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 President Obama had an obligation for an official visit to Kenya. His wife would go along of course fulfilling her first lady obligations. Their children Malia and Sasha weren’t going after all this was an official state visit. 
 The kids had other ideas though. “Oh come on dad, why can’t we go?” 10 year old Malia wanted to know. Her 7 year old sister stood with hands on hips and staring at her parents, she wanted to know too. 
 “You’d just be bored there won’t be anything for you to do,” the president replied.
 Sasha complained, “there nothing to do here either, daddy.” 
He looked to the oldest daughter for confirmation. Malia nodded saying, “there’s nothing to do when you and mom aren’t here. We can’t go shopping, have any friends over or anything.” he looked at his girls and sighed. 
 “I’ll have to talk to your mother about this. But I think you girls might want to start packing,” Barak told the girls.  

They squealed with delight and ran off to their room to pack. 
 The President found Michelle in the library reading. “Hey love, interesting book?” he asked and kissed her on the nape of the neck. 

  She turned and gave him a stern look. Michelle said, “Oh-oh what did you promise the girls that you shouldn’t have?” 
 He stepped back and held his hands up explaining, “I didn’t exactly promise them anything. They want to come with us to Kenya, that’s all. I said that I’d have to talk it over with you of course.”  

 She nodded, “good because while you may run the country I run this household. Now then as for the girls coming with us, I think it would be very educational for them to see another country. Beside I miss them on these trips abroad.” 

 It was a few days later they all boarded air force one and on their way to Africa. Malia and Sasha were so thrilled to be along on the trip. Still they soon became board on the long flight. 
 Once they arrived in Kenya things got better. There were a lot of people cheering and waving as the family exited the plane. The people were waving to the president and family. 
 The girls waved back as they got into a limo to take them to Kenya’s Presidential Residents. 
Things went well for the first day for everyone, but toward the end they became bored. The President of Kenya had no children to play with and the only talk at the table was politics. 
 The next morning Michelle came into the girl’s room. “I have to go to a school today and see how they do things here. Do either of you want to come with me?” she asked. 
 Malia and Sasha shook their heads no. “That’s alright mom. I think we’ll stay here,” the oldest daughter said. 
 The younger daughter said, “Yea we get enough school at home.” 
 Michelle laughed, “Well ok then you two can stay here. However I know your teachers gave you some homework so do that while were gone.” 
 They grumbled but promised to do their home work. “Oh there’s one other thing a dinner for your father tonight. And yes you have to attended,” Michelle said hold up her hand to forestall any complaints. They both sighed and nodded that they understood and would comply with their mother’s wishes.
 As soon as the door closed Malia began plotting. Her homework was easy measurements. She helped her mom in the kitchen all the time so she knew how to measure things. 
 “Sasha is your homework easy or hard?” Malia asked. 
 She looked at her older sister with a suspicion before answering, “it not real hard, why?” 
 The older girl let out a snicker saying, “as soon as were sure mom and dad have left why don’t we have a look around. This place looks so cool, besides homework is boring.”
 Sasha was grinning ear to ear as she nodded. Her sister was right, homework was so boring. “How long do we have to wait?” 
 For an answer they heard the bedroom door close with a bang. Malia grinned saying, “not long.” Fifteen minutes later the two girls slipped out of their room and went exploring.
 First they found the library and a lot of books but not much else. Other rooms held even less promise of exciting. Then Malia and Sasha came to the kitchen.
 It was very big one, even bigger then the one in the White House. With nobody in the kitchen Malia and Sasha began exploring. 
 They looked inside the walk-in refrigerator, seeing baskets fruits and vegetables along sides of meat. They open draws but didn’t find anything interesting in them.
 The girls were about leave when they heard a banging noise coming from a door at the other end of the kitchen. Malia and Sasha looked at each other and back to where the noise was coming from.
 “What’s in there?” the younger child asked. 
 Her sister looked at here like she was crazy saying, “how should I know? Why don’t you go over and open it up?”
 Sasha’s eyes grew large as she replied, “no way, you open it. You’re bigger then Me.” 
 Malia really didn’t want to open the door, but on the other hand she didn’t want to appear scared in front of her little sister. She slowly made her way to the door and twisted the knob.
 It turned part way and stopped, the door was locked. They could now here muffled screams and the girl realized were human. Malia looked around and saw a large ring with one key hanging on the wall. She put it in the lock and turned it. 
 There was a click as the door was unlocked and she opened the door. The girls were surprised to find a pair of girls not much older then themselves staring back at them.
 They said something in a language the girls didn’t understand. Malia and Sasha had no idea that this was a pantry and these girls were scheduled to be the entrée for these evenings presidential dinner. 
 These girls had been told their fate and didn’t like it. Since they knew in no uncertain terms what was going to happen to them and were looking for a way to escape. 
 Malia and Sasha had no idea of this as the two captive’s motion for the first daughters to come in, which they did. They point to the back and talked in their native tongue. 
 The first daughters had no idea what was being said, but it sounded urgent so they went to investigate. That was a mistake as once they passed the former entrees they ran out slamming and locking the door before running away. 
 Now it was Malia and Sasha turn to pound on the door and scream to be let out. Chef Akuna and his assistant came into the kitchen from the dining area of the residents where they had been making sure of the set up. 
 Chef Akuna wanted to make sure where the meat would be placed. He was considered one of the top cannibal chefs in Africa, having learned to cook children in Uganda when Idi Amin was president of that country. 
 As he and his assistant had been busy they had asked a couple of the guards to “go and procure a couple of girls for the dinner.” Everyone there knew the presidents tastes, YOUNG. The guards had just waited a short distance from a school the prior afternoon and “procured” the meat. 
 None of the kitchen staff had seen the girls as they were to busy with other duties. Therefore nobody knew of the switch that had taken place some 10 minutes ago.
 Chef Akuna was slightly puzzled when he found the key to the pantry on the floor in front of the door. He shrugged it off as he could here the girls screaming and that was all that mattered.
  “I guess we might as well tenderize them before their cooked,” the chef said with a wily grin.
 His assistant return the grin took the key and unlocked the door. The girls were happy for a moment when the door open and they stepped out. Then things happened that made them became very unhappy. 
 First the chef grabbed Malia by her hair with one hand and with the other he ripped her tee-shirt from her body. “AHHH WHAT ARE YOU DOING, STOP!” she screamed. 
 He didn’t stop for as soon as he had ripped the tee-shirt his large hands began caressing the small bumps that passed as breasts. He tweaked each of the oldest girl’s nipples and smiled. “Lot’s of meat on this on ones ribs. How is yours?”  Chef Akuna asked of his assistant. 
 The assistant dragged a screaming and twisting Sasha around to face her sister. “Hmm not quite as meaty as the older one up stairs, but then I like them flat,” he told his boss with a laughed. 
 Neither girl had any idea what was being said as the conversation was being conducted in Swahili.
 Malia was sure she knew was about to happen after all she was 10 years old. It was confirmed when both of their jeans were unbuttoned and pulled down along with their panties. Snide comments were made about how well proportion the meat was, especially between the legs. So it was just as well the girls didn’t understand the language. 
 Both girls flailed about and screamed franticly for help as the men prodded and probed them. They used the ripped tee-shirts to secure the first daughters hands behind them. 
 Chef Akuna bent down in front of her and parted her pussy lips. He already knew she was a tight virgin from the quick probe he’d just done. So in order to tenderize her pussy properly he needed to lube her first.
 Malia stiffened as the man’s tongue inserted itself into her inner sanctum and licked. She felt a tingle around her pussy as the man and it grew stronger every time with every stroke of his tongue. Milia began to enjoy the sensation when all of the sudden eyes widen in horror. 
 The sensible part of her brain was telling her, “you’re being raped, you shouldn’t be enjoying this.” It was right she knew; still when he licked again her Malia shuddered, not in horror but pleasure. She had no idea that she just had her first orgasm. 
 The Chef knew as Malia’s cum seeped from her virgin sex. He now deemed the girl wet enough and pushed her over to the table.
 Malia got a glance of her sister she was flat on her back on another table. The other man had something yellow in his hands and was shoving into Sasha’s pussy. Then she was turned away. 
 She had no idea that her sister was going to require extra lubrication in order for the Assistant Chef to get his manhood inside such a small sex.
 The assistant pulled down his pants and climb onto the youngster. Sasha saw his cock coming at her and she let out a long loud scream. He had to work hard to get himself inside Sasha. Even with the butter greasing the way inside her pussy she was still extremely tight. Sasha let out another shriek as her virtue was ripped away. He ignore the girl’s scream and pushed even further in until there was no more room for him inside the small body. The assistant after a few more pumps let out a grunt and Sasha felt something hot and wet inside her pussy. 
 Malia was fairing no better then her little sister. Her upper body had been laid across the table and her legs spread. This gave the old chef access to her pussy from behind. 
 Malia could feel the man’s hot breath on the back of her neck as he took her from behind. She continued to shriek and struggle as the old chief’s hands cupped her little breast bumps and tweaked her nipples. 
 Both girls had passed out by the time the men finish pumping man juice inside them. This made the next thing the assistant chef had to do lot easier. That was to clean them inside and out, nobody liked dirty meat. 
 He hated doing this job but that was the price of being only assistant chief, one day he would be head chef and have an assistant who would have to do this dirty job. The girls were place on a metal table next to each other. He clean out their bowels and pussies then scrubbed their young luscious bodies raw. 
 The chef, who had been working on a marinade, came over to inspect the girls. “Leave the hair on their heads alone. This is a special dinner and the meat will look much better when presented that way,” the chef said. 
 Each girl was taken from the wash area to the prep area. A clove of garlic was placed under Malia’s nose, to wake her. She woke with a cough and then groaned. Malia noticed her skin tingled rather unpleasantly everywhere except between her legs which hurt badly. 
 Still she was more concerned about her sister who sill unconscious and lying next to her. The chef saw her concern and woke Sasha too.
 Even though the chef didn’t understand their words he could see their expressions. This part of their preparation was almost as much fun as tenderizing them, terrorizing the meat. Two oversize roasting pans were shown both girls.  

 Malia swallowed hard before asking in a shaky voice, “What are you going to do with them?” 
 Chef Akuna didn’t understand what she said but had a good idea what it was. Still he told them then licked his lips and rubbed a hand over his stomach.
 Sasha let out a shriek and shook her head no. Her sister was more vocal in her opposition to being told the two of them were to become food. 
 “You can’t do this to us were people not a chicken,” she said. 
 The old chef cock his head trying to understand her words then shrugged and smiled then move out of sight of the meat. Malia tried to see if she could talk to the younger chef. 
 “My sister and I are the children of President Obama. He’s going to be very mad at you if you cook us,” she explained.
 The assistant said something the girls didn’t understand except one word “Obama.” They saw the old chef come back with a bowl. He raised a paint brush out of the bowl and then let the contents drip back into it. 
 Both men laughed when the reacted with screams and more twisting. Sasha was the first to have marinade spread over her. She was stood up in a roasting pan by the assistant chef while Chef Akuna brushed her from the ass down. Once that was done Sasha was forced to sit in the pan. The chefs crossed her legs and tied them. The old chef continued brushing Sasha with the marinade. Her hands were repositioned in front of her round belly. They ended at her head by putting a tin hat on it to keep the hair from burning off. 
 Sasha was sat on another counter so she could watch her sister be prepared. Unlike her sister, who cried and struggled feebly as she was prepared, Malia fought every step of the process. 
 She was sat next to her sister for a few minutes while the chefs moved off. “Will it hurt when they cook us?” Sasha wanted to know. 
 Malia didn’t know how to answer her little sister, so she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know I’ve never been cooked before,” she said angrily.
 Malia wasn’t angry at her sister but at the chefs who were planning to cook them. Both men came back carrying vegetables which they tossed over the girls. Most of it bounced off them landing in the bottom of the pan. 
 They were moved and now sat in front of the oven and could feel the heat coming from the open door. Malia and Sasha screamed to be released and thrash about violently. 
 They knew if they went in the oven they were dead meat, literally. Malia saw the old chef turn his back to them move to a counter. When he returned he was carrying something small in his hand. With the free hand she felt him open her pussy lips. Then something cold and very narrow was slid inside her. When he moved his hands away she looked as saw about ½ inch little thin metal shaft with a big round gauge on top.
 Malia gasped in horror as she recognized it as a meat thermometer. She watched as the old chef did the same thing to her sister. 
They both scream loud and long as the chefs lifted each girl/roast and placed them in the oven. They were turned to face each other so they could watch each other cook. 
 The oven door shut with thud and they were now alone in a hot oven. Sasha asked, “What did they stick inside us?” 
Her sister answered with, “their call meat thermometers and it used to tell when the meat is cooked.” that sent the youngest roast it to a frenzy of screams and tears. 
“Mom and dad will save us, won’t they Malia?” Sasha asked though her sniffles. 
 Malia didn’t want to frighten her sister anymore so she lied to her, “yeah I’m sure they’ll be here any time to save us.” 
 Their parents had no idea that the girls were even missing let alone being cooked at that very moment. 
The oven open and for a moment the girls hopes soared but only a moment.  For it was not their parents come to rescue them, but the assistant chef who basted them and shoved them back inside the oven.
 A hysterical Sasha was crying out, “Help Mommy I don’t want to be cooked.” Malia knew there was little hope now of rescue. 
 Her thoughts began to turning to their roasting. She could see juice dripping off her sister and hitting the bottom of the pan with a sizzle. There was the smell of roasting pork and since there was no bacon in the oven that meant it was them. 
 With a loud wail Sasha said, “were going to die in here aren’t we Malia. I don’t want to die.” 
 Malia looked at her sister and liquids flow from everywhere. She tried to look at the meat thermometer in Sasha’s pussy but liquid was also poring out of her and mainly into her eyes. Before she could answer her sister the oven door opened. 
 The girls saw this time it was the old chef. Once again they were basted but instead pushing them right back in he did two thinks to the meat. First he read the gauges in their pussy looked up at them with a smile and a nod. The second was to stick them with a meat fork until they yelled. It took 4 pokes in various places before Sasha reacted. Malia being bigger and heavier than her sister wasn't as toughly cooked, it only took 2 pokes to get a reaction out of her.
 Back in the oven Sasha asked, “Why did he poke us with that fork? It hurt.” Malia decided to tell her sister the truth after all Sasha knew they were going to die. 
 “He was checking to see how well we’re cooking,” she said with tears running down her cheeks. Sasha let out another long wail and struggled violently to free herself. It didn’t work and all she managed to do was weaken herself even more. 
 Sasha had turned ever so slightly and her sister got a look at the gauge stuck between her legs. The most she could see though was just the red needle and it was close to halfway. While she didn’t know at what point it meant Sasha was cooked it had to be getting close. 
 When they were pulled out the next time Sasha was barely conscious while Malia was better but not by much. Both girls’ juices were dripping steadily from their half roasted bodies to the bottom of their roasting pans. Chef Akuna checked the meat thermometers.
 Sasha’s was slightly past half way while Malia’s was on the other just approaching it. The younger roast offered little resistance when her mouth was pried open and an apple shoved inside it. The older one tried to resist but was too weak to fight the placement of the apple in her mouth. They were basted once more this time in their own juices from the bottom of the pan and slid back inside the oven. 
 Malia watched her sister as her head began drooping and breathing became very rapid. Then all the sudden Sasha sat bolt upright her eyes grew large and a large last sigh came from deep inside the girl. 
 Then Malia knew she was alone in the oven for her sister was no more. She began to cry and knew there was no hope for her now. Malia lasted almost 30 minutes longer then her sister but she too succumbed to the heat. 
Her last thought was, “I wonder if mom and dad will like our taste?” 
 While their children finished cooking President Obama and Michelle wrapped their meetings and returned to the presidential residents.
  When they couldn’t find the girls after an hour of looking on their own they notified the Kenya presidential guards. They searched the residents and grounds except the one room they knew the girls would not be in, the kitchen. 
 Finally the chief of the guards recommend that the two of them go to the dinner while they continued the search. The president and his wife reluctantly agreed. 
Once seated in the dining room, with 20 other specially invited guests, the food was brought in by several waiters and placed on a banquet table. 
 Then came the main courses, which had been placed on silver platters and covered, was wheeled in by Chef Akuna and his assistant. They came to a stop at the main table and waited for the Kenyan President to give his okay. 
 President and Michelle Obama could smell the most delicious aroma emanated from under the covers. All the guests were drooling in anticipation so the Kenyan President gave a nod to the chefs. The lids were folded back to reveal two fully roasted first daughters. 
 At first they Obama’s were surprised to see fully roasted girls on platters ready to be served. Then they looked closer the meat’s faces and were very, very, surprised. 
“Those are our daughters! What have you done to them?” Michelle asked. 
 The Kenya President looked to the U.S. President for confirmation and revived a nod. He called the chef over and the two of them talked for several minutes. 
 While they talked the Obamas examined their daughters. They were in the sitting position with their legs still crossed. Their black hair had been combed out and fell down their backs. The girl’s skin, which had been light brown, was now golden brown. However it was Malia and Sasha’s faces were what really surprised the parents. 
 They thought it would be one of horror, but instead it was one of happiness.
 Michelle lean over and whispered in her husband’s ear, “I think they had an orgasm just before they, um ….” 
 He nodded in agreement but was looking between the girls legs. Both of his daughter’s sexes were wet because of the steam flowing out of them. 
 The Kenyan president came over and stood next to the couple. As he admired the meat he explained, “My head chef is sorry for cooking your children. He found them in the meat locker and assumed they were to be the entrée tonight.” 
 The Obamas looked at each other before Michelle said, “I told them to stay in their room. So I guess they got what they deserved.” 
 Her husband explained, “The girls were good for the campaign, but now that I’m president they had become a bother. They always wanted to go everywhere I went. I mean, how can I have a serious meeting with foreign dignitaries with a pair of little girls running around.”
 His counterpart laughed saying, “That is so true. So you don’t mind that we’ll be dining on your daughters tonight.” 
 Michelle answered, “Well their all ready cooked and I was always told not to waste food. Also they smell delicious and I’ve never tasted people meat before.” 
 They went back to the table while the Kenyan President talked to Chef Akuna. The chef smiled nodded and turned his attention to the meat. He cut out the two cunt steaks and placed them on a plate. The old chef delivered them to the Obama's with a bow.
 Michelle looked at the steaming piece of meat and giggled saying, “I think this is Sasha’s little pussy.” 
 Her husband looked at his and snickered, “then I must have Malia's pussy.” 
 They both cut a small piece of meat and tasted it. To their surprise it was the best tasting meat they had ever had. 
 Michelle nudged her husband and nodded with her head toward the Kenyan president’s plate. 
 His eyes grew wide as he saw the plate contained two smallish lumps with pink tips poking out of the center.
 She smiled sweetly at him and said, “Yes that’s your oldest daughter’s chest. How her pussy? Let switch plates I like to have a taste of Malia too.” They did and finish off the cunt steaks on each others plate. 
 When the meal was finished the Kenyan president paid the couple a complement by saying, “your daughters were excellent. In fact they made the best tasting roasts I’ve ever had.” 
 They smiled and thanked him. The next day the family flew home. The girls were nothing but bones road in the cargo hold instead of up front with their parents. The Kenyan first lady had told Michelle that their bones were excellent for fertilizer. 
 She had that small garden out back of the white house where they could be planted. She also called the garden “the Malia and Sasha memorial garden.” 
The End

