Tales from Cannigal Island
My name is Michelle, I’m twenty-one years of age and a little while ago I was on a cruise ship enjoying my summer holiday in the South Pacific. The last thing I remember is panic and chaos; the ship was sinking because of an unknown reason. I must’ve passed out because I don’t remember much of it all, and when I woke up I was on a beach. At first I thought I was on mainland but it turned out that this was an island. I didn’t see any other people from the cruise on the beach, but there were traces of the ship’s wreckage that had washed ashore. Hoping that I wasn’t the only one on this island, I decided to go and explore the place. I took off my shirt and tied it around my waist, and then I tied my long, dark brown hair into a ponytail and started walking down the beach toward the tree line.

Chapter 1 - Welcome to the Tropics

For a while I wandered through a vast jungle. Beams of sunlight were shining through the leaves of the trees, it was an exotic place and the temperature was sweat-inducing high. I was beginning to get a little worried because I was in the middle of nowhere and I didn’t know where to go or what to do.

Passing numerous trees, stepping over branches and feeling fallen tree leaves rustle beneath my feet, my desperation grew because I was lost. I couldn’t remember from which direction I came and the jungle seemed to go on forever. All I could do was to continue walking and even though I hadn’t seen anyone since I woke up on the beach I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being watched. It felt as if the trees had eyes.
My suspicions turned out to be correct because a few moments later, after climbing over a fallen tree trunk I stepped into something. My eyes widened as I realized what was about to happen but I was unable to react on it fast enough and before I knew it I was hanging upside down from a tree branch after letting out a short, surprised scream.
There I was, seeing the world from an upside down perspective. Both of my feet were tied by a strong rope and below me I could see the place where I stepped into the trap. The first thing that came to mind was the question if this trap had been placed there for some wild animal and if there were hunters around. In any case, it was clear that I wasn’t alone on the island and that was a positive thing. …right?
It didn’t take long before I noticed that someone was approaching me as some bushes were rustling not too far from where I was hanging. I expected some hunter wearing an Amazon hat and holding a hunting rifle to appear who was hunting a wild pig or something. Instead a girl appeared from the bushes.
She had dark skin and black, curling locks in her long hair that fell down her shoulders. She was wearing a pair of primitive sandals and a skirt that was made of leaves. …and she was also topless.
This was the last that I expected to see so I had to flicker my eyes for a second and because of this strange surprise I couldn’t think of anything to ask her. Instead of apologizing for having caught me in her wild pig trap she said nothing and just looked at me, then she started walking toward me and smiled but it wasn’t an apologizing smile. I couldn’t quite place it but it looked as though she was satisfied. This was when I noticed that she was carrying a spear and I started to feel more uncomfortable.

The girl stopped and looked up at me not far from where I was looking down on her and this was when I noticed she was wearing a necklace made of small bones. She continued smiling; her brown eyes looked straight into my blue ones and she said:
“Mmm... what a very nice catch today.”
I got even more confused when I saw that she was observing my body. I was wearing short pants and her eyes ran over my bare legs and hips. My skin was lightly tanned and my ponytail hung down next to my face. My white shirt was tied around my waist so she ran her eyes over my bare belly and my black bra observing my breasts.
“What do you want from me?” I asked as she looked into my eyes.

She sharply replied: “It’s not so much what I want honey.”
She especially emphasized the “I” in her answer and before I knew it two more girls came out of their hiding places in the jungle. One of them stepped into view from behind a tree and the other stood up from the ground not far from where I had walked past only minutes before.
“It’s what we want.” one of them said, emphasizing the “we”.
With three topless girls standing around me looking at my body I started to blush and didn’t know what to say, they had me at a loss for words. What did they want from me?
The two girls that joined in were as scarcely dressed as the first one. They were both wearing a skirt made of leaves, a pair of primitive sandals, a necklace made of small bones and nothing more.
In contrary to the first girl who had black hair and a dark skin color these two girls were both Caucasian. One of them had short, blonde hair, green eyes and a playful appearance and she wasn’t very tall either. She was carrying a small, wooden bow in her hand and a quiver of arrows on her back which was attached to her body with a belt. She grinned at me, revealing her white teeth.

The third girl had cherry-red hair that was tied in a short tail. She also had a bow in her hair at the front of her face which half covered her blue eyes. Although she smiled while she observed my boobs she had a somewhat more serious appearance than the other two. She carried a small knife in a pouch that was attached to her hip and in her hands she carried a long, thick wooden pole that was about two meters in length.
I guessed all three of my “admirers” to be around my age. What they were doing on this island and why they had captured me was a mystery to me. They were hunters alright; that much was certain but what did they want with me?
“Mmmmm… Brunette: my favorite flavor,” said the blonde girl, “she looks delicious; so tender and juicy. And check out the size of that bra.”
Upon hearing this, my mouth formed a questioning O.

“And how about those lovely hips?” the redhead added. “She’ll make quite a feast.”

A little voice in the back of my head kept telling me that I was the wild animal they were hunting. This had to be a joke.
“You’re going to be our meal for tonight, is that all you needed to know, cutie?” said the dark skinned girl, answering my initial question.
I was finally able to talk again and replied: “Hey, I’m not edible.” But I wasn’t able to make it sound very effective because my voice trembled a bit.
Smiling and looking at me in a way that I can only describe as hungrily the short, blonde girl said: “Aww… I’m sure you taste just as delicious as you look.”

She turned to the redhead and nodded. My heart was pounding and I was unable to breathe as I watched her walking out of my view. I could hear her footsteps in the grass below me, she had put down the pole she was carrying and was heading for the base of tree in which I was hanging.

“Suzanne is going to get you down now cutie,” said the dark skinned girl. “Don’t try to get away or you’ll regret it – trust me; this isn’t our first time hunting.

I trusted her on that but I still needed proof that this wasn’t a joke. I heard Suzanne tugging the rope at the place where it had been attached to the tree. Having heard her name I couldn’t help but wonder how many of these girls there were on this island. There could be fifty of them or maybe there were only three.
Then I slowly felt myself moving down toward the ground as the rope was being lowered. The blonde girl aimed her bow at me and the dark skinned girl raised her spear, prepared for when I would try to make a run for it.

Some of the things they had said kept echoing through my head. They found me tender and juicy looking, they were sure that I would taste just as delicious as I looked and I was going to be quite a feast.
I slowly made contact with the ground, arms first, with the primitive weapons aimed at me. When I was fully on the ground Suzanne stopped tugging the rope and I heard her walking toward me. She took the small knife out of the pouch on her hip and knelt down by my feet. With one quick movement she cut the rope and threw away the leftover piece. I saw that she had put the long, wooden pole up against a tree. In her blue eyes I could see excitement but also a kind of professionalism that ensured me an escape attempt would get me nowhere.
She got up, leaving me lying on the ground and walked to the place where she had left the pole. As I watched her walk away from me the leaves of her skirt rustled as she wiggled her butt and the short tail in her red hair moved back and forth. All the while the alertness of the other two girls never dropped.

After picking up the pole she turned around and walked back towards me, this was the sign for the others to do the same. When Suzanne approached me I noticed that she had stowed her knife. Kneeling down beside me, putting the pole down on the ground she took some strong, solid looking rope from the pouch. I was beginning to get an idea of what she was going to do.
The dark haired girl walked around me and knelt down beside me next to her companion, who handed her a piece of the rope. With the girls this close to me I could feel their body warmth. The blonde girl was standing next to me, the tip of the arrow looked painfully sharp and her eyes were focused on mine.
With the girls looking down on me I felt a pair of hands on my shoulder and on my hip, and then I was rolled over on my back. After brushing my ponytail out of the way the dark skinned girl took my lower arms and placed them on my bare belly, and then she took hold of my hands and tied my wrists together with the rope. After I watched her making a knot she tugged the rope tightly several times. It was obvious that this wasn’t her first knot because my hands were tied up very well and I wasn’t able to move them.

I had walked into a trap set by three girls who seemed to be cannibals and now they were tying me up. This was the moment when I started to struggle, trying to free myself of the bonds and trying to get up. They had already ensured me that an escape attempt would get me nowhere and on top of that the blonde girl had a bow and arrow pointed at me, but without thinking I started to act irrationally.

My struggles proved to be in vein as the two girls kneeling down beside me took hold of my shoulders and forcefully pinned me to the ground. The blonde girl took one threatening step toward me and tightened her grip on the arrow in her bow.

With a grin the blonde girl shook her head and said: “Uh-uh sweetie… you’re not going anywhere.” pointing out that it was a futile attempt.
I stopped struggling and after I calmed down a bit and caught my breath I closed my eyes and sighed. Then I heard Suzanne say: “You’re the best looking dish we’ve caught in a while so we’ll think twice before letting you escape.”
Next thing I knew they went over to my feet with a second piece of rope and Suzanne said: “You hold her feet Angelica.”
As the dark skinned girl complied, her long, curling black hair fell down beside her face as she looked down at my feet and held them tightly. Suzanne tied the rope around my ankles several times, once again making a knot and tugging the rope tightly to make sure I wasn’t able to go anywhere. Angelica then picked up the pole from the ground and placed it down on top of my body.
The pole was about a full meter longer than me and as it lay on top of me the two girls tied my wrists and ankles to it so that my hands and feet were not only tied to each other but also to the pole.
After they were done Angelica and Suzanne stood up. When looking up at them I noticed for the first time how big their breasts were... They had tied my wrists to the pole in such a way that my arms were stretched out above my head and they each took a position next to me. The blonde girl, whose name I hadn’t caught yet, stowed her bow and arrow since I no longer posed a flight risk and joined her companions next to me.
“She sure is beautiful,” said the blonde girl, “what’s your name sweetums?” This was the first time another girl called me by this kind of nickname.
“M-Michelle...” I answered.

“Well Michelle,” said Suzanne, her red hair sparkling in the sunlight, “you are going to be our main course for tonight’s dinner.” and I saw her smiling while she stared at my legs.
The sun was already setting and it formed beams of light that fell through the trees everywhere around me. ‘Tonight’ wasn’t very far away and I whimpered softly.
“She’ll like our village.” the blonde said funnily. If I hadn’t walked into their trap I might’ve found their village myself but now I was going to be carried there and I wondered how far it was.

“Ready?” said Angelica standing up front to which the other two nodded. They knelt down, picked up the wooden pole, lifted me up and started walking to their village.

I watched us pass numerous trees, rocks and bushes while the pole supported my weight, my boobs and ponytail wiggling back and forth as they carried me. Holding her spear Angelica walked out in front of us while the other two girls carried the pole with both hands.

The way I felt being captured, tied up and brought to where they were planning to eat me can only be described as the ultimate form of submission. Strangely my fears were compensated by the fact that I felt flattered by the girls giving me compliments. Just instead of wanting to date me they wanted to eat me.
I noticed that we had passed the tree line and instead of leaves and branches I was able to see the sky again when looking up. With the setting sun the sky had an orange color and the shadows of the trees stretched out in long shapes. The ground beneath me was no longer covered with leaves but with grass and the temperature was comfortable. We were walking into an open field and had reached the girls’ village. It had taken us about ten minutes to get there.
My view was limited because of the way they had tied me up but from as far as I could tell the village wasn’t very big. The open field was surrounded by the tree line of the jungle in every direction and I could see a huge hill behind the trees on the north side of the island. A small stream ran through a corner of the field, disappearing behind the trees back into the jungle.

There stood about four or five huts made of wood and bamboo and the roofs were made of leaves and braches. I could see a small wooden cabin, built high in one of the trees and there was also a tall, wooden watchtower not far from the small stream. Bushes were scattered around, here and there lay some rocks and there were a few poles standing upright in the ground that reminded me of totem poles, just without any decorations on them.
I was still hoping that all of this was some kind of joke until I saw a huge cooking pot made of stone in the middle of the village that convinced me otherwise. Suddenly I didn’t need any more proof: they were going to eat me.
Next to one of the huts lay a big pile of wooden logs and there was a girl standing next to it who picked up a log and carried it to the cooking pot. I could only see her back from the direction in which we were approaching her but she seemed to be similar in appearance to my three abductors, wearing nothing but a leaf skirt and a pair of sandals. She had long, dark brown hair that fell down to the middle of her back and just as she put the log down by the cooking pot I heard the blonde girl say:
“Hey Natsumi, look what we found in the jungle…!”
The girl turned around, she was Asian and about the same age as the others. It was obvious that she had stayed behind to prepare the cooking pot while her companions went out hunting. I could see nobody else in the village so I guessed these four girls to be the entire tribe.
As we approached her and passed some bushes Natsumi curiously looked at what her companions had brought with them and I guessed her to be Japanese. When we came to a stop about three meters away from her I felt her eyes on my legs, going up to my thighs and then to my breasts. From the way she looked at me I could tell that she shared her companions’ opinion about me and when her brown eyes met mine she said: “What a wonderful and tasty looking catch, girls.”

Next to one of the huts, not far from the cooking pot I could see a wooden table standing in the grass with a wooden bench on each side.
“You gotta love those cruise ships,” said the blonde girl in a funny tone, “they import the finest quality food, all for us.”
Seeing the village, the way they live, the way they talk, (especially the blonde’s sarcastic comment) made me come to the realization that they were primitive, yet intelligent. Hearing them talk about me as being food I felt a strange, nervous feeling in my stomach.
They carried me in the direction of the cooking pot and just when I thought they were going to put me in it they walked past it and I could see from my hanging position that the pot was empty. Instead, they carried me toward one of the upright standing poles in the ground.

While the blonde and the redhead held up the pole to which they had tied me Natsumi used a small knife to cut the bonds around my feet and wrists. I was free from the pole, feet first, and Angelica caught me before I could fall down. I finally stood with both feet on the ground again but my captors were still watching my every move, making sure that I wasn’t able to go anywhere.

While the pole was being placed down in the grass Natsumi was admiring my body. She gave me a warm smile and said: “We have so many recipes we’d like to try out on a babe like you… too bad we can only try one.”
Having noticed the cooking pot it wasn’t a difficult guess as to which recipe she was referring to and I whimpered: “Please… don’t…”

Not showing any mercy the blonde girl removed my shirt that I had tied around my waist revealing my navel, and as she did so I felt her breasts lightly pressing against the side of my body. At the same time Suzanne knelt down in front of me and started pulling down my short pants. Even though I was in a predicament like this, when looking down on her red hair, her face only a few inches away from my crotch I couldn’t help but think of sex.
She pulled my pants down to my knees, revealing my black thong and I heard her say: “Don’t you just love to peel your food, Jenn?”

The blonde girl responded with an excited nod, confirming her name for me. I blushed and I imagined myself as an orange that needed to be peeled as my pants were being pulled further downwards and I lifted up my feet as Suzanne pulled them off my ankles. Natsumi lightly tugged the clip of my bra on my back and then took the bra straps off of my shoulders, revealing my firm breasts.

Being undressed by all of them at once would have been very sexy if it wasn’t for them being cannibals.
I had always been quite proud of my breasts and Angelica was softly touching and caressing them. I gasped at her touch and I could tell from the expression on her face that she was quite satisfied with today’s catch. Suzanne was still in a knelt down position, she took hold of my thong and slowly slid it down to my feet. As I stepped out of it I shivered as my perfectly shaven pussy was revealed to the girls.

Some nice tan lines had become visible at the places where they removed my bra and thong. Being completely naked and exposed to the cannibals who had captured me I was starting to get a little scared. I had never before experienced such a mix of emotions.
“After you, tasty.” said Angelica and pointed in the direction of the upright standing pole which was only two meters away. I complied and started walking toward it with Angelica’s spear pointed at my back. While I was wondering about what they were going to use the pole for I heard one of the girls behind me saying:

“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a pair of buttocks as tasty and tender looking as hers.”
I felt the same strange, nervous feeling in my stomach that I had felt before and it became stronger when she added: “I can’t wait to bite it.”
The pole was just about the same height as me, and standing in front of it Angelica ordered me to turn around and to press my back up against it. I complied and when I stood with my back to it Natsumi took hold of my hands; she got them behind my back and then tied my wrists to the pole. Then she knelt down and also tied my ankles to each other. I wasn’t able to go anywhere and I realized that they would keep me tied up here while they made the preparations for tonight’s dinner.
The position in which I was tied up accentuated the curves of my hips. Breathing slowly my chest moved up and down and my ponytail curled down from my shoulder to my right boob. Natsumi reached her hand behind my head and tugged; my hair fell loosely on my shoulders as she undid my ponytail. She and her companions smiled as they enjoyed the sight of me being tied up, naked and ready to be prepared as their dinner. Jenn wasn’t far from drooling.
While the four girls were busy with the preparations all I could do was wait and wonder what was going to happen to me. I was on a tropical island, the sun was setting behind the trees and the orange sky slowly started to turn darker. I was undressed and bound to a pole in a cannibal village.

The big cooking pot in the center of the village was only a few meters away from me and the Asian girl, Natsumi, walked back and forth between the pot and the pile of wooden logs. She placed the logs under and around the pot and I could hear the rustling of the leaves on her skirt as she walked.

Angelica had taken an iron bucket with a long handle from one of the huts and I watched her walk to the stream in the corner of the village. She filled the bucket with water and came walking back, carrying it with both hands. It looked heavy and her boobs wiggled back and forth as she walked. When she reached the cooking pot she poured the water into it and then went back to the stream with the empty bucket.
Suzanne and Jenn had entered one of the huts and came out both carrying a basket that they put down on the wooden table. I watched them take various items out of the basket and putting them on the table while they talked and giggled. Among the things they took from the basket were small jars that contained spices and herbs but also plates, forks, knives and a couple of small baskets that contained some vegetables and fruits. Especially the knives and forks caught my eye.
The girls’ hair sparkled in the light of the setting sun as they were working on the preparations. They had most likely gotten their equipment and cooking utensils from various people (like me) who came to the island in the past. They must’ve ransacked boats and planes after eating the passengers and would probably also try to recover some stuff from the wreckage of the cruise ship.
Some time passed, I wasn’t exactly sure but it must’ve been about fifteen minutes although it seemed longer. When the girls were finished with the preparations the sunlight was almost gone but it was still comfortably warm. While they were rounding up some last things Jenn came walking toward me. At first her green eyes were fixed on mine, then they went from my left to my right breast, then down to my belly and when they reached my pussy they remained fixed for a moment before moving further down to my legs and finally back to my eyes.
“I just can’t decide which part of you I want to eat first.” she said and I couldn’t decide whether I should blush or gulp, so I did both.
She took another step closer to me and before I knew it she had reached her hand behind me and was caressing my butt.
“Mmm…” she said with the same lustful smile I had seen before, “it’s going to be a difficult choice for sure.”

I gasped and my eyes were widened as she caressed my right butt cheek and squeezed my left one. Next she softly stroked her hand across my neck after waving my hair out of the way, as she looked into my eyes and licked her lips.

Then she started to caress and squeeze my breasts. I wasn’t able to say or do anything. The uniqueness of the situation prevented me from getting mad and I stood frozen so I closed my eyes and moaned out of desperation.
I heard someone else approaching and when I slightly opened my eyes I saw that Suzanne was now also standing in front of me next to Jenn. The other two girls were still at the cooking pot and the wooden table.
“Let’s preserve the flavor with a small appetizer.” said Suzanne and I looked at her nervously, wondering what she meant. She leaned forward and placed a wet kiss on my chest, just above my breasts.
Jenn knelt down and started sucking on my belly around the area of my navel while she reached both her hands behind me and firmly squeezed my buttocks. At the same time Suzanne was licking my breasts, and the red hair from her bow lay on my chest.
As they tasted my body it became clear to me what she meant by preserving the flavor. Again I moaned a little and to my confusion it wasn’t all out of desperation. Strangely, even in a situation where I knew they were going to eat me for dinner they were turning me on.
My heart was pounding so loudly that I was sure they could hear it and just when I started to wonder if they were also going to want an appetizer on my pussy, they stopped. Standing next to each other they looked hungrily into my eyes and I was sure that they could see my fear, as well as my excitement.
“It’s time for a hot bath, sweetie.”

The wooden logs underneath the pot had not yet been lit. I watched Jenn and Suzanne untie the ropes around my wrists and ankles while Angelica and Natsumi were waiting. When I was free from the pole Jenn and Suzanne went to stand next to me, one girl on each side. They then guided me toward the cooking pot.

While I was walking Suzanne held me by my shoulder and Jenn had a small knife in her hand for in case I tried to escape. I wondered if they were going to kill me before putting me in the pot, if so then things would be over for me real soon but I didn’t attempt an escape because I knew it was futile.

When we reached the pot the moment this had all been coming down to was getting closer. The pot was just a little lower than me in height and was almost completely filled with the water from the stream. Against the side stood a big spoon that looked hand made. On the ground I saw a couple of things that they had taken from the huts earlier: a couple of baskets containing some vegetables and a few jars containing herbs and spices.

“Get in the pot,” Angelica said to me as she raised her spear and pointed it in my direction, “we haven’t eaten in a while and are hungry for some prime Michelle meat.”
“We are sooo going to enjoy you.” Natsumi added while she caressed my buttocks.
I didn’t have a choice; the only thing I could do was obey them, so with Angelica’s spear pointed at me I climbed into the pot and lowered myself into the water.
I was able to stand in the pot, the water level came to my chest and my breasts were under water. The temperature wasn’t cold, it was indifferent.
It was obvious that they were not going to kill me before cooking me but apparently my captors wanted to be certain that I wouldn’t try to escape because Jenn reached her hands into the water and tied my wrists together behind my back with another piece of rope. This slightly arched my back and made my breasts push forward.
This was the fourth time my captors had tied me up: first to catch me in their trap, then to carry me to their village, then to wait at the pole for the preparations and now this. Had it been necessary or did they just love bondage?
Angelica lowered her spear, satisfied with the knowledge that I wasn’t going anywhere and they could cook me without any troubles. Cook me? Yes, they were indeed going to cook me. This was a surreal realization.

Suzanne came closer to the pot and went to stand behind me. She gently brushed her hand up my neck and through my hair, taking my hair in her hands and tying it up into a knot. This would prevent it from getting wet.
Angelica then turned her head to her companions and said: “Get the fire.” I could no longer see her face because her black, curled locks hung in front of it.

The thought echoed in my head: “Get the fire” and I realized that in a few minutes it was going to get very hot in this pot. How were they going to create fire; maybe by rubbing two wooden sticks together or something equally primitive?

The answer to my question turned out to be very simple as Natsumi walked over to the wooden table and picked up a small box of matches. This was most likely an item they had acquired from ransacking some other traveler.
I watched Angelica light one of the matches after acquiring them from Natsumi. She bent down in front of the pot, lit the wooden logs that lay around it and then stood up blowing it out. There must’ve been a sad expression on my face because Suzanne said to me with a comforting voice: “Don’t worry honey, it’s for a good cause: you will feel delicious in our bellies.”
Not long ago I was on a cruise enjoying the sun, now I was going to be somebody’s dinner. They all smiled and licked their lips while they watched me in the pot. I closed my eyes, sighing and moaning a little.
Natsumi and Suzanne stayed with the pot while Angelica and Jenn walked over to the table and sat down on one of the benches. They deliberately went to sit facing towards me instead of with their backs to me so that they could watch me as I was being cooked. I could hear the flames slowly crackling but I couldn’t see them yet, perhaps not all of the logs were fully burning. As if she had heard me Natsumi struck another match and bent down to set fire to more logs, and the sound of the flames grew louder.
A few minutes passed, the girls were waiting patiently and I felt the water’s temperature slowly increasing. They were cooking me in the same way you cook a potato, only instead of a pan on a stove it was a big pot on some logs, and instead of a potato it was me.
While Natsumi held one of the baskets in her hands Suzanne took a carrot from it. Holding it just above the cooking water she started to cut it into pieces with a knife that she had taken from the table. Next she took a mushroom that she cut to pieces, followed by some broccoli of which she cut off the stalks and heads and she dipped everything in the pot.

Little pieces of mushroom, carrot and broccoli floated around me in the water. All the vegetables were fresh and tasty looking but they were only meant as just a seasoning and an addition to the main course: me. The vegetables looked pretty tasty but the girls found my breasts to be much tastier looking.
I was being prepared to become dinner for four scarcely dressed girls who kept reminding me of how good I looked. Of course I was scared but I was also flattered.

Natsumi picked up a pair of salt and pepper shakers and applied some of both on my chest and shoulders, after that she seasoned me with some herbs. The sunlight was almost gone and the sky had grown darker. The flames under the pot had become higher and the water was getting warmer by the minute. Suzanne kept seasoning me while Natsumi picked up the spoon that stood against the side of the pot and started to stir the water. I squirmed a bit because of the increasing temperature.

“Keep still baby; we want to cook you evenly.” Natsumi said.
She then picked up a plump, bright red apple from one of the baskets and smiled at me. Bringing it closer to me she said: “Open wide.”

I complied slowly with a questioning look and she inserted the apple firmly into my mouth upon which my eyes widened. Natsumi and Suzanne both took a few steps back and looked at me in satisfaction with their arms crossed. This was the point at which I gave up any hope I may still have had of escaping.
At first the water’s temperature had been comfortable, much like the sun tanning I had been doing on the cruise. The fire had been too small to see from my position in the pot but now it had gotten higher and I could see the flames. The water was no longer clear and calm but it was poaching; in motion but not fully bubbling yet. It was no longer getting warmer; it was getting hotter. Natsumi had left the spoon in the water standing against the rim of the pot. She picked it up and continued stirring.
While I was breathing my breasts slowly moved in and out of the water. With the apple in my mouth and my hands tied behind my back I watched Natsumi pick up a glass bottle from the ground. She opened it and poured a small amount of barbeque sauce into the pot at which the water sizzled. The girls who were sitting on the bench beside the table were watching in anticipation as their dinner was being prepared.
While Natsumi stirred the water some more with the big spoon Suzanne came closer to me and I could see the fire reflecting on her body and her red hair. She took her finger and slowly ran it across my breast and up to my neck. She then brought her finger up to her lips and sucked on it, enjoying the way I tasted.

“Mmm… you taste even more delicious than you look.” she said.
My answer was a short and muffled moan as I looked at her.
My mind was blank, I didn’t have any more questions to wonder about and I had reached the point of accepting that I was going to be eaten by the girls. I was experiencing a sensation that I had never experienced before. My feelings were contradicting themselves. The fire was getting hotter and I was scared for what was going to happen to me but at the same time I felt flattered and turned on about the unique way in which I was being admired.

I noticed that the sun had set behind the trees and that the last remaining daylight was slowly disappearing. The water was getting hotter and hotter and was now heavily bubbling. It had started to boil and steam had begun to rise from the pot.
I slipped a little further down into the water and squirmed in my tied up position as it was getting increasingly difficult for me to stand in the pot. I leaned backwards with my shoulders against the rim, my awareness of the elapsing time had gotten clouded and my vision had become a little blurry. My skin was glistening and a small drop of sweat rolled down from my temple to my cheek. The knot they had put in my hair was fairly tight but a few locks had come loose and were now hanging in front of my face. I could hear the crackling of the flames, the heat was numbing my thoughts and senses and I was beginning to get tired. My muscles had become limp; it felt as if I was in an incredibly hot bathtub.
Natsumi had picked up a fork and I could see it shimmering as she held it in her hand. Her long, dark brown hair lay over her right shoulder half covering one of her breasts.
“Let’s see…” she said and lightly stuck the fork into my right breast just below my nipple, which was so hard that it could cut through glass. I felt a slight sting but it didn’t hurt much.

“Not just yet,” she said, “but not much longer…”
“Finally, I’m getting hungry.” replied Jenn from the bench. She playfully placed both her hands on top of the table, holding a knife in one hand and a fork in the other. “My tummy growls if I even just look at her. Her boobs alone are more meaty and tasty looking than that cheerleader from last month.”
Angelica gave her a contemplating look.

“She was too blonde,” Suzanne answered, “There’s so much more flavor to brunettes, like our deliciously succulent Michelle here.”

I pleaded: “Please… don’t do this...” The expression on my face had become sad and desperate, yet at the same time I felt butterflies in my stomach.

The water was reaching its boiling point and the steam was heavily rising from the cooking pot. Natsumi continued stirring while Suzanne seasoned my chest and shoulders with some more salt.
The water was extremely hot and it bubbled fiercely. My skin was starting to turn red and I could smell myself cooking as I squirmed. Up until now my skin had protected my body from the heat, but now it was becoming too much and it started to penetrate my body, boiling my flesh in a hot embrace. No longer able to stand on the pot’s hot, iron bottom I slipped a little deeper into the water.
Natsumi once again stuck me with the fork, first into my breast and then into my shoulder. It didn’t hurt and as a matter of fact I didn’t even feel the sting.

“Mmm... you’re just about done.” said Natsumi as she savored the smell of my cooking flesh. This was the last thing I heard before I lost consciousness.

The water level was at my collar bone and locks of my hair lay over my face in a disorderly manner as I floated in the water. My eyes were closed, the skin on my forehead was glistening and my body had a reddish color. The aroma of my cooked flesh had filled the air and I was ready to be served to my captors.
The crackling of the flames decreased and finally ceased as the girls extinguished the fire with two jars of water. The broth in the pot was slowly ceasing to boil and steam rose up from my cooked body.
In my half conscious state of mind I vaguely noticed that I was being lifted out of the cooking pot. In order to carry me the girls had each put on a pair of oven mittens which were also items they had undoubtedly gotten off of other travelers.

With the apple still in my mouth and my wrists still tied behind my back one girl held my feet while the other held my shoulders. My closed eyes were facing the dark sky and my breasts wiggled back and forth. That’s how they carried me through the village to their dinner table upon which lay a giant, silver serving platter that pointed out the obvious fact that the moment all of this had been leading up to had arrived.
The platter was about as big as the table itself and was covered in bright green pieces of lettuce. The lettuce was decorated with a couple of rose buds along with different kinds of fruits like grapes and berries. Around the platter lay four plates, two on each side of the table, and they all had a fork and knife next to them along with some salt and pepper shakers and small cans of sauce.

They put me down on my stomach on the middle of the platter and on top of the lettuce which felt soft against my body. I lay on my stomach in a neatly displayed manner; my legs close together, my arms placed beside my body and I vaguely noticed that they were undoing the rope from around my wrists.
I vaguely heard someone say: “You can talk about the boobs all you like girls,” it sounded like Natsumi, “but I want her ass.” Then I felt her tongue run across my thigh and up to my butt, tasting my buttocks.
“Don’t be so selfish,” Jenn said in a joking tone, “there’s plenty for us all.”

It was obvious which part of me they liked best. They weren’t the first ones who were fond of my ass but they would most likely be the last ones.
Angelica had picked up one of the pans that contained barbeque sauce and dipped a small amount of it on my back. Upon contact with my body it sizzled and stung a little which I only felt vaguely. Small drops ran down the side of my stomach as Jenn started rubbing the sauce across my body and kneading it into my skin. Angelica then dipped two more small amounts over both of my legs to which Jenn did the same.
Suzanne had picked up a jar from the ground that contained red colored spices labeled as ‘Paprika Spices’. She reached into it with her fingers and then, using her index- middle- and ring finger she rubbed the spices over my shoulders, on my neck and all the way across my back, kneading them into my skin and flavoring my flesh.
She reached into the jar again and rubbed more down my back, on the side of my stomach and then on my ass. She flavored both of my butt cheeks by kneading them in circular motions and then continued down my legs and ended at my feet. My body’s color slowly changed to the orange/red colored spices and the dark red colored sauce.

When Suzanne finished flavoring me she took hold of my left hip while Natsumi took hold of my left shoulder, I was then turned over on my back.
With my body fully exposed to them the four girls sat around me on the table, two on each side of me. Their eyes went from my melon-like tits, down my petite and soft belly to my tender legs and juicy, bald pussy. The knot in my hair had come loose a bit and my hair lay scattered around my head on the platter.
Angelica dipped a generous amount of barbeque sauce on my body just below my boobs, and Jenn again started rubbing the sauce across my body. She first rubbed it all the way across my stomach and navel. Then she started working on my breasts, rubbing the sauce over every inch of my knockers while Suzanne applied some more salt on them. At the same time another dip of sauce was being rubbed over my upper legs by Natsumi. Drops of it ran down the sides of my legs as her hands ran across my thighs. In my subconscious state of awareness I moaned a bit as she rubbed a small amount of sauce over my pussy and across my clit.
The last step of preparations for becoming the dinner to the four girls was done by Suzanne and Jenn who placed some fruit on my body as the last finishing touch. Jenn put a ring formed piece of pineapple around each of my nipples and Suzanne put a cherry in my navel. This, in combination with the apple in my mouth made for a fine display of a lovely meal.
“Ahh... at last, but where should I begin?” One of the girls said. “There are so many yummy parts to choose from.” And then I heard all four of them picking up their forks and knives.
My body was still steaming and the delicious smell of my cooked flesh had filled the air. The star filled sky above me was now completely dark, covering the village in shade, and the moon provided some subtle light. The sound of crickets, as well as owls could be heard in the distance. The girls had lit two candles, one for each side of the table and the flickering of the two flames reflected on their bodies.
I felt the first cut at my thigh; this was where Angelica was sitting. She had stuck the fork into my right thigh and cut off a piece of meat with her knife. My body was cooked to perfection so it had become easy to cut into. In my unconscious state I felt the cut, but it didn’t hurt.

Then I felt more cuts.
As I was unconscious my awareness was slowly fading and I would soon be slipping from this world. Natsumi, who was sitting opposite Angelica, stuck her fork into my upper left leg and started cutting. Her long, brown hair hung down beside her face and she smiled delightfully. Suzanne, who was sitting next to Angelica, brushed away the bow from in front of her face. She stuck her fork into the soft flesh at the side of my stomach and cut off a big piece of me. Jenn, sitting opposite from Suzanne, didn’t need to think long about where to begin; she stuck her fork deep into my left tit. Some juice squirted out of it that had been sealed in by the cooking and as the fire reflected in her green eyes she easily sliced off a big piece of the soft, slowly steaming breast.

My chest slowly stopped moving up and down and that was when I left this world. I could never have imagined my fate as being a shipwrecked person being eaten by four cannibalistic girls on a tropical island. It sure was a unique way to go, especially because until the very end I felt complimented in a strange kind of way.

As they were eating me the last thing I heard was a vague confirmation from the girls’ earlier speculations as one of them said: “Mmmm… she is even more delicious than she looks.”
Lying on my back with the apple still in my mouth they continued eating me, cutting pieces off of my body and delighting on them. They enjoyed the warm meat of my stomach area and also very much liked my long and tender legs. Suzanne was nibbling on my lower arm and hand, and then started eating my hip. Natsumi was eating my left foot and toes while Jenn and Angelica were enjoying the spare ribs they cut from my succulent belly. The expressions on their faces said it all: they loved the taste of my body.
Two of the girls then took hold of my shoulder and thigh and rolled me back over on my stomach. With my irresistible buttocks exposed to them Natsumi was the first to stick her fork into them and she cut off a delicious slice. Suzanne went for a more savage approach; she leaned forward and sank her teeth into the lovely soft rump meat. At the same time Angelica started cutting at my calves and at the other end Jenn brushed away the hair in my neck and then bit into my neck lustfully.
The cannibal gals enjoyed every last part of me, having a wonderful dinner. These Cannigals had sure been hungry and I had come along at just the right time.

I was travelling in an airplane and was currently over the South Pacific Ocean. My name is Charlotte, I’m twenty-four years old and I have a job as a data analyst for a major international software company. I was asked to represent my department at an international meeting in Australia so my trip had been for business purposes but I’d also gotten enough free time outside of the meetings and conventions to enjoy the country and drink some margaritas. Now I was on my return trip. The plane’s destination was Peru where I’d be changing flights to get back to North America and I was sitting in the back of the plane near the tail section. I was enjoying a glass of juice at my window seat, looking outside at the clouds and at the late afternoon orange sky when it all started.

Chapter 2 - Sexy Savages and Tasty Travelers

The pretty stewardess that worked in my section of the plane who had given me the juice earlier rushed past me toward one of her colleagues. This is how I first noticed that something was wrong. A couple of seats away from me she stopped to talk to a colleague stewardess. I couldn’t make out what they were saying but from the expressions on their faces I could tell that it wasn’t small talk. She then rushed to the back of the plane while her colleague went in the direction of the cockpit.
It was a small plane, the summer holiday season was over so there weren’t too many people on board and there was nobody sitting next to me. The people around me were starting to get nervous but there was no panic yet.

Then there was an announcement from the cockpit and I heard the pilot’s voice telling us to fasten our seatbelts and to prepare for a rough part of the flight. Shortly thereafter the turbulence increased and the nervous atmosphere among the passengers quickly changed to panic as bags started falling down from their holding spaces.
With the plane heavily shaking people all around me were screaming; some closed their eyes while others held on to each other. I had firmly taken hold of my chair’s armrests and I wasn’t screaming but my eyes were wide open and the only thing I could do was wait to see what would happen.

When looking outside I noticed that we were descending through the clouds, the plane was shaking heavily and started spinning around its own axis. The stewardesses had all taken their seats and tightened their security belts. They tried not to show their panic but they were clearly as frightened as everybody else.
A couple of nerve wrecking minutes passed, some people were still screaming while others just held their eyes closed and prayed. Still firmly holding my armrests and looking outside I saw the ocean closing in below me. The plane was no longer spinning around its axis but it was still rapidly descending and getting closer to the sea level with every passing second. I tried not to think about what would happen if the plane would hit the ocean and that’s when I saw that we were about to pass over an island.
I had taken several looks at the map of this part of the South Pacific Ocean prior to my trip and I knew there weren’t that many islands at the plane’s current location. The biggest ones were the Fiji Islands and then came Tonga, Niue and the Cook Islands but my guess was that we had already passed those. I couldn’t place the island down below us and it probably wasn’t on any map.
Before I could give it any more thought the turbulence increased even further and the loud sounds this caused were deafening. Objects like briefcases and books were flying through the plane. The screaming of the passengers around me grew louder and the distance between the plane and the island got shorter until we were eventually passing over it.
I got a good look at the beach down below me, there wasn’t much to see on it except for some driftwood and chunks of metal that had washed ashore and were floating on the tide. The island passed by quickly, the beach bordered to a vast jungle and then within the fraction of a second I saw us passing over a village. I only got a short look at it but from as far as I could tell it was fairly small and somewhat primitive. The important thing was that the island looked inhabited but I was unable to spot any people. I did see some huts and a wooden watchtower.
For a second I thought that the pilot was attempting to make an emergency landing on the island but because the distance between the plane and the trees was becoming shorter and shorter I was only able to come to one conclusion: we weren’t going to land but we were going to crash.
The plane began to shake and rumble heavily and the stewardesses took a firm hold of their seats. Then there was a loud cracking sound and I saw cracks appearing in the hull of the plane close to where I was sitting. The metal of the hull was being ripped apart by the pressure and the next thing I knew the hull split in two.
Only two meters in front of my seat the tail section had been separated from the rest of the airplane. Wind came gushing in and it felt as if someone had placed a giant fan in front of me as I could hardly keep my eyes open and my blonde hair blew all around my head in the wind.
With several seats near the severed section no longer being supported by the hull they blew outside into the open air and disappeared from view. This included the two seats in front of me so then I was sitting right next to the gap. People around me had stopped screaming and were now quietly and desperately waiting for what was going to happen next as they nervously held on to their seats. Panic had turned into acceptance.
The gap between the nose and the tail sections began to get bigger as the tail section descended much faster. Two separate parts of the plane now hurtled toward the island. The shaking and rumbling was non-stop, especially for the chair in which I was sitting and then it happened: my chair was starting to come loose from the hull.
This was all happening so quickly that I didn’t get the time to think about what was going to happen to me. It felt as if I left reality behind me when my chair got blown out of the plane with me in it. Bolts, screws and metal plates flew around me as I was out in the open air under an orange sky. I was unable to scream and I felt petrified as I fell toward the island. The chair rocked and rumbled and it felt like being blown through a wind tunnel. The chair kept turning and rotating and with the seat facing upwards into the sky I could see the plane high above me. Realizing that I was going to crash-land on the island in my airplane seat I clamped onto my arm rests even tighter, ignoring the obvious fact that that would not make any difference.

I could only hope for a soft landing and considered myself lucky when I landed in the middle of a small lake. I closed my eyes upon hitting the water and the sound of the gushing wind was replaced by the hollow sound of being under water.

Holding my breath I opened my eyes and looked around. The water was clear so I could see that the lake wasn’t deep and bubbles floated all around me. My hair floated around my face and I waved it away. I was relieved for not having fallen to my death and scared at the same time because I was sinking deeper into the lake quickly.
I looked at the chair’s security belt which was still tightly fastened to my waist. In my panic and confusion I started pulling and tugging the buckle of the seatbelt and obviously that didn’t work but I quickly remembered that I had to push the button on the buckle to untie it.

When I was finally free I pushed myself away from the chair. I had been underwater for about a minute and it was becoming difficult to hold my breath. I started swimming upwards toward the sun that shone into the lake while the chair sank to the bottom below me.
As I emerged from the water I gasped for breath; air had never tasted so good. The sun was shining into my eyes as I looked up into the orange, late afternoon sky. I felt my heart pounding heavily with the rush and adrenaline still in my body.
My wet hair hung down my face in a disorganized manner and water dripped down from my wet, dark blonde curls. I stayed afloat by treading the water and I looked around me as I tried to catch my breath. The lake was surrounded by patches of grass and it lay in the middle of a small open field which I guessed was in the middle of the jungle. The tree line started twenty meters from the lake in every direction and when I noticed how small the lake actually was I came to the realization of how lucky I had actually been of falling right into it. Of course ‘luck’ was a questionable notion considering I had just fallen out of an airplane…
I swam towards the shore of the lake. The plane had been pretty claustrophobic and warm so this swim was pretty refreshing but I didn’t even think about that as my mind was still absorbing what had happened.

My eyes were fixed at the smoke trail in the sky that the plane had left behind in its descent. Following the trail was a huge cloud of black smoke that twirled upwards from the island somewhere beyond the jungle.
I climbed out of the water and onto the grass. I had been hoping that the plane had managed to safely land somehow so that it may have been able to take off again after getting repaired but seeing that it had crashed assured me that a continuation of the flight would not be possible.

Obviously though repairs were next to impossible in the middle of the tropics. First of all the plane had lost its entire tail section. Secondly, how in the world would it lift off from an island without any runways? Thirdly, the smoke cloud assured me that there were very few survivors.
As I unbuttoned my wet, white blouse and was wringing out its sleeves I figured my only choice was to get to the plane to see if there were any survivors. With any luck there was a small harbor somewhere.
Water still dripped down from my blonde hair that hung down to just beneath my shoulder blades. I brushed away some of the wet, curled locks that lay on my shoulders as I looked at the smoke cloud. The village I had seen when passing over the island was behind me in the opposite direction of the smoke but going there had second priority. I hadn’t seen any inhabitants so for as far as I knew it was deserted anyway and it’d be better to try and reach the plane.

Just then a terrible thought came to mind. What if nobody else had survived the crash and what if there were no inhabitants and no harbor on the island at all? My cell phone was in the luggage compartment of the plane. What if I couldn’t get a reception with the mainland? Or worse: what if the phone was smashed? I could very well be stuck here. The more I thought about this the more uncomfortable I got. The rush and adrenaline in my body was gone but I now started to feel uneasy and restless.
My blouse would be dry soon enough due to the tropical temperature so I left it unbuttoned. The short black skirt I was wearing was still wet and so were my sky-blue bra and underwear but their fabric was pretty absorbent so I didn’t mind.
Instead of my formal, black shoes I would’ve preferred to wear some simple sandals which were in my luggage – they had been very comfortable in Australia’s climate and would do perfectly here in the tropics as well but for now I had to settle with my formal clothes that I had worn during the conventions.

I took a deep breath in an effort to calm myself and then started walking toward the tree line in the direction of the smoke. As long as I didn’t run into any polar bears I figured I’d be okay.
Upon setting foot in the jungle my eyes needed a few seconds to readjust. The open field had been pretty bright under the open sky but the jungle was covered in shade with an occasional beam of light coming down through the trees. It was a beautiful and exotic place with tall trees standing all around me like giants. Vines hung down from numerous trees and several bushes were scattered around.
As I was walking for a while it became clear to me how huge and vast this jungle really was. The smoke cloud was still pretty far off and I couldn’t see it anymore with the trees blocking the view.

The only sound I heard was that of leaves rustling beneath my shoes which reminded me of how far in the middle-of-nowhere I was. For the rest everything was quiet and I could only hope that I was still going in the right direction.
The further I got into the jungle the quieter it became. I had heard some animals earlier but now everything was silent. This was the first time I started feeling like I wasn’t alone out here and as I looked into the dark green distance I got the creepy feeling that I was being watched.
It felt like the jungle had eyes and that all of them were fixed on me. The more I thought about it the more I got the feeling like some wild animal was watching my every move, ready to leap out and pounce at me at any time.
I started walking a bit slower, carefully keeping my eyes fixed on my surroundings. The beams of sunlight that came down through the trees gave my hair a golden glow. This unnerving feeling was probably just my imagination but still I felt my heart softly pounding in my throat.
I walked another few meters but then I stopped as I needed a minute to get some orientation. The direction in front of me was getting more difficult to walk in because of dense bushes and scrubs but I was pretty certain that it was the direction of the smoke cloud. On my right hand side there were many trees standing close together, blocking the view of what lay ahead and there also lay a tree trunk on the ground which was overgrown with moss. On my left hand side was a patch of long, high grass and plants. I looked upwards in an attempt to see the smoke but what I saw instead made my eyes slowly widen in disbelief.
I was unable to breathe as I was looking at a confirmation to my unnerving feeling. I was now sure that someone was watching me but it certainly wasn’t an animal. A piece of rope was tied to a branch in one of the tallest trees and it was fastened in such a way that the branch was forcefully bent downwards. I saw the rope stretching all the way down to the ground where it disappeared in a camouflage of leaves and moss.

Upon looking closer there was no more doubt in my mind about what it was that I was looking at. The end of the rope lay on the ground in a tightly knotted circle which was just big enough for someone to stand in. The trap was only a meter away from where I was standing and it was obvious that it had been placed there by hunters, but who were they? Was the island inhabited after all?
I stood frozen. It was still completely silent in the jungle. If this trap had been placed here to catch an animal then why did I still have the feeling of being watched? It was exactly then that my suspicions were answered.
My heart skipped a beat as I heard leaves and bushes rustling loudly on my right hand side. There were footsteps coming loudly in my direction followed by some kind of war cry. Someone had emerged from the dense bushes between the trees and came storming at me.
I was unable to think and with a drop of sweat rolling down my temple and a heart that pounded faster than ever I started running in the direction of the patch of high grass, turning my back to my assailant.

As I ran through the high grass I pushed several plants and vines out of the way and I heard twigs cracking and breaking beneath my shoes. The unbuttoned sleeves of my blouse floated around me in the rush of the pursuit and I heard the sounds of rustling leaves behind me which only encouraged me to run faster.
I exited the patch of grass and headed toward a bunch of trees. Then I heard a whooshing sound closing in behind me and noticed a small wooden arrow hitting a tree in front of me. I kept running and was already past the tree when it occurred to me that my pursuer had shot at me with what could only be a bow and arrow. It was indeed a hunt and I was the game. Luckily the shot had missed but how long could I keep this up?
Just then I ran in between two trees and tripped over something. I let out a short surprised scream and before I knew it I was laying face down on a small patch of soft grass. As my body was pumped with adrenaline I looked behind me. My hair lay across my face and I brushed away the long, blonde curls to see that I had tripped over a rope which had been tightly attached at shin height in between the two tree trunks. Another trap!
Quickly turning over on my back I attempted to pick myself up but then I heard someone shouting: “STOP!!”
My pursuer was standing to my right, aiming the primitive looking weapon at me. I did not attempt to get up since the wooden arrow had an iron tip that looked very sharp. My back was not touching the ground and I was using my elbows to support my weight. For the first time I was able to see my pursuer and this person did not at all look like I had imagined – or like I could ever have imagined for that matter.
The person was wearing a pair of simple brown sandals. The person wore no socks or pants but a skirt that was comprised of leaves and a necklace made of small bones and wore nothing else as the person was topless and had two big breasts. On her back she was carrying a quiver of arrows and by her waist she was carrying two pouches that were attached to her body with a brown belt, one of which contained a small knife. She was Caucasian, had short, wild blonde hair and was short in height. Her green eyes were sharply fixed on mine as she was aiming the arrow at my chest. From the expression on her face I could tell that she wasn’t going to let me escape easily.
This obviously wasn’t any kind of mix-up for she had been hunting me and not some animal. This island was obviously her home so was I an unwelcome visitor?

“You’re not getting away that easy cupcake.” she said.
The way she spoke was not with the native accent I expected from someone who was primitively dressed and living on an island. In fact the tone in her voice sounded pretty intelligent.
“Who are you?” I heard myself ask, “And what do you want from me?”
This was all I could think of to say while I lay on the ground and was being held at gunpoint, or was it bowpoint? The girl smiled cunningly and hinted that I should stand up by holding her bow sideways and moving the tip of the arrow slowly up and down.
Why did she call me cupcake in such a playful way? I didn’t have much choice since the arrow looked pretty sharp and the girl looked determined enough to use it. My hair that lay on my chest and shoulders in a disorderly manner fell behind my back as I slowly stood up from the ground.
Standing in front of the girl I realized I had been captured and she had me in her power. I wasn’t sure what she wanted from me but if she considered me a trespasser then she would probably want me off the island. But why was she observing me from top to bottom?

“Alright, don’t move.” she said and smiled as she took a step closer, still holding the arrow aimed at me and moved around to my back, the small bones of her necklace dangling back and forth.
She stood right behind me and I heard her stowing her weapon. If there would ever be a chance to escape then this was it. Then I heard her rustling in something that could only be one of the pouches on her belt. I was very close to making a run for it since I had seen the grip of a small knife in one of those pouches. She probably knew the island like the back of her hand however so an escape attempt would be futile, especially since there were probably many more traps scattered around the area. If I escaped it would only be a matter of time before she would catch me again so it was better to wait and see.
She took hold of my right wrist and she did it gently which was quite remarkable because I was certain that if she had done it more forcefully I would’ve panicked and ran. Then I felt a piece of rope being tied around my wrist. It was pretty clear that she was going to prevent me from escaping by tying me up but what then? What did she do to intruders?

She pulled my left wrist slowly behind my back next to my right one. How calm she was and how quickly and efficiently she did it made it obvious that she knew what she was doing. I still felt a rush and a panic but I tried to remain calm. I then felt her taking the rope from my right wrist and tying it to my left one, tying them to each other.
Even though she did it calmly and gently the knot was very tight and strong and I knew I would not be able to undo it easily. With my hands tied behind my back I could feel the beat of my heart even more clearly.
The girl stepped into view again and I saw that she had indeed stowed her weapon by hanging the bow around her shoulder and putting the arrow into the quiver on her back. She placed her hand on the grip of the knife, pulling it from the pouch and the first thought in my mind was that I should have made a run for it, but the only thing she did was point it at me.

With a cunning voice she said: “Let’s walk, we’re going that way,” and she pointed in the direction to my left, “I’ll be behind you.”
It wasn’t a difficult guess where she was going to take me because the direction in which she pointed was the path from where I came and thus the way to the village which was behind the small lake.
I figured it best to just obey her and see what her intentions were upon reaching the village. It wasn’t like I had a choice so with my hands tied behind my back I started walking with the girl following me.
A little while later we passed by the small open field. Walking behind me and continually pointing the knife at my back my captor guided me past the field instead of through it and when I looked past the trees I could see the lake I had fallen into.

With the smoke cloud behind me and judging my current location we were getting closer to the village. Maybe if I was lucky the rest of the survivors from the crash would find me when they explored the island but the chances were big that they’d stay put at the wreckage instead of wandering into the jungle – I knew I would. It was frustrating to be going in the opposite direction of the plane.
“Please don’t dawdle, sweetie,” said the girl behind me and I felt a slight sting on my butt, “we’re nearly there.”
Why did she keep calling me nicknames and what was that sting? Then I realized she had stuck me in my butt with the knife.
“You will taste delicious.”
Upon hearing this, the situation took a completely different turn. She hadn’t captured me because I was a trespasser or because she wanted me gone from her territory. In fact she probably considered me a welcome visitor and when seeing the airplane go down she must’ve gone hunting for me with a very specific purpose in mind.
No longer hiding her intentions she caressed the fabric of my black skirt and squeezed my butt. My eyes widened and I gasped. If it had been a guy I would’ve broken his arms but I didn’t have any ground rules for when a girl did this and since this one had completely different intentions than any guy (and since my hands were tied) I didn’t do anything. The only thing I could think about was a sentence that kept repeating itself in my head: you will taste delicious.

I stopped and with wide open eyes I asked: “A-are you going to eat me?”
Behind me the girl giggled and answered: “I just love international flights, they provide the very best food.”
Again I felt a slight sting on my butt so I continued walking in a slow pace, passing the open field and the lake with a confused and concerned feeling.
“We get some tasty travelers around here but only few are as mouth watering and yummy looking as you.”
When she said this I could feel her eyes devouring me from head to toe. Was this for real or was it a prank? The hope I held onto was that it was the latter but as the girl guided me deeper into the jungle I knew one thing for certain: if this wasn’t a prank then it was no wonder this island wasn’t on any map.
About twenty minutes later, still under an orange sky and a setting sun we approached the village. The tree line ended a few meters in front of me and past the last couple of trees I could see an open field. The jungle was starting to get dark and had become filled with long stretched shadows but the field still looked pretty light under the late afternoon sky. As we stepped into the field which was covered with grass there was no longer the sound of breaking twigs and rustling leaves beneath my feet.

“Here we are…!” the girl said in a cheerful, optimistic tone.
I had only gotten a short, quick look at the village from the plane and now when standing in it my first impression of it being fairly small, simple and primitive was confirmed. There were five huts, mainly comprised of wood and bamboo with roofs made of leaves and branches, and they had the same primitive, native appearance as my captor.
The most remarkable thing in the entire village was an iron cage that was hanging down from the branch of a big tree. This tree was not far from one of the huts and the girl was leading me right toward it.
The jungle surrounded the village in every direction and it almost seemed like there was a wall around the field. There was one tree on the edge of the village that was taller than the others and it contained a small wooden cabin built high atop its branches. Wooden planks attached to the tree trunk formed a ladder up to the cabin.
In one of the corners of the field stood the tall, wooden watchtower I had seen from the plane and running past it was a small stream. It entered the field on one side and disappeared back into the jungle on another side, perhaps leading to a lake similar to the one I had plunged into.
Next to one of the huts stood a big, wooden table in the grass with a wooden bench on each side. Far beyond the tree line on my right I saw a huge hill a few miles away that stretched high above the trees. I couldn’t make out if it was a mountain or just a hill but it looked like a good place to hide if I could manage to escape.

We walked past several bushes and rocks when I noticed that there were three upright standing poles throughout the village. These were not in any way decorated so they weren’t totem poles but were just plain, wooden poles standing upright in the grass and they reminded me of giant sun dials.
The cage wasn’t the most remarkable thing in the village anymore when I noticed a big cast-iron cooking pot close to one of the huts and not too far from the table. It had a big hinge on either side and its rim was round and curvy.
“As you can see we’re well prepared for your arrival.” the girl said and giggled as she continued to escort me with the knife pointed at my back. My heart was pounding like crazy as we approached the cauldron and I replied: “We?” since I didn’t see anybody else in the village.
“They’ll be here soon, you’ll see.” She answered.
I expected that she would throw me into the pot but we walked past it and she was leading me in the direction of the cage.

“I can tell you now already that I’m most certain they will share my opinion.” she said and must’ve noticed my questioning look because she added: “And my opinion, my sweet girl, is that you will be a great meal.”
I started to feel dizzy upon hearing this and the closer we got to the cage the more uncomfortable I felt because of the obvious fact that she was going to lock me up in it, thus eliminating my chances to make a run for it. However, I had no choice but to keep walking.
The cage was comprised of iron bars and there were two hinges on either side of the door. Its bottom was at least a meter above the ground. It was not as primitive as the huts in the village and looked durable enough to easily support the weight of three people.
We stopped in front of the cage and I heard her stowing her knife behind me. This would have been another opportunity to escape but I had to remind myself that I wouldn’t get far because she knew the area far better than me and would recapture me in no time.
“Get your cute little butt in there.” she said.
To avoid another sting I complied and carefully climbed into the cage through the open door. The cage dangled back and forth and was just big enough for me to stand in. Just as I looked back I heard the iron door closing behind me and saw the girl placing an iron bar on the two hinges by the sides of the door.
She had me locked up and I was hers. I felt a nervous uneasiness in my stomach as I started to realize that I wasn’t getting out of here and that this whole ordeal was for real. I looked at the cooking pot which stood only a few meters from the cage and then I looked back at the girl who was smiling at me in an uncomfortable way.

“Please let me go,” I said helplessly, “I’m not edible and I probably won’t taste very good.”
Her eyes moved up my bare legs.
“Somehow I doubt that sweetums.” she answered with a lusty grin, “You look delicious, your legs are very succulent. You will taste quite good.”
I couldn’t help myself from blushing and didn’t know what to say so I looked away. She then turned around and entered one of the huts with the orange sun forming a long stretched shadow behind her.
About fifteen minutes passed in which I could only watch the girl’s movements from my hanging prison cell. I watched her carry some items like bottles, jars and baskets from one of the huts to the wooden table, she put them down and then returned to the hut.
I tried my luck at an attempt to force the door open but it didn’t budge and the iron bars were too strong to break. I had plenty of time alone with my thoughts and I wondered who she meant by “they”? Perhaps there were other members of her tribe? She couldn’t be the only inhabitant of the island. My last hope was that one of the other survivors of the crash would find me and that they would be able to get me out.
The girl reappeared from the hut and was carrying several forks and knives. My heart started pounding louder as this was looking worse by the minute and I tried another attempt at pushing the door open but it was in vain. Was this really happening?

I sighed in agitation with my hands still gripped around the bars. The girl looked in my direction and said with a smile: “Save it honey; the cage is sturdy enough but don’t worry, you’ll be out of there in time for dinner.”
All I could do was watch and wonder about what she was going to do to me as she continued carrying materials from the hut to the table, including a large wooden spoon that she put up against the side of the cauldron, her big breasts bouncing on the rhythm of her steps.
I released my hold of the bars and sat down with a desperate sigh of defeat, my curls hanging down beside my face.
“Welcome back girls…!”

Upon hearing the blonde girl enthusiastically shouting I looked up and followed her gaze to the tree line in the western direction. Two girls had appeared from the jungle and were walking into the village. Just like my captor both of them were topless and wore a leaf skirt, a boney necklace and a pair of sandals. One of them was Asian and the other looked African-American. They were both wearing a brown belt with two pouches, one of which contained a knife, and on top of that the African-American girl was armed with a spear in a holster attached to her back.
This answered the “we” part.

As they came closer I saw that they were carrying a giant wooden pole (similar to the ones standing upright in the village) and bound to it with rope was a girl.

“Hey Jenn,” said the Asian girl to my captor, “Take a look at this yummy treat who made the unfortunate mistake of wandering too far from the plane’s crash site.”
They stopped in front of Jenn and showed their catch with a hearty smile. The captured girl was the pretty stewardess who had worked in my section of the plane. She had been tied to the pole by her wrists and ankles and dangled underneath it, her dark brown hair that she’d tied in a short ponytail hung down to the ground.

She was still wearing the dark blue skirt and white knee socks of her stewardess outfit but was no longer wearing her blue hat and shoes. One of the sleeves of her blue blouse was torn off, revealing her bare arm and her outfit was torn at several places which either happened during the crash or because of resisted capture.
“Put me down you savages!” she shouted, a raging flame burning in her green eyes.

In the plane she had been the kind of stewardess that turned people’s heads. She was beautiful and I guessed her to be just a bit younger than myself; twenty-one or twenty-two perhaps?
“Ooh… she’s fiery too, I like that.” Jenn said, and the Afro-American girl replied: “You bet, we had a hard time catching her.” to which the Asian girl added: “I guess she’ll hardly need any spices.” and the three of them giggled.
Jenn took a step closer to the captured stewardess hanging underneath the pole, looked at the white nametag on her blue uniform and said: “Pleased to meet you Nina, you are going to be a delicious dinner for us tonight.”
Jenn then reached out and squeezed one of her boobs, as if inspecting her colleagues’ catch. “Tasty.” she said, “Nice catch indeed girls.”
Nina’s green eyes met my blue ones and from her expression I could tell that that was the first time she noticed me in the cage and realized that she wasn’t the only one in this predicament. There was no need to say anything to each other but we had a short moment of interaction and we acknowledged it by answering each other’s gaze. We were in peril but at least we weren’t alone.
“Speaking of which,” said the Afro-American girl and looked over at me, “I see you’ve caught the one who fell out.”
“Hot, isn’t she?” Jenn answered, “She was lucky and fell in a lake.”
With all four of them now looking at me I turned my eyes away. I felt dizzy and had butterflies in my stomach.
“Look at the legs on her.” said the Asian girl, rubbing her hands in delight, “One blonde and one brunette: now we can make a great combo meal. This flight sure is packed with sweet delicacies.”
The flame in Nina’s eyes was slowly diminishing and there was an expression on her face of worry and uneasiness with the three scarcely dressed girls surrounding us who literally found us looking good enough to eat. And their intention was not to only just think it. I didn’t know whether to feel complimented, humiliated or scared.
With the “introductions” behind us Jenn went back into one of the huts and came out carrying two wooden logs which she brought to the cauldron and placed down underneath it while the two other girls carried their captive to one of the upright poles. Nina saw everything from an upside down perspective, her ponytail wiggling back and forth and nearly touching the ground as she was being carried.
They put the Pole with her on it down on the ground and the Asian girl started untying the ropes around her wrists and ankles. The dark skinned, Afro-American girl held her spear in ready stance to make sure she wouldn’t escape, similar to the way Jenn had done with her bow earlier to prevent me from getting away, and after she was untied they put the pole aside and allowed her to stand up.
Nina had been fiery and angry earlier so I suspected that she’d at least put up a fight but she didn’t. Just like me she probably started to realize that running would get her nowhere because they outnumbered her, not to mention that there were traps around. Staying would mean they were going to eat us but what choice did we have? We were powerless.
While Jenn filled the cauldron with buckets of water from the stream the Asian girl started undressing Nina. She unbuttoned the blue stewardess blouse, revealing a white shirt underneath it. As her blouse was removed Nina softly said: “Please, don’t…”
Merciless the Asian girl continued by pulling the white shirt out of the skirt it had been tucked into.
The look on Nina’s face was starting to show signs of desperation as she was being undressed to be turned into dinner. She had to raise her arms as the shirt got pulled upwards and off of her body, revealing her black bra. All the while the dark skinned girl was ready to use her spear if necessary to make sure her meal wouldn’t get away. To me, sitting in the cage felt like postponing the inevitable because I knew I was next.
The Asian girl reached behind Nina’s back and undid the strap of the stewardess’s bra quickly and efficiently. Upon revealing her firm, medium sized breasts she said with a delightful smile: “We’re going to cook you honey, and then we’ll enjoy eating your wonderful body.”

The splashing sound of water being thrown into the cooking pot made for an ironic confirmation and Nina turned red as she was at a loss for words, turning her eyes away and looking down at the ground. Jenn had gone into one of the huts to collect a long, thick rope which she handed to the Asian girl.

“You do the honors Natsumi.” She said.
As Natsumi took Nina by the wrist with one hand while holding the rope with another it started to make sense to me what the poles were used for as she guided her toward one of them. With her long, dark brown hair shimmering in the light of the setting sun she kept a tight hold of her captive who was struggling and resisting as they walked and she occasionally pulled the girl, whose exposed boobs bounced up and down, closer forcefully.
Jenn threw another bucket of water into the cauldron and although the Afro-American girl had stowed her spear I noticed that she kept an eye on Nina, both guarding her and glancing at her boobs at the same time.
Natsumi ordered her prey to stand with her back against the wooden pole and she let go of her wrist. Nina angrily pulled her hand back but didn’t comply. Then her captor took out her knife and said with a soft but intimidating voice: “Do it honey.”
She then slowly complied and as she stood with her back to the pole Natsumi walked circles around it, using the thick rope to tie her to it. After several circles she made a strong, tight knot at the back.
The rope had been tied several times around Nina’s body just below her breasts. With her blouse, shirt and bra removed she was only still wearing her blue skirt and white knee socks. Her lower arms were not visible because they were covered by the rope and had been tied to the pole from her elbow down.
I watched her shoulders slowly moving up and down as she was breathing, she was struggling and attempting to free herself but without much success. Natsumi had done a professional job in tying her up and then finished what she started by pulling Nina’s skirt down, revealing her black underwear.

The Afro-American girl had been preparing the cauldron for use by putting more wooden logs underneath it and the sound of water being thrown into it had stopped because Jenn had filled it to the rim.

My heart skipped a beat as Jenn came walking towards me and I suddenly became aware that I had forcefully taken hold of the cage’s bars. I’d been hoping they would keep me locked up in this cage for a bit longer, thus granting me more time to wait and hope for help but when seeing her grin and her determined eyes fixed on me it became clear that I would get no such luck. The time was now.

“It’s your turn.” She said with a playful twinkle in her eyes.
She unlocked the cage by removing the iron bar from its hinges and as she opened the door I said, almost pleading: “Please don’t do this to me…”
She answered: “You look far too delicious, we simply cannot let you go.” and she clearly enjoyed herself.

“Now get down here cupcake.” and she placed her hand on the grip of her knife. Having no choice I climbed out of the cage.

I expected her to bring me to one of the poles but instead she escorted me to the table with my hands tied behind my back.
Having seen Natsumi undress Nina I could easily guess what Jenn was going to do to me as I stood with my back to her. Before being able to think about it any further I felt her hands on my hips and she pulled down my skirt. I gasped and stood frozen, nailed to the ground.
At the same time Natsumi removed Nina’s knee socks and underwear by pulling them down her bare legs to her ankles. She blushed as her pussy was revealed.

Hesitantly she lifted her feet up from the ground and her clothes were taken away from under her. She turned her head away and looked down at the ground in embarrassment as she was now completely naked, her dark brown ponytail lying on her chest. Her stomach was the only part of her body that was still covered (with rope) and her breasts were somewhat accentuated with the rope tied just under them.
In satisfaction Natsumi crossed her arms as she stood proudly in front of her captive.
“Where’s that fiery side of you now?” She asked teasingly and her eyes went from Nina’s calves to her thighs, and then upwards to a pair of lovely tits. Nina answered with an angry, accusing look.
“Ah, there it is…!” Natsumi said, smiling in a toying way and then she squeezed the stewardess’s boobs.

“Hm-mmm… I cannot wait to have you on my dinner plate.”

As I watched in disbelief I felt the knot at my wrists being untied and as Jenn was removing the rope the dark skinned girl standing by the cauldron pointed a finger in the direction behind me.

“Look, Suzanne’s back.” she said.

So there was one more inhabitant of the island: a fourth Cannigal. I couldn’t see her yet but the first question that came to mind was whether she’d managed to capture anyone else from the plane? Natsumi walked over to her, leaving Nina alone in her tied up position.
“The crash site is secure; we can search the plane for useful items whenever we want.” I heard Suzanne say behind me.
“Any more survivors?” Natsumi asked.
“There are a number of casualties,” Suzanne answered, “the survivors have all moved away from the wreckage and set up a simple, improvised camp not far from the beach. Now they’re just wondering what to do and waiting for help.”

There were survivors so there was still hope that they would find me, if only they’d hurry and not get captured or walk into a trap.
“Sounds good,” Natsumi said, “we’ll have plenty of time to hunt for them later. How many are there?”
It was a small plane and since it wasn’t a holiday season not all seats had been taken. I guessed twenty-five people or less had made it out alive.
“Hmm… I’d say about ten to fifteen, not counting the dead.”
I guessed wrong. She had done a good job scouting and it was obvious that she hadn’t captured anybody but had merely observed and watched. Nina and I were just the unlucky ones who’d gotten captured first.
“It won’t be long before at least a few of them will start exploring the island. Are the traps in place?” Jenn asked. She had untied my wrists but was still standing right behind me to prevent me from escaping but I didn’t attempt it. It was too risky, especially since the dark skinned girl had also joined in on the conversation and kept an eye on me as well.
“Yes, the traps are all set up, also around the village so no one will be able to surprise us.”
So much for being rescued, the girls were too well prepared. Nina and I exchanged glances and I could tell she was thinking the same thing.
“So… enlighten us: any more yummy delicacies among them?” The Afro-American girl asked in a funny tone.
“You bet,” Suzanne answered promisingly, “I’ve seen a girl in hot pants whose legs and ass are just too good to be true. I’m sure she’s exactly your taste Angelica.” and so she revealed the dark skinned girl’s name for me. Then she added: “I’ll see to it that she finds her way onto our menu soon enough.”
They seemed very skilled and experienced at surviving out here since they were already planning ahead and talking about capturing more people. This seemed like a regular day’s work for them so if I hadn’t fallen out of the plane they would eventually have caught me sooner or later anyway. They also seemed to favor eating girls, or was that my imagination?

“Good work girls.” Jenn said contently.
I didn’t get the impression that there was an appointed leader among them because they worked like a team and the leadership seemed equally divided.
“Speaking of menus…” I heard Suzanne say, “I see that today’s hunt was quite a success.”

The grass rustled behind me as they turned around and focused their attention back on me. I heard them approaching, my heart pounded extremely loud as their footsteps in the grass were only two meters away. The Cannigals gathered around me, there was no way out and I was at their mercy.
“Quite a success indeed…” Suzanne said admiringly as she started to squeeze my butt.

I still couldn’t see her but I felt myself blushing and turning red at her touch. She didn’t settle for a short squeeze but was extensively groping my left buttock while Jenn was at the same time pinching and caressing my right buttock. “So yummy and juicy...”
While Jenn took hold of my sky blue thong’s edges and slid it down my legs to the ground I felt Suzanne’s hand gently and almost passionately stroking up and down my hips. The thong now lay on top of my skirt on the ground between my legs, and my bald pussy was exposed for all to see.
Suzanne stepped into view in front of me and I was able to see her for the first time. She was a redhead with her hair tied in a short ponytail. The bow in her hair at the front of her face was parted in the middle and hung down as she looked down at my breasts and started unbuttoning my white blouse.
If I were to judge another girl’s looks then I would have to say that all four Cannigals were pretty good looking but she was the most gorgeous of them all. Her deep blue eyes looked in delight at my bosom as she was undressing me and her hair was a beautiful cherry-red.
She took the blouse off of my body, leaving me wearing nothing but my bra and my formal black shoes. Jenn continued pinching my butt and caressing my hips while Natsumi joined in by brushing my blonde curls out of my neck so that they came to lie on my chest. Then she let her hand stroke down my neck to my shoulder and back up.

Suzanne knelt down and after untying my shoes she lifted my feet up out of them while Jenn opened the clip of my bra to reveal my big, firm breasts.

I was now completely naked, stripped of all my clothes and I felt a strange mix of emotions. The girls were cannibals so I was obviously concerned. On the other hand they were good looking, half naked cannibals who were lovingly touching and groping my body. If it hadn’t been for the confusing sense of fear I would’ve probably turned into a lesbian right there and then. They couldn’t get enough of fondling and caressing me all over and were clearly enjoying it, and I was getting wet. Perhaps it was this mix of feelings and the unique way in which I felt complimented by what they were doing that kept me from trying to escape.

Suzanne had gotten up from her knelt position and placed her hands on my boobs (one hand on each boob) and after fondling with them for a bit she bent forward and licked one of my nipples. I got wetter.
Jenn, still standing behind me squeezed one of my butt cheeks with one hand while she had reached to the front of my body with the other and softly caressed my stomach. Her face was only an inch away from my neck and I could feel her warm breath on my skin. Next to her Natsumi had knelt down and I felt one of her hands on my right hip while her tongue ran down my other butt cheek.
Suzanne had switched to my other boob; she was licking and sucking my right nipple while the red hair of her bow lay on my breasts. I took slow breaths, my heart pounded heavily, a few hair locks fell from my shoulders down behind my back and I just couldn’t help myself from moaning slightly.
I saw Angelica walking toward one of the huts, she entered it and came back out shortly afterwards carrying some wooden logs. She walked over to the table and I noticed two upright standing poles in the ground next to it. The poles were waist high and they were both shaped as a V at the top. She put the wooden logs down on the ground in between the two poles and then she got a long, iron pole from the hut.

While I wondered what she was gonna use that for Suzanne squeezed one of my tits and licked the other one. I watched Angelica place the iron pole onto each of the V’s and as I saw the horizontal pole on top of the standing poles with wood underneath it the answer came to me as if a bomb exploded in my head. They were going to roast me above an open fire!

“Okay, enough with the appetizing,” said Jenn, “I’m getting hungry.” and she patted me on the ass, ordering me to start walking in the direction of the spit roast.
Natsumi went over to Nina and as she approached her I saw Nina’s face taking on a sad expression as the reality of being on their menu had started to sink in. Her boobs heaved up and down as she started to breathe more intensely.
“It’s time baby,” I heard Natsumi say to Nina as I walked across the field, past one of the tents and some bushes, “let’s prepare you for tonight’s dinner.” She then untied the rope from around the waist of the naked girl.

“There are plenty of animals on this island,” Nina said softly, “enough to hunt for at least, so… why do you want to eat us?”
Natsumi, standing in front of her took a good, firm hold of her boobs by wrapping both her hands fully around the soft tender meat.

She smiled and answered: “Why should we eat some animal when there are hot babes like you around with big yummy tits?” Nina blushed and turned her head away.
At first I had thought that maybe these girls only did what they had to do to survive but Nina was right and made a good point because there were plenty of animals around. They didn’t have to eat us but they wanted to eat us.
“We’re going to feast sooo well on you tonight.” Natsumi said longingly as she squeezed the helpless girl’s delicious tits while leaning forward and licking her neck.
As I was being guided closer to the spit roast my eyes were fixed on the iron pole and the firewood underneath. My legs started to resist from walking toward it but Jenn had taken hold of my left upper arm and made sure I went in the direction she wanted me to.
When we reached the spit roast Jenn told me to lie down on the table that stood next to it while Angelica made room for me by moving some of the small jars and utensils to the sides of the table. What were they planning now?
A few meters away from me Natsumi guided Nina toward the cast-iron cauldron with a knife pointed at her back while tightly holding her upper arm, similar to how Jenn had escorted me to the village.
I felt a slight sting on my butt from Jenn’s knife, reminding me to do as I was told. Hesitant but not knowing what else to do I complied and climbed onto the table, lying down on my stomach with my arms beside my body.
With an uneasy curiosity I waited for what was going to happen. They were treating me like a piece of meat but they didn’t do it roughly. Their subtle and tactful way about it made them seem sophisticated instead of ruthless savages. Regardless of their appearance they were going to roast me and cook her, and then eat us both.

The term “looking good enough to eat” had gotten a whole new meaning. In fact I didn’t find it all too hard to understand that they wanted to eat Nina who undeniably did look good enough to eat. Her skin color was nicely sun tanned. Her boobs bounced up and down and her butt wiggled back and forth as she walked. She had a killer body and a beautiful face with sparkling green eyes and styled, dark brown hair.
I saw her hesitating for a moment when Natsumi ordered her to get into the cauldron but eventually she complied. Just like me she knew that there was no way out and that she had no other choice but to cooperate.

A moment later she was inside the Cannigals’ cauldron and as she stood up straight the water was at waist height, just above her bald pussy. Her hands were folded together over her belly as she blushed with a defeated look. Natsumi and Suzanne stood in front of the cauldron and looked up at their catch, admiring her and devouring her with their eyes.

She was ordered to sit down in the pot by Natsumi who was making a downwards pointing gesture with her knife, and Nina then slowly lowered herself down into the water. With her back leaning against the inside of the cauldron the water level was just above her nipples as she was sitting with her butt down on the iron bottom. Her knees stuck out above the water and the water slightly washed over her chest and collar bone. She was ready to be cooked.

As one final method of ensuring their dinner wouldn’t try to escape Natsumi reached down into the water and tied Nina’s wrists together with a piece of rope. Suzanne carried a small box of matches which I figured they had acquired from some boat or plane (possibly my plane) and while Natsumi took a step back from the cauldron Suzanne struck a match and held it close to the firewood. A small flame reflected on her face and then slowly grew bigger, accompanied by a soft crackling sound.
Angelica opened a little jar and I heard her approaching from behind. Since I was lying on my stomach I couldn’t see her behind me so I had no idea what it was that she was going to do to me. To my surprise I felt the palms of her hands softly and subtly on my lower back going in circling movements, rubbing and kneading my body and moving up to my shoulders.

Why was she giving me a massage? Then I realized that her hands were greasy and she was rubbing something onto my skin. It was butter.
She was buttering me up to be roasted similar to preparing a juicy steak. Thinking of myself as a steak proved me wrong at my assumption of being at the top of the food chain and without seeing her face I could tell that she enjoyed touching my naked body. I felt her hands move downwards along my back and then she gently started massaging both of my butt cheeks as if they were two nice, beefy buns.
“Mmm… tender.” Angelica said and before she massaged on downwards she continued working my buttocks for a little while, giving them more attention than was actually needed which made it obvious that I too was looking good enough to eat. In a weird, unexplainable way I couldn’t help but feel flattered even though things were not looking too good for me.
Locks of Angelica’s long black hair hung beside her face as she bent over me and her dark skinned boobs slightly pressed against my body for a moment. Then she said to me with a seducing voice: “Your hot body is going to be delicious…”
My heart skipped a beat at her remark. I had never gotten these kinds of compliments before, at least not with this kind of undertone. I felt butterflies in my stomach and didn’t know whether to feel complimented or frightened that I was about to become dinner.
She let her hands run smooth strokes up and down my legs in an effleurage movement and massaged in an upwards motion in the direction towards my heart. Then she worked her hands in a sweeping motion down my calves and proceeded to working my feet in squeezing, kneading movements.
She was quite skilled and it was obvious that she had done this before because she was able to rub my feet without tickling. I tried to avoid letting it show that I was enjoying it, even though it wasn’t really meant as a massage but as a dinner preparation.

She continued back upwards by covering my calves, upper legs and my butt in a second layer of butter and made sure she didn’t miss an inch of my body.

“I can’t wait to dine on your cute butt,” I heard her say as she rubbed her hands in circular motions, smearing a thick layer of butter from the back of my thighs up to my buttocks, “So wonderfully succulent and juicy.”

She rubbed and kneaded my buttocks as if they were some kind of dough, letting her fingers run over the soft flesh, squeezing it extensively by working the butter deep into my skin and giving it a shine.
I had been complimented before on having a great body but I’d never been called succulent or juicy. Nobody had ever admired me like this and even though the girls treated me in a flirty way they were really cannibals and I was on their menu tonight.

It felt surreal and a picture popped into my head of a laminated menu card with my name under the header of main course: Charlotte; blonde, roasted and succulent young girl, basted in a delightful layer of butter.
The butterflies in my belly increased and my heart started pounding even faster.
I looked at the cauldron to my right and noticed that the fire had grown larger; it had begun to surround the cast-iron pot. Nina was squirming around in the slowly bubbling water, her shoulders against the rim of the cauldron and the water gently washing over her chest, making her nipples continually disappear and reappear in the bubbles they were being cooked in.
Her arms reached down into the water where they were tied together at the wrists. Her knees poked out of the water and were slowly developing a reddish color and I saw Suzanne gently pushing them a little further down into the water to ensure they would be cooked evenly. She squirmed and moaned as her flesh was slowly being cooked and it showed that the water was getting hotter with every passing second as the bubbles grew bigger.
Natsumi had taken a bunch of carrots from one of the baskets on the ground and I watched her cut them into small, round pieces with a knife. She held them above the cauldron while doing so, letting the pieces fall into the cooking stew. Nina watched in a puzzled anticipation as the orange pieces floated around in the water beside her and Natsumi’s brown eyes went from the carrot she was cutting to Nina’s chest. Her lips curled up in a smile as her eyes ran up her neck, mouth, cheeks and ended at her eyes.
The two of them exchanged glances; the huntress looking down at her prey in full confidence, contemplating about which part of her scrumptious body to eat first and the prey looking helplessly up at the huntress knowing that she would soon be on her dinner plate.

I noticed that her leaf skirt was rather short as Natsumi bent over to pick up another carrot from the basket, providing me with a good view of her ass as she was wearing nothing underneath it. Her hair hung down beside her face and covered her boobs and as she got back up she threw her head back in an elegant motion, throwing her hair back over her shoulders. As she finished cutting up the carrots she did the same with a bunch of potatoes and onions, slicing them up and dropping them into the herbal/vegetable broth.
Suzanne took one last item from the basket, “Time for the finishing touch baby.” she said as she lay a hand on Nina’s neck by her hairline and inserted a plump, bright red apple into her mouth. She then stroked through her soon-to-be dinner’s hair and smiled at her questioning look.
Natsumi picked up the wooden spoon that stood against the side of the pot and began stirring the broth. The bubbling water splashed over Nina’s shoulders and neck while Suzanne poured a generous amount of red sauce into the water from a bottle she had opened. A fragrant smell started to rise up from the cauldron but the water hadn’t reached its boiling point yet.

Her knees still slightly poked out of the water and with an expression of sadness and defeat she helplessly looked up at the cannibal girls as they were cooking her. Her brown hair and green eyes contrasted uniquely with the red apple in her mouth.
Angelica had brushed my hair aside and massaged me from my shoulder up to my neck in a flowing, stretching motion. Then she started on my arms and continued down to the side of my stomach in circular motions, the warm touch of her palms left me mesmerized as she buttered up my body.
Just as I thought that Angelica was nearly done Jenn stepped closer to the table and took hold of my right shoulder and hip. She did not flip me over onto my back but instead made me lay on my side and folded my knees up so that I came to lie in a curled up position.
Angelica reached into the jar again and began rubbing butter on the front of my body. Starting at my feet she worked her way up my legs and reached behind my knees to rub some more butter on my calves. Then she spent some extra time at my waist, carefully kneading and rubbing the sides of my hips with her palm, coating them with a thick layer of butter. At the same time Jenn added some extra firewood underneath the spit, subtly linking the buttering of my flesh to the roasting which was going to be the next step in the process.

My heart was beating extremely loud when Angelica’s hands went from my inner thighs to my crotch. I moaned as she worked her fingers across the most intimate part of my body. Ignoring the enjoyable part of the massage for a moment I couldn’t help but picture my pussy as a filet that was about to be roasted and my nervousness grew as I felt the gentle fingers delicately rubbing the butter across my clit. Fear again consumed me, and I didn’t know why but I still did not attempt an escape.
Before long I felt her hands move away from my pussy. She dipped her fingers in the jar once more and then continued by working her palms all over my stomach and waist, effleuraging me around and across my navel and then upwards to my boobs.
“She is so soft and plump.” Angelica said to Jenn in a delightful manner while she massaged the soft flesh of my tits. It was a remark I could never have imagined anyone would ever say to me, let alone a topless girl standing next to a spit roast.
Angelica pinched my nipples and then stroked and fondled my juicy tits, and as they subtly bounced back and forth she said: “She’ll make a marvelous supper.”
Jenn smiled and nodded, and literally licked her lips upon looking down at me in delight.
After having finished smearing the butter on my breasts Angelica lightly massaged my shoulders and neck some more to finish it up and then eventually pulled her hands away from me. My entire body had been lubricated with butter (especially my ass and tits) and my skin had been given a slight shine. I knew that the next step for me was to go on the spit roast and there was no preventing it.
As I lay in my curled up position Angelica had taken my arms and stretched them out above my head. Jenn had taken the iron spit-pole from the top of the V mount and held it behind my back while Angelica tied my wrists tightly to it with a piece of rope. Next she also tied my ankles to the pole and I felt Jenn’s hand caressing my stomach and squeezing one of my boobs.
“Yummy… Dibs on these wonderful tits.” she said.
“Don’t be so selfish, you can have one of them.” Angelica replied, to which they both giggled as the rope around my ankles was being tightly fastened.

Hearing them talk about me as a piece of meat while they were giggling among each other felt estranging, like I was being put all the way down to the bottom of the food chain. Jenn struck a match and knelt down by the firewood, holding her hand in front of the tiny flame to protect it from the light evening breeze. A few seconds later the wood ignited and a small flame began to build up.
With both my ankles and my wrists tied behind my back to the spit-pole Angelica took hold of one end of it. After Jenn put the box of matches down she took the opposite end, and working together they lifted me up off the table. The girls then carried the spit (with me on it) to the two standing poles with the V mounts.
With the spit-pole tied behind my back I was facing the ground and since I had not been tied up by the waist my body was hanging in an arch. My arms were stretched out beside my head, the rope keeping my wrists tightly secured. As I was dangling my tits hung downward pointing to the ground and my hair hung down beside my face, except for a few locks that still lay on my back. Reaching the two poles they placed the spit roast on top of the V mount, positioning me over the fire.
Time seemed to stand still for a few seconds as the fact that I was above an open fire was sinking in. I felt the gentle warmth on my skin and heard the flame crackling underneath me. At first it was small but it quickly grew larger and I knew that it was going to get hotter but there was no way out now.
I heard myself whimpering and pleading: “Please… let me go… don’t do this…”
Jenn gave me the same hungry look she’d given me earlier when she told me that I was a too delicious opportunity to let go. Her merciless look assured me that I definitely wasn’t getting out of here and as an answer to my plea she picked an apple from the basket. When looking at Nina, who was being cooked in the boiling water with an apple in her mouth it wasn’t a hard guess what she intended to do with it.
I wouldn’t have opened my mouth if it hadn’t been for Angelica who did something I did not anticipate. She was standing next to me at an angle where I couldn’t see her. My eyes widened and I let out a surprised moan as she tightly held me by the hip while inserting a carrot into my ass.
Before I was able to give it any thought Jenn inserted the apple firmly into my mouth while holding my head with one hand. It happened so quickly that I didn’t have any chance to resist. Next thing I knew my view of the village started slowly turning in a 360° angle as Jenn was rotating the pole by turning it at my wrist end.
My body continually faced the fire from different angles as I turned on the spit and I felt the flames underneath me getting higher and hotter. With my left side turned toward the fire I felt the heat brushing across my hip, arm, cheek and the side of my tit.
The blonde Cannigal looked at me with a hungry and focused dedication as I was slowly being roasted. I felt the heat arching my back, calves and ass, followed by my right side’s hip, arm, tit and cheek.
Eventually I was back in the position where I’d started; face down toward the fire with my tits hanging downwards. Jenn continued turning the spit. I was theirs and I gave in to it.
Nina was sweating; some locks of her tied up hair had come loose and hung over her forehead. Steam had begun to rise up from the cauldron and the water now had a faint reddish sauce color but wasn’t yet boiling.
Suzanne, standing behind Nina held her by the shoulder as she lustfully leaned in close and licked the girl’s neck up to her cheek. Nina’s face had a mixed expression of sadness and confusion as the Cannigal’s tongue ran over her flesh and she was being pre-tasted before dinner.
“Yummy… you’re gonna be such a tasty dish.” Suzanne said to her.
She then took out a small spoon which she used to lift some of the hot stew water out of the cauldron and turned it over above Nina’s head. The water ran down her face, into her neck and unto her chest, making her skin shimmer and glisten. Slowly the fragrant aroma that had been rising up from the cauldron started to fill the air as Nina’s body was beginning to cook. She squirmed even more than she had already been doing and I could hear her moaning out of resistance to the heat.
Suzanne picked up a pair of salt and pepper shakers that had been taken from the hut earlier. She seasoned her prey by holding the salt shaker above her shoulders and tapping it with her index finger, applying some salt on her shoulders, neck and tits. Then she did the same above her head.

At the same time Natsumi kept on stirring the broth with the big wooden spoon, giving the vegetables, sauce and spices in the stew the time they needed to work their way into Nina’s body and flavor her meat. Next Suzanne applied some pepper by tapping the pepper shaker above her dinner’s chest and head.
When looking at how much attention they were giving her head it was obvious that they intended to eat every bit of meat on her. They were going to eat all of her and I would be no different since Angelica had rubbed a generous amount of butter on my neck.
I made another turn on the spit and the fire grazed my side as I was again facing the cauldron. As I turned I saw Natsumi lifting one of Nina’s legs up out of the stew with the big spoon while Suzanne seasoned it by applying some salt and pepper from toe to thigh. The heat of the boiling water must’ve numbed her senses because she didn’t appear to be in pain, she just looked tired. I turned again and they disappeared from view.
I was turning around and around and with each rotation I felt the heat on my skin stinging sharper. At first the fire had felt like a gentle warming much like sun bathing and up until now I’d been able to resist the heat but my body’s defenses were failing. The heat started to slowly penetrate my body, giving my flesh a red appearance as I was being roasted.

As Jenn kept turning the spit-pole around and rotating me over the fire Angelica slightly leaned in closer, her left hand resting on her bent knees. She brought the index finger of her other hand up to my body and let it run over my tummy, across my navel and over one of my tits, then brought her finger up to her mouth and sucked on it.

She stood bent forward in such a way that it provided a very inviting look at her ass underneath her leaf skirt and her tits hung downward, only an inch away from my body. She was undoubtedly enjoying herself as she tasted my roasted meat.
I felt reality getting more and more distant at this strangely sexy sight and I began to lose track of how long I had been on the spit. Jenn continued turning me around and I felt the heat grazing my butt as I turned to face the sky and my hair came to hang downward. The butter on my skin was enhancing the effect of the fire as the heat was slowly engulfing me and working its way into my body. I could do nothing except for wait and just try to hold out as long as I could but I was beginning to get tired.
I could smell the fragrance of my own roasting meat and as I rotated above the hot fire I saw the shadows of the trees at the edge of the village becoming larger with each passing minute. I felt extremely hot but surprisingly I wasn’t in total pain, I was just getting more tired.

I felt a soft stroke moving from my feet to my calves and then to my ass and up my back. I was facing the fire with my tits hanging downward and as I wondered what it was I moaned tiredly and tried to look backwards. Angelica was standing next to me but I couldn’t get a good look at what she was doing, and then I rotated as Jenn turned the handle of the spit and the side of my body came to face the fire.
The rotation continued and as I got to face the sky with the flames sharply stinging my back I felt another stroke going downward from my shoulder to my waist. This was when I saw that Angelica was working with a pastry brush. She dipped it into a small pan after which she stroked it across my body.

Realizing that I was being coated with steak sauce I pictured the last line on the menu would read: Presented with an apple and garnished in an exquisite steak sauce.
I couldn’t be sure of the exact time but I guessed about half an hour had passed when I noticed Angelica picking up a skewer. The fire was flaring high underneath me and the heat was dulling my thoughts and numbing my senses. Jenn kept on turning the pole at my wrist end, rotating my roasting body with a satisfied smile that suggested she had done this many times before. I felt the heat fiercely roasting my tits each time I faced the fire and since my body hung in an arch they nearly touched the flames as they hung downward.
The heat caressed my neck and face, grazed my waist and crept up my stretched arms. Then there was a burning sensation moving through my legs, hips and pussy. Every time I rotated I saw my surroundings turning at a slow 360° spin and felt the heat moving from the front to the back of my body.
Jenn watched hungrily as Angelica carefully stuck the skewer into one of my butt cheeks. I hardly felt any pain as it easily stuck into the soft roasted meat. She smiled, enjoying the aroma of my slowly steaming, roasted body and said: “We can take her down soon.”

My eyelids were becoming heavier and I had to flicker my eyes to keep them open. With each rotation I was more and more roasted. A drop of sweat rolled down from my forehead to my cheek, passing the apple in my mouth and dripping down to the ground. I felt the flames flaring at my buttocks and the reddish, seared appearance of my flesh was slowly changing into a golden brown.
My thoughts were moving slow and the only thing I could think about was: “we can take her down soon” which echoed through my mind. It wouldn’t take much longer until I was ready to be served and eaten by my captors.
As Angelica took the skewer from my butt and stuck it into my hip I glanced over at Nina and the other two Cannigals. The water was now heavily bubbling and the flames were surrounding the cauldron, sealing Nina in. She was no longer squirming but had passed out in the boiling water with her knees and a small part of her upper legs poking out just above the water level. Her closed eyes faced the sky and some loose locks of her hair lay across her face and down her temple.
Natsumi stood by the table. She had tied her long, dark hair into a ponytail and was putting a big, shiny silver platter down next to the other utensils. It was a presenting platter with hinges on both sides and the setting sun was shining into its reflective, sparkling surface.
What struck me most about it was its size. I had seen turkeys being presented on similar platters in fancy restaurants but this one was almost four times that size and took up most of the table. On top of that the entire platter was covered with green lettuce and Natsumi was busy decorating it with tomatoes, fruit and salad oil.
As I saw Suzanne sticking a fork into Nina’s tits I realized that the platter was going to be used to serve both of us at the same time as it was big enough for the two of us together.
Main course served alongside tender brunette cooked to perfection and coated in a wonderful red sauce. Both served on top of a nice, fresh lettuce.
Once more I felt the brush working its way over my body from chest to waist as I was being garnished with another layer of warm red steak sauce.
As I made another turn on the spit my vision became blurry and I was no longer able to keep my eyes open. My view of the village slowly faded to black but I was still faintly aware of a slight tingle on my body as the salt shaker was being tapped above my buttocks. Then I felt it on my tits and tummy which meant I had rotated again.
While the Cannigals were finishing their dinner preparations, soon to be feasting on their catch my vision had become a blurry black as I was in a half awake/half unconscious state of mind. Everything that followed seemed like a vivid dream: I felt everything happening and going on around me but I wasn’t really awake.
The sound of the crackling roasting fire had ceased as it had been extinguished and I was faintly aware that the spit-pole with me still on it was being lifted off the V mount and taken away from the fire.
Angelica and Jenn each held one end of the pole at shoulder height and carried me to the table. Dangling underneath it my boobs wiggled back and forth and my blonde curls gently waved in the evening breeze as they hung down beside my face. Steam rose up from my roasted body and drops of the red sauce I had been coated with dripped down from my tummy.
Not far away from me Natsumi and Suzanne approached the table from the opposite side, both of them carrying the cooked body of Nina. They had put the stewardess down on a big wooden board after getting her out of the cauldron and each carried one end of it.
They put us down next to each other on top of the silver platter and I felt the fresh lettuce, which was wet with salad oil against my body. I was vaguely aware that the ropes around my wrists and ankles were being untied and that the pole was being removed.
I lay butt naked on the platter surrounded by berries, cherries, grapes and tomato slices, and I realized that this was it – they were going to eat me!
The sun had set, leaving a dark and star filled sky above us. The village was totally silent except for a few crickets and the occasional hoot of an owl. In order to get some light and warmth the Cannigals had made a small campfire a few meters from the table. The flickering flame illuminated the village and provided an atmospheric crackling sound.

The girls each took a seat at the table, I could hear the rustling of the chairs in the grass and the four of them talking and giggling to each other while they picked up their forks and knives. The sound was too distant for me to make out what they were saying but it sounded like random girl talk which made it appear like they were going about their usual daily business. This made the vivid dream seem even more surreal but I knew full well that this was the end of me; nobody was going to come and help me now.
The chairs were positioned as two on either side of the table. With both Nina and me on top of the platter we were lying next to each other with two chairs on the ground next to each of us. This meant that two of the girls were going to be feasting on me and two on the opposite side feasting on Nina, so the meal had been equally divided. Jenn (the blonde girl) and Suzanne (the redhead) were the ones who came to sit by me.
The way they had put me on the table was with my stomach down on the platter. My hips and butt were lifted up and were pointing upwards into the air (the carrot sticking out of my butt coloring nicely to the green lettuce). My knees and lower legs as well as my breasts rested on the lettuce and my arms lay beside my body with the palms of my hands close to my feet. My hair lay curled around my head and shoulders, and the bright red apple was still firmly in my mouth.
Nina, lying next to me was presented in the exact same position, only facing the opposite direction and we made for quite a display. Our captors would delight in eating our tender meat, nicely flavored from the herbs and vegetables and coated by tasty sauce.
There was a sting at my hip followed by a cut from hip to thigh. The forks and knives looked like ordinary kitchen cutlery but they’d probably been sharpened. My body had become easy to cut into due to being so perfectly roasted but it didn’t hurt because my senses were numb. I did feel a short, painless wave of heat washing through my hip area as Jenn was cutting.
A warm liquid substance was being poured on my lower back and it softly sizzled upon contact with my body. It felt a bit cool on my hot, roasted flesh and I could feel it slip down to my shoulder blades. I figured the substance could only be sauce meant as the finishing touch to flavoring a steak. And I was the steak.

While I felt a piece of meat being cut from my hip and off of my body by Jenn, Suzanne took a salt shaker and applied some on my back and the side of my tummy. Then she started cutting at that area while the sauce slowly dripped down my hips and side.
Next to me Nina’s body silently rocked back and forth as Angelica and Natsumi were eating her. Same as with me a generous amount of red sauce had been poured onto her as well, giving her cooked, steaming body a reddish topping. Her ponytail was loose and her hair lay scattered on the plate. She was breathing softly and let out an occasional moan. Like me she was only half awake but she could feel and hear what was happening to her. All the while the Cannigals’ girl talk and giggling continued.
Another quick wave of heat went through my upper leg, followed by two more through my thigh and ass. It was painless again and in fact I felt even less than before. Suzanne was cutting off a slice of meat from my hip while Jenn had stuck her fork into the soft meat of my left butt cheek for a juicy slice of rump roast.
“Mmm… so soft and succulent,” Suzanne said as she enjoyed the taste of me, “she is delicious.” She licked her lips and smiled in satisfaction.

“Like there was ever any doubt about this beauty.” Jenn answered as she ate my juicy ass meat with a playful twinkle in her green eyes.
The flame from the campfire crackled while the girls feasted on my body. They kept cutting more meat off of my legs, arms, thighs, hips, tummy and buttocks. They also ate the carrot and some of the fruits from the platter, making for some healthy variance between meat, fruit and vegetables. Then they turned me over on my back.
The fact that I encountered one of the girls when wandering into the jungle had been the worst kind of bad luck. Perhaps if I had walked in another direction I could’ve been able to stay out of their hands. Then again the girls had been out hunting so they probably would’ve caught me sooner or later anyway. Still I wondered how things would’ve turned out if Jenn hadn’t caught me when she did. What if I had been able to get back to the plane? What if I had managed to reach the rest of the survivors? I would never find out. Jenn and Suzanne were beginning to devour the front of my body.
Laying flat on my back the lettuce felt fresh and cool against my butt. Parts of my legs and my entire breasts were covered in salad oil. They had brushed my hair aside so that my face and neck were exposed. My head lay on its side with my cheek (and also the apple) resting on the lettuce and my eyes were closed. A soft breeze blew through Suzanne’s red ponytail as she again poured some sauce on me just below my breasts, the flames that reflected on her body made for long stretched shadows on the grass.

Next to me Nina had also been turned on her back but she was lying with her feet next to my head and her head next to my feet.
Natsumi had put down her knife and fork. She had lifted up one of Nina’s legs, holding it by the ankle with one hand and by the back of the knee with her other hand. She then took a bite out of her calf, savoring the taste of the cooked girl as she closed her eyes and chewed the tender, delicate meat.

“This is the yummiest stewardess I’ve ever had.” She said. Her boobs nearly touched the table as they hung down and her long hair that she’d tied into a tail lay across her chest.
“…Just as fiery and spicy as she looks.” Angelica chipped in by way of compliance.

She brushed away some of the long, curly black locks from in front of her face. Then with all her hair falling down her shoulders she let her tongue run across Nina’s tummy and licked her body from her cute navel up to her boobs, enjoying the taste of cooked babe.
After applying some more salt on me Jenn stuck her fork and knife into the side of my upper leg while Suzanne followed Natsumi’s lead by bending forward and sinking her teeth into the soft meat of my stomach. As she enjoyed the succulent flesh just below my ribs there was the faint sound of a juicy squirt and my tits and tummy rocked back and forth as she took a bite from my body.
When thinking about it they had been somewhat civilized during this entire thing but now they started to show their savage side. The lust I had seen in their eyes all evening was at its peak and it was clear that I tasted good. Amazingly my heart was still beating and my chest was still slowly moving up and down.
Jenn took hold of my leg and lifted it up so that it pointed upward into the air. While holding it at the back of the knee and at my upper leg she brought her face closer and then bit into the soft meat of my thigh just below my ass. I felt some juices that had been sealed in by the roasting running down my thigh.
Next to me Natsumi and Angelica had repositioned Nina’s body so that she lay a bit more diagonally across the platter with her feet close to the edge. Next they spread her legs and then Angelica went to sit with her knees on top of the bench so that she was able to lean in over the table, her boney necklace dangling and the leaves of her skirt rustling.
Sticking her head in between Nina’s legs she went for the jackpot, demonstrating a very literal meaning to the term pussy eating as she sank her teeth into the girl’s most private part.
While Angelica was busy eating the girl’s pussy meat Natsumi stuck her fork deep into one of her tits. Nina had the kind of tits that were big even when lying down and they resembled a pair of firm mountains… with remarkably hard nipples.
Sinking her knife into one of the tasty, steaming tits Natsumi sliced it off, brought it up to her mouth and took a bite from it. Licking her lips in delight she ate the tasty mountain and some juices squirted out, sizzling audibly upon falling down on Nina’s skin.
Suzanne was still bent forward eating the warm flesh of my stomach with some of her red hair resting on my body when Jenn lowered my leg, wiped some of the roasting juice from her lips and said: “Help me turn her over? I want another piece of that amazing rump.”
Suzanne nodded and took hold of me by the shoulder while Jenn took me by the hip and together they rolled me over on my stomach.
“Her ass is definitely her best part.” Jenn said as she leaned forward and licked my buttocks. I felt like a mouse being played with by a cat and being pre-tasted prior to being eaten as her tongue slid across my ass from cheek to cheek.
At first she slowly savored the taste of my juicy, succulent rump by licking it and then she took a huge bite from my left butt cheek while Suzanne stood up and leaned over my body to start eating my right butt cheek. After that they occasionally switched between eating my ass, thighs and upper legs. My body kept shaking back and forth, my hair waved up and down and the sauce dripped down the side of my tummy as they held and ate me.
In the distance mine and Nina’s clothes lay heaped up in a pile as a silent reminder that we were both butt naked, and by the look on the girls’ faces as they were eating our naked bodies we were also quite delicious.
Nina’s head lay face upwards with her closed eyes facing the sky. Her body was slightly shaken around as Angelica took another bite of her clit, and her head tilted to the side so that she came to lay with her cheek on the lettuce. She was no longer breathing and some locks of her brown hair lay in front of her eyes.
Natsumi went to sit at the edge of the wooden bench, positioning herself right next to Nina’s head whose face lay turned away from her. After brushing her hair away from her neck Natsumi seasoned her food’s chest and shoulders with some salt and then she leaned in close to take a bite.
She supported Nina’s head by holding it with one hand while she ate her neck and the area around her collar bone. The steaming upper body shook as the Asian Cannigal bit into her body and chewed the meat. After that she moved upwards to nibble on an ear and she closed her full lips around the earlobe.
Sitting on the bench’s edge Natsumi had left enough room for Angelica to sit next to Nina’s chest. Holding her loosely by the wrist the Afro-American Cannigal had been eating the girl’s palm, but then she bent forward and started devouring her soft and tender belly.
All the while there was a continuous sound of juicy squirting, smacking and chewing as the pretty stewardess was being eaten.
Having enjoyed my buttocks, as well as my thighs and legs in a very literal way Jenn and Suzanne turned me over on my back again. With the front of my body exposed to them once more I could hear Suzanne say with a longing voice: “It’s about time I tried my hands on these exquisite tits.”
I could almost see the playful twinkle in Jenn’s eyes as she answered: “I had to contain myself back in the jungle when I caught her,” then, glancing at Suzanne she grinned and added: “I wanted to jump this babe there and then, and eat her raw.”
Upon hearing this, my heart started to pound as loud as it still could. An image popped into my mind of a lusty Jenn who couldn’t contain herself when seeing me lying on the ground in the jungle after I had tripped over the rope. She jumped on me, pinning me to the ground by my arms and bit into one of my boobs.
“Don’t worry, I won’t be greedy. I’ll leave one for you.” She said and winked as an owl hooted and the campfire crackled. Suzanne smiled and answered: “You’d better.” and she stroked through her red hair, parting the bow at her forehead and finger combing it backwards as the two of them switched places on the bench.
Jenn leaned over my body; she was supporting her weight with one hand on the table as I felt her mouth closing around my right nipple. She briefly licked my tastily roasted breast and then slowly sank her teeth into it at which the salad oil started dripping down from it.
I heard a faint smacking sound as they enjoyed their prime Charlotte meat but felt nothing except for a surreal complimentary feeling as this was the most unique way imaginable of being the center of attention.
She looked up and while chewing she said: “Mmm… they taste just as peachy and succulent as they look.” and then lowered her head and continued eating me. I was still breathing but my chest moved up and down at a bit slower pace than before.
The evening breeze had become a bit chilly but the campfire provided sufficient warmth out in the open air. There was still enough light at the dinner table but the village had grown dark and it was difficult to make out the tree line in the distant blackness. The only audible sounds were provided by crickets and if you listened closely you could hear the flowing water from the stream and the faint rustling of leaves.
I hadn’t been able to make out what the girl talk had been about exactly but I did understand that it was mainly about me and how delicious I tasted. Having become dinner had given me a constant feeling of nervousness but at the same time it felt in a strange way complimentary. This entire event came across to me as if it was normal for the girls, they didn’t seem to care that they were basically committing murder and probably just saw life as “eat or be eaten”. How long had they been living here? There was no way they could be natives judging by their varying nationalities so I guessed the island to be uninhabited originally.
The Cannigals had talked about mine and Nina’s bodies in such a way that it almost made them seem like lesbians. Their sexual preference was unclear to me but whatever it was they definitely loved eating girl meat. What were their plans for any of the guys when they’d go hunting for the rest of the survivors from the plane? Perhaps they’d only intend to capture the girls because girls just tasted better?
Suzanne leaned in close to my head, her sparkling blue eyes next to my face, her hand gently in my hair and her warm breath on my cheek. I then felt her wet tongue caressing my cheek as she delightfully closed her eyes and licked me, the bow in her red hair softly touching my chest. She smiled at the delicious taste and then I felt one final, concluding bite at my cheek.
It felt like years ago since I last sat at my desk at the office of the data analysis department. When I boarded the plane in the land down under I never even thought of the possibility that I would never reach North America. I had been lucky enough to survive a fall from a crashing airplane but of all the places where it could’ve happened it was above an island inhabited by a small cannibal tribe. I had always wanted to go out adventuring in the tropics but this had been a bit on the extreme side.
Still there was something sexy about having been served as dinner to four beautiful, half naked girls and about having been the center of attention in the ultimate form of submission. Maybe I should’ve considered a career change to become a Cannigal?

The girl emerged from the waves with the sun shining into the sparkling ocean behind her. The horizon was clear and cloudless as she came walking through the water and onto the beach as a present-day Ursula Andress, wearing a dark blue bikini and stroking her hands through her wet, dark brown hair. Drops of water dripped down from her body and she almost seemed to move in slow motion as her breasts and hips wiggled back and forth at the pace of her steps. Feeling the white sand underneath her feet she closed her crystal-like blue eyes and smelled the fresh air, taking in the location she was setting foot on.
A small yacht floated in the water behind her. I had seen her diving down from it and had watched her as she’d spent about fifteen minutes swimming in the South Pacific waves. She was insanely beautiful and I hadn’t been able to keep my eyes off her gorgeous body the entire time from when she was in the water until the moment she walked onto the island.
Next to me Jenn grinned at this amazing sight and the expression on her face seemed to say: “Mmm… pre-peeled food.”

We were at the tree line where the jungle bordered the beach and were hiding behind some bushes in the grass. The trees provided enough shadow to prevent the girl from spotting us as we were watching and observing her. On the other side next to me Natsumi and Angelica’s gazes were also fixed at her, and the wheels and cogs turning in their minds were almost visible as they were thinking of ways of how to capture her. My name is Suzanne and I’m sure of one thing: this sexy babe would be on the menu tonight.
Chapter 3 - Primal Morality
I had never before wanted to eat someone as much as I wanted to eat her. I’d seen plenty of hot girls and had feasted on many but this one was different. Finding beautiful women to eat on an island was difficult to begin with but since it was no longer the summer holiday season there were even less travelers than usual so we were having a food shortage problem.
Our last big supply of food had been a few months ago when an airplane crashed in the jungle to the north. Its passengers had been some of the last holidaymakers and tourists for this summer and hunting them down had not proven to be difficult. Most of them ran into the traps we had set up all over the island and the rest was easily overpowered as well. There had been quite a few tasty treats among them; cute girls in short vacation outfits with very yummy legs, sexy business women dressed in tight suits with lovely big boobs, and of course every flight has its nice share of stewardesses. We had eaten them all.

The guys among the passengers had also tasted good: I could occasionally enjoy a roasted dick on a stick but girl meat is much tastier. However, sooner or later the “supply” runs out. The girls and I had been on a diet of the few animals that lived here ever since, but apart from owls and fish there wasn’t much choice for a nice evening dinner. Ransacking the crashed plane had provided us with some canned fruits and a few standard airplane food packages of which the contents all tasted like plastic.
We’d had food shortage problems before which are obviously quite unavoidable when living on an island, but it had never been as bad before and if this kept up then sooner or later there would come a day that we wouldn’t be able to find food at all anymore. Moving away from here wasn’t an option and what was worse was the fact that there was always the possibility that our hunger could one day turn us against each other. Jenn, Natsumi and Angelica all shared my love of girl meat and so containing ourselves was difficult at times. I had always been proud of having a good body but there were times that I got the feeling the others were looking at me and thinking the same thing.
All four of us were craving for meat so obviously we were observing and admiring the beautiful bikini girl as if hypnotized and we weren’t far from drooling. She was a delicious meal that we hadn’t had in a while and she’d come here at just the right time.
“We are so lucky…” Natsumi whispered next to me. She had placed her hands on the tree trunk that we were hiding behind as she looked past the bushes.

The girl walked across the beach and was only about twenty meters away from us. I carefully held down a few leaves of the bush in front of me so I could see her better and then I watched her sitting down. She leaned backwards with two supporting hands in the sand, enjoying the sun as her long hair waved in a soft breeze.
The white yacht looked like the expensive and luxurious kind with cocktails standing on the sides of its on-board swimming pool. It was two stories high and on top of the upper deck there were even a few antennas and a small receiver satellite. It probably contained some food that she’d brought with her as well. She was undoubtedly rich and I couldn’t see anybody else on board or in the water, so she was here alone.
That was when it occurred to me that I knew who this girl was. Scavenging was the way to survive out here, and we always searched whatever type of transport came to the island for useful items. When looting the crashed plane a few months ago we found various things like food, cooking utensils, blankets and also some books and magazines in a backpack. One of the gossip magazines contained an interview with a young and talented rising pop star that had recently scored a good number one hit. Her newly released first album had sold pretty well and stood high in the popularity charts so she was probably here on vacation, spending her money and perhaps wanting to get away from the glitter and glamour for a little while.

According to the magazine the first impressions throughout show business had been that she’d be just another one-hit-wonder but my first impression was that she looked like a great meal… and now I was looking at her. She was the kind of girl who people turned their heads for on the street, and one which we could only hope to get our hands on out here. I remembered her name was Cheryl, which was the only name she used as her artist name. We’d read the interview together and we all figured out at the same time that it was her we were looking at. It was unbelievable but true and it was Jenn who then loudly blurted out without thinking: “Is she that girl Cheryl?!”

Leaf patterned shadows were everywhere around us and the temperature was high. Holding a finger to our mouths Natsumi, Angelica and I shushed her, hoping she hadn’t given away our presence. Thankfully Cheryl hadn’t noticed us as she closed her eyes and leaned backwards, lying down on the beach and enjoying the early noon sun.
Angelica let out a short, relieved sigh and her hair sparkled in a beam of sunlight that was shining down through the trees above us. She then whispered: “Okay girls, how do we go about this? What’s our plan for capturing this babe?”
Neither of us was officially an appointed leader and there was nobody who was really in charge. We were all decision makers and if any one of us came up with a good idea then it was simply agreed upon and carried out. There might not have been structure or hierarchy in the team but it worked.

We’d been admiring her long enough and it was time to take action. We needed to come up with a strategy on how to capture her and get her back to the village and this was the moment when I started to think ahead.

All four of us were hungry and eating the sexy pop star would only keep us satisfied for a few more days at most. Of course her yacht should contain some more food but it would probably take a while until more people came to the island so the food shortage problem wasn’t solved and I wasn’t looking forward to continue eating tasteless berries. On top of that I had seen the way the others had been glancing at me over the past few days. If the food shortage kept on then it might be just a matter of time before the three of them decided to use me for dealing with their craving for meat. Maybe I was just being paranoid but if not then I couldn’t just sit around and wait for them to turn against me. I needed to be proactive.
“How about we split up?” I said, “We can lure her into the jungle and drive her to a cage trap if we work together.”
I hoped they wouldn’t hear in the tone of my voice that I secretly had something else in mind. We usually either worked in teams of two or we split up entirely to cover more ground. I had to get us to split up. Although we had set up several cages throughout the jungle we hadn’t used them in a while since they were the most difficult means of capturing prey compared to other traps but the most southern cage was the closest trap to our current location, making it the best option for my plan.

“Suzanne is right,” Natsumi said as she fell for it, “there’s a cage pretty close by but we need to split up. It looks like she’s alone but we can’t be sure so simply running up to her here on the beach isn’t a good idea.”

“Besides,” Jenn added, “where’s the fun in that? I’m in for a hunt!” She grinned as she spoke her mind and raised her hand, making it into a fist.

“Alright, we’ll do it like this.” brushing a curl away from her eyes Angelica laid out a simple but efficient plan and a course of action. “One of us will drive her toward the tall trees in the jungle to the west,” she gestured with her hands to indicate directions, “and then we trap her there in one of the cages.”
“Yes, sounds good,” Natsumi turned to Jenn, “and if you can drive her there, then I will wait for you and spring the trap when she approaches.”

The sorts of traps we had created varied from pitfalls, to simple wires in between trees, to ropes that lift a person up into the air when stepped in, leaving them dangling until we reached them. The cages were meant for trapping someone walking under them and they were fairly effective but getting our prey to go in the right direction was the difficult part. We needed to drive them to where we desired to make sure they would walk into the trap.
Angelica nodded as I said to her: “Just as backup you should go to the north of the tall trees and wait at that rope trap back there.”
Having someone standing by at the nearest trap was essential in case a prey managed to slip past us but after capturing someone there was usually only little resistance from them. Of course we had our means of overpowering the few that attempt an escape or put up a fight but most were too surprised or confused because they do not take the fate that we have in store for them very serious at first.

“Like this we’ll have all sides covered,” and then I lied: “I will make preparations in the village and meet you guys back there.”
I turned to look back at the beach as Cheryl lifted her knee and folded one of her legs up as she lay in the sand. Her boobs were big and firm and her petite belly slowly moved as she breathed, completely unaware that she was being watched. We were scheming to capture and eat her while she was relaxing.
“Looks like we have a plan,” Natsumi looked at us one by one, “it’s time for action, so let’s not torture ourselves by just staring at her.”
We parted ways and the hunt began. Natsumi ran off in the direction of the closest cage trap, leaves blew up and bushes rustled as she silently passed by. Her work at her standby position was going to be essential. Angelica also disappeared in the dark green of the jungle as she headed for the rope trap. There were many unforeseeable factors that we could not plan towards so it would be up to her if Natsumi made a mistake or if anything else went wrong. Jenn stayed behind at the hiding place behind the bushes and would be responsible for getting Cheryl to the cage. She would need to lure her into the jungle and then start chasing her, driving her in the desired direction without being seen. This was the most difficult part of the process and she was best at it.
I had started making my way back to the village as agreed but as soon as everybody was out of sight I deviated from my path and started making my way in the opposite direction.
If I was going to be proactive then I needed to take action and now was the time. The way they had been looking at me made it pretty clear that they wanted to serve me up as their next meal if the food shortage kept on (and maybe they’d even do it without any food shortage). First the attention would be on Cheryl and then it could be back on me and the only way to prevent it was to go solo. Instead of waiting for them to make a move against me I just needed to be first. Sure it meant looking for trouble but it was better than the alternative and if I could manage to capture Cheryl on my own then I could hunt down Jenn, Natsumi and Angelica later. I just had to be very careful and await the right opportunity.
I hurried through the jungle, pushing aside vines and jumping over fallen tree trunks and scrubs. I was at the disadvantage of having to take the long way to the cage and I probably wouldn’t make it there before Natsumi so I needed to be extra cautious. I only had one chance to make my move and if she spotted me too soon it would be all over.
Whether they’d been plotting against me or not, whether I was being paranoid or not, I obviously couldn’t deny that I’d needed to contain myself as well around them. All three of them were good looking and had sexy and desirable bodies. If I could capture them I’d be in for some great meals.
I pushed a tree branch out of the way and panted heavily. My heart pounded like crazy which wasn’t because I was in a hurry but because of the thought of the inevitable consequences to my decision. They would eventually find out that I turned against them and there was no stopping that but it was going to be imperative for me to make sure they would find out later instead of sooner.
The wooden cage hung high in the trees and out of any by passer’s view. When I approached it Natsumi was standing out of sight near a tree, hiding for when Cheryl passed through there and was waiting for the right opportunity to spring the trap. One end of the rope held the cage up in the air, carrying its weight. The other end was tied to the tree Natsumi stood next to and cutting it loose would make the cage come falling down and trapping the by passer so her timing had to be perfect. I knelt down behind some dense bushes and kept my eyes on her to make sure she didn’t see or hear me. Since she arrived here earlier than me there was nothing left for me to do but watch and wait for the right moment.
She stood well hidden behind a tree trunk, covered in shadow, not making a noise or moving an inch and patiently waited for her prey. She was holding something that we had concealed at every single trap location: a blowpipe. We had easily constructed this primitive weapon from a piece of bamboo and it was about forty centimeters in length. We did not create it to contain a mouthpiece but just wrapped our lips around the tube when using it. For ammo we used mild tranquilizer darts which we had acquired from a veterinary’s case found in the cargo hold of a crashed plane. They had proven to be an excellent addition to our hunts since the mild sedative drug inside paralyzes its target, putting them into a deep sleep. We had tested the effect and found it to be most effective on animals (which is what they were meant for), whereas to humans the effect was a bit less severe but was still capable of putting them to sleep for an average of about two hours.
It was totally silent in the jungle as we both waited for Jenn to drive the prey in our direction. Natsumi’s hand rested on the grip of the small knife that stuck out of the pouch on her belt while she held the blowpipe in her other hand. She was fully concentrated and her eyes were fixed on the trees and bushes in the southern direction. She kept so quiet that I hardly saw her chest moving as she was silently breathing through her nose.
I needed to take swift action at the correct moment and there was no room for error. I kept watching Natsumi and the jungle, making sure not to miss anything and carefully shifted my sandals in the grass to get a better look at my surroundings. My necklace hung down and slightly blew in the soft breeze. All four of us were wearing a similar one and they were comprised of small human bones, finger bones mostly, which we’d created for two reasons. The first was to show that we’re cannibals and to strike fear into our prey, which worked since it both fascinated and scared them at the same time. The second was that they served as trophies for the day we’d fought, defeated and eaten our nemesis: the leader of another group of cannibals on the island, whose bones the necklaces were made from.
We had needed to use the blowpipes several times when our prey managed to outrun a trap or succeeded in escaping from the village. It only took a few seconds for the sedative to do its trick but to be sure we always fired two darts. Dragging a sleeping person back to the village makes things a lot easier and at the moment they woke up we were usually already cooking or roasting them. I preferred my prey to be alive when preparing them for dinner. Enjoying their reactions as they realized they’re at my mercy was part of the excitement.
Guys hardly ever resisted or put up a fight; they clearly never minded us touching and undressing them and probably believed to be in some kind of kinky role-play game until the very end. My sexual preference was for both men and women but in terms of food girls were by far my favorite. There’s nothing tastier than a woman’s tight ass or a pair of juicy tits, and brunette was my favorite flavor. Girls are often a little shy when realizing our intentions but are usually still unable to hide the fact that they are also enticed by the attention we give them. Obviously they all get scared to a certain point but from their expressions I could always tell that most had mixed feelings about it. No matter how sexy it might be though, the most important thing was of course to have a bite to eat.

A few meters away from me on my left I heard twigs breaking and scrubs rustling. Someone was approaching. Natsumi’s senses heightened and I saw her grip on the knife tightening. I started to get nervous as I prepared myself. I wasn’t in possession of a blowpipe and the only weapon I had on me was a small knife but with a little bit of luck I wouldn’t need to use it.

Cheryl emerged from the jungle. She stepped into view from behind some trees and pushed a low hanging branch out of her way. Still wearing only her bikini the sun illuminated her body, shining down through the leaves as she came walking toward us. There was something strange about her that immediately caught my attention: she was not running.
As she walked through the grass she carefully turned her head and looked backwards, taking cautious steps while keeping an eye on the area behind her. Had Jenn lost her? She was supposed to chase her all the way here to make sure she’d go underneath the cage. Looking at Natsumi I could see that she was also surprised. I wasn’t sure why Jenn had fallen behind but the important thing was that Cheryl was alone. This changed things for the better and made it much easier for me to carry out my plan.
Natsumi impatiently rolled her eyes as Cheryl stopped and turned around, looking back at the direction she came from to see if she had indeed lost her pursuer. Looking at her delicious buttocks my urge of wanting to eat her grew stronger. Her body was irresistibly scrumptious and the fact that she wore nothing but a bikini only tested my patience even more. Her calves looked sweet and tender, her long legs and hips almost seemed to ask to be bitten into. Her hair, still wet and shimmering in the sunlight fell down to beneath her shoulder blades and then she turned back around.
Again Natsumi’s grip on her knife tightened as the delicious treat continued in the direction of the cage. As she looked around and examined her surroundings I moved a bit closer behind the cover of the bush. It was never a guarantee that any trap successfully worked and it depended on many factors if our prey fell for it or not, and Cheryl managed to avoid it by deciding to take a different path through the jungle.
She didn’t pass underneath the cage but walked right past it, avoiding it by only a few meters and I could no longer see her as she walked on my right hand side which was blocked by a group of trees. Whenever a trap failed we needed to revert to more conventional methods and I could see that Natsumi was reassessing the situation. She released her grip on the knife and stepped out from behind the tree trunk.
I noticed by the increased beat of my heart that I was getting more nervous. Neither of them had seen me yet but I soon needed to make a move and by doing so I would be setting in motion events that would determine the course of my life on the island.
Cheryl’s back was turned to Natsumi as she reached into her pouch and took out a tranquilizer dart. She inserted it into the front end of the blowpipe and then brought the other end up to her lips. Holding the pipe with both hands she then quickly shot the dart before her target would get too far away.
I couldn’t see Cheryl anymore but I did hear a short, surprised reaction. Natsumi reached into her pouch again and as usual she immediately fired off a second dart at the girl. I then heard a faint moan from the direction to my right, followed by a soft thud as she collapsed in the grass. The sedative had worked extremely well since she hadn’t even gotten the chance to turn around and see her attacker. Natsumi had been on her guard the entire time but she then lowered her blowpipe, confident that her prey was neutralized.

In my knelt position behind the bush I carefully took hold of a branch and looked at her as she walked towards the unconscious girl. Then I looked up at the cage in the trees.
This was the point of no return. If I was going to take the pre-emptive route it would mean making permanent enemies with my colleague Cannigals. I would have no choice but to hide and there would be no turning back. They would stop at nothing to hunt me down and if they’d get me they would definitely eat me.
I went for broke and rushed over to the tree that Natsumi had been standing behind. Twigs broke loudly and leaves blew up from the ground by my hasty movement as I ran as hard as I could. I only had one chance with the element of surprise at my side and I’d be done for if I tripped over anything. She was startled by the sudden and unexpected movement and her long, brown hair flew through the air as she turned her head and looked back at me.
As I rushed past her she questioningly shouted my name when there were only a few meters distance between us. Approaching the tree I pulled the knife from my pouch and rushed around to its back to look for the rope that held the cage up in the air. Upon spotting the thick, brown rope I raised my arm and swung the knife downwards, cutting it loose at the knot.

“What are you…?!”
There was a loud snap as the rope broke and was forcefully pulled upward into the air where it disappeared among the leaves. What followed was a cracking sound high above us in the trees which then grew louder. Branches broke and leaves swirled down from above as the cage came crashing down to the ground.
I took a step back and watched as Natsumi looked up in shock. She didn’t have the time to get away and she quickly raised her arms above her head. In the fraction of two short seconds the cage hit the ground with a smack, and splinters from the wood flew all around while leaves and dust were blown up at impact.
When the dust cleared Natsumi realized what happened. The wooden logs from which the cage had been constructed seemed to form prison bars that encaged her within its four square meters. She looked at me with a mixed expression of disbelief and anger and grabbed hold of the bars as she exclaimed: “What the hell are you doing?! You’re supposed to be in the village!”
She was still in possession of the blowpipe which could have been a problem. I was pretty sure I would’ve been able to dodge it if she’d fired a dart at me but I knew she only had two of them and she had used them both so I was in luck. As I walked past the cage I talked calmly and came right to the point: “I’m through having to share. This sexy babe is mine.”
As she saw me going toward Cheryl’s unconscious body she realized I wasn’t kidding. Sticking an arm through the bars she pointed at me and said; “This is not a smart move Suzanne. Don’t do anything you might regret later.” but I ignored her as I looked down at the girl on the ground. One arm lay neatly beside her body while the other was stretched out to the side. One of her legs lay straight and one was slightly folded over the other. She lay face down, her hair covered her neck and upper back and a tranquilizer dart stuck out of her lower back. Another one stuck out from in between her shoulder blades just above the strap of her bikini. I knelt down, removed the darts and dropped them on the ground.
We usually transport our captured prey by tying them up and working together to carry them, which was the safest and easiest way. To take her with me into hiding I was gonna have to improvise because I was alone and didn’t have a pole or any kind of wooden board to help me carry her. Another difficulty was the question of where I’d bring her. I had to get her someplace safe where the others wouldn’t find me and I could do whatever I wanted to her undisturbed. The best place would’ve been the eastern shore of the island in the dense jungle by the beach, but although this was a safe place it lacked the necessary utensils, ingredients and equipment to prepare her for dinner. Seen as though I couldn’t go back to the village I figured I needed to go to a location where some of the needed items were stored, so the best choice was the hill on the north side of the island.
There was a passage at the foot of the hill that led into a cave. We hardly ever used this location because of how remote it was and it wouldn’t be the first place where the others would look for me. I could hide there but I’d need to carry Cheryl all the way which was going to take a little while so there was no time to waste.
“It doesn’t need to be this way. We can still say that we captured her together, just don’t leave me here.”
Natsumi tried an effort to persuade me and I knew just as well as she did that this was bullshit. The moment I cut that rope I ended my teamwork with them and I had no intention of changing my mind. If I fell for her persuasion I’d end up in the cooking pot along with Cheryl.
“Sorry dear, it’s eat or be eaten out here.”
I took hold of Cheryl’s hip and shoulder and rolled her onto her back. Her hair partly covered her closed eyes and she was breathing softly. Her big, delectable boobs seemed to say hi to me as they bounced into view. I put my right hand in the back of her knee and took her by her shoulder with my left hand. Then I got up from my kneeling position, lifting her up, and her long hair hung down to the ground as I held her in my arms. I could easily carry her weight so I just needed to reach the hill and started walking in the northern direction.

“Don’t be stupid and think about what you’re doing!” Natsumi shouted.
I was pretty sure that just waiting for them to turn against me would be most stupid so I didn’t look back and ignored her. As I walked in between two trees, stepped over a tree trunk and passed a rock overgrown with moss I could see the place where the jungle ended ahead of me. I couldn’t make anything out in the area beyond as the sun was shining into the jungle, making the open area appear to be completely white.
“We will find you Suzanne!” she threatened from the cage behind me as I slowly disappeared from her view. “Run and hide if you like but Jenn and Angelica will release me and we will hunt you down!”
I wasn’t affected by what she said and focused only on reaching a safe place. The hill was still far away but I could already see it towering over the jungle in the distance.
It took me an hour to get to the hill. Entering the dim coolness of the cave was a relief from the scorching noon sun. The walk had been a challenge since I wasn’t strong enough to carry Cheryl on my shoulders and had to hold her with both arms. She wasn’t heavy at all but I needed to take two short breaks to shift her weight and to take hold of her in a different way because I wouldn’t be able to endure it otherwise.
The incident at the cage had actually been a great opportunity for me to capture Natsumi as well but unfortunately I lacked the means and resources to overpower her. Since I didn’t have a blowpipe on me I couldn’t sedate her, let alone get her to a safe place along with Cheryl so I had to leave her there. It was unavoidable that the others would free her but it couldn’t be helped so I’d have to hunt her fine Asian ass down later.
Of course I did have feelings of guilt since I had just betrayed the persons I had lived with for a while but reminding myself of what they would’ve done to me if I hadn’t been proactive made my decision irrefutable. I did what I had to do to survive and it had given me a head start but I would need to keep running and hiding from them in a cat-and-mouse type game of hunter versus hunter.
First and foremost I needed some rest and something to eat before I’d be able to come up with further plans and strategies. I couldn’t concentrate on the future at this moment because I was hungry and tired but looking down on Cheryl’s delicious body in my arms brought a smile to my lips. I hadn’t had time to admire her for a while since I’d only been focused on getting to a safe place. Her closed eyes faced the sky and as I held her by the back of her knees just above the calves her feet dangled loosely in the air. With her boobs lightly pressed up against me I was very much looking forward to removing her bikini.
The hill was pretty big with trees growing all over it which gave it a nice, green appearance. Standing at its highest point provided a great, scenic view of the island with ocean as far as the eye could see. The one and only entrance into the cave was well concealed behind vines and bushes at the end of a trail in the jungle that led to the foot of the hill. Dense growth made it hard to reach and if you didn’t know where to look you wouldn’t be able to find it. The cave didn’t actually run through the hill but it sloped down underground and formed a tunnel network with several branching paths. Most of the tunnels led to dead ends but there were several open chambers that ranged in size from small to large.
My eyes needed to adjust to the dark of the cave but I knew that the first fifty meters of the tunnel led straight ahead so I hurried along and kept walking, ignoring the fact that I couldn’t see a thing. There was a large open chamber a bit further ahead: my destination, and as I carried Cheryl there with one of her arms hanging down I could feel her breathing.
Everything I needed to prepare her for my meal was stored in the chamber since we had saved various useful items at places like this throughout the island. There were sauces, spices, salt, pepper, as well as forks and knives and blankets. Vegetables and a basket of apples were also present which had been occasionally restocked and refilled with fresh ones by me, as I was the one who did checks on all of these locations. There was just no cauldron since it was too difficult to get one all the way out here and there was also no spit roast because we couldn’t spare the iron poles and components needed to create one. There was however a different and equally tasteful method available of roasting our captives.
As I made my way through the darkness the light of day was slowly becoming smaller and more distant behind me. I was beginning to make my way underneath the hill and could make out the rocky, dark brown interior of the cave as my eyes started to adjust. The sound of the soft noon breeze slowly faded and the further in I went, the more silent it became. Wooden planks and beams were nailed against each other and supported the cave structure at the sides and roof of the tunnel to prevent it from collapsing. The wood had a dirty appearance, looking old and worn; giving away that the tunnel was dug long ago, long before my time on the island.
I passed some small lanterns and candles that we had hung up throughout the tunnel. I had no intention of lighting any of them because they could potentially give away my position when someone looked into the tunnel from outside. The open chamber on the other hand was deep enough inside the tunnel for the lights to be safely lit.

I took a left turn at a point where the tunnel branched into two directions, then after about thirty meters there was an entrance in the left wall. Keeping good hold of Cheryl I lightly bent down to pass underneath a low wooden beam above this entrance and then I set foot in a chamber the size of a living room.
Having safely reached my destination without any sign of Natsumi or the others I heard myself sighing with relief. Having been nothing but hungry and paranoid the last couple of days I was finally able to relax a bit and enjoy the fruits of my labor. I had closed the book on my old way of life and was safe for the time being but I still had about an hour before the sedative would wear off.
I knelt down and carefully lay my captive on the ground as I didn’t intend to bruise her. With the little available light I walked over to a corner where everything I needed was stored in small baskets that stood on top of a few small rocks. After briefly rummaging through the contents I found the match box I was looking for. Taking out a match I lit it up, which was easy since there wasn’t any draught in here, and brought it up to the lantern that was nailed to the wood above the baskets.
Subtle light illuminated part of the circular shaped chamber as the candle inside the lantern began to flicker silently. Now that I could see my surroundings a bit better I went over to the opposite wall to light a second lantern and then a third next to the entrance. With the light reflecting on Cheryl’s body she looked kind of peaceful as she rested on the ground in this warm and cozy atmosphere, and the leaves of my skirt rustled as I knelt down beside her.
She was lying on her back, her bosom moving up and down as she breathed softly. Having gotten the needed time to admire her I was dying for a more thorough examination, and so I slid the bikini’s straps slowly off her shoulders and revealed her mouthwatering, big breasts. They looked firm and succulent with her cute, pink nipples forming the icing on the cake, and I enjoyed the feeling of the perfect woman’s body as I slowly squeezed one of her tits and smiled. She was too good to be true and was lying right in front of me, sex would be on anybody’s mind and it was on mine, but I wanted to eat her.
Her flesh felt warm and she slightly moaned in her unconscious state as I caressed her soft, petite belly and let my hand run across her navel. Tucking a finger of each hand underneath the thong of her bikini I slid it down her upper legs to her knees, down to her ankles and off of her body.
She was then completely naked with her long, palatable legs neatly next to each other and both her arms resting beside her body. I caressed her inner thighs as I admired her perfectly bald pussy. Her skin was wonderfully smooth and showed light tan lines at places where her bikini used to be. Her head lay on its side with her hair scattered around her shoulders and partly covering her eyes and cheek. The candle’s lights almost made it seem as if her beautiful hair was sparkling and I stroked my hand from her shoulder up her neck and into her hair, brushing some locks away from her pretty face.
She was the tastiest looking girl I’d ever had the pleasure of laying my eyes on. I had no doubt that she was planning on expanding her singing career with modeling since she was good looking enough for it, but I had a better idea for her in mind and I glanced over at the barbeque which was built into the cave wall on the other side of the chamber.
The rock wall had been hollowed out to create a space that could fit one person in both its depth and width. The bottom of the hollow space was meant for placing firewood and the roof contained a hole that led all the way outside and served as the needed chimney. There were several round metal bars along the width of the hollow that were held in place by resting in indents at the sides of its rocky interior. These were meant for placing a serving plate above the roasting fire, and the space between the bars and the firewood was about three meters so there was plenty of room. A metal grate was fastened to the rock wall above the hollow space and was meant for closing it shut. This, in combination with the fact that the barbeque was built into the wall made it look more like an oven. It worked perfectly but this was the only one we had so we hadn’t used it in a while. The last time was when we roasted the female captain of a cruise ship that sunk near the island, and even though she was a formal and tough woman she’d tasted quite tender after we had roasted her in it.
There was quite a big supply of firewood in the chamber because it had been regularly restocked and hardly ever used. After I got up I took a wooden log from its pile by the wall and put it in the bottom of the hollow space. Then I took a salt and a pepper shaker, a bottle of barbeque sauce and a squeeze bottle of oil from one of the baskets and put them all down on the big, waist high stone that served as a table. It was a big, solid rock that was very stable, could support a lot of weight and had the perfect height when sitting at it. There were two wooden chairs on either side that we had obtained from the tough-but-tender captain’s ship, and since we already had all we needed in the village these were perfect for this chamber.
Next I took some cutlery and a plate from the baskets but I figured I wasn’t gonna use them for very long. I was sure it would be hard to contain myself when having my captive’s scrumptious body presented in front of me. It was already a challenge to stop myself from eating her raw right there so doing it decently with knife and fork would be a too hard test on my patience. Still I neatly set the table.
Just like everything else the table had been brought into the cave and it stood very close to the barbeque but there was some space in between the two for safety reasons. As I took a seat I removed the pouch from my skirt and put it on the table so it wouldn’t be in the way. My hair was a bit disorderly so I brought my hands up to the back of my neck to remove my hair ribbon, and as my short ponytail loosened my hair fell down on my shoulders. Holding the ribbon between my teeth I finger combed through my hair after which I reworked it into a tail and retied the ribbon, making sure the bow at the front of my face didn’t get ruined.
I started cutting some carrots and a lettuce into small pieces and dropped them in a Tupperware bowl which I had taken from one of the baskets. As I worked on the preparations for my feast I thought about the others. What could they be doing right now? Jenn and Angelica must’ve already rescued Natsumi from the cage, thus having found out about my intentions. Since they had already been armed when the hunt for Cheryl began I figured they must already be looking for me, probably having split up to cover more ground and then to be systematically searching the island.
Without a doubt they were furious and I would be equally pissed off if someone betrayed me in a similar way but I didn’t regret the decision. I just needed to put myself in their shoes and anticipate their moves before they made them if I wanted to stay one step ahead. The first place where they would for sure look for me was the dense jungle near the eastern shore. Another area was the west side of the island and the tall trees in that part of the jungle. We had built several huts high in those trees that were connected by walkways from tree to tree, and this was a good place to make a stand but also a much too obvious hideout. The isolation of the cave was much better.
Of course it was unavoidable that they’d look here as well but I wasn’t planning on staying very long after having enjoyed Cheryl’s sexy body. Of the four of us I was best in scouting and navigating and if it were the other way around then this would be the first place where I’d look but knowing the others they’d probably think of this place last. I just knew they wouldn’t come here right away and even if they did it’d probably take them a while to find the entrance. They hardly ever came out here but I had been able to walk right to it because I was the one who most often visited the cave to restock and resupply it.
As I dropped more pieces of carrot into the bowl I thought about the way I had seen them looking at me recently. It was especially Jenn who had been glancing at me in a hungry, lustful way and knowing her impulsive, tactlessness she just wasn’t able to hide that she found me delicious. With this I had become aware of their intentions, it gave me the opportunity to act first and the next step would be to bring the hunt to them. With the three of them split up I’d have an advantage and should be able to overpower them one by one with a blowpipe, and as I cut a cucumber into small pieces I wondered about who would be most tasty. Natsumi was prettiest but Angelica had the sweetest ass while Jenn had the biggest boobs. The bottom line was that they all looked mighty tasty and I was looking forward to eating all three of them.
Having filled the entire bowl with vegetables I stood up and walked back to the baskets where a large, silver serving plate stood up against the wall. It was flat except for its edges which were a few centimeters high so that nothing could fall off, and it was big enough to hold a person so it easily fit into the barbeque. Its sides contained hinges by which I picked it up and just as I was putting it down on the table I heard Cheryl slightly moaning and turning restlessly behind me as she was slowly starting to wake up. Quickly glancing over at her I turned around and took an item from a basket that I realized I had forgotten about: rope.
As I approached her I saw that she had tiredly turned over on her side with one supporting elbow on the ground. Her hair lay on her shoulder, she stroked a hand across her face and as I looked down at her I had a perfect view of her nice, round buttocks and her long legs as they lay stretched out across the floor.

She was still collecting herself and as she looked up at me I could read several emotions in her eyes. There was disorientation due to not knowing where she was as she woke up in a dark and unfamiliar room, and it was paired with confusion when she saw that I was topless. Fear was mixed in when she noticed the two long pieces of rope in my hands and my determined, emotionless expression.

“Who are you? Where am I?” She asked but I didn’t reply. She’d find out soon enough.

She made an attempt to get up but was still pretty weak and only managed to sit up on her knees. It was only then that she realized she was naked. Staying on her guard she quickly glanced down at her body and then back up at me as I got closer. She then placed a hand on either of her breasts, covering them from me as she waited and seemed to brace herself for whatever was going to happen next.
While she looked up at me I noticed her curiously glancing at my necklace which dangled back and forth above my boobs. The enemy cannibal to whom the necklaces’ bones had belonged was a nasty, sadistic woman who enjoyed torturing her prey. She led an opposing group of people and had been one of the instigators behind a serious conflict a few years ago, back when there were still some more people on the island.
I walked around her and bent down behind her back, took one of her wrists and gently pulled it behind to her back. She gave a quick, surprised exclamation as I bound the rope several times around her wrist and then took the other one, brought her hands together and started tying them up against each other.

“W-w-what are you doing?!” There was a hint of panic in her voice as she turned her head and tried to look backwards.

“Just a precaution honey,” I answered, “I don’t want you going anywhere.”

After tying the rope several more times around both her hands I finished it off by tying it into a knot, tightly securing them so that she wasn’t able to move them at all. In her position of sitting on her knees with her hands behind her, her back was slightly arched which pushed her boobs forward.
“How did I get here? The last thing I remember is being… chased.”
There was always a slightly different order in which they asked the obvious questions but the first ones were usually the how-and-why. I started working the second piece of rope around her ankles and as I was tying up her feet she made several scared moaning sounds as she looked around the cave. From this position in the chamber she had a good view of the table with the serving plate on it and she could also see the barbeque. She was probably wondering what it all meant and maybe she was still in denial but surely must have realized something in the back of her mind.
I had done this many times but still my heart pounded quite quickly. Seeing the reactions of my prey was part of the fun, especially during the preparation process when they realized what was going to happen to them.
“You were unconscious, and I brought you to this cave.”
As I gave her a bit of information I could see her thinking and recalling some parts of the hunt as the memories slowly seemed to come back to her. The tranquilizer darts had done their job very well, and I would soon tell her more.

“Wait a minute,” she frowned, “the person who chased me was blonde…” and she looked up at my cherry-red hair.
We always made sure that our prey couldn’t get a good look at us during the hunt so the fact that Cheryl had been able to see her pursuer meant that Jenn hadn’t done a very good job. She had probably rushed into the pursuit without taking her time for it, which may have been the reason why she lost her in the jungle. It didn’t matter.
“Well, I used to work together with that blonde,” I answered while tying a knot in the rope around her ankles, “but I didn’t want to share you with her.”
I deliberately didn’t give her all the details and while she looked around the chamber to confirm that it was just the two of us I tugged the rope a few times to make sure it was secure and stood back up.
“What do you mean share…?” she asked as I stood in front of her again, and then came the million dollar question that I had heard so many times before: “What do you intend to do with me?”
She was still sitting on her knees with her hands tied up behind her back, thus without chance if she attempted an escape so I gave her confirmation to what she may already have suspected. Bending down I lovingly took hold of her chin and looked into her helpless and beautiful blue eyes.
"Isn’t it obvious?” I asked and smiled, “I'm going to roast you up in that barbeque and then once you're nicely cooked I'm going to eat you for dinner."
Her eyes slowly widened and I could literally see the news sinking in.
Then I continued; “Although you won't really be dinner because it's only 2:00 PM but that’s just a technicality." and I giggled.
“You’re a… cannibal?” She emphasized the last word as if wanting to confirm that she heard me right, “...and you’re going to ea-eat me?” Still holding her by the chin and admiring her pretty face I answered her question by simply smiling at her as she looked up at me. She was even more beautiful when looking this vulnerable.
Up until then I had only been concentrating on the preparations so it was about time for an appetizer: I just had to get a taste of her succulent body. Pre-tasting my prey wasn’t only tasty and fun (especially when they were awake and I could enjoy their reactions) but it usually also ensured that they’d loosen up a bit since most of them secretly liked the attention, whether they were comfortable with it or not. The special kind of admiration we gave them often resulted in a complimentary and flattery feeling, and if they were a little relaxed and even excited it often made the roasting a bit easier and the taste even better.
I returned to Cheryl’s back and knelt down again. As I sat behind her I placed my left hand on her side just above the hip while I reached my right arm over her shoulder and grabbed one of her breasts. She gasped as I squeezed it slowly.
“Hey! W-why are you…?” She turned her head to look at me. Her hair hung in front of her cheek and ear but I could still see her mouth just beside the locks. As I held her by her firm, juicy breast I then licked her from her shoulder up to her neck, savoring her sweet taste.
“I’ve wanted to taste you ever since I saw you standing on the diving board of your yacht.” I answered, and I could see her mouth slowly opening to form a disbelieving look on her face as she realized she had been watched. She didn’t reply but I could tell that she was blushing as she was finding out that someone thought she looked good enough to eat.
I brushed her hair away from her neck before letting my left hand rest on her hip. While caressing her tit and pinching her nipple I continued letting my tongue roll over her neck and then placed some kisses on the side of her neck. She felt warm and tasted lovely, just like I expected the perfect woman to taste.

“Mmm… you’re going to be delicious.”
She gulped and as she spoke her voice started to sound desperate, “Look... you can’t do this... isn’t there anything else for you to eat on this island?”
I thought back about the dinners during the times of food shortage: rations had tasted like plastic, berries hadn’t been very filling and owls were just tough and chewy.
“Sure there is, but tender babes are considered a rare delicacy around these parts.” and as I enjoyed the feeling of her warm tit in the palm of my hand I squeezed it while rubbing my other hand across her soft, petite tummy. “And it doesn’t get much tenderer than you…” I added in an alluring way.
Bending forward a bit further I brought my face next to hers. I first kissed and then licked her cheek, still holding her tit with one hand while laying my other hand on her shoulder. She closed her eyes, slightly turning her head away and softly sighed in a sad manner. After sucking on her earlobe I backed away from her, stood up and said: “Now then, it’s time for me to finish my preparations.”

It was obviously a bit of a culture shock for anyone from the mainland to see my native appearance and especially for a pop star that is used to a life of glitter and glamour. I liked my primitive brown sandals and my skirt which I handmade from twigs and leaves just fine. I wore nothing underneath the skirt which was the way I liked it and as I walked over to the table, leaving her sitting on the ground behind me I could feel her eyes following me. She couldn’t know that I too was originally from the mainland and probably just saw me as a native who had barbaric plans for her, which was of course partly true.

“I can’t wait to dine on you, yummy lady.” I said.
While the candles silently flickered the yummy lady was looking down at the ground, clearly contemplating on her fate and moving into a stage of acceptance while I was busy making the final preparations for the barbeque. There wasn’t much work left to do and as I sat at the table I worked on decorating the serving plate with the carrots, cucumbers and pieces of lettuce that I had cut up earlier. As one last addition I added some pineapple rings to the plate but also saved a few of them with which I meant to decorate the meat. I kept the middle portion of the plate open and only decorated the sides to leave room for the main course and every time I looked over at her to glance at the curves of her body my stomach growled.
After having finished working on the plate I put all items back in the baskets, except for the salt and pepper shakers, oil, the bottle of barbeque sauce, and paprika spices that I all left on the table. As I walked past my main dish she looked at me nervously and I teasingly smiled at her to let her know that it was almost supper time.
After heading back to the hollow space in the cave wall I took another match, struck it against the side of the box and brought the small flame close to the firewood. Since the wood was pretty dry it easily caught fire and I quickly felt the warmth on my skin as I stood in front of it, watching the few tiny flames crawling from log to log as they were slowly getting bigger and coming to life. The fire started to build and the flames began to dance, reaching up to the metal bars with a soft crackling sound and I could hear Cheryl getting more restless behind me.

“You aren’t really going to roast me in there… A-are you?” she asked carefully. She had moved from acceptance to desperation, which I loved hearing back in her voice.
I took another log from the pile and threw it on the fire. As the heat increased and the rustling grew louder I turned around, and with the fire burning behind me I said: “Unfortunately this is the preferred cooking method for sexy pop stars, and it isn’t every day that I get my hands on one.”
I grinned at her as she sat a few meters away from me, helplessly bound with her hands behind her back and with no way out. Having mentioned that I knew who she was I awaited her reaction. I figured she should at least know she had a fan.
“You… know who I am?” She sounded surprised and also a bit hopeful, “Then you should know there’s plenty of good and expensive food onboard the yacht, not to mention equipment and items you might find interesting. Take it.”
She seemed to think she could bribe me and as I started to walk over to her I made it clear that that wasn’t going to work. “Forget about it pumpkin.” I said sharply and laughed, “All I’m interested in is cooking you and eating you up!”
She was clearly wondering why of all places she had come to this island, which I could tell from her disheartened expression.

The next step was to prepare the main course. For getting her to the serving plate on the table I intended to let her walk there herself. I moved past the table and picked up my knife which I would need for removing the rope. It would make the preparation process a bit easier for me if I’d cut her loose and I’d also need the knife for escorting her to make sure she wouldn’t escape. I doubted that she’d try it but I needed to be sure since I was far too hungry to let this delectable treat get away.
As I approached her she was breathing a bit more heavily, and in an attempt to free herself she was struggling around with her tied up hands. I had made quite sure that the knots were secure so I watched and enjoyed with a smile as her boobs wiggled back and forth. While I knelt down behind her I brought the knife up to the rope at her ankles and started to cut at it, and a few seconds later it came loose with a light snap. Then with just a few quick slices I also cut the rope around her wrists and removed both pieces from her body. As the rope lay on the ground next to her bikini she rubbed her wrists and nervously looked at the burning wood in the barbeque but she didn’t stand up yet as she seemed to be waiting for me to make a move.

After I stood up I told her she could get up as well and warned her not to try anything funny. She had seen my knife so she slowly complied and carefully got to her feet. Standing totally naked and fully exposed in the chamber she blushed and embarrassingly folded her arms across her stomach.

I was standing next to her so I had a perfect view of the side of her body. Her buttocks looked like two juicy peaches and her boobs like two succulent melons. Her hips were perfectly curvy shaped and her hair hung down to beneath her shoulders with several locks resting on her chest. The fact that I was hungry reflected in my voice and I was sure I sounded impatient when I told her to move over to the table. Although a bit hesitant at first she started walking, I escorted her with the knife and I couldn’t help myself from glancing at her wiggling butt as we walked. We stopped in front of the table and Cheryl looked down on the fruit and vegetable filled serving plate while the fire rustled in the background.
“Please don’t cook me…” the pleading had started, “you can’t eat me; I’m not edible. Maybe you won’t even like me…” She looked back at me, yet turned her eyes away to avoid eye contact. I loved shy girls.
I took a step forward so that we were right next to each other and grabbed one of her butt cheeks. While caressing it I answered: “Doubtful...” and she blushed again as I seductively smiled at her. “These delicious buttocks and those long yummy legs? And let’s not forget about these big, juicy breasts. Oh, I’ll definitely like you.”
All the emotions she had already shown were beginning to mix with a little modest excitement which she may not even have noticed yet herself. There was nothing more fun than flirting with the main course.

To me, roasting and eating her up for dinner simply felt like I was following one of mankind’s most primal instincts, and I didn’t just do so out of necessity but also because I really liked them. They were in fact such strong instincts that they had made me betray the others and go through many lengths to get the yummy lady all the way out here just to have her for myself.
“Now lie down on the plate baby. It’s supper time and I’m getting hungry just by looking at you.”
The opposing group of cannibals (led by the nasty bitch) had brought the stone table here and had also created the barbeque. Now it was just a matter of putting places like this to good use. Realizing that she was mine and that she had neither a choice nor a way out Cheryl slowly climbed onto the stone table.
Sitting down with her butt on top of the serving plate in between the fruits and vegetables she proceeded to lie down on her back over the length of the plate. The plate was big but just not big enough to fit a person lying down over its full length, meaning that her feet stuck out a bit. She brushed her hair back so that it came to lie beside her head, and as she was surrounded by the various carrots, cucumbers and pieces of lettuce she completed the serving plate as the meat that was still missing from it. She made for a great display and the look of defeat in her eyes convinced me she wasn’t going to put up a fight, so I put my knife on the table and sat down beside her on one of the wooden chairs.
Leaning in a bit closer and holding her by the shoulder I took advantage of the situation by licking her breast and sucking on her nipple. She closed her eyes and sadly sighed as I got one more appetizing pre-taste of her exotic body before continuing the preparations.
I then pulled the squeeze bottle of oil to me from across the table. It wasn’t like a simple ketchup bottle but more of a fancy one with transparent casing; the kind you sometimes see in expensive restaurants. Bringing the bottle’s front end up to her body I squeezed it and applied a bit of oil on her tummy right by the hip. In my sitting position I started to rub the oil out across her naked body, working my palms softly over her abdomen and caressing her all around her navel area. Then I continued along her curvy hips.
She didn’t react surprised but I did see her blushing again when I applied a second, more generous amount just below her boobs. Massaging it into her skin in circling motions I coated her warm flesh with oil. I had done a lot of buttering up during past dinner preparations although mostly with the use of butter since we didn’t have much oil, but the cave chamber was one of the places where we’d stored some.

Standing up I leaned over the table and squeezed some oil onto both of her tits. She looked at me in a worried way as I started to work her best part, massaging the oil onto the soft meat of the succulent melons. All the while the fire crackled in the barbeque on the other side of the table behind her and the flames reflected on her body as they slowly got higher and hotter and created large shadows on the cave walls behind us.
She turned her eyes away out of humiliation but I could still see a touch of excitement as well due to being the center of attention since it was beginning to show more clearly. I let my palms smoothly fondle her juicy tits and noticed her nipples had gotten amazingly hard.

I applied some more oil by her collar bone after which I spread it out over her chest by rubbing it gently towards her neck and shoulders. As I stood bent over her my boobs were only an inch away from her tummy as they hung downwards and if anyone stood behind me they could perfectly see my bare ass due to the shortness of my skirt. I finger combed the hair of my bow from my forehead back behind my ears while my ponytail lay on my shoulder.
After massaging downwards from her chest to her legs, stroking with both hands consecutively in flowing motions I oiled up her legs upon squeezing the bottle several times above them. I needed her body completely covered in oil to ease the roasting process and to make her as delicious as possible, and as I smeared it onto her lovely, long legs I made sure not a single piece of flesh got missed with a satisfied smile on my face. This made it all the more surreal for my prey and I enjoyed every single second of it.
Slowly massaging the oil from her upper legs to her inner thighs a few drops dripped onto the plate. She didn’t dare to move but slightly shivered at my touch and then softly moaned as I worked my fingers delicately toward her pussy. I did several short strokes, applying the oil on her clit, rubbing it upwards toward her navel and back. The coating would ensure she’d be roasted to perfection, making it not only necessary but also fun.
“You like doing this, don’t you?” She carefully looked at me.
“For sure I am…!” I laughed teasingly.
She didn’t reply and somberly turned her eyes away while I coated her pussy with oil. I then moved to her lower legs and after squeezing some more of it onto her feet I ended by carefully letting my palms stroke across her feet and then off her body.
"Now turn over on your tummy so I can oil up your other side." I said and smiled with my hands flat on the table in front of me. I expected her to at least give a comment but she knew she didn’t have a choice and so with one supporting elbow on the plate she slowly started to turn around. Enjoying the sight of her beautiful body her juicy buttocks came to face in my direction and they looked so delectable that I had to contain myself from sticking my fork into them, but at the same time I never let my guard down and was ready to reach for the knife if needed.
After assuming the position of lying down on her stomach Cheryl’s head lay on its side so that her cheek rested on the plate. Bringing her hand up to the back of her neck she brushed her hair aside so that it wasn’t in her way, and then turned her eyes in my direction as she said: “You know… I’m rich, so people might come looking for me.”

Although she was already in the acceptance stage she tried one more attempt to escape the fate that awaited her. I wasn’t sure if she was referring to body guards or producers or whatever, but it didn’t matter because whoever came here was welcome.
“Good, then that’ll take care of the food shortage we’ve had around here.” I answered.
“But I’m sure we can work something out…”
Picking up the bottle again I squeezed a generous amount of oil on her upper back in between her shoulder blades and while a few drops started running down the arch of her back I again began massaging the oil into her body. “If it involves you becoming even tastier than you already will be, then sure we can.”
There was nothing she could say that would convince me to stop me from what I was doing. I was famished and she was delicious; it was that simple, and she answered me with a somber look that seemed to say she was giving up.

From her back I worked upwards and did circular massaging motions around her shoulders, followed by some gentle strokes up her neck toward her hairline. While I rubbed the oil out in effleuraging motions she blushed, staring at some of the vegetables that lay next to her, and there were moments I could tell that she was enjoying it but was trying hard to hide it.
After having completed the work on her neck and back, leaving her skin nice and oily, I began working her arms which lay neatly beside her body with the palms facing up. With only a few strokes I covered them entirely, after which I took her hands in mine to rub some oil onto her palms and fingers. As she somberly stared at the cave wall I squeezed some of the oil onto her bum and as I stood beside her at the table I gently rubbed the two peach-like buttocks while looking down on her as she lay on the serving plate.
I let my eyes run all over the main course from head to toe as she was surrounded by the decorative side dishes while I massaged her sweet butt. With her head laying on its side her long hair lay on the plate with the subtle candlelight reflecting in its chestnut color. Her tits were softly pressed onto the plate while her shoulders and upper back slowly moved up and down as she breathed, and the arch of her back was partly covered in shadow because the light from the barbecue’s fire couldn’t reach there. I moved my eyes downwards over the curves of her body to her slim waist, her plump hips and her succulent buttocks.
“Such a perfect body…!” I said, complimenting her exquisite appearance. “Your song may have been a well-received number one hit but your meat is going to score even better.”
For oiling up her rump I patiently took my time. Extensively using my full palm to knead her buns and my fingers to squeeze them at the same time I took longer than was really necessary, which was never a bad thing.
When I was nearly done with the massage and satisfied with the coating of her bum I put the bottle aside after applying one last portion on her legs. I rubbed the oil from her upper legs to her feet and stroked up and down the muscles of her calves in sweeping motions, kneading them as if they were meaty dough, and to finish it off I wiped the remaining oil from my hand off on her sole and toes. Completely lubricated with a nice layer of oil her skin had been given a slight shine and she would soon be ready to cook.
“Now lift your butt.” I ordered her as I pulled my hands away from her body. Her feet and part of her legs were still sticking out from the plate because of the fact that it just wasn’t big enough but I did need her to fit inside the plate’s space in order to go into the barbeque.
Concernedly she looked at me but didn’t comply, so I picked up the fork and smiled as I poked it into one of her butt cheeks. She moaned and slowly complied, and with her butt then sticking upwards into the air I took hold of both her lower legs just above the calves and pushed her knees closer to her tits. Next I took hold of her hands and placed them next to her feet one by one.

With her body tastefully curled up like this the heels and soles of her feet were sticking out from under her butt. Her big boobs were pressed against the serving plate like supports underneath her body and her head lay casually on a piece of lettuce with her hair haphazardly on her back. It was a great sight but most important was that not a single part of her body stuck out from the plate’s edges anymore as she was now a perfect fit. Lying presented on the platter she formed the main dish of meat next to the fruits and vegetables, and even though the side dishes were important for the final display the main attention was definitely at the meat which was the centerpiece of the meal.
I was going to have to improvise in regards to tying up her hair because we didn’t store any hair ribbons in the cave. Bringing my hands up to the back of my head I undid my ponytail by pulling out my own ribbon and the expression of defeat in Cheryl’s eyes made room for a confused sense of dreading anticipation of what was to come.
With my red hair hanging loose on my shoulders but with the bow still intact I put my ribbon down to brush Cheryl’s hair away from her back. Gently working my fingers through her dark brown locks I combed them from her back toward her neck. Then I combed the part of her hair that lay on the plate toward her neck as well, bringing it all to one spot, and while holding her hair together I used the ribbon to work it into a tight knot.
The fire rustled and the candles blew softly as I got up. She curiously looked back at me as I bent over one of the baskets to store the squeeze bottle which I no longer needed. After taking several pieces of rope I stroked a hand through my hair as I walked back to my captive. I needed to make sure I’d cook her evenly which was what I needed the rope for, and as I approached her I could see another subtle change in her eyes as fear got mixed in with the anticipation.
The situation had already been extremely submissively but it was about to reach its peak as I sat down next to her again. She did not struggle but only slightly whimpered as I tied a piece of rope several times around her ankles. I could tell she was getting more uncomfortable as her eyes nervously moved from a corner of the chamber to the rope she was being tied up with, and back to the corner. After tying a knot I tugged the rope a few times, and by doing so her feet got wedged tightly and securely beside one another. She was at my mercy and I loved being in control over her like this.
Taking hold of one of her hands I bound the rope several times around her wrist. Then I brought both her hands together behind her butt and started to tie them up against each other just above her feet. Next I tied the last and longest piece of rope around her body from one shoulder across her back to her other shoulder, down to her tummy (just below her boobs) and finally up to her back again in a full circle where I tied a knot.
Her movement was severely limited and now that she was secure it was time for the final steps of the process. From the few items I’d left standing on the table I first took the paprika spices which were contained in a small shaker, and as I tapped it above her I applied some of the dark red spices onto the girl’s lifted butt.
Cheryl slightly turned her head to look at the fire, and with the table standing this close to the barbeque I was pretty sure she could already feel the heat of the flames. After applying some paprika on her back, arms and neck I shifted my position in the chair to add more onto her ass, making sure that one of the tastiest parts of her body was well flavored while she uncomfortably squirmed with her tied up hands and feet.
She was still busy processing what was happening to her and while she felt her body being seasoned she restlessly moaned. Occasionally she glanced over at me and looked at my boney necklace in particular which was probably my most estranging feature, along with the fact that I was topless.
She had mentioned earlier that people might come looking for her and when thinking about her yacht all the way out here I figured she’d come from a holiday destination close to this island to be by herself. The closest popular location was New Zealand but that was nearly three thousand miles away so it was more likely that she’d come from Fiji or perhaps even the ironically named Cook Islands which were within boat-travelling distance. If anyone was going to come looking for her they would probably need to come from there.
I saved the salt, the pepper and the sauce for after the roasting but as one last addition I took a few of the pineapple rings that I had put aside earlier with the purpose of decorating the meat. She gave a short, startled reaction as she felt the wet rings on her lifted butt. Having put a ring on each buttock I placed three rings down the length of her body from her lower back to in between her shoulder blades and I planned to decorate her with the last two after roasting her when I could turn her over again. She knew there was no way out for her and kept staring sadly at the corner of the chamber but was clearly also a little excited.
There were two items that I still needed which weren’t on the table so I stood up and went back to the baskets to get one more carrot and an apple. As I came walking back Cheryl had turned her head to look at me, giving me a side view of the knot I had tied in her hair, and the nervous expression on her face as she sought eye contact seemed to realize the preparations were nearly done. Like I had seen so many times before with all my prey she then whimpered; “Please… don’t…” as she realized it was almost time for the barbeque.
By way of answer I smiled and looked into her eyes as I stood next to her at the table. I took hold of her by the hip and she gave an unsuspecting gasp as I brought the carrot up to her lifted rump and inserted it firmly, yet gently into her ass. Taking a step sideways I then slightly bent toward her and carefully placed a hand in her hair, and as I put the apple into her mouth she gave a muffled moan with her eyes widened.
Thereby I finished the last but certainly not the least step of the process on the girl I would soon be eating. Taking two steps back I stroked a hand through my hair and crossed my arms over my chest as I enjoyed the tasty sight of my fully garnished main course. She was squirming and lightly struggling but the ropes held her body securely in place.

Her cute feet stuck out from under her buttocks and her hands (tied at the wrists) rested against her soles. Just above her hands the carrot stuck out of her butt and its orange color uniquely contrasted with the dark reddish paprika spices her meat had been coated with. Her juicy boobs lay pressed onto the silver serving plate with her knees that were pushed under her tummy nearly touching them. The rope around her ankles was only barely visible and the rope that was tied in a full circle around her body ran in between her knees and boobs, holding her shoulders and upper arms pressed up against her body.
One of the pineapple rings on her back lay just below the rope’s knot and her lower arms reached behind her body to her feet. Her skin slightly glistened due to the layer of oil she had been coated with and it were especially the most curvy and tasty parts that glistened a bit more than the rest. The knot in her hair had left her neck exposed and her cheek rested on a big piece of lettuce while her questioning blue eyes helplessly looked up at me from above the bright red apple in her mouth.

“You look dee-licious…” I said as I answered her stare.

With her body in this curled up position she gave the impression of a piglet or maybe a turkey, but I preferred this yummy lady over both. She looked extremely appetizing and was ready to go into the oven.
After rummaging around in the baskets again I found what I was looking for and picked up a pair of oven mittens. As I walked back I took another wooden log from the pile, and as I held the mittens in one hand and the log in the other I thought about how items like these proved the usefulness of looting crashed planes and ship wrecks since basically everything can come in handy out here.
“I think I’ve waited long enough,” I threw the log into the hollow space, feeding the fire, “it’s roasting time.” and the flames calmly rustled as confirmation.
Cheryl sighed as I approached her. With my shadow covering her body she knew very well what was going to happen next. Taking hold of the hinges at either side of the plate’s higher edges I picked it up and slightly lifted it off the table. It wasn’t heavy but it was a difficult thing to carry with the girl’s body on top of it, and the pieces of carrot and cucumber rolled back and forth as I turned it by a quarter, setting it down facing the barbeque. It then stood partly on the edge of the table and partly on the metal bars inside the hollow space, bridging the small gap between the two. With Cheryl directly in front of the barbeque the reflection of the flames on the walls throughout the chamber was obstructed by her body as she was only a few centimeters away from the fire and lay inside the hollow space from the shoulders up.
Using the oven mittens I pushed the plate from the table further into the hollow space by taking hold of it at the hinge near Cheryl’s feet and as she moaned and squirmed, the naked girl’s scrumptious body entered the barbeque.
Pulling the metal grate down from above the hollow space’s entrance there was a metal clank as I closed the barbeque shut, trapping her inside above the burning fire.
Taking a bottle of mineral water from one of the baskets I unscrewed the cap and took a sip. It was the first drink I got after all the work so far and the cool, fresh water tasted great. Holding the small bottle I impatiently paced back and forth through the chamber, occasionally drinking a bit of water. Cheryl roasted in the barbeque for over an hour, a timeframe in which all I could do was waiting until my dinner was done.

Back when I arrived on the island I was in the middle of my university’s spring break, travelling to a holiday destination somewhere in the South Pacific when my plane crashed into the ocean. Only about two dozen people survived and were able to swim to the nearby deserted island, and if I had known back then that help would never come I wouldn’t have believed that I’d one day come to enjoy living there. Life went from bad to worse during the first month.

The plane had strayed too far from its course, meaning that rescue parties would be searching in the wrong direction. This was confirmed by some of the plane’s crew who had also survived. We were stuck in the middle of nowhere, the airplane’s small food supply was mostly destroyed in the crash and the island’s resources quickly became scarce because of our large group, thus creating a food shortage problem. The situation got more hopeless by the day and so the step to cannibalism was made through necessity when we took votes to decide whether or not to eat a person who died in an accidental fall from a cliff.
There were very few who voted against. Desperation can have a surprising effect on someone’s mind. This was just a temporary solution though and it only postponed the problem but with this new and appetizing source of food we regained our hope of survival and cannibalism quickly became the answer to our problems.

It was undeniable that there was something thrilling and sexy about preparing a person for dinner and even the prey themselves seemed to think so, like I had witnessed many times. I was basically committing murder by eating people but after in a way having gotten used to it I had come to enjoy it. I very much liked groping the body of my prey and licking them for a pre-taste, enjoying their mixed emotions that indicated a form of excitement. Flavoring and garnishing them and then roasting or cooking them wasn’t only a thrill but the meat also tasted great, and the fact that it was so much fun to do made it easier for me to hunt tourists like Cheryl.
The barbeque (being both deep and wide enough to easily contain a person) was a perfect fit for her, and for a while the rustling of the fire was accompanied by continuous moaning sounds as she uncomfortably squirmed while the hot flames were slowly roasting her. Although the grate was between us I could still enjoy the sight of her naked body through its bars. The entire inside of the hollow space was illuminated by the reflection of the fire and I watched as her ass wiggled from side to side while a small drop of roasting butter ran down from her buttock to her calf. She had gone into the hollow space head-first so I couldn’t see her face or hair but I did have a perfect, enticing view of her lifted ass with her tied hands resting on her feet and the palms toward me.
After a while her moans slowly faded and she stopped squirming but was still breathing as she slipped into unconsciousness. While she continued to roast I thought back of the article in the gossip magazine and the picture of her that was shown in it. It was of a live performance in which she was standing on a stage in front of an audience wearing a tight, red dress with a short skirt and white stockings. Her arms were bare, her hair was tied in a long ponytail and the most mouthwatering feature was that the dress contained a partly opened zipper that slightly revealed her pushed-up bosom.
Laying butt naked in a barbeque (fully garnished and seasoned) she looked even more delicious and the color of her body had changed to a tan-like, light brown. As I pushed the grate back open the steam, along with the lovely aroma of her roasted meat came pouring out of the oven. Using the mittens I reached inside, took hold of the hinge and pulled the plate out of the hollow space. The reflection of the fire on the walls got obstructed a second time as I pulled Cheryl back across the small gap, again positioning her steaming body on the stone table out in front of the barbeque.
I picked up a skewer and carefully stuck it into her side, just above the hip. She was just right and was ready to eat as the skewer went into the soft meat with ease. I slightly lifted up the plate and again turned it by a quarter so that the side of her body came to face the part of the table where the chairs were standing at. Leaving her to cool down for a little bit I picked up another bottle of water from one of the baskets and emptied it above the fire. There was a loud rustling sound followed by a cloud of steam as the water seeped down the round metal bars and extinguished the flames.
As I then took a seat on one of the wooden chairs it was time for the main event. Steam was rising from Cheryl’s body as she still lay in the same curled up position. The carrot pointed slightly upwards from her lifted backside and the red paprika spices had been roasted into her flesh. Just like the rest of the fruits and vegetables around her the pineapple rings on her body had become warm and soft, but they weren’t burnt. The ropes were still firmly in place, holding her ankles tightly beside each other and pressing her arms up against her body. With her cheek down on the plate and the apple still in her mouth her face was in my direction and her eyes were closed. The knot in her hair was still there but several locks lay in a disorderly manner on her forehead and partly across her face.
I smiled as I brushed my hair away from my shoulders and picked up the cutlery. Her delicious naked body was mine, and all I needed to do was decide where to begin.
I started my feast by gently sticking the fork into the soft, tender meat of the side of Cheryl’s stomach. Cutting off a slice proved to be effortless as she had become easy to cut into, and some juices that had been sealed in by the roasting subtly squirted out onto the plate while her eyes remained peacefully closed. She was still softly breathing and I wasn’t sure if she felt or experienced anything of what was happening but I didn’t really care. Her hot body had looked delicious but tasted even better and I couldn’t help but give a satiated moan as I tasted her. I’d worked hard to get to this point and every minute had been worth it.
The candles in the lanterns on the wall continued to flicker in silence as I ate her, cutting off more pieces of her side and upper arms. While enjoying the fruits of my labor I could vaguely hear the sounds of the jungle far in the distance from the other side of the tunnel. I listened to the soft blowing of the wind and the rustling of leaves as I closed my mouth around the end of the fork, and around a slice of meat.
Next I stuck the fork into the warm pineapple ring in between her shoulders and cut off a small slice of her back underneath the ring. After pressing the fork a little further down I brought it back up to my lips with a piece of her sweet body as well as the pineapple ring on it, and after eating them I repeated the process with the other two rings that lay on her back.
I had left all the items I would still need to further flavor her on the table. Picking up the salt shaker I tapped it above her butt, hips and shoulders, and did the same with the pepper. Taking the bottle of barbeque sauce I held it upside-down above her butt and watched the sauce slowly move toward the bottle’s opening after which it softly sizzled as it dripped onto Cheryl’s skin. While the red substance ran down from her butt to her back I proceeded with carving a slice of meat from her lower back as it was covered in sauce. After I ate it I downed it with some water and then continued by eating the two pineapple rings that lay on her butt.
After sticking the fork into each ring I cut off a piece of the buttock underneath and dipped it into the sauce, tastefully coating it before bringing it up to my mouth. As I ate the delightful pieces of rump roast and enjoyed the spices, the sauce and the sweet taste of her succulent meat it only made me hungry for more.

Shoving the chair back and standing up to cut off another slice my shadow came to loom over her body. I found it increasingly difficult to contain myself and as I savored the smell of the roasted babe and looked down on her tasty, lifted ass I thought: “Screw it.”
I had been eating her in a decent and civilized manner long enough, so I put down the knife and plunged the fork into the side of her thigh. She was nice and warm and no longer steaming hot, so I took hold of her with one hand on each hip and after I flung my loose hair back over my shoulders I bent over to bite into her left butt cheek.

Her body silently rocked back and forth while the locks of her hair danced up and down in front of her eyes. Cooking juices squirted out and ran down her hips and thighs as I repeatedly sank my teeth into the soft, delicate buttocks. The fork that stuck out of her thigh gently bounced up and down as I chewed and ate her with my face pressed up against her beautiful, curvy rump. Eating in a savage way was even tastier and more enjoyable than with the use of cutlery.
As I backed away from her I smiled in satisfaction and licked my lips. I drank some water and ate a piece of carrot that I took from the plate before taking a step sideways and bringing my hands up to the roasted girl’s feet. I used the knife to cut the rope around her ankles and then cut the one at her wrists with one quick swipe. Also cutting the last piece of rope at her back I undid the full circle it had been tied into around her body and as it came loose I removed it by pulling it out from in between her knees and shoulders.
Completely untied she was still lying curled up but her feet were now loosely beside each other. Her arms, which had been reaching back to her feet now lay still on the lettuce beside her body, and after putting the ropes down on the table I pulled the fork from her thigh. Placing a hand on each of her knees I carefully pushed her folded legs out from under her body and brought her to a normal position of lying down on her stomach. With her legs straight they again slightly stuck out from the plate.
Standing next to the table I took one of her hands and brought it up to my lips to suck on her fingers. Then I started to eat her palm. Her head still lay on its side with her face in my direction and the sauce I had poured onto her back was running down the sides of her tummy and dripping onto the lettuce.
After putting her hand back down I stroked the hair of my bow back behind my ears. Bending forward with both hands on the table I continued to eat her rump, burying my face in her juicy meat, and it was definitely one of her tastiest parts. From there I moved on to her lovely, plump waist, followed by her long, delectable legs.
First I sank my teeth into the soft muscles and ligaments of her thighs. Next I lifted up one of her lower legs by taking hold of it by the shin, and I took a bite of her yummy calf after having sucked on it. While still holding the leg supplely up I nibbled on her toes and ate her sole.
Afterwards, again with both hands on the table, I started on her second leg. I didn’t lift it up but just bent a little further over her naked body, my skirt lightly pressing up against the stone table as I brought my mouth up to her succulent leg.
I was glad I didn’t have to share her because there were always parts of the meal that I didn’t get around to when dining in a group. With Cheryl however I had the opportunity to eat both her legs and both her buttocks, and I hadn’t even gotten around to her exquisite front yet so I would soon get the chance to eat both her tits as well. Taking one last bite of her ass I moved away from her lower body to continue eating her upper back and shoulders.

As it was time to turn her over I first removed her hair ribbon and undid the knot upon which her hair loosened. Using the ribbon I reworked my own hair into a tail after brushing it behind my shoulders and then I removed the carrot from her butt. Next I took her by the shoulder and hip, and with both hands I rolled her onto her back.
Picking up the sauce bottle again I dipped a few small amounts on her legs, tummy and chest while her closed eyes faced up at the ceiling of the cave. Standing bent over her with my hands down on the table on either side of her body I patiently saved the best for last and first ate the sexy pop star’s petit belly. Biting into her tummy the sauce ran down her tits and the sides of her stomach while I enjoyed the warm meat. I went down to her legs but moved away after only a few bites since I was getting more and more impatient to taste the girl’s best parts.
I first took some time to use more salt and pepper since I hadn’t yet applied any onto the front of her body, so I tapped some of both onto her neck, tits and groin. Since I wouldn’t need the shakers anymore I shoved them to the edge of the table and took the two pineapple rings I’d put aside earlier for decorating her front. I put them on top of each nipple and then placed my hands on her knees to spread her legs for “easy access”. Pulling her a little closer to me I made her lay a bit sideways on the table, and while doing so her head again fell on its side.
With her legs spread wide open in front of me I took a moment to enjoy the view. One of her legs was slightly folded with the heel resting gently on the lettuce. The lower part of her other leg stuck out from the table while the upper part lay on the lettuce and was partly covered in sauce that got smeared out when I shifted her body. I could see her nipples in the center of the pineapple rings that lay on top of the two firm breasts while a few drops of cooking juice were slowly running down the side of her sweet pussy. The fruits and vegetables all around her body had been pushed aside a bit and before I continued to feast on my main course I went for a little variation by eating some pieces of carrot and cucumber.
After another sip of water I leaned in with my elbows on the table and went for a taste of paradise. With my head in between her legs I pressed my mouth up against her pussy. Holding her tightly by the legs to prevent her body from shifting I ate her clit with my eyes closed. The delicate, roasted meat was soft so I could easily bite into it, and as I chewed and ate the hot pop star’s most private part I looked up to see her breasts subtly bouncing back and forth.
I had her all to myself; she tasted pussy-licious and was mine alone. I recalled feeling estranged, savage and inhumane the first time I ate a girl’s pussy in a literal way but the taste was just so good that I quickly learned to ignore and to not care about these feelings. No matter how divine, in my opinion it wasn’t the very best part of a girl’s body however. It just ranked in my top three and now that I’d tasted Cheryl’s lovely ass and pussy it was time to try the third of my favorites, and I again looked at her luscious and delicious tits.
Sitting with my knees on the chair I leaned in a bit closer and took a bite of the side of one of her steaming tits... after first licking it. Several locks of her hair danced around in front of her eyes and the tit slowly wiggled back and forth while more of the sauce ran down her chest as I had my mouth closed around the warm, soft meat with tan lines.
As I got to the pineapple ring I thought about how tits with pineapple actually sounded like a great main course for the menu card of a restaurant. These rings hadn’t been roasted (in contrary to the ones that had lain on her back) and the taste of the cold, wet pineapple went very well with the warm meat. When I started on her second tit I began at the top near the nipple and a bit of juice started to drip down as I slowly bit into the soft, round piece of tenderness.
Continuing to munch on her exquisite bosom (which took me a while) I extensively enjoyed the delectable taste of her meat coated with sauce and spices while the candles calmly flickered behind me.

My wonderful feast was moving toward its conclusion and the way I usually liked to end my meals (especially with beautiful women) was by eating one of their tasty cheeks. But first, bringing my face next to her shoulder I closed my mouth around her neck and bit down. The flesh and tendons of her neck were a different kind of tasty from the rest of her curvy body but they were definitely just as enjoyable.
With her hair covering half of her face and the apple still firmly in place I then carefully moved her head onto its other side so that she came to face the far wall, and away from me. Leaning a bit further over her and looking down on the side of her head I brushed some of her brown locks away from her cheek. My bow touched her chest and there was only a centimeter of distance between her face and mine as I savored her delightful scent and decided on a quick nibble on her ear before tasting her cheek. Both tasted great and since the soft earlobe and delicate cheek were only very light snacks they made for a splendid desert.
I had spent almost the entire day looking forward to her and she hadn’t disappointed for a single second. As her dark blue bikini lay in the corner I figured that I’d gotten my needed veggies as well as the needed vagina with this amazing dinner. She had looked sooo delicious, and damn did she taste good.
I stayed in the cave during the night that followed to get some needed rest and to think about the upcoming day.
My plan was to go to the tree houses in the west. I preferred the height and seclusion of the tall trees over hiding anyplace else and I was sure the others had already searched there so it should be a safe place. The walkways that connected the wooden huts high above the ground formed an ideal central hub location that I could use for hunting my former colleagues, and the necessary items I’d need were all there. The key was to continue acting fast without hesitation to stay a step ahead of them but before working out further strategies I needed a little sleep.
Risky as sleeping might’ve been I knew I really needed it. I had eaten enough but I also needed rest to build up the strength and stamina that my body needed since travelling the island while tired wouldn’t be a smart move.
I had tidied up the used utensils and extinguished all but one of the candles. Most of the steam had cleared so it wouldn’t bother me, and I tiredly took a blanket from one of the baskets and put it down in a corner of the chamber. Lying down on my side and facing the cave wall I folded my arms up just below my breasts and reminisced today’s turn of events as I listened to my own calm breathing.
Soon the time would again come to start wearing a bit more clothing since it was getting colder. The weather was still nice and sunny during the day but at night it got chilly on the island, and since it wasn’t particularly warm this deep inside the hill either I hadn’t bothered to take off my skirt. As I lay on the blanket and thought about having eaten a delicious pop star my lips curled up in a smile. She was the kind of hot babe I never imagined I’d one day have on my menu, and with one candle still silently illuminating the chamber I closed my eyes and fell into a satisfied, much needed sleep.
I had guessed Monica, one of the other survivors from my plane as it crashed, to be a business woman of sorts. She was dressed in a suit with her long, black hair neatly combed and she looked respectable and dignified but her true nature came up when we reverted to cannibalism and something changed in the green eyes behind her glasses.

As a group we had tried to remain civilized with our new necessity, which worked for about a day. We quickly found ourselves in the middle of a dispute because of many little arguments and differences of opinion that easily tend to happen among small groups of people who are forced to work together in extreme circumstances. Monica deliberately made the situation worse for her own selfish needs (which mostly involved wanting to eat certain people) and I wouldn’t have been surprised if she was also behind the “accidental fall from a cliff” that got us into cannibalism in the first place. She was setting people up against each other, slowly creating dissension among the survivors by coming up with false accusations and playing on people’s emotions, and she was getting more dangerous every day.
After splitting up into two groups the plane’s charismatic captain took the lead of mine while Monica’s followers appointed her the leader of the other and they proceeded to set up camp on the other side of the island, far away from the simple village we’d created. What followed was that the two opposing groups began hunting each other. All of us worked toward capturing and eating people from the other camp, and not just because we held grudges against one another but also to simply stay alive since we were each other’s source of food. We were obviously enemies but the dispute only turned into a serious conflict when Monica started to cruelly torture the people she captured from my camp for no reason. Her sadism was getting out of hand. She occasionally sent a few of our captured friends back to us with one or two missing limbs, and the conflict escalated even further when she killed the captain and sent us his head.
It all happened only a few years ago but it felt like I’d been here in the tropics far longer. As I was slowly getting used to this new way of living my way of thinking also adapted and I had since discovered my most primal needs and instincts. We had all embraced cannibalism and women had been the most wanted and popular main course from the start for both the men and the women on the island. Everybody seemed to agree that women looked more appealing than men and they really did taste better too; not only was there more meat on them but they were generally more juicy and succulent. We all preferred eating girls over guys as the craving for human meat grew and luckily the majority of the passengers and crew were female, so especially during the conflict they were the primary prey during the hunts and the least safe of everyone on the island.
Although it had been difficult I had managed to stay out of the enemy’s hands. They’d tried to capture me a few times and I was clearly a much sought-after and desired meal but I had been able to fight them off. Of course it worked both ways since I loved woman meat myself and I eventually hunted down and got back at some of the delicious girls from the opposing camp that had tried capturing me. Some salt and some sauce was all that was needed to turn them into great evening dinners.

The last group of travelers we’d hunted had plane-crashed on the island just like us, and there had been only fourteen survivors. Among them was a stewardess who we had captured along with one of the passengers at the same time, granting us a perfect opportunity to prepare a great two-girl combo meal. The passenger was a blonde business woman type who looked irresistibly delicious while the stewardess was a hot and fiery brunette. While I found that blondes in general tasted sweet brunettes were more on the spicy side, which was why brunette was my favorite flavor.

Last year, when the tough-but-tender captain’s cruise ship sunk near the shore many great meals had come onto the island. Next to the captain the most memorable was one of the last surviving passengers to stumble into the jungle and into one of our traps. I had forgotten her name but vividly remembered this brown haired beauty’s big boobs and tight ass.
The rest of the survivors from both the plane and the cruise ship moved their simple, improvised camp to another location several times to stay out of our hands. They did put up some resistance but hunting them down hadn’t been too hard and there were quite a few exquisite treats among them, including a few good looking women. It almost seemed like the better looking a girl was the better she tasted and next to brunette my preference was for Caucasian, but I liked variety. I had once eaten a sexy Latin-American babe who was quite delightful and I’d always wanted to try an Asian girl, which was why I had a craving for Natsumi. She was Japanese and if all Japanese girls looked as good as her then I was definitely a fan.
Ready to start a long walk to the next hiding place I guessed the time to be around 11:00 AM as I left the solitude of the cave the next morning. Standing at the entrance of the tunnel, being partially blinded by the bright sunlight I looked down the trail that led into the jungle and could vaguely hear the familiar sounds of the wind through the trees and the calm flowing of water from a nearby stream.
A soft breeze blew through my ponytail as I looked out at the vines and bushes that concealed the tunnel’s entrance behind me, and I allowed my eyes to adjust to the brightness of the morning sun. That was when I heard a sound like a quick, soft zip.
My mind was kind of absent because I was still planning my walk to the west, and as I wondered what it was I looked down and saw a familiar looking projectile sticking out of my shoulder.
My mind snapped back to reality as I heard the same sound again, barely audible, coming from somewhere past the trees. As I did one step forward my view of the jungle became blurry. The familiar sounds of wind and water faded into a far distance and my movements seemed to slow down. With two tranquilizer darts sticking out of my body I collapsed and the blurred view of a tree and of the morning sun shining through its leaves slowly faded to black.
At the time of the conflict during my first few months on the island Angelica and I had been part of the same group while Jenn and Natsumi were in the opposing group. Monica was becoming more and more dangerous up to a point where she even started killing her own people; not for wanting them for her next meal but due to arguments and disagreements, or simply because they annoyed her. She ran the camp like a dictator and by then some of her followers (including Jenn and Natsumi) turned against their leader and joined our cause. It was clear that this entire thing had gone far enough and needed to be stopped, so along with the last few survivors of my group we then made a final stand in an attempt to end the conflict and to take personal revenge on the nasty bitch.

Although almost everyone from both camps died in the fight that ensued we succeeded in at long last overpowering her when there were only a few people left alive. From my own group there was only Jenn, Natsumi, Angelica and myself. From Monica’s followers there were even fewer left and they were still true to their leader, so they were still our enemy. We took them prisoner, which made them an excellent food supply, and we locked them up in the iron cage that we had used during the hunts.
With the conflict settled and there no longer being any dissension everything went back to the way it was before, just with fewer people. We had left the nasty bitch alive so that we could watch her squirming when we prepared her for dinner, and so the first thing we did as a four-girl Cannigal team was eat her. She may have been a nasty bitch but she was a smoking hot and delicious nasty bitch with a sexy, strict appearance and an unforgettable body underneath her formal business suit. She hadn’t tasted tough like I imagined but just very spicy and her big, firm tits had been heavenly.

Having grown accustomed to life on the island we continued living there but we had no opposing group to hunt for anymore. Instead we would need to start preying on tourists and travelers, and since our clothes were unfit for the tropics we did it in appropriate native-style dressing. Having a big group of people on the island is like being able to choose what you’re hungry for from a fancy laminated menu card, but unfortunately tasty travelers are rare delicacies. There were many weeks that we needed to make do with the island’s limited and tasteless resources, and it was doable but aggravating. We had to work together to survive and there was no room for turning against each other anymore. Was there?
As the smoke cleared I watched as Natsumi, Jenn and Angelica sat in a cooking pot. They looked at me in a defeated and accusing manner as I was cooking them, their hair was wet and their skin glistened as the boiling water washed over their tits. Steam rose up as all three of them sat in one surprisingly large pot and for some reason the place looked a bit foggy, as if they were wrapped in a blur. What was strange is that I was pretty sure we didn’t have any such large pots on the island. Even more strange was that we found ourselves on top of the hill with the jungle far below us, and it was pretty much impossible to get such a big stone pot up this high. How did I manage to do so?
As I opened my eyes I could see grass, a few bushes and some rocks. There were trees a bit further away from me which seemed to circle like a wall around me, making it clear that I was actually in some kind of open field in the middle of the jungle, instead of on top of the hill high above it.
My thoughts were moving slowly but with my senses gradually coming back to me I could vaguely hear the familiar sound of crickets but it still seemed far away. Another distinct sound I picked up was the flowing of water and as I looked in its direction I saw a small stream that led into the field from the jungle and disappeared back into it a few meters further on. It all looked strangely familiar but I couldn’t quite place it. Still disordered I examined my surroundings further in a drowsy state of mind and that was when I saw a tall, wooden tower next to the stream. Wooden planks were the basis for steps along its side and it stretched above the trees like a watchtower.

Not too far away on the other side of me stood a couple of huts constructed of wood and bamboo with roofs that were made of leaves, twigs and branches. In front of them I could make out three persons and as the one closest to me turned her head in my direction I noticed Angelica’s cunning eyes looking at me.
It had taken me a while to recognize the village, probably due to the paralysis from the mild sedative drug in the tranquilizer darts which was now slowly wearing off. The crickets started to sound a bit closer and turning my head no longer resulted in a blurry motion.
As Angelica walked toward me I noticed that my wrists were tied above my head to one of the village’s upright standing poles. Since I was familiar with this handiwork I knew that the rope was tightly secured; I couldn’t move my hands and the same went for my ankles which were tied up against each other.
It was only then that I realized I was naked. While I was unconscious they had undressed me, had taken my weapons and pouches, and even my necklace. They had undone my ponytail so my hair was hanging loose on my shoulders, and my bow was also ruined; I used to keep it neatly parted in the middle but now it hung across my face in an untidy manner. I guessed they wanted me properly displayed and had tied me to the pole to get a fully exposed view of my body as I was butt naked.
Angelica gave me a content smile and crossed her arms as she approached me.

“Ah, you’re awake.” She said as she looked me in the eyes while a few of her long black curls lay on her chest.
As I was beginning to make sense of the situation I was slowly able to connect the two events of losing consciousness outside the tunnel and being tied up here. They had been waiting for me to leave the cave and had captured me with the use of blowpipes, and just as I wondered how they’d found out where I was hiding it seemed that Angelica read the question from my face and answered: “Smoke is unavoidable when using a barbeque.”
The hole in the roof of the hollow space which served as a chimney was the one thing that I had overlooked in my plans. The smoke leading all the way outside emerged at the foot of the hill and had given away my position. The fact that they spotted it was pure bad luck and since the cave had only one exit all they needed to do next was to perform a stakeout. I had thought things through pretty well when springing the cage trap but clearly not well enough and perhaps my carelessness could be blamed on hunger. Irritated I asked myself how I could’ve been so careless.

“Cheer up sweetums,” said Jenn, who had joined Angelica along with Natsumi, “you didn’t really think we’d let you get away with what you pulled?”
I couldn’t help but give a guilty smile of admittance with all three of my former colleagues standing next to each other in front of me. I had a view of six boobs in a row, and their necklaces seemed to be grinning at me. Apart from being topless this was the first time that I was the only one who wasn’t wearing any clothing. I felt the grass beneath my feet while they were wearing their sandals, and their skirts softly rustled while my hips were bare. They had even taken the time to wash me.
“You surprised me when you cut that cage’s rope.” Natsumi said accusingly, referring to the uncomfortable last time we saw each other and I answered her with a guilty, yet unapologetic smile. I had pictured that seeing her again for the first time after leaving her behind in the cage would be different (preferably with her up to her tits in a stew pot) and since it was extra personal for her I expected her to be mad. Instead she cheerfully added: “But hey, now is your chance to make up for it.”
I noticed a piece of equipment next to one of the huts behind her that they had set up while I was unconscious. It was an iron pole that lay on top of two standing V mounts. The wood underneath the pole had come from a bunch of logs that were piled up next to the nearest hut.

“Since you gobbled up that yummy pop star all by yourself it’s no more than fair that you return the favor for us.” I heard Jenn say and realized I was looking at the spit roast.
The table standing next to it was completely set with cutlery, plates, a small cooking pan, a big presenting platter and of course a wooden bench on either side. Everything was ready and set for a meal and I finally saw things in perspective as it was obvious what they were going to do with me.
“Listen girls,” I looked back at them, speaking for the first time since waking up, “the way you’re looking at me now is the reason why I cut that rope.”
It was a longing and hungry expression that I knew very well, and I could hear a slight hint of nervousness in my voice. “You’ve been planning on getting me in this position sooner or later anyway.”

I knew it wouldn’t make any difference but I still wanted them to know my motives and to make it clear that I had a good reason for betraying them. Or had I been unnecessarily paranoid? The answer quickly became clear as they viciously giggled.
“Very perceptive Sue,” Angelica chuckled, brushing some curls away from her shoulders and smiling at me with one hand on her waist, “since the food shortage is at an all-time high our patience had run out.”
Natsumi continued in a flirty way: “And since the three of us agree that you are the best looking of us all we thought that star quality Suzanne-meat would be the best solution.” and she impatiently rubbed her hands up against her folded arms while her brown eyes ran over my bare legs, hips and boobs.
“When Cheryl walked onto the island yesterday we postponed our plans, but when you decided to keep her for yourself you forced us to open the hunt a bit earlier.” Jenn filled in and then added in a humorous tone: “and since you look even better than her it was hard to contain myself around you...” and I didn’t doubt it, especially from her since she had once literally jumped a girl when she got too impatient.
“You’re so delicious looking… I’ve always wanted to taste you,” she added as she took a step forward and smiled seductively, “those pretty blue eyes, that flaming red hair and not to forget these scrumptious tits.”
I could hardly move, and with my feet up against each other and my arms tied above my head my back was slightly arched. I looked down in defeat with my hair hanging down beside my head as all three of them came in closer.
Angelica, standing on my left slightly bent towards me and squeezed one of my boobs while Jenn knelt down on my right, put a hand on my hip and placed a wet kiss on my stomach. I started to breathe more quickly at their touch.
Standing in front of me Natsumi looked into my eyes and said: "I know brunette is your favorite flavor, but redhead is mine." Then she leaned in close and with her boobs pressed up against mine she licked me from my collar bone up to my ear, and I could feel her hot breath on me. One of her hands rested in the arch of my back and she had placed her other hand on the back of my neck.
Just like me they loved to flirt with their food. I was at their mercy and I never expected to blush since I said and did similar things in the past myself, but now that I was the prey I was unsure of how to feel. There wasn’t much left for me to say either since no matter how aggravating it was that they had caught me I just couldn’t be angry with them. My motives had been justified since they had admitted to my suspicions, but I still betrayed them so they had every right to get back at me and serve me up for dinner. For sure I would’ve done the same thing if it were the other way around.
Angelica caressed my left breast while sucking on my nipple and she squeezed my left buttock at the same time. Leaning towards me with her knees slightly bent the sun that was shining through the trees made her hair sparkle and it created leaf patterned shadows across her body.
I felt Natsumi’s tongue running from my ear down the side of my neck. I couldn’t see her face but her long, dark brown hair softly touched my shoulder as it hung down. While stroking the back of my neck she brought her other hand up to my chest and pinched my right nipple.
They pre-tasted me with the three of them altogether and the elaborate way in which they were doing it really showed that they were ravenous. Standing in their shoes in the past had been a sexual thrill but being scared, yet at the same time nervously turned on by their love of my body I was finding out what the persons I had done this to must have felt, as a mix of emotions washed over me.

For sure Jenn noticed my excitement since I was getting wet and she was busy pre-tasting my pussy. With a hand on my inner thigh and one on my right butt cheek she licked my clit and I slightly moaned as a few locks of my hair dangled in front of my eyes, but in my tied up position I couldn’t brush them away.
I knew that Jenn was lesbian and that Natsumi was bisexual, like me. I also knew for a fact that the two of them practiced occasional sport-sex together. Natsumi liked having someone wild while Jenn just wanted to screw every single good looking woman on the island. Although I found all three of them to be attractive I had never felt the need or desire to start a sexual relationship with any of them, so especially to Jenn this was probably the next best thing that she wanted to do with me.
“Not only are you beautiful, but you sure are delicious Suzanne.” Natsumi said. While squeezing and fondling my right breast with both hands she then started to lick it all around the nipple after sweeping her hair back behind her shoulders.
They found me beautiful so they wouldn’t just enjoy eating me but they also loved to grope, lick and kiss my naked body. Looking down on Jenn’s blonde hair as she was knelt down in front of me I felt her tongue trailing upward from my bald pussy to my stomach, and she proceeded to suck on my navel. Then she looked up and added with an evident grin and a playful twinkle in her green eyes: “Let’s roast her.”
Having a great body has its share of advantages but here on the island there’s the problem of people wanting to eat you because you’re considered to be delicious. With my long legs, slender waist, meaty hips, round and plump buttocks, and my melon-like breasts they were for sure going to have a wonderful feast.
Escape was something I never even considered since it would be pointless and unrealistic to attempt it. I wouldn’t get very far with them chasing after me, especially without a weapon, not to mention that they’d made sure I’d never get the opportunity anyway. They may have been busy lustfully pre-tasting me but they never lowered their guard since they didn’t want their irresistible meal getting away. My heart pounded loud enough for them to hear it the entire time as I was being dominated in the most extreme way possible, and I gave myself to them.
After backing away Jenn picked up the pole from the spit and Natsumi went to set fire to the wooden logs while Angelica still stood next to me. She was hetero but still preferred girls for dinner, which showed as she knelt down for one more pre-taste. With her hair hanging down on her boobs she licked my leg up to my tummy and reached her hands behind my ass, squeezing both my butt cheeks. Slowly rising to her feet she let her tongue trail upwards and ended at one of my breasts. After pinching both my nipples simultaneously she placed a hand on each of my shoulders and licked my cheek.
“I’m gonna eat you, gorgeous...!” She smiled as she looked into my eyes.
As Jenn came back she was carrying the spit-pole, and together with Angelica she proceeded to untie me by removing the ropes from my wrists and ankles. The effects of the tranquilizer darts last for about two hours average and the sun was already high in the sky, meaning that it was somewhere between 1:00 and 2:00 PM. Time moved fast and the fact that I was about to be eaten started to seem a bit surreal.
Jenn forced me to lie down so she could tie the pole up against me, and with it being nearly twice my length I was an easy fit. As they held it behind my body they brought my hands behind my back and tied my wrists up to it. After bending my knees they tied my ankles up close to my wrists so that my knees came to stick out. At the same time I felt Angelica’s fingers gently combing through my hair and working it into a knot. They were both constantly on alert and ready to reach for their weapons in a way that was very familiar to me.
Working together they each took one end of the pole and then lifted it up from the ground with me on it. It was only a short walk to the spit roast and while I was being carried there I listened to the rustling of their skirts, unable to see much more than Jenn’s sandals stepping through the grass as I faced the ground.

When we approached it I could see Natsumi bending down at the two V mounts and putting one more log onto the small pile of wood. She had lit it with a match earlier so there was already a tiny flame but as she fed the fire it immediately started to build and I could hear soft crackling sounds as the flames reflected on her body. Before Jenn and Angelica placed the pole onto the V mounts Natsumi took advantage of the situation by caressing my boobs as they hung downward, and smiled longingly.
Being positioned above the fire I only felt mild warmth at first. I faced the fire and looked down on it with my arms tucked behind my back and my hands tied up near my shoulder blades. My legs were bent with my calves pressed up against my thighs so that my feet and ass were close together, and my knees stuck out from the pole, pointing at the fire. My wrists and ankles weren’t only tied to the pole but also firmly to each other with plenty of rope and several secure knots. I was only fastened by the hands and feet but still my body was tightly attached to the spit-pole and my movement was limited.
I always loved to baste my dinner with sauce and butter and stuff, and just as I figured they hadn’t done so with me yet I felt something soft stroking from my upper leg to my hip and up to my shoulder. Slightly turning my head I saw Angelica holding a small cooking pan while stroking a familiar pastry brush across my body. Remembering seeing the pan on the table earlier I realized that it contained warmed up cooking oil which was being used to coat my meat so I would roast easier and be even tastier.
With the fire crackling under me the burning sensation was increasing as it was getting warmer. Nervously I glanced beside me and saw that Jenn was looking at me with her arms crossed, enjoying the sight of her soon-to-be dinner being roasted. Last week when I noticed for the first time that the three of them were secretly glancing at me I’d felt uncomfortable and paranoid. Their glances had been sneaky-like whereas now there was an anticipating satisfaction in their eyes as they were fulfilling their desires by preparing me as their main course. Being on the spit I didn’t feel uncomfortable anymore but just fearful and nervous, but still flattered and turned on at the same time as it was me who was the center of attention this time.
Natsumi, standing at an angle behind me where I couldn’t see her slowly turned the iron pole at my foot end. My view of Jenn with crossed arms, standing in front of one of the village’s huts with the jungle behind it, began to rotate.

As I was turned sideways so that my hip and shoulder faced the fire I felt Angelica’s brush briefly touching the soles of my feet and stroking across my lower back and butt. Jenn then stepped in closer as I turned to face upwards, looking at the clear blue sky with my knees pointing up into the air. I could see both her and Angelica standing beside me and I had a great view of their tits. Jenn had also picked up a cooking pan and brush, and as she held the pan slightly sideways I saw her dipping some warm barbeque sauce on top of my knees.
While the dark red substance ran down from my knees to my shins and upper legs Angelica was busy oiling up my tits. After once again dipping the pastry brush into the pan she held the brush vertically upwards close to my body and shook it forwards several times, spattering the oil onto my stomach and chest. It didn’t hurt but just lightly sizzled upon contact.

Jenn then poured another generous amount of her pan’s contents onto each of my tits, covering my stone-hard nipples with the tasty barbeque sauce, and as it dribbled onto my stomach she smeared it out with her brush.
As I continued to turn on the spit some of the thick sauce along with a bit of oil ran down my body in the direction of the rotation. It trickled off me and into the rustling fire as I was turned onto my side and I could see the iron cage hanging from a tree branch in the distance. Angelica, then standing in front of me, stroked more oil onto my legs after which she continued to spatter it from the brush against my chest and pussy. At the same time Jenn was rubbing sauce across my arms, back and neck as she stood behind me.
Eventually turning back to face the fire with my tits hanging downwards and my ass pointing up I had made a full 360° rotation. The oil was giving my skin a slight shine and many parts of my body were already coated with the spicy barbeque sauce. After my first rotation I immediately made another one as Natsumi continued turning the pole from her blind spot. They were roasting me like I had done to others on numerous occasions over the past few years and it wasn’t until the second rotation that I really started to feel the heat. Up until then the fire had been slowly warming my skin but it was starting to sear its way into my body.
Steam was starting to rise and the flames grazed my hip with the side of my body again turned to the fire. Angelica brushed another layer of oil onto my butt while Jenn stroked some sauce on the sides of my calves and stomach, and I nervously turned my eyes to look at them while a drop of sweat rolled from my forehead to my temple.
While rotating I could see both the stone cooking pot and the cast-iron cauldron in the shade of one of the huts. Our big, handmade spoon standing upright against the side of the cauldron was a silent reminder of the many delicious meals we’d cooked in those two pots. For the next delicious meal (me) I figured the three of them had made a tasteful choice in using the spit roast since it was the cooking method that we all liked best.
Turning and facing up again with the fire sharply stinging at my feet, ass and back I was being coated with two brushes at the same time; one was dipped in oil, the other in sauce. While absently noticing the small wooden cabin we’d built high in the tallest tree at the far edge of the village one brush stroked from my neck to my groin while the other worked in the opposite direction from my toes to my neck.
After turning sideways and feeling the flames caressing my waist and arm I spun back toward the fire, moaning and sighing at the burning heat as drops of oil were dripping down. Natsumi then stopped turning the spit and came to stand next to me.
“So many scrumptious parts, and you’re all ours.” She teased and smiled.
They left me in this position for a little while to give my legs, my tummy and my tits some time to roast. Turning my head to the side and looking right at Natsumi’s skirt and navel I felt the fire brushing against my cheek while she leaned toward me. Bending her legs with one supporting hand on her knee the fire reflected on her skin as she brought her middle finger up to my body. I listened to the flames’ rustling sounds while I felt her finger slowly running up my hip, along some sauce and then over my soft buttock. She brought the finger up to her mouth and sucked on it, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the sweet taste of my oiled up meat.
“The choice of where to begin will be difficult though.” She said and winked at me.
Saying things like this usually ensured that the person who was on the menu would begin to plead upon realizing there was no way out. Since the desperation was always mixed in with excitement the girls loved this moment and so did I, but they would be getting no such pleasure from me. I was starting to get tired and I moaned as I closed my eyes and nonchalantly replied: “Screw you Nat.”
Angelica handed something over to Natsumi. Both of them were standing out of my view so I couldn’t see it and just as I figured there was something I had forgotten about they chuckled and Natsumi stuck a carrot into my ass.
I gasped in surprise and with my eyes widened I turned my head in an attempt to look back at them. Wondering how I could not have seen that coming there was a questioning look on my face and my mouth was apparently opened wide enough for Angelica to wedge a bright, red apple into it. I hadn’t given them the pleasure of seeing me pleading but unfortunately they did get the last laugh after all. I had already accepted my fate and given in to them but this was the last thing that was needed to seal my defeat.
I looked down in embarrassment and closed my eyes as Natsumi started to season me with salt and pepper. Enough oil was already applied to my naked body and the fire began to feel hotter under me as it burned against my skin and scorched my flesh. The flames seared my tits as they hung down while Jenn poured two more small amounts of sauce over each of my buttocks. While it ran down the sides of my hips my view of the village again began to slowly spin around as Angelica had taken over turning the spit from Natsumi.
The flames stung more sharply every rotation and every passing minute as I kept turning around above the fire which continually crackled, seemingly growing louder as it got hotter and hotter. As the fire roasted me the oil on my skin was heating up and it spat up hot droplets that loudly sizzled as they came splattering back down. All the while my heart pounded like crazy as my body was fighting in vain to stay cool.
Again facing the sky I saw a few tree leaves and branches in the corner of an eye amid the rising smoke and I could smell myself roasting. Dryly I concluded it wasn’t half bad.
Some flames lashed out and streaked against my waist. Jenn kept on flavoring me with sauce, extensively stroking the brush across whatever side of my curvaceous body was turned toward her while the fire seemed to flare higher every time I completed a 360° turn. Natsumi tapped the salt and the pepper shaker above my most curvy parts, and as she seasoned me the fire was beginning to penetrate my meat, slowly but surely winning its fight against my body’s defenses. The heat numbed my senses and my vision began to get a bit blurry, making it increasingly difficult to make out the sounds and details of my surroundings.
As they were talking about something I could see Jenn’s big boobs wiggling back and forth as she giggled while Natsumi shook some salt onto my tits and stroked her long hair back behind her ears. Angelica was spinning the pole around at a very slow pace so that every side of me got the needed time to roast thoroughly, and my flesh was gradually turning golden brown.

They had tied my hair pretty tightly backwards into a knot but the hairs of my bow had come loose and were hanging in a disorganized manner across my face. Drops of oil trickled off my body and the carrot that stuck out of my ass came to point up into the air as I turned to face the scalding fire. I squeezed my eyes shut, my loose bow hung downwards and I faintly moaned from behind the apple as I was being roasted. Turning around and around I kept feeling the fire blazing fiercely on different parts of my body and steam rose up into the air more and more heavily. The burning heat was getting unbearable and I was getting sleepy, but I was still far from being done and would be above the fire a while longer.
Without a doubt they loved to see me squirming, and after I felt pepper being tapped onto my head I gave up trying to resist the heat. And it engulfed me.
The shadows of the jungle’s tree line around the village grew larger and stretched out in long shapes as time went by. The midday turned to afternoon as the bright blue of the sky became orange, and the sun moved from above the trees on my left to above the trees on my right. My view of the surroundings faded to black several times, only to reappear blurrily as I gradually slipped in and out of a drowsy consciousness.
They were no longer coating and flavoring me but I kept on rotating as Jenn took over from Angelica, and in my blurry vision her hair appeared as a golden blonde glow. Time moved very slowly as I was above the hot, tantalizing fire and I kept feeling the heat creeping from one side of my body to the next. The oil in combination with the fire was doing its thing as I was fully roasting and I’d completely lost track of how long I had been on the spit already, but judging by the sky it was already past 4:00 PM.
Since I couldn’t see her anymore Natsumi was probably over at the table but as I was turned sideways Angelica came to stand right next to me. With the steam and smoke all around me I looked up at her with heavy eyelids above the apple and saw that she was holding a skewer which sparkled in the reflecting sunlight.
Looking at me with a smile which seemed to desirably express that it was almost supper time she stuck the skewer into one of my tits, and a little bit of steam rose up from it. The two pointy ends went into the soft meat with ease and it didn’t really hurt but I just felt two minor, yet sharp simultaneous stings. My body had become juicy and succulent due to the roasting and as she checked whether I was cooked-through the flames reflected in a shadowy way on her dark skinned tummy. I sleepily contemplated on how I would’ve loved to have sunken my teeth into it but instead I would soon be feeding that tummy.
Continuing my rotation I turned toward the sky and then turned sideways with my bow hanging down beside my face. I was hardly able to keep my eyes open any longer and under the continuous crackling sound of the broiling fire I felt a sting at my butt as Angelica, standing behind me poked the skewer into one of my soft buttocks. Just before I lost consciousness I realized I was just about done, and ready to be served up and eaten.
It was seemingly an eternity ago that my plane sunk near the island. The situation had seemed pointless at first and I had only really managed to adapt to this new way of life after the conflict had been resolved. I came to enjoy and to love the freedom of the tropics (especially at times when girls like Cheryl visited) and so I soon didn’t even want to leave anymore.
Being cut off from civilization can bring up a person’s true nature and Monica’s had turned out to be sadistic and dangerous, which had almost meant the end for us all. It had made me discover a completely different side of myself; having become wild and savage I’d found out about desires I never knew I had. Desperation had ultimately driven me to betray the group for a tasty meal that I absolutely wanted to have for myself, and as the consequence I was at their mercy as they carried me, deliciously roasted, from the spit roast to the table.
The big, shiny platter was covered with pieces of lettuce and decorated with a fruit and vegetable garnishing of berries, grapes, tomatoes and celery, all of which nicely coated with a fresh salad-dressing. We were in the possession of more than one presenting platter but the girls had chosen the biggest one of all for today’s feast, which was nearly as big as the table. Three plates were set; two on one side and one on the opposite side of the platter with a fork and a knife next to them. The salt and pepper shakers, as well as three glasses of red wine stood in between it all, at the few spots where there was still some space left.
My pre-emptive actions had been on legitimate grounds whether my morals had been just or not, but of course it was unfortunate that I got caught to say the least. We had been colleagues but with the pole and all the ropes removed as I lay on the platter I was nothing more than a piece of meat at the bottom of the food chain, and the submission was complete. Their admiration of me was flattering and being the center of attention was a sexy, inciting turn-on, and it was probably similar to what Cheryl and many others had experienced. If I needed to choose a way to go then this was it, so why not just grant them the enjoyment of my delicious naked body?
They had a most lovely view of their dinner as they each took a seat on the wooden benches. I took up the entire length of the platter as I lay flat on my stomach and I vaguely felt the cool, fresh salad-dressing against my skin. With my arms beside my body and my legs neatly beside each other my feet rested loosely on the green lettuce with the soles, as well as the palms of my hands facing up. My eyes were closed, my head lay on its side and they had undone the knot so that my red hair lay scattered around my head and shoulders while my bow covered one of my eyes. The bright, red apple was still firmly wedged into my mouth and the carrot pointed upwards as my tasty tight butt was exposed to the girls sitting around me. Steam was still slowly rising up and my body had turned evenly golden brown, mixed in with the dark reddish coating of the sauce that was smeared onto it.
It wouldn’t take long until crickets would start livening up the silence in the village but for now all I could hear was the sound of forks and knives being picked up. Jenn and Angelica sat next to each other on my left hand side while Natsumi was sitting opposite from them at my right. The salt and the pepper were being passed around and I vaguely felt it being tapped and shaken onto me. I had no control of my senses but I could painlessly feel everything that they were doing to me. It was almost like I was watching it happen from a distance, kind of like watching a movie, and as they each started on a different part of my body I experienced the first cuts in my unconscious state of awareness as waves of heat and slight stings.
I felt Jenn’s fork sticking into my thigh as she cut off a strip of meat while Angelica was cutting off a piece of one of my calves. At the same time Natsumi stuck her fork into the middle of one of my butt cheeks and cut off a succulent piece of ham. As I watched the movie unfold I listened to the distant chattering while they were eating me. The late afternoon sky had cast an orange glow over the village and the sparkling sunlight reflected in the cutlery and in the girls’ eyes. Jenn shifted her position on the bench and started on my waist while sauce dribbled down the sides of my body. Natsumi cut off another slice of rump roast while Angelica stuck her fork into my hip after brushing a black curl away from her face.
As they ate my warm, roasted body and took occasional sips of wine I heard continuous faint sounds like the subtle squirting of juices, lustful but civilized smacking and barely audible chewing. I would’ve preferred wine for my own dinner yesterday but unfortunately the only wine on the island was in the village and we were only able to salvage it on rare occasions so we needed to drink it sparingly.
My eyes remained peacefully closed while the girls talked and giggled. With their elbows on the table their boobs were just a centimeter above the tabletop as they continued to cut meat off my tender legs, scrumptious hips and delectable ass.
They had been able to contain themselves just a little bit longer than I’d expected but the patience did eventually run out like it always did, and Jenn was the first who evidently couldn’t eat her main course in a patient manner anymore. In a way that was again very familiar to me she plunged the fork into the side of my leg so that it stuck out and pointed sideways. Bending over she pressed her mouth up against my round buttocks, dimpling them as if they were soft, meaty dough, and then took a huge bite. The others followed her lead by putting their cutlery down and bending over me.
Angelica’s long hair lay across the length of her back after she’d brushed it behind her shoulders and she first savored my taste by licking my left thigh before she sank her teeth into it. The fork that stuck out bounced up and down as Jenn had pressed her face up against the lovely meat of my ass as she ate it. She shared my butt with Natsumi, sitting opposite from her, who trailed her tongue slowly from my hip to my buttock. As she licked it from one side to the other it was pretty clear that this qualified as one of my best parts and she gave a satiated moan before biting into the delicious butt cheek.
My red hair danced around my shoulders and several locks dangled in front of my eyes as my body silently rocked back and forth. Cooking juices squirted out as they ate the roasted meat and still I never felt any pain in my sub consciousness but just waves of heat. The forks and knives had cut my meat with ease since I was roasted to perfection and it was no different with the girls sinking their teeth into me as they were savagely leaned forward.

The steaming was down to a minimum by then which allowed them to touch my body more easily. Having worked her way down to my calf Angelica was devouring my leg from top to bottom. Reaching my foot she first sucked on my toes and then took a few small bites of my sole while Jenn moved from my ass to my waist and started eating the succulent side of my stomach. Next she rolled her tongue from my waist into the arch of my back where she continued eating with her boobs nearly touching me. Natsumi began at my hip while supporting her weight with both elbows on the table and slowly moved down to my thigh. Looking down on me she then slightly spread my legs to reach the tender meat of my inner thighs.
They occasionally brought a little variance to their meal by eating some of the various fruits and vegetables that lay all around me. Angelica had taken the carrot from my ass and nibbled on it while a soft breeze slightly made her necklace swing from side to side. It was difficult to hear their random girl talk during dinner but I was able to make out that they were talking about me and about how exquisite I was.
Having taken hold of my ankle Angelica folded my lower leg up into the air. She held it up, licked it from the sole to the back of the knee and then took a bite of the calf while a few drops of sauce quietly dripped down. Natsumi ate one of my arms while she held it up with both hands, and Jenn’s face wasn’t far from mine anymore as she’d worked her way up and was eating the meat of my back, just above the shoulder blade.
As they started to turn me over it was like the movie’s volume had been turned down as I heard someone distantly giggling and saying: “Dibs on a tit.”
Since they were with three, one of them would not be able to get a share in the enjoyment of my tits, but there were other prime parts.

“I’ve had a crush on her for far longer than you, so that’s mine.” was the teasing answer given by a different person starring in the movie.
“Oh alright…” sarcastically giving in and chuckling, “but then I want her pussy.”
I was vaguely amazed that my heart was still beating as I was taken hold of by the hip and shoulder and it felt surreal and sexy beyond belief that the gorgeous girl who was being served up as the main course was me. With that thought I was turned over on my back, my yummy tits finally exposed. My stomach, tits and legs were partly covered in thick barbeque sauce and salad-dressing, my closed eyes faced the sky and a slight puff of wind blew through my hair. They stretched my arms out beside my head to the end of the table so that my wrists reached past the edge of the plate, and after they seasoned me with more salt all three of the girls leaned in close and bent over me.
As they ate me their shadows sitting at the table were stretched out over the grass. Angelica feasted on my upper leg and Natsumi started on one of my arms. Jenn’s face was pressed up against the side of my right tit and she tasted my big, luscious bosom with her eyes delightfully closed. After drinking some wine Natsumi moved to my stomach area, eating the soft meat near my navel. My body shook back and forth as I was being eaten up by my former colleagues and my head again fell on its side with my cheek resting on the lettuce.
Getting up from the bench Angelica went to stand at the end of the table near my feet. She spread my legs wide, leaned in over the plate, and with her curls in between my legs she treated herself to a taste of divinity. Holding me tightly by the legs she started with a few licks. Her skirt rustled and someone standing behind her would’ve gotten a very interesting look at her ass by the way she stood bent forward. Slightly moaning and liking what she tasted she placed her lips onto my clit, and after sucking on it she sank her teeth into it and began eating my delicate, juicy pussy meat.
As Jenn closed her mouth around my nipple Natsumi joined her in eating my bosom by taking a bite of my left tit. My unconscious awareness slowly began to fade while both of them kept smacking and chewing as they sat bent over my tits, continually biting into the tender warm meat. My heart still pounded but the pace at which my chest moved up and down was gradually slowing down and the sexual thrill would soon be over.
Since Natsumi, Jenn and Angelica had found me delicious (and since I thought they looked pretty damn scrumptious as well) there had been a problem waiting to happen in our team from the beginning. Turning against each other had only been a matter of time and had resulted in one of us getting served up for dinner. If more people wouldn’t come to the island then this problem would one day be back full circle. Maybe the three of them had decided to take this risk and to try to make ends meet but they’d have to endure eating berries, owls and fish for a while. Sooner or later the temptation could become too great because why wait and hope for tasty travelers to show up when there were two tasty, hot babes right there? In that case it would mean there was either going to be a Japanese girl, a Caucasian girl or an African-American girl on the menu next (except if one of the three would decide she wanted both the other two for herself). However, if they could resist this temptation and if more people would indeed come to the island then the Cannigals’ hunting season would be reopened, and if they were lucky they could be eating a beautiful stewardess, a sexy cheerleader or a hot college girl next time.
They were positioned around my body in a triangular way with two of them eating my tits and one of them eating my pussy. One of the girls broke the triangle by moving away from my bosom and after she finger combed her brown hair back she leaned in over my head. I felt her tongue slowly running across my face from neck to ear and back, after licking my earlobe and placing a wet kiss on my cheek.
“Mmm… what a woman…”
The girl opposite from her, whose blonde hair had been given a golden glow in the sunlight, also came to sit by my head. She took hold of me by one of my outstretched arms, lowered her head and brought her face next to mine, and then I felt her lips on my throat. While she bit down the other girl took a bite of my ear, then a bite of my cheek, and another, and yet another.
There had been many disagreements but there was one thing that everyone on the island had in common: we all loved cannibalism. Maybe this was true for many more people, if not for almost everyone? Maybe subconsciously these primal instincts are hiding in all of us and there are certain events (like food shortage) that can make them surface? Perhaps instinctively there’s a cannibal in everyone, because where else would the term “looking good enough to eat” come from? I wasn’t sure, but the one thing I did know was that there was nothing like it, and even though reverting to cannibalism had been a necessity for me I had welcomed it because people (and especially women) just taste great.
As the sun was setting on the island and bathing the village in orange the movie was drawing to a close. The first crickets could already be heard while the grass, bushes and leaves rustled in the evening breeze and the stream flowed calmly. The small wooden cabin was hidden in the shade high up in the trees and the iron cage hung from its branch close to one of the huts, slowly dangling back and forth. Long stretched shadows had formed behind each of the three upright standing poles, making them look like sundials that would be counting the hours for years to come. Life would continue on the island and the tall wooden watchtower with the hill behind it in the distance would be looming over whoever was going to be on the menu next.
Epilogue
A continuous humming sound in a dark space. Dust particles that floated in the air. Silently rolling from side to side. A palpable bump every now and again. Disorientation. Whooshing sounds as if rushing past something and an inaudible conversation in the far distance.

She was wearing high heels as she stood in my door opening and I let my eyes run up over her legs, from her calves to her upper legs. I moved my stare up along her skirt, her hips and slender waist. She wore a skin tight dark blue shirt and had crossed her arms just below her boobs. Her dark brown hair was styled until about her shoulders where it became slightly curly, reaching down to just below her shoulder blades. Our eyes met and her confident look turned even more determined when she saw me.
I was naked and my body slightly shimmered with a thin coat of water from the shower I had just finished with. I had opened the door like this to be guaranteed that she would do what she did next: vigorously put her hands on me and kiss me. She smelled of sweet perfume and with her soft and delicious pink lips against mine I let my tongue roll over hers and she moaned approvingly. I pulled her closer to me and pressed my bare breasts up against hers. She brought her hands behind me and while she squeezed my buttocks my hands were in the arch of her back, pulling her up against me.
Locked in each other’s lustful embrace we staggered into the room behind me. I turned her around so that my back came to face the door and pushed it shut with my foot. A soft thud gave us privacy and separated us from the hallway and the staircase. I had dimmed the lights in my apartment to create a cozy atmosphere and the beat of the soft dance music that was playing perfectly set the mood as she kicked off her shoes.

I stroked through her hair and let my hands run all over her body while I escorted her through the living room, past my sofa and my bar to the bedroom. Steam still poured out of the bathroom door where I had taken a shower and as we passed the window next to the TV the subtle moonlight of the night sky outside illuminated us, and she looked even more beautiful than when I saw her yesterday. Her blue eyes were shining like gems as she looked me straight in the eyes. I let my hands slide down her waist and took hold of her shirt, pulled it up over her head and off her body, revealing the best pair of tits I’d ever had the pleasure of laying my eyes on. No bra? She was going commando.
At the beat of the music I continued to escort her from the window to the bedroom and played with her firm tits while she placed kisses on my cheek and licked my ear. At the bedroom door she pushed me up against the wall and pinched my nipples while french-kissing me. I brought my hands down and undid the belt around her waist, loosening her black skirt, and after it slid down her legs and dropped to the floor she stepped out of it. I lifted her up and she wrapped her legs around me while I carried her through the doorway and to my bed.
All of her clothes lay in crumpled piles all around the apartment and she wore nothing but her thong as I dropped her on the sheets. She giggled and looked up at me.

“You’re like a wild animal!”
My lips curled up in a smile: she had no idea. There was a time when I would have been too impatient to spend as much time as I did in seducing her. Being in this big metropolis of a city I couldn’t just go around setting up trip wires in between lampposts on the streets. Much more preparation and caution was required.
“Eat my pussy...” she moaned as I slid her thong down her legs.

I met her in the grocery store around the corner yesterday and she had introduced herself as Olivia. I guessed her to be thirty; a little bit older than myself. The seemingly endless rows of tasteless cabbages in supermarkets and grocery stores bored me but she looked quite delicious, so maybe these weren’t such bad places to find something to eat after all. I struck up a conversation with her and when she flirted back I gave her my address. It was a date, but I had no intention of going out for a drink: I just needed her to come in.

“Ah, first things first baby.” I said as I climbed onto the bed to sit on top of her. She played the submissive part while I was the dominatrix. I loved it and there’s nothing wrong with having a little fun first.

Taking hold of her by the back of her knee I folded her leg up into the air and, starting at her heel, I rolled my tongue down across her calf and thigh. Her eyes were closed and she squeezed one of my boobs while sucking on my index finger that she’d brought up to her mouth. Her hair lay scattered across the sheets and her tits heaved up and down in a quick pace as she breathed quickly in excitement. Looking down on her was an amazing sight.
There was something special about this woman, she looked cute and innocent and yet there was also something feisty and different about her that fascinated me, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how she’d taste. I had various means at my disposal for overpowering her and by far the easiest was to sedate her. An old friend: a mild sedative drug in a small glass bottle stood under my bed, patiently waiting for when I needed it with a syringe and a piece of cloth next to it. I had used these on several occasions since leaving the island. Unsuspecting prey never saw it coming as I surprised them when they were at their most vulnerable; on my bed.
I folded her leg back and lowered myself to lie on top of her. Again savoring the sweet taste of her lips I kissed her with my boobs pressing up against hers. She caressed my ass with one hand while running the fingers of her other hand through my hair. We almost got lost in entanglement on top of each other but the old friend under the bed seemed to shout out to me. Just as always on occasions like these I had spent the entire evening without so much as a cracker, so I was getting hungry.

“Just a second honey, I have just the thing. You’re gonna love this.” I leaned to the side and reached under the bed.
“Handcuffs?” She asked with a grin.
Being back on the mainland I had no food shortage to worry about anymore, no opposing group was hunting me and there was no need to be on constant guard and to sleep with one eye open. This might have made me a little cocky because she took me completely by surprise when she knocked the item out of my hands, grabbed me by the waist and tossed me onto the other side of the bed next to her.
I quickly worked myself onto my side with a supporting elbow on the sheets. Brushing some locks of hair away from my eyes I looked back in her direction. She was fast as lightning as I only barely saw her butt wiggling out the bedroom door and into the apartment.
What just happened? I always drenched the piece of cloth with some of the sedative liquid and I also filled the syringe with the liquid every night I had a “date” only minutes before they knocked on my door. I only needed either one or the other so I always had a backup. Tonight would have been no different and when I reached under the bed I had taken the syringe and covered it with the piece of cloth as I always did. Many expected a dildo or some other kind of kinky toy but she had been onto me somehow.

This all happened in a matter of four seconds. There was no time to collect myself. She knew who I was so if she went out the door and vanished into the night I would be done for. I hopped off the bed and looked around for the items she’d knocked out of my hands. The cloth lay just at my feet but that wasn’t going to work anymore since I would never get it up to her mouth now. I spotted the syringe under the chair next to my nightstand a few feet away. It was still in one piece so I quickly picked it up and then rushed to the bedroom door.
I just needed to get close to her. I hadn’t heard the front door being opened so she had to still be in the apartment, and if she didn’t want to go outside naked she was probably looking for her clothes. She was.
Standing near the kitchen, not far from the window and the closet door Olivia wasn’t busy putting her shirt back on or pulling her skirt back up like I expected. With a beam of moonlight shining onto her legs and her hair covering one of her tits she looked straight at me as I came into the room. She didn’t appear frightened or panicked but she actually looked quite determined, and when I was halfway through the apartment she pulled the trigger of the gun she was aiming at me.
Many questions went through my mind but I couldn’t think of an answer to any of them. I was in too much of a rush and had way too much adrenaline pumping through my body to be prepared for this. I slowly came to a stop as my legs refused to run. My vision of Olivia and the cupboard next to her with the CD player and a plant on it was becoming blurry and my mind was going blank.
The dance song was over and the music had stopped when she pulled the trigger again. Just as with the first shot there was no loud bang but just a muffled pop and I hardly noticed the syringe slipping through my fingers until it hit the floor. The carpet in the bedroom had protected it when it fell, but the hardwood in my living room broke it into a thousand pieces.

I dropped to my knees beside the sofa. The apartment seemed to be spinning and the last I saw of her before everything went dark was a blurry silhouette that slowly lowered her gun.

The continuous humming in the dark space felt like waking up in the middle of the night and not knowing if you’re awake or still sleeping. Was I even awake? I couldn’t tell the difference. In combination with silently rolling from one side to another the hum was almost hypnotic. Again some whooshing sounds, and then another bump shook me up and down and put an end to the hypnosis. I slowly regained my senses but the disorientation remained.
Not knowing what was going to happen next and how things would turn out I was reminded of the day when I left the island and was picked up as a castaway by a freighter. I had discovered a different side of myself on the island and had developed a different point of view on life but things had gotten unbearable and close to unlivable, and even though it was about time that I left the tropics I had mixed feelings about it since it was still the place where I had lived for a number of years.
I was standing in the top of the wooden watchtower in our village when I spotted the freighter. It was only barely possible to see the ocean from the tower but it was unmistakably a ship that I saw in the distance past the treetops. The fact that it passed by the island was a chance of one in a thousand: a chance I would not be getting again so I needed to act fast.
It was dangerous down on the ground but I had no choice so I hastily climbed down the tower’s ladder. She could be anywhere, even right here in the village, stalking me from one of the huts. It was totally silent and the sky was clear and cloudless. Nervous and excited I hurried through the village, my necklace dangling back and forth as I passed a totem pole and jumped over one of the wooden benches by the table. As I got to one of the huts I began rummaging through the contents of the basket that stood in the grass beside it. We had never needed to use the item I was looking for so I hoped I remembered correctly that it was in here.
My back was turned to the village and I felt like being out in the open and exposed. She was probably watching me and could be standing behind me at any second. I was too excited and stressed out to be on constant guard and if I wasn’t careful she would drag me screaming to the cauldron.
It had been over two months since either of us had something to eat other than a few berries and some airplane rations. The last time the food shortage had been as unbearable as this we had snuck up on Angelica, pinned her to the ground and tied her up to an iron pole. She shouted at us not to do this and to be patient a little longer but we’d agreed that her scrumptious body had been tempting us long enough already. That night Angelica was going to be on the menu.
Each holding one end of the pole we carried her dangling underneath it, bound by her wrists and ankles to the center of the village. We had tied her up facing the sky and my stomach growled as I looked at her legs and watched her boobs wiggling back and forth. Her long black curls hung down to the ground and she looked at me in dreading anticipation as I smiled at her.
“Don’t do this!” She shouted as we approached the two waist high poles in the ground that were shaped as a V at the top. She knew all too well what was going to happen next as we placed the iron pole with her on it on top of the two V mounts.

Jenn went to get some logs for the fire and I started peeling the catch of the day. We had already taken her spear along with its holster from her back so I undid her belt after removing the two pouches from it. Then I took off her sandals.

“It doesn’t have to be this way!” She attempted while I tore off her leaf skirt, exposing her gorgeous, juicy ass.
“No, it doesn’t,” I answered, and leaves from her skirt still twirled down when I bent forward and squeezed her butt cheeks, “but I can’t help myself because you are just too delicious.”
The fact that we had lived together for so long didn’t bother me and it wouldn’t have bothered her either if it were the other way around so there was no reason to show any mercy. I had been wondering for a while how my African-American friend tasted and it was about time I found out. Kneeling down I licked her from her hip to her thigh and back.
“Hey come on, no pre-tasting without me.” I heard Jenn say behind me as she came back with a handful of logs that she carried in front of her. She joined me to taste our scrumptious captive opposite from me after laying the wood down underneath the iron pole.
“No need to be so selfish.” she teased, and started caressing the girl’s tits.
With the two of us groping and licking her Angelica moaned desperately. It was sinking in that she was ours and just like Suzanne she was experiencing what all tasty travelers had experienced who had been unfortunate enough to wind up on the island. It was clear that she was as turned on as most of them had been.
Opposite from me Jenn stood bent over her and was still fondling her tits while kissing her stomach. After I tasted her calves I got up and went to take a box of matches from one of the huts. When I came back Jenn was licking the tits and nipples of our captive, who was slightly moaning with her eyes closed. When I approached them she stood up. We gave each other an approving nod and I lit one of the matches. Covering the tiny flame with one hand I brought it down to the wood. It caught fire and I watched as it slowly started to build, reflecting on the body above it and accompanied by a soft crackling sound. I loved listening to that.
“No...” Angelica sighed as we started to roast her.

About an hour and a half later we ate the dark skinned beauty. Garnished with barbecue sauce, a red apple in her mouth and a carrot in her wonderful ass: she was amazing! Unfortunately she would be my last decent meal on the island.
Nervously rummaging through the contents of the basket I cursed for not having turned against Jenn when I had the chance. I should have served her up for dinner weeks ago when I still had the element of surprise on my side but instead we were playing cat and mouse now every day. We were the last two survivors on the island and I should’ve known that it was only a matter of time until we turned against each other.
I quickly looked behind me; still nobody. A drop of sweat rolled down my temple and just as I thought it wasn’t in the basket I spotted the flare gun next to a fork and a gossip magazine that had a picture of a pop star named Cheryl on the cover. There was only one such gun on the island and we got it from the wreckage of the cruise ship that sunk nearby. The gun had been lying around ever since, loaded with the one and only flare we had because we’d never needed it. Until now. I reached in and picked it up from the bottom of the basket. Walking back to the center of the village the time had finally come to get out of this place and so I aimed the gun up into the air.
Since there had been nothing to loot in a while we were running low on supplies. We had run out on several items such as canned food and drinks, but also (more importantly) there were no more tranquilizer darts. The extremely effective sedative in the darts was able to render a person unconscious for a good two hours. For sure Jenn would’ve fired one at me if she had one, so in a way I should have considered myself lucky that she only stabbed me with a knife.
I wasn’t sure where she had been hiding but she seemed to appear out of nowhere as she came storming at me. Bumping into me she slammed me to the ground while stabbing the knife into my arm and shouting something of a war cry. The last few months had turned both of us desperate and nearly crazy. I loved our time on the island but there was no future here anymore so I had to get back to civilization (preferably after eating her) but she had no intention of leaving. She attacked me when I was about to shoot the flare to prevent me from signaling for help. I had however already pulled the trigger right at the moment when she hit me, and as we both fell down the flare shot sideways into the air. And hit the watchtower.
It seemed to be silent for a second but as I lay on my back in the grass with Jenn sitting on top of me the tower burst into flames at the point where it was hit. There was a loud crackling sound and the dry, old wood immediately burned like a furnace and lit up the sky. Jenn had been looking back at the tower and as the fire spread from log to log she turned her attention back to me. My arm was bleeding. Looking down on me she gave me a vicious look.
“I would’ve preferred not to hurt you since it’ll take away some of the flavor!” The knife had a bright red tip. It was all she had on her and it blinded me in the sun as she held it up above her head with both hands. She wasn’t carrying her trusted bow and quiver anymore and the pouches were missing from her belt. Her body was streaked with dirt and she was a mess. With her knees on either side of my body I felt her thighs against my hips and the leaves of her skirt against my tummy. I had started wearing a bra again since the summer was over but she liked it just fine topless and so her boobs floated above me like two big balloons. Her blonde hair sparkled in the sunlight and all the logic and reasoning was gone from her green eyes.
Behind her some of the tower’s logs were broken apart by the fire and as they came falling down with a loud cracking sound she exclaimed: “You’re going on the spit even if I have to drag you there by your feet!” and she brought the knife down in a stabbing movement.
The many times we’d had sex were like a distant memory of something that happened on an island very different from this one. It had been nothing more than sport for either of us and her wild temperament had been unforgettably hot. Now she just wanted to eat me just as much as I wanted to eat her but there was no time to fight it out.

Grabbing hold of her wrists I stopped the knife as the pointy end was only an inch away from me, the wound on my arm screamed at me in protest. We both snarled at each other like two savage wolves as she pushed the knife down while I kept pushing it back, and it trembled in between us. Wanting me alive she was aiming it at my shoulder since roasting a live prey was much more fun and tasty. The bones of her necklace seemed to grin at me and every time I managed to push her far enough back she countered with all her weight and brought the knife back down. She had the advantage as she sat on top, bent over me, a rage burning in her eyes. She showed her white teeth as she grinned: “If you come with me voluntarily I’ll eat your pussy one more time before I eat your pussy.”
“Get off me you crazy bitch!” I used all my strength and kicked her off of me in a boost of anger. As I got on my feet the upper part of the watchtower caved in and pieces of wood and splinters rained down into the fiery furnace. The ladder that stood against the side of the tower fell down into the grass followed by a trail of smoke and the heat emanating from the inferno could be felt throughout the entire village.

After quickly examining my arm I was content with knowing for the time being that the wound wasn’t deep. I would tend to it later. Turning around I made my way to the trees while Jenn was picking herself up. I had a head start of only a few seconds so I had to use the cover of the jungle to my advantage as fast as I could to stay ahead of her. Thick, black smoke had started rising up. I wanted a signal and I got one. Now all I could do was get to the beach and hope that the freighter would see the smoke and set a course for the island. The tower was slowly being reduced to a big pile of burning wood, so in a way I burned a sinking ship behind me as I left the village for good.
Not long after I passed the tree line I heard Jenn shouting behind me: “You can run but you can’t hide!” The pursuit was on. Hurrying through the jungle I was accompanied by the sound of my heartbeat as if someone played the drums. Twigs broke under my sandals and the leaves of my skirt rustled as I jumped over a fallen tree trunk. The sun continually appeared and disappeared behind the tree leaves above me, like a light bulb that was being switched on and off. The last time I was in a chase like this I was pursuing a tasty cheerleader but now I was the one being chased.

Thankfully I didn’t need to worry about Jenn firing any projectiles at me but I had only little chance of defending myself since I had no weapon on me. Why had I left it at the village? Stupid! My hair waved loosely as I passed a few bushes and scrubs and approached some tall trees. I was getting close to a trap location. Maybe I still had a chance. Maybe I could shake her permanently. The sound of breaking twigs and rustling leaves wasn’t far behind me, she was getting close and there was no room for mistakes.
There was a piece of rope lying on the ground in a tightly knotted circle only a few meters ahead and it was camouflaged with moss. Many of our unsuspecting prey who had stepped into ropes like these had found themselves hanging upside down, making them easy to overpower. I ran past it, avoiding it by only a meter and I passed underneath the branch where the rope was fastened up above me. I had hoped she would fall for it but had no such luck. She avoided the trap and as I passed several trees and pushed a vine out of the way I heard her closing in behind me.
“I’m gonna enjoy that juicy ass of yours!” Her voice was right behind me! If she reached out she could probably grab me already. The drums were at their loudest. I was breathing and panting heavily and the end of the jungle was still not in sight. She could be on top of me at any second and she was hungry enough to have me raw. I was a cannibal who was about to be eaten by another cannibal. That was when I saw the spot on the ground that had been covered with leaves.
Having turned brown over time the leaves inconspicuously concealed what lay beneath in a radius of two small meters. Acting quickly I jumped over it and landed on my hands and feet on the other side. As Jenn set foot on the spot I had jumped over her eyes widened when the ground did not support her weight, and along with the leaves she tumbled screaming into the hole underneath.
Looking back with some of my hair lying on my chest I only saw dust being blown up out of the gaping hole while the last of the brown leaves silently twirled down into it. Then there was silence. She had been fixated on me so much that she hadn’t seen the pitfall coming and she’d been too close behind me to react fast enough. This was the first time this trap had ever been used as we’d forgotten all about it, which was even more ironic than the Swedish female volleyball team coming to the island right after us having expired of food shortage.
The drums slowly started to settle down as I got to my feet and I could faintly hear her groaning down in her ironic prison. If it hadn’t been for the fact that we wanted our prey alive we could have put some spikes down at the bottom by cutting sharp ends to a couple of branches, or we could’ve dug the pitfall deeper. Instead it was just deep enough to prevent whoever fell in from getting out and there was nothing but sand and dirt at the bottom. As much as I would’ve liked to rub it in that I had beaten her I had a boat to catch so I couldn’t stay and chat, and hurried to the beach.
Had I wanted to eat her then this would’ve been the perfect opportunity. From her tits alone I would’ve been able to eat a week but no matter how much I craved it my rational side had taken over from my savage side. I had to get back to civilization and as I stood on the coast of the island in the white sand, hot from the burning sun, I was greeted by the sight of the slowly approaching freighter. The weight of the world fell off my shoulders as waves splashed up against the sides of the ship, and only little steam came from its chimneys as it slowed down. The signal (although not entirely given as I had intended) had worked perfectly and had alarmed them to come and pick up a potential castaway. It only occurred to me then that I wasn’t sure about what I would’ve done if Jenn had made it to the beach along with me. The situation could have gotten very complicated but thankfully there was no sight of my former colleague as she was safely locked in in the middle of the jungle. The only regret I had was that I couldn’t take her sweet tits with me.
I could already see a few people on deck. Seeing me as a kind of Japanese amazon must’ve been the most unexpected sight for them. I took off the necklace and dropped it beside me in the sand, then I quickly finger combed through my hair and checked the straps of my bra. The girl in me wanted to appear presentable while the cannibal in me was hoping there would be some delectable treats among the crew.
I could tell them anything I wanted and in case they needed to confirm my story then there were two airplane wreckages on and near the island that would give them all the evidence they’d need. There was the one in the jungle which had brought us a number of tasty travelers and there was the one I had arrived on, which lay at the bottom of the ocean about a mile from the shore. That one would probably remain undetected for years to come. Only the yacht was still dead in the water off the northern shore of the island and it had been there ever since Jenn smashed its controls. Everything was explainable as long as I gave it a certain twist to cover up what had really happened on the island. If they asked me how long I had been out here my answer was going to be that I had given up tracking the time after the first two months, which was the truth. I was pretty sure it would all work out and when I finally got back home after nearly a month of travelling I slowly readapted to life in the civilized world. I left my old life behind but still used my own name. In every other way I was a completely different person. I had seen a different side of human nature and it had changed me. I moved around from place to place regularly which I afforded with the little money I made working jobs at various petrol stations and supermarkets. Cannibalism had become both an addiction and a way of life and I still spent as much time as I could in hunting tasty girls. I acquired a bottle of the sedative drug with which our tranquilizer darts had been filled, and food shortage had become a thing of the past since the world outside my front door was one big all-you-can-eat menu. However, being a modern cannibal in the civilized world also had many limitations. I needed to pick out my food very carefully and put a big amount of time and work into capturing each and every prey. This new kind of hunt left even more tracks than it had in the jungle and it was a constant challenge to make sure I was always one step ahead of the authorities. The result was that I ate even fewer people than when I was still on the island and this was aggravating but also satisfying as hell when finally getting a hot girl all to myself. I was also limited in my cooking methods. The last time I spit roasted someone was back in the tropics and the only meat I barbecued were hamburgers in the summer. For cooking girls I only used a cauldron and this wasn’t a bad thing since there were still many different recipes to try out, and I experimented with as many ingredients and sauces as I could. Some of my favorites had been succulent redhead garnished in sweet honey sauce and full-bosomed Latina in spicy barbeque sauce. The method I wanted to try out on Olivia was to oil her up and baste her with fresh herb butter.
Olivia. She had shot me. I felt no pain so what had she used for ammo? Had it been some kind of tranquilizer gun? I rolled onto my other side as the continuous hum grew louder. No, it wasn’t getting louder… I was waking up. Lights gradually shone into the dark space, illuminating its sides. I was in some sort of confined space. From the inaudible conversation in the distance I was only able to make out: “Yes, I got her.” and “On my way.” but I heard no reply. A phone call? Again some whooshing sounds as if something passed by me, followed by some vague chaotic sounds in the distance. Car horns.
Realizing that the dark space was the trunk of a car some things started to come back to me. I had been dragged out the door of my apartment and carried down the hallway, and the wind then howled as another door was opened. Very vaguely I recalled Olivia saying: “My friend had too much to drink.” maybe to someone who spotted her. Then there was a clicking sound (a car trunk?) and I was laid down. After that there was only darkness.
Now as the car drove further and further into the night it left the city behind and headed into the rural countryside. The lights that shone in faded away and it turned darker in the trunk. I heard fewer car horns and the wind strongly howled as it was no longer blocked by any buildings. All I could hear was the monotonous humming which I knew now was a car engine. Where was she taking me? Fiddling around with my wrists I noticed that there was rope tied around them. I was unable to move my legs, probably due to the effects from the paralysis and shouting wouldn’t help either since my mouth was covered with tape. Even though it was a cold night outside I felt warm. I was wearing a coat. She must’ve put it on me to not cause suspicion when bringing me to her car. If she had somehow found out that I’d had different intentions with her than uncomplicated lesbian sex then why hadn’t she just taken her stuff and left? Why go through all this trouble? Was she taking me to the police?
I felt the car slowing down and heard a faint ticking sound. The car’s turn signal. Soft rustling underneath the car gave away that she had turned onto some kind of gravel road and it didn’t take long until we came to a stop. A handbrake was pulled and then the engine was turned off, leaving me with nothing but darkness while listening to my own breath behind the tape. My hair lay all around my head in a big mess. The pounding of my heart started to pick up speed. Somewhere far away I heard the soft flowing of water from a nearby river or lake. A car door opened and then closed. Footsteps in the gravel came toward me and stopped very close by. Keys tinkled.
As the trunk was opened Olivia looked down on me. She was wearing the same clothes I had torn off her earlier and when she saw that I was awake she showed her sweet, yet cunning smile. A full moon, white as snow was visible behind her in the dark sky and I saw something that looked like the roof of a small house.
“You’re up early.” She said and took a syringe from her pocket. “Feel free to sleep in a little while longer.” It was like a fire alarm loudly echoed through my head while the needle sparkled in the moonlight as she brought it up to me. My muffled cry for help became a fading moan and then vanished, welcoming the darkness back in.
“Hi Natsumi.”

As soon as I heard the familiar voice everything fell into place. The trunk had been the modern version of a two pole tribal carry. Olivia had known full well what she was doing when she entered my apartment. Maybe I should have known about her because seducing her had been so easy. She had been a damn good actress up until the very last moment and had seemed completely at ease but changed in an instant when I reached under the bed. Why had she waited until the last minute? Perhaps for the same reason that I waited before sedating any of my victims; to have some fun and exciting foreplay. I wasn’t sure where she had hidden the gun (maybe in her skirt?) but for sure it was a tranquilizer gun and the ammo was the same sedative I used myself. Another thing I was sure about was where she had gotten the ammo and who had helped her in obtaining it.

The last time I saw her Jenn had seemed like she’d lost it entirely but she was calm and in control now. She sat in front of me and looked at me with the same reassured smile that I remembered her by. Both of us had gotten the time we needed to readjust and to leave the desperation of the last few months on the island behind, and it had clearly done her well. She looked good: vital and energetic and she had grown her hair a bit longer.
“Against my advice you ran but you didn’t hide.” There was that familiar playful twinkle in her green eyes. The warm light from a fireplace behind her illuminated the chamber we were in. The stone mantelpiece held a few small statues and a vase. There was a red carpet on the floor and various still-life paintings decorated the beige walls. A tree was visible in the black of night outside the window and its leaves rustled in a strong wind. Underneath the window stood a wooden table with two chairs and it was neatly set with cutlery, salt and pepper shakers, a bottle of red wine and two empty glasses.
“Where the hell did you come from?” My voice still sounded half asleep.
“I hitched the same ride as you.” She answered honestly without playing games or letting me guess. “Did you really think I would miss the only ship to pass by the island in months? You traveled first class as a passenger while I traveled as a stowaway.”
The pitfall hadn’t locked her in long enough and she had managed to climb out which couldn’t have been an easy task. Then after I was brought on board and given something to eat and drink she somehow tagged along and hid. I never noticed anything nor did the rest of the crew to my knowledge.

“Never wondered where that delicious communications officer disappeared off to?” While grinning she made an obvious suggestion with her hand against her belly and licked her lips. I recalled a sexy woman on the freighter who fit the description and remembered needing to restrain myself whenever I was around her and her cup D tits. It was a big ship and I just figured it was a coincidence that I didn’t see her anymore after a day or two.
“It was easy enough to remain unnoticed, especially when wearing officer’s clothes, and when we docked I simply walked out. I cannot imagine the rest of my escapades here on the mainland being very different from yours, with the exception that I lost track of you and had to search you out.”

“Anyway,” she continued as she stood up, “where there’s a will there’s a way.” She was wearing blue jeans and a white shirt so this was the first time I saw her in any kind of clothing. “But I couldn’t have done it without some help.”

Olivia stepped into view beside her. My cannibal friend had apparently found a new partner. Or was it a playmate to use and discard when needed? I couldn’t imagine how the two of them had met or how Jenn had convinced her to do this but I figured it must’ve been on the internet. As both of them stood in front of me smiling at the fruits of their labor it was pretty obvious what they were planning to do with me. I was still in the process of waking up and it was only then as I regained my senses, with all my initial questions answered, that I noticed I was sitting in a big, cast-iron cauldron.
“Did you really think you would fuck me tonight?” Olivia asked, and her blue eyes sparkled in excitement.

The answer I gave her was: “Do you really think Jenn won’t turn you into her next dinner?” but I didn’t say it out loud; I wasn't going to warn her. She would find out soon enough. If she really thought she was going to be working together with Jenn for long then she was sorely mistaken. Too bad for her that she didn't know her partner as well as I did, especially since voluptuous brunettes were Jenn’s favorite. I gave it a week before she would decide that Olivia was a way too delicious treat to simply have as a partner and that she couldn’t let those fantastic tits go to waste.

“I prefer blonde,” she said and took hold of Jenn by the waist, “but in regards to cuisine Asian food is by far my favorite.”
Well done ladies. You tricked me and I never saw it coming.

“I was right, wasn’t I?” Jenn filled in, “She’ll go very well with sweet and sour Asian sauce and some noodles.”
Olivia had taken a plate of vegetables and shoved them into the water which was already warm.
“Sounds good to me babe, I already tasted her so I know she’ll be absolutely delicious. Any recipe is fine with me.”
Pieces of mushroom, carrot and paprika floated around me. I guessed that the cauldron stood on some kind of platform with wood underneath it, and it was positioned next to the fireplace. One of the windows was opened as well so that the rising smoke could vent.

“I’m willing to bet that your ass is your best part Nat, don’t you think? Those juicy buttocks have evaded me way too long.” Jenn said as she stood right next to me by the cauldron. Holding me by the shoulder she leaned in closer and licked me from my neck up to my ear.
“Although these tits look pretty damn yummy too...” Olivia smiled while squeezing one of my tits as it floated just above the water level.
This was the middle of nowhere and apart from the one tree outside there was nothing but an open field that stretched out for miles, so they had all the time in the world to find out which tasted better.
“I loved our time on the island but eating you will be even better than screwing you.” Jenn whispered teasingly in my ear. She didn’t seem to hold a grudge but that was only because she had me right where she wanted me. Remembering her scream the last time I saw her I regretted that the pitfall was nothing more than a pitfall.
“We should’ve put spikes down in that hole.” My reply was pretty blunt.
She giggled as she placed a kiss on my mouth and I tasted her full, wet lips once more. The crazy bitch was still as seductive as ever. She had ultimately won our cat-and-mouse game and didn’t hold back with rubbing it in.
“That’s enough talk from the main course.” She said and before I knew it she wedged an apple into my mouth and pushed me a bit further down into the stew. With my tits fully immersed I tried to move my hands down in the cauldron only to notice that they were tied up behind my back. The same was done with my feet so my movement was limited to squirming, and the water was beginning to boil. The conversation was over. I was their dinner and all that was left for me to do was cook.

With them standing in front of me with tummies that almost audibly growled I knew what it felt like to be on the menu instead of being the chef. Jenn had gone through many lengths to find and capture me so I was beyond doubt a delicious piece of meat for any cannibal to get their hands on. I was sure they had lubricated me with oil while I was unconscious, most certainly enjoying every second of it and making sure not to miss a single inch. They had tied my hair into a tight knot but several locks had come loose and lay across my forehead and in front of my eyes. A drop of sweat rolled down my temple as I looked helplessly up at them with the red apple firmly in my mouth.
“Now be a good girl and cook evenly.” Jenn added as a final comment. She had grown her hair long enough to reach her shoulders and I only noticed now that her back was turned to me as the two of them walked over to the table that she’d tied it in a short tail. Olivia lovingly squeezed my former colleague’s ass while being kissed by her on the cheek. They were as turned on as I had been all those times when standing in their shoes and if they hadn’t had sex tonight yet then they would certainly do so right before or just after they ate me.
I loved being a cannibal and I also loved being the dominatrix but as the roles were reversed I was discovering the thrill of the submissive side. It was a unique and flattering feeling that the girls wanted to eat me and that I was literally delicious. Perhaps some of the people I hunted and ate in the past had felt the same way (Suzanne for sure did) and perhaps they had secretly liked this special kind of admiration even though they were scared at the same time. The fear, along with the increasing heat had my heart racing and I hated my captors for it, but at the same time I was very wet. That may have been why I hardly put up a struggle.
The boiling water was at my shoulder level and bubbled noisily. I had only been awake for a few minutes but I was already getting tired again. Simply moving my eyes was becoming more difficult as my eyelids seemed to be getting heavier. I had a blurry view of the girls chattering, probably discussing how I would taste as they sat at the table and poured wine into their glasses. Olivia sat with her legs crossed and her short skirt gave away a nice view of her legs. Jenn giggled. On a corner of the table lay the two cellphones that they had used to call each other with from the car. My thoughts moved slowly and I was losing the strength of my muscles and senses. It was getting hotter and hotter and more difficult every minute to stand in the cauldron. The boiling stew stung my skin and washed over my chest as the heat slowly worked its way into my body. The fire rustled and it seemingly grew louder as I cooked in its hot embrace.

The fragrant aroma continued to rise while I floated loosely. Vaguely I was aware that someone stirred the boiling stew. Something was being applied onto my shoulders. Pepper? A slight sting in one of my tits. A skewer. Everything had led up to this point. I survived a plane crash onto a deserted island and then had to fight to stay alive during a conflict with the other survivors where I was among the primary prey and the main source of food. I had been on a diet of chewy berries and old rations for months, constantly hoping for more tasty travelers to show up. As the food shortage worsened and became unbearable I plotted against my fellow islanders and ate a few of them. In the middle of a mad cat-and-mouse fight I had been lucky enough to shake the cat and escape the island. Back on the mainland I had been a modern cannibal and I was familiar with that satisfactory feeling of having a wonderful meal (preferably a girl) displayed before you. The longer you have to wait in anticipation the more satisfied you’ll be when you can finally enjoy the hot and steaming meal. That’s what Jenn and Olivia must’ve felt like as well when they both plunged their fork into my body. And so now I was someone’s dinner.
I lay on my stomach on top of a big and shiny silver serving platter. My head lay on its side, the apple still decoratively in my mouth and my eyes peacefully closed. They had undone the knot and had brushed my long brown hair away from my body so that my neck and back were exposed. All the rope was removed and my arms lay neatly beside me with the palms facing up. My tender legs reached to the end of the platter where my feet gently rested beside each other. The platter was covered in lettuce and dressed with salad oil which felt wet and cool against my skin. My round, juicy buttocks must’ve looked undeniably irresistible, as if they were asking to be bitten into because that’s where both of the girls started to eat me.
With a fork sticking into each buttock they each cut off a slice of succulent ham, and the meat lightly sizzled as their knives cut it like butter. I had often caught people staring at my ass but Jenn and Olivia were the first (and only) ones to enjoy it as literally.
“Mmm... delicious,” Olivia said, “thanks for not eating her on that island.”
I was a perfect fit on the platter and took up the entire length of the table. They sat opposite each other with me in between them, eating me directly from the serving platter. The lettuce was decorated with fruits all around me and there were grapes, cherries and pieces of pineapple. They had kept it simple and had not flavored me with any spices. Spices aren’t always needed, depending on the recipe and sauces used. They weren’t using any plates (there wasn’t even any room for plates) but in between everything stood the salt and pepper, the wine, a bottle of sauce and a pan of noodles.
While one of them tapped some salt onto me from my neck to my toes the other had taken the sauce bottle and poured some of it onto my back, butt, upper legs and calves. The label on the side read “sweet and sour”. That first bite had only been an appetizer, and as the red colored substance ran down the sides of my legs and stomach and dripped onto the lettuce they continued to cut off slices of ass meat.
“It’s not like she has a big ass, but it’s just so plump and round.”

Any guy talking about me like this usually received a slap in the face.

“It’s perfect. Just wait until we get to her tits. I couldn’t stop groping those back in her bedroom.” Any woman talking about me like this would soon find herself on my menu. Too bad Olivia wouldn’t be on that menu but at least I had gotten to taste those full, tasty lips for a brief while in my bedroom.
Jenn then moved to my lower back, slightly shifting her chair, and after she cut off a small piece she dipped it into the sauce before she ate it. Olivia started cutting into my thigh and then brought the fork up to her mouth and closed those full, tasty lips around a piece of the soft flesh. There was the constant sound of smacking and chewing, delicate and civilized, while the wind outside kept blowing through the tree and howling around the roof. Every now and again they took a sip of wine and ate a few noodles.

As Olivia had moved further down to my calves and Jenn had started on my hip she suddenly asked: “Why do we even have these?” and giggled. There was the sound of cutlery being put down on the table. Then I felt their teeth sinking directly into my body as both of them leaned over me.
Sitting by my hip the light from the burning fireplace reflected on Jenn’s hair. It had a golden glow and before she took another bite she finger combed some of her hair back behind her ears while the short tail, which looked good on her, dangled back and forth. Some cleavage showed from her excellent bosom, concealed by the white shirt as she leaned forward. Olivia sat bent over my calf and some of her beautiful dark brown curls touched my leg. She then took hold of my lower leg and gently held it up into the air so that my knee was bent. After brushing her hair back she brought her face closer and let her tongue run from my calf up to the sole of my foot, where she took a bite. Jenn had moved from my hip down to my thigh and after she ate a few pieces she sat up straight, took hold of my wrist, brought my hand up to her lips, and buried her face in the palm of my hand.
After they took another sip of wine they again poured some of the warm sauce onto my back and also used the salt and pepper shakers once again. Standing up from her chair to lean a bit further over me Jenn started eating just below my shoulder, while Olivia began on my lower back. The fire continually rustled in the background while casting shadows all around the room.

“Shall we?”

“Hell yes.”
Working together they then took hold of me by my shoulder and hip and rolled me over onto my back, exposing several prime parts of tonight’s menu. My hair now lay scattered around my head, and my tits slowly heaved up and down at my soft breathing. I was vaguely surprised at how much of this I was able to notice and experience. It wouldn’t be much longer until I lost all my senses completely.

The room was filled with the delicious smell of my cooked body and now that my exquisite front was ready for the taking they were turning a bit wilder as they clearly had trouble containing themselves. As they stood beside me by the table and looked down on me I could almost feel them devouring me with their eyes. Their stare went from my firm and heavenly tits down to my cute and slender waist, followed by my curvy hips and long, succulent legs. Last but not least was my pussy, the paradisiacal cream of the crop. I hoped for them that they had made honest agreements as to who got what.

With the apple and my closed eyes facing the ceiling of the room I felt more sauce, as well as salt and pepper on my body. Jenn’s green eyes playfully twinkled and she licked her lips as she watched the sauce dripping onto my tits, running down its sides and covering my nipples. She then took two ring formed pieces of pineapple and put them around my nipples while Olivia tapped salt and pepper all over and put a cherry in my navel.
Standing next to me the two of them then bent over me. With Olivia’s hair hanging down beside her face and Jenn’s bosom nearly touching the table they began eating my tits, and the succulent meat dimpled like soft balloons as their mouths made contact. With their hands flat on the table their faces were buried in my chest, and with the prime parts of my body equally divided they continually bit and chewed. As they ate me they moaned in satisfaction with my body silently rocking back and forth and my hair dancing around my head while the Asian sauce, along with juices from the pineapple rings dripped down the sides of my chest and stomach. As my boobs bounced rhythmically my head fell on its side, and as my cheek touched the lettuce I then faced the far wall where a deer head hung next to a coat hanger that carried the coat I had worn in the trunk.

Olivia drank some more wine while Jenn flavored my stomach and legs with more of the sweet and sour sauce. All the while my eyes remained peacefully closed. I still experienced the entire thing like a dream, wrapped in a mesmerizing blur with all the sounds vaguely in the distance, and getting vaguer. Olivia smiled as she took a small step sideways, leaned in further and started eating my tummy beginning at my navel and the cherry. After Jenn ate a few noodles she brought her face closer to my hip. Placing a few wet kisses on it she savored the taste and trailed her tongue across my leg to my knee, and back. She had often done this in the seclusion of one of the huts on the island but that now seemed like it had been nothing but a pre-taste and a prelude for a future meal. Then she took a bite from my hip just below my waist, and enjoyed that actual meal.
Opposite from her Olivia spent a little more time on my tummy before moving further down and starting on my legs. Just like my boobs my legs had often turned people’s heads (admirers and cannibals alike) but these girls were lucky enough to have gotten to taste them in all possible ways. Olivia moaned as she clearly loved them… enjoy it while you still can you hag; your name is just below mine on Jenn’s menu card.

Jenn had already proven to me that she had more patience than I thought, since our escape from the island was more than six months ago. She had definitely wanted to get her hands on my butt ever since but had slowly and patiently worked her way up to it. She wasn’t as reckless as before and would probably take her time with Olivia as well, enjoying her company as a temporary toy. She would continue her life as a cannibal in modern society and only time would tell how long she would be able to avoid the authorities. For now she simply continued to enjoy me as she joined in eating my legs. Folding one of them up by lifting it at the knee Jenn ate the side of my upper leg while Olivia was bent over my other one.
After a little while they both backed away and took hold of my ankles as they stood on the far side of the table. Spreading my legs wide they created an opening to paradise. My divine, bald pussy was still a little wet with excitement, and it was theirs for the taking.

Both leaning in with their elbows on the table they started to work together.
“I’ve always wanted to do this.” Olivia said in anticipating lust. She had taken the bottle with the “sweet and sour” label on the side and poured some of its red contents over my pussy. While it was being dimpled in sauce Jenn brought her lips up to it and licked it off. Letting her tongue work its way across my pussy and the meat around it she enjoyed what was likely one of her best dinners yet. Then after sucking on my clit she took a first bite.

Accompanied by delightful smacking sounds cooking juices flowed and drops of sauce dripped down.
Working like a tag team Jenn took over the bottle and poured more sauce onto my piece of paradise while Olivia leaned in and started eating. Like this their main dish was equally divided and as they continued to alternate I occasionally had a hot blonde and a feisty brunette in between my legs. Certainly not a situation I would’ve said no to, had it been under different circumstances.
I would’ve loved to have both of them as a nice combo meal for myself. Jenn was just perfect. She had amazing thighs and cute, tight buttocks. She was kind of short but you wouldn’t tell by the look of her big tits, which were just incredibly round and delicious. She wouldn’t need any spices at all since she just looked extremely wild and naughty, and thus quite spicy already. Olivia had something feisty about her as well but she was more classy and sophisticated, and oh so beautiful. Her long legs seemed to go on forever and her firm tits were to die for. When I first saw her shiny, gem-like blue eyes I just knew that I had to have her in all possible ways. Now with her face pressed up against my pussy those eyes looked as if she had forgotten everything but the taste of what she was eating.
I had never felt sexier. I had been told that I was good looking many times but now I literally felt good looking enough to eat. The fact that the two of them loved me so much was the ultimate ego boost. They were hungry and I was delicious. This experience was simply orgasmic, and I was vaguely aware that they had come to sit beside my head. They had worked their way from my shoulders down until that moment. Now they started from my shoulders up and I was reaching new levels of pleasure as they both leaned in closer.
I could feel their body warmth closing in and the scent of sweet perfume was impossible to miss. Olivia’s hair hung down and she brushed it behind her back. Then she brought her mouth up to my ear and I could feel her warm breath in it. She briefly played with my earlobe, tickling it with her tongue. Then she sucked on it, and while the sucking gradually turned to nibbling Jenn licked my face from my ear down to my neck opposite from her. She closed her eyes as she trailed her tongue back to my cheek and there still was a golden blonde glow in her hair. She then lightly pressed her mouth up to it and smacked on my cheek, savoring my taste. At the same time Olivia moved away from my ear and smiled as she placed her lips against my other cheek. I then felt a slow, delighted bite on either sides of my face.
“Mmm…” Both of the girls moaned, and I heard it in stereo.

What followed were more bites from both my captors as they continued to eat me, and my thoughts drifted off to the island. As I left the tropics behind me in the freighter I stood on deck before being escorted to a cabin inside. Looking out at the island as it faded into the distance it was like it was being swallowed up by the endless blue ocean surrounding it. I was leaving behind a very unique and defining chapter of my life. I would forever be a different person and the only proof of me ever having lived on the island was a necklace, comprised of small human finger bones, resting in the sand on its shore. That necklace was like a silent witness of all that had happened in the jungle behind it. I wasn’t even sure why I had dropped it in the sand but I may have instinctively done so out of symbolism to close a chapter of my life: a chapter that contained struggles, desperation and conflicts. I had however torn out the final page of that chapter, the page which had made me a cannibal. I would always carry that one with me and would never regret it because I loved every single paragraph. The female member of the crew who escorted me down into the freighter looked very delicious by the way.
