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 Jenny was practicing her spell casting and having no problems with them. In fact her mentor, who was supervising her, could not find fault with the teenager she was that good at learning the spells.
 Raven sat with a spell book in her hands and flipping thought the pages. A deep sigh came from the couch and she closed the book.
 “I’ve run out of basic spells to teach you and it’s been what 6 months?”

 “Does that mean I’m not going to become stew if I fail?” Jenny asked. 
She was referring to the threat of showing the teenager how to make stew from inside the pot. This was an incentive for the girl to learn and pass a test becoming a full witch. Right now she was only an apprentice witch learning how to do spell. 
 On Halloween she had been forced to take her brother and his friend out trick or treating. At one house they were invited inside and the boys were lock away in a basement where they would be fatten up and eaten.

 Raven had seen something in her that she might make a good convert. She had been given a choice become a witch or like her brother become dinner.

 Jenny had chosen to become a witch as she didn’t want to die. As added incentive a pot with the words “Jenny Stew” in gold letters. 

 That pot still sat off to one side of the room. It was a reminder to her to do good job.
 Laughing the other witch said, “no, if you fail you’d still be learn how to make stew from the pot. However I don’t see that happening.”
 “Good I didn’t want to learn how to make stew that away. Anyway what do I do for the next 6 months?”
 “It’s actually three and a half months. I’ve contacted the powers that to move up your test up to middle of June. In the mean time I recommend you study, study, study. There is nothing that you haven’t already learned, so you won’t end up in the pot learning to make stew that way.” 

 “I’m going to graduate in June? Do I get diploma to prove I did like they do in the mortal world?”
 “Not really but we will give you nice black dress and hat. You’ll be able to live anywhere on the witch plain and visit anywhere on the mortal world,” Raven told the teenager.
 “Can I visit home when I’m a full witch,” Jenny asked.

 “Sure if you like statues,” and then Raven explained.

 “No you can’t have any contact with anyone who knew you when you were a mortal. They see you and they’d turn to stone.”
 “I don’t want that. We weren’t friendly these past few years, but I wouldn’t want her to be turned into a statue,” the teenager said.
 “Since that is settled and since you have nothing else to learn how about another holiday. Say the south of France or perhaps Italy.    
 “I like Spaghetti and meat balls. I also like pizza. So yeah I like see Italy. My only thing I know about French food is escargot and I don’t want to eat snails,” Jenny said.
 Yeah I myself am not keen on eating snail either. However French children are delicious tasting. I’ve got a recipe for bouillabaisse I’ll teach you. In Italy you can have spaghetti with boy’s balls. Pizza with penis and nipple toppings on it instead of pepperoni,” Raven told the teenager as she licked her lips.
 “When do we go?” she asked.
 “It’s too late today it around being it’s around midnight there right now. We can leave in the morning, that’s around noon their time in Rome.” the witch said.
 “That sounds good to me. I’ll be right back,” Jenny said and disappeared from where she stood. She reappeared a few minutes later beside Raven room munching on a sandwich. She  handing a second sandwich on to the other witch. 

 “It’ll be good to have fresh meat again. This meat we get from butcher shop is alright, but fresh is always better,” Jenny said.
 “Yeah it’s a lot better when they’re cooked fresh,” her mentor replied.
 “I still wish I could talk to meat as I eat it. Tell them what part I’m going eat and they could scream not to be eaten,” the teenager said with a deep sigh.
 “As I’ve said before there is no spell to do that. Of course if you’d like to make one up and try it on some of the meals you want to eat.”
 “I can do that? Make up my own spells?” the young witch asked in surprise.

 “Yes you can. That’s why we like to get new blood so to speak. They come up with new ideas we haven’t ever thought of,” Raven said.
 The girl grinned she could hardly wait until tomorrow and get a hairless goat. She would then try to create a new spell allowing her to hear her dinner plead not to be eaten, even after gutting.
 Jenny hoped to do it right because the first time tried witchcraft she failed miserably. It was supposed to be a suckling pig roast for Igg and Ook aka her brother his friend. Instead it turned out to be a live pig with a lea around its neck.
 Instead of being upset Raven had laughed and corrected the mistake. She understood that it was her first try at witchcraft and didn’t hold against her.   

 Now 6 months later Jenny was very proficient at casting spells. The girl thought that she could pass the test with ease providing try didn’t any tricks. 
 Still she’d make sure she knew the spells forwards and backward by practicing as much as she could, just to make sure. The teenager didn’t want end in a pot learning to make stew the hard way.
 That was what she did for the rest of the day. She slept well that night. Jenny was tried from a long day of spell casting. 
 In the morning the witches ate a light breakfast and chatted about what they would do today.

 “I take it you’d like to see the coliseum and the Trevi Fountain.”
 “Well I thought as long as we were there…” was the younger witch’s answer and she giggled.
 “If you’re ready to go, lets.” Raven said.
 “Don’t we need to do the translation thing like we did in China?” Jenny asked.

 “Not for Rome they are set up for tourist so they speak a lot of English,” the witch told her apprentice.
 “Let’s go then it not like I have to pack.”

 “Nope you don’t need to pack a thing. Follow me and we’ll be in Italy in no time,” the dark haired witch said.

 Both were laughing as they disappeared and a minute later they were in an alleyway by the coliseum.
 “So this is the place they threw people to the lions. Did they ever feed children to them?” the teenager asked as she stared at the building.
 “Yup, that what they say happened here. As for kids being killed that way, I’ve never heard that they or women were fed to the kitties. If they were lucky the women and children were auction off as slaves.

If not they became whores and it didn’t matter that as to age or sex. The ancient Romans were as kinky as we are today maybe even more,” she replied.
 A giggling jenny said, “Thanks for the history lesson. Are there any drawings of this? I think I’ve heard there are some where in Italy.”

 “Yeah it’s the town of Pompeii. I’ve never been there, but I hear their drawing downright pornographic,” the witch said. 
 “Let’s go there I’ve seen photos of the inside of the coliseum, but I’ve never seen any photos of those drawings.” 

 I think those drawings would be more interesting then here. Plus we’ll want to pick up some meat toys for…,” Raven grinned at Jenny who snickered.
 The two disappeared arrived a few second later in one of the ruins. This was to keep anyone from noticing their arrival.

The two looked at the building they were in but saw no x-rated painting on the wall. 

 “Let’s take a guided tour. Remember the hypnotic spell? Well we plant a memory of us paying for it and enjoy the tour.”     

 “You’re thinking like a mortal, you’re a witch now. All we do is turn ourselves invisible and tag along with one of the groups,” Raven reminded the teen.
 The girl flush red at being told that she had forgotten that for a moment. She then giggled saying, “I guess that would be a lot easier.”
 Both turned themselves invisible and walked over to the area where people were milling around. The two saw a group leaving to tour the ruins and decided to tag along.
 They listen to the guide explain what each building was used for. They were shown cast that were made of the victims who had died during the eruption of Mt Vesuvius.

 The ash fell onto the whole town and those who stayed were buried. Their bodies were preserved in the volcanic ash.       

 They came to a building that was identified as a brothel. There was where the x-rated menu of services provided appeared on the wall.
 It illustrated the different types of services that were offered. Strait sex consisted of a man and woman. They sat on a couch were the guy was feeling her body. Another wall had man on man and it looked like their hands were between the each other’s legs. 
 They continued on though the other buildings but found nothing of interest. They came to a small arena. That was where the tour ended there witches. 

 They want to go get something to play with and eat.
The witches pop back into the ruins to talk to each other about where to go next.

 “Ok where to next, back to Rome?” Raven asked.
 “No, I’m thinking the town of Pisa. We can see the leaning tower of Pisa an eat pizza there.” Jenny said.
 “Sounds good but it’ll have to be regular pizza we have no meat. Also we have no time to capture it and prepare him/her to become pizza,” the older one explained. 

 The answer from her student was a shrug the shoulders and reply of, “That’s fine we can pick something up after we’ve eaten and make some type of Italian dish out of it.”   

With that the decided took off for their next destination. They arrived on top of the tower look the town over.
 From their vantage point they had a good view of the town. They found a nice café where they could watch people wonder around and popped down to it.
The two thought they could eat and shop at the same time. The place didn’t have a pizza but did have plenty of pasta dishes. 
 As they ate the two talked about procuring the meats and how to cook them. 

 “I think we should go to a school and get them,” the dark haired witch said.
 He blond companion replied, “I guess that’s as good a place to get them as any. It’s not like their walking around waiting to be picked up.” 

 Nether witch had seen a single child since they sat down to eat. As for the food they were eating, it was disappointing. The meat balls in particular didn’t have the same flavor as to what they were use to.
 They left the restaurant half their dish uneaten.

Even Jenny, who could remember eating regular food, found this type food unappealing. 

The two witches decided to find something more to their taste and pop over to a school. They turn invisible and had a look at the meat.
 The children looked to range from 6 to 11 years of age. All of them had dark red hair color and had no meat on their bones.
 In the hall Jenny sighed, “Well there not much meat on them. Still I only need certain parts for pizza and spaghetti.”

 Raven snickered, “true enough. Alright then, let’s get three of each sex and you can prepare them any way you want.” 
 They walked back into the one room class and frozen them. The two wonder around the future meats and picked out the best quality.

 This was done by grab the meat by neck and standing it up. They would then feel the appropriate area. 

 On boys it was their cock and balls which were touched. This way the witches knew if their victims would become bed partners or an ingredient on a pizza.    

 For the girls tops were removed and they were given free breasts examined those who had them that was.    

Most were too young to have much more slight bumps right now. Some future time they would develop that area, but right now they were flat chested little animals.
 Still they need three of them for their dining pleasure. Raven thought the girls they selected might end up in a pot, if they didn’t qualify for pizza. 
 Stew wasn’t her favorite way to cook them but Jenny had yet to cook any one that way. The young witch would need to know that method too.

 “How about we just grab a couple of them for tonight? Tomorrow we can look for a better meat selection,” Jenny asked.
 “I was hoping you’d come to that conclusion. I wasn’t happy with this selection the minute I saw them, there’s not much meat on them. However since you the chef tonight it your selection,” Raven said.
 The witches quickly chose a boy 10 years old with enough pizza topping hanging between the legs to make it worth it. A girl about the same age was chosen for the same reason. 
 Her small pointed tits would also make a great pizza topping alongside the chopped penis from the boy. 
 Each gabbed one of the meats and they took them into the woods. Raven magically created a wooden house with a large kitchen for her protégé to work in.

 The witch didn’t care to cook that much and left that job to the trainees. Jenny liked to cook mortals and she was good at it.
 The two meats were brought into the kitchen. There they were stripped of their clothes and washed.
 Both of the meats were under mind control and could nothing as a knife appeared in Jenny’s hand.  Raven rubbed the boy and got him excited and once he was the young witch cast two spells. 

 The first was to cause the boy and girl no pain and the second to have his severed cock and tits to grow back. This way there would be no shortage of sausage and nipples on the pizzas.

 The boy saw the knife go out of site felt a tug between his legs. Then he saw Jenny holding his severed boyhood.

 He watched as she began sliced it length wise and half with a ball on each side. The boy watched as his chopped up cock on the top of what looked like pizza crust to him. 
 While waiting for his penis to grow back, it would take about 5 minutes for that to happen, Jenny moved over to the girl. She grabbed one of tits played with it for several seconds.

 It soon perked up and the young witch once again produced a knife and sliced the breast away from her chest. She around cut the nipple and placed in center of the pizza with the cocks outlining it.

 The rest of the breast was place on the second pizza. One would have all male parts except for the nipple, while the other one would be female with pizza with a cock standing up in the middle. 
 Soon both pizzas were ready for the oven. At the same time as pizza cooked the boy and girl lay on the counter wondering what was going to happen to them next. 
 “While we wait for the pizzas to cook how about having some fun with them,” Jenny said.

 “It beats watching the pizza cook. I’ll even let you chose which sex you want to play with as an early graduation present,” Raven replied. 
 The younger witch chose the girl and transformed her into a boy. She released the toy from the spell keeping it from moving and talking.
  “What did you do to me? Where are my tits? What this thing doing between my legs?”
 “I changed you sex and since you’re a boy now you don’t need tits. As for the thing between your legs that’s what you’re going to use to service me, like a boy would,” Jenny explained. 
 “I don’t know how to do that,” the girl turned boy said. 
 The young witch sighed saying, “it’s real simple. All you have to do is stick that thing between your legs into my slit. If you do a good job I’ll change you back into a girl if you want.” 
 The boy/girl wanted her real sex back so she did as instructed. Jenny rubbed her toy until she got a rise out of it.
 She then straddled “him” and lowered herself onto the temporary boy. The young witch let out a sigh as got satisfaction for the first time in a couple of months.
 She had to concentrate on learning spells and carnal needs. The only time she got any action between the legs was when Raven took her on vacation somewhere, like now.

 Jenny rode the “boy” for a while but it didn’t satisfy her at all. Raven had said something about changing sexes not being very satisfying.
 She thought her mentor meant changing her own sex. Evidently she meant changing a captive’s sex.  
 “Would you like to try this one?” the younger witch asked her mentor. 

 She looked over and saw a boy standing next to her student.

 “Change her from a hen to a roster? How was he?” 

 “Yeah and he’s not very good. I thought you meant me when you said sex wasn’t that great if I were to do that,” Jenny said.
 “I guess I wasn’t clear on that, sorry. Some witches like changing sexes of the toy and enjoying them that way. Personally I don’t like changing sexes on them or myself,” Raven told her.

 Taking the toy back to the table she froze the boy and change him back into a girl. She checked on the pizza.
 They were almost done and wondered what to do with the raw pizza meat. It was of no use as pizza meat now so perhaps roasting them together might work best.
 Jenny used magic to remove the pizza from the oven and move it over to the table. Before sitting down the children were moved to the table. They would watch as the witches ate the pizza with their parts on them. 
  Taking a slice of boy pizza she bit down on it.

 “Mmm you taste good. I wonder what you’d taste like roasted in the oven?”

 Jenny giggled saying, “I’ve been wondered the same thing. The only difference is I wonder what the both of them would taste like. Should we see what our guests have to say about it?”
 The two future entrees were released from the frozen state and began to scream.
 “Shut up or we’ll shut you and this time we won’t be kind,” Raven told them drawing a finger across her throat.

 Both kids shut their mouths because they didn’t want their throats cut. Neither of them knew that both witches preferred to cook their food alive.

 “That’s better. Now than little girl tell me why you want to be cooked. You do want to be cook, don’t you?” the younger of the two witches asked.
 “But I don’t want to get cooked! The girl said.
 “That’s exactly what’s going to happen to you though. You haven’t come up with an excuse not to roast you,” Raven explained
 “How about you boy, you want to be cooked? Or do you have an excuse?” Jenny asked. 
 “I won’t taste good. So you can’t eat me,” he said. 
 “Well I think we’ll have to see about that. Personally I never had a boy or girl who wasn’t tasty,” the dark haired witch said.
 “I guess we’ll have to find out. You two are going to be cooked. How about we do them tomorrow, Raven? It’s too late do them today, isn’t it?” Jenny asked. 

 “Yeah it’s too late to begin preparing them tonight. We can start do that first thing tomorrow morning.”
 They were then tossed into a cage while the witches popped over to Rome and enjoy the night life. Now that Jenny didn’t need to study spells she could enjoy herself.
 Men and boys flock around them buying drinks for the two and hopping to get lucky. They had no idea that they were witches and as such had a high tolerance for alcohol.
 They enjoy all the attention but in the end all were too old for them. The witches preferred playing with boys in their young teens and eating them afterword.   
 Girls tasted better but didn’t make great fucks. Jenny had recently found that even if you change their sex it didn’t work out very well.
 About midnight the girls excused themselves went to the ladies room and popped back to the house in the woods. Before going to bed they checked on the meats.

 They were asleep in the holding pen just as they should be. Even if they had somehow escaped the m holding pen there was nowhere to go. 

 The only way in or out of this house was though the use of magic. 
 “So how’s your idea of making them talk as they are cooked and served?” Raven asked as they stared at the meat. 
 “I got the idea in my head, but I’m not sure how to do it,” Jenny explained.
 “What you have to do is to create a rhyme telling it what you want to do. Then you announce it in this case the over the meat. If you’ve done it right it will work, if not nothing will happen,” her teacher said.
 “I think I can do that,” was the trainee’s reply.

 They said goodnight and each popped into their own bedroom. In Jenny’s room she contemplated on how to create the proper spell.
 The young witch had be lying when she said she could so that. She was bad at rhyming words. It had been easy when she heard them and repeated them to cast spells but to create her own spell was something else. 
 Then all of the sudden it came to her. “They may dead but let’s hear what is said.”

 Jenny rolled over and smiled as she went to sleep.  If this spell worked they would able to hear their food talk as they were served. 
Talk might not be the right word to use. Instead scream might be more appropriate as they were slice up and eaten.

 Mid morning found both witches in the kitchen with the screaming meats. They were removed from the cages and place on the counter.
 They were frozen to make what came next easier.
The two start by shaving all the body hair off. All that fine fur to keep it from burning off, ash was not edible and therefore had to be removed to make them edible 
 They wash them to remove the ash and germs. The last step was to gut them. This was done by magic so it was not messy process as if they’d used knives.

 All their internal organs were there on minute and gone the next. They brain were kept alive so the meat could see and feel what was happening to them.
 Stuffing filled the empty space and then they were placed in a roasting pan. Assorted vegetables rain down on them. 

 “Have you figured out a spell to use them yet?”

 “Yeah I got one and it goes like this...” Jenny then recited the spell that she’d come up with.

 All of the sudden they could hear their dinner screaming. The two were connected at the waist and then the meats were looking out the wrong side of the oven.

“You did it! I can hear them,” Raven said with amazement in her voice.

“Yeah listen to them whine,” Jenny said.

 They could hear the boy and girl were crying. They were begging to be released. It wasn’t going to happen because the witches were hungry for children and not just any kids, but these two. 
 The blond witch turned the oven on and the begging to be let out turned to screams of horror. They could soon feel the heat. 
 After awhile Jenny open the oven and basted them.
 Before shoving them she told the meat, “If you start fucking you won’t realize you’re cooking.” 

 They heard the meats discus it then watched them go at it. The two had decided there was nothing else to do and hopped it would take their minds off that they were being cooked.
 Other than opening the oven for basting the children kept fucking each other. After a few hours of cooking Jenny poked both of the meats in various places and decided they were cooked.

 The meats were pulled out and placed on separate platters and then place the meats on the table. Raven had decorated the table with fancy china and hoped the meat appreciated it.

 The children were whimpering as they were laid out. They began to scream when they saw Raven standing over them licking her lips holding a knife.

 “What cut do you want, Jenny? It your choice since you did the cooking.”

 “Actually I’m going to let the meat decide. You girl, should I start with one of your tits or cunt filet?” 
 The girl stared at the teenager in disbelief. “I don’t want to be eaten,” she shouted.

 “Chose or I will,” Jenny told the meat.

 Her answer was cry so the blond witch took the right breast. 

 Raven didn’t give the boy a choice. She chose the tube steak from between his legs. 

 “This was pretty tasty yesterday raw but I think it’s going to be even better today.”

 With that she sliced off his cock. She then began nibbling on it.
 “I was right you’re delicious,” Raven told the boy.

 “You do not taste bad either,” Jenny told the girl.
 The response from the meat was to scream. 

 They were about to select a second piece of meat to when all of the sudden a scroll appeared next to Raven. She looked at it and smiled at her student.

 “It seems we have to cut our holiday short. You’re to be tested in a couple of days.” 
 She show the scroll to Jenny who read it and smiled. 

THE END
