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Patrick stretched in his office chair and looked out his window. It was November but there was no snow on ground, which disappointed him. There wasn’t even any grass out there for that matter. The only thing he saw out there was sand and cactus. Patrick was in his mid 40 and his company had transferred him out to middle of nowhere Arizona from Minnesota a month ago, so he was still getting use to things. It was a promotion and he could hardly turn it down even he had to move. Back home there was grass and trees outside and he could go hunting for his food. Out here there was nothing to hunt here except scrawny jack rabbits. 
What bother him the most though was the temperature. Today it was going to be close to 90 degrees here vs. freezing back in Minnesota. 
Since Patrick was the manger he decided to take the rest of the day off, it was nice to be the boss. 
It was lunch time anyway and nothing pressing was pending. Patrick decided to head to the local diner. This place had the best steaks he’d ever eaten. The only thing he couldn’t figure out was with the quality of the food why wasn’t the place packed with customers.
Today was no exception there were a few people there. The waitress came over saying, “hi Patrick. Can I interest you in some BBQ ribs today? They’re really tasty today or would you like your usual a steak.” 
Patrick said, “Ribs huh? Sure, why not.”

She came back with a plate containing 7 ribs and a bake potato. He began nibbling on the ribs and found them delicious as well as meaty. 
While paying for the meal Patrick wondered about BBQing some meat himself. It’d be less expensive then coming to the diner all the time.
 He went to the general store and bought a barbeque. Next Patrick stopped by the market and bought a couple of steaks. 

He took the modest grill home and set up the BBQ, but did not cook them. That was because Patrick was still full from the lunch earlier. 

It was Saturday before he had a chance to use his BBQ. He slapped the steaks that had been in his freezer for the past few days onto the grill and cooked them to medium rare. Patrick sat down took a bite and spat it out. The taste of the meat was terrible. Patrick couldn’t help wondered what he’d done wrong. 
He decided to go back into town to the diner. It was mainly to get something to eat, but he also wanted to find out how they made their meat so good.
Patrick was disappointed to find the diner closed. He looked at their little hours sign and found they were closed on the weekend. 

Patrick decided to try BBQing again tomorrow this time with a fresh steak. In the meantime he had to settle for fast food. 
On Sunday he once again tried BBQing a steak. This one was at least palatable. Still to Patrick the taste seemed to be off. He would have to talk to someone at the diner about this problem. 

On Monday evening after a tough day at work Patrick went over to the. This time he ordered steak and back potato with sour cream. 

This time when Patrick went to pay the bill he asked to see the manger. He needed to find out how they cooked the meat that it came out so perfectly delicious.

James the manger/owner and cook came out meat cleaver in hand. He stood there in a grease stained tee shirt and looking at the man daring him to say something bad about the food.  
“What your complaint?” 

Patrick said, “oh no complaints, I love your food. What I was wondering was how you manage to make the steaks taste that way. I’ve tried and failed miserably.”
 James chuckled, “the key is to cook it fresh. We carve it right off the hoof so to speak.”
“That’s interesting I’ve never cooked meat from cow that fresh before,” Patrick said.

The cook snorted at that, “I’d never serve cow here or pork for that matter.”
 This confused Patrick. What other type animal was there on a farm except chickens and you couldn’t get a steak out of a bird.
“It’s not horse is it?” he asked. 

There was a look of horror James face. “No! I’d never cook something that’s a fugitive from a dog food factory. Tell you what come back here and I’ll show you one of the animals,” he said leading the way into the kitchen. 
He took him all the way back where a metal door was. James opened the door to reveal what looked to be a normal cooler with meat hanging on hooks. 
Patrick looked at the meat and realized one important thing. The hanging meat’s legs did not have hoofs. Instead these animals had feet that ended with 5 little toes. 

As Patrick studied the meat he didn’t notice that the cook’s hand tightened on the cleaver. James was ready to remove his head if he panicked at the sight and tried to flee the cooler full of human meat. 

But Patrick did not panic instead he stared at it and asked, “Did I have boy or girl steak tonight?” 
James laughed, “That was off an 8 year old Sow or female child. They’re still nice and tender at the age.” 

Patrick turned and face the cook, “well she was that. How about boys? Are they tender too? Can you play with them sexually before butchering them?” 
James let out a big belly laugh, “the answers are yes, yes and of course you can play with the food. As far as butchering goes, I only do that to the meat if it’s destine for the restaurant. Otherwise they taste even better when cooked alive. Tell you what we’re BBQing a boy this weekend at the harvest festival. Would you like to come?”
Patrick eyes widen not in horror, but in interest. “Yes I love to.” 
“There just one little thing it’s potluck. Would you bring some meat? Boy or girl it doesn’t matter as long as they aren’t teenagers or older and alive. Hormones have a tendency to ruin the flavor of the meat. Before you ask how, illegal aliens crossing the border from Mexico are your best bet,” James said. 
Later at home Patrick laughed to himself, he might get some hunting in after all. He preferred using the bow and arrow for hunting. It wasn’t that quick but it silent and deadly, which was perfect for night hunting. 

The next couple of days Patrick got things ready for the hunt and the meat that would come from it. He ordered a large freezer to store the meat in. Patrick hung ropes from the rafters in the garage. This would allow him drain and carve the meat as if were a deer. 
 Thursday night with everything ready Patrick put his bow and arrows into the pickup truck. He drove to an isolated area known to be frequented by those trying to get in to the United States illegally. 
 Putting on a pair of night vision Patrick moved a few hundred yards away from his truck. This was just like hunting deer. In fact he thought of prey exactly like that exception of them having two instead of four legs. He sat behind a cactus but not for long. Soon three people came into view. 

Patrick could see them clear as day on this moonless night, but the prey couldn’t see him. At 100 feet he raised the bow took careful aim at the man and let the arrow fly.
There was the sound of two thuds in the empty desert. The first one was the arrow hitting the man in the chest. The second thud was his lifeless body hitting the ground. 
The other prey saw the shadow that was the man drop away and Patrick could hear them calling to the man. The hunter pulled a second arrow from his quiver and took aim. Patrick caught the woman in the neck and she collapsed on to the man also dead.

 The third was a child and he wanted it alive. The boy was bending over his parents in confusion and yelling when Patrick slipped in behind the fawn. Using the butt of his hunting knife he bought it down hard on the child’s head. The smallest of the prey collapsed on top of the parents, unconscious from the blow. Patrick rolled the meat onto its back and looked down. He had himself a boy for the BBQ on Saturday. 
Patrick picked him up and took the boy back to the truck where he was tied. Once he was secure in the front seat Patrick went back for the other two deer. First he dragged the doe back loading her into the bed of the truck and then the buck was place next to his dead mate. 
Patrick drove home where he backed into the garage. He looped the rope around the dead animal’s feet and hoisted them into the air. 

Patrick gave them a cursory exam. The doe must have been in her mid 20’s and weigh in at a plump 125 lbs. Ripping open the woman’s blouse and slid bra over the lady lumps. They weren’t bad looking breasts about the size of cantaloupes. Though personally Patrick liked little budding breast on girls that he fucked. Still he had to wonder how the woman’s tits would grill up. He quickly finished striping the meat of its clothing. 
Patrick moved over to the buck who appeared close to 30 years of age and was well muscled. Taking his hunting knife Patrick cut the pants off the meat and then his boxers. He thought the meat had a nice rear end. Were they called flank steaks or perhaps rump roasts? He would find out the proper labels for this type of meat were on Saturday. He twisted the man around to get a looked at his penis. Patrick was impressed even in death the guy had a big one 6 inches long. He had to wondered how big the son would be if dad was this big. Patrick chuckled to himself thinking he’d soon find out.    
He pushed two metal tubs under the dead meat and slit their throats. Patrick also slit their wrists before returning the truck for the boy, allowing them to drain overnight. 
The boy was still out cold when he was bought into the house and straight to the bedroom. Patrick tossed him on the bed before deciding to grab a shower, he needed to wash all the blood and dirt from the hunt off himself. 

When Patrick came out of the bathroom he was naked and the boy was awake and screaming. He couldn’t understand what kid was saying because it was all in Spanish and he didn’t understand Spanish. 
Patrick didn’t care one way or the other after all he was a toy for the next couple of days. After that he would probably become meat at the BBQ.

Patrick gave the boy an evil smile then began ripping the boy’s clothing to shreds. He looked at the boy and noticed for the first time how dirty he was. Patrick had been so busy stripping him that he hadn’t noticed. 
The boy was carried into the bathroom and placed it the tub. Patrick ran water and scrubbed the boy until his brown turned nice and pink.

Patrick ignored the cries coming from his new toy and dried him before returning him to the bed. He spread the boy into an “X” and retied his hands and feet to the bed posts. 

Now he had time to look his toy over. The boy was around 8 or maybe 9 with short dark hair and eyes. He was about 3½ feet tall but Patrick had no idea about weight. All the squirming he did made that e weight impossible, not that it mattered at this point anyway. One way or another come Saturday he’d be weighed and cooked if he had to do it himself. 

Right now though he was a toy and Patrick decided he was going to play with it. He fondled the boy’s 4 inch cock and tight balls. The toy’s struggles slowed as a strange feeling took place between his legs.
The boys cock became stiff and Patrick slid his mouth over it. A surprised boy gasped came out of his mouth. As much as he didn’t want to like what was happening to him, he did. 
Patrick too was enjoying his time with the little Mexican toy he’d captured. So much so his manhood grew. Patrick could also feel his joy juice building in his balls. Now he had to make a decision on where to make that deposit the load.

Rear was always a good place to do that, but that would require untying him so he had access. No the other hole on the front would so nicely he’d get to the other one later.  
“Open up that mouth of yours. I’ve got a surprise for it,” Patrick said grinning. 
The boy didn’t understand what was being said to him. He did open his mouth to moan though and Patrick used that moment to insert his cock into his toy’s hot moist mouth. 
“Mph, mph” came the boy muffled cries. 
Patrick ignored his cries instead he focused on the feelings of what the boy’s tongue was doing. The toy was trying to force him out of his mouth but not succeeding. All that did was make Patrick cock harder to the point he had to cum. 
His man juice filled the young boy’s mouth to overflowing. Patrick’s member was big enough block the opening so the cum had nowhere to go except down the boy’s throat. 
Patrick rolled over to the side of the bed and listened to the child gag. He wondered why everyone who tasted his man juice always choked. Was his cum not sweet and tasty? 

Patrick looked down at the boy’s wiener and licked his lips. Time to find out if it tasted as good as it looked.

The boy trashed about and screamed as the man moved between his legs. Patrick shoved the child’s cock inside his mouth. His tongue rolled around the head of it and the boy’s cries of anguish soon diminished. He didn’t understand what was happening, but it felt so good.
As Patrick sucked on him he couldn’t help but wonder how BBQ penis tasted. Maybe he find out tomorrow with the father’s cock. As for now Patrick had had a long day and needed sleep. With that in mind he released the boy cock and said, “Tomorrow I’ll see how ass of yours feels.”
Patrick woke in the morning with a major hard-on and eyed the sleeping boy. He decided it was time to find out how the boy’s bottom felt.

The ropes were loosened just enough so that Patrick could turn his toy over and use him. The boy slept soundly and didn’t even realize what was about to happen to him.

He didn’t even feel his butt cheeks being separated and oil drizzled over his hole. Patrick oiled himself and then lined up with the hole. The boy woke with a scream as with one mighty thrust Patrick dove half his manhood inside his toy. The boy bucked and screamed as the cock moved deeper inside his ass.
Patrick enjoyed his time riding his toy, but it unfortunately it was over to soon for him. 
It didn’t bother him that much though he’d have the boy a few more time before the BBQ. In the mean time he had to get the meat in the garage to cut up into manageable size pieces.

After placing his toy in the tub, he would need to take a piss sometime, Patrick went to the garage. There he began the process of eviscerating the “deer.” 
Sliding an empty tub under the doe Patrick slit her belly open and let the guts spill out and into the tub. He cut the liver and kidneys out and put them aside. Patrick chopped her breasts off and pried the ribs open empting the chest cavity. 
He turned his attention to the “buck.” The deer was gutted the same way as his mate except for the breasts, he had none. Instead Patrick castrated the man. Wrapped all the organs and placed the packages in the freezer. 

Patrick stood back and stared at the carcasses. The great hunter now realized that they were human and he had no idea as to finish butchering the meat. 

Patrick decided to ask James he would know. Also he needed to find out where and when to bring the boy. In all the excitement he’d forgotten to ask that.

He called the chef on the phone and was given a web site to look at that would give him a step by step guide to butchering the human carcass. As far as the BBQ went it was to be at park outside of town and would begin at 10 am.
Patrick printed out the guide and took it back to the garage. He spent the rest of the day carving up the carcasses before returning to the bedroom. There Patrick stripped off his bloody clothing and went into the bathroom. 
His sex toy was still in the tub and needed to be washed. He too needed a bath and with that in mind they bathed together. 

Afterward they went to bed where Patrick tied the boy up once again. There he spent the night enjoy the boy’s butt.
Saturday found Patrick at the park with the naked boy. To his surprise he was surrounded by half the town. Even more surprising to Patrick was number of children. Some were naked and some were not.
He pushed the boy ahead of him until he found James near 6 BBQ pits. The cook smiled as he greeted Patrick and the meat. 
“Does he know what about to happen to him,” James asked.

Patrick shrugged, “I don’t know, but I doubt it. He didn’t see me crave his parents up and I can’t speak Spanish.” 

The cook laughed, “Well if you want I can tell him but he’ll know soon enough anyway.” 
“I imagine that will when he and some of the others start turning over the coals. Yeah do it that way,” Patrick said with a grin.” 

“Alright leave him here and go mingle for half an hour or so. He has to be cleaned inside and out. Then when you come back you’ll be able to put him over the coals” James said. 

He thought about it for a few seconds. Watching the boy being given an enema didn’t sound very interesting, so he handed the boy over.

Out in the crowd Patrick learned that the children with clothing weren’t on the menu. He saw his secretary there holding on to a naked little girl. He found out that the white girls parents got lost and now resided at the butcher shop, while she would soon be residing in the secretary’s stomach.
 Patrick also found out what to do the bones. One word summed it up coyote. 

Patrick walked back to the pits where he saw the boy was tied to a spit. He also had red sauce splashed all over his body. The boy was screaming something in Spanish and Patrick had the feeling the meat knew what was next for him. 
He and James grabbed each end of the spit and walked it to one of the nearby pits.

“Aright all you have to do is turn him very slowly. That way he’ll cook evenly. Oh and if you get tired just shout. I have several young volunteers out there who would love to turn him,” the cook said. 
Patrick nodded and began tuning the meat. The meat continued to scream as he slowly was slowly rotated. 

To Patrick it seemed that the boy screamed even louder when he faced the coals. He also noticed that the meat’s skin was turning red. But the most interesting thing Patrick saw was that the meat’s penis grew and shrank depending on which way he faced the coals. 

The meat had been turning for hour when James came over and slather on more BBQ sauce. “Every little porker needs an apple,” he whispered to the meat. 

The meat let out a soft moan for an answer. 

James handed the apple to Patrick saying, “You can do the honors. Just open his mouth and shove the apple in, then just give it a little twist to lock it into place.”

Patrick heard a loud crack when he twisted apple into the place and knew he’d broken the meat’s jaw. 

The boy said nothing, because he didn’t feel it. He wasn’t alive anymore. 

Patrick continued to rotate the meat but soon became bored. It wasn’t the same without screams coming from the boy.
Patrick got relief in the form of young clothed teen and went back out to talk to people. He found out the whole town was full of cannibals. Even the sheriff and the border patrol loved to eat people.
 It also made the border patrol’s job a lot easier. If they caught illegal aliens coming across the border they simply shot them. The dead were brought them to the butcher who carved them into steaks and roasts.
It was a couple hours later when the first roasts, three girls three boys, were ready to be served. The first choice of cuts went to the person who brought the meat to the festival. 

This meant Patrick had first choice and since the boy’s cock had been so tasty in life he wanted it now. James removed it and placed it on a plate handing it to the diner. Patrick stepped down the line for mash potatoes and corn on the cob. Taking a seat at one of the picnic tables and dug into the food. He sliced a piece of hot dog and stuck it in his mouth. 

Patrick found it tender and juicy. It turned out to be even tastier this way than when he’d been alive. On his second pass he managed to snag a wing off the boy and devoured it with a passion.  
As he ate Patrick wondered if a girl was going to taste different. Was race a factor in the taste?

Before the BBQ Patrick had thought about quitting and going back home. Now he knew he was home and armed with the information he was receiving he was going to like it here. Also if he stayed here he could hunt year round. After all there was no hunting season on humans after all.
THE END

