in huge trouble if I can’t get some backup,” Morris finally murmured to himself. 

He went to reach into his jacket, but then he remembered that he wasn’t wearing his jacket—or anything 
else! 

“It’s all right,” he said to himself, letting out a slow breath, “I’ll think of something!” 

But there wasn’t time for that. The far-off sound of a bell caught his attention, the lights clicked back on, 
and Francine walked in, followed by the young doe from earlier. 

“My research says that I need one that hasn’t hit puberty, yet,” the doe said, looking earnestly up at her 
teacher. “But how do I know who has and who hasn’t?” 

“This is your final, Dolores,” Francine said sternly, “And you’re a senior. Didn’t they teach you that in 
biology?” 

Dolores blushed. “Well, yeah,” she said, “But that means I’d have to take all of their clothes off to tell for 
sure.” 
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Francine shrugged. “They’re already naked, you silly goof! Besides, it’s not like they’re going to mind—
they are males, after all.” 

Morris let out a sigh of contempt. Yes, her sexism carries into the classroom, he thought. 

Dolores pursed her lips and then shrugged. “Huh, good point,” she said, smiling. 

She picked up one of the containers holding a wolf, probably about 17 or so. The wolf barely moved, 
which made Morris wonder whether he was even alive.  

“Now, since this is part of your final, why don’t you recite the ways to work with boys to keep them as 
fresh, tender, and flavorful as possible?” Francine asked. 

Dolores huffed and rolled her eyes up in an attempt to remember. “Okay, um, first, keep them alive as 
long as you can.” 

“Right,” Francine said encouragingly. “Go on.” 

“And, um, try to keep them as comfortable as possible,” Dolores said, frowning. “There was another 
one...um...” 

Francine remained silent but gave her an encouraging look. 

“Oh! Never let them know what you’re going to do!” Dolores said exultantly. 

“Wonderful, Dolores!” Francine said. “Now, you need to hurry and make your selection if you want to get 
first pick; the others will be here soon, and they’ll all need to choose their ingredients, too.” 

“Okay, Miss Francine,” Dolores said, turning her attention to the wolf. 

She squinted and then shook her head. “No, he’s too small, and his testicles are too big; he’s already too 
mature for what I need.” 

She carefully put him back and started looking at the bigger containers, going down the line and rejecting 
fur after fur. She paused at Inspector Morris, who instinctively covered himself under her gaze. 

“Miss Francine?” Dolores asked, “This one is covering himself. How do I make him stop?” 

“No need,” Miss Francine replied. “He’s old—way too old for what you need! Besides, I’m going to use 
him in my dish.” 

Morris gulped. 

“Oh, don’t worry, Inspector,” Miss Francine said, smiling. “I’m saving you for last. The girls will all present 
their finals, and then I’ll serve you as a special treat! In the meantime, I’ll let you watch the fun. That is 
why you came here, isn’t it, you silly elk?” 

Morris felt like his stomach had fallen through the floor. His entire life of service was going to be reduced 
to…being a meal for a crazed, sexist cooking instructor?! 

Dolores meanwhile had made her selection, a waist-sized rat with an almost imperceptible scrotum. 
Morris recognized him as the precocious 15-year-old. 

“He’s perfect!” Dolores said, and Miss Francine wheeled a dolly over to transport him to Dolores’s station. 

“Come on, Inspector,” Francine sing-songed, stacking his container on top of the rat’s. “You won’t see 
anything in here!” 

They stepped into the classroom, where other students had their phones or index cards ready with the 
recipes they planned to make. 

“Okay, class, line up, and I’ll approve your recipes,” Francine said, taking Morris with her and setting him 
down on her desk where he could see all of the stations at once. 

As the students lined up, Morris couldn’t help but watch as Dolores lifted the rat out of his container and 
laid him on his stomach on her workspace. To Morris’s surprise, she began to massage the rat’s 
shoulders. 
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“Ah, rotisserie? Yes, that will be fine,” Francine was saying. She leaned over to Morris and said, “That 
paralytic will wear off in just a few seconds, and he needs to be fully relaxed before he’s able to move, or 
he’ll bolt. Can’t be chasing our meals down, now! That was a job for you males back in the day!” 

Morris looked at her, taken aback by how cavalier she was about all this. 

“Hot boy soup? Jillian, I think you could do better, but if that’s what you want to do, then that’s fine,” 
Francine said. 

The rat’s tail twitching caught Morris’s attention: the paralytic was wearing off. Yet though the rat stirred, it 
was only to put his arms under his head as a pillow; he seemed completely relaxed and oblivious to what 
was about to happen. 

“Get out, you fool!” Morris cried, banging his fists on his container. 

“Hush, Inspector!” Francine chided him. “Tsk, tsk. Naughty inspectors get paralytics, and you don’t want 
that, do you?” 

And it was all for naught anyway; the inspector’s tiny voice was far too muffled by his container and the 
low hum of voices to carry all the way to the rat. Morris watched in dismay as Dolores gently rolled him 
over on his back, and then his eyes bulged as she gently began to stroke his shaft. 

“What the fuck?!” the elk cried. 

“Inspector! What a potty-mouth! There are children present!” Francine gasped. 

“You’ve got her fondling him?!” 

“Of course, silly goose! How else is she going to serve his prick if it’s hidden inside of him when he dies?” 
Francine asked, laughing at how ridiculous the question was. 

The rat began to respond, his body slowly undulating in time to the stroking as his penis grew hard. Just 
then, Dolores grabbed some cooking string and pulled it tightly around the base of the rat’s cock, tying it 
off far too tightly for it to deflate. 

The rat’s eyes shot open, and he began trying to get up. But before he could even get his shoulders off 
the table, Dolores dragged a knife across his throat. His eyes bulged, and he grasped his throat 
desperately, burbling out helplessly and unable to breathe. 

“Shit! No!” Morris yelled, slamming his hands against the walls of his prison. “No! You insane monster!” 

“Shh…shh,” Francine said, pouting at him. “Your meat is already going to be way too stringy, and if you 
get yourself all worked up, there’s not going to be anything I can do with you!” 

“You’re not gonna eat me, you demented sow!” Morris snapped. 

Francine sighed and reached into her desk to grab a small canister about the size of an inhaler. 

“Time for you to relax, Inspector,” she said. “You should come back just in time for me to start. That’s just 
good meal planning, you know.” She twisted the canister, and a brownish gas began to escape. “Look out 
below!” she sing-songed as she opened the lid of his container and dropped the canister in with him 
before quickly putting the lid back on and wrapping some cellophane over the top to trap the gas in with 
him. 

“Oh, no,” Morris said.  

He quickly retreated from the canister, grabbed a lungful of air, and held his breath as he quickly went 
back to the canister, grasping it and trying to twist it back and stop the flow of the gas. But the gas made 
his eyes hurt so badly that he had to retreat, his eyes streaming as if he’d been cutting onions. He 
collapsed defensively, closing his eyes and covering them with his palms as he continued to hold his 
breath for all he was worth. His lungs burned, and he felt himself sneak in a tiny breath. 

That one breath was all it took. Morris suddenly felt very heavy, as if his whole body was made of lead. 
Soon he couldn’t control his lungs anymore, and he felt his traitorous body begin to breathe normally. He 
collapsed on his side, eyes open and burning but completely unable to do anything about it. 
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“There we go,” Francine said, taking the lid off and airing out the canister. “Now I don’t have to worry 
about you hurting yourself while I check on the rest of the class. But don’t you worry, I’ll set you up so you 
can still see!” 

Morris felt himself lifted and propped with his back against the back wall of his container. He couldn’t 
close his eyes, and from where he was sitting, he could see every station all at once. 

What he saw made him wish he was blind. 

Another one of the students deftly slid a knife into a cougar’s abdomen and pulled out his entrails, quickly 
dumping them into a nearby trashcan as she pulled them out of him. Morris prayed the boy was already 
dead. 

“Ah, Betty,” Francine said, looking over her shoulder, “Haven’t you forgotten something?” 

Betty frowned and then sighed. 

“He’s going to be awfully fuzzy if you bake him like that,” Francine said, giving her a knowing look. “I’ll 
have to take points off, silly goof.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Betty said, dejected. 

Meanwhile, another student was using a basting syringe to force something liquid down her boy’s throat, 
a ferret. She had him spread-eagled at a stand-alone station facing right towards Morris. His butt and tail 
were lined up over a hole in the table, and his upper body was slightly elevated. Morris desperately 
wanted to look away as he realized what was being force-fed to the poor boy: a very strong laxative. The 
expression on the ferret’s face told Morris that he was in agony as he violently emptied himself, but no 
matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t escape. 

Francine saw it and nodded. “Good, Jillian,” she said. “Doing just fine. You’ve got plenty of time.” 

A sudden cloud of the best-smelling barbecue suddenly hit Morris’s nose, and he shifted his focus to the 
back of the room, where a student had just opened the door to the smoker. She was carrying a heavy tray 
full of meat. 

“Is he ready already?” Francine asked. “He may have been held back twice, but Gideon definitely didn’t 
waste any time making himself delicious! That looks absolutely perfect, Sarah.” 

“Oh, I’m not done, yet, Miss Francine!” Sarah said, beaming as she put the tray down. “This is just the 
brisket; I still have to baste the ribs and pull the shoulders to make pulled boy po-boys!” 

“Outdoing yourself as always,” Francine said, her snout quivering with excitement. “May I?” 

“Of course!” 

Francine pulled off a piece of the brisket and bit into it. Her eyes rolled back in her head. 

“Oh, Sarah, it is fabulous!” Francine said, her voice quivering. “That is so good. A+, hands down!” 

She returned to her desk, and Morris heard excited grunting. 

Ugh! Morris groaned in his head. Is she getting off on this?! 

“Inspector,” Francine said, turning his container to face her, “Just thinking of how good you’re going to 
taste gets me excited.” 

Morris desperately wanted to look away as he saw her pressing her fingers—still covered in wolf-meat-
juice—against her crotch and grunting in pleasure. 

“The girls don’t know I do this, Inspector,” Francine said, “But I do…and now, so do you.” 

I wish I didn’t…I did not need to know that… Morris thought to himself. 

“Hoo! Got to get back to making the rounds!” Francine said, bucking as a grin came over her face. 

Morris felt himself turned around again to see Sarah furiously brushing sauce onto a rack of ribs—
Gideon’s ribs. He felt sick but couldn’t make his body throw up. 
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“Oh, Holly, a girl after my own heart,” Francine laughed as she approached another student. 

“Hi, Miss Francine,” Holly replied. “I just got the water boiling, and now I’m ready to scald him. 

“Wait, what?!” a Kaiser roll-sized boy cried in a high-pitched voice, suddenly yanking against the chains 
that held him down to the table and startling Francine. 

“Don’t worry, Miss Francine,” Holly said. “I remembered to tie him down just like you said.” 

“Very good, Holly!” Francine replied, putting her hand to her chest and taking a breath. “Go ahead and 
scald the little piggy.” 

Holly grabbed a large towel and gingerly dropped it into a big pot of boiling water, let it saturate, and then 
used thick, waterproof gloves to fish it out. 

“W–wait! Holly, no! Don’t!” the tiny pig screamed, his eyes wide with terror as Holly brought it over to him. 

He shrieked in agony as the scalding water hit his skin, burning him all over. He thrashed violently against 
his restraints under the towel, suffocating and blistering in its heat. 

“Things are definitely…heating up…” Francine said breathily, her hand discreetly reaching for her crotch. 

She began to fondle herself from the other side of the table as Holly took the towel off of the poor pig-boy. 
Morris’s heart ached for the shuddering, twitching pig as the towel was removed, revealing burnt, red 
skin. 

“P-please…no…” the boy whimpered hoarsely as Holly dunked the towel, got it hot, and put it on him 
again. 

His squeal of pain was much quieter this time—exhausted and seared by the heat, his body was 
beginning to go into shock, a merciful thing, because next Holly took the towel off and began scraping his 
skin roughly, rubbing off the outer layer and taking all of his hair with it. He lay there weakly, too 
exhausted to fight but obviously in considerable pain as she ruthlessly scraped him over and over before 
putting the towel on him again, letting his skin cook, and then scraping again. By the time she was done, 
the poor boy was as smooth as a seal and wheezing in agony. 

A sudden, loud thud startled Morris, and his attention shifted instantly towards the sound just in time to 
see a head fall into a trash can, blood spurting out of the neck of a decapitated horse’s potato-sack-sized 
torso. A student quickly held a rag up to the spurting neck to catch the blood and then let it drop into the 
trash behind the head. Morris did his best to focus on something else—anything else—but the grisly sight 
was burned into his retinas. Yet that wasn’t the worst of it. The student deftly slid a knife in beside his 
sheath and began carving around its outline, carefully avoiding cutting his bladder or intestines. 

Shit, she’s dressing him better than any hunter I’ve ever seen! Morris thought, suddenly feeling even 
more nauseous as he realized that what she was field-dressing was a boy—her former classmate! 

But the worst part was when she slit along all of his limbs and then, in a single quick motion, ripped his 
skin off and turned it inside out all at once. Morris almost passed out. 

“Looking good, Eliza,” Francine said, stepping over. “And you even remembered to take out the offal this 
time. Good! Remember, offal is awful!” she jingled. 

“Hey!” Dolores called from across the room, pouting. 

“Unless it’s prepared right,” Francine conceded. 

“Ugh, I’ll stick to horse stew,” Eliza said as she put a huge pot of water on to boil. 

Morris finally managed to pry his attention away. His eyes fell on another stand-alone station, where a 
bull about the size of a loaf of bread was struggling futilely against the restraints that spread-eagled him 
upside-down.  

He suddenly bellowed out a blood-curdling wail. Morris watched in horror as one of the students poured 
boiling water through a funnel into the bull’s anus. He strained against his restraints, trying to double over 
and writhing in agony. 
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“Natalie, what are you doing?” Francine asked, rushing over. 

“I’m cleaning out his intestines, Miss Francine,” the girl replied. 

“I thought you were making hamburgers?” Francine asked, cocking her head. 

“I am, but he’s so small that he’ll only make one burger, so I decided to do sausage, too. Those sausages 
you made out of Timmy were really good, so I decided to try, too!” 

“Oh, yes, delicious little Timmy,” Francine said, grinning. “You liked him, too, didn’t you, Inspector?” she 
asked, turning. 

Morris’s mind froze. He had seen the picture of Timmy, a border collie and an aspiring actor. He had 
eaten Timmy’s flesh! 

“Wasn’t he just the tastiest sophomore you ever did eat, Inspector?” Francine tinkled. “Bravo, Timmy! 
Encore!” 

She laughed to herself and then nodded to Natalie and returned to her desk. 

“You see, Inspector, while it may be terribly painful for Sean, the bull over there, running that boiling water 
through him while he’s alive keeps him as fresh as possible. Freshness is important—if you’re going to go 
to the effort of cooking your classmates, you ought to get the highest-quality product out of them! That’s 
why I’m saving you for last.” She sighed. “I can tell, though, that your meat is going to be stringy, so I’m 
going to have to work extra hard to make you palatable. It’s a shame, Inspector; I would have loved to 
make a nice venison steak out of you, but I fear that if you were a bull, you wouldn’t even be select 
grade.” 

Morris couldn’t believe his ears; she was sitting there, casually telling him how she was going to cook him! 
She had to be completely insane! He willed his body to move, but the paralytic still had a stranglehold on 
his motor control. 

The bull boy abruptly vomited, and gallons of water began to spew out of him down the drain. Seconds 
later, his body went limp, and Morris wanted to cry. The heat had killed the bull from the inside out. 

“Ah, good. A few more hours of that, and he’ll be completely clean inside and ready for sausage-making!” 
Francine said, clapping her hands. “I’m so proud of my students!” 

Dolores had meanwhile quickly removed the head of her victim and carefully cut him open to harvest his 
thymus—the prized organ right below his breastbone that shrank in older furs—along with his pancreas, 
salivary glands—the ones in his cheeks and the ones under his tongue—his tiny testicles, and finally, his 
still-swollen penis, which she kept carefully tied off as she gingerly severed it from his body. She handled 
it carefully as she put it down on the cutting board and rubbed it with seasonings. The rest of the organs 
she put into a brine solution to soak. 

Betty was meanwhile still recovering from her earlier blunder. Having cut the cougar open already, she 
had to be careful not to get water inside of him as she scalded his skin to get his fur off. But she had 
persevered and had just finished basting him all over in garlic butter. She quickly hog-tied him, pulling his 
legs back at an awful angle, tying them to his wrists, and put him on a baking sheet, his open eyes staring 
dully at Morris. It wasn’t until he was thus situated that Betty suddenly realized her (second) error and 
hastily cut his head off. It fell into the trash, as lifeless as a head of lettuce. Her oven beeped, indicating it 
was up to temperature, and she quickly tented aluminum foil over his toes and elbows to prevent them 
from burning as they baked before placing him in the oven. 

Sarah, meanwhile, pulled something out of the smoker—Gideon’s shoulders—and began pulling the meat 
apart with meat forks. 

“That looks great, Sarah!” Francine called. 

“Just wait until I get the sauce on him!” Sarah called back, beaming as she redoubled her efforts to make 
pulled boy. 

“No! Please, no!” someone cried. 
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Morris exhaustedly shifted his attention—he couldn’t take watching these poor boys in any more agony! 
He watched in horror as Jillian dropped the live ferret into a pot of boiling water. He screamed and 
desperately tried to get out, but she quickly whacked him on the head with a wooden spoon, knocking him 
out. His unconscious body quickly began to overheat. Over the next hour, his skin would break down, his 
muscle fibers would separate, and his flesh would become fall-off-the-bone tender. But right now, his 
body was dying, and mercifully, he wasn’t conscious to experience the infernal heat. Jillian seemed 
oblivious to this. Determined to prove that she was doing more than the bare minimum, she began 
making a roux and chopping up carrots and corn to add once his body was nice and tender. 

“Oh, Holly, I’ll take that,” Francine said, getting up and stepping forward to take the tiny pig’s penis and 
testicles.  

To Morris’s horror, she opened his container and dropped them right in front of him! He couldn’t help but 
stare at the severed genitalia mere inches from him. If he’d had control of his muscles, he would have 
recoiled and put as much distance between himself and the pig’s severed bits, but he was frozen there in 
his paralytic prison. 

Holly quickly sewed up the pig’s body and held up a rotisserie skewer. Her eye glinted as she aimed it at 
the pig’s anus. Looking straight at Inspector Morris, she drove it in until it came out of the pig’s mouth. 
She giggled in spite of herself. 

“Oh, Holly! Are you playing with your food again?” Francine laughed. 

“Yup! In one end and out the other!” Holly snickered as she spritzed the skewered boy with water and 
rubbed his body all over with salt, pepper, and rosemary, then put him into the rotisserie oven. 

The roar of a motor jarred Morris, and though he willed himself not to look, he couldn’t help but see the 
horse’s body being shoved into a dicing food processor. Horse went in, and cubes of meat splatted into 
the bowl, which quickly turned red with his blood. Eliza then dumped the horse-chunks into a boiling 
water-pot and began chopping up herbs, potatoes, celery, carrots, corn, and green beans to add to the 
stew once his flesh cooked a bit. 

This all went on for hours, and all the while, the smells of the various cooking projects got better and 
better. Morris’s mouth began salivating traitorously, and without the ability to stop himself, he began 
drooling down onto the plastic floor beneath him—something Francine was sure to tease him about. 

The projects began to wrap up. Dolores poached the sweetbreads in milk, removed the outer 
membranes, breaded, dried, and crusted them with breadcrumbs, and then fried them while slowly 
torching the penis on the outside and displacing the blood in it with gelatin on the inside. The result: 
perfectly golden, tender sweetbreads that earned her an A+ and a crispy, golden, firm penis-dildo that 
Francine discreetly slipped into her panties to stimulate herself while she inspected the other students’ 
meals. 

Betty took the aluminum foil off her baked boy and gave him a few more minutes to brown. After crudely 
quartering him, she received a B; she’d just made too many mistakes to get full credit, Francine 
explained, and Betty just looked glad to have it over with. 

Sarah’s barbequed boy was definitely a favorite, and her earlier comment was right: the sauce she made 
from her own recipe definitely made the stringy wolf meat taste as heavenly as the best fall-off-the-bone 
ribs. 

Jillian and Eliza finished their soups—Jillian strained out the ferret’s bones—and fur, to her chagrin—and 
decanted some of the water, then added her vegetables and roux and got the soup to thicken nicely. Eliza 
didn’t need any thickener; with big, hearty chunks of horse meat in with the potatoes and vegetables, her 
stew was plenty thick enough, and the tomato sauce she added made it even heartier. Francine rewarded 
Jillian’s roux—which worked perfectly—but took off points for leaving the hair on the ferret, leaving her 
with an B+, and Eliza received an A-. 

Holly was kept busy constantly mopping her pig-boy with water to keep him from burning, but the end 
result was beautiful: a golden-brown pig that was just as tender on the inside was he was crispy on the 
outside. She received an A for her efforts. 
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Natalie had a far more physical job, scraping the meat out of the bull’s groin to use to stuff the sausages 
and then manually running the meat grinder. Bull went in, ground beef came out. To Morris’s disgust, the 
last thing she did was ground up the bull’s genitalia and stuffed them into the last of his intestine to make 
one final sausage. Sweating by the time she finished, she received an A, as well. 

“Well, class, you’ve all done wonderfully!” Francine said, clasping her hands together. “I am so very proud 
of all of you! Now, since you’ve all finished a few hours early, would you like to see something very 
advanced?” 

“Yeah!” the girls chorused. 

“What are you gonna make?” Sarah asked. 

“Are you gonna use that elk?” 

“Are you gonna make venison?” 

“No, no, children,” Francine said, putting her hands up to settle them down, “I’ll tell you! I’m going to 
make—” 

She lowered her voice to a whisper, and as hard as he tried to hear, Morris couldn’t make out what she 
said. 

“What’s that?” Jillian asked, making a face. 

“Wait and find out!” Francine said, grinning. 

Morris felt the pit of his stomach knot as they all turned and faced him. 

Move! he willed himself, yet his limbs were still stubbornly numb. He began to feel the faintest tingling in 
his fingers, but it was going much too slowly to save him! 

Francine opened his container and picked him up, then took him over to the stand-alone stations. 

Oh, no…no! Morris willed his hands to wake up faster, but the tingle had only made it about halfway along 
his fingers, and he still couldn’t move even them. 

“Now, for this, class, I need him to be squeaky clean inside, so we’re actually going to use both forms of 
preparation.” 

“Do you want me to heat some water?” Betty volunteered. 

“Not this time, Betty,” Francine said, smiling. “I have to keep him alive for a long time for this recipe to 
work properly, so I can’t cook him from the inside this time.” 

Keep me alive for a long time? Morris felt nauseous. He could only imagine that his fate would be worse 
than that of the poor bull who had been boiled to death from the inside out! 

The tingle spread to his wrist, and Morris suddenly realized that he could move his fingers. 

“Well, look at that! Right on time, Inspector!” Francine beamed. 

Morris held his fingers still and pretended he was still paralyzed. 

“Oh, don’t try to outsmart me, Mister Smarty,” Francine teased. “I saw you moving those fingers. I told 
you; you’ll be fully able to move by the time I’m ready for you to. How is that for meal planning? I even 
knew how long all my students would take to make their meals and planned accordingly! You males 
aren’t very good at planning, are you? After all, if you were, you wouldn’t have been here all by yourself!” 

With that, she forced a turkey baster into his mouth. He was so small that only the narrowest part of it fit, 
stretching his mouth painfully wide. Francine began to slowly squeeze the bulb high over Morris’s head, 
and he felt the urge to cough as laxative ran unhindered down his throat. It took only a minute or two 
before he felt his stomach gurgle painfully. 

Oh, no… 
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He helplessly tried to hide his face, but he was just as powerless to do that as to stop the purging action 
of the laxative. He shuddered in discomfort and embarrassment as he relieved himself in front of all of the 
students. He was beyond mortified, but he was also afraid and in pain. He didn’t think things could get 
any worse. 

He was wrong. 

No sooner did he finish than Francine grabbed him, picked him up, and took him to the other stand-alone 
station, where she spread-eagled him upside-down. He felt the blood rushing to his head as the tingling 
made its way to his elbows, but he was still too limp to do anything other than impotently grasp the air 
with his hands. He felt a tube inserted roughly into his backside, and he would have winced in pain if he 
could have. But suddenly a huge amount of water began to flow into him, and he felt instantly sick. It 
flowed with such speed that it made his intestines shift uncomfortably as it coursed through them. Having 
just emptied himself out, Morris didn’t have much left in him to impede the water, and it quickly began 
leaking under high pressure into his stomach. The feeling of bloating, nausea, and pain increased until he 
suddenly felt the worst case of heartburn ever. 

Water began to spew out of his mouth, and panic gripped him as his body struggled to breathe around 
the torrent of water. He felt his lungs burning, saw darkness closing in… 

The water stopped abruptly, and he took a gasping breath, his eyes bulging. It wasn’t until several 
breaths in that he realized that he was controlling them! He flexed his wrists and arms, toes and legs. 
Yes! He could finally defend himself! 

“Nice try, Inspector,” Francine sing-songed as she grabbed him around the waist and flipped him right-
side-up. “Your timing is perfect, but you’re not going to get off that easily!” 

Morris beat against her hands that wrapped completely around him, but to no avail. Desperate, he leaned 
down, trying to bite her. 

“Now that’s just ungrateful!” Francine laughed. “You’re literally trying to bite the hand that feeds you!” 

Morris hesitated. Hand that feeds me? 

He didn’t have time to think about it. He felt the wind knocked out of him as Francine’s hands came down 
hard on the table, slamming him onto his back. Despite his desperate need to breathe, Morris struggled 
for all he was worth, but the much larger pig pinned him easily as she looped nooses around each of his 
limbs and spread-eagled him on the prep table. 

“Wait, no! Please!” Morris cried as Francine picked up a knife. 

His words went unheard. The knife was half as big as he was, yet she deftly poked it into his abdomen. 
He screamed in pain as the cold, sharp metal bit into him and felt his blood begin to escape. 

“Hush, hush, Inspector,” Francine said, attempting to sound soothing, “I’m only going to cut out your liver.” 

Morris wailed in agony as the knife traced across his stomach, cutting him wide open. He felt a sudden 
emptiness as his organs shifted slightly out of him. Francine stood over him, the knife streaked with 
blood—his blood—and smiled down at him. 

“You males,” she said, shaking her head. “What good are you?” 

She reached down and began gently moving his organs out of the way, careful not to break anything. 

“Now, class, it’s imperative that I keep him alive. The traditional way to make this dish is much less 
involved, but I think you’ll all agree that the taste is far better when done on a live specimen.” 

“Specimen?!” Morris whimpered, squeezing his eyes closed in agony as his organs shifted. 

“Of course, Inspector,” Francine said, focusing on getting to what she was looking for. “Ah, here we are.” 

The knife flashed, and Morris dry-heaved in agony as it moved inside of him, cutting and hacking. When it 
was done, Francine stood and lifted a huge chunk of flesh out of his abdomen. 

“This is for you, Inspector,” she said, smiling and offering it to him. “Eat up!” 
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“I’m not eating my own liver, you bitch!” Morris spat. 

“Now, Inspector, I warned you about that mouth of yours,” Francine said, putting her free hand on her hip. 
“You’re going to eat this, whether you want to or not. That’s the only reason you’re able to move right 
now, so get to it!” 

“Fuck you!” 

In a flash, Francine had his testicles in her hand and was squeezing them painfully. Despite his already 
agonized pain, Morris managed to feel even more pain as she did—it took his breath away. 

“What was that, Inspector? You’re going to eat your meal?” Francine asked sweetly. 

Unable to overcome the terrible pain, Morris finally gave in and nodded, tears streaming down his face. 

“Good boy.” 

She put the liver to his lips, and Morris thought he was going to dry-heave again. 

“Hurry, Inspector; I don’t have all day!” Francine urged. 

“Yeah, hurry up,” one of the girls said. “I wanna get this over with so I can go home!” 

“Eliza, why don’t you go ahead and feed it to him, then?” Francine suggested. 

Morris’s liver changed hands as he began to chew and swallow his own organ. 

“Good boy! Now, let’s add some loin fat for suet,” Francine said. 

Loin fat—no! 

Morris screamed in agony as Francine began to carve out some fat from the space between his ribs and 
his crotch. His scream was interrupted when his own fat was shoved into his mouth. 

“Chew, Inspector,” Francine said blandly. 

Morris continued to scream, and Francine sighed. 

“Stupid males,” she muttered. “Let’s see if this will help.” 

In a flash, she cut off his testicles. Morris’s eyes went wide, and he fell silent, gaping in shock. 

“That’s what I thought,” Francine said. “Now, chew.” 

Tears streamed down Morris’s face as he chewed and swallowed his own fat. No sooner did he finish 
than Francine plunged the knife into his abdomen again, cut out his sheath, and pulled it from him. His 
eyes went wide, and the last bit of fat slid down his throat. He was nearly paralyzed with anguish and 
disbelief. 

“We’ll save those for later,” Francine said, putting the severed organs beside Morris’s head and patting 
them.  

“No…” Morris moaned. “No…why?” 

“Shh, Inspector,” Francine said, patting his arm. “You’re going to want to save your breath after I do this.” 

The knife dove into Morris’s chest, and his eyes bulged. He felt like someone was stabbing him in the 
lungs! It was like the worst stitch he’d ever gotten. He couldn’t breathe; he couldn’t— 

Francine pulled out his right lung. Morris stared and wheezed as she handed it to Eliza, who then poked it 
towards his mouth. 

I’m going to die, Morris suddenly realized. There was nothing he could do to stop it now. Even if help 
arrived, there was still no way he’d live with his liver and lung missing. 

“Eat, you stupid male!” Eliza yelled, jabbing the lung into his mouth. 

Morris shook his head and tried to close his mouth, but Eliza quickly dug her fingers into his cheeks and 
squeezed, forcing his mouth open. 
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“Eat if you want to breathe,” Eliza snarled as she shoved the rest of the lung into his mouth, covered his 
mouth with her hand, and pinched his nose shut. 

Retching, Morris tried to force the lung meat out of his mouth, but Eliza prevented him. He couldn’t 
breathe with so much meat in his mouth, and with his nose blocked off, it was either chew or suffocate. 
He couldn’t bring himself to do the latter—though it might have been preferable—and beaten, he began to 
chew the overstuffed mouthful and swallow. 

Agonizing pain shot through his chest as soon as he swallowed, and Francine held up another piece of 
lung. Morris gasped for air. He felt light-headed and woozy, getting only a quarter of the air he normally 
did. Eliza didn’t care and quickly shoved the other piece of his lung into his mouth, too. Too exhausted to 
fight, Morris chewed and swallowed. 

A glint came into Francine’s eye. “Class, how about you share your meals with the Inspector here?” she 
suggested. 

The twisted idea spread like wildfire, and the girls quickly grabbed their dishes. 

“Now, Inspector, you just eat up,” Francine warned. “We’ve got a couple of hours to go for you to digest, 
so you might as well cooperate.” 

Morris closed his eyes and did his best to breathe. At some point, he quit caring. Baked boy, boy burger, 
hot boy soup and boy stew, rotisserie boy, and each type of barbecued boy all made their way into his 
mouth, and he numbly chewed as he waited to die. He tried not to think of the 15-year-old’s smiling face 
in the picture as he ate his left-cheek salivary gland or to think about poor Gideon as he chewed on his 
shredded shoulder muscle. In his delirium, he couldn’t help but admit that Sarah was right—her sauce 
was delicious. 

Natalie offered Morris a sausage last, and as soon as it was in his mouth, she snickered, and the girls 
burst out laughing. 

“That’s the one that has his peepee in it!” she laughed. 

It was already chewed and starting down his throat before Morris could react. He’d just eaten that bull’s 
gonads, and there was little he could do about it. 

“Don’t worry, Inspector,” Francine chuckled, “It had to serve some purpose!”  

And speaking of gonads, he suddenly smelled meat cooking. Turning his head stupidly, he looked over to 
see Francine cooking something kebab-style. 

“Want a taste, Inspector?” she teased, offering him a rounded orb. 

He tried to refuse, suddenly realizing that she was using his own os penis as a skewer for his testicles 
and Sean’s, but she quickly repeated the trick Eliza had used and forced his mouth open. The whole thing 
seemed so surreal now that Morris was certain he must have passed out, that this was a terrible dream. 
Yet though the pain all over him told him that clearly this was not a dream, his mind was too clouded to 
recognize it. In went the testicles and the meat off his and Sean’s penises, chew, chew, chew, and down 
his throat. 

His body shuddered abruptly, and Francine looked surprised. 

“Uh, oh,” she said, quickly wiping her hands. “We’d better get you chilled.” 

She quickly grabbed him and dragged him into the sink, which she’d already filled with ice. The cold was 
uncomfortable and then painful, but it soon numbed Morris’s mind and body and lowered his heart rate. 

Almost passing out, Morris suddenly gasped as the knife entered him once more. He felt pain, but it was 
cold, dull, numb. Francine pulled her hand out of him, holding something that throbbed. It wasn’t until it 
touched his lips that Morris realized he was about to eat his own heart. 

“Time to say goodbye, Inspector,” Francine said, ruffling the hair between his antlers. “Don’t worry; I’m 
sure you’ll taste great by the time I’m done! Eat up.” 
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Morris bit into his heart. It throbbed once in his mouth before he swallowed it. And then it was gone. A few 
seconds later, so was Morris. 

“Now, class,” Francine said, sighing as she cut Morris’s stomach out and quickly tied it shut, “We’ll boil 
this for a few minutes, and then it’ll be ready to serve.” 

“So, haggis is stomach?” Jillian asked. 

“Yes, Jillian, stomach stuffed with heart, lungs, and liver,” Francine said as she dropped the stomach and 
its contents into boiling water. “It’s a shame the inspector isn’t here to taste this. I’m sure he’d love it!” 

She looked around at the class as she plucked the now-boiled stomach from the water. 

“Oh, well,” she sing-songed. “More for us!” 


