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By

                   A Cannibal
 Jenny and her mentor Raven were on holiday in Europe. They had been to Rome and Pompeii and were planning on visiting Paris. 
 The 17 year old girl had been chaperoning brother and his friend who were trick or treating on Halloween. 

 Last year they had gotten themselves into mischief and her mother wasn’t about to let that happen again this year.

 They came upon an old house and were invited in. the three of them new better than to do that, but something compelled them to enter the house anyway.
 None of them had any idea the old woman dressed as a witch was one in real life. None of knew they were all under a spell cast by her. Nor did any of them realize she wasn’t an old lady.

 She was 25 years old witch named Raven and that she was looking for meat. The boys were sent to a cage in the basement for fatting.

 In her opinion Jenny was too old to cook. That and she thought with training the girl would make a good witch.  
 She gave the girl the option of becoming a witch or ending up on the dinner table. Jenny had chosen the first option.
 To encourage her to learn Raven created a big pot. It was inscribed in big gold letters with, “Jenny Stew.” 

“You have a year to learn to become a full witch. If you don’t I teach you how to stew from the wrong side of the pot. Until then you have all the rights of a normal witch.”
 That had been 6 months ago and one day Raven closed the book saying, “I’ve taught everything in this book. You’re ready to become full witch. I’ll make the arrangements for you to be tested in June. In the mean time where should we holiday this time?”
 That was how they ended up in Europe. The teenager had never been there. They had picked up a couple of children and Jenny had cooked them.
 The young witch had become very proficient at cooking children. It was not considered cannibalism to eat them. After all the children/meats were mortals and they were witches.
 They were munching on a boy and girl when all of the sudden a scroll appeared in front of Raven. She unfurled it and read then sighed.

 “What wrong?” Jenny asked.
 “I’ve got good and bad news. The bad is our holiday is over.” 

 “Why?” the teenager asked.
 “That’s where the good news comes in. They have moved your test up to this weekend. That means we have to go back right away. I have to explain a few more things to you,” Raven explained with a smile.

 “You think I’m ready for the test? What do I do in the test?” Jenny wanted to know.
 “Yes to question #1 you are ready. You know all the spells and that is the test. There are three judges each one will give you a spell to perform,” was the answer. 

“What happens if I get it wrong?” she wanted to know.
Raven laughed as she replied, “you won’t. You’re the best student I’ve ever had.”

 This made Jenny very proud and happy. Still the teenager couldn’t help but worry about what would happen if she did fail. 
 “Just say for some reason I do fail, because they trick me, what would happen?”

 “No one is going to trick you. They are here to judge if you’ve learned all the spells, which you have. 

 Listen Jenny, you are not going to fail. You’re so far advanced that you are already creating your own spells.”

The young witch wanted to be able to hear what the responses from whomever they were eating. That was hard to do for the meat since all their internal organs were removed to make room for the stuffing. They were kept alive by witchcraft and could feel everything done to them but for Jenny it wasn’t as fun as hearing them scream as parts of their bodies were eaten. Since there was no spell for that she’d been to make her own up, so she did.  
Raven continued, “Most witches don’t think along those lines until years sometimes centuries after they’ve graduated.”
 This surprised the girl. She never thought about how long a life span she’d have upon becoming a witch. 
 “How long will I live?” she asked.

 “Who knows how long any of us will live? My mom talks about being a young girl during the Salem witch trials and she’s not even middle age yet.” 
  That meant Raven’s mother was over 500 years old. If that was middle age did that mean she too could live a thousand years?
 She wanted to ask that and other question but Raven said, “let’s do the question and answers when we get home. I have lots more stuff to tell you, but we’ll want to make sure things are right at home for our visitors.”

 Jenny giggled as she said, “more cobwebs and a few sculls?”

 Her mentor also snickered before answering, “That couldn’t hurt. Plus I’ve got to get your pot ready for when you fail the test.” Then the witch added a wink to her student to ease the tension that had suddenly arose in the room. 

 For a second the girl thought she was going to learn how to stew the hard way, from inside the pot. She didn’t like that idea at all.
 The meat was carved up so they could have it tomorrow. Leftovers were better than the local butcher shop. The meat they got from there wasn’t that good.
 Once they had the meat packed they pop out of the magical house where Raven dissolved the house. The witches didn’t need the house they could always create a new one anytime anywhere when they needed one. 

 Once back at Raven’s house she sat the teenager down in a comfy chair. She sat in her down in her own chair. They might as well be comfortable while they talked. 
 “Ok first is politics and yes I know it boring, but it something you need to know. We are governed by a Queen who has full say in all things to do with witchcraft,” the dark haired witch explained.

 “Does that include who becomes a witch?”

 Raven nodded and said, “Yes she has a say. Not to worry though she never met a mortal like you before. No mortal has ever picked up the use of witchcraft like you. It’s like you were born with magical powers.”

 “Am I still considered a mortal?” Jenny wanted to know.

 “Not any more. You’re a probationary witch. When you pass the test, and you will, you’ll become a full witch.”
 “What does that mean?” the blond witch asked.

 “Well first of all you’ll be able to go anywhere you want without a chaperone. Nobody will look down on you anymore; by the way they’re not supposed to do that because you are a witch in training after all, no matter your background. To us witches, mortals are toys and to be used as food.”
 “Is that what you thought I was?” Jenny asked.

 “Well when I first saw you yes, sorry. However I’m not into girls and you were too old to be a toy as well as the wrong sex. Once I got the boys settled I took stock of you and thought you’d become a good witch. Little did I know you’d make an excellent one,” Raven smiled. 
 The girl retuned the smile. She was becoming more at ease about doing the upcoming test.

 The dark haired witch said, “To continue the Queen has little to do with the judging. She might make an appearance after, to welcome the new witch. I imagine she’ll to do that for you too.”
 “Me!?” she exclaimed.
 “Yes you. We’ve tried to train other mortals but none of them made it past a few months, they were so bad that they couldn’t even disappear,” the witch explained.

“Did they end up on the dinner table?” 

 I didn’t train them but yes they ended up on someone’s table. You don’t have to worry though, you’re not going to end up on one,” Raven said.
 That was a relief to Jenny she didn’t want to become a meal for her mentor or anyone else for that matter. She never met a queen and liked the idea, because she’d never seen royalty before. 
 “You’re sure I’m not going to end up in the pot?”
 “Yes I’m sure about that. However if your still worried why not make a stew of your own. We can go and collect some meat tomorrow morning and you can make a stew. That way they’ll be to full to eat you,” the witch said.

 The girl giggled before asking, “Should I get boys or girls for the stew?”
 “That is up to you as to which sex you get for the stew. While were there on the mortal world I think we should pick up a couple of boys to play with. The Italian one I had was too small to enjoy in bed,” the dark haired witch said.
 “That sounds good to me. Doing that girl as a boy wasn’t any fun. I’m a girl and that’s how I want to have sex, as a girl,” Jenny said.
 “I told you that when I taught the sex transformation spell. Changing sexes the best way to have sex,” Raven explained.
 “Yeah, but I had to see for myself to understand that I guess,” the younger witch said. 

 “Anyway back to our Queen she has very little to do. That because there are very few rules. The main one is you can’t eat other witches, not that you’d want to. We taste terrible after we’ve been cooked, like ash in fact.”

 “Yuck, what kind of penalty do you get for eating a fellow witch?” Jenny asked her mentor.

 If you were to be caught eating a witch you’d be stripped of your powers and excelled to the mortal world. There you would live in a remote forest well away from mortals so you wouldn’t even get them for food. Don’t worry though it very hard to cook us witches. Most can simply disappear from a hot oven, even children,” Raven told the girl.
 “What about that story of Hansel and Gretel. Was that story real?”
 The witch sighed saying, “that story is true and happen a long, long time ago. The way I heard it was Hazel did have a couple of kids she was fatting up for dinner. The problem was she’d gone senile. She had forgotten how to use her powers and let that little mortal brat trick her into the oven.” 
 They continued chatting until well after dark. She learned all the do and don’ts of being a witch. The rules were simple. It came down to one thing simple rule, other than not eating other witches and that was to have fun.
 It seemed you could do anything with mortals. You could kill them in elaborate ways. Jenny already fed a small child to crocodiles in Australia and enjoyed it somewhat.
 The problem was the boy was too young to understand what was happening to her. Only at the end did he react by screaming and that was too late. One of the crocodiles leapt from the water and took his head off.
 “So where shall we go to collect the stew meat?”

 You decide. It’s your stew pot so you can get what you want from wherever you want.”
 Jenny is a very popular name in the town I’m from. We should go to a primary school and collect some meat and toys from there. I want girls named Jenny for the pot. We won’t even have to change the name on pot then,” the girl giggled.
 “Oh yes it so hard to change the name on that stew pot. Why it might take all of 5 seconds to do that,” Raven said tongue in cheek.
 The girl chuckled, “I guess it could be done that way. I like the idea of serving them judges a Jenny stew. As long as it not this Jenny in the pot,” she said pointing to herself.
 “I keep telling you that there’s no use worrying about the pot. You’ll pass that test with ease.”

“I know, I know. Can we go get the meats and toys now? That might make me feel better,” she said.
 “Sure you lead the way,” 

 The two disappeared and seconds later they were at her old school in a janitorial closet. They turned themselves invisible and stepped out into the hall.
 “I think I want something in the 7 or 8 year range for the stew,” Jenny told her companion.

 The younger witch opened the door to a class room and saw it was older than she wanted. They were 10 and 11 year olds.

 They may have been too old for Jenny’s plans but not Raven’s. A couple of boys of this old might be enjoyable in the bedroom for the two of them. 
The dark haired witch froze the room then wondered around the looking the boys over.
 “Find yourself a toy, afterwards we can go and find your stew meat,” Raven said. 

 Both wondered around looking at the boys. Occasionally they have one of the cute boys strip for them so they could admired his equipment.
 Out of 10 boys they soon found a couple of young males that might do the trick. They had enough hanging between the legs to scratch that certain itch they were both feeling.
 That decided they continued to a different classroom. They had to go to 3 other rooms before Jenny found age group she wanted.

 The witches froze the mortals in the room. And then Jenny went to work.

 “Listen up I want all the girls named Jennifer to stand up and come to the front of the classroom.” 

 Two little blonds and a strawberry blond stood and walk to the front of the class. The younger witch walked over and lifted their heads.
  Three pairs of blue eyes stared at her. Like her 6 months ago, when she had been captured, these girls were under a spell. They had to do whatever Jenny said.

“Take off all your clothing and drop them on the floor in front of you.”

 After the girls did this the young witch began to exam them. None of them had any breasts and their cunts were bare.
 The only hair on them was what was on their heads. As for their faces, none of them would win a beauty contest but they weren’t ugly either.

 Jenny the witch walked behind them and felt their hind ends. 
 “Yes, I think they’ll do nicely. What do you think Raven?”

 “They’re your catch. I got what I wanted,” the other witch grinned. 

 “Let’s get the boys and go home. The sooner we do that the sooner we can play with our boy toys.”

 The boys were standing naked in the back of the room. The witches had the meat stand next to the toys and they all transported back to Raven’s house.
 The girls were put in the holding pen in the basement to await their fate tomorrow. The boys were taken to the witches bedrooms for fun and games.
 In Jenny’s room she released her toy from the spell keeping him from running. 
 “Now then you behave and you won’t get hurt,” she told the boy.

 It was a lie he would be cooked when she tired of him as a toy. The 11 year old boy was stretched out on the bed and the teenager joined him a minute later.

“What are you going to do to me?” he squeaked. 
 “Don’t worry you’re going to enjoy what you have do.  I want you to put your cock inside my pussy and make me squeal for joy,” Jenny told him.  
 The boy had a couple of problems with that. First he’d never done anything like that, especially with a girl. This led to the second one until about a year ago he didn’t like girls. 
 Now he sort of liked them. That perhaps they didn’t have cooties after all.

 When the boy did nothing the blond witch said, “You don’t know how, huh. Alright lay on you back and I’ll teach you.”

 She stuck his cock inside her mouth and gave him his first blow job. The young witch soon had him at full length, 3 or 4 inches and released it.

 Jenny straddled the boy’s waist and lowered herself onto him. From there nature kicked in and told him what to do from then on.

 The boy found out that girls weren’t as horrible as thought they were. Also what they were doing was lots of fun. This was a lot better than doing it alone.
 Jenny also thought this was enjoyable. She liked having sex as herself not as a boy, like last time.

 In Raven’s room she had the boy lick her before she had sex with him. She didn’t have to explain anything to him. 

 His parents had explained the facts of life. Next they had their son practice on a cousin. She had been given the facts of life speech too by her mom.
 By morning the boys were exhausted they had been busy all night. The witches were not tired in the least, having more stamina then the young mortals.
 “Alright what shall we do with the boys? Would you like to cook them for the judges or use them again later,” Raven asked.

 “Um, I think there would be too much meat with those three girls. I can cook them tomorrow,” Jenny said.

 “If you are here tomorrow, witches like to be on their own after they graduate. A year of learning their spells they want to test them out on their own.”
 “I can see where they’d want to do that and will want to do that myself. I need a week or so to see where I want to live,” she told the other witch.

 “That’s fine I’ve got 6 months before I have to train another witch. Now the judges will be here about noon so I think it’s time for you to start getting the stew ready.”

 The teenager grinned and popped down to the holding cell. She stood inside with them as they fired off the usual questions.
“Where are we? What are you going to do with us?”

 “First of all you are in area where witches live,” Jenny told them

 “You’re a witch?” the red head asked.

 “Yup, we’ll almost anyway. In about 6 hours I expect to be one. And to celebrate the three of you are going to be my graduation dinner.”

 They didn’t need to know that they were a bribe for the judges to keep her out of the pot.

 The meats gasped and all began talking at once. “You can’t eat me.” “I don’t want to be killed in eaten.” “You can eat the others but let me go. I won’t taste good.”
 It did no good as Jenny asked, “alright who wants to go first?” 
 She laughed as all three backed up away as far away from her as they could. Since none of them wanted to become dinner she grabbed the taller of the two blonds. 

 The remaining meat watched in amassment as their friend and the witch disappeared. They had no idea that the two were now in the kitchen.

 The young blond was given her last bath. Her guts were removed by witch craft and then she found herself sitting in a pot.
 She was dead from the neck down only her mind was awake. The meat had no longer had lungs and therefore couldn’t scream, like she wanted to.
 Jenny went back down to the holding cell and grabbed the redhead. It was so quick that neither one of the meats had a chance to move or even scream.

 She did scream though when she reappeared and saw her classmate sitting in the pot. 

 “Let me go! I don’t want to be boiled,” the girl screamed.
 “Sorry but you’re going to do that, but don’t worry you won’t feel the water boil,” this Jenny was told.
 An instant later she was lying on dead on the table.
She had been gutted and now the witch was washing the meat.

 Once that was completed she joined the other Jenny in the pot. Then it was off to get the last Jenny from her holding pen.

 The second she popped in the girl ran as far away from her capture as she could. It was not far enough for all the witch had to do was snap he fingers and they were in the kitchen with the others.
 Let me go I won’t taste good! Besides there’s no room in that pot for me,” the 3rd Jenny explained.
 “You’re wrong there’s plenty of room in that pot for three girls. As far as tasting bad, I don’t think you will,” witch Jenny said.
 Before she had a chance to come up with another reason not to make stew out of her the witch gutted her. The meat was levitated to the table where she was washed before being added to the pot.
 “Alright I’m going to add water and then you can start cooking,” she told the three stew meats. 
 The only thing they could move was their eyes and they went wide with horror.

 “As I told you there will be no pain, but you will be able to feel yourselves cooking. I can’t guarantee but you may feel some pleaser while that happens.”    

 Raven who’d been getting the house ready walked into the kitchen to see what was going on there. She smiled at seeing the kids in the pot. 
 “Looks like you got things under control in here. Would you hold your hands out palms up, please? Oh and close your eyes too.”
 She trusted her mentor and did as she asked. All of the sudden there was something in her hands.
 Opening her eyes she saw a black dress skirt and black pointed hat. 

 “Formal clothing for us witches. A graduation present for you” Raven said by way of explanation.
 The teenager squealed with delight. The young witch disappeared from the kitchen and upon her return she wearing the outfit.
 The black top covered her tits and had an open back. The skirt was short coming down to her upper thighs. There were knee high black stockings and black shoes. On her head was a new black pointed hat. 
 Raven had on similar outfit but her stocking were stripped and came up to as well as covered her butt. Her black pointy hat was wearing out since she had it for 10 years.
 The two were admiring the meat when there was the sound of a doorbell. Then three people popped into the living room.
 “That would be the judges.” 
 They walked into the living room. The teenager was surprised by who she saw there. It was Raven’s brother, sister and father. 
 “They’re the judges,” Jenny asked in surprise.

 “Yup and mom will be here shortly too, I’m sure,” was Raven’s answer. 

 “Wait your mom is going to come to. I thought you said the queen likes to visit these…”

 Jenny gasped as she put two and two together.

 “You don’t mean your mom is Queen.”

 “Yes she is but like I said there very little for her to do and that’s why she lives in Australia,” Raven said.

 “You knew all along whom the judges were going to be. Is that why you had me meet your family,” Jenny asked accusingly.   

 “Sure I wanted them to see that you were going to become a witch. It’s rare that mortals make the transition to witch. I could see you were going to make it after only a month but they didn’t believe me. That meant I had to show them,” the witch told her matter-of-factly. 
 “Did they want to eat me? More importantly do they still want to eat me?” a worried Jenny asked.
 “Yes at first you were on the menu. However once they saw how good you were doing even simple spells they decided not to.”
 “The teen was about to ask more questions when trumpets sounded. A few seconds later smoke filled the room and when it cleared there was Raven’s mother, Vesta. 
 Jenny curtsied and said, “Your majesty.” 

 Everyone in the room smiled. The newest witch knew protocol. A curtsy to the queen was the right to do. 
 Jenny and the rest of her family didn’t have to do that she was their mother and wife.

 The queen nodded and then addressed Jenny, “are you ready to take your exam? From what I heard from my oldest daughter you are ready. So don’t be nervous about it.” 
 “Do I have time to check on the stew I’m making? It’s a child stew actually three child stew.”
 “No you don’t but Raven can, won’t you darling,” Vesta said.

 Her daughter nodded and proceeded to the kitchen. 
Jenny looked at the others nervously. They all smiled at her and that made her even more nervous.

Tell you what I don’t think we need to test you. I’ve heard you even stated writing you own spells. You can have the meat talk as they cook. If you can work that spell on the stew meats then you pass.
 “Sure I can do that. But the kitchen is a bit confining. How about we take the stew outside and I’ll show you the spell I created,” Jenny said smiling.
 They agreed and Raven was called back to the living room. It was explained what was to be done and she nodded. 

 She let Jenny move the stew pot out back and everyone join her. That would show the judges that she knew that spell.
 Everyone watch the teenager cast the spell and then heard the all three meats talking about how hot the water was. The witch cast another spell and a carrot shoved into one of the blond girl’s mouth.
 Next an apple appeared in her hand next and found it into the little redhead’s mouth.

 Last she conger up an ear of corn for the last blond. The witches could still hear the meat still talking and now they weren’t talking but moaning.

 This was because the water was simmering. The bubbles were hitting their sex making them happy.  
 They were happy for the next hour when pulled from the pot and their heads severed from their bodies. They were put on spikes and watch as their bodies were chopped up and toss the parts back in. their minds were released since they could no longer feel anything.

 More wood was put on the fire and their parts boiled for another hour. Once done Jenny filled big wooden bowls and severed it to the guest. 
 They all thought it was a very good meal. After lunch they returned to the living room.

 “Congratulations you are now a full witch with all the rights and privileges of one,” the Queen said.
There were smiles, handshakes and hugs from everyone. 

 After they left Raven told Jenny, “See I told you there was nothing to worry about.” 

 The teenager giggled and replied, “I guess not, however there is one more thing I want to do. In fact I’ve wanted to do it ever since you told me I could become a witch.”

 “And that is?” the dark haired witch asked.

 “Come with me and I’ll show you.” 

 They walked out backyard where the big black pot sat empty. Jenny cast a spell and a ½ dozen red sticks appeared around the outside of the pot.
 Raven laughed as she realized it was dynamite.

 “Go ahead I have no use anymore for a Jenny stew pot.”

 With that Jenny used magic to light fuses. Thirty seconds later there was a huge explosion as the pot was blown into a million pieces.
To the new witch this was very satisfying.

THE END
