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  Reader Advisories


This book is a satirical rendering of memoirs, autobiographies, and cookbooks blended with extreme horror. While its intention is dark humor, it does contain sexually explicit material and considerable violence.  
Please be ready for gore, cannibalism, murder, assault, and other possible triggers that are standard within the slasher horror and extreme horror subgenres.
DISCLAIMER #1: If you are in any way against reading about the natural sexual development of teenage identity, including masturbation, please skip chapters 3 and 4. Avoiding these two chapters will not hinder the process of the story. 
DISCLAIMER #2: Because this book is satire, the author makes no claim that the recipes are correct or that they will make a delicious meal. They were found online, modified for humor and narrative purpose, and are untested.






  
  Introduction


I’ve been pigeon-holed by my morning writers’ group. When I first wrote  Dying to Meat You and The Taste of Women, they all laughed and rolled their eyes at me and my dive into the horror genre world. While I had other horror novels planned, every time I opened my mouth regarding new books, there was this inherent joke that each one would be another cannibal book.
The Taste of Women exceeded my expectations. I never thought my Sapphic readers would embrace the horror world with me and enjoy the idea of lesbian cannibals as much as they did. Reviews were very positive. Two or three times there were jokes made about how to cook human flesh.
When I laughed about the reviews to my morning group, they suggested that I write a cannibal cookbook. Well, at least one of them did. Mayra Luria, this book is for you.
I took them seriously, and did it. This was probably the easiest book for me to write. Why? I have no clue. I busted out the story in less than a month, then took the rest of the time to find recipes online that worked within the confines of the story and added them in. This book felt like a dish; I had all the ingredients and I just needed to mix and blend them all together for a novel.
The story follows another person in the cannibal world I had already written about in my previous two horror books. The Taste of Women talks about a disease that plagued a woman who needed to eat human meat in order to survive. In creating a cannibal universe, this is the story of a young girl whose family is murdered at the hands of cannibals; much like Valerie in The Taste of Women, whose lover also became a victim of possibly the same clan. This story touches more on how a woman becomes infected, though it does not talk about where the disease originated. That topic I’ve planned for another book. Yes, there are more cannibals coming your way—because I’ve been pigeon-holed into being “the lesbian cannibal writer.”
Please remember, this type of female cannibalism is fiction. If you want to run out, bite someone, and tear off a hunk of flesh, be my guest, but there is nothing sophisticated in eating a woman in that manner. Women are meant to be savored.
So please, allow me, if you will, to take you on this journey of Mastering The Art of Female Cookery.






  
  Chapter 1


June 29, 1977. The memory of this day haunts my every sleep. It was my seventh birthday and my family and I were on our way to visit my aunt in St Louis, Missouri from Albuquerque, New Mexico. Summer vacation and all the time in the world. My father took the scenic route, traveling up Route 66, where we stopped at all the roadside attractions to take snapshots. We had just passed Oklahoma City, driving north in our Pontiac Grand Safari toward Tulsa when my father decided it was about time to call it a night. He didn’t want to stay in a big city because of the high prices, so wanted to look for a motel somewhere in between those two towns. 
My 15-year-old sister Marie and I were in the back seat asleep when our father turned off the infamous route. When the car hit a bump in the road, we jolted awake with sleepy eyes to see if we’d arrived yet. I looked out the window and saw nothing but darkness and the rain dripping down the window in front of me.
“Fuck!” my father, Jack, yelled, banging on the steering wheel. “I think I missed the fork. There’s nothing out here.”
I giggled at my father’s curse words, especially when my mother, Celeste, reprimanded him for using them in front of “the children.” It wasn’t like we hadn’t heard them before, but Mother was prim and proper. Unlike me, a scabby-kneed tomboy who hated dresses and lace. Marie got the girly genes while I was the “son” my father always wanted. I played sports, rode my bike fast and hard, and wrestled with him while Marie wore makeup and tied up the phone most evenings, chatting with her boyfriend, Chip.
The rain continued to pour around us, and the car’s headlights did nothing to brighten the road. Windows fogged with our combined breath, and Father wiped his hand on the windshield to clear a better view. Any time things didn’t go right, my parents argued. This was one of those times.
“Jack, slow down and turn on your brights,” Mother demanded of him.
“I’m not going fast. Calm down!” he replied as he fumbled with the dial to the left of the wheel. 
When my father tilted his head toward the instrument panel, unable to find the dial, Mother hollered, “Watch the road!” 
“I am!” 
Finally, the bright headlights illuminated the road in front of us and, out of nowhere, they cast upon the figure of a small child, a little girl around my age, standing in the middle of the road. My father stomped on the brakes, throwing all of us forward as the burning rubber screeched, sending our station wagon spinning in circles. I screamed. Marie screamed. So did Mother. When the car finally came to a halt, we all opened our eyes to find we were alive and well. No one was hurt, which my father confirmed.
The car seemed to have missed the stray child, who we could not find when Father jumped out to inspect any damage. My father was correct when he said, “We would have felt her body if we had hit her.”
No one felt anything, though Marie and I were adamant that my father had killed this child, who might have been dead in a ditch somewhere. To this day, I am not at all convinced that he didn’t; although we had not heard the horrific crunching sound of running over a living creature as it scampered, trying to escape death by metal and rubber and exhaust fumes. Only once in my lifetime had I experienced that blood-racing thud under my car–the sound of some feral creature losing its life. When it happened, I was too afraid to check what I had hit while being in an unsavory neighborhood in the middle of the night. Instead, I pressed the gas pedal slowly and heard the bone crushing cracks as the car lunged over whatever it was I left in the road. Not my proudest moment, to say the least.
But that night, on a dark Oklahoma road, after deeming the car was drivable and we were all fine, Father returned to the vehicle and we proceeded on our way. He wanted to get off the single-lane road and back on to the highway. It was my crying, Marie’s whining, and Mother bickering that caused him to pull off to the side of the road and yell at everyone to shut up. He was lost, turned around, and didn’t know which direction was north. With the rain still coming down, that was all we heard: the ting of large droplets hitting the metal roof as he inched along.
We came upon a small, off-beat town with a gas station, a motel with maybe two or three rooms, and a diner, whose sign had one letter burned out. The letter “O” was dark, barely noticeable on the neon sign where the letters should have read Hello Kitchen. That was exactly what this would become for me. Hell Kitchen.
By this point, the water fell from the sky like a tidal wave. Father had to pull over. The defroster had given out and the wipers couldn’t keep up. We pulled into the parking lot of the diner and on the count of three, we all rushed from the vehicle and blasted through the entrance to avoid as much of the storm as we could. 
Like wet dogs, we shook the water from our clothes and hair at the entrance of this quaint place. 
A burly woman with her hair in a bun and a pig nose greeted us. “It’s sure a mess out there. Come on in, we’ll fix you up something to warm your cockles.”
At seven, I didn’t know what that meant, but any time I hear that word, I transport back to June 29, 1977. She sat us in the booth closest to the front door. There were only two booths and three tables in this small diner. Perhaps being so far off the main highway, it was only frequented by locals. Two other customers were in the diner at the time we came in. A woman, early to mid-twenties; she had dirty blonde hair and looked more like Farrah than Farrah herself. The other woman sat at the small counter across from the cash register. I could only see her from behind, but I knew she was a woman from what happened later. 
While the pig lady left us to bring glasses of water, the flicker of neon came through the window behind me and my father. It seemed to burn into the table like a branding iron. I traced the backward red letters with my finger while we waited. When she returned with the water, I reached for it, but my father grasped my wrist. He wiped the glass rim with a napkin before allowing me to drink.
The waitress pulled out a pad of paper and a pen. “We don’t have a big menu here. We’re just a small town, much like a family. Kind of sit around and eat the same thing. Tonight, I made Beef Bourguignon, which is just a fancy way of saying beef stew. If y’all want something else, I might be able to whip you up a hamburger or something.”
I recognized her attention being drawn to my mother and sister, who sat opposite my father and me. Her nose wiggled like a piggy’s sniffing the air. “Oh, that isn’t necessary,” my mother said, her usual polite self “Is it, Jack?”
“No, not for me, but Cora, what about you? Do you want a hamburger or this...beef stew she made?”
I glanced at my mother, then shrugged because she gave me that look she always did when she wanted me to agree with her. “Whatever you guys are having.”
“Perfect. I’ll wrestle you up a few bowls.” Pig lady stepped away from our table and got lost behind a swinging door in the back. 
Next to that saloon door was another one with a restroom sign on it. Marie had asked if she could use it, so she and Mother scooted out of the booth. Mother held out her hand for me. Despite not needing to go, Father stood so I could follow along with them. 
The small, cramped room contained only two stalls and one sink. It wasn’t the cleanest bathroom I’d seen, but it certainly wasn’t the dirtiest, either. Leaning against the wall with my hands behind my back, I waited for them to go first. Shortly after they entered the stalls, the Farrah lady walked in behind us. 
As soon as she entered, we exchanged smiles. I was so captivated by her hair that I nearly missed my mother’s question. “Cora, are you still in here?”
“Yes, Mommy,” I replied, observing the woman taking slow, deep breaths at the sink. It brought back memories of visiting the doctor, when he’d press the stethoscope against my back and tell me to take a big breath in.
Her chest rose high and fell, as if trying to sniff out a strange smell. At seven years old, this act seemed strange to me. I looked toward the stalls and saw Mother’s and Maria’s panties, pulled down between their ankles, both showing bloody pads stuck to the fabric. Farrah glanced back at me through the mirror, licking her lips. The moisture made them gleam like the shine of pink lip gloss. 
When they finally exited their stalls, Farrah entered one of them while they washed their hands. Mother said, “You should try to use the restroom, Cora. Knowing you, we’ll go sit down, and then you’ll need to go. So, just do it now.”
She wasn’t mistaken. I always seemed to follow that pattern. I complied with my mother’s request and entered the other stall, just sitting there and listening to Farrah’s heavy breathing. Looking back, I’d say she was panting. Amidst my mother and Marie’s conversation and the sink’s running water, I doubt they heard it. However, I watched her foot bounce as her breath quickened. My heart raced, almost trying to match its rhythm. I’m not sure what drove me, but I reached my hand under the stall. Farrah grabbed it, squeezing my little fingers, and then her foot ceased its bounce. Her breath calmed, and she let go. It was then, finally, that I pushed out a couple of drops of urine, just as the woman flushed and exited the stall. 
“Are you almost finished in there?” Marie hollered.
I glanced under the stall to see Farrah’s feet next to my sister’s. They were close. Very close. My mother’s feet were nowhere in sight. Quickly, I pulled up my pants and pushed out of the stall. My sister’s eyes widened, her skin turning a pasty shade, like glue. At that moment, Farrah looked over her shoulder at me and left the room. Marie stood frozen, as if rigor mortis had seized her limbs. 
“Are you okay?” I asked Marie.
“Go back to the table. I’ll be out in a minute.” She remained almost motionless, but I followed her instructions, anyway.
As I left, I quickly glanced back at Farrah’s booth before moving on, crawling under the table past my father’s legs and slinking into my seat. Moments passed, and Marie reappeared from behind the door, still looking shocked.
Beef Bourguignon awaited us on the table, triggering memories of the pot roast and gravy my mother used to prepare. The aroma made me momentarily forget about Marie’s withdrawn state. I dug in, and, oh my goodness, the taste was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. It was certainly not like Mother’s pot roast. My taste buds awakened like a roaring engine in a diesel truck. All my senses went into overdrive as I devoured the meal. 
“My goodness, looks like someone here was super hungry,” my father remarked, noticing how quickly I wolfed down my portion while he had barely taken a few bites.
Since Marie hardly touched her meal, I asked if I could have some of hers. She pushed the plate across the table, wrinkling her nose at it. I happily indulged in her leftovers until my mother pulled the plate away. “That’s enough. You’ll end up with a bellyache in the middle of the night if you keep eating.”
When the rain finally eased, my father decided it was time to head out again. However, my mother admitted she’d rather call it a night and resume the journey in the morning; I could tell she was still shaken by the sight of the child in the middle of the road–there and gone. After Father agreed to cross the road and rent a room at the shady motel, we all got up from the booth. I was still riding the high from whatever ecstasy—be it a drug or euphoria—I had just tasted. I sprinted to the door, making my way to the car. Father naturally bolted after me. That left Mother and Marie to settle the bill in the diner.
Pig Lady stood by the window near the door as I burst through it. When my father followed me out, we heard the bolt of the diner door locking behind him. He yelled, and I initially thought he directed it at me. When I turned back, though, I saw him pounding his fists on the door. 
“Hey. What’s going on? Let me in.”
The words grew more angry, more urgent, as he resorted to using swear words he typically avoided in front of us. I hurried to the door, peeking in from beneath my father’s towering figure. And that’s when I saw Pig Lady, Farrah, and three other women strip the clothes from my mother’s and sister’s bodies and sink their teeth into their bloody female parts, starting with their spread legs, then ripping their nipples off their breasts like tearing pieces away from a raspberry fruit roll-up.
My family’s screams pierced the closed door and the glass panes. I was stiff with horror. My eyes never once blinked as Pig Lady raised a cleaver over her head and brought it down right on to Marie’s neck. Blood sprayed the glass in front of me as her round head, blonde curls still attached, rolled toward the door. It stopped when it hit the glass. Her wide, lifeless eyes stared at me, as if silently pleading for help. I reached out and touched the glass, as if hoping for some miraculous intervention.
Their limbs, once battling, now lay still in pools of crimson on the floor. Mother had ceased her struggle against the attackers. A tear escaped her eye, her arm extending out in one last attempt for us to aid her. Then, everything fell silent. 
“Get in the car! Get in the car!” Father yelled at me.
I obeyed, watching as he hurried around the back of the building, desperately searching for a way inside to rescue them. 
With the car doors locked, I pressed my back against the car, clinging to it as if I were a magnet latched onto the steel frame. The horror inside consumed me, similar to the scary movies my father watched late on Saturdays—films he wouldn’t allow me to see, yet I couldn’t resist hiding behind the sofa to watch. If this situation was anything like those movies, I knew the ending: we were all going to die. 






  
  Beef Bourguignon


You’re probably wondering what happened to this seven-year-old child who was alone in the middle of the night somewhere in Oklahoma, right? We’ll get to that in the next chapter of my life. For now, I’d like to discuss this mind-blowing, life-changing dish I tasted. It wasn’t until high school that I started to dabble in cooking. More out of a necessity than anything else. 1
I’m leaping forward in my story to share a recipe that holds a significant place in my culinary journey. This dish marked a turning point for me, encouraging me to expand my cooking horizons. It was a reminder that our tastes as humans have evolved far beyond primitive instincts. While I’ve developed an appreciation for more exotic flavors, I still hold a deep love for the simplicity of green chilis, spices, salt, and other delightful ingredients that enhance flavors.
That bloody desert diner has haunted me throughout my life, yet I’ve never been able to pinpoint its exact location, where the tragic events of 1977 occurred. Over the years, I’ve tried to retrace my steps along the lengthy stretch of road between Oklahoma City and Tulsa, but the diner has remained elusive. I’m not entirely sure why I’ve subjected myself to this ongoing torment, trying to revisit what feels like a recurring nightmare. However, someday, I hope to finally locate it. In the meantime, the memory of that “stew” has lingered, shaping my dining preferences. Whenever I dined out, I ordered beef stew, pot roast, or similar dishes. At seven, I couldn’t recall the Pig Lady’s words “Beef Bourguignon” to save my life. 
I scoured through cookbooks relentlessly until, one day, a word triggered a lightbulb moment. This was the dish! The memory of sitting at the diner with Farrah in front of me, the backward “Hell Kitchen” glowing on the table, surged back. It transported me to that moment when the Pig Lady said, “Beef Bourguignon, which is just a fancy way of saying beef stew.”
My first attempt at this recipe was a disaster. It tasted so terrible that I ended up vomiting at the kitchen table. Let’s just say stomach bile and beef stew weren’t a winning combination. I must have tried 50 different versions of the same dish, attempting to replicate it until I finally figured out the missing ingredient. Human flesh. A woman, to be more exact.
Over the years, I’ve dedicated numerous hours in my kitchen aiming to perfect it, striving to recreate an exact replica of what my seven-year-old memory recalled. This involved determining the precise cut of meat to use. Similar to a cow, I discovered I could derive the closest match from the fleshy part under the arms, but not the breast meat. The goal is to find that flavorful back fat, which keeps its juiciness and contributes the ideal amount of oils when simmering.

Ingredients
1/2 pound bacon-style belly meat (page: 19), sliced
1 tablespoon olive oil
3 pounds lean stewing meat (cut into approximately 2“ chunks)
1 carrot, sliced (coarse chopped)
1 onion, sliced (not diced or chopped)
1/4 teaspoon pepper
1 teaspoon salt
2 tablespoon flour
3 cups full-bodied red wine
2-3 cups beef stock (page: 23)
1 tablespoon tomato paste
2 cloves garlic, smashed
1/2 teaspoon thyme
1 crumbled bay leaf (optional)

For the brown-braised onions
1/2 bag frozen white pearl onions, defrosted and patted dry
1 1/2 tablespoon butter
1 tablespoon olive oil
1/2 cup beef stock
Salt and pepper

For the sautéed mushrooms 
1 pound mushrooms, quartered
4 tablespoon butter
Salt and pepper

Instructions
	Gather and prepare your ingredients prior to cooking. Chop the bacon, chop the beef (that juicy back meat), chop the veggies, smash the garlic. If you prepare your ingredients, “mise en place” it will help things go smoothly once you fire up the stove.

	Preheat oven to 450 degrees.

	Arrange the beef chunks in a single layer on a tray lined with paper towels, almost like putting together a human puzzle. Use additional paper towels to thoroughly pat the beef dry. Damp beef will not brown properly. This is important... No one likes wet meat.

	In a large Dutch oven, heat the olive oil over medium heat. Add the human bacon and cook until it is browned and has released most of its fat. Use a slotted spoon to remove the bacon, leaving the fat in the pan for later.

	Over medium-high heat, brown the cubed meat in the bacon fat for two minutes on each side. Don’t overcrowd the pan. Even a dead person doesn’t like to feel like a sardine. You will do this multiple times until you finish all the meat. The meat should develop a nice, caramelized brown on the surface. Turn the beef to brown on all sides, then remove with a slotted spoon and set aside. *If your beef is not browning properly, it is either due to the heat not being high enough; the pan being over-crowded (which lowers the heat of the bacon fat), or the beef being too wet.

	Add the carrots and onions to the pan of bacon fat. Cook for a few minutes until they develop a golden-brown color, then pour out the excess bacon fat, leaving the veggies in the pan. *I like to keep the fat for reheating for later. The more you save, the less you have to find when hunting for your human meat.

	Add the bacon and beef back into the pan with the veggies. Toss with a little salt and pepper.

	Sprinkle flour over the mixture and toss again.

	Place the pan, uncovered, on the middle rack of the preheated oven for four minutes. After the initial four minutes, toss the mixture and then cook for an additional four minutes.

	Remove the pan from the oven and reduce the heat to 325 degrees.

	Add the wine, beef stock, tomato paste, garlic, and thyme. *Add enough beef stock to barely cover the beef. With the wine, I recommend a dry wine, such as a Merlot or Pinot Noir.

	Bring to a simmer on top of the stove.

	Cover the pan and place it in the oven. Cook, covered, for about three hours. *Adjust the temperature slightly, if necessary, so that the liquid maintains a gentle simmer throughout the cooking time. While the beef is cooking, prepare the onions and mushrooms.



For the onions
	Heat the butter and oil in a sauté pan over medium heat. Add the onions and cook for about 10 minutes, occasionally shaking the pan to allow the onions to roll around in the pan and brown on all sides.

	Add the beef stock. Bring to a simmer, then lower the heat.

	Cover and simmer slowly for about 15-20 minutes. Toward the end of the cooking time, most of the liquid should have evaporated and formed a brown glaze around the onions.

	Season with salt and pepper, and set aside.



For the mushrooms
	Heat the butter in a sauté pan over medium-high heat. Add the mushrooms. 

	Cook for about 10 minutes, stirring frequently. The mushrooms will appear to absorb the melted butter, but will release the butter and their own liquid. As the liquid evaporates, the mushrooms will acquire a golden-brown color.

	Season with salt and pepper, then set aside.



Return to the main dish
	Once the beef has finished cooking, carefully pour the mixture through a strainer. Allow the sauce to collect in a large measuring cup or glass bowl.

	Pick out the carrots and onions, and discard. Return the beef and bacon to the Dutch oven.

	Arrange the brown-braised onions and sautéed mushrooms over the beef. 

	Allow the sauce to rest for a few minutes. The excess fat will rise to the surface as it rests. Use a spoon to collect and discard the excess fat. Don’t you wish you could do that with your own body, just skim off your fat? Oh, well... Keep repeating the process until you have discarded a significant amount of the excess fat. *You should have about 2-2 1/2 cups of sauce. If you have much more than this, pour the sauce into a small saucepan and simmer uncovered until it’s reduced. It should be thick enough to lightly coat the back of a spoon. Taste and adjust the seasoning with salt and pepper, as desired.

	Pour the sauce over the beef, mushrooms, and onions. 



You can serve this dish over your choice of accompaniment: boiled potatoes, hot-buttered noodles, or even alongside de-boned fingers stuffed with cream cheese. Alternatively, it’s delicious on its own. This meal reheats beautifully. Just bring it to a gentle simmer on the stovetop for a few minutes until all components are heated through.


1.
       At puberty, my growth spurt went in reverse. By the time I figured out what I needed to survive, I looked like a sack of bones. 
    






  
  Bacon


As with almost everything I eat, most of the protein elements I process myself. Since I cannot actually call up my local farm and request human “bacon” or human “ham” per se, I’ve had to take creativity to the next level to cure my own meats. 
In this section, I’ll be teaching you how to create your own bacon-style meat, perfect as a substitute for any recipe that typically calls for pork-sourced bacon.
1. Choose the right belly.
If there is an opportunity to pick and choose your human, I recommend locating a chubby person. This poses a few challenges if you are not strong. You may have to recruit a second person to move your overweight victim, but this is the most ideal cut of meat for “pork” products. This is where I find men to be a better choice, as well. Women will be on the fattier side while a man with a beer gut will have more lean meat on the cut. By the way, a full pork belly weighs 10 to 12 pounds.
2. Remove the meat and skin.
First, make a cut at the groin. Slice from one side of the pelvis to the other. Next, slice along the side from just under the breast area to the hip. Repeat on the other side. From here, you will lift the flap of meat away from the torso, like opening a window into the person’s abdomen. You can either filet the meat off the skin or, more easily, slice just under the breast to have a square of belly fat. 
To remove the skin, start at one corner and use a sharp, slender knife to separate the skin from the meat, angling the knife blade toward the skin. 
Note: Do not discard the human skin. Save it for later. You can grill it over a medium flame on both sides (start belly side down) until crisp and golden brown to make crackling crisp bits of skin to fold into pulled or shredded meats. Or you can deep fry it in oil to make chicharrones, which is great on beans or greens. But, my favorite way to use human skin is like a tortilla. 
3. Prepare the cure.
The core ingredients are salt, sugar, and pepper. To explore a diverse and nuanced flavor spectrum, experiment with different sources and proportions of these ingredients: white sugar, brown sugar, maple sugar, or even freeze-dried cane sugar juice. For pepper, consider using ground or cracked black pepper, or even hot pepper flakes. You can also enhance the mix by incorporating juniper berries and other aromatic spices. When preparing the cure, mix the ingredients by hand, especially if using brown sugar, to ensure you break any lumps up with your fingers. 
4. Cure the pork belly.
Arrange the belly on a rimmed baking sheet. Season and rub both sides with the cure from above. Place the belly in a large, sturdy, resealable plastic bag in a roasting pan on the bottom shelf of your refrigerator. Keep it there for five days, remembering to turn it over each day. This step is crucial. As the cure dehydrates the meat, liquid will collect in the bag. This is an expected part of the process, similar to brining.
5. Rinse and dry the belly.
Transfer it to a colander or strainer and thoroughly rinse both sides with cold water to eliminate the excess salt. Then, blot the belly dry and position it, uncovered, on a wire rack atop a baking sheet, placing it on the bottom shelf of your refrigerator. Allow it to dry for at least four hours, or preferably overnight, turning it once or twice. This process aids in forming a “pellicle,” an outer skin that feels papery and dry, perfect for the smoke to adhere to. Achieving this exterior skin is essential for the bronzed surface that makes bacon look undeniably delicious.
6. Smoke the bacon.
If you have accepted your cannibalism, a smoker will be your best friend. Set up your smoker according to the manufacturer’s instructions and preheat it to 175 degrees. If you’re using a charcoal smoker, the temperature will fluctuate between 160 and 180 degrees. That’s okay. If using an electric or gas smoker, you can set it at 175 degrees.
For smoking, use hickory, apple, cherry, or other preferred hardwood (or blend of woods). I find mesquite to be too strong, personally. Depending on your type of smoker, you’ll use chunks, chips, sawdust, or pellets. The smoking time will range between
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