Babysitter's Delight
By
A. Cannibal

 Zoe needed a babysitter for her 2 children, Kylee ten and Brian eight years old. She was recently divorced and had been invited to a party by a coworker. Being new to the neighborhood the woman didn't know anyone. That meant she could not ask any of them to watch the kids.
 She consulted the yellow pages and found a babysitting service. Zoe called them who took her information and said they'd have babysitter to her within an hour.

 Unbeknownst to the woman there was a van parked just down the street. Inside it was Diana who was monitoring cell phone calls in hopes of getting credit card number. She never thought that she have a chance to get some kids for dinner. Besides stealing Diana was also a cannibal who preferred to eat young children as opposed to their parents.

The meat from children, or hairless goats as they were known in the cannibal community, was so tender that it would practically melt in your mouth when cooked. Diane wanted them because she hadn't had any hairless goat in months.

 She called a babysitting service back pretending to be Zoe and canceled the appointment. What cannibal didn't tell them was that she would be taking their babysitter's place.
 Diane waited 45 minutes before getting out of the van walking up to the house and knocking on the door. It was opened by a woman who looked to be in her mid 30s with short curly red hair.
 "My name is Diane, I'm from the Acme babysitting service," she said.

 "Come in, come in. The children are in the living room watching TV."

 Zoe led to babysitter into the living room see her children. The cannibal had to fight hard next to start drooling when she saw them.

 Both future meat packs were stretched out in on their stomachs in front of the TV. She took a quick inventory of their meat noting fairly long legs and bubble butts.

 Like the mother both were redheads although the girl's had straight hair to the middle of her back. Her brother's hair was cut fairly short.
 "Kids this is your sitter Diane," their mother said.
  Kylee turn around and looked at her mother and said, "I don't need a babysitter. I'm 10 years old and can take care of myself."

 "You may be ten years old, but that is not old enough to be left home alone. And if you're not old enough to be left by yourself, Brian certainly isn't," Zoe told her daughter. Now kids get up and come here. I want to introduce you to Diane who will be taking care two tonight while I'm gone tonight."
 Brian and Kylee looked up from the TV and saw a blond woman standing next to their mother. They and waved and quickly turn back to the television. 

 She took the sitter to the kitchen and offered her a cup of coffee. Zoe explained that the kids were to go to bed at 9 pm. That they already had their supper and could each have a small bowl of ice-cream later on. 
 She told Diane that the emergence numbers were taped on the fridge door along with her cell phone number. Last that she'd be home about midnight, if there was a change of plans she'd call her. 

 Zoe went back to the children gave them each a kiss and said, "I'm leaving now. I want you to be good kids for this babysitter."

 They promised they'd be good and then their mother was gone. Diane came into the room to have another look at the meat. 
 Again they were on the floor lying on their stomachs. That meant she couldn't get the real good estimate of their weight.

 Their size didn't matter as she had an oven that could easily accommodate the both of them. To get a better view she asked, "Your mother told me that the two of you could have some ice cream. Do you want it now or wait until later?"

 Brian and Kylee immediately sat straight up and smacked their lips; they like to eat ice cream. 
 "I think that I'd like eat mine now," the girl said. Her little brother nodded his head in agreement.
 "All right then come with me to the kitchen and I'll get a dish for each of you," Diane said.
 It was then that she got a good look at her future dinner from the front. The boy was close to four feet of in height and more importantly she estimated his weight to being the neighborhood 60 pounds. His sister was close to 5 feet and had 70 pounds of meat on her bones. Diane was guessing at their weights though being they had clothing on yet. She'd take care of that after they went to bed. 

 A bowl of chocolate ice cream was sent room each of them. Brian and Kylee quickly devoured their treat then both let out huge yawns and their eyes closed.
 The Knockout drug she'd put in with the ice cream had done its job and it would keep them asleep for at least 12 hours. Now that both children were sound asleep now she can do what she wanted to with them. 

 That was to take them home and get them ready for dinner tomorrow. The only thing stopping her was it was still light outside. Diane didn't want anyone to see her taking two sleeping kids to her van and driving off with them.

 She wait 'till after dark and then though the meat into the van and take them home. In the meantime she might as well have a look at the future meals.

 Diane the dishes in the dishwasher and then put Brian on the table and began shucking him. She just didn't peel his clothing off; instead she ripped them from his body. Where he and his sister were going neither of them would be needing clothes.
 The woman gave the boy a cursory examination including his little boyhood. Her fingers dance along the little shaft before her hand I need to his scrotum where she felt little pebbles.

 "Not too bad little man. This part should make a tasty little snack." Next she squeezed the boy's thighs and legs and nodded. They were bit small but they would cook up but larger than the arms. They would cook up just fine tomorrow.

 Let's see what you're sister has under her wrappings," Diane told the boy as she began shredding the girls clothes.
 She tore the big Minney Mouse T-shirt off Kylee and noticed she had very little upstairs. The girl’s nipples were only now starting to rise off of chest.
 Tearing the panties off the meat she began using her index finger to rub her vigina lips. Soon the girl let out a little gasp and a smile appeared on her face.
 "Well you liked that, didn't you? I really hope you do that when you're cooked tomorrow."

 Diane hadn't yet decided how to cook the two meats. It was too cool for BBQ, which she would've preferred for the girl. That left the stew pot or roasting them in the oven.
 There was also grilling but there was a mess to do. Between the screaming and the burning flesh she didn't like cooking meat on a grill.
 She much preferred the oven where she could cook children alive and very slowly. Barbecues were nice when the weather was warm and it wasn't raining.

 Diane was in the mood for oven roasted children. Of course her 15-year-old son would want to tenderize the girl before cooking. 
 She didn't mind it was something that had to be done. It would be inappropriate to send a girl into to the dinner table a virgin. It was the same for a boy and she would have to that to him.
 Their sexes had to be nice and tender before they were cooked. Neither of them liked tough meat and vagina penises were considered the best cuts to eat. 
 Therefore that part of the meats body had to be tenderized before cooking. Not that either of them minded doing that particular job.
 When she checked the meat out she went and got their pajamas and slid the kids into them. This way if anybody happened to see the kids be taken from the house they would think nothing of it.
 At 10p.m. she took the future meals and loaded them into the van without any problems. This was due to the knockout drug she had put in the ice cream a few hours ago. 
 Half an hour later she pulled up to her house and offloaded the meat into the kitchen. This is no ordinary kitchen it had plenty of counter space and a large oven in which to roast children in. In one corner was a big black pot where she could either marinate the meat or turn them into a stew.
 There was a large walk-in refrigerator to one side of the kitchen with meat hooks hanging from the ceiling. Leftovers were hung up for carving later on.

 She checked on her son, Patrick and found him asleep in his bed. Diane decided not to wake the boy he could tenderize the meat in the morning.
 She went to another room and began removing the skin from her hands. Next reaching up under the hair she removed her face. At least it was the face she used for this particular job.

 She put the mask and hair on a skull next to the gloves and let out a sigh of relief. It felt good to be out of the mask and gloves. 
 They were from a former meal and who was skinned before turning her into food. She did that to older meats would need to be marinated to tenderize the meat. Diane preferred the meat a lot younger, kind of like what she had gotten tonight.
 She used them as a disguise whenever she went out looking for meat. They would be looking for a woman who was no longer alive.
 Now that Diane had finished removing the disguise she left the trophy room went back to the kitchen.

 She still she had put meat away for the rest the night. Also she tied them up so two meat packs wouldn't wonder off when they woke and found to where they were.
 Diane pulled out two roasting pans and placed them next to the brother and sister. Each what was placed in the pan then slid them into the oven.

 She left them in their pajamas because is more fun to strip the meat when they were awake. This is because at their age they would beg not to be stripped of their clothing and when that failed they would scream.
 She turned the oven light on so they could see each other when they woke and then went to bed. That night she dreamt of roast children and how good they tasted.

 In the morning Diane came into the kitchen and peeked into the oven. She saw that they were awake and struggling, but not screaming or crying.
 She left them their and got Patrick out of bed. 

 "Get out of bed lazybones. We've got a lot of work to do this morning in order to get dinner ready."
 Her son's eyes flew open and he sat up in bed and grinned. "Did you get any hairless goats for dinner? Tell me it's a girl who will need tenderizing," Patrick asked anxiously.
 Laughing Diane told her son, "I didn't just get one hairless goat I got a pair. One of them was a female so I suggest you get out of bed and check the oven, where I stored them.
 The teenager jumped out of bed and ran to the kitchen. Opening the oven and pulled the rack out.

 "Who are you? Why are we tied up and in the oven?" Kylee asked. 
 Looking down at the young redhead in her Minnie Mouse pajamas Patrick replied, "My name is Pat, not that that'll mean anything to either of you. As to why, let's see your tied up and in the oven. While you think that is?"
 "You're going to cook and eat us," was the answer from Brian
 Looking at the boy the teenager smiled at him and said, "Well you're partly right, you two are going to be eaten. However it's my mom who is going to do the cooking."

 This caused both youngsters to struggle even harder and scream as loud as they could for help. It did no good of course because the house was a small one acre farm and the neighbors weren't close.

 Diane came into the kitchen and smiled at the meat before asking them, "I bet you'd like to get of the roasting pans, huh? Alright we can do that, but only because we need to clean the two of you up before the tenderizing process begin." 
 Diane had noticed there were yellow stains on their pajama bottoms. It was obverse the future meat packs had wet themselves.

 Nor would it be the last time because they still had 6 hours before their date with the oven. There were no bathroom breaks scheduled between now and then. 
 The two cannibals put on rubber gloves before they pulled the meat out of their pans Brian. The meats were taken into the bathroom where they were strip and washed. 
At first Kylee and Brian struggle fiercely because they didn't know where they were being taken. Up on seeing it was a bathroom they calmed down a little.

 Patrick washed the girl paying particular attention to the almost flat chest. He moved down past the plump tummy to between the legs and washed her slit toughly. 
 At the other end of the shower Diane cleaned off all the piss off the boy. She also gave him his first hand job.

Brian's little cock responded automatically to the women pulling on him. It swelled to a nice size but no matter how long she rubbed him Diane could get any man sauce out of it.

 It would have been nice if the boy could have been able to cum it added extra flavor to the meat. Instead she'd have added plenty of spices to compensate for the lack of sweet boy sauce.

 The girl meat on the other hand might be able to create some sauce. Patrick would find that out for her when he played she played tenderized her. In the meantime she would be doing the same with the boy.

 Both were soon clean enough to play with. Diane took Brian to the "play room." 
 This was a special part of the house with lots of whips, ropes and a bed for tenderizing the next meal. They only used whips on the old tough meat. Therefore Brian would not be whipped because he was already tender. 

 Instead he would be placed on the bed were she would enjoy his company. He was placed on the bed face up. Diane spread his legs and tied them to the corners of the bed.
She quickly undressed and lay down next to the boy meat. He was struggling to get free, but getting nowhere fast.
 "This isn't going to hurt one bit. In fact I think you might enjoy what I'm about to do," Diane said.
 With that she slid her mouth over his boyhood and began giving him three blowjobs at once. It would be his first, last and only one. 
 The woman also tasted him to see what type of seasoning to add when it came time to cook him. Brian didn't know this nor did he care, because his kidnapper had been right he liked this woman sucking in his cock.
 Diane soon finished tasting the meat's cock raw and wanted to taste it cook. However there was other thing he had to do before that could happen. 
 The boy's cock was stiff from the BJ so she straddled his waist and lowered herself onto the boyhood. Diane let out a huge sigh of relief. She hadn't had a man or boy between her legs in many months.

 It was easier to get very young children and those boys did little to satisfy her sexually. Brian was just old enough to do that. 
 In Patrick's bedroom he was enjoying Kylee. He started by sucking on the girl's nipples. The teenager thought he might as well sample one of tonight's entrées tits.
 Kylee didn't like the fact he was licking he breasts. She liked it even less knowing when the boy finished licking the tits he would probably rape her.  
 She kept struggling hoping to get him off of her. The tween hadn't like anything that had happened to her since waking up in the oven this morning. All she wanted to do was go to her mother.
 Unfortunately that was not to be because Brian finished munching on her budding chest and moved down to her hairless love box. There he began to munching on her pussy. 
 At first Kylee kept struggling but soon she stopped. This was because she felt a very pleasant tingling sensation between her legs.

 All of the sudden she forgot that she was about to be raped. The young girl was enjoying the sensation so much that she never realized that Brian had finished lubing her up and was now preparing to tenderize the cunt filet.
 He lined himself up with the entrance to her sex and with one big thrust he was inside Kylee. Her eyes nearly pop out of their sockets as her virginity was ripped away. 
 Once again she tried to get free of the older boy. It was no use though as he'd had many girls in his bed and none of them had ever managed to escape.

 Later on there was a knock on his door and he heard his mother say, "finish up in there. I need to get the meats clean and ready for the oven."

 Brian replied, "give me another 1/2 hr, mom. I'll bring her out to you then."
 Diane chuckled as she pushed the little boy toward the bathroom for his final cleaning. She expected nothing less from her horny teenage son.  
 Patrick had had the girl's pussy several times and thought it should be nice and tender by now. With that in mind he flipped Kylee onto her stomach and proceeded to enter the meat's back door.
 While pumping her ass his hands wrapped around the little nipples and squeezed them. Brian wanted them to be as tender as possible when he ate them later today.
 The 1/2 hr. went too quickly for the teenager and too fast for the tween. She knew once the boy finished the she would be cooked.
 Once again there was a knock on the door and Diane told her son time was up. 
 Kylee shook her head and cried, "No, don't let your mom take me away. I'll do anything you want, just don't let her take me to the kitchen."  

 Patrick slid out of the bed and pulled his pants on before giving his answer, "anything I want, huh? Well I want to eat your roasted body."

 He hauled the girl from his bed and dragged the meat to his waiting mother. 

 "She's nice and tender now," Patrick said with a sheepish grin.  

 "Good I hate eating tough meat." she said to her son and gave the girl an evil smile.
 Kylee screamed, "What have you done with Brian! You haven't put him in the oven yet." brother is fine and waiting for you in the kitchen." 
Upon hearing where he was the girl tired to twist away from the cannibals and run toward the kitchen. 

Unfortunately she couldn't get away because Patrick had a firm grip on her.

 "Hold on there, let's get you cleaned up first and then you can join your brother in the kitchen," he said. 
 Kylee let herself be dragged into the bathroom where she was clean inside and out. The meat didn't like it; she particularly didn't like having her insides  

 cleaned out. That was because it involved having a hose shoved up her ass and hot water filled her bowels to the busting point before in was removed.
 Once her bowels were toughly cleaned it was time to clean her outsides. A wire brush was used on Kylee to clear away any dirt on the meat's skin. 
Once finished her skin was a pink color.
"Now you can see your brother. Brian, help me get this meat to the kitchen so she can see her brother before he goes into the oven." 
 The meat was slung between the two cannibals and taken to the kitchen where she was placed next to her brother.  

 Both of them were glad to see each other until Diane pulled roasting pans out and sat on the counter next to them. 
 "Which one of you wants to go into the oven first?" the woman asked. 

 The siblings looked at each other and then said in unison, "He does / she does." 
 Diane laughed and told the meats, "Well I think you'll have to go in first Kylee. You're bigger than your brother therefore you'll take longer to cook."

 Kylee scream even louder as she saw the woman pick up a stick of butter.

 "Relax this won't hurt a bit. It's just butter so you don't burn when you start cooking," Diane explained as she began rubbing it into her skin.

 When the young long pig was thoroughly greased she was and placed in the roasting pan face up.
 "Now to season you so I can get you into the oven to cook. Let's start with a little salt and pepper," Diane said sprinkling the basic spices over the soon to be roast.
 "Next we added little oregano, thyme and corium to spice you up. Now you look nice and yummy. Well time to get you into the oven, unless you rather we eat you raw?"

 The meat stopped her struggles and screaming looked up at the chef.

 "No I don't want to be eaten raw. I don't want to be eaten at all," Kylee whimpered. 

 Diane shook her head the children always said that when they found out they were meat. Just once she'd like to find a child who wanted to be cook and eaten. So far though they never found anyone willing be cooked and eaten.

 She singled Patrick to grab one end of the roasting pan while she took the other the other end. Kylee once again began to scream and thrash about in the roasting pan as she saw the oven coming to view.

 Then she was in the oven and looking around in the darkness. The only light inside was coming through the oven door.
 That changed a few seconds later when there was a crackling sound in the oven began to glow orange. Kylee scream the she'd ever screamed in her life but it did no good. Nor did trying to break the bonds that held her in place do any good. 
She knew now that she was dead. The girl knew about be roasted alive, because she could already feel the oven getting hot.

 Outside the oven it was Brian's turn to be prepared for dinner. He too was greased with butter before the spices were applied to his body.
On the boy meat she added some sage, oregano to season him. A piece of parsley was stuck in his little piss hole for decoration. 
 Diane opened the oven and pulled Kylee part way out of it. She basted the girl and shoved stick of butter inside her twat. With her son's help put Brian's roasting pan was place next to his sister's and the both pushed inside. 
 The mother and son each pulled up a chair to watch their dinner cook. They saw both twisting and head them screaming to be let out.

 Both laughed as they heard Brian say, "It’s so hot in here. I feel like I'm being roasted."
 "That's because you are being roasted, dummy," Kylee panted.
 The girl had been in the oven longer than her brother and was beginning to really feel the heat. So it was a relief when the oven was opened and they were pulled halfway out. 

 Both inhaled deeply the cool air as Diane poked them with a meat fork. She nodded basted them with their own juices from the bottom of their pans.
 "You're coming along just fine. You two still have quite a long time to cook, so back in you go."

 Their screams were cut off as the oven door slammed shut on them. 

While Diane waited for their next basting time she chopped vegetables which she would added to the cooking meat.
 In the oven Brian asked his sister, "Why did she poke us with that thing?"

 "That was a meat fork and they stick it in the meat see how well it's cooking," was Kylee's reply.

 When the oven opened again the girl meat had a smile on her face. Her brother also had a smile on his face and his boyhood had grown was very stiff.

 Neither one was crying or screaming anymore. Their eyes and started to glass over the cook knew from experience that they wouldn't be alive much longer.
 She basted them again through the vegetables on top of them before shoving the meat back in. She had one last thing to do for they expired and went to the refrigerator.

 Diane routed around in the crisper and pulled out two juicy apples. The oven opened again and she pried their mouths open. Shoving the fruit inside the mouths she made sure each bit into it and then gave it a savage twist to the left locking it in place.
 The meats didn't feel their jaws being dislocated. Their half cook brains could no longer register any pain.

 They could barely feel the pleaser of having multiple orgasms. Brian's cock was twitching intensely as if he was trying to cum. 
 It was the same for Kylee her small nipples had become points and she had an intense itch that she would've liked to have scratched. Unfortunately the hands tied to her sides she could not do that.

 Brian turned to full meat first. His penis gave a couple long twitches the boy then smiled and closed his eyes forever.

Kylee followed a short time later by letting out a soft moan smiling and closing her eyes. She never knew that it was the best orgasm she'd ever had.

 A few hours later the meat was removed from the oven and placed on platters. They both had nice Golden Brown color to them and smell delicious taken to the dining room. Diane carved their favorite cuts from the meats. She started with the sexes. Tube steak and oysters for her, while Patrick started with the girl's cunt filet.
  As they dined on the hairless goats Diane said, "These two are pretty good but next time I’d like to get something a little older. You can help me out by getting yourself a make-believe girlfriend. Then you could bring her home for dinner. Who knows maybe she'll have a brother for me to dine on too."
 Her son laughed as he cut off one girl's tits. 

"I'll see what I can do, mom. I'd like one with a little more breast on the next one."

The End
