Felicia and Howard
By 

A Cannibal
      M/g F/b b(5)/g(7) oral incest cannibalism
The James and Elaina Madison was had fallen upon hard times. They had been out of work for a year now and their savings had dwindled dangerously low. 
The couple had a pair of children also. Their daughter Felicia 7 years old and the son Howard was 5 years old.

Unfortunately for the children they didn’t hear their parents talking one night or they would have run. 

“We can’t afford them you know that. We can hardly feed ourselves,” James said.

Elaina said, “I know, I know, but do we have to cook them?”
James sighed, “Look honey we need their meat. I’m hoping it will impress Mr. Smith and his wife.  I hope they enjoy the meal so much that they’ll offer us jobs in their African restaurants.” 
Both were train as cordon blue chefs. Unfortunately when the economy went bad people stopped eating out. So with no costumers in the restaurants closed their doors for good. 
She made a decision, “ok it would give us a chance to show off our cooking skills. Besides if we end up going to Africa the children would probably just end up in someone else’s oven. Um, how do we do this?”

He stared at his wife and said, “I haven’t a clue.” Neither of them had ever cooked people, let alone children, before.
“You think the internet might have something?” Elaina asked. 
The two of them moved over to the computer and searched cannibalism. The results were less than favorable.

They had sites on the historical information on the Donner Party to movie reviews about Hannibal Lecter. They even had worse luck searching under people eating and cooking children. 
It wasn’t until they joined an internet group on cannibalism that they found what they wanted. There were hundreds of pictures and drawings of boys and girls being cooked. There were even a few recipes to copy down. 
Most agreed that children tasted their best when roasted alive. Recipes also mentioned that it was not considered bad manners if you wanted to play with your food, before cooking.  
The couple spent hours looking at all the pictures on the web site. They tried to imagine that it was their children being roasted or barbequed. 
The couple didn’t care for the kids in the pots. The two agreed that Felicia and Howard would not make good stew meat. Besides they didn’t have a pot big enough for the two.

They thought about barbequing but that wouldn’t work either because of the noise they’d make. Screams had a tendency to draw the cops. 

So it was decided to roast the pair in the oven. This way their screams wouldn’t as noticeable from outside the house.
It was late when the couple retired to own bed. They dreamt of roast Felicia and Howard and how good they tasted once cooked.
 James and Elaina still had a couple of days before the big meeting. While it wasn’t a lot of time they thought it was enough to do what had to be done. First thing was to weigh and measure the kids. Length because they had to make sure they fit inside the oven. Weight because they need to know how long to cook them. 

The couple was waiting for Felicia and Howard when they come downstairs in the morning. They 2 were half way down the stairs when their mother said, “Just look at those pajamas their filthy. Take them off right now.”

They automatically looked at their PJs. Howard’s were blue with trucks one them while his sister had pink one on covered with ponies. Neither saw any dirt on them. 
Felicia said, “They are not.”

Her father answered sternly, “Your mother says they are so take them off.”
The kids turned to go back up stairs to chain but were stopped.

Elaina said, “Don’t go tracking dirt back upstairs. Just take your PJs off where you are.”

James said, “While you’re at it, you might as well take your underwear off too. They’re probably dirty too.”

The boy had no problem taking his night clothing off and immediately began to pulling on his tops. The girl didn’t like the idea of being naked.

A little prodding was needed by her mother, “come on now Felicia get out of those PJs. You shouldn’t be worried about being naked in front of us. It’s not like haven’t seen you naked before, we use to bathe you.” 
With that said Felicia realized her mother was right. Like Howard she too pulled her top off. A couple minutes later, to the delight of their parents, the kids stood naked. 

An embarrass Felicia asked, “Can we get dressed now?”  

“No you can’t. Come down here and let us have a look at the two you,” her mom said.
They came down the rest of the way and stood in front of their parents. The couple smiled as they began their examination of the meat.

Felicia stood 3 ½ feet from the top of her red shoulder length hair her pretty little feet. The chest was still flat with two dime size nipples. She had a rounded tummy from eating a lot a macaroni and cheeses. 
But what interested James the most was his daughter’s pussy. It was hairless and just waiting for him. 
Elaina was eyeing her son with his darker shade of red hair. Howard stood a head shorter than his sister and instead of a slit between the legs he had a little woody there. His little cock wasn’t hard at the moment, but Elaina was confident she’d be able to get it stiff enough to use. 

Still there were thing to do before playing sex games with the food. Things like how much did they weigh and how should they be presented to the guests? 
Elaina said, “Wow you two are getting so big. How about we see how big by weighing both of you?” 
The kids liked being told they were getting big. They went willingly to the bathroom were a weight was gotten. Felicia came in at just over 50lbs while Howard came in at slightly more than 40 lbs. 
After they’d been weighed James asked them, “how about we play a game.”
“Can we get dressed first?” Felicia wanted to know.

“For this game you don’t need clothing. We’re going to pretend to cook you. I’ll rub butter over you and rub it in. it feels real good,” her father said.

“Are you going to rub me too?” The five year wanted to know.

“No your dad will be playing with your sister. I’ll be the one pretending to cook you,” Elaina told her son.
The kids were led into the kitchen where the boy was sat on the counter in the middle of the room. The girl was sat on the counter by the oven. 

The couple had no intention of cooking them just yet but wanted them to be comfortable with the idea of being cooked. It would make thinks a lot easier if they thought it was just a game when it came time to roast them for real.

James pulled a couple sticks of butter out of the fridge. He pushed Felicia onto her back and began rubbing butter into her skin.

At first the girl was nervous as the cold bar slid up and down the length of her body. Although when her dad began rubbing buttered into Felicia’s skin she relaxed. 
On the center island Howard was receiving the same treatment as his sister. Although when he was butter Elaina got the rolling pin out. She mover it up and down his lower extremities to tenderize the muscles.

She made sure on every pass to roll it over her son’s boyhood. Of course that area of Howard began to respond to his mother manipulations. 
His little cock became as erect as it could be for a five year old and Elaina took it into her mouth. Her tongue began to dance over his little member. 

Howard like what his mom was doing and when her tongue passed over the head of his penis his eyes became as big as saucers. Also a little gasp escaped from his lips.

After a few minutes Elaina released him. Her son didn’t taste that bad at all. Although she thought Howard would taste even better once he was cooked. 
With that in mind Elaina searched a cabinet and came up with an oversize roasting pan. She helped her son into the pan.

James came over holding Felicia and looked at his son. He was on his back with a stiff cock pointing straight up. 
While he wanted to fuck his daughter he had a chance to look at her sex hole. It was too small for him to get inside, but Howard would have no problem getting in. 

“All right honey you lay in there with you brother,” James said.
She knew about sex from friends who found out about from older sisters. Elaina was laid on top her brother without much fuss. She was looking forward having sex for the first time.
Elaina held parted opened her daughter pussy up and James pushed his son in.

They watched the two as their hips started to move. 
Felicia and Howard were so busy enjoying each other that they didn’t feel the roasting pan being picked up and put in the oven.

After a few minutes the kids realized they were no longer on the counter but inside the oven. Panic set in and Felicia began screaming and pounding on the oven door.

“Guess we should tie their hands when they go in for real,” James said.
His wife nodded and opened the oven door saying, “Dinner’s ready. Now let get them onto the platter.” 

Once again the kids relaxed knowing that this was only a game. They allowed themselves to be placed on the oversized platter. James and Elaina moved them around into various positions on it. 
First they tried Howard face down and his sister next to him face up. 

That way lacked any cuteness to it.

Then they reversed them but that didn’t look much better that way.
Laying the children on their sides and allowing them to fuck and that was close to what they wanted, but still it lacked something.

Another try Felicia was position on her hand and knees. Her brother’s hands were placed on her hips and his cock slid inside her pussy. 
Howard and Felicia looked so delicious in that position. That was how they planned to sever their children. 
The meat was allowed to get down off the table and bathe. Once out of ear shot the chefs talk about what was needed. Things like potatoes, onions, some carrots would be required. Last but not least two bright red apples, after all what would a whole pork roast be without the traditional apple in the mouth. 
The kids came down dressed to the disappointment of their parents. They had hoped that they like the freedom of nudity.

The chefs though thought up a cute idea. They would have Felicia and Howard select the vegetables that they would be cooked with.
James and Elaina took them for a last trip to the grocery store. They told them what they wanted and allow the kids to pick out the items. 
Once back home the kids were told to strip again. That it was time to play that game again.

This time they switch kids James took his son. He rubbed butter. Howard’s cock soon became hard once again as his father manipulated his boyhood.
Elaina spread the butter over her daughter. She saved Felicia’s vigina for last. She opened it and shoved the remaining butter inside, where it quickly melted.

Once again they were in placed in the roasting pan. This time though the meats were on their sides so the chefs could watch them fuck. The kids did just that.

For their last dinner the kids were each given a shake with sleeping powder mixed in. once asleep they were stripped once again and their hands tied behind their backs. 
Elaina said, “Honey this is your last chance to enjoy Felicia. I think she should have a real man at least once in her life and she doesn’t have much left.”

James study his daughter as he replied, “I know but she so small down there I don’t want to ruin her.”
She laughed, “Doesn’t matter. It not like she’s going to be using it any more. Besides that website said a good fucking tenderizes the meat in that area.”  James nodded and moved his daughter to the couch. He spread her legs wide and lowered his pants. James pulled her toward him and lined up his manhood with Felicia little pussy. Then he jerked his daughter forward and she was impaled on his cock. 
She was extremely tight so tight that James could only get the head of his penis inside. Still he fucked Felicia the best he could.

  In the morning the children woke and came down stairs for the last time. They were given a special breakfast which consisted 2 big glasses of prune juice. 

The next few hours were exhausting for Felicia and Howard. With the two of them having to run off to the bathroom every five minutes.
Their parents hated to do this but they couldn’t have any accidents spoiling their dinner. 

They were then given a last bath cleansing any bacteria that remained on the skin. Then it was off to the kitchen where each was given a large glass of purple liquid. 

It was wine because neither Elaina nor James thought they could handle the screams that would soon follow. Besides they read that wine would sweeten the meat as it cooked just like any other meat. The difference this only this time was that the meat would be sweetened from the inside out. 
It was noon now and they needed to get the meat in the oven for dinner. It was planned for 6 pm so that meant the children need to be in the oven by one this afternoon.
Once again the meats were laid out on the counters and buttered. Their hands and feet were tied before they were slid into the roasting pan. 
A carrot was shoved into their bottoms with the green stem hanging out. In a way it looked as if they had green tails. Then they piled the potatoes and onions over the meat. 

The kid meats didn’t complain as this was done to them, instead they giggled. Even as they were placed in the oven feet first they continued to laugh drunkenly.
The oven was set to 150 degrees, high enough to start the cooking process, but not enough to kill them right away. The chefs pulled up a couple of chairs to watch the action. 
There wasn’t much to see or hear though. This was because the kids were tied up to well to move and too drunk to know what was happening. 

Still after a short time the meats did begin to show a slight redness to their skin. After ½ hour they were still alive but were beginning to feel the heat. Their skin had turned a bright red. There were also soft moans coming from the pan as the two fucked.

James pulled them out and Elaina basted them. Before shoving Howard and Felicia back into the oven to continue roasting she made sure they were still connected at the waist.

After 45 minutes the oven was opened up again. James could see they were breathing. He stuck the meats with a fork to see how they were cooking. Neither one responded to the testing with screams or moan. He looked at their faces their eyes were open but nobody was home behind them.
“Well love, they’re gone. Their bodies just don’t know it yet,” James said to his wife.
 A single tear came to her eyes and she nodded, “I’ll miss them, but it better to be eaten by family then by strangers.”
With that said she basted the meats pushed them back in. the oven was raised to a real roasting temperature. A few minutes later the children were no more. 

They busied themselves making side dishes over the next couple of hours. They would also occasionally check on the meat, making sure that they didn’t over cook. 
It was four hours after their children had been placed in the oven when their doorbell rang. There stood a black man and woman. 
They were the couple’s potential employers Mr. and Mrs. Mombasa.   

They had cocktails and Mr. Mombasa told the couple about his restaurants. There were a total of 6 of them. Right now he had an opening in the one located in Somalia.
 When he got worried looks for the two chefs he said, “Not to worry. Everyone who comes there is toughly investigated. No weapons are allowed in there except for the dozen men I have as security.” 
That was a relief to James and Elaina the two had been scared that they sacrificed the children for a job which they couldn’t take. But it sounded that he had things under control and their lives were not endangered. 
The chefs excused themselves saying they had to get the dinner on the table. That the Mombasa’s could help themselves too more cocktails, if they wished.

The meats were placed on a lettuce lined platter with Felicia her hands and knees. Howard was slid onto her back as well as inside. Their mouths were opened and the apples went in. Potatoes were placed around them and then they were ready for the table. 
The platter was placed in the center of the dining room table and the side dishes were put around them. Dinner was ready.
The chefs came back to the living room and invited the other couple to the table.
“Will your children be joining us,” Mrs. Mombasa asked. She seen a few toys scatter about and thought they had children.

 “Um, yes I guess you could say they will,” Elaina said.
“If you’ll come this way,” James quickly added, before they could ask his wife what she meant.
Upon entering the dining area the guest’s eyes went wide. Then they smiled with Mr. Mombasa, “ah my favorite dish hairless goat.”

 His wife said, “Lovely arrangement. Are those your kids?”
“They were our kids, now their dinner,” James said.
Mr. Mombasa let out a large hearty chuckle. He pulled a chair out for his wife before setting down himself.

James did the same for his wife, before asking the guest for their choice of cuts. 
Mrs. Mombasa selected a slice of boy butt while her husband asked for a leg off the girl. 

Elaina took a piece her sons shoulder while James thought his daughter’s right arm might taste good.
The side dishes were passed around, but little was taken out of them. Everyone at the table concentrated on eating the delicious meat on their plate.

More meat was carved from the children their arms and legs had been eaten. Their bellies opened up and livers and kidneys devoured. 
“Thank you it was a fantastic meal. I think I’ve found my chefs. Can you be ready to leave by 8 am tomorrow?” 

James and Elaina conferred quickly with each other and saw no problem with that. They owed more on the house then it was worth. They no longer had kids to pack up.

James answered, “Yes I think we can manage that.”

Mrs. Mombasa whispered in her husband’s ear and he nodded and laughed.

“The only thing you need to bring is the leftover meat. We will all want something to eat on the long flight down there on my private jet.” 

The End
