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 The holidays were approaching fast, too fast for 12-year-old Dawn. She used to like the holidays but not anymore.

 This was because her family was hosting Thanksgiving and that wasn't the problem. The problem was they were all cannibals which meant they ate people.

 That wasn’t the problem the problem was whoever hosted it provided the meat usually a family member. 
 Dawn was an only child and that meant she might be providing the meat with her own body. The only hope of not going in the oven was her mom. She might not want her little girl on the table at thanksgiving. 

 As for her dad he would have no problem seeing her in the oven. He had wanted a son someone with whom he could roughhouse or throw a football with.
 Instead he had her, a daughter, who wore frilly dresses and played with dolls. He also knew she'd soon be bringing boys home.
 Dawn decided she might as well find out. The girl marched into the kitchen where mother was busy cooking dinner.

 It was the first Sunday in November and they were having roast witch for dinner. There had been a tween girl in out late trick-or-treating by herself.
 Needless to say she had been dressed in a witch costume and it was the last time she'd ever be out late. Her dad had snatched her from the front porch and had taken her downstairs to the basement for tenderizing.
  Dawn didn't want her father to do that to her. While the girl wasn't a virgin, she got to play with boy meat when they got it, plus she didn't think her dad would fit inside of her. 

 Now that same girl minus her costume was being shoved into the hot oven. She been killed her belly had been emptied and then refilled with stuffing.
 Dawn liked it better when they were cooked alive. However the police had looking for her so her dad had to slit her throat to silence her.
 "She's delicious looking mom," the girl said.
 The mother's name was Amber and she turn and smiled had her daughter. "Yes she is, but not as lovely looking as you will be in a few weeks." 

 The girl gulped hard before saying, "is there any way I won't end up on the table with an apple in my mouth, on thanksgiving?"
Amber walked over to her daughter and brushed the brownish red hair out of her eyes and look into them.

 "Well there always a chance one or two of your cousin might volunteer or be volunteered in your stead, but I wouldn't count on it," she was told. 
 Dawn thought she might have another way to stay out of the oven. If I find someone to take my place, would I stay out of the oven then?"
"Hmm, I might consider it. However the meat would have to be a volunteer. You know how much everyone enjoys live cooking," her mother said.
 "Me too, as long as I'm not the one cooking. Anyway I'm going out and see if I can't find someone to take my place," the preteen said.

 "Good luck honey. Oh and be back before three for dinner," Amber told her daughter.
 Dawn girl went to the park and saw plenty of kids but they were in the toddler range. While they made for good eating she thought they would need 1/2 dozen to make a meal for her relatives. 

 She'd never get that many to volunteer. What she needed to find someone closer to her own age.

 Dawn then wondered about friends. She could invite one home and show her the oven and then explain about thanksgiving.

 She would have invited someone from school but since she was homeschooled there weren't any other students. 
 A crazy thought crossed her mind. Since she was potential meat she wouldn't have to learn anything anymore. Dawn wonder back to her house knowing she still had time.
  At dinner that afternoon the witch had her black pointy hat on head and her "magic wand" clasped in her left hand. The family had a good laugh before her dad, Phil, began carving her up. 

 Dad got the cunt filet, mom settled for a wing and Dawn took a drumstick. As they ate the girl couldn't help but notice the way her dad kept glancing at her.
 It made her nervous because she was sure he wanted to fuck her. Luckily for her mother wouldn't allow him, without her daughter's approval, to do that until a few days before she would be put into the oven. She hoped to avoid both of those saturations.
 "You can stop glancing anytime but you're not getting into my pant. I've still have three weeks before I have to go into the oven and I'm looking for someone to take my place," she said in frustration at her father constant glances.
 He could help staring at his daughter she was beautiful. Medium length red hair and was a shade over 5 feet with two lemon size bumps pushing her tee-shirt out very nicely. She also a nice bubble butt sitting on a pair of long legs.

 In a way Phil hoped she could find someone to take her place for thanksgiving. He didn't want to share his daughter's meat with anyone except her mother.
 The next day she invited a friend over. Olivia was the same age but didn't resemble Dawn in anyway.
 First the girl was round with dark haired and eyes. The girl had practically no breast, Dawn having had bee stings bigger then her friend’s tits.
 After listing to music and talk about boys the conversation came around to thanksgiving. She told her friend about that they'd probably have around 30 relatives coming.
 "Wow how many turkeys are you going to have?" Olivia asked.

 Dawn smiled as she said, "I think we're only going to have one turkey, one really big turkey. You want to see the oven?"

 They both walked into the kitchen where Olivia's mouth hung opened upon seeing the oven.

 "That thing is huge. I think I could fit in there easily by myself," the girl said in awe. 
 "Actually I think it's probably big enough for two girls," a voice from behind them said.

 Amber had walked in from the pantry and had heard her daughter's friend exclaim about the size of the oven. She had an idea for the two of them.

 "Why don't the two of you try it out?" the woman asked. 
 Olivia shook her head no so Dawn said, "Don't be such a chicken Olivia. I pretend to cook all the time it's fun."
 I am not chicken. Alright I go in, but I want you inside with me. That way I know she won't cook us," the girl explained.
 Her way of thinking was that Dawn's mother wouldn't cook her with her daughter in there too. She had no idea that if they it were closer to thanksgiving Amber would have no problem cooking both of them.
 "Alright then both of you get undressed while I get the roasting pan out. Before you complain Olivia we all girls here so I know what your part look like," Amber told the girl.

 She went off to the pantry and the girls started undressing. As they did the girl asked Dawn, "why do we have to be naked?"
 With a giggle she answered her question with one of her own. "Mom considered us meat when were in the oven. Tell me, have you ever seen meat wearing clothes in an oven?"

  Olivia shook her head no and continued to stripping. When both were bare ass naked Dawn led her friend to a side room just off the kitchen. 

"It a shower we need to be clean when we go into the oven." 

 They decided to wash each other rather than do their own bodies. While neither one was gay they did rub each other clean, it was more exciting that way. 

 Dripping wet the girls returned to the oven where Amber waited with the roasting pan. On the counter behind her were various jars of spices.  
 "Good you’re nice and clean so I can roast the two of you without fear of catching any diseases. Now then please I need you to hop up into this roasting pan Olivia."
 The girl hesitated fearing she'd roasted for real. "Dawn would you go first, I'm a little scared."
 It was Amber her answered for her daughter, "there nothing to scared about. I'm only pretending to roast both of you."
 "It's alright mom, she never done this before. I'll get in and then you can season me," Dawn said.
 "Huh, season you? Is she really going to cook us?" the other girl wanted to know.
 "No my mom isn't going cook us for real. All she does is turn the oven on low to get out juices flowing. When we're done "cooking" mom will "eat" us," the girl explained to her friend. 

 Dawn also use the air quotation marks on key words cooking and eating. This way she'd know it was only pretend, this time.

 "How many times have you done this? Do you do it with boys too?" Olivia asked 
 As she was seasoned Dawn explained, "I've been cooked for as long as I can remember. Still mom tells me she to cook me even as a baby."
Amber snickered, "yes and you were delicious back then too."
 Olivia climbed into the roasting pan and as the various were sprinkled over her she asked, "Have you ever eaten anyone or thought about eating someone for real?"
 She answered with a lie, "Nope we've never eaten anybody for real. Would I eat anyone for real?  Perhaps, but I’d have to think about it." 

 The two were ready for roasting and she was about to slide the pan into the oven when a question came to mind. "About eating someone for real, would you like to be cooked and eaten for real? I don't think it's that big a step from playing roast to turning you into one in reality. All I'd have to do is leave you in there until your fully cook."

 Olivia's eyes opened wide with horror until Amber and Dawn laughed.
 "I'm only kidding I won't roast you for real unless you want me too. Now time to get the two of you into the oven so I can have my snack later on," she said.
 There was always the possibility she might want to be roasted once she found out how much fun it was. Of course if she didn't want that she still might be cook just not alive. It would all depend on how she tasted after this test run.
 In the oven the girls saw Amber reach up and then the oven began to glow orange. Soon they felt warm and began to squirm.
 "It’s getting warm in here. How much long do have to cook?" Olivia asked.
 First of all it's not hot we've only been in here five minutes. Second we'll be in here for about an hour and mom will baste us three times so we don't dry out. Here let me do this to you, maybe it take you mind off you’re the fact that you're in an oven," Dawn said as she reach across and began rubbing her chest.
 A smile appeared on her face as the bee stings were expertly manipulated by her friend. She'd done this to lots of girls before they ended up on the dinner table where she hoped this one would on thanksgiving.
 It didn't take long for Olivia to begin playing the other girls boobs. In no time at all they became firm and the nipples pointy.

 "I wonder how these tastes?" the girl said with a giggle.

 She was beginning to relax enough to play sex games with her friend. Olivia stuck her mouth over the Dawn's right breast and let her tongue dance over the girl's nipple.
 In response Dawn shuddered in sexual excitement. Her hand found its way between her friend’s legs and a finger found it way inside Olivia.
 Outside the oven Amber watched the girls play with each other. She herself began to fidget as her own body started to respond to what the meat were doing in the oven. 
 Opening the oven the mom basted first her daughter then her friend. She handed each girl a stick of butter then shut the door.

 "Were suppose to rub each other with the butter to keep ourselves moist," Dawn explained.

 Giggling Olivia replied, "I'm already moist."

 "You are? Let me have a look," her friend said and leaned forward. 
 Dawn already knew she was wet because both their bodies a nice shine to them. However what she really needed an excuse to taste her friend.
 The girl parted the hairless vigina lips and began to sample her friend.
 "Mmm, you taste good. Are you sure you don't want to be eaten? I can get out and mom will let you cook all the way," Dawn told her friend tongue in cheek.

 Giggling Olivia said, "You know I was thinking the same thing about you. Your boobs taste delicious and I wouldn't mind eating them for real."
 "I guess were both out of luck then. I'm sure my mom, who is a bestselling cookbook author, would do a great job on us. However I don't think either of us wants to find out," she said. 

 Olivia shook her head no then asked, "Why do I smell ham?" 

 "It not ham, that you. I read somewhere that cannibals call the people they cook longpigs," Dawn explained. 
 It was time to be basted again and naked Amber opened the oven. She had been entertaining herself while watching the girls play with each other.

 "Mmm, don't you two smell delicious? I'm tempted to leave you in there until you fully roasted."

 Both girls were momentary fighting by what she had said. Then they saw her lips briefly twitch upwards and were relived.

 "You two are looking a little dry. How about a little grape juice? That will quench your thirst," Amber asked as she poured two small glasses of wine.
 Handing the girls the glasses they gulp the offering down. Neither one realized how thirsty they were.
 Amber scooped up the melted butter that basted her daughter and the other girl. Just before pushing them back in to the oven she handed each girl a spoon.
 "It's time for you two to do your own basting," she said.  

 Back in the oven Dawn dipped her spoon and poured it over her friend's breast. 

"I haven't had a taste of these yet. They may be small but I bet they be nice and tasty." 
 The girl wrapped her mouth around the left mound and her tongue went to work lapping up the broth that had been poured over it. She made slurping sounds and mmm a lot as she sample the tit. 
 Olivia reaction was to first let out a surprise gasp. It didn't take long before a smile to appear and she shut her eyes savoring the feelings that were welling up inside her.

 She'd never felt the tingling sensation between her legs this intense. This was because Olivia had never had anyone lick her boobs before.
 All the sudden the girl let out a scream of pleaser and her smile deepened.

 "I've never had an orgasm like that," Olivia panted.

 Giggling Dawn explain, "that because you've never be roasted before. I find that I have the best ones in the oven. Also it doesn't matter if it's a boy or girl playing with me. Speaking of play I want you to taste me now."   

 Olivia maneuvered her body around so she could lick her friend. She slid her tongue inside the Dawn and licked the girl to orgasm.  
 The oven open up and Amber stood there with a meat fork in hand. She poked them with it and they yelped in pain.

 "If you were really cooking you two wouldn't feel this. Since both of you can feel this you can stay in there another 15 minutes. 

Open wide now and I need to put and apple in you mouths. After all what would human roasts be without the traditional apple in the mouth?"
 Each girl giggled and opened her mouth. They bit into the fruit and were shoved back into roast some more.

 The next time the oven Amber pulled them out of the oven. Their skin had a nice light brown shine to it and helped the girls to the counter. They were a little stiff after almost being cooked. 
Amber spread apart each girl legs and inhaled deeply, their scent heavenly. She also noticed that her stomach was growling and her mouth watering.  
 Since she knew what her daughter tasted like Amber started with Olivia. She started with the tits on the girl. The woman took a few licks of both little mounds. 

 They were delicious tasting but now she wanted to find out whether they were tough of not. Her teeth gently clamped down on one of the nipples.

 Tugging gently on it Amber found it wasn't exactly tender but it hard either. Releasing the tit she moved down toward the sweetest meat on a girl, the pussy.
 Along the way she stooped at her belly button and suck up the juices there. Then she was there and tasting the girl's love box.

 Finishing the taste test she knew one thing. That was this girl would have to be cooked for real.

 Moving over to her daughter she did same thing to her. Starting at the breast Amber then slowly moved down to Dawn's shaven pussy.
 The mother knew she'd found the thanksgiving turkeys. The correct herself because to be more precise Olivia tasted more like ham. As for her daughter there was had more of turkey taste to her. 

 Having finished her tasting she sent the girls to the showers. Olivia was told to use the one in her room while Dawn would use her own being they were small showers.

 Both ran off to clean and Amber started planning the menu for thanksgiving. Both girls could cook at the same time but they would have to be in different pans if one was a turkey and other pork.

 As for stuffing since the girls would roast alive their cunts would be stuffed instead of being gutted and stuffed. That meant they would need a boy to widen them both.
 Olivia came back to the kitchen to claim her clothing after showering. 
"You're welcome to come back anytime for roasting. However I recommend trying it with a boy somtime, it's even more exciting," Amber said.
 The girl giggled as she said, "I think I'd like to do it again tomorrow. I'd like to do it with a boy, but I don't know any that I'd let screw me."

 "Alright it was just a suggestion if you happen to find one. Anyway I think you'd better get dress my husband is due anytime and you don't want to give him any ideas," Amber explained.
 Olivia didn't and ran off to put her clothing on. While she was gone her daughter came into the kitchen.

 "Well is she good enough to eat on thanksgiving?" Dawn asked her mother.
 "She'll make a great ham or something along those lines. She going to become some type of pork meat, but I have until the last Thursday in November to decided what type," she told her daughter.
 "Does that mean I'm off the hook for thanksgiving?"
 Dawn didn't get an answer because Olivia walked back into the kitchen. Amber watched the girls walk off somewhere. They were going to make great meal in a few weeks. 
 Phil arrived home and his wife told him about her afternoon of pretending to roast the two girls. The only thing he wanted to know were the girls going to become the meat for thanksgiving. 
 Amber nodded and he smiled thinking he would get into his daughters pants. She dashed his hopes though explaining that both girls would have the choice as to would get to fuck them.
 Phil didn't like it but accepted that he wouldn't get his daughter or her friend's pussy. However he knew he’d have them on a plate soon enough.
 In Dawn's room the girls were talking and the subject rolled around to families. Olivia said she liked her friend's family.
 "Me I have a shitty one. My dad is a drunk and as for my mother…" She raised her hands in the air before continuing, "My dad told me that she walked out on us one day when I was like six. I'm not so sure now. I think he killed and buried her someplace."
 "Has he ever hit you?" Dawn asked.
 She hadn't seen any bruises on her friend and future meat but that didn't mean her father hadn't beaten here. The girl didn't want Olivia beaten because that would ruin the presentation when she was served.

 If she were bruised Dawn thought they might want her instead.
 "No he doesn't he hit me per say, instead he swats me on the behind if I've done something bad. Sometime he does it even dose it when I haven't done anything," she told her friend and rubbing her ass.

 "You want me to ask my mom if you can stay here. Mom could roast us everyday too maybe even twice if I got a cousin to cook with us," she explained.

 Olivia smiled, "Yeah I think I'd like to stay here. It beats going home and getting swatted all the time."

 Dawn found her mother and father sitting in the living room watching news on the TV. The news said a girl who went missing on Halloween hadn't been found.
 During the commercial Dawn told her parents how Olivia was spanked all the time and could she stay with them.    
 The parents looked at each other and smiled then said, "Sure" in unison.

 "Welcome to the family," Amber said.
 The next morning the girls sat around eating breakfast. "Can we get a boy cousin to come over and roast with Olivia? She wants to know what it be like to cook with a boy," Dawn asked.
 I thought about last night. Take a look at this Olivia. 

This is a picture of my sister boys Hansel and his bother. Hansel is the one on the left. If you want he'll pretend to cook along with you. For you Dawn how about his bother Hannibal to do you, he's on the right."
 Both girls shook their heads after looking at the photo. "No thanks I think I'll just use my finger until I find a boy I like." Olivia said. 
Dawn also nodded and gave a simple two word answer, "me too."
 "Alright get up on the counter then and let me wash you both. I'm in the mood for a mid-morning sack."

 Both giggled and hopped up on the counter where they were washed, seasoned and put into the oven.

 During one of the bastings each girl was given a carrot so they could put into their twat and wiggle it.
 She had hopes that the use of an artificial penis would get them to try the real thing. She had no such luck as the girls seem to enjoy using the vegetable.

 Amber's decided that since they didn't want boys she used the next best thing. The carrots were a good start for widening the stuffing hole.

 By the following week the girls had graduated to using bananas between their legs. At first Olivia found it extremely tight, but after she used it for a few days of she had stretch herself out nicely. For Dawn it was also tight but she was use to doing boys only slight less girth. 

 The Sunday before thanksgiving the girl were each given a cucumber. At first the girls found it an extremely tight fit. Neither of them had had anything nearly this big inside their pussies before.

 "Wow I've never had anything this big inside of me, I feel so stuffed," Olivia said as she worked the vegetable inside herself.
 Giggling Dawn replied, "I know what you mean. I imagine this is how dad would feel inside me."

 She saw the other girl's eyes go wide and added, "Oh don't worry about him screwing you. You have the right to say no and he has to respect that choice." 

 "That's a relief," Olivia said and went back to enjoying herself.  

 Thursday soon arrived and the girls were woken early. 
 "We have a lot of relatives coming for thanksgiving and I'll need your girls help get things ready. Here have a chocolate bar to tide you over for a while," Amber said. 

 "Let's make the stuffing first," she said once the girls had eaten their breakfast bar. 

  The cook estimated that the laxative would half to three quarters of an hour to take effect. In the meantime she had each girl rip some bread apart and tossed it in a bowl. 
 All the sudden first Olivia got a strange look on her face. She ran off to the bathroom tooting all the way. 

 Laughing Dawn said, "took the easy way to clean the meat out, didn't you?"
 She didn't hear her mother's answer as she too was running down hall to her bedroom and bathroom. The girl realized now her fate was to end up on the dinner table this afternoon. 
 After a couple hours on the porcelain throne the girls made their way back to the kitchen. Dawn glare at her mother while Olivia apologized for running off.
 "That's okay a harsh laxative has a tendency to do that. You see, I need my ham and turkey to be clean on the inside as well as the outside when their cooked," Amber explained.
 "Is she serious Dawn? She wants to cook us for thanksgiving?" Were people not meat," the girl asked.
 Her friend replied with a sigh, "she totally serious. Mom lied when she said that she never at people before; we eat them all the time. Why do you think the oven is so big and why we were allowed to play roast. It was so we'd get use to the idea that we're going to be roasted alive."

 Well it worked I guess, because it was totally fun. I also have a confession it was exciting to be eaten by you especially my pussy," Olivia told her new mom.

 "Then I won't need this," Phil said from behind the girls and tossing a ball gag onto the counter.
 "Okay meats I need you to get out of your clothes and on to the counter so I can finish cleaning you," Amber said.
 Dawn had no problem stripping out of her clothing however Olivia did. She didn't want to get naked in front of her new dad.

 "Don't be shy honey you meat now. Plus everyone will see you naked later today," Phil explained.  

 He watched with eager anticipation as the girl took her clothing off. The man enjoyed looking at the meat with her small tits and nice filet. 

  Soon the relatives started to arrive and all of them want to see the meat. Fortunately that had been anticipated for and cameras install in the oven where the two stuffed girl resided now.
 I've never felt so full down there. Even the cucumber didn't fill me up this much," Olivia said.

 "Yeah you look pregnant I say about 5 months." the other girl replied.
 "I know I asked this before but is it going to hurt being cooked alive?" Olivia asked.

 The girl saw Dawn shake her head no as she explained, "it'll be just like the last few weeks. You remember how tired you were at the end of the hour?

 We'll it be the same thing only we won't be pulled out and eventually we fall asleep never to awaken."
 Both girls continued to talk and squirm as their sex drive went into overdrive. After hour and quarter later Olivia eyes shut for the last time. 

Dawn saw her take a last deep breath and smile then shudder as had a last orgasm. She followed the same way less than ten minutes later.

 After another four hours of cooking the girls were pulled from the oven their mouths pride open. An apple was place there and they were transferred to platters.
 For providing the meat Amber and Phil got the best cuts, the cunt filets and breasts. He wanted both of the filets but Olivia had promised it to her mother. As for the breast the couple took one from each girl.

 They found their daughters tasted excellent. The stuffing pulled out of the pussies was also very tasty as well as moist. 

 By the time every had finish there was nothing left of the girls. Even their heads had been cracked opened and their brains eaten. 
The End
