FUN WITH A FAMILY Pt 2
BY

A CANNIBAL

M/g (10) F/b (6) M/g (5) g (7) preg cannibalism
  After a genetic mishap in the mid 21st century that killed all the animals, with the exception of humans, people were forced into a vegetation life style. Scientists were working on cloning animal, but it was very slow going. 
 Then there was mutation and all of the sudden 7 year old girls were having babies themselves. Also instead of nine months to bring a baby to term it was now only four.
 One day a man named Phil decided he was tired of eating fruits and vegetables. He wanted meat but since there were no animals to eat anymore he came up with an idea.

 He’d read books about how some ancient cultures ate people when times were tough. To make it legal he went and got himself a hunting permit.

 Phil decided his first piece of meat would be a girl he’d seen in his neighborhood. She hadn’t been effective by virus and looked like a normal 10 year old from the early 21st century.

 She was still had a flat chest and stomach, unlike those affected by the virus. Most girls her age had at least a couple of kids of their own and a third one on the way, to judge by their swollen bellies.
 She was raped or “tenderized” as it was called when they were food. Then she was cut up and put into a roasting pan to cook.

 The meat made a wonderful change from for him and his girlfriend, Jill. It was decided that on the weekend they go to the zoo and get more meat.
 The zoo was just that a zoo, but since there were no more animals there people dropped their unwanted kids there. Phil considered this a good place to get meat for their table. 

 They found a family consisting of mother with a pair of daughters and a son. The oldest daughter was 7ish and ready to pop at almost any time. 

 The boy was a year or so behind big sister and little sister looked to be around 4 years of age. Mom herself was in her mid-teens and a good looker.
 It was the day after the family had brought home. There was a lot to do to get the youngest girl ready to cook later on today. 

 The least of these was to tenderize the meal one last time. He wanted her filet to be extra tender when it was eaten. 
 He came into the kitchen and started coffee. When it had finished brewing he poured himself a cup and went over to the little mother to be.

 “Hold still this isn’t going to hurt. All I need is a little milk for my coffee,” Phil said placing his cup under one of her milk laden tits and squeezed.
 Mary didn’t like it that so she did struggle. This made it slightly harder, but he did manage to get enough into his cup.

 “Mmm, thanks. Real milk makes a big difference in my coffee,” he chuckled to the mommy to be.
 She glared at him as did the rest of the family. None of them were happy with the saturation. They were nothing but food for this man and woman.
 Jill came into the kitchen and eyed the meats. 

 “So are you still planning on cooking the little one for dinner tonight?” she asked running her hands over the little mounds.

 “Yes, unless you’d like one of the others?” 

  “No she’s fine I just wanted to make sure you weren’t jealous of my toy little toy, because you don’t have to be. While he’s fun he’ll never be able to take your place,” she said sweetly.

 Laughing Phil looked over to the boy and then back to his girlfriend. 
“Okay, I admit I was a little jealous. And you might have prolonged his life by a couple of days by saying he can’t take my place in bed. 

 However when we finish eating his little sister, in a couple of days, he goes into the oven. Unless you were to get tired playing with that one before then.” 
They both looked at the boy who gulped and said, “I do whatever you want just don’t cook me.”

 His sentiment was echoed by the others. I wouldn’t hold your breath any of you. Eventually you’ll all go inside it to roast,” Phil told them all. 

 All of them began struggling anew and with the same results. They were still too well tied to escape.
 Phil went and got the tape measure to make sure the meat would fit in the roasting pan. 
 With the help of Jill the meat was placed on the dining room table. He stretched the tape the length of her body and found she had 3 ½ feet tall.

 “Good news darling you’ll fit in the roasting pan with out to much chopping. Of course I’ll still need to remove your head so I can hang it on the wall.”
 Shannon wailed at that news. She had hoped she was too big to roast. Also the thought of her head on the wall did nothing to comfort her.

 “When are you going to tenderize her?” Jill asked.

 “I’ve got one more thing to do before starting that. If you want to tenderize any of the others go ahead.”

 She smile and gave her boyfriend a kiss and then dragged the boy down the hall. Phil chuckled and left the kitchen shaking his head. 

 His girlfriend was a nymphomaniac and that why he loved her. She was always ready for sex, so anytime he wanted it he could get it.   

  The man stopped at the hall closet and pulled out a roll of plastic and took it upstairs to his bedroom. He spread it on the bed and then went to get the meat.
 He was going to enjoy her as a girl one last time and then turn her into meat. 

As for the plastic Jill had complained how she could smell the girl and her mother that he’d tenderized.
 “Come along little darling it time to tenderize you again. It won’t hurt this time because you’ve already been fucked once.” Phil told the crying girl.

 He ignored the pleas from her mother to leave her baby alone. Throwing Shannon over his shoulder he took the meat upstairs.
 Phil tossed her onto the bed striped off his clothing and joined her. He rubbed the almost nonexistent breasts to warm her up.

 Despite not wanting to be raped again, Shannon’s tears dried up and she began to respond with moans. 
Soon he deemed her ready for her last fuck.
 The man lined himself up with the entrance to her sex and pushed in. the girl let out a small squeak as he did this.

 She soon realized that it was fun and there was no pain involved anymore. The girl thrust her hips to get him deep inside her body. 
 The pain came as she climaxed. All of the sudden there was a stabbing pain in her chest and she had just enough time to look and see a knife there before her would went black.

 Shannon had cum and went at the same time. This was because Phil had read somewhere that the meat was even tastier when this happened. He wanted to find out if that were true.
 “Okay let get you into the shower where I can clean you out.” 

 The man had learned from cooking Rachel that the meat needed to be gutted before cooking. The pervious meals internal organs were in the way when trying to carve the meat.

 He hung the meat upside down and worked on getting the head off. She would join Rachel’s head in the fridge until he got a chance to stuff and mount them in the den over the fireplace. 
 Shannon and Rachel wouldn’t be lonely either as the younger girl family would also end up there, their heads that was. Their bodies were destined for the dinner table.

 After an hour of hard work the meat had been gutted and washed and was ready to rejoin her family.

 “You kill my baby! You bastard!” the mother screamed as the headless girl was deposited on the kitchen table.

 “Yes I did but, if it’s any comport to you she was happy at the end,” Phil said getting the roasting pan out.

 Jill came out her bedroom with the boy and sat him on a chair. There he had a good view of his gutted sister.
 “That’s you in a couple of days,” Phil told the boy.

 He stuffed the meat and placed her in the roasting pan and then inside the oven. The others watched as the in horrid fascination as this was done.

 That’s it for now. You can all watch Shannon cook for the next 5 hrs. All except you ‘granny’ you’re coming with me for more tenderizing,” he said pointing at the teenager.
 She shook her head shouting, “keep away from me! I don’t want to be raped again!”

 The complaint was ignored and the two disappeared upstairs. That left the boy and his sister to be played with by Jill. 
 “You both look hungry so I’m going to feed you. Don’t worry it not people its only peanut butter and jelly,” Jill told the siblings.
 The two liked that they wouldn’t have to eat people. However when she got the ingredients out instead of spreading it on bread she put it on them.
 Peanut butter and jelly went on the girl breasts and the boy’s cock. Both were then arranged so they could lick each other.

 Neither want to lick each other but this was the first food offered to them in a day. Mary licked her brother’s cock and found the PB&J good but her brother not so good. 
 The boy on the other hand found his sister delicious. He quickly found out that not only did he get PB&J when he sucked on her tits, but also some milk to wash it down.
 While the siblings enjoyed their snack their mother was also being fed. She was forced to suck on Phil’s cock.
 He had to promise to let her see her son, Kevin, before he was killed. The man thought about this and decide to let the mom see him. In a way it would be a preview of her death, later in the week.
 Phil finished with “granny” a couple hours later and brought her back to her family. She was relieved to see the remaining members were still alive. That none of them had been killed while she was upstairs being raped.
 He checked on the meat in the oven and basted it. The man went to the fridge and pulled Rachel’s severed head from it.
 “I’m going to work on stuffing this head,” he told Jill.

 She nodded and went back to a book she was reading. It was one of Phil’s books on cooking people and she found it fascinating. 

 It gave detailed information on not only cooking them but how to turn them into meat. The person didn’t have to be dead before being cooked. 

 A chef could put the meat in the oven alive and cook it very slowly. It would also stay alive about 45 minutes to an hour depending on size.
 It also mention the younger the animal the better the tasting it was. Also the book said oven roasting was not the only way to cook hairless goat. They could be boiled like the witches did or barbequed like the cavemen did.
 Cooking one of them alive sounded interesting to Jill. Perhaps the boy could be done that way. She’d have to talk to her honey about it. 

 It was a couple hours later and Phil brought out the head. The eyes were glass and he had given her a smile as if she didn’t mind what had happen to her. 
 Rachel’s head was mounted on a pine plaque with her name carved into the wood. The future trophies all pale at what they saw.
 “She turn out good and I hope your heads turn out as well,” Phil told them placing the head on the wall.

 Each of the family members began to struggling. None of them wanted their heads on a plaque and hung on a wall.

 “Why are you doing this to us? We never hurt you,” granny asked the cannibals.

 “You’re all very cute. Your heads hanging on the wall will remind us what good meals you made. Plus were reducing the overpopulation problem,” he explained. 

The man opened the oven and removed what had once been Shannon. Her skin was brown and her belly expanded to the size of her sister’s thanks to the stuffing. She was transferred to a platter and taken into the dining room.

 The meats family was gathered around the table where they were forced to watch the young girl devoured before their eyes.
 Phil and Jill tried to get the meat’s family to eat some of her, but all shook their heads. It was bad enough to see a roasted Shannon being eaten in front of them. However to eat a piece of their sister/ daughter was unthinkable to all of them.

 Later in bed that night the couple talked about what to do with the remaining meats.

 “You can have the boy anytime, I’m through with him. There’s only thing I’d like to see and that’s cooking him alive,” Jill said.

 “You’ve been reading one of my cannibal books, good. The only reason I’ve killed the last one was I thought it might upset you to see a girl struggle as she was being baked to death,” her boyfriend answered with a smile. 
 “Maybe at first it might have been upsetting to me. Now after reading that they got their jollies as they cooked I think I can handle watching it happen.”
 Laughing he said, “ok we’ll roast the boy tomorrow and very much alive.”

 “Roasting the boy in the oven is alright, but barbequing him might alive might be more fun.”

“Well I did tell granny she’d be able to talk to her son before he was dispatched. This way I keep my word and she can talk to him all she wants as he turning over the red hot coals,” Phil said with a laugh.

  The next day they gathered the family in to their car and drove them to a picnic area. They had been gagged so their screams wouldn’t attract attention. 
 Not that it mattered in the past few days the couple had learned that Phil wasn’t the only one with idea to cook children. It still was illegal to do so but no one complained about kids disappearing from the zoo. 

These were throwaway kids and therefore not missed when they were kidnapped.  

 “Why are we here?” the teenager asked. She thought she knew the answer but need to confirm it.

 She saw the man picking up wood and throwing it in the BBQ pit. 
 “No! You can’t cook us that way,” the oldest meat screamed.
 Phil chucked as he explained, “don’t worry you’re not on the menu today and neither is your remaining daughter. Today were having barbecued boy.”

 The mother’s eyes turned to her son and she saw Jill with her mouth around her son’s cock. 
 “Does she have to do that?” a disgusted mother asked.

Phil glace over at his girlfriend before replying, “No she doesn’t. However she doing this for a very important reason, it’s a taste test. Since I don’t eat boy parts it’s up to Jill to tell me what type of BBQ sauce to put on him.” 

 “Kevin doesn’t need BBQ sauce! He’s only a little boy not meat!” the angry mother told the man.
 “Oh, but he is meat as are you and your grandchild. Therefore Kevin will end up over the coals,” Phil said as he stuck a match and set the wood on fire.

 The teenager was taken aback by the news she was soon to be a grandmother. She thought she was too young at age 15 to be one of those.

 It didn’t take that long for the fire to burn down to glowing red hot coals. The man walked over to the table where Jill was toying with the boy’s cock by stroking it.

 “Have you decided what type BBQ sauce to use on your little friend?” Phil asked.
 “Yeah, I’m thinking honey-mustard for this part,” and she pointed to the small cock, “the rest of him can be covered in hickory smoke.” 

 The boy’s eyes went wide as he realized what was planned for him. While he’d never seen a BBQ pit, having been born and spent his whole life at the zoo. This man and woman said they were going to put stuff on him and then he’d be cooked. 

 The boy didn’t want to end up like his little sister being eaten.
“Help mommy, don’t let them cook and eat me!”

  All the mother could do was shake her head and cry. She had no way to help her son because she too was tied up and as helpless as he was.
 The cannibals work on coating the dinner in BBQ sauce. They retied his hand so he could play with himself as he cooked.

 Kevin was lashed to a metal pole and then taken over to the BBQ pit. 

 Before being place to BBQ Phil whispered to the boy, “this may hurt if you don’t do what I say. You hands are within reach of your boyhood rub yourself and you won’t feel the heat.”

 Then there was a metal clink as the spit hot the cross bar. 

 “Kill him! Don’t make him suffer by cooking him alive,” the mother shouted as Jill began turning the meat boy.

 “No he has to be barbequed alive. He’ll taste better that way. If he does what I’ve instructed he will not feel any pain.”

 The teenager looked at her 6 year old son and saw he was jerking off. She thought he’d be screaming but instead he was grunting as he stroked himself.

 Half an hour later the spit nearly jump from the woman’s hands. There was one last big grunt from the meat as he came for the first and last time.

 Phil came over with a meat fork and shoved it deep into the boy’s rump.

 He’s got to cook a several more hours. Let me slather on more BBQ sauce and then we can lower him closer to the coals to cook faster.”
 His mother let out a wail when she realized her son was dead. She watched the man come back from the car with aluminum foil and wrap it around Kevin's head.

 “Why did you cover his head,” Jill asked.

  “I want to preserve it so he can be hung on the wall with the rest of his family. If I didn’t cover it’d cook and make a lousy trophy.”
 Hours later, the boy was taken from the BBQ pit and placed on the picnic table face up. Jill didn’t wait for her boyfriend to bother carving the cock she leaned over the meat and bit half of it off.

 Looking at the mother she said, “Your son tastes even better than when he was alive.” 
 “Yeah he’s not that bad tasting. A little tougher than his little sister, but that’s to be expected he was male and slightly older,” Phil said chomping on the boy’s lower leg.
 The mother was in tears his sister struggled aggressively to free herself before they decided to cook her. She didn’t want to happen to her and baby. 
 Mary was sure it was going to happen to her, unless she managed to escape, after seeing her siblings roasted.

 “So when are we going to do these three?” Jill asked her boyfriend.
 “I’m thinking next weekend unless the younger one pops before then. If she does then it may have to be sooner. I don’t want any squalling kid around.”

 Jill put down the arm she was munching on and went over to the mom to be. The woman felt all around the girl’s stomach.

 “It’s going to be close, but she might make it.”  

  Across the table “granny” nodded before saying, “If the baby is anything like it’s anything like its mother it’ll be a screamer.”
 Being you’re in a talkative mood would you mind telling us your name? I hate to have to put “granny” on the plaque with head on it.” Phil said.

 “My mother named me Tabitha 15 years ago. Then 7 years ago I got in trouble and was sent to that place. So when you mount my head put down Tabitha. I don’t want to be known as “granny” by anyone who sees my head,” the teenager explained.
 “How about you, how did this happen to you?”Jill asked the mom to be.

“I got pregnant in the usual way. Mom, whored me out for food,” Mary said.

 Well we had to eat. Besides you were already having sex with the boys around there. What did it matter if a man had you if he gave us food for a week? Besides I thought you were still too young to get knocked up.”

 “You thought wrong as you can definitely see, Grandma,” she used the last word having heard how her mother despised it.
 The cannibals enjoy the meat as well as the fight between the mother and daughter. Soon though they had eaten enough of Kevin and his meat was carved for the boy’s bones and packed in the cooler.
 His bones were tossed in a bag where they would be ground up into fertilizer. Kevin’s head was put in a separate cooler so no damage could happen to it.
 On Thursday Phil came over to the meats. They had to make a decision as to how they wanted to be cooked on Sunday.

 “I’m going to let you decide how you want to be cooked. I can roast in the oven or you can be barbequed. It’s up to you two if you want to be alive when that happens.”

 Both mother and daughter gulped hard. They just assumed that the man would kill them like he’d done with Shannon.

 That presented a problem did they want to die a quick death or be cooked alive. It looked like Kevin hadn’t felt any pain. 

 “What about my child? How are you going to cook it?” Mary wanted to know.
 “Your son/daughter, also known as veal, is going to be fried. Do you know the sex? Not that it matters but there are different recipes for different sexes.” 
 “No, there weren’t any doctors there. That’s why I agreed to come home with you. Since your girlfriend is a nurse I thought Mary might need medical advice. Little did any of us know we were to be food,” an angry Tabitha said.  
 “Well she will give her medical advice and the shove her into the oven to cook if that the way you want to go,” he told Mary.

 He opened the fridge and removed Shannon’s head. They watched as the man disappeared with it into his work room.

 Jill arrived home and immediately checked on the meats.
 “Only a few more days and we’ll get you ready to cook. Have either of you figured out whether or not you want to be alive when you’re cooked?”
 In unison they said, “I don’t want to be cooked.”

 Hmm sushi style might not be bad. I’ll check with Phil and see if he can do the two of you that way. That is unless you’d rather be cooked, think about it.”

 Jill left them and went a search of her boyfriend. She found him working on Shannon’s head. 

 “Are you going to stuff the baby’s head too? It’s going to be awful small.”

 “The whole family is cute and I have no doubt the baby will be too. I think I can stuff it and baby head are still soft.”
 “Honey the whole baby is soft when it first comes out,” she explained. 

 “Yeah that’s why I want to fry the veal. I’ll chop the head off and then gut it before frying it.”

 The couple woke Saturday morning and went down stairs to tease the meat again. Both were surprises to see not two meats but three. 
 Nature had made giving birth simple being it was children giving birth. There was no longer hours of labor instead the mother’s water broke and 15 minutes later the baby slid out from between the mother’s legs.

 Jill took the new meat from it mother’s breast washed it and then placed it back.

 “Well what is it?” 

He hadn’t been able to see the sex of the child’s because his girlfriend had held in a way he couldn’t see. 
 “It’s a baby silly,” she teased. 
“I know that much, but a baby what?”

 “It’s a human baby of course.”

 Seeing he was becoming exasperated Jill said, “A girl. You want to name your daughter before she take and turned into a snack for us.”

 Mary’s eyes went wide with horror. 

 “Don’t take her away. You can cook us both in the oven however you want. I won’t fight you leave Darlene with me until the end.”

 Phil considered this for a few seconds before nodding. “Alright there’s enough of your brother left for tonight. And you Tabitha, or should I call you granny now? Have you decided how you want to be cooked?”

 A deep sigh escaped the teenager’s lips “I don’t want to be alive when you cook me. I’d like my head chopped off please. I won’t cause a problem if you do that now.”
 Tabitha had already witness the cooking of 2 of her children. She didn’t want to have to watch her last daughter and granddaughter being cooked alive.

 “Give me 10 minutes or so to make sure the ax is sharp. It’s a bit dull from chopping wood and I don’t think it would go through you neck cleanly and you wouldn’t want that.”
 When Phil returned he had the ax in one hand. Tabitha was admiring her granddaughter.

 “Say goodbye to them and come along. The chopping block is waiting.”

 The teenager was escorted out to the backyard. The man helped the girl to her knees and she laid her head on a stump.

 “Alright this won’t hurt much. Close your eyes and it’ll be over in a second,” Phil said.  
 She did as told and closed her eyes. The girl didn’t want to see what was about to happen to her.

 Phil brushed Tabitha’s hair from her neck and raised the ax high in the air. She tried to scream but the ax head already done its work.

 The girls head lay on the ground while her body stood up and took a few steps before it collapsed. Phil wrapped a rope around her legs and hoisted the body into the air to drain.
 He scooped up the head and took in back into the kitchen. It was placed in the sink to drain.
 “It’s done your officially an orphan.”
Later Phil took the tape measure out back and measured granny. Like Rachel she was too big to go in the roasting pan whole. Once her legs were removed at the hips the meat fit fine.
  Back in the house the headless teenager was gutted and stuffed before being placed in the oven. Several hours later the meat had finished cooking and was placed on a platter. Mary and her daughter were also sat at the table. 

 “Am I going to be chopped up before you cook me?”

 “Nope you’ll fit in there just fine being you’re a lot smaller than your mom.” Phil told tomorrow’s dinner.
 Mom turned out to be good eating for an older meat. She wasn’t nearly as tender as her children had been but she was eatable.

 All too soon for Mary it was Sunday morning.  The cannibals arrived in the kitchen and smiled at the meats.
 The new mom stated shaking as Phil came up to her. 

 “I changed my mind I don’t want to be cooked in the oven alive.”
 Glad to hear it because we’ve changed our minds too. Oh you’re still going to be cooked alive but instead of the oven you and the baby are in for a long hot bath,” the man explained.
 A bath didn’t sound bad to her until Jill explained, “you and Darlene will be placed in a big pot and brought to a slow boil to make stew.”

 The girl struggled fiercely but the knots held. She was going nowhere today except a big pot. Jill had been to a yard sale at a farm and seen it. She thought it would be a good decoration.

 The woman never thought she’d use the 5 foot round “cannibal pot” as she called it. This was for decoration and now it was going to be used for what it was intended for, cooking people.   
 The mother and daughter were washed by the woman while her boyfriend filled the pot with water. Once both meats were cleaned the baby was tied to her mother’s chest for a last meal.

 “Relax this won’t hurt. It’s just like taking a long hot bath and eventually you fall asleep never to awake,” Phil told the girls as they were dropped into the pot.
 The water was cold at first but slowly began to heat. Mary never felt the water come to a boil an hour later.
 The baby had lasted ½ hour before she went to sleep forever. Mom lasted another ½ hour and shoe too went to sleep. 

 Phil slid boards under their chins to keep the trophies out of the water.
 A few hours later dinner was read. Jill had chopped vegetables into the pot and the meat had fallen off the mother and daughter’s bodies from the neck down.

 “This is good stew but my only complaint is I can’t tell which part from which meat I’m eating,” Jill said.
 “I agree alright it’s better to know what we’re eating. For instance is this baby butt or virginal area,” Phil said holding up his spoon with a big piece of unidentifiable meat on it.”
 She looked at it and shrugged. Even as a nurse Jill couldn’t identify it.

 “It strictly oven roasts and barbeques then,” he said.
A week later the couple was in the den staring up at the trophies on the wall. The family occupied on wall while Rachel was hanging across from them.

 “She looks lonely hanging by herself. Does Rachel have any sibling?” Jill asked.

 “I don’t know I’ll have to look into that.”
THE END
