BBQ Island pt 2
By

A Cannibal

              M/g F/b M/b milking cannibalism
 Sophia wanted to be cooked in the worst way and parents were willing to do it to for her. The only problem was the 9 year old was almost too big to fit inside the oven. She could squeeze in if she curled into a ball.

 One day the mother was checking her email when she noticed one from a friend and fellow cannibal trying to put together a cannibal cruise were the children would be cooked.
 Once on the ship she and the other children examined by the chefs and told to have sex over the next 3 days. This was to tenderized a certain area and make it tender when it was cooked.

 After dinner the first night Sophia and her parents were on their way back to the cabin. That was when a woman ran up to them and asked to take the 9 year back to her cabin for a taste test.
 They watched as their daughter walk of hand in hand with the woman and they looked at each other and smiled.

“We should get one to tenderize,” Jumbo said.

 “Perhaps we should get a pair. Hmm, I wonder if there are any siblings aboard so we can do our own taste test,” Kathryn said to her husband. 

The two set off to find a brother and sister to taste. They wanted to see if it was true that sibling tasted similar.  
Sophia was guided to a room on the same deck. Donna had drop her toys hand was rubbing her bottom. There was plenty to rub compared to her frontal region. Except for the rounded stomach she was fairly flat. Her tits were only they were on the small side. The woman thought she’d had mosquito bites larger then her breast.  
 Still that didn’t stop her from sampling them when he got into her room. They may have been diminutive, but they didn’t taste bad at all.

 She gotten the young girl hot and thought she might have gotten her excited enough that her juices would be flowing. Donna moved down between her thighs and opened her up.
 Her tongue went to work licking the velvety interior of Sophia’s pussy, which was already damp. She soon got the girl moaning as she became more excited. 

 Then she let out shriek as she climaxed. Donna was delighted and lapped up all of her juices. 

 She let the girl recover and thought she wouldn’t mind dining on her later this week. When Sophia had recovered she was led into the hall.

 “Your sweet and I’m defiantly have some of you on a plate after your cooked. Now you can return to your cabin or like me search for someone else to play with you. I recommend a male some like my son Jacob. He’s 14 and needs lots of tenderizing before he’s cooked.” 
 She smiled and nodded heading up on deck to look for him. The girl saw lot of boys up there. 

 Unfortunately they all seem to be occupied. There was a boy who had the mousy brown hair that she the woman she had just left. 
He was on all fours and there was a man behind him. The man was on his knees and was evidently pump the young boy’s ass. Sophia stood there transfixed by what she was witnessing. She’d never seen male on male sex before. The girl wanted to leave and find someone to relive the itch that had suddenly developed. 

She tried to walk away but her legs wouldn’t move. Sophia looked down and saw the reason was because she her hand was in-between her legs and she was playing with herself. 
The girl chided herself for doing this and pulled her fingers out. “Fine yourself someone a guy to scratch that itch” she told herself. 

Sophia was about to do that when a hand landed on her shoulder and turned her around.

 She recognized was the man from the kitchen. He had been the man who had examined her there earlier in the day. 
 “Remember me? I’m off duty now and looking for some fun,” he said.

 The girl nodded and said, “You’re the chef who said I should have lots of sex. You want to do me and that’s fine, but can it be done in the kitchen?”

 He led her to the doors opened they entered the elevator and they went down. When it opened again

 He laughed and motioned her to follow him. She was led to the elevator and she found herself in the same kitchen she’d been in earlier today.

They were in the kitchen and she saw it was the same one she’d been in earlier today.

 “Come over here and lay down on the center island,” the chef told the girl and patting where he want her to lie.
 The meat happily complied hopping up and then stretching herself out. The chef undressed and lay down next to her.
 He noticed the girl was vibrating with excitement. The man also knew it was in anticipation as to what he was going to do to her. The chef had done a lot of girls and that they hoped to roast when he’d finished with them.

 That was not the case because it was done after hours. He already put in a full day’s work and only wanted a little relaxation and screwing little girls was relaxing to him.

 It was Ryan the man, not the chef, who spread Sophia open and saw that she was ready. The interior her young sex practically dripping wet with anticipation of what was to come. 

 So the man gave her what he thought she wanted. He slid himself inside her and pumped her while he munched on the little beestings.  

 It was not what she wanted of course what the girl wanted was to be put in the oven and roasted. Still Sophia was enjoying being fucked by him. 

The chef was like all the others that had done her today with his manhood pushing in and out of her pussy. It was the fact that he cooked little girls, like her, that made it fun. 

 When he finished enjoying her and they were rebuilding their strength Sophia decided to ask him the all important question.

 “How am I to be cooked and when?”

 The chef’s answer was not what she wanted to hear. “In two and half days we will be a deserted island, we like to call it BBQ Island. That’s where we plan to barbeque all of you remaining meats.”
 “Is there any way I can be cooked tomorrow?” she asked the chef.
 “Sure if you don’t mind sitting up to your neck in hot water. Tomorrow were making stew out of a few of kids. If you don’t want to end up in a pot I suggest you be in a cabin between the hours of 10 & 12, that when the ships child catchers will be out looking for stew meat,” he said. 
 “Who are they?”

 “They are the men with giant nets who go out and swoop up you meats and bring you to the kitchen were we will cook them. Tomorrow they will snatch 6 of you meats and bring them down here.”
  “I think I’ll find me some where to hide even if it is with my mom and dad. I’m absolutely not stew meat. If I had had a choice I’d want to be an oven roast.”
 “Sorry no oven roasts this weekend, only barbeques.” 

 He saw the frown on her face and asked, “Have you ever pretended to be barbequed?”

 The girl shook her head saying, “no the barbeque at is small. If I even sat on it I think it break.”

 “Ah, one those Wal-Mart ones with wheels, that can move anywhere in the yard.”

 When Sophia nodded he said, “Well on floor 6 I have a mock kitchen with a BBQ. To keep you safe from the kid catchers, I can pretend to BBQ you while their out hunting. The temperature doesn’t go high enough to actually cook you, but it will give you an idea as to what to expect.” 

She grinned and nodded before climbing onto the man. “Here’s a partial payment and you’ll get the rest of it tomorrow.” They rolled around the counter for another ½ hr before the chef called it a night. 
He had to work tomorrow which included the pretend barbequing of this one. With that in mind he gave the girl a playful slap on the butt and said, “Go and have some more fun. I’ll see you in deck 6 tomorrow at 10 am. Don’t worry about the men with the nets. I’ll send them up onto the top deck first.”
  Sophia scampered out to the hot tube to soak and watch for a boy, and she wanted a boy not an adult, to play with. The men she’d been with were fine. She wanted something more her size between the legs. The girl had been stuffed by big cocks all day.
 It was late and there weren’t that many others around. Since there was little chance of getting a boy and she was wide awake, Sophia, decided to a nice long soak would relax her enough to get some sleep. Then again in a couple of days she would go to sleep forever.   
As she neared the hot tub she noticed a girl a few years older than herself.
 The two soon stuck a conversation.
 “Have you ever pretended to be barbequed before? I’m a little nervous about that. I’ve always been cooked in the oven” Sophia asked. The other girl, Anita, nodded answering, “Sure have and that’s the way I like it. I’ve got claustrophobia and can’t stand tiny dark holes.” 

 “Is that why you not in your cabin?”

 Shaking her head Anita replied, “Well it is smaller area than I like but I can handle it. No, I’m looking for some action, if you know what I mean.”
 “Yeah, me too but the problem is I don’t see any guys around,” Sophia explained. 

 It was 13 year old Anita who came up with an idea.

 “Have you done girl on girl yet? Its fun and we can do that until some guys with the right equipment show up.”
 Sophia told her about the woman after dinner who tasted her and finger her to several orgasms. That she had enjoyed it, maybe not as much with man but it had been enjoyable none the less.
 The two climbed out of the Jacuzzi grabbed a couple of towels and threw them on the ground. They laid down on them and began playing with each other. 
Fingers found their way in to each other’s sex as they also munched on their each other’s tits. Sophia got the better deal on the later because Anita’s had the bigger chest, orange size. 
 The girls were so engrossed in playing with each other that they didn’t see a couple of young men sat down on a lounge chair to watch the action.

 Both were now rolling around kissing each other and enjoying it. That was when they both heard the noise of a scraping lounge chair.
 They both looked up and saw two men jerking off. Looking at each other the girls smiled at each other.

 “You guys can continue to play with yourselves or…” Sophia said.

  “… or you can come play with us,” Anita continued.
  The young men practically flew to the girls. They grabbed the girls and pulled them to their feet. There the two of them fondled the girls as well as kissed them on the lips. 
 Last they moved down to their sexes and sampled them. Sweet was what the man thought of Sophia. The one with Anita thought she was she was spicy. 

Finally they entered the both of the girl’s inner sanctum. 

 The four spent a glorious hour connected at the hips. After they all rested the girls fell asleep from exhaustion, it had been a busy day for them.

 The men picked up the girls and took them though the door marked employees only. There was the sort ride in an elevator and then they were in the kitchen.

 The men were chefs in training who thought Sophia and Anita would be good food. They already knew they were tasty raw.

 It was 5 am and Chef Ryan would make the decision on how they were to be cooked, but he wouldn’t be in for another hour. While they waited for him they got things around for breakfast. 
 Today they were having corn beef hash or rather a variation of it. Instead of beef it would be the leftovers from last night’s dinner.  

There would also be scrambled eggs and toast plus biscuits and human gravy. This was the stander breakfast for this ship. 

 Every now and then they’d looked over their shoulder at the sleeping meat, to see if they had awakened. They wonder what their reaction would be to waking up in the kitchen.

 These were all volunteers and wanted to be cooked.

However did they want to end up in a stew pot? Probably not most expected to barbequed, so it would be interesting to see their reaction.
 One of the men, Steven, was 21 years old and fresh out of cannibal cooking school. This was a paid internship and he liked the job.
 What other job could you screw girls one day and turn her into food the next day. He liked this voyage because all the meat was on the young side. 
 Steven didn’t like them older then himself. He’d been taught that the older they were the tougher their meat was. Therefore cooking tweens and teens as well as fucking them was a pleasure. 
 While they were cooking breakfast on another part of the ship. Mary was having a hard time sleeping. The girl liked to sleep on her stomach and that was impossible because she was 8 months pregnant. Also she was worried about what would happen to her and the unborn daughter in a couple of days. 

 She didn’t like the idea of being barbequed alive. She didn’t want to be cooked at all. Still she knew it had always been a possibility, because growing up in a cannibal family meant you could be put on the menu at anytime.
Mary decided maybe a hot bath might relax her. Since she was so big around and the bathtub so small that the hot tub would be better choice, for a soak.

 May made her way, through the throngs of kids being fucked by adults, to the upper deck. In a way she was glad it wasn’t her who was being raped.

 The girl hated the phrase “tenderizing the meat.” It was rape if the there wasn’t mutual consent.
Well that wasn’t all true the girl should consent to have sex. As for boys they were always ready to fuck a girl of any age provided they could get inside them.

 As for her condition she had been at a cannibal party with her family. On the menu were several boys ages 10-12. 
  Mary had decided to play with them and since they weren’t men she didn’t use protection. Evidently one or more weren’t as young as they looked. Because about 6 weeks later she realized her monthly visitor hadn’t arrived. 

 She had to tell her mother who was shocked to say the least. She yelled at her for getting that way and how she was too young to become a grandmother.

 Then her mother relented and told her everything would work out.
 Thinking back on it this must have been what she meant. She and her lazy sister were going to become meat for them. 
 They had arranged for her job on the cruise, free passage for her and Eva if she became a human cow for the length of the voyage.

 Now it looked as if she were going to fill another requirement of a cow, that of meat. She wasn’t happy about becoming food, but what choice did she have? 

 She was on a ship way out to sea and the only way off of it was to jump overboard. It was either feed the people on the boat or the fishes and Mary was deathly afraid of drowning.
 She doubted her parents would want any of her. The dinner last night was the first they had together in about six months. 

 Even though they lived in the same house they rarely talked. She had wondered why they had invited Eva and her on this cruise and now she knew. 

 She must have dozed off because next thing the girl knew it was starting to become light out. She needed to go back to the cabin and clean up before going to work. 
 An hour later she was ready. The girl had braded her and makeup applied were applied. She also added perfume. 
 Mary wanted to look and smell good when the passengers to her for milk. She thought maybe if she did this a passenger might take pity and adopt her but not as food.

 If that were that case she might as well stay here and be cooked. At least then it would be done by professionals. 

 Mary walked in to dining room and sat down next to the beverage counter. A few minutes later Gina and Tammy arrived. They too were well along in their pregnancies and seated themselves next to Mary. 

 Gina was a black girl who always teased those who got milk from her that she had chocolate milk. She had joined the ship when it became apparent there was no work for pregnant black teenage girl. 
 Tammy was American Indian who had been disowned by her parents when it became obvious that she was expecting. Worse her tribe would have nothing to do with her.

 The stray dogs were fed better than she was. So she had no choice, it was either join the ship or starve to death. 
 At least now she ate well but for how long. She understood that she was meat, but there was nothing for her back in the village. She claimed her milk was all natural.
 Mary told anyone asked her milk low fat. The redhead had been skinny before getting into trouble.

  Soon the passengers and future meat came straggling into the dining room. The adults immediately went for the coffee, most had a long night. For the younger ones there was juice was provided to boost their energy levels. They would need as more tenderizing was scheduled for today.
 Among those needing milk for their coffee were Mary’s parents. With no more than a glance at their daughter they went to the other girls to get milk. The girl was slightly pissed about this and thought they probably wouldn’t want to eat any of her meat; after all they hadn’t eaten much of Eva’s delicious meat.

 Fine if they didn’t want to eat her or their unborn granddaughter others would enjoy eating them. After dinner last night, there was little left of her sister.

 She was sure the same thing would happen to her. Mary thought she’d make an excellent meal for some of the lucky passengers. 
 She thought they came to her for milk more often than the other two girls. One man frequently came up to her. He would fondle both breasts for a minute or two, before squeezing one of them for the milk.
 His wife wasn’t happy with all the visits for milk but what could she do. She could take comfort in the thought that in a couple of days she’d be rotating over hot coals. That way the only tits he’d be playing with would be hers.
 That was after Malinda found out she was too was on the menu. Cindy’s daughter was 10 years old and already had pair of nice tits.

 Charles, her husband was already staring at her chest all the time. She had told her daughter that this was fucking and cannibal cruise. Since the age of five she’d been playing with captured young meat boys. Sometimes it was an adult that played with her when they went to cannibal parties. 
 Well she would let him have him and her daughter enjoy themselves over the next couple of days. Then her daughter would be but a memory and she could have Charles all to herself.

 While he was away feeling up the coffee creamer she as Cindy how she was enjoying the all the sex she was getting. 

 The girl giggled and told her mother, “I like it a lot. After breakfast I want to go and find another guy.”

 “That’s right honey let the nice men keep tenderizing your filet. I want that as tender as possible when I eat it,” she thought.

 Down in the kitchen Sophia and Anita were still sleeping when Chef Ryan came in. He took one look at them and asked, “What are these two doing here?” 
 Steven looked at the head chef and said, “Boss we had them just before coming on duty this morning. I thought they would make good meat for the stew.”

 “No way are they stewing meat. This one I know and have plans for and it’s not sitting in boiling water up to her neck,” he said pointing at Sophia.

 The other one is too cute to be boiled she’ll look very attractive as she rotates over hot coals later in the week,” was his comment on Anita.

 “Gentleman Stew meat should be ugly. No one wants to see the faces of ugly meat,” he lectured.
 They nodded and continued cooking breakfast. The guys should have known better then try to collect meat themselves.
 Sophia smile she was only pretending to sleep. Thinking they wouldn’t boil a sleeping girl. At least that was what she had hoped. 
 Since she knew herself safe from boiling the girl dosed off again, for a couple of hours. Sophia was awakened by somebody by shaking her shoulder.

That somebody was saying, “Wake up we’re in the kitchen. I see them filling up giant pots. They’re going to boil us.”

 Opening her eyes Sophia saw that somebody was Anita.

 “Relax they’re not going to boil us. However to be safe I think we should get out of here.”      
 Two muscle bound men and women appeared in the kitchen shortly before 10 am, with huge nets on attached to pole. They were the child hunting crew.

 “Alright guys and gals I want a dozen young ones. Please make sure they aren’t that pretty because their stew meat and no one will see the heads,” Chef Ryan told them. 

 He didn’t have to tell them to start at the top deck. They knew that was the best place to start hunting.

 The first place the group looked was the Jacuzzi there they saw 3 kids sitting. It was too bad that all girls them were cuties. 

 They now split up and headed in different directions to find some meat. Clay circled toward the bow of the boat and saw a man and boy going at it.

 The boy looked up and he got a look at his face. The boy wasn’t a pretty boy. The child catcher wondered he was enjoying being butt fucked? 

Probably not from the glance he’d gotten of the meat’s face. There were tears running flowing from his eyes and down his cheeks.  

From what Clay could hear by the large grunts and the slapping of flesh on flesh, with each trust, he thought the man might be enjoying himself. As long as one of them was enjoying it he’d let them finish.
 It took ten minutes for the man to finish and when he did the man just stood up and pulled his pant up.

 The boy was left on the deck sobbing and rubbing his sore ass. Carl had a cure for that or rather one of the chefs. 

 He would be put in a pot and hot water which would sooth it for a while. Eventually the “bath water” would begin to boil and he would become stew meat. 
On the aft deck Jenny had found a nice size girl about 11ish. She would never win a beauty contest, but did have a nice little personality stating to pop out. And that made her a prime candidate for a permanent bath with a bunch of vegetables, to keep her company.

 The girl was just sitting there by herself so Jenny did her job. She slammed the net over the meat and scooped her up.

 “What are you doing? Let me go!” the girl scream.

  “Clam down my dear. I’m taking you to the kitchen; you’re going to be dinner tonight,” the child catcher said and headed to the employee door. 
 On the starboard side Ben found a teenage boy being enjoyed a woman. They must have both just climaxed. They were lying on with smiles on their faces as he slammed the net over the meat/boy.
 “I hoped you enjoy her she was you last. You my friend are going to the kitchen for dinner.”

 The woman snickered and said, “I guess I’ll see you later, Billy, on the dinner table that is.” 
On the port side just inside the walk way to the dining area Morgan the last of the child catchers found a plump preteen girl looking for something to do. Not many men wanted to fuck fat and ugly little girls. This one meant both of those.

 His net swung though the air and scooped her up.

“You’ve been selected as an entrée tonight. Now let’s get you to the kitchen where you can be properly prepared,” he told the meat once she had stopped screaming. 

 Up front the man and the boy finished so Carl walked over to them. 

 “If you’re though with him I need him in the kitchen for dinner tonight.”

 The man looked up and smiled, “Sure I’m done with him. Beside I’ve had better than this. Plus there are a lot more boys out there to choose from.” 

 He sat there and watched the toy be scooped up in the net and the two of them disappear into the ship. The boy didn’t trash about because he was unconscious. Like the others he was taken to the kitchen where he was put into a cage with the rest of the meat. While they all wanted to be cook the chefs didn’t want them changing their mind.

TO BE CONTINUED

