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The children’s names were Gwyn and Hans. They were named after great-great grandmother Gretel and great-great grand uncle Hansel. They lived with their parents on the family estate of Hansel and Gretel had lived on as children. Only back then it had been a shack, while now it was 50 acres with a small mansion on it. On one summer afternoon Gwyn had became bored and went in search of her little brother. She found the 8 year old out at the end of the driveway looking out to the forest. Gwyn decided to torture him to relieve her boredom. “You know there are witches out there and they’re just waiting for a boy to cook and eat,” she said. Hans didn’t even look to at his 11 year old sister. He continued to stare out to the forest as he answered, “I bet the like girls better. You know boys are made up of ‘Snails and puppy dog tails.’ Girls are all ‘sugar and spice.’” That infuriated his sister who said, “I still say they eat you because they probably like snails and puppy dog tails.” Hans turned and looked at his sister saying, “I know let’s go find a witch and she can tell us.” Gwyn was horrified and exclaimed, “But she’d eat you or maybe even me. I don’t want to be a meal for some old witch.” Her brother laughed, “We’re smarter then any old witch. Even great-great grandmother was smarter then the witch and she was younger then Me.” while Gwyn thought about that Hans went back to looking at the trees. He did realize on some unconscious level a voice was calling him into the woods. “Ok I guess your right, witches are dumb. I think we should wait until tomorrow though. We don’t want to be in the spooky woods after dark,” Gwyn said. Hans nodded in agreement before saying, “I’ll race you to the pool.” the two children took off running. Out in the woods a witch cackled to herself. It had taken a long time but now she would have her revenge on the family that killed her sister. She would have settled for just the boy, but since he’d talked the girl into coming along even better. That would mean more meat for the table. She returned to the house to make preparations for her food. The original gingerbread   house had long ago been eaten away by other children who had ended up on her table. Now it was a two bedroom house complete with walk-in refrigerator. The only thing not modern was the stove she still preferred to cook children in the old fashion wood burning stove. The modern ones would hold any one bigger then a baby. While this one you cold squeeze an adult into, as was demonstrated by her sister. She had always been the dumber sister why she didn’t get glasses? If her sister had them she would have seen things clearly and known that girl was planning something. She swept out the holding pens, making sure they were clean for the new occupants. She liked to fatten the meat up as well as play with her food before cooking them.
Their mother had always warned them not to go into the woods, because of the possibility being snatched up by a witch. Hans and Gwyn had never believed that however. Still they snuck out less they be punished for disobeying and going into the woods. While they didn’t believe there were witches out there but both kids secretly hoped there were. This way they could find out who was right about taste. The children entered the woods and were immediately swallowed up. Gwyn said, “It’s kind of scary in here.” Hans replied, “yeah, but I think witches like it that way.” Holding hands the brother and sister continued to walking deeper into the woods. Hans gulped hard before asking, “We are smarter then a witch, aren’t we? I don’t want to end up in a pot surrounded by a bunch of vegetables.” She looked at her little brother and saw the worried look on his face. “Maybe she won’t make a soup out of you. Maybe she’ll BBQ you instead. Mmm, BBQ boy I bet that will taste good,” Gwyn teased. A voice said, “not as good as oven roasted girl though.” Both kids screamed and looked around. In the gloom of the forest an old lady of 40 stepped into view from behind a tree. Gwyn was the first to asked, “Are you a witch? You don’t look like a witch.” Hans stood behind his sister ready to bolt if she maid a grab for him. The witch said, “Yes I’m a witch and what do you think witches look like? Tell you what I’ll prove I am one if you come back to my house I’ll prove it to you both.” Gwyn thought she was smart enough to out wit the witch. Worse case they could both out run her, she was old after all. “Come on Hans. I’ve never seen a witch’s house. Anyway I still not sure she is a witch,” Gwyn said feeling her brother’s hesitance. “My name is Galadriel by the way and my house is just over there.” The kids told her their names. Then Gwyn whispered to her brother, “be sure not to drink or eat anything she offers.” He gave her a nod, but kept an eye on the witch ready to run at any sign of trouble. Galadriel led them in to the house. The first Hans and Gwyn saw was a huge black pot in the fire place. “I put children in there up to their necks in hot water,” she said eyeing Hans. She smiled at the boy when he edge toward the door. “Don’t worry it’s not ready for you.” she led them into the kitchen and they saw the large wood burning stove. As she opened the door the witch said, “Gwyn this is just the right size for you, don’t you think?” the girl saw there was no wood in it so she climbed in over her brother’s objections. She turned around and looked up at the witch saying, “Yeah it is nice and roomy. Can I see what it’s like with the door closed?” An alarmed Hans said, “No don’t do it! She’s trying to trick you! She’s going to cook you!” Galadriel gave off a cackled before saying, “don’t be silly. First the oven’s not ready and second she’s not ready. To cook properly she’d have to be completely naked. Now stand aside and let me close the door, unless you’d like to join her?” Hans’s eyes grew huge and his head shook no. “I’ll leave you in there for a few minutes, while I show Hans here the BBQ pit.” There was little light but plenty of room for Gwyn to move around. Strange thoughts crossed her mind as she lay there pretending to roast. What would it be like to be cooked? Would it hurt? How long would it take for her to cook? Also Gwyn noticed her breaths were becoming short and there a strange tingle coming from between her legs. Outback at the BBQ pit a nervous Hans listen to the witch. Galadriel explained, “There are two ways to cook children, such as you, on a BBQ. Some times I take the spit and shove it though here,” she poked the boy in the ass before continuing. “It slides all the way though and it comes out the mouth. The other way is lot easier; I just tie the meat to the spit and slowly turn you over the coals.” Hans let out a whimper and backed away from the BBQ pit. “Oh sorry boy, that was a slip of the tongue. I didn’t mean I was going to do either of those things to you. Come back to the house and we’ll let your sister out of the oven,” the witch said. When the door was opened a sweaty Gwyn rolled out. “You got to try that Hans. It’s just so much fun,” she panted to her brother from the floor. Hans was dubious at that and helped his sister up from the floor. Have her sit down here on this chair. He helped his sister to the chair and pulled one around for himself. A worried Hans asked, “What happen in there?” She smiled at him and shrugged, “I’m not sure what it was, but what ever happened it was fun. Hans you have to try it yourself, its fantastic!” the boy looked at the open oven door. This was the second time she suggested he try it and Hans was beginning to wonder what was so fantastic. The boy turned to Galadriel saying, “You promise not going to cook Me.” she cackled again, “no I won’t do that. If I can suggest take your clothes off. You’ll enjoy it a lot better that way.” Hans blushed and looked at his sister who nodded. “I think if I did it again I’d want to be naked.” He gave a sheepish smile and took his clothing off except for his underwear. “You gone this far go ahead and take it all off. It’s not like we haven’t seen dingle berries before. I bet you sister has seen yours before,” the witch said. His sister nodded saying, “I helped mom change you when you were smaller. The tidy whitey joined the rest of his clothes on the floor and he quickly climbed into the oven. The witch licked her lips as she closed the oven door and slid the bolt locking the boy in. it would be so easy to cook him right there and then. Unfortunately she couldn’t do that at the moment he wasn’t ready yet. While Hans was plump enough he had yet to be properly prepared for cooking. Inside the oven Hans lay on his back wondering what was so exciting about being in the oven. Outside Galadriel didn’t here any moaning so she went to the shelves and came back a container and brush. It was a special concoction that should help the boy become excited. She opened the oven and Hans started to climb out but she stopped him. “You don’t seem to be having any fun in there. But if I baste yo- err, I mean brush this stuff on you you’ll will have fun.” The witch pulled the rack out enough so she could baste him even though she wasn’t cooking the boy, then slid him back in. inside Hans felt himself become excited. His cock began to itch enough that he had to rub it. The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt before in 8 years of life. All the sudden it felt like he had to pee except this feeling was coming from his balls rather then his bladder. Hans let out a moan as he felt something squirt from his boyhood. The witch smiled at the happy sounds coming from the oven. He just needed a little help to realize that being cooked to death might not be so bad. Once the noise had quieted down, Galadriel release to the boy from the oven. His boy cum was dripping from his body as she helped him to the chair by his sister, who stared wide eyed at her brother. Both the witch and Gwyn slid a finger over the boy and scooping up some boy juice. Gwyn got her sample off her brother’s chest, while the witch took hers from between the legs of the boy. Galadriel smack her lips after tasting it. He was a delicious tasting boy and he would make an excellent roast. The two females smiled at Hans with the witch asking, “So did you like that? Are you ready to become my dinner soon?” the boy gulped strangely enough he was. “Yes if it’s as fun as that,” he said. She turned to Gwyn asking the same questions. The girl replied, “Oh yes, cook me right now.” The witch shook her head explaining, “Sorry kids not today I can’t get you ready that fast. Oh and Gwyn, since you meat for my table would you get out of that dress. You see meat animals like you two don’t need clothing.” Gwyn blushed because no one had seen her naked since potty training It was to the witch that the girl was coming of age even when fully dress. This was because the upper part of the dress pushed out slightly. Galadriel watch with great anticipation as the girl’s dress slid to the floor and two little round breasts appeared. “Undies too my dear,” she reminded the girl. Once both kids were in their birthday suits Galadriel had them stand next to each other so she could exam them. Both had blond hair and blue eyes, but after their heads the similarities ended. Gwyn was tall and fairly lean standing around 5 ft. Hans was a foot shorter and pudgier then his sister. Down between the legs the boy had a stiff hairless 5 in. cock and nice oyster hanging under it in a tight sack. The girl’s sex was hairless and puffy. Galadriel had them turned around so she could see their rumps. The witch grabbed each check and squeezed them seeing how much meat was on them, which was plenty. “Well look good enough to eat. Now let’s get a weight on the two of you so I know how much fattening you’ll need.” She led them to a scale but instead of numbers the scale read “too lean, lean, almost, ready, and gravy maker.” The last was rarely use as Galadriel liked to cook them around the middle of the weight scale, “almost and ready.” The witch went clicked her tongue as each of the meat was weighed. They both fell in the lean category and would have to be fattened up by 10 lbs or so before she could even think about cooking them. “You’re both to lean to eat this week. That means I have to fatten you up over the next week. Still that gives us plenty of time to play. Let’s go back to kitchen so I can start that process. Each one had a gallon of ice cream set in front of and told, “To eat it all.”  While they ate Galadriel sat across flipping threw her cook book. Every now and then she looked up from it at either Hans or Gwyn. As the kids near the finish their ice cream the witch brought in a big roasting pan placing it on the counter. “There are multiple recipes for you two. I’d like to see which ones look the best. Hans would you like to prepare you sister?” Galadriel asked. The boy looked at Gwyn and grinned before nodding yes. The witch told the girl, “This is only a test. Later you’ll be able to do the same thing to him different recipes of course.” Gwyn smiled and asked, “Will I go into the oven again?” The witch cackled before saying, “yes indeed. The only difference between this and what happens when it’s real is I won’t cook you.” Galadriel showed them a picture of the recipe and Gwyn snickered and nodded. Hans looked at it in amazement and smiled. The witch looked down between his legs and saw the cock had stiffened on it own, the potion having long ago been washed off. Come Hans we need to get the ingredients from the cooler. “Then we’ll pretend to have are selves a piggy roast,” the witch said. Gwyn went “oink, oink” as she climbed into the roasting pan. She was trembling in excitement and that feeling between her legs was back. A few minutes later they came back with the stuff needed to prepare the meat. “Get on your hands and knees Gwyn like a good piggy,” her brother said. When she complied Hans began to brush a reddish sauce on her back and down over her hunches. Next rings of pineapple were laid over Gwyn’s spin from neck to tail. Hans looked to the witch who nodded. “Very good there’s just a couple more thing needed to complete our pig roast,” she told him. Galadriel produced a bright red apple in her hand. Hans giggled as took the apple from her. “Open up and say oink piggy,” he told his sister. “Oink, mph,” was Gwyn’s comment as the apple was shoved into place. “This pig doesn’t have a tail. What I need you to do is to shove this into her butthole. Here put a little grease on it to help it go in,” the witch said handing him a carrot. Galadriel pulled the ass cheeks apart making it the target visible. Muffled screams came from the frontend of the pig when the carrot was slid inside Gwyn. “There we are one piggy ready to roast. Help me put her in the oven so she can think about what it’s like to be meat,” she said. When the oven door was slammed shut on Gwyn the witch turned to the boy. “As for you, I need something only you can provide me. You remember in the oven all that stuff coming out of you? Well it’s delicious to us girls. You’re still too young to make that on your own. What I want to do is put something on you again to make you cum. Then I’ll milk you for all that I can get,” Galadriel said. Hans remembered he had enjoyed those feelings. “Alright as long as it doesn’t hurt,” he said. She went to a cupboard and pulled out a gallon mason jar. The witch also grabbed the special man up ingredient and went back to the boy. “Lie down on this bench and put you penis though the hole. Just a minute let me get this on you. There lie down now and enjoy,” Galadriel said. She slid the jar under him and adjusted it as need as Hans grew. Soon precum was apparent and he was ready to be milked. She rapped her and around the fully enraged cock and began to slide her hand up and down the shaft. Hans let out a groan as the first gobs of man juice splashed into the jar. Some of the man juice happened to get on the witches’ hands and she immediately licked them clean, while shuddering in delight at the taste. After 15 minutes Galadriel had coaxed all the juice she could from the boy. She helped him sit up spread his legs and gave his cock a tongue wash. Hans was now completely spent of not only his cum but energy as well and was helped to a waiting cell. Opening the oven the witch pulled an exhausted Gwyn out. She pulled the carrot out of her butt and guided her to the cell next to her brother and laid her out. The girl’s pussy was as red as the apple in her mouth from rubbing herself. Smiling Galadriel wrestled the apple from Gwyn’s mouth and left. They both had a hard days work and it was only going busier for them as they neared roast day. 
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