BBQ Island Pt. 3
By 

A Cannibal

 A cruise ship plied though the Pacific Ocean on its way to a deserted island off of Mexico. The adult passengers on broad had one thing in common, they were all cannibals. Their children were also cannibals, but 99% wanted to be cooked.
 That last 1% didn’t know this would be a one way trip for all the children on board, including themselves. They thought they were only there to have sex. This was a swinger cruise after all where everyone, be it man, woman or child were eligible to have sex.
 Sophia a 9 year old strawberry blond had befriended the head chef and admitted that she was nervous about being barbequed. She’d always played in the oven because they lived in a city and there was nowhere to pretend to be barbequed.

 The chef told her about a practice kitchen and complete with a practice BBQ pit. That way she could see how fun it was.

  It was the second day out of the seven day trip and tomorrow they would arrive at the island. There the roughly 50 children would go over the coals and become meat. 
After spending the night getting tenderized, as sex with the children/meat was called, she came back to her cabin. Her parents would wonder what happen to their little girl.

 Were they going to find her on the buffet table this morning? They didn’t want bunch of strangers eating their daughter, they wanted to do that themselves.
 They went to breakfast and were disappointed there was no child meat this morning. It was people hash made from last night’s dinner by grinding the meat and potatoes together.

 As they ate she explained her night and the chef’s proposal let her practice being barbequed.

 “He says it just get hot enough, to let me feel what it’s like to be cooked that way,” she explained.
 The parents were skeptical. They thought it was a cute way for their daughter to be barbequed. 

 If that were the case they’d see her tonight on the buffet table. They would have preferred to eat her by themselves instead of sharing Sophia.
 After breakfast they returned to their cabin. There mom and dad tenderized their daughter again.

 This time dad sucked on her baby tits. The girl once again sucked on his monster cock. As for her Mom she had her head buried between Sophia’s legs. 
 An hour later and a couple of orgasms later the girl climbed out of bed. She showered and then went to deck six to wait for Chef Ryan.

 He came and opened the door so Sophia could go in.  It was similar to the one was in last night. About the only difference was it was slightly smaller.
 The girl was allowed to roam around it for a few minutes. She looked in the oven and saw this one was big enough to lie flat in. It was a lot better than the one at home where she to curl into a ball.

 The chef noticed she was spending a lot of time staring into it. From their talk last night he wasn’t so sure she was barbeque meat.
 “I see you like the oven. Tell you what I want you to experience what it’s like to barbequed for an hour. Then you can lie in the oven for next hour and decided which you like better,” he told the girl. 
 She smiled and walked over to him unzip his fly. Sophia pulled him out and said, “This is your reward for doing this to me.” The girl popped him into her mouth and began sucking. 

 It was just as wonderful as it had been last night. Unfortunately he only had a couple of hours to show her how fun it would be barbequed. That meant he had to stop her after 5 minutes. 
 “As much as I like you to continue if you want to test the oven too we have to stop. I need to tie you to a spit and get you over to the pretend BBQ pit,” the chef told Sophia.

 She stopped and allowed him to tie her to the spit. A few minutes later she felt the BBQ sauce being applied to her back. Then she was turned over and her front was coated. 

 Chef Ryan paid particular attention to the little beestings that were her breasts. Even though she had very little upstairs, they would be lower and might burn.

 Sophia felt something slide inside pussy. She looked at the chef.

 “Stabilizer it keeps you turning and you’ll cook even this way. It’s ok if you want to fuck it, most girls do.”
 The chef put the girl over the coals and reached down to the controls. 

 “I’ll be turning you so when you’ve had enough let me know. Oh and there no chance of you cooking. This is only a practice BBQ pit and the temperature only goes up to 100 degrees.”

  The girl nodded not trust her voice. She was enjoying the metal between her legs to say anything.
 Sophia was afraid that after only a few minutes she might let out a joyful squeal if her mouth were to open and be taken off. She wanted to rotate the full hour.

 “Wanted” was the wrong word “needed” might be a better one. So far though, it wasn’t a bad way to be cooked. Although thought she’d liked the oven better, given the choice.
 Still Sophia had four orgasms over the hour she spent turning over the coals. She had enjoyed that part, of being barbequed immensely.

 Now though she wanted to be put in the oven.
 “There a shower in the corner. Go and wash the BBQ sauce off, I’ll get the roasting pan ready for you.”

 The girl went off to wash and the chef pulled a medium size pan out. These roasting pans were specifically designed to roast people not chicken or pork.

 A medium size one would fit a person up to 5 feet in length. This meant Sophia had ½ foot margin before he’d have to get the large pan, which was 6 feet. 
 “Oh look, your hair is all wet. Well I think get it dried in a hurry if you’ll hop up here and climb in to this pan,” Chef Ryan told the meat.

 Sophia giggled and climbed up on to the counter. She slid into the roasting pan and laid face up. 

 “Ok like the BBQ pit this is only a practice oven. You’re not going to cook at 100 degrees, but you will feel the heat.”  
 The girl frowned upon hearing this. Still she did nod her head. Once again she didn’t trust her voice because she was already playing with herself. 

 While Sophia was enjoying herself a very pregnant Mary was having fun too. At breakfast the man who kept coming up to her for milk. Finally after breakfast Austin came up to her and asked, “I’d like to tenderize you.” Holding up his hands to forestall an answer, “I know you pregnant that’s much is obvious. However, that is who I like to make love to.”
 She asked “what about your wife?”

 “Malinda can’t have any more kids. Cindy, our only daughter, broke her mother when she came out of her 10 years ago,” he answered.

 Mary looked out in the dining area where there were only a few people. One person had a young girl with her and was scowling in her direction.  

 “Is that your wife and daughter?” she asked pointing over to the woman and child.

 Gregory nodded “that’s my wife Malinda and my daughter Cindy aka barbeque meat. She doesn’t know it yet but she’s on the menu, hopefully some time tomorrow.”  
 “I don’t think she’s happy you’re talking to me.”
 He sighed and told Mary, “yeah Malinda is not happy about it, but she told me I could do you. That is provided we get some choice cuts of you meat.” 

 “Let’s talk in my cabin. I don’t like the way your wife s looking at me. It’s like she could carve me up, without waiting for me to be cooked,” she told him.
  They left for Mary’s cabin leaving the mother and daughter at the table. The two of watch the father/husband leave with the pregnant girl.

 “Well while dad’s getting some, I’ll go and see if someone wants to fuck me,” Cindy said. 

 “Go ahead dear I’m going to see if I can get me a boy to play with myself,” Malinda told her daughter.
 It was 11ish and Cindy had been looking for someone to screw her for more than an hour, but was having no luck. She decided to sit in the hot tub and wait.

 That turned out to be a mistake. The child hunters were still on the hunt for meat.

  Clay saw a girl sitting alone. He was behind her so he couldn’t tell much about but they wanted but the kitchen needed meat. They could decide if she was too cute to stew or not.

 Cindy was sitting with her eyes closed. She was enjoying the hot water and never saw the man and his net.

 The girl knew she was in trouble when the net dipped into the water and when it came out she was in it.

 “What are doing? Where are you taking me?” she screamed. 

 “You should know where were heading, meat girl,” was his answer.  
  She was afraid that would be his answer. “We’re on our way to the kitchen. Hey I’m not supposed to be meat.”
 “Hey don’t argue with me I just collect the meat. You can explain that to the chef,” Carl explained.
 That didn’t stop Cindy from trying to talk the man out of delivering her to the kitchen. She thought once she was there she’d be as good as dead.

 When her parents got kids and they found out they were meat they did the same think she was doing. The meat didn’t get released, they got cooked.
 If they couldn’t get away from mom and dad what chance did he have against a professional chef? Her only hope of staying off the menu was to get release before she got to the kitchen.

 Carl was glad to dump this one off into a cage. She was noisy piece of meat, but now it was up to the chefs to decide her fate. 

 Cindy looked at the others who had smile on their faces.

 “Why are you all smiling? They’re going to kill us and serve us up for dinner.” 
 “Yeah, but it a slow exciting death, or haven’t you ever had a live roast at home,” one of three boys in the cage with her said.

 There were also a couple of other girls. They too were nodding in agreement.

 “Yeah we’ve cooked people and yes they enjoyed themselves toward the end. It just that I never thought I’d be meat. I planned on having a family and raising them to be people eaters, like me,” Cindy said.
 One of the girls, in her early teens, said, “Not me, I saw my mom when she had my little brother and sister.” The girl gave a shudder and continued, “I don’t want that to happen to me.” 
 They stopped talking when a man and woman in white uniforms and hats came over to stand in front of the caged meats.

 “Alright meats we need to clean all of you up before head Chef Ryan inspects you for recipes,” the male chef (Joe) said.

 “Who wants to go first?” the female chef (Brandy) asked.

  Every one raised their hands and shouted, “Me. Me.”
 The one exception was Cindy who backed away. 

 “Ah-hah I see we have a non-volunteer. Let’s clean her first,” Brandy said. 
 The two chefs walked into the cage and the five others meats made a path to the non-volunteer. They grabbed the girl and dragged the kicking and screaming child to the cleaning area.

 The meat was tied to a table with hose at the top end and a drain at the bottom. Cindy recognized its use; it was for cleaning the meats bowels out before a live cooking. 
 No one liked having shit in their food, thus the flushing out of the meat’s bowels. The girl knew now why all the meats screamed when they did this at home, it was painful process.  

 After her insides were clean it was time to do the outside. They used steel bushes on her skin and scrubbed until she turned bright pink.
The girl was then transferred to a new cage to await Chef Ryan. He was still in the practice kitchen watching Sophia enjoy herself in the oven.
 He lost count as to how many orgasms, but it had to be at least a dozen times. This meat did better in the oven than over a BBQ pit.
 He had an idea and pulled the meat out. Her time was up and he had to go back to work. 
 “Listen I don’t think I’m going to BBQ you with the others. I want you to help me cook the others. As a reward I’ll cook you in the oven on the way back.”
 Sophia let out a squeal of delight before saying, “yes I’ll do that if it means I can be roasted in the oven. I like the oven a lot better than the BBQ.” 

 That settled Sophia went to the shower and Ryan returned the main kitchen. He nodded to the assistants who had clean the meat and were ready for the pot.
“This one should make a good Irish stew” he said pointing to a red headed boy.

 Brandy he’s yours. 
Joe, take this one and make this girl with chestnut stew. You’ll find the recipe on my computer,” he said and pointed to an Asian girl.
 “Let’s see here, we have some dark meat, Joshua would you take him and make a Cassava Leaf Stew with boy meat out of him.”
 “Jessie take that girl and turn her into chili for tonight,” he told the assistant chef and pointed to a Latina girl.

 He looked at the remaining meat a boy and a girl.
The boy was about 14 and stood right at the cell door waiting to find out how he was to be cooked. The girl was at the back of cell curled into a small ball.

 She evidently didn’t want to be cooked and was trying to make herself invisible. That meant he had no idea about how old she was. 

 Chef Ryan handed him off to Debbie and told the assistant chef “I think a regular people stew will do for this one.”

 Turning his attention to the girl he said, “As for you my dear, I think you’ll going to provide some entertainment for the passengers. They can watch as I slowly turn you into an exotic stew.”

 Cindy screamed, “No get away from me. I’m not supposed to be meat. Call my mom she’ll tell you.” 
 “Well you should know something. All of you children are scheduled to be eaten. Now come along quietly, I’ve got to get you into the pot to simmer, so you’re re ready to eat tonight,” he said to the meat.
 The girl didn’t move an inch. Instead Cindy sat there like a lump on a log. She was not going to make it easy for the chef to stew her.
 It didn’t stop Chef Ryan he just pick the meat up and threw her over his shoulder. She struggled all the way to the dining room were a giant pot was sitting.
 Cindy was dumped into the empty transparent pot six feet deep. She screamed, “Someone help me, the chef wants to make a stew out of me.”
 The few people in the room snickered and pulled chairs around the pot. They had no intention of help the girl. They wanted to watch her boil.
 Looking at the people staring at people she noticed her mother.

 “Mom you’ve got to tell the chef I’m not meat, otherwise he’s going to turn me into stew.”
 Malinda walked over to the pot and pulled a chair to stand on. This way she could talk to her daughter.
 “But you are meat. Stew meat would not have been my first choice, still I’m sure you’ll make an excellent one,” she told her daughter.
 Cold water began to fill the pot and Cindy scream. 
 The chef told the meat, “sorry about it being cold but we don’t have hot water up here and besides you’ll last longer that way. Don’t worry though it warm up soon enough, unless you’d rather I make a gazpacho soup out of you.”
 “What’s that,” she asked.
 “Well if I make that type of soup you’d be ready to serve right now. It doesn’t require cooking and you’d be eaten raw and alive.”
 “Cook me then, I don’t want to be eaten alive,” was the meat’s glum reply. 

 She then looked at her mother and asked, “Why are you letting him do this to me?”

 “My dear child, 10 ½ years ago a mistake was made. Your father and I got so shit-faced that we forgot to use protection which resulted in you. Were on this cruise to rectify that mistake,” her mom answered.

 That was it her. Cindy knew now there was no hope of salvation from her parents, or anyone else for that matter. The only way she would be getting out of this pot was in bowls.

 With no hope of escape she began playing with herself. 

 “Good keep it up. Girl cum soup is a lot better than hobo stew,” Chef Ryan said.
 While Cindy was being prepare for dinner her father was enjoy Mary. The pregnant teenager was on her hands and knees while Charles was taking her from behind.

 This was the only way he could enjoy her pussy. Mary’s baby belly was too big for him to take her any other way. 
 The girl toughly enjoyed being fucked for the first time in months. Nobody wanted to fuck a pregnant girl no matter how young she was. 

 As he fucked her his hands roamed up and down the girl’s big belly. This made Mary moan with pleasure because she had no man available to do this and it was so soothing.

 When they had finished and they were relaxing Charles bought up the subject of dinner.

 “So when are they going to BBQ you?”

 “I don’t know when it to be done. All I know is Melissa,” and she paused and rubbed her belly, “and I are going to be cooked. I didn’t even know how it was to be done until you told me.”
 He smiled and said, “Well were heading to BBQ Island, so I think that name says it all. Any way do you think your parents are going to want both of tits?” Charles asked.
 “As far as I’m concerned you and your wife can eat all of me. I don’t think they want any of me. 
 Except to show me my roasted sister and then telling me I was also on the menu, they’ve totally ignored me.” 

 “Well if you’re put over the coals late, my wife I would like to eat the two of you. We’ll want to eat our daughter first,” he said.

 “Of course you should do that. Now I’d like another ride please. Remember I only have a couple of days to have as much sex as I can,” she told the man.
 When Sophia returned to her parent’s cabin she saw they had a couple of teenagers and were tenderizing them. They stopped playing with to listen to what she had to say what had happened in the practice kitchen.

 “Yes I think you would make a better oven roast than a big piece of BBQ meat,” her mother said. 
 Her father said nothing; because he was sucking on a girl’s chest.
 Seeing her parents had toys and she wouldn’t be getting any for a while, Sophia decided to venture out. She was safe from the child catchers, because her chef want to cook her by herself in an oven.

 The girl ventured into the dining area and saw a girl not much older than herself in water up to her neck in water. The chef was standing a small ladder and pouring vegetables into the pot.

 “Girl stew,” she thought. She sat down to watch what almost happen to her this morning. 

 After the chef added the vegetables he went to the front where he bent down and turn a little black knob. Sophia assumed that was the temperature gage and wondered how long it would take to come to a boil.

 Was she being brought to a slow boil, like when she was in the oven, thus allowing the girl to play with herself? The alternative was to bring her to a fast boil and that, she thought, would be painful.
 She sat and watched as the girl soon began shifting her feet. Sophia assumed that the bottom of the stew pot was getting hot, because she shifted from one foot to the other.

 The meat still managed to play with herself until it became impossible for her to stand anymore. She began treading broth and there was steam rising out of the pot. 

 “It’s getting hot! Let me out,” the meat complained.

 The chef chuckled saying, “and it’s going to get a whole lot hotter.” 

 Sophia could tell the girl tiring when she slipped under the broth. When she came up again there were tomato slices plastered to her face.

 The stew meat had one last comment, “I hope everyone here chokes on me.”  

 Not long after that the meat slipped under the broth and when she came up it was ass first. She began turning amongst the vegetables and Sophia knew she was dead; she was also grateful that wasn’t turned into stew this morning.
 Since there was no more entertainment the people who had been watching became bored. Sophia had a woman come up to her and smiled.

 “Come along with me my dear. I want to taste you again and see of you just as tasty as you were last night.”      

 The girl recognized her as Donna the one who had asked permission from her parents before taking her away yesterday.
 The tween decided it wouldn’t be a bad way to kill some time and they went to the woman’s cabin, for fun and games.
 “Mmm, yes you’re just as tasty as last time. I’m hoping to get a piece of ass when they finish barbequing you tomorrow,” she told Sophia.

 The girl looked at her and said, “I’m not being barbequed. Instead I’m being roasted in the oven on the return voyage. It’s a small group that’s going to be eating me then and if you’re interested I’ll see if I can’t invite you too.”
  “Oh please do,” Donna replied with a smile.
 After that she had a last meal with her parents. When they finished the stew, they had girl cum soup and Irish boy stew, she went to find Chef Ryan.

 She wanted to get laid in the kitchen again. It had thrilled her to be made love to in front of the oven that she would be cooked in eventually. 

 He was found in the kitchen looking over six new meats that the kid catchers had after he’d decided on the stew meat. These were breakfast and the night shift would cook them. 

 He would allow them to use their own recipes, especially when the chef saw Sophia getting off the elevator.

“Go ahead and make breakfast for the passengers on your own. I‘m off duty until tomorrow.” with that said he grabbed Sophia by the arm and took her to the practice kitchen.

There they enjoyed each other all night.

In the morning, after another round of banging each other chef Ryan explained, “Here’s the plan for today. The ship will arrive at the island mid-afternoon. The porters will ferry the supplies to the island.

 Next the a few selected meats and their families will be brought over for barbequing. 
As for you, you have a choice you can stay aboard the ship and be tenderized by the passengers. Alternately you can come to the island and watch the meat cook. I won’t need your help until tomorrow, when we cook 20 meats at a time.”
 Well I see all kinds of meat cooking then so I’ll stay on board the ship today,” she told the chef.

 The girl return to the her parents cabin. They snickered and her mother said, “Looks like she’s not going to be on the buffet table this morning.”
 Damn and I was so looking forward to eating that sweet cunny of yours,” her father teased.
 Well you and mom can try it right now only it’ll have to be raw,” she giggled.

 They went to the bedroom and dad got to taste her sweet nectar first. Her mother worked on her tits to her excited, later the adults switch places. 
 As they walked to the dining room Sophia asked he parent. “After I cooked can the chef eat with you two? You’d get the best cuts but I think he’d like to eat me too.” 

 Her father laughed saying, “sure as long as we get you’re pussy and little breast I don’t have a problem.” 
Mom also nodded and said, “Those and a little of you rump roasts, say one cheek, should be plenty for us.”
 Breakfast for the parents was steak and eggs while Sophia could only have juice. Her system needed to be clean before cooking in a couple of days.
 On the way back the same woman, who enjoyed Sophia on two different occasions, came up to the family.
 “I want to enjoy you some more. Do you mind mom, dad? She is the best tasting meat on this ship, and that includes my own son,” Donna asked.
 They both giggled and nodded. Once again Sophia was taken to the woman’s cabin for fun and games.

 At noon all the meat went to the dining room. Chef Ryan stood in the center of the room with a large fishbowl next to him.

 “Alright meats I need everyone to dip a paw into bowl and take a small disk with a number on form this fishbowl. The first ten will be barbequed tonight. Tomorrow morning the next 20 numbers will be cooked. In the afternoon all you little animals who are left will be done.” 

 One by one they came up to the fishbowl and drew.

Sophia drew a high number and was glad. 

 She’d been promised to be cooked in the oven if she helped. The girl didn’t want the others to know the chef was favoring her. 

 “Alright you who drew the first 10 numbers you have about 4 hours to enjoy being tenderized. Then you will be taken to the island and put of some nice hot coals. This evening your parents will be enjoying you as part of a picnic.” 
 They all left hoping to have sex at least one last time. All except Sophia that was she wanted to talk to Chef Ryan.

 “What time should I go to the island tomorrow to help out?” 
He smiled at the girl and said, “We’re planning to start barbequing the first group between 6 and 7 so they’ll be ready by noon. Don’t worry I’ll wake you in the morning or are you planning to sleeping in your cabin tonight.”  

 Sophia giggled, “I thought you’d be too tried tonight for that. “No, I want to be with tonight. As a reward you’re invited to dine with my parents after I’m cooked.”

 “Thank you I look forward to eating your roasted body, you’re so tasty raw. Anyway go have fun and I’ll see you tonight in the practice kitchen tonight.”

 Sophia went to the Jacuzzi and saw one of the milk girls sitting in it. 

 “Hi, are you and the baby going to be barbequed? If so what number did you get?”
 “Yeah I’m on the menu for tomorrow morning I drew number 11.” Mary replied.

 “Cool, I drew # 45. Looks like I’m to be one of the last ones to be cooked,” Sophia replied.

 They had been soaking for while when Austin showed up. 
 “How about it, would you like another ride?” he asked Mary.

 The older girl giggled and climbed out with his help.

 Listen I’ll try to help them BBQ you tomorrow being I’m one of the last ones,” Sophia yelled to the girl as she was led away.  

 The girl was lying out on a chaise lounge sunning herself when Anita came up. She stretched on the one next to Sophia.

 “So when are they barbequing you?” Anita asked.

 I drew # 45 but I’ve become very friendly with the chef.” She then explained that she was going to be an oven roast for helping them BBQ the others. 

 “Better you than me. I told you before I hate small confining places.” 

 Anita had drawn #33 which meant she would be turning over the coals tomorrow afternoon. Sophia promised to at least visit her, if not help barbeque her friend.
 A couple of men appeared and took the girls away for tenderizing. While this was happing the ship arrived and at the island. The life boat with the supplies were lowered and taken ashore.

 It was the next morning all the meats were taken ashore. After that it was the parents turn to be over. There was one exception and that was Malinda and Charles, were invited instead of Mary’s parents.

 If her parents didn’t want anything to do with her, except to get rid of her, she wouldn’t have anything to do with them either. They could stay on the boat or come ashore, but they wouldn’t be getting any of her meat. 
 Chef Ryan and Sophia would oversee the barbequing of Mary personally. The preteen had talked to him about it during the breaks in their love making. How she had practically promised she would help barbeque her. 
He felt the teenagers big belly and milk filled tits before saying, “you have a lot of meat on you. I’m afraid you’ll have to be spitted to ensure an even roasting. 
He stuck a marijuana joint in her mouth saying “this might ease some of the pain you’ll soon feel.” 

The chef let her smoke the entire cigarette before bring a large spit over and lined it up with the girl’s pussy. 

 He whispered to Sophia “if I do this right I’ll not only spit the main meat but also the belly one.”

 The girl nodded and was glad it wasn’t her being done this way. She watched the man work for ten minutes as he slowly moved it though both meats.  

 “Pull her head back so the spit can come out,” Sophia was told.  

 The teenager’s eyes moved back and forth indicting she was still alive. She felt herself picked up and saw the BBQ pit coming closer. Mary wanted to scream but the spit prevent that.

 “Alright this is your job this time. I want you to paint her good with this hickory favored BBQ sauce,” Chef Ryan told his helper and handed her a paint brush and a bucket.

 Mary was alive but with every revolution she became weaker. A ½ hour later the girl jerked violently and then was still, the teenager was officially meat. 
 You don’t have to paint her that often. You can turn her for a while. I’ll go and check on the other meats and see that they are being barbequed correctly.”

 He was gone about an hour and when he returned the chef said, “the ones cooking are Cuming and going at the same time. After you put more BBQ sauce on this meat you can go have a look.”

 She giggled and nodded at the double meaning. At home when she pretended to cook she came all the time but this was a BBQ and it might be different.

 Sophia wondered around and saw a bunch of kids tied to metal pole tuning being turned by other kids over the coals. The girl meats were humping the stabilized that had been inserted between their legs.  

 The boy meats had their stabilizers shove up rectums. They were clenching and unclenching their butt holes as if fucking it.

 All the meats had white collars to protect their head from the heat. Their parents wanted their son’s/ daughter’s head saved as trophies. They would have them stuffed and mounted on a wall at home.
 Sophia didn’t recognize anyone and returned to the pregnant meat. She slathered more BBQ sauce on it and took over turning the meat.

 Later in the day Mary was cooked and removed to an area with two Y bars. Her spit was placed between them and knives were handed to the “parents.” 

 The first thing Charles did slit open the belly to remove the baby meat. Unfortunately the spit had passed though that meat too. There was no way to cut it out of mom.
 That didn’t stop Malinda who reached in and ripped off a leg. Charles cut off her right tit and began munching on it. They both thought she and the baby had excellent taste. 
 All the meats morning meats were receiving the same treatment. As for the chefs they began gathering the remaining meats.

 Sophia found Anita and guided her to Chef Ryan.

 “This is the girl I promised to help BBQ,” she said.

  He shook his head and said, “I’m afraid you can’t help cook this one. Instead you are going to BBQ your friend yourself. There are 15 remaining meats and only 12 chefs. 

 Sophia was relived she thought the reason for not helping was she too would be going over the coals.

 “I’ll come by occasionally to see how you’re doing with her,” the chef said.     
  After he left Anita asked, “Have you done this before?”

 “Yeah I know how to do this.” It wasn’t exactly a lie she just help cook that pregnant teenager. 

“First I tie you to the spit. Then I slide the stabilizer inside you.” She attached what looked like a dildo to the spit and slid it into her pussy. 

 She was smear with honey mustard BBQ sauce. Last the collar was placed around her neck to keep her head from burning. 

 Alright you ready to become BBQ meat?” Sophia asked. 

Anita nodded so the she young chef looked at two adults seated nearby and said, “if you’ll help me put your daughter over the coals so I can start barbequing her.”

 The mother bent down kissed her daughter on the forehead. “Goodbye my little love. I want you to enjoy yourself now.”
 The girl was already enjoying herself as she went over the coals. The dildo stabilizer was also a vibrator, keeping the meat happy until the end an hour later. 
 Sophia had tried to talk to the girl but the only answers were moans.

 Chef Ryan came over once Anita had finished cooking and had a quite word with Sophia.

“I know you want to go in the oven on the return trip. However I think you have the makings of a world class chef. With some training you could become one of the youngest cannibal chefs in the world.

Think about it and eat some of your friend. You can let me know tonight.”
THE END

