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Witch/b witch/g b/g incest oral cannibalism
Hans and Gwyn great-great grandchildren of Gretel went in search of a witch. Thinking they could always either runaway or out smart the witch if she tried to cook them. But the witch showed the kids becoming food might not be so bad and that being cooked alive actually might be fun. 
With Gwyn and Hans sleeping peacefully in holding cells Galadriel, the witch, sat at the kitchen table looking at recipes. While pig style look good on Gwyn there were a couple of others she wanted to try. As for Hans, she thought he would need to be on his back when cooked. His boyhood needed to be stiff and the heat had to be able to circulate around it when he was roasted. If it wasn’t and he collapsed on to during cooking it might get burn to a cinder. To Galadriel that would be a waste of perfectly good boy meat. A thought came to her she would want dinner rolls to go along with her meat and she would also want butter. Not just any butter either but Gwyn butter. She could do the same thing she had done to Hans to get milk out those baby tits. Galadriel went to a special cabinet where she kept her potions under lock and key. Sorting though jars the witch found the one she needed. It was the female version of the same potion use on the boy. Rubbing this into her chest would cause the milk to start flowing within 10 minutes, so she would wait until morning. Hans was the first to wake the next morning and was a bit confused. Where was he? The last think he remembered was the lady pulling on his cock. It felt so good, but now he was in a cage. Hans tried the door, locked. He reached across into the next cell where his sister lay. Shaking her shoulder he said, “Gwyn wake up, we might be in trouble.” She slowly sat up looking around. “We’re already in trouble we volunteered to be cooked. This is just where she keep us at night incase we change our mind,” she said. Galadriel, who had been just outside the door, came in laughing. “You’re a smart girl. Now do you both still want to become my dinner?” the two grinned and said that they wanted to become her dinner. As the witch unlocked their cages she said, “I’ll need to weigh you before you eat. That will give me an idea of your true weight.” She wasn’t surprised to find the both pieces meat had moved the indicator just a tick. This meant they were right on schedule for her dinner plans for the end of next week. After all they had both consumed a gallon of ice cream last night. Their breakfast consisted of pancakes covered in melted brown sugar. “That should add some more weight to them,” Galadriel thought as she watched four pancakes disappear into their tummies. After breakfast the witch said, “I know you both want to play in the oven. It’s Hans turn though to play the meat and you get to prepare him Gwyn.” Pulling the recipe book down Galadriel showed them a picture of a boy on his back with hand and feet in the air. He looked kind of like a turkey. The two of them giggled at the photo for they knew the boy, they’d been told he died in an accident. Galadriel scoff when told of that. “That boy was left in the woods for me to catch. So it was no accident that he fell into my clutches and ended up on my dinner table.” Hans took his place in the roasting pan while Gwyn and the witch got the supplies from the fridge. As she gathered the things she need to for her brother Gwyn noticed the left over’s of previous meals. A boy and two girls, none of them older of 6 years of age, were lying on various selves. “Last weeks catch. You’ll be dining on them later today” the witch said and handed Gwyn a bag of potatoes. They went back out to Hans who sat in the pan waiting. “Let me tie you up like in the picture. Put your knees to you chest and you had by your ankles,” Gwyn said. When her brother did as told she used cooking twine to tie him. She helped Hans lay on his back then looked around for butter. Seeing this Galadriel chuckled as she explained, “boys create their own sauce or don’t you remember his last session in the oven.” Gwyn giggled, “Yeah I remember. It shoots out of his wee-wee. Let’s see potatoes around the meat. Now the big juicy apple for that big mouth of yours little brother.” She shoved the fruit into place before he could protest the insult. Gwyn stood back and looked at the witch. “Let’s cook for real I’ll get the wood,” she said with a cooked smile and a wink. Muffled yells came from the pan. “Maybe next time, dear. I have other recipes for roast boy I want you to look at,” Galadriel said with a wink only Gwyn could see. She splashed some of the man juice creating potion onto a stiff little Hans. “Now in to the oven with you young man and enjoy yourself,” the witch said as she closed the oven door. Galadriel smiled at the girl saying, “As for you my little calf it’s time to milk you.” Gwyn face showed confusion as she said, “But I’m too young to have any milk inside Me.” the witch cackled and answered, “true enough, but so is your brother. Still with a little help he’s able to produce quite a bit of boy juice and you know how much fun he has doing that. It’ll be the same way for you.” Gwyn looked to the oven and listened before replying, “I heard him yes, but had haven’t seen him squirting it out. It sounds like he’s have fun, alright I let you do it.” She was led over to a bench where Galadriel rubbed in the potion on the little girl chest. Gwyn felt a tingle in her breasts almost immediately. “Lie down face down and stick your udders in the holes,” the witch said. Gwyn giggled she knew what the witch meant. Between giggles she said, “I guess if I’m a cow I have to go moo, moo.” Galadriel laughed as she placed a quart milk bottle under each breast. She then began to gently tugging at each nipple. Girl milk started filling each jug. Gwyn shivered in delight as the witch hands went about milking her. No one had touched her there before. Galadriel stopped 10 minuets later and pulled out the milk jugs showing them to Gwyn. The girl’s eyes grew big as saucers at what she saw. “That’s all from me?” she squeaked. “Yup this is Gwyn milk which I plan to make Gwyn butter out of. Now this may be a little embarrassing for you to answer, but have you ever had a boy?” Galadriel asked. When she got another puzzled look the witch said. “Hmm, I’m trying to say this nicely, has a boy every stuck his thing in you.” still getting a confused look she sighed, “You know down there between your legs. Has a boy ever fucked you?” Gwyn blushed; her eyes grew wide and shook her no. “Uh-uh I don’t let boys she or touch my privets,” the girl said. Galadriel said, “Alright I needed to know. You’ll have to have one break you, meaning your hymen, or I can do it with a carrot.” She knew what that meant, because they had taught the basics sex anatomy to preteens in school. She also knew the only boy around was Hans. “I want you to do it please,” Gwyn said shakily. The witch nodded slipped into fridge and came out with a bright orange carrot. She chopped the green off the top and came back to Gwyn. “I’ll need you to be as relaxed as possible when I do this,” she explained. The girl went as limp as possible and Galadriel inserted the vegetable quickly. The only sound the ex-virgin made was a small squeak, but her face was contorted in pain. Galadriel held it in place for letting the pain subside before stating the posses of stretching her. Galadriel need to do this because when it came time to cook the girl’s pussy would be filled with stuffing. Soon Gwyn forgot about the pain and responded to being fucked. Galadriel bought the girl to a screaming climax and after she helped her to a chair. She opened the oven and untied Hans helping the cum covered boy out. The witch sat him on a chair next his sister. Galadriel knelt down between Hans’s legs and quickly sucked in his cock. Then she move over to Gwyn licking the juices that were still leaking out her. They were indeed brother and sister tasting almost the same, Gwyn being slightly sweeter than Hans. Of course that was usually the case between boys and girls and not just brothers and sisters. She left them to recover and brought out one of the previous cook children out to reheat for lunch. Its sex had been cut out, as well as the left arm and right leg. That afternoon the live meat found out that eating other people was delicious. Once they were though eating Gwyn as to be put in the warm oven. “I’d really like to stuff you and see how you look that way. But we’d have to collect the ingredients for that. Alright I guess we can get them later. Hop in there then and you can pretend your cooking again,” the witch said. Once Gwyn was locked in the oven she turned her attention to Hans. “Do you know what fucking is?” When Galadriel got a negative shake of the head she continued, “Well that’s when a boy put his wee-wee inside a woman or girl’s slit. Think you can do that?” Hans gave a slow nod indicating he could. She smiled and led the boy into her bedroom. There Galadriel removed her clothing as Hans sat on the bed watching. She let her black dress drop to the floor revealing her breasts. His eyes grew huge as he saw her tits the witches 30 b breast. While not big for a normal woman these were bigger then any he’d ever seen, his sisters. The witch slid her thumbs though sides of her also black panties and slid them to the floor. Galadriel lay down and beckoned Hans to come up her end of the bed. The witch guided the little cock into her regularly shaved pussy. She told him to move his hips back and forth. For further enjoyment Galadriel placed the boy’s hands on her breast and instructed him to softly rub them. Hans did a good enough job, for a first timer, to give the witch satisfaction. She redressed and went to let a sweaty Gwyn out of the oven. While not at roasting temp it had been warm enough to give the girl a taste of what was to come. Galadriel half expected the meat to run, what she got was a huge smile. Gwyn was glowing not only from the heat, but from the multiple orgasms she had had. “I want to cook now. Please close the door and fire up the oven,” the girl pleaded. With a deep sigh the witch said, “I would love to do just that, but you’re just not ready. I will cook you as soon as I possible can. Now come out of there.” Gwyn reluctantly climbed out and sat in the chair pouting. “How long is soon?” she wanted to know. Galadriel bent down and looked the girl directly into the girl’s eyes. “One week if you’re fat enough and I think you will be. Here how it goes 5 more days of fatting and one day for cleansing. Then you’re into the oven and not coming out again until you’re cooked to a golden brown.” each morning the children were weighed and Galadriel noticed they gained close to a couple pounds. She made butter a coupled days before they were due to go into the oven. Dinner rolls were also made and for a last meal the children were served them, with heaps of Gwyn butter and Hans juice spread. After they ate Galadriel told them about what was in-store for them. “Tomorrow you will be spending most of your time in the bathroom sitting on the toilet. Your bowels have to be empty when you cook because I want to fill them up with the mushroom stuffing.” Most people would have run from the room in terror, but not these two. Hans and Gwyn were actually becoming excited about what they were being told. Gwyn’s nipples were stiffing as was Hans’s cock. Now then as for the cooking, I want you both of you piggies on your hands and knees. Hans you are going to be fucking her as you cook. Ah-ah no protest young lady. I know he’s your brother, but this way you both get to enjoy sex. That and he’ll be sweetening the stuffing inside you. Yes Gwyn stuffing goes in that hole too,” Galadriel said. Hans said, “I know how to fuck now, she taught me.” Gwyn nodded reapplying, “it’s just you’re my brother and it seems weird to even be talking about do it with you. Anyway I guess I don’t have a choice. By the time we start we’ll be nothing but cooking meat.” She looked to Galadriel for conformation. The witch said, “That’s right. Would you like to practice? The oven is still warm.” Both meat kids smiled and trotted to the oven open the door and climbed in. Galadriel closed the door and slid the bolt locking it shut. With a sigh the witch told the oven, “I’m really tempted to cook you right now, but I guess I can wait one more day.” Then she cackled reach down picking up a log and threw it in the tinder. A gasp came from the children.  Gwyn let out a squeal of delight, “She’s cooking us now.” The girl was so excited that she didn’t care that he it was her brother inside her. Hans was just as excited as he pushed deeper into his sister. An hour later two exhausted pieces of meat were pulled from the oven. They were crying not in fear, but in disappointment, as she placed in their cages for the night. The meats had thought they were going to be cooked. Early the next morning Galadriel opened the cages and herded the meat to the kitchen. Two steaming beverages sat waiting for Gwyn and Hans. “I’ve change my mind about cooking you two,” she said. They both started to complain until the witch yelled over them. “I was going to cook you tomorrow, but I think I can get you in the oven by early afternoon. Now if you drink this it will clean you out which is the first step to getting you to my dinning room table.” Two smiling children gulped down the brownish liquid. Its effects were almost immediate effect as their stomachs began rumbling. They barley made it to the outhouse before they began to empty. For the next few hours they sat and went and went. Galadriel checked on a regular basis. When she heard nothing coming out them she checked her watch and nodded the meat was empty. They were helped to a different area and strapped down over a tree stump with their asses up in the air. She shoved a tube was up their butt holes. Galadriel had two pots of hot water which were poured into the hoses. They screamed and twist as the hot water filled their bowels. Their stomachs extended to the bursting point before Galadriel yanked the hoses out. Chunky brown water gushed out. She repeated the process again and this time the water was clear. The witch helped two fatigued pieces of meat into the kitchen and placed them on the table. “That’s the worst of it, my soon to be dinner. Just relax while I wash you two and regain your energies for the oven,” Galadriel said. She started with Gwyn pinning up her shoulder length hair. The meat girl as washed from head to foot and placed on the counter. Hans too was cleaned, but afterword instead being placed on the counter with his sister he had his ass was raised into the air. “I’m going to stuff you now. It might feel strange, but it won’t hurt much,” the witch said. A funnel was shoved into the meat’s ass. Galadriel then shoved mushroom stuffing into the boy’s bowels. When he was full she shoved a carrot plug into place. “To keep the stuffing inside you,” she explained. Gwyn took longer because not only did she have two holes to stuff, but she was also bigger then her brother and therefore requiring more stuffing. Galadriel sealed off her butt hole with a baby onion. She wanted Hans to fuck her from behind like any normal animal. The witch helped Gwyn off the table and over to the oven where a double size roasting pan waited. Some of the pussy stuffing fell out on the way, but the witch didn’t mind that at all. That was because there would soon be a sausage taking the place of the missing stuffing. Once Gwyn was in position, on her hands and knees, Hans was brought over. Before Galadriel put the boy inside his sister she spread go-go juice over the boy’s cock. Gwyn needed no help getting excited, she was already vibrating. Precum was already seeping out as the witch put Hans inside his sister. “I’ll see you two in about 15 minutes for your basting,” she said with a cackle. The meat didn’t hear the oven door shut or the clunks of wood being shoved in the tender. Both Hans and Gwyn were already making to much noise to hear anything. The first time Galadriel pulled the meat from the oven she used some of Hans’s special sauce to baste them both. Their skin was just starting to turn light pink. They were also fucking like there was no tomorrow, of course them there was no tomorrow for them. By the time they’d been cooking ½ hr. the meats were beginning to slow down. The heat had now started cook their young bodies. Galadriel open the oven. This time she had a meat fork which she us to test the meat. She received a little yelp from each of them as they were poked in the ass. “You are coming along nicely,” she said as more of Hans’s special sauce was brushed over their bodies. The door closed once again. Hans panted to his sister, “I smell ham cooking.” Gwyn panted back, “its not ham dummy, it us!” The girl was shocked as she realized they were cooking. It was too late to due anything about it of course besides it’s what they wanted. The oven opened after 45 minutes and Galadriel saw the barley conscious. She knew they wouldn’t make it to their next basting. Threw half open eyes the meats saw the witch added add potatoes. Then the door closed, but reopen a few minutes later. She pulled them half way out and waved two apples in front of their eyes. “Any last words my dinner,” Galadriel asked. They both shook their heads no they just wanted to get back inside the, oven because it was cold on the outside. Each of the meat packs open their mouths and accepted the bright red fruit. Hans had reviled slightly and gave his sister the biggest as well a last orgasm. They both died interlock and smiling. That night Galadriel sat down to a dinner of roast Hans and Gwyn. Their skins had brown up nicely and when she cut in to them juicy. The cum soaked dressing was delicious along with Hans’s sausage. Gwyn’s cunt was even sweeter and tender then when she was alive, but then again why shouldn’t it be. It was being tenderized up to her death. Her small soft tits weren’t bad either being juicy even with out being full of milk. Galadriel would be eating leftovers for the next week but would need to find some more children soon. Luckily a few days later the witch found 3 little kids wandering lost in the woods. She wondered whether to cast a spell make them volunteer like she did on Hans and Gwyn.

THE END
