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Dolcett Digest is the premier
magazine of its type, boasting a
distribution that spans five
continents. But our magazine
cannot sustain its success
without the help of our readers.
We depend on your comments
and criticisms, your stories and
sullyings, and most of all your
intimate photos. If your meat
and mind impress us, we'll
spare no expense in bringing
you together with our gifted
columnists and photographers.
Should you not make the pages
our magazine, worry not. All "A"
grade submissions will be
scanned and made available to
subscribers on our website! So
don't delay...send in your smut!

Dolcett Digest Inc.
NEW YORK

HAMBURG LONDON

As our magazine is staffed by
a female majority, it has a high
turn-around of employment. To
keep up, we are always seeking
a variety of talents: writing,
photography, art, editing, and
proof reading. If you feel you
have something to contribute to
our publication, please contact
one of our five offices and fill
out an application. Potential
employees must meet a mimimum
level of experience and beauty
to be considered for any position.
All employees of Dolcett Digest
Inc. become the legal property
thereof and are required to
model, copulate, and/or roast as
requested by our corporate
office.
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Fine Meats

Debreasting - Fine Filets - Whole Roasts
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RECOMMENDATIONS
FROM THE

Bill Barnes® 1s head chef of the 5 star Dolcetta
Restaurant in San Diego, California. He has

been preparing award winning girl meat for over twenty years and has
an honorary doctorate from Dolcett University. Each issue he fields
your questions about spit-life and spit-death, meat psychology,
etiquette, preparation, cooking, and presentation.

*You can find Bill most
evenings in the kitchen
of his restaurant, located
in San Diego's iconic
Gaslamp Quarter. Dress
code is strictly nude-
formal. It is advised that
parties make reservations
a minimum of two days
in advance.

E .

Pictured on the left is
Melinda Barnes, the last
uneaten in Bill's litter. A
current chef-in-training,
she stands to inhernit the
restaurant and the entire
Barnes foods empire
upon Bill's retrement. We
hope Bill will be cooking
for us for years to come,
but we're sure he'll have a
worthy successor in his
daughter-apprentice. Be
sure to say hi to them
both if you stop in.

Dear Bill,

I will be getting married fater

this summer, and weve decided
to serve four head of girlmeat at
the reception. One 1s old (Aunt
Jude), one new (newly legal), one
borrowed (my Aunt’s slave), and
one blue (asphyxiated). I'm sure
we Il have enough food, but in
our RSV Ps, everyvone chose the
specialty cuts of meat for their
dinner selections. There are only
so many rump roasts and it
slices to go around. How do I
decide which people get what
cuts of meat without oflending
anyone?’

-Busy Bride to Be
Dear BBB:

Unlortunately the politics of
wedding arrangements are far
too complicated to fit into this
byline. And without knowing
who wants what cuts and who 1s
most important to you, I would
not dream of le].ling you what to
do. But there 1s at least one way
you can take decision-making
ofl of your plate, so to speak.

Abandon the idea of set
meals. Artisinally arranged

plates may look nice, but that
doesn't make the food taste any
better. Instead bring the kitchen
into the reception hall with a
complete bullet table. At the end
of that table place your four
suckling meatgirls, freshly pried
ofI the spit. Once your guests
have piled their plates high with
an assortment of salads and
sides, let your guests decide
which cuts they will eat on their
own, first come [irst served.
Station a caterer at each of your
roasts to manage the slicing for
them. Seeing where your meat
comes [rom can make any
girlmeal taste better, so I doubt
you'll receive any complaints
about your tit steak shortage.
The only decision you have to
make 1s which tables you will
dismiss first. And this 1sn't a very
diflicult problem to solve. Once
you abstract the tables into their
basic make-up (immediate
family, distant family, friends
from college, coworkers...), you
should be able to come up with
a simple hierarchy. And il you
are really desperate to make no
decisions, you can always have
them called up randomly, after
the wedding party of course.
Oh, and Congratulations!

Dear Bill,

I recently moved to a small
village in Alaska which 1s only
accessible by light aircralf.
There are only fifty seven of us
living here, which means that
true Dolcett living 1s impractical,
Olur citizens submilt to state
dralt notices, but we don't have
the (wo)manpower needed to
replace anyone who is roasted
voluntarily or by the will of a
spouse. Is there a way we can
practice Dolcett'’s teachings
withoul eating our population
down (o zero?

-Yank on the Yukon
Dear YotY,

Yes, population replacement
18 a problem 1 communities of
your size. Converting girls to

meat too quickly may result in a
weak labor force, inbreeding, or
loss of property value should
your village slide from isolated
hamlet to ghost town.

First check online. Though 1t
will be much more expensive to
acquire, mndividual cuts of meat
may be ordered online and hand
delivered, even 1f it 1s on the 'last
frontier.' Name brand supphliers

like Hill's or Longpork of the
Month filter the quality of their
meal to the point where you
won't need to see it beforehand.
It may take over a week, but a
juicy cunt or succulent rump 1s
within your grasp.

And don't forget what meat is
available in your community.
You don't have to whole roast a
person to harvest their meat. If
your wife 1s no longer nursing,
put her udders to good use.
Slice one ofl you can both relish
in some [ine dining. For some
extra kinky fun you can remove
them after you grill them!

Dear Bill,

I have this mad fantasy to
hang m public, to be nude and
on display for strangers as I kick
desperately for my life. But one
thing I lack is rhythm. I'm an
awlul dancer. Will this have a
negative eflect on how I ‘dance’

dangling from the noose? If
needed I could seek out lessons.

-Two Leli Feet Lisa
Dear Lisa,

Rest assured, the dance floor
and no floor are two very different
beasts. No amount of formal
traimning will keep a woman's [eet
under control when they are
starved of oxygen. They will flail
and kick and twitch in ways you
wouldn't expect.

This 1sn't formal art. There are
Nno proper steps or moves, no
symmeltry or rhythm is needed.
The men and women who watch
you Eimphf warl Lo see your
desperation as you struggle for
each breath. How each passing

kick exhibits a decrease in strength
but an increase 1n alarm. And
how you are completely helpless
to affect your fate or even to
cover your total nakedness. Do
not fret. Trained or not, your
last dance will be truly inspired,
captivating to all who watch.

Dear Bill,

I have exhausted my tolerance
for common bondage. It simply
1sn't enough anymore. I need (o
feel constrained and helpless
from the inside of an oven. And
1'd like the master chef staring in
through the window to be you. I
am prepared to fly to San Diego
to ofler mysell. Whal steps must
I take to volunteer as a Dolcett
girl in your restaurant?

-Delectably Yours,
Marie

Dear Marie,

I appreciate your enthusiasm
for my craft. However, we do
not accept walk-ins or allow
customers to BYOLP. Our meat
supply 1s provided by a single
vendor Lo ensure ils supreme
quality. All our meatgirls are
delivered live for roasting each
Thursday from the Searchlight
Ranch in Chowchilla, California.
Their hivestock 1s provided with
an open range habitat, solt beds,
visiting 'stallions,’ and a strict diet
of organic vegetables and lower
graded longpig.

Should you wish to apply with
them you may, but know that
acceplance 1s no guarantee you
will [ind your way to me. Their
livestock 1s distributed among a
hall dozen restaurants and
markets across California. But
even 1l you end up sold in thin
slices at a deli somewhere, you
may [ind the journey to be

worthwhile: Searchlight's chief
cattle-hand Emilie Lourde 1s
unparalleled with a lasso and
skilled with a strap-on. You just
may rekindle your love of non-
lethal bondage when you're on
the receiving end of a hogtie!
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oowoomba may sound

hike a made-up word to
most, especially when heard
chanted by 4,000 screaming
spectators. But it's a way of hife
for fans of the 'gold and green
bucket machine.' Toowoomba
1s In East Central Austraha,
near Brisbane, and home to
the Lady Vipers of the AABA
(Austrahan Amateur Basketball
Association). It 1s the winningest
team In the state of Queensland,
and 1t's luck continues this
season, much to the dehght of
those who might partake in
young Maureen Scott.

First things first. The AABA
1s no ordinary league. It was
founded in response to widely
expressed criticisms of the
professional leagues. These
include steroid use, selfish play,
stadum pricing, and players
valuing salary above success. No
player 1s eligible with a year or
more of professional basketball
experience. While athletes are
paid a share of ticket prices,

the amount 1s comparatively
hittle. Most players mamtain a
second job or attend college.
Maureen 1s one of fourteen

members of the Viper cheer
girls, a handpicked squad of
under 21s, specializing less in
gymnastics than in motivation.
This occurs 1n three areas:

1. Off the Court - Keeping
the players' sexually satisfied to
prevent hibidinous distraction.

2. Just off the Court - Front
rows are reserved for hardcore
fans,' aptly named. During game
time our girls park themselves
in the laps of loyal supporters,
and they don't always wear their
complete uniform!

3. In the Oven - Cheergirls
are handpicked by the players,
giving an extra mcentive to win.
The national championship
celebration includes confetts,
champagne, and a Dolcett girl
for every winning player.

By all accounts Maureen
adapted well to the switch from
fumbling around awkwardly

with teens to fucking strapping
athletes. Her braids and smile
are her only relics of innocence
abandoned. And while they
might fool a casual fan, the
team and the classmates at her
high school know better.

"I'm honored," she tells us,
"to be part of this family. To be
selected for companionship
with our city's great talents.
Real mature adults of 25 or 30
that want to share their wild
passions with me. What can 1
do but my womanly duty? I
offer my body to quench their
thirst, and if they trimmph over
their rivals, their hunger."

Maureen reenacts for us
one of her recent pep routines.
But this wasn't an on-the-court
dance or a post-game ruckus.
Thas 1s sabotage, pure and
simple. A Iriend's deceitful
stadum directions send a pair
of Brisbane Comet players to a
private locker room where she
awaits. Having just won the
Brisbane city championship m

Dolcett Digest 7117



the mo game, 1t doesn't
take much effort or flattery to
encourage them to accept her
congratulations. But in sharing
wine and cum, Maureen mtends
on draiming not just their balls
but their athletic energy just as
the Queensland championship
1s set to begin.

Once Maureen has made sure
they've had enough to drink, she
drops mnto a fammhar squat. Both
erect cocks come out hard and
eager. Their size 1s a sharp
reminder that she's a competitor
mn the big leagues. Professional
basketball players must wait until
after school to play ball...but she
balances her most trying athletic
challenges with homework, high
school pohtics, and a curfew.

Each cock 1s wrapped 1n a
devoted hand. A cheer girl
doesn't get to play favorntes. She
either satishies everyone or loses
control of the situation. And
with the testosterone flowing,
there 1s no telling what they may
be prone to do. Maureen leans
mn but pauses.

12 Dolcett Digest

"You boys know I cheer for
the other team, right?" This 1s
wholly clear. Part of the turn
on for them 1s poaching one of
their foes. "Well...I'll actually
be cheering for you guys. 1...1
can't become meat. The thought
of it 1s...it's not what I signed on
for. Can you win this for me?"

One of them strokes her
hair and says, "We'll just have
to see if you are worth saving."
Maureen smiles and takes his
cock mn her mouth. Her plan
succeeding, she begins with a
brisk, comfortable rhythm. In
sucking the hife out of these
chumps, she discovers a joy in
oral sex she'd never known.

When satisfying her own
team's players, Maureen
doesn't need to look up to tell
whose 1s whose, to know what
to do to whom. But here she
must test the waters, checking
up every so often to make sure
they are enjoying themselves...
and not too quickly of course.
They must surrender their
loads just before tip-off for her

plan to succeed.

As talented as she's become
with her tongue, Maureen still
can't hold both their attentions
with a divided effort. She'll need
to offer up something more
Bouncing up mto a bending
position, her skirt inverts itself.
Nary a glance 1s needed between
these two teammates. They each
grab her torso and hifter her up
onto the table, then take up
places fore and aft. Naturally
Maureen's claimed spit-roasting
fears didn't apply to thas.

Maureen buries her head in
the lap m front of her, making
one pulsating prick disappear.
From behind her panties are
carefully pulled aside and her
arousal gauged with probing
fingers. Maureen 1sn't faking it.
She's sexually driven by the
attention, the care she provides,
the skill mvolved and even the
risk, which since the postseason
started has doubled with every
win. The player shps 1n and
Maureen shifts her focus to

multitasking.




Though iconic and fantasy-fulfilling, Maureen's
cheerleader umiform must make way for her
meatday suit. Not simply for eroticism or logical
progression, but because she was mere seconds
away from getting a mouthful. She stands up,
lets her opponents dress her down, and begins
again only after they begin to grow hmp.

Maureen feels the importance of this game
just like the players. The winner represents
Queensland at the Australian Final Four in
Sydney. She wants nothing more than for the
men she has pledged herself to prove their self
worth on the national stage. T'o become
dominant over all, even if it includes her. Thais 1s
the first she' truly realizes how close she 1s to
honoring St. Dolcett. When there were 64 or 32
teams she was one in a crowd. But going from 8
teams to 4 demands a new perspective. Her fate
1s 1n the air. Players and cheergirls, her friends
and lovers, grow closer with every day spent
together. And with every win Maureen realizes
how elite these friends of hers are, and why they
deserve her cunt on a plate. She's no volunteer,
but she wants them to be worthy of her flesh, to
be worthy of her everything.

Mouth and pussy wide open, Maureen
wonders 1f this 1s what the spit 1s like. Or if she
would even get the chance to find out. She
could be bound, stuffed, and shid into the oven.
Or squeeze of life with a length of rope. The

14 Dolcett Digest
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notion that they might not win
1s not one Maureen would hke
to entertain while she's doing
her part for the team.

Included n that team effort
1s an open-door policy on her
ass. Inexperienced compared
to many of her cheerleader
Iriends, anal sex 1s something
Maureen is still trying to get
comfortable with. Not that she
lets herself take it slow or
control the motions. She has
learned that she's simply along
for the ride and its best to just
hold on. And she nearly tears a
blue practice jersey in doing so.

But Maureen finds this
double penetration to be a new
kind of experience entirely.
She 1s stll a captive passenger
on someone else's thrill ride,
but her packed pussy offers a
balance. Her ass may be
fucked raw, but it hmghhghts the
pleasure in her pussy. Ym and
vang forces that fill her with a
spectrum of sensation. The
ache reminds her of her hrst
time and the pleasure keeps

her wanting more. And once
they found a rhythm, the
feeling of being double stuffed

was a treat in and of itself.

Of course Maureen can't
help but think about spit and
stabilizer as her holes are being
stretched. Is this all preparation
for a future date with a Jessica
3000? And can anything truly
prepare you? At that thought
she cums loudly.

By now, towel boys and
cheergirls were looking for the
missing pair, not that they
would find them in a room now
marked, "Storage Closet," by a
friend. Or that the men would
be torn away before getting their
carnal reward from the turncoat
cheerleader. And they'd been
fed just enough champagne to
keep them from getting their
rocks off until game time.

Brisbane's players were now
running their drills, distracted
at the thought of playing the big
game without two of their
teammates. The coaching staff
hectically reworked the game
plan, changing plays, rotations,
and matchups on the fly.

Toowoomba practiced 1n
ignorance of their opponents’
missing players and their own
missing cheerleader. Maureen's
plan is a self-driven endeavor, a
near thankless exercise. But

since when does a person need
a reward to help out a fnend n
need...let alone twelve?
Maureen has no idea how
common such acts may be.
Cheerleaders tend to stick with
their own. Intersquad socializing
only serves to complicate a
delicate balance of motivation
and emotion. Intense rivalries
between the squads help to
preserve this unfamiharity.
With strangers motivation 1s
simpler with an us versus them
mentality. "Our town's men are
true alphas.”" "We're the only
Grade A meat on this court.”
The girls strive to prove this to
the other squads through
demonstrations of their beauty,
flexibility, and sexual abihties.
Whether eager, reluctant, or
regretful roastees, all cheergirls
unify around these themes.
The exception to this rule 1s
the overmight of the Final Four.
With semifinal games played
Saturday and finals Sunday, the
two squads ehgible to roast
cohabit n hotels that mght, one
girl from each squad to a bed.
Only then do they shed their
tough exteriors and share their
bodies, hopes, fears, anxieties
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and desires. And whichever
squad roasts the next day, their
shared experience makes it an
intimate event for everyone.
Minutes before tip-off, the
two players hinally build up to
their orgasms. Maureen offers
them her throat and pussy, but

neither takes her oller. Instead
they each want to tag the traitor
ol Toowoomba with a thack
visible layer of their hot spunk.
To Maureen's immense
satisfaction, one player positions
his cock over her face and jerks
himsell to chmax at the tip of

her tongue. Maureen felt hke a
Goddess, fed a divine treat by
her loyal servant. That this treat
was his own masculinity: his
athletic dnve and aggressive
spirit, was unbeknownst to him.

His buddy tucks Maureen's
picture perfect cunt a while longer

until he pulls out and showers
her with cum. This exchange of
strength may not be as poetic as
the first, but it does equal the
damage. Like his teammate, his
play will be sluggish, passive, and
predictable. The only athleticism
the pair will show tonight comes

some three minutes later as the
opening buzzer echoes through
the arena. Both players sprint
half-naked out the door as they
make their way to their bench,
practice shorts 1 hand.
Maureen's exit 1s much less
frantic. She casually dresses,

leaving her panties behind. She's
in the mood to flash the crowd
today. The cum she leaves be. It
will be her taunt to the Brisbane
players as she chants for their
(and potentially her own) demuse.
She jomns her girlinends courtside
to watch her scheme unfold.




After Toowoomba's 62-58 win, they
receive some well earned attention from
the lady Vipers. But before Maureen
joins them, she returns to the scene of
her crime. Abandoned there are two City
of Brisbane championship medals, left
either i haste or in tribute to the devious
cheerleader. She puts them (and only
them) on before her return.

Just two wins separate her team from
greatmess: a 3rd championship, the first
in six years. And one upon which young
Maureen Scott can claim to have had a
real tangible influence. But unal this
game the 1dea she would snuff so soon
was unthinkable. She has hife plans. She's
been accepted to the biochem program at
the Umv. of Queensland. But she has
also grown close to twelve stellar home
grown athletes. If you were to ask her
plainly, Maureen would tell you that she
does not want to roast. But she does want

to be worthy of great men, of champions.
And herself be damned, she's willing to
bend the rules to get her boys there. s

All recipes tested on

Annette Porter, 21 y/o
Burhington, VT, USA
(pictured)

AABA
Final Four

April 26-27, 2064
University Stadium,
Sydney, NSW

Perth Pirates

‘ Toowoomba Vipers

champions

Sydney Eagles

Geelone Celts

Bourborn Bosonmi

Ingredients: |
2 b longpig breast, cut into bite-sized pieces; 1/2 ¢

1/4 GL;D apple juice; 2 Thsp catsfjp; 1 Thsp cider
vinegar, 1-2 Thsp olive oil; 1 garlic clove, crushed;
3/4 tsp crushed red pepper flakes; 1/4 tsp ginger

Directions:

1. Heat oil in a large skillet :
2. Add breast pieces and cook until lightly browned
3. Remove breast

4. Add all remaining ingredients, cook over medium
heat until it's 8 well mixed and dissolved
5. Add breast to" mixture and bring to a hard boil
6. Reduce heat % and simmer for 20 minutes
/. Serve over hot rice and enjoy!

T — T —— W S S S — = — =

Prick & Twat T’w

Ingredients:
1 whole cunt fillet, cooked and chopped; 1 cock™,
slice into medallions; 2 pie crusts; 1 cup
half-and-half; 1 cup onion, diced; 1 cup celery,
diced; 1 cup potato, diced; 1 cup carrot,
diced; 1/2 cup all purpose flour; 1/3 cup
melted butter; 2 cups chicken broth;
1 tsp salt; 1/4 tsp pepper

* May be replaced by another
cunt fillet if male meat
unavailable or undesired

Directions:
~ 1. Preheat oven to 400°F
2. Saute onion, celery, potatoes

A eII Cook 1 minute stirring constantly
4, Combine broth and half-and-half
5. Gradually stir into vegetable mixture
6. Cook over medium heat stimng
~constantly until thickened and bubbly
/. Stir in salt and pepper ¢
8. Add cock and cunt, stlrrmg wall ]
9. Pour into shallow 2 quart casserole
~dish between two pie shells

- 10. Cut slits to allow steam;‘
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] i Slaughterhouse-Five (1972)
g B Bl P | We'll admit this entry is more for Vonnegut's book than for the film,
but both are worthy of acclaim. They tell the story of Billy Pilgrim, a man
unstuck from time, whose life plays out in a nonlinear order. He might
spend an hour as a child before being thrust forward to his wedding day,
only be thrown back to his years as a POW in World War II. All this is the
apparent result of being abducted by aliens in 1967.
| It is in those late years after his abduction that he learns an odd truth
| of the universe. His 5th dimensional captors see time as we see space, and
| can say with certainty that free will is an illusion. The future is no more
| changeable than the past. Billy's schizophrenic life is testament to that. No
g | matter his actions he can't control his future (which is also his past).
In the years since the gender virus Eermanently altered our species’

SLAUGHTEREQUSE- |
!“ | role on this planet, first-world religion has mostly fallen to the wayside.
o L | Acceptance that we are the determinant result of chemical reactions playin

& ban Beoopmes Ungtuck in Time

] While a healthy snuff fetish works best to calm the nerves, the knowle

that the future is as static as the past has helped countless meatgirls ofter
themselves willingly though they might not feel ready. They can simply shrug their shoulders, say
"So it Goes," and mount the Jessica on their own. It has also been shown to have a positive effect
on reducing cases of runaways. This may explain why Slaughterhouse-Five has become a staple of
book clubs and literature curriculums worldwide.
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The Truman Show (1998)

This film was actually released two years before Survivor (different
from the pay per view series of ultimate fighting bouts) initiated the
era of reality tv. The Truman Show's depiction of a high rating tv show
documenting a common person's life via hidden camera proved to be
spot-on in the decade that followed, which among other reality shows
featured the similarly themed "Big Brother."

What is particularly relevant to our society is the early portrayal of
a person as the property of a corporation. Truman Burbank is adopted
at birth by a television studio so his entire can be life broadcast live.
The studio takes on the responsibilities of sustaining his livelihood not
just through the onset of adulthood but has plans to do so for the full
duration of his useful life. The entire community is supported by this
form of corporate adoption and its product clearly benefits viewers
across the world. Just as that world feeds off this relationship, ours
feeds off another variety of corporate ownership. One which lasts the
full duration of a meatgirl's lifetime.

Logan’'s Run (1976)

If you can make it past its cheesy art direction, Logan's Run offers
perhaps the most prognostic vision of our future, at least as could be
predicted by pre-cannibal minds. It tells of an isolated domed city
where everyone has a predetermined death date, that of their 30th
birthday. It is an accepted necessity for the balancing of resources and
to prevent r::ver,:n::pulatiun. All these willing human sacrifices are
assured they will be reborn in the city after completing the rite of
"carrousel,” though home viewers know better.

Whether it is chance or providence on the writers' part, 30 is in fact
the average age of processing of women in Western society today.
Both our societies require strict population regulation but graciously
allow just enough time to experience the prime years of existence
before genetics begins to wear away the body. Ours thankfully has the
flexibility to allow Dolcett fetishists to snuff during their sexual peak
while DtﬁE‘I‘S may experience the pleasures of motherhood before they
are called upon to roast. But those who try to escape their responsibility
| will meet the same fate as those in the ?;Im, a just termination!
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out since the big banfg has brought comfort to millions, especially meaf?ir S.
ff f =

13 Tzameti (2005)

“UNFORGETTABLE"

Logan's Run established a society that can only thrive on a

¥nung population and accepts death as a part of life. But 13

zameti tackles the other main tenet of our Dolcett society, the
thrill and excitement that go with risking your own life and those
of your loved ones. The urge of "L'a |:u:=_-l|tl cYu vide" (Call of the
void) is what explains the brief suicidal impulse to jump off a cliff
or bridge. But it is also what drives women to risk all at a fun fair
or to kneel down before the ever-hungry Jessica. And it is what
drives many of the men in this film to risk all for money.

While the film's lead character is very much an unwilling Alice
in Wonderland (or perhaps better, a Robin in Club X), force is not
the motive of his peers. 12 other participants are entered in this
underground casino where the only game is Russian Roulette. As
rich spectators place bets on which of their 'horses' will come in,
active players spin their chambers and press their pistols to their
neighbors' foreheads. These men are volunteers, driven by any of
a number of motivations: a share of the winnings, a desire to feel
alive in facing their end, or simply having a deathwish. But we'd
like to think that some of them get a thrill from the submission! A
chance to do well by those who believe in them enough to place
their money on them. Maybe one of them even longs for the unique ecstasy that can only be
realized in their master's bed following a near-snuff experience

“A gruesome existential thriller!”

il l:

13 Ployers. One Bullet. The Ulthmate Gome of Chance

Delicatessen (1991)

Set in a post-apocalyptic world where food is so scarce it's
used as currency, this delightful comedy depicts the forbidden
romance between a butcher's daughter and her father's newest
longpig. Though she has stood by and ﬁrnﬁted from this
arrangement in the past, here she selfishly chooses to place
puppy love above family and her own nourishment, and
attempts to save his life. If only she knew what we know, that
snuff makes the heart grow lustier. She and her father might
both benefit if she would only learn to suppress her emotions
of attachment and lure in a series of new lovers turned longpigs
using her sexuality as bait.

apstairs, while benefitting from the butcher's steady food
supply, the whole apartment complex must follow the rules of
their ?;ases to the letter. Late rent payment charges can be very
costly...an arm and a leg so to speak. Perhaps more. Though
| there is no known link, the film may very well have served as a

DELICATESSEN 8 model for modern low-income tenement practices. But of
_ Hmbyjesa o course today's penalty for missed rent payments is more likely

T to be a trip to the 'hot seat' or down the sharp end of a spit.
Either way it's a satisfactory motivator for those who'd like to
live to cook another day.

Soylent Green (1973)

The grandfather of cannibal flicks, when filmed it naturally
looked upon the eating of others with horror. But as in all good art,
new meanings can be derived and applied with the passing of time
and the advancement in human thnu-_:ll.lht. Its setting is an alternate

dystopic New York circa 2022, where humanity is overgrown and
underemployed, pollution ubiquitous, and food scarce. As a
detective investigates a murder, one important question demands
an answer: What is soylent green?

He knows it as mankind's salvation, a plankton-based nutrient
given as rations to the starving population. But in light of global
warming's effects on plankton and the planet, he discovers there is
only one sufficient source of protein for soylent green: People!

That the detective reacts with horror is of no moral importance
to a modern interpretation of the film. Soylent green must be kept a
secret because people must want to eat people for cannibalism to
function. As has been shown in Turkmenistan and the Chinese
Congo, state-mandated cannibalism cannot succeed without the will
of the public. Though the logic is foolproof, the motivation to eat
people must come from the civilian population itself. It is believed
that only the sexual impulse is sufficient to mask traditional moral
misgivings on a societal scale. As such it is our ability to incentivize
and fetishize snuff that keeps us from becoming a failed species.

SOYLENT GREEN
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With another Spring comes
another mspection season. A time
to replenish our species' stock ol
chgble longpig with a healthy batch
ol npe young teemies. Big or small,
kinky or innocent, each girl enters
adulthood an equal, once thorough
imspections have purged the weak.

Dolcett Digest welcomes the
Class ol 2064 with a guide to meat
examination for hirst tmers. We sit
1 on doctor visits ol three newly
legal roastables in each ol Europe,
Russia, and the USA to show our
youngest readers what awaits them
and their meat.

Beata enters her Budapest chimc
somewhat apprehensive at the prospect
ol being handled by a male ispector.
But she's not a kid anymore. She must
submit to common medical standards,
and 1n most countries on the continent,
meal mspectors are exclusively male.

Thas 1s out ol practical benelit, not
sexism. Influence ol the ancient Greek
1deals ol beauty and Renaissance art
have lelt their mark on Europe. It 1s
deemed a umversal social benelit that
exemplary [emale specimens be given
lower Irequency dralt numbers than
standard Europeans as to allow them
more ime to breed and entertain the
male population. And as all [emales
have been genetically selected to be
hyperpansexual, they may have difficulty
discerming lacets ol [emimine beauty.

European mspections, compared to
the Russian and American variety, most
resemble tradiional doctor check-ups.
The basic health ol the body 1s verihed
through standard examinations famihar
to either sex. These will include use ol a
stethoscope, tongue depressor, eye hight,
and manual mmspection ol the breasts.

Of course each region has their own
peculiantes, and one ol employed 1n
Central Europe, seen below, 1s the gag
rellex check. Given the importance of
regular blowjobs on the male psyche,
women may be tested on their ability to
orally accommodate men. Beata 1s told to
suck the doctor's [inger but 1s suddenly
and surprisingly deep throated. That she
does not choke bodes well for her.



Alice comes [rom Watlord, a short
train commute [rom London, England.
Like Beata's her inspection 1s generally
traditional. On the night, Alhce's nasal
passage 1s inspected for any peculiarities.
She 1s asked about her health history
and whether she has any allergies or 1s
prone to nose bleeds. Though primary
oxygen intake on spitted girls 1s through
the butt end of the spit, the nasal
passage 1s an EU mandated secondary
path. Food salety guidelines require this
to ensure the proper snulling of meat,
as roasted & asphyxiated meat products
are subject to separate health guidelines.

Should a problem arnse, the subject
may be graded "XS" an indicator that
she may not be hive spitted. Even though
live oven roasting or boiling exist as
alternatives, the meat value 1s affected.

m-*"ir

Alice [lips hersell over and spreads
her legs apart. It's tme to gauge her sex
drive. The doctor begins to linger has
patient as an audio recording is played
in the background. It produces the voice
ol a music or [ilm star that 1s computer
[abricated but indistunguishable [rom
reality. It pampers Alice with sweet
words, calling out her name and umque
[eatures. And gradually 1ts compliments
switch [rom an appreciation ol beauty
to a lust for meat.

The doctor manually siumulates the
girl as she listens to the personalized tale
ol meatgirl seduction. Alice becomes
quite wet, well above recommended
minmimum levels. At the topic ol basting,
Alice cums 1n jets. Her volume, range,
and tume ol orgasm are all recorded on
her permanent hile.
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Every orifice is inspected and probed.
Alter her nose, mouth, eyes and ears are
graded, the doctor inserts an anal
thermometer. An oral thermometer
would work just as well, but it 1s widely
believed that anal submission 1s halfl the
battle in taming a meatgirl. During the
procedure, Alice's tightness 1s observed.
The mspector will prescribe a corrective
[aux-male suppository for that later.

The doctor produces a standard bird
baster and [ills it with water. He relates to
Alice the importance ol maintaining
clean bowels as he demonstrates on her
an enema. Elligible meatgirls have a fun-
damental responsibility to keep them-
selves clean both for the spit and their
sexual partners. Fither may take them at
a moment's nolice.

Alice's pussy shows greater use: here
she needs no encouragement. But she 1s
read the standard spiel on climax anyway.

Cabrina attends her [irst inspection
with forcknowledge of a worrysome
condition. Her life goal of becoming a
prolessional breeder 1s dependent on
this interview. Though she has the
aesthetc credentals to enter into any
breeder farm 1n Scandinawvia, she has a
heart condition that cannot be allowed
to pass on to the next generation.

She travels [rom Helsingor, Denmark
to nearby Copenhagen to consult with a
specialist. The doctor must uphold a
certain medical dispassion while he
holds her dreams, like her solt breast, 1n
his hand. What 1s most important are
the dreams ol her unborn meatgrls,
who 1f genetically weak might succomb
during a spitting, rather than hours later
over the fire. As such, he takes his time.
His teenage patent 1sn't gomng anywhere.

The doctor next gives his patient's
mouth a good examination. Cabrina
[eels like a horse on the auction block
with the level of scrutiny assigned to her
teeth. She sull has no 1dea what his
methology 1s, but she prays it wall end
with her [irst ol many breeding cycles.

Finally the doctor sets his tools
down and ollers Cabrina a seat...on his
lap. "Miss, your heart 1s a ticking time
bomb. The longer you wait the weaker
it shall become. Breeding 1s out of the
question: Your condition would be
passed on to your offspring. However 1
see you are still young & strong enough
to survive a proper hive spiting. I am
wriing a prescription lor processing to
be carried out right away. Many [ine
restaurants 1n this city that would pay a
premium (o serve you as a long pig. I'l
allow you 48 hours to make your choice."

i

Both doctor and patient are wholy
silent during the inspection. He can't
risk 1ssuing a [alse positive and she can't
stomach a [alse negative. Cabrina rests
her hands atop her head as a courtesy.
Her body 1s his to inspect and to pass
judgment on. She won't object to his
rubbery touch or his Iinal decision.

The doctor moves Irom the heart to
her abdomen. Cabrina isn't sure if she
should be relieved or concerned. Her
stomach wasn't on trial, or was 1t? And
what might he know that her normal
physician would not?

Cabrina asks what the matter 1s but
gets no reply. Instead the doctor begins
to mterogate her on her diet. Especially
what she's eaten 1n the last 2 days. Also
of interest 1s her recent sexual history:
who, when, how, & how good. Cabrina
begins wonder...she hadn't yet missed

her period, but could she be pregnant?!



POCCMA

Russian mspections are the domain
ol the military in consideration ol the
recent role ol warlare 1n the Russian
State. Conscription 1s compulsory for
all women aged 18-20. Consequently,
the state must determine whether
recruits are Iit enough to lay down
their hives 1n a non-culinary manner.

Though reduced 1n size by the
mdependence ol Kalimingrad, Sibena
and Kamchatka, Russia has taken on
the leading role in crushing abolitionist
cells and assisting 1n humamtanan
cllorts worldwide. These girl guard-
1ans ol the motherland must [irst
meel a strict standard ol readiness,

Humanitarnan ellorts oller Russian
assistance to the uncivilized 'can'tibal’
sociclies ol the world. While Russians
know that so long there 1s meat on
their bones they will not starve, all
across Alrica, India, and the Middle
East, hunger 15 a real problem. In
such zones, soldiers distribute water,
basic grains, and oversee a green card
lottery. Winmng [emales are given a
new lile 1in Russia, albeit wath a 75%
first-year meat lottery selection chance.

Soldiers may also be ordered to
stay behind and procreate with local
males. The strategy behind this 15 to
produce local meatgirls and reduce
overpopulation by keeping males
away Irom the veggiebal [emmajority.
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evaluated by their battle hardened
[uture ollicers.

The struggle against abolihomsts
may lake them anywhere [rom the
Ingid Russian tundra, where dralt
dodgers may hide 1n vegan villages,
to the Latin American tropics, where
undercover soldiers may be charged
with overthrowing a government
deemed too meek mn 1ts lottery laws.
Fither case requires correction by
conversion, so 1 addition to basic
[itness and health, a basic culinary
background 1s required.
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Roksana's breasts are the
subject of great scrutiny. In a
perilous situation, alone and
behind enemy lines, a soldier
may be expected to slice one or
both off to feed on until help
can arrive. In consideration of
Roksana's petite bust, she is to
be exempted from front line
combat. Not that her meat is
safer elsewhere. Boredom and
sexual tension in the barracks

have driven more girls to go
‘permanently AWOL' on the
logistic lines than have been
roasted on the front.

To determine the role suited
to her body type., Roksana
undergoes a series of physical
tests to gauge her strengths
and weaknesses. Is she meant
to be a heavy lifter or a paper
pusher? A soldier or a sailor?
Roksana completes all the

tasks, but it is her time in the
3-km run impresses the doctor
and influences the decision.
Roksana is assigned to the
Sochi refugee transit center as
an MP. Though most refugees
are thankful to be fed. clothed
and housed during their exile,
those selected for roasting by
the Russian lottery are prone
to escape attempts. But when
they run, Roksana catches.
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Nika comes from an army
household and feels the added
pressure of familial expectation.
Her mother fought in Armenia
to overthrow the matriarchy
and personally witnessed the
Queen's beheading. Her aunt
cgave her meat for the mother-
land in the Sumatra campaign.
Whatever task Nika 1s assigned,

she prays it isn't behind a desk.

The checkup runs smoothly,

-

her body having been molded
and toned for this very day. It
1s slim and athletic, but not
brawny as to toughen her meat.
Her heart and lungs show the
signs of a devoted soccer player
and she is flexible enough to
get into any required position.
But all is not well. Nika fits
a description issued by the
doctor's commanding officer.
There is a free slot in his army

sponsored harem, and Nika is
the type he is looking for. Far
from risking her life on the
front lines, she'd be sharing his
cock in a Moscow suburb.
Nika begs for an alternate
assignment, anything at all. The
doctor reluctantly agrees, and
explains that Nika's hair must be
cut. It may burn on the spit...
while she serves as a meat
missionary in Malawi.




Yana has already distinguished herself
before her inspector. An academic prodigy,
she has already co-authored two published
papers with her preparatory high school
chemistry teacher. But while such
accomplishments are lauded in the real
world, the military sees this as a red flag.
Will Yana be folded easily into a company
of grunts? Or will her intelligence lead her
to question and second guess her
commanding officer's orders?

The doctor has Yana perform a special
obedience routine intended to gauge her
mental pliability. Yana spens 30 minutes
crawling. kneeling and hopping according
to the doctor's orders. Like a show dog she
maneuvers between her master's legs and
obeys every instruction. By the time 30
minutes is up Yana should be exhausted,
her knees battered from a half hour of
forced crawling. But the determined draftee
still responds as quickly and precisely as
always. The girl has no overbearing ego...
she proves herself a capable follower.

Now Yana can relex as her body is
inspected more passively. The doctor slips
a blood pressure sleeve onto Yana's arm
and pumps it full of air. This test shows her
to be as well suited on the inside as on the
outside. But what else could one expect

from an active tennis, badminton and ice
hockey player, as well as a frequent and
liberal dispensor of handjobs.

Next comes a round of measurements.
Yana's waistline, bustline, biceps. thighs,
and neck are all recorded with the doctor's
tape measure. But a cunt isn't so easily
classified by simple distance measurement.
The doctor must rely on her own intuition
and experience to give it a grade. Not that
she has to. A gynocological exam has
already been conducted as a prerequisite
for this exam. No. the doctor simply wants
to, as is her right. And no matter how many
future meatgirls the doctor examines in a
day. she always gets a thrill out of fondling
her favorites. She pinches at Yana's tender
flesh, strokes her clit and finger fucks her.
Feigning critique, she sucks Yana's juices
from her gloved fingers and describes the
taste and its significance.

The doctor knows that Yana is a perfect
candidate not just for front line duty, but
for officer's school. But she prefers to let
Yana sweat it a bit. The doctor's lunch hour
is about to begin and she would like to have
something to look at during her meal. And
maybe to have something for dessert when
she finishes her sandwich. Until the doctor
signs off on her, Yana will be her pet.
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When compared with the previous
two approaches, American inspectors
share similar goal statements with their
Russian counterparts: the cultivation
of excellent physical performance. But
unlike the Russians, Americans have
become apathetic to the plight of non-
cannibal world: involvement in Middle
East, Indian and African affairs has
become untenable to American voters.
After decades of foreign intervention
and hundreds of billions in aid seeing
little benefit, the US has returned to a
policy of neutrality. World famine or
not, any intervention not linked to
NATO or the Monroe Doctrine 1s DOA.

Of course, with the renewed focus on
domestic issues and a lack of military
conscription, the physical traits sought
by the American FDA (Food and Drug
Administration) differ from those of
the Russian Red-Meat Army. The first
stop for our trio of Boston-area school-
girls 1s a spot along the wall. Like the
students of nearby Harvard University
in the mid-20th Century, all incoming
meatgirls strip for nude posture photos
for internal record keeping. Such photos
may be used for meat classification in
Washington or at the meat mills, saved
to the memory chip on a passport or
visa. or be given to law enforcement
agencies in the case of a runaway. Of
course, after each girl meets her meat
maker, such photos are made available
to the public on wikimeatia.
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It's a complete surprise to
most incoming inspectees, but
the exam does not measure
heart rate, size or stamina, only
sexual capacity. It is considered
part of the '"American Dream'
that all women regardless of

background should have the
opportunity to advance their
sexual abilities. Every woman
should be able to hone her
feminine talents to the level of

pornographic film star for her
own and her lovers' benefit.
These tests reward those
who embrace this freedom
and refers those who do not to
'summer school.' This consists
of daily lessons in handjobs,
blowjobs, pussy and ass
fucking. standard fetishes and
achieving orgasm on a spit.
Passing grades allow reentry
into society. Failing grades

are ground into Grade D Meat.
As the test device 1s revealed,
two of our girls express shock
at the idea of having their sex
acts observed and graded.
Rachel makes the mistake of
revealing her virginity, and in
doing so earns herself a higher
level of scrutiny. Olivia stares
blankly hardly believing this
could be a real test. But Hailey
is uniquely comfortable both in

nudity and the task before her.
Rachel is given two dildos
to juggle, but rather than tak-
ing them one at a time, each
in a hand, she tries to suck
them both at once. The female
inspector gives her a demerit
at the embarrassing display.
Olivia's fellatio is fair but
does not offer anything more
than what a teenager would
be expected to know. If she

would be snuffed tomorrow
she could not provide her
master or mistress with the
level of satisfaction he or she
would be accustomed to.

Hailey 1s quick to show she
won't choke under pressure or
10 inches of man meat. She
bows down before the rubber
cock and swallows the entire
shaft. The male inspector tries
to trigger her gag reflex by

forcing her movements but it is
too buried in her mind. He lets
go and watches her give a
well-rounded blowjob.

Next is an evaluation of the all
important fucking abilities. Each
girl stands, spreads her legs and
lowers herself onto the chair
mounted dildo. Olivia rides well
but when presented with a dildo
to suck on she can't multitask.
Given the importance of group




sex at American style BBQs,
her final inspection grade is a
"T" for training. Her summer
will be a busy one.

Hailey shows the same
proficiency in fucking that
she did in sucking. A regular
cowgirl, she bucks and moans
and leaves the saddle streaked
in her own juices. Instructed
to get down on her hands and
knees, she takes the spit-roast

position, fucking herself as the
iInspector rams a cock down her
throat. Again she holds her
own and earns an 'A.' The
inspector sends her home with
a roasting waiver just In case
she teels ready to volunteer.
Hailey says she 1sn't so sure,
but will discuss it in the
evening with her parents.
Rachel does much better
this time around. In the spit

t

position she takes both cocks
up to their rubber balls. After
a few minutes of stimulation
she squirts onto the hardwood
floor. The girl contesses that
she 1s what she calls a 'snutt
slut" and that she's been saving
herself for the spit. In light of
this information she walks out
with an inflated 'B minus'
grade, registration papers, and
an infectious smile.

Whatever your regional practices,
inspections are of vital importance
in assessing livestock health. Your
visit may very well guide the course
and end of your life. Whether you
end up mothers. mistresses, slaves

or sandwiches, best of luck to you
all. Class of '64. =
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Each issue we feature a unique trend in
the world of gynophagia. Whether it is the
start a new tradition or merely a passing
craze, we leave that up to you. But do give
them a try! The next generation may
laugh, but you won't be around to hear it

v -
Simone Garcia, Orange, CA, USA

Sammie Miller, Edison, NJ, USA
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Don't mistake this column is for a
woman-only read. We have plenty for
you boys to try out as well, for example
this fun take on a classic American snack.
It's no secret that Americans love hot dogs,
Many fiercely debate what truly belongs
on one. But others, like these ladies, insist
on only the finest of sausages.

Now before you do something rash,
don't worry, there's been no femcan coup
d’état. Women aren't harvesting men in
the streets. But that doesn't mean these
Yankee dames can't play out a healthy
erotic fantasy. Or you for that matter.
Take after these readers and share in a
fun and sexy role reversal. Just be sure to
send us the pics!

Abby Yates, Shreveport, LA, USA

Lisa Thompson, Eau Claire, WI, USA

It may not be rocket science, but it was nonetheless captivating Kayla lays the man-pork frank out onto a pre-sliced bun, a soft
for us to watch how faithful reader Kayla Quinn (Tallahassee, and stimulating bed of bread. She supports this white-bread
FL, USA) prepares her favorite light lunch. She begins by pillow for the duration, the rest of the recipe being a

sp a mustard-mayo mix onto a plump sausage. She one-handed affair.
prefers the kind with an all natural (uncut) casing,
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Though some may find catsup too sweet a topping for a tube of Kayla brings the hot dog to her lips but pauses. Like a pup with

hot meat, Kayla 1s not one of them. And she's in good company, a treat on its nose, she shows remarkable self-restraint. But with
catsup being the highest selling topping. She grabs a bottle and purpose. She squeezes the dog in its soft bun, a friendly
squeezes off three long streaks of the chilled tomato dressing. reminder of what it 1s, a comfortable coffin. The cold toppings

and her hot stuttered breath send more of the same signals...

...that maybe this 1s no fantasy...maybe the lust in her eye is Kayla pulls away with a mouthful. Her massive chews are barely

insatiable...or rather satiated by just one thing. This is exactly contained by her modest lips. She didn't!....she couldn'tt Could she?
what she wants him to think. As Kayla's lips envelop him, his She winks, swallows, and goes back for more. Her man opens his eyes
cock turns iron-stiff partly for lust, partly as a defense and looks down to check everything is in order. He's relieved to find
mechanism. Not that it will do him any good. Kayla is fully in two reddened imprints of her teeth. In a furor he plots this crazy
control of his convulsing manhood. Her teeth tear through the zirl's demise. Rope, spit, sauce, chain...dogs, flogging, incest, pain. But
limp bread and dig into his precious manhood. as she bites down again his fury is replaced by fear and pleasure.
Dolcett Digest 417



But of course, one is never enough. And now, far from primed and loaded, went off spontaneously in her hand,
protesting, Kayla's boytoy slices the bun himself. Kayla takes rendering unto her a teat-load of special sauce. Kayla simply
the opportunity to remove some excess clothing and peppers smiled, fell to her knees, and went to work, 'devouring' his
him with dirty talk. As she leans over his member and meaty member. There were no teeth used this second time,
strokes it lightly through the bun, she whispers a few just her soft lips and tongue on his raw and tender flesh. It
forewarnings, "Practice time is over..." and "I'm no spitter.." was a much quicker and messier affair thist time as she
Remarkably, her sweet nothings sufficed. His cock, already earned herself a second hot load of cannibal cream.
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CROSSWORD

Across

1. Strike out

5. What the riff-raff lack

10. Winged pest

14, Empire built by llamas

15. Underworld

16. lllegal Islamic interest

17. Lee or Mikita

18. Manuscript changes

19. Big heads

20. San Francisco's favorite cut
of meat?

22. Place to find milk on tap

23. One of the first Olympians?

24. Goode Guitarist

25. Lookout

29. Arsenal aim?

31. A warm room with a view

32. A book with a key

34. How to amend a letter 2x

37. Name for a cunt steak in
Baghdad?

41. Yucatan year

42. Island home to an annual
cock eating contest

43. Type of code

44. Very alluring

45. Spitty looking

47. Common ancestor of Catalan

-
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and Romanian :
10. Candy-fed meatgirl 39. Bagel topper
gg Eh?grlilwf?-gdilgﬁt‘iwg chenin 11. River forming in Guinea 40. Baseball souvenir
e ‘ Y 5P 12. One wild pig : 44. Begin to tenderize
53. Knoxville's favorite variety 13. Posthumous compliment  45. CA's first Dolcett party
: of meatgirl? 21. Wax mine 46. Whatever you can get
50 Titanic's ic:;, fata 24, Bengal and Fundy away with
60 What Gandhi and Genghis 25. A TV's best friend 47. Folds more lovely than
have in common 26. Square - origami :
61. A poem is rarely lovelier 27. Rome's famed violinist  48. Change something WeapoagIiciude
than one of these 28. AC/DC anthem previously finalized d ﬂ'ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ’f
62 Letters for a crucifixion 29. Acted with Grace in 1952 49. See 47 Across, 4 Down
63. Lowest level of autonomy 30. Bauxite,_ e.g. 50. C!Jban Gonzalez * _Hﬂﬂﬂﬂgﬂ'ﬁ#ﬂ}
64. Assistant 32. Contradict 51. Like James Bond ¢ ﬂfﬂﬂ' ; !:
65. Month after Shevat 33. Slang term for meth 53. Unfathomably large i | Jffffgﬂfﬁ'ﬂﬂrﬂﬂgf
66. Printer need 34, Cop's catch 54. 1952 W. Olympic host 3 Bﬂf’f-ﬂﬂﬂdj‘ e _
67. Neighbor of Castile 35. Worth half a gesundheit 55. Space-saving Abbr, -y .
4 36. Symbol on Morocco's flag 56. Not vet Niagara : ' fﬂﬂf}ﬂ?ﬂgfﬂﬂffﬂﬁ. * 9
Down 38. A picture so nice you'd  57. Start anew - - Y .
. Lady's cock alternative click it twice 58. No longer hidden ;?m‘g”fwr .
2. The price of a hand P et ettt Fgmfp{%’{qﬁaﬂj
3. Words of confidence 1 @ .
4. Last task of a space mission | ll ﬂdﬂﬂﬂﬂ”ﬁ! 1 -
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my own name. e - k
______________________ - - | ‘What does the guilty party have to say for herself? r .
_____________________ o | Belle: I was only goin Hmﬁcsmrthcspctdlimit,andduwnhﬂﬂ

| In Dolcett, California, the specifics of the crime don't matter,

| only the andacity needed to commit one. Also, you have

1 | out-of-state plates, a rookie mistake.

| Belle: The booking and trial were just as crazy. Handcuffed,

, stripped nude, no {ﬂwycr...th: er]] lasted all of eight minutes.

: That long? The judge probably had difficulty choosing a

4 : method of snuff.

: Belle: Electrocution, in case you were wondering.
IBHEIIIW:;—} ’Whatas ns-::ﬁlhfclﬂ_mi‘ i 5
elle: 1 was surprised that the facility wasn't gender separated.

' There were more men than women, mnsﬂj'ﬁ there for public

| intoxication...but they let them keep their drinks. We were kept in

' one big room, which quickly turned to an orgy. Fucking is all you

! could really do to keep your mind occupied.

| How was the death row orgy?

| Belle: It was my first, so I don't have anything to judge it by. But

| strangely, I found I liked it when my partners commented on and

| argued over my cuts of meat. My boyfriend likes to pretend he'sa |

| dom, so I rarely got compliments, certainly none of this caliber. |

No one has ever complimented your meat? I

| Belle: I'm from a more reserved community. When people |

| disappear, they do so quietly...roasts are very much a private affair |
|
I
|

: Why are you standing here, Viktoria?
, Viktoria: I was out drinking at a bar and misplaced my
. friends. As I left, I ran into a petitioner with a
; clipboard. He said he was looking for donations for
 his charity...something about feeding the hungry. I was |
| so drunk he had to help me sign my own name.
i It wasn't the kind of donation you thought, was it?
! Viktoria: Nor the kind of hungry people.
: How did you react?
, Viktoria: I got a letter in the mail and thought it was a
, joke. But when husband and wife bounty hunters
; showed up at my apartment, then I knew it was real.
| Husband and wife?
| Viktoria: Yes, it was new to me. The husband did the
! searching and gun-wielding. The wife made me ready
' to go. She undressed me, bathed me, did my hair and
: makeup...then watched over me in the car while her
husband rounded up the next girl.

And whom did they deliver you to?
Viktoria: A family on the edge of town. Rich beyond
their capacity to spend, though not for lack of trying.
I'm to roast at their son's graduation barbecue. Until
then I'm a sort of a tutor for him.

I take it it's not history.
Viktoria: Not unless we make it to the kama sutra, no.
And he still has a lot to learn. Especially if he wants to
, publicly prep me before his sisters put me on the fire.
| Is this the type of snuff you imagined you'd have?
| Viktoria: No. I always thought I would surprise my
| husband one morning with a spit and a picnic shelter
| reservation on the anniversary of our first Dolcett role-
' play. But this is actually nice. I wanted to be a teacher
: years ago but I imagine this is more satisfying. I wasn't
, 8o experienced at his age either but if T can give him a
, leg up he can pass on my legacy with every sorority
 girl he beds.
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| between meat and carnivore. A Club X franchise would never fly.
, Even public nudity is taboo.
; o did you use your one phone call for? g,
: Belle: I didn't get to speak. I was just able to select the destination
: of an automated message inviting the recipient to my dinner. [ sent |
: it to my friend in San Francisco. | hope she tells my parents, but
: after I roast. It'd be weird to have them watching my tits sizzle.
Did you ever think you'd go this way?
' Belle: It just isn't done like this in Idaho. There, if you're not using
' areal wood or charcoal fire, you're not doing it right.
| Didn't you ever play with electricity in any sex games?
! Belle: Never. I don't even known what it feels like. I've been
| around plenty of electric fences, but have never been daring
! enough to touch one.
I y my watch you have only 3 hours left. What will you be
| served for your last meal?
| Belle: Cock, of course. But I'd also like to sample pussy for the
| first time...the living kind, that is. |pause] Speaking of which...
| would you consider..letting me...maybe...
| Just don't spoil your appetite.

I




Ellen,

Maybe I'm taking things too literally,
but I was always taught not to play with
my food. I tell my children not to flick
peas, not to slurp spaghetti, and not to
stick their fingers 1n pitted olives. But
my husband has become very playful
with our three most recent whole
roasts. Flicking her nipples, slurping
her pussy, and sticking his fingers in
all sorts of places. We get our roasters
pre-tenderized but he likes to do it
anyway, and right in front of me. He's
my husband, shouldn't I be the one he

tenderizes? I don't want to share!

-Hillary from Oregon

I can understand your trepidation.
You walked down the aisle for this
man, you pledged your undying
loyalty. You even changed your name
for him. By nature's grace there are
nearly six women for every man on
the planet. You were lucky enough to
bag one, but despite your holy union,
that doesn't mean you can keep him
away from the rest of your gender.
Non-married women outnumber you
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Ellen Isles is an acclaimed journalist,

author, gynophagic expert, and the
legal property of Dolcett Digest ||

Ltd. Each issue she answers one of
your questions about living the snuff ™
life to the fullest. Keep your
Each day could
her last. .
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significantly. And they won't
stand for hoarding.

Let's be honest. Even 1n a
woman's short lifetime, sex
can lose 1ts thrill at tmes. As
you spend years together,
there 1s less that 1s new and
exciting. A new partner can
help alleviate the desire for
change and help make your

sex gratifying again. For a
man this works doubly so,

driven as he 1s to sow his
seed, and so often reminded
by a world of willing women.
Now don't think that your

marriage doesn't stand for
anything. You are still his go-
to-girl, his rock, the father of
his children. The reason you

are experiencing jealousy 1s
because you aren't fulfilling
your role as loyal companion.
He 1s your husband, act as
gate keeper, an intermedium.
Sit in on every tenderizing and
oversee his every satisfaction.
You know what he likes, so
make sure she does too. By
example especially.




My favorite place to share final state. It 1s a courtesy to her. He told me about a was by chance that we found woman as I humble myself Tom tells Gabbi to watch me
my man 1sn't in the bedroom help her realize this certainty.  special thing she did with her her at the meat processor. before my boyiriend, paying closely. I take Tom's pleasur-
or our basement dungeon. My boyiriend Tom and I tongue when going down on She was third 1n line to ride my respects on my knees. ing very seriously. Though it
It's out In the open air with start off at the picnic grounds  him. As chance would have the Jessica when we pulled But we both belong to him in  1s the magazine that controls
nature. Like most people we of a local park. It's where we it, I had taught it to her! I her from the queue. Since different ways...who satisfies my roastday, I still like to
don't have a large, expensive shared our first conversation proved it to him and we've then we've kept her bound, him which way is irrelelvent. suck and fuck T'om like he's
oven to use, so our dinner 1s and Intimate moments as we been dating ever since. bare, and celibate. This will Dates and pleasantries aside, mulling whether to spit me
prepped by the head of an took turns basting a mutual Our meatgirl 1s Gabbi, a be her only chance to get off the title of 'girlfriend’ just now or later. Once Gabbi has
axe or a lengthy spit. Nude friend. We exchanged stories = coworker of his whose lottery before we begin. means I'm being saved for a learned a thing or two I turn
and outdoors 1s a meatgirl's about the tmes we'd fucked number was just drafted. It She stands like a free very special occasion! her loose on him.
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Being used to being so
close to his member, I can
forget how gorgeous my Tom
looks when he's got a nice
pair of lips around his cock.
He leans back like a king in
his throne. Cool and 1n
command, he pets the small
of Gabb1's back as he gives
her feedback. For now his

words are calm and confident
but by this session's end he'll
be gasping and moaning and
so mad with lust that the only
sufficient release will be 1n
fully conquering one of us...
driving a 10’ steel pole from
one end to the other.

I find 1t impossible not to
play with myselt as I watch

our dinner put on a show.
Gabbi's head ducks and twists
and bobs and bows. Tom's
cock vanishes and reappears
twice a second, each time
slicker than before. Like a
proper striptease I never quite
catch a full glance of it. The
head 1s always tucked away 1n
her mouth as she milks away.

7

I like to tease him when

he's with our meatgirls. T'om
had the chance to roast me
before I was hired by Dolcett
Digest. Naturally he'll get a
fine cut of me when I snuff
it, but now that I'm company
property I'm off limats. If he
snufls me, they get to roast
him! So as our meatgirl sucks

his staff, I tell him I'm finally
feeling ready to roast. My tits
are full, my body lean, and
my pussy has lubed itself for
the spit. All I need 1s for him
to drive his rod through me!
Sometimes the poor meat
girl takes me seriously and
thinks I may take her place,

giving her a reprieve. The

-

¥/

practical benefit of which 1s
that she starts to suck and
fuck like her life depends on
it. It never does...regardless
of the effort each meatgirl
will always ride the flames,
and usually too exhausted to
resist. Gabbi 1s under no
such misunderstanding, but
she still gives the performance
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of a ifetime. It's her last fling,
her last supper. She worships
my boyfriend's cock with an
uninhibited zeal that I should
strive each might to reproduce.

That's really the foremost
reason why I can't summon
any jealousy for our del take-
home meal. All of her friends
and lovers have become but
distant memories. My Tom 1s
the only outlet for the carnal
desires that make us human.
It's her last chance to athirm
herself as a hot-blooded
woman. Who am I to deny a
prisoner her 'final smoke?' I
can only hope for similar
treatment come my turn.

You can always tell when 1t
1s a woman's last ride on the
old pogo stick. Their eyes
fixate so steadfastly on what
they want that you'd almost
need a crowbar to pry them

off. I think these final flings
awaken something deeply

imnstinctive and feminine. I
wouldn't be surprised 1if 1t
was a form of baby craze. In
realizing she will never again
or ever have the chance to
propagate, the meatgirl strives
desperately and vainly to gain
the seed she needs to breed.
Whatever 1t 1s exactly, 1t's not
unlike any of a number of
beneficial traits inherent to
farmable animals. Like
salmon predictably returning
each year to be fished or
panicked buffalo that can be
herded 1n circles, a woman's
last lust, her raging hormones
make her flesh a tender treat.

Like me I hope you'll be
driven by another feminine
drive, the maternal instinct,
and be 1nspired to watch over
your meatgirl and assist 1n
her efforts. Holding Tom's
cock upright, I take on the
role of a weight lifting spotter.
I'd ke to make sure every

one of Gabbi's wet strokes will
be on target.

Soon I begin to offer some
mild suggestions. "He likes it
when you..." and "That's
nice...let's see more of that."
Tom 1s great in bed but he
doesn't know how to coach a
girl. Other than the command
to swallow or take it elsewhere
he leaves the choices to me.
So naturally I have to share
my wisdom and experience
with newcomers. Watching
these girls do my bidding 1s an
exciting change of pace for
me as a typical sub. Playing
mistress IS an empowering
role I think all girls can enjoy.

But if not, there's something
about getting down and dirty
with meatgirls that can really
get your lust and adrenaline
pumping. Eventually as Tom
1s driven to plant a kiss on
Gabbi I feel compelled to join
in, not as a leading role but as




support. It1s still Gabbi's last  fuck to satiate her aching will just give sharing a chance!
blow after all. If she focuses pussy. T'om and I are both Happy threesomes! =
on the head, I take the shaft eager to move on to what 1s
or balls. When she works her  next. Gabbi 1sn't just some Asalih alllicEiklsslsles whdfo
way down, I work my way up.  market meat anymore. She's shoots, her preparations were
Of course I leave the clean  our conquest... intimately immediately followed by o
up to her. Every Dolcett girl linked to us by shared passion company picnic. Was Ellen this
deserves a final meal. Gabbi and experience. Watching her month's entree2 Or did she
whimpers for more though cook will be so much more receive another one of her
she knows Tom 1s spent. She of a turn-on for both Tom bimonthly reprieves? Pick up our
will have to settle for a spit and I...and you as well 1if you June issue to discover her fate!
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When TV personality and
amateur gambler Kate Miller saw
her luck finally run out at the poker
table, she said this of her
high-stakes flesh wagering, "You
don't play to win chips, you play to
win your life. A person lives more
in the 24 hours after winning than
in a year's time. The greater the nisk,
the greater the reward."

At Dolcett Digest, we don't judge
a person's motives. Whether for the
risk, the money, or because it turns
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you on, we love to see young
edibles bare and wager all. That's
why we created the "Guess Who?"
feature, as an outlet for our readers
to experience the emotional
tornado that accompanies risking
your skin. Whether newly legal
livestock or simply hooked on

gambling, we love our risky readers.

Below and across are five girls
who have placed their meat in your
hands. Simply identify any of the
girls by their nude photos and win

their roasting permits. We need the
name, first and last, and a third
piece of identifying information. A
school, address, middle or maiden
name. One entry per person per
girl, please.

We're always looking for new nisk
takers. If you're feeling brave, dumb,
or horny, send a cropped photo to
dolcettdigest@donnerpartycatering.com.
If printed, you could win $1,000*or be
someone's dinner! We promise 1t'll be

someone you already know!
* Payment within six months of printed publication date

After two consecutive issues with no
meatgirl winners, we happily introduce this
issue's golden girl! Congratulations to
Kaspars Petersons for correctly identifying
February's Girl 'A' as Agnese Zarins of Riga,
Latvia. Agnese was recognized in part by
her outfit, worn in a costume ball years ago
at which Kaspars served as a chaperone.

Kaspars intends to serve Agnese at a
family barbecue in honor of his daughter,
who will soon be graduating college with a
computer science degree. He has already
converted the old rope tree-swing in his
backyard into a makeshift noose. Agnese
will then be dismembered and grilled in
pieces by the happy father.

In the meantime, Agnese 1s already
being put to good use. Agnese resides in a
spare bedroom that Kaspars and his wife
rent out to needy travelers. But far from
taking the room off the market, Agnese 1s
featured in its advertising. The room has
become so popular, especially among
Agnese's fnends and associates, that
Kaspars has begun to rent out the room
during afternoons by the hour.

This month's hints:

A) She 1s a notorious flasher

B) Her adopted country granted her family
asylum due her homeland being snuff
averse

C) She volunteers to work behind the
scenes at her local gynophagia club

D) Her favonte vegetable 1s zucchim

E) Lives in a very rural area. There are no
traffic lights 1n this woman's county.

F) Hiding a tattoo that would give herself
away
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Ar scape

Are you sure
you want to do this
Ariel? It seems a little

big for you.
e

> 4
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A gallery set a side [or our readers to share their
artistic talents and directions with the world. Send
samples 1o dolcetidigest@donnerpartycatering.com

| can
do this. Kaberian
cows aren't much
larger than me.

On a far-off terraformed world, the all-female descendents
of fleeing abolitionists live meager agrarian lives. Niki and
Ariel are sisters who have discovered one of the only
males within 10 light years, a domesticated kaberian bull.
At dawn they snuck out to let their curiosities guide them.

From living among rabbit breeders they knew what penises were for. But
it wasn't until they discovered their mother's pornography stash that they
realized humans had them too. It amazed them that what was a dull act
for animals simply ravished women. Even though they only had a beastly
kaberian, Ariel had to try it out. Maybe Niki too if her little sister liked it.
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I'm keeping him
steady. Just put the tip
in and rock yourself
on it.

April's Ieatured work IS oI a subject beyond the
scope of today's reality. If's a Iantasy Iuliilied only
(hrough computer animation by homealone_447.

But even a domesticated animal is governed by its instincts. As
soon as the beast's cock felt constrained, it ignored Niki and took
a giant stride forward, ramming its phallus deep into Ariel. The
prehensile prick pumped and twisted inside of her, leaving no
organ unturned in its search for an eqqg sac that just wasn't there.

Ariel 's face filled with dread in
the realization she'd willingly
entered herself into a perilous
situation. It was simply beyond
her understanding. The beast's
meter long cock filled her body
like a puppeteer's arm and beat
her down into the dirt with its
powertul thrusts. As it plowed
her torso, it released a sort of
precum, which worked as a
numbing agent for pain. Soon
she ceased to feel anything but
a tickle in her chest, and focused
on the relentless pounding of
her pussy. Sexual pressure
began to build within her.
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Niki rushed to her sister’s side, alarmed at what she'd just seen. The girls
in those pornos never did anything like this. Her little sister's petite frame
was clearly no equal to the beast's cock, but Ariel resisted Niki's attempts
to get her clear. Though she would have felt differently had she seen it
burrow into her, Ariel now felt whole in a way she never had before. As
she came to realize she could control the lovely sensations within, she
began moving herself backward onto the colossal prick.

Get off me!
| can handle this!
| feel...l feel...

Ariel only just had enough time to make herself cum. With a great step
forward, the Kaberian ventured another 30 cm inside her before it felt
release. But in doing so it tore its way into Ariel’s esophagus. From 17
holes running the length of the cock, the beast splurged 3 liters of hot,
sticky cum into the depths of Ariel’s offered body. Niki saw it spilling
from her lips and noticed her breathing had stopped. But what to do?
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Ariel!
It's too deep in you!
Crawl towards me!

Niki tilted her head, leaned in and kissed her
sister. With tightly locked lips, she sucked as
much out as she could muster, then began to
ladle it in her mouth with her tonque. But some-
thing blocked her path. The creature’s mighty
member was lodged in the back of Ariel's throat!
Unable to dislodge it and with her sister quickly
turning glassy eyed, Niki did all she could think
to do, which was to swallow everything till the
erupting erection would hopefully die down.

But Ariel's blank expression wasn't due to asphyxia,
which she was certainly facing. It was the chemical
makeup of the beast's semen. Evolution has granted
the animal a surefire way of inseminating mates: its
ejaculate triggers orgasmic sensations in everything
it touches, as well imprinting the recipient to whatever
animal it sees. Ariel was treated to a full torso's worth
of the stuff, of a concentration to satisfy a Kaberian
cow. Niki too was beginning to feel its effects, all the
way down her throat. And without her even realizing
it, the imprinting mechanism had Niki planting ever
more passionate farewell kisses on her fading sister.

There was one last effect of its seed, the triggering of a massive hunger intended to fatten
up the new mother. But Kaberian aside, there was only one thing edible within sight. As
Ariel began to fade, Niki's hunger and crippling orgasm cross-wired into a mad obsession.
She didn't just hunger for her sister's meat, she lusted for it. The sexier the body part, the
stronger the hunger. Cooking Ariel would be easy, she thought...she was already threaded.
The hard part would be convincing others she wasn't crazy. But Niki was up to the task.
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From volunteers to NCs, spittings
to hangings, all snuff is beautiful.
In recognition of this wonder, 'Last
Dance' documents all varieties of
women in the final moments of
their lives. Each issue presents a

— new Dolcett Girl experiencing her

final hour of existance.

Dora Vasquez knows she's a chicken at heart.
She intended on living out her Dolcett fantasy in
January at a barbecue for her closest friends.
Though she yearned to roast and had the support
of her husband and friends, she simply couldn't
restrain her nerves. Over the course of an hour
Dora's husband lined up the spit four imes, and
four imes Dora backed out. The last ime she
even wiggled her way out of her rope restraints!

One of her coworkers, a woman named
Marcy saved the day, volunteering to roast in her
friend's place. Dora watched in embarrassment as
Marcy, 7 years younger and a full head shorter,
casually stripped and bent before the spit. Even
though she had no intentions of doing so that day,
she surrendered herself and made a fine roast.

Over the next weeks Dora hid away in her own
home. She couldn't face her friends after making
one of them make the ultimate sacrifice for her.
Dora's husband noted her distress and after two
months of secret work, unveiled to her a special
spitting restraint. One she couldn't wiggle out of.

An hour before her second
date with the spit, Dora was
immobilized bit by bit. Dora and
her husband agreed that each
step would be irreversible. Once
the back bar was tightened into
place, her fate was sealed. That
didn't keep Dora from playing
the waiting game. She needed 15
minutes of convincing to move
her right oot into place after her
left foot was already bound.

Dora's last delaying tactic was
a farewell blowjob to her hubby,
not that she had control over her
neck. Her entire body remained
static as he gripped her hair and
[ucked her face. He made quick
work and exploded in her mouth.
Dora exercised her only remaining
form of [ree-will & swallowed her
last meal. Then she watched as
he disappeared behind her.

After Dora's breathing was
reestablished, her husband filled
her pussy with a stabilizer and
locked it in place. He gently tied
her wrists and ankles together,
and sat down next to his wife, now
just a bag of charcoal and match
away [rom her ultimate fantasy.

As he stroked her back, he
thanked Dora for [ive wonderful
years together, and how proud
he was that she had followed her
dream to completion. And even
il she did let her apprehension
get the better of her at imes, the
times he needed to hold her
hand and guide her were those 1n
which he felt closest to her.

The doorbell rang, the first
guest had arnived. As he climbed
the stairs he [licked off the cellar
light. Dora deserved a moment

alone in the dark with her thoughts,
her mad lust, and apprehension.
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Dora knew her husband
would entertain no delay, that
any plea for ime would be
ignored. Which 1s why instead
of bargaining for time her [inal
words were a simple repetiion:
"Oh God, Oh God, Oh God!"

The 1cy cool up plugged her
asshole as Dora's husband set
the spit in a cradle. The align-
ment was predetermined. Only
brute force was necessary now.
With a push the spit l1lled her
bowels to their limit. After a
pause to burrow through 1t was
[ree to thread her body.

The suddenly religious Dora
spoke her last as she [ixated on
the cold steel grazing parts of her
that had never been touched. It
slid between her active lungs,
found sale passage to her throat
and emerged cleanly.
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This was 1t. This was the
moment she had been waiting for
her whole life. She had been born
and raised just so she could be
here. She was a mermaid.
Technically speaking she was a
human meatgirl, but in her mind
she was a mermaid. She was
dressed 1n a mermaid suit that
kept her legs together and ended
at the top of her thighs, leaving
ass and pussy on display for the
guests. The suit was shiny and
sparkly red and her hair had been
colored red as well. As far as she
was concerned she was a mermaid
named Red and her purpose in
life was to put on an elegant and
sexy display as a mermaid. She
was to do this until she was chosen
to be eaten and eventually be
replaced by a new Red.

Red was swimming around 1n a
huge tank that was the main
attraction for a restaurant named
the Aquarium. With her in the
tank were hive other mermaids,
Blue, Yellow, Orange, Green and
Purple. Like Red they had all
been born and raised for this very
purpose. Yellow was from the
same farm as Red while the
others came from similar farms,
dedicated to raising mermaid
girls. Yellow had been thnlled
when her farm mate armved
yesterday and the two of them
shared an intense session of love
making before Yellow introduced
Red to the girls from other farms.

The girls all entered the water
and started their show as the first
guests of the evening started to
arrive. 'he show they put on had
moves that were rehearsed, but
for the most part it was up to the
creativity and imagination of the
mermaids themselves to decide
what to do. Red was swimming
close to the bottom of the tank
when she caught the attention of
Green. They swam towards each
other and as they met they swam
up to the surface facing each
other, swimming so close together
that their nipples touched. Above
the surface they shared a quick
kiss before they both swam
backwards and down under the
surface again. It would have been
a difficult move to perform as

elegantly as they did, but they had
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both done it 1n training many
times before and they were both
clones made from girls with great
athletic ability.

Red's heart was filled with pure

joy and satisfaction as she swam.

She swam, back and forth up and
down. She twisted, gyrated, spun
and danced. Sometimes she was
alone, sometimes she made a
formation with other girls. For the
guests that were watching 1t was an
incredibly elegant and erotic
display that the mermaids
performed. Having been born

and bred to do this job Red was
able to hold her breath under

water for several minutes, but alas
she was still human and
occasionally had to breathe.

There was a big flat rock 1n the
middle of the tank and it was used
by the mermaids on those
occasions they needed a rest and
breathe for a prolonged period of
time. A mermaid who rested on
the rock, rarely had to do so
alone. When Red first laid herself
down on the rock to take a few
well deserved deep breathes she
was quickly joined by another
mermaid, Green, the mermaid
she had shared a kiss with before.
The mermaids were encouraged
to have sex on the rock, but Red
and Green needed no such
encouragement. It came naturally
to them and they quickly locked
mnto a 69, doing so 1n a graceful
manner, despite being hampered
by the mermaid suits. Using
fingers and tongues the two young
girls quickly brought each other to
the heights of orgasm before they
shared another quick kiss and
dove down into the water.

Time ceased to matter to Red.
All she did was swim and make
love and that was luckily all that
she wanted. Eventually though the
time for swimming comes to an
end for every mermaid. For Red,
this time had already come. The
vote from the guests was 1n and
apparently they had voted for Red.
A red lamp hghting up above the
tank was what delivered this
message. Red's mind was instantly
filled with strange mix of fear and
pride. People had voted for her
more than any other mermaid and

she loved that, but on the other

hand this would be the end.
Red knew what to do and she

did so with a smile on her face
and lust 1n her pussy. She was
surrounded by the five other
mermaids who proceeded to
fondle, caress, kiss and finger her.
All of this was of course
happening under water. She felt
her pussy fucked and mipple
tweaked. She felt their soft hands
all over her body and she just
loved it. Red had a wonderful
orgasm as Purple fingered her
pussy. It was at this point that
Red's survival instincts kicked in
and she started to try to reach the
surface, but of course 1t was not to
be. The other mermaids could
swim up to the surface and take a
breath, but there were always at
least three of them down below
holding red down. Her fnends
were drowning her, but Red
couldn't blame them or hate
them. She would have done the
same 1f a lamp of a different color
had been the one to hight up.
Besides, they drowned her in a
way that was hilled with love and
lust. The lack of oxygen and the
continued ministrations from the
other mermaids drew one last
orgasm out of Red before she
died with a smile on her face. She
died knowing that she had hived
up to her life duty to the best of
her ability and knowing that her
body would soon grace the plates
of one of the best restaurants in

the city. m

Every great story deserves a greal

audience...so let us introduce the world to

your tantalizing tales. Doleett Digest is
proud to publish the salacious sagas of
our readers, fictional or otherwise. Enter
your stories into consideration by e-mail:
doleettdigest@donnerpartycatering.com

PUZZLE ANSWERS

SPOILERS AHEAD!
(from page 44)
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Dolcett Digest wants to see our readers

embrace the season. Send in your best

shower photos for a chance at a cruis

a lifetime! Our favorit es will be publlshe

and sent with a guest on a 14 day voy

around tropical New Guinea! Enjoy suf, AN R
surf, and sex on the 10-story luxury Imer L T S A
'Queen of Melanesia.' Then travel inland R TR i
to meet real tribal cannibals and learn

their craft. There you will help to prep und

roast Playboy's Miss Februury and Murth

2064! Don't miss out, send in today! |
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