Crystal and Sara’s Florida Vacation
By 

A Cannibal

It was vacation time for Crystal. She wanted to go somewhere with white sand beaches and palm trees. This way she could relax on a chase lounge sipping on a mai tai, which would be delivered by bare-chested men. That was what Crystal wanted. There was just one little problem, her daughter. 
Sara was 6 years old and didn’t like to lounge around. She liked to go to park and swing on the swings. Crystal didn’t like to do that though because the park was full perverts. Men come over and talked to her daughter and try to get her to come with them. 

Crystal would get mad at them for not asking her if they could take Sara. They might have been surprised if they did. 
Instead she had to chase them away because nobody was going to touch her daughter for free. Sara also liked to places such as Disneyland and Sea World. Unfortunately Crystal couldn’t afford to take her there very often even though they lived in southern California, in an area of Orange County called Little Saigon. She was born and grew up here, after her parents immigrated to the U.S. near the end of the Vietnam War. 
With no college and little experience all the best job crystal could get was office drone, but it beat flipping burgers. By the time she paid the rent on their one bedroom apartment and bought groceries there wasn’t a lot of money left over. Still she managed to save some money for a vacation. 

Crystal sighed and thought if she’d only been more careful in her first sexual encounter she might be in at college instead of filing papers. Huy had been on the high school football team. When he asked her for a date she was thrilled. 

That night one thing led another and soon both were naked behind the bleachers. Nine months later Sara arrived and Huy was nowhere to be found.   
Crystal sat at her computer in her cubical looking at Hawaii travel sites. Getting there was expensive and staying at a resort or hotel even more expensive.
 Then an idea popped into her head. Hawaii wasn’t the only place with warm tropic breezes and palms, Florida had them too. 
The keyboard started clicking again and quickly enough the screen displayed information on Florida. 

Crystal searched though the multiple websites until she found one that interested her.

It said it located in the Florida Keys on one of the smaller islands between Key Largo and Key West. 
For parents they promised balmy tropical breezes. Drinks were served poolside by buffed men and elegant women. 

It also said to that if the adults wanted a vacation from their children they had a free nanny service. There were also many activities for children to enjoy. Things like cooking to swimming were offered for the younger children. Tweens and teens were offered chaperoned parties. 

To Crystal it sounded like heaven. She could leave Sara in the care of the resort and have a nice week off. 

Two weeks later they arrived at the resort. They were taken to their room where Sara plopped down in front of the TV. Crystal put away her clothing and then settled back to read the “what to do” newspaper. 
There was the welcome cocktail hour for the adults at 5 pm today. Crystal was not a really a drinker, but liked the idea of going out and meeting new people. She hardly got the chance with a kid to look after.
 Picking up the phone she dialed the number for the nanny/childcare center.
“Hello? Yes I need someone to take care of my daughter this week. How does this work, do I bring her to you,” Crystal asked.  
A pleasant female voice answered, “No ma’am that not necessary. We will pick her up and take her down to our childcare area.”

She had one last question, “um, how long would you keep her.”

Without hesitation the woman on the other end said, “That is up to you, one hour to your entire stay.  That is up to you.”

Crystal gave them her room number and they said they’d pick her up in an hour. She then turned her attention her daughter. Sara was still watching TV and had no idea she was about to sent away for the week.

“Honey, you’re going to get your own little vacation away from mommy. It’d be really boring for you to stay with me, but this place has lot of toys and stuff for you to play with. Also there will be other kids for you to play with,” she said

Sara shrugged and continued to watch the cartoons on the TV. She had been told all this before and 6 year old mind thought it would be nice to be away from her mommy for a week.  
Crystal had no idea that the person she was talking to was the specialty chef for the resort. That the child care center was right next door to the kitchen with a door between them. That was because the meat for select these guests came from the daycare center. 
These people were cannibals and children were not much more than food for them. The reason these people liked eating kids was they tasted a lot better than their parents. 
Alison the chef needed at least 5 children for this week guests. In the next room she already had 9 potential roasts running around. They were having a good time and didn’t realize their lives were endangered.
An hour later she sent up a female assistant to collect another possible roast from her room. She bought Sara down to the play room. 

The girl looked around the room seeing the others kids were around her age. There were no big kids there, which was a relief to her. Sara’s small stature meant the older children, usually tweens, had a tendency to pick on her. She soon was playing dolls with a couple other girls.
Crystal was also playing, but not with dolls. She wore a short black dress with a deep V cut. This caused men to flock to her like moths to a flame. It also caused some of the other women to become jealous of her. 
After awhile Crystal settled for a man called Kurt. He was twice her age but most of the men hitting on her were that and more. Kurt stood 6 ft tall had curly brown hair and built like a linebacker. 
Crystal enjoyed the cocktails a little too much. Most men might take advantage of the woman but Kurt decided to not to do that. This was because during their small talk Crystal had mentioned a daughter. Kurt wanted that daughter, but not for sex. If she looked anything like her mother he wanted the girl for dinner. He was one of the five cannibals who loved to dine on the children. 
Kurt would probably have fun with the mom while the daughter cooked. Then he’d feed some of girl to her mother. With that thought in mind he helped Crystal back to her room.

As her mother was getting plastered Sara and the rest of the kids were being fed hot dogs with macaroni & chesses. To wash down this lovely repast were several large glasses of “grape juice.” 
The grape juice was wine of course and the children quickly became drunk. 

This was just as Alison had planned. Children were so much more compliant when they were passed out. 
The cook cleared the table and laid out the first child on it, Sara. She undressed the girl taking care not to rip the clothing. This was just in case Sara had to be returned to her mother. 

Alison knew this wasn’t going to happen though; she was too cute for that. Someone was going to want her. 
The cook began feeling the meat’s arms. They were scrawny things but then wings had a tendency to be that way. Alison then felt her chest. Sara had no breast meat to speak of. Her ribs were well padded for such a young girl. The chef’s hands moved down to Sara’s waist. She had puffy cunt lips which someone was going to enjoy eating.

Alison didn’t probe the girl to see if she was innocent, that was the buyer’s job. Her job was to cook the girl. The legs looked like sticks but then that was typical for a 6 year old. Still they were bigger than the arms. Rolling the girl over Alison check the meat’s two beautiful rump roasts which rose majestically from her back. 
The girl was going to roast up just fine for some lucky guy. At least she thought it would be a guy. There were a couple women amongst the cannibal and for all she knew one of them might want her.
She slid Sara into cage she no longer cared about the mother. If the woman came back and put a fuss, about seeing her daughter lying naked in a cage, well there was room for mom in there too. 
An hour later all the cages were filled with sleeping children. At that point there was only one more thing to do and that was to make some phone calls.
Kurt received the call in his room debating whether to go back to the bar and troll woman or not.

He quick went over to the child care or “market” as he liked to called it.
“This way sir we have a fine selection to choose from today,” Alison said upon his arrival.

“Great, here the down payment you requested. He said handing the woman $500. 
She led him to the back where the children slept. He looked the selection of blonds and redheads, both boys and girls. 

In the last cage Kurt saw what he wanted a little Asian girl. He was fairly sure this was Crystal’s daughter. 
“May I have a look at this one for a minute?” he asked.   

She took the girl out and Kurt explored the young girl’s body. He opened her pussy and probed inside it. He found the hymen intact and withdrew the appendage he’d stuck inside her. 
If he remembered right her name was Alison not that it mattered because she was meat after all. 
Curt wanted a good deal so he said, “she awful scrawny. Why I doubt there be enough there to make a decent meal and she looks to be the biggest of the batch.”
 “Tell you what I give you a two for one deal. Select another one and I roast them together,” 

Kurt smiled, “alright. Every girl needs to be fucked before cooking and she’s too small for me.” He wondered in front of the cages. He looked at the boys and their small penises. They were all about the same so Kurt took the redhead across Crystal. He was placed in the same cage as the girl and a sold tag was placed on it. 
“I’ll want them for dinner tomorrow evening. What time should we come by in order to watch?” Kurt wanted to know.
She study the meat locked in the cage before answering, “Ah, live cooking then. If dinner is to be served at 6 pm then the show should begin no later than 2 or 3pm at the latest.” 

Late the next morning Kurt went looking for Crystal. He found her lounging in the by the pool and sat down next to her.
“Hello, remember me? We had drinks together last night,” he said.

 She lowered her sunglasses and looked at Kurt. “Oh yea, hi um, um…” Crystal said in an uncertain voice. 
He chuckled, “Kurt and you don’t really remember do you?”

Flushing a bright red she admitted that she didn’t remember much of last night. They continued their small talk for a while.

At the end Kurt asked, “Would you like to have dinner with me tonight. The food there is very rare and exotic, kind of like you.” 

She had no idea the man was talking about her daughter as the food otherwise she might not have said, “I love to.” 

Smiling he said, “I’ll pick you up at your room say around two o’clock. There a show before we dine.”   

 Kurt came to Crystal’s room at the designated hour. He was dressed in a tuxedo and a white carnation in his lapel. She had on the same dress as last night, but it was her best and only dress.   

He led Crystal to the private dining room. 

“Um, wasn’t this a daycare center yesterday? I’m sure I left my daughter here yesterday,” she asked. 

Curt chuckled as he opened the door, “a daycare center? I don’t see any children or toys. So I’d say no.” 

“WOW! I guess this isn’t the place I left her,” Crystal said with amazement in her voice 
There was a table covered with a lace tablecloth in the middle of the room. A chandelier hung from the ceiling and fancy art work adorned the walls. The only thing out of place was a curtain in the front of the room. She thought there must be a stage back there for the entertainment part of the dinner. 

Kurt pulled out the chair for Crystal. No one had ever done for her before. 
Once they were settled Crystal saw a woman come out from behind the curtain. Alison offered them a wine smiled and said the show would begin soon.

She then went behind the curtain and a few seconds later it parted. 
At one end was a large oven and a table with an oversize roasting pan. At the other end of the stage was a pair of chairs. What shocked Crystal was what was tied to them, a little boy and her daughter. Both were gagged and naked. 

She looked at Kurt and asked, “What’s going on? Why is Sara naked and tied up?” 

He calmly answered, “Sara and the boy are our dinner.”

Crystal mouth hung open in surprise and her head turned to look at the stage then back to Kurt.
“You cook and eat children? That’s interesting.” She said. 
“Well I don’t cook children I only eat them. Anyway do you have a problem with your daughter being cooked and eaten?” Kurt asked.

She look at the stage and Sara she could see tears streaming down her face and felt a small tug at her heart. 
Still she answered, “I don’t think so. The only reason I hadn’t killed her myself was because I didn’t know what to do with the body.”
Laughing he said, “Well eating it is the best way I know of. Would you like to say goodbye or just have her cooked?” 

There was a long pause before Crystal considered the question. 

 “I think it best just to kill them. I might have a change of heart otherwise,” she explained.

“Alright except for one thing, preteen meat is always best when it’s cooked alive. They also put on a show as they squirm in the oven or in Sara case get fucked.” He said. 

Crystal giggled as she said, “Oh that why the boy is here, he’s going to get lucky with Sara.” 

The meat had been cleaned earlier so all that was left was to put them in the roasting pan. Alison unwrapped a stick of butter and shoved it up the sex. While it melted she tended to the boy meat. Next the cook placed the boy in the pan where she brushed him oil. Last Alison sprinkled some spices onto his twisting body, to season him up. 
Then it was Sara’s turn. She too was walked/pushed toward the pan. Her little pussy dripped butter along the way. Sara was old enough to understand what was going to happen to her and she didn’t like it. Once in the pan she was lined up with the boy. 

Crystal strained to see what was happening to her daughter the roast.

She got a glimpse of what was happing in the pan giggled, “I never did have that mother daughter talk with her.” 
Kurt laughed “well you can always tell her about now. Not that it matters much. Because in a few minutes she going to learning about first hand.” 
“Yeah she will, but if I go up there I can watch the boy take her virginity,” she said. 
He jumped from his seat and took Crystal’s hand saying, “Come on then. I wouldn’t mind seeing that myself.” 

They came up to the table and watched Alison remove the gags from each of the meats’ mouth.

Sara saw her mother and said, “Mommy make her stop! She going to cook me, she’s going to eat me!”

Crystal said, “Oh, don’t be silly. She’s not going to eat you. I am!”
Sara shrieked, “NOOOOOOOOO!” 

Crystal watched in fascination as the cook took the boy’s cock in one hand and opened her daughter’s vigina with the other. Sara eyes grew huge with surprise as the boy was slid inside her. 
Both children’s squirming caused their sexes to rub against each other. They paused and looked at each other. A moment later they try it again. Smiles appeared on their faces. Instinct took over and they began moving their hips. 

The children/meat forgot that they would soon be roasting, but Alison didn’t. She picked up the pan of fucking meat and slid them inside the cold oven.

“How long before them…?” Crystal couldn’t bring herself to say dead. A small part of her still loved her daughter, a very small part.   
“Before they are roasted? Four hours including playtime of 20 to 30 minutes,” Alison said and turn the oven to the low setting. 

The children never noticed the orange glow that surrounded them nor the heat.  
Curt grabbed a couple of chairs. For the next 20 minutes they sat and watch the children enjoy each other. About that time they heard a large grunt come from the boy then he stopped moving. 

After a few minutes Sara realized she was no longer getting satisfaction. She also noticed her surroundings and the smell of meat cooking. Her mind quickly worked thing out she was in the oven and the smell was her and the boy. 

Let me out I don’t want to be roasted!” Sara exclaimed in a horse whisper.
Crystal twitch because, her daughter’s voice had been just loud enough for her to here. 
Curt caught movement and said, “It’s too late, she almost dead. Alison, could you silence the meat.”
The cook came over to them with an apple. “Last chance to say anything to her,” she said.
“I really don’t have anything to say. Still would you mind if I put the apple in her mouth. Kind of a parting gift to my daughter,” Crystal said with a smile.

The cook returned the smile and handed the apple to her. Alison opened the oven and pulled the pan out. The girls’ skin had a bright red hew to it, while the boys’ had already started to brown slightly. 

“Mommy, make her stop,” Sara cried.

Crystal laughed, “No way, I looking forward to eating you.”
When she opened her mouth to scream Crystal shoved the apple into place. “Ahh, that’s better. All that whining was getting on my nerves. She was making me think about rescuing her,” Crystal said with a sigh. 

She took a last look at her daughter and smacked her lips. Sara screamed though the apple made and words unintelligible. Alison made the dead boy bite the apple and then slid the roasting pan back in. 
Sara didn’t last another five minutes before she too became meat. 
A few hours later and a trip to Crystal’s room for some adult fun they returned to the dining room. 

 They were seated at the table when all of the sudden lights went off and a spot light lit up a covered serving dish. Alison lifted the lid to reveal Sara. She was by herself and lying face on a bed of lettuce. The meat was surrounded by potatoes and still had the big red apple stuck in her mouth. When Crystal and Kurt they saw her brown eyes were open as was Sara’s pussy. This was due to the boy.
“You both said how you’d like to eat the girl. So I put her out first,” Alison explained.

That was fine with Kurt he want girl meat anyway. The boy was just there for tenderizing purpose anyway. 

“What should I get? I never eaten a person before,” Crystal asked.
Kurt said, “That all depends on how hungry you are. Your daughter’s arms are small. Her legs are bigger, but if you’re hungry I recommend her bottom.”  
“What’s it called a rump roast?” she giggled.

He just smiled and Crystal’s eyes grew huge “it is? I guess I’ll have then.”
“And I’ll have the cunt steak of course,” Kurt said. 
That brought another giggle from Crystal. She knew where that part was.
Their orders were placed on plates alongside a few potatoes. They hurried back to the table where she looked for silverware. Before Crystal could ask about it she saw Kurt pick up the meat with his hands and ripping a piece of meat off. She surged and did the same with her piece of Sara. 
Crystal was amazed at the flavor. She never tasted meat so sweet and tender before. She quickly devoured the roast. Next up were the girls ribs for the two of them. For dessert Sara eyes and tongue were served. 

Later that night between lovemaking Crystal had a question, “what would have happened if I put up a fuss about seeing Sara roasted?”

Kurt laughed, “I put it to you this way you’d still be here with me or I should say parts of you would be. But I like you this way better I think. Now come here.”

THE END
