Roasting Michael 
By

A. Cannibal
                              M/b(3) oral cannibalism
Kurt couldn’t believe what this flyer said, “children for sale or trade.” He had spied the handbill as he was taking a pee along side a farm road. Kurt agreed to cook a cannibal dinner for some business men and he needed meat for it. Kurt was trying to convince them to loan him the money to open a restaurant. He’d driven into the country in hopes of finding some young corn fed kids to kidnap and take back home. Of course if he could buy them all the better, the police wouldn’t be look for kidnapped victims. He had to be cautious though this could be a trap by the police look to get pedophiles. There was nothing wrong with being a pedophile Kurt was one himself, he preferred little boys. Little girls were alright for cooking but sex with didn’t interest him. Kurt pulled the flyer down from the telephone pole. He sat in the car and looked closer at it. The thing was hand lettered but crudely. The handbill did say though that there was a girl of 4 and a boy 3. There was an address but no phone number. It defiantly smelt like a trap. Still Kurt plugged in the address into his GPS and drove on. When he found the house and drove past, looking for any signs of that the police were lurking near by. He Kurt continued around the “block” which in this case meant about 5 miles. He pulled into the driveway of a run down house. There were old tires and rusted barrels setting in tall grass next to a rusted out pickup tuck on one side of the house. The house it self was in need of paint not to mention the a roof. He thought getting the meat/kids would be easy. The door opened and out stepped a lady in long blue dress that had been patched many a time. “What can I do you for mister?” she said eyeing him suspiciously. No one came around here in a suit and driving a fancy car. “Well ma’am I’m inquiring after the children you have for sale,” Kurt said. “don’t have no kids, sale or otherwise,” she said flatly.” He could argue that she did because there was a tire swing in a big tree and he bet that if he searched the tall grass he’d find a tricycle. Instead he pulled the flyer out his jacket and handed it to her. “Oh them, they aint mine some lady dumped them on me a couple months ago. Never came back for ‘em.” Kurt smiled asking, “are they for sale then? What do you want for them?” it was her turn to smile as she said, “I spent $200 dollars on them and they killed my pet cockatoo, Jonny. You get me a new bird and $200 and you can have ‘em.” He nodded saying, “I think I can arrange that if there a pet shop in town. Do you mind if I have a look at them?” the woman shrugged yelling back into the house, “Hey you brats, get your asses out here!” when “brats” came out Kurt saw 2 blond hair, brown eyed children. They would do, but actually he only needed one. But the price was so good on them he’d take both. Kurt would figure something out for the girl, as for the boy he’d play with him then his meat would be roasted. “Alright I’ll be back in a couple hours to collect them,” he said after the kids had been sent back inside. She harrumphed and went back inside the house. He went to town and found that it had a few pet stores. What he didn’t count on was how rare the birds were the first 2 stores were out and the last one cost a small fortune. Kurt was being well paid for cooking this dinner so he could afford it. As he drove back toward the house to pick up the meat Kurt thought what to do about the girl. He had two choices, the first was to snap her neck and butcher the girl’s meat. The problem with that was not only the mess it would create, but it would take away the quality time he’d have with the boy. The second was he had a few friends that enjoyed young girls. Kurt decided the second way might be best. He called his friend Tasha and asked his friend if she would like a 4 year old girl. The response was, “HELL YES!” They agree to meet in an abandon industrial park it was only ½ built before the company went bankrupt. Now at the house he gave the money and bird to the lady. “There you are, how about giving me the kids now?” Kurt said. The lady who was looking at her bird said, “The brats are in the house. Take the brats and good riddance to ‘em.” He went in the house and found the 3 of them sitting on a couch waiting. Maggie say’s you’re going to take care of use now,” the little girl said. The boy nodded his head in agreement at what his sister had said. He asked, “Can we go now? I don’t like it here.” Kurt felt the same way he was city born and bred, so he didn’t like the country much either. “Grab your stuff then and let’s go,” he said. Each child took one of his hands instead. Kurt realized they had no possessions to take with them. He loaded them in the car and last view of the lady they had was her walking toward the house with the bird cage to her face. “What are your names?” he asked. “Michael” “Jennie” they each replied. “My name is Kurt. Jennie I don’t know too much about little girls. So I’m gong to let you stay with my friend Tasha. She a girl and I think she can teach you the girl things you need to know,” he said. Actually she was just as much a cannibal as he was. Just like her brother the girl would probably learn what it was like to be cooked alive. She giggled saying, “Ok.” The kids soon became bored and fell asleep as they made their way back to the city. It was hour and half later when Kurt pulled around into the industrial complex to meat Tasha. She was there waiting. She got out of her car and went over to Kurt. He was unhooking the girl from her car seat as Tasha asked, “So who do you have there?” Kurt said, “This is Jennie. I told her you are able to explain girl stuff her better then I can. I’m going to teach guy stuff to her brother.” She snickered at that, they both knew the only thing going to be taught to these children was sex. “Well hi there cutie. I think were going to have lots of fun together,” Tasha said. From in the car a voice said, “I got to go wee-wee.” Michael was squirming in his car seat. “Oh-oh, I guess it time for your first guy lesson then,” Kurt said as unhooked the boy. He was taken to one of the buildings. Facing away from the cars he lowered the boy’s pants and underwear. “Now you just wee-wee against the wall,” he explained. Michael laughed and empted his bladder. Before pulling up the boy’s clothing he wanted to fondle the cute little cock and maybe even a sample of it. He ran a finger along the narrow shaft and smiled. Michel’s body stiffened and he looked up at the Kurt in confusion. There was a tingle running though out his body and felt good. Kurt slid his hand under the cock and felt the little pebbles underneath. As he fondled the balls Kurt thought about serving Oysters Rockefeller meeting but that would require a lot more boys. He didn’t have time to find more, nor did he have the facilities to store them after castration. Kurt happened to look back at the girls, who standing by the cars. They were both giggling as they watched the males play. He flushed in embarrassment he’d been caught playing with the food. Kurt released the boy and helped Michael pull his pants up. “We can do this again when we get home, would you like that?” Kurt asked as they walked back to the cars. Michael looked up at him grinning and said, “Ok, I’d liked that.” They arrived back at the cars to find Tasha looking at her watch. “I know it getting late and we should be going. Kids say goodbye to each other for a few days,” Kurt said. It was possible they might see each other in a few days, but it would be in the afterlife. Michael had a date with an oven in a couple days. As for the girl that was up to Tasha. Kurt and Michael arrived home an hour later. The first order of business was to feed the child. Kurt had several children’s DVDs. One matched the tee shirt he was wearing. They sat on the couch gobbled down a couple of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, while watching “Finding Nemo.” After the movie Kurt took the boy to bathe him. He wanted a clean toy to play with tonight. Michael was gently stripped of his clothing and placed in the tub. Kurt’s hand quickly found it way between the boy’s legs. He played with the cock for a few minutes before deciding to continue washing the rest of his body. Kurt didn’t want a wrinkly boy in bed, Michael was too cute for that. The boy was toweled dried and taken into the master bedroom. He was slid between a pair of clean sheets to keep him warm. Kurt took his clothing off while his toy watched. Michael’s eyes were huge as Kurt took off his boxers revealing 8 inches of manhood. The boy had never seen one that big before. “Remember what I did to you earlier today? Do you think you can do the same thing to me?” Kurt asked. The toy grinned and nodded grabbing the member in his little hand. “Like this?” Michael asked sliding his hand up and down his long shaft. His hand ran along it in a rough jerky motion. “Ah you hand are kind of dry. Hold your hands out and I’ll put some lotion on them, then we can try it again.” Michael held out his and then liquid was poured into his hands. He had no idea that it was actually olive oil Kurt was using. As a chef he preferred natural ingredients when cooking the food as well as playing the kids. The next time Michael took hold of Kurt’s cock his hands were well lubricated. The small boy began pulling on the huge dick, exciting Kurt to the point he was ready to explode. “That’s enough for now, I want you to close your eyes and open your mouth for a big surprise,” he said to the boy. Michael was surprise to find a monster cock filling his mouth. He tried screaming but Kurt’s manhood muffled any sound coming out of his mouth. Michael could feel whatever it was in his mouth move back and forth. He tried pushing Kurt away but couldn’t budge him; he had about 200lbs more body weight then the boy. Michael heard a grunt and felt something hot squirting inside his mouth. He had no idea that Kurt was shooting gob after gob of cum into his mouth. Tears flow down Michael’s face he didn’t like what going on. They didn’t stay on there long because Kurt poured olive oil on his little cock and began sucking. Michael’s eyes grew huge as he did this. His sobbing turn to giggles as Kurt manipulated the tiny member with his tongue. Michael tasted pretty good at least his dick had a sweet taste to it. The boy soon became relaxed and drifted off to sleep. Kurt flipped the sleeping boy onto stomach. He parted the vertical smile to saw a tiny little butthole. Kurt realized no matter how much lubricant he use he’d never get inside there. He still had the mouth to use so it didn’t matter that he couldn’t use the ass. Kurt became aware he hadn’t checked the meat out, he’d been to preoccupied in fuck the boy. Put on his mental chef hat on Kurt began his examination of the meat. The cute round butt of would provide a pair of nice rump roasts for the businessmen. His legs were chubby offering nice bit of dark meat to nibble on. Kurt ran his hands up to the boy’s rib they would be excellent for a standing rib roast. He found himself drooling as he rolled Michael onto his back. There was plenty of baby fat around his midsection which would great for sauce. Kurt cuddled up next to Michael enjoying his fragrance. A thought crossed his mind just before he dosed off. “The lady may not have like kids but she sure knew how to fatten them up. Was she also planning to dine on the children?”  They spent most of the next day in bed. Michael even learned to like sucking cock and like it. 
On the last day of Michael’s short life he was woken up early by Kurt who used him one last time. When he finished with his mouth they both got dressed and headed for the restaurant. It was on the outside of town and had been western restaurant. In front it was a large black car with the 4 business men waiting. “Your early gentleman, the roast won’t be ready for another 4 or 5 hours,” Kurt said. A large man climb out of the back car said, “Don Salerno wanted to watch you prepare your roast, if he’s to invest in this enterprise.” Kurt nodded saying, “of course if you’ll all come this way I’ll show you the place on the way to the kitchen.” he had set thing up before going meat hunting. There was a BBQ pit in the center that used to roast steers but if he got the money it would be for roasting long pigs. In the kitchen a good size oven that could hold 4 Michael sizes roasters or a pair of adults. Michael was sat on the counter then he turned to the men. Kurt said to the boy, “let’s play another game Michael.” Then to the investors, “First I have to secure the meat so he doesn’t go anywhere.” He slid rope around the boy’s ankles. Michael 3 year old mind didn’t understand what was going on and was sure he liked it when his hands were tied behind his back. “Now gentleman it’s time to get rid of the clothing or as I like to call it feathers and fur.” That produced a chuckle from the men. Kurt picked up a knife slid under the right pant leg. It was ripped like a hot knife though butter. The left pant leg was next and the front of the pants was pulled off. To Michael this was no longer fun it was scary. So scary in fact, that the front of his white jockey shorts turn yellow. The men laughed again as the boys wet himself. “It happens all the time. That’s why the underwear is the last thing I removed,” Kurt said as the tee-shirt was removed. The Don asked, “So you don’t kill them before roasting, why?” Kurt was now removing the underwear as he answered, “the meat tastes better when cooked alive. Also the costumers like to know the meat is fresh.” A screaming Michael was washed and placed in a roasting pan face up. Kurt love the sight of the little meat cock swing as Michael tried to get loose. “First you butter the meat so they don’t burn. On boys you apply extra butter on the prize meat, penis. Girls are a little different but I don’t have one at the moment to show you.” The Don motion for him to continue, cooking wasn’t his thing. He’d never seen a person cooked let alone a child and fascinated by it. “Alright now our little roast is ready for seasoning,” Kurt said sprinkling oregano and other spices over the meat. “Michael it’s time for you to go into the oven and roast like a good boy,” Kurt said with a smile. He was still screaming as he picked up slid inside the oven. He screams were muffled as door slammed shut. Kurt turned the oven on low and watched a couple of minutes to make sure it was working properly. “How long dose it take for him to roast?” the Don wanted to know. “That varies according to size. This one will take a few hours. For a ½ hr. of that time the meat will be alive.” The Don looked inside and saw Michael bouncing in his roasting pan, he smiled. Sir I can get you chair and you can watch him cook.” The Don wave his hand no and stood there watching as the meat cooked. He was fascinated as the boy’s skin went from white to red. Kurt said, “I need to baste him now. We don’t want the meat to dry out.” he open the oven and the sent of roasting boy filled the kitchen. The screams were gone, due to his throat having been partiality cooked, but the sobbing continued. “Are you enjoying be cooked?” Kurt teased. A scowl crossed the boy’s face. Kurt laughed he knew the boy wasn’t enjoying any part of what was happening to him, but every one else there was. He was shoved back into the oven to cook some more and the Don resumed his position in front of the oven. Later the oven was opened potatoes were thrown in with the still live boy. He now been in the oven ½ hr and he was barley aware of anything. Michael felt his jaw being open and he couldn’t even fight that. His last conscious feeling was that of apple juice sliding down his throat and that of being returned to the heat. A few minutes later he felt nothing ever again.  Over the next 3 hours Kurt answered all kinds of question from the men. What had been Michael was severed to the Don and his lieutenants. They were offered any cut and all decided on rump roast. The group bit into the meat tentative at first. “Mmm! Excellent meat and I can see why you want to open your own restaurant. How about a piece of thigh next,” he said after devouring a plate of Michael ass. Kurt happily carved off a steak from the right thigh for him. “Mmm, this is simply marvelous, my boy. You have yourself a restaurant with a 50.1% interests. The family will be a silent partner. There are a few conditions however. 1) We will want to dine in privacy one day a week say, Mondays. 2) You will only keep one set of books or you might end up on the menu. Last may I have his right arm cut it at his elbow if you would? This is simply the most delicious meat I’ve ever tasted only next time could you get me a girl to dine on?” the Don said. Kurt cut away the arm and said, “Yes sir. I’ll let you know when I find one and will save her for you. I also agree to all of your terms.” The Don smiled as said, “I can have you open in about month. So you might want to start taking reservations.” When they left most of Michael was gone. His sex was still there as well as his head so he decided to snack on them. So he took a plate cut out his tongue, popped the eyes and most importantly his sex. they were all tasty, especially the rocky mountain oysters and hot dog.
THE END
