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 Nicole had come to live with her Grandparents on earlier in the year. The 11 year old brunet had lost her mother and father in a car accident. As the only relatives they had to take her in.
 They could have sent her to an orphanage but they heard it was a one-way trip for children like her. She was too young to work as a hooker and too old to be adopted by a family, most people wanted babies. 
 If she did get adopted the question was whether it would be was as a child or meat. Cannibalism was somewhat legal as long as it was gotten from a government facility such as prisons for adults or orphanages for younger meat.
 This didn’t mean people didn’t disappear. There was a good market for children and young adults. If the police investigated they usually turn up nothing. 

 It was the government’s way of dealing with over population and they turned a blind eye to it.
 Nicole Grandparents decided to keep her. That was 10 months ago. The girl had really begun to sprout which didn’t go unnoticed by either Grandparent.   
 Grandpa Steve was in his early 60’s and his once black hair was now the color of snow. He wanted to play a certain game with her now that she was on the verge of becoming a woman.

 Grandma Emma was the same age as her husband and also had curly white hair. She too had her own ideas for her Granddaughter and they weren’t necessarily in conflict with her husband’s. She wanted Nicole for Thanksgiving Dinner on Thursday.

 This meant her Granddaughter, no she had to stop thinking of Nicole as her Granddaughter and start thinking of her as a turkey.

 They had already raised a family and her daughter had started out sweet and innocent. Then overnight she turned into a bitch.

 As a matter of fact she’d been about Nicole’s age when that had happen. That was another reason the girl had to go into the oven on Thanksgiving. 

 “Nicole would you come into the kitchen for a minute” her Grandmother called.

 If they were to have her as a turkey she needed a preliminary weight. She didn’t think the girl need any fattening but it didn’t hurt to check.
 The girl came in and looked at her Grandmother in that “so I’m here, now what” pose.

 “I’m going to get you some new dress for Christmas. The ones you’re wearing look like their getting tight.”

  “Thanks Grams, they are getting really tight. Especially right in this area,” Nicole said rubbing her chest.

 “Hmm yes, so I see. Maybe I should get you I new wardrobe for Thanksgiving. Let me measure you so I know what size to order.”
 The girl didn’t know the only dress she’d get was dressing shoved up her twat. That the measurement was to insure she would fit inside the roasting pan. 
 Nicole was 4’6” in height with a 30 inch chest. Since the meat wasn’t wearing a bra and the dress was tight Grandma saw cone shaped breasts. 

 She had a five foot roasting pan that ought to work for the meat. The oven it’s self was adult size, six feet square.

 She wanted a weight too but she didn’t have the right scale. She had a scale in which the meat hung upside-down on it.

 If Emma did that to Nicole would realize her fate. The meat wasn’t ready for the oven yet. She hadn’t been properly tenderized yet.
 That was Steve’s job and one he loved to do to young girls literally. Since the best meat on a girl came from between the thighs. The filet, as it was called, had to be properly tenderized by fucking.
 “You’re filling out nicely my dear, but still don’t need a bra. Nothing up there needs to be supported yet.” 
 “When will I be ready for one Grams? Sally Ann has one,” Nicole complained. 

 “Well she’s a lot bigger in that area. She needs the support that a bra will give her.   

 Sally Ann was a neighbor girl who lived the next farm over. She wasn’t much older than her Granddaughter but a lot bigger upstairs. The girls often played together when they had time.

 Being on a farm all of them worked hard so they could sell goods to the market. This year though hadn’t been that good.   
 There had been a drought so the crops didn’t get a lot of water. Now it had started to rain only it was so cold out it was coming down as snow. 
 That made it hard to harvest the crops that had survived drought. Now they didn’t even have money for Thanksgiving Dinner and that was why Nicole was heading for the oven.

 “Come with me. We’ll let your Grandfather decide if you need a bra or not.”

 They went out to the living room where he was watching TV.
 “Steve, our Granddaughter thinks she needs a bra. What do you think? I say Nicole doesn’t need one.  She doesn’t have anything that needs supporting.” 

 Emma stood behind her Granddaughter and pushed her forward. Steve didn’t know what to do until he saw his wife raise her hands and make the infamous honking motion sign.
 “Come closer and let me see them,” he said.

 Nicole took a couple of steps forward. Steve reached up and grabbed both little mounds and squeezed.

 “Honk, honk” her Grandfather said as he clutched both little tits. 
 Nicole wanted to pull away her mom had told her not to let people touch her there. The problem was she couldn’t do that.

 The problem was that it felt good. She didn’t know why her mother had told her that. She never said anything about how good it felt to have a man rubbing her.
 After a while Nicole heard someone moaning happily. The girl was surprised to find out that she was the doing it.
 The preteen couldn’t help it as it felt amazing. It was so much fun that Nicole never felt her shirt being raised.
 It was one thing to feel his Granddaughter’s tits though her clothes. However he wanted to see and touch them, without clothing being in the way.

 Once the shirt was removed Emma came up to stand next to her Granddaughter. She reached over and put her hand under one of them and lifted it.

 She didn’t notice what was happening as her Grandma weighed the lemon size breasts. They weren’t huge by any stretch of the imagination. However they would make decent appetizers.

 “Grandma, I feel like I have to go to the bathroom but don’t,” a panting Nicole whispered.
  Emma was sure she wasn’t pee in her pants, but instead she’d have her first orgasm.
 “That’s alright honey, just let it happen. I’ll explain what it is to you later on.”

 So the girl did and slid to the floor unconscious but a smile on her face.

 “Did she…?” Steve asked his wife.
 “Yup our Thanksgiving turkey most certainly did. I hope she does that when she in the oven,” Emma said hopefully.
 “She doing to need tenderizing you know and not just the breast meat” the man said with a grin.

 “Yes, I know. You can start that next Sunday. That will give you three days and nights to get our turkey properly tenderized.”
 “Alright I know you get upset when I do anyone else so Sunday it will be. Still can I at least have a taste of our future turkey dinner?” he begged his wife
 She let out a sigh and nodded and Steve quickly pulled off her pants and panties. He inhaled deeply picking up his Granddaughter’s musky smell.

 Grandpa Steve bent down between the girls legs and got a sample of her juices. Nicole was sweet tasting and he knew now for sure she would make an excellent meal for the upcoming holiday.
 He spent about 5 minutes tasting his Granddaughter before she began to wake. Her Grandfather quickly pulled her clothing back up. While he wished that she could be naked all the time one look to his wife and he knew that wouldn’t be happening.  
 The idea was to keep the turkey quiet and happy until it was time to cook her.

 “What happen?” Nicole asked sitting up.

 “Come with me to the kitchen and I’ll explain everything to you,” her Grandmother told her.

 “Hop up on the counter so I can see you better. I don’t know what your mother told you about the fact of life. All you have to do tell me what she said I fill in any gaps she didn’t explain.”

 She told me never to let a boy do what Grandpa did to me to start with. Um, to never let a boy stick his thing inside of me. That I’d get pregnant if I let him do that to me.” 

 “Well yes that could happen but not at your age. You’d need another few years before that could happen to you,” her Grandmother explained.

 The girl nodded her head.
 Her Grandmother then continued, “You can have sex anytime you want and not worry about having a baby. Your Grandfather would like to fuck you right away but I recommend you think about it for a few days. This is your decision alone to make.”
 “You still didn’t tell me why it felt like I had to pee but didn’t,” her Granddaughter complained.

 “Alright I’ll explain it to you. That was an orgasm and happened because you became sexually excited.”

 “Because Grandpa rubbed my boobs,” the preteen said.

 Yes that’s one-way of getting you excited. Another is to have someone or even yourself rub your vagina. Rubbing yourself is ok if there’s nobody else around but it better with a partner. Hey I got an idea how about I show you how good it feels?”
 The girl nodded and her Grandmother helped her take clothing off. A naked Nicole was told to stretch out on the counter and spread her legs wide. 

 Grandma stuck her head in-between the girl’s legs and her tongue in inside her vagina. Once again Nicole began moaning happily. 

 Grandma found out she had a very tasty Granddaughter, or the turkey come Thanksgiving Day. Tasting her only confirmed she was ready to be eaten on turkey day.

 The girl didn’t pass out this time now that she knew what to expect. She did however scream in delight as she had several more orgasms over the next hour.
 Upon finishing a very relaxed Nicole was helped back into her clothing. Then Grandma helped her back in the living room and deposited into a chair. 
 “Give Nicole time to rest and if she agrees you can play with her tits again,” Emma said to her husband.

 “What happens if she doesn’t agree?” Steve asked.

 “In that case you can play with your own self.”

 He didn’t have to worry though. This was because his 11 year old Granddaughter came over to him a couple hours later.

 “Grandpa, can you rub my boobs again? It was lot of fun when you did it before,” she said with a smile.
 “Sure come over here and we’ll have lots of fun,” he said and returned the smile.

His Granddaughter came over to him and he lifted the girl’s shirt over her head. Once again his hands rubbed the small breasts.
 The girl moaned happily as he did this. Grandpa also enjoyed playing with her. After a while though he became bored and decided to do something else.

 He stopped rubbing her and then placed his mouth over her right tit. Grandpa sucked on it but got no milk from his Granddaughter. 

 Nicole let out a squeal of delight when he did this. She could also feel another orgasm building and let it happen once again.
 He thought not only were Nicole’s budding breasts delicious but her entire body was that way. She was going to make one fine turkey dinner next week.
 Wondering into the kitchen, while his Granddaughter recovered from her orgasm, he asked his wife, “what the difference if I start tenderizing the turkey today instead of a couple of days from now?” 

 “The difference is I’m giving Nicole the choice as to when you get to fuck her. You know it has to be the woman’s choice as to when she losses her virginity.”
 “But our Granddaughter isn’t a woman. She’s only an 11 year old child soon to be turkey,” he argued.

 “That may be, but you’re not tenderizing her until she says so or Sunday,” she said.
 Steve left the kitchen grumbling and returned to the living room. The man pulled down his Granddaughter’s pants and panties for a quick snack; since he couldn’t start tenderizing the turkey girl yet.
 Emma was sorry that her husband couldn’t screw the turkey girl, but she needed it just as much as she did. Her husband couldn’t get it up but once a day anymore.

 Nicole slowly came down from the orgasmic high and found her Grandfather licking her between the legs. She enjoyed it but wondering what it would be like to be fucked.
 She had thought about it a long time. It had been Half a day and that was a long time, in kid time that was.
 “Grandpa? Will you fuck me now?” 

 A huge grin appeared on his face as he stared at his Granddaughter. “Certainly honey. First thing I have to do tough is get you completely naked.”
 He began by pulling her pants the rest of the way off. They had been at her knees and that had given Grandpa plenty of room to taste her.

 Now though since Nicole wanted to be fucked he need more room to enter her small sex. Her shirt was already on the floor since tasting the turkey’s breast meat earlier.
 “I need you to spread your legs wide and we can so we can begin,” her Grandfather said. 

 Nicole gave a brief nod and did as asked. Grandpa stretched out on the floor beside her then tilted his toy on top of his enraged manhood. Steve thought his Granddaughter too be too small for him to lie down on top of her. He was afraid that if he were to do that he’d crush her.
 She was tight and he had to be push on to him. Even then her Grandpa had a hard time getting in the small sex, but he did.

 Nicole quickly found out that sex was fun. She was too caught up in the joy of what was happening to her that she never felt the loss of her virginity.
 He bounced her up and down on little Steve for ½ an hour and grunting. Nicole answered back with little squeaks of her own.

 He held out for as long as he could before releasing his man juice inside of her. The man pushed her off and she was disappointed. She wanted to keep going for some reason. The young girl didn’t realize that while Grandpa had his orgasm that she had yet to have hers and she wanted it.
 “What’s wrong? Don’t you want to play with me anymore,” Nicole asked.
 “I do love you honey but right now I’m too pooped to continue. I suggest you take a long hot shower and clean all your nooks and crannies. Then I’ll rub you some more,” her Grandfather said.
 She thought about this a few seconds before asking, “I have nooks and crannies? Where are they?”
  “I think it better you ask Grandma to tell you where they are. I’m not sure exactly where they are on little girls only that they have them.”

 Nicole didn’t like being called a little girl. She was a big 11 year girl now. Still if she complained Grandpa might not want to rub her and she desperately wanted that.

 Steve watch as his granddaughter went off to the kitchen. Her naked little butt wiggled all the way to the kitchen door and disappear behind it. He wanted one of those cheeks on his plate on Thursday.
“Grandma where are my nooks and crannies? Grandpa said I needed to make sure to clean them good,” Nicole asked.

 The woman closed the cookbook and looked at the future turkey. Cum seeped from her pussy and she knew her husband had begun tenderizing her. 

 She took her granddaughter to the bathroom and showed the girl where her nooks and crannies were. She was shown how to wash all of those special places on her body.

 “So did you like fucking?” her grandmother asked.
 The girl smiled and nodded saying, “yeah, it was real fun. The only thing is it ended to soon.”

 When Nicole was clean her grandmother led her back to the kitchen. She slid the cook book under the counter. This was a cookbook for humans. 

 She didn’t want her Granddaughter to know she was the turkey before it was time to cook her. It would ruin all the fun both Grandparents plan on having with her.

 The future turkey was help up onto the counter again where her Grandmother dirtied her up again. This was done by licking the girl between the legs as well as her tits.

 Nicole didn’t realize that her Grandmother was not only doing this for fun, but also to see which recipe to she’d use to cook this soon to be turkey.
 This was the way things went for the girl until Wednesday. Both grandparents used her for sex as much as they could. 
 Even Wednesday both used their Granddaughter as much as they could. There was very little preparation they hadn’t the ingredients to make stuffing. Nor did they have the money to by the box type of stuffing mix.

 This meant that the couple could spend most of the day playing with Nicole. Her grandfather found she liked to be bounced on his lap while her breasts were squeezed. 
 Her Grandmother also squeezed her small breasts. She also tasted the girl’s sex knowing this was only way she would, her husband always got the filet. When they were lucky enough to get to get a boy she had his hotdog.
 Each had Nicole one last time that night. Then the girl was given a big thick “chocolate shake” for dinner. 

 Soon her stomach began to rumble and she had to run off to the bathroom to empty herself. The girl had no idea the “chocolate shake” was in fact a laxative to clean the toxins out of her body out.
 Nicole spent a couple of hours on the porcelain throne empting herself. That done her grandmother helped wash her and then into bed.

 The meat soon fell asleep and grandmother, in her role as cook, put a catheter in so she would drain overnight. The turkey had a long time to cook and Emma didn’t want to spend time cleaning her again tomorrow morning when she could be roasting.
 “I put a drain in so she’ll be ready for the morning. Your job will be to take her to the kitchen so I can get her into the oven to roast,” the cook told her husband. 

 “How early do you want me to take her there?”

 “Depends on when you want to eat. We are talking around 10 hours of cooking, plus play time. You know how meat acts when cooked alive,” she said.
 Steve chuckled and nodded his head. “How about I bring her into the kitchen about six then?” 

 “That’ll be fine, only don’t wake her. I want that to happen in the roasting pan.” 

 So it was the next morning Steve went to get the turkey from her bedroom. Staring down at the cute girl he had to remind himself that this was no longer his granddaughter. Instead this was meat for the Thanksgiving dinner table.
  He carefully picked up the bundle that was Nicole for the moment and took her to the kitchen. There the future turkey was deposited on the counter.
 The cook put an ether soak rag over the meat’s nose so she would stay asleep during the preparations. It was hard to tie the turkey up while she struggled to get free. 
  “Go read your newspaper or something. I’ll call you when I need your help” Emma said.
 Since cooking in a kitchen wasn’t his thing he left his wife to prepare the turkey. His idea of cooking was to tie the meat to a pole and slowly rotate it of a low fire.

 In the kitchen the cook wiped the meat down with a warm damp washcloth. This would clean the girl of any dirt she might have picked up during the night.

 Got out the roasting pan and placed it next to the meat and found it was a little short for her. The cook remedied that by first tying the turkey’s wings behind her back.
 Next the legs were strapped together at the ankles. Her drum sticks folded up until they were inside the roasting pan. Then the cook attached a rope between the ankles and hands to hold the lower limbs in place.
 The turkey let out a soft moan and Emma new she was beginning to wake. She cramp an apple she set aside earlier into the girls mouth. 

 If the cook didn’t it would be her granddaughter begging not to be cook. She might have a change of heart and not roast her.

 This way the girl was gagged and any pleas wouldn’t be understandable. Nicole was to tasty not to cook today.

 “Steve I could use your help now.”

 Her husband came in and saw his granddaughter tied up on the counter. He smacked his lips at the sight of that and she hadn’t even begun to roast yet.
 “Help me get our turkey into the roasting pan. I want her face down so she can look out us, staring at slowly roasting body.” 

 The man picked the 85 pounds of girl and laid her in the pan. The cook bundle her dark hair on top of her head so it would fall into the bottom of the pan.
 Nicole let out another moan although a bit muffed because of the apple. Her eyes opened up and she saw she wasn’t in her bed.
 Where was she? Why couldn’t she move her arms or legs? Then her brain woke up and she realized where she was laying.
 “Oh my god I’m in a roasting pan! They are going to cook me for Thanksgiving,” she thought.

 “Let me go. I don’t want to be you Thanksgiving turkey,” she screamed or rather tried too.

 There was something crammed into her mouth preventing her from screaming. The girl tried to push the blockage out but found out two things. First it was an apple and second it was well wedge in her mouth and there was no way she could get it out.
“Mph, mph” she said trying to loosen the ropes.

 “Ah, awake are you? Good I would want you to miss all the fun you’ll have being roasted alive.”

 Nicole couldn’t see her grandmother she was at her side chopping up something.

 “I understand this isn’t the thanksgiving dinner you had planned. Unfortunately it been a tough year for your grandparents and we can’t afford you anymore. You understand don’t you?”
 The girl nodded her head. She knew there was no escaping this fate. At least she would be feeding her grandparents and not a bunch of strangers.

 She looked over to her at her Grandfather who said, “It’s not all bad news. You’ll be seeing your parents real soon.”
 That wasn’t good news either because Nicole saw them anytime she wanted. Their heads were hanging on the in the trophy room and most likely hers would be too.
 “Almost ready for the oven my dear. Just a couple of more things to do and then it into the oven you go.” 

 She felt her ass cheeks being spread. Something long thin and was shove inside her back door.

 “That’s a meat thermometer. We wouldn’t want you to overcook now would we?” 

 The cook then took a jar from in front of her and looked at it. She nodded and tuned so Nicole could read it.

“COOL WAIF BASTING SAUCE,” it read.

 “I need to put some this on you so you don’t burn.” 
 This was spread all over her naked body. Then she gave a nod to her husband and Nicole saw the oven coming closer.

 Muffled screams of terror came from the roasting pan as the turkey was slid in feet first. The meat looked around the cold black oven and finally out the little window.

 She could see her grandmother doing something at the counter. She didn’t seem to be in any hurry to turn the oven on. 

 Perhaps they weren’t going to cook her after all. That they were scaring her for some reason and it was working she was scared.

 Nicole didn’t know this was a wood burning stove. That her grandfather was getting some wood so the turkey could start roasting.
 All of the sudden she heard the creak of a door and several thumps. A few minutes later she smelled wood burning. Then the oven began to warm and once again she began screaming.

 Soon the turkey began to feel warm all over. Her juices started flowing from her body to bottom of the pan. After 15 minutes a shadow crossed in front of the little window and the oven door open.

 Her grandmother pulled Nicole out and looked at the gage in her ass. It had moved on a tick but it meant the turkey was already beginning to roast.

 You’re coming along fine. Now a little basting sauce to cool you off and then it’s back in you go.”

 And she was a few minutes later. The basting was having little effect to cool her off. It was getting very warm inside the oven and she was having a hard time keeping her eyes open. 
 She felt herself being poked and slowly opened her eyes. Her Grandmother stood with a meat fork in hand.
 “I was just checking to see if you’re with us yet. However I don’t think you will be next time. So I’ll say goodbye now.”
 Then her grandfather was standing there saying, “your filet was very good raw but I’m sure it’ll be even better cooked. Goodbye little one enjoy afterlife.” 

 Then she was back inside the oven. The heat was intolerable and she let out a last scream and she shut her eyes forever. 
 Hours later the turkey formally name Nicole was removed from the oven. Steve moved her to a silver platter while his wife made the gravy, from Nicole’s pan drippings, for the mash potatoes.

 Being a potato farmer they had lots of them. However they had only the one Granddaughter and she was now ready to be eaten.

 “Which part you like? You may have any part except the filet that’s mine. I work hard tenderizing that particular piece.”

 “Yes you did,” Emma snickered. “Anyway I’ll have the left half of the rump roast.”  

 Steve cut the meat and put it on a plate for his wife. The turkey was then turned on to her back so he could cut the filet from between her thighs.

He pored them a nice wine he’d been saving since Nicole birth. He had thought they might save it until Nicole was old enough to enjoy it too, but that wasn’t going to happen now.
 They helped themselves to the potatoes and smothered them in Nicole gravy. The two didn’t say a word while they dined on the first course.

 “You did a fine job roasting this turkey. Would you care to sample some breast meat?” he asked.

 “Yes they weren’t too bad raw. Hmm, let me have the right one.”
 He served it to his wife and took the other one for himself.

 “She did make a wonderful meal. It’s too bad we can’t have this type of meat more often,” Steve said.
 “I’d like that too and I have an idea where we could get one for Christmas dinner,” Emma answered.
She watched him raise an eyebrow.

 “How about we get Sally Ann from next door?”

 No I want her, but not for Christmas. Instead I was thinking about the 4th of July. Perhaps even a mother daughter one,” he told his laughing wife.

THE END
