            JENNY’S BIRTHDAY ROAST

   (The story has been re-edited and posted anew.  Two new chapters will be posted shortly.  Chapter 3 – “Meredith’s Election” is of events later the same day.  The in between Chapter 2 – “A Dream Come True for Frances” is the flashback story of Jenny’s sister.) 

             *     *    *     *

  “Wake up sleepy head,” Alice Parent said, grasping an ankle through the sheet and giving a shake.

  Jenny returned a sleepy smile.  She stretched and yawned. Then she remembered and propped herself up on her elbows.

   “Ok, so tell me,” she said.

   “Tell you what?,” Mrs. Parent teased, savoring the moment as it were.

   “Tell me…hey, who’s here anyway!?” 

   Jenny hopped out of bed and looked down through the open screen window at Bob Burns and another man Jenny recognized working in the yard.  The men belonged to her parents’ club.  The men were digging with shovels.  Nearby were bags of charcoal stacked in a pile.  From downstairs, Jenny heard the sounds of women’s chatter.

   “What the heck is going on, guys?”, Jenny chirped, as Homer Parent entered the room.  Her father looked troubled, Jenny thought, in contrast to her mother who seemed her usual difficult self.

   “Would you like me tell you now, dear?”, Mrs. Parent said, smiling.

   “Yes.”

   “All right, give Daddy a hug first and then I will.”

   “Boy, this is mysterious,” Jenny laughed.  She skipped into her father’s waiting arms.  

   “Mmmm, Daddy,” she cooed, enjoying his embrace until she felt her arms pushed behind her back and pinned there while something was attached to her wrists.  Mrs. Parent had put on the leather handcuffs she had secreted in her robe.  Next she tied Jenny’s ankles together.  After satisfying herself that the knot was secure, she helped the trussed and startled teenager back on the bed.   

   “What did you ask me last night that I told you I would explain this morning?,” Mrs. Parent said, coolly.

   “What are you guys doing?  Is this a joke!?,” Jenny cried.

   “Not a joke.  Answer me, dear.”

   “Yes, you better answer your mother,” Mr. Parent said, grimly.

   “I…I asked how come we had to start getting my birthday dinner ready today.  My birthday isn’t until Saturday.”

   “Yes, and I told you I would answer your question this morning and I did that because I wanted you to have a good sleep.  You see, dear, your birthday dinner is going to be you.  That’s right.  We’re going to cook you on your birthday, in the backyard.  The fellows are getting the pit ready for you right now. You’ll be the meal for our guests.  You’ll be barbequed, dear.   Its going to take three days to get you ready, however, so that is why the preparations are beginning this morning.”   While she broke this news, Mrs. Parent nuded her daughter, pulling Jenny’s panties from her bound ankles and cutting away her tee shirt.  Homer Parent watched wistfully.  He knew the next time the girl was dressed it would be as meat.

   The shaking began with Jenny’s lower lip.  Soon she was quivering from head to toe, and sobbing.  Numbed and broken, Jenny nevertheless was unsurprised by her mother’s horrible words.  They fit somehow in a strange pattern of her life. 

   “So, Jenny, do you feel terrified?,” Mrs. Parent said, wanting some fun.

   “Yes,” came a whimper.

   “Are you bewildered?”

   “I don’t know!,” the girl cried through her sobs.  “I forgot what bewildered means.”

   “Well, your education in such things is over, so it doesn’t matter, sweetie.”

   Homer Parent broke a smile at his wife’s clever way with the girl.  He felt better that things were out in the open.  He believed that a girl needed to understand she was meat in order to effect a satisfactory transformation in everyone’s mind.  

   “Right, your education from now on is about food,” he chimed in.

   “Oh, good, Homer,” Mrs. Parent tittered. “What exactly should she be learning about food, do you think?”

    “Hmmmm. Well, I would say she should be learning ways to taste good, for one thing.   Should have put on weight, too, after all that damn feed we gave her but it’s too late to do anything about that.”  Looking at the quaking loveliness reconfirmed to Homer that Jenny was a prime piece of ass but overly lean as a piece of meat.

    Mrs. Parent sighed and put a hand on Jenny’s shivering rump. “Your father doesn’t realize that girls your age sometimes just don’t fatten up no matter how hard a person tries.  Well, what parts of her do you most look forward to yourself in the taste department, Daddy?”  

    Mrs. Parent was having an even better time than she’d expected.

    “Oh stop it!!! Stop it!”  Jenny strained against the cords, rolling about on the bed. After a while she gave up and sobbed uncontrollably.

   “Ok, lighten up, sweetheart, this will all seem better to you in a little while,” Mr. Parent said, moving onto the  bed.  He stroked her, then nodded to Mrs. Parent who came to assist with the sedative.

   Minutes later, Jenny lay quietly in her binds, gazing dully at the ceiling as she heard her father’s story.  She had known that their Club was a dinner Club.  She just hadn’t realized that it dined on cooked girls.  Once a year the Club held a picnic at the lake for the families, its one regular gathering where the meat courses were ordinary hotdogs and hamburgers.   Jenny had attended the outings almost all of her life.  She liked many of the members and felt that they liked her.  Bob Burns had been especially nice the way he kidded with her and included her in the grownup’s chats.  

  “We try to get one meat girl a month, but it doesn’t always work out.   Some of them we buy, sometimes we send out a hunting party. Usually, the banquets are at Bob Burns’ farm.  But we thought you would want to be cooked at home so we’re going to do you here, sweetheart,” Homer Parent said, trying to keep a pleasant tone. 

   “You’ll be eaten here, too, dear, if that makes you feel better about the situation,” Mrs. Parent said.

    Homer Parent sighed.  “The fact is, you were almost eaten eight years ago.   It was only thanks to Bob Burns that you were saved until your sixteenth birthday.  So you should feel a little bit lucky, young lady, and not be ungrateful now that your special day is around the corner.” 

   Did Jenny remember when her sister burned to death with her girlfriend in a car accident?  Jenny nodded.  She was little then but of course she remembered.  Well, the accident was a ruse.  The girls had been cooked, Frances in a barbecue right where the fellows were digging a pit for Jenny, and the girlfriend in the kitchen oven.  

   “It rained so we ate on the porch that time,” Mr. Parent remembered.  “Set up a buffet.  It was kind of crowded but we managed.”  

   “Damn, a real feast that was having the two of them, and young meat to boot.  Gotta love that young meat,”  Bob Burns exclaimed, gaily.  He had burst into the room, immediately fastening his eyes on Jenny.   He was bare chested and sweating.  His stomach rolled over the tops of his dungarees, slightly obscuring the bulge of his erection.

   “How are we doing here, people?  Is she ready?  She looks ready.  Man, what a gorgeous kid!  I hope the blah blah stuff is almost over, people, because I’ve got a hardon that won’t quit.”

   “Not to mention an appetite,” quipped Mrs. Parent, delicately tracing a finger along Jenny’s thigh.  Bob Burns was a thigh man.  “Homer needs to tell her the story, Bob.  You know that”.

   “Damn, he’ll take all day.  Let me tell it.  What was the other morsel’s name?”

   “Laura,” said Mrs. Parent.  “You’re a morsel now as far as Bob is concerned,” she chuckled, allowing her finger another run along Jenny’s flesh.

   Jenny ignored the finger but turned her head and looked at the grownups for the first time since she’d been trussed.   Tears welled in her eyes and wet her cheeks.   She opened her mouth as if to speak, but only gurgled.  She shut her eyes and rolled her face in the sheets.   

   “First a morsel for my cock she’ll be.  I tell you I never wanted to fuck any morsel we’ve ever had as much as I am aching to fuck this one.  All right, Jenny-morsel, listen up. Back then we used to talk about eating one of our own kids.  It was a fun idea but dangerous.  You can’t have your kids disappear and not raise suspicions.  So we decided to do only one or two kids and we drew lots for the teens.  There were about fifteen of them.”

   “Thirteen,” Mrs. Parent said.

   “Right, anyway, your sister lost, or won, depending how you look at it.  Well, as luck would have it, the same week Frances got picked for the roast her cheerleading team found out they were going to Disney World with the band to march in one of the parades they have there, and your mom and dad could go as chaperones, all free.  You dad came to me and asked if I would put up one of my girls instead of your sister and that we could eat Frances after the trip.  I could see how bad he wanted that free trip to Disney World so I kinda took advantage, said I wouldn’t swap but I’d make a bet.  We’d do odds and evens, one takes it, and if I lost we’d cook up one of my kids and have Frances when she got back but if he lost, we’d roast the two of you together.  Well, he lost.  So when the big day came, they brought you into your sister’s bedroom where they had her all laid out.  You were still zonked, being carried by one of the gals.  We figured we’d boil you, since we’d never had a boiled dinner, and you were too little for a spit, even a small one, but then yours truly came to the rescue.  Said that instead of eating you then when you had hardly any meat on you, why didn’t wait until you were prime, grow you good with fine grains and corn and then have a real feast when you were like sixteen years old and that’s what the club agreed to do, voted to cook you on your sixteenth birthday and help your folks foot the feed bills to get you prime.  That’s it in a nutshell, little morsel-meat.  Now can we please get on with the fucking.”

   “We haven’t told her that part yet, Bob,” Alice Parent said.  “He means you, dear. You see the preparations I mentioned are mainly about fucking you. For the next three days you are going to be fucked by the men.  The ladies will have turns with you at other times, when the men are resting or whatever.  That’s because we need your cunt juice for basting.  Don’t you think that’s cute, being basted over the coals in your own cunt juice.  Believe me, it will make you nice and tasty. We mix things with the cunt juice like basil and a little ginger, also olive oil, and the men’s’ jism of course and a nice barbeque sauce that Mrs. Jennings makes.  Your juices aren’t the main ingredient for the baste, but they’re an important one and we need as much of it as we can get.  We’ll be making you drink a great deal of water, whether you want it or not, and also Mrs. Russell will give you quite a few hormone shots.   When it’s time to cook you, you’ll get some other shots to help you get through the experience.  All of this will start now, dear, and it will continue right up to the cookout almost.  You’ll have an interesting time if you’ll relax and try to enjoy the inevitable.” 

    “The inevitable, Mommy?  You mean being killed!,” Jenny sobbed.

    “Oh, what a bad attitude,” Mrs. Parent said, slapping Jenny’s bottom.

    “Hey, don’t bruise the meat!”, Bob Burns laughed, but he was serious.

    Lorraine Russell entered the room, carrying a tray.  Her spectacled eyes honed in on the nuded livestock, again hiding its face in the sheets.  Mrs. Russell was fifty years old.  She was kind and mild mannered in most things, but in the activities of the club she was voracious.  

    “Time for a little shot, honey, and a nice glass of warm water,” Mrs. Russell said, unable to keep the excitement out of her voice.  Then I’m going to retie your ankles for you.  Alice, I think we should do one leg to each bedpost.  That way she’ll be nice and spread.”  Later, instead of the ankle ties, Jenny would be leashed at her neck and given a tether tied to the frame of the bed  allowing her to walk about the room.  She would thank them for this small freedom.

    Mrs. Parent nodded.  She’d worried for days of being embarrassed if Jenny stayed in a sour mood the whole time before her roasting.  So much grumpiness could harm a cooked girl’s flavor, Alice knew.  It might be worse than embarrassing if Jenny turned out to be a big disappointment after her long build-up, all those rare grains and other choice feeds members had paid good money for to make her prime.  Someone might get the bright idea that Alice should be roasted to make things square.  It wouldn’t be the first time a woman got butchered for displeasing the Club.  Oh, what was she thinking?!  Jenny was going to be delicious, just like her sister.  On other hand, even if the teenager didn’t turn out that great it would hardly be a capital offense on Alice’s part.  And one thing Alice knew for certain.  They’d never put out a roast that was going to look prettier on the platter than Jenny was sure to look when that perfect teenage torso was browned and dripping over a bed of steamed vegetables, presented with an apple in her mouth.  

   Goodness gracious, Alice laughed to herself. How easily she had relegated Jenny in her mind to pure girl meat.  Well, that’s what she was so everyone might as well get used to it.

   “Yes, spread her.  The fucking will do her good,” Alice said. 

        *     *     *     *     *

   So began three days of round the clock fucking in the guarded second floor bedroom at the Parent house.  Of the club’s fifty-nine members, thirty-four were men, a few of the ladies having lost their memberships on the spit before the rules were tightened.   It was conservatively assumed that in three days at least twenty of the men would be able to fuck Jenny twice, all of them fucking her at least once, meaning that the girl meat could be fucked fifty-four times or more before being brought down for roasting on Saturday morning.  

   Alice Parent understood as well as anyone why the Club required girls to be gang fucked before cooking them.  “If you are made for fucking it matters not who fucks you, just as it makes no difference who eats you if you are food,” Alice had written in her diary.   As it had helped other girls, that indifference proved useful to Jenny once she acquired it late on the first day.  She realized that her ultimate purpose in the world had become essentially that of a Thanksgiving turkey.  At the height of her passion she would think about this and gush out the juices they would cook her in.   

   Jenny would not only be cooked, she would be cooked alive.  She would be roasted on a spit.  But she would live when it began and she would even be alive even at her initial serving to nearly sixty hungry guests.  Jenny didn’t know this yet.  She assumed that being cooked meant you were dead before you were eaten, and the only question in her mind was whether she would be slaughtered before they roasted her or cooked alive.  

    The women that first evening were highly pleased by the young girl’s freshened outpourings of cunt juice.  They diligently collected the drippings and little orgasmic squirts, even single drops of the cunt baste were scooped into jars.  Jenny found to her surprise that she enjoyed having sex with the women, though less of course than she enjoyed the men.  The women soothed and caressed her to orgasm, unlike the poundings the men gave her.  The soothings and kisses came with bits of brutality, however, lest Jenny forget she was meat.  Indeed, as the eaters had learned from experience, a little cruelty sometimes enabled a reluctant diner to accept and even take pleasure in her fate.

   The women were careful on these occasions not to bruise the meat, as when Gloria, and an old woman Jenny had never seen until the awful person came to her bed to have sex with her, were doing Jenny, having already sucked up mouthfuls of cuntjuice blended in places with Bob Burn’s creamy jism, and the old meany said to Jenny, “you’re pure meat honey, that’s all you are and all you’re ever going to be,” and Jenny had looked at her and made a small smile, feeling the pain from her shoulders to her wrists because of her arms being pinned behind her for so long.

   “How good can this be for your stupid, darned meat?”, she wanted to say to them about her aching arms, but kept the impertinence to herself. 

   “What I’m saying pretty one is that you’re meat as you lie here and you’ll be meat on Saturday when you’re being turned and basted on the your spit.”

    Gloria laughed.  “And when she’s on our plates she’ll really be meat then.”

    Jenny’s mind broke down against these contemplations.

    “You know, I think our barbecue baby is in love with Bob Burns,” Gloria said.

    “What?”, the old woman demanded.

    “Yeah, she’s gotten Bob to fuck her twice and it’s not even one whole day gone by and a lot of guys haven’t fucked her once yet.  She’s luring Bob, I think.”

     “That’s bad of her, Gloria.  Why don’t you stick that candle up her ass?  Light it first, ok.”

      After the women rolled Frances onto her stomach and retied her legs to the posts, Gloria lit the candle.  She placed the flame near Jenny’s anus.

      “Her asshole will just put it out,” the old woman complained.

      “Well, her slut asshole probably would like to put something out for a change,” Gloria joked.

      Jenny wasn’t listening.  She was thinking of being fucked.  Eleven men had fucked her by then and made her cum.  The women, too, had made her come.  Jenny thought she could come again if someone would only come in and fuck her.  

      The binds came off Jenny’s wrists on the morning of the second day.  Tom Davidson, not ten years older than Jenny, who she’d seen for the first time when he entered her room with his cock out, untied her while Jenny lay in the after glow of her orgasm.  

     “You won’t cause trouble,” he said, smiling.

     “No,” Jenny promised, gratefully stretching her arms and flexing her wrists.

     “They’ll blame me if you do.”

     “I won’t.  Don’t worry.  What can I do, anyway, I have this stupid leash on.”

     He was so nice.  He hadn’t mentioned her “situation” even once.

     Tom lay against her gently and put his lips to her ear. “I can hardly wait to see you cooked,” he whispered.

     “Oh!”

     He kissed her. “All browned and juicy on your platter, looking so cute with an apple in your mouth, and everyone lining up with their plates.  I think I’m going to have jerk off right then and there.”

     “Oh!”

         *    *     *     *     *

   “Here we go, dear,” Lorraine Russell said, raising the syringe that would pump hormones into the teenager’s veins.  One of the women gave Jenny a shot every hour and three times an hour they forced her to drink warm water.  When the pee came, the women praised the child and told her to let it all out and when she finished the women lifted and bathed her with warm towels and replaced the rubber sheet with a dry one.  

   Mrs. Russell had seemed kind and intelligent all the years that Jenny was growing up, often showing an interest in Jenny’s life at school.  The woman had been one of Jenny’s favorite grownups at the picnics.  Jenny came to value Mrs. Russell’s opinions about important things like literature and morality.  Could it be true that even she wanted to cook and eat her?  Sighing for Mrs. Russell’s benefit, Jenny regarded her with hopeful eyes.

   “Hold your arm out,” Mrs. Russell said, tartly.

    Jenny raised her arm and Mrs. Russell skillfully administered the shot.  Jenny eyed the woman again, and took a quick breath.

    “Mrs. Russell, can I ask you something?”

     “What?”

     “How..how are they going to cook me on Saturday?”

     “Mmmm, you’re going to be roasted, dear, on a long metal spit.  Oh, and there’s talk of rain on Saturday so we are thinking seriously of cooking you tomorrow.  I don’t know if anyone told you that.”

     “Oh!”

     “Yes, too bad. I like these little visits we have when I can look you over and think about you when you’re on the spit or on the table and give you a few cheap feels.

     “Oh, Mrs. Russell!”

     “I do hope you taste as good as your sister did.  She was one of the best roasts we ever had.”  Mrs. Russell smiled and ran a hand over Jenny’s forehead and down her face and then felt and poked Jenny’s tits with both hands and tweaked the hard nipples, as if she were testing a butcher’s merchandise and then she wiped her hands on a small towel that she had brought with the syringe.

      Jenny felt dizzy.  “Will they…will they kill me first, before I get cooked?,” she whispered.

      “I seriously doubt it.  Your dad will be in charge of the cooking so he’ll decide the technical questions.”

      “Daddy is going to cook me himself?”

      “Mmm hmm.  He’ll be the one who spits you, too.  He’s good, don’t worry. Just a joke dear.  I know you’re worried.  Who wouldn’t be?  Especially with me here.  You don’t know this, honey, but I eat roasted girls like an alligator.   I eat until I can’t move anymore if there’s enough meat.  Well, there won’t be enough meat Saturday, I regret to say. The whole Club is coming.  You should feel honored, you know, having every member sign up for a piece of you.  Anyway, your father and Bob Burns are the best spitters in the club.  And speaking of the devil…”.

      Homer Parent had entered the room.  He wore a navy blue robe that hung openly on his otherwise nude body, leaving uncovered his erect cock and bloated balls.  Mrs. Russell excused herself and scurried out feeling the tingles in her nipples.  There had been no talk of rain on Saturday.

    Jenny shrank into the pillows and turned her head.

   “Daddy, why are you like this!?”

   “What do you think?  I’m going to fuck you.”

   “No, no.  You can’t do that to your own….daughter, Daddy,” Jenny mewed.  For some reason this seemed a stupid thing to say to him and she wondered if the reason it seemed stupid was that so many men had fucked her she’d turned into a whore, so it didn’t matter now if her father fucked her.  No, it was worse than that and much more exciting.  It was because she was meat.  That’s why it didn’t matter.  Homer Parent confirmed this.  

   “You are telling me who you are.  But that’s water over the dam.  What matters now is what you are.  What are you, Jenny?”

   Jenny swallowed. “I know what you want me to say.”

   “Then say it.”

   “I’m…I’m going to be the dinner for everyone on Saturday,” she said, bravely. 

    Mr. Parent chuckled.  “Well, not the whole dinner.  But the main course, for sure.  Not enough of you I’m afraid to make a whole dinner for the crowd we'll have.   You’ll be keeping company in the pit with pots of potatoes and beets and onions and other veggies.  There’ll be lots to eat besides you.  And when you’re about done, we’ll put some corn over the coals.  For dessert, some of the gals are bringing pies, mainly apple and blueberry.”

    “Oh, Daddy! How can you do this to me?  Can’t you save me, Daddy?  I know you can save me if you want to?”

    “Sure I can save you.  I can save a little of you for Sunday breakfast, fried up leftovers!,” Homer chortled.  He couldn’t resist a good joke.

    Jenny swayed.  She fought to keep herself from fainting.  Why was he doing this?  Why was everyone being so cruel?  

   “Oh, come on, don’t be such a moper. We always tease the girls, kid around with them before they ride the spit.  If we were serious all the time how much fun would it be.  How would we enjoy our meal if we had to feel guilty about eating it?  Try to look at things from our point of view.”

   Jenny dabbed her eyes.  “I’ll try, Daddy, but I don’t know if I can.”

   “Look, everyone here has a good opinion of you.  They’ve always thought you were a terrific little girl.  I think folks will be surprised if you don’t turn out to be a really fine roast.  And I bet you want that too if you think about it.  Don’t you?   Aren’t you hoping you’ll taste good?  I bet deep down the answer is yes.”

   All the chit chat caused Homer Parent to wonder if his erection might be flagging so he put his hand around it and gave it a few pumps. 

   “It’s pretty hard to think about that Daddy when you’re in my situation,” Jenny said, giving him a hurt look.  In fact, however, she had wondered if she might not taste as good as everyone hoped.  She hated to disappoint people.

    “Anyway, Daddy, Mrs. Russell says you are going to be the person who cooks me,” she said, becoming weepy again.

    “Yup, and spit you, too.  I’ll be in charge of the whole thing, sweetheart.”

    “It’s going to hurt, isn’t it, or are you going to… kill me first before you cook me.”  The tears flowed down her cheeks, inspiring her father to give his cock a few quick strokes.

    “Oh no, we’ll put you up there like a squealing piglet.  I promise,” he chortled.

    “It’s going to hurt.  Its going to hurt a lot, I bet.”

    Homer Parent decided to rein in the humor.

    “It won’t hurt so much that you won’t like it, not until you’re almost done.  Then, yeah, it will be tough but the tough part won’t last long.  You’ll be too far gone for it to be a problem.”  

     Jenny looked at his cock.  It was a little like the spit, she thought.   She lay back and sprawled her legs, inviting him to see her.

    “I’m sorry, Daddy, about what I said before, in case you still want to fuck me.”

    Mr. Parent dropped his robe.  “You weren’t a virgin were you?”

    “No, Daddy.  I was fucked twice, that’s all though.”

    “Ha.  Fucked twice in sixteen years.  And how many fucks as girl meat?”

    “I don’t know.  I didn’t count them all.”

    “Twenty-three.  I’m number twenty-four.  So, how is it, being fucked night and day?.”

    “I’m enjoying it a lot, Daddy, to be honest.”  How strange to be able to sit with him with his cock out and talk to him about fucking like it was school or the choir or buying clothes.  “It takes my mind off..you know.  I’m having lots of orgasms.  I can’t believe how many I’m having.  Mrs. Russell says the hormones are doing that, besides giving me lots of cunt juice.  My nipples are hard all the time and they tingle so much I can hardly stand it.  All I want to do is have sex it seems.”

    Homer Parent moved between his daughter’s legs.  He buried his cock in her, and groaned.

    “Wait till Saturday, about two p.m.  Your nips will get a tingle like they never had before,” he snickered.  Then he pounded her.  Just before she came, Jenny pictured herself on her hands and knees looking over her shoulder at the spit.  It was suspended there in mid air and she was wiggling her bottom for it to fuck her.

     Afterward, while the ladies collected juice, Homer lay with her, answering her questions.  He began to think they were making progress in the learning-to-be-meat department.  

     “Daddy, did Frances like the spit?”

     Homer Parent thought a moment.  “Nope, she didn’t have time.  We only prepared her a few hours before her roast.  Folks were expecting a big breakfast and it was gettin late.   We marinated her right after her last fuck.  I spitted her.  She was my first one. Your mother kept the pain way down though, I give her credit for that.  Frances, well she just gazed at the coals until her eyes popped, except when I turned her and she was face up looking at me.  Never cried out.  The valium and Demerol did that for her and also this here butter baste with some fancy herb in it that the chef had.  Your sister knew what was happening.  She could see the vegetable pots waiting to be put on the coals and your mom had told her the whole thing, so had Laura.  Frances could see the tables set for breakfast and all the people milling around, sipping juice or coffee or beer or whatever and blabbing away about what a great roast she was going to be.  The kid lasted quite awhile actually, turned me on the way she wiggled on that spit, you know, with that body she had.  You got the same body, even better.  Can’t wait to see you wigglin up there.”

    “Now it was pretty funny about Laura.  The kid was in the house one day, waitin for Frances to get home from her piano lesson or whatever, and Bob Burns and a few others were there and we were talkin about cookin Frances.  She had just been picked for the roast so we were makin up the plans.  No one knew Laura was there.  Then the dumb kid walks right into the living room and says she heard what we were saying and she wants to come to the barbecue and eat your sister with the rest of us.  Thinks it’s the most exciting thing she ever heard of.   And she’s supposed to be your sister’s best friend!  Well, we included her all right. We even got her to help out!  After your Mom drugged Frances in her sleep and we got a whole crowd of us up in her room ready to fuck her as soon as she woke up and found herself stripped and tied to the bed, we had Laura break the news.  Your Mom and I didn’t want Frances yellin her head off about the whole thing so your mom shot some novocaine in her tongue before the kid woke up.  All she could do was go “ahhh” after Laura told her what was going to happen.  I did your sister first.  I think she was still hoping it was some kind of a crazy dream until I dorked her.  Anyway, while Frances was bein fucked we tied up Laura and let her know she was goin to be cooked, too. Roasted her in the oven.“

   “She deserved it, Daddy,” Jenny said.

   “She sure did.” 

    He went and got the album and Jenny saw her first images of a roasting girl.  They sat on the bed while she quietly studied the color photographs.  A few of the pictures were of Laura but most were of Frances.  The first was a photograph of Frances being carried on her spit to the barbeque, the red coals glowing in the background.  The spit arched Frances’ head.  It jutted through her mouth, freezing the expression or her still pretty face.  Frances’s blue eyes looked widely to the sky.  The last Frances photo showed the teenager cooked, resting hog tied on her platter.  She was evenly browned, agleam in juices. The eyes were wide as before, but vacant.  Standing beside the finished roast was a younger Alice Parent, grinning and pointing to the apple she evidently had just placed in her meat daughter’s cooked mouth. 

   “Boy,” said Jenny, as she closed the album.  

                  *      *      *      *

   At nine o’clock on Saturday morning, Alice Parent and Lorraine Russell woke Jenny from a nap.  The girl had been fucked around seven that morning and the two hours rest she’d been allowed were her most at one time since the preparations began.  She’d received no food in three days. She’d been fucked 51 times.  Her cunt was a testament to teenage resiliency.  As she stirred, her first, hopeful thought was that a man had come to fuck her.  Alas, Mrs. Parent and Mrs. Russell were on a very different mission.

   “Time to ride the spit, Jenny” Mrs. Parent declared.

   Jenny blinked and sat up.  

   “It’s so early,” she breathed, taking in the sun that streamed through the windows.  She’d seen the sun earlier that morning, trailing her tether to the window after the man left.   In the quiet of the house, she’d looked down at the yard and the barbeque.  Long shadows from the spit brackets stretched toward her.  The coals had been laid in a rounded black heap but were not yet lit.   The spit was upright.  It leaned rakishly on one of its brackets, its point aimed skyward.  All along the bossy shaft it gleamed blackly in the new day.  The spit’s casual self assurance had seemed very arrogant to Jenny.  A meat-girl’s cunt could gush baste at such arrogance.  Jenny felt that the spit had drawn her to the window to taunt her that her special day had dawned.  She had thought again about what it would do, how it would enter her through her cunt and exit her through her mouth, a metal cock that fucked a person all the way through, that owned you until you were cooked and then the spit would be finished with you and they would put you on your platter for everyone to admire before the carving, and the spit would go back to its resting place.

   Jenny had fled the window then and fallen to the bed, thrashed the covers, sobbed and slept. 

   The women ignored the girl meat’s hesitancy and began washing her with sponges and clear water.  They shaved her and bathed her a second time.  Mrs. Russell made Jenny gargle, letting her spit it out on the bed.  They rolled her over and gave her an enema and then they bathed her once more.  They stuck her arms with needles.  Jenny let them go about her preparations.  She could not stop thinking of the spit.  

   “The gals are dying to see you, dear, after what the men have been saying about you.  Everyone knows you’re pretty, but a person has to see you nude to really appreciate you. I mean those tits of yours and your…well, everything,” Mrs. Russell enthused. 

   “Everyone’s going to want these,” Mrs. Parent said, squeezing one of Jenny’s pert nipples.  The nipples would cook first, being the closet parts of Jenny to the coals

and being small.  They would require much basting, Alice said.

   “They get nice and crisp on the outside without overcooking on the inside if you do them right,” Mrs. Russell noted.  “Homer is great with nipples, Alice.”

   “I know it,” Alice said, softly.  She pushed two fingers inside Jenny’s cunt and began to fuck it.  With her other hand she continued to pinch and rub Jenny’s nipple, taking turns with the meat-girl’s other nipple.

   The women had crouched Jenny on the bed, doubled on her hands and knees, as she might be positioned for the spit.  Alice’s fingers rode in and out, out and in, and very soon Jenny gushed all over the twin invaders and collapsed, gasping for air.

   “There you go, dear, a birthday present,” Mrs. Parent chuckled.

   “She’s thinking that a spit fucking her would be a  better present than a horny mother’s fingers,” Mrs. Russell quipped.

   “Is that true, dear?  Are you just dying for the spit to fuck you?”, Alice Parent inquired.

   Jenny turned on her stomach. She folded her arms over her blonde head. 

   “I don’t care about him,” she mumbled.

   “Him?”

   “The spit!”

              *        *        *        *        * 

   Homer Parent spread out a tarp on the grass and on the tarp he arranged his equipment and supplies.  Curious among the latter were strips of a material that resembled aluminum but was thinner and more pliable, a space age paper that deflected heat like a firewall.  He was going to use it for cooking his daughter.  If he succeeded, Jenny would be two courses not one.  The first serving would be of Jenny offering roasted nipples, the cooked tops of her tits, fillets cut from her browned thighs, more fillets from her prize shoulders, the tender meat near her knees.  If all went well, Jenny would be released from the spit able to observe these carvings and perhaps even feel their dazed sensations.  She would be kept hog tied on her platter, in a bed of lettuce, until people finished eating her initial offerings and then Homer would re-spit her and they would carry her to the coals for her final roasting.   It would be a coup if he could pull it off.  So far, he’d told no one of the plan, not even Alice.    

   Jenny entered the yard from the back door of the house at ten o’clock.  Alice Parent held her leash.  Mrs. Russell served as a second escort.  Everyone was waiting.  Many of the guests were in various stages of undress.  Jenny’s hands had been retied behind her back to keep her from covering herself and as a statement that she was meat.  Jenny’s cunt showed no trace of its former blonde fuzz.  The fucking had left the soft flesh swollen and pinked, holding out the promise of especially good fillets.  Keeping her head bowed, Jenny walked slowly past the enthralled assembly.   The escorts stopped her beside a rubberized tarp laid out on the grass a short distance from the pit.  The pit smoldered now.  Jenny glanced at the tall bracket where the spit had leaned but was no longer there.  She knew where it was.  She’d seen it the second she’d stepped outside, resting haughtily on its staging brackets away from the heat of the pit.  These brackets were low to the ground so that the spit might be easily gathered up when the time came.  Now, as her mother ushered her roughly onto the tarp, Jenny turned her head to see the object of her torment and desire.  Most eyes were on her, she knew.  They would see her staring and know her secret.  Jenny blushed and dropped her gaze. 

   Homer spoke.  He thanked everyone for coming to his home to share his daughter on her sixteenth birthday.  He hoped that she would make a fine dinner for everyone.  It wasn’t every girl who got to be roasted for her birthday, he added, humorously, winning chuckles from the crowd. Given the size of the gathering, some fifty-nine eaters, Homer hoped the members would understand the limited bounty of the dinner’s meat course.  He would do his best to make up with flavor what the meal might lack in quantity.  And he had something else to tell them. He was going to try a new technique for cooking a girl.  Homer picked up one of the heat sheets and explained his plan.  Murmurs of approval spread across the lawn.  

   “Two courses, how grand!”, someone cried.

   “What’s grand is that she’s going to live to watch It!  She’s going to watch herself being eaten, people!  That’s what’s grand!”, Bob Burns exploded.

   “We sure hope it goes that way,” Homer said, uneasily.  He gathered himself.  

   “One thing, folks, and that’s when to put the stuffing in.” he said. 

    The diners became ever more attentive.  

    “Ideally, the stuffing should be served at the second course since that’s when we’ll carve her up for good.  I can shield her stomach during the first roast, like I said, so she’d be uncooked there. Problem is, what if she doesn’t make it through the first roast.  I don’t have to tell you what that would mean.”

    Mr. Parent paused.  Around the yard, heads turned in urgent whispering conferences.  A highlight of any roast was watching the meat get stuffed while it was still alert and able to observe the procedure along with the audience.

    “So I put the question.  Do we chance it, or do you think I should play it safe and stuff her now?”

    Jenny stood with her head down while the grownups debated.  She heard them but her thoughts were on the spit.  It drew her shy glances and each time she looked at it her cunt responded with a twinge.  She almost wanted to fall to her knees and show the spit her fuckhole.  

    Meredith Merriweather raised her hand.  The Merriweathers were new members, attending just their third roast, but that wasn’t going to stop Meredith from putting in her two cents worth.  Meredith was popular with the men.  She generally was considered the Club’s prettiest member.  Not everyone liked it, however, that she was outspoken and seemed sometimes not to show proper respect for the seniority of others. 

   “What are you doing?,” Steven Merriweather said.

   “I have an idea,” Meredith said.

   “What a surprise.  Ok, ask them why can’t they do the stuffing now but not serve it until the main meal.  I don’t see the problem.” 

   “The problem, dear heart, is that Homer is a chef, not  just a cook.  He wouldn’t dream of making stuffing and then serving it hours after it’s done.  Even worse would be to stuff her now and then shield her stomach, letting it sit there for hours.  Ich.”

   Meredith waved her hand.  

   “Homer, why don’t you stuff her both times?   I know it would be risky but maybe you could put some of your heat shielding in her cavity before you stuff her to protect her upper chest and the organs she has in that area.  You could serve that stuffing with the first carving and then take out the heat shields and stuff her again for the second serving.”

   Homer Parent was taken aback.  Why hadn’t he thought of that?  Probably because of the risk Meredith mentioned.  His chef’s mind jumped to the challenge.

   “Hmmm.  Could do that, Meredith.  Might be worth the gamble.”  

   He could be stuffing Jenny in minutes!  His hardon rose as he considered the attendant problems.

   “Never stuffed a stomach after it was cooked.  Might moisten her in there with some of her gravy before repacking her.  I doubt if it will be as good the second go round but you never can tell – might be better.”  

    Homer laughed and his merriment spread through the crowd and then he signaled the handlers and they grabbed Jenny and hog tied her.  A crowd gathered round.

   “Good job, Meredith.  You’re learning fast,” Bob Burns said across the table to where Meredith and Steve had found view places.

    Some of the women were less enthused by Meredith’s good job, not that they thought it wasn’t a good job.  A few looked at their prettiest member darkly.

           *      *      *       *

    Jenny lay immobilized by her hog-ties on the table, able only to crane her head back to watch her father fetch the spit.   It tilted tauntingly in his hand as it came.  The roast thought she might faint.  Several eaters had told her the spit’s dimensions – seven feet long, the shaft one and three quarters inches wide narrowing to a point the size of pencil lead.  The metal would not absorb heat.  There was a chamber in the center through which oxygen could be pumped and released into her body through tiny holes.  None of these specifications were on the roast’s mind as she watched her lover approach.  

    “What do you think? Up her ass or in her cunt?,” Homer Parent said to Bob Burns.  Jenny blinked her eyes in surprise at the question.

    “You know me, I usually do it through the cunt so I can watch them get off on the damn thing, if they do.”

    Homer Parent beckoned his wife and Alice hurried over to hold Jenny’s head back.  Mrs. Russell came, too. The members appreciated the added drama provided by the Parents putting their only remaining daughter on a spit, not to mention giving them the prettiest piece of meat the club had ever seen.  A spattering of applause broke out across the yard.

   The handlers came back and they and Bob Burns held Jenny while Homer prepared to work the spit.  

   “Oh!,” Jenny gasped, when the cool metal point parted her cunt lips.

   “This is just the beginning, dear,” Alice Parent said.  

    Homer felt the spit bump Jenny’s cervix.  He paused, then rammed it through.  Jenny barely noticed her moment of ruin because at that instant her filled cunt, stimulated beyond anything she’d ever felt by the hard rubbing of the spit against her clitoris, erupted in gushing orgasm.

   “Jesus! Hold her!,” Homer cried, tightening his grasp on the spit.

   “Ohhh, mmmm,” Jenny moaned, while the handlers struggled to contain her bucking hips.  In a few moments the teenage meat smiled and relaxed, allowing the chef to push on with his labors.  Homer figured he’d better work quickly.

   “If she comes again she may kill herself,” he warned.  “Keep her still no matter what.”

    Jenny became aware of something in the middle of her stomach.  It took her a few seconds to realize what it was.  

    “Oh gosh!”, she gasped, and came again.

    The attendants were ready this time. 

    “Jesus what a spit slut!,” Bob Burns remarked, holding down one of the roast’s legs with both hands while the other handlers contained her elsewhere.

    “Yes, the perfect candidate for your double spitting, Homer,” Mrs. Russell suggested. “I wonder if she’ll be able to enjoy it this much the second time.”

    Jenny thought that the spit must be tearing up her insides, yet she didn’t feel torn up.  It seemed as if the spit was moving through a long openness, now through her stomach and into her chest, now under her ribs to the bottom of her throat.  It was filling her like a cock! 

     “Push her head back.  More.  Good, hold it right there.  Hold her mouth open!  Hold her tongue down now until you feel the tip coming up her throat.”  

      Homer grunted as he gave the spit one last push.  The  point slid between Jenny’s teeth and lips and kept going into sunlight, wet and gleaming, sporting a few drops of blood.  

     “Phew.  She’s done good, I think,” Homer said, wiping his brow.  “Couple of close calls there maybe.”

     “And how!  They don’t usually cum like that,” Bob Burns observed.

     “Nope,” Homer agreed.  Then he made a grin, still elated at his fine spitting. 

     “Ok, lets get her stuffed.  Folks are hungry round here someone told me.”

      A stout, still young woman named Cynthia Blanding stepped forward proudly holding a large bowl filled with breaded stuffing.  Moments before she’d dispatched her husband to the market to bring back more ingredients.  No one had told her she needed to make enough to stuff a roast twice.

      Homer Parent selected a knife.  He waited while the handlers released the roast from her hogties and spread her on the table.  Then he slit open Jenny’s stomach.  Jenny closed her eyes. What slight feeling there was of the knife slicing through her was almost pleasurable.  Homer worked quickly.  He cut the intestines loose and hauled them out by the handful.   A cheer went up.  Mrs. Russell handed Homer the hose and he washed out the cavity.  After he changed his gloves, Homer cut a piece of the shield foil to size and installed it as Meredith had proposed.  That done, he filled the generous opening with Mrs. Blanding’s stuffing, enjoying the whiffs of onion and herbs as he worked.  He sewed up the stomach and began his final preparations, those of shielding the meat and other parts of Jenny to be saved for her second roast.  The women stood by with the baste.

     “Oh, give them a little more,” Mrs. Parent complained.

     “Ok, ok,” Homer grunted.  He pulled back the sheeting a bit on the teenage tits.  He attached foil to the insides of Jenny’s thighs and her bottom.  He shielded her cunt. Meantime, Bob Burns attached to the spit a deflection device he’d invented to shield a meat girl’s face.  The device wouldn’t keep all the heat away but it should keep the face from cooking while preserving Jenny’s view of the coals.

          Gloria hurried over with the baste bowl.  She put it down and began slapping baste on Jenny with a brush.  Mrs. Parent and Mrs. Russell joined in with the other brushes.  In two or three minutes, the spitted teenager was ready for the coals. Directed by Homer Parent, two of the handlers lifted the spit from either end and carried the meat to the pit.  They placed the spit in its brackets and backed away to escape the heat.   The only escape for Jenny would be in her mind if she could find it.  The shots helped greatly with pain but they weren’t a trip to oblivion.  Jenny hung immobilized by her lover and her renewed hog ties.  She could only wiggle and twitch.  Many gathered to watch her do exactly that.  In less than a minute her exposed meat turned red.  In five minutes it was cooking.

   In a little while, Jenny felt herself moving.  Her tits came out of the heat, then the rest of her.  

   “I’m being rescued,” she thought, dimly, forgetting that her guts were in a pail.  She tried to turn, thinking she would say something but her head was staked.   Then a brush washed over her breasts and Jenny realized they had merely turned her for basting.

   Jenny cooked for an hour and fifteen minutes.  Toward the end, Homer had her brought down a few times to apply his testing fork, only to send her back for more cooking.

   The crowd watched with great interest. Some copulated on the grass.  When the eaters sensed that the first serving was near, they began to break away and get in line with their plates.  A long file of them extending back from the serving table had assembled by the time Homer Parent declared that the dinner’s first seating was ready.

  The handlers carefully laid the half roasted girl on her platter.  The heat hadn’t disturbed Jenny’s hog-ties.  Homer Parent bent over her.  Jenny looked up at him and blinked her eyes.  Around the table, the diners with cameras gathered. Video cameras captured the scene from the viewpoints Homer and Bob Burns had selected early that morning.   

  “Taking out the spit now,” was all Homer said.  Having never unspitted a half cooked roast, Homer focused all his attention on the task.  As he’d suspected, the heat had widened Jenny’s openings.  The spit slid right out.  Homer felt like singing as he removed the wraps.  Jenny was browned perfectly.  She steamed with her meat juices over the top thirds of her tits, her shoulders and arms and her long, outer thighs.  She was mainly pink elsewhere, with the colors blending where they met because of the girl having cooked herself a little beneath the shields.

   “Ahem, everyone.  The roast is ready for first carving,” Homer announced for the second time.  “Don’t mind the two tones, they’re only temporary.”

   “You pulled it off, Homer,” Bob Burns said.  “I gotta hand it to you.  I always said the only thing about cooking a nice girl that leaves me unsatisfied is that you can only cook em once.  Damn, if you haven’t figured out how to do it twice!  Look at her!  Wide awake!”

   “I think she wants a fuck, Bob,” kidded Alice Parent.

   Jenny heard them barely.  Bent forward by the ties, she saw her cooked tits and legs.  From the corners of her eyes she saw her cooked shoulders.  She smelled her savory meat.  She understood that the diners had been waiting for her for many hours and that they were impatient and hungry.  She looked at the long line of them with their dinnerware.  All of this stimulated her cunt.  She heard her mother’s cruel remark.

   “Oh please, I do want a fuck”, she would have said if she could speak but her throat was ruined.  Mmmmm, her tits looked delicious.  The nipples were crispy.  The breasts were softly brown and juicy.  Homer Parent snipped a nipple off.  He put it in a napkin and gave it to a woman who had won it in a draw for the teenager’s parts.  When the draw took place, Jenny was cooking and dreaming in the amazing heat of the coals and she hadn’t seen them, so she didn’t understand why this woman had her nipple, and then the woman popped the nipple in her mouth and Jenny watched her chew it and swallow.

    “Mmmm, that was great!  Thanks,” the woman said.

    Homer served his daughter’s other nipple, then sliced off the tops of Jenny’s breasts.  He carved her thighs and shoulders, taking care not to cut into the uncooked meat.

A bank of clouds appeared from the west, reminding the diners of the new forecast for showers.  Homer opened the roast’s stomach.  He spooned out the stuffing, enough to fill both of the waiting bowls. When he’d re-filled the cavity with a fresh batch, packing in as much as he could, he sewed up the cooked flesh.  Then he stuffed Jenny’s cunt.  Here the flesh remained soft and fresh, having been protected by the heat foil.  The foil was gone now.   He plugged the cunt with an apple he’d pared to make a snug fit.  

  Time for the head.  Homer allowed himself a small smile, thinking of Mrs. Russell’s particular liking for heads.  He shaved the eyebrows.  He plucked the nostril hairs and eye lashes.  Earlier, Jenny’s long curls had been reduced to a pixie.  Now, her daddy chef cut the rest, then shaved her head to a smooth dome.    Homer gazed one last time into the dreamy blue eyes.  He said nothing.  He closed the eyes and sewed the lids.

    “Old spit is next,” he murmured.

    The parched lips quivered.  “Just cook me,” Homer Parent thought he heard.

    Jenny was respitted and put back on the coals.  Almost at once, the rich aroma of roasting girl meat renewed the summer air. 

    “Jesus, I’m starved,” Homer said, wiping his hands.  He went back to the table where Alice waited with the plate she’d saved for him.

