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M/F M/b (9) M/f (13) anal oral cannibalism
  Patrick sat on his private plane heading for Paris. He was dining on barbecued boy leg while studying finances of his Paris restaurant. Things were not adding up because the number of people who were dining at his five-star cannibal restaurant seemed to be up. Yet the money was not there according last financial report profits were down.
 He could come to only one conclusion and that was the manager/chef he had left in charge of his business was skimming money from the restaurant.

 Patrick would be able tell better once he'd looked at the books. If he found out that was taking money there would have to be disciplinary action taken.
 For sure he would be fired but he also needed to be made an example of, or someone else would try this. 
He brought up the man's personal data.
 Lou was 35 married with the wife and two children. He’d been chef there for 15 years and the manager for last five of them. 
 Patrick went back to the wife and two children part. The wife was named Marie same age as her husband. As for the children the daughter, Wyetta was 13 years old. His son Andreas was nine years of age.

That was interesting the kids had reached that age where he considered them prime meat. As for the wife while she was a bit old with the right seasoning she too might make a decent roast.

 As for Lou he would have to cook his family one at a time. Eventually the chef himself, he too would be cooked too. Patrick decided he would cook the chef personally, but only after he had witnessed his family being consumed in front of him.
 Five hours later the plane arrived at a small airport outside of Paris. His hired car was waiting to take him to the restaurant.
 Along the way you Patrick made a couple of phone calls. He needed to set up the kidnapping of the chefs' family as well to make sure that Lou didn't find out until the appropriate time.

On arriving at the restaurant he was again played customer. Unlike last time you ordered from the menu and decided on a wing off a three-year-old girl.

 There were two reasons for this, toddler arms were small and he was very hungry. The second was there didn't seem to be much in the way boy parts on a menu. Of course this was because girl parts sold better then boy parts.
 As he ate he noticed the restaurant was packed even at this late hour, about midnight. This was another indication that money was being siphoned away the place.
 Patrick decided to wait until tomorrow to confront his manager. It had been a long 24 hours between the tenderizing and cooking of the meat he was exhausted.
 Besides that's when the three new meat packs would arrive. He had told his friends low places to wait until the chef had left for work then pick up the three new meat packs.
 After dinner Patrick had himself driven to a five star hotel where he checked into a suite. He gave chauffeur instructions to come back at 9 AM tomorrow when he wanted go back to the restaurant.
  The car was at the hotel on time and he was doing back to the restaurant. For breakfast he had eggs with human sausage.
 Afterwards he put on a badge identifying him his management and went back to the cages the meat store. He had asked the kidnappers to put the newest acquisitions in cages 13, 14 and 15. Per his instructions the family still fully clothed, but still unconscious. 
It was not normally part of the chef's job to strip and wash the meat but Patrick wanted to humiliate Lou. He bent down and looked at the boy. He was cute looking little meat pack with blond hair. Perhaps he should tenderize the boy himself.
 Looking at girl she had the same blond hair her brother but longer and some nice size breasts if you were into them, which Patrick wasn't. Still she would need to be tenderized so he would do that, after all a hole was a hole.
He glanced at the mother saw where the kids got the blond hair from and daughter her breasts. Patrick didn't know whether he would tenderize her or not.
 Women didn't interest him this much as boys. Every now and then he would tenderize a young girl, especially if they were still virgins. Other times it was just to humiliate them. 
 Patrick went to the kitchen where he found the head chef/manager preparing the young girl. She was shrinking as he spread seasoning over her.

 Lou looked up from his work see the owner standing front of him. He was surprised because he didn't have any warning that Patrick was there.

 Looking down at the seven young-year-old brunette the owner said, "I take it she's not a volunteer. I like that because I have three new non-volunteers I want cooked as soon as possible."
 Laughing the chef replied, "This little piggy got lost and it was found by one of the customers. He had his fun with her and now he wants to dine on later today.
 As for your meats Sir, I think I can squeeze them in over the next couple of days. But Bastille Day is coming at the end of the week up so business is going to really start picking up."

 Patrick and told the chef, "all right soon is you get this meat in the oven like to see the meat. I want you thoughts how they should be cooked. It's a mother, son and daughter by the way."
 A few minutes later the meat was in the oven at two men were on their way to the cages. The owner led the chef down cages 13, 14 and 15. 
 Lou got the shock of his life when he looked at the meat his boss wanted cook. There the chef saw his wife and kids.

 "What's going on? That's my family! You can't eat my family!" The chef exclaimed.

 "No they’re too meat. That's what happens when you steal from me. It's your family that pays the price," Patrick explained nonchalantly.
 The man opened his mouth to deny stealing money but the owner of hand and shook his head "I have had the books copied and sent to me. Things do not add up.
 Now you will cook your family or I will a toss you in a cage right now the cook you along with them. Hmm I'm sure Pierre could use some practice. After all I just hired him out of cannibal cooking school."
 Lou knew that had only one choice. He would cook his family and not let some kid just the cooking school do it. The chef would do it painlessly as possible. There was no telling how the kid would do it.

 "I'll do it but I want to do it my way. Also I want to you use my own recipes," Lou explained.

 Patrick nodded then said, "all right let's do that starting with your wife. I want her for dinner tonight.

 You can stay here until they wake and give them the bad news. However I'm leavening Maurice here so you don't trying anything like letting them escape."

 It was a moan from the cages as a meat began to wake up. Patrick decided wait around to and watch the fun has the family discover they were now meat.

 It took several minutes for the meats to regain consciousness discover where they were. They rattle their cage doors before looking over seeing Lou.

 "What's going on Lou? Why are the kids and I in these cages?" Marie asked.

 The chef looked down to his feet and said, "You know how I have always said that it was a chef, well I am. I just never told you what I cooked and that's people. I'm afraid I have some bad news for you, your people and I have to cook you three."

 There were gasps from the three meats. Once again they shook their cages hoping to get away, but the doors were locked solid.
 She looked at her husband asked why he explained about the money. She of course wanted him to give the money back hoping it would save their lives. Unfortunately it had to explain that he no longer had it that it was used to buy the house they as of now formally lived in.
 His daughter Wyetta said with a whimper in her voice, "I don't want to be cooked dad."
 Andreas was also upset but was tried to be brave and not cry. He asked the question on everybody's mind, "Who do you have to cook first dad?"
 Lou looked at his wife said, "I'm I'm sorry but it's you my love. I can give you a few minutes say goodbye to the kids if you want. After that we have to go to the kitchen."

 Marie swallowed hard and try to act brave by her voice was quivering as she said to her children, "now be brave mommy and I'll see you in the afterlife I guess."  

 Then in a disgusted voice she told her husband, "I'm ready to go. Let's get this over with."

 The chef opened a cage and let the meat out. As he left the holding area we can help but couldn't help look over her shoulder at her children.
 Once they had left Patrick came over the crying future meat packs.
 "Don't worry though you'll see your mother again, tonight at dinner that is."

 He left to make arrangements for another chef since the current one would be cooked once he'd finished cooking his own family.

 It was heading toward the manager's office saw the chef leading the meat into the washroom. This is where the meat is normally cleaned inside and out.

 Lou decided to have his wife one last time before she went to the oven. She need to be cleaned anyway and what better place to dirty her up then in the washroom.
  He chained his wife to the wall and removed his clothes. His cock was hard and his wife was surprisingly wet. This made her husband wonder whether Marie was excited about being cooked. 
 Lou never asked her as he plunged himself inside her. His hands played with her breasts squeezing and pinching the mounds as he pumped his wife.

 After half an hour the chef finished tenderizing the meat she was cleaned and shaved. Then she was taken to the kitchen and placed on the counter.

 He decided on "Roti Marie en sauce a Bourguignon." In English it was, "Roast Marie in Burgundy Sauce." 
 The meat's hands were tied in front of her and the twine was slid down the length of her body to connect at her feet.
 "There now you'll be able to play with yourself as you roasted alive," the chef explained.

 A look of horror crossed his wife's face when he said "alive." 

 So he had to explain, "Human meat tastes best when cooked very slowly and alive. Plus the way I have your hands positioned you get to enjoy yourself. All the meat that we cook this way always enjoy it’s self to the end." 
 Burgundy wine was poured over her and vegetables tossed in with her, then she was in the oven. She screamed to be let out or at least be killed. That she didn't want to be cooked alive.

  Lou didn't like to hear his wife's screams of anguish so he opened the oven and shoved an Apple in her mouth. She was basted and shoved inside once more.
 While his dinner cooked Patrick completed his phone calls and decided to have some fun. There was a bed in this office a decided to use it.

  Andreas was called from his cage through the kitchen where they stopped to take a look at his mother.

 Her hands were busy now scratching that itch between her legs. The boy was amazed to see his mother playing with herself.

 He would like to stay longer, but Patrick forced him to move along to the office where he was tossed onto the bed.

Taking off his suit Patrick decided to see how the boy tasted. He took the nine-year-old boy's little member into his mouth and began running his tongue back and forth over it. 

 At first Andreas struggled he didn't like the idea of man sucking on him. Soon though he found out it was fun they enjoined having his first blow job. 

The boy didn't enjoy was being flipped over and pushed up onto to his knees. That part wasn't bad even when the man parted his vertical smile spread something into it. 
It was the next part that he didn't like. Because once the olive oil had lube his butt up Patrick slid his cock inside ass hole.

 Patrick forced his manhood inside the boy's back door. Andreas rocked back and forth driving himself further inside the screaming child.

 When he finished the boy was in no shape to walk back to his cage. Instead he dragged the half are unconscious meat back to his cage tossing him in.

 Her sister glowered at the man; she thought she knew what he'd done to her brother. Wyetta didn't like it, but she was glad it was him and not her.

 Still the girl was happy it had happened to him and not her. She hoped that the guy only like boys which meant she wouldn't be raped by him.
 Wyetta didn't have to worry today because her brother had drained him. He would tenderize the girl tomorrow morning and have her dad cook her up for dinner afterwards.

 A few hours later Lou's children were removed from the cages. Both naked kids were taken to a private dining room and trying to hide the privates with her hands.
 There was surprised to find a dozen people in the room seeing around a long table. There was also the delicious smell in the room was that they liked, until they saw the source.

It was coming from their roasted mother who laid face up on a platter in the center of the table. She was Golden Brown and surrounded by vegetables.

 There was also a red apple in her mouth, but what disturbed them most was their father. He was standing beside her with a big knife and meat fork ready to carve.
 The kids were forced to sit on either side of Patrick although the boy sat gingerly. A few hours earlier his butt had been severely violated and it was tender. 
 "All right kids since this your mother your first choice as to what to eat off her. How about a hand, its finger licking good," the owner said.
 Both children's faces paled and they shook her head no. Neither one of them wanted to eat any piece of their mother.
 The room full of specially selected customers chuckled, even their dad crack a smile at the old joke. It was reflex more than anything else for he’d been forced to roast his wife and tomorrow he'd be forced to cook one of his children.
 Since the kids didn't want to eat any of their mother, the man to Wyetta's left had first choice. He chose the right orange size breast. His girlfriend took lower half of the right leg including the foot, she had a toes fetish.
 Patrick didn't care for women parts that much so when his turn came, but did take a big slice of rump roast. Mary turned out pretty good for an old piece of meat. However children tend to be a lot more tender and juicy than adults. 
 As he ate Patrick teased the kids, "I hope that you turn to be just as tasty as your mother was, Wyetta. I guess I'll find that out tomorrow if you taste like your mother. That’s when you're father, is going to cook you." 
 The teenage girl whimpered as she heard people around her murmur their agreement with the owner. They were hoping for invite to tomorrow's dinner.

 "Then the next day I'll find out if you, Andreas, taste anything like the women in the family," Patrick teased the boy.
 There weren't as many murmurs for him as they were for his sister. That was fine with the man, because he was thinking about dining on the boy all by himself anyway.

 The kids were returned to their cages to contemplate their fate. As for Patrick he returned to his hotel for the night.

 He arrived at the restaurant the next morning where he started off with Marie steaks and eggs. She still tasted quite good for being leftovers, but he preferred fresh meat.

 With that in mind he went to the cages to collect tonight's dinner. It was time to tenderize the meat before giving the girl to her father for cooking.
 Patrick went to the cages and pulled Wyetta out and hauled screaming meat through the kitchen into the makeshift bedroom. 
 Tossing her on the bed he removed his clothes. She saw her first adult manhood and screamed even louder realizing he planned to plant it in her pussy.
 She curled into a ball stuck her hands and stuck her hands in front of her pussy.

 Patrick explained the facts to the girl, "Listen up this can this can go two ways. The first way is you take it like a lady and let me fuck you. The other way is I tie you up and I still do you. Either way you're going to being fucked, but you'll like it better be if you're not tied up."

 Wyetta was sure she was sure she wasn't going to like it no matter which way it was done. Still she laid out flat spread her legs so the man could take advantage.

And that was exactly what he did. Patrick straddled the meat girl's waist. He let his manhood touch the entrance to her love box.
 Wyetta instinctively twitched when that happened she didn't want to be raped but she had no choice. Her dad wasn't going to rescue her and she knew that because he hadn't done anything what was done to her brother.
 Patrick cock parted those lower lips and entered where no man had ever been before. He knew this because of the blockage encountered as soon as he entered her.

 The girl screamed at the top of her lungs as he her innocence was ripped away. Patrick enjoyed hearing his future dinner yelling and she wasn’t even in the kitchen yet.
 He was so that problem in about half an hour he figured. The man pumped her for a while and massaged her lemon size breasts. He didn't enjoy doing this to a girl but knew it had to be done in order for her to be tender when she was served later on today. So after 15 minutes she was flipped over.

 Patrick flipped Wyetta over and stuck himself in her ass. This was more enjoyable to him than her pussy. It didn't take long before he soon became board and decided it was time for the meat to go to the kitchen.

 The unconscious girl was dragged into the kitchen and placed on steel table next to the ovens.
 "I just finished tenderizing this meat now you can do what you want with her what you want as long. As long as she is on my dinner table by six p.m. tonight," Patrick told the chef.

 It was the chef, who acknowledged the owners orders. It was Lou the father who looked down at his deflowered daughter and shook his head.

 Her pussy was a bright red from the tenderizing and her boobs had greasy fingerprints all over them from the owner's morning meal.
 The chef let out a sigh and took helped her to washroom. There he began the process of turning her into meat.
 Once clean she found herself back in front of the ovens. The recipe he had chosen for Wyetta was Adolescent  De Roti En Sauce Au Vin Blanche (Roast Teenager In White Sauce.) The girl was folded up and tied as if she were chicken. To keep her calm while she cooked the meats hands so she could reach her pussy and rubbed it. 
 Then he was poured sauce all over her body then she was placed in a roasting pan and then the oven. 

 The meat soon regained consciousness in the oven screamed to be let out. The chef was trained to ignore this but as a father was terrible to hear his daughter's cries. So he opened the oven and forced her to drink half a bottle of red wine. After that she never cared that she was being roasted alive.

 That night a perfectly roasted Wyetta was presented in the private dining room. The Mayor and chief of police were among the diners tonight along with other town officials it out him operate this type restaurant.
 Once again it was there to carve the meat from his daughter. The breasts were the first to go to the Mayor and his wife. As for the police chief he had Wyetta's filet. As for Patrick once again he started with a rump roast.
  All marveled at her taste and complemented the chef on his cooking of the girl. None of them knew he was also partially responsible for breeding such a tasty dish.
 After dinner and everyone had left Patrick went to the cages. The boy, who had not been invited to dinner, looked up from his cage.
 "Tomorrow you'll join your mother and sister in my stomach. Until then I'm going to give you two choices. You can you remain here in your cage until morning before going to the kitchen. Alternatively you can spend your last night with me," he said an evil grin.
The boy thought about this for a minute. The cage was cramped but if he went to the man she’d be fuck.

 Either way she knew she’d be in the kitchen tomorrow morning. So to get out of the cage he decided to go with Patrick.
 Andreas was led into the dining room and placed on the table. The owner had the best sex with night.
 The boy seemed to enjoy it to because he no longer cried. In fact his little joystick was bouncing up and down as he was pumped in the ass.
 This was because in less than 24 hours Andreas knew he’d be back in this room. This time his white skin would be Golden Brown and a man would be eating him. This meant he wanted to have as much sex before being taken to the kitchen in the morning.
 The boy also hoped that if he acted happy about having sex the man wouldn't kill and eat him. Unfortunately his hopes were dashed as at nine o'clock the next morning his father came in to the room looking very sad.
 "I'm sorry sir but I need to take my son to the kitchen, if he is to be ready for a late lunch today."

 "I don't want to go. I don't want to be cooked," the soon to be meat complained to both men. 

 It was the chef who answered, "sorry but I have to do this. Don't worry though; I'm going to cook you as painless as possible. That’s the way I did your mother and sister."
 It did nothing to calm him and he had to be dragged kicking and screaming to the cleaning room. His insides were quickly and efficiently cleaned out. His entire body was scrubbed until it had become bright pink in color.

 Lou took his son back to the kitchen and laid him out in front of the ovens. He was too exhausted from being clean to fight anymore.
 The chef decided lunch would be "Garcon A L'orange" (Boy in orange sauce.)

 First the chef buttered his son so he wouldn't burn then squeezed the juice from fresh oranges all over his body. Then it was into the roasting pan and the oven to bake.

 "Play with yourself while you cook and you'll realize was happening to you. That's what your mother and sister did and they died happy," the meat was told his for the oven door slammed shut. It was his father who gave Andreas that gave him that advice, not the chef.

  Lou busied himself chopping vegetables as his son slowly cooked. Once he'd finish doing that the chef threw the vegetables inside a giant cauldron.

 Next the chef started putting water the pot. While it was filling he checked on the meat in the oven.

 His son was busy jerking off and he seemed unconcerned that he was being cooked alive. That was fine with Lou because he didn't want his son to feel any pain.

 Several hours later the roasted body of Andreas lay in the center of the table in the private dining room.

Patrick walked into the room went to dine in the boy but the chef was not there to watch him devouring his son.

 Instead there was a note next to the meat from him. It read, "Dear Sir I know you're planning to cook me next. To that end I thought you might a stew tonight. I have filled a cauldron with vegetables filled halfway with water. All that needs to be done now is for the meat, me, be to be put in and let simmer. I am hanging in the waiting to be cleaned out."

 The restaurant owner went to the cleaning room and found a man chef there. He was literally hanging by his neck with his hands around his genitals.
 Walking into the kitchen he found Pierre and told him what had to be done in the cleaning room. He was to disembowel the man and removed the head, then dumped him into the cauldron.

 Patrick went back to private dining room and began to munch on the boy. He started with the boy's cock sliding his mouth again done before when he was alive.

 It was delicious, in fact it was even better than when he been alive. The second bite took off his balls and he rolled the sweet little pebbles around his mouth before swallowing them.
 The boy was flipped onto his stomach and one of his rump roasts was carved off. Patrick found this part a boy tasted similar yet slightly different that is sister and mother.
It might've been because he was a boy and the other two were girls but it really didn't matter to him. The restaurant owner considered Andreas delicious.

 The boy's leftovers were taken to the fridge for storage. He wanted to check on stew to see how that was going.
 First the washrooms was checked and found to be empty. He walked over to the pot worry get find his former chef minus. The man minus his head was floating amongst the vegetables.

 Patrick checked with Pierre and found out the stew would be early tonight. That meant he had time to kill so he went to the storage area and found himself a boy play with.

 The stew turned out to have an excellent taste to it. As for the meat it was nice and tender from simmering for half a day.
 Patrick also thought we could taste the little bit of the son in his father's meat. He only wished that there was more to this family, they'd all been delicious.

 It took three more days to finish eating the stew and the younger roast. He was ready to leave and only stop by the restaurant to collect a bag.

 This bag contained the heads of Marie, Wyetta, Andreas and Lou. He was taking them home with him where they would be stuffed and mounted.

The other reason was Patrick there was to congratulate Pierre. He was to be the new head chef/manager at this restaurant.

 Just before walking out the door he gave him a warning. All money was to be accounted for or else he be back it would be his family on the menu.

THE END
