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Tyler was mad he had to take his 7-year-old sister, Hanna, trick or treating. “Why do I have to take her I thought you would take her you always did?” His mother sighed, “Well your 12 and you have to look out for your sister while I work tonight.” He tried to plead his case saying, “but it’s embarrassing enough to have to take a little kid tick or treating but have you seen her costume?” His mom sighed telling him, “What’s wrong with it’s a cute pink bunny suit and she pick it out her self.”  Tyler just shook his head she didn’t understand, “It’s pink and if that’s not bad enough she hops around in it pretending to be a rabbit.” Just then Hanna came hopping into the room and asked, “Do you have a carrot for a hungry rabbit?” Tyler scowled and said, “see what I mean.” Getting a carrot out of the fridge for her little bunny she said, “you’re taking her out and that’s that.”  He stomped off to his room. “Don’t let him leave you anywhere you stick with him and I’ll see you in the morning,” her mom said handing Hanna a carrot. Hanna nodded her head in agreement, “I will mommy.” A few hours later Hanna yelled at her brother that it was time to go. He came out of his room and grumbled, “Ok let go but only for a hour I want to get back fast.” Hanna said, “when my bag is full then we can comeback home.” They started out Hanna got comments on her costume like “oh what a cute bunny” and “what an adorable bunny rabbit.” Half hour later they had done both sides of their street and were on their way to the next block when a friend of Tyler’s came up took one look at Hanna and bust out laughing “oh it rabbit season let me get my gun.” Tyler thought the joke was dumb then had a thought of his own “hey Ryan are you going to have rabbit stew then?” Ryan made a show circling Hanna then said “no I don’t think this as a stew rabbit how about fricassee rabbit. What do you think rabbit you want to be fricassee?” Hanna wasn’t sure about the word but thought it meant cooking. “Hey I’m not a real rabbit I a girl and you don’t eat girls,” she stated. “Some people do like witches they probably like a little girl like you to cook,” Ryan said. When the two boys stopped laughing Ryan asked Tyler  “hey my brother said he take us to a Halloween party at a friend house you want to come?” Tyler said, “I wanted to come but I got to take her trick or treating.” Ryan thought about this for a few seconds before saying, “dose she have to do it around here?” and to Hanna he said, “Do you want to go where there’s better candy?” Hanna’s eyes light up, “yea,” she exclaimed.  “Well my mom said I had to take her trick or treating but she didn’t say I had to stay here to do it. Yea lets go.” When they got to the party they forgot about Hanna who quickly became board. She found Tyler “you said we go out for candy when we got here,” she said. He didn’t want to be seen with a pink bunny so he quickly took her outside. With no one around he told her “you a big girl now why don’t you go out by yourself.” She sighed “mommy said I had to stay with you.” He thought about this if he took her out he wouldn’t get back for an hour or more. “I won’t tell if you don’t,” Tyler said. “Ok I won’t say anything,” Hanna replied. She turned and left to get her candy and by the time she done both sides of the street she had the bottom of her bag filled. As the night wore on the amount of kids on the street became fewer.  Hanna turn down one street that had no houses but one at the end of it. The street was dark except for the old house ablaze with lights from jack o lanterns. Hanna looked around but no one else was in sight. She cautiously moved down the street until she reached the front door. As loud as she could she yelled “trick or treat” and waited. The door creaked open and a woman dressed as a witch looked out and seeing Hanna in her bunny suite and no one else. “Oh a cute bunny rabbit won’t you hop on in and I’ll get you a nice treat,” she said and gave a cackled as she open the door wider so the rabbit could come in. Hanna found herself walking in to the house and looking around she didn’t see any candy most people have by the door on Halloween. Seeing Hanna confusion the witch said, “Oh the treats are in the kitchen come this way bunny rabbit.” Hanna followed her to the kitchen door and open the door to it saying, “after you hasenpfeffer.” She walked in to the kitchen with the witch behind her. Hanna never saw the witch lock the door. “Ok rabbit you’re staying for dinner now I want you to get on the counter so I can get a good look at you.” Hanna stared wide eyed at the witch “what do you mean stay for dinner?” The witch gave another cackle before saying; “I’m planning to have a rabbit dinner tomorrow, rabbit, now get on the counter.”  Hanna ran to the door trying to get out and finding it locked then started yelling for help. “It’s no use trying to get away and yelling won’t do any good there’s no one around,” the witch said. Hanna continued to pull on the door and scream. “Well I see I’ll have to do it the hard way,” the witch told Hanna.   She snapped her fingers and a rope appeared in her hand. She mumbled a few word and the rope flew out of her hand and rapped itself around the rabbit. Now Hanna was really starting to panic the rope had tied her so she couldn’t move al she could do was scream. The witch said a few word and Hanna was floated on to the counter. “I do wish you come by this morning so I could have had you tonight.  Oh well let’s see what recipe I have for rabbit.” Hanna was to busy screaming for help to listen to what the witch was saying. The witch came over to the rabbit with cookbook in hand “hush let’s see we have rabbit stew. What do you think rabbit would you like chop up in to bite size pieces?” She squeezed Hanna’s lower leg and moved up her body then cackled as Hanna squirmed trying to loosen the rope. “It’s no use try to get free rabbit your going to be cooked. Now let’s see no I don’t think you’re a stew rabbit. Hmm what kind of rabbit are you?” Hanna was crying now the tears flowed freely she was going to cook her and why did she keep calling her rabbit “Let me go! I not a rabbit I’m a girl,” she screamed.  The witch said, “I now you’re a girl rabbit but what kind of rabbit – oh never mind I guess I’ll make hasenpfeffer. Don’t worry I’m saving your pelt it’s nice and soft” Hanna screamed and twisted as a knife appeared in the witch’s hand. “Hold still now this won’t take long,” the witch said. She grabbed the girl’s costume at the throat and sliced it away revealing little girls clothing. The witch was confused now the rabbit had more fur underneath her. “Oh my your not a rabbit at all are you well that changes things,” the witch said and then cackled. Hanna felt better now this weird old lady realized she wasn’t a rabbit and would let her go. The witch closed the recipe book and took it back to the shelf then came back with a different book and started going thru the pages  “let’s see little girl ah here we go roast girl take 1 girl approximately 6-9 years,” she look at Hanna. “I think that fit’s you,” she said and continued reading, “After the girl is striped play with her to get it tenderize,” the witch let out a loud cackle.  “Oh yes that I must do right a way.” Hanna screamed, “Let me go I won’t tell I promise I won’t” She set the book aside and ripped the clothing reviling the girl’s body her chest was as was her small vigina. She flipped Hanna over and looked her round butt “this will look good when it roasted” and slapped her rear, in fact all of you look good enough to eat right now.” Turning her face up again she said,  “ I think I will sample you. Hold still now this won’t hurt you in fact you might enjoy this part,” gave a short cackle before putting her head between Hanna’s legs. Hanna screamed in horror at first what this woman doing to her then all of the sudden she licked just the right spot to send chills up her spine. Soon instead of screams of terror she was moaning and panting with pleasure. The witch rubbed Hanna flat chest so the nipples were hard. Hanna breathing was fast and when she Hanna yelled the witch was right there to taste her juices. Her cum was a slight salty taste but other wise fine. After she had tenderized the girl she went back to the cookbook. “Lets see one girl tenderize, season with butter, cloves, wine, Worcestershire sauce, and hot mustarded. Combine ingredients and soak meat overnight,” she read to Hanna out of the cookbook.  Hanna came out of her sexual haze she was relaxed until the witch read the last line  “place in roasting pan bake at 350 degrees until brown. Oh here’s a note at the bottom for better taste cook alive very slowly as this enhances the flavor.”  Hanna twisted and screamed as load as she could  “help! There’s a witch here and she going to cook me. Someone help!” The witch cackled and told Hanna, “Go ahead and scream all you want no one hear you. And no one going to rescue you either.” The witch got the marinade put together then slid Hanna into it. “Now be a good girl and season up and I’ll be back for you in the morning,” the witch said as she left the kitchen cackling. Hanna lay there crying in the marinade why didn’t she listen to her mother and stick close to Tyler. Another thought crossed her mind where was Tyler and was he looking for her. Tyler was not looking for her he had talked a girl into playing spin the bottle with him and he was winning. Hanna fell asleep and was woken up in the morning by the witch saying, “wake up meat I don’t want you to sleep though this it wouldn’t be any fun.” Hanna was confused at first where was she then it came back to her a witch was planning to cook her. “You can’t eat me you not suppose to eat people.” The witch gave a long cackle  “well let me tell you something I’ve been cooking children for over 200 years and no one has ever told me I couldn’t do it.” The witch mumble a few words and Hanna found herself floating in the air and moving toward the sink, which enlarged to fit her. Hanna was crying as the witch ran a finger across her cunt then sticking it in her mouth.  “Um delicious I think your going to make a fine meal. “I was planning to have you for dinner but I don’t think I can wait that long. Tell you what lets do lunch as they say in Hollywood,” the witch said. Hanna screamed, “Noo I don’t want to be cooked!  Please don’t cook me.” The witch ignored her and rinsed the marinade off then placed a large roasting pan next to her. “Now it time for you to roast I hope you don’t mind cooking alive,” she said. Hanna crying was levitated in to the pan melted butter was pour on her and then vegetables were added last a meat thermometer was shoved into her ass. Next Hanna was sent into the oven and the door closed behind her. Inside Hanna looked around it was dark and she wondered what would happen next. Outside the witch turn the oven on low then peered inside the oven. Hanna struggle to get free as the oven started to warm up. As the oven warm Hanna continue to beg  “let me out it’s getting hot. I don’t want to cook.” Her juices were starting to flow and Hanna continued to struggle and scream. The witch was sitting in front of the oven enjoying the show that she almost forgot to baste her. When Hanna stop screaming the witch pulled her out. Her skin was bright red but Hanna’s was alive her eyes darted around and she was still struggling but not as much. The witch open Hanna’s mouth and poured cool wine into it “I don’t want you to cook to fast.” She pulled meat thermometer out looked at it then replaced it. “You’re doing fine now I’ll just baste you and then you can start cooking again,” she told her. “No don’t put me back in there it to hot,” Hanna cried. The witch slid the girl back in to the oven “it’s only going to get hotter my dear meat,” she told Hanna the last thing girl heard before the oven door closed was the witch cackling. She could see the witch peering in at her and she could smell something good cooking then she realized it was her. Hanna trashed about even harder and screams to be let go. She didn’t see the witch sitting there enjoying the show and laughing. When Hanna was pulled out alive for the last time and basted the witch said, “well your almost done I hope you taste as good as you smell,” then cackled. Hanna’s mouth opened and closed tacking in large gulps of air.  She was too weak to say anything let alone struggle. The witch pushed Hanna back in and turn the oven up and waited it didn’t take long before Hanna was nothing more than meat cooking in the oven. The witch set the table and waited for the meat to finish cooking. Hanna was levitated from oven placed on a platter face up her skin was now golden brown. With an apple placed into Hanna’s mouth for appearance the witch was ready to eat. “Now my lovely roast what should I carve off you first?” she asked. Hanna said nothing of course so she carved out the little girl’s pussy. She quickly devoured it and then told the roasted girl “just as good cooked as it was raw,” she cackled at her own joke.
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