Chef Sophia Pt. 8: Hawaiian Vacation
By

A Cannibal

M/g (9) M/g (11) g/b (5) oral cannibalism
 Young Sophia had never worked so hard than on this last cruise. With only herself and Ryan as chefs cooking the meats for the passengers, some of whom were the food itself, they had been busy.
 The others who’d helped cook the meats had graduated and been given jobs as chefs. The two chefs had managed tough and were ready for their vacation.

 Their boss and owner of the ship was a mafia DON. He had arranged a 3 week holiday for them in Hawaii while the ship was fitted with a new engine.
 They would be picked at the airport and taken to a private resort where they could relax. It was also a cannibal resort and they would get to choose one of the young children. 

 He or she would then be cooked for them. After cooking children for other people and only having leftovers they would be getting the best parts.

 It was Monday after the last trip to down to Ensenada Mexico. Ryan had to see the boss and give his report on the latest excursion south. 

 Normally Sophia didn’t attend these meetings. Her lover explain they boring but this time she did. They would leave for the airport right after the meeting.     
 “Sir we’ll need help in the kitchen when we get back. It’s just too much cooking involved for only us two chefs and over 100 people. Could you possibly get us a couple more chefs to help out? Even trainees would work,” Chef Ryan said.
 “Let me see what I can do. In the mean time you and Sophia enjoy your vacation time,” the DON said in way of dismissal.

 He stopped by the kitchen where Sophia was chatting with Michael the DON’s person chef. He tolerated the young chef now that he knew she was no treat to his job.
 “Time to go, we’ve got a plane to catch,” he told her.

  They were taken to LAX by limo and boarded the plane for their trip. The boss had been considerate and book them first class seating for the flight. 
 The two munched on peanuts, but didn’t want the plane food. There were a couple of problems with what they were serving. 

 First it wasn’t their type of food the other reason was airline food was notoriously for its bad taste. 
 “The DON needs to start a cannibal airline,” Sophia quipped. 

 “Yeah all the passengers could dine on each other during the trip and lighten the load,” he snickered.
 When they got to the Big Island, the two chefs bypassed luggage claim. They hadn’t bothered to pack anything.

 They could wash what they had on and buy some knew clothing. Sophia needed new clothing as she was growing like a weed and this dress was getting tight. She’d bought it only a few months ago, in Mexico on her first trip there.
 The seams were stretched to their limit. If she grew much more horizontally they would rip. Eating people had a tendency to make the diners wider. Also she was almost 10 years old and she was entering the early stages of puberty.
 At the airport entrance a man held a cardboard sign saying “Chef Ryan/ Chef Sophia.”
 They walked up to him and said, “I’m Chef Ryan and this is Chef Sophia. Are you from the C resort?”

 The man nodded, but couldn’t take his eyes off the young girl.

 “Yes, she’s a chef and therefore not on the menu,” Ryan said as if reading the man’s mind.
 He’d want to eat this girl both sexually and as a meal. Since that was off the table now he said, “Yes sir any luggage? No? Then the car is right here at the curb.”

 It wasn’t a limo, but a 4 wheel drive jeep. This was Hawaii after all and big cars like limos used a lot of gas. Just about everything was shipped in by boat including fuel.
 It turn out the jeep was needed because the resort was located down a dirt road. This way nobody could accidently get into the place and discover what really went on there.

 At the reception desk the woman said, “Your daughter needs to wear this wrist band. It identifies her as a guest not one of the dinner guest. You’ll see children out there without bands and you may select one to be your dinner.”
 Sophia grabbed Ryan’s hand and said, “Come on daddy lets go see if there find a nice plump out there for dinner tomorrow.”

 “Ok just one more minute. Do you take your guest to see the volcano or should we rent a car for our stay?” he asked.

  “Yes we take you to the volcano daily, but there are also many other things to see on the island. So you might want to think about rental.”

 She handed him a pamphlet and then left with Sophia to see about finding tomorrows food. They walked to playground and saw lots of young meats. Some were hardly out of dippers while others looked to be in their mid-teens. There were also adults walking circulating among them. 

 Every now and then one of the children was pulled aside. They were felt all over especially the teenage girls.
 “As you’re my daughter, I’ll let you choose tomorrow’s dinner,” he teased.
 “Oh thank you, daddy,” she giggled.

 She went into the playground and several eyes looked in her direction. However when they saw the armband, the people went back to examining the possible meats they wanted. 

 Sophia started with a small but plump boy no more than five years old. They were all naked which made her exam quick and easy.

 She ran her hands all over him and pinched his bottom. Sophia then turned him around and felt his little cock. Little was the key word with perhaps a 1nch or two cock hanging there. She stood and gave him a light swat on the butt and he wondered off.

 She saw a girl a year or two older then herself with small pointy breasts. She too was pleasingly plump, but not fat. 
The young chef was sure she’d found tomorrow dinner. Still she gave the meat a very good exam, starting with her rump.

 There was plenty of it there and it was nice and soft. Her thighs were moderately thick and her beaver covered with curly red hair.

 A rounded stomach lead it’s up to the two her lemon size breast. Ryan would love them when they were cook maybe even later today.
 “Come with me.” and Sophia led the meat over to her lover.

 “This one will do nicely and I’m even going to let you tenderize her. Thank you, for taking me to Hawaii.” 
 He leaned over and kissed his “daughter” with a not so fatherly kiss.

 “We have to make one stop before we go to our room. You were in such a hurry to get out select the meat I never got the key to our room.”
 Sophia blushed saying, “sorry about that, but I wanted to get out here before we had to settle grade B meat, like that little boy I examined.”  

 The girl who was didn’t speak English because she was native Hawaiians as well as orphans. Therefore they didn’t understand why they were naked only that they were well fed. 
 Nor did any of them understand why they had to let people touch their bodies. They had only been told that they have a better chance of getting adapted, if that was allowed to happen.
 That was a story they’d been told. In real life the children had been bought and paid for by the resort. They were meat for the guests and therefore would never be adopted. 

 They walked in and he said that they had forgotten the key to the room.

 The receptionist smiled and gave him a key. Then she said, “If you’re taking the meat to your room for fun and games why don’t you leave you daughter?”

 “No Sophia knows all about sex. Also she’s not my daughter she my co-chef. We teach people to become cannibal chefs on a cruise ship.” Ryan said.

 “Yeah I know that line. One of our chefs was taught by you about 10 years ago,” she explained.
 “That would be one of my first students, then. This trip is our reward for class number 11 that and they graduated early.”

 They then went to their room, which was a suite. Ryan took the girl into the bedroom, while Sophia watched TV in the main room.
 She had never enjoyed watching other people having sex especially her lover. If the young girl had thought about it she might had realized she was jealous at having to share him, even for a short time.
  In the bedroom the meat knew she was to be raped and there was nothing she could do about it. So she lay there and let the man do it.
 The meat was surprised that he started by licking her between the legs. The boys at the orphanage who’d taken advantage of her never did this. Instead they just slammed their cock inside of her. 

  This felt good and she began to relax. All at once he stopped licking and slid his cock into her. The meat felt him do it, but there wasn’t any pain at least not as much as when others had done it. 
 He made his deposit inside of her and then tasted the tits. It turned out that this meat, didn’t taste too bad. However he really preferred Sophia’s taste even though she was never going to be dinner.

 “If you’d like to have a taste you can. Then we’ll go and get parts. I don’t know about you but I’m starving,” Ryan said coming out of the bedroom. 
 “Nah, let’s take this meat to the restaurant and leave her there. As far as getting someone to eat now, I’m starving too,” Sophia told her lover. 

 The meat was hauled out of bed and the three walked over to the restaurant. Upon walking in a big Hawaiian looked at Sophia saw the band and then to the naked meat and saw none. 

 “Do you want her to know her fate by dining with you? Or should I just take her back to the chefs?” “No use wasting food on the food. Take her back to the kitchen where she’ll get the picture real soon. While you there would you send the head chef out? I’m sure I taught him how to cook” Ryan said.

 A waitress showed them to a table while the man escorted the future meal to the kitchen. They heard her scream as she as they disappeared into the soundproof kitchen.

  The two chefs thought she’d seen some of the other orphans. Their butchered carcasses would be hanging upside down on hooks in the kitchen waiting for final processing.
 They each order a thigh from a girl who wasn’t adopted last week. While they waited for their food a man in a white chef’s uniform came out from the kitchen to their table. 

 “Charles smiled when he recognized Chef Ryan. “I haven’t seen you since graduation all those years ago. Is this your daughter or spare meat for later in you stay?”
 “This is Sophia and she has an armband so I guess my little girl is not on the menu,” he said smiling at his pretend daughter. 

 “Thanks for not sending me in to the kitchen with that other girl to be cooked, daddy,” she said.
 “Speaking of the other girl how and when would you to have Lana cooked,” Charles asked.

 “Tomorrow we want to visit the volcano, so when we get back from there.” Ryan said.

 “Can you do her in a traditional Hawaiian style?” Sophia asked. 
 “Of course, everyone likes to have one that way. We can start cooking her about noon which is when the bus comes back. I take it you’ll want to watch her being cooked alive?” he asked the young girl.
 “Of course,” she replied.  

 Their meal arrived and they dug into it. Neither had realized how hungry they were. They hadn’t eaten anything since finishing off the last of the meat from the last cruise this morning. 
 Each washed down the thigh and baked potato with a glass of wine. Even though Sophia was only 9 and therefore under age, she’d been offered wine.

 It wasn’t like she was going to get drunk and fall down. Instead this was the best drink possible, for the type of meat they were eating.

 They returned to their suite and made mad passionate love the rest of the night. The next morning they boarded a bus that took them down to the volcano.
 It was interesting, but at the same time kind of dull. The lava moved in a slow steady stream, but didn’t burn any houses or anything.
 On the return trip Sophia asked Ryan, “You think it’s possible to BBQ somebody over lava?”
 “Interesting, we may have to find out. I’ve never done that, especially since there are so many volcanoes in LA area,” he said with a smile.
 They got back to the resort and the two went vacationing chefs went directly to the restaurant. There in the kitchen their dinner lay on a counter. 

 She was in tears after being told her fate. She had believed the lady who ran the orphanage, about possibly being adopted.
  The meat had no idea that the woman got rid of several children every month from the overcrowded orphanage. She also got paid very well for doing it.
 “Right on time, your food has already been cleaned and is ready to be cooked,” Chef Charles told them. 
 He and another chef took the girl and place the meat on a large wooden carrier. She was then paraded though the restaurant for everyone to see and out to a glowing fire pit.
 One end of the carrier was hooked up to strap and then the other. Now the meat was screaming as she could feel the heat on her back.
 The lemons that were her breast were shaking violently as she struggled to free herself. It was no use though as like any cannibal chef Charles knew how to tie the meat up. 

 She was cranked down to down a couple of notches to be cooking.

  “The heat surrounds her like an oven and she’ll start cooking right away. This way you don’t have to stare though a tiny glass window to watch.  Nor do we have to keep turning her. All that required is to ever now and then slap a little, for lack of a better word, BBQ sauce on the meat. That way she doesn’t dry out,” Charles explained.
 “An outdoor oven, cool,” Sophia said.
 She was familiar with outdoor ovens but usually had to bury the meat between coals sand and then a fire on top of them to get an even cooking.

 You never got to watch the meat cook that way. This was a much better way to cook someone and you could clearly her screams too. 

 Not that it did any good as those screams were in her native language and neither understood it. Luckily they didn’t need to; her body language said it all. That and the fact Ryan and Sophia were professional cannibal chefs themselves, told them the meat was begging to be released. That never happened as 20 minutes later her eyes grew huge and her body shook for a couple of minutes. The visitors new the show was done. That the girl was meat now and watched Charles poke the girl to confirm it.

 Come back here around 4ish and I’ll have a big luau set up including this lovely junior long pig.

 The two visiting chefs having nothing better to do return to their room to make mad passionate love.

 Working as a chef neither had the time to get excited sexually. As they were diners watching that girl being cooked it was different. 

 The two spent the better part of 1½ hours interlocked at the waist. When they had finished there was still a couple hours before luau.

 Ryan went over to the main desk and asked about car rentals. He was surprised to find that the resort rented out vehicles to it costumers and at a decent rate too. 

 He got them a 4 wheel drive so they could visit the lava fields. This way the chefs could experiment to see if it was possible to cook a person over lava, not that they’d have much use for it being they were based in LA area.
 There was still a lot of time so Sophia and Ryan went back out to the playground to look at the meats. The young chef spotted the little boy from earlier. He was small in many ways but if he her still around when it came time for the experiment he would most likely do.
 She asked Ryan about it and he raised his hand to his chin in thought.

 “Well he’s a bit small and it wouldn’t be that great a loss if it doesn’t work out. Ok if he’s still around in a few days we’ll try cooking him over lava,” he said.

 Then they slowly walked over to where the luau was being set up. Dishes had been sat out on the ground including traditional ones like poi.
 In the center was the junior long pig, with an apple in her mouth. Steam came out of all the meats holes, meaning she was cook toughly.

 “Which part would you like first, young miss?” Chef Charles asked. 

“One of her tits, the left one to start with,” Sophia said with a giggle at being call a “young miss.”

 The girl had never been called that before. She had a hard enough time getting people to think of her as a chef, which Chef Ryan had told her she was. The tit was carved off and given to Sophia. 

 When asked his choice Ryan took the filet. It was even tastier this way than when he’d eaten her raw the day before.
 Sophia enjoyed the tit and for seconds asked for and received the right half of the girl’s rump.
 “As she ate the young chef asked Chef Charles, “Are all native Hawaiians, this good tasting?”

 “The children are, yes. Just like all races the younger the meat the better tasting they are,” she was told.
 “Good I have my eye on a boy about 5ish. We want to experiment by cooking him over the volcano.”

 The chef shook his head saying “it won’t work. You can’t regulate the temperature and the meat is dead within minutes. I thought the same thing when I got here and that was the result when I tried it.”
 “Burnt toddler is terrible tasting,” Chef Ryan said.
 “There no reason you can’t have a beach BBQ though, when you finish off this girl. We have some lovely BBQ pits down at the beach,” Chef Charles told them.

 Both guests nodded. It sounded like a nice way for them to spend a day.

 They finished the luau and return their room. Both were to full of delicious Hawaiian girl, to do much more then vegetate in front of the TV. 
 Early the next morning the phone rang. Ryan and Sophia were asked to come to the front desk and meet with the manager.

 Both were curious as to what was going on so they dressed and went to the check in desk. 

 A man in a suit introduced himself as the manager.
 I understand you’re both chefs. I need your help chef Charles was stabbed last night by one of the meats. Don’t worry he’s going to be fine but laid up for a week or so. I was wondering if you could help in the kitchen. The other cooks are good assistants but we need professional to tell them what to do.”

 Chef Ryan looked at his assistant and asked, “What do you think Chef Sophia? She’s my BBQ expert,” he explained to the manager.

 “We’re supposed to be on vacation. Still what do we get as compensation?” Sophia whined half heartedly. 

 Ryan looked at the manager who nodded, “first your rental car is free for your entire stay. Plus we’ll give you the meat that did the stabbing. She’s around 12 years old. You may cook and eat her for yourselves.”
 Ryan looked at his young lover/assistant who smiled at him.

 “We could BBQ that one at the beach,” she said. Chef Sophia has had her eye on a blond hair blue eyed boy about 5ish. Throw into the deal and we’ll be glad to help,” Chef Ryan said.

 The men shook hands and he was taken to the kitchen. Introductions were made and the manger left to do their thing.
 “First thing to get clear this is Chef Sophia and she is not on the menu. Even at her age she is the best chef I’ve ever met at barbequing people and I’ve met hundreds of them Now then where is this meat that injured you boss and interrupted our vacation?” Chef Ryan asked.
 All pointed to a door which he walked over and opened. There she was cowering in a corner a young girl with coconuts size breasts.

 “Have any of you tenderized her yet?” 

 I think chef Charles was about to do that when she got hold of the knife, one of the assistants said.

 “Well she needs to be done before she’s barbequed later on and Sophia doesn’t have the equipment.” That leaves one or all of you to do it.”
 The three assistants all smiled. They were sure he wanted to have that job and he might have, but Sophia had drained him last night. 

 “You each get her for ½ an hour with the meat. Then she’s to be taken to down at the beach and BBQ.”
 That was what the men did. While waiting though Sophia asked Ryan, “did you mean what you said about me barbequing people?”

 “Yes I did. I never met a more gifted person who could BBQ like you. How many assistants do you want to go with you to the beach? You’ll be needing help getting her over the coals,” he told her.
 “Just one their all good size men so I don’t think she’ll be that big a problem,” Chef Sophia said.

 “Well I give you two just to make sure there are no problems,” Chef Ryan told the girl.
 It was two hours later when the meat/girl, was kicking and screaming, dragged down to the BBQ pits by two of the assistants. Sophia followed carrying the spit and looking forward to barbequing the girl.

 Sophia would never admit this but she was already bored with Hawaii after only a day. She was a chef who liked cooking children. That was a lot more fun than looking at molten rock burning grass.
 She tossed in the charcoal and while it burn down tie the meat to the spit. The entrée was turned so she could see where she was heading. 

 The meat didn’t like it and kept scream to be let go. It did no good though as Chef Sophia slid the stabilizer into the meat’s twat.
 “We’ll need coconut oil to keep her skin from burning,” Chef Sophia told her assistants.

 They went to one of several coconut trees and knock down the fresh fruit. From a lock box a machete was pulled and the husk cut away. 

 They broke open the nuts and pour the oil over the meat. Next the young chef had the men put the dinner over the coals to cook. 

 Chef Sophia gave her assistants a choice. They could stay here and help her or go back to the kitchen. Both men decided to stay and help her.
 Half a day later the meat was cooked. Her once white skin now a golden brown all that was left to do was decorate her.

 She sent the assistants out to get fresh pineapple. These were sliced into rings and placed along her front from neck to slit, which was opened and slices inserted there. 
 Then the meat was carried back to the restaurant where a sign was hung on the door saying “temporally closed.”

 The chefs then dined on the barbequed girl. The filet was divided into 5 pieces so everyone got a taste. It was the same for her breasts. Once the knife went to work slicing tits off they were divided into equal parts for the chefs to devour. 

 Later the half eaten meat was shoved into the cooler to be finish off at a later time. Once reopened a few kids were brought in. they were to be cooked the next day being it was too late in the day to start cooking anyone else. 
 Instead parts were cooked for the ala cart orders. Sophia did a decent job at this, but was not her area of expertise. Cooking child alive and whole was where she excelled.  

 At the end of the day Sophia and Ryan were exhausted. Both had enjoyed cooking but were still a little jet lagged.

 Still that didn’t stop them from crawling into bed together and snuggle.

 “You made a good impression on those men who helped you today. They were very impressed by the way you barbequed that girl,” Ryan told her.
 “I’m glad to hear that. I was a little worried because I haven’t had a lot of practice with noncompliant meat before,” she said.

 “Well this week you’ll get plenty of practice. None of these kids we roast have the slightest idea their meat. That means keep those knifes out of reach of them when they find out.”
 Sophia did that and had plenty of practice barbequing at those types of children over the next 1½ weeks.
 That was how long it took Chef Charles to return to work. Even then he was hampered by only having the one arm, his right one being in a sling.

 “That little bitch managed to grab a knife when I wasn’t looking. I hope you roasted her very slowly for doing this to me.”

 “Actually it was Chef Sophia who did the cooking and she made a beautiful BBQ out of her,” he was told by Ryan.
  “She took 45 minutes to die and she screamed the entire time,” the young chef said.
 “You’re a chef? You’re not his daughter?”

  “She’s a great chef and had no problem barbequing your assailant. She had me and Frank put her over the coals and getting some fresh ingredients. Otherwise it was all Chef Sophia,” the assistant said.

 He stared at the young girl before glancing in Ryan direction.

 “It’s a long story, but Sophia’s a natural at cooking people even if she is on the young side.”

 “Alright then thanks for the fill in. enjoy the rest of your vacation.”

 The two did enjoy the last week. Visiting small towns and swimming in the warm ocean which was amazing. She was use to the cold Pacific Ocean around Los Angles.
The last morning they found the boy and took him down to the beach. Sophia gave him three Blow Jobs, they were his first, last and only.

 “You sit and relax. Let me BBQ him for you birthday girl,” Ryan said.
 Sophia was shocked she’d been so busy of late that she didn’t realize it was her birthday.
 He was about to place the boy over the coals Ryan’s cell phone rang. Looking at it he saw an Arizona area code. He tossed it to Sophia 

 “I think this is for you.”   

 She looked at the display and saw it was her home phone #. “Mom Dad!” she screamed into the phone.
 Then a chorus of happy birthday greeted her.

 After that she spent a ½ talking to them. The girl hadn’t realized how much she missed her parents.

 Returning the phone she asked how.

 “I gave them my # as an emergence contact. I think a birthday falls into that category” he grinned.
 Her birthday dinner was great. Her lover had done a fantastic job. She started with the little cock and his balls and found them delicious seconds was his left leg including the toes.
 Ryan had settled for the whole right arm from shoulder to his pinky. It wasn’t bad for a boy but he liked girls in his bed and on the dinner table.

 Sophia was the only one to escape the last part. This was because she was a fantastic lover and extremely good chef.

THE END
