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It was the morning of Halloween when a mother called her 10 year old son from his room. “Jason I have to work late. Tonight I want you to take your sister out trick or treating,” she said. 

“Ah mom I don’t want to. Can’t Bridget go by herself? There will be lots of people out. They can look out for her,” he whined 

“Yeah I know there are lots of people and that’s the problem. I don’t want some pervert to pick her up and taking her home. There he’d do unspeakable things to her. Why he might even kill her and you wouldn’t want that would you?” she told him. 
He thought his mother had a strange way of saying rape and murdered. He wondered who would want to rape a 5 year anyway. While he wouldn’t mind getting rid of the annoying brat of a sister, he did want that to happen to her. 

“I guess not” he said looking at his feet.
His mother said, “Good, now I made you and Bridget costumes their on the kitchen table. Remember I don’t want either of you to eating any of the candy until I’ve had a chance to look at it.” 

Jason sighed and nodded, he’d heard the last part before. Also don’t talk to, except candy or go anywhere with strangers. What did she think he was still a baby like Bridget?

Once she left Jason tracked his sister down. She was in the yard playing in a pile of leaves.

“Listen up brat, mom’s gone and won’t be back until late. That means I have to take you out trick or treating. We’ll leave as soon as it gets dark. That way we get the best candy,” he said. 
She stopped playing with the leaves and looked at them. Bridget didn’t like being called “brat” but she let it go. The only way she was going to get any candy was to go along with her brother. 
“Did mommy make my costume? I asked her for a ballerina one,” she asked. 
“On the kitchen table next to mine,” Jason said.

When Bridget pop out of the leaves and ran toward the kitchen he had to follow. Jason didn’t want her messing with his costume. 

The children stared at the table and the neatly folded clothing. Bridget unfolded her costume. 

“This isn’t a ballerina costume. It’s pink and what this on the back?” she asked.

Jason laughed, “Look at that hat, pink ears and this.” He bent down and picked up a snout off the floor and handed it to her. “You’re going to be a pig.” 

 His laughter stopped though when he unfolded his costume. His consisted of green shirt, pants and hat   with a red feather. 

“Huh? This isn’t a pirate costume. It a fairy costume,” Jason said in confusion.
A giggling Bridget said, “You’re going to be Peter Pan.” 
Neither of them liked their costumes, but couldn’t do anything about it. They had no money of their own to buy new ones.
That evening they put on their costumes and went out. They both were embarrassed by their costumes and didn’t want any of their friends to see them. To solve this they both decided to go over a few blocks.

It worked in that nobody recognized them and both were able to fill their bags full of candy. 
They walked several block until they came to the last house in the neighborhood. This was an old 2 story Victorian style house. It looked very creepy to the children. 

So creepy looking was it that Bridget said, “I don’t think I want to go there. Let’s go home.”
Jason taunted his sister, “Oh you’re a baby. It may be old looking, but I bet there a sweet little old lady who lives there.”

“An old witch who likes to eat kids,” she said.

Jason looked at the house then to his sister, 

Jason wouldn’t admit it, but he was scared too but he wasn’t going to let that stop him. Besides if it was an old witch he could throw Bridget to her, while he ran away. 

To get her to come along Jason teased, “Oh you’re just a big baby. Look you can stay here on this creepy street by yourself or you can come with me and get some candy.” 

Bridget didn’t like being called a baby and to prove she wasn’t the five year old was the first thought the gate leading to the porch. Still she looked back over her shoulder on the way to make sure Jason was coming, which he was. 
On the porch they yelled, “trick or treat.” A few seconds later the front door creaked open. The children were relived not to see a green wart faced witch. Instead the woman looked more like their grandmother, only with wild red hair going every direction. 

She said, “Oh you’re Peter Pan and I see you brought my dinner. Come in, come in. this way to the kitchen.” 

Jason and Bridget found themselves entering the house even though their minds told them not. They wanted to scream and runaway. They didn’t know the witch had been watching them arguing in front of her house. The witch didn’t want to cast a spell on them until they got on her porch where she could see if they were edible or not. These two would do nicely even if it was a fairy and his pig.

In the kitchen Morag, the witch, said, “I want the both of you to hop up on this counter so I can have a look-see at my food.” 
The children did as told and hopped onto the counter so the witch could inspect them. Morag adjusted her glasses trying to get a look but they kept fall off her face. 
“Darn mask, hold on meats let me take this thing off,” she said pulling the granny mask from her face. 
The kids saw her change kindly grandma to a green faced, wart on the chin, witch. Jason and Bridget want to scream and runaway but they were completely under her control.
“That better, now let’s have a look-see. Hmm hard to tell what you look like with clothing on boy. Let me help you out of them,” she said. 

Morag pulled the shoe off Jason making it tugged on his pants off. Soon enough the pants were hanging around his ankles. She took off his shirt and ran her hands over his stomach.

Not a bad brisket, but you ribs have no meat on them. I hope your lower portions are meatier then your upper is. Now don’t be bashful when I take you underwear off, I’ve seen plenty of boy parts before.”  Jason was embarrassed, but unfortunately he could do nothing to stop it except blush, which he did.

She felt his boyhood and little ball sack and harrumphed. Not much her either. Still it’ll plump up when it’s cooked.” 

Jason eyes went wide in horror at that announcement. She walked over to a shelf where she pulled a cook book down. Morag stood in front of the meat boy. He read the title “100 way to cook boys” and tears formed. She flipped thought the pages pausing every now and then to pinch parts of the boys’ body. 
She sat the book down and announced her decision, “I can’t decide at the moment so I going to get my pork roast ready.” 

It was Bridget’s turn to become scared. She was fine while the witch striped her brother. She even found his pee thing hanging between his legs kind of interesting. 

But now the witch was taking to her about roasting her. 

“Alright my little piggy time to get you ready for the oven,” Morag said. Then an evil thought crossed her mind, “I going to give you voice piggy. Don’t scream I will do you no good.” 
“Don’t eat me! I’m not a pig,” Bridget said as soon as she could talk.

“Oh I know you’re not a pig. It just you’ve dressed like one so I think it appropriate that you be cook like one, little girl.” Morag said to the meat.
Even as her pig costume was being removed the girl tried a different tack, “Jason will taste better than me. I don’t taste good at all.” 

“You don’t? Well maybe I should sample you then and find out,” Morag said as she pulled the girl’s panties off. 
While the children couldn’t move they could feel. So when Morag pushed Bridget’s legs apart and stuck a long green finger inside her pussy she gasped of surprise. 
The witch was not surprised to find the little girl was still innocent as the day she was born. Also Morag found the filet was nice and tender to the touch. To confirm what she withdrew the appendage and stuck her face there. 

Bridget let out another gasp as the witch’s tongue slid inside her sex. “Wha-what are you doing,” she whined.

 Bridget crying soon turned to gasp of joy as the witch taste tested her.

 Upon finishing Morag said, “Mmm you were wrong. You taste delicious just the way you are and with the right spices you’re going to taste even better.”
She looked to the boy, “I wonder if what they say is true, that brothers and sister taste the same. While Jason knew about sex he had never experienced it before and was willing to learn he didn’t want to do it with an ugly green skin witch. 

Unfortunately before say anything Morag had her mouth wrapped around his member. Her tongue played with the boy’s balls. With the witch sucking on him Jason couldn’t help but grow bigger. He swelled to four inches in length which was the biggest he’d ever been. Jason was now groaning with pleaser as the witch continued sucking on him. Morag enjoying him she could even feel his boyhood twitching but there was no cum spurted from him. She knew Jason was at least a few years away from being able to do that. Morag also knew she could use a spell and age him to that point, but spells had a habit of changing the meat flavor. No she decided this boy and his sister tasted just fine at their present ages.
Releasing him Morag looked at the meats and said, “Yep you two are definitely brother and sister. You both taste pretty much the same.”

She picked up the cookbook and replaced on the self. Jason was relived thinking that if she was the putting the cookbook away it meant he wasn’t on the menu. 

He was wrong because, Morag said, “I decided to make boy stew to sever alongside my piggy dinner tonight.” 
“What? No I don’t want to be copped up and tossed in a pot to boil,” Jason practically cried as the witch picked him up.

Morag let out a cackle “Don’t be silly. Everybody knows that meat tastes better when it’s cooked whole and alive. Now I need to get you tie up then I can release you from the mind control spell you’re under. That goes for you to Miss Piggy, only you’ll be released in oven.”
Loud wails came from the meat and that was music to her ears. Morag took the boy to the kitchen table where she sat him on his rump. She shoved Jason’s legs to his chest and tied them. His arms were then tied to his legs and he was ready for the pot.
As Jason was tied he couldn’t help notice the black caldron filled with water. Morag released him from the mind lock. Immediately Jason began struggling, but no matter how much he twisted and turned the cooking twine held.  
Morag watch him struggle and enjoyed it. She particularly liked his flapping cock as he bounced.

“All right enough! He’s not going to get cook if you just stand there and watch him,” Morag said to herself.

She picked up the boy in her arms and walked over to the caldron. Jason screamed in fright as he as was dropped into the pot.  
“Shut up! The water not even hot yet,” she said.

The boy was relived but only for a moment. The witch stepped and fire flew from her fingertips and ignited the wood around the pot.

Morag put the big metal lid over the caldron muffling the screams coming from. Inside Jason knew he was doomed and began crying.

She came back to the counter where Bridget sat in stunned silence. She swallowed hard as witch approached her. 

“Time to get you ready of the oven little piggy girl,” Morag said. 
Bridget witch not to cook her by, “I won’t say anything about you eating Jason if you let me go.”  
The witch said, “Let me a think about it for a minute.” She had no intention of releasing the girl. This was just to keep the piggy quite while she went to the fridge. Morag pulled out a couple sticks of butter and a bunch of carrots setting them on the table. Last she placed a large roasting pan next to the other ingredients. 
Bridget eyes grew huge in fright as she realized the implications. The witch had no intentions of letter her go.

 The witch confirmed her fears by saying, “I’ve decided to roast you. That way I know you won’t be telling anyone about my eating your brother.”

“NOOO!” the meat screamed. 

Morag ignored the girl and unwrapped one of the sticks of butter. Before Bridget could ask what the witch was going to do with it the witch shoved it inside the meat’s vigina. “There that will help keep your filet from drying out while you cook,” she cackled. Morag unwrapped the other stick of butter and began to rub it over the rest of the meat’s body.
“This will insure the rest of you won’t burn,” she explained.
Bridget let out a mournful wail and the tears continued to flow unabated. 

Once the meat was well greased Morag moved her to the roasting pan. She arranged Bridget so she was on all fours. Then the witch tied her feet and legs then looped the twine around the girl’s neck. There was no way for to walk off now. Morag tied the meat’s arms to her sides in a way that still left the forearms on the bottom of the pan for balance. 

The witch stood back and looked at the roast. Bridget looked like the a pig, but there seem to be something missing. It came to her; the piggy didn’t have a tail. To remedy this she pulled a carrot from the bunch, they were to be used in the stew, and shove it up the girl’s ass. 
“There you go piggy you now have a tail. Oh and you can also move again.”  
Bridget yelped at the carrot placement and squirmed trying to dislodge it. She felt the pan being picked up and saw she was heading for the oven.
“Noo, please don’t do it! Don’t put me in there! It’s dark and I’m scared of the dark,” Bridget cried.
Morag cackled, “It won’t be dark very long. Soon you’ll be surrounded by a nice warm glow of orange as you begin to cook.”

Bridget’s terrified screams were cut off by the slamming of the oven door. 

Morag went back to the cauldron and lifted the lid. Once again she cackled this time at the boy, “Are you enjoying your last bath?” 

“Let me out its getting hot,” Jason said. 
“Oh yes I see the water is starting to steam. Now I want to let you in on a little secret. It’s going to get hotter,” the witch cackled.

She picked up a giant wooden spoon and stirred the pot. She dipped the spoon and held it to her lips for a taste. Morag could taste some of the bat wings and eye of newt she was using as seasoning. But what flavored the stew the most was boy. 

Morag smacked her lips as she said, “Mmm you taste delicious.” 

She dipped the spoon in and once more and ladled some of the broth over his head. The boy sputtered as some of the stew managed to find a way into his mouth. Then the lid was placed over his head once more. 

In the oven Bridget continued to struggle. The girl was confused though, because every time she moved her head there was a strange feeling between her legs. Something inside her pussy rubbed and made her feel good. She had no idea that the witch had made a knot in the rope between her legs and neck. The knot had been placed inside her vigina to rub her just right in hopes that she might add a little extra flavor. Morag knew it was a long shot this meat being so young, still she had hopes. 
The witch busied herself decorating a platter for the piggy and setting the table. Her “sisters” would be stopping by and she wanted everything just right for their visit. 
Once Morag had everything just right she checked the oven. Opening the oven she could see that the girl had a smile on her face and was twitching. 

“Enjoying yourself, I see. Good, now for a little seasoning and then it’s back into the oven you go,” she said to the meat. 

Bridget said nothing intelligible, but instead she moaned in pleasure. 

She checked on the stew. Jason was no longer screaming in fact he was floating face down in the boiling water in what was now officially boy stew. She added diced carrots to the mix before putting the lid back on.
In the oven Bridget twisted her neck has high as she could. This drove the knot deeper inside her. She let out a long and loud scream then her body relaxed in death. She was no longer a girl named Bridget, but a roasting sow called Piggy.  
The both pieces of meat turned out perfect. Morag stared at girl for a moment. Bridget/Piggy had roasted to a golden brown except for the red apple in her mouth and the carrot tail but there was something missing. She still looked too much like a human girl. Then it came to her the meat had a human nose. She went to where the she had thrown their clothes and retrieved the plastic snout. She slipped the snout on and cackled; “now you look more like a pork roast.” 
In the caldron the meat had fallen off Jason’s and bob around amongst the veggies while his bones had settle to the bottom of the pot. Morag move the meat around. She found the special part she was looking for, the boy’s penis. It had plump up nicely in the boiling water. 

She didn’t want this piece to go to any of her “sisters" after all she had to capture and cook the meat.
Morag gobbled it down marveling at the full rich taste that had been Jason. She ladled the remaining stew into 13 soup bowls and placed them on the table. She put Piggy in the center of the table and dinner was ready.

Her “sisters” arrived a few minutes later and marveled at the meal she had set out for them. Being the hostess Morag got the choice piece off Piggy her cunt filet. It turn the girl’s pussy was even tastier than it was raw. By the time the coven left there was nothing left but bones on platter and empty dishes. 

They all thanked her and said how tasty the children had been. They also said they were sorry to have eaten all meat. 
Morag said it was alright and bid them goodbye. The reason she was not upset was down in the basement were 6 more children who had been out trick or treat. They waited in cages and would be cooked over the couple weeks.

THE END

