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 10-year-old Timmy was mad at his brother. He had to go out and collect money from the subscribers on his brother's paper route. Ralph was sick with the flu and couldn't do his job so it fell on him to do his job.

 He was halfway through his brothers paper route we stopped at a house and was invited in for cookies and milk. The middle-aged blonde woman had liked what she saw when she answered the door.

 He was exactly what she needed for Sunday dinner with some friends. Her name was Debbie and she was a cannibal who just adored little boys, especially after they'd been roasted.

Timmy did not know any of this otherwise he would not have sat down and nibble on the chocolate chip cookies that had been offered. Another thing the boy didn't know was that the milk was spiked.

 As he washed down his third cookie Timmy's eyes glassed over. Debbie walked 

over to him and rifled through his pockets. She needed to make sure the boy didn't have a knife on him and would be able to cut his way to freedom.

 She didn't find a knife but did find some marbles in his right front jeans pocket as well as some cash in his other front pocket. Well the boy wouldn't be      

needing the marbles or cash where he was heading, so she took them as souvenirs.

 She walked over to the pantry door and open it. But instead of food inside of it there was a whole other room behind in another iron gate.

 Hanging on cement wall above a bunk bed were a pair of chains which led down to a pair of leather cuffs.

 Debbie helped the boy to walk into the room and over to the bunk and sat him down. She put each hand it took off and then padlocked it.

The woman now had time to examine her catch. Timmy had brown hair and brown eyes and stood about 4½ feet tall with his weight in the neighborhood of 75 pounds. 

 She felt his arms shoulders and arms pulled the T-shirt up to feel the ribs. So far he had checked out okay.

 Debbie would've preferred something a little bit bigger but how often did meat present itself at the door.

 She pulled his shirt back down and pulled his pants down. This was quickly followed by his underwear. 

 The woman want to see what he had hanging between his legs. This type of

meat should have sex at least once before was cooked. 

 Debbie had a good sex life with her boyfriend, Mitch. Still whenever they were lucky enough to get human meat it need to be fucked. She took care of the young boys they got while the boyfriend took care the girls.

 Her hands gently groped the sausage and got a rise out of him. It was small perhaps 3 inches but there was probably enough there to satisfy her in a couple ways.

 As long she was there her hand went underneath the penis where she found two little pebbles. She knew that she wouldn't be having Rocky Mountain oysters, that just wasn't enough there to make a worthwhile.

 Debbie continued examination the thighs where good size as well as the drumsticks. When she found the most meat though was behind him.

 A pair of nice rump roast would feed everybody well at the dinner party. About the only problem she found was that the boy was a bit out of thin side.

 It would have to be backed up before going into the oven. Luckily he seemed like chocolate chip cookies. That's all she would be feeding him over the next few days. She closed the metal door and locked it and then closed the pantry door.

 A few hours later Debbie opened the pantry door again. The boy was immediately off the bunk bed and ran the length his chains allow, which was the metal door. 

 “Let me out of here! What do you want with me?” 

 “No, no, no. You're staying here 'till Sunday dinner. Now here's your dinner and it must be boring sitting on bed with nothing to do so here's a book to read,” she said tossing the book and cookies through metal gate.

 The boy just sat there on his bed and scowled at the woman. He didn't believe for one minute that he was there a dinner party. 

You didn't get kidnapped to go to a dinner party. The thought of being the food for the party never crossed his mind.

 Instead he sat there on his bunk sulking. Eventually Timmy became bored enough to 

look at the book.

 He didn't know what to make a the title “tales of dark side.” It turned out to be a bunch of short horror stories.

 Having nothing better to do Timmy started reading them. The boy's stomach started to ramble so against his better judgment he began eating the cookies.

 He thought they might have been poisoned. If the boy had thought about that he would realized that she wanted him dead she wouldn't have bothered to chained him up.

    Timmy was safe enough until Sunday.

 On that day would she would prepared the boy to become the main course at the dinner party.

 In the morning before Debbie went to work she tossed another package of cookies in with the meat. She was glad to see the other package was empty.

 When the woman returned home that night it was exhausted Debbie who walked in. She was also sexually frustrated she was looking forward to having some quality time with her boyfriend.

 Unfortunately Mitch would have to work late tonight it would not be able to come over to the house. The woman is some release for sexual tension therefore it was 

Timmy's lucky day, he was going to learn all about sex.

  Opening the pantry door she stared at him for several minutes making the boy nervous. She unlocked the gate and went in and said, “we're going to play again and hopefully you will like it. Let me get these pants off of you.”

 When she said that the boy had a pretty good idea as to what game she want play. While he had never had sex before he had rubbed himself and that felt good so he didn't fight the woman.

  “This won't hurt a bit,” Debbie told him as she slid her mouth over his cock. 

 The woman gave the boy and future entrée his first blow job. While she was sucking on Timmy she is also tasting him to give her a better idea as to which recipe to use.

 Debbie raised her dress and straddled the boy at the waist. She lowered herself onto his stiff little member and a slide inside of her.

 She soon began singing a womanly tune while the boy began grunting. The woman could feel his cock twitching inside of her and he enjoyed it.

 Debbie climbed off the boy a half-hour later and felt a lot more relaxed than she had 

 when she had come into the room. For brief moment the woman considered keeping the boy but decided against it.

 There were two reasons for this with the first being Mitch would be jealous. The other reason was if she kept him what would she served on Sunday?

 No his destiny was to be lying naked on a platter on Sunday. She closed and locked both doors it went over to the counter.

  Debbie pulled out a cookbook and started thumbing through the pages. She smacked her lips trying to recall his taste as she read the recipes.

 Roast boy in cum sauce was out, because he had no cum and wasn't likely to create any in the next few days either. 
 Perhaps just a plain roast would work. She can act as decide right now. A final decision could wait till Sunday morning. 

 Timmy didn't know his growing fatter just as the woman had hoped she would. In the day and a half past he had eaten four full packages of chocolate chip cookies. 
 It was only minimal growth around his middle but there was some. Debbie noticed the next day afternoon when she went to play with him again.

 Once again she had a terrible day at work nothing but meetings one after another. That was probably with being a vice president at her company, endless boring meetings and she had to attend everyone of them.
 She needed a little more relaxation that only person of the male sex could provide her. This time Debbie instructed the boy on how to lick her between the legs. 
  He did a good job of getting the woman wet. Timmy was then instructed to fuck her once more like he'd done on the previous day.
  When she left the room they both of them were very relaxed. Debbie shut both doors again went to the counter and sighed.

  The meat was fun to play with but there was only one more day she enjoy him like the past couple days. Tomorrow was Saturday and she had a lot to do starting with a recipe for roast boy.

  Leafing through the cookbook the cannibal found a good recipe. It was also very simple recipe. All that had to done was gut the boy and fill him back up with stuffing and then roast.
  On Saturday morning she gave the boy another package of cookies and then busied herself cleaning the house. She polished the silverware and washed her best China.
  For Debbie this was a big social event. Even though there were only be 8 people for the party she wanted everything to be just right for it. 

  Late Saturday afternoon everything was set in the dining room. All that was left to do was get the meat ready and she would do that tomorrow.

  Debbie wanted the ingredients to be as fresh as possible. This included the freshest vegetables, from the farmers market, which she would get in the morning.
  With everything set she had time to tenderize the meat one last time. She was going to miss playing with the weenie on a boy, but he was meat and tomorrow she would carve him up and roasted his body.

  Mitch had stayed away for the last couple of days allowing his girlfriend to do what was necessary to the meat. He would be there for dinner on Sunday and he also promised that they would make up for lost time after the party.

  She play with the boy she also felt is that content. He may have only gained a few pounds since his capture but should be enough to make some nice gravy.

 On Sunday morning Debbie may list of the groceries she would need to buy. Assorted vegetables and bread were at the top of the list.

 The woman needed those ingredients so could make a wonderful stuffing. She added a quart of milk and a package of chocolate chip cookies to list, just in case more meat showed up at her door.
 At 11 AM Debbie left the house to get everything she needed for the dinner party. The first stop was at a flower shop.
 She wanted some flowers for decoration. The woman's picked out some nice morning glories.

 Then it was off the farmers market for the freshest vegetables she could find. She brought carrots, celery, onions and bell peppers.
Debbie also bought a few apples one of which would be going into the meat's mouth after he was cooked.

  At the house in the pantry Timmy was wondering what was going on. He hadn't seen the woman all morning he was out of cookies too much on. The boy had crushed last package of in a fit of anger. 

  In a desperate attempt to escape he once again try the doors. It was no use all he could do was turn a knob on the pantry door but he did not open.
 Debbie returned with her bag of groceries and flowers. She had just sat everything on the counter and was removing her hat and coat when the phone rang.

 When she answered that she found out it was her best friend. 
  "Hi, it's Jeanne have you been home long?"

The woman on the phone asked.

 "No I just got back from the market and was about start preparing the dinner."

  "Is there anywhere I can help or anything I could bring the dinner party?" Jeanne asked.

  "No, I think I have just about everything. Oh wait do you have a champagne glasses? " Debbie asked.

 The woman at the other end of the line replied, "oh sure I have some those type of glasses."
  "Do you have eight? I thought we'd start with some champagne this evening."

 The answer was a bit disappointing, "no I only have six of them."

 Debbie shrug off the answer and said, "well bring your six glasses. Mitch and I will drink out jelly glasses or something."
 Jeanne was a little surprised, "it seems to me you're going to a lot of trouble for this simple dinner party."

  "Of course I'm going to a lot of trouble. I always go to a lot of trouble for a dinner party." Debbie said.

  "I guess you do and that's why they turn out so great. What time should we be there?"

 "I plan to serve dinner at about eight so anytime before then is fine."

 They disconnected then and she went to the pantry as slid the bolt back. The first thing or saw when she looked in on the meat was a package of crushed cookies.

 "Look at this mess on the floor! I thought you like chocolate chip cookies and where's that book I gave you," Debbie yelled at boy.

 The answer came flying at her and slammed into the cage door.

Timmy yelled loudly, "let me out of here!"

 Going back to down and picked up the book through the locked gate before saying, "this was my favorite book as a little girl." She returned the book to the floor and walked back to the kitchen as she mused, "it's been so long of I've almost forgotten the stories. Which one was your favorite story?"
    The boy was standing at the gate and screamed,
   "what does it matter let me out of here..." he   

   became quiet as he watched Debbie move

   over to the oven. She standing in front of it 
   and Timmy couldn't see what was happening.

  "Um, what are you doing?" He asked.

  "Just preheating the oven to 350°" 
  Instantaneously the boy knew exactly what she meant by saying he was going to a dinner party. 

 "Somebody help me! There's a crazy woman here she wants to cook me, she wants to eat me!" The meat yelled as loud as he could. 
 The woman took the pencil and pad to the counter and then down to do some math. "I never could do long division very well. Let's see how he times does 12 go into 75?"

 Automatically boy did the math in his head and gave her the answer, "6 with three left over. Why?"
  "That means you have to be in the oven no later than 1:30," she said looking at the clock on the wall.
  "Oh and then there's the evisceration and that takes about an hour," she said walking into another room.
Slicing motion The boy didn't know there were any stuck his head through the gate and asked, "what's evisceration mean?"

 Debbie came back into the kitchen. She was carrying something covered by a black cloth. She sat it on the counter before she answered the future meal.

  "It's like gutting a fish. First you make a long incision," and she's demonstrated to the boy by moving her hand from his lower throat straight down to her stomach in a slicing motion. "Then you take out everything that's not meat, the heart, the lungs, the intestines and so forth. Then I filled you  up with stuffing and sewing back up with one of these. Perhaps I should get started right away," she said looking at her watch.

  Timmy knew he had to think of a way to not to have that happen to him. He didn't want to be killed, stuffed and then roasted.

  The boy bent down quickly grabbed book and said, "there's lots of time. You said this is your favorite book, let me tell you a story.
 "Is it a love story?" Debbie asked.
 "yeah um no not really, but it's a really good one," he said flipping through the pages to find a story.
  It's a story about these two college guys in college one's really poor so we has to do odd jobs. He's cleaning out the basement and finds a mummy…" the boy said as he began the story.
 He finished story 45 minutes later and Debbie said, "My that was a scary one and you read it very well. Antiques have always fascinated me," she said as she rolled out a cloth knife holder. She picked that one out one of and began rubbing it she heard one ding and looked over to the clock. 
 "One o'clock I've got to get things going" she said and opened the oven. 

 Timmy panic when he saw a foil wrap roasting pan slide out. It was larger than any roasting pan he'd ever seen. He also saw flames licking the side of the roasting pan.

 Hastily the boy said, "wait don't you want to hear another story?" 

  Debbie sighed "time to put the book away now. You've got a long time to cook and I have to get started." 
 "No wait this one was so scary I had to stopped reading it twice, because I got scared."
 "Well alright, but you'll have to make it quick," she told the meat.

  Timmy quickly found story and began reading. The woman selected a cleaver and began rubbing it as she listened to the story.

 By the time he'd finished the story she had made stuffing and tossed a few vegetables is the roasting pan. She was now putting the flowers in a vase. 
  "My that was a scary one. My favorites though were the love stories," she explained.

  "There's another scarier story in here but it's also a love story," Timmy said stalling for time.
  "Oh, which one was that?
  "It's the one set in New York," the soon-to-be meat replied.

  "Well you do have a long time to cook. Still I'd love to hear it. Okay but this is the last one." Debbie explained
  He quickly found the story and began reading it.

The boy didn't want to woman to change her mind and start the process of turning them into meat.

  "Wow you really did save the best one for last," she told the boy.
  "No–no I saved the really really best one for now," Timmy explained and began fumbling with the book.
   Debbie frowned at him as she moved behind the cart with the needles, knives and a cleaver.
  "You should have told me that really really good story before, it's too late now."
  The boy dropped the book and moved away from the gate as she moved the cart toward him.

 Even as he backed away he said, "I promise it's a really good one it even has a happy ending."

 "None of those stories have a happy ending," Debbie said with a frown as she unlocked the gate.

The woman pushed the cart in as she listened to the boy explained the plot."

  This is about a boy named Timmy and one day his brother got sick and had to go around collecting money from his stupid paper route. At one house he was invited by this lady who tricked him to go into the pantry. She made him eat cookies all day so he'd get fat, so she could cook and he him." 
  She picked up a knife from the cart saying, "this is your story and we both know how it's going to end."

  Timmy was standing on the bed as she advanced with the knife.

  "Yeah but she didn't know was that Timmy had these marbles in his pocket. That they were all slippery and shiny."

  He reached into his pocket to get the marbles and toss them onto the floor only to find they were gone. The boy looked up in horror and saw the knife plunge down toward the top of this chest.   

  Timmy felt a searing pain slicing down his chest and past is stomach. After that he felt nothing ever again.
Debbie cut his clothes off before she started her next job. The naked boy was eviscerated by her is no problem now that he was dead.
  Once all it giblets had been removed she reached down to the lowest shelf and pulled up a stuffing she had made. The chef poured the stuffing into the empty cavity and sewed him up. 
  The meat was placed on the cart and transported to the oven. The former boy now meat was buttered and seasoned. 

 The woman placed a foil hat over his hair. She also foil wrapped his cock and balls. 

  They wouldn't take that long to cook. Plus she was looking forward to eating that particular cut and didn't want it overcooked.

  It hadn't been bad raw and she wanted to see what it tasted like cooked. Debbie had high hopes that would taste even better once it was cooked.
 Timmy was placed in the roasting pan face up and shoved inside the oven. A delicious aroma soon filled the kitchen and made her mouth water.

Debbie busied herself over the next six hours. She cleaned out the pantry for the next week she would get. She even left a package of chocolate chip cookies on the bunk bed.

  She then made side dishes and decorated the platter on which the boy would be placed. Lettuce line the bottom of the platter while little cherry tomatoes would be used to surround the meat.
  Everyone showed up by eight but the meat had to still cook short while more. Timmy had managed to stall for a half-hour so we had cook that much longer. 
  He was placed on the platter and Debbie quickly finished decorating the boy. This included placing a bright red juicy apple in his mouth. 

   She covered the platter and moved it to a serving cart. The platter was then placed in the center table while Mitch poured everyone a glass of champagne. 

 Only when everyone had their glass did Debbie remove the lid and showing everybody who is who was for dinner.

  They said "ohh" and "ahh" as they stared down at the meat/boy. 

  "Before I start carving I'd to propose a toast to the meat. To Timmy's brother for getting sick and sending his brother to my door so I could make dinner out of him." 

  "To Timmy's brother!" Everybody toasted.

  She had to explain as she carved how she's gotten the meat. That was why they had a toast the meat's brother.

  Everyone of course laughed at the explanation and thought that might be the best way to get meat just have it walk-up the door and invited it in. 

  Debbie got her sausage and oysters and, them down. She thought that particular part was better tasting cooked then it had been raw. 
  When everybody left that night each was giving a bag with a little pieces of Timmy in it. It wasn't a doggie bag because none of them intended this delicious meat to their pets, therefore it was a people bag.
  Jeanne was the last to leave a question for Debbie. 
   "If I were to bring my niece by in a few days would you be able cook her? I just don't have the facilities to do that myself."

  The other woman stifled a laugh. She knew her friend didn't have any nieces or nephews. She didn't even have a brother or sister.

 Still Debbie answered with, "sure bring her by. If you get her by Wednesday I can fatten her up for Sunday brunch.
THE END
