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 It was a nice spring day with crab grass starting to grow and the flowers beginning to bloom. They weren’t the only thing doing that.

 Zoë an 11 year old red headed girl was also showing signs that she was starting to bloom. Two bumps were pushing her t-shirt away from her chest.
 This interested her step-mother, Cameron in one particular way. It wasn’t sex she preferred men and boys for her needs and Zoë’s father kept her satisfied in that department    

 What she wanted her for was a BBQ. Unbeknownst to her family she was a cannibal and technically so were the other members of the family. 

 To supplement the food, in particular the meat, Cameron provided for her family by getting people and turned them into food. She preferred to get tweens like Zoë. 
 The meat on their bodies was delicious as they transferred from child to adult. The problem was getting them at that age. 
 They had a tendency to scream and struggle when they were captured. That meant she had to get babies and toddlers.

 Once they had been collected she got them home where she slit their throats and butcher them. This was always done while the Zoë was at school. 
 Cameron worked from home selling fine leather goods, made from her victim’s skin, over the internet. So while the meat drained she worked on filling orders. 
 Once that was done the meat were skinned then cut up into steaks, roasts and chops. The woman also ground up the hands and feet to use them in place of hamburger.

  Their bones were crushed and used as fertilizer. She got the most beautiful roses that way.  

 As for Zoë, Cameron thought she might make a good BBQ. She wouldn’t have skin her step-daughter could stick on a spit and let her rotate over hot coals alive. 

 The girl hated her, why she couldn’t understand. She was always nice to her step-daughter and only had to discipline her occasionally, but no more than any other mom.    
 As for a reason the girl looked sweet and hoped that translated into good taste. There was a problem though she’d had to talk Bill, her husband into it.
 He wouldn’t want his little girl to become meat. She would have to talk him into it. However she’d be able to talk him into it, she was sure of that.
 Cameron took a baby butt out of the fridge for dinner tonight. A good dinner for them and then later bed she could brooch the subject of barbequing Zoë.
 He would have to be nice and relaxed before she brought up the subject. That would also mean she’d do everything he wanted, sex wise tonight.
 She was just putting the meat into the roasting pan when the 11 year old came into the kitchen. The girl looked at it and gave a huffed disapproval.

 “What?” Cameron asked.

 “I think I’m going to become a vegetarian. Did you know they take animals even young ones and kill them horribly,” she almost crying now.
 “You have to understand honey. For everything we eat something must die. That means fruit and vegetables too are killed and eaten for our survival,” her step-mother explained.
 “Cameron, fruits and vegetables aren’t alive in the same way. They don’t have feelings like animals do,” was Zoë’s reply.
 She was tired of arguing with an 11 year old girl so she said, “fine I’ll fix lots of vegetables for you. Your father and I will eat this nice roast I’m preparing for dinner.”
 She watched the girl stomped off and soon heard the TV going. It was fine with her if Zoë wanted to become a vegetarian. It meant more meat for Bill and her.  
 Her husband loved the meals she cooked for them. She did wonder thought if he’d be appalled to find out he was eating people and had been for the past four years. 
 That was how long they’d been married. The two had met at a dance and hit it off. A 1 ½ years later they were married. 
 It was a couple of hours later when Zoë reappeared in the kitchen. 

 “Something smells good,” the girl said.

 “That is what your father and I are having for dinner. Your dinner is in this pan,” Cameron said uncovering a pan of simmering vegetables that had little smell to them.    

 “I didn’t say I was a vegetarian. I only said I was thinking of becoming one,” she explained. 
 “Lucky for you that roast is big enough for three people. Otherwise you’d been eating what in this pan, while we ate the roast,” her step-mother said.
 Zoë left the kitchen happy that Cameron had pressed her on why she changed her mind. The girl didn’t want to admit she thought over what her step-mother had said about all things dying so that they could live. 

 It wasn’t like she had to watch them butcher the animal they ate. The girl didn’t even go to the market with Cameron
 That was fortunate for the woman. If she went shopping for food with her she’d see that no meat was being bought with the other groceries.

 Instead Cameron usually went hunting for the meat. This was done by going to a homeless area. There she would kidnap a child. 

 Bill arrived home a short time later. Coming thought the front door he sat his briefcase on the floor and headed toward the kitchen.

 Along the way he ruffled his daughter playfully. She grimaced not liking anyone messing up her hair. 
 In the kitchen he found his wife stirring vegetables. Bill kissed her on the nape of her neck and asked about her day. She gave a recap about Zoë deciding she wanted to be vegan. How she changed her mind later on.

 “She probably realized you’re a fantastic cook you are. Especially how good the meat is,” he said inhaling the sent coming from the oven.

 Cameron had to stifle a giggle. She wondered what her husband would thing if he knew where the meat came from. She would have to tell Bill about it tonight. 
 Perhaps tonight after he was told what she wanted to do to his daughter? That would be the best time to do it she supposed.

 Dinner was served a little while later. Bill teased his Zoë about becoming a vegan.

 “I here you decided to eat only you were thinking of eating only fruit and vegetables. That’s good because that’d leave more meat for us to eat.”

 “I gave it a passing thought until I smelled this delicious meat cooking. This is good pork Cameron,” the girl told her step-mother.

 “Thank you honey, that was a nice complement,” she said. 

 “Yeah it was, but don’t get use to it. I don’t give out complements very often, especially to you.” 
 Her step-mother sighed and shook her head. 
 “Why don’t you like your mother?”

 “Cameron is not my mother and she never will be,” Zoë stated emphatically and left the table.

 A minute later a bedroom door could be heard slamming. Bill shook his head and looked at his wife.

 “I don’t know why she doesn’t respect you. Her mother passed away when she was years old and she’s known you longer than that. I don’t know what I’m going to do with her.”

 “Well I have an idea, but I don’t think you’re going to like,” Cameron said.
 Bill waited for his wife to continue but she said nothing to him.
 “All right what do you have in mind for my wayward daughter, boarding school? They’re very expensive and I don’t think we could afford to send her to one.”

 “I wasn’t thinking boarding school. I was thinking of a back yard BBQ for her,” she said.
 “Huh, you think a mother/daughter BBQ would get her to like you better?”

 “No I wasn’t thinking of that. I don’t think she bond with me that way. Instead I want Zoë to be the meat for our little BBQ,” was Cameron’s answer.
 Her husband sat there several seconds began to laugh. “You’re kidding right? This is the 21st century nobody eats people anymore in this day and age.”

 His wife was just sitting there and staring at him not saying a word for a good minute.
 “Not necessarily. I’ve been eating people since I was a baby. You have been since we started dating.”

 “No, you don’t mean this roast were eating was someone and not pork like I thought,” Bill asked. 
 “Actually it called long pig and this one was a baby girl,” the woman said.
 “Well she certainly has good taste. As for Zoë, she’s my innocent little girl and I don’t want to kill her,” he said to his wife.
 “Oh you don’t have to kill her, I’ll do that,” she said. Cameron then laughed before continuing seeing the horror on his face, “I’m just kidding. I’d like to BBQ her alive. They taste better when cooked alive.”
 “Ouch, that sound painful,” Bill said.

 “Not really, all we have to do is fill her up with wine. Maybe have her smoke a joint too.”

 “I’m still not convinced I want to eat Zoë,” he replied.
 “Perhaps this might change your mind. Your little girl is becoming a woman. While I don’t know if you’ve noticed she’s already wearing lipstick. Soon she’ll want to where perfume and even more makeup. Let’s face it your daughter is about to become high maintenance.” 
 “I guess she’s growing up and she doing to fast in my opinion. I hadn’t noticed that she’s wearing lipstick already. Still she is my daughter and I don’t know about letting you BBQ her”
 Cameron and let out sighed. It was time to play her trump card. 
 “You do know you get to tenderize her before I put her on the spit. I don’t have the equipment to do that to Zoë. Anyway your daughter needs that done to her if she’s to be tender when eaten.” 
 “What do you mean? I’m not a child beater so I can’t do that to my little girl,” Bill told his wife.

 “No you don’t beat her, that’d bruise her meat. No you get to slide little Bill inside your daughter and tenderize her pussy. A cunt filet is the best tasting part on a female long pig,” she explained. 

 “I get to fuck Zoë? Ok then, you can have your BBQ with my little girl as the meat. When do you want to do this evil thing to your step-daughter?” he exclaimed to his wife. 
 “Hmm, when should we do it? Good question, how about next Saturday. Tomorrow is too soon. In a week I can have things ready for our not so little meat girl,” Cameron said.

 Bill had something else on his mind.

 “When can I start tenderizing Zoë?” 
 “Tomorrow, your mine tonight,” was the reply.
 Cameron had no idea her step-daughter looked like a miniature version of his late wife. While he missed his first wife he had a new one which he dearly loved.

 It was a shame that his daughter didn’t like her step-mother. If she did she might be sitting at the table instead of on it in 2 weeks time. 
 In her room Zoë pouted. She didn’t like Cameron one bit. The girl’s father had brought the woman home to his bed. 

 That had been bad enough but to marry her was a terrible thing to do. She got fucked by him every night and she wanted it that to happen to her.

 Zoë want to be the woman of house. That woman had come in wiggled her butt and took over her job.
 Now that she was starting to get tits maybe her dad would think of as little girl and more like a potential lover. She wanted dad to get rid of this other woman.
 The next morning after breakfast Bill left the house to play golf. This left the two women to talk.
 “It looks to me your transitioning into womanhood.  It’s time to have a woman to woman chat.”

 There was a sigh from the other side of the table. Zoë was not happy to be having the sex lecture with her step-mother. This was because the 11 year old thought she knew all about it.
 “I know you know most everything about sex. So I won’t keep you long. Guys want one think and that was to and that’s to get their cocks in-between your legs. I won’t tell you not to let that happen because I know you won’t.”

 This time her step-daughter nodded in agreement. She had no intention of giving her virginity to a boy.   

That right she was reserving for her father.
 Zoë was hoping to steal the woman away from him.  To her way of thinking and if she could get that woman away from her father then she would become the woman of the house.
 Cameron was still explaining things about sex, but all she heard now was bla, bla, bla. 

 The girl did hear her step-mother ask, “Any questions?”
 She shook her head hoping to get away from her. Zoë heard enough talk and just wanted to get away from her and the stupid sex lecture.
 The girl left the kitchen as fast as she could. She didn’t want to take a chance on another chat with her stepmother. 

 Around noon Zoë reappeared in the kitchen. Cameron sat several sandwiches and potatoes in front of the girl.

 As her step-daughter ate the woman told her, “I have to go out shopping if you want to come along you’re welcome to come along. If not your father will be home after his golf game.”
 “I don’t want to go anywhere with you,” the girl spat.

 What the girl didn’t know was she would be going somewhere with her. Next weekend she would guide her step-daughter to the BBQ pit and cook her.

 As for now she wanted to go and get plenty of BBQ sauce as well as charcoal. Cameron didn’t want to run out of either of those items.

The woman also didn’t want to be there when Bill got home. She had a feeling that Zoë was about to lose her virginity when he got back and would give him privacy to do the deed.
 Maybe tenderize her would calm the little bitch down. Not that it mattered the girl was too cute not to be barbequed next weekend. 
 It had been a long time since she had live BBQ meat. Living with 2 people who didn’t know they were cannibals she had to kill what she captured.
 As soon as Cameron left went and put on her blue bikini. The bathing suit was tight because she had done some growing during the winter.

 This was fine with Zoë she wanted to show off as much skin as possible without looking to obverse about what she wanted from him.
 She went outside and stretched out one of the chase lounges while she waited. The girl thought she might as well get a tan while waiting for her father. Little did she know in a week’s time she would get the best tan ever as she was barbequed. 

 Bill arrived home ½ hr later. He had noticed his wife’s car was missing. She probably planned on him to start tenderizing Zoë.

If that was what she wanted then who was he to complain. He showered and then went looking for his daughter.
 He found her enjoying the sun. However the man didn’t hurry over to her. Instead Bill stood to one side admiring his nearly naked daughter.
 The blue bikini hid very little of her anatomy. There were the little mounds rose majestically even though they were on the small side.  
 The nipples were covered but barely. You could however see the pale skin showing around the cloth.
 There was lots of bare skin once it left the girls chest. More cloth covered her bottom but again it was just barely. 
 If she weren’t bound for his bed and later the dinner table her father would make her put clothes on. Instead he walked over and began rubbing her shoulders.
 As he did this the shoulder straps were pushed down. The girl let out a moan of happiness and didn’t bother pulling the straps up. 
 Since she didn’t complained her father decided to venture a little further. The strap holding the suit to her body was unfastened.

 Zoë let the cloth fall away and turn to face her father.

 “You can touch them, if you want. You can also touch any other part of my body if you’d like to.” 
 Bill took his daughter up on her invitation. His hands grab hold of small chest and rub the little mounds. 

 She was coming along fine in that department. If she were to live a while longer she might a nice pair of tits to look at.
 Unfortunately for the girl she wouldn’t be getting much older since he had agreed to let his wife BBQ her. He found himself looking forward to eating her. 

  With that in mind he put his mouth over the right nipple and tasted her. This confirmed she was indeed tasty.
 His teeth lightly bit down her breast and Bill was sure he wanted to eat one of them once she’d been barbequed. If they were this tasty raw how good once they were cooked, he wondered?

 Zoë was toughly enjoying everything that was being done to her. She’d been taught not to let people, especially men, touch certain parts of her body.

 However this was fun and she now wondered why she been told not to allow to touch her. The girl liked the rubbing and licking her father was doing to her.
 Bill heard the moans coming from his daughter and wondered if she was wet yet. He turned the girl around and pulled the bottom part of the swimsuit off of her.
 Now he was looking at his totally naked daughter. Zoë’s bald snatch was staring him in the face and he was almost drooling at the sight of it. 

 “You like me licking your breasts. How about letting me taste your pussy now,” he asked his daughter. 
 The girl nodded her head and stretched out. She spread her legs giving her father full access to her love box. 

 He rubbed the vagina lips to stimulate her further. It worked as he soon had her bouncing on the chase lounge. 
 She let out a shriek of joy and collapsed with a smile on her face.

 “So you enjoyed that did you? Well then in that case you’ll like this,” Bill told his daughter as he lowered his pants.
 Zoë never said a word as she was unconscious. The girl had no idea her father was about to tenderize her for the first time.

 His 7 inches of manhood lined up with his daughter’s slit. He slowly moved it around until it touched the opening to her vagina. 

 Then with one giant push little Bill entered no man’s land. Zoë response to this was to grunt at the violation of her inner sanctum.
 The girl was so out of she didn’t feel the pain of her virginity being ripped away. She also let out little squeaks with each thrust.
 Bill held out for as long as he could before filling his daughter up with man juice. After that he pulled his little girl into the shade and let her sleep, he planned on having her again after they both rested.
 He was laid out on the couch napping when Cameron arrived home. She put away the groceries before waking her husband.
 “Hey wake up you. Did you start tenderize the meat for next weekend’s BBQ?”
  Bill opened his eyes and smiled at her before replying, “Yes I’ve done her once and want to do it again and again. I only got the front door and I want to try the back door.”
 “Oh yes, you defiantly have to do the rump roast too,” she told her husband.

 With that he went to find his daughter again. He found she had once again moved the chase lounge back out into the sun.

 A naked Zoë was getting an all over tan when he came back out. She noticed he was carrying a bottle of something in one of his hands. 
 Sitting down next to her he asked, “Did you like us getting it on together?”
 The girl smiled and replied, “It was lots of fun. Until I passed out that was. When I woke up I was sore between my legs. You fucked me while I was out didn’t you?”
 “Sure did but you didn’t complain when I did it,” he laughed. 
 “Can you do it again? This time I want to be awake,” she told her father.  
 “Sure I’ll do it that way. However in return I want to enjoy you bottom too,” the girl was told.

 She gave a quick nod laid back and spread her legs once more. Bill tasted his daughter for a while which only confirmed his earlier opinion that she was tasty.
 “Ok my dear time to see what your backdoor is like. I know it tight back there but this should loosen it up enough so I can get in.” he said show her the bottle of virgin olive oil.

 Cameron had given it to him just before he walked out to tenderize Zoë some more. An 11 year old girl was tight everywhere especially the ass area.

 He poured the viscous liquid along the vertical smile and even rubbed some into the hole. Bill poured a little on his manhood and then pushed inside her.
 It was tight fit but he kept pouring the olive oil on himself and eventually got in. Zoë did like the feeling however if her dad wanted her this way too she wouldn’t complain. She’d do anything to get rid of Cameron even if it meant getting fucked in the ass.
 The girl was relieved when her father pulled out of that orifice. It had hurt to have him in there but she was proud of herself for not crying.

 After dinner that night he had his daughter again in her bedroom. He enjoyed her pussy for awhile and even had her singing. 
 He stayed with her until she fell asleep playing with her tits. Then he went to own bed where his wife waited in sexy negligee.

 He smile at her then shook his head explaining, “I’m sorry honey I’m not going to be able to enjoy you tonight, the meat has drained me for tonight.” 
 His wife frowned before nodding her acknowledgement. She was disappointed but understood how that could happen.

 The next morning he woke with a massive hard-on. Cameron didn’t like be woken by him pouncing on her. So he slid out of bed and walked down the hall where he planned to wake Zoë. 
 She didn’t mind being woken that way. In fact she thought it was a wonderful way to be woken.

 Cameron woke to find her husband missing. Evidently she wasn’t going to get any action this morning either. 

 Unfortunately for her that was the way things went for the next week. She had to remind herself that this was a temporary situation.
 Saturday morning started just like any other for Zoë. He gave her what would be her last fuck and the girl thought it was the best she’d ever had.
 Little did the 11 year old know it was also her last. When Bill finished with his daughter she would be handed her over to his wife to prepare her for dinner.
 That was what exactly what happened. Bill filled his daughter up on last time and had her go shower. 
 He had no idea that she didn’t need one. That Cameron would be cleaning the meat inside and out before barbequing her.

 Zoë enter the kitchen and found chocolate bars on a plate for breakfast.
 “We’re having a big feast this afternoon, so eat these. Its barbecued pork and it going to be mouth watering and you don’t want to full for that,” Cameron told her step-daughter.

 The girl was hungry after her morning exercise. She would have preferred scrambled eggs and toast but she was willing to wait. She also loved BBQ pork, so Zoë ate what she thought were granola bars.

 It didn’t take long for her stomach to start rumbling. She had just enough time to shoot her step-mother a disgusted look before running off to the bathroom. The girl realized that she had been given laxatives for breakfast and the fact that her step-mother was truly evil. 
 She spent a couple of hours on the porcine throne empting herself. When there was nothing left she went to find her father to tell him what that woman had done to her.
Bill listened and took Zoë to the kitchen. She thought they were going tell Cameron off and get her kicked out of the house.

 “Did you feed Zoë laxatives?”

 “Yes I did it that way a lot easier and cleaner way to clean of meat’s bowels out. You didn’t want shit all over the back yard or her shitting herself as she cooks did you?”

 The girl stood there dumbfounded by what she just heard. That was enough time for her dad grabbed Zoë by the shoulders. 
 Cameron came over with rope and tied her hands behind her back. She screamed to be let go but the adults ignored her. 

 The girl was forced out in to the back yard and stood in the center of it. Cameron forced a hose into her ass to rinse the bowel out. 

 Bill had the job of washing her body. He was slow in washing his daughter, spending a lot of time on the small lumps that was her chest.
 This annoyed his wife who had finished her part of the cleaning.

 “I’ll finish this you go get the wine from the fridge.”

 He grudgingly went and got the wine. This had to be forced down the meats throat as she didn’t want anything to do adults. They were planning to BBQ her after all.   

 It didn’t take long for Zoë to become drunk. To ensure there was out of it Bill lit a joint and had his daughter smoke the whole thing.
 Between the wine and drug the meat was totally out of it. This was exactly what Cameron wanted.

 She was helped onto the picnic table. Once there she was help to her knees.
 Her step-mother picked up the spit and while her father held Zoë’s shoulders. Cameron placed the spit at her entrance to the girl’s rear hole and shoved.   

 The spit entered and the drunken girl’s body who only let out a grunt. Those would be her last “words.”
 The spit inched its way through her body until it came out of her mouth. Her feet retied so they were looped over the spit and Zoë was ready to BBQ.
 In her foggy mind the girl saw the metal pole coming out of her mouth. She also saw as well as felt the spit being picked up.
 Worse Zoë saw the coal coming closer and closer. Then though blurry eyes she was staring at the coals only a foot away from her. 
 The tween wanted to scream as she felt the heat begin to hit her body. Unfortunately the spit made any form of communication impossible.

 Cameron turned the spit once to make sure it was working properly and then had her husband take over. While Bill did this she poured BBQ sauce over the meat and spread it around.
 If she had been able the girl would have sighed with relief. Whatever it was it felt cool when compared to a few seconds ago.

 Zoë had been barbequing 10 minutes when the spit shook violently. Her step-mother took a meat tine and stuck it into the meat girls butt.

 She didn’t respond and Cameron knew her step-daughter was meat now.

 “She’s meat now. It’s going to take a 4 to 5 hrs for her to cook fully.”

 Bill only nodded and continued to turn what had been his daughter. He was sadden by this, but like his wife had said Zoë was about to become high maintenance and start bring home boys. 
 The girl had been BBQ to perfection five hrs later. Her father having turned her most of the time, feeling it was his duty to do so.

 She was removed and taken over to the picnic table.
Cameron had made a pot fresh baked beans and potato salad. Zoë was sat in the middle of the table face up with her sky blue eyes opened.
 “This way she can “watch” us eat her various parts,” his wife explained with chuckle.  

 “In that case what part do you want to eat in front of her?” Bill asked. 
 She looked over the Zoë roast and smacked her lips. “Everything looks so good. Still I guess I start with a drumstick. That is the lower leg just like on a chicken and leave the foot on.” 

 The woman may have never eaten a chicken, having grown up in a cannibal family, but she was familiar with it. 

 He severed the left limb off of his daughter and placed it on the paper plate for his wife. As for himself he chose her right breast.
 “Zoë may have been bad attitude in life. However she has excellent taste as food,” Cameron said.

 She was enjoying the taste of her barbequed step-daughter. The leg she was eating was delicious.

 As for her breast meat Bill found that part tasted even sweeter then in life. The problem was it wasn’t filling.

 “You say the pussy is the most tasteful part to eat on a woman or girl in this case?” Bill asked.

 “Yes the cunt filet is the most delicious part on a female, be it woman or girl. Would you like to share half of it with me,” was his wife’s answer.
 “Zoë’s leg didn’t fill you up. I would have thought her leg would have filled you up. You’re eating enough for… two?” he asked in surprise.

 She gave her husband a smile and nodded, “in about 6 month or so we’ll have a replacement for Zoë.”

 He sliced the filet and placed the whole thing on her plate. She was eating for two now after all. 
THE END

