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 The private nudist beach was full of adults and children. One man in particular was enjoying the view of all the children running around.

 His name was Martin and he was a chef. His specialty was barbequing. What or rather whom he liked to cook best were children, for he was a cannibal chef.

 He wondered which ones were going over the coals. The only thing the chef had been told is that there would be six of them. He assumed the meat would be made up of half girls and half boys.
 It looked like there were a couple of dozen raw meat packs running around and sunning themselves. Age wise they looked to be perhaps age 6 up to the early teens.
 As long as they let Martin chose his payment he’d be happy. The form of payment was not cash, but one little girl preferably in her tweens. 
 For the most part they were virgins and it was fun to go where no man had gone before. After he’d finished fucking or became bored with them they could be cooked and eaten.
 They were so delicious barbequed as well as oven roasted.  

 Martin supposed he should find the couple who were throwing this get together. That way he’d know who the meat was and start collecting them.
  He wondered around until he found Annette and Frankie, as he called the couple. The chef was too young to have seen this movie when it came out in theater in the mid 1960’s but had seen it on DVD recently.
 This couple looked just like the stars of the movie except they were older then the stars that had played teenagers. This Annette was a brunette in her early thirties with a beach body which included a pair of grapefruit size tits.  

 Her husband, “Frankie” was in his mid thirties. He was also a brunette standing 6’4 with an athletic build. His sex was seven inches in length.
  The couple would not make a good meat though. In Martin’s opinion they were too old and lean for that. Also he got hired by the couple often enough to cook for them and they paid well for the privilege.
 The couple could afford having him come to their beach front mansion in Hawaii and cook someone. Otherwise he worked in a private restaurant cooking all sorts of people. There he cooked adults down to babies, but preferred to cook children between 5 and 12 years old. 
He found them with Frankie holding onto a naked young girl around nine by the shoulders. 

 “Ah there you are chef. Meet one of the meats for this afternoon BBQ. This is Beth and she’s the first of the meats for you to prepare.”

 The girl looked at all three and whined, “But I don’t want to be barbequed.” 

 “Sorry about that but that exactly what we have planned for that cute little body of yours. We paid a lot of money to buy you from that orphanage or would you go back there,” Annette said.
 She frowned and shook her head “no” that she didn’t want to go back there. It was crowded and noisy place to have to live.
 “I’d rather be dead,” she said.

 “That’s what we have in mind. Now go with Martin and he’ll prepare you for the BBQ,” Annette told her.
 The girl reluctantly walked over to the man. He put his hand over her shoulder and guided her up to the house.
 “How are you going to kill me? Is it going to hurt when you do it?” Beth asked.
 “I’m not going to kill you. You’re going over the coals alive,” 
The girl gasped in horror at finding that out.

 “That way you won’t feel a lot of pain while you’re cooking,” was the chef’s reply.
 She looked around for away to escape and found none. At that point Beth knew that she was doomed to become BBQ. 

 “Please kill me first. I don’t want to be alive when you put on to BBQ.”
 “Tell you what if you do me a favor I’ll consider not barbequing you,” Martin said and gave her a crooked smile.

 He meant it too there were other ways to cook the girl other than putting her over the coals. He’d think about it while nailing Beth.
 She wasn’t naïve and knew what he wanted had planned. However she didn’t want to end up over the coals being barbequed alive.
 “Okay you can have sex with me providing I’m not barbequed,” she told the chef.

 Martin laid the girl out on counter and slipped out of his chef’s uniform and proceeded to enjoy Beth. He started with the breasts which weren’t very big.
 They were the size of misquote bits. Luckily they didn’t taste anything like insect bites. The two little bumps tasted nice and sweet. 
 After five minutes tasting the girl’s tits it was time to find out how her cunt tasted. The chef slid his head between her legs and began to lick.

 This area was nice and tasty too. She was going to be cooked and he had no doubts about that. She was to delicious tasting not to have that done to her.

 Martin moved around the panting meat and lined his cock up the entrance to her pussy. He was ready to do Beth and she was ready to be done.
The man found out a couple of things upon entering the nine year old. That she was extremely tight but that was for a girl her age. Also that she was a virgin and he expected that.
The girl was so relaxed when he shoved his manhood inside her. She only let a little squeak as he removed her virtue.

 He enjoyed pumping her for about ten minutes before filling the girl with his seed. Beth lay there nearly unconscious, but with a smile on her face. The girl had enjoyed what had been done to her and he’d had enjoyed doing it to her.
 The chef climbed off the table leaven the girl there he had work to do. Dressed in only in his white chef hat went out to collect another meat.

 Checking with his employers he found the meats were being stored in cages over by the BBQ pits. The chef went over and pulled out a nice size boy.
 While the boy was not happy, he knew his fate and accepted it. Therefore Mike didn’t fight being taken to the kitchen.
 “You get up, unless you want to be prepared for the BBQ too,” the chef told Beth.

 The girl jumped off the table as fast as she could.

She didn’t want to be prepared for the barbequed today, or any other day for that matter. 
 “Aright meat boy let’s get you strapped down. I don’t want you changing you mind. Also it’s going to be a little uncomfortable when I clean your bowels out. We can’t have any accidents while you cooking,” the chef told the meat.
 The girl hadn’t notice it before but there were hoses and a drain.
 He was right because the boy did buck, scream and cry as he was cleaned out. It wasn’t uncomfortable like he said, instead it hurt.
 Transferring him to a second counter the chef then looked at Beth. She was standing near the oven ready to bolt out the door at a moment’s notice.

 “Alright I’m going to give you a couple of choices. You can hop up here and I’ll clean you out. The other is you put BBQ sauce over this meat while I get another and begin prepping it.” 

 The girl gulped because she didn’t want to be prepared. Therefore she had only one choice.

 “Where do I get the BBQ sauce from?”  

 Martin opened a cabinet and showed the girl dozens of bottles of BBQ sauce. 

 “You may want to taste him to see what type of sauce would be best to use,” the chef said. 
 She gave him a questioning look so the chef had to explain. “You put your mouth around this part and suck,” he gave the boy’s limp cock a flip. “Once you decide which flavor you can pour a bottle or two BBQ sauce over the meat boy. Use this to spread it around with this,” and he handed the girl a paint brush.
 Martin left her to tend to the meat boy and went out to the holding pen. Four children sat there cowering as he walked up to them.
 “any volunteers?”

 “Can’t you let us go?” the oldest remaining girl asked.
 “No I’m only the cook and somehow I don’t think they will let you go. Now come along with me and I’ll get you ready to BBQ.” Martin said. 
 “No keep away from me. I don’t want to be barbequed,” she screamed as the two others pushed her toward the door.

 The chef reached in and grabbed her and she was forced in to the kitchen. Martin noticed the hard-on the boy had and his assistant spreading BBQ sauce on it. 
 Beth coated the member and then stuck it in her mouth. She thought it tasted a lot better this way, then without any BBQ sauce on it.

 The girl decided hickory smoke would work for this boy. He would probably taste very good once he was barbequed.
 “Will I get to eat a piece of him when he’s cooked?”
 “Well, I’m not sure. We don’t eat until the others have finish. There are a lot of people here to dine on the other meats. That means I can’t guarantee that there will be anything of that boy left to eat,” Martin explained as he strapped down the young girl. 
 The new girl was about seven years old with long auburn hair and hazel eyes. Maggie thrashed about just like the boy as she filled and allowed to drain.

 He was having second thought about roasting her. It was nice to have assistant to helping out here in the kitchen.
 The man already knew she fucked well enough. When he became bored doing that with her she could either be roasted in the oven or barbequed. 
 Now that she’d been clean it was time to have a taste. Martin spread her pussy open and licked the girl’s velvety interior. 
 He found her a bit on the sour side. That was fine with the chef. He thought honey mustard would do nicely for this one.

 She was passed on to his young assistant and told, “Use honey mustard BBQ sauce on her. Oh if you want, you can also have a quick taste of this one too, but is does have to be quick.”

 He grabbed a spit from the corner and began tying it to Erick to it. The boy lay there in a dazed state and allowed it to happen. 
 Between the enema and the BJ the girl had given him, he was too exhausted to fight. Besides he had no choice in the matter. They were going to BBQ him whether he fought the chef or not.
 Once the meat was secured to the spit the chef looked up. Martin could see Beth had her head buried between the girls legs and was licking her pussy.
 From the moans coming from the table the meat was enjoying what was being done to her. The chef chuckled and then inserted the stabilizer up his ass. 

 The boy let out a grunt but otherwise said nothing. Now he was ready to be taken out back to the BBQ pits and put over the coals.

 He decided to wait until his helper had gotten the meat ready. She had finished tasting and was now applying the BBQ sauce to her body.
 “Make sure you get plenty it on her especially around her sex. You wouldn’t don’t want this one to burn, because if she does you’ll take her place,” the chef told the girl. 
 Beth didn’t want that and spread plenty over the meat. The chef supervised his young assistant and made sure the girl didn’t miss a spot.

 Martin then showed her how to tie the hair up. Once that was done she was shown how to place the spit on the 7 year old and then where the stabilizer went, in the pussy. 
 “Alright let’s get them out to the BBQ pit starting with Erick there,” the chef said.

  “How do you know his name?” Beth wanted to know as she picked up one end of the spit. 

 “Oh my employer left photos on the top of the cage they were being held in. you must have been the last to arrive because you weren’t in the cage.”

 Then they were at the pit and the meat boy was placed over the coals. Erick yelled and that bought the others to watch him cook.

 Martin and Beth returned to the kitchen for Kelly.

 “Let me go! I don’t want to be barbequed,” the young girl complained. 

 “No you going to be barbequed that way they won’t do that to me” Beth told the meat girl.
She was screaming as they picked her up took he to the pit next to the boy. Annette was turning the boy who was enjoying himself by jerking off. 
 Frankie came over and eyed Beth. 

 “Not going to BBQ this one?”

 “No I promised not to do that to her for services rendered. Plus she’s becoming an excellent assistant,” the chef replied.

 They left him turning the meat and went to the cage were the two remaining boys awaited their turn in the kitchen.

 “You can choose the next one. The red head is Jeff who looks to be close to your age. The blond is Kenny and he around 12 I’d say.”  

 “Do I get to taste them like I did the other boy? If so I want the blond boy he looks yummy,” Beth said.
 “You can have both if you help turn one of them over the coals,” Martin said pulling Kenny out. 

 He was pushed into the kitchen and tied down.

  “You can taste the boy after I clean him out. I don’t think you want to taste his piss,” the chef said.
 The girl shook her head that he was right about tasting the boy’s water. She wanted to taste him and him only.

 The chef had him cleaned out and ready for the next stage of preparation. Kenny was awake but no longer had much fight left in him.

 He was transferred to the counter where Beth could enjoy tasting him. 

 “You have 15 minutes to taste him. I need to check on the meat already cooking. Then I’ll bring the last raw meat back for cleaning,” Martin told his assistant and left the kitchen.         
 Beth walked and began sampling the boy. Like the other boy she had tasted he didn’t taste good until some BBQ sauce was placed on his pecker. 
 The girl started with sweet and sour sauce. She licked him clean and poured some from a bottle marked Kansas City BBQ sauces. 
 Outside the chef checked on the barbequing meats.  

He did this by plunging a meat fork into various parts of their bodies until they yelled. 

  In Martin’s opinion they were coming along fine. It would require several more hours for them to cook with a small portion of it alive. 
 The chef returned to the cage and pulled the last boy, David, out. He looked to be about eight years of age not much more than that.  

 From his cage he could see the boy and girl turning over the coals. He thought they would be screaming and twisting. Neither one was doing that, instead they were moaning. Their hands were doing something between their legs, but couldn’t see what they were doing there.
 The boy meat was forced into the kitchen and his eyes became huge when he saw what Beth was doing. She was still sucking on the other boy’s cock.
 “Finish up now; you still need to put BBQ sauce on that piece of meat so we can get to cooking. You tasted him so you choose which flavor,” Martin said.

 The girl released the member and went to work spreading Kansas City BBQ sauce of the meat boy. It had a little zing to the flavor. 
 By the time she had the meat covered in BBQ sauce the chef was done cleaning the boy. Martin grabbed a spit and came over and laid it on his back.

 “Go tenderize the other boy while I get the one secured to the spit,” he told his assistant.

 Beth grabbed a bottle of BBQ sauce and poured some on his wiener. She had decided she didn’t like them raw, that they needed to be seasoned before sucking on the boy part. 

 Time disappeared as she enjoyed Kyle for the first and last time. All of the sudden there was a tap on her shoulder.

 “Time’s up you’ve tasted him for twenty minutes. He needs to get tied up and outside to cook, unless you’d rather go in his place,” the chef told her.
 “I don’t want to go in his stead. You can have him and do whatever you have to do,” a worried Beth said.

 “Aright I’ll help you get the meat coated in BBQ sauce. That way you can watch them all cook.” 
 “About 15 minutes later they were out the door with David who had revived. As he saw the BBQ pit com closer the boy began to struggle.

 The meat heard the spit clang and felt the heat rising hitting his tender skin. The chef drafted a girl and had her begin turning him.

 Martin and Beth return and grabbed the last of the meats. He was carried out and placed over the coals. 
 “Your job now is to turn this meat slowly. Here let me show you the correct speed. We want him to cook evenly, not burn,” the chef told his assistant 

 Kyle bit his lower lip to keep from screaming. It felt as of his body was on fire, in particular his boyhood.
 Martin bent down and whispered, “Once Beth gets the hang of turning you won’t feel the heat as on your boys as bad. There is also something you can do to ease any pain. I’ve tied your hands in front of you so you can jerk off, do that and you won’t feel yourself being barbequed alive.”
 The boy hoped so because it felt as if he was burning. He took the chef’s advice and began to play with himself.
 Beth quickly got the speed down. She had Kyle turning just fast enough that he wasn’t burning, but slowing cooking.

 Martin walked around checking on the other meats. The first two that had gone over the coals were still alive but just barely. He went back to the house and grabbed a couple of apples.

 Returning to the meats he first pried open Maggie’s mouth and inserted the fruit. Then he walked over to Erick and repeated the process.
 Neither one had the strength to fight the placement. The chef spread more BBQ sauce on them and poked them. The meat didn’t respond to the probing.

 “You can lower the meats to the lower notch. They won’t feel it,” the chef told Frankie and Annette.
  The couple did this and the meats, who’d only been only been unconscious, officially became meat a few minutes later.   
 Everyone was disappointed because they died quietly. Their hearts simply stopped and they became meat.
 They still needed to BBQ for a few hours more before they could be eaten. Since there was nothing to watch people migrated to the other two meats.
 Martin kept tabs on the other ones until they too became meat. He watched as their cocks shrunk when they face the coals and then grew when their backs were to it.

 That was mostly due to the fact that both enjoy rubbing themselves. Beth was surprised when all of the sudden the spit she was turning nearly jumped out of her hands. 
 The meat jerked a few times and then was still forever more. She turned the spit and was amazed to see a huge smile on his face. 
 The girl looked over to the other boy and he too had a smile on his face. The chef came over with an apple and crammed it into his mouth and he too was lowered closer to the coals.

 Shoving the apple into Kyle’s mouth he then said, “Help me lower him closer to the coals and then I’ll get you some relief.”

 “I don’t need relief. This is fun and the boy smells too delicious to hand off to someone else. I do have a question though. Dose all human meat smile when they die?” Beth asked.

 “Most do if they play with themselves. I’ve cooked babies and all they did was scream. However starting around 4 or 5 years of age little hairless goats usually end up smiling as their sex drive awakens early.”

 She had other questions but Martin had to tend to the other meats. The girl would decide to ask them later on.

 Beth continued turning the meat over the next four hours. Even as the others finished she kept turning until the chef came over.
 He came over poked the boy a few times.
 “This one’s final finished help me take him over to the picnic tables,” the chef said handing her a mitt.
  The meat joined the other three kids, who were all ready, carved on the picnic tables. Martin, tap his assistant on the shoulder and motioned for her to follow.

 They went into the house toward the kitchen. This made her nervous. 

 “What’s going to happen to me? You promised not to cook me, remember?” Beth asked.

 “Hmm, you’re right I did promise not to BBQ you. However I don’t think I said anything about roasting you in the oven,” he told her.

 Beth let out a gasp turned and ran. Unfortunately she ran straight into Frankie who grabbed hold of her. Annette was standing right beside her husband.

  “Where do you think tour going? We bought you so technically you’re our property,” she said.

 “Yes we can have Martin roasted you in the oven right away. On the other hand you show good aptitude for barbequing people.”

 The chef had had told his employers this when he checking on the meat. That if she were sent to a chef school Beth had the prospect of becoming a great cannibal chef.

 “I liked doing that. They smell so good and looked like good eating. Especially the boy I was turning,” the girl said looking around the room at the adults.

 “Well here what we can do for you. You need another few years before you can attend a cannibal chef school. Until then Martin can so you how to cook people,” Frankie told her.

 “You might be wondering where the meat comes from and that’s simple. You will capture them,” Annette told the girl.

 “How do I do that?” Beth asked.

 “It’s simple enough really. You will be dropped off at a beach. You make friends with some girl or boy and work your way down the beach to a deserted spot and…” Martin said spreading his hands.  

 Beth was all smiles now. She could do that easily enough. Frankie could feel the tension leave the girl’s body so he released her.

 “When can I start?” Beth asked.

 “A few days time. However there are a few rules you must know about. First if you are thinking of running to the police forget about it, we own the police. Second if you ever fail to get someone for dinner you will become dinner. Third are you hungry?” Annette asked. 
 The woman unwrapped a piece of aluminum foil she’d been holding and held it out for the girl to see. 
 Beth grinned because it was a boy’s cock. She also recognized it as Kenny’s sex organ.

 The young assistant chef had been staring at it while it cooked. She had wanted to eat it but Martin had explained that it was unlikely she would get any good parts, like this, once everyone had their fill of meat.

 Beth took the severed sex and popped the head it into her mouth. Her eyes grew big as the flavor exploded there.
 She bit into the most delicious meat she’d ever tasted. The girl gobbled the hotdog down and Martin open the ball sack so she could swallow the contents. 

 Beth thought that part was ok taste wise but they weren’t barbequed like the cock had been.

 Martin was a little sad that he wasn’t going to eat any of Beth’s delicious sweet meat cooked. Then again he probably would have gotten much of her if she had been.

 At least as her teacher he could snack on her raw body occasionally. Also there were other girls out there probably just as sweet as her.

 “Why don’t you go out and see if you can get some to come in to the house as practice for getting meat from the beach in a few days,” Frankie said.

 Once Beth had left the house couple looked at Martin.

 “We want to employ you full time. We’ll double your salary,” Frankie said.

 “As an added bonus you can enjoy Beth all you want. The only catch is you will have to live here too,” Annette said.

 Martin thought he could handle living in this palace. Also having Beth in his bed didn’t hurt, so he agreed.
THE END
