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Patricia was mad. She had just over heard her foster parents talking about Thanksgiving dinner. She had been removed from drug den at the age of 5 and for the last 8 years had been shuttle from one foster care home to another. This was the worst one she had had been in yet. When she had been brought to them they were kind and gentle until the social work left. The father had eyeing her though her first meal with them. Late that night he visited her in her bed and removed her virginity. She was 12 then and never thought of having sex with an old man. He was rough pinning Patricia under his weight and then raping her. There was no love involved with his love making just sex to torment her. He also called her names like slut, bitch, and whore. When she complained to the foster mother she did nothing. In fact she visited her the very next night. Even the social worker did nothing. Patricia thought they were paying her off. They now both visited her on a regular basis mostly Saturdays and Sundays. Now the latest indignity they were planning to cook her in an oven and serve her roasted body to her real family.  She just didn’t want it to be eaten by these people. Patricia didn’t mind that she was going to end on a platter in fact she liked the idea. It was to hard a life to be shifted from one family to another. Ending her life would solve a lot of her problems, like being adopted by this family, which was her greatest fear. If they adopted her they could do anything they wanted to her legally, like turning her into a turkey. She snuck out of the house and started walking and thinking. Where could she go Patricia had heard of human butcher shops but she didn’t want to be sliced up. Maybe she could volunteer to be a dinner at some cannibal restaurant or somewhere like that. She walked thinking these things and eventually found herself standing at the public library. She went in got the local paper and looked at the ads in the back. Most were people want to be turn into meat but they were way old to her way of thinking 30s and 40s. Then Patricia found one that read “teenagers wanted for retirement home food.” It gave an address as to where to report and a time. She look at a clock less than an hour to get there she’d have to hurry because it was on the other side of town. Patricia had no money for the bus so she walked. By the time she got there it was ½ hr after the time to report. Upon entering the front door Patricia went to the reception desk and asked “am I to late to volunteer to be meat?” The lady behind the counter stared at her before replying. “You want to be meat? She asked shaking her head disbelief. “Why you not more than 13 or 14 I think the owners were looking for girls in the upper teens.” When Patricia sighed the woman feeling sorry for her said, “Well if you want to volunteer I can’t stop you. I was told to direct applicants to the conference room.” She pointed to a door at the end of the room. Patricia walked to the door stood in front of it to building up her nerve. She wasn’t worried about what would happen to her. Patricia wondered what she do if they didn’t want her. Inhaling deeply she walked in the room. The room was large with a big table in the middle of it. A platter sat in the middle of it and 5 men sat behind the table. “You here to volunteer for meat?” one of the men asked in a gruff voice. When she nodded the man said, “Very well please remove your clothes so we can get your weight and inspect you’re meat quality.” Patricia was nervous but complied with the request; after all if they took her a lot more people would be seeing her naked body. She kicked her shoes off then peeled her jeans off. Patricia took her tee-shirt off and stood there looking at the men who had leaned forward in interest. Patricia unhooked her bra and let it slide off to drop at her feet. The men murmured as Patricia 32b tits were exposed. She blushed as she removed her pink panties and now stood naked in front of the group. The men whispered to each other then the man who seem to be in charge said, “Gentleman let us inspect the meat.” They all got up and circled the girl rubbing her breasts opening the outer lips of her vagina and look at her sex hole. No one stuck any thing into her and she was glad of that because she was close to having an orgasm and if they had penetrated her that would have pushed her over the edge. After the inspection they told Patricia to step on to the scale one of the men came over and got her weight of 110lbs. “Now then let’s see how you look on a platter. Go ahead and lie down on your back and relax please,” the boss said. Patricia crawled on hands and knees to the platter her tit’s swaying as she moved across the table. Laying on her back one of the men adjusted her red hair out of her eyes. Patricia lay there listening to them discuses her. “She’s pretty.” “Nice juicy tits.” “Ass has lot of meat on it.” “That baby fat will be soaked up by the stuffing” were some of the comments she heard. “Well you will do nicely but there are a few things we need from you. First what is your age? Then tell us why you want to be roasted.” Patricia lied saying, “I’m 16. As for roasting I been in foster care for a long time and I just overheard my foster parents say they were planning to eat me for Thanksgiving. I don’t like these people well enough to let them cook me.” One of the men leaned over and whispered to the boss.  He nodded then said to Patricia, “our lawyer here says you need permission from the courts being that you’re a ward of the court. As for you being 16 I doubt that. I’d say you’re probably around 12 or 13. That is alright with us but unless you can permission I’m sorry I have to say no.” Patricia crawled off the table gathered her clothes and stomp out of the conference room. She had a full head of steam as she walked toward the door. “Miss. Oh Miss,” It was the receptionist calling her. “You need to put you clothes back on before you go out there.” Patricia blushed she had been so mad about what they said that she forgot to dress. Patricia was busy putting her clothes on when a voice came from behind her. “Sorry I had to advise him not to take you. The government could come in and shut down his business unless you got permission,” the man said. When Patricia looked up at the man she saw it was the lawyer. She murmured that she understood pulling her tee-shirt down. “My name is Hal. Now if you are serious about wanting to be cooked I may be able to help you out.” Patricia stopped putting on a shoe and looked at Hal. He was in a grey business suit with a red tie. He was old she thought maybe 40 but handsome. “Like I said in there I don’t like my foster family. I’d rather my meat rot than to have them eat me,” Patricia said with venom in her voice. Hal smiled at her saying, “While they can’t legally cook you here there is no law against an individual taking a volunteer home for dinner. Here’s my proposition if you want I’ll take you home and my family and I will dine on you Thanksgiving. “Patricia gave Hal a large smiled and asked, “When do we leave?” Hal gave a chuckle and said put you’re other shoe on and I take you home. I want my family is to meet the meat.” When they arrived at Hal’s house he ushered Patricia into the kitchen and call to his wife “Donna would you come into the kitchen I have our Thanksgiving turkey.” He smiled at Patricia and showed her the kitchen pointing out the largest oven she had ever seen. Her legs became wobbly as he opened it up to show her the interior. Patricia would have climbed into it but Donna came into the kitchen. She was 5 foot 5 with blond hair tied into a ponytail. At 38 her body was in excellent condition due daily visits to the gym. Donna also had nice size chest 38c thanks to implants. “Why did you get a turkey so early? Thanksgiving not for 2 more weeks,” Donna said as she entered. “Oh. Hello there. Who did you bring home Hal?” Patricia step forward smiled and said, “Hi my name Patricia and I’m the turkey your husband brought home.” A look of puzzlement crossed Donna’s face then it slowly turn into a smile. “Welcome but turkey’s don’t were clothing.” Patricia giggled and said “oh.” She was thinking “here I go again removing my clothes in front of strangers.” Hal and Donna watched the girl strip and enjoying the show. When Patricia was naked Donna rubbed her hands over the girl’s body. She massage Patricia’s breast until the stood erect then she inched her hands down until she reached the girl’s sex. By that time Patricia was moaning and swaying. When Donna stuck her fingers inside the young teen’s vagina Patricia let out a loud cry and collapsed onto the floor. Hal got down on his knees and stuck his face into Patricia’s sex and making load slurping noises. Donna was licking her fingers also enjoy the teen’s juices. She’s going to make an excellent meal. “When you’re done would you get our turkey off the floor?” Hal got up then help the turkey into a chair. “I was going to yell at you for bring home girl. Now…” Donna said and she kissed him. “So what do we do with her for the next two weeks?” she asked. “She volunteering so I was thinking we’d make her a part of the family,” Hal told her. Donna thought that over for a half a minute before responding. “No not like a member of our family. We wouldn’t want to become attach to her.” He agreed with her on that. “Hmm well maybe she can spend the nights in the pantry.” Hal told his wife.  Donna had a better idea, “Let’s put the turkey in the oven at night. If we get her use to it she may not have to be tied up come Thanksgiving.” Patricia gave off a moan then asked, “What happen?” They both laughed at the girl. “You’ve never had an orgasm? Your not a virgin; I notice that when I was checking your meat quality,” Donna said. Patricia explained, “My foster father saw to my virginity calling it love but the feeling wasn’t mutual. That’s another reason I don’t want to be their turkey dinner.” They listen to her shaking their heads. “No one in this household will touch you with out your permission,” Hal said firmly. She gave a warm smile and stood up shakily and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “You and your wife can touch me anytime and anywhere,” Patricia said. To prove her point she put Hal’s hand on one of her breasts. He automatically started to knead her tits as the other hand found it way to the other breast, the next thing Hal knew he was French kissing Patricia. Donna was slightly jealous that her husband. He was playing with the girl right in front of her eyes. But on the other hand she herself was starting to get a tingle between her legs. She was so intent at watching the action that she didn’t here Brianna, the couples’s 11 year old daughter, come into the kitchen until she herd a gasp from the girl. Donna didn’t know how long she had been standing there but it must have been a while because Brianna had a hand down the front of her jeans. Donna walked over to her daughter and whispered, “That’s Thanksgiving dinner your father is playing with.” Donna stuck her hand down her own pants and began to play with herself. Brianna giggled but was watching her father intently as he lowered his pants and shorts. His 8 inch cock sprang forth. She wasn’t embarrassed see his manhood he had made love to her at age 8 when she had begged him too. Brianna stood 4 foot 5 inches tall with strawberry blond hair that just touched her shoulders. Even though Brianna had small AA tits she had seen men staring at them when she went to the mall. Hal lowered Patricia on to the floor gently and spread her legs. He soothed the young teen’s apprehension by telling her how beautiful she was. Hal enter Patricia’s sex slowly so as not to hurt her. Even though she had had sex he didn’t think her foster father was as big as him. Hal got half his dick in her and started slowly pumping the girl. Patricia was enjoying the sex it was nothing like what her foster father did to her. She moaned in pleasure and panted out, “Faster, Faster! Yes, Yes!” to which Hal complied. Even though Patricia was no longer a virgin her foster father must have had a small penis because her pussy held Hal’s dick in a vice like grip. “Eeeeee,” said the voice from under him as Patricia had another orgasm. Behind him Hal heard more cries of pleasure as his wife and daughter as they bought themselves to climax. That excited him even more having had an audience. With a grunt Hal shot his load of man juices filling Patricia up. After they had all rested for a while they quickly got a meal together and sat around the table. Hal told them the rule about playing with the food not with out the meat permission. Hal didn’t think that would be a problem. That Patricia would not leave the house. To which she agreed; she really had nowhere to go. Patricia was told that every night she would be placed in the oven that would be her bed. With a giggle Brianna said, “If she gets cold you can turn the oven on and warm her up.” Patricia looked at the oven and asked, “Will I fit?” Patricia knew she would but she really want to get into it now. Donna told her, “Of course you will.” She smiled knowing the girl wanted to be placed in there now. “But let’s make sure. Brianna would you like to go in to? There’s always room for two.” Brianna looked at Patricia and the two girls communicated with out words that it would be fine if they had each other for company. Donna knew full well what her daughter was thinking and was fine with it. She just hoped they didn’t where the turkey out before she had her chance with her. “Ok mom. As long as you don’t cook us while were in there.” Donna told her to get out of her clothing while she got the roasting pan out. “No use putting you two on the rack. It’s not very comfortable.” Brianna strip out of her clothes and stood next to Patricia. Hal was getting hard again as look at the two naked girls. Donna open the oven placed pulled rack out then placing roasting pan on it told the teen, “Patricia you first get and lay down.  Hal help them will you, we don’t want any burses on our turkey.” Hal got up his pants were tented from his eructation. His wife noticed and said, “once their in the oven I take care of you mister.” Hal lifted Patricia into the pan. She lay on her back but Donna said “no honey I think it best if you lay on your side.” Patricia could tell she knew what was going to happen in the oven. “Hal put our cutie pie in and I’ll arrange them.” Donna snickered “then I can take care of our problem.” Hal hadn’t noticed that she said “our.” Cooking children always made her horny. And just because this was practice didn’t mean she couldn’t get horny and she was. Donna line up the girls made sure each vagina with a mouth. “Have fun and I’ll see you in 10 or 15 minutes,” she smiled and shut the door. “Now you mister I think you’d better get out of those pants before you poke a hole in them,” Donna said. They both quickly disrobed and went at each other with gusto. On one of Hal’s thrusts Donna’s rear hit the knob that turned the oven on. In the oven Patricia and Brianna were giggling and enjoying each other by seeing who could get the other to orgasm first. Brianna won when she hit Patricia’s colitis but she came right after her new friend. It’s was while they were lapping each others juices that Brianna noticed it was suddenly get hot where they were. “Oh no my mom’s cooking us,” she gasped in shock. “Feels like it I guess. I’ve never been cooked before,” Patricia said. It didn’t mater to Patricia if she was cooked now or on Thanksgiving. They had made it clear to her that she was going to cooked and eaten. Brianna screamed, “Mom! What are you doing you said you weren’t going to cook us!” Donna didn’t here her daughter’s screams because of all the noise she and Hal were making as they fucked. After their love making Donna looked in to see how the girls were doing. “Mom please let me out. Don’t cook me!” she heard her daughter scream. What was Brianna talking about she had no intention of cooking either of them today. She looked at the oven’s controls somehow it had been turned on. She opened it up and helped the girls out. “I don’t know how it got turned on. But you shouldn’t have worried Brianna it was on low and you wouldn’t have cook in just fifteen minutes.” turning to Patricia she asked, “How did you like it? I didn’t her you screaming.” Patricia blushed but reply was enthusiastic. “I think I’m going to like being roasted.” Donna smile and sent them off to shower, together if they wanted. “So our turkey likes the oven that’s gong to make cooking her that much easer,” Donna said to her husband.  “In the mean time I think we should try and fatten her up just a little more. We’ll want lots of leftovers for girl, err, I mean me turkey sandwiches,” Hal said.  Donna laughed, “You can call her girl, turkey, Patricia, or what ever else you want. Just don’t get attached to her because in 2 weeks I’m calling her Thanksgiving dinner.”
Thanksgiving came all too soon for Patricia she had enjoy her time with this family. Donna opened the oven and slid the turkey out. “Good morning you know what day this is?” Patricia smiled at her, “Its thanksgiving is it?” She was a little nervous but she had no choice. It was either here or her foster home and she preferred here. Yes it is. Now lets get a weight on you so I now how long you have to cook.” Stepping on the scale Donna read it out for her “120lbs excellent.” She had added an extra 10 pounds to her meat. “Now then I need you to go in to the bathroom and scrub yourself clean.”  She walked to bathroom and was about to step into the shower when Brianna came in. “Mom told me I could help clean you,” she said and giggled. Patricia knew what part Brianna wanted to clean and she had no problem with that.  They both step into the shower where Brianna grabbed a scrub brush. Patricia used a washcloth on her face and neck and was moving it toward her chest when Brianna said, “let me do them.” She had all ready finished with Patricia’s feet and legs. Patricia handed the washcloth over to her. Brianna washed one tit with the washcloth while her tongue was used to clean the other. Patricia was getting hot and it wasn’t from the hot water that flowed over her body. “I ah, ah I thing my pussy dirty would you clean it?” She heard a giggle for a reply and felt the release of pressure on her tits and replaced by pressure in-between her legs. Patricia came almost immediately as Brianna clean out her pussy using only her tongue. The shower door opened and Hal stood there looking at them and shook his head. Your mother sent me in her to find out what was taking so long. She thought with two of you it would have been done fast,” he said in a stern voice. Then he laughed, “Actually she knew this was going to happen. But it time to finish up girls I’ve got to shave Patricia. You don’t want hair in your food do you Brianna?” she shook her head no and her dad joked, “well you know since your clean Brianna it would take much longer to finish prepping you and then you could join Patricia in the oven.” Patricia couldn’t resist and her comment to the tease. “Yah Brianna just think of all the fun we could have as we roast together.” Brianna answered, “No dad. That’s alright I don’t think I want too cook today. As for you turkey I’m going to enjoy you another way later on today” Hal was working on shaving Patricia and trying not to laugh. “Well there’s always Christmas. Your Grandma and Grandpa would just love to see you all browned up.” Brianna was enjoy the bantering she came back with, “I’ll get a tan from a tanning salon then and not from an oven.” Hal finish shaving Patricia gave her a rinse. “I left your head hair alone. I have two choices for it. We can have it stuffed and mounted on the wall or we can mail it back to your foster family with a note say how delicious you were.” Patricia thought about this as she was guided back to the kitchen. “Let me write a note to them but don’t send my head to them. I’d rather be a trophy on your wall it’ll remind you of the great thanksgiving dinner I made. If you’d take a picture of me after I’m roasted and sent it along with my note I’d appreciate It.” Donna heard the last part of the conversation as they entered the kitchen. “A picture and a note, to your crappie foster family. We can do that. In fact we’ll take several pictures. We’ll need one of you roasting. I think another of you on a platter. Hmm yes one of you on our plates.” She gave a giggle and amended her statement, “I mean pieces of on our plates.” Hal gave her a pen and paper so she could write her note which went like this.

Dear shitty foster family I have found a family that likes me. They especially would like me when I’m roasted. I’ve agreed to be roasted by them and not by you shit heads. I heard you planning to roast me that’s why I ran away. Goodbye and fuck you assholes

                               With all my Hate 
                                      Patricia
She asked for and received an envelope and stamp. She addressed it put the stamp on it and hand to Hal. “Put the pictures of me in it and mail it for me.” She giggled, “I don’t think I’ll be able to do it.” Everyone had a good laughed and then it was time to get their Thanksgiving turkey ready for the oven. “Have you emptied yourself?” Donna asked. Patricia nodded her head yes and received a smile in return. “Good, now I need you to lie on the counter and spread your legs. It might feel strange but your pussy with stuffing.” Brianna turned to leave but her mother said, “You’re old enough now. I’m going to let you help.” Brianna’s eyes light up she had always been allowed to play with the food but never allowed too watch the meat be prepared or cook. “Scoop a little stuffing and place it inside our turkey,” Donna explained. She gave a little giggle as she scooped up a handful of stuffing. “No that’s too much. It will just smear round the outside. You want it to go inside her like this,” Donna said as she scooped up two fingers worth and shove it into Patricia who gasped. The stuffing was cold and wet; but it was also causing her to become excited once more. Brianna tried again this time scooping a small amount into Patricia. Then she slid her finger in and out of Patricia’s sex tamping the stuffing further in. A side effect was Patricia orgasm aging. Donna was not surprised but her daughter was. “No need to blush you’ll be doing this a lot as I slowly cook you,” Donna told her. Both girl look at her in awe they had never thought of a girl have orgasm as the cooked. When Patricia was full of stuffing Donna smiled at the turkey and said, “You might think your full my dear but after Hal uses his special tool on you there will be room for more.” Both girls looked at Hal but it was Patricia who the tool was to be used on. She asked, “What kind of special tool?” Donna and Hal both laughed with Donna answering. “Well we girls don’t have one, it’s a tool only a man has.” Brianna and Patricia laughed they understood now what tool he was going to us on the turkey. Hal strip and shoved his cock into Patricia’s stuffing filled pussy. She was now use to his size and normally could have taken him all. But this was not normal as he pushed the stuffing all the way into her womb. She screamed out in pain but that soon subsided as she approached yet another orgasm. Donna felt sorry for her but it had to be done if she was going to roast right. Once again Patricia was stuffed to capacity and once again Hal use his special tool to push the stuffing deep inside her. After the fourth time she was full. Looking at the teen Donna thought if she didn’t know better she’d think Patricia was a good 8 or 9 months pregnant.             Donna flick a finger on Patricia’s stomach. It reverberated with a rich sound. She said “The next step is to butter her up,” and handed Brianna a stick of butter. “Can I help?” Patricia asked. “No just lie there your doing enough,” Donna said. They coated Patricia front and sides with butter. Then Donna had her stand with Hal holding her while they coated her back and rump. “Now Hal if you’ll escort the turkey to the oven. I have a couple more things that need to be done and I would prefer to do them there,” Donna said. As the turkey walked to the oven a trail of stuffing followed as it leaked out of her pussy. “Do you want to look out side the oven or stare at the oven walls?” Hal asked as they reached the oven. “Are you going to watch me cook?” The answer came from all three it was “YES.” Patricia giggled, “Then I want to watch the watchers.” Hal helped her lay down in the roasting pan. He adjusted Patricia so she could look over her plump belly. She let out a little moan and wet more of the stuffing as she came once more. “Honey that going to be some of the best stuffing we’ve ever had if you keep that up.” Hal said. Patricia blushed before saying, “I’ll try to keep doing it.” Donna came into view would tin foil. She was followed by Brianna carrying twine. “I don’t think your going to have to tie this one up. Remember she volunteered,” Hal told Brianna. Patricia agreed “I’m promise not to run off. please don’t tie me.” Everyone looked at Donna who avoided the plea by saying, “lift your head turkey so I can rap the foil around you’re head.” Brianna asked, “Do I start tying her foot or not?”  She continued to rap the hair thinking. Donna finally answered, “Normally I don’t listen to the food. Of course we’ve never had a volunteer. Alright I won’t tie you unless I think your trying to get out of the oven.” Patricia beamed and thanked her. Donna said, “It’s us who should be thanking you. Tell you what I’ll cook you very slowly as a way of thanking you. That would probably give you a couple hours to play with yourself while you roast. Now in you go.” Patricia was slid into the oven with a smile on her face and her fingers inside her pussy. She laid there enjoying herself as the oven glowed red. Patricia had orgasm after orgasm as she laid there baking. She was pulled out of the oven after what seemed to her 5 minutes. “What’s wrong aren’t you going to finish cooking me?” Patricia asked. “It’s time you were basted. You’ve been cooking now for half an hour,” Donna told her. Patricia was pushed back in to cook some more. On the other side of the oven the three of them watched as the turkey shutter in yet another orgasm. They too were getting very horny. “Brianna would you watch the turkey for a while your father and I have something to do for a while. If were not back in time go ahead and baste her again,” Donna asked. Giggling she said, “I’ll watch her mom.” Hal and Donna practically ran from the kitchen leaving Brianna in charge. There wasn’t anything to do so she pulled up a chair in front of the oven. She managed to get 2 orgasms before she had to baste Patricia. Pulling Patricia out she saw who brown she had become “wow you really cooking just a second and I’ll show you.” Brianna said. She found a compact mirror tiring to hand it to Patricia. She tried to grasp it but her she was becoming weak from being cooked. “Here look let me show you,” Brianna said. She angled the mirror so Patricia could see her own face and chest. The turkey smiled “I look tike I’ve got a tan. Where your mom and dad? I wondering how much longer until I’m, um you know.” Giggling Brianna explained “you mean before you turn into our dinner? I don’t know this is the first person they let me watch cook.  I think they went to their bedroom to fuck. They’ll be back before you go I’m sure. Back in you go.” She had told Patricia all this while she basted her. Donna and Hal came back to the kitchen and immediately look into the oven. Patricia was still with them but it didn’t look like she be with them for much longer. She was still playing with her pussy but with effort. Donna opened the door and pulled her out “mmm you smell good. She picked up a meat fork poking the turkey’s tits. Patricia moaned softly. “Another one? That stuffing is going to be so sweet,” said and poked her in a few other places to check on how she was progressing. Donna basted her once more telling her “I think you have maybe ½ hour before you’re just a big turkey. Do you have any last request?” Patricia said, “Just take pictures of me roasted and send them to my foster family. I explained to them in the letter what I thought of them.” With that said Patricia gave a satisfied smirk and nodded that she was ready to back into the oven. “I hope they think I taste as good as I smell” were Patricia’s last thoughts. Outside the oven they saw Patricia smile, inhale deeply, and then she jerked a few times and was nothing more than Thanksgiving turkey. Donna pulled her out poked her a few time just to make sure she really gone before turning the oven up. “Remember to make sure the meat is dead before you turn the oven up. That way you don’t cause any pain to them,” Donna explained to Brianna. It took another four hours for the turkey to cook fully. Brianna had a turn with her father in bed much to her relief. While playing with yourself was alright it took a man to relive the deep itch she had in her pussy. When they returned her mother had set the table and was waiting for the turkey to finish cooking. “She’s done so Brianna if you would get the silver platter out while your father and I get take the turkey out of the oven. Brianna like that her parents were allowing her to precipitate. She had never been aloud near the cooking process before. She got the platter out placing it next to Patricia in the roasting pan. The roasted teen was carefully lifted out of the roasting pan and placed on the platter. Donna removed the foil from around her head adjusted the hair then laid it down. The eyes were opened and Patricia looked very much alive with a dark brown tan. Placing her on the table Hal got out the camera and took several shots including a close up of her pussy with the stuffing coming out. Then it was time to eat Hal made the fist cut a drum stick for his wife. Next the turkey’s pussy was removed and place on a plate for his daughter. That gave him easy access to the stuffing. Hal choice was the right breast of the teen turned turkey. Hal poured wine for the three of them. “Before we bite in to the let’s get a picture of our plates and one of her with her missing parts.” With that done they sat down and eat their Thanksgiving dinner. “This stuffing is excellent our turkey did a good job keeping the stuffing moist.” Donna said. Brianna giggled saying, “Mom you say that about every girl you’ve cooked.” Hal laughed and nodded his head then said, “She’s right. But you two of you did a marvelous job cooking her.” They enjoy their selections with plenty of turkey left over for Patricia sandwiches. The table was cleared and Hal removed Patricia’s head. Tomorrow her would stuff her head and mount it on to a plaque. In the meantime the carcass would wait in the walk in fridge. Brianna stood next to her dad. “What kind of meat are we going to have for Christmas Dinner?” He put Patricia in the fridge before answering. Hal looked at his daughter over and said, “I’m thinking of a 11 year old girl I know of might be nice.” Brianna eyed him with suspicion trying to decide if he meant it or not. “Dad I’m am not meat.” He chuckled and said, “Not yet you aren’t my lovely little piglet.”

                                     THE END
