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The rigors of her Pamela job had keep busy during the summer for any time off. Her three daughters’ 14 year old twins Sandy and Mandy along with their sister 12 year old Maria had spent the summer at home with without any complaints. 

 Since they all had a week off of school and her work load calmed down that they could use a vacation. It was decided to travel from their home in Los Angles to northern California and see the sites up there. 

 Pamela had told her girls they could invite one friend each. That was why Julia 14, Claudia 14 and Sherry 12 came to be in the rented motor home along with the rest of her family. 
 They had visited art galleries in San Francisco and while Pamela loved seeing the beautiful art works the girls were board with it. To make up she took them to a she took them to a nice dinner.
 She found a nice restaurant that over looked the bay and took them to it. There they dine on fresh lobster and crack crab. 

 As they ate the seven of them plotted where to head next. The girls were all emphatic that it not be another boring art gallery. 
 "How about looking at some thousand year old redwood trees and then we can head back toward Yosemite," Pamela asked the girls.

 They agreed to that because all were nature lovers.  Everyone there had seen pictures of the National Park but none had ever been there. 

 In the photos everybody thought it looked really pretty and wanted to see it. That problem solved the group finished their meal.
 Since it was still early they decided to continue their trip north. Pamela want to be outside the bay area traffic influences, she got enough of that in L.A.

 They drove to couple hours further and pulled into off into a RV park. The kids quickly found out that there was a miniature golf course there. 

 This was a lot more fun than sitting in the RV. Pamela also enjoyed herself for the next couple of hours in peace and quiet. While she loved her daughters they were teenagers and their friends were a noise bunch.

 The next morning they were off again up Hwy 1 along the coast. It was a nice drive until a detour appeared. 
 They were forced drive down another road and into the small town of Dolcettville. 

 "I don't see this town on the map," Sandy said looking at the GPS system. She was doing the navigating for her mother. They all knew front seat had the best view and they did switch off occasionally.

  Glancing at the monitor mom informed her daughter   "It must be broken or something. Obviously there is a town here." She raised her voice so the others could hear, "I don't know about anyone else, but I could use a little break."
 Pulling the RV into city park Pamela saw a banner stating the town’s sesquicentennial was coming up this weekend. She thought it might be fun stay and see what they did, but there wasn't time.

 Pamela and the girls didn't have a clue that they would be staying for the town’s 150th anniversary. In fact they would be playing an interact part in it.

 The detour was set up specify to bring people though town. If they happened to look decent they too might be stay for party.
 This town had been founded and was populated by cannibals. They usually imported their meat from overseas but this was a special occasion and the town needed extra meat for celebration.

 As Pamela and the girls exited the RV and walked though the town. They noticed several small shops as they walked though the town. There was one that sold fine leather goods, another was a butcher shop. 

 They came to a restaurant and decided to stop there for a light meal before continuing their journey toward the redwoods. Walking into the restaurant through the front door the group sat in a booth toward the back. A waitress came over with menus and took orders for drinks.
 Pamela had coffee while the kids had juice. Steak and eggs were ordered but never received. The reason was the drinks had been spiked with knock out drops. Also there was no use in wasting a good meal on people who in a few days would be food themselves.

 The other diners watched as the meats were removed from their seats. One by one they were taken out the back door by a pair of gentlemen in white uniforms.  

 They were load in the bed of a pickup truck and taken to a warehouse near the city park. This was where the meat was being stored for this weekend's festivities. 
 Back in the diner the remaining patrons smile and talked amongst themselves. They had recognized the town's butcher and the cook were the ones removing the meat. They all had hopes that the seven of them would be available for purchase later in the day, or at least parts of them. 

 Pamela and the others were stripped and given a quick exam by the cook, Jeff. There were four red heads and from the looks of them they were mother and teenage daughters. He guessed the mother in her mid to late 30s with a pair of watermelon size tits. As for the offspring two of them appeared to be twins with orange size breasts. The last daughter was probably year or so younger her breast meat they looked like pears. The family would be going to festival this weekend. 

 Turning his attention to the others Jeff saw one brunette as well as a blond. The last one had brown hair. Like their friends they all had small orange size tits. 

 He rolled all of them onto their stomachs where 
their round bottoms rose majestically. As a chef he thought all of them would be going to party this weekend. 

 They were stuffed into a jail cell where they would await the mayor inspection. As far as Jeff was concerned if any were rejected he'd take them home for dinner, but he doubted it would come to that.

 There was just one more thing to do and that was to call the sheriff and have him take the detour down. They had plenty of meat now between these seven and dozen others people awaiting the mayor's inspection. 
 An hour later, Pamela woke up with headache. She was confused because the last thing she remembered was being in a restaurant with her daughters. 

 That removed the last of the cobwebs from her mind and she looked around. There they were naked but otherwise unhurt. 
 Knowing her daughters were safe Pamela had time to look around. They seem to be in some sort of jail cell, but why? Also why were they all naked?

 A horrible thought crossed her mind and she didn't like it. They were going to become sex slaves. How could they do that to six young innocent girls?
 Pamela looked to the next cage and saw an Asian family with a little girl of 7 or 8. 
 "Have they fuck you and your little girl?" she asked the woman. 

 "We've been here a couple of days and yes they've already done that to the three of us. Still that’s not as bad as what they have planned for the weekend. They plan to cook everyone here for some big party they're having Saturday."
 "WHAT! They can't do that to us, were humans not some animal to be slaughtered and eaten," she shouted. 
 That was enough noise to awake the others in Pamela's cage. Once the cobwebs had clear from their minds they too wanted answers.  
 "Alright, alright I guess you have a right to know what I've found out from our neighbors. Do you want the bad new or the worst news first," she said after the others badgered her. 

 "Can't we have the good news first?" Maria asked.

With a sighed Pamela told her daughter, "Sorry honey there is no good news." then addressed she everyone, "so let me start with the bad news first. We're all going to be raped."
 "Dah mom, I think we all realize that. Why else are we naked and in a jail cell. What the worst news then," Mandy asked.

 The mother licked her lips before saying, "they're going to kill and eat us." 
 "Come off it mom. Who eats people now days?" Sandy asked. 

"I do," a male voice said. "In fact this entire town eats people. I'm the town's mayor and I just came by to see how much meat we have for towns 150th birthday," he explained.
 "I think you have too much. If you let us go we won't tell anyone you kidnapped us," Sherry said.

 They saw the mayor look around and then shake his head. "No I'd say we might even be short. If we aren't then I'm sure someone will want to take the extras home with them." 
 "Did you really think that'd work?" Maria asked her friend sarcastic voice. 

 "No but I had to try something. I don't want to be boiled like a lobster. I've seen a lot of old horror movies and that's what cannibals do, throw you into a big black pot and boil you," Sherry explained.

 "Oh that sounds good, I going to put you down for stew. Now than any other request for cooking method," the mayor chuckled.
 When none came he laughed again, "Well I guess it time to tenderize one of you. Hmm which one do I 

 Want? Which one of you young ones would to learn about sex first?"
 All the girls, who'd been sitting with their knees to their chest hiding themselves, scooted away from the man as far as possible. Pamela stood up though and walked to stand face to face with the mayor.

 "I'll go with you" she said trying to protect the girls.

 The man's eyes roamed over the woman's body.

"I would rather have something fresh and youthful but there is something to be said about experience."

 With that said she was pulled from the cell and taken away to an office. When it had been a warehouse it had been an office now it was a bedroom.

 He spent an hour sucking and licking the woman. She was tasty enough raw but he couldn't help but wonder how'd she taste cooked.

 The mayor also knew from experience that mother and daughters tasted the same. Still he'd have to confirm that later on. 
 The girls huddle around Pamela, who sat there with a smile on her face, firing of questions at the woman.

It had been enjoyable experience because she hadn't had a man in a while. 

 When she had recovered explained about the bird and the bees.

 Pamela started by saying, "forget all that crap they taught to you in school. It was a good start but if they do what they say they going to do you won't need to know that stuff. All you need to know is that sex can be and is fun."
 They all learn that later that day as a bunch of people came into the building. Most were men there to tenderize the female meats. There were also women amongst the tenderizers who would do the same to the male meats.

 The mayor was back and planned on have one of the daughters for a taste comparison. That way he'd have an idea as to whose pussy he'd eat the mother or one of the daughters. 
 As mayor he got first choice as to what part and from which meat. Inevitably he always chose the filet.
 Walking over to Pamela and company the mayor found out he wasn't the only one interested in them.  Brother's Bobby and Tommy were just coming of age and discovered girls had other uses than food.
 "The mother is fun if you want something older," he said putting an arm over each of their shoulders.
 "Thanks mayor Sheldon, but no thanks. Were thinking of trying the twins," Bobby said. 
 Laughing he told them, "good choice. Me I'm going to try the last sister and see if she tastes anything like her mother."

 Four big men came and one of them opened the door. Everyone in the cell moved as far away as they could get. They were there to make sure none of the meats escaped.
 "Don't worry, none of you going to the kitchen today. We're going to tenderize everyone that's all," the mayor explained. 

 Mandy, Sandy and Maria were pulled out of the cell screaming for help, but none came. Even their mother didn't make an attempt to rescue her daughters.   
 Pamela wasn't so sure that they were going to be cooked, not having see anyone being butchered for their meat, but it didn't matter. They were either going to be killed and eaten or tuned into sex slaves.

Whichever way it was going to go the girls needed to learn about sex first hand.  

 The remaining girls were also taken by the guards

 As was Pamela. Unlike before Pamela and the others were taken to a hotel for tenderizing. 
 Tommy took Mandy to a room where she laid down on the bed. She watched the boy strip and climb into the bed with her. 

  In the room next door her twin could feel her sister's excitement. Sandy herself wasn't exactly excited about seeing Bobby in the raw but she did find interesting, never having seen a boy her age like this before.
 Down the hall Maria didn't like what she saw. Unlike her sisters she found the mayor was huge after he’d finished removing his underwear. His big one eyed monster was staring her in the face.   

 The girl didn't like the idea of the man putting that thing inside here pussy. She screamed and lunged for the door.

 He caught her very easily as she leaped from the bed toward door and he tossed her back. 
 "You're not going anywhere I want you to stay there and behave or…" the mayor drew a finger across his throat.

 The girl swallowed hard and sat back on the bed crying. She didn't want to be raped but she didn't want to die either.
 Like her mother he started with the breast licking the mounds and taking teasing bites of the girl's nipples.

 The man moved down to between her legs and licked there too. He found Maria was just as flavorful and juicy as her mother, maybe even a bit more.
 Tommy had enjoyed playing with Sandy's tits, but the girl was too preoccupied with her twin’s feelings. 

She could feel Mandy pussy being opened and something pushed inside. She guessed it was the most likely the boy's cock.
 "Alright you know I've tits and you can play with them some more later. Right now I need you to take me," Sandy panted urgently.

 Her sister was excited and she wanted to feel the same way. The boy rubbing her tits did very little to get her excited.  
 "I can't take you anywhere. You're going to be dinner in a few days," he replied.

 Sandy growled flip the boy over and then straddled him and lowered herself onto him. The girl let out a sigh once contentment as she lowered herself onto him. 
 She never knew that having a boy inside her could be so satisfying. Sandy wished she known how much fun sex was because she would have let a boy have her sooner. 

 That night seven sore but very relaxed women lay in their cell. 

 "You forgot to tell us how sore we'd be afterward," Maria said to her mother.
 "Yeah I guess I did. Still you all enjoyed the sex didn't you? 
 Six heads bobbed up and down in answer to her question. Even Maria, who had fought the mayor at the beginning of the rape, found that if she didn't fight it, that sex could be and was fun.
 The warehouse door opened one again and the mayor entered followed by what looked like a family caring big bowls of fruit. 

 Each cell received one and was told to "eat hardy this could be your last meal."  
 As they at Pamela watched a man in white uniform standing next to Mayor Sheldon and they talked in quite whispers. 
 The woman was nervous, because the men kept looking over her general direction. She got a distinct feeling they were not talking about rape this time. 
 "I don't think they really believe their going to be cooked Saturday. I like to take one of them and show them all that we aren't kidding," the mayor told the cook.
 "I don't have a problem with that but I would suggest on of the younger meat. We've a big crowd to feed this weekend," Jeff said.
 "Who do you want use for the demonstration then?"
 “Well I would like one of those teens there but I think we're going to need them all for the weekend. How about that little Asian meat? I could make a nice stir fry out of the youngest," the chef said.  

 The mayor rubbed his chin in thought before replying. "That sounds good but I want Hank to butcher her. It might keep the rest of the meat calm when they find out they are to be cooked alive." 
 There was a chuckle before he answered, "Let’s do the entire family instead. I can stir-fry the younger one. Hank can butcher the parents after they watch their daughter fry. As for Saturday I think we have enough people left that there no one will go hungry."
 Mayor Sheldon nodded and told the chef, "alright lets it that way then. Worst comes to worst we have a few teenagers on probation that can take the place of the family we use for the demonstration."
 It was decided to wait until tomorrow morning to do chop and cook the family. Besides it would be any fun doing it tonight since all the meat was sleeping. 
 This was thanks to the sedatives that had been injected into the fruit. They would sleep though the night and it would also allow the town to sleep without having to worry about escapes. 
 They also use this time to bring in the equipment they would need to prepare the family. Things like big buckets and chains for when they gutted the parents. 

 There was a giant frying pan for stir-fry girl. She would be oiled and tossed into it with a bunch of vegetables. Once the girl was fired up she'd be eaten in front of the other captives. This would also prove to them that they really were going to be cooked on Saturday.  

Once everything was ready they returned home to their own families. The mayor told his wife about what was going to happen tomorrow.

 She was the town's head school teacher and she thought it might be good for them to watch what went on. 

 "It's one thing to explain about butchering, it's another for them to see how it's done first hand," she told her husband.

 "Your right and when do we get extra meat that we butcher. Alright then have anyone who wants to see how it's done be there at 11am. If they want to watch a little girl get cooked in a giant frying pan have them there an hour earlier."
 Laughing she agreed to have the students there early. Adults and children in this town liked to see meat being cook alive, as long as they weren't the ones it was being done to.
 The next morning Pamela opened her eyes and groaned. The woman had hoped it was a bad dream. That she, her daughters and their friends weren’t locked in a jail cell with no hope of escape. 

 Pamela looked around and saw what looked like a giant frying pan. Then she noticed the buckets and above them chains hanging from the ceiling.

 She began to panic what day was it? Who were they going to start with? Hopefully it wouldn’t be her or her daughters. 
 They could have Kim, Claudia and Sherry she didn't love them. She hadn't given birth to and raised those three.
 Once again Pamela tried pushing the door open but with the same results. It was locked tight and wouldn't budge an inch.

 Waking the other girls she said, "I don't want to panic anyone, but look out there. I think they're going to fry us up in that thing." 

 Sherry eyes went wide and she banged against the cell door. When it didn't give sat back down and began blubbering. 
 "I don't want to be fried in that thing. I don't want to boil either. Can't you get us out of here Pamela?" 

 "I'm afraid not. It looks like we'll all end up in the same pot or frying pan as the case maybe as you," the woman said as she looked at the giant pan."

 There were sobs not only from her girls but the other people in their cells. They too had woken up and saw the equipment outside the cells.
 In the next cell she heard the man say, "I guess we shouldn't have accepted invention for a weekend getaway Kim."
 "I told you it was too good to be true Ben. Maybe I should have been suspicious winning a getaway vacation that I didn't even enter. Still it your fault too because we agreed that we both needed a vacation."

 They would have continued to argue but a several people came in. All watch as they adjusted and move things around until at 9:30 Jeff and Hank walked into the building.
 They walked over to the cage where the meat for today demonstration sat.

 "No you can't cook us, it not Saturday yet," Kim complained and pulled her daughter close. 

 Ben cursed at them and made a grab at the men. Unfortunately for him the men were just out of reach. 

 "Yes today is the day. All three of you are going to be tuned into meat,"

 Kim began pleading for her daughter's life, "I don't care if you kill us but please let Ling go. She's just a little girl."
 "No she not, she a little piggy and we all know what happens to pigs. By the way you two are also pigs, long pigs to be exact," Hank said.

 They tried to run but were caught by the other cannibals and their hands tied behind their backs. The meats were led over to a sink and cleaned inside and out. 
 Mom and dad were brought around and sat in chairs where they struggling to get free. Ling was brought over to the giant frying pan where.

 "Are they really going to fry that little girl?" Sandy whispered to her mother. 
 "Looks that way. Will you look at that I think that’s cooking oil their pouring over her," Pamela said in an amazed voice.
 Jeff had the girl in the center of the frying pan and was pouring viscous liquid over her. Then he pulled a paintbrush out and moved liquid into all her nooks and crannies. 

 He made sure to especially get the inside of her pussy. That was because the chef wanted it to fry and not burn, as he was going to eat it.

 When he sliced the ropes holding her hands she tried to turn and climb out but lost her footing. Ling slid to the center of the pan and when she tried to stand again she sipped right back on to her bottom.
 The oil made the pan to slippery to stand up in. she tried crawling but that only caused her to fall flat on her stomach. 

 The meat managed to get back to a sitting position and cry for mommy to help her. Kim was also crying as struggled to get free and rescue her baby, but it was no use the ropes wouldn't budge.

 Jeff had enjoyed the show Ling put on but now that the students had arrived and it was time to cook the little squab. He turned a switch and the heating element under the pan start to come to life.  
 It didn't take long for the 7 year old to notice her bottom was getting hot and she started to squirm.

 Jeff poured more oil into the pan slid to the center.  Using a giant wooden spoon he moved Ling to where the oil was thickest.
 The chef reached down and into a bag. His hands came out and he began throwing assorted vegetables into the firing pan. 

 Kim realized now that they were really going to fry her daughter. 

 “Ling get out of there he's cooking you. You, chef get my daughter out of there she won't taste good that way."
 The girl didn't hear her mother because the oil was starting to sizzle and it was burning her butt which cause the meat to scream. 
 She tried standing but it didn't do any good as she slipped and fell right back down. Ling began to rolling around next. It was getting painfully hot where ever skin touch the oily metal.
 Jeff picked up the pepper and ground it over the meat. The chef tossed more veggies in with the girl then shook the pan. 
 Ling lost her balance and facedown into the mixture of vegetables and oil never to rise on her own again.  

The girl was still alive and screaming as she rolled amongst vegetables. This was cased the chef as he continue to shake the pan.
 Ling lasted another five minutes before the screams stopped. It would require another hour the meat would before she'd be ready to eat.

  In the meantime the there were the adults to be attended to. Hank came and stood in front of the meats trying to decide who to start with.
 He lifted Ben and forced him to walk over to the butchering area. He was forced onto to lay on a table where chains were wrapped around his feet and he was hoisted into the air. The meat wiggled as blood rushed to his head. 
 "I hope you not to fond of them part of you anatomy. That’s because it coming off right now," he said grabbing the man's cock.

 Before the man could say anything the butcher slid a knife under his balls and sliced upward. Ben screamed in horrific pain as blood squirted form the hole were his manhood use to be. 
 Putting the penis on a plate he studied the meat for a moment. "Alright I since you have nothing to yank on anymore you won't need any arms."

 Hank put the knife aside the knife and picked up a hacksaw and cut his arms off at the shoulders. By the time he'd finished that the meat was unconscious from shock and loss of blood. 

 Putting another bucket under his head the butcher slit the man's throat. Now it was the sow's turn to be cut up. 

 Kim screams all the way over to where her dead husband hung upside down his blood draining into buckets. She too was hung upside down and hosted into the air.
 "Please kill me fast. I don't want to be cut up while I'm still alive," the woman begged.

 Hank shook his head no and explained, "Can’t do that for you. These kids are here to learn what it takes to become a butcher. I just demonstrated to them how to cut up a male long pig and now I'm going to show them how to do it to a female one."
 She screamed and twisted about but Kim could do nothing to free herself.
 "Well since you don't have any piglets to feed anymore you won't need these," Hank said. 

 He stuck a meat fork in the right breast to hold it in place while carving it away from her body. 
 Slapping it on a plate the butcher did the same thing to her left tit and it quickly joined the other one. He pulled a small metal shovel out from under the cooking element. It was red hot and shoved it against her now flat chest to stem the bleeding.
 Kim was screaming at the top of her lungs and didn't hear him say, "I'll be right back for that filet in a minute."  

 The breasts were taken over to Jeff who said he'd get them on as soon as the stir-fry was done. Now that was done he walked over back over to the meat for the cunt filet. 

 The butcher carefully inched the knife around the two puffy lips. Once he had the cut complete he pulled on it and the filet came away sucking noise.

 The last thing Kim saw was her pussy hit the plate, and then she passed out forever. Hank slit her throat to let her drain and went back to the male meat pack and started reducing him to his component parts.

 Pamela had watched the show and had to wonder if they were going to be cooked the same way. Then she saw the butchering process and knew she and her daughters had to escape somehow. 
 These people were crazy and she knew now that they weren’t going to become sex slave but food.

To Be Continued
