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The family consisted of a mom Donna, father Kyle and their two boys. Matthew was 2 and his big brother Paul was 4.
Their parents were having problems the pair. Mathew was in his terrible 2’s and always throwing tantrums. He brother was twice as bad he would go around the flat and purposely tip stuff over, sending it smashing to the floor. 

If the boys were asked to pick up their toys and then would drop it right back on the floor. Paul would also torment his little brother by taking away something the toddler was playing with just. This was just to make Mathew cry and upset his parents.
When they married the couple thought having a child would be nice. There for Paul was created. He was a monster from the beginning kicking in his mother stomach, then after birth crying almost constantly for no reason. 

Mathew on the other hand was not planned. In a rare quiet night they had made mad passionate love. Thus Matthew was conceived and he fought his mother for then on just as her brother had. 

Now days the couple wished they hadn’t had either of them. Still they did and they couldn’t get rid of them. 
Nobody wanted them not the adoption agencies they contacted, nor any restaurants in Britain. They always checked when they went out to eat. 
Of course the people running the place thought they were joking. Donna and Kyle however were not joking. If the restaurant had said yes they would had gladly given the boys to them.
Now it was time for a holiday they thought about take them somewhere to the north. Perhaps Scotland where the boys could “accidently” fall into a loch.  

There was a problem with that. If either of them came to the surface they’d be in trouble. They need to find a place where no trace of them would ever be found. Until then they were stuck with the brats.
Late one night watching the television news there was a story of a man being eaten by a crocodile that had crawled into his pool. The beast had walked out of the everglades for his meal.

Donna and Kyle turned and smiled to each other. They knew where they were going on holiday now. 
They found information on resort they could stay at with reasonable prices. This place offered round the clock childcare service included in the price. This meant they could take them out to the everglades after they left. 
Arriving at resort to check in everything was going fine with one exception, the boys. They were being terrors running around. Also the two were jumping on and off the lobby furniture. 
Kyle tried his best to quiet them while at the same time fill out registration card. Donna sighed then shouted at the boys to settle down, but it did no good.
The manger came over to the couple and said, “I have proposition for. I noticed your boys don’t behave and you don’t seem to be able to control them. Have you ever considered selling them?” 
Kyle nodded, “as a matter of fact we have. However there were no takers back home.”

“That’s strange, they look nice and plump. I’ll bet they tender too,” the man said and watched the boys.

“You sound as though they were meat. If we to say sell them are you planning to cook them?” Donna asked.

 The manger chuckled, “Not me personally, madam. This resort employs several chefs. Some of them are regarded as the best in the world at cooking young long pigs.” 
The manger really wanted the boys. There was to be a birthday party tomorrow for another boy. The mother said he was a brat too, but thought she could get him straighten out if he saw a boy close to his age roasted and eaten.

The manger said, “I give you $1,000 plus your stay will be complementary. All you have to do is sign over the boys. I’ll give you a few moments to talk it over.”
The couple did that. Donna wanting to take the offer as is. However Kyle thought they’d could get a better deal. He noticed how the manger was looking at them and thought he’d be able to get a better one.
“Make it $1,000 per boy and give us a suite then they’re all yours,” Kyle said after his consolation with Donna. 

“Alright it’s a deal then. Just sign these papers that transfers custody of the boys to the resort,” he said. 
While they did this the manger made a phone call to the kitchen.

When it was answered he said, “I have two young boys for the Johnson birthday party. Bring the cage to the lobby and please collect them.” 

He return to the couple and looked over the papers, noting that they had been signed in the right place.

That’s fine. Would either of you care to say goodbye to the boys before they’re taken to the kitchen.

Donna and Kyle look over to the boys then at each other before say in unison, “no thanks!” 

The elevator dinged and two men walked out pushing cages. They saw the boys looked to the manager who nodded. 

Donna and Kyle saw the men push the carts to where the boys were and open top of the cages. One man walked over to where Paul was jumping on a couch. With one swift move he caught the boy in mid air and stuffed him in the cage.

The other man picked up Mathew who was sitting on the floor. Holding the 2 year by one foot he was deposited into the spare cage.

The last view the parents had of their boys was them screaming as the elevator doors closed. 

Kyle turned back to the desk and asked, “Can someone show us to our suite now?” 
Matthew and Paul were rolled into the kitchen just in time to see a removed from the oven. They stopped their screaming long enough to watch as she was garnished with pineapple and taken away. 
Then a man wearing white uniform came over to the cages. 

“Good the meat for tomorrow’s birthday party is here,” he said to the boys. 

“We aren’t meat were little boys,” explained Paul.
The chef laughed, “No you were little boys now you’re meat. Also meat doesn’t wear clothing so it’s time to get you both out of them.”
With that the man opened up Matthew’s cage and pulled him out. The 2 year old began to shriek loudly as rope was lashed around his feet and he was hoisted into the air. 
The chef went to work cutting the clothing off the meat. Once naked the chef inspected the boy. His hands explored the small legs and fine round ass, before turning him to face him. 

The chef hands lightly stroked fondled Matthew’s immature sex organs. His small hairless cock responded automatically as it was stroked.
Done with his inspection the chef put the smaller meat pack back into his cage. He then pulled Paul and hung him differently being he was bigger. His hands were spread wide and he was hoisted into the air. The 4 year old legs were also spread so he formed an X.

Like his brother, Paul’s clothing found its way to the trash bin. 
Karl the chef had time to play with this one since today menu had been filled. First though he had to inspect a crying Paul for any imperfections. Other than a few faint scares on his pale body there were none.

It was playtime now and Karl wanted to play with this one. His brother was too young for the games he wanted to play. Not that this one was much bigger.

 Karl the man spread the lower cheeks and slid his middle finger into the small hole. Paul didn’t like the violation at all and let out an ears splitting scream. His tear streaked eyes bulged when the finger went in. He squirmed trying to dislodge it, but it did no good. The finger moved back and forth inside Paul as he continued to scream at the top of his lungs.
There was a reason this kitchen was in the basement. It was impossible for people in the resort above to hear anything below. This meant Paul and Matthew could scream all he wanted to and nobody would hear him. 
 Karl moved around to the older boy’s front and grabbed his cock. He gave it a few strokes before popping it into his mouth.
His tongue dance over the small uncut member and Paul’s quickly stopped his screaming. It felt strange to have someone sucking his cock, but at the same time it was exhilarating. 
So involved with playing with the meat was Karl that he didn’t hear the elevator ding. It wasn’t until he heard a person clearing their throat. 
He stood up to see a well dressed woman standing there smiling at him. 

“Excuse me, I was just tenderizing this meat,” he said in a way of explanation.

The woman nodded and in a snooty voice said, “Um, I see. Well I’m Mrs. Grant. This I take it is the meat for my son’s birthday party. He’s kind of puny looking piece of meat.” 

“I know, that’s why his brother there will be joining him,” the chef explained.
Sighing she said, “Well I suppose the 2 of them will do. Now as to their cooking how are you going to do it?”

Chef Karl replied, “They’ll be roasted in the oven right here and brought to your party in the banquet hall.”

The woman shook head, “that will not do. You see I have a son about a year older that that one. He is becoming a nuisance. To straighten him out I want Jeffery to see those boys cooked otherwise…” 
The chef laughed “if you don’t mind a picnic style I have a solution. On the far side of the resort there is an earthen oven. I’ll have tables set up and your party can watch all the action. You’re son will be able to see it all, from marinating to the oven to the table.”
“Oh delightful, yes let’s do it that way then. She said. 
Chef Karl nodded then said, “Your party is at 2 pm which means I’ll have to start prepping them about 10 am.” 

“Now I have a request,” said Mrs. Grant. 

The next stamen the accent came right out of the Bronx in New York. “I want to sample one of the meats. I try the smaller one.”  
It wasn’t Karl’s job to bring up where she was from. He was a chef not management his job was to cook the meat brought to him. Still he found it interesting.
Karl pulled the younger boy out of his cage tied his hands and feet before putting him on the counter. Mrs. Grant stroked the terrified Matthew chest and tweaked his little nipples before whispering, “This won’t hurt you a bit.” 

She fondled the little cock hoping to get a rise out of it. While it did stiffen there was not enough of Matthew to ride, like she wanted. So Mrs. Grant satisfied her by sucking on the member. 

Mathew crying had change to cooing as the woman sampled him. He might not have been so relaxed if he was older and understood what would happen to him tomorrow. 
“This tastes good. I think I’ll want this little piece of meat on my plate when it cooked tomorrow,” Mrs. Grant said as she once again played with the meat’s sex. 
The woman touched up makeup and then headed toward the elevator. 

In her snobbish voice she said, “I’m spending a lot of money on this party. That means I expect to see you cooking the meat not some assistant chef.”

Then she disappeared into the elevator leaving Karl shaking his head in wonderment. How had she known he was planning on assigning one of his protégés to cook the boys? 

Matthew and Paul soon found themselves in their respected cages. The cages were hoisted in to the air and slung over the sink. This would allow the boys to have “accidents” during the night without messing up the floor. 
“Get some sleep boys. You’ve got a busy day of roasting ahead of you tomorrow,” the chef said.
With that said he flipped the lights off leave two terrified boys to wonder about their fate. 

Both were too young to fully understand what that was although Paul had an inkling as to what that might be. They were in a kitchen with a big oven and he had seen that man take a roasted girl out of it.   

Paul was fairly sure that’s what was going to happen to the two of them.
With that in mind the 4 year old decided he didn’t want to become someone’s dinner. He kicked and kicked at the cage door as hard as he could. Matthew copied his brother’s action but in the end neither boy had the strength to break the lock. So they sat exhausted and cried. Eventually they fell asleep. 

They were woken in the morning by the sounds of pans banging. Karl was pulling out a pair of roasting pans that he would use with the boys.
“I got to go potty,” Matthew yelled.
The chef replied, “Then go ahead and go. That’s why you’re both hanging over a sink.”

He knew it didn’t matter in because in a little while there wouldn’t be anything in there to come out. The cleaning of the meat would take place just before they were taken out to cook. 
In the mean time there were potatoes to peal and carrots to chop. Once this was done they were tossed into the roasting pans. The boy’s juices would season the vegetables. 
He lowered the cages and pulled Matthew out. He began screaming when his hands were tied. The roped hands of the younger brother were hung over a hook. Above it was scale which bounced between 25 and 30lbs as the boy struggled. 
 Chef Karl cleared the center table and the 2 year old lowered on to it. The boy’s feet were forced apart and tied.
Matthew was then cleaned inside and out. He was placed on a separate cart. Once Paul was cleaned he joined his brother and the meats were ready to go.   
Stuffing the roasting pans on the carts second shelf Karl pushed it down a long hall to a different elevator than the boys had arrive in. this was done so the meat would not disturb the non-cannibal guests as they went to the picnic area.
The chef was glad to see his assistants had put the plastic wading pool and filled it with marinade.

Untying their legs the meats were toss in with the chef saying “In you go meats. I’ll also need that sauce all over your bodies before you’re cooked, so go ahead and roll around in it.”  
They did that but not because they want the marinade on themselves. They were trying to escape. 

Unfortunately for Matthew and Paul they weren’t successful. The boy’s would try to stand up only to slip and fall right back into the goop.

As this was going on a young boy about 5 years of age ran up and stared at the meat boys. 
A voice shouted, “Jeffery! Get your ass back here!”
Chef Karl looked around and saw Mrs. Grant, with a young girl in tow, heading toward them. When she caught up to her son she was furious. 
“Is that oven big enough for three? Someone has disobeyed me for the last time,” Mrs. Grant said and gave the chef a wink.

 The chef gave an imperceptible nod before saying, “well we could always use more meat and yes that oven will hold three hairless goats.”
Before Jeffery had a chance to move the chef looped cooking twine around the boy’s body. The boy was surprised but didn’t cry out. Even when he found himself with the others in the marinade he didn’t scream. Instead Jeffery laughed and rolled around happily in the sauce.
Karl moved over to his mother and said, “I don’t think it’s having the impact you wanted.” 
“We play a cooking game all the time so he won’t be scared right now. I’m thinking it will have the desired effect when he put in the oven and it begins to warm,” she explained.

“Ah I see. You’ll set some ground rules for his release,” he said.

She smiled and gave a nod all the time watching her son. Jeffery looked so delicious that his mother had thoughts of leaving him in the oven no matter what he said. But it was only a passing thought though. For Mrs. Grant did love him, but he need to stop picking on his sister.
The 25 women and children who were there for birthday party arrive over the next fifteen minutes. They all stood around watching the boys flop around. Chef Karl pulled the meats out one by one. Their feet were tied again and their faces smeared with sauce. 
He placed Jeffery and Mathew in the same pan while his Paul got his own. 
The meats watched the chef pat his body as if searching for something. 

Looking in the oven he asked in a loud voice, “you wouldn’t happen to have any matches on you? Otherwise I might have to sever three of you raw.”

Two of the meat screamed while Jeffery giggled, “I don’t, but my mommy does.”

Mrs. Grant step forward and asked, “May I light the fire that going to cook my son?” 
He stepped aside and let the woman strike the match. After throwing it on top of the kerosene soaked wood she looked up at the meats.

Mrs. Grant said, “Your sister asked if she could have your wiener for dinner.” a evil grin cross his mother face before continuing, “I told after what you’ve been doing to her all her life that she most certainly could. Now I want you to try and make sure that piece of meat stay plump for her.”

A flicker of worry now crossed her son’s face and that pleased her. She return to her seat a few feet away and watched all three meats begin to struggle.
Jeffery joined the other two boys in screaming when he saw flames shoot up on either side of him. For the first time he thought his mother meant to have him cooked for real. 

The chef pulled the meats out of the oven for basting after 15 minutes. Mrs. Grant walked over to him and studied her son. 

“You’re look delicious and I see your keeping that special piece plump for your sister,” she said.

Mathew and Paul automatically looked at their boyhoods and saw they too were stiff.

None of the meats knew penises became hard, but part of the cooking process was that even little boys got erections.
“Mommy I want out! I don’t want Sissy eating me. If you let me out I won’t bother Sissy anymore. I promise I won’t,” Jeffery pleaded.

Mrs. Grant had been told that her son could cook for ½ hr without any permanent damage.
“Let you out hmm I don’t know sissy is so looking forward to eating you. Let me think about it,” she said.
The meats were shoved back into the oven screaming for help. The oven was hot now and they could feel their juices running down their bodies. The smell of roasting pork not only filled the oven but out in the picnic area also. 
The meats were pulled after another 15 minutes and once again Mrs. Grant walked over. While the chef brushed sauce over Jeffery he pleaded once more with his mother. “I’m so hot. Please let me out”

“If I let you out you can’t pick on Sissy anymore. You also have to do what I say when I say it. Otherwise you’ll find yourself in the oven and this time won’t come out until you’re a golden brown.”
He nodded so she said “Alright then chef you can let this one go, but cook the other two. As for you my son, since you’re covered in marinade our friends will want to clean you with their tongues.” 
Once again he nodded Jeffery would do anything as long as it meant he didn’t have to go back into the hot, hot oven.

Paul and Matthew felt the same way, but didn’t have that option as they were basted and shoved back inside. The younger one didn’t make to the next basting. Still he did die with a smile on his face. Matthew had cum, as much as a 2 year old could. 
Paul too was in the throes of an orgasmic pleasure as he was basted and the traditional apple was shoved into his mouth. 
Nobody paid the meats in cooking in the oven. They were all enjoying Jeffery too much. Sissy was allowed to lick marinade off her favorite piece of meat. Her brother was slightly worried though that the 3 year old girl might bite off. Still Jeffery wasn’t that worried about that because he liked the blow job his sister was giving him. 
Several hours later two golden brown boy roasts where pulled out of the earthen oven. They were placed on platters surrounded by the veggies they had been cooked with. 
The adults admire all the work that had been done by the chef. They snickered at the pineapple rings that had been slid over their erect penises. 
As for the children they didn’t care. All they wanted to do was eat them. 

As a birthday present Jeffery, who had been allowed to dress after he’d been clean, got the first choice.
He chose a leg from the older boy. His mom and sister got the next choice. The penises and balls from both boys were slid onto their plates. Sissy got Matthew’s while her mother took Paul’s. The girl played with her food for a while. She would slide the dick in and out before finally chomping down on the member.

Everyone complemented Chef Karl on the meal and telling him how delicious the meat was.

 By the end of the party there was nothing left except bones of what had been Matthew and Paul. Tomorrow the gardener would grind their bones to dust and use it to fertilizer the orange trees on the resort.

THE END
